Chapter 24

Aberdeen, August 1714

 The servant was hanging the wet clothes up to dry in the late August heat while Luke and his mother were laughing away playing chess. 

 ‘You know son, it is a rarity for one to catch their eyes on a mother getting involved in a game of chess with her son. And for that you should be extra proud.’ 

 ‘Ha ha. I am proud of you. You know that already mother. Or the more so as I allow you to win.’

 ‘Oh is that so son? You are a lying toad,’ she laughed, ‘If my strategic talent surpasses your comprehension son, the noble thing to do is to just acknowledge defeat and surrender.’

  ‘Ha ha, never. I will win someday soon,' he said taking her queen,    ‘I got you there. Try beating me now without your queen.’

 An older males voice surprised them from behind, ‘If Scotland can go without a queen right now then so can your mother. What we need now is the right king.’

 ‘Luke. You return early. But I am pleased to see you my dear.’

 He embraced his wife, ‘My dear. I am back only for a short while.’

 ‘You are going back to the Vavasours?’

 ‘No, I am to travel to Braemar Castle.’

 ‘Specifically to see the Earl of Mar?’

 ‘Yes.’

 ‘You are going to see the Earl of Mar’ she repeated.

 ‘Yes darling. I cannot go into details but it is for a good purpose.’

His wife looked back at him pensively and consequently stroked him on the shoulder. ‘I missed you but a few days at Braemar won’t do any harm.’

 ‘I must take off my cloak, it is extremely warm today and if I perspire anymore I might drown.’

 His son laughed at the idea. 

 ‘And how is my precious son doing? Have you looked after your dear mother when I was gone?’

 He nodded enthusiastically and all 3 hugged.

 ‘I have daydreamed all journey about Mrs Macmillan's mint cordial.’

 ‘Then I will get her to make a fresh pitch right away and we can drink it under the big tree.’

 ‘Now that sounds like a marvellous idea.’

As they drunk, they laughed together and their son Luke approached his father and put his small arms around his waist.   ‘Father.’

 ‘Yes son?’

 ‘I love you.’

The words made his heart aglow like white orange wooden embers and he felt complete. His son clearly appreciated him, his wife was terrific and supportive as always and soon he would embark on a divine trip to the Earl of Mar. ‘I love you too my boy’ he said stroking his son’s hair and it felt extremely soft.

His wife spoke up, ‘Does this journey to the Earl of Mar have to do with the vacancy of the English monarchy?’

 ‘Yes it does actually. The secret gathering at the Vavasours was a faith strengthening event for me. It gave me confidence in the fact that Scotland and the north of England are ready to support the restoration of the Stuart king.’

 ‘Is not he in the dominion of France? Surely he will have to make the journey to London if he hopes to claim the throne.’

 ‘That my dear is to be arranged. But you don’t have to worry about things like that that as we are working on it right now. We will make sure that his claim to the throne, when it happens, will not be a mere vanity. What would we godfearing people do with but a vain fantasy?’

 His wife’s face showed a wide smile and she seemed relieved and uplifted at the news. ‘Let us dance. Would you like to dance to a ballad Luke? Mrs Macmillan, could you collect the treble viol and cittern.’

 As she wandered off to get the instruments, which were in a closed room in the house, Luke’s mother asked their son, ‘Which ballad would you like your father and I to play?’

 His eye’s had already lit up at the thought of listening to his parents play, for it only happened on special occasions and now his whole face glowed with excitement, ‘‘To a mouse?’’

 ‘That is a winter song. Pick another one.’

  He thought hard, not one about winter... I know the one they sing a lot in the town, ‘Scots who have.’ 

 ‘A good choice!’ his father reacted.

 Mrs Macmillan returned with the instruments and handed the violin to Mr Chaplin and the cittern to Mrs Chaplin. She handed the tuning chart to Mr Chaplin and he tuned the violin appropriately. 

They stood ready to play and Luke looked up at them with beaming eyes. They sang while playing:

‘... Who for Scotland's King and Law

Freedom's sword will strongly draw,

Freeman stand or freeman fall,

Let him follow me.

By oppression's woes and pains,

By your sons in servile chains,

We will drain our dearest veins

But they shall be free.

Lay the proud usurpers low,

Tyrants fall in every foe,

Liberty is in every blow,

Let us do or die!’

