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PROLOGUE
Well, it was all an accident, is what it was. I wasn’t trying to be published; I wasn’t even going to show it to anyone. I just wanted to write a book—any kind of book.
Not actually any kind of book. Fiction. See, I’m a storyteller. I can’t take any particular credit for this—I was born that way. When my sister and I were very young and shared a bedroom, we stayed up far into the night, nearly every night, telling enormous, convoluted, continuing stories, with casts of thousands (like I said, I was born with this).
Still, even though I knew I was a storyteller from an early age, I didn’t know quite what to do about it. Writing fiction is not a clearly marked career path, after all. It’s not like law, where you do go to school for X years, pass an exam, and bing! you can charge people two hundred dollars an hour to listen to your expert opinions (my sister’s a lawyer). Writers mostly make it up as they go along, and there is no guarantee that if you do certain things, you will get published. Still less is there any guarantee that you’ll make a living at it.
Now, I come from a very conservative background (morally and financially, not politically). My parents would take my sister and me out for dinner now and then, and while waiting for the food to be served, would point out the oldest, most harried looking waitress in the place, saying sternly, “Be sure you get a good education, so you don’t have to do that when you’re fifty!”
With this sort of nudging going on at home, it’s no wonder that I didn’t announce that I was moving to London to become a novelist right after high school. Instead, I got a B.S. in zoology, an M.S. in marine biology, a Ph.D. in ecology, and a nice job as a research professor at a large university, complete with fringe benefits, pension plans, etc. The only trouble was that I still wanted to write novels.
Now, I have had rather a varied scientific career, featuring such highlights as the postdoctoral appointment where I was paid to butcher seabirds (I can reduce a full-grown gannet to its component parts in only three hours. Oddly enough, I have yet to find another job requiring this skill), or the job where I tortured box-fish and got interrogated by the FBI (they didn’t care about the civil rights of the box-fish; it was the Russian exchange scientist grinding up clams in my laboratory they were after). At the time when my desire to write novels resurfaced, though, I was working at Arizona State University, writing Fortran programs to analyze the contents of bird gizzards.
This was really an accident; I was supposed to be developing a research program dealing with nesting behavior in colonially breeding birds. However, I was the only person in my research center who had (and I quote the director) “a background in computers.” At the time, said “background” amounted to one Fortran class, which I had taken in the College of Business in order to keep my husband company. However, as the director logically pointed out, this was 100 percent more computer knowledge than anyone else in the place had. I was therefore drafted to help with the analysis of ten years’ worth of avian dietary data, using punch cards, coding sheets, and the university’s mainframe computer. (In other words, this was long before the term “Internet” became a household word.)

At the conclusion of eighteen months of labor—which resulted in a gigantic eight-hundred-page coauthored monograph on the dietary habits of the birds of the Colorado River Valley—I said to myself, You know, there are probably only five other people in the entire world who care about bird gizzards. Still, if they knew about these programs I’ve written, it would save each one of those five people eighteen months of effort. That’s about seven and a half years of wasted work. Why is there no way for me to find those five people and share these programs with them?
The net result of this rhetorical question was a scholarly journal called Science Software, which I founded, edited, and wrote most of for several years.1 A secondary result was that when my husband quit his job to start his own business and we needed more money, I was in a position to seek freelance writing work with the computer press.
I sent a query letter to the editors of Byte, Info World, PC, and several other large computer magazines, enclosing both a recent copy of Science Software and a copy of a Walt Disney comic book I had written.2 The query said roughly, “As you can see from the enclosed, you’ll never find anyone better qualified to review scientific and technical software—and at the same time, capable of appealing to a wide popular audience.”
By good fortune, the microcomputer revolution had just bloomed, to the point where there actually was a fair amount of scientific and technical software on the market. And as one of perhaps a dozen “experts” in the newly invented field of scientific computation (it’s really pretty easy to be an expert, when there are only twelve people in the world who do what you do), I got immediate assignments. It was in the course of one of these that a software vendor sent me a trial membership to CompuServe, for the purpose of mentioning a support forum that the vendor maintained for the software I was reviewing.

I spent half an hour checking out the software support forum, and then—finding myself with several hours of free connect time in hand—set out to see what else might be available in this fascinating new online world. This being the mid-1980s, there was not nearly so much online as there is today (there was no World Wide Web; only the subscription services, such as CompuServe, GEnie, and Prodigy. America Online didn’t even exist yet). Still, among the resources available then (on CompuServe) was a group called the Literary Forum.
This was a fascinating group of individuals who all liked books. That was the only common denominator; the group included people of every conceivable background and profession—among them, a few published writers, a good many aspiring writers, and a great many nonwriters who simply liked to discuss books and writing. Finding this congenial gathering to be the ideal social life for a busy person with small children—something like a twenty-four-hour electronic cocktail party—I promptly signed up with CompuServe, and began logging on to the Literary Forum several times a day, to read and exchange posted messages with the kindred spirits there.
At this point in my life, I had a full-time job with the university, I was writing part-time for the computer press, and I had three children, ages six, four, and two. I’m not sure quite why I thought this was the ideal time to begin writing my long-intended novel—mania induced by sleep deprivation, perhaps—but I did.

I didn’t intend to show this putative novel to anyone. It wasn’t for publication; it was for practice. I had come to the conclusion—based on experience—that the only real way of learning to write a novel was probably to write a novel. That’s how I learned to write scientific articles, comic books, and software reviews, after all. Why should a novel be different?
If I didn’t mean to show it to anyone, it wouldn’t matter whether what I wrote was bad or not, so I needn’t feel self-conscious in the process of writing it; I could just concentrate on the writing. And, if it was just for practice, I needn’t worry too much about what kind of novel it was. I made only two rules for myself: One, I would not give up, no matter how bad I thought it was, until I had finished the complete book, and two, I would do my level best in the writing, at all times.
So … what kind of novel should this be? Well, I read everything, and lots of it, but perhaps more mysteries than anything else. Fine, I thought, I’d write a mystery.
But then I began to think. Mysteries have plots. I wasn’t sure I knew how to do plots. Perhaps I should try something easier for my practice book, then write a mystery when I felt ready for a real book.
Fine. What was the easiest possible kind of book for me to write, for practice? (I didn’t see any point in making things difficult for myself.)
After considerable thought, it seemed to me that perhaps a historical novel would be the easiest thing to try. I was a research professor, after all; I had a huge university library available, and I knew how to use it. I thought it seemed a little easier to look things up than to make them up—and if I turned out to have no imagination, I could steal things from the historical record.3
Okay. Fine. Where to set this historical novel? I have no formal background in history; one time or place would do as well as another.
Enter another accident. I rarely watch TV, but at the time I was in the habit of viewing weekly PBS reruns of Doctor Who (a British science-fiction serial), because it gave me just enough time to do my nails.4 So, while pondering the setting for my hypothetical historical novel, I happened to see one very old episode of Doctor Who featuring a “companion” of the Doctor’s—a young Scottish lad named Jamie MacCrimmon, whom the Doctor had picked up in 1745. This character wore a kilt, which I thought rather fetching, and demonstrated—in this particular episode5—a form of pigheaded male gallantry that I’ve always found endearing: the strong urge on the part of a man to protect a woman, even though he may realize that she’s plainly capable of looking after herself.
I was sitting in church the next day, thinking idly about this particular show (no, oddly enough, I don’t remember what the sermon was about that day), when I said suddenly to myself, Well, heck. You want to write a book, you need a historical period, and it doesn’t matter where or when. The important thing is just to start, somewhere. Okay. Fine. Scotland, eighteenth century.
So I went out to my car after Mass, dug a scrap of paper out from under the front seat, and that’s where I began to write Outlander; no outline, no plot, no characters—just a time and a place.
The next stop was plainly the Arizona State University library, where I went the next day. I began my research by typing SCOTLAND HIGHLANDS EIGHTEENTH CENTURY into the card catalog—and one thing led to another.6

I had not the slightest intention of telling my online acquaintances in the Literary Forum what I was up to. I didn’t want even the best-intentioned of advice; I wanted simply to figure out how to write a novel, and was convinced that I must do this on my own—I’d never asked anyone how to write a software review or a comic book script, after all, and I didn’t want anyone telling me things before I’d worked out for myself what I was doing.
So I didn’t say anything. To anybody. I just wrote, a bit every day, in between the other things I was doing, like changing diapers and writing grant proposals.
Some eight months along in this process I found myself one night having an argument with a gentleman in the Literary Forum, about what it felt like to be pregnant.7 He asserted that he knew what this was like; his wife had had three children.


I laughed (electronically) and replied, “Yeah, buster. I’ve had three children!”
To which his reply was, “So tell me what you think it’s like.”
Now, among the fragments of the story that I had so far was one short piece in which a woman (Jenny Murray) tells her curious brother (Jamie Fraser) what it feels like to be pregnant. Since this piece seemed to sum up the experience with more eloquence than I could manage in a brief posted message, I told my correspondent that I had a “piece” explaining the phenomenon, and that I’d put it in the Literary Forum Library.8
Most conversations on CompuServe forums are public; that is, posted messages are visible to everyone, unless they’ve been marked as private (in which case, they’re visible only to the participants). Anyone may enter a “thread” (a series of bulletin-board-like messages and replies on a given topic) as they like.9 A number of people had been following the pregnancy argument, and so when I posted my “piece” in the library, they went and read it.
Several of them came back and left messages to me, saying (in effect), “This is great! What is it?”
To which I cleverly replied, “I don’t know.”
“Well, where’s the beginning?” they asked.
“I haven’t written that yet,” I answered.
“Well… put up more of it!” they said.
So I did. Let me explain that I not only don’t write with an outline, I don’t write in a straight line. I write in bits and pieces, and glue them together, like a jigsaw puzzle. So whenever I had a “piece” that seemed to stand on its own, without too much explanation, I’d post it in the library. And gradually, people began to talk about my pieces, and to ask me about the book that was taking shape. Eventually, they said to me, “You know, this stuff is good; you should try to publish it.”

“Yeah, right,” I said. “It’s just for practice, and I don’t even know what kind of book it is.” (What with the time travel and the Loch Ness Monster and a few other things, I sort of didn’t think it was a historical novel anymore, but I had no idea what it might be instead.) “On the other hand … if I wanted to publish it, what should I do?”
“Get an agent” was the prompt response from several published authors with whom I had become friendly. “An agent can get you read much faster than if you submit the manuscript yourself, and if it does sell, an agent can negotiate a much better contract than you can.”
“Fine,” I said. “How do I find an agent?”
“Well…” they said, “you’re nowhere near finished with the book, you say, so you have plenty of time. Why don’t you just ask around? Find out which agents handle what, who has a good name in the industry, who you should keep away from, and so on.”
So I did. I listened to the stories of published authors, I asked questions, and after several months of such casual research, I thought I had found an agent who was a good prospect. His name was Perry Knowlton, and he appeared to be both reputable and well-known in publishing. Still better, he appeared to have no objection either to unorthodox books or to very long books—both of which, it dawned on me, I had.

However, I had no idea how to approach this man. I had heard that he didn’t accept unsolicited queries, and he wasn’t available online. Still, I was a long way from finished with the book, so I didn’t worry about it; just kept asking questions.
I was conversing one day (via posted messages) with an author I knew casually, named John Stith, who writes science fiction/mysteries, and asked him if he could tell me about his agent, if he had one.
John replied that he did have representation—Perry Knowlton. “Would you like me to introduce you to him?” John asked. “I know you’re nearly ready to look for an agent.”
Presented with this gracious offer, I swallowed hard, and said weakly, “Er … that’d be nice, John. Thanks!”
John then sent a note to Perry, essentially saying that I might be worth looking at. I followed this with my own query, explaining that I had been selling nonfiction (and comic books) for some years, but that now I was writing fiction and I understood that I really needed a good agent. He had been recommended to me by several writers whose opinions I respected; would he be interested in reading excerpts of this rather long novel I had? (I didn’t tell him I wasn’t finished writing the thing yet; “excerpts” were all I had.)
Perry kindly called and said yes, he’d read my excerpts. I sent him the miscellaneous chunks I had, with a rough synopsis to bind them together10—and he took me on, on the basis of an unfinished first novel.11
At any rate, I went on writing, and six months later finally finished the book. I sent Perry the manuscript, and also mentioned that I would be in New York the next week, for a scientific conference—perhaps I could come by and meet him face-to-face?
When I went up to Perry’s office, I was rather apprehensive, since I knew that he had by this time read the manuscript—but I didn’t know what he thought about it. Perry himself turned out to be a charming gentleman who did his best to put me at my ease, taking me back to his office and chatting about various of his other clients. It was at this point that I discovered that—in addition to those electronic acquaintances from whom I’d learned of him—Perry also represented such eminent writers as Brian Moore, Ayn Rand (granted, she was dead, but still…), Tony Hillerman, Frederick Forsyth, and Robertson Davies.
If these revelations were not enough to unnerve me, he had my manuscript sitting on his desk, in the enormous orange boxes in which I’d mailed it. I was positive that at some point in the conversation he was going to cough apologetically and tell me that having now seen the whole thing, he was afraid that he really didn’t think it was salable, and give it back to me.
However, as I was sitting there listening to him (meanwhile thinking, If you have the nerve to call Robertson Davies “Robbie,” you’re a better man than I am, Gunga Din), he said instead, “You know, the thing about Freddy Forsyth and Robbie Davies is that both those guys are great storytellers.” Then he laid a hand on my manuscript, smiled at me, and said, “And you’re another one.”
At this point, I really didn’t care whether we sold the book or not. I felt as though I’d been beatified. As it was, though, I gathered sufficient presence of mind to ask what he planned to do with the book.

“Oh,” he said casually, “I’m sending it to five editors today,” and proceeded to tell me about the editor who he thought was the best prospect.12
“Really,” I said, swallowing. “And … er … how long do you think it might take to hear back?” I had, like most aspiring writers, read all the publishing information in Writer’s Market, and knew it often took six, nine, even twelve months to hear from an editor.
“Oh,” Perry said, even more casually, “I’ve told them I want an answer in thirty days.” At this point, I decided that I had probably picked the right agent.
So I went home to wait—as patiently as possible—for thirty days. Four days later, though, I came home to find a message waiting on my answering machine. “This is Perry,” said a calm voice. “I’ve just called to update you on your manuscript.”
Uh-oh, I said to myself. One of the five took one look at the box and said, “I’m not reading a ten-pound manuscript, take it back.” So I called Perry, expecting to hear this.
Instead, he said, “Well, of the five I sent it to, so far three of them have called back with offers.”

“Oh,” I said, and paused, feeling as though I’d been hit on the head with a blunt instrument. “Ah. That’s … uh … good. Isn’t it?”
Perry assured me that it was. He then negotiated among the various editors for two weeks, emerging at that point with comparable offers from two publishers. Everything else being equal, he said, it came down to a choice of editor—and he recommended that we go with Jackie Cantor, at Delacorte Press. Knowing absolutely nothing about editors, I said, “Okay, fine.” Which turned out to be the best choice I ever made—other than choosing my husband and my agent.
I had told Perry when I gave him the book that there seemed to be more to this story, but I thought that perhaps I should stop while I could still lift the manuscript. Being a good agent, Perry emerged with a three-book contract. After that… well, after that, things got out of hand, and here we are, eight years later.
So where are we, exactly? As I said above, I don’t write with an outline—if I knew what was going to happen, it wouldn’t be any fun to write the book, now, would it? However, as I go along, merrily gluing pieces together, I do sometimes get a vague idea as to some events that may take place in the story. So, as I finished Cross Stitch (my working title for what later became Outlander),13 I could see that there was more to the story.
With a three-book contract in hand, I started in on the second book, Dragonfly in Amber. A little over halfway through, though, I began to get this uneasy feeling that perhaps I wouldn’t be able to cram the entire American Revolution into one more book, and there would have to be four volumes. I confided this fear to Perry, who said, “Don’t tell them that. Not until the first one is on the shelves, anyway.”
Fortunately, by the time we decided to reveal the Awful Truth, the first books had come out and sold decently, and the publisher was happy to make us an offer for the fourth (and presumably final) book in the series. Feeling that this was perhaps the only chance I might get to induce someone to pay me to write a mystery, I got bold and said they could have the fourth book if they’d also give me a contract to write a contemporary mystery. Rather to my surprise, they gave me a contract for two mysteries—and the fourth of the Outlander books.
So I set in to write. I wrote, and I wrote, and I wrote, and after a year and a half of this, I said, I’ve got a quarter-million words here; why the heck am I not nearly done with this? A little thought revealed the answer; I had (once again) too much story to fit into one book.
Attending a writers’ conference at which my editor was also present, I leaned over during the awards banquet and hissed in her ear, “Guess what? There are five of them.” To which Jackie, a woman of great presence and equanimity, replied, “Why am I not surprised to hear this?”
Actually, it was worse than I thought. When I removed all the pieces that belonged in the fifth book, I finally realized that what I was looking at was a double trilogy—six books in all. The first three books—Outlander, Dragonfly in Amber, and Voyager—are centered around the Jacobite Rising of 1745. The second three books are centered in a similar way around the American Revolution, which was, in a way, a greatly magnified echo of the earlier conflict that ended at Culloden.

And that leads us in turn to a consideration of just what’s going on in these books. Once I realized that I really was a writer, and that I had not one, but a series of books, I had two main intentions.
One was a desire to follow the great social changes of the eighteenth century. This was a time of huge political and social upheaval that saw the transition of the Western world from the last remnants of feudalism into the modern age, in terms of everything from politics and science to art and social custom. The tide of history was changing, flowing from the Old World to the New, borne on the waves of war, and what better way to look at this than through the eyes of a time-traveler?
Now, this is great stuff for the background of a novel, to be sure, but the fact is that good novels are about people. A book that doesn’t have an absorbing personal story in the foreground may be good history, or have good ideas—but it won’t be good fiction. So what about the personal angle of this story?
The first book was originally marketed as a historical romance because, although the book didn’t fit neatly into any genre (and at the same time was certainly not “literary fiction”), of all the markets that it might conceivably appeal to, romance was by far the biggest. However …

Other considerations aside, romance novels are courtship stories. They deal with the forming of a bond between a couple, and once that bond is formed, by marriage and sexual congress (in that order, we hope)—well, the story’s over. That was never what I had in mind.
I didn’t want to tell the story of what makes two people come together, although that’s a theme of great power and universality. I wanted to find out what it takes for two people to stay together for fifty years—or more. I wanted to tell not the story of a courtship, but the story of a marriage.
Now, to handle adequately themes like the Age of Enlightenment, the fall of monarchy, and the nature of love and marriage, one requires a certain amount of room. One also requires rather a complex story. People now and then say to me, “But aren’t you getting tired of writing about the same old characters?” I certainly would be, if these were the same old characters—but they’re not. They grow, and they change. They get older, and their lives become more complex. They develop new depths and facets. While they do—I hope—remain true to their basic personalities, I have to rediscover them with each new book.
And that leads to another question I’m often asked: What is it that people find interesting about the books? For a long time, I replied (honestly), “Beats me,” but after years of getting letters and E-mail, I now have some idea of the things readers say they like.
Many of them enjoy the sense of “being there”; the vicarious experience of another place and time. Many like the historical aspects of the books; they enjoy (they say) “learning something” while being entertained. Many like the sense of connection, of rediscovering their own heritage. A good many enjoy the curious details: the botanical medicine, the medical procedures, the how and why of daily life in another time. But by far the most common element that people enjoy in the books is simply the characters—readers care for these people, are interested in them, and want to know more about them.
So, this companion is intended for the readers: a quick reference for those who don’t necessarily want to reread a million and a half words in order to refresh their memories as to Who or What; a source of information and (maybe) insight on the characters, a companion for those with an interest in backgrounds and trivia; an auxiliary guide for those with an interest in the eighteenth century and Things Scottish, and finally—a brief glimpse into the working methods of a warped mind.
“True. I have heard the point made, though, that the novelist’s skill lies in the artful selection of detail. Do you not suppose that a volume of such length may indicate a lack of discipline in such selection, and hence a lack of skill?”
Fraser considered, sipping the ruby liquid slowly.
“I have seen books where that is the case, to be sure,” he said. “An author seeks by sheer inundation of detail to overwhelm the reader into belief. In this case, however, I think it isna so. Each character is most carefully considered, and all the incidents chosen seem necessary to the story. No, I think it is true that some stories simply require a greater space in which to be told.”
—VOYAGER, Chapter 11: “The Torremolinos Gambit”

1The university and I later sold this publication to John Wiley & Sons, Inc., though I continued to serve as editor. It eventually was sold again, to a small British publisher, who merged it with an existing publication called Laboratory Microcomputer. Last time I looked, I was still listed as a contributing editor, but that was some time ago.
2Oh, the comic books. Well, my mother taught me to read at an early age, in part by reading me Walt Disney comics. What with one thing and another, I never stopped. At the age of twenty-eight or so, I was reading one of these, and said to myself, You know, this story is pretty bad. I bet I could do better myself.
I found out the name and address of the editor in charge, and sent him a medium-rude letter, saying in essence, “I’ve been reading your comic books for twenty-five years, and they’re getting worse and worse. I don’t know that I could do better myself but I’d like to try.”
Fortunately the editor—Del Connell—was a gentleman with a sense of humor. He wrote back and said, “Okay. Try.” He didn’t buy my first attempt, but did something much more valuable; he told me what was wrong with it. He bought my second story—one of the Great Thrills of my life—and I wrote for him and for another Disney editor, Tom Golberg, for some three years, until their backlog obliged them to stop purchasing freelance scripts.
Between them, Del and Tom taught me most of what I know about story structure. I acknowledge the debt with great gratitude.
3This is a really sound technique, by the way.
4Doctor Who
is unfortunately no longer on our local PBS channel, but luckily I can still do my nails on Saturday nights, while watching
Mystery Science Theater 3000—which is, in fact, the only TV I do watch on a regular basis. No doubt this explains something but I couldn’t tell you what.
5It was “War Games, “for those interested in trivia.
6See “Research.”
7Via posted messages, left bulletin-board style; I’ve never been in a “chat room” in my life, save as an invited guest for a mass public interview.
8“Libraries” are electronic spaces set aside within CompuServe forums for members to post—semipermanently—things they’d like to share: stories, poems, essays, articles, shareware files, etc.
9Chat rooms and live-time interactions did not exist at the time. CompuServe messages, unlike those of AOL, exist only temporarily, with new messages essentially “pushing” old ones off into the ether.
10A slightly altered version of this synopsis appears in Part Two.
11Ignorant as I was at the time, I hadn’t realized that agents (and editors) normally want to see a complete manuscript before making a judgment on it—-just to be sure that the writer can actually finish the book. Perry, fortunately, was willing to gamble that I could.
12Who, interestingly enough, rejected the manuscript. “It’s a great story,” she said, “but it’s not really a standard romance novel, and that’s what we publish.”
13See “Where Titles Come From (and Other Matters of General Interest)”. I just love footnotes, don’t you?



PART ONE







SYNOPSES
These synopses are provided for the benefit of those readers who send me letters saying “Who the heck is Archie Hayes?” or “I don’t remember exactly how they got from Falkirk to the Duke’s house, can you clear that up for me?” and an assortment of other questions easily answerable by anyone with the books sitting in front of them. Still, in the rush and hurry of modern life, who has time to go back and thumb leisurely through a million and a half words of print? Not me, I’ll tell you.
So, for the use of those who have lent out their books and don’t want to drive to the library to check a plot detail or a character name, or for those who merely wish to refresh their memories…




OUTLANDER
T’S 1946,1 the Scottish Highlands are in bloom, and Claire Randall, an English ex-army combat nurse, has come to Scotland on a second honeymoon with her husband, Frank, from whom she’s been separated by the war.
While she doesn’t share Frank’s passion for genealogy, she’s looking forward to starting the next branch on the family tree. Meanwhile, she occupies her spare time in exploring the countryside, pursuing an interest in botany. On one such expedition, she discovers an ancient circle of standing stones—made the more interesting by Frank’s having heard that the circle is still in use by a local group of women who celebrate the “old ways” there.
In the dawn of the ancient Feast of Beltane—May 1—Claire and Frank creep up to the circle, to see the women dancing and chanting, calling down the sun. The couple steal away unseen, but later Claire returns to the circle to get a closer look at an unusual plant she’s seen growing there.
She touches one of the standing stones and is enveloped in a sudden vortex of noise and confusion. Disoriented and half-conscious, she finds herself on the hill outside the circle, and slowly makes her way down—to find what she assumes is a film shoot in progress at the bottom; a prince-in-the-heather epic, with kilted Scotsmen being pursued by red-coated British soldiers.
Claire carefully skirts the scene, so as not to ruin the shot, and making her way through the woods stumbles into a man in the costume of an eighteenth-century English army officer. This doesn’t disturb her nearly as much as does the man’s striking resemblance to her husband, Frank.
The resemblance is quickly explained; the man is in fact Franks ancestor, the notorious “Black Jack” Randall, of whom Frank had often told her. While very similar in appearance, however, Jack Randall unfortunately does not share his descendant’s personality—the former-day Randall being a sadistic bisexual pervert rather than a mild-mannered history professor.
Claire is rescued from Black Jack’s clutches by one of the Scotsmen she had seen earlier, who takes her to the cottage where his fellows are hiding, waiting for darkness to escape. One of the men has been wounded, and Claire treats his wound—as best she can—meanwhile trying to come to terms with the apparent truth of where—and when—she is.
Bemused not only by Claire’s peculiar dress—or lack of it—but by the sheer impossibility of her presence—English ladies simply aren’t found in the Highlands in 1743—the Scotsmen decide to take her with them when they decamp under cover of darkness.
As Claire remarks, “The rest of the journey passed uneventfully; if you consider it uneventful to ride fifteen miles on horseback through rough country at night, frequently without benefit of roads, in company with kilted men armed to the teeth, and sharing a horse with a wounded man. At least we were not set upon by highwaymen, we encountered no wild beasts, and it didn’t rain. By the standards I was becoming used to, it was quite dull.”
Arriving at dawn at Castle Leoch, seat of clan MacKenzie, Claire meets The MacKenzie, Colum. A courtly man deformed by a hideous genetic disease, Colum is both intrigued and suspicious. He can think of no conceivable reason for an Englishwoman to have been wandering the Highlands, and makes no pretense of believing Claire’s thin story of having been beset by robbers. Not knowing who she may be, or what her purposes are, he makes it plain that he intends to keep her as his guest for the time being—willing or not.
While laying plans for her escape and return to the stone circle, Claire becomes better acquainted with the young man whose wound she had dressed, a clansman named Jamie, whom she at first takes for a groom at the castle.

She discovers her mistake; Jamie is in fact the nephew of Colum and his brother, Dougal (the clan’s war chieftain, who leads the men to battle in place of his crippled brother), though his father belonged to clan Fraser. He is also an outlaw, wanted by the English for offenses ranging from theft to unspecified “obstruction”—offenses that have left his back webbed with the scars of flogging.
Relations between uncles and nephew appear oddly strained, and the reason is explained following a clan Gathering, at which Colum demands an oath of loyalty from Jamie—and fails to get it. Colum has one son, Hamish, age eight. As Jamie explains to Claire, if Colum should die—as is likely, given the nature of his disease—before young Hamish is of an age to lead the clan, who will inherit the chieftainship?
Dougal is the obvious candidate, but there are those among the clan who feel that while he is an able warrior, he lacks the cool head and intelligence a chief should have. Hamish is plainly too young—but there is another candidate: Jamie. While Jamie himself professes no desire to usurp the chieftainship, Colum and Dougal are not so sure his protestations are sincere, and are inclined to take steps—some of them lethal—to prevent any such attempt.
Claire has so far failed twice in her attempts to escape from Leoch, so she is delighted to hear Dougal announce that he intends to take her with him on his journey to collect rents from the tacksmen of the district. His professed intention is to take her to the captain of the English garrison, who may either be able to shed light on her presence or take charge of her. Or both.

Claire is highly in favor of this, feeling sure that she can persuade the English captain to send her back to the stone circle, from which she may be able to get back to her own time. Her hopes vanish abruptly upon her discovery that the captain of the garrison is Jack Randall.
For his part, Jack Randall is delighted to see Claire again, and determined to find out who and what she is. Englishwomen simply don’t go to the Highlands; if she is here, alone, she must undoubtedly be a spy—but for whom, and why? His notions of interrogation are not gentle, and even Dougal MacKenzie is appalled. Refusing to leave her with the Captain, Dougal takes Claire away with him, and after a pause for thought, tells her that he has conceived a plan: The Captain has the right to compel the person of an English citizen, but cannot arrest a Scotswoman in her own country without legal formalities. So, Dougal announces triumphantly, he will make her a Scot; she must marry his nephew Jamie without delay.

Nearly as horrified by this notion as by the Captains behavior, Claire does her best to resist, but can find no alternative. Convinced at last that if she marries Jamie, she will have a better chance of escape, she consents, finding her horror tempered with bemusement at her prospective bridegrooms inexperience:
“Does it bother you that I’m not a virgin?” He hesitated a moment before answering.
“Well, no,” he said slowly, “so long as it doesna bother you that I am.” He grinned at my drop-jawed expression, and backed toward the door.
“Reckon one of us should know what they’re doing,” he said. The door closed softly behind him; clearly the courtship was over.

However, there is no immediate chance of escape, and Claire is obliged to consummate her marriage with Jamie—under Dougal’s firm orders. Dougal, it appears, is killing two birds with one stone; while he has sufficient humanitarian instincts to wish to keep Claire away from Randall (and is still curious enough about her to want to find out for himself what she’s doing there), his principal motive is to stifle any chance of his nephew attaining the chieftainship of clan MacKenzie—for the clan will never accept Jamie as leader with an English wife.
Realizing that Jamie is as much under duress as is she, Claire accepts the inevitable—and finds herself becoming very fond of her new young husband. Much too fond; for she still means to escape and return to Frank, as soon as she can.
Soon enough, she finds her chance, and steals away while Jamie is occupied elsewhere. However, her attempt fails when she falls once more into the hands of a prowling Jack Randall and is taken to his inner sanctum in Fort William, where she discovers more than she wanted to know about the Captain’s recreational proclivities. This time, she is rescued by Jamie, who escapes with her from the fort while the other Scots create a diversion by blowing up the powder magazine.
During the angry confrontation that follows their escape, Claire learns that there is more to Jamie’s antipathy toward Randall than his recent behavior. She already knows that the scars on Jamie’s back were inflicted by Randall, who had taken the young Scotsman prisoner several years before. Now she learns that the vicious flogging was the result of Jamie’s refusal to yield his body to Randall, who gratifies his inclinations with the readiest victims: the Scottish prisoners under his control, who have no recourse or means of escape.
Returning, perforce, to Leoch, Claire does not give up searching for a way back to the stones—and Frank—but becomes increasingly aware of how wrenching such a return would be, tearing her away from the man she has come to love.
One small difficulty shows some hope of resolution, though; Colum—now secure in the knowledge that his nephew is no threat to his son Hamish’s chieftainship—offers to intercede for Jamie with an English noble of his acquaintance, the Duke of Sandringham. Perhaps, Colum thinks, the Duke could be induced to gain a pardon from the Crown for Jamie, removing the continuing danger of outlawry.
Arrangements are made for Jamie and Dougal to accompany the Duke on a hunting trip, where the delicate negotiations for a pardon might be accomplished.

As Jamie remarks wryly to Claire, “It goes against the grain a bit, to be pardoned for something I’ve not done, but it’s better than being hanged.”
Meanwhile, Claire has formed a friendship with the wife of the local Procurator Fiscal, a woman named Geillis Duncan, with whom she shares a knowledge of herbs and healing. But at a dinner to honor a visiting duke, the Fiscal dies—probably poisoned.
Rumors spread like wildfire, fueled with hysteria and superstition, and in Jamie’s absence Claire finds herself on trial for witchcraft, in company with Geillis Duncan. On the verge of condemnation, Claire discovers Geilie’s secret—she is pregnant, and clearly not by her impotent late husband. She is indeed a poisoner, if not a witch—but proves also a good friend; she creates a distraction that allows Jamie to rescue Claire.
Jamie and Claire flee from the castle on horseback, but once safely away he confronts her—he will love her forever, and stand by her no matter what, but for his own peace of mind, he must know—is she a witch?
Hysterical from her recent ordeal, Claire tells him that it’s much worse than that, and confesses the truth, explaining to him about the stones—and about Frank. Clearly not believing her, but shaken by her obvious emotion, Jamie takes her through the Highlands to the stone circle. The truth of her story proven by events in the circle, he says she must make her choice—to stay with him, or to go back to her husband in the future—and leaves her alone by the stones to decide.

Road to Lallybroch.

Agonizing through most of an afternoon, she finally stands, makes her way slowly toward the cleft stone that is her passage back to her own time—and then finds herself running the other way, stumbling and falling down the hillside, her body having decided what her mind cannot—running toward Jamie.
Reunited, Claire asks, “Do you really believe me, Jamie?”
He sighed, and smiled ruefully down at me.
“Aye, I believe ye, Sassenach. But it would ha’ been a good deal easier, if you’d only been a witch.”
With the truth clear between them, they make their way through the Highlands to Jamie’s home at Lallybroch, where they are made welcome by his remaining family, his sister Jenny, with her husband, Ian, and son, Young Jamie. Their idyll is short-lived, though; Jamie is waylaid by the local Watch, an unofficial police force in the pay of the English, who will deliver him to his enemies.
Assisted by Jamie’s godfather, Murtagh, Claire sets out to rescue him. Jamie has escaped from the Watch, she learns, but is now somewhere afoot in the Highlands. Plainly he cannot return to Lallybroch; the place is watched. How to find a man who might be anywhere in a desolate countryside?
Murtagh and Claire work their way north, thinking that Jamie might be heading for Beauly, where his Fraser grandfather, Simon, Lord Lovat, might offer him help. Before they reach Beauly, though, they encounter someone else—Dougal MacKenzie, who has brought disastrous news: Jamie has been captured, tried, and condemned to hang. He has been sent to Wentworth Prison, near the border, where the sentence of execution will be carried out.
Insisting that it is not possible to free Jamie, Dougal (a recent widower) instead promises to take care of Claire, proposing marriage to her. Instantly, a number of things become clear to Claire; by the terms of Jamie’s inheritance, a woman can own Lallybroch estate. If Jamie is executed, Lallybroch will belong to her—or to whoever marries her.
During the ensuing confrontation with Dougal, Claire verifies what she previously suspected; young Hamish is not Colum’s son—Colum’s disease renders him sterile, and largely impotent as well. Hamish was sired by Dougal, as an act of loyalty to the brother he loves, to give Colum an heir.
The t$$te-$$-t$$te is interrupted by Murtagh, armed with pistols, who politely suggests that they have more pressing business: getting to Wentworth while Jamie is still alive to save. Under duress, Dougal reluctantly supplies them with money and a few men—and a surprising bit of information.
Geillis Duncan, he tells Claire, was indeed burned as a witch, after the birth of her child—who was also sired by Dougal. Before being taken to the stake, though, she gave Dougal a message to be passed on to Claire, should Dougal ever meet her again. The message, to be repeated verbatim: “Tell her that I do not know for certain, but I think it is possible.” That sentence, and four numbers: one, nine, six, and eight.
Claire, Murtagh, and their companions leave at once on the long ride to Wentworth, which gives Claire time to ponder the meaning of Geillis’s message—clearly, what Geillis meant was that she herself thought it possible to return through the stones to Claire’s own time. And the numbers? “She had told them to him separately, for the sake of a secrecy which must have gone bone-deep in her by that time, but they were all part of one number, really. One, nine, six, eight. Nineteen sixty-eight. The year of
her
disappearance into the past.”
Arriving at Wentworth, Claire inveigles her way into the prison on the eve of the execution, searching for Jamie—and finds him in the dungeon, at the mercy of Jack Randall. Unable to exercise his inclinations to the fullest, Randall must content himself with such brutality as will pass without comment—bruises and broken bones are within the realm of official toleration; homosexual rape is not.

Claire succeeds in freeing Jamie from his shackles, but is interrupted by the return of Randall, in company with his hulking, mentally deficient—but terribly obedient—orderly, Marley. Delighted to see Claire again, Randall declares his intention of giving her to Marley to enjoy, allowing Jamie to watch as his final entertainment before hanging.
Jamie attacks Marley, and after a bone-crushing fight, succeeds in overpowering him. Randall, though, has a trump—a knife at Claire’s throat.
Desperate, and feeling that he has nothing left to lose, Jamie makes a devil’s bargain—his body, and his silence, in return for Claire’s freedom. Unable to resist the temptation of a victim at once completely unwilling but completely compliant, Randall agrees. After all, Claire is quite helpless—he thinks.
Thrown out into the snow, Claire makes her way frantically in search of help. She has a plan—if only she is in time. Randall has put her out by a small rear door, concealed in a narrow declivity that forms the prison’s garbage dump. Randall doesn’t know about Claire’s companions; if she can find them in time, they can perhaps force the rear door and enter the prison. Unfortunately, Claire meets not her companions, but the dump’s inhabitants—a small pack of degenerate wolves.
Claire manages by luck and desperation to kill one wolf, but is stalked relentlessly through the winter twilight by the others. Suddenly an arrow whizzes out of nowhere—one of the woodsmen of Sir Marcus MacRannoch, whose estate adjoins Wentworth, has been attracted by the wolves’ howling, and is astonished to find Claire, tattered, bloodstained, and in a state of desperate hurry.
Reaching Sir Marcus, she implores his help in freeing Jamie from the prison. He is sympathetic, but adamant; there is nothing he can do. Claire offers to pay him, bringing out the string of freshwater pearls that Jamie gave her on their wedding day: pearls that had belonged to his mother, Ellen.
MacRannoch is shaken by the sight of the pearls; as a young man, he had paid court to Ellen MacKenzie, and when she chose elsewhere had insisted nonetheless that she keep his gift—the freshwater pearls. Still, much as he would wish to help Ellen’s son, he tells Claire, he dares not risk an assault on the prison; the prison’s governor would be sure to take revenge on Eldridge Manor, MacRannoch’s estate.
Driven to despair, Claire collapses, only dully noticing the entry of another of MacRannoch’s men, who reluctantly reports that he and his companions have managed to find only a small fraction of MacRannoch’s purebred herd of Highland cows—and there is a snowstorm coming on.
Hearing this, Claire begins cautiously to hope. For one of her companions is Rupert MacKenzie, a man with a great reputation for “cattle-lifting”—and one unlikely to resist the temptation offered by a straying herd. Rising to her feet, she informs MacRannoch that she has a plan that will protect him from suspicion in Jamie’s escape—and if he wants to see his cattle again, he’d better agree to it.
Finding her companions, Claire tells them her plan, leads them to the door—and then is forced to wait, as they drive head after head of shaggy Highland cattle down the alley and into the prison’s dungeons.

Castle Leoch.


Meanwhile, Sir Marcus MacRannoch, to whom the cattle belong, has stormed into the Governor’s office, claiming that the garrison soldiers have stolen his herd and insisting that he be allowed to search for them. Under cover of the bellowing confusion in the dungeon, his men have orders to find and rescue Jamie, spiriting him out through the rear door.
As Sir Marcus reports to Claire, a man emerged from the dungeon cell to investigate the racket and was trampled to death beneath the cattle’s hooves, “nay more than a rag-doll, rolled in blood. “Jack Randall is dead, then, and Jamie rescued—but hours have passed; hours spent in an airless dungeon with a monster.
Claire can heal Jamie’s external wounds, but how can she deal with the damage to his soul? She and Murtagh manage to get Jamie safely across the Channel to France, where one of Jamie’s uncles is the abbot of the Abbey of Ste. Anne de Beaupré.
Taking refuge in the abbey, Claire faces her last and most important fight. With nothing but her healing skills and her own courage, she risks both her life and Jamie’s, using opium to resurrect and exorcise the ghost of Jack Randall, that Jamie might reclaim his manhood through the same violence by which it was taken from him.
At the last, they both find healing in the grotto of a hot spring, in a cave far under the abbey.
We struggled upward, out of the womb of the world, damp and steaming, rubber-limbed with wine and heat. I fell to my knees at the first landing, and Jamie, trying to help me, fell down next to me in an untidy heap of robes and bare legs. Giggling helplessly, drunk more with love than with wine, we made our way side by side, on hands and knees up the second flight of steps, hindering each other more than helping, jostling and caroming softly off each other in the narrow space, until we collapsed at last in each other’s arms on the second landing.
Here an ancient oriel window opened glassless to the sky, and the light of the hunter’s moon washed us in silver. We lay clasped together, damp skins cooling in the winter air, waiting for our racing hearts to slow and breath to return to our heaving bodies.
The moon above was a Christmas moon, so large as almost to fill the empty window. It seemed no wonder that the tides of sea and woman should be subject to the pull of that stately orb, so close and so commanding.
But my own tides moved no longer to that chaste and sterile summons, and the knowledge of my freedom raced like danger through my blood.
“I have a gift for you, too,” I said suddenly to Jamie. He turned toward me and his hand slid, large and sure, over the plane of my still-flat stomach.
“Have you, now?” he said.
And the world was all around us, new with possibility.
THE END



1See note following “Titles” “Outlander vs. Cross Stitch.”



DRAGONFLY IN AMBER
T is the spring of 1968 in Inverness, Scotland, and Roger Wakefield is going slowly mad. Faced with the task of clearing up the tons of historical debris left by his late adoptive father, the Reverend Wakefield, Roger thinks longingly of jumping into his car and heading back to Oxford, leaving the manse and its bulging contents to the mercies of rats, mildew, and the ladies of the Church Guild. When the doorbell rings, Roger is ready to invite in the devil himself—anyone and anything that offers distraction from his current situation.
“Distraction” is putting it mildly. The visitors are Dr. Claire Randall, widow of an old friend of the Reverend’s—and her very striking daughter, Brianna. Reeling from the impact of a six-foot-tall redhead at close range, Roger pays only minor attention to Claire’s request: She has a list of names, Jacobite soldiers who fought at Culloden; can Roger find out for her how many survived?
Motivated as much by a desire to impress Brianna as by historical curiosity and the inclination to oblige a family friend, Roger agrees to help. Besides, it will get him out of the house and away from the sagging bookshelves, the crammed-to-bursting desk, and the impenetrable murk of the Reverend’s garage, filled from floor to ceiling with boxes of cryptic papers.
As Roger embarks on Claire Randall’s project, though, small things begin to bother him. Why does Claire not want him to take Brianna near the standing stone circle at Craigh na Dun? Why does she blanch at the name of the leader of her troop of Jacobites—and ask Roger not to mention the name James Fraser to her daughter?
Suspicion is succeeded by shock late one night when Roger finds a roll of newspaper clippings in the Reverend’s desk; pictures of Claire Randall, taken twenty years before, over a headline: KIDNAPPED BY THE FAIRIES? Twenty-three years before, Claire Randall had disappeared in the Scottish Highlands, leaving no trace. Three years later, she had been found, malnourished, ragged, and half-crazed, wandering near the standing stones at Craigh na Dun.
A picture shows Frank Randall, her husband, rushing to her bedside. A hell of a shock, Roger thinks, to find your wife after having given her up for dead.
A greater shock awaited Frank, though— and now awaits Roger. Noticing the date of the clippings, Roger recalls Brianna’s birthday, mentioned in casual conversation. Counting rapidly backward, the blood drains from his face as he realizes that Claire Randall had returned from her disappearance bruised, disoriented, starving—and pregnant.
What to do? Plainly Brianna regards Frank Randall as her father; she doesn’t know the truth, and Roger cannot bring himself to tell her. The mystery surrounding Claire Randall deepens; perhaps, Roger surmises, Brianna’s real father was a Highland Scot. James Fraser is a common enough name in the Highlands—if the unknown man was called that, it would be enough to account for Claire’s extraordinary reaction to hearing the name. Has Claire brought her daughter to Scotland in order to reveal the truth of her parentage? Perhaps even to meet the mysterious James Fraser?
Increasingly fond of both women, Roger is uncertain what to do in order to prevent either of them being hurt. There seems nothing he can do, save stick close to them, and be ready to help, whatever happens.

Meanwhile, his quest is bearing unexpected fruit. He has found her Jacobites, he tells Claire; the odd thing is that none of them appears to have been killed at Culloden—extraordinary, in view of the great slaughter that took place there. Nearly one man in two on the field was killed; it’s remarkable that none of the thirty men on Claire’s list was among them.
Claire’s response to this news is as puzzling as her other reactions; she turns pale and nearly collapses with relief. What difference can the fate of men dead two hundred years make to her? Roger wonders.
The mystery deepens when Brianna helps Roger disinter some of the Reverend’s journals from the garage—journals that refer obliquely to Claire’s reappearance, to some dreadful secret that she seemed to be hiding—and to a mysterious request made by Frank Randall. The Reverend writes that he has done as Frank wished with regard to the gravestone—but of James Fraser, there is no record. Who is this mysterious James Fraser—and what has he to do with Claire?
In an effort at distraction, Roger has taken Brianna to view the battleground at Culloden, with its mute and moving testament to the slaughter of the Highland clans; Claire, pleading a spurious illness, stays home. She agrees, however, to go along on another jaunt, to an old and long-deserted church some distance out of town.
Claire plans to enjoy the Highland scenery, collect a few plants, and keep an eye on the budding relationship between Roger and her daughter. Brianna and Roger have other plans; looking through the Reverend’s papers, Roger has found a mention of a Captain Jonathan Randall, an ancestor of Brianna’s father—or supposed father—Frank. Thinking to surprise Claire, they lead her to Randall’s grave— and are not only surprised, but shocked, at Claire’s reaction, which is one of sudden and irrational fury.

St. Kilda’s Cemetery.

Leaving Claire to collect herself, the two baffled young people go into the deserted church, only to be yanked outside almost at once by the sound of a scream. They find Claire, incoherent and shaking, standing over a grave in the shadow of the yews. The stone on the grave is a “marriage stone”; a quarter-circle of granite, meant to be paired with another, forming a semicircle to mark the resting place of husband and wife.
Only the husband lies here, though; the other half of the stone is missing.
“What is it?” Roger said urgently, trying to rouse her from the staring trance she had fallen into. “What is it? Is it a name you know?” Even as he spoke, his own words were ringing in his ears. No one’s been buried here since the eighteenth century, he’d told Brianna.
No one’s been buried here in two hundred years.

Claire’s fingers brushed his own away and touched the stone, caressing, as though touching flesh, gently tracing the letters, the grooves worn shallow, but still clear.
“JAMES ALEXANDER MALCOLM MACKENZIE FRASER, “she read aloud. ”Yes, I know him. “Her hand dropped lower, brushing back the grass that grew thickly about the stone, obscuring the line of smaller letters at its base.
“Beloved husband of Claire, ”she read.
“Yes, I knew him,” she said again, so softly Roger could scarcely hear her. “I’m Claire. He was my husband.” She looked up then, into the face of her daughter, white and shocked above her. “And your father,” she said.
In the wake of Claire’s revelation, the three return to the manse, where Claire reveals the bare bones of her secret: that twenty-three years before, she had stepped through the stones of Craigh na Dun— and disappeared into the past. Struggling to survive in the barbarous Scotland of 1743, she had found her chief enemy to be Jack Randall; her husband Frank’s distant ancestor, and a man unsettlingly like his descendant in appearance, if not in character—“Black Jack” being a predator of marked and unusual tastes.
In order to stay out of Randall’s hands, she had been obliged to marry a young clansman—Jamie Fraser—only to find her difficulties deepening as she fell in love with him. Brianna is less than sympathetic to this account, caught between feelings of disbelief and betrayal.
In the course of events, Claire tells the young people, Jamie discovered the truth about her and insisted that she must return to her own time—and to Frank. However, brought at last to the stone circle she had struggled so long to reach, she found she could not take the final step through the cleft stones—but made the choice to remain in the past, with Jamie.

They had returned to Jamie’s home, Lallybroch, but their idyll there was brief; Jamie was arrested by the Watch, and fell into the hands of Jack Randall. Claire had succeeded in rescuing him from Wentworth Prison, though not in time to prevent his being tortured and brutalized by Jack Randall. Seeking safety, the Frasers had sailed for France, taking refuge in the Abbey of Ste. Anne de Beaupré, where one of Jamie’s uncles was abbot. Here Claire undertook her greatest challenge—healing Jamie’s wounds of mind and body—and in the process became pregnant.
Brianna refuses utterly to countenance any of this, insisting that her mother must be suffering from shock or delusion. Roger, seeing no choice, gives her the newspaper clippings; if they don’t verify her mother’s claims that James Fraser was Brianna’s father, they do at least prove that Frank Randall wasn’t.
If Brianna is shocked and horrified by her mother’s story, Roger is enthralled. While sympathetic to both women, it is the historian in him that is uppermost at the moment.
“Then those men whose names you gave me, the ones who fought at Culloden—you
knew
them?”
I relaxed, ever so slightly. “Yes, I knew them.” There was a grumble of thunder to the east, and the rain broke in a spatter against the long windows that lined the study from floor to ceiling on one side. Brianna’s head was bent over the clippings, the wings of her hair hiding everything but the tip of her nose, which was bright red. Jamie always went red when he was furious or upset. I was all too familiar with the sight of a Fraser on the verge of explosion.
“And you were in France,” Roger murmured as though to himself, still studying me closely. The shock in his face was fading into surmise, and a kind of excitement. “I don’t suppose you knew …”
“Yes, I did,” I told him. “That’s why we went to Paris. I’d told Jamie about Culloden—the ’45, and what would happen. We went to Paris to stop Charles Stuart.”
Abbot Alexander of Ste. Anne de Beaupré is Jamie’s uncle—and a Jacobite supporter, strongly in favor of restoring the Catholic Stuarts to the throne of Scotland. He urges his nephew—newly recovered from his ordeal in Wentworth—to go to Paris, where the young Prince Charles Edward Casimir Maria Sylvester Stuart has just arrived. Jamie’s mission—should he choose to accept it—is to lend his prince aid and succor, and assist him in forming the political and business connections that will help him to regain his throne.
This assignment suits the young Frasers very well; Jamie is outlawed, under sentence of death, and they cannot return to Scotland. At the same time, Claire knows the shape of the future there: that Charles Stuart will lead a rebellion that will end in slaughter at Culloden and leave the Highland clans in smoking ruins.
They must find a way to stop the deadly march of events toward Culloden—how better to subvert an attempt at a Stuart restoration than by befriending the Bonnie Prince? Jamie has a relation, Jared Fraser, now a wealthy and respected wine merchant with warehouses and ships in Le Havre, and a residence in Paris. Jared also has Jacobite sympathies, and is more than willing to employ his younger cousin, thus giving him entree into the circles where he might be of most use—or obstruction—to Charles Stuart.
While Jared and Jamie toast the successful conclusion of their business arrangement onboard one of Jared’s ships in the harbor at Le Havre, Claire is on deck, watching as another ship is unloaded. Seeing a man carried off, obviously ill, she hurries down to lend assistance, and is in time both to diagnose a case of smallpox—and to see the man die in front of her.
Unfortunately, the harbormaster has arrived in time to hear her diagnosis, and in accordance with French maritime law declares that the ship from which the sailor came must be towed out into the harbor and burned, in order to prevent contagion being spread through the port.
Still more unfortunately, the Comte St. Germain, the owner of the ship in question, is present—and strongly inclined to blame Claire for the loss of his ship and cargo. Jamie arrives in time to prevent harm, but the Comte St. Germain, Claire is given to understand, is not a good enemy to have. Shadowed by the flames of the burning ship, the Frasers leave Le Havre, bound for Paris and what seem the lesser perils of Royal politics.
With Jared gone to Germany on business, Jamie takes over the French affairs of the House of Fraser, and takes his place in the circle of Jacobites that surround Charles Stuart. Near in age to the Prince, he quickly becomes Stuart’s boon companion and confidante, unwillingly privy to the Prince’s affairs—including an affair of the heart with the married Princesse Louise de Rohan.
Blissfully married himself, and looking forward to the birth of his first child, Jamie views the carryings-on of Charles Stuart with a jaundiced eye. Still, duty calls, and many a night sees him coming home to Claire’s bed with the scent of wine and strange women clinging to his skin.
“Who looks on a woman with lust in his heart hath committed adultery with her already. Is that how ye see it?”
“Is it how
you
see it?”
“No,” he said shortly. “I don’t. And what would ye do if I
had
lain wi’ a whore, Sassenach? Slap my face? Order me out of your chamber? Keep yourself from my bed?”
I turned and looked at him.
“I’d kill you,” I said through my teeth.
Both eyebrows shot up, and his mouth dropped slightly with incredulity.
“Kill
me? God, if I found you wi’ another man, I’d kill
him.” He paused, and one corner of his mouth quirked wryly.
“Mind ye,” he said, “I’d no be verra pleased wi’ you
either, but still, it’s him I’d kill.”
“Typical man,” I said. “Always missing the point.”
He snorted with a bitter humor.
“Am I, then? So you dinna believe me. Want me to prove it to ye, Sassenach, that I’ve lain wi’ no one in the last few hours?” He stood up, water cascading down the stretches of his long legs. The light from the window highlighted the reddish-gold hairs of his body and the steam rose off his flesh in wisps. He looked like a figure of freshly molten gold. I glanced briefly down.
“Ha,” I said, with the maximum of scorn it was possible to infuse into one syllable.
“Hot water,” he said briefly, stepping out of the tub. “Dinna worry yourself, it won’t take long.”
“That,” I said, with delicate precision, “is what
you
think.”
Fighting jealousy, Claire is reassured to hear that Jamie has conceived a scheme to prevent his carousing comrades from pressing him to join in their debauches; he has told them that Claire is La Dame Blanche—the White Lady, a sorceress whose powers will shrivel his private parts, should he ever be unfaithful to her. Sodden with drink and strongly superstitious, the men believe him, and rumors of La Dame Blanche are soon circulating through Paris—much to Claire’s amusement.
Between the demands of business and Royal intrigue, Jamie is thoroughly occupied. Between morning sickness and dinner parties, Claire is not. Seeking useful occupation, she volunteers her medical services at L’Hôpital des Anges, a convent hospital run by the redoubtable Mother Hildegarde and her assistant, the dog Bouton.
Jamie also has acquired an assistant: a French lad met—by accident—in a brothel.
“He’s to be called Fergus, ”Jamie explained. “His name is really Claudel, but we didna think that sounded verra manly.”

“But we already have a stable-lad, and a lad to clean the knives and boots,” I objected.
“Oh, aye, ”Jamie replied. “But we havena got a pickpocket.”
With the aid of Fergus’s light touch with a mailbag, Jamie keeps a thumb on the secret pulse of Royal politics and learns encouraging news: The Old Pretender, the ex-King James, harbors no hopes for the restoration of his throne. His motive in sending Charles to France was instead a hope of shaming Louis into providing a secure future for the young man, possibly as a general in the French army.
Perhaps, Jamie and Claire think, with the beginnings of hope, their mission is unnecessary?
Charles, the Young Pretender, harbors higher aspirations than the French army, though. The Frasers learn with alarm of Charles Stuart’s new venture: an investment in a shipload of port, the proceeds of which might be sufficient to finance the rebellion Stuart dreams of. Still more alarming is Charles’s choice of business partner in this venture—the Comte St. Germain.

Jamie begins a delicate game, probing among the bankers and nobles, the merchants and diplomats, to find a way to stop this venture from succeeding. Accompanying him to social events despite her growing bulk, Claire does her part in tracking rumor—and in starting it.
Among Claire’s new acquaintances is a young girl, met at one of Louise de Rohan’s parties: Mary Hawkins, the fifteen-year-old niece of one of Jamie’s business acquaintances. Shy, pretty, and afflicted with a stammer, Mary is ignorant of men in general—and blissfully ignorant of her uncle’s plan to marry her to an elderly and degenerate member of the French aristocracy.
At first sorry for the girl, and then befriending her, Claire finally realizes why Mary Hawkins’s name seemed so familiar—Claire has seen the name on a genealogical chart; Mary is—or will be—the six-times-great-grandmother of Frank Randall—the wife of Black Jack Randall.
But how? Jack Randall died at Wentworth Prison, trampled under the hooves of a herd of Highland cattle during Jamie’s rescue months before. And yet… Claire still wears the gold ring of her marriage to Frank, cool and secure on her left hand. How can that be, with the man who sired Frank’s line dead before any child of his could be conceived?
Jonathan Randall may be dead, but his ghost walks Jamie’s dreams. With the scars of Wentworth Prison still raw on his back, he wakes in a cold sweat, with Randall’s voice in his ears, Randall’s touch on his skin. Refusing to let Claire share the horror of his memories, he fights his demons alone at night, and rises in the morning with his memories clamped tight in a steel box of will.
Seeking herbal remedies that might ease his sleep, Claire makes the acquaintance of a small, mysterious apothecary, Master Raymond, who warns her both of the dangers of Royal intrigue, and of the Comte, whose sinister reputation is further clouded by rumors of his occult associations. Is the Comte behind the attempt on Jamie’s life in the Paris streets—or Claire’s near-poisoning at Versailles?
Within the widening circles of intrigue and uncertainty, the Frasers find refuge only within the security of their marriage. As the baby that is the tangible evidence of their love for each other grows in Claire’s womb, she and Jamie draw ever closer together, protecting each other from the shadowy dangers that surround them.
“Doesn’t it make you feel a bit nervous?” I asked as we went up the stairs. “Never being able to trust anyone?”
He laughed softly. “Well, I wouldna say
anyone, Sassenach. There’s you—and Murtagh, and my sister, Jenny, and her husband, Ian. I’d trust the four of you wi’ my life—I have, for that matter, more than once.”
I shivered as he pulled back the drapes of the big bed. The fire had been banked for the night, and the room was growing cold.

“Four people you can trust doesn’t seem like all that many,” I said, unlacing my gown.

He pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it on the chair. The scars on his back shone silver in the faint light from the night sky outside.
“Aye, well,” he said matter-of-factly. “It’s four more than Charles Stuart has.”
In spite of the intrigues and rumors that surround them, the King has taken a liking to both Claire and Jamie, and their presence is often required at Royal functions. Claire’s presence is requested at a luncheon held to honor a visiting English nobleman—an old acquaintance of the Frasers’, the Duke of Sandringham. It’s neither the Duke nor Claire’s continuing nausea that causes her to faint in the gardens at Versailles, though; it’s the sudden appearance of a man she knows twice dead.
Then I saw him. I could feel all of the blood draining from my head as my eye traced disbelievingly over the elegant curve of the skull, dark-haired and bold amid the powdered wigs around it. Alarms rang in my head like air-raid sirens, as I fought to accept and repel the impressions that assailed me. My subconscious saw the line of the nose, thought “Frank,” and turned my body to fly toward him in welcome. “Not-Frank,” came the slightly higher, rational center of my brain, freezing me in my tracks as I saw the familiar curve of a half-smiling mouth, repeating, “You
know
it’s not Frank” as the muscles of my calves knotted. And then the lurch into panic and the clenching of hands and stomach, as the slower processes of logical thought came doggedly on the trail of instinct and knowledge, seeing the high brow and the arrogant tilt of the head, assuring me of the unthinkable. It could not be Frank. And if it were not, then it could only be …
“Jack Randall.” It wasn’t my voice that spoke, but Jamie’s, sounding oddly calm and detached. Attention attracted by my peculiar behavior, he had looked where I was looking and had seen what I had seen.
He didn’t move. So far as I could tell through the increasing haze of panic, he didn’t breathe. I was dimly aware of a nearby servant peering curiously upward at the towering form of the frozen Scottish warrior next to me, silent as a statue of Mars. But all my concern was for Jamie.
To draw arms in the presence of the King was death. Murtagh was on the far side of the garden, much too far away to help. Two more paces would bring Randall within hearing distance. Within sword’s reach. I laid a hand on his arm. It was rigid as the steel of the swordhilt under his hand. The blood roared in my ears.
“Jamie,” I said. “Jamie!” And fainted.
The new arrival is not Jack Randall, though, but rather his younger brother, Alexander Randall, who shares a striking family resemblance, but appears to be quite the opposite of his vicious brother in personality and temperament. Jack was a soldier and a sadist; Alex is a curate, a gentle, intellectual young man who serves as the Duke’s chaplain and secretary. He is also, Claire learns, Mary Hawkins’s secret love, though it seems impossible for the young couple ever to marry, given Alexander’s impoverished state and Mary’s (as yet unannounced) engagement to the Vicomte Marigny.
Jamie has nothing against Alexander Randall—save his physical resemblance to his brother. Alexander’s arrival in Paris triggers further nightmares, though, in which Jamie feels the touch of Jack Randall on his skin, and hears his dead voice, murmuring obscenity in the dark. He wakes from these dreams sweating and ill, but will not let Claire comfort him, choosing instead to fight the ghost of Jack Randall within his own mind.
At an outing to the Royal stables at Argentan, the Duke of Sandringham approaches Claire with an interesting proposition; if Jamie will agree to return to Scotland and abandon Charles Stuart, a pardon can be arranged.
Why? Jamie wonders. The Duke owes him nothing, and can hope for nothing from him. Does the Duke—or possibly the English Crown, using the Duke as agent—intend to deprive Stuart of his allies, in the hope of thwarting his efforts?
Claire and Jamie plan a dinner party, at which they hope both to divine the Duke’s purposes—is he a secret Jacobite, or the opposite?—and to gain a clue as to whether the Comte St. Germain is behind the attempts on their lives. As night falls, Claire hurries home from L’Hôpital des Anges to dress for the party, in company with Mary Hawkins, Fergus, and Murtagh, Jamie’s godfather and companion.
Night is falling, though, and the group is attacked in the darkness of the Rue du Faubourg St.-Honoré. With Murtagh bound and helpless, Mary is thrown to the ground and raped. Claire seems likely to suffer a similar fate when her hood falls back and a shaft of lantern-light illuminates her face.
“Mother of God!” The hands clutching my arms slackened their grip, and I yanked loose, to see Spotted-shirt, mouth hanging open in horrified amazement below the mask. He backed away from me, crossing himself as he went.
“In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti,”
he babbled, crossing and recrossing. “La Dame Blanche!”
“La Dame Blanche!” The man behind me echoed the cry, in tones of terror.
Within moments the assailants have fled, leaving the street empty and disaster in their wake.
Fergus has run to fetch Jamie. With him comes Alex Randall; too shy and too conscious of his impecunious state to approach her directly, he has been following Mary about the city, hoping for occasional glimpses of his beloved. Freeing Murtagh, Jamie takes them all home—and then, with Claire, must make hasty preparations for a very ill-omened dinner party.

What I wanted at the moment was peace, quiet, and total privacy in which to shake like a rabbit. What I had was a dinner party with a duke who might be a Jacobite or an English agent, a Comte who might be a poisoner, and a rape victim hidden upstairs.
The dinner party is the event of the season—one that will be talked about for months, as Claire wryly observes—though not for the usual reasons. The inopportune appearance of a drugged and disheveled Mary Hawkins in the middle of dinner triggers confrontation, fistfights, and general hysteria, ending with Mary Hawkins removed to her uncles house, Silas Hawkins and Alex Randall laid out cold, the Comte St. Germain gloating, and Jamie in the hands of the Paris police.
Released at dawn, Jamie returns to the house in the Rue Tremoulins, wanting nothing but clean clothes and Claire’s arms. One more conversation awaits him, though—Murtagh kneels at his feet, his dirk held out hilt-first, and asks Jamie formally to take his life. He cannot live, he says, with the shame of having failed in his duty to protect his chief’s wife and unborn child.
Rather than grant his godfather’s request, Jamie instead lays an oath on Murtagh:
Jamie’s voice dropped still further, but it was not a whisper. Holding the middle three fingers of his right hand stiff, he laid them together over the hilt of the dirk, at the juncture of haft and tang.
“I charge ye, then, by your oath to me and your word to my mother—find the men. Hunt them, and when they be found, I do charge ye wi’ the vengeance due my wife’s honor—and the blood of Mary Hawkins’s innocence.”
He paused a moment, then took his hand from the knife. The clansman raised it, holding it upright by the blade. Acknowledging my presence for the first time, he bowed his head toward me and said, “As the laird has spoken, lady, so I will do. I will lay vengeance at your feet.”


