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THE F1ery CROSS

| was just coming back from the river with two
fine trout when the runner came hurrying into
. the clachan. He stopped by the well to mop his
brow and get his breath back, then called out:

“Tomorrow, at the head of the loch. Clan Donald is
gathering.”

His eye fell on me.

“Tell them, boy,” he said, and set off again. In his hand
he bore a rough wooden cross, its ends blackened by
burning, with a strip of bloodstained cloth hanging
from the cross-bar. I knew what it was. The Fiery
Cross! It was the chief’s sign to the fighting men of the
clan to gather for battle. We had been expecting it for
a few days now. It was the middle of June.

“MacDonald has sent round the Fiery Cross,” I said,
as people began to appear. “We meet at the head of the
loch, tomorrow.”

“We?”

It was my mother’s voice, behind me.

“Yes,” I said. “I must go. | have my father’s sword.”

“You are too young,” she said. “Too young. Only —”

“Nearly sixteen,” I said.

And I am tall for my age, nearly as big as a grown
man. Taller than Fat Calum, my tutor.

My father was the chieftain of the village, cousin to
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