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When the army of the Marquis of
Montrose streamed over the plain
at Inverlochy to fal l  upon the Mar-
q u i s  o f  A r g y l l ' s  f o r c e s  i n  t h e
gloom of a February morning they
were assured of a place in history.

a f t e r  m a r c h i n g  a l m o s t  4 0
miles over mountains and through
bogs and torrents, the 1500 Royal-
ists were poised to at tack before
the enemy knew they were there.

When they stormed into act ion,
Argyl l 's army was swept from the
field. Nearly half of his 3000 troops
died while he escaped down Loch
Linnhe in his galley.

Since that  day in 1645, histor i -
ans  have theor ised and
not  about  the  ba t t le ,  wh ich  was

Montrose's
gen ius  and  the  f igh t ing  sp i r i t  o f

Twelve men stood on the bank of
Loch Uanagan, near Fort Augustus.
Dawn was breaking on the leaden
sky over the Great Glen.

On or near that spot 341 years
before, the Marquis of Montrose
had to decide whether to go north
and confront the Earl ofSeaforth's
5000-strong army or turn south to
attack the Marquis of Argyll's force
camped at Inverlochy, now part of
Fort William.

His decision to take his High-
landers, Islemen, and Irish over the
rugged country by Culachy, Glen
Roy, and Spean to Inverlochy was
the beginning of a legend. And the
12 men were there to honour that
legend and the men of both sides
who died in the battle.

Nine had family connections in
the area which can be traced back
for centuries. One, carrying a 5ft
claymore he made himself,  was
descended from Irish MacDonalds
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h i s  m e n ,  b u t  a b o u t  t h e  r o u t e
taken on the approach march.

From the moment h is army took
to the h i l ls  above Ci l le  Chuimein,
n o w  F o r t  A u g u s t u s ,  w h e r e  t h e
march began, Montrose rel ied on
local  c lansmen,  notab ly  la in  Lom
the Bard of Keppoch, to avoid the
easi ly-watched Great Glen. But i t
seems tha t  the  h is to r ians  never
consu l ted  the  c lansmen o r  the i r
descendants.

This was a mistake, for recently
some of these descendants drew
on a wealth of family histories and
their knowledge of the country to
re-enact the march on its anniver-
sary. They demonstrated in asto-
nishing and dashing style that the
great traditions of courage, stam-
ina ,  and  na tu ra l  l eadersh ip  a re
alive and thriving in Lochaber.

who fought for Montrose under
Alasdair Colkitto MacDonald of
Colonsay.  The o thers  were a
Balquhidder MacGregor and an
Athollman.

The march was organised by a
Glen Roy crofter, Ronald Campbell,
whose branch of the clan settled in
Keppoch in the fifteenth century
when they became bodyguards,
pipers, and foster-parents to Mac-
Donald chiefs

It quickly took the form that was
to be maintained throughout with
shepherd Aladair MacDonald and
farmer Wil l ie Shaw breaking the
trail through soft snow to Culachy
heights  wi th  a rhythm of  move-
ment that only those who spend
t h e i r  l i v e s  o n  t h e  h i l l s can
achieve.

Themarche rs  sw i f t l y  b rushed
through clumps of birch trees dot-
ting the bogs and snow banks that
led to  Culachy boundary where

Robin MacGregor broke off to attend
to his shepherding nearby.

As they dipped down to Glen
Buck and up the Allt na Larach
the pace did not slacken althoug
the strong east wind began to bite
and blown snow danced on the
existing drifts.

A herd of start led hinds f loun-
dered away towards Carn Dearg
Benavie headmaster Edward Hunt-
er plunged waist-deep into a snow
drift. "Could someone please give
me a wee hand out of here?" asked
this descendant of the Arkaigside
MacMillans politely.

At 2000 ft. snow showers swept
the tableland. Harry MacDonald's
red hair  turned whi te wi th r ime.
The ki l ted Athol lman's legs took
on a purple hue. The sling used for
carrying the claymore broke and
the sword tr ipped Bi l l  MacHugh
the gal log la igh who fe l l  f la t  on

"I'm not at all cold," said
the Athol lman loft i ly,  " the ki l t  is
an underrated garment." But he was
carrying a pair of heavy longjohns
in his pack just in case.