Jamie decides to conduct his own investigation in other directions—affairs at the dinner party and the interception of a mysterious musical cipher promising aid to the Stuart cause have made it still more urgent to determine where the Duke of Sandringham’s loyalties actually lie.
Claire accompanies Jamie to the Dukes house, meaning to find an opportunity to steal away and find Alexander Randall. With the attack in the Rue du Faubourg St.-Honoré a matter of public knowledge, Marys marriage to the Vicomte is definitely off. Alex and Mary cannot meet publicly, but Claire means to invite Alex to her house, where he can talk to Mary privately.
Stealing away from Jamie’s conversation with the Duke, she finds not Alex, but Mary—who has in turn stolen away from her uncle’s house and come to find the man she loves. A sympathetic footman tells the women that they are too late; as a result of the scandal at the dinner party, Alexander Randall has been dismissed from the Duke’s service and is already en route for England.
Shocked and disbelieving, Mary rushes into the hall, pursued by Claire, eager to prevent the scandal that will result if Mary is found. Dashing around a corner in pursuit, though, Claire forgets Mary entirely, when she crashes headfirst into a man coming the other way.
He let out a startled “Whoof!” as I struck him amidships, and clutched me by the arms to keep upright as we swayed and staggered together.
“I’m sorry,” I began, breathlessly.
“I thought you were—oh, Jesus H. Fucking Christ!”
My initial impression—that I had encountered Alexander Randall—had lasted no more than the split second necessary to see the eyes above that finely chiseled mouth. The mouth was much like Alex’s, bar the deep lines around it. But those cold eyes could belong to only one man.
The shock was so great that for a moment everything seemed paradoxically normal; I had an impulse to apologize, dust him off, and continue my pursuit, leaving him forgotten in the corridor, as just a chance encounter. My adrenal glands hastened to remedy this impression, dumping such a dose of adrenaline into my bloodstream that my heart contracted like a squeezed fist.
He was recovering his own breath by now, along with his momentarily shattered self-possession.
“I am inclined to concur with your sentiments, madam, if not precisely with their manner of expression.” Still clutching me by the elbows, he held me slightly away from him, squinting to see my face in the shadowed hall, I saw the shock of recognition blanch his features as my face came into the light. “Bloody hell, it’s you!” he exclaimed.
“I thought you were dead!” I wrenched at my arms, trying to free them from the iron-tight grip of Jonathan Randall.
He let go of one arm, in order to rub his middle, surveying me coldly. The thin, fine-cut features were bronzed and healthy; he
gave no outward sign of having been trampled five months before by thirty quarter-ton beasts. Not so much as a hoofprint on his forehead.

Claire is shocked by the revelation that Jack Randall still lives, but even more distressed by the effects of this revelation on Jamie—and its possible repercussions.
Jamie sends her home in the carriage, and disappears. What has he done, what is he doing? He cannot challenge Randall openly at Sandringham’s house—but a challenge is certainly what he intends.
Desperate with fear and worry, Claire arrives back at Jared’s house, only to find an unexpected visitor—Jamie’s uncle, Dougal MacKenzie. An ardent Jacobite, Dougal is visiting Paris for undisclosed reasons of his own, but is concerned to hear of his nephew’s impending duel. Duelling is illegal, and likely to get the participants locked up in the Bastille—a development that would certainly put a damper on Jamie’s abilities to help Prince Charles.
Claire has a plan, conceived in desperation, and enlists Dougal’s help in carrying it out. She will go to the police and denounce Jack Randall as one of the men who attacked her in the Rue du Faubourg St.-Honoré. He is, of course, innocent of the charge, but the police will lock him up until he can prove his innocence—giving Claire time to find Jamie.
The scheme works, and Jamie returns to the house, thwarted of his prey and cold with fury. Jamie is bent on vengeance; nothing will quench the fires of his rage save Jack Randall’s blood. Claire understands, and would be more than willing not only to help, but to kill Randall herself—were it not for one thing: Frank.
Jack Randall is Frank’s six-times-great-grandfather; the child who will be next in the line of descent that leads to Frank has not yet been conceived. Claire implores Jamie to delay his vengeance only a little while—only a year; time enough for Randall to marry and sire a son. Then, with Frank safe … Jack Randall can die.
Jamie meets this request with an outburst of fury. How can she expect him to wait, to let a man live who has done to him what Jack Randall has done? Still, his love for Claire—and his sense of obligation to Frank Randall—win out at last, and he grudgingly agrees to wait for the satisfaction of his outraged honor.
ALL, THE REASONABLE WAYS of stopping Charles Stuart’s venture had so far railed, and the situation is growing more threatening; Charles has ordered two thousand broadswords from Holland, and eyes the ships at anchor with the covetous gaze of a would-be invader. Desperate to stop him, Jamie conceives a bold plan.
If the ship bearing Stuart’s port is found to have smallpox aboard, the French authorities will destroy it. Ergo, if pox is discovered aboard before the ship reaches port, the Captain will change course for Spain, which does not have such stringent restrictions. And, with a shipload of port on his hands, the Captain may well be persuaded to dispose of it to a handy buyer—Jamie, armed with gold borrowed from the bankers he has cultivated. Murtagh, armed with several of Claire’s herbal concoctions, will play the smallpox victim; Jamie the Captain’s savior. Cargo in hand, Jamie can sell the port in Spain, recover the money, and return to France to pay his debts—leaving Charles Stuart fundless and fuming, but safely stranded, far from Scotland.
Plans in place, Jamie sets about leaving Jared’s business in good order, only to be interrupted by a note from the warehouse foreman, apologetically informing him that that gentleman has run into financial difficulties in a brothel, and would Jamie kindly come to his assistance. Torn between amusement and irritation, Jamie goes, taking Fergus with him.
Claire’s pregnancy has meanwhile shown some signs of danger, and she has reluctantly given up her work at the Hôpital, the entertaining, and all exertion, in order to protect the child she carries. Her Parisian friends call at the house, though, in order to keep her abreast of all the gossip. Informed by the butler that she has two such visitors one afternoon, Claire makes her way slowly downstairs to receive them—only to overhear news that makes her reel with shock.
One of the women has heard of a fight that occurred that morning, at one of the better-known Parisian brothels; Jamie has attacked an English soldier, thrown him downstairs, and been heard to issue a challenge to a duel! The ladies are delightfully shocked at such scandal; Claire is prostrated.
Something has made Jamie break his word to her. Perhaps only the sight of Jack Randall, perhaps something else—but whatever it is, he means to meet Randall at dawn the next day, and plainly means to kill him. Such a duel can have only two outcomes, either one disastrous; either Jamie will indeed kill Randall, which results in Frank’s line being extinguished, and Frank himself not existing—or Randall will kill Jamie.
Claire deduces where the duel will take place, and despite her advanced state of pregnancy, goes there at dawn, hoping to stop the duel. She is too late, though; the sound of clashing swords greets her as she enters the clearing.
Both men are excellent swordsmen, but Jamie is driven by fury that lends wings to his sword. Claire dares not call out, for fear of distracting Jamie from his fatal endeavor. A slip on wet grass, the flash of a blade, and Jack Randall lies on his back, at Jamie’s mercy. Claire opens her mouth to scream at Jamie not to kill Randall—but is seized by pain, as something rips loose within her. She sees no more than Jamie’s sword descending, piercing the fawn of Randall’s breeches—and then is on the ground herself, drenched in her own blood, with the approach of death blinding her to what is happening nearby.

A week later, Claire lies in L’Hôpital des Anges, hovering near death from infection following her miscarriage. Jamie has not been seen since the duel in the Bois de Boulogne. With body and soul empty of the love she once carried, Claire does not care. Whether it is guilt at having broken his word to her—and thus having destroyed at once Frank Randall’s line and his own—that keeps him from her, or something else, she has no wish to see him.

A visit from Raymond the apothecary saves her life, however, and a convalescent Claire is taken to Fontainebleau, where her friend Louise hopes that the country air will help restore her health and spirits.
While Claire’s body heals, though, her spirit languishes. There is no word from Jamie. He has gone to Spain, Claire thinks, forced by necessity to carry out their plan. Surrounded by a numbing gray fog of bereavement, she does not care if he returns.
The fog is lightened, if not relieved, by a chance discovery. She learns from Fergus what it was that made Jamie break his word to her and go to fight Jack Randall; completing his own business at the brothel, he had found Randall in the act of brutalizing Fergus, and in an excess of rage, challenged him. Claire understands—but cannot forgive. Too much has been lost.
Sometimes I found myself wondering when—or whether—I would see him again, and what—if anything—we might say to each other. But for the most part, I preferred not to think about it, letting the days come and go, one by one, avoiding thoughts of both the future and the past by living only in the present.
This walking trance is broken one day, though, by the arrival of a note at Fontainebleau—a note that makes it clear that Jamie is not in Orvieto, as Claire has thought. But then … where is he?
“He’s in the Bastille, ”Louise said, taking a deep breath. “For dueling.”
My knees felt watery, and I sat down on the nearest available surface.
“Why in hell didn’t you tell me?” I wasn’t sure what I felt at this news; shock, or horror—fear? or a small sense of satisfaction?
“I—I didn’t want to upset you, chérie,” Louise stammered, taken aback at my apparent distress. “You were so weak… and there was nothing you could do, after all. And you didn’t ask,” she pointed out.
“Jesus H. Roosevelt Christ,” I muttered, wishing I had something stronger to say.
“It is fortunate that
le petit
James did not kill his opponent,” Louise hastened to add. “In that case, the penalty would have been much more… eek!” She twitched her striped skirts aside just in time to avoid the cascade of chocolate and biscuits as I knocked over the newly arrived refreshments. The tray clanged to the floor unregarded as I stared down at her. My hands were clasped tightly against my ribs, the right protectively curled over the gold ring on my left hand. The thin metal seemed to burn against my skin.
“He isn’t dead, then?” I asked, like one in a dream. “Captain Randall… he’s alive?”
“Why, yes,” she said, peering curiously up at me. “You did not know? He is badly wounded, but it is said that he recovers. Are you quite well, Claire? You look…” But the rest of what she was saying was lost in the roaring that filled my ears.
There is no choice. Whatever Claire’s feelings for Jamie—and she herself is not sure what they are—she must free him from the Bastille. Only days remain; Charles Stuart’s ship will be sailing soon— and with it, all hope of stopping the disaster of the Rising.
Claire returns to Paris, frantically seeking help. Only one avenue presents itself, though—a personal appeal to the King himself. The King is susceptible to the charms of women—but such appeals have their price.
“He will expect to lie with you,” Mother Hildegarde said bluntly.
I stared down at the inlaid table, scarcely seeing the complex curves of enamel that swept through abstractions of geometry and color. My forefinger traced the loops and whorls before me, providing a precarious anchor for my racing thoughts. If it was indeed necessary for Jamie to be released from prison, in order to prevent the Jacobite invasion of Scotland, then it seemed that I would have to do the releasing, whatever the method, and whatever its consequences.
At last I looked up, meeting the music master’s eyes. “I’ll have to,” I said softly. “There’s no other way.”
“I will pray for you,” Mother Hildegarde said, smiling what would have been a tremulous smile on a face less solidly carved. Her expression changed suddenly to one of deep consideration.

“Though I do wonder,” she added meditatively, “exactly
who
would be the proper patron saint to invoke in the circumstances?”
Going to the palace to keep her rendezvous with the King, Claire is torn between revulsion at the prospect—and a bone-deep rage against Jamie, who has inadvertently forced her to prostitute herself. The only minor consolation is that he has not, in fact, killed Jack Randall—at least Frank is safe, somewhere in the future.
But it is the present that concerns Claire, as the equerry opens the door of the King’s boudoir. Much to Claire’s astonishment, though, she finds that the King requires a different service from her. Two men stand trial before the King’s secret council, accused as sorcerers. They accuse each other; only one can judge between them—La Dame Blanche.
One man is Raymond the apothecary; the other, the Comte St. Germain. Claire stands helpless in the midst of the sorcerors’ duel, unsure what to do or say, as each man defends himself against the charge of magic—until the Comte turns the accusation of sorcery against her.

“You see?” he said triumphantly. “The woman shrinks away in fear! She is a witch!”
Actually, compared to one judge, who was huddling against the far wall, I was a monument of fortitude, but I must admit that I had taken an involuntary step backward when the snake appeared. Now I stepped forward again, intending to take it away from him. The bloody thing wasn’t poisonous, after all. Maybe we’d see how harmless it was if I wrapped it around his neck.
Before I could reach him, Master Raymond spoke behind him. What with all the commotion, I’d rather forgotten him.
“That is not all the Bible says, Monsieur le Comte,” Raymond observed. He didn’t raise his voice, and the wide amphibian face was bland as pudding. Still, the buzz of voices stopped, and the King turned to listen.
“Yes, Monsieur?” he said.
Raymond nodded in polite acknowledgment of having the floor, and reached into his robe with both hands. From one pocket, he produced a flask, from the other a small cup.
“‘They shall handle serpents unharmed,’” he quoted, “‘and if they drink any deadly poison, they shall not die.’”
Raymond gives the cup to Claire, who drinks from it, trusting him. He then takes the cup and drinks himself—then gives the cup to Claire, to hand to the Count. In the process of drinking, though, Raymond has poisoned the contents by sleight of hand.
I did know that the cup I held in my hands was death. The white crystal hung around my neck, its weight a reminder of poison. I hadn’t seen Raymond add anything to it; no one had, I was sure. But I didn’t need to dip the crystal into the blood-red liquid to know what it now contained.
The Comte saw the knowledge in my face; La Dame Blanche cannot lie. He hesitated, looking at the bubbling cup.
“Drink, Monsieur, ”said the King. The dark eyes were hooded once more, showing nothing. “Or are you afraid?”
The Comte might have a number of things to his discredit, but cowardice wasn’t one of them. His face was pale and set, but he met the King’s eyes squarely, with a slight smile.
“No, Majesty,” he said.
He took the cup from my hand and drained it, his eyes fixed on mine. They stayed fixed, staring into my face, even as they glazed with the knowledge of death. The White Lady may turn a man’s nature to good, or to destruction.
Claire returns to Fontainebleau, leaving—she thinks—everything behind her. Everything is gone: both love and danger. The fog creeps in again, and she embraces the grayness, living only from day to day, afraid even to think of the future. Jamie is free—she has bought his freedom, at a price she does not care to contemplate. Presumably he has gone to Orvieto, to carry out their plan. When he succeeds—if he succeeds … Claire doesn’t want to think that far.
But the future reaches out to us, as does the past, and all times are the present. One rain-streaked afternoon, the footman announces the Lord Broch Tuarach, and Claire’s fog is rent by panic. Jamie pursues her through the gardens, and at last confronts her in the grape arbor, where they are forced to face their losses—and choose whether to cling to what is left.
He had risen, was standing over me. His shadow fell across my knees; surely that meant the cloud had broken; a shadow doesn’t fall without light.
“Claire, ”he whispered. “Please. Let me give ye comfort.”
“Comfort?” I said. “And how will you do that? Can you give me back my child?”
He sank to his knees before me, but I kept my head down, staring into my upturned hands, laid empty on my lap. I felt his movement as he reached to touch me, hesitated, drew back, reached again.
“No,” he said, his voice scarcely audible. “No, I canna do that. But … with the grace of God … I might give ye another?”
His hand hovered over mine, close enough that I felt the warmth of his skin. L felt other things as well: the grief that he held tight under rein, the anger and the fear that choked him, and the courage that made him speak in spite of it. I gathered my own courage around me, a flimsy substitute for the thick gray shroud. Then I took his hand and lifted my head, and looked full into the face of the sun.
A condition of Jamie’s freedom is that he must leave France. A pardon has been secured; he can return to Scotland. With Charles Stuart’s plans effectively thwarted, and with painful memories behind him, the Frasers are only too happy to leave—to go home, to Lallybroch.
The solitude of the Highlands and the peaceful, busy life of the farm are a refuge for both Jamie and Claire. They have succeeded, they think; Stuart is penniless, discredited with every banker in France and Italy—he has no hope of raising the money for an army. They are free to turn to each other, to rebuild their life together, to wrap themselves in the cloak of their love, warm against all future winds.
But fate—and Charles Stuart—is capricious. The peace of Lallybroch is shattered by the arrival of a letter. Stuart has landed at Glenfinnan to claim his throne, with no more than a few companions and a dozen casks of brandy. With these, he hopes to charm the Highland chiefs to join his cause. The letter holds far worse news, however; to strengthen his show of support, Charles has published the names of the Highland chieftains pledged to follow him—and blithely added Jamie’s name to the list, sure of his friend’s allegiance.
There is no choice. They have failed to stop Charles Stuart, and now, branded a traitor by Stuart’s list, Jamie finds himself with only one action open to him—to help Charles Stuart win.
With thirty men, Jamie and Claire march to join the Highland army near Preston. On the way, though, they encounter a stranger: a sixteen-year-old boy, a young English soldier who is also marching toward the meeting at Preston with his regiment. Jamie captures the boy, and befools him into giving away the number and position of his regiment’s artillery—which Jamie and his men neatly disable, under cover of darkness.

The boy—John William Grey—swears bitter vengeance on Jamie before being taken away to be safely returned to his companions. This mildly comic interlude is succeeded by one of deadly purpose; the Highland army faces its first test, against the vastly superior English force under General Jonathan Cope.
Claire waits in fear, with the other women who travel with their men in the army. Foresight is no reassurance; she knows that the Highlanders will win, with only thirty casualties—but which of those thirty will be men she knows—or a man she loves?
The battle is won, though, and Jamie survives. The victorious Highlanders march on to Edinburgh, where Charles Stuart is hailed a hero. The city celebrates with balls and parties at Holyrood Palace—despite the presence of an English garrison, safely ensconced behind the brooding walls of Edinburgh Castle. There is a brief and giddy excitement; several lords and chieftains are coming to Stuart’s side—foreign envoys are arriving, cautiously assessing the prospects of victory.
Among those who come to see for themselves is Colum MacKenzie, chief of the MacKenzies of Leoch. Meeting privately with Jamie, he asks his nephew bluntly for his advice; shall he commit the men of Leoch to the Prince’s cause—or turn back, and keep clear of what may be folly? His brother Dougal is strongly committed to the Jacobite cause, but it is Colum’s to say what the clan will do.
Jamie hesitates in his advice; would the withdrawal of the MacKenzies of Leoch prevent a victory that might otherwise be won? But if there is no victory, there will be no clan—and the men of Leoch are his mother’s people, his own blood. No, he tells Colum at last. Keep clear; turn back. And if disaster comes, there will be that many fewer souls on Jamie Fraser’s conscience.
Claire meets her own moment of decision at Holyrood; answering the door late one night, she comes face-to-face with the one man she least expects to see—Jack Randall. Leaving Jamie asleep, lest he wake and find the man, she goes with Randall to the ruined abbey church, to hear a startling proposal.
Alexander Randall is in the city, very ill. Believing Claire to have some supernatural power, Jack desires her to come and give the benefit of her healing abilities to his younger brother; in exchange, he will give her intelligence of the English army’s movements, obtained from his colleagues in the Castle garrison.
Reluctantly agreeing to this, Claire finds Alex Randall in dire straits—very ill with consumption and the first stages of congestive heart failure—but she is able to assist him in some small degree, and the intelligence gained from Jack Randall further brightens the prospects for Charles Stuart.

The Stuart prospects brighten further with the unexpected—and presumably natural—death of Colum MacKenzie. With Colum dead, leadership of clan MacKenzie passes to Dougal—and Dougal is all too willing to commit his men and resources to the Rising.
With his support solidifying, Charles Stuart sets out to gain as much as he can— and in pursuit of the rest of the Highland clans, sends Jamie and Claire to Beaufort Castle, to seek the support of the Old Fox—Simon, Lord Lovat, chieftain of clan Fraser—and Jamie’s grandfather.
As Jamie tells Claire, “My grandfather has the sort of character that would enable him to hide conveniently behind a spiral staircase. “This is not the first time the Old Fox has played both ends against the middle, and Lord Lovat is too old and canny to let himself be persuaded one way or another by a young—and illegitimate—grandson. However, Simon convinces himself that his best chance for gain lies with the Stuarts, and he dispatches a sizable body of men to return to Edinburgh with Jamie, under the command of his son, Young Simon.
In Edinburgh, things are growing grimmer, despite the infusion of men. Support from the Lowlands has failed to materialize; some of the chieftains are growing disaffected. Highlanders are farmers; the winter is drawing in, and they feel the need to return to their crofts, to ready their homes and their crops before the cold. But needs must when the devil drives, and the Highland army will meet the English once more—at Falkirk.

Among the furor surrounding the imminent hostilities, Claire visits Alexander Randall, whose condition has deteriorated to an alarming extent. One thing brings Alex comfort; the unexpected arrival of Mary Hawkins, who—upon learning of Alex’s whereabouts—has tricked her father into sending her to stay with an aunt in Edinburgh.
Claire knows that once more the Highlanders will be victorious, but this knowledge is hollow comfort; all around her she sees the beginnings of the dreaded end, the small signs of crumbling confidence, of poor leadership, of scarce resource, that will—perhaps—doom the Stuart cause and those who follow it. But for the moment, victory is once more near; marching on Falkirk at night, the Highlanders meet with a small troop of English soldiers, and the sound of gunfire rends the night.
Hurried away into a deserted church for shelter, Claire finds herself trapped with a few of the MacKenzies of Leoch—including both Dougal and his lieutenant, Rupert, who has been fatally wounded in the skirmish. Jamie joins the group, but not in time to get Claire away before the church is surrounded. In imminent danger of being burned alive inside the church, Dougal seizes the only expedient: Claire must pretend to be an Englishwoman taken hostage by the Scots. The Highlanders will exchange her for their freedom; once safely away, Jamie can circle back to aid her escape from the English.
The plan works, at least initially. But things go quickly wrong when Claire discovers that the battle she thought already over has in fact not yet begun. With all the English officers engaged in preparations, no one has time to spare for her—and she is quickly sent South, under guard as a suspicious person. Trying and failing to escape, she is delivered at last to an unexpected destination in northern England— a manor called Bellhurst. Her host is also unexpected: the Duke of Sandringham.
Hearing of the astonishing case of the Englishwoman held hostage, the Duke has shrewdly guessed who the Englishwoman must be, and arranged to have Claire delivered to him, to serve as bait for Jamie Fraser. In an edgy interview with the Duke, Claire learns the truth—or part of it. It was the Duke who arranged the attacks on Jamie’s life and on Claire’s, in Paris, in an effort to remove an influential source of support for the Stuart cause. The man who led the attack in the Rue du Faubourg St.-Honoré was Albert Danton, the Duke’s valet—an attack that ironically prevented the marriage of the Duke’s goddaughter, Mary Hawkins.

Jamie does follow Claire, but succeeds in sneaking into the mansion undetected, where he kills Danton and releases both Claire and Mary. The expedition is not without cost: Hugh Munro, a friend of Jamie’s who sought to warn him, is taken by the Duke’s men and hanged. Accompanied by Murtagh, who carries away a bag of loot from the mansion, Jamie and his men head north, pausing for the melancholy duty of delivering Hugh’s body to his wife.
Murtagh laid the bag on the floor at my feet, then straightened up and looked from me to Mary, to Hugh Munro’s widow, and at last to Jamie, who looked as puzzled as I felt. Having thus assured himself of his audience, Murtagh bowed formally to me, a lock of wet dark hair falling free over his brow.
“I bring ye your vengeance, lady, ”he said, as quietly as I’d ever heard him speak. He straightened and inclined his head in turn to Mary and Mrs. Munro. “And justice for the wrong done to ye.”
Mary sneezed, and wiped her nose hastily with a fold of her plaid. She stared at Murtagh, eyes wide and baffled. I gazed down at the bulging saddlebag, feeling a sudden deep chill that owed nothing to the weather outside. But it was Hugh Munro’s widow who sank to her knees, and with steady hands opened the bag and drew out the head of the Duke of Sandringham.
Returning north with all speed, the Frasers reach Edinburgh. While Jamie is impatient to push on and join the Highland army—where the men of Lallybroch are—Mary Hawkins has one small request: that he and Claire will attend as witnesses to her marriage.

A marriage not to the dying Alexander Randall, but to his brother, Jonathan. Mary is with child, and Alex wishes her to have the protection of name and family— a protection that he cannot give her himself. As a curate, though, he can perform the marriage between his lover and his brother; a final act of desperation before his death.
So the mystery of Frank Randall’s descent is solved; but Claire has no time to contemplate it. Disaster is approaching like storm clouds over the Highland peaks. The Highland army is headed for Culloden, and destruction—threatening to take with it the men of Lallybroch. The Frasers hurry northward, hiding, starving, pressing on to their final confrontation with history.
The Frasers arrive at Culloden House on the eve of battle, to find chaos and despair. Starving men lie in mud and rags, sleeping in exhaustion from a long and futile march. Tomorrow they will stand on the moor, to be cut down by English cannon fire.
Taking refuge in a small attic at the top of the house, Claire tells Jamie that there is one last, desperate measure that can be taken: Charles Stuart is the focus of the rebellion, the leader of the Highland forces, at whose behest the ragged survivors of his army will take the field at Drumossie Moor. If Charles Stuart were to die—here, tonight—the final battle at least could be averted.

Both struck with horror at the suggestion, nonetheless they contemplate the possibility—Claire has poison, and access to the Prince; it might mean her own life, but is that not worth the lives of the hundreds who will die on the field tomorrow? At last, though, they face the truth—neither Jamie nor Claire can commit murder in cold blood, even knowing what lies at stake.
This conclusion comes too late; Dougal MacKenzie, seeking Jamie, has overheard their conversation. Denouncing Claire as a treacherous witch who has seduced his nephew, he draws his dirk, intending to kill her on the spot. A desperate fight ensues between Jamie and Dougal, ending with Dougal dead on the floor, Jamie’s dirk socketed at the base of his throat.
Fleeing from Culloden House, Jamie finds his godfather, Murtagh, and his servant, Fergus. Pulling out a document that he had prepared long before in case of disaster, he asks Murtagh to witness it: a deed of sasine, passing ownership of Lallybroch to his own nephew, James Murray. Antedated, the deed will keep the estate from being seized by the Crown as the property of a traitor.
The deed is entrusted to Fergus, who is sent with it to Lallybroch, removing him from the danger of the oncoming battle. Jamie then instructs Murtagh to gather the men of Lallybroch; he, Jamie, will see Claire safe—and then return to command his men and see them safely off the field before the battle.
Arriving at the stone circle the evening before the battle, Claire refuses to leave Jamie; if he dies on Culloden, she will die with him.
“If you’re not afraid, I’m not either,” I said, firming my own jaw. “It will … be over quickly. You said so.” My chin was beginning to quiver, despite my determination. “Jamie—I won’t… I can’t… I bloody won’t live without you, and that’s all!”
He opened his mouth, speechless, then closed it, shaking his head. The light over the mountains was failing painting the clouds with a dull red glow. At last he reached for me, drew me close and held me.
“D’ye think I don’t know?” he asked softly. “It’s me that has the easy part now. For if ye feel for me as I do for you—then I am asking you to tear out your heart and live without it.” His hand stroked my hair, the roughness of his knuckles catching in the blowing strands.
“But ye must do it, a nighean donn. My brave lioness. Ye must.”
“Why?” I demanded, pulling back to look up at him. “When you took me from the witch trial at Cranesmuir—you said then that you would have died with me, you would have gone to the stake with me, had it come to that!”
He grasped my hands, fixing me with a steady blue gaze.
“Aye, I would,” he said. “But I wasna carrying your child.”
I tried to fight down the waves of nausea—so easily attributable to fright and starvation—but I felt the small heaviness, suddenly burning in my womb. I bit my lip hard, but the sickness washed over me.
Jamie let go my hands, and stood before me, hands at his sides, stark in silhouette against the fading sky.

“Claire,” he said quietly. “Tomorrow I will die. This child… is all that will be left of me—ever. I ask ye, Claire—I beg you … see it safe.”
I stood still, vision blurring, and in that moment, I heard my heart break. It was a small, clean sound, like the snapping of a flower’s stem.
At last I bent my head to him, the wind grieving in my ears.
“Yes,” I whispered. “Yes, I’ll go.”
It was nearly dark. He came behind me and held me, leaning back against him as he looked over my shoulder, out over the valley. The lights of the watchfires had begun to spring up, small glowing dots in the far distance. We were silent for a long time, as the evening deepened. It was very quiet on the hill; I could hear nothing but Jamie’s even breathing, each breath a precious sound.
“I will find you,” he whispered in my ear. “I promise. If I must endure two hundred years of purgatory, two hundred years without you—then that is my punishment, which I have earned for my crimes. For I have lied, and killed, and stolen; betrayed and broken trust. But there is the one small thing that shall lie in the balance. When I shall stand before God, I shall have one thing to say, to weigh against the rest.”
His voice dropped, nearly to a whisper, and his arms tightened around me.
“Lord, ye gave me a rare woman, and God! I loved her well.”
One final night together, in the ruined cottage on the hill below Craigh na Dun—and the two prepare in the morning to part, forever.
“They say …” he began, and stopped to clear his throat. “They say, in the old days, when a man would go forth to do a great deed—he would find a wisewoman, and ask her to bless him. He would stand looking forth, in the direction he would go, and she would come behind him, to say the words of the prayer over him. When she had finished, he would walk straight out, and not look back, for that was ill-luck to his quest.”
He touched my face once, and turned away, facing the open door. The morning sun streamed in, lighting his hair in a thousand flames. He straightened his shoulders, broad beneath his plaid, and drew a deep breath.
“Bless me, then, wisewoman,” he said softly, “and go.”
Claire’s blessing is interrupted, though, by the sudden arrival of English soldiers.
He kissed me once more, hard enough to leave the taste of blood in my mouth. “Name him Brian,” he said, “for my father.” With a push, he sent me toward the opening. As I ran for it, I glanced back to see him standing in the middle of the doorway, sword half drawn, dirk ready in his right hand.
The English, unaware that the cottage was occupied, had not thought to send a scout round the back. The slope behind the cottage was deserted as I dashed across it and into the thicket of alders below the hillcrest.
There was a crashing in the brush behind me. Someone had seen me rush from the cottage. I dashed aside the tears and scrabbled upward, groping on all fours as the ground grew steeper. I was in the clear space now, the shelf of granite I remembered. The small dogwood growing out of the cliff was there, and the tumble of small boulders.
I stopped at the edge of the stone circle, looking down, trying desperately to see what was happening. How many soldiers had come to the cottage? Could Jamie break free of them and reach his hobbled horse below? Without it, he would never reach Culloden in time.
All at once, the brush below me parted with a flash of red. An English soldier. I turned, ran gasping across the turf of the circle, and hurled myself through the cleft in the rock.
1968
And that, Claire tells her daughter, was the final part of Jamie Fraser’s story; the thing she came to Scotland to learn; whether he had succeeded in his final quest—in saving his men before returning himself, to die in battle. Having done that, he would not have felt his life entirely wasted. And knowing now the end of his story, she is able at last to tell his daughter the truth.
Hearing the conclusion of her mother’s story, Brianna Randall bursts into angry denial. It can’t be—Frank Randall is her father! Furious at what she sees as Claire’s betrayal, and refusing to believe her story, Brianna storms out, leaving Claire and Roger in stunned silence.
With the evidence to hand, and no emotional stake in disbelief, Roger does believe Claire’s story. In answer to her tentative questions, he tells her the final chapter—what happened to the men she knew: those who died at Culloden. Knowing what disaster she left behind, and seeking to build a new life with Frank and Brianna, Claire has tried never to look back; never sought to know the details of the death of the Highland clans. But now the time of denial is over—she can mourn the fallen, make peace with the past.
And the present. As she and Roger walk together through the rain-drenched evening, she tells him that there is one final part to her story—something she must tell him, for his own sake. And a decision that only he can make.
Roger bent over the genealogical chart, then looked up, moss-green eyes thoughtful.
“This one? William Buccleigh MacKenzie, born 1744, of William John MacKenzie and Sarah Innes. Died 1782.”
Claire shook her head. “Died 1744, aged two months, of smallpox.” She looked up, and the golden eyes met his with a force that sent a shiver down his spine. “Yours wasn’t the first adoption in that family, you know,” she said. Her finger tapped the entry. “He needed a wet nurse,” she said. “His own mother was dead—so he was given to a family that had lost a baby. They called him by the name of the child they had lost—that was common—and I don’t suppose anyone wanted to call attention to his ancestry by recording the new child in the parish register. He would have been baptized at birth, after all; it wasn’t necessary to do it again. Colum told me where they placed him.”

“Geillis Duncan’s son,” he said slowly. “The witch’s child.”
“That’s right.” She gazed at him appraisingly, head cocked to one side. “I knew it must be, when I saw you. The eyes, you know. They’re hers.”
Claire tells Roger that the decision must be his; this is 1968, the year of Geillis Duncan’s disappearance into the past, and the feast of Beltane is fast approaching. Shall they try to find the woman, and stop her? For if she goes, she goes to meet a fiery death in the past, condemned as a witch. But if she does not go—
“I’ll leave it to you,“ Claire said quietly. ”It’s your right to say. Shall I look for her?”
Roger lifted his head off the table and blinked at her incredulously. “Shall you look for her?” he said. “If this—if it’s all true—then we have to find her, don’t we? If she’s going back to be burned alive? Of course you have to find her,” he burst out. “How could you consider anything else?”
“And if I do find her?” she replied. She placed a slender hand on the grubby chart and raised her eyes to his. “What happens to you?” she asked softly.
If Geilie Duncan returns to the past, she will bear the child who is Roger’s ancestor—and she will die in a barrel of pitch, burned as a witch. If she does not go back through the stones, presumably she will be saved from a ghastly death … but what then of her child … and of Roger?
Reeling from the shocks of the day, Roger is staggered by this final, personal revelation. Still, he decides that they must find the woman known as Geillis Duncan— find her, talk to her, and—perhaps—prevent her return to a deadly past.
Accompanied by a reluctant and suspicious Brianna, Roger sets out to help Claire find Geillis Duncan—known in this time as Gillian Edgars. As they search out the trail of the mysterious witch whose green eyes look mockingly out of Roger’s mirror each day, he realizes Claire’s stake in the matter: not just a feeling of obligation toward Geillis Duncan, who saved her life in the past. Geillis/Gillian is the only real proof of the truth of Claire’s story—for seeing someone actually disappear through the standing stones would convince even Brianna.
Roger and Brianna find Gillian’s husband, Greg Edgars, but too late—Gillian has left home a week before, and no one knows where she is. With her friends, the Scottish Nationalists and neo-Jacobites, Greg gloomily suggests; his wife’s obsession with Scotland’s past has led her away from home before.
Claire has traced the missing woman to a local school, where she finds Gillian’s notebooks—a mixture of raving lunacy and reasoned logic.
The notebook suggests what Claire has suspected; that the door to the past stands widest open on the ancient feasts of sun and fire—and one such feast is hard upon them; it is Beltane, the date upon which Claire herself disappeared in 1946.
Going to the sinister hill of Craigh na Dun at night, they find Gillian/Geillis’s car, but no sign of the woman. Climbing the hill to the circle of standing stones, Roger smells petrol—and a sudden whiff of fire illuminates the circle. Gillian Edgars has lured her husband to the hill, and in the belief that a blood sacrifice will open the door to the past, has killed him and set fire to the body.

He pushed past Brianna, focused only on the tall, slim girl before him, and the image of a face that mirrored his own. She saw him coming, turned and ran like the wind for the cleft stone at the end of the circle. She had a knapsack of rough canvas, slung over one shoulder; he heard her grunt as it swung heavily and struck her in the side.
She paused for an instant, hand outstretched to the rock, and looked back. He could have sworn that her eyes rested on him, met his own and held them, beyond the barrier of the fire’s blaze. He opened his mouth in a wordless shout. She whirled then, light as a dancing spark, and vanished in the cleft of the rock.

At once, Roger is struck by a wave of noise and chaos like nothing he has ever experienced. Dazed, blinded, deafened, he is crawling toward the cleft himself when Brianna succeeds in rousing him. Deeply shaken by the experience, he is unhurt. But where is Claire?
Knocked unconscious by the shock wave of Gillian Edgars’s passage through the stones, Claire lies in the grass of Craigh na Dun. Roger and Brianna get her back to the manse, where she slowly regains consciousness, to meet her daughter’s questions.
“It was true, then?” Brianna asked hesitantly. “Everything was true?”
Roger felt the small shudder that ran through the girl’s body, and without thinking about it, reached up to take her hand. He winced involuntarily as she squeezed it, and suddenly in memory heard one of the Reverend’s texts: “Blessed are those who have not seen, and have believed.” And those who must see, in order to believe? The effects of belief wrought by seeing trembled fearful at his side, terrified at what else must now be believed.
Even as the girl tightened, bracing herself to meet a truth she had already seen, the lines of Claire’s tensed body on the sofa relaxed. The pale lips curved in the shadow of a smile, and a look of profound peace smoothed the strained white face, and settled glowing in the golden eyes.
“It’s true,” she said. A tinge of color came back into the pallid cheeks. “Would your mother lie to you?” And she closed her eyes once more.
Himself shaken by the events of the night, Roger leaves mother and daughter to recover quietly together. It is only the next day, when the police have come, made their futile enquiries, and left, that Roger faces his final decision.
It had taken some time, but he had found it—the short passage he remembered from his earlier search on Claire Randall’s behalf. Those results had brought her comfort and peace; this wouldn’t—if he told her. And if he were right? But he must be; it accounted for that misplaced grave, so far from Culloden …
“Claire?” His voice felt scratchy from disuse, and he cleared his throat and tried again. “Claire? I … have something to tell you.”
She turned and looked up at him, no more than the faintest curiosity visible on her features. She wore a look of calm, the look of one who has borne terror, despair, and mourning, and the desperate burden of survival—and has endured. Looking at her, he felt suddenly that he couldn’t do it.
But she had told the truth; he must do likewise.
“I found something. ”He raised the book in a brief, futile gesture. “About … Jamie.”
Speaking that name aloud seemed to brace him, as though the big Scot himself had been conjured by his calling to stand solid and unmoving in the hallway, between his wife and Roger. Roger took a deep breath in preparation.
“What is it?”
“The last thing he meant to do. I think … I think he failed.”
Her face paled suddenly, and she glanced wide-eyed at the book.
“His men? But I thought you found—”
“I did,” Roger interrupted. “No, I’m fairly sure he succeeded in that. He got the men of Lallybroch out; he saved them from Culloden, and set them on the road home.”
“But then …”
“He meant to turn back—back to the battle—and I think he did that, too.” He was increasingly reluctant, but it had to be said. Finding no words of his own, he flipped the book open, and read aloud:
“After the final battle at Culloden, eighteen Jacobite officers, all wounded, took refuge in the old house and for two days, their wounds untended, lay in pain; then they were taken out to be shot. One of them, a Fraser of the Master of Lovat’s regiment, escaped the slaughter; the others were buried at the edge of the domestic park.”
“One man, a Fraser of the Master of Lovat’s regiment, escaped …” Roger repeated softly. He looked up from the stark page to see her eyes, wide and unseeing as a deer’s fixed in the headlights of an oncoming car.
“He meant to die on Culloden Field,” Roger whispered. “But he didn’t.”




VOYAGER
e was dead. However, his nose throbbed painfully, which he thought odd in the circumstances. While he placed considerable trust in the understanding and mercy of his Creator, he harbored that residue of elemental guilt that made all men fear the chance of hell. Still, all he had ever heard of hell made him think it unlikely that the torments reserved for its luckless inhabitants could be restricted to a sore nose.
On the other hand, this couldn’t be heaven, on several counts. For one, he didn’t deserve it. For another, it didn’t look it. And for a third, he doubted that the rewards of the blessed included a broken nose, any more than those of the damned…
His hand struck something hard, and the fingers tangled in wet, snarled hair. He sat up abruptly, and with some effort, cracked the layer of dried blood that had sealed his eyelids shut. Memory flooded back, and he groaned aloud. He had been mistaken. This was hell. But James Fraser was unfortunately not dead, after all.
He isn’t dead, and he isn’t in hell. Where Jamie Fraser is is lying wounded on Culloden Moor, the body of his enemy, Jack Randall, on top of him, and the English army all around him, dispatching those Highlanders unlucky enough not to be already dead.
Rescued—temporarily—by friends, he takes refuge with other wounded Jacobite officers in a farmhouse by the moor. Here they wait for two days, hearing the crack of gunshots on the field, smelling the fires built to consume the bodies of the Highland dead—whom they will soon join.
The other Highlanders do indeed go to join their comrades in death, executed by the English. Jamie, though, is saved by chance; the commanding officer who visits the farmhouse is Harold, Lord Melton; elder brother of John William Grey, whose life Jamie had spared a few months earlier, during an encounter on the road to Prestonpans. Unable to disregard what he considers a debt of honor, Melton discharges his unwelcome obligation by removing Jamie secretly, sending him home to Lallybroch. He is badly wounded, and may die on the journey—but that, Melton thinks, is hardly his concern. For the moment, Jamie Fraser is alive.
MEANWHILE, BACK IN the future (1968) …
Claire Randall and her daughter, Brianna, have just learned from Roger Wakefield that, contrary to Claire’s long-held belief, Jamie Fraser survived the battle of Culloden. Claire is staggered by this news— but when Roger asks whether she wants him to find out what happened to Jamie Fraser, she agrees.
A detective hunt through history ensues, with Brianna Randall at first reluctant, but then increasingly absorbed in the story of the man who was her father—and the three-cornered love affair among her parents: Claire and Jamie, her real father— and Frank Randall, the man she has loved as her father all her life.
Given Brianna’s complex feelings about her two fathers, Claire cannot talk to her daughter about her two husbands—or her own complex feelings. She does talk to Roger, who is equally fascinated but lacks Brianna’s emotional involvement. As the hunt for Jamie Fraser goes on, Roger gradually learns more and more about what happened when Claire returned from the past, starving, half-demented with grief at the loss of her lover—and pregnant.
He hears the story of Claire’s struggle back to life, for the sake of Jamie’s child— and then of her struggle to fulfill the other half of her destiny, as a healer. Torn between the roles of mother and doctor, she finds a balance made possible only by the actions of her husband, Frank—who, torn between rage and love, finds it in himself to support a destiny he cannot share, for the sake of the woman who is—again—his wife; and for the sake of another man’s child, now his own.

Roger feels himself delicately balanced between two women he cares for: Claire, whose personality and story fascinate him—and Brianna, with whom he is falling ever more deeply in love. As he talks with Claire, and searches with Brianna, he feels more and more strongly the unseen presence of the third member of this family—Jamie Fraser.
MEANWHILE, JAMIE’S OWN story unwinds, punctuated by Claire’s memories, as told to Roger, and Roger’s own investigations with Bree.
Reaching Lallybroch safely, Jamie survives his wound but is forced to hide in a cave on the estate, to avoid the notice of the English patrols that cross the district after Culloden, looting, burning, and killing. Apart from his family, but near them, he survives hardship and loneliness, solitude and grief, taking some comfort in being able to provide for and protect those he loves, if only in a small way. He does not speak Claire’s name, and lets it be assumed that she is dead. Only in his heart does he speak his daily prayer—Lord, that she may be safe. She and the child.
Life is perilous in the Highlands, and not only for those who fought with Charles Stuart. Between marauding English soldiers and near famine, hardship and danger are a way of life for the inhabitants of Lallybroch. When Jamie’s presence comes close to exposing his sister and his newborn nephew to English wrath, Jamie determines to carry out a bold course of action. He arranges to have one of his tenants “betray” his presence to the English, thus collecting the price on his head, the gold to be used to feed and care for the people of Lallybroch.

Trail to Jamie’s Cave.


Jenny rubbed her for hard against her lips. She was quick; he knew she had grasped the plan at once—and all its implications.
“But Jamie,” she whispered. “Even if they dinna hang ye outright—and that’s the hell of a risk to take—Jamie, ye could be killed when they take ye!”
His shoulders slumped suddenly, under the weight of misery and exhaustion.
“God, Jenny,” he said, “d’ye think I care?”
There was a long silence before she answered.
“No, I don’t,” she said. “And I canna say as I blame ye, either.” She paused a moment, to steady her voice. “But I still care.” Her fingers gently touched the back of his head, stroking his hair. “So ye’ll mind yourself, won’t ye, clot-heid?”
The ventilation panel overhead darkened momentarily, and there was the tapping sound of light footsteps. One of the kitchenmaids, on her way to the pantry, perhaps. Then the dim light came back, and he could see Jenny’s face once more.
“Aye,” he whispered at last. “I’ll mind.”
Lord John Grey is in disgrace. Exiled from London as the result of a scandalous affair, and sent to the wilds of the Scottish Highlands as governor of a small prison fortress, he finds his new surroundings remote, uncomfortable, and unpleasant. He finds the prisoners worse than unpleasant; among the roll of grim and dour Scots is a name he hoped never to hear again—that of Jamie Fraser, Laird of Broch Tuarach.
Writhing in shame at the memory of his encounter with Jamie Fraser during the Rising, Grey is torn between a desire for revenge and a sense of honor that makes revenge impossible. Fraser, once his enemy, is now his prisoner, a ward of his care. Abuse of his position and power is unthinkable—whatever else they may be, the Greys have always been men of honor. Grey resolves never to see Fraser alone, never to speak to him. With luck, the man will in time become one of the faceless mass of prisoners.
This scheme is short-lived; the appearance in the nearby village of a mysterious stranger, wet with seawater and raving of gold, forces Grey to summon James Fraser— the only man available who speaks both French and Gaelic, and who, as a prisoner, cannot make use of information for himself. The mention of gold is enough to prick any man’s ears in this part of the Highlands, where rumors abound of a fortune in French gold, sent—some say—by the French king, Louis, to aid his Stuart cousin; but sent too late, and lost in the final days of the Rising.
A bargain is struck; Grey will have Jamie’s irons removed, if Jamie will agree to translate the stranger’s ravings, and keep them secret between Grey and himself. Jamie abides by his bargain, but does not tell Grey that he recognizes the man— Duncan Kerr—nor that the man’s ravings hold a kind of sense beyond their words.
Duncan spoke of “the white witch.” To Jamie, the white witch is the woman he has lost: Claire, his wife. He cannot imagine what she might have to do with the islands or the treasure Kerr describes, and yet … he cannot ignore the man’s words. Three days following the stranger’s death, Jamie Fraser escapes from Ardsmuir Prison.
Recaptured, Jamie refuses to speak of his reasons—or of his discoveries, if any. Determined to find out whether the treasure exists, Grey overcomes his personal feelings and invites Jamie to resume the custom followed with the previous governor: weekly dinners, at which Jamie, as chief and spokesman for the prisoners, would present requests and problems. Grey learns little regarding the treasure— until he thinks of blackmailing Jamie with threats against his family. Forced to reveal the truth—or part of it—Jamie confesses that he did find a treasure: not French gold, but a small cache of ancient coins and gems. This treasure, he informs Grey, he threw into the sea; unable to make use of it himself, he saw no reason why the English should have it.
Grey reluctantly accepts Jamie’s story— but continues their meetings, gradually coming to the realization that his own feelings are changing; far from regarding Jamie Fraser with suspicion and anger, he is becoming attracted to the man, both physically and mentally. Worse—he is falling in love. When Grey steels himself to make a tentative approach, though, he is rejected with bruising finality, and all cordial relations between them are severed. The severance is made final when Jamie takes responsibility for possession of a bit of clan tartan—a crime, by the English law passed after Culloden. The penalty is flogging, and Grey—sick at the thought—is obliged to have it carried out.
ROGER IS GETTING CLOSER; he and Claire have found the proof of Jamie’s survival, found the record of his name on the prison rolls at Ardsmuir. He did survive, he was alive—for how long? What became of him then?
THE PRISONERS OF ARDSMUIR are transported to the American Colonies, there to serve as indentured labor—with one exception. As a convicted traitor, Jamie’s sentence cannot be commuted, save at the King’s pleasure. Instead of transportation, he is sent to Helwater, a farm in the Lake District, there to serve as a groom. At first convinced that this is Lord John’s revenge—to have him sentenced to menial work, where Grey can see him and gloat—Jamie finally comes to realize what Grey has really done: saved him from the deadly hardships of transportation and slave labor, and given him the nearest thing to freedom that could be managed.

If it is not true freedom, he does at least have light and air, free movement and the company of horses. For the first time since leaving Lallybroch, Jamie begins to find some small measure of content, living under an alias, as Alex MacKenzie.

This relative peace is threatened by the daughter of the house, Geneva Dunsany. A spoiled, headstrong girl with little regard for anyone’s feelings but her own, she has taken a liking to Jamie—much to his alarm. Alarm becomes outrage when Geneva informs him that she is to be married, against her will—but before submitting to a marriage with the elderly Earl of Ellesmere, she is determined to have her virginity taken by someone more attractive—Jamie.
Nothing, he informs Geneva, will induce him to come to her bed. Nothing? Nothing, save the threat she smilingly produces—an intercepted letter from his sister, containing information that would provoke an English inquiry into affairs at Lallybroch. Faced with the prospect of having his entire family questioned and imprisoned, and their property confiscated, Jamie takes a deep breath and agrees.
He held her against his chest, not moving until her breathing slowed. He was conscious of an extraordinary mixture of feelings. He had never in his life taken a woman in his arms without some feeling of love, but there was nothing of love in this encounter, nor could there be, for her own sake. There was some tenderness for her youth, and pity at her situation. Rage at her manipulation of him, and fear at the magnitude of the crime he was about to commit. But overall there was a terrible lust, a need that clawed at his vitals and made him ashamed of his own manhood, even as he acknowledged its power. Hating himself, he lowered his head and cupped her face between his hands.
With the deed well past, and Geneva safely married, Jamie breathes easier; until word comes from Ellesmere that the new Countess is with child. Jamie counts backward, curses Geneva, and tries to dismiss the thought; he was with her only a few days before her marriage; it’s impossible to say.
However, six months later, word comes to Helwater; the Countess is delivered. Further word; the Countess’s life is in danger, and her father and sister are summoned—Jamie being called to accompany the coach. Upon arrival, all is in chaos. Geneva is dead, the baby—a son—is alive and healthy, and the Earl of Ellesmere is in his study, drunk and raging. The servants know the reason; the Earl has claimed from the first that the child is not his.
Jeffries, well along with his second glass, snorted in contemptuous amusement. “Old goat with a young gel? I should think it like enough, but how on earth would his Lordship know for sure whose the spawn was? Could be his as much as anyone’s, couldn’t it, with only her Ladyship’s word to go by, eh?”
The cook’s thin mouth stretched in a bright, malicious smile. “Oh, I don’t say as ’e’d know whose it was now—but there’s one sure way ’e’d know it wasn’t ’is, now isn’t there?”
Jeffries stared at the cook, tilting back on his chair. “What?” he said. “You mean to tell me his Lordship’s incapable?” A broad grin at this juicy thought split his weatherbeaten face. Jamie felt the omelet rising, and hastily gulped more brandy.
A crisis occurs; Jamie and the coachman, Jeffries, are summoned to the study at once, to lend aid to their employer. Dunsany is wrestling with the Earl of Ellesmere, who has been casting aspersions on Geneva’s purity and her fathers honesty. The inopportune arrival of Lady Dunsany with the child affords the maddened Ellesmere a chance to vent his rage; he seizes the child and threatens to drop him from the window to the stones of the courtyard, thirty feet below. Jeffries, who has arrived with his coachman’s pistols, hesitates, unsure what to do.
Past all conscious thought or any fear of consequence, Jamie Fraser acted on the instinct that had seen him through a dozen battles. He snatched one pistol from the transfixed Jeffries, turned on his heel, and fired in the same motion.
The roar of the shot struck everyone silent. Even the child ceased to scream. Ellesmere’s face went quite blank, thick eyebrows raised in question. Then he staggered, and Jamie leapt forward, noting with a sort of detached clarity the small round hole in the baby’s trailing drapery, where the pistol ball had passed through it.
He stood then rooted on the hearthrug, heedless of the fire scorching the backs of his legs, of the still-heaving body of Ellesmere at his feet, of the regular, hysterical shrieks of Lady Dunsany, piercing as a peacocks. He stood, eyes tight closed, shaking like a leaf, unable either to move or to think, arms wrapped tight about the shapeless, squirming squawking bundle that contained his son.
In gratitude for his saving her grandchild, Lady Dunsany offers to try to have Jamie pardoned. The thought of leaving the damp confinements of the Lake District for the free air of the Highlands is a temptation almost beyond bearing. But to leave would mean abandoning his child, likely never to see him again. Jamie declines Lady Dunsany’s offer—for the present.
The next several years are a time of surprising peace and contentment. If life is still lonely, there are compensations; chief among these being Jamie’s son, William. Adored and spoiled by his female relatives, Willie is still a bonny lad, and much attached to “Mac,” his groom, with whom he spends a great deal of time, riding or working in the stables.
All good things come to an end, though; as Willie grows, his face—at first round and pudding-shaped—begins to take on an alarming resemblance to Jamie’s own bold features. While a casual eye might still pass over it, it’s clear to Jamie that soon the resemblance will cause comment—and worse. It’s time to go.

A pardon is arranged, through the offices of Lady Dunsany and Lord John Grey, whose family has influence at Court.
Grey comes to bid farewell to Jamie—in the process revealing that he has guessed the secret of William’s parentage. Jamie’s alarm at the revelation is tempered by Lord John’s further news; he is marrying the Lady Isobel, Geneva’s younger sister, and will thus become William’s guardian.

Aware that Lord John’s chief reason for undertaking this marriage is his desire to guard the boy for Jamie’s sake, Jamie steels himself to offer—awkwardly—the only thing he has to give John Grey in return.
“I… would be obliged to you. ”Jamie sounded as though his collar were too tight, though in fact his shirt was open at the throat. Grey looked curiously at him, and saw that his countenance was slowly turning a dark and painful red.
“In return … If you want… I mean, I would be willing to … that is …”
Grey suppressed the sudden desire to laugh. He laid a light hand on the big Scot’s arm, and saw Jamie brace himself not to flinch at the touch.
“My dear Jamie,” he said, torn between laughter and exasperation. “Are you actually offering me your body in payment for my promise to look after Willie?”
Frasers face was red as the roots of his hair.
“Aye, I am,” he snapped, tight-lipped. “D’ye want it, or no?”
While strongly tempted, Lord John is entirely aware of Jamie’s feelings—or lack of them. Realizing that Jamie cannot give him a love he doesn’t possess, he is willing to settle instead for Jamie’s friendship; that, both men can share with sincerity.
Leaving Willie to the care of Lord John, Jamie takes a painful farewell from his son, and turns his face toward the mountains of Scotland—going home, at last, to Lallybroch.
In 1968, the year is drawing toward Samhain, the November Feast of All Souls—and Claire is drawing closer to the moment of decision. All through their search, she has asked herself—what if he is alive? What then? Now, Roger and Brianna have traced Jamie—they think—to a printer’s shop in Edinburgh, where an “A. Malcolm” printed commercial matter and political pamphlets that match handwritten documents in Jamie’s writing.
If time works as they think it does, then Claire may return to a time twenty years past her departure on the eve of Culloden; she may be able to find “A. Malcolm.” But should she? Her daughter is grown; a college student living on her own. But to leave, with no prospect of return through the perilous stones—not only to risk her life, but to accept never seeing her daughter again … is the chance of finding Jamie worth such a sacrifice?
Claire searches her heart, and the past, seeking an answer with Roger Wakefield’s help. Roger, in love with the daughter— and not a little with the mother— promises Claire that he will keep Brianna safe; she will not be left alone. Brianna urges her mother to go—but the bond between mother and child is strong, and cannot be broken easily.
In the end Claire is still undecided, even as she climbs the hill of Craigh na Dun. Should she go? Can she go? Her questions are answered by the sight of Roger and Brianna, waiting for her in the stone circle—Brianna dressed in eighteenth-century-style clothes. If Claire will not go, she firmly informs her mother, then she will. Someone must find Jamie, and tell him that his sacrifice was not in vain; his wife survived, his child was safely born.
She was holding my hands tight between her own, squeezing hard.
“He gave you to me,” she said, so low I could hardly hear her. “Now I have to give you back to him, Mama.”
The eyes that were so like Jamie’s looked down at me, blurred by tears.
“If you find him,” she whispered, “when you find my father—give him this.” She bent and kissed me, fiercely, gently, then straightened and turned me toward the stone.
“Go, Mama,” she said, breathless. “I love you. Go!”
From the corner of my eye, I saw Roger move toward her. I took one step, and then another. I heard a sound, a faint roaring. I took the last step, and the world disappeared.
The journey through the stones is dangerous and draining—but successful. Recovered from the passage, Claire makes her way to Edinburgh, filled with fear and anticipation. Is “A. Malcolm” truly James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser? And if he is …
Another minute and I would lose my nerve. I shoved open the door and walked in.
There was a broad counter across the front of the room, with an open flap in it, and a rack to one side that held several trays of type. Posters and notices of all sorts were tacked up on the opposite wall; samples, no doubt.
The door into the back room was open, showing the bulky angular frame of a printing press. Bent over it, his back turned to me, was Jamie.
“Is that you, Geordie?” he asked, not turning around. He was dressed in shirt and breeches, and had a small tool of some kind in his hand, with which he was doing something to the innards of the press. “Took ye long enough. Did ye get the—”
“It isn’t Geordie,” I said. My voice was higher than usual. “It’s me,” I said. “Claire.”
Their reunion is both tender and joyous, tinged by shock, and enhanced by the pictures Claire has brought with her: photographs of Brianna, at every age from babyhood to young womanhood. Glancing around Jamie’s spartan rooms, Claire is reassured; no woman tends this house. Hours are spent, lost in the simple miracle of each other’s presence–until Jamie is brought to a realization of the time.

Exclaiming that he has forgotten “Mr. Willoughby,” he springs to his feet and rushes out with Claire, to a nearby local tavern. Here she meets Mr. Willoughby— a Chinese “associate,” whom Jamie had found on the Edinburgh docks two years earlier and rescued from freezing. Jamie’s explanation of the nature of the “association” is delayed when Mr. Willoughby’s appearance provokes a small riot at the tavern, causing Claire, Jamie, and Mr. Willoughby (aka Yi Tien Cho) to flee through the backstreets and wynds of the city, finding refuge at last in a brothel— whose female proprietor seems to be on very familiar terms with Jamie.

Alone at last in an upper room, partial explanations emerge; Jamie is a printer, indeed, but derives a good part of his income from smuggling liquor on the side; Madame Jeanne provides both a hiding place for the smuggled goods and an outlet for their sale. Claire still has questions— many of them—but further explanations can wait; the night is upon them, and they are alone, together.
After the blissful reunion of the night, Jamie rises early. He has urgent business, he explains, but will be back soon. Before Jamie can leave, though, an unexpected visitor arrives at the brothel—Jamie’s brother-in-law, Ian.
“Wife?” Forgetting to look away, Ian goggled at Jamie in horror. “Ye’ve marrit a whore?” he croaked.
“I wouldn’t call it that, exactly,” I said. Hearing my voice, he jerked his head in my direction.
“Hullo,” I said, waving cheerily at him from my nest of bedclothes. “Been a long time, hasn’t it?”
I’d always thought the descriptions of what people did when seeing ghosts rather exaggerated, but had been forced to revise my opinions in light of the responses I had been getting since my return to the past. Jamie had fainted dead away, and if Ian’s hair was not literally standing on end, he assuredly looked as though he had been scared out of his wits.
Eyes bugging out, he opened and closed his mouth, making a small gobbling noise that seemed to entertain Jamie quite a lot.
“That’ll teach ye to go about thinkin’ the worst of my character,” he said, with apparent satisfaction. Taking pity on his quivering brother-in-law, Jamie poured out a tot of brandy and handed him the glass. “Judge not, and ye’ll no be judged, eh?”
Ian has come in search of his youngest son, Young Ian. Chafing under the restrictions of life at Lallybroch, and longing for adventure, Young Ian has run away, leaving word that he has gone to Edinburgh— presumably to join his adored uncle. Jamie disclaims knowledge of Young Ian’s whereabouts, but promises to go with his brother-in-law at once, to make inquiries and to carry out his own mysterious business. Claire’s dress was damaged in the riot at the tavern; with nothing to wear, she has little choice but to remain in bed, awaiting both breakfast and Jamie’s return.
Instead of breakfast, she receives more visitors: first Mr. Willoughby, who tells her the story of how “Tsei-mi” saved his life— and then a very unexpected Young Ian, Jamie’s fourteen-year-old nephew, in search of his uncle. Finding what he assumes is Jamie’s mistress abed, he blushes, stammers, and disappears.
In the wake of these visitations, Claire determines to find some clothes and venture forth; wrapped in a quilt, she has breakfast with a number of amiable prostitutes, who mistake her for Madame Jeanne’s newest recruit.

“Tsk!” murmured Mollie, seeing the proprietor. “An early customer. I hate it when they come in the middle o’ breakfast,” she grumbled. “Stop ye digesting your food proper, it does.”
“Ye needn’t worry, Mollie; it’s Claire’ll have to take him, ”Peggy said, tossing her dark plait out of the way. “Newest lass takes the ones no one wants,” she informed me.
“Stick your finger up his bum,” Dorcas advised me. “That brings ’em off faster than anything. I’ll save ye a bannock for after, if ye like.”
“Er… thanks,” I said. Just then, Madame Jeanne’s eye lit upon me, and her mouth dropped open in a horrified “O.”
Hastily removed to a small room to dress, Claire overhears a conversation between the Madame and her doorman; there has been a murder in Edinburgh—another murder. The Edinburgh Fiend has claimed another victim; this one, a chambermaid from the brothel, who has just been found beheaded in her lodgings nearby.
Hearing this, Claire is seized by uneasiness; Jamie still has not returned from his mysterious errand, and his nephew Ian is also evidently wandering about the city, alone. Meanwhile, an air of urgency pervades the brothel. Where is everyone, and what’s going on?
Her questions are interrupted by the sudden arrival of a handsome man with dark hair, a hook replacing his missing hand—and a very familiar face. Recognition comes to both of them, and Claire is overjoyed to be reunited with Fergus, whom she had last seen as a boy. The rapture is short-lived:
“There ye are! What in the name of God are ye doing up here, Fergus?” Jamie’s tall figure loomed suddenly in the doorway. His eyes widened at the sight of me in my embroidered shift. “Where are your clothes?” he asked. “Never mind,” he said then, waving his hand impatiently as I opened my mouth to answer. “I havena time just now. Come along, Fergus, there’s eighteen ankers of brandy in the alleyway, and the excisemen on my heels!”
And with a thunder of boots on the wooden stairs, they were gone, leaving me alone once more.
Coming cautiously downstairs in her borrowed shift and a shawl, Claire meets a strange man in the doorway to the kitchen. He accosts her, asking about contraband and mentioning rewards; an exciseman, she thinks, and backs away from him, wondering how to escape and warn Jamie. The exciseman seizes her by the arm, but is in turn accosted by Mr. Willoughby, standing on the stairs—with a loaded pistol.
The Chinese, still much the worse for drink, shoots the supposed Customs agent, who promptly dies in Claire’s lap. Fergus reappears, followed by Jamie, who quickly takes charge of the situation, bundling the body into Claire’s shawl and leading Claire downstairs, into the cellar of the brothel, where a false wall conceals the site of Jamie’s brandy-smuggling operations.
A closer inspection of the supposed exciseman’s body leads to puzzlement; the man has no warrant of office, but instead—and more alarming—has a copy of the New Testament in his pocket: a copy printed at the shop of A. Malcolm. Someone has made the dangerous connection between the respectable A. Malcolm, printer, and the smuggler “Jamie Roy”— but who?
Leaving disposal of body and distribution of brandy to Fergus, Jamie and Claire seek a moment’s peace at Moubray’s, one of Edinburgh’s better eating establishments. Peace is momentary, though; their luncheon is interrupted by Sir Percival Turner, a local Crown official, who offers smiling congratulations on (what he assumes to be) their new marriage—and sinister warnings.
Sir Percival knows him as a smuggler, Jamie explains; however, Sir Percival assumes that Jamie—along with a good proportion of the population of Scotland—is dealing with contraband dry goods from Holland: cambric, velvet, and the like, rather than the much more profitable— and dangerous—liquor trade. A delivery from France is expected in the next few days; Sir Percival’s warning makes it apparent that the meeting place is known. However, there is a fallback system arranged; Jamie and his men will repair to the alternate location, on the cliffs above Arbroath.
Before Jamie can leave on this errand, though, there are a few loose ends to be attended to—Claire, and his nephew Young Ian. Young Ian’s whereabouts are revealed in dramatic manner; returning to the print shop after their “wedding” luncheon, Jamie and Claire discover it in flames, with Young Ian trapped inside.
Rescued from the conflagration, Young Ian is confronted by a wrathful father and uncle, back at the brothel. His father’s wrath is not assuaged by Young Ian’s refusal to accompany him home to Lallybroch at once; both infuriated and hurt by his son’s behavior, the elder Ian takes his leave, alone.
JAMIE IS SHOCKED and troubled by Ian’s treatment of his father, but more shocked by Ian’s revelations of his motives. The boy had spent the morning in shadowing a mysterious one-eyed seaman whom he had overheard in a tavern asking for Jamie—by his real name, which no one in Edinburgh should know, Jamie being known as “Malcolm the printer” under his legitimate cover, and “Jamie Roy” among the smugglers and brandy merchants.