Mr Chaplin thought to himself: it is ironic that I am singing about independence from England when I am seen as English myself. If English officers were to enter my garden right now and saw us singing this song I would without doubt be dragged away to the tower of London, for Stuart enthusiasts and especially Scottish sympathisers were looked down on as manure. Maybe the future will bring the liberty the song is talking about, he hoped.

 ‘There is a man here for you Mr Chaplin’ announced Mr Macmillan, head of the servants, ‘I left him waiting in the hall.’

 ‘Send him to the bar. I will be on my way.’

 ‘Right away sir.’

 As the servant walked away Mr Chaplin turned to his family, ‘I was having such great fun. However, business beckons me. I promise to return in less than an hour.’ He kissed his son’s forehead.

The bar was operated by a lower servant by the name of McGeady, who had grey hair revealing his age. McGeady was fond of working at the Chaplin’s manor, for his masters treated them well.

 ‘Hello.’ said Mr Luke Chaplin.

 ‘Mr Chaplin?’

 ‘That’s me.’

 The stranger to the house grasped his arm and shook it lightly out of respect. ‘Nice to meet you. I have heard about you.’

 ‘Can you pour us a scotch McGeady? And then you are dismissed.’

When the servant left the room the gentleman introduced himself with impeccable English with obvious French accentuation, ‘I come as a friend of Monsieur Pierre de Charlevoix and through his many contacts here I came to know of your existence. Monsieur de Charlevoix is in France at the moment. He heard you befriended Mr Catesby.’

 ‘I have the privilege of working on his project, yes.’

 ‘Ah, and the Vavasours?’

 ‘Yes, the Vavasours and I go back a long way.’

 He nodded his head approvingly and smiled, ‘What Mr de Charlevoix is curious to know is what are you looking to achieve.’

 Mr Chaplin’s hairs on his back and arms stood upright. Could this stranger be sent by the British whigs? It was a dangerous game to play.

 ‘Can you be more specific?’ Maybe this will help draw out this man’s intentions, he wished.

‘You believe that the Pope is the position of the chosen One here on earth?’ He got out his wooden cross and rosary and showed it to him.

He wasn’t hiding anything now! 'Of course.' he said.

 ‘Seeing that it is your main drive, what is your aim with collaborating with Mr Catesby?’

 Mr Chaplin felt he could be more open now, ‘I feel I am in a useful position to help make sure the enthronement of King James comes into fruition.’

 The man nodded his head once again appreciatively, ‘Blessed be you sir. You are like us, so Mr de Charlevoix was right about you.’ He now sounded more official, ‘I am here to extend the warm arm and hands of his services. Of course, you will want to know more about the monsieur.’

 ‘I am all ears.’

  He went to his cloak and pulled out a rolled document for Mr Chaplin to read and explained some things, ‘Before you is his lineage. As you can see Monsieur de Charlevoix’s family has ruled as mayor of Saint-Quentin. He is a devout philosopher and almost 10 years ago journeyed to Acadia (New France), and what he found is the open expanse of possibility spread out before him, like a blanket of hope. He plans to return there sometime and awaits a call to return before the English settle there first.’

 Mr Chaplin dreamed thoughts of this idyllic place far away from the familiar coasts of their home continent, Europa Regina. 

 The visitor continued, ‘Meanwhile, events have lead to a breath of victory. You are aware of the Queen’s passing away from this world, and on that basis now is the golden opportunity to restore the glorious order to its former glory.’

 ‘I would not like anything more than seeing King James return again. I am actuallly going on a trip soon to a reputable man who can arrange a safe landing for the King either in the South or in Scotland.’ 

 ‘We can help each other, as we both want the King’s return. Monsieur de Charlevoix is much saddened that in this time of opportunity the United Kingdom has news of the government not dismissing the possibility of rule by the Electorate for Hanover.’  

 Hanover getting involved in British affairs is a ludicrousy, Mr Chaplin thought reacting to this news, ‘These claims are confusing to say the least. Aren't there tens of fine replacements to become ruler of the United Kingdom, so why would they ignore them and call on this obscure Hanoverian man you mentioned?’

 The stranger managed to keep his poise, ‘We don’t know ourselves. We can only speculate.’

 ‘Any ideas?’

 ‘Well, the ruler of the Duchy and Electorate of Brunswick-Lueneburg, which concerns Hanover, is a certain George, ruler since 1668.’

‘Are they not part of the Holy Roman Empire?’

‘Yes, they are. But since the Treaty of Utrecht things are getting overly complicated. George is namely a Lutheran.’

