
J
MKiMOlU OK MKS. (MIANT.

Mrs. AiiiH' ( Jiaiit, ('(iiiniioiily slyli'tl of I,.'il;i;iiii, to (listiiij;uisli licr

from licf friend iimi coiilcinitoriiry Mrs. (Iriiiit of CiiiToii,' wiis lidrii

at (iIiisu,-o\v, Fcliruarv ',M, IT.").!. Ilcr fatlitr, Ddiicaii MacVicar, who
Ls (Icscriltcd as a plain, liravc, pious man, wasan olllccr in a Hi,L;li1aii(l

rciiiincnt, licr motlicr a (Icsccndant of the ancient family of Stewart

ol Invernaliyle, in Aruyllsidre. " Tlie only jtartienlar," writes Mrs.

({rant, "of my infantine history that i n member to have iieard re-

lated, tooU plaei' in the streets of (Jlasi^ow, and 1 mention it to show

at what an early ai^e children observe and remember. My mother

lived in the eastern extremity of tiie town : 1 snppose she often spoko

to others, |]i()u;:fii not to me, of my father bein^in Ameiicii, and mii^ht

very probably point westward wheii describing- in what direction

lii(! ^'cir W'orhl lay to some one who Unew still less than myself of

^eon'raphy. l\v. that as it may, I certainly set oil' oiu! Sniulay evening

when I was at most two years and cinht months old, and walked dc-

llbcnitcly ity myself very neaily a mile to the western extremity of

the Tror;4ate ; how much Inriher I mii;ht have j;()nc is not known.

A lady lookin;;- ont of a window saw with some surprise a child

neatly dressed in white, with bare head and arms, walking alone and

unntteudod in the middle of the street. She sent for me nd asked

me where I came from. I said ' mamma's house ;' I could tell no

more. She next (picstioned me where I was going. I answered in

my imi)erl'ecl nnmner that I was going to America to seek pai)a."-'

Soon after this event, ]\[rs. MacVicar and her daughter .sailed for

the New World and settled at Clavcrack on tlie Hudson, where her

husband was stationed with a party of Highlanders. Here Anne was

taught to read by her mother, and learned to sj)eak Dutch. An in-

telligent sergeant of the company made her a proficient in writing,

and observing her eager thii St for knowledge presented his precocious

little pupil with an ap'^ropriate soldier's gift— even the poem of

"Wallace by tlie patriotic Scottish Ht)mer, JJlind Harry. The quaint

and almost forirotten lani!uaij;e in which this work is written, as well

' Anthor of Jfoi/'s \V\j'e of Aldiralloch.
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