Having lost the man, Ian had eventually made his way back to the print shop, only to find the one-eyed man in the back room, in the act of taking away some newly printed pamphlets—these of a deeply incriminating nature, having been printed for a small group of illegal seditionists. In his effort to stop the man from getting away, Ian set the shop on fire by overturning the lead-forge, and—he thinks—killed the one-eyed man in the process. Unable to face his father with the confession that he is a murderer, he thought perhaps his uncle Jamie would understand. Jamie, groping hastily in his sleeve for a handkerchief, looked up suddenly, struck by a thought.

“That’s why ye said ye must tell me, but not your da? Because ye knew I’ve killed men before?”
His nephew nodded, searching Jamie’s face with troubled, trusting eyes. “Aye. I thought… I thought ye’d know what to do.”
“Ah. ”Jamie drew a deep breath, and exchanged a glance with me. “Well…” His shoulders braced and broadened, and I could see him accept the burden Young Ian had laid down.
Jamie recommends prayer for the moment, confession on the morrow—and the comfort of his reassurance that Ian had no choice in the matter, and is not damned as a murderer. The process of healing continues with supper, and bed. The latter, however, is complicated by Fergus, who has thoughtfully arranged with Madame Jeanne that Ian shall not be left to brood alone in bed. Horrified, Jamie is unable to prevent Ian’s retiring with a young prostitute; in resignation, he admits to Claire that in fact the best remedy for the soul-sickness of killing is often to be found in a woman’s arms.
Be that as it may, Jamie bustles his charge off to confession first thing in the morning, leaving Claire to reacquaint herself with Edinburgh, as she visits the apothecary’s shop for fresh herbs. While there, she meets another customer, a Free Church minister named Archibald Campbell, who—upon learning of her experience as a healer—begs her to come and see his sister, who suffers from strange silences and “fits.”
Miss Margaret Campbell does indeed have “fits,” staring and screaming—and when not so engaged, lives peacefully in the past, before the traumatic experience with English soldiers after Culloden that has deprived her of her wits. Claire is unable to offer more than nutrition and sedatives, but holds some hope that the Reverend’s intention to remove his sister to the Indies may make some difference in her condition.
Returning to the brothel, Claire finds Jamie and Fergus deep in conference. There is a fallback arranged for the rendezvous with the French smuggling ship; the details are arranged by letter between Jamie and Jared, with the smugglers informed only just before each rendezvous, so the secret seems safe. Jamie reluctantly decides to take Claire and Ian with him, as it is necessary to take Ian home to Lallybroch. However, he adds sternly, they are not to come anywhere near the actual rendezvous, but instead to remain safely at the inn on the road above the beach.
This plan is scotched when they find upon arrival that the inn has burnt to the ground. Left to themselves on the cliffs, with strict instructions to keep out of the way, Ian and Claire have a ringside seat as events below unfold. What unfolds, in fact, are excisemen, who have lain hidden in the sand, awaiting the smugglers. In the resulting melee, Claire and Ian flee to the road, where Claire nearly runs into another pair of excisemen, these waiting to trap any fleeing smugglers.
From the Customs officers conversation, it’s apparent that this was not only an arranged ambush, but one designed specifically to trap Jamie Fraser. Claire steals away to warn Jamie, who has managed to escape and is giving his smugglers directions to fade quietly away to their homes. Returning along the road, they find only one Customs officer—hanging from a tree.
With the print shop in ashes, dead excisemen at every turn, and the obvious fact that someone—and possibly more than one someone—is aware of Jamie’s multiple identities and his less-legal activities, a return to Edinburgh seems unwise. Jamie is not looking forward to a return to Lallybroch, either, but it is necessary to take Young Ian home.
For her part, Claire is wondering how she will be received by Jenny, the woman who was once her friend. The initial reception is strained, owing to Young Ian’s behavior, and his parents’ hurt at his apparent rejection of them in favor of his uncle. Jamie finds a way for both Young Ian and himself to make atonement, though, and the situation is resolved in warmth.
Claire rejoices at waking next morning in a place that has been for her the closest thing to home. Rising in the cold to light the fire, though, she sees three riders—all women—coming toward the house. She wonders who they might be, but finds her curiosity distracted by Jamie’s attentions.
He was interrupted by a sudden bang as the door flew open and rebounded from the wall. Startled, we turned to look. In the doorway stood a young girl I had never seen before. She was perhaps fifteen or sixteen, with long flaxen hair and big blue eyes. The eyes were somewhat bigger than normal, and filled with an expression of horrified shock as she stared at me. Her gaze moved slowly from my tangled hair to my bare breasts, and down the slopes of my naked body, until it encountered Jamie, lying prone between my thighs, white-faced with a shock equal to hers.
“Daddy!” she said in tones of total outrage. “Who is that woman?”
Claire is wondering much the same thing, but her curiosity is soon satisfied. The young woman is named Marsali; the daughter of Laoghaire, who meets Claire’s appearance with a horror equal to Claire’s own. Jamie is hers, Laoghaire declares; they were married upon his return to Lallybroch from Ardsmuir. She doesn’t know where Claire has come from, but she ought to return there at once!
Staggered by this revelation, Claire’s shock is succeeded by fury. Stunned and dismayed by news of the marriage, she is infuriated by Jamie’s failure to tell her of it. He intended to tell her, he insists—but was afraid that her reaction would be exactly what it is. There is a dreadful fight, concluding with Jamie’s stamping out of the house–and Claire’s flight away from Lallybroch and back toward the stones.

Her steps grow slower and slower, though, as she approaches the end of her dreams.
Only with Jamie had I given everything I had, risked it all. I had thrown away caution and judgment and wisdom, along with the comforts and constraints of a hard-won career. I had brought him nothing but myself, been nothing but myself with him, given him soul as well as body, let him see me naked, trusted him to see me whole and cherish my frailties—because he once had.
I had feared he couldn’t, again. Or wouldn’t. And then had known those few days of perfect joy, thinking that what had once been true was true once more; I was free to love him, with everything I had and was, and be loved with an honesty that matched my own.
The tears slid hot and wet between my fingers. I mourned for Jamie, and for what I had been, with him.
Do you know, his voice said, whispering, what it means, to say again “I love you,” and to mean it?
I knew. And with my head in my hands beneath the pine trees, I knew I would never mean it again.

Sunk in miserable contemplation, Claire is suddenly roused by the unexpected appearance of Young Ian. He has, he says, been sent by Jamie to ask Claire to come back to Lallybroch. Further infuriated by this evidence of Jamie’s callousness—he doesn’t care enough to come himself!—Claire indignantly refuses, trying to free her horse’s reins from Young Ian’s stubborn grip.
But she must come, he insists. It’s not like she thinks; Jamie really needs her. “Let go!”
“But Auntie Claire, it’s not that!”
“What’s not that?” Caught by his tone of desperation, I glanced up. His long narrow face was tight with the anguished need to make me understand.
“Uncle Jamie didna stay to tend Laoghaire!”
“Then why did he send you?”
He took a deep breath, renewing his grip on my reins.
“She shot him. He sent me to find ye, because he’s dying.”
Claire’s initial response to this revelation is, “If he isn’t dying when I get there, I’ll kill him myself—and you, too, Ian Murray!” but this doesn’t lessen her anxiety as they hasten back toward Lallybroch. Upon arrival there, she finds Jamie battling infection and high fever, groggy enough with pain and heat to think her appearance a hallucination. He has, he tells her, come close to death from fever twice before; this time it will finish him, and is welcome to do so.
Claire, however, has brought one other thing from the future besides Brianna’s photographs; a small case, holding hypodermic syringes and penicillin tablets. Informing Jamie that eighteenth-century germs are no match for a modern antibiotic, she tends briskly to his wounds, injects him with the drug, and then sits down to watch over him—at last reluctantly ready to hear what he had tried to tell her before: the story behind his marriage to Laoghaire.
It was a marriage made of loneliness; a mismatch born of hope and compassion. Jenny, fearing for her brother’s sanity and aching for his need, had tried again and again to induce him to take a wife after Claire’s disappearance. He had refused, again and again—not only because no one could replace her, but because his circumstances did not admit of taking a wife; living in a cave, hiding, endlessly on the run—what sort of life could that be for any woman?

But now … returning from his long exile in England, he found himself free of the threat of law, but rootless, a stranger in his own place. The estate had passed to Ian’s son; the responsibility and obligation that had sustained Jamie for so long had vanished. His own son was miles away, forever unacknowledged, forever lost to him. With no one and nothing to bind him, he wandered ghostlike through the rooms of the house that had once been his.
And so, when Jenny once more forced the possibility of marriage upon him, he was at last obliged to listen. Laoghaire was a widow, with two daughters to support. She was also one of the few links remaining to his own youth. And so, he tells Claire, they wed—with no sense of love, but thinking that they might be able at least to help each other.
It was a mismatch, though; instead of being comfort to one another, there was nothing but misunderstanding and misery, and within a year, Jamie had left to work in Edinburgh, sending back money for the care of Laoghaire and her girls.
Despite her anger, Claire is moved to understanding; she, too, has had a marriage of obligation, and knows too well the pitfalls of a bond without love.

“Do ye know?” he said softly, somewhere in the black, small hours of the night. “Do ye know what it’s like to be with someone that way? To try all ye can, and seem never to have the secret of them?”
“Yes,” I said, thinking of Frank. “Yes, I do know.”
“I thought perhaps ye did.” He was quiet for a moment, and then his hand touched my hair lightly, a shadowy blur in the firelight.
“And then …” he whispered, “then to have it back again, that knowing. To be free in all ye say or do, and know that it is right.”
“To say ’I love you,’ and mean it with all your heart,” I said softly to the dark.
“Aye,” he answered, barely audible. “To say that.”
His hand rested on my hair, and without knowing quite how it happened, I found myself curled against him, my head just fitting in the hollow of his shoulder.
“For so many years,” he said, “for so long, I have been so many things, so many different men.” I felt him swallow, and he shifted slightly, the linen of his nightshirt rustling with starch.
“I was ’Uncle’ to Jenny’s children, and ’Brother’ to her and Ian. ’Milord’ to Fergus, and ’Sir’ to my tenants. Mac Dubh’ to the men of Ardsmuir and ’MacKenzie to the other servants at Helwater.
’Malcolm the printer,’ then, and Jamie Roy at the docks.“ The hand stroked my hair, slowly, with a whispering sound like the wind outside. ”But here,“ he said, so softly I could barely hear him, ”here in the dark, with you … I have no name.”
I lifted my face toward his, and took the warm breath of him between my own lips.
“I love you,” I said, and did not need to tell him how I meant it.
Jamie’s recovery is uneventful, save for the appearance of Hobart MacKenzie, Laoghaire’s brother. Charged with wiping out the stain on his sister’s honor, Hobart has brought not the expected sword or pistol, but something far more dangerous—a lawyer. Claire is delighted to find her old friend Ned Gowan still alive and vigorous—though somewhat less pleased at the arrangement he suggests; in dismissal of all claims and charges, Jamie agrees to pay Laoghaire an annual sum for maintenance of her household, and to provide dowries for her two daughters, Marsali and Joan.
While all right in principle, this arrangement has a slight drawback in practice, insofar as Jamie has no funds with which to meet the obligation. There is, however, a way.
Jamie tells Claire the story of his time in prison; the appearance of Duncan Kerr, and Jamie’s subsequent escape to find the truth of Kerr’s ravings about treasure and “the white witch.” He found no trace of Claire, but did discover treasure. Not the French bullion of legend, but a box of gemstones and ancient coins, hidden on a rocky isle guarded by seals.
Returning to Ardsmuir in order to care for his men there, he had concealed the truth from the prison’s governor, swearing to him that the treasure “lies in the sea.” Since then, the existence of the treasure has been held as a secret trust by the Murrays of Lallybroch; in time of great need, one or another of the older boys would journey to the coast with Ian, and then swim out to the seals’ isle in order to abstract a single gem from the hoard. The jewel would then be sold secretly in France, with their cousin Jared’s assistance, and the money used for the help of Jacobite exiles or the support of the Lallybroch tenants.
These secret journeys had been rites of passage for the two older Murray boys; now it is Young Ian’s turn. Jenny and Ian are hesitant at first, but consent to the expedition. Jamie’s wounded arm makes it impossible for him to make the arduous swim, and Young Ian’s thirst for adventure makes him restless on the farm. The lad would like nothing better than to accompany his beloved uncle on an exciting mission; at the same time, he would be safely under Jamie’s eye. And, as Ian says, “Better to give him his freedom while he still thinks it’s ours to give.”
The expedition to the seals’ isle is a good bit more exciting than even Young Ian could have hoped. Young Ian’s arrival on the fog-shrouded rock coincides with another—a tough-looking bunch of seamen, who abscond with both the treasure and Ian while Jamie and Claire look on helplessly from the cliffs above.
Jamie is stricken; beyond his own deep love for his nephew is horror at the thought of having to go back to Lallybroch and tell Jenny what has happened to her youngest son. Vowing instead to recover the boy, no matter what the cost, he takes Claire at once across the Channel to France. Failing to stop the kidnappers, the Frasers had managed to catch a glimpse of the pirates’ ship. With this scanty information, perhaps Cousin Jared, with his contacts among the shipping trade, can find out the ship’s destination—and provide another ship in which to pursue it.
Fuming at every second’s delay, Jamie has no time to worry over the prospects of seasickness. Instead, once the ship is prepared, he hastily returns to Scotland to gather a small band of men: his companions in smuggling, including Duncan Innes, an ex-prisoner from Ardsmuir, and Mr. Willoughby.
His foster son, Fergus, is meant to accompany the rescue expedition, but barely makes the sailing—accompanied by Marsali, Laoghaire’s daughter. They are in love, the girl defiantly tells Jamie, and they mean to elope—with him.
The ship has already left shore; there is no turning back. Jamie, keeping a tight rein on his temper, tells Fergus and Marsali that they will sleep apart on the ship; if, once arrived in the Indies, they are still convinced that they wish to be married, he will find a priest to bless their union. Until then—hands off.


Fergus and Marsali agree to abide by this dictum, which is as well, since Jamie has little strength left to enforce it. Felled by seasickness, he lies helpless in his bunk, Claire’s herbal remedies useless to combat it. Mr. Willoughby, though, has a suggestion—and Jamie once more appears on the deck of the Artemis, glowering beneath a prickling of gold acupuncture needles.
The wind is fair and the voyage quick and mostly uneventful, save for Mr. Willoughby’s acquisition of a pelican named Ping An (the Peaceful One), whom the Chinese poet tames and teaches to fish. The tedium of sailing is broken by a chance meeting at sea with an English man-of-war, the Porpoise, who poses a substantial danger to the success of the Artemis’s voyage. While England and France are not at war, and the Artemis sails under French colors, half her crew are English or Scottish—and the man-of-war may impress any English subjects, should she prove to be shorthanded. The fact that this would cripple the Artemis, leaving her with insufficient crew to do more than limp slowly westward, is of no concern to His Majesty’s Navy.
Shorthanded she is; the Porpoise’s very young Captain stumbles aboard, begging for help. An epidemic has broken out onboard; half his crew are dead, dying, or falling sick. Thomas Leonard is himself no more than Third Lieutenant, acting Captain by default, all senior officers having perished. He must have help; does the Artemis boast a surgeon?

Against Jamie’s wishes, but impelled both by pity for the young lieutenant and by her Hippocratic oath, Claire goes aboard the Porpoise, where she finds conditions much worse even than Captain Leonard’s description; there is a full-fledged typhoid epidemic and the crew quarters are full of dying men. Claire issues such directions and instructions as are possible, all the while knowing that the available measures are largely futile; she cannot save most of the sick, but can only try to prevent the spread of infection.
Her apparent expertise has an unforeseen consequence; the young acting Captain of the Porpoise, desperate for any help and with an important political passenger aboard, informally impresses Claire, taking her to Jamaica with the promise that he will return her to Jamie and the Artemis upon their arrival—assuming that enough of the crew survive to make such an arrival possible.
Both frightened and infuriated by this kidnapping on the high seas, Claire has no choice but to do her best to fight the epidemic, with no weapons to hand save distilled alcohol and a basic knowledge of hygiene. In the course of the fight, drained and exhausted by the futility of her efforts, the prevalence of death, and her own isolation from Jamie, she finds consolation from an unexpected source—Lord John Grey, the newly appointed governor of Jamaica. Twenty years past their first meeting in a dark wood, neither recognizes the other, but Claire takes comfort from the meeting with the quiet, compassionate stranger.
The epidemic at last burnt out, the Porpoise limps toward Jamaica. What should seem deliverance to Claire, though, is instead a new danger; in the course of her stay aboard the Porpoise, she has found a sinister entry in the Captain’s log, and met with one Harry Tompkins, the one-eyed seaman who had—after all—escaped the conflagration of the burning print shop in Edinburgh. With a mixture of brandy and threats, Claire extracts the truth from Tompkins; Jamie’s identity is known— both to Sir Percy Turner, who has political aspirations that would be helped by the apprehension of an important seditionist and smuggler—and to Captain Leonard, who has learned of Jamie’s identity from Tompkins, and who—regretting the necessity imposed by duty—intends to arrest Jamie upon their rendezvous in Jamaica.
Escape is imperative, but Claire’s attempts to leave the ship at various stops before Jamaica are foiled by the Captain’s watchfulness. At last, desperate to escape, she enlists the help of the gunner’s wife and slips overboard during the night into the Mouchoir Passage, supported by empty brandy casks, to float ashore on the nearby island of Hispaniola. From here, perhaps she can reach Jamaica in time to meet the Artemis, and to warn Jamie of the danger from the Porpoise.

Arriving wet, hungry, thirsty, and cold, Claire makes her way painfully inland, with no clear idea what to do next—only knowing that she must find water, food, and Jamie, in that order. What she finds is a Jewish naturalist named Lawrence Stern, who provides water and takes her in search of food at the house of a nearby friend: a defrocked—and not quite sane—English priest named Fogden.
Meanwhile, the Artemis has been in hot pursuit, urged on by Jamie’s fear for Claire’s safety. Catching up to the crippled man-of-war at one port of call, the Artemis hides out of sight, while Jamie crosses a spit of land and boards the Porpoise, unseen, to search for Claire—who has, of course, already left the ship, herself unseen.
Combing the ship with increasing desperation, Jamie fails to find his wife, but is discovered and imprisoned, left alone in a small cell with the horrifying news that Claire is dead, lost overboard. His presence is noted by the gunner’s wife, though, who deduces his identity and liberates him.
He remembered the last thing she had said, though, as she pushed him toward the tilting taffrail.
“She is not dead,” the woman had said. “She go there”—pointing at the rolling seas—“you go, too. Find her!” And then she had bent, got a hand in his crutch and a sturdy shoulder under his rump, and heaved him neatly over the rail and into the churning water.
Thus informally arriving himself on Hispaniola after a frantic swim, Jamie makes the acquaintance of a group of creole children playing near the shore, who take him to their mother’s taverna, next door to the military garrison in Cap-Haïtien.
MEANWHILE, CLAIRE HAS been enjoying the hospitality of Father Fogden. The delights of conversation regarding hidden caves, maroons (escaped slaves), blind fish, and dead sheep are interrupted, however, by the priest’s revelation that a ship has run aground during the recent storm, quite nearby. Catching a reference among his imprecations to the “one-handed” man captaining the ship, Claire realizes that the ship in question cannot be the Porpoise—but just might be the Artemis.
It is indeed the Artemis, captained by Fergus, the original captain having been washed overboard during the shipwreck. Claire’s delight in being reunited with her companions fades considerably upon her realization that Jamie is not with them. Anxiety as to his whereabouts is relieved shortly, though; the repairs to the Artemis are interrupted by a visit from troops sent from the garrison in Cap-Haïtien to inspect—and “salvage”—the wreck, under the command of one Captain Alessandro—a tall soldier with a red beard and a remarkably familiar aspect.
The bewildered garrison soldiers are overpowered and imprisoned in the hold (to be put ashore once the Artemis is safely afloat), and the bedraggled company reunited once more—save for Young Ian. Seizing the opportunity offered by circumstance, Marsali presses Jamie to keep his promise; they are ashore in the Indies, with a priest to hand—he must keep his word and allow her and Fergus to be married, she says.

Seeing the young couple’s devotion and determination, Jamie reluctantly assents, and a wedding takes place.
“I’ve told Marsali she must write to her mother to say she’s wed,” Jamie murmured to me as we watched the preparations on the beach go forward. “But perhaps I shall suggest she doesna say much more about it than that.”
I saw his point. Laoghaire was not going to be pleased at hearing that her eldest daughter had eloped with a one-handed ex-pickpocket twice her age. Her maternal feelings were unlikely to be assuaged by hearing that the marriage had been performed in the middle of the night on a West Indian beach by a disgraced—if not actually defrocked—priest, witnessed by twenty-five seamen, ten French horses, a small flock of sheep—all gaily beribboned in honor of the occasion—and a King Charles spaniel, who added to the generally festive feeling by attempting to copulate with Murphy’s wooden leg at every opportunity. The only thing that could make things worse, in Laoghaire’s view, would be to hear that I had participated in the ceremony.
Taking command of the Artemis, Jamie resumes the interrupted search for his nephew among the islands of the West Indies, making inquiries of the network of Scottish Freemasons on the islands, and acquiring in the process a profitable cargo of bat guano, much prized among the planters for use as fertilizer.
With the hold full of this valuable substance, the Artemis presses on toward Jamaica. En route, though, they are rammed at night by a strange ship, and boarded by pirates. Claire and Marsali take refuge in the hold, but are surprised by a marauding pirate. Claire attacks the pirate with a blade from her surgical kit, cutting off one of his toes and allowing Marsali to escape. Fleeing out of the hold and upward into the ship’s shrouds, she is pursued and trapped; waiting with eyes closed for the final slash of the cutlass, she hears a strange sound:

There was a sort of thump, a sharp grunt, and a strong smell of fish.
I opened my eyes. The pirate was gone. Ping An was sitting on the crosstrees, three feet away, crest erect with irritation, wings half spread to keep his balance.
“Gwa!” he said crossly. He turned a beady little yellow eye on me and clacked his bill in warning. Ping An hated noise and commotion. Evidently, he didn’t like Portuguese pirates, either.
The fight below is over; the pirate ship is moving away. Clinging to the shrouds, Claire can see men on the deck below, beginning to tend the wounded and put things to right. Dizzy and light-headed from her flight, she begins to make her way slowly down.
She is feeling sick and cold when she hits the deck, but makes her way at once to Jamie, relieved to find him suffering from no more than a small cut on the head—or so she assumes.
There were stains of dark, drying blood on the front of his shirt, but the sleeve of his shirt was also bloody. In fact, it was nearly soaked, with fresh bright blood.
“Jamie!” I clutched at his shoulder, my vision going white at the edges. “You aren’t all right—look, you’re bleeding!”
My hands and feet were numb, and I only half-felt his hands grasp my arms as he rose from the cask in sudden alarm. The last thing I saw, amid flashes of light, was his face, gone white beneath the tan.
“My God!” said his frightened voice, out of the whirling blackness. “It’s no my blood, Sassenach, it’s yours!”
Narrowly saved from bleeding to death from a cutlass slash down her arm, Claire is doctored by Jamie and Mr. Willoughby, and uses a bit more of her precious penicillin to cure an incipient fever. Jamie stays close to her at night, waking by her bed from dreams of fire and slaughter; stirrings of the dormant memories buried in his mind since Culloden.
Claire dozes next day, recovering, to be wakened by Jamie in search of healing lotion for a prisoner rescued from the sea. As the Bruja drew off, he explains, a black man—evidently an escaped slave, from the scars on his back—dived off the pirate ship into the ocean. Having discovered an apparent link between the Bruja and the seals’ treasure—a dead pirate, wearing a rare fourth-century tetradrachm from the hoard—Jamie is now sure that it was the Bruja that took Ian, and is eager to interrogate the prisoner.
Accompanying him to the orlop, Claire meets a slender man with tribal scars on his face, the scars of slavery on his back— and the larger scar of an obliterated brand on one shoulder. This is Ishmael, one-time cook, and once something more than a cook, from his bearing.
Ishmael is understandably cautious, fearing that the Frasers might either restore him to his previous owner or enslave him themselves. Still, from what he tells them and from clues obtained from the papers Claire was given with the one-armed slave she bought, Temeraire, it seems that Mrs. Abernathy, of Rose Hall on Jamaica, may hold the next piece of the puzzle that will lead them to Ian.

Upon arrival at Jamaica, Ishmael claims his reward; rather than the offered gold, though, he chooses something different— Temeraire. The one-armed slave consents to go with him, and the two men are put ashore, disappearing into the uninhabited jungle.
The Artemis sails around the island to Kingston Harbor, only to discover an unwelcome sight: the Porpoise at anchor.
“It’s persecution!” Jamie said indignantly. “The filthy boat’s pursuing me. Everywhere I go, there it is again!”
Claire’s explanation of the man-of-war’s presence—naturally the Porpoise would be in Kingston Harbor, since she is delivering the new Governor of the island—changes Jamie’s attitude significantly, though. Hearing the name of the new Governor, he is first surprised, then pleased; Lord John Grey is a friend of his, he says, and may be of help in locating Ian.
Claire is mildly surprised that he should choose to approach the Governor first, rather than going directly to Rose Hall, but after all, if they meet resistance in their inquiries, it’s as well to have a friend in high places. Leaving Fergus to discharge the Artemis’s cargo, the Frasers go at once to Jared’s plantation, Blue Mountain House, where the overseer and his wife— Mr. and Mrs. MacIver—make them welcome, and help with their preparations.
In search of information, Jamie and Claire attend the new Governor’s reception, with Mr. Willoughby in tow. Claire is pleased to see Lord John Grey again, and assumes that his look of shock in the reception line is due to his sight of Jamie, disguised—in full wig, powdered face, and red-heeled shoes—as M. Alexandre de Provac, French immigrant from Martinique. The Reverend Campbell is unexpectedly present at the reception, too; while disapproving mightily of the occasion, he has come to seek information and help in locating his sister Margaret, who has disappeared.

Despite this unsettling encounter, things seem to be progressing well; Mr. Willoughby charms the ladies, Claire is introduced and makes the social rounds, and Jamie eventually retires discreetly to the Governor’s office, with Lord John. Following him, Claire is detained by the crowd, and reaches the office a few minutes later—only to find Jamie holding Lord John Grey in fervent embrace.
The Governor’s shock at learning that I was Jamie’s wife was now at least partially explained; that one glimpse of unguarded, painful yearning had told me exactly how matters stood on his side. Jamie was another question altogether.
He was the Governor of
Ardsmuir Prison
he had said, casually. And less casually, on another occasion, D’ye ken what men in prison do?
I did know, but I would have sworn on Brianna’s head that Jamie didn’t; hadn’t, couldn’t, under any circumstances whatever. At least I would have sworn that before tonight. I closed my eyes, chest heaving, and tried not to think of what I had seen.
Shocked, and trying to make sense of what she has seen, Claire retreats, unseen, and makes her way back through the crowd. Unwilling to face Jamie immediately, she heads for the ladies retiring rooms. What she finds there, though, is not refuge—but murder.
Mina Alcott, a local widow with something of a reputation, lies with her throat cut, blood puddling beneath her head. And beyond the body is a line of footprints, leading toward the open window— the small neat prints of a felt-soled foot, outlined in blood.
The reception dissolves in hue and cry; soldiers are sent in instant pursuit of Mr. Willoughby, the militia is roused, and all the guests are questioned—particularly M. Alexandre de Provac, who appeared to be a close associate of the murderer. Left alone in the Governor’s office after her own questioning, Claire is not particularly pleased to be joined by the Governor himself.
Lord John had discovered the fan Claire had dropped in the hall; realizing that she had seen the embrace between himself and Jamie, he does not pretend that matters are not as they are—on his side, at least. But in the ensuing discussion, Claire learns what lies on Jamie’s side of the relationship, and exactly why Jamie insisted on coming first to see the Governor.
It was a portrait, an oval miniature, set in a carved frame of some fine-grained dark wood. I looked at the face, and sat down abruptly, my knees gone to water. I was only dimly aware of Grey’s face, floating above the desk like a cloud on the horizon, as I picked up the miniature to look at it more closely.
He might have been Bree’s brother, was my first thought. The second, coming with the force of a blow to the solar plexus, was “My God in heaven, he is Bree’s brother!”
The edgy conversation that follows leaves Claire with various bits of unwelcome information: the fact that Jamie has an illegitimate son, about whom he has not told her, the fact that he shares an intimate history with John Grey—and the fact that she feels an altogether unwilling sympathy with Grey. Both John and Claire love Jamie; both have, in a way, given him a child—and each of them is slightly jealous of the other.

Both jealousy and shock fade, though, when Jamie emerges from a long night of questioning and takes Claire home to Blue Mountain House. Drawn close together by fatigue and the shocking events of the night, they talk intimately, and Jamie confesses to Claire the fact of Willie’s existence, showing her a miniature of the boy; the twin of the one John Grey had shown her.
“I was afraid to tell ye,” he said, low-voiced. “For fear ye would think that perhaps I’d gone about spawning a dozen bastards… for fear ye’d think that I wouldna care for Brianna so much, if ye kent I had another child. But I do care, Claire—a great deal more than I can tell ye.” He lifted his head and looked directly at me.
“Will ye forgive me?
“Geneva—Willie’s mother—she wanted my body,” he said softly, watching the gecko’s pulsating sides. “Laoghaire needed my name, and the work of my hands to keep her and her bairns.” He turned his head then, dark blue eyes fixed on mine. “John— well,” he lifted his shoulders and let them drop. “I couldna give him what he wanted—and he is friend enough not to ask it.
“But how shall I tell ye all these things,” he said, the lines of his mouth twisting. “And then say to you—it is only you I have ever loved? How should you believe me?”
The question hung in the air between us, shimmering like the reflection from the water below.
“I’ll believe you, if you say it.”
I pressed my own wrist against his, pulse to pulse, heartbeat to heartbeat.
“Blood of my blood,” I whispered.
“Bone of my bone.” His whisper was deep and husky. He knelt quite suddenly before me, and put his folded hands in mine; the gesture a Highlander makes when swearing loyalty to his chieftain.
“I give ye my spirit,” he said, head bent over our hands.
“’Til our life shall be done,” I said softly “But it isn’t done yet, Jamie, is it?”
Then he rose and took the shift from me, and I lay back on the narrow bed naked, pulled him down to me through the soft yellow light, and took him home, and home, and home again, and we were neither one of us alone.
United again, Jamie and Claire pursue the search for Ian to Rose Hall. Arriving at the remote plantation, they are admitted and sit down to wait for Mrs. Abernathy, the owner. Her appearance, though, comes as more than a surprise, for “Mrs. Abernathy” is no stranger.

I took a deep breath, and got my voice back.
“I trust you won’t take this the wrong way,” I said, sinking slowly back onto the wicker sofa, “but why aren’t you dead?”
She laughed, the silver in her voice as clear as a young girl’s.
“Think I should have been, do you? Well, you’re no the first—and I daresay you’ll no be the last to think so, either.”
Geillis Duncan—as the mistress of Rose Hall was once known—explains her escape from burning, in the aftermath of the witch trial at Cranesmuir, twenty-odd years before. Reprieved from execution until after the birth of her child, Geillis blackmailed the child’s father, Dougal MacKenzie, by threatening to kill the child, and forced him to help her escape. The body of an elderly woman who had died of natural causes was substituted for her own presumably strangled body, and sent to heaven in a pillar of fire. Geillis herself had escaped to France, and come by various paths to her present estate. And what, she asks with avid curiosity, of Claire?
The two women, once friends, are wary of each other, but consumed by curiosity. Alone of all the world, they think, they have the gift of travel through the stones. Geilie remarks that she has met “one other” like them, but is still insistent on learning all she can of Claire’s experiences—the more so when she finds the photographs of Brianna in Jamie’s coat pocket and realizes the truth; that Claire has traveled through the stones not once, but three times! How was it done?
In return to Claire’s vague answers, Geilie reveals the results of her own research; she has concluded that travel through the stones can be controlled—to some degree, at least—by use of gem-stones, and to this end, has collected many large and flawless jewels. Her casual reference to using “blood” as a means of protection passes with no more than a slight shudder; Claire knows about the murder of Geillis’s first husband, Greg Edgars— and the second, Arthur Duncan.
Claire’s heart beats faster at sight of the box Geilie produces, showing off the gems; it is the box that Jamie found on the seals’ island—sure proof of a connection between Geillis Duncan and the pirates of the Bruja; proof, she thinks, that despite Geilie’s denials, Young Ian must be hidden somewhere on the estate.
Geilie firmly denies all knowledge of the boy, though, and hurries them away, claiming that an important visitor is expected. Leaving, the Frasers see the visitor: the Reverend Archibald Campbell. They also realize, once away from Rose Hall, that Geilie has stolen one of Brianna’s pictures. Why? A person like Geillis Duncan can have no good intentions, Jamie thinks; at the same time, he is too intent on finding his nephew to spend much time in worry. Convinced from his investigations that Young Ian is concealed in a cellar beneath the sugar refinery on the estate, Jamie lays his plans for rescue.
A few days later, the Frasers and several of Jamie’s Scottish smugglers sail quietly up the Yallahs River toward Rose Hall, in a small ship provided by Lord John Grey.

Arriving at night, they mean to steal ashore, attack the refinery by surprise, and retrieve Young Ian—liberating any of the other Scottish captives in the process.
Jamie leaves Claire near the boat, armed with a pistol and with strict instructions to stay put and wait for them. However, within minutes of his departure, Claire sees a tall, thin shadow in the window of Rose Hall; it can’t possibly be Geilie, but may very well be Young Ian. The men are already too far away to catch; she will have to go and see herself. Creeping up onto the veranda, Claire finds the front door standing open, and noises of someone in the study. She goes quietly in, hoping to find Young Ian, but instead discovers that the owner of the shadow is the Reverend Campbell. Geillis herself is nowhere to be found; the Reverend complains that she has disappeared, leaving him alone.
In the ensuing confrontation, a number of things are revealed, including the fact that the Reverend is convinced that Jamie was responsible for the traumatic events that stole his sister’s wits; Jamie, he thinks, was “the Hieland man” whom his sister left her home to find, in the midst of the Rising. Despite Claire’s assurances that Margaret’s lover was in fact a friend of Jamie’s, Ewan Cameron, the Reverend is adamant in his hate.
This is sufficiently disturbing to Claire. Somewhat more disturbing is the knowledge that Geillis Duncan has been in correspondence with the Reverend as a scholar of Celtic prophecies, with particular reference to the “Fraser Prophecy,” a mysterious prediction left by the Brahan Seer, to the effect that a ruler “of Lovat’s line” will one day lead Scotland.
Obsessed as Geillis Duncan is with the rulers of Scotland, this knowledge gives Claire a sickening feeling that she knows where Geilie might have gone—at least in general terms. “Lovat’s line” consists of the descendants of Simon, Lord Lovat, chief of clan Fraser, who was executed following the Rising. While Lovat left a number of children, the direct line died out in the 1800s—or so Geilie thought, until she saw the pictures of Brianna, and realized that Lovat did indeed have a direct descendant, living in the future.
Whether Geilie wishes to find Brianna for some sinister purpose, or only to use her photograph as an anchor point for her travel through the stones, the conclusion that the witch of Rose Hall is embarked on a journey to the future seems inescapable.

Claire’s questions are interrupted, though, by the unexpected appearance of Mr. Willoughby. Considerably the worse for wear from days of hiding in the jungle, the Chinese man has not emerged to seek assistance from Claire— but to confront the Reverend.
“Most holy fella,” he said, and his voice held a tone I had never heard in him before; an ugly taunting note.
The Reverend whirled, so quickly that his elbow knocked against a vase; water and yellow roses cascaded over the rosewood desk, soaking the papers. The Reverend gave a cry of rage, and snatched the papers from the flood, shaking them frantically to remove the water before the ink should run.
“See what ye’ve done, ye wicked, murdering heathen!”
Mr. Willoughby laughed. Not his usual high giggle, but a low chuckle. It didn’t sound at all amused.
“I murdering?” He shook his head slowly back and forth, eyes fixed on the Reverend. “Not me, holy fella. Is you, murderer.”
“Begone, fellow,” Campbell said coldly. “You should know better than to enter a lady’s house.”
“I know you.” The Chinaman’s voice was low and even, his gaze unwavering. “I see you. See you in red room, with the woman who laughs. See you too with stinking whores, in Scotland.” Very slowly, he lifted his hand to his throat and drew it across, precise as a blade. “You kill pretty often, holy fella, I think.”
In the confrontation that follows, the Reverend draws a case knife, and is killed by Mr. Willoughby, who strikes him on the head with the bag containing his heavy jade “healthy balls.”
Yi Tien Cho disappears into the Caribbean night, and Claire, unable to stay in the room with Campbell’s body, goes upstairs to Geilie’s workroom, looking for clues as to her whereabouts—or Ian’s. What she finds there is sinister: the stolen photograph of Brianna, in the center of a charred pentacle. Is Geilie intending merely to use the image as a focus for her time travel—or has she some more threatening motive? In either case, plainly the witch of Rose Hall has left, and Claire needs to find Jamie, as soon as possible.
Stumbling through the blackness outside, Claire returns to the shore, hoping to find Jamie and his men near the boat. Instead, she meets with something else—a crocodile, from which she is rescued by several slaves, who kill the beast. Given the stress of recent events, Claire is only mildly taken aback to find that the leader of the slaves is Ishmael—the man rescued from the Bruja; the slave kidnapped—from Rose Hall, evidently—by the pirates.

The connection between the Bruja and Rose Hall is more or less clear; evidently the pirate captain had retrieved and delivered the seals’ treasure for Geillis, along with a consignment of young Scottish boys. Whether as part of the agreed-upon price, or only by whim, the Bruja had taken Ishmael—Geilie’s cook—as the ship departed. Why, though, has he come back?
The answer to that question emerges quickly. Half-fainting, Claire is taken to one of the slave huts to recover from her encounter with the crocodile, and wakes to find a voodoo ceremony beginning— featuring an oracle: the missing Margaret Campbell.
This is why Ishmael has come back; to retrieve his oracle, the thing that gives him power over the other slaves. For an oracle Margaret Campbell truly is; as Claire listens in horrified fascination, she hears the loas—the spirits of the dead, the avatars of voodoo deities—speak through the lips of the Scottish woman. Among the loas summoned is that of Bouassa, a famous maroon, who raised a slave rebellion—and died for it, tortured to death. Ishmael asks the loa’s blessing on some enterprise—and Bouasssa grants it, with a bitter laugh.
Her mouth closed, and her eyes resumed their vacant stare, but the men weren’t noticing. An excited chatter erupted from them, to be hushed by Ishmael, with a significant glance at me. Abruptly quiet, they moved away, still muttering, glancing at me as they went.
Ishmael closed his eyes as the last man left the clearing and his shoulders sagged. I felt a trifle drained myself.
“What—” I began, and then stopped. Across the fire, a man had stepped from the shelter of the sugarcane. Jamie, tall as the cane itself, with the dying fire staining shirt and face as red as his hair.
He raised a finger to his lips, and I nodded. I gathered my feet cautiously beneath me, picking up my stained skirt in one hand. I could be up, past the fire, and into the cane with him before Ishmael could reach me. But Margaret?
I hesitated, turned to look at her, and saw that her face had come alive once again. It was lifted, eager, lips parted and shining eyes narrowed so that they seemed slightly slanted, as she stared across the fire.
“Daddy?” said Brianna’s voice beside me.
Shocked and mesmerized, Claire and Jamie listen to the voice of their daughter, speaking through Margaret Campbell’s blood-smeared lips. “Don’t let Mama go alone, ”she tells Jamie. “Go with her.”
But go where? With the vanishing of the loa, Ishmael sends Margaret away in the care of his women, and tells Jamie and Claire to leave themselves, at once. Jamie informs him that they are going nowhere without Ian.
Ishmael’s brows went up, compressing the three vertical scars between them.

“Huh,” he said again. “You forget that boy; he be gone.”
“Gone where?” Jamie asked sharply.
The narrow head tilted to one side, as Ishmael looked him over carefully.
“Gone with the Maggot, mon, ”he said. “And where she go, you don be going. That boy gone, mon,” he said again, with finality. “You leave, too, you a wise man.”
Pressed for the whereabouts of Mrs. Abernathy (the Maggot) and Ian, Ishmael reluctantly reveals that they have gone to Abandawe—a name Claire recognizes. It is a secret cave on the island of Hispaniola, carved by an underground river—a magic place, Ishmael assures them.
“You ain’ gone do the magic, what the Maggot do. That magic kill her, sure, but it kill you, too.” He gestured behind him, toward the empty bench. “You hear Bouassa speak? He say the Maggot die, three days. She taken the boy, he die. You go follow them, mon, you die, too, sure.”
Despite this chilling warning, there is no choice; they must go to Abandawe, and hope they are not too late.
Jamie turned, then stopped suddenly, and I whirled about to see what he had seen. There were lights in Rose Hall now. Torchlight, flickering behind the windows, upstairs and down. As we watched, a surly glow began to swell in the windows of the secret workroom on the second floor.
“It’s past time to go, ”Jamie said. He seized my hand and we went quickly, diving into the dark rustle of the canes, fleeing through air suddenly thick with the smell of burning sugar.
Leaving the scene of the crocodile’s fire, they sail downriver with their helpers, leaving in their wake a bloody slave uprising. Rose Hall is burning, and the lights of distant fires at other plantations wink into life against the dark mountains.
The trip to Hispaniola is undertaken at once, leaving the confusion of Jamaica, its slave risings and manhunts, behind. Arriving on Hispaniola with Lawrence Stern and the Scottish smugglers, Jamie and Claire take Stern as a guide to the hidden cave of Abandawe, leaving the others to sail a short distance away in order to avoid attracting attention.
Outside the cave, Claire hears the sound of standing stones, of a time passage, and has a sudden vision of Geillis Duncan, eyes green and gleaming in sardonic welcome. The Frasers leave Stern on guard outside the cave, and go down into darkness, after the witch and her hostage.
They are in time—but barely; Geillis is completing her elaborate preparations, gemstones laid out in a pentagram of protection, a glittering trail of diamond dust joining the points of her pentacle—and Ian, bound and gagged, laid across the pattern, ready for sacrifice.
Neither bargaining nor confrontation is of any use; telling Claire that she will have to “take the girl” but will leave her the man, Geilie sprinkles Ian with brandy, holding Jamie and Claire at bay with a loaded pistol. Jamie lunges at her, and she fires; Jamie drops, his face a mask of blood.
Moved beyond any thought of self-preservation, Claire seizes the ceremonial axe Geillis has brought for her sacrifice— and swings.
The shock of it echoed up my arm, and I let go, my fingers numbed. I stood quite still, not even moving when she staggered toward me.
Blood in firelight is black, not red.
She took one blind step forward and fell, all her muscles gone limp, making no attempt to save herself. The last I saw of her face was her eyes; set wide, beautiful as gemstones, a green water-clear and faceted with the knowledge of death.
Jamie is not dead, as Claire feared. He is wounded, but able to walk. With Young Ian, they make their stumbling way back out through the cave’s labyrinth, pursued by a rising wind that seems to make the cave behind them breathe.
Finding Lawrence outside, they find their way through the island’s jungles, toward the beach where they mean to rendezvous with their friends. Along the way, Young Ian tells them what little he knows of his own experience; Geillis Duncan apparently had been hunting a mythical stone “that grows in the innards of a boy.” One catch, though; the boy must be a virgin, unsullied by carnal touch.
Thanks to his earlier experiences in Edinburgh, Ian no longer qualified for this distinction—a failing that had saved his life, so far. A thrifty Scot, though, Geillis saw no reason for waste; first taking him to her bed, she had then saved him for later use as a sacrifice to protect her travel.
AT THE BEACH, the Frasers find not only their friends, but a scene of desperate pursuit; the rebellious slaves of the Yallahs River had swarmed aboard the ship Bruja, taking it for their escape. Succeeding in reaching the open sea, they were spied— and pursued—by the Porpoise, on watch for any such attempt.
Unskilled in navigation and seamanship, the slaves have managed to reach Hispaniola, but panicked by the Porpoise’s pursuit, have run the Bruja aground. The man-of-war is shelling the wreck and its fugitives; fleeing slaves disappear into the jungle, others are blown to bloody fragments on the sand.
The melee is taking place some distance from the Frasers’ rendezvous, but they cannot escape unseen. Their only hope is to run for it, hoping that the Porpoise will be delayed sufficiently by its engagement to allow them to get away. Too late, though; the Bruja has been destroyed, and the man-of-war seeks other prey.


FLEEING BEFORE A rising wind, the smaller boat is more agile, and manages to stay ahead of the Porpoise for some time. They cannot outrun the man-of-war, though; especially with the increased wind filling the big ship’s sails. More than bad weather is in store; the greenish sky and howling wind portend a Caribbean hurricane. In the maelstrom, the Porpoise is swamped; losing her topmast, she heels over and is dragged down, with the loss of all hands.
The smaller boat does not escape unscathed, though; coming through the hurricane, she limps along with a damaged superstructure. A broken spar falls from above, knocking Claire overboard, unconscious. She comes to herself, choking and gagging, with Jamie supporting her, clinging to a bit of drifting spar. Injured, and drifting in and out of consciousness, Claire has no idea where they are, and no means of saving herself—save Jamie’s grip on her hands.
The wave subsided and the wood rose slightly, bringing my nose above water. I breathed, and my vision cleared slightly. A foot away was the face of Jamie Fraser, hair plastered to his head, wet features contorted against the spray.
“Hold on!” he roared. “Hold on, God damn you!”
I smiled gently, barely hearing him. The sense of great peace was lifting me, carrying me beyond the noise and chaos. There was no more pain. Nothing mattered. Another wave washed over me, and this time I forgot to hold my breath.
The choking sensation roused me briefly, long enough to see the flash of terror in Jamie’s eyes. Then my vision went dark again.
“Damn you, Sassenach!” his voice said, from a very great distance. His voice was choked with passion. “Damn you! I swear if ye die on me, I’ll kill you!”
Fortunately, Claire’s waking impression that she is in fact dead is quickly dispelled; regaining consciousness in a white room filled with light, she finds Jamie by her side. They have been washed ashore, where they were found and rescued, taken to a nearby house and cared for. But where are they?
The appearance of their hostess, Mrs. Olivier, doesn’t help; an Englishwoman married to a Frenchman, she tells them they are on a plantation called Les Perles. But is Les Perles on Martinique? On Jamaica or one of the other English-owned islands, where they will be in danger from the Crown? On St. Thomas, on the Dutch-owned Eleuthera?
Mrs. Olivier kindly inquires what their names might be, causing Jamie and Claire to exchange cautious glances; just where they are will determine who they are—that is, which island they are on will determine which of Jamie’s various identities will be safest. But—
Mrs. Olivier smiled indulgently. “You are not on an island at all. You are on the mainland; in the Colony of Georgia.”
“Georgia, ”Jamie said. “America?” He sounded slightly stunned, and no wonder.
We had been blown at least six hundred miles by the storm.
“America,” I said softly. “The New World.” The pulse beneath my fingers had quickened, echoing my own. A new world. Refuge. Freedom.
“Yes,” said Mrs. Olivier, plainly having no idea what the news meant to us, but still smiling kindly from one to the other. “It is America.”
Jamie straightened his shoulders and smiled back at her. The clean bright air stirred his hair like kindling flames.
“In that case, ma’am,” he said, “my name is Jamie Fraser.” He looked then at me, eyes blue and brilliant as the sky behind him, and his heart beat strong in the palm of my hand.
“And this is Claire,” he said. “My wife.”
THE END





DRUMS OF AUTUMN

heard the drums long before they came in sight. The beating echoed in the pit of my stomach, as though I too were hollow. I saw heads turn as the people fell silent, looking up the stretch of East Bay Street, where it ran from the half-built skeleton of the new Customs House toward White Point Gardens.
The drums are attending a procession to the gallows. Among the spectators are Claire and Jamie Fraser, there not from morbid curiosity, but as moral support for one of the condemned—Gavin Hayes, who was once a fellow prisoner with Jamie in Ardsmuir Prison, in Scotland. Transported as a felon and later released from indenture, Gavin has fallen afoul of the English Crown for the last time.
The attention of the onlookers is drawn from the noose and its dangling burden by something more exciting; another of the condemned prisoners has seized the distraction of Gavin’s death to make a run for his life, dodging away among the palmettos and the crowds on the thronged seafront.
With all of Charleston roused in the hunt for the escaped man, circumstances seem too dangerous for the Frasers to linger. Jamie’s association with a condemned man is known, and he wants to invite no official curiosity—not with what the Frasers carry. Shipwrecked in Georgia two months before, they arrived in the New World with nothing save the remnants of their clothing—and a fortune in gemstones, salvaged from the cave of Abandawe on Hispaniola.
While the Frasers are technically wealthy, the gems “might be beach pebbles, for all the good they were to us,” as Claire notes. Trade in the Colonies is conducted mostly by means of barter; there are few merchants or bankers in the South with the available capital to turn the Frasers’ fortune into money. With no more than a few shillings in ready cash, they must decide whether to stay in Charleston to look for a buyer, or head north immediately, toward the Cape Fear region of North Carolina, where there are many Highland immigrants—and where Jamie has kinfolk.”
Deciding that the path of wisdom lies north, the Frasers and their companions— Jamie’s nephew Ian, his French foster son, Fergus, and his friend Duncan Innes— pause only long enough to bury Gavin Hayes. Coming out of the churchyard at night, though, they are startled to find a stowaway in their wagon: the Irish prisoner who fled the gallows earlier in the day.
Introducing himself as Stephen Bonnet, the man begs their mercy and their help to escape the city. The roads out will be patrolled, he says; will Jamie help him, for the sake of Gavin Hayes, who was his friend as well?

Jamie is skeptical; Bonnet is personable, but as Jamie later tells Claire privately, “The Crown doesna always hang the wrong man; most of those at the end of a rope deserve to be there.” Duncan is moved by drink and sentiment, though, and urges Jamie to help the Irishman, for Gavin’s sake. With some reluctance, Jamie agrees, and they smuggle Bonnet out of the city, parting from him in the dark near a distant creek, where he plans to meet with unknown associates.
Seeking solitude, Jamie and Claire find respite from the day’s adventures on the banks of the creek, and amid speculations about their uncertain future in this strange new land, find a temporary comfort in each other’s arms.
MEANWHILE, BACK IN the future…
A phone rings in the dark in Boston, awakening Brianna Randall. Roger Wakefield is calling from Scotland with news and a question: He will be in Boston next month for a historical conference; does she want to see him?
The question is hesitantly asked, but promptly answered. Despite his unanswered letters, Roger has been much on Brianna’s mind—yes, she wants very much to see him. Hanging up with a pounding heart, Brianna is unable to go back to sleep. Roger is her chief link with the past; a past she is at once unable to forget and unwilling to contemplate.
Roger shared with her the morning when her mother disappeared forever through the stone circle on Craigh na Dun; Roger, too, hears the stones. In the aftermath of that shocking bereavement, she found herself falling in love with Roger—and then tore away, both from necessity and from doubt. Her mother had confided her to Roger’s care; but Brianna would not bind him to her with the strands of obligation. If it were something more than that, though …
If there might be a future for them … and that was what she couldn’t write to him, because how could she say it without sounding both presumptuous and idiotic?
“Go away, so you can come back and do it right,” she murmured, and made a face at the words.
But now Roger is coming back—with luck, to do it right.
Their first sight of each other is enough to prove that the attraction still exists; a week spent in each other’s company merely reinforces the conviction, while still not solving their basic problem. Roger is a don at Oxford, Brianna still at university. Beyond the temporary separation imposed by their careers, Roger wonders whether they can find a way to be together, given the basic differences in their outlooks.
Might there be common ground for them, a historian and an engineer? He facing backward to the mysteries of the past, she to the future and its dazzling gleam?
Then the room relaxed in cheers and babbling, and she turned in his arms to kiss him hard and cling to him, and he thought perhaps it didn’t matter that they faced in opposite directions—so long as they faced each other.
IN 1767, CLAIRE AND JAMIE and their small party of companions have reached Wilmington, North Carolina. Given the choice of trudging inland for two hundred miles, or making the journey up the Cape Fear River by boat, Jamie opts reluctantly for the faster journey over water, leaving Duncan to follow with the wagon, under the guidance of John Quincy Myers, a mountain man and local guide whom Claire encounters in the street in Wilmington.
Myers informs Jamie that Jamie’s uncle by marriage, Hector Cameron, has died within the last year—but that his aunt Jocasta still lives at River Run, a plantation that lies north of Cross Creek. Deducing Claire’s expertise at healing, Myers’s attention then turns to his own difficulties.
“Big purple thing,” he explained to me, fumbling his loosened thong. “Almost as big as one o’ my balls. You don’t think it might could be as I’ve decided sudden-like to grow an extry, do you?”
“Well, no, I said, biting my lip. ”I really doubt it.“ He moved very slowly, but had almost got the knot in his thong undone; people in the street were beginning to pause, staring.
“Please don’t trouble yourself,” I said. “I do believe I know what that is—it’s an inguinal hernia.”
Unable to deal adequately with Mr. Myers’s medical problems in Wilmington, Claire promises to see what she can do surgically at a later date, and escapes to keep a date for dinner with the Governor of the Colony. Taking advantage of a distant family connection, Jamie has wangled the invitation in the hope of finding a buyer for one of their gemstones; he has no desire to present himself at his aunt’s door in rags.


The dinner is successful in more ways than one; another of the guests, Baron Penzler, agrees to buy a ruby, thus providing the Frasers with much-needed capital—money both to supply their own needs, and to send back to Scotland, in partial payment of Jamie’s promise to Laoghaire, the woman he had (reluctantly) married, under the conviction that Claire was lost to him forever.
Beyond the sale of the stone, though, the dinner party results in another interesting—and alarming—development. Governor Tryon, new to the Colony, but an able administrator, is actively seeking “men of worth” to settle the dangerous and unexploited backcountry of the Colony, by taking land grants from the Crown and sponsoring the settlement of the land by emigrants. Tryon offers Jamie such a grant, putting aside the minor consideration that Jamie is a Catholic—and as such, technically ineligible; only white male Protestants are allowed to hold land grants.
“The offer is one of considerable interest, ”Jamie said formally. “I must point out, however, that I am not a Protestant, nor are most of my kinsmen.”
The Governor pursed his lips in deprecation, lifting one brow.
“You are neither a Jew nor a Negro. I may speak as one gentleman to another, may I not? In all frankness, Mr. Fraser, there is the law, and then there is what is done.” He raised his glass with a small smile, setting the hook. “And I am convinced that you understand that as well as I do.”
“Possibly better,” Jamie murmured, with a polite smile.
Initially bewildered by the alacrity of the Governor’s offer, Claire quickly grasps Jamie’s explanation of Tryon’s reasoning: Jamie is closely connected with the Camerons, a wealthy and influential family in the Colony. At the same time, Jamie himself is an “incomer,” with no existing ties or loyalties—save to the Governor, who is offering him land. Tryon knows Jamie for a soldier, and a man accustomed to command; who better to settle a part of the colony alive with unrest and the discontented agitations of the Regulators, an association of backcountry men with strong—and often violent—objections to the capricious and sometimes illegal behavior of the Crown’s appointees?
“The trouble is damped down but not settled,” Jamie said, shrugging. “And damp powder may smolder for a long time, Sassenach, but once it catches, it goes off with an almighty bang.”
Would Tryon think it worth the investment, to buy the loyalty and obligation of an experienced soldier, himself in turn commanding the loyalty and service of the men under his sponsorship, all settled in a remote and troublesome area of the colony?
I would myself have called the prospect cheap, at the cost of a hundred pounds and a few measly acres of the Kings land. His Majesty had quite a lot of it, after all.
The proposal bears little risk for Tryon; if Jamie doesn’t perform as the Governor desires, Tryon need only “discover” Jamie’s Catholicism, and a Royal court would revoke the grant.
The risk to Jamie is substantial—even more than he himself realizes, or so Claire fears. She has seen his gravestone in Scotland; presumably this means he will die there. So long as he remains in the New World, then, he must be safe? Intriguing as the Governor’s proposal is, she feels it’s not worth the risk of losing Jamie. If he goes to Scotland to raise a band of emigrants to settle his land, he may never come back.
At the same time, the prospect is undeniably tempting; to be once again what he once was—a laird, with land and tenants to care for and be sustained by. Claire decides to keep her silence—for now.
If Jamie is tempted, he is also cautious. He wishes to see the land the Governor proposes to give him, and assess its prospects before making a decision. Besides, he is anxious to visit his aunt Jocasta—his mother’s widowed sister, the last survivor of the MacKenzies of Leoch. Jocasta Cameron may be able to tell him more of conditions in the Colony, and give him enough information to decide on his course of action.
Jocasta Cameron’s estate, River Run, lies some two hundred miles north of Wilmington. Gritting his teeth, Jamie agrees to make the journey by river— much faster than the overland route. His dread of seasickness fades as the Sally Ann makes its way up the Cape Fear—but mal de mer is not the only danger on the river.

The Fraser party is wakened at dawn by an unwelcome intrusion: river pirates, led by their erstwhile acquaintance, Stephen Bonnet. Bonnet’s goal is the gems that they carry—but one of his associates spies Claire’s wedding rings, and tries to take them by force. Claire succeeds in swallowing her silver ring and thus preserving it, but the gold band that once linked her to Frank Randall is gone.
Arriving before his only kinswoman penniless and ragged with travel is galling to Jamie’s pride, but they now have little choice. As it is, Jocasta’s welcome is more than warm—and their raggedness passes unremarked, for Jocasta Cameron is blind.
The Widow Cameron greets her long-lost nephew with joy, making him welcome to her house and lands. While some part of her generosity is undoubtedly due to family feeling, Claire quickly realizes that Jocasta is also the last of the MacKenzies of Leoch—a family “charming as the larks in the field—but sly as foxes with it,“ as Jamie once remarked of his kin.
Jocasta’s ulterior motives are slowly revealed. Widowed and blind, she must depend on the help of two men to run her large and thriving plantation: Ulysses, the black butler who serves as her eyes and runs her household, and Byrnes, the white overseer who acts as her hands, running the slaves, who do the profitable work of timbering and producing the valuable stores of turpentine, tar, pitch, and spars that River Run sells to the Royal Navy. Ulysses is a devoted and able servant; Byrnes is a violent, drunken sot, whose ineptitude has jeopardized the lucrative Naval contracts on which River Run depends.
A terrible incident at the sawmill demonstrates Byrnes’s unfitness; an altercation with one of the slaves ends with the slave attempting to remove Byrnes’s head with a timber knife. Succeeding only in depriving the overseer of an ear, the slave is automatically condemned to death under the Colony’s law of bloodshed; any slave who sheds the blood of a white person must die, regardless of circumstance.
Farquard Campbell, another plantation owner, has come in haste, to tell Jocasta what has happened, and to summon Jamie. As Jocasta’s nearest male relative, neither Jocasta, Campbell—nor Jamie himself— questions his responsibility to go and deal with the situation. Claire, though, has considerable reservations about the whole affair.
“Execution? Do you mean to say you intend to execute a man without even knowing what he’s done?” In my agitation, I had knocked Jocasta’s basket of yarn over. Little balls of colored wool ran everywhere, bouncing on the carpet.
“I do know what’s he done, Mrs. Fraser!” Campbell lifted his chin, his color high, but with an obvious effort, swallowed his impatience.
“Your pardon, ma’am. I know you are newly come here; you will find some of our ways difficult and even barbarous, but—”
“Too right I find them barbarous! What kind of law is it that condemns a man—”
“A slave—”
“A man! Condemns him without a trial, without even an investigation? What sort of law is that?”
“A bad one, madame!” he snapped. “But it is still the law, and I am charged with its fulfillment. Mr. Fraser, are you ready?” He clapped the hat on his head and turned to Jamie.
Arriving at the sawmill, the Frasers find they are too late, a lynching has already taken place. Jamie goes at once to deal with Byrnes and his assistants; Claire’s attention is for the gruesomely injured slave.

Hastily assessing the situation, she realizes that while the man is terribly injured, there is a faint possibility that she might save his life—at least temporarily.
No one was paying any attention to the true object of the discussion. Only seconds had passed—but I had only seconds more to act. I placed a hand on Jamie’s arm, pulling his attention away from the debate.
“If I save him, will they let him live?” I asked him, under my breath.
His eyes flicked from one to another of the men behind me, weighing the possibilities.
“No,” he said softly. His eyes met mine, dark with understanding. His shoulders straightened slightly, and he laid the pistol across his thighs. I could not help him make his choice; he could not help with mine— but he would defend me, whichever choice I made.
“Give me the third bottle from the left, second row,” I said.
The third bottle from the left contains aconite, a quick and deadly poison.
One-fiftieth grain will kill a sparrow in a few seconds. One-tenth grain, a rabbit in five minutes … I tried to hear nothing, feel nothing, know nothing but the jerky beat beneath my fingers. I tried with all my might to shut out the voices overhead, the murmur nearby, the heat and dust and stink of blood, to forget where I was, and what I was doing.
Claire returns to River Run with Jamie, troubled not only by the experience at the sawmill but by her growing realization that Jamie’s bonds of kinship make him indeed a part of this society, with all its capacity for injustice, violence, and terror, as well as its promises of wealth and adventure. What Farquard Campbell has told them is true; Jocasta needs a man to deal with the harsh exigencies of the plantation’s affairs—and Jamie is, by blood and obligation—the natural choice.
To complicate matters further, Lieutenant Wolff, who negotiates the quarterly Naval contracts, has offered marriage to Jocasta—not, as she tartly observes, from desire of her person, but rather in order to become master of River Run. So far, she has evaded the Lieutenant’s attempts, with the help of her old friend Farquard Campbell—but the Lieutenant is pressing hard, pointing out that Jocasta cannot run the plantation without a man, and threatening loss of the valuable Naval contracts.

