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him. He was in no shape to tolerate it after a hard winter. Ian looked the 
man over from his greasy hair and tarred pigtail, insolently down his 
fi lthy clothes to his rough shoes. His muscles tensed in preparation to fi ght, 
despite his wishes.  This man just wasn’t worth it.  “Dinna fash yourself, 
then, I’ll be on my way.”  He touched his hat carelessly, just a hair’s breadth 
from being rude, and then did likewise to the other men.  “Gentlemen,” he 
said, sarcastically, no longer unable to conceal his anger.

All the men grumbled and stepped toward Ian menacingly.
Just as he was turning away, but wary and expecting to be jumped 

from behind, a local blowzabella sauntered out of the public house.  She 
sized up the situation in an instant and put on a pretty pout as she 
swayed past Ian and approached the group of men.  “Now then, are 
none o’ you lads goin’ ta buy me a pint?  I’m gettin’ sa bored,” She 
sighed, as she smoothed her hands slowly down her bodice, showing off 
her ample fi gure suggestively. “Mebbe I shall go ta hame,” she fawned, 
placing herself directly in front of Ian and smiling a secret smile, as she 
swished her rear end suggestively toward the belligerent sailors. 

The fi ghting man stepped up immediately taking her bait and puffed 
up, like a toad, both sure of himself and full of arrogance.  “Surely, I will 
lass.  If’n you want to put that sweet arse on my lap, that is,” He said, his 
eyes pinned to the skirts over her posterior.

“Now wait just a minute, Tom!” said a smaller companion.  “I was just 
aboot to buy Mabby a pint my own self.”

Tom grinned menacingly.  “And sure as you’ll have to get through me 
then. Would you like to have a go then, Rob?” He snarled back at him.

Rob fl amed red, but clamped his mouth shut prudently.  He had no 
wish to have his nose rearranged by Tom Mandler. He had seen the result 
of his anger often enough and his eyes fl itted unconsciously to the man 
still prostrate in the dirt, nose bleeding profusely.

Forgotten in the brewing excitement, Ian started to go, but not before 
he caught a mischievous wink from the woman, Mabby.  She knew that 
she had interrupted what would have been a rare stramash and was 
obviously enjoying her power over these men immensely.  Ian grinned 
and tipped his hat respectfully to her as he turned to leave, chuckling as 
he went. 

Mabby squealed as Tom obviously pinched her backside and 
chased her as she ran playfully back through the dark doorway she had 
emerged from. 

Shaking his head and still chuckling at the woman’s antics, Ian moved 
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on to the other public houses that were lined up and down the narrow 
street, asking now and again if anyone had work for eager hands.  He 
learned a few new colorful insults he had not heard before and got into 
a minor scuffl e with a would-be thief over his pony, but he found no 
luck with any of the dockside public houses or shops.  Nor any from the 
draymen he questioned, who frequented the docks looking to haul loads.  
Not wishing to sleep on the docks with only one eye closed, he rode out 
of Port Glasgow and through the night on the road for home. He had been 
searching for work for a fortnight and he was out of both money and 
patience. It was time to head for home.
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Chapter Five               

Ullapool, on Loch Broom, Scotland: Spring 1773

Situated as it was, on a natural harbor, Ullapool had seen 
booming growth in its fi shing industry.  Many of the boats 
came from Scotland and England, but some came from as 

far away as Ireland and Scandinavia to ply the rich waters of the bay 
and the outer islands.  This was not of any benefi t to the local fi shermen, 
despite the collective skills of many generations.  Their small dipping nets 
could not compete with the big luggers from the south, nor the effi cient 
fi shermen from the north and it kept the price of herring down for what 
they were able to catch. 

Davy McLeod tied off his small boat and began fi lling a small sack 
with the herring they had netted.  It wasn’t enough to sell this time, but it 
was enough for their families to eat for a few days.  He culled out about 
half of the catch and put it in two separate sacks for his two crewmen.  

Alan, the older of the two brothers reached out for both sacks and 
then handed one to Geordie.  “When are we goin’ oot again then, Davy?”  
Alan asked.

David looked up at the northwestern sky, a pale blue streaked with 
pink mare’s tails.  “Looks like rain coming on the morrow ta me, lads.  
We’ll see how saft it is in the morning, aye?  If she is just a drizzle, we’ll 
go.  If not....” he shrugged, indicating the sacks they held, “then best make 
her last the days.”

The men nodded glumly and went their separate ways, two to the left, 
along the busy road to town and two to the right, along the northeastern 
hills of the harbor.  Davy walked along with his nephew, James William.  