After  s ix hours, the marchers
were at Allt Lairig Moire looking
down in to Glen Turret ,  tak ing
break because they were ahead o

schedule.
All agreed that it was one thing

for well-fed men with light packs

Ford ing  the  i cy  wa te rs  o f  t he
Spean in pitch darkness.



and reasonable weather to make a
fast time, but entirely another for
Montrose's ill-clad h u n g r y
1500, battered with sleet and
carrying heavy weapons.

Then, as hoodies cried out in
alarm, the marchers bounded down
the steep east slope in a shower of
Snow, crossed Glen Turret at Allt na
Teanga Bige and, spurning
Wade route, climbed on to the first
parallel road, one of Glen Roy's
geological wonders.

Here they were joined by Kevin
Dignan, descendant of Alasdair

such traditional fare. Mrs. Ann
MacDonell, the "Chief of Staff"
who researched the project, had
made a huge pot of soup from
venison, mutton, and beef. Ronald
Campbell's sister Ishbel had baked
enormous quantities of oatcakes and

Mrs. Joy Munro, a Leanachan Ken-
nedy whose husband Billy was on
the march, and Mrs. Kate Mac-
Donald of Inverroy kept the food
flowing in a crowded wool shed.

Montrose's army spent several
hours at Achavady awaiting dark-

ness to  conceal  the i r  c ross ing the
Spean, but the 1986 marchers were
off again in less than an hour. i

A  d r a m  w a s  t a k e n  a t  t h e  B r i a -
ach 's  sharpen ing  s tone ,  sa id  to
ave been used by the Royalists to

put an edge on their swords, then it
was of f  to Caol  Lai r ig,  the ancient
pass from Glen Roy to the west.

I m m e d i a t e l y ,  W i l l i e  a n dA l a s -
dair  led a group including Alasdair
Wardlaw 500 f t  up the slope to the
top para l le l  road at  a  k i l l ing pace.
Someone suggested to Ronald Camp
bel l  that they were going too high.
"They're just having a stretch after
the food, "  he rep l ied.  "We' l l  meet
them at  Al l t  Ionndrainn."  Which is
what happened.

Da rkness  f e l l  a s  t he  ma rche rs
le f t  A l l t  l onnd ra inn  -  t he  wande r -
ing burn ? and went south-west into
a  n e w  f o r e s t r y  p l a n t a t i o n  w h e r e
slush, bogs, and bushes slowed the
pace. No-one was sorry to quit the
plantat ion for  the gent le  f ie lds of

l e a d i n g
Munros' house at Foich where more

hospitality waited.
A l so  wa i t i ng  t o  j o i n  t he  march

were the Munros' sons Graham and
D a v i d  a n d  K e n n e t h  M a c k i n t o s h .
They  had  t rave l l ed  to  Skye  tha t
morning, played a game of shinty
and returned immediately after.

Ronald Campbell leads the band of
marchers across the bleak terrain

of Glen Roy.

A claymore is raised again in Glen
Roy :  B i l l  MacHugh  f r om M i l nga -
v ie  (p ron .  "Mu lguy " )  s i l houe t ted
against the winter landscape with
his home-made weapon.

Buidhe, 14th Chief of Keppoch and
Maclain of Glencoe. Kevin, Scottish
Senior Schoolboy, Motor Cycle
Champion for the second year
running, and shepherd Alasdair
Macintosh were the youngest march-
ers as they approached the ancient
township site of the Briagach a
mile north of Achavady.

Here Montrose's army received
reinforcements of Glen Roy men and
it is inconceivable that they were
not also given hospitality by the
friendlyinhabitants of Lickroy,
Annat and the 14 hamlets which
existed there at the time. Deer
would be down in the hard weather
and oats would be available.

The 1986 marchers feasted on
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