Caught in this delicate situation, Jocasta perceives Jamie’s arrival as the answer to prayer—and soon forms a plan. She will have a great party, she declares, to make her nephew and his wife known to the Scottish community of Cape Fear. To this end, every influential person in the area is summoned to River Run, and Claire and Jamie are outfitted with great splendor— though not without arousing some suspicions.
Jamie clearly suspects that Jocasta is up to something; he tells Claire to stay alert, ready to create a diversion, should he signal to her during the dinner. However, Jocasta’s arrival forestalls his explanation, leaving Claire alert—but not knowing why.
In the event, a diversion is provided, but not by Claire; the dinner party is interrupted by the dramatic arrival of Duncan Innes with John Quincy Myers—the mountain man having achieved a majestic state of drunkenness in anticipation of Claire’s performing surgery on his hernia. Faced with the prostrate form of her prospective patient, Claire is dubious about the wisdom of doing surgery with the assistance of whisky-induced anesthesia, but is persuaded. As Jamie observes, “He may ne’er have the nerve or the money to get that drunk again.”
Performing a hernia repair on the dinner table, before the cream of Cape Fear society, may possibly not have been precisely what Jocasta Cameron had in mind by way of presenting her new niece socially, but it does make an impression—and effectively, if only temporarily, prevents the announcement of whatever scheme Jocasta may have had in mind herself.

That scheme is shortly revealed; Jamie takes Claire outside to talk, leaving the unconscious Mr. Myers recovering in the care of a slave. The butler, Ulysses, had told Jamie what his mistress intended, just before dinner; with Jamie garbed in his dead uncle’s Highland dress, and sitting in Hector Cameron’s place at the head of the table, Jocasta meant to rise and announce before the assembled company that she was making Jamie her heir—laird of River Run.
The prospect is glittering … but also daunting. River Run’s prosperity depends on the work of slaves, and Claire recoils from the prospect of being a slave owner— the more so when Jamie explains that they could not legally free the slaves of River Run, even after Jocasta’s death; in fear of an armed uprising, the North Carolina Assembly allows slaves to be manumitted only one at a time, and only by approval of the Assembly.
Claire doesn’t see how she can possibly live as a slave owner, but keeps quiet for the moment, unwilling to impose her own moral concerns on Jamie as he wrestles with the problem. He is, however, quite aware of her reservations—and has his own doubts about Jocasta’s offer, as well.
“Her husband is dead. Whether she was fond of him or no, she is mistress here now, with none to answer to. And she enjoys the taste of power too well to spit it out.”
He was plainly correct in this assessment of Jocasta Cameron’s character, and therein lay the key to her plan. She needed a man; someone to go into those places she could not go, to deal with the Navy, to handle the chores of a large estate that she could not manage because of her blindness.
At the same time, she patently did not want a husband; someone who would usurp her power and dictate to her. Had he not been a slave, Ulysses could have acted for her—but while he could be her eyes and ears, he could not be her hands.
No, Jamie was the perfect choice; a strong, competent man, able to command respect among peers, compel obedience in subordinates. One knowledgeable in the management of land and men. Furthermore, a man bound to her by kinship and obligation, there to do her bidding—but essentially powerless.
Reaching the edge of the river, Jamie helps Claire into a small boat and rows up to the creek where the sawmill stands— taking a troubled survey of the kingdom he is invited to rule, and reminding both himself and Claire of the difficulties that rule entails.
Disembarking at the sawmill, the Frasers find it standing eerie in the darkness, disquieting with the memory of blood. The mill is haunted by more than ghosts, though, and the smell of blood is real. A dying girl lies in the overseer’s bed, evidently the victim of a botched abortion … or of deliberate murder.
Investigations into the girl’s identity and her presence reveal that she is an army laundress, without family or connections. The public assumption is that, finding herself inconveniently with child, she would have sought to rid herself of the burden—but alone, or with someone’s help?
A step ahead of the investigation, Claire deduces the presence of a slave-woman known for her medical skills—a woman named Pollyanne, who has fled from her shack to hide in the woods, obviously afraid that she will be blamed for the death of the girl—and die in turn, a victim of the bloodshed law.
Jamie’s efforts to establish the girl’s identity take him into Cross Creek, to the garrison headquarters there, where he meets an old enemy—Sergeant Murchison, who, with his twin brother, was once an officer at Ardsmuir Prison. The Sergeant is no more pleased by the meeting than is Jamie, and his temper grows no better when he finds what errand has brought the Frasers to his office.
Returning from this acrimonious encounter, the Frasers discover that Duncan and Ian have succeeded in finding the slave-woman Pollyanne, whom they have hidden in a remote tobacco barn. Still, there is an urgent need to smuggle her away from the district, and Myers, nearly recovered from his public surgery, suggests a plan: He has friends among the Tuscarora tribe, and is sure that the Indians would accept the woman into one of their villages, where she would be safe.
Myers’s plan offers not only safety for Pollyanne, but advantages for Jamie—he can remove himself from his aunt’s scheming long enough to make up his own mind without pressure, he can avoid the antagonistic presence of Sergeant Murchison— and in the process of delivering Pollyanne to her refuge, he can survey the mountainous backcountry land offered to him by Governor Tryon, in order to weigh the possibilities afforded.
A small expedition accordingly sets off for the mountains: Myers, Pollyanne, Jamie, Claire—and Young Ian, who is keen to see adventure and Red Indians. Duncan remains behind to help Jocasta with the business of the estate.
Once into the mountains, the party separates; Myers and Young Ian make their way into the Tuscarora’s territory, to deliver Pollyanne, while Claire and Jamie make their way upward into the mountains.
As they travel, Claire is torn between joy in Jamie’s evident delight—he is at home in the free air of the mountains, as he is nowhere else—and fear of what that joy might mean. She has seen his tombstone in Scotland; so long as he stays in America, she thinks, he will be safe. But if he should decide to take up the Governor’s offer, he will need men to settle the land— and where else should he get them, save in Scotland?
At last, they come to a high ridge, covered in wild strawberries, which Jamie takes as a sign. The strawberry plant is the emblem of clan Fraser—the white flower for courage, green leaves for constancy, and the fruit for passion, shaped like a heart. It is a good place, one that speaks to the Highlander. What would she think? Jamie asks. Would she be willing to settle here with him? Plant crops, raise beasts, build a cabin—establish their new life here, high in the mountains, free of the obligations and uncertainties of life in the valley?
Claire sees the hope and the joy in him, but cannot share it for fear. At last, she breaks down and confides what she fears; that if he goes to Scotland to raise men for the land, he will die there.
Apprised of her fears, Jamie is incredulous. How, he demands, does she expect him to go to Scotland and raise men— walking on the water? While they have some capital now, from the sale of one stone, they are a long way from rich. Besides, he adds reassuringly, he does not intend to go to Scotland. If he should be so foolhardy as to take up the Governor’s invitation, he would instead seek out the men of Ardsmuir—his men, transported to the Colonies.

And why, Claire demands, should these men follow him? Those who survived will have worked out their indenturement; many will have begun new lives. Why should they abandon everything, risk everything, to follow him?
“You did, Sassenach,” he said.
IN THE INVERNESS of 1969, Roger Wakefield is waiting impatiently for the arrival of Brianna. Beyond the joy of seeing her again, there is an extra dimension to his anticipation; he means to ask her to marry him.
The arrival of the postman with a forwarded letter for Brianna exposes a certain complication, though; Brianna has—without telling Roger—begun searching the historical record for any mention of her parents. Roger is at first hurt that she didn’t tell him, but understands her ambivalence; the fear of finding out versus the fear of never knowing. In fact, he may be the only person in the world who truly does understand.

He will help her, he says. Beyond a simple desire to assist the girl he loves lies both personal curiosity and a certain personal concern; he fears that she cannot or will not give herself fully to a life with him in the present, if her questions of the past remain unanswered.
The two continue with the long job of clearing up the Reverend Wakefield’s effects, and the business of dismantling his childhood home increases Roger’s longing for a home and family of his own—and for Brianna as his wife, always by his side. For her part, Brianna makes it clear that she wants him, too, and so emboldened, Roger asks her to marry him as they walk home from the midnight services on Christmas Eve.
“I want you, Brianna,” he said softly. “I cannot be saying it plainer than that. I love you. Will you marry me?”
She didn’t say anything, but her face changed, like water when a stone is thrown into it. He could see it plainly as his own reflection in the bleakness of a tarn.
“You didn’t want me to say that.” The fog had settled in his chest; he was breathing ice, crystal needles piercing heart and lungs. “You didn’t want to hear it, did you?
She shook her head, wordless.
“Aye. Well.” With an effort, he let go her hand. “That’s all right,” he said, surprised at the calmness in his voice. “You’ll not be worried about it, aye?”
Brianna is worried about it, though; what worries her is not doubt of her feelings for Roger, nor his for her—what troubles her is the possibility that they won’t last. They can’t be wed at once, she points out; she has another year of schooling, Roger has his position at the university to think of. What if something were to happen in the meantime, what if one of them was to meet someone else?
She leaned against the lamppost, hands behind her, and met his eyes directly. “I think I love you, too.”
He didn’t realize he had been holding his breath until he let it out.
“Ah. You do.” The water had condensed in his hair, and icy trickles were running down his neck. “Mmphm. Aye, and is the operative word there ’think,’ then, or is it ’love’?”
She relaxed, just a little, and swallowed. “Both.”
She held up a hand as he started to speak.
“I do—I think. But—but I can’t help thinking what happened to my mother. I don’t want that to happen to me.”
“Your mother?” Simple astonishment was succeeded by a fresh burst of outrage. “What? You’re thinking of bloody Jamie Fraser? Ye think ye cannot be satisfied with a boring historian—ye must have a—a— great passion, as she did for him, and you think I’ll maybe not measure up?”
“No! I’m not thinking of Jamie Fraser!
I’m thinking of my father!“ She shoved her hands deep in the pockets of her jacket, and swallowed hard. She’d stopped crying, but there were tears on her lashes, clotting them in spikes.
“She meant it when she married him—I could see it, in those pictures you gave me. She said ’better or worse, richer, poorer’— and she meant it. And then … and then she met Jamie Fraser, and she didn’t mean it anymore.”
Her mouth worked silently for a moment, looking for words.
“I—I don’t blame her, not really, not after I thought about it. She couldn’t help it, and I—when she talked about him, I could see how much she loved him—but don’t you see, Roger? She loved my father, too—but then something happened. She didn’t expect it and it wasn’t her fault—but it made her break her word. I won’t do that, not for anything.”
IF SHE TAKES A VOW, Brianna says stubbornly, she’ll keep it—no matter what. But she will not take that vow until she’s positive she can keep it. She loves him, she wants him; she’ll sleep with him, if he likes—but she won’t marry him; not yet. Seeing that there is no moving her, Roger reluctantly accepts her decision—though with his own warning. He will have her all, he says … or not at all.
And so matters rest between them, symbolized by Roger’s Christmas gift— a plain silver bracelet, engraved in French:
“JE T’AIME
…“
it says. “Un peu, beau-coup, passionement, pas du tout.” I love
you. A little, a lot, passionately… not at all.
HAVING FOUND a place he feels his own, Jamie asks Claire to stay and begin their life on the mountain at once; not even returning to Cross Creek, where Jocasta spreads her tempting nets of obligation. The cost of labor and hardship seems small, measured against the prospect of freedom.
Ian stays with them to help in the building of their first simple shelter, Myers returning to Cross Creek to deliver Jamie’s letter of acceptance to the Governor, apprise Jocasta of her nephew’s decision— and bring back with him such supplies as may be needed to build a cabin and plant a small crop in the spring.
In the course of exploring, Claire and Jamie have met some of the Indians whose hunting territory lies nearby; the Tuscarora chief, Nacognaweto, and two of his sons, who were most impressed by Jamie’s prowess in killing a bear with his dirk. As the Frasers work on their new habitation, Nacognaweto returns, bringing with him his womenfolk—his wife, his stepdaughter, and his grandmother, Nayawenne, who is a singer and a healer—bearing gifts of food.

Nayawenne recognizes Claire as a kindred spirit, and shows her many of the useful plants that grow nearby. The old woman seems to know her, and eventually tells her that they have met before, in a dream; a dream in which Claire appeared as a white raven—rather a sinister omen. In parting, the old woman makes a cryptic prophecy, telling Claire not to worry: “Sickness comes from the gods. It won’t be your fault.”
IT IS A FRAGILE and tenuous foothold that they have upon the mountain as winter sets in—but a foothold, for all that. As the snows come down, the Frasers turn inward, to each other, taking pleasure in their close companionship and the warmth of their small cabin. They talk now and then of their daughter, Claire telling Jamie stories of Brianna, he confiding his dreams of her, and his curiosity about this child he’s never seen.

“If she goes on wi’ the history—d’ye think she’ll find us? Written down somewhere, I mean?”
The thought had honestly not occurred to me, and for a moment I lay quite still. Then I stretched a bit, and laid my head on his shoulder with a small laugh, not altogether humorous.
“I shouldn’t think so. Not unless we were to do something newsworthy.” I gestured vaguely toward the cabin wall and the endless wilderness outside. “Not much chance of that here, I don’t imagine. And she’d have to be deliberately looking, in any case.”
“Would she?”
I was silent for a moment, breathing the musky, deep scent of him.
“I hope not,” I said quietly, at last. “She should have her own life—not spend her time looking back.” The fire crackled softly to itself casting red and yellow highlights on the wooden walls of our snug refuge, and we lay in quiet peace, not bothering to sort out whose limbs were whose. On the very verge of sleep, I felt Jamie’s breath, warm on my neck.
“She’ll look,” he said, with certainty.
BRIANNA IS LOOKING, searching history for traces of her parents, seeking identity and reassurance. Roger, unsure of her wisdom and afraid of what she might find, still is helping with the search, understanding her need as only a man raised without a father could.
Roger’s fears are borne out, though, when he discovers a small announcement in an eighteenth-century newspaper, reporting the deaths by fire of one James Fraser and his wife, Claire, in North Carolina in 1776. Shocked and grieved himself, he hesitates to show the clipping to Brianna—not only out of reluctance to hurt her, but from a deeper fear; there is still time. If Brianna were to risk the journey through the standing stones, she might reach her parents before the date of the fire. If he tells her what he has found, she may well insist on going, whether in an attempt to save them—or only to seize the last chance of seeing the father she has never known.
Roger is himself convinced that history cannot change; Brianna cannot save her parents or alter their fate. He understands an orphan’s longing for knowledge and connection, all too well. If she goes through the stones, though, she may be lost to him forever. Wracked by pangs of guilt, Roger reaches his conclusion; he will not show Brianna the announcement. Lest she find it herself, he makes up his mind that he must now try to dissuade her gently from her search, telling her that he has found nothing, trying to persuade her, bit by bit, that it is both fruitless and unhealthy to look backward too much; better that she turn her thoughts to the future— with him.
But knowledge once gained cannot be unlearned, and Roger cannot turn his own thoughts so easily away from his visions of fire and haunting loneliness.
ON FRASER’S RIDGE, the tiny homestead is slowly prospering and Claire’s reputation as a healer is spreading to the far-flung farms of the nearby countryside. She makes her medical rounds on horseback, traveling—mostly—unafraid through the mountains. The wilderness has its dangers, though; returning from attendance at a birth, she is thrown from her horse during a thunderstorm and stranded miles from anywhere, lost, wet, and completely alone.
Taking refuge from the storm beneath the upflung roots of a giant red cedar that has toppled in the wind, she sinks into the troubled sleep of cold, hunger, and exhaustion, waking to a sense of someone nearby. Searching in the darkness for her shoes, she makes instead a bizarre discovery: a buried skull, and with it a smooth rock with an incised petroglyph. More disturbing still, the skull shows clear evidence of violence; the man—whoever he was— had been beheaded.
Waiting out the hours of the night, with nothing but this macabre companion, she sees a light coming down the slope toward her refuge.
THERE WAS A LIGHT
on the ridge. A small spark, growing to a flame. At first I thought it was the lightning-blasted tree, some smoldering ember come to life—but then it moved. It glided slowly down the
hill toward me, floating just above the bushes.

I sprang to my feet, realizing only then that I had no shoes on. Frantically, I groped about the floor, covering the small space again and again. But it was no use. My shoes were gone.
I seized the skull and stood barefoot, turning to face the light.
I
CLUTCHED THE SKULL
closer. It wasn’t much of a weapon—but somehow I didn’t think that whatever was coming would be deterred by knives or pistols, either.
It wasn’t only that the wet surroundings made it seem grossly improbable that anyone was strolling through the woods with a flaming torch. The light didn’t burn like a pine torch or oil lantern. It didn’t flicker, but burned with a soft, steady glow.
It floated a few feet above the ground, just about where someone would hold a torch they carried before them….
It is an Indian who holds the torch; a man dressed in breechclout and war paint, a man with his face painted black.
I was invisible, completely hidden in the darkness of my refuge, while the torch he held washed him in soft light, gleaming off his hairless chest and shoulders, shadowing the orbits of his eyes. But he knew I was there.
I didn’t dare to move. My breath sounded painfully loud in my ears. He simply stood there, perhaps a dozen feet away, and looked straight into the dark where I was, as though it were the broadest day. And the light of his torch burned steady and soundless, pallid as a corpse candle, the wood of it not consumed.
“WHATEVER DO YOU WANT?“ I said, and only then realized that we had been in some sort of communication for some time. Whatever this was, it had no words. Nothing coherent passed between us—but something passed, nonetheless….
“What do you want?” I said again, feeling helpless. “I can’t do anything for you. I know you’re there; I can see you. But that’s all.”
Nothing moved, no words were spoken. But quite clearly the thought formed in my mind, in a voice that was not my own.
That’s enough, it said.
With the disappearance of the mysterious apparition, Claire sinks gradually back into a troubled sleep, waking again to the welcome realization of daylight and of rescue: Jamie, Ian, and Ian’s dog Rollo have found her.
Once past the relief of reunion, Claire asks how they found her, so far from home and with no knowledge that she was lost in the first place. Jamie replies that they had been asleep the night before, but were suddenly awakened by Rollo’s baying, flinging himself at the cabin door, insistent on a pursuit of some kind. Catching up their plaids and mounting their horses, they had followed the wolf-dog to Claire’s refuge.
Delighted to be rescued, but still puzzled by the means, Claire wonders how Rollo could have led them to her.
“We searched the clearing” Jamie said, “from the penfold to the spring, and didna find a thing—except these.” He reached into his sporran and drew out my shoes. He looked up into my face, his own quite expressionless.
“They were sitting on the doorstep, side by side.”
Every hair on my body rose. I lifted the flask and drained the last of the brandy-wine. The brandywine was buzzing in my ears, swaddling my wits in a warm, sweet blanket, but I had enough sense left to tell me that for Rollo to have followed a trail back to me… someone had walked all that way in my shoes.
RETURNED TO THE SAFETY of home on the Ridge, Claire tells Jamie of her experience on the mountain, and shows him the stone that was buried with the skull; it is a large opal, the rocky matrix incised in the shape of a spiral, showing the fiery stone beneath.
If the stone and the apparition were mysterious, the skull is more so. Examining it for the first time in the light of day, Claire notes both the severed vertebrum that indicates the victim was beheaded, and the shattered teeth that further betokened a violent end. The real shock, though, lies in the teeth that are whole— the molars of the skull have silver fillings.
“My God,” I said, all tiredness forgotten. “My God,” I said, to the empty eyes and the lopsided grin. “Who were you?”

BACK IN THE FUTURE, Roger is grimly wrestling with his own mysteries; his campaign of discouragement is bearing sour fruit. Brianna’s letters keep coming, but the tone is changed—friendly, but increasingly distant. Has his attempt to keep her from looking for her parents succeeded only in driving her away from him?
ON FRASER’S RIDGE, the peace of daily life has been disrupted; first, by the arrival of a Tuscaroran hunting party, one of whose members is ill with measles, and then by the appearance of a rattlesnake in the privy. Such mundane considerations are overshadowed, however, by another unexpected arrival—Lord John Grey and his son, William.
Or rather, his stepson. The boy is the son of his wife’s dead sister and the late Earl of Ellesmere. William is now Viscount Ashness, ninth Earl of Ellesmere— so far as the world is concerned.
Claire is shocked, both by the boy’s appearance—(He did look quite a bit like Jamie, but it was my memories of Brianna that had caused that instant jolt of recognition when I saw him. Only ten years her junior, the childish outlines of his face were much more similar to hers than to Jamie’s)—and by his presence. What has possessed Grey to bring the boy here? For that matter, what is Grey himself doing here?
Grey’s explanation is plausible enough; his wife, Isobel, en route to join him in Jamaica, has died aboard ship. In consequence of her death, Grey had decided not to remain in Jamaica, but to take Willie— naturally much distressed by the loss of his mother—to Virginia, where his late wife had property. Grey must decide what to do with the property, and hoped that the diversions of the journey might distract William from his grief.

Claire is not convinced by this; even if it is, as Grey claims, no more than a slight diversion to visit Fraser’s Ridge, it involves some risk. What if William remembers a groom named MacKenzie—or worse, notices the resemblance that is so clear to Claire? While Grey might possibly have meant only to allow Jamie a glimpse of his son, she thinks it much more likely that his purpose is more personal. “Always difficult to harbor warm feelings for a man with a professed homosexual passion for one’s husband, after all,” as she says.
The visit is uneventful, though, until the Indian in the corncrib dies of his illness. Beyond natural distress at the event, his death presents the Frasers with a delicate problem: how to inform his people of his demise. Claire insists that they cannot take the body to his people for burial; to do so would risk infecting them. But to bury it themselves might arouse suspicion that the Frasers have had a hand in his death, and are concealing it.
The problem is both compounded and resolved by Lord John’s coming down with measles himself. William cannot be exposed to the illness, Claire says; best for Jamie to take the boy with him to the Tuscarora village. Jamie can enlist Nacognaweto’s help in informing the dead man’s family of his death, and at the same time, remove Willie from danger. The fact that this plan would also give Jamie a few days in the company of his son is one that passes unremarked—though not unnoticed.
Willie objects fiercely to leaving his beloved stepfather, desperately afraid that John Grey will die, too—like both his mothers, and like the Indian in the corn-crib, whose death Willie has witnessed. Still, he is obliged to go with Jamie, and the two establish wary respect and a tentative liking for each other on the journey— as much, Jamie thinks, as he may ever have with this boy, and a gift for which he is grateful; or tries to be.
It wasn’t stubbornness, or even loyalty, that had made Willie insist on staying at the Ridge. It was love of John Grey, and fear of his loss. And it was the same love that made the boy weep in the night, desperate with worry for his father.
An unaccustomed weed of jealousy sprang up in Jamie’s heart, stinging like nettles. He stamped firmly on it; he was fortunate indeed to know that his son enjoyed a loving relationship with his stepfather. There, that was the weed stamped out. The stamping, though, seemed to have left a small bruised spot on his heart; he could feel it when he breathed.
Back on Fraser’s Ridge, Claire is nursing two sick men—Young Ian having also contracted the measles—and wrestling with her own resentments of John Grey. She finds these tempered, though, by a reluctantly growing liking for the man that is answered by his own for her—equally reluctant.
Edgy and jealous of each other, Lord John and Claire at last come to a grudging recognition of what they have in common; not only a love for Jamie Fraser, but a deep honesty that forces each to admit the other’s virtues, and see what it is that Jamie values in each of them. Presuming on this honesty, Claire asks bluntly why Lord John has come.
“You ASKED ME why I came; you questioned my motives; you accused me of jealousy. Perhaps you don’t want to know, because if you did, you could not keep thinking of me as you choose to.”
“And how the hell do you know what I choose to think of you?”
His mouth twisted in an expression that might have been a sneer on a less handsome face.
“Don’t I?”
I looked him full in the face for a minute, not troubling to hide anything at all.
“You did mention jealousy,” he said quietly, after a moment.
“So I did. So did you.”
He turned his head away, but continued after a moment.
“When I heard that Isobel was dead… it meant nothing to me. We had lived together for years, though we had not seen each other for nearly two years. We shared a bed; we shared a life, I thought. I should have cared. But I didn’t.”
He took a deep breath. I saw the bedclothes stir as he settled himself.
“You mentioned generosity. It wasn’t that. I came to see… whether I can still feel,” he said. His head was still turned away, staring at the hide-covered window, grown dark with the night. There was plenty of the infusion left. I poured another cup and held it out to Lord John. Surprised, he sat upright and took it from me.
“And now that you’ve come, and seen him—do you still have feelings?” I said.
He stared at me for a moment, eyes unblinking in the candlelight.
“I do, yes.” Hand steady as a rock, he picked up the cup and drank. “God help me,” he added, so casual as almost to seem offhand.
JAMIE AND WILLIE reach the Tuscarora village of Anna Ooka, but something is wrong; the village is in flames, the houses half-burnt and the people gone. Leaving Willie in hiding, Jamie goes cautiously in search of the inhabitants, who he finds encamped not far away. It is not a raid, not war; they have packed their belongings for an orderly withdrawal.
Sickness, replies Nacognaweto, when asked what has happened. Measles has come into the village, killing nearly half the people. The survivors are leaving, intending to take refuge in another village to the north. Without their shaman, their singer, there was no cure for the sickness. Has Jamie seen her, Nacognaweto asks? Nayawenne had gone to the forest, seeking a vision to help the stricken village, attended by Gabrielle and her daughter, Berthe; none of the women has returned.

Jamie has no knowledge of the women; there is nothing he can do to help, and his original mission has been lost in the enormity of the catastrophe that has overtaken the Indians.
He went, the grief of the place clinging to him like the smoke that permeated clothes and hair. And within his charred heart as he left the camp sprang a small green shoot of selfishness, relief that the grief was—for this time—not his own. His woman still lived. His children were safe.
OR AT LEAST he thinks they are. Willie will go on to his new life in Virginia with Lord John, but in the future, Brianna has been making her own plans.
A letter from Bree cancels plans for the summer, telling Roger she intends instead to go to Sri Lanka for a conference, and nearly convincing him that all is lost. At once enraged and depressed at the news, he accepts an offer himself, to lead a seminar in Oxford, rather than returning to the Highlands, where Brianna’s absence would be even more painfully felt.
Returning to his rooms at the end of the seminar, though, Roger finds unexpected hope. Four heavy boxes, filled with memories: the family silver, old photographs, ancient toys, and jewelry. The note with them reads, “You once told me that everybody needs a history. This is mine. Will you keep it with yours?” The note is signed simply “B,” in Brianna’s strong black hand.
Roger’s puzzlement increases and his elation abates as he grasps the implications of this delivery. Consternation changes to alarm when he dumps out the contents of Brianna’s jewelry box to find two items missing: his silver bracelet, which she always wears—and her grandmother’s pearls … which she never wears.
Rushing to the phone, he calls Boston, hoping against hope that his apprehensions are unfounded.
It took forever to get the international operator on the line, and a longer time yet of vague electronic poppings and buzzings, before he heard the click of connection followed by a faint ringing. One ring, two, then a click, and his heart leapt. She was home!
“We’re sorry,” said a woman’s pleasant, impersonal voice, “that number has been disconnected, or is no longer in service.”
A quick call to Joseph Abernathy, Claire’s friend and Bree’s informal guardian, reveals that Brianna has come to the Highlands, and Roger at once heads for Inverness, hot on her trail. The trail leads, as he feared, directly to the stone circle on Craigh na Dun. She has gone back in search of her parents—without telling him.
Fear for her safety is mixed with rage at her abandonment—and guilt at his own betrayal. Whether she has found the news item he tried to conceal from her, or whether her flight into the past has been impelled by something else, the fact remains: Brianna is gone, and there is only one way to follow—if he can.
Roger finds unexpected help in Inverness. The granddaughter of Mrs. Graham, the Reverend’s old housekeeper, Fiona has inherited more from her granny than a talent for scones and clotted cream. She is the leader of the group of women who dance on Craigh na Dun at dawn on the Feast of Beltane; she is the caller of the sun. More important, she knows something of Gillian Edgars, the woman who vanished into the past and transformed herself into the witch Geillis Duncan.

Gillian has left behind her grimoire, her book of magic—or in this case, her speculations as to the means of time travel. Fiona has read it, and knows what Roger means to attempt. A loyal friend, she offers her help and goes with him to the circle on Midsummer’s Eve, the ancient sun feast of Litha. If Geillis was right in her speculations, the door of time stands widest open on fire feast and sun feast—and the stones are buzzing as Roger approaches.
His first attempt ends in failure—and near death. Entering the time passage, Roger is thinking of his own father, long dead, and wondering whether … The result of this is a brief and ghostly meeting with his father, and an almost catastrophic meeting with himself; by inadvertence, he has crossed his own lifeline, and the impossibility of existing twice in the same time has blown him out of the stones to lie unconscious on the grass, his clothes in flames, where his mother’s garnet-crusted locket, carried for luck, has vaporized in his pocket.
Still, he is not dead—and many previous time-travelers have ended up that way. Evidently, Geillis’s injunctions regarding the protective benefit of gemstones have merit. Fiona gives him her diamond engagement ring, insisting that he take it. Summoning strength and resolve for another try, he takes farewell of Fiona and walks back through the stones, clinging tightly to his thoughts of Brianna.

The Bridge at Inverness.

BRIANNA HAS INDEED reached her destination—at least the first leg of it. Not knowing exactly where her parents may be, she goes to Lallybroch in search of information, and finds more than she bargained for: an unexpectedly large, warm family—and Laoghaire MacKenzie Fraser, her father’s second wife.
Reeling from Laoghaire’s bitter accusations against her father, she is supported and reassured by Ian and Jenny, who tell her that her parents are both well and safe, though very distant, in the wilds of North Carolina. She insists that she will go to them, no matter how far or how difficult the journey. Eager to help, but dubious about her safety, her uncle and cousin insist that she engage a servant to accompany her.
The servant is not precisely what Ian and Young Jamie had envisioned; far from the protectively muscular manservant they had in mind, Brianna’s choice falls on a wispy young girl, Elizabeth Wemyss, whose father begs Brianna to buy his daughter’s contract of indenture, in order to save her from the hands of a man whom he fears has dishonorable intentions.
Sure of her ability to take care of herself and Lizzie, Brianna insists that the girl will be her maid, and the two embark for North Carolina, with Brianna assuring her new servant that they will find Lizzie’s father—himself sold as a bondsman in the Colonies—as soon as they find Brianna’s.
ROGER’S SECOND ATTEMPT to pass through the stones is successful. Seeking traces of Brianna, he heads at once for Inverness, to consult the shipping registers and—if he can determine where she has gone—to make arrangements to follow her himself.
She is there—or rather, her name is there, inscribed as a passenger on the Phillip Alonzo, headed for the southern Colonies. Roger takes the first opportunity to follow, shipping as a hand on the Gloriana, bound for the Carolinas—captained by one Stephen Bonnet, who has the reputation of a fair but ruthless man.
Embarked on the long sea journey, Roger finds his loneliness slightly assuaged by watching the Scottish passengers— themselves embarked on a passage no less hazardous than his own, but willing to forsake home and country for the chance of a better life for themselves and their children.
This hope will prove vain for some. One night Roger is waked by a terrible commotion near the hold; smallpox has broken out among the passengers, and in an effort to prevent the disease from spreading the sailors are throwing the victims—many of them children—overboard to drown.
Joining the melee, Roger sees two dark figures crouched in the shadow near the cargo hold; one attacks him—a tall, fair man, whom he had noticed before. Not for the man’s own sake, but for the sake of his wife, a bonny wee girl named Morag MacKenzie, who has a nursing child.
The passengers’ revolt is subdued and the survivors clapped under hatches. But what of the second figure Roger has seen? He goes unobserved to the cargo hold next day, to make his own investigation. What he finds is what he suspected: Morag MacKenzie, hidden with her child. The boy has a rash on his face; in the panic over the pox he would certainly be dispatched with the rest. But it is not smallpox, Morag insists; nothing but a teething rash. It will clear within a few days; until then she must hide, to save baby Jemmy’s life. Surely Roger will not give her away? Moved by her plight, he promises to keep her secret, and to bring her food, until she can safely come out.
But a ship is a small place, and little happens that does not come to the attention of the Captain. Coming from the hold in a dense fog next day, Roger meets Stephen Bonnet, who demands to know his reason for hiding the girl—and offers Roger a dreadful gamble: the toss of a coin for the infant’s life.
Roger wins the toss, and hears the strange story of Bonnet’s early life, and the death of a beggar man who lies under the foundation of a great house in Inverness, killed in Bonnet’s stead by the toss of a coin. A coin the Captain still holds— along with Roger’s fate.
He opened the hand that held the coin, and held it cupped thoughtfully before him, tilting it back and forth so the silver gleamed in the lantern light.
“Heads you live, and tails you die. A fair chance, would yez say, MacKenzie?”…
As in a dream, Roger felt the weight of the shilling drop once more into his hands. He heard the suck and hiss of the water on the hull, the blowing of the whales—and the suck and hiss of Bonnet’s breath as he drew on his cigar….
The fog had closed over the deck. There was nothing visible save the glowing coal of Bonnet’s cigar, a burning cyclops in the mist. The man might be a devil indeed, one eye closed to human misery, one eye open to the dark. And here Roger stood quite literally between the devil and the deep blue sea, with his fate shining silver in the palm of his hand.
“It is my life; I’ll make the call,” he said, and was surprised to hear his voice calm and steady. “Tails—tails is mine.” He threw, and caught, clasped his one hand hard against the back of the other, trapped the coin and its unknown sentence.
He closed his eyes and thought just once of Brianna. I’m sorry, he said silently to her, and lifted his hand.
A warm breath passed over his skin, and then he felt a spot of coolness on the back of his hand as the coin was picked up, but he didn’t move, didn’t open his eyes.
It was some time before he realized that he stood alone.
SAFELY ARRIVED INWILMINGTON, Brianna faces one more obstacle on her journey to find her parents; her maid, Lizzie, has contracted a mysterious fever that Brianna fears may be malaria; it comes and goes, leaving Lizzie sweat-drenched and shaking with chills. While the recurrent fever traps them in Wilmington for the moment, Lizzie’s sickness merely reinforces Brianna’s urgent need to find the Frasers—she must find her mother, who will know what to do for the fever, before Lizzie dies.

Leaving Lizzie in the care of the landlady, Brianna goes to sell their horses, in preparation for the journey upriver to Cross Creek; Jocasta Cameron will know where to find Claire and Jamie, she hopes. The fever breaks, as it has before, and Lizzie—weak but clear-eyed—greets Brianna upon her return to the inn with news that she has learned of Jamie Fraser’s whereabouts; he will be in the town of Cross Creek, a week’s travel upriver, come Monday week.
Fired by excitement, Brianna makes the arrangements to travel by canoe to Cross Creek—and returns to the inn in the evening, where she is found by Roger, who has jumped ship in Edenton, made his way to Wilmington, and has been searching the inns and taverns of the town.
His greeting is not quite what he might have hoped; Brianna’s initial joy at seeing him turns at once to shocked dismay. What, she demands to know, is he doing here? Looking for her, he heatedly replies, and what was her notion in rushing off through the stones without a word to him?
She arranged to deceive him, she informs him, because she was convinced that if he discovered what she was about to do, he would have tried his best to stop her. Roger can hardly deny the truth of that— he did in fact try to stop her, and can only hope she never finds out how.
But now what are they to do? she asks in evident distress. So far as she could determine, the only way of navigation through the currents of time is to have a point of attachment—a person whose presence in a time can draw the traveler to a safe haven.

“GETTING BACK!
You have to have somebody to go to—somebody you care for. You’re the only person I love at that end—or you were! How am I going to get back, if you’re here? And how will you get back, if I’m here?”
He stopped dead, fear and anger both forgotten, and his hands clamped tight on her wrists to stop her hitting him again.
“That’s why? That’s why you wouldn’t tell me? Because you love me? Jesus Christ!” She reached up and took hold of his wrist, but didn’t pull his hand away. He felt her swallow.
“Right,” he whispered. “Say it. I want to hear it.”
“I… love… you,” she said, between her teeth. “Got it?”
“Aye, I’ve got it.” He took her face between his hands, very gently, and drew her down. She came, arms trembling and giving way beneath her.
“You’re sure,” he said.
“Yes. What are we going to do?” she said, and began to cry.
“We.” She’d said we. She’d said she was sure.
Roger lay in the dust of the road, bruised, filthy, and starving, with a woman trembling and weeping against his chest, now
and then giving him a small thump with her fist. He had never felt happier in his life.
It will be all right, Roger assures her; there is another way—Geilie Duncan’s way. He has seen gemstones, in Stephen Bonnet’s possession aboard the Gloriana. He knows roughly where the Gloriana was going—he will find the ship, and get the gems, by whatever means are necessary.
Brianna is more than dubious; beyond the simple difficulties of finding the gems is the risk entailed. As she says, “They hang people for stealing in this time, Roger!”
He is insistent, though; he must act now, while the gems can be found—for what other chance might there be, in a place like this? One thing he wants, though, before he leaves.
Handfasting is an old and honorable Highland tradition; a couple may wed by this means, for a year and a day. At the end of that time, if they are well-suited, they may wed more formally, by kirk and Book; if not, they may part. Both Roger and Brianna are sure of themselves and their love—but with no minister at hand, and time so short…
If I make a vow like that, I’ll keep it— no matter what it costs me. Was she thinking of that now?

She brought their linked hands down together, and spoke with great deliberation.
“I, Brianna Ellen, take thee, Roger Jeremiah …” Her voice was scarcely louder than the beating of his own heart, but he heard every word. A breeze came through the tree, rattling the leaves, lifting her hair.
“… as long as we both shall live.”
The phrase meant a good bit more to each of them now, he thought, than it would have even a few months before. The passage through the stones was enough to impress anyone with the fragility of life.
There was a moment’s silence, broken only by the rustle of the leaves overhead and a distant murmur of voices from the tavern’s taproom. He raised her hand to his mouth and kissed it, on the knuckle of her fourth finger, where one day—God willing—her ring would be.
A BRIEF AND PASSIONATE wedding night, spent in a shed behind the inn, comes to an even more passionate end, when Brianna discovers accidentally just what it was that led Roger to find her in North Carolina. Finding that he had learned of the death notice months earlier, and had suppressed it, Brianna is enraged. How dare he presume to keep such a thing from her? she demands. He might have deprived her of the only chance ever to find the father she has never known!
Given that this was precisely what Roger intended to do, he finds himself with no defense but the—in her eyes, quite inadequate—truth: He wished to protect her from the dangers of the stones, from the risks of the past. At its simplest and most ignoble—he was afraid to lose her. Beyond that, he wished to save her pain; the future can’t be changed, he is convinced of it. She cannot save her parents.
Brianna’s response to this is immediate and furious. She will find her parents, she will save them from the fire—and as for Roger … he can bloody well go and get hanged if he wants to!
Stomping back into the inn, Brianna dashes the candlestick to the floor, flings off her clothes, and crashes closed the shutters, as her terrified maid cowers in bed, hearing a voice outside roar, “Brianna! I will come for you!”
Brianna says nothing of what has passed, and after a long time, falls asleep, leaving Lizzie wide-eyed in the dark. The dark wicked man named MacKenzie took her mistress out of the inn with him, and now she has come back, disheveled and upset, with MacKenzie outside, vowing to return. What in the name of God has happened?
Unable to sleep, Lizzie creeps out of bed at dawn, and tries to order her mind by setting the tumbled room to rights. Picking up Brianna’s discarded, dirtied clothing, Lizzie is appalled to find the rank scent of a man upon it—and the stain of fresh blood in the breeks. But with the daylight, Lizzie’s fever comes once more, and she cannot ask her mistress anything; only shiver and moan, and hope not to die in this strange place.
For her part, Brianna’s turbulent feelings are further exacerbated by this delay. She wants nothing but to leave this place, put aside all thought of Roger and his perfidy, to go upriver at once to find Jamie Fraser. But here she is, and here she must stay, chafing and fuming, until Lizzie mends enough to travel.
Going down to the inn’s kitchen to fetch up tea for Lizzie, though, she sees a sight that drives impatience and anger from her mind at once, to replace them with fear. Men are gambling in the taproom, and one man has among his stake a wide gold band—a woman’s wedding ring, with an inscription inside that Brianna knows well: From F. to C. with love. Always.
Whatever the strains of her marriage to Frank Randall, nothing would cause Claire willingly to give up that band. What has happened to her mother, and where did this man—this Bonnet, as he is called— come by that ring?
Her hand was trembling as she gave it back.
“It’s very pretty,” she said. “Where did you get it?”
He looked startled, then wary, and she hastened to add, “It’s too small for you— won’t your wife be angry if you lose her ring?” How? she thought wildly. How did he get it? And what’s happened to my mother?
The full lips curved in a charming smile.
“And if I had a wife, sweetheart, sure I’d leave her for you.” He looked her over once more closely, long lashes dropping to hide his gaze. He touched her waist in a casual gesture of invitation.
“I’m busy just now, sweetheart, but later… eh?”
The jug was burning through the cloth, but her fingers felt cold. Her heart had congealed into a small lump of terror.
“Tomorrow,” she said. “In the daylight.”
He looked at her, startled, then threw his head back and laughed.
“Well, I’ve heard men say I’m not a one to be met in the dark, poppet, but the women seem to prefer it.” He ran a thickfinger down her forearm in play; the red-gold hairs rose at his touch.
“In the daylight, then, if ye like. Come to my ship—Gloriana, near the naval yard.”
With no other way to discover what may have happened to Claire, Brianna goes to meet Bonnet next day, offering to buy the ring from him, and inquiring as to its past history. He tells her that the previous owner of the ring is in good health, so far as he knows, and agrees to sell her the ring. The price he has in mind, however, isn’t money.
LIZZIE’S FEVER BREAKS and then recurs on the journey upriver, and Brianna has neither time nor thought to spare for anything but the struggle to keep Lizzie alive until they reach Cross Creek.
Tired and grubby from the agonizing trip, Brianna cannot rest; Jamie Fraser is meant to be in town, and she must find him. Leaving Lizzie in safe hands, she ventures into Cross Creek—and finds what she is seeking in the backyard of a tavern.
She could scarcely breathe. His eyes were dark blue, soft with kindness. Her eyes fixed on the open collar of his shirt, where the curly hairs showed, bleached gold against his sunburnt skin.

“Are you—you’re Jamie Fraser, aren’t you:
He glanced sharply at her face.
“I am,” he said. The wariness had returned to his face; his eyes narrowed against the sun. He glanced quickly behind him, toward the tavern, but nothing stirred in the open doorway. He took a step closer to her.
“Who asks?” he said softly. “Have you a message for me, lass?”
She felt an absurd desire to laugh welling up in her throat. Did she have a message?
“My name is Brianna,” she said. He frowned, uncertain, and something flickered in his eyes. He knew it! He’d heard the name and it meant something to him. She swallowed hard, feeling her cheeks blaze as though they’d been seared by a candle flame.
“I’m your daughter,” she said, her voice sounding choked to her own ears. “Brianna.”
Jamie Fraser is all that Brianna had hoped for. Overwhelmed with emotion at finding her, he takes her and Lizzie to River Run, where Jocasta makes much of them.
Jamie has come down from Fraser’s Ridge to testify at a trial; Fergus has been arrested on false charges of attacking and defrauding a tax collector. Both charges and trial are the result of Sergeant Murchison’s machinations—a malicious attempt to damage Jamie both by imprisoning Fergus and by compelling Jamie to leave his land in the midst of harvest in order to help his foster son.
The charges are proved false, though, and Jamie and Brianna are allowed to leave for Fraser’s Ridge—and Claire.
THE REUNION IS EVERYTHING Claire might have dared to wish; her beloved daughter is with her again, and Jamie and Brianna take a shy but obvious delight in each other, that delights Claire as well. The only fly in the ointment is the absence of Roger Wakefield. Brianna has told her parents about Roger’s following her, their argument, and about his quest for gemstones to ensure safe passage. But days— and weeks—pass, and there is no sign of Roger.
Has something happened to him? Or has he decided not to come back, angered and wounded by Brianna’s words? There is no telling—and no word of the missing Wakefield, though Jamie has made inquiries everywhere.
One day a visitor does come to the Ridge, though. Young Ian and Lizzie are at the flour mill when a man comes asking for directions to Fraser’s Ridge—a man Lizzie recognizes as the man called MacKenzie. Terrified that he has come to claim Brianna, Lizzie tells Young Ian, and the two young people take steps to delay Roger, then rush home to warn Jamie of the danger.
Lizzie tells a shocked Jamie of their encounter with the “wicked MacKenzie” in Wilmington, of her discovery that Brianna had—she thinks—been assaulted by MacKenzie, and her much more recent discovery—that Brianna is pregnant.
Thus it is that when Roger reaches a clearing below the Ridge, he finds a welcoming party, composed of Jamie and Young Ian. Confused by their evident hostility, Roger admits that his name is indeed MacKenzie, and tells them that he has come for his wife. Further, upon Ian’s taunting, Roger is stung into admitting that he has indeed taken Brianna’s maidenhead. This being all Jamie needs to hear, he promptly beats Roger insensible, and takes further steps to be sure that this threat to his daughter is safely removed.
Meanwhile, Claire has taken Brianna mushroom-hunting, in order to gain sufficient privacy to question her daughter. Observing small physical changes, Claire has reached her own conclusions, which Brianna verifies. She is indeed pregnant.
Claire’s immediate concern for Brianna’s well-being gives way to another pressing worry; it is well into the autumn now, nearly past the time of year when ships will set sail for Europe. Brianna must leave at once, Claire exclaims, putting aside her own fear and grief. She must go back to Scotland now; she can return through the stones pregnant—Claire herself did it while pregnant with Brianna— but no one in their right mind would undertake the journey through the stones with a small child. Brianna has only three choices—go back through the stones at once, without waiting for Roger to appear; bear her child in the dangerous conditions of the eighteenth century and then abandon it there—or stay forever, trapped in the past.

Brianna rejects the first two possibilities, insisting that she must stay and find Roger; if he is in trouble, she can’t leave him alone in the past. Claire reluctantly concedes, only to face further shock when Brianna reveals that there is in fact another small problem—the baby is quite possibly not Roger’s.
With a firm grip on her own shaky emotions, she tells her mother what happened aboard Stephen Bonnet’s ship in Wilmington. Bonnet callously raped her, but did then carelessly give her the thing she had come for—Claire’s wedding ring, which Brianna now returns to her shocked and grieving mother. She will tell Jamie, Brianna agrees, but in her own time.
When Jamie arrives that evening, with his hands scraped and damaged—from building a chimney, he says—he forestalls her confession, making it clear that he already knows about the child. She need not worry, he tells Brianna, he will take care of her, and her baby. However, as the days pass and there is still no sign of Roger Wakefield, Jamie becomes worried about Brianna’s prospects, and goads Young Ian into proposing marriage to her—at least she will have a kind husband, and one who will have the means to take care of her and her child.
During the escalating arguments resulting from this proposal, Brianna furiously rejects Jamie’s attempts to find her a husband, insisting that she will have Roger— or no one. Jamie protests that he has done everything he can think of to find Wakefield—but pressed further by Brianna’s evident distress, comes up with a fresh inspiration: He will have a broadsheet printed, he declares, and published throughout the Colony, with particulars of Wakefield. Perhaps someone has seen the man, and will come forward.
Heartened by this suggestion, Claire suggests that Brianna might draw a picture of Roger Wakefield, to be published with his description; Brianna is a great hand with a likeness, she tells Jamie. Brianna eagerly agrees, and sits down, charcoal in hand—whereupon the picture of Roger MacKenzie Wakefield emerges before the horrified gaze of Jamie and Young Ian.
Ian was leaning over the table, looking as though he might be going to throw up any minute. “Coz—d’ye mean honestly to tell me that… this”—he gestured feebly at the sketch—“is Roger Wakefield?”
“Yes, ”she said, looking up at him in puzzlement. “Ian, are you all right? Did you eat something funny?”
He didn’t answer, but dropped heavily onto the bench beside her, put his head in his hands, and groaned.
During the resulting scene, in which Brianna upbraids Jamie for “disposing” of Roger by selling him to the Iroquois, and Jamie reproaches Brianna for telling him that she was pregnant as the result of rape, Bree reveals to her father that indeed she was raped, by Stephen Bonnet—and Claire, horrified by the vicious way in which Bree and Jamie are attacking each other, throws down her gold wedding ring on the table in proof of Bree’s word.
This puts an immediate stop to the argument, but does not improve relations, and it is in a strained condition that the small family makes its next preparations.
Jamie instructs Claire to pack Brianna’s things; they will take the girl to River Run, to stay with Jocasta, while he, Claire, and Young Ian head north, to rescue Roger MacKenzie Wakefield, and bring him back to his wife—and possible child.
CONDITIONS BETWEEN CLAIRE and Jamie are strained as well, with the weight of the gold ring and guilt over Brianna’s secrets hanging between them. The journey north is lightened only by an encounter with Pollyanne, the ex-slave whom Jamie and Claire had helped to escape. Now ensconced in a new life with the Tuscarora, she has married and has a child. In the course of conversation, she tells the Frasers what happened on the night that the girl died in the sawmill; hiding in the shadows, Pollyanne saw a heavyset man enter the mill, and leave a few minutes later, just before the Frasers’ arrival. The firelight fell upon his face as he passed close to her, however, and she saw that he was pockmarked. She didn’t recognize the man, but Claire does—Sergeant Murchison.
Seeing the constraint between his beloved uncle and aunt, Young Ian takes a hand, and the situation is resolved in the dark intimacy of an Indian longhouse.
Reconciled and encouraged by each other’s strength, the little party pushes on toward Snaketown, the distant Mohawk village where they hope to find Roger and ransom him with whisky. Young Ian, with his appreciation and knowledge of Indian ways and his skill with the Tuscaroran tongue—closely related to the tongue of the Mohawk, the Kahnyen’kehaka—is an invaluable ambassador. His budding relationship with a Mohawk girl promises help in their endeavor—if Roger is, in fact, captive in Snaketown.
IN FACT, HE IS. Enslaved by the Mohawk, he has not been badly mistreated, but life as an Indian slave is no bed of roses, and the constant hard work is not eased by a continuing infection in his foot, injured while trying to escape. Beyond physical injury and hardship, though, is the burden of questions that he bears: Was it by Brianna’s doing that he is here? Was she so angered at his betrayal that she has in turn betrayed him?
Returning to the village after a hunting trip, burdened with moose meat, he is surprised to be taken and hustled away to a small hut containing a young Jesuit priest. Roger has no notion what may be happening, but is relieved beyond measure to have another white man to talk with. The other man, Père Alexandre Ferigault, is a missionary, who has lived some years with the Mohawk, converting some— alienating others. As he observes, “One is Kahnyen’kehaka, or one is—other.” In spite of his years with the Indians, Père Ferigault is still “other.”

His current status as captive is the result of a schism precipitated by a love affair with one of his converts. Not the affair as such—as he explains to Roger, the Mohawk do not practice marriage in the European fashion, and have no objection to cohabitation by willing partners—but rather his repudiation of it. Learning that his lover was pregnant, Father Alexandre experienced what he thinks was a heavenly message revealing the error of his ways, whereupon he promptly removed himself from the girl’s longhouse.
However, he had established a policy of not baptizing children unless their parents were both practicing Catholics in a state of grace, fearing that otherwise the Indians might—as they did elsewhere—view baptism as merely a superstitious charm against evil, rather than a sacrament. Bound by his own policy, therefore, he cannot baptize his child—his lover remained a convert, in spite of considerable reason to renounce her faith, but he cannot absolve himself of sin—and thus achieve a state of grace—because he cannot bring himself to stop loving her.

It is this delicate situation that has caused his present difficulties; the nonconvert population has never been fond of him, and tolerated him only for the sake of a high-ranking man who was one of his converts. This man, the grandfather of the infant in question, is now infuriated at the priest’s refusal to baptize his own child, and has withdrawn his protection. The priest has been brought to Snaketown to face the judgment of the Council there—and Father Alexandre is not hopeful of his prospects.
Père Ferigault’s story distracts Roger from his own misery, but adds to his fear, as the Indians remove the priest temporarily in order to torture him. Why is Roger held here? Is he meant to face a similar fate?
Roger is, in fact, merely being hidden in order to prevent the Frasers from catching sight of him until a bargain has been concluded for his ransom. Jamie has come with his entire stock of whisky, prepared to give it for Roger’s release, but—no more trusting than the Indians—has cached it in the woods until the bargain is made.
For their part, some of the Indians are willing to accept the bargain, others— wary of the effects of liquor on the people—are not. Some women of the village show a disposition to keep Roger and adopt him into the tribe—a Mohawk custom with some captives.
In order to show goodwill and demonstrate the quality of the goods offered, Young Ian arranges—through the offices of the young woman with whom he has formed a relationship—a small ceilidh, a whisky-tasting party at which stories are told and songs sung, involving several of the more prominent men of the village. Claire is invited to share the fire of Tewaktenyonh, an elderly woman of some importance in the village, sister to both the war chief and the sachem of the village.
Claire has with her the opal unearthed with the skull she found on the mountain a year earlier—an opal that makes the Indians very uneasy indeed. While the men are drinking, Tewaktenyonh asks to see the stone, and upon hearing Claire’s story of its discovery, tells a story of her own—the story of Otter-Tooth, a strange man who came to the village some forty years before.
Urging the Mohawk to attack and drive out the white settlers, Otter-Tooth made a name for himself as a warrior, but incurred the villagers’ uneasiness. The Mohawk do not make war for no reason, and there was neither treaty nor friction requiring it— yet Otter-Tooth urged war with greater and greater urgency. Finally he so disturbed the village that he was ordered to leave—but would not. Cast out, he kept returning, always preaching doom for the Mohawk, foretelling their destruction if they would not heed his words.
Concluding that Otter-Tooth harbored a malign spirit, and was likely a sorcerer himself, the Mohawk tried once more to thrust him out of the village, and failing this, decided to kill him. Tortured and left bound, Otter-Tooth succeeded in escaping, and was pursued to the south by the men of the village, who eventually caught up with him and killed him.
To prevent his spirit from following them home, the men cut off his head and buried it, together with the great opal that Otter-Tooth carried. He called the stone his tika-ba, Tewaktenyonh tells Claire. The Indians have no notion what this term meant, but Claire thinks she does— the opal was his “ticket back”—the means of return for a time-traveler.
Meanwhile, Jamie and Young Ian have celebrated a successful ceilidh, and the Frasers retire, hopeful of an early escape from the village.

AT RIVER RUN, Brianna is physically thriving, abloom with pregnancy. Her emotions are in a less flourishing state, however. Fear for her parents and Roger, loneliness and guilt, give way to astonishment and anger, when she learns that Jocasta, eager to protect River Run, has decided both to make Brianna her heir— and to find her a suitable husband, to be enticed by the rich promise of her inheritance.
Brianna protests that she cannot possibly own slaves, does not want to marry in any case … but as Jocasta’s body servant, Phaedre, observes, “Well, like I say—it ain’t so much what you want. It’s what Miss Jo wants. Now, let’s try this dress.”
Successful in rebuffing the advances of the local suitors, Brianna is slightly more wary of a new arrival—Lord John William Grey, of Mount Josiah plantation in Virginia, who is, she is informed, not only a rich man and a lord—eminently suitable, in other words—but an old friend of her father’s.
To her surprise, Lord John is kind, personable, witty, and honorable. He is also homosexual, a fact she discovers by accident one night. The discovery supplies her with a means to solve the problem plaguing her.
She cannot in good conscience marry a man she doesn’t love; at the same time, she doesn’t want Roger to marry her out of a sense of obligation—feeling that even though his sense of honor may compel him to stay with her, he will resent being permanently trapped in the past. This, added to the doubt about the impending baby’s paternity, seems too much to ask of him, and an unfair burden with which to begin a marriage. If he returns to find her unmarried, though, he may feel that he has no choice.
Brianna therefore implements her plan—blackmailing Lord John into marriage. She explains her reasoning to him; since he would not in any case desire her in a wifely fashion, she wouldn’t be depriving him of the physical love she can’t give. At the same time, Roger would be relieved of both choice and obligation. And if Lord John does not choose to acquiesce … she takes a deep breath and threatens to expose him as a pederast.
Lord John’s response to this remarkable threat is, “Child, you would make an angel weep, and God knows I am no angel!”
Reluctantly, he is obliged to reveal the background of his relationship with Jamie Fraser, a tale to which Brianna listens with mingled horror and fascination. Lord John convinces her that she must at least allow Roger to make his own choice, and further, that she must forgive her father for his part in her troubles. Firmly declining to go along with her plan, he suggests that they pretend to an engagement that will at least temporarily relieve her of the unwanted attentions of Jocasta’s horde of suitors.
IMPRISONED IN HIS SMALL HUT, Roger has no inkling of the arrival of a ransom party. He has no notion what the Indians mean to do with him, but his fears are not allayed by their treatment of the priest. Father Alexandre is stripped, removed from the hut, and returned some hours later, minus one ear. The priest tells Roger that he is sure the Mohawk mean to kill him, and asks Roger—the son of a minister— both to hear his confession and to pray for him, telling him that “in time of need, any man may do the office of a priest.”
When the Indians come at nightfall to remove the priest, Roger is sure the worst is happening. Still, he has no choice but to sit and listen to the beating of the drums, and the sound of upraised voices outside.
The yelling escalates, though, and it becomes clear that whatever is happening outside, it’s out of control. A fight is raging in the center of the village, and among the shouts and screams, Roger hears an undeniably Scottish voice, shouting in Gaelic. Inspired by the thought that rescue is at hand, Roger seizes the absence of the guard from his doorway to rush out, armed with a makeshift spear broken from a bedframe.
Outside, everything is confusion. Men are fighting, stumbling to and fro in the darkness amid a reek of whisky—and in the huge firepit, the flames are roaring high, consuming the body of the priest. Roger is attacked and strikes back with his spear, felling his opponent, but then is attacked himself from behind, clubbed into near-insensibility.
Waking back in the confines of the hut, he finds another senseless body lying on the ground nearby—Jamie Fraser, the man he has been itching to get his hands on for the last several months. Faced with Fraser at last, though, his response is neither fury nor alarm, but joyful relief—Fraser can be here only because Brianna has sent him.

The Fraser stone.

Dying with the assurance that Brianna loves him is better than dying without it— but he hadn’t wanted to die in the first place. Luckily, Fraser is not dead, either, and only slightly injured. Restored to his senses, Jamie is less than thrilled to see Roger, being more concerned with the whereabouts of Claire. He tells Roger what he knows of events outside; the Indians had tortured the priest and hung him in the flames, when quite unexpectedly, a girl standing in the crowd had handed a cradleboard with a baby to Claire and walked steadily into the fire herself.
An uproar immediately began, apparently exacerbated by drunkenness—some of the Indians having discovered the cache of whisky barrels. Caught up in the maelstrom, Jamie found himself fighting, along with Young Ian, to protect Claire and the baby, but was overcome.
The rest of the story is supplied by Claire, who arrives near daybreak. She has spent the night in a longhouse, under the protection of Tewaktenyonh, and is able to tell the men what has happened—or most of it.

Some of the younger braves had taken the whisky, assuming the bargain for Roger to be concluded. However, one man has perished in the fighting—the man Roger pierced with his spear. Since the whisky was given as the price for Roger’s life, the Indians do not intend to kill him in revenge—but rather intend to forcibly adopt one member of the ransom party, in replacement of the dead man. The only things Claire doesn’t know at this point are who will be selected—and where Young Ian is.
Jamie insists that he will remain with the Indians; Roger must return with Claire, for Brianna’s sake. Besides, as he points out logically, if he and Claire are to die in a fire in 1776, neither of them can be killed in the meantime. He will be safe enough in Snaketown, and so soon as an opportunity presents itself, he will escape and head south by himself.
Claire is more than reluctant to agree to this, but has no choice. Neither has Jamie; later in the day, the door flap opens to admit Ian, his scalp plucked to a war lock, and the marks of fresh tattooing blood-crusted on his cheeks. He has made his choice, he says quietly—he will remain, with the young woman he calls Emily. The others are free to go.
Remonstrance and objection are useless; Ian is now Kahnyen’kehaka, allowed to speak in no tongue but the Mohawk, scrubbed clean of the taint of white blood, named Wolf’s Brother in a ceremony that claims him forever as an Indian. Heartsick, Claire and Jamie take leave of Ian and Rollo, turning to go south with Roger.
They haven’t gone far when Jamie’s grief over Ian turns to fury with Roger. He reveals to Roger the truth about Brianna’s pregnancy—that it is likely the result of rape by Bonnet—and demands to know whether Roger intends to stand by his daughter. If not, he says, Roger can bloody well go back through the stones at once.
Roger is taken completely by surprise, and deeply shocked. After a brief and violent altercation, Jamie abandons him, insisting that Claire accompany him. He flings the opal at Roger’s feet, leaving Roger to make up his mind whether he can accept the coming child as his own, and be a decent husband to Bree—or whether he will go back through the stones of the circle he discovered on his way north with the Indians.
IN RIVER RUN, Lord John has arrived with news—Stephen Bonnet has been captured, and condemned to hang. Momentarily shocked by the news, Brianna comes to a decision; she must see Bonnet, she tells Lord John, and speak to him. Upon Lord John’s objection to this notion, she shows him the note Jamie left her upon his departure—urging her to find some way by which to forgive Bonnet, for the sake of her own peace. At first too angry with Jamie to listen to him, she has spent enough time alone to realize the wisdom of his words. So far she has found no way to forgive; if she sees the man, perhaps she can make peace with both him and herself.
Reluctantly, Lord John agrees, and takes her to the warehouse on the river—where the Crown stores imported liquor, as well as the turpentine, pitch, and other naval stores intended for the naval yards at Charleston—where Bonnet is held prisoner, in an underground cell.

His gaze stayed on her face, mildly curious.
“Have we business still to do then, darlin’?”
She took a deep breath—through her mouth, this time.
“They told me you’re going to hang.”
“They told me the same thing.” He shifted again on the hard wooden bench. He stretched his head to one side, to ease the muscles of his neck, and peered up sidelong at her. “You’ll not have come from pity, though, I shouldn’t think.”
“No,” she said, watching him thoughtfully. “To be honest, I’ll rest a lot easier once you’re dead.”
He stared at her for a moment, then burst out laughing. He laughed hard enough that tears came to his eyes; he wiped them carelessly, bending his head to swipe his face against a shrugged shoulder, then straightened up, the marks of his laughter still on his face.
“What is it you want from me, then?”
She opened her mouth to reply, and quite suddenly, the link between them dissolved. She had not moved, but felt as though she had taken one step across an impassable
abyss. She stood now safe on the other side, alone. Blessedly alone. He could no longer touch her.

