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CHAPTER I

'T is the Mind that makes the Body quick;
And as the Sun breaks through the darkest clouds,

So Honor pecreth in the meanest habit.

SUAKSPEAE.

I HAD Occasion, about three years ago, to visit the an

cient burgh of Fortrose. It was ear]y in winter; the clays

were brief, though pleasant, and the nights long and dark;

and, as there is much in Fortrose which the curious trav

eller deems interesting, I had lingered amid its burying

grounds and its broken and mouldering tenements till the

twilight had fairly set in. I had explored the dilapidated

ruins of the Chanonry of Ross; seen the tomb of old Ab

bot Bonifhce and the bell blessed by the Pope; run oVC

the complicated tracery of the Runic obelisk, which had

been dug up, about sixteen years before, from under the

Imuclations of the 01(1 parish church; and visited the low,

long house, with its upper windows buried in the thatch, in

which the fur-famed Sir James Mackintosh had i'CCCI\'Cd

the first rudiments of his education. And in all this I had

been accompanied by : benevolent 01(1 man of the place,
a mighty chronicler of the past, who, when a boy, had sat
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