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“We shall be caught, sir,” answered Glass. “Let me stay here;
1 can delay them long enough to let you get away.” The officer
saw the good sense of this; his first duty was to deliver the
dispatches. He wrung Glass by the hand, and ran out.

The sergeant of marines knew that he had barely an hour; but
he had a plan in his mind. His first action was to twist a long
match from the gunpowder to that window of the cottage which
looked over the cliff; his next to strip himself and the dead sen-
tinel of uniform, and to dress the corpse in his own. He then
found a piece of rope and hanged the body in the doorway.

He dressed himself in the brigand’s best clothes: but, not
content with masculine adornment, he covered himself with the
all-sufficing mantilla. He was a smooth-faced good-looking boy;
with the shawl, he made a quite passable Spanish girl — to the
waist.

He then took up his position at the window by the door, so
that the lower part of his body was hidden, and awaited the
pursuers. It was near twilight when they arrived. Their leader
grasped what he thought to be the situation. “Where is the other?™
he cried. Glass smiled divinely. Unluckily for him, he knew
only a few words of any tongue but English. But a finger to his
lips, and the sign of beckoning, reassured the others; they filed
down the path, and crowded into the cottage. “Where’s the girl?”
cried the leader, “are we in a trap? Look to your arms, men!™
Before he had ended, Glass. who had run upstairs to the other
room, had touched fire to the match. “Let Samson perish with
the Philistines!™ he roared, and at the same moment leaped from
the window.

The cottage sprang into the air, killing every man in it; Glass
lay fifty feet below upon a thorn-bush, with one arm broken and
many bruises, but good for many another day’s adventure.

A day later he had scrambled to the valley, where a shepherd
showed him kindness, and led him by a circuitous route to the
British lines.

Here he found himself a hero: for Fortescue had seen the
explosion, and given all due credit to his companion. But the
sergeant’s arm went ill; for default of treatment, it had begun to
mortify: the same night the surgeon removed it at the shoulder.

Sir Arthur Wellesley himself came to the hospital to salute
the gallant lad. “Be glad it is the left arm;” he said brusquely:
“Nelson lost his right. And for you, we’ll salve you with a com-
mission as lieutenant in the regular army.” Glass was overjoyed,
the loss of his arm seemed little. if he could have a sword at his
side, epaulets on his shoulder, and the rank of an officer and a
gentleman thenceforward.

1L

Lieutenant Glass, obtaining six months leave, at the end of
the campaign of 1805, returned to his ancestral croft on the
northwest side of Loch Ness to find that both his father and
mother were dead. A friend in Inverness had warned him as he
passed through; but piety made him persist in his journey; he
might as well spend his leave there as elsewhere.

It was a stone cottage of two rooms, set high above the loch
upon the moor. Away westward stretched the desolate slopes of
Meallfavournie; below, the gloomy waters of the loch growled
with the cold anger of the Highland winter.

There was no other habitation for a couple of miles. Around
the croft was a niggard space of cultivated land, yielding with
bitter toil a few oats and a few potatoes; nothing more.

The laird, Grant of Glenmoriston, had sent a man to take
possession of the croft, pending instructions from Glass. He
was a sturdy lad of sixteen years, self-reliant and secretive; he
had kept the cottage in excellent order, and tilled the soil as
well as may be in that inhospitable country. Glass kept him on
as permanent gardener and servant; but he was rather an accen-
tuation than an alleviation of the loneliness. However, on the
first Sunday, when the lieutenant walked down to Strath Errick
to church, he found himself the apple of the congregational eye.
Even Chisholm, the minister, a dour narrow Calvinist of the
oldest school, was moved to make a complimentary reference
in his sermon; and, after kirk was over, carried away the officer
in triumph to the manse, there to share the miserable substitute
for a meal which is all that any Scot dare eat on Sunday, in
apprehension of the Divine displeasure.

Chisholm was a widower. He had one daughter, skinny and
frosty. with a straight back, thin lips, a peaked nose, bad teeth,
and greedy eyes. But her flat chest almost burst as the idea
came to her, as it did in a flash, to become Mrs. Lieutenant
Glass. It was a way out of her horrible environment; despite the
lost arm, he was a fine figure of a man; he was a hero, had been
mentioned twice in despatches since he had gained his com-
mission; he would get his company very soon. Promotion was
quick in those days. Captain, major, colonel — possibly even
General Glass! She saw Strath Errick left far north: instead.
presentation at Court, social advancement of every kind: possi-
bly a stately visit or so later on, and a snubbing of the local
gentry who had always looked down upon the minister’s daugh-
ter. She soon discovered that she had four clear months to catch
her fish; poor and plain as she was. she had no rivals in the
district; Glass, the crofter’s son, for all his epaulets, had no
more chance to marry into the local aristocracy than she had.
She went to work with infinite thoroughness and persistence:
she enlisted her father’s aid; she laid siege to Glass in every
known form.

The lieutenant, for his part, knew that he might do much
better. The salons of London were full of better matches; and
his peasant ancestry would not be known there. All Highland-
ers of rank were “gentry” to the average London mother. But
the same instinct that led him to live in the deserted croft made
him now hesitate to transplant himself to London; the soil
gripped him; he soon determined to throw out a new anchor in
the granite; and in March, 1807, he was married to Ada Chisholm
in the kirk of Strath Errick. A month later he rejoined his regi-
ment; he had taken his wife to Edinburgh for the honeymoon,
and she left him at Leith to return to her father’s house, while
he set sail for the new campaign in Europe.

He gained his captaincy the same year; two years more elapsed
before he saw his wife again. In the summer of 1809 he again
distinguished himself in the field, and obtained his majority. A
severe wound left him in hospital for three months; and on re-
covery he asked, and was granted, six months’ sick leave.

His wife was enthusiastic; she had traveled all the way to
London to meet him; and he arranged to have her presented at
Court. Her head was completely turned by its splendor; and she
resolutely opposed the spending of the six months in Scotland.
They went accordingly to Bath instead, and she revelled in the
social glories of the place.

Glass was not at all in love with his wife; and she had no
more sex than one of the oatmeal scones; but he was an extraor-



