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head, was dimly visible through the haze. A little after noon

there suddenly rose a. round white cloud from the Moor of

Culloden. and then a second round white cloud beside it.

And then the two clouds mingled together, and went rolling
s]autwavs on the wind towards the 'vest; and he could hear

the rattle of the smaller fire-arms mingling with the roar of the

artillery. And then, in what seemed an exceedingly brief

space of time, the. cloud dissipated and disappeared, the boom

of the greatel guns ceased, and a sharp intermittent patter of

musketry passed on towards Inverness. But the battle was

presented to the imagination, in these old personal narratives,

in many a diverse form. I have been told by an ancient

woman, who, on the day of the fight, was engaged in tending

some sheep on a solitary common near Munlochy, separated

from the Moor of Culloden by the Frith, and screened by a

lofty hill, that she sat listening in terror to the boom of the

cannon; but that she was even still more scared by the con

tinuous howling of her dog, who sat upright on his haunches

all the time the firing lasted, with his neck stretched out to

wards the battle, and "looking as if he saw a spirit." Such

are some of the recollections which link the memories of a man

who has lived his half-century to those of the preceding age,

and which serve to remind him how one generation of men

after another break and disappear on the shores of the eternal

world, as wave after wave breaks in foam upon the beach,

when storms are rising, and the ground-swell sets in heavily

from he sea.
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