“Nothing, ”she said, her voice clear in her own ears. “I don’t want anything at all from you. I came to give you something. ”
She opened her cloak, and ran her hands over the swell of her abdomen. The small inhabitant stretched and rolled, its touch a blind caress of hand and womb, both intimate and abstract.
“Yours,” she said.
He looked at the bulge, and then at her.
“I’ve had whores try to foist their spawn on me before,” he said. But he spoke without viciousness, and she thought there was a new stillness behind the wary eyes.
“Do you think I’m a whore?” She didn’t care if he did or not, though she doubted he did. “I’ve no reason to lie. I already told you, I don’t want anything from you.”
She drew the cloak back together, covering herself. She drew herself up then, feeling the ache in her back ease with the movement. It was done. She was ready to go.
“You’re going to die,” she said to him, and she who had not come for pity’s sake was surprised to find she had some. “If it makes the dying easier for you, to know there’s something of you left on earth—then you’re welcome to the knowledge. But I’ve finished with you, now.”
Her departure is prevented, though, by the sudden appearance of Sergeant Murchison. Creeping down to the dungeon to join Bonnet, he has come upon and killed—evidently—Lord John, who lies in a boneless heap, facedown on the dank bricks of the passageway. His plain intent is to murder Brianna as well, but the close quarters prevent his raising the musket to shoot her. He lifts the gun instead, to club her with the stock, but he has bargained without the protective fury of a mother-to-be—and the strength of a tall and muscular woman. She seizes the gun from him, strikes him in the head, and watches him fall unconscious.
With the strength of her outburst fading fast, she steps back far enough to get Bonnet at gunpoint, and forces him to tell her what has been going on. Prior to his capture, he had been running cheap contraband alcohol up the river, exchanging it for expensive brandy and wine stocked in the warehouse, which Murchison had abstracted. The cheap alcohol was stored in casks marked with the Crowns stamp, the good liquor sold off quietly. But since Bonnet’s capture, one of Murchison’s soldiers, a Private Hodgepile, had gotten wind of the scheme and had been asking questions.
The plan was therefore that Murchison would release Bonnet, after setting fuses in the warehouse and spilling several barrels of highly flammable turpentine. The warehouse would go up in flames, concealing all evidence of the smuggling—and Bonnet would escape, being assumed dead in the conflagration.
Dancing with impatience, Bonnet urges her to let him go. The fuses have been set and lit, he tells her; the warehouse is going to explode overhead at any moment! She steps back, a little dazed, but motions to the unconscious Murchison, insisting that Bonnet cannot mean to leave him behind—the man is still alive.
Pragmatic as always, Bonnet takes the knife from Murchison’s belt and cuts his throat. Observing that he is no longer alive, and thus presents no moral dilemma, he strides to the door, urging Brianna to leave as well—and promptly.
Her first impulse is to do just that—but she cannot go without finding out whether Lord John is truly dead. A frantic search for a pulse reveals him to be badly injured, but not quite dead. A smallish man, he is still too much for her to carry by herself, but she cannot, will not, leave him.
At this point, though, Bonnet returns, exhorting her to leave, and quickly! Shocked, but still retaining her presence of mind, Brianna brings up her musket, and insists that he bring Lord John to safety. Bonnet is not pleased, but is as always practical, and does as she says. They exit onto the riverbank below the loading ramp of the warehouse, and scramble to safety as the flames of the burning warehouse roar into the night sky.
Dumping Lord John on the ground, Bonnet turns to escape, but pauses to invite Brianna to accompany him. She declines, and as Bonnet leaves, he reaches into his mouth and extracts something he had hidden there—the black diamond, originally stolen from the Frasers on the river.
“For his maintenance, then,” he said, and grinned at her. “Take care of him, sweetheart!”
And then he was gone, bounding long-legged up the riverbank, silhouetted like a demon in the flickering light. The turpentine flowing into the water had caught fire, and roiling billows of scarlet light shot upward, floating pillars of fire that lit the riverbank bright as day.
Lord John survives, much to Brianna’s relief. Claire and Jamie return safely, to her even greater relief, and she and Jamie are reconciled, though Roger has not yet returned.
Brianna’s child is born—a lusty boy, who resembles neither of his putative fathers. But, as Jamie states, “If I dinna ken who his father was, at least I know who his grandsire is!” and the family returns—with its new addition—to the house on Fraser’s Ridge.
It is a bright summer’s day soon thereafter when a ragged figure limps slowly into the dooryard—Roger, who has made his choice.
“I don’t imagine it pleases you any more than it does me,” he said, in his rusty voice, “but you are my nearest kinsman. Cut me. I’ve come to swear an oath in our shared blood.”
I couldn’t tell whether Jamie hesitated or not; time seemed to have stopped, the air in the room crystallized around us. Then I watched Jamie’s dirk cut the air, honed edge draw swift across the thin, tanned wrist, and blood well red and sudden in its path.

To my surprise, Roger didn’t look at Brianna, or reach for her hand. Instead, he swiped his thumb across his bleeding wrist, and stepped close to her, eyes on the baby. Roger knelt in front of her, and reaching out, pushed the shawl aside and smeared a broad red cross upon the downy curve of the baby’s forehead.
“You are blood of my blood,” he said softly, “and bone of my bone. I claim thee as my son before all men, from this day forever.”
But nearly a year has passed since the night when Roger and Brianna took each other for better or for worse, and who can say which of them has changed the most in the time since then? Unsure whether Roger has come back only from obligation, or because he truly loves her, Brianna is hesitant.
Jamie decrees that Roger will stay; they are married, if only by handfasting. However, the traditional span of handfasting is for a year and a day. Roger has that long to convince his wife of his motives; Brianna has that long to make up her mind. In the meantime, they will live as husband and wife—though if Roger seeks to sleep with Brianna against her will, Jamie asserts that he will cut out Roger’s heart and feed it to the pig.
For his part, Roger is more than willing to try to convince Brianna of his devotion —the difficulty is getting to talk to her for more than a few moments at a time, with the interruptions caused by the baby, and the fact that Roger is temporarily immobilized by Claire’s treatment of his foot injury. One night, though, he comes to Brianna’s cabin, and forces her to listen to him.
Be careful, her mother said, and
my daughter doesna need a coward, said her father. He could flip a bloody coin, but for the moment he was taking Jamie Frasers advice, and damn the torpedoes.
“You said you’d seen a marriage of obligation and one of love. And do you think the one cuts out the other? Look—I spent three days in that godforsaken circle, thinking. And by God, I thought. I thought of staying, and I thought of going. And I stayed.”
“We have time,” he said softly, and knew suddenly why it had been so important to talk to her now, here in the dark. He reached for her hand, clasped it flat against his breast.
“Do you feel it? Do you feel my heart beat?”
“Yes,” she whispered, and slowly brought their linked hands to her own breast, pressing his palm against the thin white gauze.
“This is our time,” he said. “Until that shall stop—for one of us, for both—it is our time. Now. Will ye waste it, Brianna, because you are afraid?”
“No,” she said, and her voice was thick, but clear. “I won’t.”
There was a sudden thin wail from the house, and a surprising gush of moist heat against his palm.
“I have to go,” she said, pulling away. She took two steps, then turned. “Come in,” she said, and ran up the path in front of him, fleet and white as the ghost of a deer.
AT THE END of October 1770, the Frasers go to the great Gathering on Mount Helicon—the largest Gathering of Scots in the New World. Here marriages are made, children are christened, news is exchanged, and business is done.
The new baby will be christened here— if Roger and Brianna can ever agree on a name for him. Jeremiah, Roger suggests; it is an old family name. In fact, his father’s first name was Jeremiah, and it is Roger’s middle name—his mother once called him “Jemmy,” for short. It is the memory of this nickname that brings back to Roger other memories, of the days of terror on the Gloriana, with his vivid images of the woman, Morag MacKenzie, and her child—named Jemmy—whom he helped to save.
With a disturbing notion blossoming in his brain, Roger asks Claire whether she perhaps recalls the details of his own genealogical record—she had examined it in some detail. She does, she replies; why? Does she also recall, he asks carefully, the name of the woman who married William Buccleigh MacKenzie—the “changeling,” the illegitimate child born to Dougal MacKenzie and the witch Geillis Duncan? Indeed she does, Claire answers—the woman’s name was Morag, Morag Gunn.
Thanks, Roger murmurs, and settles back to deal with the realization that he has—quite unknowingly—saved his five-times-great-grandfather from drowning, and thus ensured his own survival; at least for the moment.
The Gathering brings John Quincy Myers, down from the north with an important message—a brief note from Young Ian, written on the torn-out flyleaf of a book. He is well, Ian writes. He has married, in the Mohawk way, and his wife expects a child in the spring. He is happy—but he will never forget them.
Another bit of news comes by way of a letter, though delivered less directly. Roger seeks out Jamie one evening by their family fire, to tell him of the contents of a letter he had discovered in Inverness, while waiting to go through the stones after Brianna. Unsure whether to share this with Claire—and feeling that, in fact, Jamie might be the intended recipient—he has finally decided to relate it to Jamie, and let him decide whether Claire—and Brianna— should be told.
The import of the letter is that Frank had asked the Reverend Wakefield to erect a gravestone in the abandoned kirkyard at St. Kilda’s. Unable to dismiss Claire’s assertions about the past—and likewise unable to accept them—Frank had done the only thing he could: looked for James Fraser in the historical record. Finding a man whose connections matched those Claire had recounted, he was forced to accept Jamie’s reality—but in accepting it, was faced with a desperate choice; whether or not to tell Claire that James Fraser had survived the Battle of Culloden.

On the one hand fearing to lose Claire, and on the other, fearing that she might remain with him for Brianna’s sake and yet still pine for Fraser, he chose to keep his silence—and Claire. He cannot help but feel guilt, though, at the sight of Brianna, with her father’s face.
He is her father, he feels; and yet, she has another. He has, in effect, stolen Claire from Jamie, or at least kept her with him by deceit. He feels he owes Brianna the knowledge of her other father—at the same time, he knows himself too weak ever to tell her himself. His compromise with conscience is the false gravestone, bearing Jamie’s full name—JAMES ALEXANDER MALCOLM MACKENZIE FRASER—and the name of his wife. That, he tells the Reverend Wakefield, must suffice. If Brianna should be interested in her past—in his history—then she will go to St. Kilda’s, and find Black Jack Randall’s grave. If she sees the nearby stone for Jamie, she is bound to ask Claire—and the truth will be known, with Frank Randall safely dead and buried. As for Fraser himself… “Hadn’t thought of this before—do you suppose I’ll meet him in the sweet by-and-by, if there is one? Funny to think of it. Should we meet as fiends, I wonder, with the sins of the flesh behind us? Or end forever locked in some Celtic hell, with our hands wrapped round each other’s throat?”
If Frank Randall had chosen to keep secret what he’d found, had never placed that stone at St. Kilda’s—would Claire have learned the truth anyway? Perhaps; perhaps not. But it had been the sight of that spurious grave that had led her to tell her daughter the story of Jamie Fraser, and to set Roger on the path of discovery that had led them all to this place, this time.
Jamie Fraser stirred at last, though his eyes stayed fixed on the fire.
“Englishman,” he said softly, and it was a conjuration. The hair rose very slightly on the back of Roger’s neck; he could believe he saw something move in the flames.
Jamie’s big hands spread, cradling his grandson. His face was remote, the flames catching sparks from hair and brows.
“Englishman,” he said, speaking to whatever he saw beyond the flames. “I could wish that we shall meet one day. And I could hope that we shall not.”
Among the bits of business still to be decided, then, is the matter of Claire’s ring. Jamie still has the gold wedding band, flung down during the confrontation with Brianna months ago. Knowing now what he does of Frank, his motives, his thoughts, and his actions, Jamie comes to Claire by the fire, and asks her—will she have it back?
“And will ye choose, too?” he asked softly. He opened his hand, and I saw the glint of gold. “Do ye want it back?”
I paused, looking up into his face, searching it for doubt. I saw none there, but something else; a waiting, a deep curiosity as to what I might say.
“It was a long time ago,” I said softly.
“And a long time,” he said. “I am a jealous man, but not a vengeful one. I would take you from him, my Sassenach—but I wouldna take him from you.”
He paused for a moment, the fire glinting softly from the ring in his hand. “It was your life, no?”
And he asked again, “Do you want it back?”
I held up my hand in answer and he slid the gold ring on my finger, the metal warm from his body.
From F. to C. with love. Always.
“What did you say?” I asked. He had murmured something in Gaelic above me, too low for me to catch.
“I said, ’Go in peace,’” he answered. “I wasna talking to you, though, Sassenach.”
And then the final bit of business is accomplished, the final news exchanged:
Across the fire, something winked red. I glanced across in time to see Roger lift Brianna’s hand to his lips; Jamie’s ruby shone dark on her finger, catching the light of moon and fire.
“I see she’s chosen, then, ”Jamie said softly.
Brianna smiled, her eyes on Roger’s face, and leaned to kiss him. Then she stood up, brushing sand from her skirts, and bent to pick up a brand from the campfire. She turned and held it out to him, speaking in a voice loud enough to carry to us where we sat across the fire.
“Go down,” she said, “and tell them the MacKenzies are here.”
THE END




PART TWO







CHARACTERS
“It was … a lady novelist who remarked to me once that writing novels was a cannibal’s art, in which one often mixed small portions of one’s friends and one’s enemies together, seasoned them with imagination, and allowed the whole to stew together into a savory concoction.”
—J. Fraser, Voyager




WHERE CHARACTERS COME FROM: MUSHROOMS, ONIONS, AND HARD NUTS
HENEVER one talks about writing—writing fiction, at least—the conversation always turns to character, for obvious reasons. All good stories are built on, or by, good characters. Characters are defined in a story on the basis of what they want. What they want, of course, depends a lot on who they are, and so does the manner in which they go about getting it.
Readers seem as interested in questions of character as do writers, though they ask slightly different questions. “Where do you get your characters?” readers ask. “Do you plan them, or do they pop up ad-lib?”
Writers ask, “If you do plan a character, and he (or she) just lies there like a corpse on a slab, how do you bring him to life?“ And finally: ”What do you do if your characters won’t stick to your plan, and insist on going off and doing things on their own?”
FICTIONAL CHARACTERS
Mushrooms
The answers to these questions are, of course, as many and various as are the writers who ask them. For myself, I’ve found that a lot of characters do pop up like mushrooms: Geillis Duncan, Master Raymond, Fergus, and Murphy the sea cook, to name a few from my own books.
I’ll be slogging along, hoping to dig myself into the day’s work, and all of a sudden this … person shows up out of nowhere and walks off with the whole scene. No need to ask questions, analyze, or consciously “create”; I just watch in fascination, to see what he’ll do next.
I have no idea where these characters come from, but I’m delighted and grateful when one shows up.
Onions
Other characters were conceived before I wrote them, and were consciously intended to serve some specific purpose in the story. However, once I began to write them, they obligingly came to life and started acting on their own. Mother Hildegarde in Dragonfly in Amber was one such “built” character—I needed someone who could decode a musical cipher, and I needed a hospital for Claire to work in. Fine, I thought, let’s have the abbess of a convent hospital, and give her a musical avocation, thus saving my having to make up an additional character. The moment I began to write Mother Hildegarde, though, I could see her (“a face of an ugliness so transcendent as to be grotesquely beautiful“), and within a couple of paragraphs, I could hear her talk.

Likewise, Mr. Willoughby, in Voyager, was a “made” character.
Simply put, I needed to find a way to get Jamie Fraser across the Atlantic Ocean without killing him. Ergo, I needed a method of curing seasickness that would be reliable and that could plausibly exist in the eighteenth century. Aha, acupuncture! Perfectly plausible, but only if I had a Chinese person to administer it or instruct Claire in its uses. Enter Yi Tien Cho, aka Mr. Willoughby. (“Mr. Willoughby,” by the way, was entirely Jamie’s notion; I have no idea why he thought that a suitable name, but that’s what he insisted on calling him.)
Now, Mother Hildegarde and Mr. Willoughby are what I call “onions”; characters who develop slowly through the addition of multiple layers of personality, rather than popping up full-fledged as the “mushrooms” do. Mother Hildegarde was an onion, but her dog, Bouton, was a pure mushroom.
“Is that a dog?” I asked one of the orderlies in amazement, when I first beheld Bouton, passing through L’Hôpital at the heels of his mistress.
He paused in his floor-sweeping to look after the curly, plumed tail, disappearing into the next ward.
“Well,” he said doubtfully, “Mother Hildegarde says he’s a dog. I wouldn’t like to be the one to say he isn’t.”
One may not know everything about an onion all at once, but rather discover him little by little, by writing multiple scenes involving him, or by thinking about him and figuring out bits of his personal history. Claire and Jamie both developed in this way; even though I had a good grasp of their essential characters from the beginning, I gradually found out more about them as I deduced their personal histories and became well acquainted with them.
(I have writer friends who do this formally—give characters a history, before they even begin writing scenes involving them. Michael Lee West—who’s one of the best “character” writers around—often draws up extensive genealogical charts for her characters, including generations of people who never appear in the story. She also says that she knows what kind of peanut butter her characters prefer— smooth or crunchy. This would drive me crazy, but as long as it works for Michael Lee …)
What do you do when your characters don’t adhere to a plan, but go off and do things on their own? Ha! One should be so lucky all the time!
Hard Nuts
Beyond mushrooms and onions are the hard nuts (onions, mushrooms, and nuts; this is beginning to sound like an exotic recipe for turkey stuffing. Oh, well; cookery and writing have quite a bit in common, after all). These are the most difficult characters for me to animate; the characters whose function in the story is structural—they’re important not because of personality or action, but because of the role that they play.
One example of a hard nut is Brianna, Jamie and Claire’s daughter. She existed in the first place only because I had to have a child. The fact of her conception provides the motive for one of the major dramatic scenes in Dragonfly, but it didn’t matter at all at that point who this kid was or what she would be like; the fact that Claire was pregnant was the only important factor.
Still, once having created this kid— even in utero—there she was. I couldn’t just ignore her. Her existence—rather than her personality—dictated quite a bit about the structure of the third book, and thus, the second as well; I decided to use her as an adult, creating a “framing story” for the main action of the second book. Here again, though, it was her existence as a structural element that was important, rather than the girl herself. That is, I needed a grown daughter to whom Claire would confess the secret of her past, said confession leading to the future events of the third book.
But who the heck was this character? And having created her purely for plot purposes, how was I to give her a personality? She didn’t talk to me for quite a long time, and it was difficult to crack the puzzle of her personality. She plainly wasn’t a clone of either parent, but someone unique. Who, though?

Well, there are various ways and means of giving a character reality, none of which necessarily works all the time, but all of which may be worth trying sometimes.
PHYSICAL DESCRIPTION
This tends to be easy for me; I “see” people very easily. Other writers have told me that they deliberately visualize popular actors or people they know as the original basis for their characters. With the exception of the Real People (see p. 140), I never do this. In fact, I was actually rather appalled by the idea when I heard this; it seemed rather like body-snatching. Still, whatever works …
Some writers write out the physical description of the character separately from the story itself—rather like the police description of a suspect. This description may grow to involve more than the purely physical, including things such as mannerisms and incidental characteristics (e.g., this person bites her nails, sunburns easily, smokes like a chimney—but only mentholated Super 100s—and is so overweight her thighs are chronically chafed). I don’t do this, either—I seldom write down anything at all, other than the actual text of the book itself—but many good writers do.
I could in fact “see” Brianna quite easily; the physical part of her persona was there from the beginning. I happen to have a tall, redheaded husband, and two redheaded daughters, so I had some experience to draw on, in terms of appearance and resemblances. Still, appearance is only a beginning.
IDIOSYNCRASY
One may also develop a character by supplying him or her with a striking idiosyncrasy of some kind. Mr. Willoughby began to assume a personality for me when I purchased a sprightly little volume from a remainder table, titled The Sex Life of the Foot and Shoe. This went into every variety of foot fetishism one could imagine (and several that would never have occurred to me, I having led a sheltered life before I began writing novels), including a section on foot-binding and ancient Chinese attitudes toward the perfect “lotus foot.”
Having a Chinese man in the story already—and foot-binding being in fact an aspect of Chinese culture in the eighteenth century (as well as earlier)—I couldn’t resist the notion of letting Mr. Willoughby have a “thing” for feet—with the concomitant notion of a strong attraction toward women in general—which in turn led me to the story of his escape from China, and his true vocation as a poet.

Brianna, though, seemed not to have any striking idiosyncrasies. Part of the difficulty there, of course, was that she was quite young, with a sheltered upbringing. Parts of her emerged slowly—she had a feel for objects, the ability to make a space her own, manual dexterity, and a flair for building—but none of that was sufficiently striking as to illuminate her character for me.
CULTURAL BACKGROUND
One can also develop a character by supplying her with an Exotic Background. If a character comes from a different culture or society than the writer does, or than the story’s main characters do, one can sometimes understand her or round her out by reading about social customs, fairy tales (you learn as much about people from the stories they tell as from their more “official” histories), or other cultural attributes.

Mr. Willoughby, the houngan Ishmael, Louis XV—all these characters drew on elements of an exotic cultural background. But Brianna? English by descent, American by upbringing, thoroughly contemporary in outlook. Nothing helpful there, I’m afraid.
BACK STORY
One can also tell the character’s “back story.” That is, what led this character to his involvement in the situation where the writer has placed him? Even though this information may not be included in the story, knowing it may give one substantial insight into the character. (And then again, some of us write the back story and can’t keep it out of the main story, which is one of the things that leads to thousand-page books.)
Brianna’s back story, though, was really her parents’ story (all three of them). She found herself in situations as the result of actions that certainly had an effect on her—but in which she had had no active part.
THE RATIONAL APPROACH
I once heard a talk on character development in which an author advocated using a standard psychological test (the Minnesota Multiphasic Personality Inventory, in fact) to figure out what characters were like, and get a grip on them before writing. I’m not a rational writer at all, so this notion does nothing for me (though I suppose I wouldn’t really like to think of myself as an irrational writer).
THE INTUITIVE APPROACH
And finally… you can just live with characters for a while, put them in different situations inside your head (not story situations, necessarily; just things like “Character A cuts his toenails. Does Character B offer to help, watch closely, turn away in disgust?”), and gradually get a feel for them.
Similarly, you can learn about the characters by the way the other characters regard them. Brianna finally began to come to life for me when Roger, watching her in church, thought to himself, Though capable of the most tender expressions, hers was not a gentle face. Aha! I thought. At last I know something about her; she doesn’t have a gentle face. And from that, I began to intuit why, and the conflicts that might underlie someone ungentle but at the same time capable of tenderness.
Returning to the basic story question: What does this person want? That’s where the complexity of Brianna Randall Fraser lies, I think. The superficial answer would be “She wants her father.” But that’s not quite it.

If she were a teenager or a younger girl, then yes. But she is an adult young woman, well-educated, fairly self-confident, and on her own. Of course she has the deep-seated yearning for a father that all girls have— but at the same time, she’s had a father’s love … and returned it.
So she may want to know Jamie Fraser out of a sense of curiosity, loneliness, obligation, etc.—but it’s not the same feeling as that of a woman who had never had a father at all. She feels complete in herself; and yet there is that urge to know the truth about herself—and about her parents’ relationship.
The urge to find out, though, is complicated by her feelings of attachment to Frank. Many adopted children refrain from searching for a birth parent out of feelings that this is somehow a betrayal of a beloved “real” parent. Add to this the feelings of abandonment caused by Claire’s disappearance into the past, and you have a young woman with greatly conflicted feelings: the urge to find out battling with the urge to avoid the whole issue, love for her mother versus subconscious anger at her departure, and finally—curiosity about Jamie Fraser, warring with feelings of filial love for Frank.
The general result of all this is to cause her to become rather secretive; she deals with her conflicting urges by concealing them. Only Roger—adopted himself, but with a firm grounding in his own history— understands.
And so gradually I “found” Brianna, mostly by watching Roger as he fought his way through Brianna’s layers of self-protection.
ARE YOU CLAIRE?
Evidently there are a great many people under the impression that all fiction is essentially autobiographical; I think these are the same people who want to see a movie made of the Outlander books because they want to see “what Claire and Jamie look like.”
But to answer the question …
Physically? Well, disregarding such small matters as height, hair and eye color, hair texture, skin pigment, and build, of course—I mean, we’re both obviously female.
In terms of personality and attitude … well, as the result of having been raised in a conservative Catholic home and school, I am completely unable to swear. I will say, “Damn!” in situations of extreme stress, such as dropping an iron skillet on my foot, but that’s it. Consequently, Claire swears for me. Being a person of great courage and forthrightness—attributes I admire, whether I share them or not— she’s also able to do things that I personally would be much too shy to attempt.
Still, on one level, the answer to the question must obviously be yes. All of an author’s characters must in some way be manifestations of the author’s psyche and experience; after all, where else would you get them?
There is a local group of readers who invite me to a formal tea once a year, for the purpose of picking my brains about what I’m writing. On one such occasion, the ladies present got onto the subject of Jack Randall, and began denouncing him with heat and passion. “He’s just loathsome!” went the refrain. “He’s such scum, such a horrible human being. I just despise him!“ And so forth and so on.

During all of which I sat quietly, sipping my cup of Earl Grey, and thinking, You don’t have any idea that you’re talking to Black Jack Randall, do you?
Where do characters come from? Sometimes I think it’s better not to know.
NAMES
Naming fictional characters has never seemed to be a problem for me; most of them simply have names, from the moment of creation. Still, sometimes I’m able to recognize the ground from which my subconscious mined a particular gem.
This process started early on. When I decided that I should have a female character, I simply introduced her, knowing nothing about her other than the fact that she was an Englishwoman. She walked into a cottage full of Scotsmen, who all stared at her in some consternation. The leader got to his feet and introduced himself courteously as Dougal MacKenzie.
“Dougal,” because at that point I knew very few appropriate Scottish names, but did know that my husband’s name— Douglas—was Scottish in origin, meaning “dweller by the dark water.” I got “MacKenzie” off a tartan-patterned cooler I’d seen in the grocery store (well, look, I’d only been writing for two or three days; I hadn’t had a lot of time to do research yet).
So, Dougal MacKenzie stood up and introduced himself, asking—with furrowed brow—who this visitor might be?
To which she replied, speaking quite clearly, “Claire Elizabeth Beauchamp— and who the hell are you?”
Now, in retrospect, I think “Claire” was the result of my having just read Isabel Allende’s House of the Spirits, which has a significant character named Clara. Allende had a recurrent riff on this name, repeating “Claire, Clara, clairvoyant” at intervals throughout the story (the character having a certain amount of supernatural talent). This created a nice rhythm, which was likely still ringing in my inner ear—so when Claire spoke up and identified herself, the name was there on the surface of my mind.
“Beauchamp” because the minimal amount of research I’d done to that point had referred to the French link with Scotland and its importance in the Jacobite Rising. It seemed vaguely desirable to give her a French name, so that I could later invoke French connections for her, if that seemed useful (at this point, I still thought she was an eighteenth-century woman). Anyway, Beauchamp was the name of a math teacher at my high school, and I’d been struck—in high school—by the fact that it was pronounced “Beechum,” in spite of the obviously French spelling. If I wanted a patently English lady, but with a French name, Beauchamp seemed a good choice.
“Elizabeth”? Well, it fit, that’s all. Whereupon Claire Elizabeth Beauchamp promptly took over the story and began telling it herself. Being in no position to argue with her, I took the path of least resistance, and went along to see what would happen next.
Jamie was originally named in compliment to the Doctor Who character who inspired the setting and time period of the book(s). This character, a young Scots lad acquired as a companion by the doctor, was named Jamie MacCrimmon—and while he had nothing in common with my character other than nationality and a certain pigheaded notion of male gallantry, I liked the name Jamie.
So Jamie he was, but with a blank for a last name. Knowing nothing about Scotland when I began, I was reluctant to give him a last name until I knew more about the history of the Highlands and its clans. He remained “Jamie []” for several months, in fact—until I happened in the course of my research to read The Prince in the Heather, by Eric Linklater.
This book told the story of what happened to the Bonnie Prince and his followers after the disaster at Culloden. Included in the description of those harrowing days was the poignant quote which I later used in Dragonfly in Amber: After the final battle at Culloden, eighteen Jacobite officers, all wounded, took refuge in the old house and for two days, their wounds untended, lay in pain; then they were taken out to be shot. One of them, a Fraser of the Master of Lovat’s regiment escaped the slaughter;
the others were buried at the edge of the domestic park.
Now, by this point I had “seen” enough of the story to think that it should end at Culloden—but I had the feeling that there was more to the story than that. So, on the off chance that there might one day be a sequel to this book (cough), I thought it might be advisable for Jamie [] to survive that battle—and if that were the case … well, plainly his last name should then be Fraser.
As to the other characters in the books, some name themselves without apparent reference to anything, some names I pick from the mists of memory or the ragbag of whimsy, and others I select quite consciously—though these latter names tend to belong to minor characters.
Colum MacKenzie (Callum, in Cross Stitch) was another character who arrived early on. Groping for a Scottish-sounding name, I picked “Colum” from one of James Clavell’s novels (Noble House, I think), in which a Scottish family had a son so named. Much, much later, when we sold the book to a U.K. publisher, and I asked them to have a Scot read it, Reay Tannahill (who read the manuscript and made many helpful comments) informed me that while this was a Gaelic name, the usual Scottish spelling was “Callum”; “Colum” is, evidently, Irish.
Ah, well. We changed it for the U.K. edition, but since the U.S. edition had already reached the galley-proof stage, we didn’t change it there—on the grounds that the spelling would be immaterial to U.S. readers—and given the extreme variations in Gaelic spellings that I had so far encountered, Colum/Callum seemed minor.

I WATCHED DOCTOR WHO as reruns on our local PBS channel. Owing to the differences of format between British shows and American programming, the credits of imported shows were sometimes cut off, to allow time for PBS announcements following the show. Consequently, it was not until I had finished writing Outlander that I discovered the name of the actor who had played Jamie MacCrimmon—one Frazer Hines.
As I went on doing research through the course of the novels, I came across the legend of the Dun-bonnet—the survivor of Culloden who returned to his estate, and lived seven years in hiding in a cave, protected by his loyal tenants. This struck me as a most romantic and suitable story, so—in the larcenous fashion of novelists—I snatched it and adapted it to my own purposes.
Many months later, I came across the story of the Dunbonnet, repeated by another source. This one, more complete, gave the real name of the man known as the Dunbonnet— one James Fraser.

Colum’s son (or not, as the case may be), Hamish, was named in compliment to the hero of M.C. Beaton’s delightful comic novels, the Highland policeman Hamish MacBeth.
Where did I get names like Letitia and Maura? Heaven knows: I don’t.
Geillis Duncan was a conscious choice, though. In the course of the research, I had discovered a Scottish witch, executed in the late sixteenth century, named Geillis Duncan. I liked the name—and had also seen a passing reference in one of Dorothy Dunnett’s novels (which I much admire) to Geillis as “a witch’s name.” Little did I realize that the woman who bore it in Out-lander had also chosen it deliberately, and for the same reason! She so informed me, sometime later, when she chose to reveal her real name—or what I must presently assume to be her real name—Gillian Edgars.
Mother Hildegarde was another who named herself. Having decided upon her profession and avocation, I set out to write her, and found the name “Hildegarde” being insistently shoved under my nose. Nonsense, I said, I don’t think Hildegarde is even a French name. Surely she ought to be Berthe or Matilde or something. But no, it was “Hildegarde” and nothing else.

Fine, I said, already used to argumentative characters. Have it your way, Hildegarde. We can always change it later, if the copy editor tells me it isn’t French.
A year or two later, I found myself in London, in a store called Past Times, which specializes in the reproduction of art and artifacts from … er … past times. They had a rack of musical recordings, compositions dating from the tenth century to the twentieth, performed on period instruments and according to the performance conditions appropriate to the time of the composition. Finding this interesting, I thumbed through the rack, only to find a tape of songs composed by … one Mother Hildegarde.
Hildegarde von Bingen, to be exact (as I recall, my actual exclamation at the time was, “Ha! So it isn’t French!“). A mystic, a composer—and an abbess—from the twelfth century. But Mother Hildegarde, nonetheless.
As for the minor characters who don’t speak up for themselves, I often rely on a book titled Scottish Christian Names, by Leslie Alan Dunkling. This is really a rather misleading title, since a good many popular Scottish names are not “Christian” at all, coming from much more ancient Celtic roots. The author of the book really means simply “first” names, as opposed to surnames, and the general derivation, meaning, and alternative forms of each name are included.
HISTORICAL CHARACTERS
Names are, of course, not a problem when dealing with characters who are real historical persons. The chief difficulty in these instances is to do justice to the actions and personality of the dead (or at least to treat them with such respect as they seem to deserve), while still ruthlessly subverting them to the purposes of the story.
This is an ethical as well as a technical problem, though one luckily has the advantage of not needing to worry about being sued for defamation. Any novelist who deals with historical characters has to determine how to handle them—and the handling of course grows somewhat easier if little is written about those characters, since this allows the author maximum flexibility.
The principal historical character with whom I was dealing was, of course, Charles Stuart, a person about whom much has been written—most of it glamorized, inaccurate, and wildly misleading.
A major difference in doing real historical research, versus that required for writing a historical novel, is that with the latter, one need not be quite so picky about the reliability of the sources. Still, a sense of obligation and respect toward the historical characters—who were, after all, real people—dictates that one should try to obtain at least fairly accurate information as to who they really were, and then to do nothing to discredit them, beyond the bounds of their known reputations.
I was fortunate enough to find a book titled Bonnie Prince Charlie, by Susan Mac-Lean Kybett, on a remainder table (one of a writer’s greatest resources). It appeared to be by far the best description of Charles Stuart available; the book is scholarly (Kybett being a respected British historian), thorough, and—luckily—very readable, and presented an excellent picture both of Stuart and of the political situation surrounding the circumstances of the Rising.
I’ve found that when doing historical research, while one may consult hundreds of books, normally only a few prove to be extremely useful. Bonnie Prince Charlie was one such book, and I used Kybett’s portraits of Charles Stuart and the other prominent Jacobites as the basis for my own fictional portrayals.
While it was, of course, necessary to invent incident and dialogue involving Stuart and other historical persons, I tried to make sure that such descriptions fit with what was known of each character’s real persona and actions. Hence, Charles Stuart’s speech; while he did speak English, he spoke it badly, and with a pronounced Italian accent. While the incident of the rooftop excursion and the monkey bite (in Dragonfly in Amber) is invented, the affair with Louise de Rohan was not. The affair of the cargo ship full of port is invented; the negotiations with Manzetti the banker and the purchase of the Dutch broadswords were not.
With Simon Fraser, Lord Lovat (the Old Fox), I played somewhat more loosely. Though I saddled him with a thoroughly fictitious illegitimate grandson,1 the general depiction of his personality as wily, sensual, and politically astute is based soundly on a good many accounts of his life and behavior—even though those accounts vary considerably in detail and reliability.
At the same time, the prostatitis that served as his ostensible excuse for not joining Charles Stuart was purely my invention.
I had been reading an article at the local health club about the symptoms of prostate enlargement and prostatitis, which included a remark about how common this problem was in men over sixty-five. I at once exclaimed “Eureka!,” went home, and wrote the scene at Beaufort Castle (the Castle also had to be invented, as the original was leveled after the Rising, and thus wasn’t available for research) in which Claire performs her dinner table diagnosis.
Young Simon (the Young Fox) is also a real historical character, about whom a fair amount is known. Most of the actions for which he was known, though, took place in the latter years of his life—a span that falls outside the constraints of the story so far. However, I rather think we haven’t seen the last of Young Simon.
Louis XV was—obviously—a real historical person. The descriptions of his levee and Court customs, his sexual behavior (exchanging political patronage for the favors of the wives of those seeking advantage), and his deep interest in the occult were taken from various historical sources.
Dr. Fleche and his servant, Plato, are likewise real historical characters; the Doctor, in fact, is widely credited with having caused the premature demise of a good many of the French Royal Family.
The Comte St. Germain was a real character of the times, and one with a reputation for being involved in occult matters—but very little else seemed known for sure about him. I consequently took nothing but his name and his unsavory associations, and beyond that, invented wholesale. (I note in passing that another author—Chelsea Quinn Yarbro—evidently took the Comte and used him fictionally; as a vampire, whose immortality allows him to live in various interesting time periods.)
Monsieur Forez was a professional hangman, operating in Paris at roughly the time of Dragonfly in Amber. I found mention of him with a description of the perquisites of the hangman’s trade, and—being quite unable to resist including “hanged-men’s grease” in the book—included Monsieur Forez, too.
Governor Tryon of North Carolina is naturally a real historical personage. While his dialogue with Jamie is of course invented, he did in fact pursue an aggressive policy of land grants in an effort to settle and civilize the backcountry of the Colony. The language of the land grant—and of the oath required of the defeated Jacobites—is taken word for word from historical documents of the time.
Farquard Campbell, Jocasta’s friend in Drums of Autumn, was likewise a real person, prominent in the affairs of the Cape Fear River area and very influential among the Highlanders who settled there. His personal life, however—wives, children, etc.— is invented.
Other minor characters taken from the pages of history are marked in the Cast of Characters for each novel.

REAL PEOPLE
There is a second classification of Real People who serve as characters in my own books; these are the beloved and long-suffering friends whose forebearance has allowed me to exercise my sense of humor at their expense, by writing them into my stories.
John Simpson Sr. and John Simpson Jr.
John E. Simpson Jr. was one of my earliest electronic friends, distinguished by his gentle wit and beautiful prose, as much as by the rather unusual style of his name. Having shared a close relationship with his father, John sometimes used the “Jr.” style, both professionally and personally. (He writes wonderful literary short stories and computer books [Just XML], and has just published a mystery novel.)
I was therefore astonished and delighted when, in the course of my research into Scottish weaponry, I came upon a mention of the historical Simpsons—a father and son team of sword makers, operating in Scotland during the mid-eighteenth century, and famed for the quality of their blades. Both, coincidentally, named John. I therefore wrote a small piece for Dragonfly in Amber featuring the sword makers, but giving them—with John’s permission— the approximate physical characteristics of the contemporary Simpsons.
Labhriunn MacIan
Labhriunn MacIan was an early electronic acquaintance, who helpfully supplied my first lesson in Gaelic pronunciation, with regard to his name: Lay-vree-AHN. While I didn’t know Labhriunn well, have never met him, and have long since lost all contact with him, we shared one very long telephone conversation, in which he told me a great deal about Celtic heritage, the Shetland Islands (from which he hailed), and other things that proved indirectly inspirational in the writing of the books. He also told me the story of his grandfather, a blind piper who practiced on the seashore, bouncing the sound of his pipes off the sea cliffs. I therefore wrote Labhriunn himself into Dragonfly in Amber in a small walk-on role as a piper, incorporating the story of his grandfather in the process.
Margaret Campbell
As is evident, this process of character cannibalization began with online conversations. In one such conversation, Margaret Campbell (a longtime friend and duct-tape dilettante)2 confided that she had harbored a childhood ambition to be a carnival geek—the person in old-time carnival sideshows whose “act” was to bite the heads off live chickens.
Someone jokingly responded that— given the SPCA and modern attitudes toward performance art—her only chance of achieving this particular ambition was likely to be “if Diana writes you into one of her books that way.”
Now, I wish to state for the record that I am, too, capable of resisting insidious random suggestions. Just not all of them.
Well, I did intend to write a section of the book located in the West Indies. Ergo, I might quite reasonably have a small voodoo ceremony, at which it would be entirely appropriate to have the sacrifice of a black cock, and so … enter the Scottish voodoo oracle, Miss Margaret Campbell, sweetheart of Captain Ewan Cameron, and sister to the Edinburgh Fiend.
Barry Fogden
Likewise, another electronic friend, Barry Fogden, made the mistake of mentioning in casual conversation that his grandfather had been a shepherd, and that he, Barry, had often helped with lambing and other chores in his wanton youth. Human nature being what it is, this revelation led to a predictable outbreak of sheep jokes among the inhabitants of the CompuServe Literary Forum.
Consequently—a writer’s mind being what it is—the notion of sheep led to the notion of “flock,” which in turn suggested a priest. And I did need some way for Fergus and Marsali to get married. Thus B. Fogden, erstwhile shepherd, reputable and eminent British poet, became the disreputable and outcast Father Fogden, accompanied into the pages of Voyager by his dog, Ludo, and his … er … flock (Ludo is real; the sheep are fictional).
John (Quincy) Myers
One of my oldest electronic friends is the novelist John L. Myers, who—among his other notable attributes—possesses a striking physical appearance, being six-feet-seven in height. John also hails from North Carolina, and was most helpful in supplying incidental information, ghost stories, and other arcana having to do with his home territory (I am indebted to John for the story of the Brown Mountain Lights, which loosely inspired the ghost story in Drums).

I repaid this kindness by creating Johnnie Lee Myers, Mountain Man, and—as is my custom—forwarding the fictional creation to his namesake for approval prior to publication, asking whether there were any changes that I ought to make before JLM appeared in print.
John replied that the fictional creation was really amazingly similar in appearance—beard, snaky locks, and all—to his own grandfather Quincy Myers, who had been a revenuer in the North Carolina mountains. He requested that I change the character’s name slightly, to include “Quincy,” as a small tribute to his grandfather—and thus, the character emerged into publication in Drums of Autumn as John Quincy Myers.

1However, the existence of bastard sons is quite consonant with what’s known of Lovat’s character
2Look, don’t blame me; I asked her how she wished to be described here and that’s what she said.



CAST OF CHARACTERS
 now and then get letters or E-mail from people who cannot recall quite who one or another of the characters in the books is1—or recall the name, but not which book the character occurred in—or recall name and book, but not what the character was doing in the story. After considering for some time how best to organize a list of characters in order to make them easy to look up, and most effective in jogging errant memories, I finally decided to provide a simple alphabetic listing, giving a capsule description of the character and his or her relationships, and noting the book or books in which each character occurs.
On the other hand, there’s nothing really “simple” about an alphabetical listing, given the number of characters and the variety of their names. Still, that seemed the only reasonable approach, so I’ve adopted the following conventions, for the sake of consistency:
All characters are listed alphabetically 1) by their last name (if they had one), 2) by first name (if they were referred to by only one name), or 3) by the main word describing them (if they were nameless)— like “ghost.”
Characters who appear under different names at different points in the story (e.g., Claire Beauchamp Randall becomes Claire Fraser; James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser appears as Alexander Malcolm, Captain Alessandro, and a variety of other aliases; Roger Wakefield reclaims his original family name of MacKenzie, etc.) are listed under all their names, though only the main listing (the name by which the character is most commonly known) gives a description of the character; aliases merely refer the reader to the original name.
Characters who were real people existing in historical times (or at least my fictional version of them) are marked with a dagger(†). Characters who are real people, and friends of mine (or at least were before I began putting them—liberally embellished by my imagination—in books) are marked with a double dagger (‡).
Many characters do not appear directly in one book or another, but are mentioned with some significance—such as the ghost in Outlander. We never actually see the ghost, and yet Frank’s description of meeting him is sufficient to make the ghost a significant character. Likewise, Jamie’s parents,Brian and Ellen Fraser, never appear directly in the story, but are important figures, nonetheless. Ergo, characters who are mentioned in the story (and important to it in some way), but who do not appear directly, are listed with an (m) notation following their names.
Very Minor Characters, who are named individually, but appear only as members of a group and have no great importance to the story, are listed collectively at the end of the alphabetical listing (e.g., Dougal’s men, Monks at the Abbey of Ste. Anne de Beaupré, etc.). Minor characters who have no names, but are identified only by their office (e.g., “Le Havre harbormaster”), are also listed here.
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	Barnabas Abernathy (m)—last husband of Geillis Duncan, who died under mysterious circumstances, leaving her Rose Hall. [Voyager]

	Mrs. Abernathy of Rose Hall—the last known alias of Gillian Edgars/Geillis Duncan. [Voyager]

	Dr. Joseph Abernathy—Claire’s best friend, whom she met at medical school, and whom she later leaves in charge of her daughter. [Dragonfly, Voyager, Drums]

	Leonard Abernathy—son of Joseph Abernathy; a friend of Brianna’s. [Dragonfly, Drums]

	Abigail—one of Jamie’s small great-nieces; a red-haired lassie with outspoken opinions. (“We call him Snot-rag,“ she informed me.) [Voyager]

	Absalom—MacRannoch’s cowherd. [Out-lander]

	Don Armando Alcantara (m)—the betrayed and deserted husband of Ermenegilda. [Voyager]

	Ermenegilda Ruiz Alcantara y Meroz (m)—the young woman for whom Father Fogden abandoned his priestly vows. [Voyager]

	Mina Alcott—merry widow of Kingston; murdered by the Reverend Campbell at the Governor’s reception. [Drums]

	Judge Alderdyce—a prominent Justice, a friend of Jocasta Cameron’s, and (Jocasta thinks) a good potential husband for Brianna. [Drums]

	Mrs. Alderdyce—the widowed mother of Judge Alderdyce, eager to see her son wed to Brianna, in hopes of obtaining a grandchild. [Drums]

	“Auld Alec”—see “Alexander MacMahon MacKenzie.”

	Captain Alessandro—Jamie’s alias, when he temporarily joins the Spanish garrison on Hispaniola. [Voyager]

	“Young Alex”—serving boy at Castle Leoch. [Outlander]

	Etienne Marcel de Provac Alexandre— one of Jamie Fraser’s aliases, used in Jamaica, where he attends the Governor’s reception disguised as a French planter from Martinique. [Voyager]

	Aline—Simon Fraser’s sister-in-law. [Dragonfly]

	Dame Aliset (m)—a legendary figure; the “White Lady” of the Highlands. [Dragonfly]

	Rufus Allison—innkeeper of the Lime Tree tavern, where Lord John Grey and Jamie go to question Duncan Kerr. [Voyager]

	† Richard Anderson, of Whitburgh—the man who showed the Highland army a secret way across the field at Prestonpans, thus allowing them to take the English by surprise. [Dragonfly]

	“L’Andouille”—“The Sausage.” A French courtier, known for his sexual proclivities. [Dragonfly]

	Mrs. Andrews—secretary to Dr. McEwan at the Institute for Highland Studies, where Gillian Edgars began her research into the standing stones. [Dragonfly]

	Sister Angelique—a nun at L’Hôpital des Anges. [Dragonfly]

	Uncle Angus—a stuffed Aberdeen terrier, companion of Roger’s youth. [Drums]

	Angus Mhor (“Big Angus”)—Colum’s body servant, bodyguard, and general factotum of justice. NB: “Mhor” is not a last name, but rather a Gaelic adjective. [Outlander, Dragonfly]

	Anne—Geillis Duncan’s serving woman. [Outlander]

	Father Anselm—a priest visiting Ste. Anne de Beaupré who counsels with Claire on the morality of time travel. [Outlander]

	M. and Mme. (Marie) d’Arbanville—social acquaintances of the Frasers in Paris. [Dragonfly]

	Arnold (and Harry)—English deserters, who come upon and attack Jamie and Claire. [Outlander]

	† M. Arouet (aka Voltaire) (m)—eighteenth century philosopher and critic. [Voyager]

	Atlas and Hercules—twin slaves, belonging to Geillis Abernathy at Rose Hall. [Voyager]
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	Father Bain—the local priest in Cranesmuir, who condemns Claire as a witch and a Sassenach. [Outlander]

	Mrs. Baird—landlady of the bed-and-breakfast where Claire and Frank stay in Inverness. [Outlander]

	Mr. Bainbridge (m)—an Inverness solicitor with an interest in history; friend of Frank Randall. [Outlander]

	† “Balhaldy” (William MacGregor, or Drummond of Balhaldies)—a seedy Jacobite hanger-on, who frequented the company of Prince Charles in Paris. [Dragonfly]

	Father Balmain—the young priest who attends L’Hôpital des Anges. [Dragonfly]

	† Lord Balmerino-one of the prominent Jacobite earls; later executed at Tower Hill for his part in the Rising. [Dragonfly]

	The Baronet—Mary Hawkins’s father; Silas Hawkins’s brother. [Dragonfly]

	Bear Killer—the name given to Jamie Fraser by the Tuscarora, in consequence of his having killed a black bear single-handed, with a knife. [Drums]

	Davie Beaton (m)—the late physician of Castle Leoch; Claire inherits his stock and casebook. [Outlander]

	Henry Montmorency Beauchamp (m)— Claire’s father. [Dragonfly]

	Quentin Lambert Beauchamp (aka “Uncle Lamb”) (m)—Claire’s paternal uncle, who raised her from childhood following the death of her parents in a car accident. [Outlander]

	Father Beggs—pastor of St. Finbar’s, the parish church in Boston that Frank attends, and where Claire goes in the middle of the night, seeking peace and comfort. [Voyager]

	† Pope Benedict—supporter of the Catholic Stuarts; succeeded Clement. [Dragonfly]

	Father Benin—a priest accompanying the Jacobite troops at Prestonpans. [Dragonfly]

	Hugh Berowne—a tax collector who, at the instigation of Sergeant Murchison, falsely accuses Fergus of nonpayment of tax, and confiscates his horse, saddle, and bridle in payment. [Drums]

	Berta—one of Louise de Rohan’s servants at Fontainebleau; a secret Huguenot, and one of Pastor Laurent’s parishioners. [Dragonfly]

	Berthe—Gabrielle’s daughter by her first husband, a French trapper. [Drums]

	Betty—one of Jocasta Cameron’s house-slaves. [Drums]

	“Black Jack” Randall (aka Jonathan Wolverton Randall)—see under “R.”

	Colonel Bogle (m)—Harry Quarry’s predecessor as Governor of Ardsmuir Prison; put Jamie Fraser in irons. [Voyager]

	Madame Bonheur (m)—a midwife at L’Hôpital des Anges. [Dragonfly]

	Stephen Bonnet—an Irishman orphaned young, Stephen Bonnet made his way in life by any means possible, consulting no one’s desires save his own. Condemned to hanging for piracy, he escaped the gallows in Charleston, and fell in with the Frasers by hiding in the wagon bearing the body of Gavin Hayes. Prevailing upon their kindness to aid his escape, he later repaid their generosity by ambushing their party on the river, stealing both their gemstones and Claire’s gold wedding ring. Bonnet uses one of the gems to finance his acquisition of the Gloriana, a small cargo ship on which Roger MacKenzie later sails to America. He meets Brianna Randall Fraser in an inn in Wilmington, where she spots her mother’s ring. When Brianna goes to the Gloriana to try to buy back the ring—and learn what has happened to her mother—Bonnet gives her the ring, but at his own price—rape. Later, when Bonnet is captured, Brianna—believing him about to be executed—tells him that the child she is carrying is his; Bonnet escapes, giving Brianna a black diamond for the maintenance of the child he thinks is his. [Drums]

	Gayle Bosworthy—Brianna’s best friend in college. A great admirer of men in kilts. [Drums]

	† Bouassa—a notorious maroon; executed for rebellion. His loa comes, summoned by Ishmael, to give his blessing to the slaves who plot escape from Jamaica. [Voyager]

	Comtesse de Brabant—member of the court at Versailles. [Dragonfly]

	Edwina Briggs—dean of the college at Oxford where Roger Wakefield is employed. [Drums]

	Bruno (aka Theobald)—doorkeeper and bouncer at Madame Jeanne’s brothel in Edinburgh. [Voyager]

	Mrs. Buchanan—the Inverness postmistress; member of the dancing ladies on Craigh na Dun. [Outlander]

	Corporal Brame2—one of Lord John Grey’s soldiers at Ardsmuir. [Voyager]

	bridie seller—old woman who sells Brianna hot pasties (“bridies”) at the hiring-hall in Inverness. [Drums]

	Brutus—the horse Brianna acquires after traveling through the stones, to carry her to Lallybroch. [Drums]

	Ernie Buchan—Fiona’s fiancé, who views her relationship with Roger Wakefield MacKenzie with considerable suspicion. [Drums]

	Maisri Buchanan.—A mother whom Claire counsels on nutrition, at the Gathering. [Drums]

	Mr. Buchanan—a Scottish plantation owner in North Carolina, a social acquaintance of Jocasta Cameron. [Drums]

	Vicomte de Busca (m)—young man rumored to be one of Les Disciples de Mal. [Dragonfly]

	Davie Byrnes—the incompetent and drunken overseer of the timber camp and sawmill operations at River Run. Responsible for the gruesome lynching death of a slave at the sawmill, Byrnes dies himself of tetanus as a result of wounds sustained in the precipitating incident. [Drums]


C
 
	† Archie Cameron (m)—brother to Lochiel; a physician who attended the Highland army; later executed for his part in the Rising. [Dragonfly]

	Ewan Cameron—a Jacobite soldier; one of Jamie’s friends during the Rising; lover of Margaret Campbell. [Dragonfly, Voyager]

	Hector Cameron—Jamie Fraser’s uncle by marriage; husband to Jocasta MacKenzie Cameron, Jamie’s aunt. [Drums]

	Hugh Cameron (m)—chief of clan Cameron; a Jacobite. [Dragonfly]

	† Jenny Cameron—sister of the chief of clan Cameron; hearing of Prince Charles’s landing at Glenfinnan, she raised three hundred Camerons and led them to join the Stuart Rising. [Dragonfly]

	John Cameron (m)—first husband of Jocasta MacKenzie. [Outlander]

	Reverend Archibald Campbell—an ex-soldier (for the English Crown) turned clergyman; also turned murderer (see “Edinburgh Fiend”). Devoted brother of the demented Miss Margaret Campbell, whom he takes to the West Indies in hopes of restoring her senses. [Voyager]

	† Farquard Campbell—a prominent member of Cape Fear’s Scottish community, and a close friend to Jocasta Cameron. A law-abiding man with a scrupulous conscience, he is a county magistrate, as well as a planter. [Drums]

	Margaret Campbell—sister of Archibald Campbell. A devoted follower of the Jacobite cause, she leaves home to join the Highland soldier with whom she is in love (Ewan Cameron), but falls afoul of Government troops, who brutalize her and leave her for dead. Surviving the assault, she has lost her wits—but the vacant housing of her mind provides the necessary vessel for the loas, voodoo spirits summoned by Ishmael, the houngan. [Voyager]

	Ronnie Campbell—one of Farquard Campbell’s numerous offspring, who comes to inform Jamie of Byrnes’s death. [Drums]

	Angus Walter Edwin Murray Carmichael—one of Ian and Jenny’s grandsons; son of their daughter Maggie. [Voyager]

	† du Carrefours (m)—a sinister French figure, with a reputation for involvement in the occult, burned for witchcraft in Paris some years prior. [Dragonfly]

	Due di Castellotti—a dissipated Italian nobleman; companion to Charles Stuart on his drunken ramblings through Paris. [Dragonfly]

	Sister Cecile—a nun at L’Hôpital des

	Anges. [Dragonfly] Sister Celeste—a nun at L’Hôpital des

	Anges. [Dragonfly] “Bonnie Prince Charlie”—see “Charles Stuart.”

	Mr. Cheesewright (m)—Roger Wakefield’s tutor at Oxford. [Voyager]

	Corporal Chisholm (m)—a patient of Claire’s, nursed during World War II. [Outlander]

	Geordie Chisholm (m)—an ex-prisoner from Ardsmuir, desiring to take up residence at Fraser’s Ridge. Jamie and Duncan Innes discuss whether to accept Geordie Chisholm or Ronnie Sinclair. [Drums]

	Bart Clancy (m)—small, obnoxious son of Mrs. Clancy, the history department secretary. [Voyager]

	Mrs. Clancy (m)—secretary in the history department where Frank works in Boston. [Voyager]

	Clarence—Jamie’s mule; a sociable creature, given to loud greetings. [Drums]

	Claudel—see “Fergus.”

	Duchess of Claymore (m)—an English noblewoman, visiting the French Court. [Dragonfly]

	† Clanranald (m)—a prominent Jacobite chief. [Dragonfly]

	† Pope Clement (m)—supporter of the Catholic Stuarts. [Dragonfly]

	Clotilda—Geillis Abernathy’s door slave at Rose Hall. [Voyager]

	Mrs. Coker (m)—mentioned as the cook at Lallybroch, though she is also referred to as Mrs. Crook. [Dragonfly, Voyager]

	† General Jonathan Cope (m)—commander of the English army at Prestonpans; defeated by a numerically vastly inferior Highland force. [Dragonfly]

	M. Clouseau3 (m)—Louise de Rohan’s doctor, whom she had summoned to attend Claire, but whom Claire escapes.

	Brodie Cooper—one of the crew of the Artemis. [Voyager]

	Mr. Justice Conant—magistrate of the court where a tax collector brings false suit against Fergus for nonpayment of tax. [Drums]

	Nellie Cowden—woman engaged by the Reverend Campbell to be abigail (serving-woman) for his sister Margaret on the voyage to the West Indies. [Voyager]

	Mr. Crook—an elderly acquaintance who takes Claire botanizing in the Highlands, and in the process shows her the stone circle at Craigh na Dun. [Outlander]

	Mrs. Crook (aka Mrs. Coker—see “Errata”)—cook at Lallybroch, who dies during the difficult conditions after Culloden. [Voyager]

	† William Augustus, Duke of Cumberland (m)—leader of King George’s forces, bent on subduing the Jacobite Rising and stamping out its remains. [Dragonfly, Voyager]


D
 
	Daft Joey (m)—a witless beggarman, lured into the cellar of a great house being built in Inverness, crushed to death with the cornerstone to serve as a blood sacrifice for the foundation. [Outlander, Drums]

	Myra Dalrymple (m)—resident gossip in Kingston.
[Voyager]

	Albert Danton—the Duke of Sandringham’s valet; leader of the gang that attacks Claire and Mary Hawkins in the Rue du Faubourg St.-Honoré.
[Dragonfly]

	Danu (m)—the Celtic goddess of luck.
[Drums]

	Daphne (m)—Edinburgh prostitute whose dress Claire borrows, after her own is damaged in a pub brawl.
[Voyager]

	Reverend Davis (m)—a Kingston minister.
[Voyager]

	Corporal Dawes (m)—the soldier at Ardsmuir, charged with flogging Jamie Fraser for possession of contraband tartan.
[Voyager]

	Mr. Dixon—paymaster of the
Gloriana.

	Mr. Justice Dodgson (m)—a corrupt justice, the victim of violence imposed by a gang of Regulators.
[Drums]

	Drusus—one of Jocasta’s slaves.
[Drums]

	Duff—a hand on the
Gloriana. [Drums]

	Arthur Duncan—the Procurator Fiscal in Cranesmuir; Geillis Duncan’s husband; a murder victim, he is poisoned with cyanide at Colum’s dinner party.
[Outlander]

	Geillis Duncan (aka Gillian Edgars)— wife of the Procurator Fiscal in Cranesmuir; Claire’s friend; a suspected witch. Sentenced to burning, she was temporarily reprieved by reason of pregnancy, and bore a child to Dougal MacKenzie. Later escaped to Paris with Dougal’s help, and made her way by various means to the West Indies, where her attempt to travel back to her own time led her to a final confrontation with Claire in the cave of Abandawe.
[All]

	† Dundas (m)—Sir Henry Dundas, an important figure in Scottish politics during the latter half of the eighteenth century.
[Voyager]

	Geneva Dunsany—eldest daughter of the Dunsany family of Helwater; taking a fancy to Jamie Fraser, she forces him to her bed by means of blackmail, and bears a son (William) to him, dying soon after giving birth.
[Voyager]

	Gordon Dunsany (m)—son of Lord Dunsany and heir to Helwater; killed in the Rising. A friend of Lord John Grey’s.
[Voyager]

	Isobel Dunsany—younger daughter of Lord and Lady Dunsany of Helwater, younger sister to Geneva Dunsany. Following the death of her sister in childbed, she becomes foster mother to her sister’s child, William, and later marries Lord John Grey, who thus becomes the boy’s stepfather and guardian.
[Drums]

	Lady Dunsany—mother of Geneva and Isobel, grandmother of Willie, whose parentage she may suspect. She offers to arrange Jamie’s pardon, so that he can leave Helwater.
[Drums]

	Lord Dunsany—a minor—and rather impoverished—aristocrat, who accepts Jamie Fraser (under the alias Alexander MacKenzie) as a groom on his estate, Helwater, as a favor to Lord John Grey. He arranged his daughter Geneva’s marriage to the elderly Earl of Ellesmere, hoping that this would ensure her shortly becoming a wealthy young widow— and a countess.
[Drums]

	Corporal Dunstable—one of John Greys soldiers at Ardsmuir, responsible for searching the prisoners’ quarters for contraband.
[Voyager]

	Mrs. Dunvegan (m)—wife of the minister of the Old Church in Inverness; an acquaintance of Roger Wakefield. [Drums]

	† M. Duverney the elder—Louis XV’s Minister of Finance. [Dragonfly]

	† M. Duverney the younger—son of Duverney the elder; a successful banker. [Dragonfly]
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	Gillian Edgars (aka Geillis Duncan)—A mysterious young woman with a monomania, and the ability to travel through the stones. [All]

	† Lord Elcho (m)—one of the Jacobite earls.

	Madame Elise—proprietor of the brothel in which Fergus was born. [Dragonfly]

	Lord Ellesmere—husband to Geneva Dunsany; putative father of William, Viscount Ashness. Killed by Jamie Fraser while threatening the life of the newborn infant whom he knows to be the result of cuckoldry. [Voyager]

	Eutroclus—a black freeman, serving as hand on the riverboat Sally Ann. [Drums]

	George Everett (m)—John Grey’s ex-lover, the cause of the scandal that exiled him to Ardsmuir. [Voyager]

	Lord and Lady Everett (m)—parents of John Grey’s ex-lover. [Voyager]


F
 
	Dr. Charles Fentiman (m)—a surgeon from Cross Creek. [Drums]

	Father Alexandre Ferigault—a young Jesuit priest. Coming to preach to the Mohawk, he succeeded in converting part of the village, but then fell in love with one of his parishioners, getting her with child. His subsequent behavior leads to a serious schism in the village, and finally results in his torture and death, and the death of his lover. He leaves behind an infant daughter, whom Roger baptizes Alexandra. [Drums]

	Fergus (aka Claudel)—a young pickpocket, hired by Jamie to steal confidential political documents, who later becomes Jamie’s foster son. Fergus loses his left hand in an encounter with English soldiers at Leap o’ the Cask, and marries Jamie’s erstwhile stepdaughter, Marsali, on a beach in the West Indies. Father of Germain. See also Claudel, Fergus Fraser. [Dragonfly, Voyager, Drums] the Edinburgh Fiend—a killer of women, later revealed to be the Reverend Archibald Campbell. [Voyager]

	Mrs. FitzGibbons (Glenna)—Chatelaine at Castle Leoch; Murtagh’s aunt by marriage. [Outlander]

	† M. Fleche—the Royal Doctor who attends Louis XV and his Court.

	Father Fogden—a defrocked, disgraced priest who lives on Hispaniola. He offers hospitality to Claire when she is marooned, and later marries Fergus and Marsali. [Voyager]

	Gerald Forbes—a lawyer, prominent inhabitant of Cross Creek; he brings four gemstones to assist his suit when paying court to Brianna. [Drums]

	Miss Forbes—the sister of Lawyer Gerald Forbes, who praises her brother’s accomplishments to Brianna. [Drums]

	† M. Forez—the official hangman forthe Fifth Arrondissement,4 who also volunteers his services as a bonesetter at L’Hépital des Anges, where he befriends Claire.
[Dragonfly]
Mrs. Forrest (m)—woman giving lodging to Margaret Campbell in Kingston. [Voyager]

	Abbot Alexander Fraser—brother to Brian Fraser; uncle to Jamie Fraser; abbot of Ste. Anne de Beaupré priory. An ardent Jacobite, the abbot arranges for Jamie and Claire to live in Paris and assist Charles Stuart in his attempt to regain the throne of Scotland.
[Outlander, Dragonfly in Amber]

	Annie Fraser (m)—a young inhabitant of the village of Broch Mordha, whose death of the bloody flux is reported by the elder Ian Murray in one of his letters to Jamie.
[Drums]

	Brian Fraser (“Brian Dubh”) (m)—husband to Ellen MacKenzie; father of Jamie Fraser and Jenny Fraser Murray.
[Outlander, Dragonfly, Voyager]

	Claire Elizabeth Beauchamp Randall Fraser—English ex-army combat nurse, who goes to Scotland on a second honeymoon with her husband, Frank Randall, following World War II—only to walk through a circle of standing stones, with surprising results.
[All]

	Ellen MacKenzie Fraser (m)—wife to Brian Fraser; sister to Colum and Dougal MacKenzie; mother to Jamie Fraser

	and Jenny Fraser Murray.
[Outlander, Voyager, Drums]

	Faith Fraser (m)—Claire and Jamie’s first child, stillborn at L’Hépital des Anges, following a miscarriage as the indirect result of Jamie’s duel with Jack Randall.
[Dragonfly]

	Fergus Fraser—see “Fergus.”