‘A Lutheran? Oh no, not more of that! We have the Calvinists, the Philippists, the Controversy of the Flacians and now this. Their indignation and apostacy is growing to the  corners of globe if this continues. Heresy I say.’

 ‘That is exactly why we want to combat the protestant threat. If this man is invited to London then we must exterminate him and drive away every last Lutheran-friendly person from the Isles.’

 ‘You speak of war?’

 ‘Naturally. Now and for all time.’

 Mr Chaplin shook his head, ‘With all due respect, you and I do not see things the same way. You are right about me wanting God’s chosen ones back to the English throne and Scottish throne too. However, your impassioned intent, on doing anything you deem viable to achieve your goals, is not in line with my thoughts on the issue.’

 ‘Scared of a scrap sir? Do you seriously want your family and future generations to watch the filth of the reformists? Do you went to let the Catholic people doing endless errands for the King, as powerless pawns.’

 ‘You speak of power as if it is everything sir. You need to beware.’

 ‘You dismiss power as if you have never tasted the sweetness of it. Just wait until it comes right to your doorstep Mr Chaplin and the taste of it is enough to enlighten you for a thousand years.’

 Mr Chaplin shook his head in disgust. ‘We are done here. I hold no grudges against you or your friend de Charlevoix. I just don’t want to pass a line I believe God has placed for a reason.’ 

The stranger paused then said, ‘So be it. Thank you for your hospitality.’

‘Happy recruiting and supporting bloodshed’ he called out as a last mock as the stranger was led to the cold lure of the front door by servant McGeady. 

Mr Chaplin mopped his brow.

‘Who was that?’ It was his wife who had  overheard the disagreement, ‘Was it to do with your visit to the Earl?’

 ‘No. It was someone else who has dangerous ideals. It sounded likea crusade, not against the Sultans and Malmuks but against Lutherans and others. But I am convinced he will stay away now.’  Mr Chaplin reflected on his values which had been tested by this stranger. What do I want? he thought, the way Mr de Charlevoix's messenger talked about power was as the only thing that generated man’s stride. What was the power he was talking about that he described as being impossible to resist? He hoped he would never experience it. 

Callander, 2038

 Late afternoon Bob woke up in a false sense of security and as the veil of sleep faded he came back to his senses. He began to think, I am stuck here in this insignificant place. It seems like I am getting farther and farther north, he thought, it was time to get up and stretch my legs and I see the village.

 He tossed cold water from the tap onto his face and sighed in a satisfactory manner at the invigoration it gave him. He dressed, put on his shoes, the only pair he had with him and left the hotel. 

 He turned to the right and saw the familiar pale green hills in the backdrop. At least there are a few local stores here, he decided, what if he was in as barren wasteland running from his boss? 

 The hanging baskets full of flowers even in this late month of the year were a pleasant sight. 

 He saw the road sign to Glasgow, 'nope not going there if I can avoid it, this place is where they won’t find me' he thought. 

 On the other side of the road was the building of what had been the church with its tall spire, but was used now for other purposes.

 He stopped at the shop with the sign: Fudge shop. Jessica loved fudge and so Bob walked in forgetting he had no money left. Once in the shop it looked charmingly nostalgic. At least the shop gives out freebies, and he took the one piece of caramel fudge for himself. 

I should have drank some water at the hotel room before I came, he regretted.

  He turned left at Bridge Street and paused to admire the flow of the river weaving down through a grassy plain. Bob found it refreshing to be in the outside air and felt free compared to that same morning in Stirling where he had been watched closely. Actually, was it true freedom he felt? he asked himself. He might be on his own but was kept a captive by the huge eyes of his boss. When I work this out I will have true freedom, he reckoned.  

Should I be liking this place? How should I be viewing this trip? As an obscure unexpected holiday? Or a compulsory prison to escape the clutches of my foe? Were they even foes? Or did I just need to avoid them for a while? Bob had many questions and too few answers.

 At a fork road he chose the country lane to the right where he passed a flock of sheep and observed their naive innocence. My issue has something to do with higher things, he speculated. The stony walled road continued for what looked like an eternity and so he decided to turn around and head back to the village centre. The sun had since hidden behind the clouds and rain began to fall on him as he increased his pace, although not at a running tempo, for he had done enough running that day. 

 He remembered his sister was driving up to Callander at that very moment, and it made him feel buzzing.