	Lady Frances Fraser—one of Simon Fraser’s daughters.
[Dragonfly]

	Geordie Paul Fraser—one of Jamie’s followers.
[Dragonfly]

	James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser—Laird of Broch Tuarach. Son of Ellen MacKenzie and Brian Fraser; illegitimately descended (though legitimately born) grandson of Simon Fraser (the Old Fox); Claire’s second husband, father of Faith Fraser (stillborn), Brianna Ellen Randall (Fraser), and (by Geneva Dunsany) William, Viscount Ashness, ninth Earl of Ellesmere.
[All]

	Jared Munro Fraser—successful expatriate Scottish wine merchant, with ships and warehouses in Le Havre, and a mansion in Paris. Jamie’s cousin, and a strong Jacobite. He later lends Jamie and Claire his ship, Artemis, to hunt for Young Ian in the West Indies.
[Dragonfly, Voyager]

	Marsali Joyce MacKimmie Fraser—see “Marsali.”

	Murtagh FitzGibbons Fraser—Jamie Fraser’s godfather and companion.
[Outlander, Dragonfly]

	† Simon Fraser, Lord Lovat (the Old Fox)—chief of clan Fraser; Jamie Fraser’s paternal grandfather.
[Dragonfly]

	† Simon Fraser, Lord Lovat (the Young Fox)—son of the executed Lord Lovat (also named Simon, known as the Old Fox); younger half-brother to JamieFraser’s father, thus half-uncle to Jamie Fraser. He led Fraser clansmen at Culloden, but escaped execution, though suffering the loss of most of his family property—later regained through legal process and as a reward for his efforts in raising a regiment to fight in the Colonies during the French and Indian War. [Dragonfly, Drums]

	Wallace Fraser—tenant at Lallybroch. [Dragonfly]

	William Fraser (m)—Jamie’s elder brother, dead of smallpox at age eleven. [Outlander]

	Frank—Claire’s first husband; see also Franklin Wolverton Randall.

	Captain Freeman—captain of the Sally Ann, the riverboat that carried the Frasers up the Cape Fear River from Wilmington to Cross Creek. [Drums]
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	Gabrielle—second wife to Nacognaweto, a woman of mixed blood, earlier married to a French trapper. Fluent in French, she translates for Claire and for her grandmother-in-law, Nayawenne. [Drums]

	Tom Gage—an Edinburgh political agitator and seditionist; hires the printer A. Malcolm to print political pamphlets. [Voyager]

	Lissa Garver—the pregnant girl whom Jamie and Claire finding bleeding to death in the sawmill, the apparent victim of a botched abortion—in truth, murdered by her erstwhile lover, Sergeant Murchison. [Drums]

	Charles Gauloise (m)—Jamie’s rival for the attentions of Annalise de Marillac. [Dragonfly]

	Gayle—see “Gayle Bosworthy.”

	M. Genet—a French banker. [Dragonfly]

	Geordie—print shop employee. [Voyager]

	†George II, King of England. [Dragonfly]

	†George III, King of England. [Voyager]

	Germain(e)—firstborn son of Fergus and Marsali; proper French spelling of the masculine is “Germain.”

	†Comte St. Germain5—a member of the French Court; a noble with a reputation for dabbling in occult matters. Charles Stuart’s business partner. [Dragonfly]

	Comtesse St. Germain—wife of the Comte St. Germain. [Dragonfly]

	Johannes Gerstmann—the King of France’s Austrian music master. [Dragonfly]

	a Native American ghost—Claire meets a man on a deserted mountain in North Carolina, his face painted black, holding a torch that burns but is not consumed. [Drums]

	a Scottish ghost (m)—the spectral figure of a big Highlander, in kilt and running-stag brooch, whom Frank Randall encounters outside the bed-and-breakfast where he and Claire are staying in Inverness. [Outlander]

	Duncan Gibbons (m)—a crofter on Lallybroch; Jenny’s choice to marry Peggy Murray—if Jamie does not want to marry her himself. [Voyager]

	Lachlan Gibbons (m)—a man saved from drowning by Maisri’s Sight. [Dragonfly]

	Ewan Gibson—Hugh Munro’s eldest stepson. [Dragonfly]

	Gideon (m)—Simon Fraser’s secretary. [Dragonfly]

	Gilbert (Gibbie)—a small boy aboard the Gloriana, one of the victims of the smallpox outbreak.
[Drums]

	Jonathan Gillette (m)—proprietor of the Wilmington Gazette, in which the death notice for Jamie and Claire Fraser appears.
[Drums]

	† Glengarry—prominent Jacobite chief. [Dragonfly]

	† Gérard Gobelin—an important French banker, much involved with the financing of political figures. [Dragonfly]

	Sir Fletcher Gordon—governor of Wentworth Prison. [Outlander]

	† Lord Lewis Gordon (m)—a Jacobite supporter, who raised men for Charles Stuart.

	Pastor Gottfried—pastor of a small group of German Lutherans, settled in North Carolina. He comes to Fraser’s Ridge to tell Claire of the deaths of Petronella Mueller and her baby, and to warn her that Gerhard Mueller is seeking vengeance upon the local Indians, whom he blames for the deaths. [Drums]

	Ned Gowan—a lawyer from Edinburgh; legal advisor to clan MacKenzie; helps to rescue Claire from the witchcraft trial in Cranesmuir; later, he handles negotiations resulting from Jamie Fraser’s invalid marriage to Laoghaire MacKenzie. [Outlander, Voyager]

	Fiona Graham—Mrs. Graham’s grand-daughter. A practical young woman with a domestic touch, she has set her sights on Roger, but abandons this project upon realizing that Roger is in love with Brianna. Fiona succeeds her grandmother, both as housekeeper at the manse, and as the “caller”—the leader of the women who dance on Craigh na Dun, calling down the sun on the Feast of Beltane. A good friend of Roger’s, she helps him with his quest to follow Brianna, giving him the grimoire left behind by Geillis Duncan, and later giving him her own engagement diamond, to safeguard his passage through the stones. Engaged to marry Ernie Buchan. [Dragonfly, Voyager, Drums]

	Master Georgie Graham—Mrs. Graham’s small, coach-sick son. [Voyager]

	Mrs. Graham—the Reverend Wakefield’s housekeeper, Roger’s foster mother, and grandmother to Fiona, who inherits her grandmother’s position as leader of the dancing ladies who call down the sun at Craig na Dun on the Feast of Beltane. [Outlander]

	Mrs. (Jemima) Graham—passenger in the coach taking Claire to Edinburgh to look for Jamie. [Voyager]

	Malcolm Grant (m)—chieftain of clan Grant; rejected suitor of Ellen MacKenzie. [Outlander]

	†Margaret Grant (m)—Simon Fraser’s second wife. [Outlander]

	Miss Grant—proprietor of an Inverness pastry shop; member of the dancing ladies. [Outlander]

	Mungo Grant (m)—assistant cook at Castle Leoch. [Outlander]

	Sir Greville (m)—the King’s Commissioner on Antigua.[Voyager]

	Lord John William Grey (aka “William Grey,” in Dragonfly)—fourth son of Countess Melton; a sixteen-year-old who attacks Jamie in the wood, shortly before Prestonpans. He is overpowered, captured, and eventually returned to his companions, swearing vengeance onJamie. Later, he is appointed Governor of Ardsmuir Prison, where he makes Jamie’s acquaintance once more. He marries Isobel Dunsany, and becomes stepfather to her nephew William. As Acting Governor of Jamaica, he meets Claire and Jamie again, and later befriends their daughter Brianna in North Carolina. [Dragonfly, Voyager, Drums]

	Mr. Grey (m)—a Jamaican planter, who purchases the Artemis’s cargo of bat guano. [Voyager]

	Mr. Grieves (m)—factor at Helwater. [Voyager]

	Sergeant Grissom—one of Lord John Grey’s officers at Ardsmuir. [Voyager]

	Griswald—a fourteen-year-old private in the English army, who stops the Frasers on the road from Charleston to Wilmington, as they aid Stephen Bonnet’s escape. [Drums]

	Lady Grozier—friend of Lady Dunsany; remarks the unusual resemblance between the young William and his groom, MacKenzie, thus precipitating Jamie’s exit from Helwater. [Voyager]

	Loch Ness guide—a Highlander who takes Claire and Frank on a boat trip down Loch Ness, recounting many of the local legends. [Outlander]

	Gwyllyn—Welsh bard, a retainer at Castle Leoch. [Outlander]
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	†Jenny Ha (m)—proprietor of a well-known tavern on the Royal Mile in Edinburgh. [Dragonfly]

	Mr. Harding (m)—an agent of the Hand-in-Hand Assurance Society, which insured A. Malcolm’s premises in Edinburgh. [Voyager]

	Mr. Haugh—proprietor of an apothecary’s shop on the Royal Mile in Edinburgh. [Dragonfly]

	Haugh the Younger—proprietor of an apothecary’s shop on the Royal Mile, inherited from his father. [Voyager]

	Louisa Haugh—wife of Haugh the Younger. [Voyager]

	Father Hayes (m)—priest who hears Jamie’s and Young Ian’s confession, following the print shop fire and its aftermath at the brothel. [Voyager]

	Archie Hayes (Leftenant)—son of Gavin Hayes; wounded and captured at Culloden, Archie Hayes joined the English army as an alternative to transportation, and achieved the rank of leftenant. With his regiment of Scottish Highlanders, he arrives at the Gathering at Mount Helicon, in search of Jamie, who—he has heard—“kent my faither.” [Drums]

	Gavin Hayes—one of the Jacobite prisoners at Ardsmuir during Jamie Fraser’s imprisonment there. Transported to the American Colonies after the closing of the prison, Gavin was later convicted of theft and hanged in Charleston, South Carolina. In a tavern, following the hanging, Jamie and Duncan tell Claire the story of Gavin’s past—of his encounter with a tannasg in the Highlands, and of his search for his son, Archie—who took the field with his father at Culloden, but disappeared after the battle. Jamie claims Gavin’s body, and buries him by night in the churchyard of St. Michael’s, before traveling northward to North Carolina. [Drums]

	Mrs. Hayes—one of Roger’s neighbors at Inverness. [Drums]

	Corporal Hawkins—aide to Captain Jonathan Randall. [Outlander]

	Mary Hawkins—daughter of a minor English baronet, niece to Silas Hawkins. Engaged to an ancient member of the French nobility, but in love with Alexander Randall. [Dragonfly]

	Mrs. Hawkins—Silas Hawkins’s wife; Mary Hawkins’s aunt. [Dragonfly]

	Silas Hawkins—uncle of Mary Hawkins, brother of a baronet; a wine-seller, and customer of Jared Fraser. [Dragonfly]

	†General Hawley (m)—an English commander, who led some of the troops that met the Highland army at Falkirk. [Dragonfly]

	Harry (and Arnold)—English deserters. [Outlander]

	Hector—MacRannoch’s henchman, who finds and assists Claire following her escape from Wentworth. [Outlander]

	Hector (Dalrymple) (m)—John Grey’s first lover; killed at Culloden. [Voyager]

	Lady Hensley (m)—a friend of the Dowager Countess Melton. [Voyager]

	Herbert (m)—one of the Reverend Wakefield’s dogs, mentioned in his journal. [Dragonfly]

	Mother Hildegarde—Mother Superior of L’Hôpital des Anges; Claire’s friend, and a good amateur musician and composer, who disentangles the musical cipher used by the Duke of Sandringham. [Dragonfly]

	Dr. and Mrs. Hinchcliffe—dean of the history department and his wife. [Voyager]

	Arvin Hodgepile6—An English soldier, stationed at the Crown warehouse in Cross Creek. Suspecting that someone is substituting cheap contraband for legitimately imported liquor, he ferrets about incognito, making inquiries that lead him as far as Jamie’s mountain still, where he loses a button. He is blown up, presumed dead, in the conflagration following Stephen Bonnet’s escape from the prison cells under the warehouse. [Drums]

	Hoechstein (m)—an intern at the hospital where Claire did her medical training. [Voyager]

	Hugo—Louise de Rohan’s footman. [Dragonfly]

	Hughes—head groom at Helwater. [Voyager]

	Hughie—Jenny Murray’s merino ram. [Voyager, Drums]

	Mr. Hunter (m)—late surgeon of the Porpoise, dead of typhoid. Claire inherits his instruments and medicines. [Voyager]

	†Mr. Evan Hunter (m)—a well-known medical authority and researcher, who wrote extensively on medical topics in the eighteenth century. [Drums]

	†James Hunter—one of the leaders of the Regulator movement in North Carolina. [Drums]

	†Hermon Husband—one of the leaders of the Regulator movement in North Carolina; a Quaker, and thus opposed to violence, but a man of principle who cannot abide the malfeasance of corrupt officialdom. [Drums]

	Hutchinson—first mate of the Gloriana. [Drums]


I
 
	the Indian in the corncrib—one of Ian’s Tuscarora hunting companions, whofalls ill of the measles. Despite Claire’s nursing, he dies in the corncrib, thus landing the Frasers with the difficult problem of how best to dispose of his remains, without either infecting his people or giving them the unfortunate notion that the Frasers had somehow caused his death.
[Drums]

	Duncan Innes—a one-time fisherman, part-time smuggler, ex-Ardsmuir prisoner. Jamie’s friend and helper, despite the loss of one arm. Later becomes the consort of Jocasta MacKenzie. [Voyager, Drums]

	Mrs. Innes—the midwife who delivers Young Ian. [Voyager]

	Mr. Isaacson (m)—a wealthy Jew, interested in marrying Mary Hawkins. [Dragonfly]

	Ishmael—the ex-cook of Rose Hall; a houngan
who is kidnapped by pirates, escapes, and is rescued by the
Artemis. [Voyager]

	Isobeail—a small girl whom Roger befriends aboard the Gloriana [Drums]


J
 
	“Black Jack” Randall (aka Jonathan Wolverton Randall)—see under “R.”

	Captain Jacobs—militia captain of Kingston, charged with hunting Mr. Willoughby following Mrs. Alcott’s murder. [Voyager]

	Jamie Roy—nom de guerre
used by Jamie Fraser during his smuggling career. Derived from his nickname during the Rising—“Red Jamie” (Seaumais ruaid, in Gaidhlig: pronounced [roughly] as “Jamie Roy”). See “James Alexander Malcolm MacKenzie Fraser.”
[Voyager]

	Madame Jeanne—French Madame of an Edinburgh brothel, partner and customer of “Jamie Roy” in the brandy-smuggling business. [Voyager]

	Jeffries—Irish coachman, employed by Lord Dunsany; present when Jamie shot Lord Ellesmere. [Voyager]

	Jenkins—English soldier who searches Lallybroch following Young Ian’s birth, when the attention of the English is drawn by pistol shots. [Voyager]

	Jenny (Janet) Fraser Murray—see under “M.”

	Joan (MacKimmie)—Laoghaire’s younger daughter by Simon MacKimmie. [Voyager]

	Jocky—Young Ian’s dog at Lallybroch. [Voyager]

	Annekje Johansen—goat-keeper on board the Porpoise, who helps both Claire and then Jamie to escape from the ship.
[Voyager]

	Erik Johansen—gunner on the Porpoise, Annekje’s husband. [Voyager]

	John—one of Colum’s attendants at Castle Leoch. [Outlander]

	Johnson—Sir Percival Turner’s aide. [Voyager]

	Josephine—Jared Fraser’s parlormaid. [Voyager]

	Josh—Jocasta Cameron’s groom; a slave born in North Carolina, but speaking both Gaelic and Scots-accented English, as a result of having been born on a plantation owned by a man from Aberdeen. [Drums]

	Judas—Claire’s horse, who tosses her off a ledge during a thunderstorm, leaving her exposed to the elements and to Indian ghosts. [Drums]


K
 
	Kennyanisi-t’ago (m)—a war chief of the Mohawk, converted by Father Ferigault. [Drums]

	Duncan Kerr—a MacKenzie clansman, found wandering near Ardsmuir, sea-soaked and demented, babbling of white witches and hidden gold. [Voyager]

	Amyas Kettrick (m)—neighbor who tells Jenny of Hobart MacKenzie’s impending arrival to deal with the matter of his sister’s honor. Years later, he sees Brianna riding toward Lallybroch at a distance, and mistaking her for her father, tells Laoghaire MacKenzie (Fraser) that Jamie Fraser has returned. [Voyager, Drums]

	†Lord Kilmarnock—one of the Jacobite earls; later executed for treason. [Dragonfly]

	†John, Master of Kilmarnock—Lord Kilmarnock’s young son and heir, who had tormented Fergus; later killed on the field at Culloden. [Dragonfly]

	Alexander Kincaid—one of Jamie Fraser’s tenants from Lallybroch, who dies of wounds sustained in the Battle of Prestonpans. [Outlander]

	Alasdair Kirby (m)—a young inhabitant of the village of Broch Mordha, whose death of the bloody flux is reported by the elder Ian Murray in one of his letters to Jamie. [Drums]

	Joseph Fraser Kirby (m)—tenant at Lallybroch. [Dragonfly]

	Mrs. Kirby—widow of one of Jamie’s murdered tenants, who took refuge at Lallybroch. [Voyager]


L
 
	Laoghaire—see “Laoghaire MacKenzie.”

	Madame Laserre—a professional groomer of noble ladies. [Dragonfly]

	†Pastor Waiter Laurent—an itinerant Swiss preacher, whom Claire encounters hiding in a shed on Louise de Rohan’s estate at Fontainebleau. [Dragonfly]

	Tilly Lawson (m)—woman who first looked after Margaret Campbell; declined to accompany the Reverend and his sister to the West Indies. [Voyager]

	†Leiven (m)—a Danish inventor from St. Croix, who made Geillis Abernathy’s concealed box. [Voyager]

	LeJeune (m)—a renowned French sword-master. [Dragonfly]

	Fergus mac Leodhas (m)—Scottish mercenary; in command of a regiment serving in France, where both Jamie Fraser and Ian Murray (the elder) served. Namesake of the young pickpocket Jamie adopts in Paris. [Outlander, Drums]

	Captain Thomas Leonard—young third lieutenant in HMS Navy, acting captain of HMS Porpoise, who impresses Claire as ship’s surgeon, to deal with a typhoid epidemic aboard. Later lost with his ship during a hurricane in the Caribbean. [Voyager]

	Leroi—Stephen Bonnet’s closest companion. [Drums]

	†Mr. Lillington (m)—a prominent citizen of Wilmington, at whose house Jamie and Claire meet Governor Tryon. [Drums]

	Kenny Lindsey—one of Jamie’s comrades from Ardsmuir prison, later settled on Fraser’s Ridge. [Drums]

	Rosamund Lindsey—wife of Kenny Lindsey. [Drums]

	‡ Dr. Eric Linklater7—author of The Prince in the Heather [Dragonfly]

	‡ Bill Livingstone8—Drum Major of the 78th Fraser Highlanders Pipes and Drums. [Drums]

	†“Lochiel”—Donald Cameron of Lochiel, one of the Highland chiefs who fought at Culloden. [Dragonfly]

	†Louis XV, King of France. [Dragonfly]

	†Louise—see Princesse Louise de la Tour de Rohan, under “R.”

	†Dowager Lady Lovat (m)—Simon Fraser’s first wife; rumored to have been married forcibly for her lands and title.
[Dragonfly]

	†Lord Lovat—see “Simon Fraser (Old Fox).”

	Anthony Brian Montgomery Lyle (m)— son of Kitty Murray and Paul Lyle; grandson to Ian and Jenny Murray. [Drums]


M
 
	MacAlpine (m)—an Edinburgh tavern owner who knowingly buys smuggled brandy, and unknowingly accepts the body of a mysterious Customs officer, sealed in a cask of créme de menthe. [Voyager]

	General MacAuliffe (m)—World War II general, recollected by Claire. Famous for his remark upon being requested to surrender—“Nuts!” [Outlander]

	Hamish MacBeth—one of Jamie’s tenants; a soldier fighting with the Jacobite troops; wounded at Prestonpans, where Claire repairs the injury to his scrotum. [Dragonfly]

	MacBeth the postie—the Inverness postman who delivers a letter for Brianna, revealing to Roger her interest in tracing her parents’ life in the past. [Drums]

	†Aeneas MacDonald (m)—a minor banker who helped to finance the Rising; one of the companions who landed at Glenfinnan with Charles Stuart. [Dragonfly]

	†Angus and Alex MacDonald of Scotus (m)—brothers; prominent Jacobites. [Dragonfly]

	†Duncan William McLeod MacDonald, of Glen Richie9—one of the Jacobite officers executed at Culloden by order of Lord Melton. [Voyager]

	Robert MacDonald—a member of the Glen Elrive Watch; forcibly interrogated by Claire and her sister-in-law,Jenny, in their efforts to find and rescue Jamie. [Outlander]

	Tammas McDonald (m)—one of the Frasers’ neighbors in North Carolina; Jamie considers him as a prospective husband for Brianna. [Drums]

	Mavis MacDowell (m)—the daughter of an Inverness tobacconist; one of Roger Wakefield’s early loves. [Drums]

	‡ Labhriunn MacIan—a piper with the Scottish forces at Falkirk.
[Dragonfly]

	Martin Mack (m)—resident near Lallybroch, with a horse for sale. [Outlander]

	Alexander MacMahon MacKenzie “Auld Alec”—Master of Horse at Castle Leoch. [Outlander]

	Ambrose MacKenzie (m)—one of Roger MacKenzie’s distant ancestors, mentioned by the Reverend. [Drums]

	Colum (Callum) MacKenzie mac Campbell—Chief of the MacKenzies of Leoch, brother to Ellen, Dougal, Jocasta, and Janet; uncle to Jamie Fraser. Father (presumably) to Hamish, heir to the leadership of the clan. Concerned with the shape of future events, Colum debates the wisdom of committing his clan to the support of the Stuarts, and will do anything to protect what he sees as the interests of the clan. [Outlander, Dragonfly]

	Dougal MacKenzie—war chieftain of Clan MacKenzie, brother to Colum, sister to Ellen; uncle to Jamie Fraser. Father to four daughters: Margaret, Eleanor, Molly, and Tabitha (Tibby). Unacknowledged father of Hamish MacKenzie (who is passed off as the son of Dougal’s brother Colum), and secret father of the bastard child (later known as William Buccleigh MacKenzie) born to Geillis Duncan. [Outlander, Dragonfly]

	Ellen MacKenzie—see “Ellen MacKenzie Fraser.”

	Geordie MacKenzie—a MacKenzie clansman, killed by a boar during a tinchal at Leoch. [Outlander]

	Hobart MacKenzie—Laoghaire’s brother, who comes to avenge her honor, when he discovers that her marriage to Jamie is bigamous. [Voyager]

	Hugh MacKenzie of Muldaur—one of Colum MacKenzie’s tacksmen; (first) husband of Laoghaire. [Dragonfly]

	Jacob MacKenzie (m)—late chieftain of clan MacKenzie; father of Ellen, Colum, Dougal, Jocasta, and Janet; grandfather of Jamie Fraser and Jenny Murray. [Outlander]

	Janet MacKenzie (m)—younger sister to Ellen, Colum, and Dougal. Died of a fever, age twenty-four. [Outlander]

	Jeremiah MacKenzie (m)—husband to Mary Oliphant, great-great-grandfather to Roger Wakefield. Jeremiah is “an old family name,” being borne also by Roger’s father and others in the MacKenzie family tree. [Drums]

	Jeremiah Buccleigh MacKenzie (Jemmy)— son of William Buccleigh MacKenzie and Morag Gunn MacKenzie, five-times great-grandfather to Roger MacKenzie. Emigrating to the American Colonies with his parents as an infant, he narrowly escapes death from smallpox and drowning, on board the Gloriana. [Drums]

	Jerry (Jeremiah Walter) MacKenzie (m)—Roger (Wakefield) MacKenzie’s father, a WWII hero who was shot down in his RAF Spitfire over the English Channel in 1941. Married to Marjorie Wakefield MacKenzie, Roger’s mother. [Drums]

	Grannie Joan MacKenzie (m)—old woman whose corpse was burnt in place of Geillis Duncan’s. [Voyager]

	Jocasta MacKenzie—youngest sister of Ellen, Colum, and Dougal; Jamie’s aunt. Married three times: to John Cameron, to Black Hugh Cameron of Aberfeldy, and finally to the late Hector Cameron, with whom she fled to America after the failure of the Stuart Rising. The Camerons settled near Cross Creek in the colony of North Carolina, and became prosperous owners of the plantation called River Run. [Outlander, Drums]

	Letitia (Chisholm) MacKenzie—wife to Colum MacKenzie; mother of Hamish (by Dougal MacKenzie). [Outlander]

	Laoghaire MacKenzie10 (pronounced “Leery,” “L’heer,” or “L’heery,” depending on regional usage)—a young girl at Castle Leoch, with designs on Jamie Fraser. Later marries Jamie, following Claire’s return to the future and Jamie’s release from captivity. Mother of Marsali and Joan. [All]

	Morag Gunn MacKenzie—wife of William Buccleigh MacKenzie, mother of a son called Jeremiah (“Jemmy”), and Roger MacKenzie’s six-times great-grandmother. Attempting to save her son from being drowned during a smallpox scare on board the Gloriana, she hides in the hold, where Roger discovers her. Not knowing her identity, he is moved by her plight, and saves her and her child from Captain Bonnet’s wrath. [Drums]

	William Buccleigh MacKenzie—illegitimate son of Geillis Duncan and Dougal MacKenzie; fostered to a family who had lost a child of the same age, and given the same name as the dead child. Married to Morag Gunn, he later emigrates to America with his wife and infant son, Jeremiah. [Dragonfly, Drums]

	Willie Coulter MacKenzie—one of Dougal’s men, who comes unexpectedly on Jamie, Dougal, and Claire at the conclusion of the fight in Culloden House, which has left Dougal dead. Shocked, he allows Jamie to leave with Claire. [Dragonfly]

	Simon MacKimmie (m)—Laoghaire’s second husband; father of Marsali and Joan. Died in prison, following the Rising. [Voyager]

	‡ Iain (Taylor) MacKinnon—one of the Jacobite soldiers who helps Jamie off the field at Culloden. [Voyager]

	Barton MacLachlan (m)—an inhabitant of Cross Creek. [Drums]

	John MacLeod (m)—a lobsterman found dead in one of the stone circles. Mentioned in the grimoire of Gillian Edgars. [Drums]

	MacLeod (on Naylor’s Creek) (m)—ex-Ardsmuir prisoner, come to settle on Frasers Ridge. [Drums]

	†Cluny MacPherson (m)—a fugitive Jacobite who lived in hiding in the Highlands, mentioned in Robert Louis Stevenson’s Kidnapped. [Voyager]

	Mrs. MacPherson—one of Claire’s assistants at Prestonpans; wife of one of the Jacobite soldiers. [Dragonfly]

	Maura (Grant) MacKenzie (m)—Dougal MacKenzie’s wife. [Outlander]

	Rupert MacKenzie—a tacksman of clan MacKenzie, a distant cousin to Dougal and Colum. He helps Claire to rescue Jamie from Wentworth Prison, and later dies by Dougal’s hand in an abandoned church, after being wounded during the Battle of Falkirk. [Outlander, Dragonfly]

	Sarah MacKenzie (m)—a deceased member of clan MacKenzie, who expired following treatment by Davie Beaton. [Outlander]

	Father MacMurtry (m)—parish priest at Broch Mordha, following the Rising. [Voyager]

	Grannie MacNab—elderly resident on Lallybroch estate; mother of Ronnie; grandmother of Rabbie. She asks Jamie to take Rabbie onto the estate as stable-lad, to remove him from his abusive father. [Outlander]

	Mary MacNab—widow of Ronald MacNab, mother of Rabbie. She comes to offer Jamie comfort in his cave, on the eve of his surrender to the English. [Voyager]

	Rabbie MacNab—abused son of Ronald MacNab; he becomes stable-boy at Lallybroch, later the best friend of Fergus. [Outlander, Dragonfly]

	Ronald MacNab—a tenant at Lallybroch; a drunken, violent sot. He abuses his son Rabbie, who is rescued by Jamie. Ronald is later suspected of betraying Jamie to the Watch, and dies when someone sets fire to his house, presumably in revenge for the betrayal. He leaves a widow, Mary, who becomes a maid at Lallybroch. [Outlander]

	Andrew MacNeill—a plantation owner near the Cape Fear, and prominent member of the Scottish community. He leads Jamie and Claire to the sawmill where the lynching takes place, and later meets Lizzie in Wilmington, where he tells her the whereabouts of Jamie Fraser. [Drums]

	Donald MacNeill—son of Andrew MacNeill. He comes to inform Farquard Campbell of the incident at the sawmill, and summon him to oversee execution of the slave Rufus. [Drums]

	Nettie and Abby MacNeill—the two elderly, spinster sisters of Andrew MacNeill. [Drums]

	John MacRae—the village locksman in Cranesmuir, who is obliged to imprison Claire and Geillis in the thieves’ hole, and to assist at the witch trial. [Outlander]

	Lady Annabelle MacRannoch—wife of Sir Marcus MacRannoch of Eldridge Manor, who helped the Frasers to escape from Scotland after Jamie’s rescue from Wentworth Prison. [Outlander]

	Sir Marcus MacRannoch—owner of Eldridge Manor, near Wentworth; early suitor of Ellen MacKenzie. Gave pearl necklace to Ellen; later sends wolfskin and pearl bracelet to Claire. [Outlander]

	Madeleine—a maid at Madame Jeanne’s brothel; sister of one of the Fiends victims. [Voyager]

	Sister Madeleine—a nun at L’Hôpital des Anges. [Dragonfly]

	Magdalen—a woman of Castle Leoch, a minor acquaintance of Claire’s. [Outlander]

	Magdalen—the Frasers’ pregnant red cow, whose impending state gives Brianna fears for her own future. [Drums]

	Maggie—a sometime prostitute, who confronts Jamie and Mr. Willoughby in the World’s End, starting a minor riot. [Voyager]

	Magnus—Jared’s butler at the house on the Rue Tremoulins. [Dragonfly]

	Maisri—a Highland seer, possessed of second Sight. [Dragonfly]

	Maitland—cabin boy aboard the Artemis. [Voyager]

	Alexander Malcolm—Edinburgh printer; Jamie Fraser’s alias. [Voyager]

	Mamacita—Ermenegilda’s mother, who stays to take care of Father Fogden after the death of her daughter. [Voyager]

	Captain Manson (m)—World War II acquaintance of Claire Randall’s. [Outlander]

	†Jean-Paul Marat (m)—important figure of the French Revolution. [Voyager]

	Annalise de Marillac—an old flame of Jamie Fraser’s, for whose sake he fought his first duel, at the age of eighteen. [Dragonfly]

	†Signor Manzetti (m)—an Italian banker, approached for a loan by James Stuart. [Dragonfly]

	†(Johan Erskine) Earl of Mar (m)—a prominent, elderly Jacobite noble, who took part in both the 1715 and 1745 Risings. [Dragonfly]

	Marley—Jonathan Randall’s mentally deficient but physically powerful orderly at Wentworth Prison. [Outlander]

	Marguerite—Jared’s parlormaid at Rue Tremoulins. [Dragonfly]

	Marie, Queen of France.
[Dragonfly]

	Vicomte Marigny (of the House of Gascogne) (m)—Mary Hawkins’s erstwhile fiancé. [Dragonfly]

	†(George Keith), Earl of Marischal—a prominent Jacobite noble. [Dragonfly]

	Marsali—Laoghaire’s elder daughter by Simon MacKimmie; Jamie’s stepdaughter, who marries Fergus on a beach in the West Indies. See “Marsali Joyce MacKimmie Fraser.” [Voyager]

	Charlie Marshall (m)—K-9 Corps sergeant; World War II acquaintance of Claire Randall’s, who gives her advice on withstanding a dog attack. [Outlander]

	Martin the porter—porter and lodge-keeper at the Oxford college where Roger is employed as a history don. [Drums]

	Mrs. Martins—midwife who delivers Jenny Murray’s second child, Maggie (Margaret Ellen). [Outlander]

	Mary Ann—parlormaid at Ellesmere. [Voyager]

	Mathilde—Jared Fraser’s cook at the house in the Rue Tremoulins. [Voyager]

	Sorley and George McClure—brothers; tenants at Lallybroch. [Dragonfly]

	Dr. McEwan—head of the Institute for Highland Studies in Inverness, where Gillian Edgars began her research into the standing stones. [Dragonfly]

	Kenneth and Rosie McIver—Jared’s overseer in Jamaica, and his wife, who live at Blue Mountain House. [Voyager]

	Giles McMartin—one of the young Jacobites executed after Culloden by Lord Melton’s troops. [Voyager]

	Mrs. McMurdo—one of Claire’s assistants at Prestonpans; wife of one of the Jacobite soldiers. [Dragonfly]

	Mrs. McMurdo—one of Roger’s neighbors in Inverness. [Drums]

	Comte Medard (m)—neighbor of Louise de Rohan, with land adjoining hers at Fontainebleau, on which he hanged three Huguenots. [Dragonfly]

	Dowager Countess Melton—Lord John Grey’s mother. [Voyager]

	Harold, Lord Melton—eldest brother of Lord John Grey, who found a group of Jacobite officers in a farmhouse near Culloden Field, and ordered them all executed—save for Jamie Fraser, whom he saved in order to repay the debt of honor owed by his younger brother. [Voyager]

	Graham Menzies—the patient whom Claire helps to die, in Boston. [Voyager]

	Mickey—one of Jocasta’s slaves. [Drums]

	Millefleurs (aka “Milly”)—one of the horses at Helwater. [Voyager]

	Sister Minèrve—a nun at L’Hôpital des Anges. [Dragonfly]

	†Madame Montresor (m)—one of the King of France’s many mistresses. [Dragonfly]

	Freddy Mueller—Petronella’s young husband. [Drums]

	Gerhard Mueller—patriarch of a large German Lutheran family, with a farm some miles from Fraser’s Ridge. The old man is upright and honorable, devoted to his family—but highly intolerant and rigid, given to drawing wrong conclusions and clinging stubbornly to them. Deciding that the deaths of his daughter-in-law and grandchild were the result of a hex put upon his house by Indians, he sets out to take vengeance, and in retribution kills three women whom he comes across in the forest—Gabrielle, Berthe, and Nayawenne, the Tuscarora shaman. [Drums]

	Petronella Mueller—daughter-in-law of old Gerhard Mueller. Claire delivers Petronella’s first child, but both mother and child die shortly afterward, in a measles epidemic. [Drums]

	Tommy Mueller—one of Gerhard Mueller’s sons. [Drums]

	Munro—a clerk in the shipping office in Inverness, who advises Roger Wakefield how to sign on as a seaman. [Drums]

	Hugh Munro—a longtime friend of Jamie Fraser’s; an ex-schoolteacher turned beggar as the result of having lost his tongue at the hands of the Turks. He gave a dragonfly in amber to Claire as a wedding present. Later hanged by the Duke of Sandringham’s game-keepers. [Outlander, Dragonfly in Amber]

	Mrs. Munro (Mrs. Gibson)—Hugh Munro’s wife. [Dragonfly]

	Sergeant Robert Murchison—twin brother to William Murchison. “Wee Bobby” and “Wee Billy” were both stationed at Ardsmuir, where they had a reputation for bullying and sadism. Robert disappeared, presumed drowned in the stone quarry near Ardsmuir. [Drums]

	Sergeant William Murchison—an old and unfriendly acquaintance from Jamie’s days in Ardsmuir Prison. Sgt. Murchison was one of a pair of sadistic twins; his brother Robert met a mysterious death at Ardsmuir, for which the Sergeant holds Jamie at least partly responsible. First implicated in the death of Lissa Garver, the woman in the sawmill, the Sergeant is later involved in a smuggling scheme with Stephen Bonnet, involving the theft of liquor from the Crown warehouse in Cross Creek. [Drums]

	Aloysius O’Shaughnessy Murphy—cook on the Artemis. [Voyager]

	Benjamin Murray—Young Jamie’s fourth child. [Drums]

	Caitlin Maisri Murray (m)—sixth child of Ian and Jenny Murray; died shortly after birth. [Voyager]

	Edwin Murray—cousin to Ian Murray (the elder), and secretary to Mrs. Tryon, wife of the governor of North Carolina. Edwin Murray provided the invitation to dinner that allowed Jamie both to meet Governor Tryon (with consequent offer of a land grant), and to sell a ruby to Baron Penzler. [Drums]

	Frederick Murray—one of the young Jacobites executed by Lord Melton’s troops after Culloden. [Voyager]

	†Lord George Murray—chief commander of Charles Stuart’s army. [Dragonfly]

	Henry Murray (m)—eldest son of James Murray (Young Jamie) and his wife, Joan; grandson to Ian and Jenny Murray. [Drums]

	Ian Murray—Jamie Fraser’s best friend and brother-in-law; Jenny Murray’s husband; father to Young Ian and his siblings. Factor of Lallybroch. [All]

	Ian Murray
(Young Ian)—Jamie Fraser’s youngest nephew, Ian’s destiny seems entwined with his beloved uncle’s. Linked in danger on the occasion of Ian’s birth, when the two narrowly escaped discovery and slaughter by the English army, Ian has been the closest thing to a son that Jamie has ever had. Running away from home to join Jamie in Edinburgh, Ian discovered a mysterious sailor making inquiries, and ended up setting fire to Jamie’s print shop, narrowly escaping death himself. Returned to Lallybroch, he later accompanied Jamie to the seals’ isle off Coigach, and was kidnapped by pirates while endeavoring to retrieve the hoard of jewels concealed on the island. Taken captive to the West Indies, he fell into the hands of Geillis Duncan (aka Mrs. Abernathy, the witch of Rose Hall), and is nearly killed as a blood sacrifice, being rescued by Jamie and Claire from the cave of Abandawe. Arriving in North Carolina, he accompanies Jamie and Claire to River Run, and helps to establish the homestead on Fraser’s Ridge. Helping to rescue Roger MacKenzie (Wakefield) from the Iroquois, he volunteered to take Roger’s place, and allowed himself to be adopted by the Indians, marrying a Mohawk girl. [Voyager, Drums]

	James Alexander Gordon Fraser Murray— “Young Jamie”; oldest son of Ian and Jenny Murray; Jamie Fraser’s nephew. Father of Henry, Matthew, Caroline, and Benjamin. Inherits Lallybroch, as a result of a deed of sasine written by his uncle and namesake. [All]

	Janet (Jenny) Fraser Murray—Jamie Fraser’s sister; wife to Ian Murray, mother of Young Jamie, Margaret Ellen, Katherine, Michael, Janet, and Young Ian (also Caitlin, stillborn). [All]

	Janet Ellen Murray—daughter of Jenny and Ian Murray, twin sister to Michael, elder sister to Young Ian. [Voyager, Drums]

	Joan Murray—wife of Young Jamie, mother of Henry and Matthew. [Voyager, Drums]

	Old John Murray (m)—Ian Murray’s father. [Outlander]

	Kitty Murray—Katherine Mary, third child of Ian and Jenny Murray. [Dragonfly, Voyager, Drums]

	Margaret Ellen Murray—second child of Ian and Jenny Murray, known as Maggie. [Outlander, Drums]

	Matthew Murray—second son of James Murray (Young Jamie) and his wife, Joan; grandson to Ian and Jenny Murray.

	Michael Murray (m)—second son to Ian and Jenny Murray; twin to Janet Murray (the younger), older brother to Ian Murray (the younger). Sent to France to be apprenticed to Jared Fraser, Michael is making a success of himself in the wine business. [Voyager, Drums]

	Peggy Murray—widow of one of Jamie’s murdered tenants, who takes refuge at Lallybroch after the Rising. [Voyager]

	Mutt (and Jeff)—Claire’s nicknames for ecclesiastical examiners who conduct the witch trial at Cranesmuir. [Outlander]

	†john Quincy Myers—a hunter and mountain guide who meets the Frasers in Wilmington. Suffering from an inguinal hernia, he becomes a public spectacle when Claire is obliged to repair the hernia on the dinner table in the middle of a formal party at River Run. Back in good form, Myers volunteers to help the Frasers with the escape of a runaway slave, by guiding them into the mountains. [Drums]


N
 
	Nacognaweto—a village chief of the Tuscarora. Jamie and Claire meet him and two of his sons by accident, when Jamie kills a bear the Indians have been following. They become friends as a result of this meeting, and Nacognaweto later brings his womenfolk to call, with gifts of food. [Drums]

	Nayawenne—her name means “It may be; it will happen.” Grandmother of Nacognaweto, the Tuscarora woman is a shaman, the “singer” for her village. She tells Claire of a prophetic dream, gives her guidance in finding and using herbs of the area, and when she is mistakenly killed, leaves her amulet—a leather pouch containing a raw sapphire, among other things—to Claire. [Drums]

	Due de Neve—a French noble.
[Dragonfly]


O
 
	†O’Brien (m)—a Jacobite spy. [Dragonfly]

	†Lord Ogilvie (m)—a prominent Jacobite. [Dragonfly] Mary Oliphant (m)—Roger MacKenzie’s great-great-grandmother. Married six times, but bore children only with Jeremiah MacKenzie, her “bonny lad.” [Drums]

	Patsy Olivier—the Frasers’ inadvertent hostess in Georgia after they are shipwrecked by a hurricane; mistress of Les Perles plantation. [Voyager]

	Onakara—one of Ian’s hunting companions, from the village of Anna Ooka. Entrusted by Jamie and Ian with the disposal of Roger Wakefield, he sells Roger to the Mohawk, and later leads Claire, Jamie, and Ian to Snake-town, where Roger is held. [Drums]

	†Due d’Orléans (m)—brother of Louis XV. [Dragonfly]

	Joe Orr (m)—resident near Lallybroch, acquaintance of Ian and Jenny Murray. [Outlander]

	Osbert—Brianna’s private name for her unborn child, later named (officially) Jemmy. [Drums]

	†O’Sullivan (m)—one of Charles Stuart’s companions, later put in charge of the Highland army’s commissary arrangements, to ill effect. [Dragonfly]

	Otter-Tooth—see “Ta’wineonawira.”

	Mr. Overholt—the purser of the Porpoise. [Voyager]



P
 
	M. Pamplemousse11—a minor French official. [Dragonfly]

	Mrs. Patterson—landlady of the Worlds End Pub on the Royal Mile in Edinburgh. [Voyager]

	Paul—pageboy to the Comtesse St. Germain. [Dragonfly]

	Madame de Pérignon—a member of the French Court. [Dragonfly]

	†Duke of Perth (m)—another commander of Charles Stuart’s army. [Dragonfly]

	Peter—a drover; sees monster at Loch Ness with Claire, and later testifies against her at the witch trial. [Outlander]

	Phaedre—Jocasta Cameron’s body slave. Observant and intelligent, she becomes Claire’s secret ally, helping to discover the identity and whereabouts of the runaway slave Pollyanne. [Drums]

	†Philip, King of Spain—the third of the Bourbon monarchs, with ties (reluctantly acknowledged) to the Catholic Stuart dynasty. [Dragonfly]

	†Mrs. Pinckney (m)—a plantation owner in South Carolina, famed for her introduction of domestic silk production. [Drums]

	Ping An (“Peaceful One”)—a tame pelican; Mr. Willoughby’s pet fishing bird, who dislikes loud noises. [Voyager]

	†Lord Pitsligo (m)—a Jacobite supporter, who raised men for Charles Stuart. [Dragonfly]

	†Plato—M. Fleche’s medical assistant.

	Pollyanne—a slave recently acquired from Africa, with a talent for healing and the use of herbs. Living in the slave quarters near the sawmill, she provides both excuse and scapegoat for the murder of Lissa Garver in the mill. In order to save her from execution under the law of bloodshed, the Frasers smuggle her away to the mountains, where John Quincy Myers helps her find a place of refuge among the Tuscarora. [Drums]

	Pompey—one of the slaves working at River Run’s turpentine camp; disfigured in a pitch explosion. [Drums]

	Captain Portis—captain of one of Jared’s ships. [Dragonfly]

	Elias Pound—the young seaman who helps Claire during the typhoid epidemic on board the Porpoise, before dying of the disease himself. [Voyager]

	M. and Mme. Prudhomme—members of the French Court, who attend the Royal stud at Argentan with Jamie and Claire. [Dragonfly]


Q
 
	Colonel Harry Quarry12—John Grey’s predecessor as Governor of Ardsmuir Prison. [Voyager]

	Don Francisco de la Quintana—Spanish envoy, sent by Phillip of Spain to assess the Jacobite Rising. [Dragonfly]


R
 
	Captain Raines—captain of the Artemis; drowned in a storm off Hispaniola. [Voyager]

	Madame de Ramage—friend of Louise de Rohan. [Dragonfly]

	Georges, Vicomte de Rambeau—a Court fop with an eye for the ladies; husband of the jealous Vicomtesse. [Dragonfly]

	La Vicomtesse de Rambeau—a noble lady of violent and jealous temperament; much given to the use of spells and poison. [Dragonfly]

	Alexander Randall—younger brother of Jonathan Randall; a curate in the employ of the Duke of Sandringham. Mary Hawkins’s lover, and the father of her child. [Dragonfly]

	Brianna Ellen Randall—daughter of Claire and Frank Randall—and of Claire and Jamie Fraser. Later married to Roger MacKenzie, mother of John Jeremiah Alexander Fraser MacKenzie. [Dragonfly, Voyager, Drums]

	Claire Beauchamp Randall—wife of Frank Randall. A nurse during World War II, she later becomes chief of surgery at a large Boston hospital. Later widowed, but a successful doctor and mother, she brings her daughter to the Scottish Highlands, returning after an absence of twenty years, to reveal the secrets of the past. [All]

	Franklin Wolverton Randall—Claire’s husband, Frank; a professional historian with a deep interest in the eighteenth century. [All]

	Jonathan Wolverton Randall (“Black Jack”)—Frank Randall’s six-times great-grandfather, a captain in the English army; a man of violence and perverse desires. [Outlander, Dragonfly, Voyager]

	William Randall (m)—eldest of the three Randall brothers; a minor baronet, from Sussex. [Voyager]

	Mr. Ransom—a broker who handles the sale of indentured servants in Inverness. [Drums]

	Dr. Daniel Rawlings—original owner of the medicine chest Jamie gives Claire as an anniversary present. Dr. Rawlings disappeared under mysterious circumstances, leaving his instruments and casebook behind. [Drums]

	Master Raymond—a small, mysterious apothecary, who seems to know a great deal regarding secret matters, both political and occult. [Dragonfly]

	Reilly the Leinsterman (m)—fellow prisoner with Jamie Fraser at Wentworth; expert in lock-picking. [Outlander]

	Roberts—one of Stephen Bonnet’s associates, who with his companions, robs the Frasers on their way upriver to Cross Creek. [Drums]

	Mme. Melisande Robicheaux—Geillis Duncan’s alias, while living in Paris following her escape from Cranesmuir. See also “Gillian Edgars,” “Geillis Duncan,” and “Mrs. Abernathy.” [Voyager]

	Janet Robinson—witness at witch-trial. [Outlander]

	Roderick (and Willie)—stable-lads. [Outlander]

	Rodney (m)—a twentieth-century teenage acquaintance of Brianna’s, whose appearance in a photograph rouses Jamie’s fatherly suspicions. [Voyager]

	†Jules de Rohan (m)—cuckolded husband of Louise, Princesse de Rohan. [Dragonfly]

	†Princesse Louise de La Tour de Rohan (aka Marie-Louise-Henriette-Jeanne de La Tour d’Auvergne). Claire’s best friend in Paris; Charles Stuart’s lover, and mother of his (supposed) son, Henri.
[Dragonfly]

	Rollo—Young Ian’s dog. Rollo is a gigantic wolf-cross, acquired by Ian as a gambling prize in Charleston. Large, fierce, and devoted to his master, he thrives in the wilderness, and accompanies his master to a new life with the Iroquois. [Drums]

	Sister Marie Romaine—Brianna’s fifth-grade teacher.13
[Drums]

	Ross the smith—a blacksmith from Broch Mordha. [Dragonfly]

	†Mayer Rothschild,14
15—A traveling numismatist and coin dealer from Frankfurt, who meets Jamie and Claire at the house on the Rue Tremoulins in Paris, where he gives them the clue (the gold tetradrachm) that connects the Duke of Sandringham with a Jacobite plot. [Voyager]

	Duchesse de Rouen—a member of the French nobility. [Dragonfly]

	Rufus—an obstreperous slave, frequently in trouble, whose calamitous career ends with a fight with Byrnes, the overseer. By the law of bloodshed, the slave is condemned to death, but he is lynched by Byrnes and his companions before the law can deal with him. Arriving too late to prevent the incident, and unable to save the man, Claire administers atropine, a deadly poison, to hasten his death and cut short his suffering. [Drums]


S
 
	Clarence Marylebone (Duke of Sandringham)—an acquaintance of Colum MacKenzie’s; an English noble whose political sympathies and sexual preferences are highly suspect; he dabbles in coin collecting, murder, and politics, and eventually pays the price of his chicanery, at the hands of Murtagh FitzGibbons Fraser. [Outlander, Dragonfly]

	a sempstress—makes a dress of cream-colored silk for Claire to wear to dinner with Baron Penzler; may then have told one of Stephen Bonnet’s associates about the jewels carried by the Frasers. [Drums]

	Comte Sevigny—French nobleman. [Dragonfly]

	†Thomas Sheridan (m)—Charles Stuarts tutor. [Dragonfly]

	Geordie Silvers (m)—husband to Katherine Murray; son-in-law to Ian and Jenny Murray; father of Josephine. [Drums]

	Josephine Silvers—eldest daughter of Katherine Murray Silvers; granddaughter to Ian and Jenny Murray. [Drums]

	†(‡) John Simpson Jr.—a famous Scottish swordsmith, son of Simpson Sr.

	†(‡) John Simpson Sr.16—a famous Scottish swordsmith.

	Ronnie Sinclair—one of the ex-prisoners from Ardsmuir who takes up home-steading on Frasers Ridge; a cooper, whose skill in making whisky casks earns him his land and shop. The coopers shop is a focus for gossip and news from the surrounding countryside. [Drums]

	Junior Smoots—son of the Blue Bull’s landlady; a lad with an eye for Lizzie. [Drums]

	Mrs. Smoots—landlady of the Blue Bull Inn, where Brianna and Lizzie stay in Wilmington. [Drums]

	Lloyd Stanhope—a landowner from Edenton, who is much taken by Claire at a dinner in Wilmington. [Drums]

	Georgina and Mr. Stephens (m)—acquaintances of Marcelline Williams; residents of Jamaica. [Voyager]

	Lawrence Stern—a German Jewish naturalist who meets Claire in the mangrove swamps of Hispaniola. [Voyager]

	†Stewart of Appin—a Jacobite chief. [Dragonfly]

	†Charles Edward Casimir Maria Sylvester Stuart, the Young Pretender— son of the Old Pretender, James III of Scotland, VIII of England. Heir to the exiled Catholic royal dynasty, and a young man bent on glory—no matter what the cost. [Dragonfly]

	†James Stuart, the Old Pretender (m)— James III of Scotland, VIII of England; exiled Catholic monarch. [Dragonfly]

	Tom Sturgis—gunner aboard the Artemis.
[Voyager]

	Sukie—housemaid at Lallybroch. [Voyager]

	Sykes—one of Lord John Grey’s soldiers at Ardsmuir. [Voyager]


T
 
	Ta’wineonawira—Otter-Tooth; a rabble-rousing Iroquois, of unknown clan and tribe, who tried to instigate all-out war between the Nations of the Iroquois and the white settlers, only to be killed by the Mohawk as a troublemaker. Possibly the possessor of the skull (with silver fillings) that Claire finds buried under the roots of a red cedar. [Drums]

	Temeraire—“the Bold One”; a one-armed slave whom Claire accidentally acquires in the slave market in Kingston. [Voyager]

	Tewaktenyonh—sister of war chief and sachem in the village where Roger is held captive. An elderly woman who befriends Claire, and tells her the story of Otter-tooth. [Drums]

	Mrs. Thomas (m)—proprietor of the bed-and-breakfast where Claire and Brianna stay in Inverness upon their first visit to the Highlands. [Dragonfly]

	Horace Thompson—anthropologist who brings a decapitated skeleton for Joe Abernathy to identify. [Voyager]

	Tompkins—a seaman on board the Porpoise; he is also discovered to be the one-eyed stranger Young Ian found snooping around the print shop in Edinburgh; a spy for Sir Percival Turner. [Voyager]

	†Madame Nesle de La Tourelle—favorite mistress—at one point—of the King of France. [Dragonfly]

	†Francis Townsend—a Jacobite commander; took and held Stirling Castle for Charles Stuart. [Dragonfly]

	†William Tryon—governor of the colony of North Carolina.

	†Tullibardine—an elderly Jacobite; one of Charles Stuarts long-time attendants. [Dragonfly]

	Sir Percival Turner—a corrupt government official, who seeks to improve his political standing by the capture of a major smuggler and ex-Jacobite (“Jamie Roy”), while accepting bribes from the minor smuggler Alexander Malcolm, unaware that these are the same person. [Voyager]

	Two Spears—war chief of the village where Roger is held captive. [Drums]


U
 
	Ulysses—Jocasta Cameron’s butler; born a freeman, enslaved as a child, Ulysses was so named by the schoolmaster who bought him. Fluent in French and English, able to read both Greek and Latin, he is a talented man who becomes the eyes of his mistress when she loses her sight. [Drums] w

	†Mr. Urmstone—a circuit-riding preacher, famous for his outdoor sermons preached on the Bluffs, near Cross Creek. [Drums]


V
 
	Mr. Villiers (m)—a Barbados planter. [Voyager]

	Jacques Vincennes (m)—friend of Marie d’Arbanvilles, who sees Jamie meet with Jack Randall in a brothel. [Dragonfly]

	Madame Vionnet—Jared’s cook at the house in the Rue Tremoulins. [Dragonfly]

	Hanneke Viorst—sister of Hans Viorst; she offers temporary shelter and food to Brianna and Lizzie in Cross Creek. [Drums]

	Hans Viorst—a resident of Cross Creek, who makes a living by transporting passengers and cargo by canoe on the Cape Fear River between Cross Creek and Wilmington. He agrees to carry Brianna and Lizzie upriver to Cross Creek, and takes them home with him when Lizzie falls ill en route. [Drums]

	M. Voleru—an amateur medico who offers his services at L’Hôpital des Anges. [Dragonfly]


W
 
	Wakatihsnore (“Acts Fast”)—sachem of the Mohawk village where Roger is held captive. [Drums]

	Reverend Reginald Wakefield—a Presbyterian minister, friend of Frank Randall. An amateur historian with a preference for the eighteenth century and the instincts of a pack rat, he is great-uncle and adoptive father to Roger MacKenzie Wakefield. [Outlander]

	Roger Jeremiah MacKenzie Wakefield (aka Roger MacKenzie)—the Reverend Wakefield’s great-nephew, adopted by the Reverend following the death of Roger’s parents in World War II. Agreeing to help Claire discover the fate of the Highlanders from Broch Tuarach, he finds himself falling in love with Brianna Randall, and being ever more deeply enmeshed in the Randalls’ affairs. [All]

	Wakyo’teyehsnonhsa (aka “Emily”)— “Works with her hands”; the Mohawk girl with whom Ian Murray falls in love, and whom he eventually marries. [Drums]

	Wallace—Lord Melton’s aide. [Voyager]

	Mr. Ambrose Wallace—an Edinburgh lawyer; a passenger in the coach taking Claire to Edinburgh to look for Jamie. [Voyager]

	Wally (m)—Jamie’s employee/accomplice; drives a wagon filled with decoy casks, as part of a brandy-smuggling scheme. [Voyager]

	Walmisley—butler at Bellhurst (Duke of Sandringham’s estate). [Dragonfly]

	†Antoine Walsh (m)—a slave trader; one of the companions who landed with Charles Stuart at Glenfinnan, having supplied the prince with a ship. [Dragonfly]

	Wan-Mei—second wife of the Chinese Emperor, who wished to take Yi Tien Cho into her household—forcing him to choose between exile and emasculation. [Voyager]

	Mr. Warren—sailing master of the Artemis. [Voyager]

	Elizabeth Wemyss—known as Lizzie. The daughter of Joseph Wemyss, sold as an indentured servant to Brianna Fraser. Accompanying her mistress to the New World, she falls sick of malaria upon their arrival, detaining them in Wilmington. Drawing conclusions from a meeting between Brianna and Roger, she later informs Jamie Fraser that Roger is a rapist, and the father of Brianna’s impending child. [Drums]

	Joseph Wemyss—a failed shopkeeper from Inverness, forced to sell himself and his daughter Elizabeth as indentured servants. Fearing that Lizzie’s contract will be bought by a man who intends to misuse her, he begs Brianna to buy her instead. [Drums]

	White Raven—the name given to Claire by the Tuscarora medicine woman, Nayawenne, the result of a dream. [Drums]

	William, Viscount Dunsany, Viscount Ashness, ninth earl of Ellesmere—heir of Lords Ellesmere and Dunsany; illegitimate son of James Fraser and Geneva Dunsany. Assumed by nearly everyone to be the legitimate heir of Geneva’s elderly husband, the eighth Earl. [Voyager, Drums]

	†William of Orange (m)—monarch of England; invited to take the throne when the Stuarts were exiled. [Dragonfly]

	Judah Williams (m)—proprietor of Twelve-trees plantation, on Jamaica, later burned during a slave revolt. [Voyager]

	Marcelline Williams—a woman who befriends Claire at the Governor’s reception in Kingston; sister of Judah Williams, of Twelvetrees. [Voyager]

	Mary Walker Willis17 (m)—a woman found dead near one of the Scottish stone circles, mentioned in Gillian Edgars’s grimoire.

	the Misses Williams—Jacobite supporters from Edinburgh, who danced with Jamie at one of Prince Charles’s balls held in that city. [Dragonfly]

	Mr. Willoughby—Jamie’s Chinese associate, picked up on the docks in Edinburgh. A poet and acupuncturist, with a marked weakness for women’s feet, he inadvertently betrays Jamie to the Excise, but redeems himself by saving Claire from the Reverend Archibald Campbell (aka the Edinburgh Fiend). See “Yi Tien Cho.” [Voyager]

	Lt. Wolff—A representative of the British Navy, charged with negotiating lucrative naval stores contracts with the timber owners along Cape Fear. An unfortunate choice for the position, given his dislike of Scotsmen. [Drums]

	Felicia Woolam (m)—one of the daughters of John Woolam the miller. Felicia is involved in a confrontation with Gerhard Mueller, settled by Jamie Fraser. [Drums]

	John Woolam (m)—Quaker owner of the flour-mill near Fraser’s Ridge. [Drums]

	Sarah Woolam (m)—a Quaker, daughter of John Woolam, the mill owner. [Drums]

	Wu-Xien (m)—the Mandarin who first recognized Yi Tien Cho’s talent as a poet. [Voyager]

	Judith Wylie—Philip Wylie’s sister. A guest at the Governor’s dinner, who makes no secret of her disdain for Claire’s sense of fashion. [Drums]

	Phillip Wylie—a prosperous young American plantation owner, who meets Claire at a formal dinner in Wilmington and attempts to flirt with her. [Drums]


Y
 
	Yi Tien Cho (“Leans against Heaven”)— see “Mr. Willoughby.”

	Yvonne—Louise de Rohan’s maid at Fontainebleau. [Dragonfly]




Dougal’s men
[Outlander, Dragonfly]
John Whitlow
Willie MacMurty
Rufus and Geordie Coulter


Monks at the Abbey of Ste. Anne de Beaupré
[Outlander]
Brother Bartolome
Brother Polydore
Brother Ambrose
Brother Roger
Brother William
Brother Josef
Brother Eulogius


Parishioners mentioned in Reverend Wakefield’s journals
[Dragonfly]
Derick Gowan
Maggie Brown
William Dundee


Miscellaneous minor characters
[Voyager]
wine seller at
inn patronne at inn in Le Havre
Le Havre port inspector
Le Havre harbormaster
Captain of the Patagonia—captain of the doomed ship, burnt in the harbor at Le Havre
a Portuguese pirate


Tenants on the estate at
Lallybroch
Tom
Willie
Mrs. Willie
Hugh Kirby
Geoff Murray
Young Joe Fraser


Dougal MacKenzie’s men, trapped in the chapel with Claire at Falkirk
Willie Coulter MacKenzie
Gordon McLeod
Geordie
Rupert MacKenzie
Ewan Cameron of Kinnock


English soldiers who take Claire to Bellhurst after Falkirk
[Dragonfly]
Corporal Rowbotham
Captain Mainwaring
Colonel Gordon MacLeish


Campbell
Private Dobbs
Garvie
Jessie


Four officers of the Master of Lovat’s regiment
[Voyager]
William Chisholm Fraser
George D’Amerd Fraser Shaw
Duncan Joseph Fraser
Bayard Murray Fraser


Prisoners at Ardsmuir with Jamie Fraser
[Voyager]
Murdo Lindsay
Kenny Lesley
Johnson
MacTavish
Baird
Gavin Hayes
Ogilvie
Angus MacKenzie
Billy Malcolm
Milligan
Morrison (the healer)
Joel McCulloch
Bobby Sinclair
Edwin Murray
Ronnie Sutherland
MacKay


Prostitutes in Madame Jeanne’s brothel
Dorcas
Peggy
Mollie
Penelope
Sophie
Josie
the second Mary


Offspring of Ian and Jenny Murray
[Voyager]
Young Jamie
Maggie
Kitty
Michael
Janet
Caitlin (deceased)
Young Ian


Smugglers at Arbroath
[Voyager]
Joey
Willie MacLeod
Alec Hays
Raeburn
Innes
Meldrum
Hays
the Gordons
Kennedy


Crew members of the
Artemis
[Voyager]
Picard
Grosman
Manzetti
Russo
Stone
Rogers


Sailors on the
Porpoise
[Voyager]
Ramsdell Hodges
Holford
Ruthven
Stevens


Attendees at the Governor’s reception in Kingston
[Drums]
Mrs. Hall
Mrs. Yoakum








1Not surprising, given the sheer staggering number of them. I hadn’t realized quite how many characters there were, myself, until I began compiling this list. You’d think these were Russian novels, rather than Scottish ones.
2Named in compliment to Gloria Brame, a poet friend of mine.
3“There ees a quastion as to whether ze man or e’s minkey was brakking ze leaw.”
4M. Forez is a real historical personage; his association with the Fifth Arrondissement is fictional, since in fact I am not positive that Paris had adopted the Arrondissement system of administration at the time in question.
5The Comte St. Germain was a real historical character, an inhabitant of Paris at roughly the time of the story told in Dragonfly. The Comte had a sinister reputation, and was rumored to be heavily involved in the occult, but there is very little definite information available regarding him.
6This name was given to me, courtesy of Barry Fogden, who having graciously allowed me to use his own persona, let me snatch his alias, as well
7While Mr. Linklater is unfortunately not a personal friend (I’ve never met him), he definitely is a real person, and a fairly contemporary person, at that. He is the author of The Prince in the Heather, from which the quote about the Jacobite officers in the farmhouse near Culloden was taken (“After the final battle at Culloden, eighteen Jacobite officers, all wounded, took refuge in the old house and for two days, their wounds untended, lay in pain; then they were taken out to be shot. One of them, a Fraser of the Master of Lovat’s regiment, escaped the slaughter; the others were buried at the edge of the domestic park”).
8Also, alas, not a personal acquaintance of mine— but definitely contemporary.
9While created as a purely fictional character, a Duncan MacDonald (of the Master of Lovat’s regiment) did in fact die at Culloden, as I discovered some time after writing Voyager.
10Also known disparagingly as “Loghead” or “Leg-hair,” by various readers who disapprove of the lady.
11Now and then, a French-speaking reader inquires whether I was aware that this translates to “Mr. Grapefruit.” Yes, I was.
12Harry Quarry appears again, along with Lord John, in the first solo short story (well relatively short; it’s only eleven thousand words or so) I ever wrote professionally. This is a story titled “Hellfire,” which I wrote for an anthology titled Past Poisons: The Ellis Peters Memorial Anthology of Historical Crime published by the U.K. publisher, Headline, in December 1998. While this story is not, strictly speaking, part of the Outlander novels (it doesn’t deal with Claire or Jamie Fraser, though Jamie is mentioned indirectly), it is part of the overall oeuvre.
13By coincidence, my fifth-grade teacher was also named Sister Marie Romaine. Requiescat in pace.
14The founder of the great Rothschild fortune was indeed a traveling numismatist during the latter part of the eighteenth century, but my representation of his age and appearance during this period is fictional, based on general notions of European dress at the time. The history of the Rothschild name is fact, though—or at least is so represented in historical sources.
15I do in fact occasionally take things out of a book. I don’t, however, throw them away, since you never know when something will come in handy. The scene in which Jamie and Claire meet Mayer Rothschild was originally written as part of Dragonfly in Amber, but I removed it, feeling that, while it was a good scene, it wasn’t really necessary to the book. As it was, the scene fit much better—with the small addition of the gold tetradrachms—into Voyager, where it finally appeared.
16The Simpsons, famous swordsmiths, were in fact historical persons of the period. By coincidence, my friend John E. Simpson, who kindly allowed me to use his persona, is also a Jr.
17Coincidentally, this is also the name, rearranged, of a popular mystery novelist whose books I happened to see while writing the scene involving the victims of stone circles. The subconscious is a strange and wonderful thing.



I GET LETTERS …
ince the Outlander novels were first published, I’ve received any amount of mail and other manifestations of interest from readers who find themselves fascinated by the characters, particularly by Claire and Jamie Fraser. By “other manifestations,” I mean that people are sometimes kind enough to send me documents, pictures, and objects that they’ve made, showing me some personal vision of Jamie and Claire, or some special expression of attachment to the books.
Among the items of this sort that I particularly treasure are a) various sketches of Claire, Jamie, or both together, b) assorted pieces of handmade jewelry, approximations of Claire’s pearl necklace, or pieces of Celtic-inspired ornament, c) a picture of a racehorse named “Dragonfly in Amber,” d) lots of beautiful small objects made in cross-stitch, e) pictures of a number of tartan-clad teddy bears named “Jamie,” f) pictures of a number of infant children, named (variously) Jamie, Claire, and Brianna (nobody’s named a kid Roger or Ian yet—at least not on my account.),1 g) handmade paper with heather blossoms embedded, h) pressed-flower and photo arrangements, featuring scenes of the Highlands, i) tapes of original songs inspired by the books, j) original poetry, likewise inspired, k) small wooden and pottery objects with a Celtic inspiration, and 1) the occasional Really Unique item.
These last include a small, baked-clay figurine, showing a little girl with brown hair, gazing down into a puddle, a fired, glazed ceramic figure of a black-haired woman sitting in an armchair with a book (this one is titled “Lady Reading”), a book of photographs, showing life-size terracotta heads of Jamie, Claire, and Yours Truly (that was a shock), a hand-carved wooden “kapertlin”’ spoon, made for me by an inmate at a Vancouver prison where I teach a yearly writing class, a cutting board in the shape of the state of Idaho, accompanied by a bottle of potato hand lotion,2 X-ray films of the covers of all my books (accompanied by an X-ray referral sheet for one James Fraser, showing various diagnosed fractures), and last but not least—personal horoscopes and interpretations for Claire and Jamie.
Now, Jamie’s birth date isn’t given specifically in any of the novels, and while Claire’s birthday is given, she doesn’t know her own time of birth.3 Kathy Pigou, the reader who did the horoscopes, originally E-mailed me a year or so ago, saying that she was simply curious, and if I would supply her with the necessary data regarding birth dates, times, and places, she would very much like to cast a horoscope for Jamie Fraser, simply for her own interest— though she would be happy to send me a copy.
Finding this fascinating, I did send the data—and was intrigued (more than slightly) by the resulting reading. At my request, Kathy very kindly cast a horoscope and did a reading for Claire as well.
While I unfortunately can’t show you all of the generous gifts sent to me by readers, I did think that the horoscopes were both suitable for printing in book form and particularly likely to be very interesting to other readers. So, with the kind permission of Kathy Pigou, who constructed the charts and readings, I’m reproducing them here.
—D.G.

KATHY PIGOU LIVES IN
Adelaide, South Australia, with her husband (a forensic chemist) and two sons. She has a degree in biology and biochemistry, and while she regards astrology as a hobby, rather than a profession, she does do occasional paid readings. Among her other hobbies, she includes reading, and … cross-stitch.

by Kathy Pigou
The horoscope is a geocentric map of the heavens at a particular time and in a particular place. All planets on the lower part of the chart are below the horizon; those on the upper part are above the horizon. Thus, someone born at night will have the sun in the lower half. The signs of the zodiac form a background for the planets, and so each planet is “in” a certain sign. In addition, due to the rotation of the earth, the signs appear to rotate, so that each one rises over the horizon during each twenty-four hours.
The sign that is rising at birth is called the Ascendant, and is an important part of the reading of a chart.
The calculation of the chart is mainly math (unless you use a computer program; I have one, but often like to do the calculations myself, to get a “feel” for the chart). The explanation may make more sense if I describe what I have done on the chart with the calculations on it.
First, the local birth time is expressed in GMT4 (not necessary for Jamie’s chart). This is then adjusted, including factors of longitude of the birthplace, to give a final sidereal or star time, which is expressed on a twenty-four-hour clock.
To get the correct placement of the zodiac signs around the chart, this sidereal time is looked up in a book of Tables of Houses. This gives the right degree of each sign to put on the cusp of each of the twelve segments around the chart, called houses. The degree, and sometimes the sign on each cusp, changes with latitude for the same sidereal time used. The tables are given in whole degrees of latitude, so you have to calculate the difference for the exact latitude with which you are working. You will see on Jamie’s chart that the third house contains all of the sign of Capricorn, and all of Cancer is within the ninth house. This is called interception, and happens in latitudes of more than 50 degrees, north or south.
Finally, the positions of the planets need to be calculated, and the planets put on the chart. The planets’ positions at midnight (or sometimes midday) for every day are given in a book called an ephemeris. To calculate the correct place for each one, the time of birth (GMT) is expressed as a fraction of twenty-four hours. You work out how far the planet moves in the twenty-four hour period, which includes the birth time, then multiply this answer by the fraction you obtained earlier.
For example, for someone born at 6:00 A.M.—this is .25 of the day. If the planet moves 1 degree in twenty-four hours, the movement at 6:00 A.M. is fifteen minutes. For people born a long way from Greenwich, the birth date used may actually be the day before or the day after the one given. Here in South Australia we are 9.5 hours ahead of Greenwich, so someone born at, say, 2:00 A.M. on October 9, would use a GMT time/date of 4:30 P.M. on October 8.
The erection of the chart is a mathematical exercise, but the reading of it relies on the interpretation of the astrologer. Each planet is associated with a variety of objects and principles, and each sign gives certain qualities to planets in that sign. The house is the area of the person’s life in which the planet operates. For example, Mercury represents (among other things) communication, senses, intellect, travel, writing, and speaking. Taurus qualities include being stubborn, patient, thorough, practical, and stable. So someone with Mercury in Taurus likes to have all the facts and think things over before making a decision (thorough and patient, thinking, stable—no quick decisions). This person learns better by doing than by hearing or reading (practical intellect), and rarely gives up on a project (stubborn). Their memory is good and these people are generally good at business and management (practical and thorough in communication).

Of course, the entire chart must be considered, so if there are several other factors indicating this person will be impulsive, the above will be tempered by this.
Finally, if Mercury is in the seventh house, which is the house of relationships, there will be good communication within marriage, and your partner will be an intellectual equal, witty, and talented. This position indicates good communication with the public, in areas such as counseling or law.
The other major consideration is the angle between the planets, called an aspect. The significant aspects are:
 
	0 degrees—conjunction

	60 degrees—sextile

	90 degrees—square

	120 degrees—trine

	180 degrees—opposition


The angle doesn’t need to be exact. For all except the sextile, the usual orb, or amount of difference from the exact allowed, is 8 degrees; for the sextile it’s 4 degrees. These numbers are not absolute. Some astrologers use 10 degrees if the sun or moon is involved, others use 6 degrees for all aspects, but the ones I use are common.
The aspects are shown on the charts as follows. Black rule is either opposition or square, solid gray is trine, and dotted gray is sextile. The conjunctions are shown by a bracket. Before drawing the lines, I mark the aspects on the diagram in the lower right corner of the chart with the calculations on it.
The aspects are considered to be flowing and harmonious (gray) or challenging and stimulating (black). The degree of harmony or disharmony depends quite a lot on the planets involved, as some complement each other and others are less compatible.

The aspects don’t always look to be the correct angle when drawn on the chart, but this is because the houses are all drawn the same size; in reality some are larger than others.
So, in reading a chart, the position of the planet by sign and house and the angular relationship to all other planets, plus the Ascendant, must be considered for all the planets one at a time.
I don’t usually do predictions, but there are two major types. One is a chart for a year, either a solar return chart, which is a chart for the time the sun returns to exactly the degree it was at your birth, or a progression, which I confess I have never learned about.
The second method is ongoing and is to look at the aspects the planets are currently making to the planets in the birth chart. For example, Jamie’s sun is at 11 degrees 12’ Taurus, so when the current position of the sun (called the transitting sun) is 11 degrees 12’ Virgo, transitting sun is trine natal sun. These transits can be interpreted like the aspects in the birth chart, to give an idea of the likely trends in someone’s life at a particular time. That gives a brief overview of how astrology works, and how a chart is read. The rest is a reading of Jamie’s and Claire’s charts.
It is probably worth mentioning that the horoscope shows a person’s basic nature and inclinations, but does not mean a person has no free will. If someone doesn’t like a particular part of their behavior, nothing in astrology says it can’t be changed. In times of stress, however, people usually revert to their instincts.

HOROSCOPE READING FOR JAMES ALEXANDER MALCOLM MACKENZIE FRASER
Birth date: May 1, 1721
Time of birth: approx. 6:30
P.M.
Birthplace: (near) Inverness, Scotland
Sun in Taurus (The Sun represents the power urge, personality and ego, the inner self.)
This person is persistent, cautious, and determined, and can be stubborn and headstrong. Taureans are slow to anger, but once angry will be furious. He is a loyal and faithful friend, but an implacable enemy. He is very practical and takes his responsibilities seriously. Sense of touch is important, and he is good with his hands.
Sun in Seventh House
This person works best in partnership with another. Marriage is important, and he may have increased success after marriage. His wife will be strong and loyal, as will his friends. He has a self-confident manner and deals well with the public, and is popular and easy to get along with. Moon in Cancer (The Moon represents the domestic area of life, one’s roots, the mother and the emotions.)
This position leads to a great love of home and family, and attachment to the mother. Marriage is important to his emotional well-being. Often his true feelings will be hidden. He will be a good parent but must be careful not to smother children with love and must avoid a tendency to want to dominate their lives.
Moon in Ninth House
He is a natural teacher and philosopher who is imaginative and fond of travel, and may live far from his birthplace. His religious beliefs are orthodox, and he has emotional attachment to the values instilled in childhood.
Mercury in Aries (Mercury represents the intellect, expression, and reasoning ability.)
This person is imaginative, with good foresight. He expresses himself easily and can improvise beautifully. He is a competitive thinker and may be headstrong. This position makes Jamie a quicker thinker than most Taureans, who like to deliberate before making a decision.
Mercury in Sixth House
Here the thinking is particularly concerned with practical matters. He is an excellent planner, very observant, efficient, and a hard worker. He can acquire specialized skills and knowledge for work.
Venus in Gemini (Venus represents social urges, sense of values, affection, and the “nice things of life.”)
This indicates a generous, friendly person who has wit and conversational ability. He is literate, and likes to roam the world and see what life has to offer. His partner will be intellectual and will share his good sense of humor. He has a great sense of family and gets on well with his siblings. He may marry more than once.


Venus in Ninth House
A philosopher who is well educated and has a love of religion. He is likely to marry a foreigner, and may travel widely.
Mars in Pisces (Mars represents action and aggression, initiative and energy.)
This is probably the only part of this chart that doesn’t fit well with the personality described for Jamie. It gives excessive emotionalism, and a tendency to brood over past resentments. These people are very sensitive and lack self-confidence. Not J. Fraser at all!
Mars in Fourth House
He is patriotic and may have a military background. He is a handyman and will spend a lot of time around the house. He has a strong constitution and lots of energy, which will last into old age.
Jupiter in Libra (Jupiter represents expansion, education, benevolence, and protection.)
This person is popular and well liked, and deals well with the public, convincing others of the merits of his ideas. He is a good conversationalist. He needs a partner and will have an enduring marriage. He is sincere and concerned with justice.
Jupiter in First House
What a wonderful man! He is optimistic and sociable, and looks on the bright side of life. He is honest, trustworthy, and friendly, with a dignified manner. A leader of others, he has strong moral and religious convictions. He is broad-minded with a good sense of humor. Finally, he has a tremendous vital force and is good at sports. (Hardly believable, but you’ll find it in any astrology book.)
Saturn in Sagittarius (Saturn represents the need for security, caution, and learning through experience.)
This position gives good concentration and intellectual discipline. He tries to adhere to honorable and strict morals. He earns what he achieves through hard work and application. His personal reputation is important to him and he is hurt if accused unjustly.
Saturn in Second House
Here there is a need to work hard for a living. He is shrewd in business, and holds on to what money he has. There can be acquisition of property, especially in later years. Material gain through people in positions of power is indicated.
The outer planets were not known in Jamie’s time. Because these planets are slow-moving, they spend many years in each sign, so people born over several years will have the same sign for the same planet. This makes the house position more important than usual.
Uranus in Twelfth House
An intellectual who works in unusual ways and often behind the scenes. He may have secret love affairs or belong to secret societies. Likes to break away from convention and restraint.
Neptune in Eighth House
A receptive and intuitive person who has a mysterious charisma that helps to get support from others.
Pluto in Eleventh House
A very loyal person who is interested in reform movements and social improvements. His friends are important to him and he may be a group leader.
Aspects
The sun is trine the moon, which shows a balance between the ego and the emotions, and a person who is comfortable with men and women.
Communication is easy; he can learn from the past and will generally feel happy about himself. This also shows in his ability to be strong (Sun) and gentle (Moon). The Sun is also square the midheaven (the point directly at the top of the chart), which indicates conflict with authority and some difficulties with his public reputation.
The Moon is square Uranus, which may lead to unusual emotional attachments. A restless person, who may have many changes of residence, he has great intellectual ability, but is stubborn. Tends to think of marriage in the old style where the husband is the sole authority.
Mercury is sextile to Venus, a position that gives social grace and charm, and a refined and easygoing personality. He judges fairly, but knows how to compromise. Has a soothing voice.
Mercury is also opposite both Jupiter and Uranus. Here is a case of having to read the whole chart, as these aspects indicate a lack of consideration for others, arrogance, and a person who can’t make a decision. As you can see, there are many other factors in Jamie’s chart that contradict this, so I would normally consider that he was more prone to say what he thinks straightaway (not like a Taurean), and perhaps to get into trouble through being outspoken.
Mercury is also opposite the Ascendant, which leads him to look for an intelligent spouse, definitely someone he can talk to. He has skill in communicating with the public and is a social wit with good conversational ability.
Venus is trine Mars, indicating an affectionate, warmhearted person. He is faithful in marriage, and the physical side is important to him. He enjoys family life, but also needs independence. This aspect leads to happiness in love and marriage. He also has lots of sex appeal. (I was going to say women find him attractive, but it seems like men do, too!)
Venus is also trine Jupiter. This means he is cheerful and optimistic, but can be serious when necessary. He is graceful, generous, popular, and good with people. He doesn’t show his problems, and others may not be aware that he has any. He needs honesty between himself and his lover, and likes harmony in marital and domestic affairs. Again, a pleasant, soothing voice is indicated.
Venus is trine Uranus, which again gives an optimistic outlook, but one who can accept responsibility. He has a magnetic personality and is attractive to women. He will marry well, but possibly to someone in some way unusual, and find mutual trust and understanding. This is an aspect of good fortune.
With Venus square to Pluto, he will have intense emotional and sexual involvements. There can be something fated about his romances, and he may fall in love with someone who is already attached. Social conditions may interfere with his personal happiness.
Finally for Venus, it is trine the Ascendant, once again giving a sociable, charming person who is a good host and enjoys the refined things in life. This position enhances beauty and charm. Friends, siblings and children are all important to him. He has a gentleness of manner that others find appealing, and seems to attract happiness.
Mars is trine Jupiter, which indicates a proud, honorable, and self-confident person who is a good leader, with physical strength and lots of energy. He is interested in sports, travel, and adventure, and is optimistic and enthusiastic. He has strong physical desires, but wants more than this from a relationship—he wants to share in mind, body, and soul.
Mars square Saturn can lead to apathy and setbacks, but all that optimism and energy above tends to cancel that out. This aspect can predispose this person to violence, accidents, and broken bones. There are likely to be dangerous working conditions, and possibly a military career. There may be early loss of a parent.
Mars is trine the Ascendant, giving a strong constitution and lots of willpower. He throws himself into things wholeheartedly, and leads an active life. He inspires confidence in others and is able to persuade others to his point of view.
Jupiter is conjunct the Ascendant, which gives a man who excels at things requiring physical prowess. He is outgoing and friendly, but wants others to respect his moral and ethical standards. He likes to travel and to be outdoors. This position, with Jupiter in the first house, gives increased height and good looks.
Saturn is trine the midheaven, which makes him patient and painstaking, and gives a systematic approach to problems.
The last aspect is Pluto trine Neptune, but this applies to everyone born for quite a few years, so applies to a generation.
I know that it must seem as though I have made a lot of this up to fit, but I was a bit surprised myself and checked through a few books to make sure.

HOROSCOPE READING FOR CLAIRE BEAUCHAMP RANDALL FRASER
Birth date: October 20, 1918
Time of birth: 2:09
P.M.
Birthplace: London
Sun in Libra
This person performs best when part of a partnership, while maintaining her individuality. She is most likely to be married, sometimes more than once. This person is usually diplomatic, social and gregarious, but peace and harmony are important and she will go out of her way to avoid rocking the boat. Librans are interested in psychology and human relationships, like to analyze society and others’ behavior, and often make good counselors. They have an intellectual approach to life, but can always see both sides of any question, and thus often find it hard to make decisions.
Sun in Ninth House
This indicates a person who is interested in other cultures and traditions. She is adventurous, likely to travel widely, and may marry a foreigner. She has strong moral convictions, and is a good teacher who is interested in furthering her own education. She may have strong visions of the future, and is certainly open to new experiences.
Moon in Taurus
This shows a person who has stable emotions and is very determined, to the point of being stubborn. She rarely makes a quick decision (if she can make one at all, with her Libra sun!), and thinks carefully before taking action. She is a loyal and lasting friend and marriage partner, who has a lot of common sense and a rather conservative outlook. Her singing and speaking voice will be pleasant, and she is fond of dancing, music, and art. She is affectionate and sentimental, and is particularly sensitive to touch. This position usually indicates a “green thumb.”
Moon in Third House
This is an intriguing and intellectually curious person, who learns well by listening, and can express herself well. She is rather restless and likes to travel, even if only on short trips. She has a good memory and finds it easy to relate to others (this is also indicated by the Libran sun).
Mercury in Libra
This position emphasizes many of the features of the Sun in Libra. This person is friendly and broad-minded, logical and rational, and always fair. She will take her time to make a decision, but the outcome will be well thought out. She likes to have a discussion, but will avoid arguments whenever possible. She needs a partner with whom she can have a mental as well as physical relationship, and prefers the company of well-mannered people. Libran influence gives an interest in others and what makes them tick.

Mercury in Ninth House
This gives an intellectual interest in other cultures and countries. She loves to travel and is good at languages. She is interested in higher education, and is an honest and moral person, as well as being intuitive.
Venus in Libra
This shows someone who likes companionship and likes to please others. She is often beautiful, and is certainly charming and attractive to the opposite sex. She remains young at heart. Marriage is important and must be an equal intellectual relationship. Too much disharmony in her life may lead to illness. She may be easily hurt, but doesn’t hold a grudge.
Venus in Eighth House
Benefits to this person will come through her partner. She can expect a long life and peaceful death. She is sensual and enjoys good sexual relationships, which are important to her. This person will be more intense than many Librans.
Mars in Sagittarius
This indicates a cheerful and honest person who likes outdoor activities. She has a good philosophy of life and enjoys new experiences. She has natural rhythm and harmony. This position give’s lots of energy, and she will use it to fight for what she believes in.
Mars in Tenth House
She is an active and persistent person who is highly motivated to work toward what she wants. She may be controversial if in a public position, and has the ability to achieve in practical ways.
Jupiter in Cancer
This is a good position for public relations, and this person will have grace and sympathy for others. It usually indicates a childhood where good values were evident, and in turn this person will pass on these values to her children. It gives great attachment to the home environment, with many people on the domestic scene, and favors working from the home. She has a strong maternal instinct, but the strong Libran influence in this chart means that her partner will always come first once any children are independent.

Jupiter in Sixth House
She is a philanthropic person who prefers to help in a practical way. She has the ability to heal, while enjoying good health herself. She is cheerful and a good organizer who is well respected in her work.
Saturn in Leo
This gives leadership qualities, but she is a person who needs attention and respect from others. She has lots of mental energy, but is strict with herself and others, particularly children.
Saturn in Seventh House
Here is a person who is social and gregarious, but who needs time on her own to recharge her batteries. She may find that her relationships bring many responsibilities, but she is well able to cope with these. There may be a difference in age with her partner.
Uranus in First House
This position gives an independent and original thinker who may appear a bit eccentric to others. She is direct and outspoken (but in a tactful Libran way) and follows her intuition. She may be thought ahead of her time.
Neptune in Seventh House
This position shows a psychic and karmic link to her partner. She is easily affected by the moods of others. She needs to take care that she is communicating clearly with her partner, and not to assume others know what she thinks.
Pluto in Sixth House
This shows a need to serve others and abilities in the field of healing.
Ascendant in Capricorn
This Ascendant indicates a hard worker who likes material achievements, and to prove her capability to others. Generally this indicates a person mainly concerned with material matters, but other things in the chart show interest in people and a well-developed intuition, so Claire is less worldly than this would suggest. She was never really young as a child, but will age gracefully and not look old. She is dignified and persistent and doesn’t suffer fools gladly.

Aspects
Sun conjunct Mercury gives the ability to communicate easily, but a liking to have the last word. This person is good at stimulating those who lack enthusiasm, and has lots of mental energy.
Sun sextile Saturn shows clarity of thought, well-developed concentration, and organizational ability. She is patient and self-disciplined, and learns from experience. This person is a loyal friend who should enjoy a long life with good health.
The Sun is trine Uranus, showing leadership ability and personal magnetism. She is popular and is more interested in others than herself. She is able to use her intuition and creativity to help in humanitarian ways.
With the Sun square to the Ascendant, there is some conflict between how the person feels about herself and how she presents herself to the world. She has a strong personality with lots of drive, but with so much Libran influence in the chart, she knows how to compromise and get along with others.
The Moon is in opposition to Mercury, which sometimes may lead to conflict between the emotions and intellect. She is clever, but may be impatient with those who don’t meet her intellectual expectations. She is a loyal friend, and is sensitive and probably easily hurt.
Having the Moon square to Neptune may cause confusion in life. It is very important for her to find out the facts to avoid misunderstandings. She may have psychic tendencies, and will have many people in her life to help through difficulties.
The Moon is square to the Ascendant, showing a sensitive, impressionable person who must break away from the past. She may find it hard to handle anger without getting too emotional.
Mercury makes a sextile to Saturn, which once again confers good memory, good concentration, and disciplined thought. She was comfortable with older people when young, and is responsible and organized. Those with this aspect seek the truth.
Mercury is trine to Uranus, indicating a person who is not bound by tradition and may be ahead of the times. She has an excellent memory and is a good teacher, intuitive and independent.
The trine of Mercury to Pluto once again gives great ability to concentrate and to see to the heart of things. This position favors a career in medicine and/or surgery. She expects a lot from others, but gives a lot in return. She can influence and persuade others with her witty and diplomatic manner.
Mercury is lastly square the Ascendant. This gives ability with the hands, but she may have difficulties with others misunderstanding her. It may indicate a delayed education. Venus is sextile Mars, which shows a person who likes beautiful things, and is warm and affectionate. She is faithful in marriage, and is enriched by it. She has a optimistic and vivacious personality. She likes family life, but likes to retain her independence.
Venus is trine to Uranus, showing a fun-loving person who enjoys life and always looks on the bright side. Her marriage is characterized by trust and understanding, and she knows how best to express her love. She has sex appeal and may be considered unconventional.
Mars trine Neptune is another aspect that favors medicine as a career. She can heal others due to her ability to help with spiritual problems as well as physical ones. She has an exciting love life with honest and sincere lovers. She always looks for the best in others. Saturn is square to the mid-heaven, showing this person has responsibilities to others that interfere with her personal life.
Other aspects are between slow-moving planets and therefore affect generations rather than individuals.

1If somebody names their child Murtagh or Laoghaire as a result of reading these books, I’d like to know about it.
2I have friends in the Boise Convention Center.
3Fortunately, I do.
4Greenwich Mean Time



MAGIC, MEDICINE, AND WHITE LADIES
ell, it’s all Claire Beau-champ’s fault, like so many other things about these books. Once she had informed me (by her habits of speech and her unique perceptions) that she was a time-traveler, I had to determine exactly who she was— where she had come from, and her occupation (if any) in her original time.
People commonly say to me, in tones of admiration, “But you write such strong women!“ This is gratifying, but the simple fact of the matter is that I really don’t like weak ones. In other words, Claire is not a competent person because I thought it was my social duty to provide a politically correct role model for young women—I just don’t like ninnies and would find it a terrible chore to have to write about one.
Obviously, Claire was intelligent and competent; I could see that with half an eye. So what had she been doing, before fate decanted her into the Highlands of eighteenth-century Scotland? She might have been doing all sorts of things, from flying to the moon to competing in triathlons (though she seemed not to be very athletic, given what I’d seen of her so far), but the unfortunate fact is that there would be relatively little scope for the exercise of these talents in eighteenth-century Scotland.1
Given the state of things in the Scottish Highlands at the times—i.e., barbaric, violent, and lacking in hygiene—it struck me that doctoring might be a very useful talent indeed. Of all the assorted skills that might aid survival in the eighteenth century, a minimal knowledge of the healing arts certainly seemed one of the most desirable—and the most feasible.
Aside from the fact that it would be helpful to know how to dress wounds and treat minor problems like scurvy, I’d noticed in the course of research that there were in fact almost no “official” physicians at all in the Highlands. There was, of course, no formal program for training and licensing physicians at all, in either Britain or France at the time. There were colleges of medicine, to be sure, in places such as Paris, London, and Edinburgh, but most doctors were trained by apprenticeship, autodidactically, or in many cases they simply declared themselves to be doctors and hung out a shingle, with no training at all.
However, healing is an art that has traditionally been practiced by women in all historical periods, even in those when social trends have caused an increased reliance on “official” physicians (usually male). The reason for that is obvious to anyone who has a family. Kids get sick. So do pets, domestic partners, and livestock.

In most times and places, there has been no medical assistance save for the wisdom and experience of family and neighbors— and among family and neighbors, those who are most likely to have any knowledge or skill in medical matters are the women because (owing to the undeniable fact that women bear and nourish children) they are the members of the community who are stuck at home, growing plants, feeding all and sundry, and generally keeping things going while the menfolk are out killing mammoths or each other.2
In short (well, all right, not very short— but I could have gone on a lot longer), it would be entirely reasonable for Claire to have healing skills of some sort, and to be able to use these to her benefit, in a way that would not be feasible for many other modern skills. So …
Fine, I thought. She’ll be a healer of some kind. Doctor, nurse, EMT? On the whole, I thought a nurse. The main reason for this choice was that I personally am not a doctor,3 don’t have in-depth knowledge appropriate to complex diagnosis and treatment, and didn’t at the time have the resources or desire to do sufficient research to allow Claire to think complicated things about medical conditions.
Another consideration was that a good modern medical training would be rather wasted, given the materials available in the eighteenth century. No matter that Claire recognized diabetes mellitus, for instance, as she did in Dragonfly—even though she could make the diagnosis and knew the cure, the cure itself was unavailable. No point in being able to diagnose chronic fatigue syndrome or cystic fibrosis in a time like that, I mean.
It seemed to me, then, that we should be better off with Claire as a nurse. If we came across some interesting condition— such as Colum MacKenzie’s degenerative disease—it would be simple enough for Claire to have heard of it somewhere. But on the whole, her expertise would be limited to the fairly simple dressing of wounds and administration of herbal medicines for nonspecific symptoms—interesting, but relatively simple, and hence better suited to a story where the medical details were part of character and setting, but not the main focus of the story itself (as might be the case in a medical thriller).
RETURN OF THE LEECH
I’ve been much interested (not to say amused) by recent news reports of medical research involving the use of leeches and maggots in the treatment of wounds. Seems our invertebrate friends actually are very effective in debriding dead tissue and assisting circulation—just as they were used in the eighteenth century (and earlier) by the ignorant physicians of the period, before modern medicine came rushing in with its technological new broom, to sweep away all those cobwebbed superstitions.
In the mid-twentieth century, of course no one would have countenanced the notion of using leeches. Really, one might as well resort to burning herbs under people’s noses, and sticking needles in the skin! Smug in the grip of “science,” it was plain to society at large that the relevance of all this magical nonsense was long past—and good riddance!
But the wheel of time turns slowly …
The dichotomy between magic and science occurs explicitly for the first time in the eighteenth century, as part of the evolution of the Age of Enlightenment. The basis of both magic and science is control of one’s personal environment—the body— though magic seeks to do this externally, and science (at least in the sense of medicine) internally.
The Age of Enlightenment—which occurred in the second half of the eighteenth century—was the first period in which great emphasis was placed on rationality as a thoughtful virtue, making it equivalent in importance to the spiritual virtues. This elevation of analytic thought thus paved the way for development of nineteenth-century science, but didn’t result in immediate changes.
While science depends ultimately upon rationality (the scientific method) for proof, scientists initially drew material from the old superstitions in their development of theories and hypotheses. In spite of the intellectual ferment of the Enlightenment, the evolution of medicine was thus for a long time still a sort of quasi-science, with a strong metaphysical dimension.
Then—as schools of thought tend to do—things went too far, and any medical practice not rigorously defensible in rational terms was deemed superstitious, unsanitary, and undoubtedly dangerous to the public health.
However, thoughtful people do look back now and then, and thus innovation rediscovers tradition. More things are known in heaven and earth than are dreamt of by many Horatios, and the metaphysical aspects of medicine are returning, with a wholly modern emphasis on “holistic” methods. In fact, the echo between Claire’s methods and the present-day interest in holistic and natural healing techniques is purely fortuitous, but it was… er … timely.
“Metaphysical!” is one of those entertaining words with multiple definitions and shades of meaning, but as used in this context, it generally means “of, or relating to, what is perceived as transcendant, supersensible, or transcendental“ or ”neither analytic nor subject to empiric verification.“ What one colleague of mine helpfully refers to as ”woo-woo stuff.”

Modern medicine now generally accepts the notion that there is a strong interrelationship between mind and body, even though the precise nature of its operation is unknown—i.e., metaphysical. Since it is unknown, there exists an area of mystery in the realm of healing, which in some cultures is called “magic” or “shamanism”—but which is nonetheless an important component of the art of healing, regardless of the forms involved.
For example, a modern doctor may under some circumstances dispense treatment that he or she knows has relatively little therapeutic value, but that nonetheless makes the patient feel better or recover more quickly, owing to the placebo effect—that is, there is a beneficial effect connected with the simple act of treating illness, regardless of the actual physical effects of the treatment. (“Treatment” being loosely defined here, to cover everything from simple attention to the administration of substances or invasive procedures.) By exactly the same token, a person from a shamanistic culture will often be improved by a healing ceremony, whether the ceremony has any directly apparent physical effect or not.
In other words, there is a magical aspect to the practice of medicine, and always has been, though this aspect was decried and ignored for some time, in the excitement (fully justified, by the way; the Germ Theory is no small thing) of scientific discovery.
Given the circumstances of Claire’s story—her disappearance through standing stones—there was plainly going to be an air of mystery and magic about it. What occupation could be more appropriate than that of healer—an occupation that has about it the same air of mystery and hint of magic? What better choice of occupation for a time-traveler, whose life itself turns back—and back again—upon itself, with new truths revealed by each change of perspective?
The processes of the body are both intensely personal and highly cryptic, which gives us the sense of significance and mystery that we call “magic.” The same mixture of significance and mystery underlies religious feeling, and it is no coincidence that most healers in primitive societies are also priests. Religion and science lie at opposite ends of the spectrum of rationality, with medicine balanced somewhere in the middle. The important thing to note is that it is a spectrum; ergo, the elements of it are all connected, even though the extremities may seem so different as to bear no relation to each other.
In fact, healing is an art, and has always been understood as such—at least until the very recent past, when the advent of sophisticated technology has given us the delusion that the miracles of the body are all both explicable and controllable. Many are—but not all. Not yet, anyway!
Consequently, there are echoes throughout all the Outlander books—superstition and magic resonating through the practice of rational medicine—that exemplify the unique attitudes of the second half of the eighteenth century. The Age of Enlightenment was a period of transformation, in terms of culture, society, and thought— magic, if you will, brought about by the power of reason.
Claire, with her peculiar perspectives, personifies the practice of medicine, mingling the rational and the metaphysical, the traditional and the modern, in pursuit of the ancient goals of the healing arts: the preservation and restoration of health. Modern as she is, she is herself an echo of the Age of Enlightenment, with its odd mixtures of alchemy and chemistry, its hold on tradition, and its search for innovation. She is, in fact, the Return of the Leech.
WHITE LADIES
If one is looking for entertaining accidents of history, it’s worth noting that nurses in modern days have most often been “women in white.” Whether chosen for its evident “purity” (and hence the implication of antisepsis), or because blood shows up on it really well, the white uniform worn by many modern nurses evokes the image of earlier “white ladies.”4
The White Lady is a figure of Celtic myth, known (in varying manifestations) in all Celtic countries, including not only Ireland and Scotland, but Brittany as well (hence the knowledge of “La Dame Blanche” among the rapists Claire meets in the Rue du Faubourg St.-Honoré). Generally speaking, the White Lady is the dryad of death; she is often identified with Macha, Queen of the Dead, and sometimes as the Crone aspect of the Goddess (the Goddess is said to have three forms: Maiden, Mother, Crone—which signify the chief phases of female life).

Looking more particularly, though, legends of “white ladies” don’t always portray these as figures of death and destruction— though this depiction is common—but in some places as figures of healing and sorcery. Macha, one of the mythic figures identified as the White Lady, is also the Mother of Life and Death—she (and all lesser white ladies, presumably) presides over both birth and death—which, it struck me, was pretty much what a doctor does.
Given Claire’s naturally pale complexion, her healing arts (and the ruthlessness which is a natural part of them), and her supernatural connections (both real and perceived), it seemed only reasonable to endow her—via Jamie’s fertile imagination and familiarity with Celtic myth—with the title of “La Dame Blanche.”5
WHY WORLD WAR II?
The decision to make Claire a healer dictated the time period from which she came. There were two reasons for choosing the period right after World War II: one, antibiotics, and two, technology.
World War II marked the emergence of truly “modern” medicine, with the advent of antibiotics—sulfa drugs were put into common usage on the battlefields and in the medical hospitals of World War II, and while penicillin was discovered in 1929, no use was made of it until 1941, when the incidence of wartime injuries and infections made its development both economically feasible and socially imperative.
Prior to this time—and in fact, during a good part of the early days of the war— medical procedures were still very old-fashioned. While techniques such as bleeding and purging had been abandoned, many older techniques—wound-dressing and surgical practices—were still in common use. Therefore, a nurse who had worked under combat conditions in World War II would not find the conditions of the eighteenth-century Highlands to be nearly as strange or unusual as would a more modern medical practitioner. She would be quite accustomed to “hands-on” work, and have no great dependence on modern amenities like indoor plumbing.
The second reason for the choice of World War II is a corollary of the first and a result of the time-travel premise—technology.
Were I to have used a professional healer from contemporary times (the 1980s or 1990s, say), she would have been accustomed to the use of sophisticated equipment and procedures, and—if written with psychological plausibility—would have been missing the use of these acutely, at least in the early stages of exposure to the past.
While Claire is appalled at the lack of hygiene, the ignorance of nutrition, the crudity of surgical procedures, and so on—these are all matters of general medical knowledge that the modern reader also shares. Therefore, a person reading of Claire’s perceptions and adventures— bone-setting, wound-stitching, curing fevers—would feel herself (or himself) very much in her shoes. This sympathetic identification would be less if she were constantly thinking how much she’d like to put an epileptic child through an MRI scanner or what a pity it was that she couldn’t manage peritoneal dialysis or genetic engineering to correct inborn errors of metabolism.
A third factor in my choice of Claire’s time period was the “forward factor.” That is, when dealing with time travel, any writer must make decisions as to exactly how the process will be defined; does a traveler age? If a traveler returns to his own time, will he arrive at the same temporal point of departure (i.e., the same hour, day, etc., as when he left), or will some time (spent in the past) have elapsed?
Now, the evolution of the Gabaldon Theory of Time Travel was quite gradual, and in fact is still not yet completely explicated.6 However, it seemed to me, while writing Cross Stitch/Outlander, that time is linear and progressive for an individual; a person is living his or her life in a normal manner, and thus does age normally, no matter which time period he or she occupies while doing so.
That being so, if I ever meant Claire to return from the past (and I didn’t know whether I did or not, but it struck me as a distinct possibility), she would return to a time farther in the future than the point at which she left it. This in turn meant that if I made her contemporary with myself— set the story in the 1980s or 1990s, that is—her return to the future could well put her in my future—she could start in 1990, spend twenty years in the past, and return to 2010—all this in a book that might be published in 1995! (Had I realized at the time how slowly I write, I might have worried less about this.)
I didn’t want the books to become dated or seem overtly “wrong” in 2010—as might easily be the case if I tried to project Claire’s medical career and daily life in a time later than my own. Looking backward, then, I hit upon World War II as a suitable time period. For one thing, this particular war was the time in which antibiotics were first introduced on a wide scale—the third of the great advances that form the foundation of modern medicine (the first being the notion of asepsis; the second, anesthesia).7 This was a very important modern medical advance, and one with which most modern readers could identify, but without the need for any technological explanation. Also, if Claire had been a combat nurse, she would naturally be accustomed to hardship—and thus would not find the eighteenth century nearly so much a shock as might the average debutante—and would likewise be independent, self-reliant, and resourceful. Since these were qualities I had already discerned in her, my job was only to supply a reasonable explanation as to why she had them. Further, wartime conditions in Britain and France were difficult, austere, and often dangerous. A woman who had lived through nearly a decade of such conditions would not be fazed by the lack of modern amenities—and might be less daunted by the prospect of giving up such things permanently.

And finally, the eighteenth century was rather a violent time. For Claire to be able to deal emotionally and effectively with common conditions—whether she accepted the social basis for them or not—it seemed useful for her to come from a violent time herself. She is—as her daughter notes, considerably ex post facto—capable of ruthlessness and great strength in the service of her own ideals. These are not personality traits fostered by soft living.
I didn’t realize it consciously at the time, but there was another reason for the choice of World War II as Claire’s original time— that being the “echo” between the Jacobite Rising and the Second World War, in terms of the effect of these conflicts on society.
The ’45 put an end to the feudal system of the Highland clans, and—as a side effect—threw a large number of Scottish immigrants out into the New World, where they contributed extensively to the development of what would become America. In a similar way, the disruptions and displacements of World War II resulted in a much larger wave of immigrants, who in their turn altered American society and contributed greatly to its modern form.

A side effect of wars is social disruption, and while this is usually unfortunate in individual terms, it not infrequently has unexpectedly beneficial side effects. One result of the Jacobite disaster was the emigration to the New World of numerous Scottish Highlanders—who then contributed greatly to the growth and prosperity of their newly founded country. Results of World War II included the development of the military-industrial complex, which has led to such benefits as space exploration, the development of computers, and the concomitant technological explosion that has transformed modern life.
Major wars invariably lead to rapid developments in medicine—for obvious reasons. The linkage of Claire’s occupation to a wartime background, once suggested, became inevitable—and that linkage in turn led to the development of her character and personal history.
MEDICAL BACKGROUND
Where did I get Claire’s medical background? Well, that was yet another accident.
As a graduate student, I was fortunate enough to have a full scholarship, and therefore was not given a position as a teaching assistant (a common way for university departments to help students earn their way), the university reasonably feeling that these positions should be reserved for students who needed the income. However, my advisory committee was concerned that I should have at least some slight experience with teaching, since it was likely that I would teach at some point in the future.
In consequence, the university awarded me one-eighth of a teaching assistantship; I taught one lab class per week, for which I earned the princely sum of twenty dollars—the low point of my working life, in terms of income. The only class available for me to teach was the lab portion of a class in human anatomy and physiology— and so I taught human anatomy and physiology, in spite of the fact that this class had nothing to do with my own scientific background or aspirations.
Well, time marched on and so did I—to Philadelphia, where my husband was getting an MBA at the Wharton School of Business, and I was trying to find a job so we wouldn’t starve. In fact, I found two jobs: The first was a postdoctoral appointment at University of Pennsylvania, where I raised ringdoves and butchered seabirds for a living (this was the low point of my working life in terms of occupational conditions. I couldn’t eat fried chicken for nearly a year). The second was a part-time job at Philadelphia Community College, where my “experience” in teaching human anatomy and physiology landed me a job teaching … human anatomy and physiology.
This job in turn led to my teaching the same class to nursing students at Temple University, and ultimately, to my teaching the same class—good old human anatomy and physiology—to science students at Arizona State, when I was asked to substitute for a faculty member on sabbatical. In other words, I taught human anatomy and physiology repeatedly, in spite of the fact that none of my degrees or research interests had anything whatever to do with that particular subject.
Since the course was designed for nursing students and for students taking a science elective, the material dealt extensively with clinical medicine—and I thus inadvertently came away with most of what I needed to know to equip Claire Randall to deal with the medical conditions of the eighteenth century.8
Beyond this accidental preparation, of course, I undertook considerable library research (see Part Twelve: Bibliography), and I began to ask questions of one or two doctors whom I had met online.
I’m greatly indebted to Drs. Gary Hoff and Ellen Mandell, among others—not only for their help and advice in describing and dealing with assorted medical conditions, but particularly for their honesty and openness in letting me see a small part of what it means to be a healer, with all the compassion, dedication, and occasional heartbreak that entails.
(MEDICAL) CONDITIONS AND (PLOT) COMPLICATIONS
One of the plot complications of the first book, of course, revolves around Colum MacKenzie’s rather interesting medical condition. People always ask writers, “Where do you get your ideas?” One writer of my acquaintance replies courteously that he orders them in bulk from the Sears catalog, but my own much less imaginative answer is, “Everywhere!” In the case of Colum MacKenzie, I got the idea off the wall of my university office.
At the time, I had a small room in a condemned building on the ASU campus, with crumbling plaster and an ancient air conditioner, which shook like a reducing machine and caused thousands of panic-stricken crickets (who evidently found the crevices of the thing an ideal breeding ground) to leap out into the room whenever I turned it on. To add visual interest to this hole, I fetched in a packet of very cheap cardboard reproductions of Great Paintings, and applied them lavishly to the walls and doors of my sanctum. Each Great Painting had on the back of it a small notice, this containing a brief biography of the artist.

And … well, when I sat at my desk, talking on the phone, the painting on the wall directly in front of me was one by Toulouse-Lautrec, that’s all. The symptoms of his peculiar disease, including the tendency to impotence and sterility, were included in the biographical note on the back.
You take ideas where you find them.
I picked up Jamie’s dislocated shoulder—and the method of putting back a joint—from a memory of one of Dick Francis’s early racing novels (I don’t remember which one), in which a jockey described in vivid terms both the pain of the injury and its immediate relief.
The descriptions of several common medical conditions and contemporary treatment methods came from the medical research—the contents of Davie Beaton’s surgery was taken from a listing of common medicaments that I found in H. G. Graham’s The Social Life of Scotland in the Eighteenth Century. The descriptions of procedures in L’Hôpital des Anges in Dragonfly in Amber were based on the colorful variety of medical procedures (urinoscopists, truss fitters, bonesetters, maîtresses sage-femme) described in Professional and Popular Medicine in France, 1770—1830 (Ramsey).
Bouton? Well, I looked down, and there he was. I have several dogs myself; Tippy, the smallest and oldest, always goes to my office with me when I work, and guards me faithfully until I go down to bed at three A.M. He lies on the floor near my feet, straight as a compass needle, pink nose on his paws, and a long, fluffy tail laid out behind him.

So as Mother Hildegarde sat down to play her harpsichord, I looked down, and there was Bouton, stretched out faithfully like a compass needle on the floor at her feet. Given Mother Hildegarde’s occupation, it seemed only natural for her dog to accompany her on her rounds through the Hôpital—it was his own notion to leap up on the patients’ beds and instigate his own form of diagnosis.9
Mr. Willoughby’s knowledge of acupuncture—in fact, Mr. Willoughby’s presence itself—was a matter of sheer necessity; I had to find a way of getting Jamie Fraser across the ocean without having him die of seasickness.
Other bits and pieces of medical lore, conditions, diseases, and cures, were given to me by acquaintances (for instance, the picturesque loa-loa worm that Claire encounters in Voyager was suggested to me via E-mail by a reader who had noticed that I was writing scenes set in the West Indies), or picked out of the ragbag of memory. The vivid description of death caused by a strangulated hernia was taken (not verbatim, just the notion of it) from a brief excerpt from the writings of Albert Schweitzer, which I encountered in a course in German reading that I took in graduate school (lo these many years ago). I had to translate the passage in which Dr. Schweitzer described the pitiful death of one such patient, and it stuck in my mind. Things do, I’m afraid.
1Though I did once read a book with a time-traveling heroine who listened to motivational business tapes in her own time, and then ended up with a successful business designing silk lingerie for eleventh-century Viking raiders. Neither Claire nor I have that much imagination, I’m afraid.
2This very equitable division of labor has undergone drastic readjustments with the advent of reliable birth control, but since birth control was not very dependable in the eighteenth century, we really needn’t worry about a discussion of gender roles here. In the eighteenth century, women still took care of children and men killed things, the end.
3I do have a Ph.D. in ecology, and when I taught, my students did usually call me “Doctor”—partially out of respect, no doubt, but mostly because they couldn’t pronounce my last name and were too shy to use my first one. My father-in-law called me “Dr. poo” for a while after I got my degree, but eventually stopped.
4I know that not all nurses these days dress in white, nor are they women. I’m speaking generally here of nurses in the twentieth century, for the sake of the point.
5It is quite possibly not coincidental that Ishmael
(Voyager)
asks Claire whether she “still bleeds,” explaining that only old women can work real magic—nor is it coincidental that the Tuscaroran seer, Nayawenne, told Claire that she would achieve her full power “when your hair is white
(Drums).
On the other hand, it was purely coincidental that Geillis Duncan’s hair should have been a blonde so pale as to be “almost white, the color of heavy cream.” Or at least I think it was.
6We discover new refinements and explanations of the Gabaldon Theory as the novels continue. Stay tuned for further developments!
7Alexander Fleming—a Scot, by coincidence—discovered penicillin in 1929. However, folk remedies involving molds (mostly of bread) are known from as far back as 3000 B.C. (There are in fact hundreds of species of
Penicillium, which grow on substrates from bread to cheeses to rotting melon.)
8Coincidentally, the course also exposed me to numbers of nursing students, giving me an appreciation for the mixture of matter-of-factness and dedication so common among them. I still recall one male nursing student I’ll call Wally, from my days at Philadelphia Community College.
My students at PCC were a good deal older than those at the university; most had chosen nursing as a career after several years spent earning a living in other occupations. Watty had been a truck driver, between stints spent in jail for gang and drug-related activities, and was now, at the age of thirty-five, determined to turn his life around and become a nurse. He was one of the best and most attentive students, always asking questions, taking extensive notes, and admonishing the rowdier students to “Shut up and listen to the Doctah!”
All the students were required to take both my class in human anatomy and physiology, and another in “hands-on” clinical nursing, which covered common bedside procedures, among other things. One morning, Wally marched into my class, hair standing on end, his glasses glittering with fury. What happened? I asked, afraid that there might have been some trouble with the law or his former associates.
“What HAPPENED?” he demanded rhetorically. “You want to know what HAPPENED? We just come from the Clinical Nursing final, that’s what!”
The Clinical Nursing final was a hands-on exam, in which each student demonstrated expertise in bedside routines such as bathing dressing etc., using a lifelike dummy as a subject. It was a very important exam, since all students were required to pass this course in order to stay in the nursing program.
“8 cont.”“I did it perfectly!“ Wally declared, breathing heavily through bared teeth. ”I washed her face and her hands, I combed her hair, I took her vitals, I checked for bedsores—and I kept talkin’ to the dummy all the time, callin’ it “Mrs. Johnson,” sayin’ “Now, we’ll just take a look here, Mrs. Johnson, ”just like we’re sposed to. I did it all just exactly right, right up till I gave Mrs. Johnson the bedpan!”
He turned to face the class, fists raised in outraged protest to the universe.
“Lookit me!” he yelled. “I’m thirty-five years old! I been divorced three times, I got a wife and two kids! I been in jail, I been in gangs, I lived through stuff would kill most people! And now I’m about to fail my course and ruin my life because I FORGOT TO WIPE A GODDAMN DUMMY’S ASS!!”
9I was therefore pleased—though not surprised—to read, a couple of years ago, of studies being done in which dogs were trained to sniff patients, in order to aid in the detection and diagnosis of certain conditions.



PART THREE







FAMILY TREES
Author’s Note:
I am indebted to the Editor of The Baronage Press1 for great assistance in the research and preparation of the material on the history of the Randall, Beauchamp, and Fraser families, and particularly for the elegant depictions of the arms of these families.

Claire Elizabeth Beauchamp
BEAUCHAMP2
he Domesday book, compiled some twenty years after Duke William’s conquest of England, shows Hugh de Beauchamp to have been well rewarded for his loyalty. Walter, believed to have been his third son, although not so proved conclusively, held Elmley Castle in Gloucestershire and was granted further lands and offices by Henry I, which he was able to pass on to his son William. In the conflict between King Stephen and the Empress Maud, William took Maud’s part and suffered the loss of Worcester Castle and much else, but all his honors and estates were restored by Henry II, so that he was able subsequently to bequeath to his son, another William, the office of sheriff in Worcestershire, Warwickshire, Gloucestershire, and Herefordshire.
The second William died early, leaving his son Walter still a minor. Walter was briefly succeeded by his elder son, Walcheline, who died in the same year as his father, and then by Walcheline’s only son, William, husband of Isabel, sister and heiress of William Mauduit, Earl of Warwick. The eldest son of this alliance, William, the first Beauchamp Earl of Warwick, founded one of the most powerful English families of the High Middle Ages. The third son, Walter, a crusader, married Alice de Tony, and his third son and eventual heir, Giles, had a son, John, whose elder son, William, was sheriff of Worcestershire and of Gloucestershire. William’s son John was elevated to the peerage in 1447 as Lord Beauchamp of Powick.
The brother of William, sheriff of Worcestershire and of Gloucestershire, was Walter, whose elder son, William, married Elizabeth de Braybrooke, heiress to the St. Amand barony, and was subsequently summoned to Parliament in her right as Baron de St. Amand. Their son Richard was attainted in the first year of the reign of Richard III, but was restored immediately Henry VII became king. He had no children other than his illegitimate son, Anthony St. Amand, and as no other heirs were known, the barony of St. Amand has been judged extinct, but his will shows that he bequeathed a cup to his “niece Leverseye,” a girl who is assumed to have been his wife’s niece but, it has always been accepted, might have been the child of an unknown sister of his own.
It was not until quite recently, when Dr. Quentin L. Beauchamp, the noted historian and archaeologist, examined some old documents found in Warwick Castle, that the existence of Richard’s full sister Isabel was revealed, and the consequences of her daughter Leverseye’s only child’s marriage to the son of Richard’s illegitimate Anthony were recognized as continuing the ancient barony. The full facts about the scandal that persuaded the family to keep that marriage secret, and to attempt to eliminate the evidence for the existence of Isabel and Leverseye, have yet to be published by Dr. Beauchamp, but the preparation for his claim to be recognized as Lord St. Amand is currently in the hands of a well-known firm of peerage lawyers, and doubtless the details of the scandal, rumored to be associated with the involvement of Isabel’s husband, a close companion of Henry VII, with the death of the Princes in the Tower “after” the death of Richard III, will doubtless soon be released.
Dr. Beauchamp’s sole heir is his niece, Claire Randall, who will be recognized by the Committee for Privileges in the House of Lords as heir presumptive to the title.
RANDALL (IN SUSSEX)3
The origins of the Randall family are neither so well known nor so distinguished as those of the Beauchamps. In recent years some of the more imaginative historians have claimed that Randall is but Randolph, and that the origins lie in Scotland with the Randolphs, anciently Earls of Moray, while others write of Rannulf the clerk of Wilkingeston (Wigston) at the end of the twelfth century, whose name was taken as a surname by his great-grandson Adam in 1309. The family continued on the same lands and in the same house until, in 1436, Richard Randolff (also Randull) migrated to Leicester and faded from the records.
Subsequently the name spread wide, many of its owners claiming minor gentility and adopting arms. Most of these arms featured three, four, or five mullets, reminiscent of the arms of the great warrior Freskin, who freed Moray from the threat of the Vikings and whose province passed to the Randolphs. One may assume that the adoption of their mullets was specifically to suggest that origin. Other Randall families took cushions instead of mullets, as three cushions were featured in the Randolph of Moray arms. Yet others, curiously, took martlets (a little bird with no beak and no feet, a notable feature of the Beauchamp of St. Amand arms), one of these being formally granted by the English heralds in 1573 (when the falsification of pedigrees and forgery of armorial histories were so widespread that Queen Elizabeth suggested that if a newly appointed King of Arms was as dishonest as his predecessor it would be no bad thing if he be hanged).


The Sussex Randalls emerged from comparative obscurity in the late seventeenth century when Sir Denys Randall was knighted, bought an attractive estate on the South Downs to rear yet more of the sheep that had made his money, and then was awarded a baronetcy by that impecunious monarch George I. (A baronetcy is not an hereditary knighthood, but in many ways its descent behaves as if it is. It was introduced as a title of honor and then degraded by the many kings who treated it as a source of revenue, and who even threatened to inflict fines on candidates who refused the award of the honor.) The subsequent descent of the Sussex Randalls was set out as a neatly illuminated parchment by Dr. Q. L. Beauchamp when his niece Claire married Franklin Wolverton Randall, heir presumptive to the baronetcy held by his fifth cousin, Sir Alexander Randall. (The Tatler noted at the time of the wedding the pleasing coincidence of martlets appearing in the arms of both bride and groom.)
FRASER OF LOVAT
As with many of the ancient families, scribblers down through the centuries have been ever ready to establish invented or speculative origins for the Frasers. Some have stated categorically that the Scottish Frasers have derived their name from La Fresilière in Anjou, France, while others have insisted that the name was accorded on a hot summer day when the King of France, thirsty from hunting, was presented with a plate of succulent strawberries by one of his companions, who was immediately awarded with a coat of arms bearing three fraises and the command to take the name of Fraser as a surname.

In respect of the heraldic factor it is worth noting that in early heraldry the cinquefoil, sexfoil, and rose are almost indistinguishable, and that only in Scotland has the cinquefoil charge been traditionally recognised as a fraise. And in respect of the Angevin origin, which may perhaps be true, it should be noted also that in the early days of heraldry the cinquefoil, sex-foil, and rose were commonly found among the St. Omer families, when St. Omer was in the Flemish sphere of influence. (Several of the first Fraser Christian names on record—Simon, Bernard, Gilbert, Oliver—are Flemish/Germanic.)
The first of the Scottish Frasers appeared along the River Tweed during the twelfth century. Their origins before this may be disputed, but not their power in Scotland, for they held the most extensive lands in Peebleshire, their names appeared regularly on the rolls of the royal councils, and they became regular benefactors of the religious foundations at Kelso, Newbattle, and Coldingham. Their continued possession of lands outside Tweeddale is shown in the register of Kelso Abbey, but their first major stronghold was Oliver Castle on the Tweed, perhaps named for Oliver Fraser, whose gift of lands to Newbattle Abbey is noted in its register together with a gift from Adam Fraser, the son of his sister’s marriage to Udard Fraser.


The lines of descent from Oliver and Adam are uncertain, but the influence of the Frasers exerted from Oliver Castle was continued through Sir Bernard Fraser and Sir Gilbert Fraser, who held in their turn the hereditary office of Sheriff of Tweeddale. Bernard and Gilbert were probably Adam’s brothers, sons of Udard. Bernard was Sheriff of Stirling in 1234, and Laurence, the only known child of his probable brother Adam, was his heir, but as no children of Laurence are recorded as such, this line disappears. The third brother, Gilbert, had four sons, and although from this point the line of descent becomes clearer, the period until Hugh Fraser of Lovat was created Lord Fraser of Lovat in 1464 remains to some extent speculative.
The ancestry of Jamie Fraser
Udard Fraser, shown in the charters of Newbattle Abbey to be living in the second half of the twelfth century, married a sister of Oliver Fraser of Oliver Castle, the son of Kylvert Fraser, and had issue Sir Bernard Fraser, Sheriff of Stirling, Adam Fraser, and Sir Gilbert Fraser of Olivercastle, the direct ancestor of the Frasers of Muchalls and the Frasers of Philorth, and probably the direct ancestor of the Frasers of Lovat, of Strichen, of Inverallochy, and others.
Sir Gilbert was Sheriff of Tweeddale (and described variously as Sheriff of Traquair and Sheriff of Peebles), and died ca. 1263, having had issue John, whose sons were Sir Richard Fraser of Touchfraser and Alexander Fraser of Cornton. (Cornton is in Stirlingshire.) Alexander is claimed as the ancestor of Andrew Fraser of Muchalls, created Lord Fraser 29 June 1633, which title became dormant on the death of Charles, 4th Lord Fraser, 12 October 1716. Although Alexander is traditionally listed as the second son, the royal insistence that the seventeenth-century Lord Fraser should not use a territorial designation—as, for example, Fraser of Lovat—together with the authorized use of the undifferenced arms proclaiming the chiefship of the Fraser Clan, suggest that a good case for seniority had been made and had received royal approval. If this case was valid, then Alexander’s name here should be printed before Richard’s.
Sir Gilbert’s second son was Sir Simon Fraser of Olivercastle, Knight Banneret, Keeper of the Royal Forest of Ettrick, Sheriff of Traquair and of Peebles, who died ca. 1280, leaving issue Sir Simon Fraser of Olivercastle, Sheriff of Traquair and of Peebles, Keeper of the Forests of Traquair and Selkirk, who died in 1291, leaving with other issue Sir Simon Fraser of Oliver and Neidpath, Knight Banneret, a renowned warrior who fought for Edward I in Flanders, served with him at the siege of Carlaverock Castle, joined the war against him in 1301, defeated three English divisions near Roslin in three successive actions on the same day in 1303, and saved the lives of Sir William Wallace at the battle of Hopprew and of King Robert Bruce at the battle of Methven. He was captured in 1306, and hanged, drawn, and quartered in London, leaving two coheiress daughters, Margaret, who married Sir Gilbert Hay of Locherwort and was ancestor of the Marquesses of Tweeddale, and Joan, who married Sir Patrick Fleming of Biggar and was ancestor of the Earls of Wigton.
Sir Gilbert’s fourth son was William, Bishop of St. Andrews, Chancellor of Scotland, who with the Earl of Fife and the Earl of Buchan served as Regent for the North of Scotland and died abroad in 1297.
Sir Gilbert’s heir, his eldest son, Richard Fraser of Touchfraser, was apparently the father of an only child, Sir Andrew Fraser, younger of Touchfraser, Sheriff of Stirling, who married Beatrix, an heiress from Caithness, probably of the Le Chen of Duffus family, and died before 1306, leaving several sons: Sir Alexander Fraser of Touchfraser, ancestor of the Frasers of Philorth (now of Saltoun), Chamberlain of Scotland, who married Mary, the sister of King Robert Bruce, and was killed at the battle of Dupplin in 1332, Andrew Fraser, who was killed at the battle of Halidon Hill in 1333, James Fraser, who was killed at Halidon Hill, and Sir Simon Fraser of Brotherton, Sheriff of Kincardine, ancestor of the Frasers of Lovat.
At this point, where the ancestry of the Frasers of Philorth and the Frasers of Lovat divides, it is necessary to stress that the deductions so far have been a little uncertain, owing to the destruction of so many charters during the wars of independence. Another warning must be added. Readers cross-referencing to other records should be aware that many early writers, not understanding the difference between the feudal title “Lord of Lovat” and the peerage title “Lord Fraser of Lovat” (or “Lord Lovat” as it is commonly used since the creation of the new title of Baron Lovat of Lovat), have muddled their numbering of the Lovat succession. Further uncertainty has been created by the forfeit and subsequent restoration of the honors, and by the creation in the nineteenth century of that additional United Kingdom peerage title of Baron Lovat of Lovat. (All editions of Burke’s Peerage up to and including 1970 have the Lovat entry hopelessly confused.)
The Gaelic name for the Chief of the Frasers of Lovat, MacShimi (written sometimes as Mac Simi or MacShimidh) means son of Simon, and this Simon is believed to be the Sir Simon Fraser of Brotherton who married the eventual heiress of the Lovat lands previously held by Sir David Grahame of Lovat, and earlier by the Byssets. The Beaufort lands of the Byssets were reunited with the Lovat lands when their eventual heiress, Janet de Fenton, married into the Frasers in 1425.
Sir Simon Fraser of Brotherton, Sheriff of Kincardine, was, as shown above, the third son of Andrew Fraser, Sheriff of Stirling. He married Margaret, the daughter of John, Earl of Orkney and Caithness, whose wife may have been the daughter and certainly was the eventual heiress of Sir David Grahame, Lord of Lovat, and through Margaret he became the first of the Fraser Lords of Lovat and acquired extensive lands around Loch Ness. (To avoid confusion in numbering, it is important to note that this is a feudal title, not a peerage title.) With his brothers Andrew and James he was killed at the battle of Halidon Hill, having had with other issue Sir Simon Fraser, Lord of Lovat, who was reported by Froissart as having been in the group that captured Edinburgh Castle in 1341 by stratagem, who fought also at the battle of Durham and died unmarried of his wounds in 1346, and Sir Alexander, Lord of Lovat, who married a daughter of Sir Andrew Moray of Bothwell.

The only known child of this marriage was Hugh Fraser, Lord of Lovat, Baron of Kynnell and of Linton, who in 1377, together with the feudal barony of Linton, resigned the last of his lands in Tweeddale and broke the long connection between his highland Frasers and the lowland Frasers along the Tweed. He married Isobel, daughter of Sir John Wemyss of Leuchars by his second wife, Isabel, the daughter of Sir Alan Erskine of Inch-martin, and he died ca. 1409, having had with other issue his heir Hugh Fraser, Lord of Lovat.
Hugh Fraser, Lord of Lovat, High Sheriff of Inverness-shire, was born ca. 1376, and married in 1425 as his first wife Janet (who died before December 1429), the sister of William de Fenton of Beaufort. (This is the marriage, mentioned earlier, that brought to the Frasers the other Bysset lands they had not received from the Grahame Lords of Lovat.) Hugh married as his second wife Isobel, the daughter of Sir John Wemyss of Wemyss and died before July 1440 having had issue by his first wife: Thomas Fraser of Lovat and Hugh Sanctus, his eventual heir.
Hugh Sanctus Fraser, Lord of Lovat, was born in 1417 and married Janet, the daughter of Thomas Dunbar, 2nd Dunbar Earl of Moray. He died ca. 1450, leaving issue Hugh Fraser, Lord of Lovat, who was created before 1464 Lord Fraser of Lovat in the Peerage of Scotland, and in 1464 married Violet, the daughter of John Lyon, 3rd Lord Glamis by Elizabeth, the daughter of Sir John Scrimgeour of Dudhope. Hugh Sanctus Fraser, 1st Lord Fraser of Lovat, died ca. 1500, leaving issue:
A1 Thomas, his heir (see below)
A2 Hugh Fraser, killed 1513 at the battle of Flodden
A3 John Fraser, Rector of Dingwall, a member of the King’s Council
a1. Margaret Fraser of Lovat, who married Hector de Kilmalew
a2. Agnes Fraser of Lovat, who married Sir Kenneth Mackenzie of Kintail
a3. Egidia (sometimes known as Marjory) Fraser of Lovat, who married Ferquherd Mackintosh of Mackintosh
Thomas Fraser, 2nd Lord Fraser of Lovat, Justiciary of the North, was born ca. 1461, and married in 1493 as his first wife Janet, the daughter of Sir Alexander Gordon of Abergeldie by Beatrice, the daughter of Sir William Hay, 1st Earl of Erroll, and had issue:
A1 Hugh, his heir (see p. 214)
A2 William Fraser of Teachers
A3 James Fraser of Foyness, who was killed at the battle of Loch Lochy, and was ancestor of the Frasers of Culbokie
a1. Margaret Fraser of Lovat
a2. Isobel Fraser of Lovat
a3. Janet Fraser of Lovat, who married ca. 1527 John Crichton of Ruthven, son of James Crichton of Ruthven by his wife, Janet Ogston. Thomas Fraser, 2nd Lord Fraser of Lovat married 1506 as his second wife, Janet (who married thirdly, as his first wife, David Lindsay of Edzell, later 9th Earl of Crawford), the widow of Alexander Blair of Balthayock and the daughter of Andrew, 2nd Lord Gray, and died 21 October 1524, having by her had further issue:
A4 Robert Fraser, who married Janet Gelly and was the ancestor of the Frasers of Kinnell
A5 Andrew Fraser, reported to have married a daughter of the Laird of Grant, but nothing else is known of him
A6 Thomas Fraser, reported to have married Anna, a daughter of Macleod of Harris
Hugh Fraser, 3rd Lord Fraser of Lovat, Justiciary of the North for Queen Mary, was born in 1494. He married as his first wife Anne, widow of John Haliburton of Pitcur and the daughter of John Grant of Grant and Freuchie by Margaret, the daughter of Sir James Ogilvy of Deskford, and had issue:
A1 Hugh, Master of Lovat, killed with his father at Loch Lochy in 1544 without offspring, after his stepmother, Janet Ross of Balnagowan, had taunted him to make him disobey his father’s orders and join the battle (and thus to allow her own son to inherit if he died).
Hugh Fraser, 3rd Lord Fraser of Lovat married secondly Janet, the daughter of Walter Ross of Balnagowan, and with his eldest son was killed fighting the Macdonalds at Loch Lochy on 15 July 1544, having by her had issue:
A2 Alexander, his heir, the beneficiary of his wife’s treachery (see below)
A3 William Fraser of Struy, born 1537, married to Janet, a daughter of the Laird of Grant
A4 Hugh Fraser, born circa 1539
a1. Agnes Fraser of Lovat, married before 3 March 1541 as her first husband, William Macleod of Macleod, 9th Chief of Macleod, and married as her second husband, Alexander Bayne of Tulloch.
a2. Margaret Fraser of Lovat
Alexander Fraser, 4th Lord Fraser of Lovat, married Janet (who married secondly Donald McDonald of Sleat) the daughter of Sir John Campbell of Cawdor, third son of Archibald Campbell, 2nd Earl of Argyll, and died at Iona in December 1557, having had issue:
A1 Hugh (see below)
A2 Thomas Fraser of Knockie and 1st of Strichen, whose descendants eventually succeeded to the Lovat titles
A3 James Fraser of Ardachy married and had issue:
a1. Anne Fraser of Lovat married John Fraser of Dalcross.
Hugh Uisdean Ruadh Fraser, 5th Lord Fraser of Lovat, married on 24 December 1567 to Elizabeth (who married secondly 1578 Robert Stuart [previously Bishop of Caithness], Earl of Lennox and subsequently Earl of March [but divorced him for impotency], and married thirdly in 1581, James Stewart, Earl of Arran) the daughter of John Stewart, 4th Earl of Atholl by his wife, Elizabeth, the daughter of George Gordon, 4th Earl of Huntly, and died 1 January 1577, leaving issue:

A1 Alexander Fraser, Master of Lovat, who died in infancy
A2 Simon, his heir (see below)
A3 Thomas Fraser, Prior of Beauly, died age 8
a1. Elizabeth Fraser of Lovat married Alexander Dunbar of Westfield, Sheriff of Moray
a2. Margaret Fraser of Lovat
a3. Mary Fraser of Lovat, married James Cumming of Altyre
a4. Anna Fraser of Lovat, married Hector Munro of Foulis
Simon Fraser, 6th Lord Fraser of Lovat, Sheriff of Inverness, born ca. 1569, married 1589 as his first wife, Katherine, the daughter of Sir Colin Mackenzie of Kintail by Barbara, the daughter of John Grant of Grant and Freuchie, and had issue:
A1 Simon Fraser, the younger of Lovat, who died young
A2 Hugh, his heir (see below)
a1. Elizabeth Fraser of Lovat, born 1591, married John Dunbar, Sheriff of Morayshire
Simon Fraser, 6th Lord Fraser of Lovat, married 1596 as his second wife Jean, the daughter of James Stewart, 1st Lord Doune, by Margaret, the daughter of Archibald Campbell, 4th Earl of Argyll, and by her had further issue:
A3 Simon Fraser of Inverallochy
A4 Thomas Fraser, who died without issue 1613
A5 Sir James Fraser of Brea, born 1610, married Beatrice Wemyss, and died 6 December 1649 having had issue:
A6 Thomas Fraser, born 1606, died 20 May 1613
A7 James Fraser, baptised 4 June 1612
a2. Anne Fraser of Lovat, died age 8
a3. Margaret Fraser of Lovat, married first as his second wife Sir Robert Arbuthnot of that Ilk, and married 2nd Sir James Haldane of Gleneagles
a4. Jean Fraser of Lovat, died young
Simon Fraser, 6th Lord Fraser of Lovat, married March 1628 as his third wife Catherine, widow of James Grant of Logie and the daughter of William Rose, 11th of Kilravock, by Lilias the daughter of Alexander Hay, 8th of Delgaty, and died 19 September 1658.
Hugh Fraser, 7th Lord Fraser of Lovat, born 1592, married 1614 Isabel, the daughter of Sir John Wemyss of Wemyss by his second wife, Mary, the daughter of James Stewart, 1st Lord Doune, and died 16 February 1646, having had issue:
A1 Simon Fraser, Master of Lovat, born 1621, died unmarried 1640
A2 Hugh, father of Hugh, the heir to the 7th Lord (see p. 219)
A3 Alexander Fraser, took and retained title of Master of Lovat after his brother Hugh’s death, born 1626, married Sybilla Mackenzie, widow of Ian Mor Macleod, 16th Chief of Macleod and the daughter of Kenneth, 1st Lord Mackenzie of Kin-tail, and died 27 June 1671, leaving one daughter


A4 Thomas Fraser of Beaufort, de jure 10th Lord Fraser of Lovat (see p. 220)
A5 James Fraser, born 1633, killed in the service of the King of Poland 1657
A6 William Fraser, born 1635, died age 4
a1. Mary Fraser of Lovat, born 1617, married 1635 David Ross of Balnagowan, and died 1659
a2. Anne Fraser of Lovat, born 1619, married 1639 John Gordon, 14th Earl of Sutherland, and died at Dunrobin 23 July 1658
a3. Katherine Fraser of Lovat, born 1622, married as her first husband Sir John Sinclair of Dunbeath, married as her second husband Robert Arbuthnott, 1st Viscount Arbuthnott, and married as her 3rd husband Andrew Fraser, 3rd Lord Fraser (who died 22 May 1674), and died 18 October 1663
a4. Isobel Fraser of Lovat, who died young
Hugh Fraser, Master of Lovat, married Anne, the daughter of Alexander Leslie, 1st Earl of Leven, and died 1643 in his father’s lifetime, leaving issue:
A1 Hugh, heir to his grandfather (see below)
a1. Anne Fraser of Lovat
Hugh Fraser, 8th Lord Fraser of Lovat, was born 2 May 1643, married July 1659 to Anne, the daughter of Sir John Mackenzie of Tarbat, Baronet, and succeeded his grandfather 1646. He died 27 April 1672, having had issue:
A1 Hugh, his heir (see below)
a1. Anne Fraser of Lovat, was born 12 March 1661, married Patrick, 2nd Lord Kinnaird, and died 1684
a2. Isabel Fraser of Lovat, born 1662, married Alexander Mackenzie of Glengarry
a3. Margaret Fraser of Lovat, born 1666, married Colonel Andrew Monro
Hugh Fraser, 9th Lord Fraser of Lovat, born 28 September 1666, married Amelia, the daughter of John Murray, 1st Marquess of Atholl, by Amelia Sophia, the daughter of James Stanley, 7th Earl of Derby, and died 14 September 1696, having settled his estates, 20 March 1696, on his cousin and heir male, Thomas Fraser of Beaufort (fourth son of Hugh, 7th Lord), and having had issue:
A1 Hugh Fraser, Master of Lovat, born 1690, died 16 March 1693
A2 John Fraser, Master of Lovat, born 1695, died 10 August 1696
a1. Amelia Fraser of Lovat, assumed the title of Lady Lovat at her father’s death and was supported in this by the judgment of the Court of Session 2 December 1702 against her cousin Simon Fraser, the heir male. She married 1702 Alexander Mackenzie of Prestonhall (a Lord of Session as Lord Prestonhall) who adopted the name and designation of Fraser of Fraserdale and died 3 June 1755, age 72. She continued to possess the estates until the Rising of 1715, when her husband was attainted and his life-rent interest in the estate forfeited. In 1730 she was deprived of her peerage title of Lady Fraser of Lovat by a decree of reduction in the Court of Session brought at the instance of the heir male. Her right to the reversion of the estates was not judicially tried but she settled for a money payment. She died 22 August 1763, having had issue:
B1 Hugh Fraser, younger of Lovat, died 9 November 1770
b1. Amelia Fraser of Lovat, died 22 August 1763
a2. Anne Fraser of Lovat, born 1689, married September 1703 as her first husband Norman Macleod of Macleod, 20th Chief, and as her second husband Peter Fothringham of Powrie, and as her third husband John Mackenzie, 2nd Earl of Cromarty, and died 10 August 1734
a3. Katherine Fraser of Lovat, married 25 July 1706, Sir William Murray of Ochtertyre, Baronet, and died 4 March 1771
a4. Margaret Fraser, died unmarried
The cousin and heir male, fourth son of Hugh Fraser, 7th Lord Fraser of Lovat, Thomas Fraser of Beaufort, de jure 10th Lord Fraser of Lovat, married Sibylla, the fourth daughter of Ian Mor Macleod of Macleod, 16th Chief of Macleod. He and his son Simon abducted Amelia, the Dowager Lady Fraser of Lovat, in 1698 and were found guilty of high treason. He died May 1699 having had issue:
A1 Alexander Fraser, Master of Lovat, born ca. 1666 and died unmarried in the lifetime of his father 20 November 1689
A2 Simon, his heir (see below)
A3 Hugh Fraser
A4 John Fraser, was born 1674 and entered the Dutch service as “Le Chevalier Fraser.” He died unmarried in 1716.
Simon Fraser, 11th Lord Fraser of Lovat, was famous for his adventurous career. Soon after the death of Hugh, 9th Lord, he induced Hugh’s eldest daughter, Amelia, to elope with him. When she returned to her mother, he seized her estates, and for this and other acts of violence he was tried in his absence in 1698, sentenced to death, and attainted. He then forced himself on the widow of the 9th Lord, Amelia the daughter of the Marquess of Atholl, and compelled her to marry him. For this he was tried and outlawed in 1701. In 1715 he supported the Government, and was rewarded with a remission under the Great Seal, and a gift of Fraser of Fraserdale’s forfeited life-rent of the Lovat estates. He endeavored to assert his right to the dignity of Lord Fraser of Lovat at elections of Representative Peers in 1721, 1722, and 1727, but objections were made to his vote. In 1729 he brought a reduction before the Court of Session of the decree of 1702, giving the heir female the title, and in virtue of a decree in his favor in 1730, became Lord Fraser of Lovat. He supported the Rising of 1745, was impeached by the House of Lords, and executed on Tower Hill, 9 April 1747. He married as his first wife (discounting the forced ceremony with the Dowager) Margaret, the daughter of Ludovic Grant of Grant, and had with other issue who died unmarried:
A1 Simon Fraser, Master of Lovat (who would, but for the attainder, have become 12th Lord Fraser of Lovat), joined his father in the Rising of 1745, was pardoned 1750, and fought in Portugal and the American war. He was Member of Parliament for Inverness from 1761 until his death. His fathers forfeited lands were granted him in 1774, and he died without issue on 8 February 1782.
A2 Alexander (Alistair) Fraser, baptised 1 July 1729, died unmarried 7 August 1762
a1. Janet Fraser of Lovat married Ewan Macpherson of Cluny, and died 14 April 1765
a2. Sybilla Fraser of Lovat, died unmarried 9 February 1755
Simon, 11th Lord Fraser of Lovat, married 1733 as his second wife, Primrose, the daughter of John Campbell of Mamore, son of Archibald Campbell, 9th Earl of Argyll, and had issue a third son:
A3 Archibald Campbell Fraser (who would, but for the attainder, have become 13th Lord Fraser of Lovat), Consul-General at Algiers, member of Parliament for Inverness 1782, married 1763 to Jane, the daughter of William Fraser of Ledeclune, and had issue five sons who all died unmarried in the lifetime of their father.
On the death of Archibald Campbell Fraser on 8 December 1815, the representation of the family in the male line passed to Thomas Alexander Fraser 10th of Strichen, (but for the attainder, 14th Lord Fraser of Lovat), descended, as shown above, from Thomas, second son of Alexander Fraser, 4th Lord Fraser of Lovat.
The descent of the Fraser of Lovat chiefship after the attainder and execution of the 11th Lord would have been different if Brian Fraser, his bastard son by Davina Porter, had been legitimated. He made a good marriage to Ellen, the eldest daughter of Jacob Mackenzie of Leoch, and if his father had enjoyed better relations with Edinburgh the legitimation could have been passed under the Great Seal. The lives of Jamie and his brother William might then have been quite different. Brian Fraser matriculated his father’s arms as a bastard, and bore them differenced by a bordure compony Or and Gules. James intended to matriculate as Brian’s heir, but the political troubles of the time never allowed him time to complete the petition. The arms he bore in his father’s lifetime and those he would have borne later are illustrated on page 215.
Note: There is still some contention among historians as to the exact details of the succession in the 14th and early 15th centuries, some of the early accounts still in circulation having errors unrecognized until the 19th century. The line indicated here is the most probable.

MACKENZIE OF
LEOCH
The origins of this particular sept are somewhat obscure. Jacob MacKenzie, who is thought to have been related to the MacKenzies of Torridon, seized Castle Leoch by force in 1690, while the previous Lord of that Castle, Donald MacKenzie of Leoch, was absent from home. Donald died under mysterious circumstances before he could return to defend his property, and Jacob married Donald’s widow, Anne Grant, the daughter of Malcolm Grant of Glenmoriston, by whom he had issue:
A1 Colum (see below)
A2 Dougal, who married Maura Grant, daughter of William Grant, younger brother of Malcolm Grant of Glenmoriston and had issue by her, four daughters: Eleanor, Margaret, Molly, and Tabitha
a1. Ellen, who eloped with Brian Fraser, bastard of Simon, 11th Lord Lovat. She bore him three children: William, Janet, and James.
a2. Janet, who married Alexander Hay of Crimond, and died without issue, age 24
a3. Flora, who died in infancy

a4. Jocasta, who married first John Cameron of Torcastle, married secondly Hugh Cameron (“Black Hugh”) of Aberfeldy, and thirdly Hector Cameron of Arkaig, with whom she emigrated to America. Jocasta bore one daughter to each of her three husbands: to John Cameron, Seonag, to Hugh Cameron, Clementina, and to Hector Cameron, Morna
Colum MacKenzie married Letitia Chisholm, daughter of Andrew Chisholm of Erchless and had issue:
A1 Hamish, who emigrated to Nova Scotia following the Rising of 1745 and the subsequent razing of Castle Leoch4
The petition of Colum MacKenzie for a matriculation of arms was disputed by the heirs of Donald MacKenzie of Leoch, and was the subject of a prolonged legal process. The petition was not granted before the Rising of 1745, and after the Rising (in which the heir of Donald MacKenzie, his son and grandson, were all killed), the emigration of the only heir and the loss of his lands left the matter of the title undecided; the property of the estate reverted to a distant heir of Donald MacKenzie: Jeremiah MacKenzie.



1URL: www.baronage.co.uk
2From the records of The Baronage Press, ca. 1936.
3From the records of The Baronage Press, ca. 1940.
4It is thought that various family documents in the possession of Hamish MacKenzie and his heirs may have been preserved, which cast further light upon the antecedents of Jacob MacKenzie. As these documents are presently unavailable, however, nothing further can be adduced at this time.



A GENEALOGICAL, NOTE
NOTE ON THE GENEALOGY OF ROGER MACKENZIE (WAKEFIELD)
ow, I don’t know whether I haven’t explained adequately, or whether perhaps some readers were simply too caught up in the story to notice the details, but I have had letters and questions from a number of people who are confused over the parentage of Roger (MacKenzie) Wakefield.
The questions are most often phrased as follows:
If Roger is the son of Geilie Duncan and Dougal MacKenzie, how did he get into the future? (signed) Confused.
P.S. What’s all that stuff about Jeremiah?
This is pretty simple to answer—he isn’t the son of Geilie Duncan and Dougal MacKenzie, and it beats me how anyone could possibly have concluded that he is, though any number of people evidently have. I can only assume that some readers, in their haste to find out what happens next, overlooked the explanations of Roger’s family tree that occur in every single one of the books, (sound of author ripping hair out by the roots) or somehow failed to grasp the distinction between “descendant” and “son.” (A son is a descendant, all right, but a descendant is not necessarily a son. Got it?)
Roger is in fact the great-great-great-great-great-great-grandson of Geilie and Dougal—a fact that he explains in some detail to Brianna on their wedding night. (I know, I know, you were busy laughing over “Jug-butt,” or you were caught up in the … er … less intellectual aspects of that particular interlude, but pay attention now, and I will explain it to you. Again.)
In Outlander, where we first meet Roger, the Reverend Wakefield explains to Claire and Frank that Roger is his great-nephew; the son of his (the Reverend’s) niece, who was killed in the Blitz. The Reverend also explains that though he has given Roger his own name (Wakefield), he has drawn up Roger’s genealogy—hanging on the corkboard—in order that Roger will not forget his true name (which happens to be MacKenzie) or lineage.
In Dragonfly in Amber, Claire uses this same genealogy (still hanging in the Reverend’s office) to explain to Roger exactly what happened to the child Geillis Dun can bore to Dougal MacKenzie—and thus why it is a matter of personal concern to Roger whether they find Geilie Duncan in time to prevent her disappearance into the past.
Okay, about that son. Geillis Duncan gets pregnant (accidentally) by Dougal MacKenzie [Outlander]. She’s condemned to burn as a witch, but allowed to live until the child is born. Dougal takes the newborn child and gives it to one of the MacKenzie clansmen to raise as his own (this sort of fostering was common in the Highlands at the time).
As Claire explains to Roger in Dragonfly, Dougal gave the boy to a family who had recently lost a new baby to smallpox. This would have been the reasonable thing to do, since the mother of the dead child would be able to feed the adopted child (no formula in the eighteenth century). And, as per the common custom of the times, the family gave the adopted child the same name as that of the child they had lost—William Buccleigh MacKenzie. Claire didn’t know this from her own experience, since she had left Leoch before Geillis was (presumably) burned. She did, however, later learn the names of the parents to whom Dougal gave the child (when Dougal visits her in Paris)—and in the process of checking out Roger’s family tree [Dragonfly], would have been able to confirm the dead child/adopted child replacement by means of baptismal records, as these would show both baptisms in the same parish, with the same parents, no more than a few months apart.
Allllll right. Now, look at the relevant part of the genealogy that the Reverend wrote out for Roger. See William Buccleigh? He’s the changeling. That is, he is not the son of William John MacKenzie and Sarah Innes; he is the illegitimate son of Geillis Duncan and Dougal MacKenzie, who was given to William and Sarah to raise. Since the Reverend Wakefield naturally wouldn’t have known this (he may have known—from the baptismal records—that the child must be adopted, but would have had no way of knowing who the true parents were), William simply appears in the family tree as William and Sarah’s son.
Notice also the name of the woman whom William marries—Morag Gunn. Now, you, the reader, have not seen this name before, but Claire certainly has— and remembers it. In Dragonfly, she prepares for her quest in part by having Roger’s family tree researched. Owing to circumstances, she will have paid particular attention to the changeling and whatever can be found out about him, so it’s not surprising that when Roger asks her much later [Drums], she recalls Morag’s name.

The important point here is that William Buccleigh is Roger’s direct ancestor. Likewise, Geillis Duncan is Roger’s direct ancestor (as is Dougal MacKenzie). If one of these people (or anyone else in this family tree) were to die without having children, that would naturally eliminate all the descendants below them on the chart—including Roger. Hence Claire’s concern [Dragonfly]; if Geillis doesn’t go back and get burned at the stake, she doesn’t produce William Buccleigh either—so does Roger cease to exist?
OKAY. NOW, in Voyager, we don’t deal directly with the questions concerning Geillis, but she and her connections with Roger are mentioned, just to keep events in mind for her surprise appearance toward the end of that book. Look. See? There’s that genealogy chart again, still tacked to the corkboard in the Reverend’s study.
Then we reach Drums of Autumn. Now we make a Big Hairy Deal out of Roger’s antecedents, in several different places. We mention Geilie and her son (William Buccleigh, remember?), and Roger takes down the genealogical chart with a fair amount of ceremony, as the final act in clearing out his (adopted) father’s study. Later, when he takes Brianna to the Celtic Festival, he reminisces about the Reverend, and about his family tree, telling the anecdote about his great-grandmother Oliphant and her “bonny lad,” Jeremiah—in the process, getting it across (or so one would think), that a) Jeremiah is an old family name, recurring several times in the family tree, b) Roger’s father was named Jeremiah (called Jerry for short), c) Roger’s own middle name is Jeremiah, and d) his mother called him “Jemmy” for short, as a child.

Now, the point of all this is to make the readers more or less pay attention when they later see the names Jeremiah or Jemmy, and I gather most did—they just didn’t all make the expected leap: “Jeremiah/Jemmy … say, I wonder whether this person has anything to do with Roger’s family?”
So. Now we come to the chapter of Drums where Roger finds himself aboard the Gloriana, trying to get to the Colonies. He sees an unknown young woman on the dock who attracts him—he envies the closeness between her and her husband, and observes that they have a child (watch that baby). Later, in casual conversation, he learns that her name is Morag MacKenzie (notice the woman who suggests that they might be related [“Perhaps your man is kin to him”]? This is a Clue, awright?).
All right. Some of the passengers—several of them children—contract smallpox. In an effort to keep the contagion from spreading, the crew throw the affected persons overboard (this scene was directly inspired by the story of just such an occurrence, told by an eyewitness). Fearing that her child’s rash will be mistaken for pox, and the baby put over the side, Morag MacKenzie hides in the hold, her escape covered by her husband, who attacks Roger on deck during the melee.

You still watching the baby? Okay. Notice, then, that his mother calls him “Jemmy,” hmm? Jemmy MacKenzie. Are we beginning to suspect anything here? Well, that’s okay, Roger didn’t notice, either. However, moved by compassion, he saves mother and child, risking his own life in the process.
A good deal later, contemplating names for his own son, the name “Jeremiah” is mentioned once again. Roger (finally) makes the connections that have been brewing in his subconscious for lo, these many months (he’s seen his own family tree often enough, after all). To confirm his realizations, he asks Claire if she, too, recalls the name of William Buccleigh’s wife, which she does—Morag.
A fair-haired man with green eyes, named MacKenzie, with a wife named Morag and a son named Jeremiah. Don’t look now; you (and Roger) have just met Geilie and Dougal’s son, William Buccleigh, in the process of emigrating to America—and Roger has just saved his great-great-great-great-grandfather Jeremiah from a watery grave (incidentally saving himself from presumed extinction in the process, and giving those readers so inclined food for thought as to why some people time travel, the circular nature of things, and whether history can be changed).
And that’s why all the fuss about Jeremiah (if you want to observe that Jeremiah was also the name of a rather well-known Biblical prophet with a penchant for unpopular predictions, and make speculations regarding Roger and the oncoming Revolution, that’s fine with me, too, but it won’t be on the test).




PART FOUR







COMPREHENSIVE GLOSSARY AND PRONUNCIATION GUIDE






hen my agent, Perry Knowlton, first read the draft manuscript of Voyager, he wrote to tell me that he thought it was a wonderful, adventurous book—noting, however, that there was a small error in one of the French phrases, for which he helpfully gave me the correct usage. I replied with thanks, adding, “One of these days, I will stop writing books involving places I’ve never been and languages I don’t speak—and then where will we all be?”
Why should one use foreign phrases in the first place? Well, for assorted reasons: to give “flavor” to a character or setting, to convey something of the multilingual aspects of European society in the eighteenth century, to add to the atmosphere of unfamiliarity that must afflict a person thrust suddenly into such strange circumstance—and now and then, for humor or suspense.
People occasionally write to me asking how this or that Gaelic phrase is pronounced, or if I can direct them to good courses of study in Gaelic. One or two bold souls have gone so far as to request that I teach them Gaelic—by mail, presumably.1
Alas, I don’t speak Gaelic. Or French. Or German. Or Swedish. Or Mandarin. Or Yoruba. Or Kahnyen’kehaka (Mohawk).
Now, I do speak English (and fairly well, if I do say so myself). I can also make myself understood in Spanish, but not with any real finesse (my Spanish-speaking housekeeper and I have a system of communication involving arm-waving and facial grimaces, which seems to cover any grammatical lapses nicely). I grew up in the Catholic church during the 1950s and 1960s, before the switch of Catholic liturgy to the vernacular, and I sang at the daily 7:30 A.M. Mass for several years in elementary school. Consequently, I have a lot of Latin vocabulary, but no grammar at all. So I’m afraid I have no eclectic linguistic background, in spite of the assorted bits and pieces that appear in the books. What I do have is a nice collection of dictionaries and a lot of obliging bilingual friends.
While the average well-educated reader has no particular trouble with “Merci beaucoup, “and similar bits of French, German, Spanish, etc., thrown in for flavor, Gaelic-speakers are thin on the ground in most parts of the world—especially Arizona. I therefore originally intended to include a glossary and pronunciation guide in Outlander, to provide background on the Scots and Gaelic terms, but was dissuaded by the publisher. So, along came Dragonfly in Amber, and I once again suggested a collective glossary that would cover the Scots and Gaelic terms in both books—pointing out that I was getting quite a few letters from people asking how these words were pronounced. The publisher’s reaction? “This book is already so huge, we can’t possibly squeeze another word into it.”
So when Voyager came along—some thirty-five thousand words longer than Dragonfly (they printed it on special thin paper, to make it look shorter and avoid scaring the paying customers)—I didn’t try again. I merely began scheming; the final result of which is this book.
So, with great thanks to Iain and Hamish Taylor (Gaelic), Barbara Schnell (German), Karl Hagen and Susan Martin (Latin and Greek), William Cross, Paul Block, and Chrystine Wu (Mandarin), a great many helpful French-speakers (all with conflicting opinions on idiom), and with deep obligation to the compilers of my multilingual dictionaries … here it is. I’ve provided pronunciations where possible; I’m afraid I didn’t have personal sources for all the terms. However, a general guide to Gaelic grammar is included.2
A VERY BRIEF GUIDE TO GAELIC3 GRAMMAR
by Iain MacKinnon Taylor4
Some of the simpler, general rules for Gaidhlic reading and writing
This aid to Gaidhlic is a very brief sample of some of the nuances inherent in the language; it is far from complete. The intent in writing it is not to try teaching anyone to read and write Gaidhlic, but to give the reader a small measure of understanding of the challenge facing students of the language in their attempt to learn it. Some do indeed succeed in reading and writing and a few even graduate to speaking Gaidhlic quite creditably.
Proper pronunciation is by no means easy. There are sounds in the language that defy description in English. In the glossary which follows this grammar aid, I have tried to approximate sounds with the letter used in English that seems to be closest. For some readers this may work reasonably well, but for others it will not. For example, “Gh” at the beginning or end of a word, I wrote simply as “G.” The real sound is more like a very young baby’s gurgle.5 That’s about the only way I can explain it. For “Ch” at the beginning or end of a word, I used the letter “K.” The sound is really like in the Hebrew toast, “L’chaim.” You will find an attempt at descriptions of the other “Gaidhlic” sounds is made as you read on. Also, in the glossary I have used a hyphen between vowels that should be pronounced separately.
—Iain M. Taylor

The Gaidhlic Alphabet
A,B,C,D,E,F,G,H,I,L,M,N,O,P,R,S,T, U (letter count: 18) Not Used (From English Alphabet)
J,K,Q,V,W,X,Y,Z
In words where the vowels A,0, or U precede a consonant, any vowel following the consonant must also be A,0, or U.
In words where the vowels E or I precede a consonant, any vowel following the consonant must also be E or I.
The only exception to this rule is the word “Esan” (him).
Aspirated consonants. There are many instances where the letter “H” follows the first letter in a word. This condition is called “aspirated.”
Aspirated B, Bh, pronounced as “V.” Aspirated C, Ch, pronounced as the
“Ch” in “L’chaim.” Aspirated D, Dh,
Aspirated G, Gh, both of these have no equivalent sound in the English language. Try to imitate a baby gurgling. (However, Gh followed by I is pronounced as “Y.”) Aspirated M, Mh, pronounced as “V” Aspirated P, Ph, pronounced as “F” Aspirated S, Sh, the “S” is silent. Pronounce the “H” only. Aspirated T, Th, the “T” is silent. Pronounce the “H” only.
Grammar
Gender. Gaidhlic words have a gender, though this does not necessarily correspond with the gender of the person a given word describes. For example, duine (man) is masculine. Boireanach (woman) is also masculine. Bean (wife), however, is feminine. The easy way to find gender in reading is to see whether the associated adjective is aspirated. Adjectives describing feminine nouns are aspirated, adjectives describing masculine nouns are not. Example: Boireanach Math (Good woman). Bean Mhath (Good Wife).
The adjective always follows the noun. Duine math Man good (Good man)
Latha math Day good (Good day)
Madain mhath Morning good (Good morning)
Oidhche mhath Night good (Good night)
The adjective follows the adverb. Tha e gle mhath. It is quite good. The noun or pronoun follows the verb. Ruinn mi. Did I. Ruinn thu. Did you. Ruinn e. Did he.
The adverb follows the noun or pronoun.
Ruith e luath. Ran he quickly. Ruith Iain luath. Ran John quickly. Possessive Case.
Some possessed subjects are aspirated. Examples:
Mo mhéthair
(My mother)
Do mhéthair (Your mother) singular
A mhéthair (His mother)
Some are not: A méthair (Her mother)
Ar méthair (Our mother)
Am méthair (The mother)
Bhur méthair (Your mother) plural
When the spelling for the possessed subject starts with a vowel, as in athair
(father):
“My father” is spoken and written as
M’athair. “Your father” singular is spoken and written as D’athair
Your father plural is spoken and written as Bhur’n athair.
“His father” is spoken and written as ’athair.
“Her father” is spoken and written as A h’athair.
“Our father” is spoken and written as Ar ’n athair. Exception.
“Their father” is spoken and written as An athair.
The pronoun “you” or “your” is used in the plural form when addressing an elder, as recognition of seniority or a form of respect. Examples:
Ciamar a tha thu? becomes Ciamar a
tha
sibh? (How are you?)
Bheir ghomh do chéta becomes Bheir ghomh
bhur
chéta. (Give me your coat.)
Vocative case.
A bhalaich. O boy (This is a form of address, not an exclamation.)
A dhuine. O man
A bhoireanaich. O woman
A nighean. O girl
A choin. O dog
A charaid. O friend
Proper names starting with a vowel don’t get the preceding A.
A Thearlaich. O Charles
A Sheaumais. O James
Iain. O Iain
Anna. O Ann
Ealasaid. O Elizabeth
Accents
Generally, vowels are pronounced:
A as in Arm
E as in End
I as in Ingot
O as in On or Onward
U as in Ooze
“Accents” slanting up to the left over a vowel denote a long vowel. (A E I O U). An accent slanting up to the right over the vowel 6, indicates a pronunciation of O as in motor.
COMPREHENSIVE GLOSSARY OF FOREIGN TERMS
(including British slang)
hoovering (English)—vacuuming
Sassenach (Gaelic) [Sass-uh-nak]—out-lander, or foreigner; more specifically an English person; usage generally derogatory. There are multiple spellings of this term: Sassunach, Sassenaich, etc.; I picked one, and stuck with it.
baragh mhor (Pseudo-Gaelic)6—a large Baragh.
uillean pipes (Gaelic) [OOlain]—a small bagpipe, literally, “elbow pipes,” as air is supplied by an elbow-pressed bellows, rather than by a mouthpiece. Uillean pipes are generally used for musical entertainments (as opposed to the Great Northern Pipes—the traditional “bagpipe” most often seen in films—which was used almost exclusively outdoors, and was considered [by the English] a weapon of war)
hurley
(Scots) “Hurley, hurley round the table …” A “hurl” is a short, impromptu journey; “hurly” means either a noise or tumult, or a wheel or handcart; a “hurley” (modern usage) is a child’s makeshift vehicle, constructed of pram wheels and the like. As used in the original verse, the meaning appears to indicate the passing of food round a table, with concomitant noise and conversation.
pooch nane
(Scots)—“pouch none”; put nothing in one’s sporran; i.e., don’t take anything away from the table.
fungas
(Gaelic) [foongas]—mushrooms; fungus in general
drammach
(Gaelic) [dramak]—a mixture of oats and water, uncooked. Very refreshing (says Iain) on a hot day while cutting peats, etc.
burke
(English)—generally dismissive term for an undistinguished male.
tynchal [tinshal]—a hunt. IMT notes that there is no letter “Y” in Gaidhlig, so he doesn’t think this is a Gaelic term, preferring “Sealg.” (Sir Walter Scott used it, but he was a Lowlander, what would he know?) It seems to be a Scots (rather than Gaelic) term (spelt variously), meaning “a circle formed by sportsmen to encircle deer or other game.”
sealg
(Gaelic) [she-alag]—a hunt.
ballag buachair
(Gaelic) [Ballag buakair]—mushroom; literally, “manure bubble.” (correct spelling of “balgan-buachrach, ”as used in Out-lander is “technically not incorrect” (IMT).)
quiring
(English, obs.) [KWI-ring]—singing; choiring, griss
(Scots)—nail.
lug
(Scots)—ear.
swivet
(English)—state of extreme agitation; “in a swivet” over something
Luceo non uro
(Latin)—“I shine, not burn.” Motto of clan MacKenzie, appearing on the clan badge with the image of a “burning mountain.”
Je suis prest
(French)—“I am ready.” Motto of clan Fraser. NB: This is an ancient form of French; in the modern form, the “s” has been replaced by a diacritical mark, and the word is spelled “prét.“ However, the Fraser motto uses the old spelling.
Tulach Ard
(Gaelic) [Toolak Aarsd]— “The High Hill.” Battle cry of clan MacKenzie. I have no idea what high hill, but that’s what it means.
tarn
(English)—small pool, commonly found on moorland.
tannasg
(Gaelic) [tannasg]—spirit or ghost.
sgian dhu
(Gaelic) [Sgeean duh]—the “black knife”; a small knife carried in stocking-top or armpit.7
Stad, mo dhu
(Gaelic) [Stat, mo ghuh]— “Stay, my black one.” (IMT notes that this is perhaps not the way a native speaker would say it.)
sguir
(Gaelic) [sgooir]—stop (doing whatever you’re doing).
swiving
(English)—sexual intercourse; vulgar usage.
Buidheachas, mo charaid
(Gaelic)
[Booiakas, a karaid]—roughly, “Thank you, friend”; “buidheachas” indicates thanksgiving or gratitude, or satisfaction. IMT notes that “Taing” is a much more commonly used word for thanks.8 Easier to spell, too.
donas
(Gaelic)
[DOnas]—devil or demon.
duine
(Gaelic)
[DOOnuh or Du-ine]—a man, an individual.
cobhar
(Gaelic)
[CO-ar]—one dictionary gave this word as “seafoam,” which was the meaning I intended. However, another gives it only as “relief or help.” IMT says it’s help, or refuge.
ciamar a tha thu
(Gaelic)
[Kia-mar a haa u]—greeting; “How are you?”9
saft
(Scots)—literally, “soft.” Figuratively, a light drizzle, as in “saft weather,” or foolishness/mental deficiency—“saft in the heid.”
silkie
(also selkie) (Scots)—a seal.
bassin
(French)
[bah-SEEN]—a basin or shallow dish.
en deshabille
(French)
[ahn day-sha-BEEL]—in a state of undress.
mo airgeadach
(Gaelic)
[mo eregedak]— my silver one. IMT notes that a native speaker would be more likely to say, “Mo nighean bhan.” [mo nee-an vaan], meaning “My fair-haired girl.” Since Jamie is more likely referring to Claire’s skin than her hair, I think perhaps the former is more likely, even if not common usage.
caiman geal
(Gaelic)
[caiman gi-al]— white dove; “geal” also carries the meaning “bright.”
tenebrous
(English)
[TEN-eh-brus]— shadowed.
cullen skink
(Scots)—As one of my cookbooks remarks, “This is not an offensive small animal, but a traditional recipe for soup from the Moray Firth area.” It consists of haddock and mashed potatoes, simmered in milk and cream with onion, butter, mace, parsley, and salt and pepper.
dittay (Scots)—a court document; an indictment.
croich gorn
(pseudo-Gaelic)—your guess is as good as mine—probably better.
philtres
(English, obs.)
[FIL-ters]—potions or formulas, often magical or alchemical in nature
poofter
(English)—homosexual; derogatory.
peruke
(English)
[per-OOK]—small wig.
mo buidheag
(Gaelic)
[mo booiak]—my friend. Correct possessive form is “mo bhuidheag.”
canty
(Scots)
[CAN-tee]—lively, pleasant, cheerful; implying also something small and neat, or a person in good health.
broch tuarach
(Gaelic)
[BROCK TOO-arak]—north-facing tower.
harled
(Scots)—plastered.
broch
(Gaelic)
[BROK]—tower. In particular, an ancient round tower, usually either B.C. or very early A.D.
Sheas
(more usually spelled “seas”) (Gaelic)
[shais]—stand, or stop.
mo maise
(Gaelic) [mo vaishe]—roughly, “my beauty.” “Maise” means ornament, greaty beauty, elegance. IMT notes that common usage is more likely “mo nighean mhaiseach,” meaning “my beautiful girl” [mo nee-an vaisheak]. Also, correct possessive form is “mo mhaise.”
mo chride
(Gaelic) [mo cree or mo kri-e]— my heart. Used as a term of affection.
braw
(Scots)—literally, “brave,” but also implies “fine, splendid, excellent.”
cockernonny
(Scots)—a gathering of hair into a neat bundle.
ruaidh
(Gaelic) [Rooagh]—red; a ruaidh, “the red one.” IMT notes that while this does mean red(haired), it’s commonly applied to the color brown, in general use.
gille
(Gaelic) [GILL-e; sometimes corrupted in English usage to “gilly”]—a lad, young man, or servant man.
dags
(Scots obs.)—pistols.
snark
(British and Scots dialed)—a snore or snort; also, a tangle, as in a noose or snare; also a grumbling, trouble-causing person (Scots). As used—as an epithet— “long-nosed snark”—it is probably derogatory, though may also imply something about the entrapping nature of Captain Randall, who is so addressed.
bothy
(Scots) [BAH-thee]—a small shack or hut.
besom
(Scots) [BEE-zum]—a woman, generally ill-tempered.
caudle
(English) [CAW-dul]—a drink, usually made of warm ale or wine, mixed with bread, sugar, eggs, and spices, often administered medicinally.
ogives
(French) (ogeev)—an architectural feature, in which four arches conjoin in a roof.
monstrance
(Latin-English) [MON-strunce]—an ornamental receptacle (usually made of precious metal) in which the consecrated Host (the Blessed Sacrament) is placed for display during certain rituals, such as Benediction, or for exposition on an altar.
sortes Virgilianae
(Latin) [SOR-tees ver-jill-ee-AHN-ee]—an ancient game of fortune-telling, based on the random selection of text from a book.
emerods
(English, obs.)—hemorrhoids.
scut
(British dialect)—the tail of a rabbit or deer; in vulgar usage, the female pudenda, by extension, a female servant, or any dirty, mean person.
ma niéce
(French)—my niece.
ma chére
(French)—my dear.
ma bonne amie
(French)—my good friend, my dear friend.
posset
(English)—a nutritious drink, usually warm milk, curdled with ale or wine, sometimes thickened with bread or egg.
gaberlunzie
(Scots) [GAB-er-lun-zee]— small lead badge, given to beggars as a license to beg within the borders of a parish.
snuff mull
(Scots)—a container for snuff, often made from a sheep’s horn.
plimsolls
(English)—sneakers or tennis shoes.
cark it
(English)—die; be killed, geyser
(English) [GEE-zer]—hot-water heater.
Tearlach mac Seamus
(or mac Sheumais) [Tearlak mac Haamuis]—“Charles, son of James”; Charles Stuart.
rootling
(English)—to rifle through or dig about.
lych-gate
(English)—an enclosed passage in the wall of a churchyard, where processions (such as the coffin, for a funeral) assemble or rest before entering.
stone (English)—a measure of weight. Most often, fourteen pounds, when used as a measure of human weight. Other substances, such as flax, tobacco, etc., were occasionally measured in terms of “stones” of different weights, each type of “stone” being specific to the substance weighed.
oxter (English)—armpit.
salope
(French)—slut; trollop.
femme sans cervelle
(French) [FAM sahn ser-VELL]—brainless female (literally “woman without a brain”).
Non, Monsieur le Comte, je regrette, mais c’est impossible
(French)—“I’m sorry, Count; it’s impossible.”
flux
(English)—diarrhea; any of various forms of intestinal upset resulting in diarrhea.
cozen
(English) [CUZ-en]— to charm or persuade.
lever
(French) [leh-VAY]—literally, “rising.” Term applied to the ceremonial ablutions of Louis XIV and XV.
de rigueur
(French) [day ri-GAYR]—literally, “of rigor,” but figuratively, “in fashion”; “the way things must be done.”
chaise percée
(French) [Shays per-SAY]—chair set above a commode or chamberpot.
costive
(English)—constipated.
mo duinne
(Gaelic)—incorrect form of “my brown one”; correct form should be “mo nighean donn.”
crocodile
(French)—crocodile.
écu
(French)—unit of French money.
livre
(French)—another unit of French money.
A la lanterne
(French)—“To the lamppost!” Popular cry of the French Revolution, accompanying the hanging of aristocrats.
tumbril
(French)—wheeled cart in which condemned persons were taken to the guillotine.
gussets
(English)—tapered panels of fabric, sewn into a seam for ornament, or to adjust the fit of a garment.
silk plissé
(French)—a fine, light fabric.
Mon petit sauvage
(French)—“My little savage.”
confits
(English)—small bits of preserved or candied fruit.
Sa Majesté, le Roi Louis!
(French)—“His Majesty, King Louis!” Chére Madame (French)—“Dear Madam.”
ma petite
(French)—my little one
C’est un cochon qui vit dans la ville, c’est un cochon qui vit…
(French)—“This little pig lives in the city, and this little pig lives …”
ma petite souris
(French)—my little mouse.
salaud
(French) [sa-lé]—sloven, dirty person; slut.
appartement
(French)—apartment
mon chevalier
(French)—literally, “my horseman,” or “my soldier”—more generally, an honorific meaning merely “gentleman.”
parterres
(French)—flower beds.
skelloch
(Scots)—a shriek or cry.
servante aux petits soins
(French)—a “servant of little things”—a body servant or groomer.
mon cher ami
(French)—my dear friend.
Vite! Dépéchez-vous!
(French)—“Quick! Stir yourself!”
chirurgeon
(English, obs.)—surgeon.
les maétresses sage-femme
(French) [lay may-TRESS sahj-FAM]—“the wise-women.”
bilboquet (French) [bil-bo-KAY]—a handheld game, comprised of a hollow cup, to which a ball is tethered. The object of the game is to catch the ball in the cup.
broken men
(English)—men affiliated with no specific clan.
charcuterie
(French) [shar-KOO-ta-ree]—butcher shop.
hurly-burly
(Scots)—a tempest, a tumult.
angel-makers—French term for abortionists
la petite Anglaise maladroite
(French)— “the clumsy (badly spoken) English girl.
ma mére
(French)—my mother. Volkslied
(German) [VOHKS-leed]— folk song.
note tonique
(French) [noht toh-NEEK]—the keynote of a piece of music.
passe-partout
(French) [pahs parTOO]—a key (literally, “passes through everything”).
clef
(English)—part of a musical signature, indicating whether a given piece is played in treble or bass. May also indicate the key and tempo of the piece,
Ne vous en faétes pas
(French) [Ne voo ahn fayt pah]—“Don’t do that.”
énorme!
(French) [ay-NORM]—“enormous!”
c’est tout
(French) [say TOO]—“That’s all.”
Bas mallaichte!
(Gaelic) [Baas malaihte]—“Black death!” (used as an exclamation of exasperation).
une sorciére
(French) [uhn sorseeayr]—a sorceress.
horloge
(French) [hor-LOHJ]—a clock; particularly a large, public clock.
havers
(Scots)—there are several (wildly divergent) meanings for this term; as used (in Dragonfly), it indicates “to talk at random or incoherently”; “to fuss about nothing.”
fiacre
(French) [Feeaykr]—a carriage, often available for commercial hire.
commissariat de police
(French)—the police station.
barouche
(French) [bah-ROOSH]—an open carriage.
les disciples du mal
(French)—the disciples of evil.
fauteuil
(French) [fowtooee]—armchair.
Deo volente
(Latin) [DAY-o voh-LEN-tay]—“God willing.”
Allez! Allez! Montez!
(French) [Allay! Allay! Montay!]—“Come on! Come on! Climb!”
lese-majesté
(French) [LEES MA-jestee]—the crime of laying hands upon the King; used casually to imply disrespect.
coil
(Scots)—a difficulty or troublesome circumstance.
Entrez!
(French) [ahn-TRAY]—Come in!
canaille
(French) [kah-nay]—rabble, riffraff, mob, scum of the populace; scoundrel.
Non! Ce n’est pas vrai!
(French) [Suh nay pah vray]—“No! It isn’t true!”
les putains
(French) [lay putanh]—prostitutes.
Que Dieu nous en garde!
(French) [Kuh Dyoo noo ahn gard]—“May God protect us!”
Au pied, reste!
(French) [O pyed, rest!]— “To the foot (of the bed), and stay!”
Que Dieu vous bénisse, mon enfant.
(French) [Kuh Dyoo voo benees, mon enfanh]—“May God bless you, my child.”
sans-culottes (French)—peasants; the very poor (the term means literally “without trousers”; i.e., too poor to afford pants).
Regardez
(French) [ruh-GARD-ay]— “Look.”
putti
(Italian)—cherubs.
yows
(Scots)—ewes.
mo luaidh
(Gaelic) [mo luai]—my beloved, darling.
fricht
(Scots)—fright.
caurry-fisted
(Scots)—left-handed.
mo bréthair (Gaelic) [Mo vraahair]—my brother.
“Mo bhréthair“ for correct possessive.
C’est un embarras de richesse!
(French)—“It’s an embarrassment of riches!”
my jo
(Scots)—my close friend, my dear companion.
mo muirninn
(a muirninn) (Gaelic) [A voornin]—my darling (NB: IMT gives spelling as “mhurninn, ”for the possessive.)
chacun a son gout
(French) [shah-coon a sohn GOO]—“Each to his own taste.”
dunt
(Scots)—a blow
Plus 9a change …
(French) [ploo sah CHANJ]—The more things change, the more they stay the same.
tierce
(French)—a fencing parry or guard position
Ne pétez plus haut que votre cul. (French) [Nay paytay ploo ho kay votr cool]— “Don’t fart above your arsehole.” French proverb, meaning both “Don’t get above yourself,” and “Don’t try to do things you aren’t equipped for.”
Gu leoir!
(Gaelic) [Gu leor]—“Plenty, enough!”
burras
(Gaelic) [Booras]—caterpillars.
mo charaid
(Gaelic) [mo kharaid]—my friend.
cuir stad
(Gaelic) [Cuir stat]—put a stop to.
arisaid
(Scots)—a woman’s long shawl.
smoor
(Scots)—to smother; specifically, to bank a fire.
gomerel
(Scots)—a fool.
Da nobis hodie …
(Latin) “Give us this day,” from the Lord’s Prayer.
meachin’
(British dialect)—slinking or fawning.
mozie auld poutworm
(Scots)—moldy (or overripe) old grub.
proddle
(Scots)—to prick, goad, or stab.
mumper
(Scots)—one who chews without teeth, one who gums his food.
nettercap
(Scots)—spider.
pibroch
(Gaelic)—IMT says this is English slang for the Gaidhlig “Piobairachd.” [Peeberakd]. Literally, “piping.” “Pibroch” is generally used to describe “classical” pipe music. Gaidhlig speakers call it “Ceol mor”— “big music.”
kerfuffle
(English)—a fuss or flurry.
mo ghrédh
(Gaelic) [mo graag]—my dear
yeuk
(Scots)—“the itch”; colloquial expression for any sort of rash or skin inflammation.
Mon Dieu, je regrette …
(French)— “My God, I am sorry …”; beginning words of the Act of Contrition.
gowk
(Scots)—an awkward fool.
dogsbody
(English slang)—minion or flunky; general assistant.
deed of Sasine
(Scots)—deed transferring property under Scottish law.
les filles
(French) (lay FEE)—“the girls“; colloquially, prostitutes—”les filles de joie“ (the girls of joy).
gralloch
(Gaelic) [grallok]—slaughter, specifically, the knife stroke that disembowels a killed animal.
clot-heid
(Scots)—clot-head or cloth-head; an idiot or imbecile.
brose
(Scots)—a broth, often made of barley or kail (cabbage). [IMT notes: “This is not Gaelic, but the brose I and my fellow islanders knew was a stiff mix of the local grain meal—oats or barley, etc.—cooked with water, butter, and salt. Same ingredients as porridge, but much stiffer consistency. Supposed to be good for you. ’Never liked it myself
hough
(Scots)—shin of beef.
collops
(English)—a pan-sized portion of meat, beaten flat.
gomeral
(Scots)—fool, idiot
cods
(English)—slang for a man’s genitals
fiddle-ma-fyke
(Scots)—a silly, over-fastidious person
doiters
(Scots)—blundering fools
Mon Dieu! C’est bien, ca!
(French)— “My God! That’s good!”
besom
(English)—derogatory term for a woman, implying a scold or slattern
fash
(Scots)—trouble or bother
girdle
(Scots)—a flat iron plate set over the fire, used for cooking. Small girdles were often carried by Scottish mercenaries, swung on their belts, enabling them to make oatcakes in the field. Similar in meaning and derivation to the English “griddle.”
a mhic an diabhoil
(Gaelic) [A vihc an diavail]—“You son of the devil.” A serious Gaelic curse.
garbel
(Scots)—to rumble, as an empty stomach
moil
(Scots)—a difficulty or trouble
sark
(Scots)—a shirt. An ordinary sark was a long, capacious garment, reaching at least to midthigh. A shortened version of this was referred to as a “cutty sark.”
blowzabella
(English)—an attractive woman, not necessarily a whore, but sexually approachable.
wean
(Scots)—child
sennight
(English)—ancient form of “seven nights”—a week
kine
(Scots)—cattle.
cockchafers
(English)—cockroaches.
A charaid, bi sémhach.
(Gaelic) [A kharaid, bi saavak]—“My friend, be quiet.”
ban-druidh
(Gaelic) [Ba-un druii]—female sorceror or worker of magic.
coneys
(English)—rabbits.
mo nighean
(Gaelic) [Mo nee-an]—my girl, my lass.
codless scut
(English)—a coward, literally, a “ball-less cunt.”
sluire
(Scots; typo—should be “sluit”)—a sloven or slut.
quim
(English)—female genital opening (cunt).
ecchymosis
(Latin) (medical term)—an escape of blood into tissue from ruptured blood vessels.
doits
(Scots)—small copper coins.
Samhain
(Gaelic) [Savain]—the ancient Scottish equivalent to the feast of All Hallows; Halloween; October 31.
asafoetida
(Latin)—an aromatic (very) compound, worn in a bag around the neck to ward off infection.
ratten
(Scots)—a rat; also a small person or animal; also a term of endearment.
clattie imp
(Scots)—variant of “clarty”; “dirty imp.”
poolie
(Scots)—a louse.
neffit qurd
(Scots)—“neffit” = pigmy, “qurd”; a clot of excrement.
hiddie-pyke
(Scots)—a miser or niggard.
knivvle
(Scots)—to beat or thrash.
ked
(Scots)—a sheep-louse.
whoreson
(English)—son of a whore.
skrae-shankit skoot
(Scots)—a spindle-legged braggart; term of contempt.
mo nighean donn
(Gaelic) [Mo nee-an down]—my brown one; my brown-haired lass.
kittle-hoosie
(Scots)—whorehouse, brothel.
hubbies
(English)—breasts.
kivvers
(Scots)—covers, bedding.
skelloch
(Scots)—a shout, scream, or cry of alarm.
nez de Cléopatre!
(French)—“Cleopatra’s nose!” Exclamation of alarm or annoyance.
N’est-ce pas?
(French)—“Is it not so?”
fille de joie
(French)—prostitute; literally, “girl of joy”
crottin
(French)—dung, horse dropping.
anker
(English)—a large, tub-shaped cask, used to ship brandy.
chuckie
(English)—slang term (relatively inoffensive) for a prostitute, used in direct address.
cochon
(French)—pig. Used in insult, unless you refer to a real pig.
Horreurs!
(French)—“Horrors!”
spiled casks
(English)—(IMT: “I remember in my youth as a sometimes bartender, handling beer in wooden casks, spiling was a step in the process between taking it from storage to dispensing it. A hole was drilled in one of the bungs and a porous wooden spile was driven into the hole to relieve pressure at a controlled rate for a day or two prior to using it. One had to estimate how many spiled casks’ to have on the rack at any given time.”)
punked wine
(English)—flavorless or
worthless wine. Post coitum, omne animalium triste est
(Latin)—“After sex, all animals are sad.”
a bhalaich
(Gaelic) [a valaik]—boy (vocative case).
dégustateur de vin
(French)—a professional wine-taster.
wame
(Scots)—the belly.
nez
(French)—“nose”; a professional wine appraiser.
ma petite saucisse
(French)—my little sausage.
abigail
(Scots)—a female servant.
“Eirich ’illean! Suas am bearrach is teich!”
(Gaelic) [Airik illan, sooas am bearrak is tiak]—“Up, lads! Over the cliff and run!”
kebbie-lebbie
(Scots)—a commotion.
Stramash (Scots)—a wrangle or fight.
lang-nebbit
(Scots)—“long-nosed,” figuratively; a nosy person.
collieshangie
(Scots)—an uproar or squabble.
neb
(Scots)—nose.
tais-toi
(French) [tay TWA]—shut up; be quiet.
mo nighean dubh
(Gaelic) [Mo nee-an dooh]—my black-haired lass; my dark one.
bruja
(Spanish) [BROO-ha]—witch or sorceress.
bai-jai-ai
(Mandarin)—mustard seed.
shen-yen
(Mandarin)—kidneys.
shan-yu
(Mandarin)—eels.
hotel de joie
(French)—literally, “house of joy”; a brothel.
spalpeen
(Irish)—a low fellow; a scamp or rascal.
an-mo
(Mandarin)—pressure with fingers.
gwao-fe (Mandarin)—foreigner (derogative); foreign devil.
huang-shu-lang (Mandarin)—weasel.
Ifrinn!
(Gaelic)—“Hell!”
da-zi
(Mandarin)—Chinese character.
Komma, komma, komma, dyr get
(Swedish)—“Come, come, come, dear goat.”
Guten morgen
(Swedish)—“Good morning.”
Vous etes Anglais?
(French)—“Are you English?”
Hola!
(Spanish) [OH-la]—greeting; “Hello!”
Quien es?
(Spanish) [Kee-en es?]— “Who’s that?” (“Who are you?”)
Mi casa es su casa
(Spanish) [Mee cahsa es soo cahsa]—“My house is your house”; traditional Spanish invitation, offer of hospitality.
Si, claro
(Spanish) [See, clahro]—“Yes, certainly” (literally, “Yes, that’s clear”).
cabron
(Spanish) [Cah-BROHN]—literally, a male goat. Idiomatically, a major insult, implying incest with the female parent (i.e., “motherfucker”).
sala
(Spanish)—the main room of a house.
Merci aux saints
(French)—Mercy of the saints, or “Saints have mercy!” Exclamation of surprise and thankfulness.
Vous etes matelot?
(French) [Voo etay mahtehlo?]—Are you a sailor?
Je suis guerrier
(French) [Zhe swee ga-reeayr]—“I am a soldier” (literally, “I am a warrior”).
pistola
(Spanish; corrupt dialect)—pistol.
“Silence, mes amis. Silence, et restez, s’il vous plait.”
(French)—“Quiet, my friends. Quiet, and stay where you are, please.”
habitant
(French)—native.
mon enfant
(French)—my child; used as term of affectionate familiarity or condescension to one younger than the speaker, regardless of age.
C’est bien. Ce n’est qu’un serpent.
(French)—“It’s all right. It’s only a snake.”
Non. C’est innocent.
(French)—“No. It’s harmless.”
Basta, cabron!
(Spanish)—“That’s enough, motherfucker!”
ceo gheasacach
(Gaelic) [Ceo yasagak] (Pronounce the first “a” as in “ape”)— magic mist.
amiki
(taki-taki)—friend
bene-bene
(taki-takt)—it’s good; it’s okay.
Habla Espanol?
(Spanish)—“Do you speak Spanish?”
Sprechen Sie Deutsch?
(German)—“Do you speak German?”
griffon
(French)—a person of mixed blood; one-quarter black.
An gealtaire salach Atailteach!
(Gaelic) [An geealtair salak Atailteak]—“Filthy Italian coward!”
weirrit
(Scots)—strangled; an addition often added to the sentence of burning—a criminal might be allowed the mercy of being strangled before being consigned to the flames.
bhasmas
(Hindi)—ashes of a gemstone.
nagina
(Hindi)—stone of high quality.
houngan
(African/Creole)—a medicine-priest; a voodoo practitioner; a witchdoctor.
oniseegun
(Yorubd)—a priest/practitioner of magic.
Huwe!
(Yorubd)—“Up!” (“Lift it up!”)
egungun
(Yorubd)—crocodile.
bébé
(French)—baby; term of endearment.

Ils sont arrives
(French) [Eel sohn ahree-vay]—“They have come.”
Aya, gado
(Yorubd)—“Yes, child.”
Mana, mana
(Yorubd)—Thank you, thank you.
grandmére
(French)—grandmother.
certainement
(French) [ser-tan-MON]— certainly, surely.
loa
(African dialed)—spirit, either the spirit of a dead person or a voodoo deity, speaking through an oracle.
buckra
(African/Caribbean dialect)—disparaging term for a white person.
A Mhicheal bheannaichte, dion sinn bho dheamhainnean
(Gaelic) [a vi-icheal veanaihte, dion shin vo yoainean]—“Blessed Michael, defend us from demons.”
Sionnach
(Gaelic) [Shionak]—fox.
a shionnach
(Gaelic) [A hionak]—o fox (vocative).
Mar shionnach
(Gaelic) [Mar hionak]— like a fox.
Pog mo thon!
(Gaelic) [Po-og mo hoon]—“Kiss my ass!”
Gabhainn! A charaid!
(Gaelic) [Gavain! a karaid]—“Gavin! My friend!” (NB: IMT says “More correctly would be ’A Ghabhainn! A charaid!’”)
Balach biodheach
(Gaelic) [Balak bauiak]—beautiful boy.
Mac Dubh
(Gaelic) [Mac DOO]—“Son of the Black One.” Abbreviation of the longer expression (Jamie’s formal Gaelic appellation) “Seaumais, an fhearr mac dubh.”
Sléinte
(Gaelic) [Slaainte]—health; also used as a drinking toast; “To your good health.” “Sléinte mhath.”
tannasg
(Gaelic) [tannasg]—spirits or ghosts.
tannasgach
(Gaelic)—ghosts, spirits (NB: IMT says “This takes the adjective form. In this context, should probably be tannasgan—plural noun”).
caithris
(Gaelic) [Cairish]—to be awake all night; a wake over a dead person. Also a formal lament (also known as a “coronach”), sung during a funeral procession, recalling the details of the departed person’s life.
Tha sinn cruinn a chaoidh ar caraid, Gabhainn Hayes
(Gaelic) [Ha shinn cruin a kuii ar caraid, Gavain Hayes]—“We are met to weep and cry out to heaven for the loss of our friend, Gavin Hayes!” (Pronunciation tip: “In ’chaoidh’ and ’haou,’ the letters ’ao’ are pronounced like the ’ue’ in the German name “Mueller.’” [IMT])
Eisd ris!
(Gaelic) [Aaishd ris]—“Hear him!” (“Listen to him.”) Long “a” pronounced as in “hay.”
Rugadh e do Sheumas Immanuel Hayes agus Louisa N’ic a Liallainn an am baile Chill-Mhartainn, ann an sgire Dhun Domhnuill, anns a bhliadhna seachd ceud deug agus a haon!
(Gaelic, rather obviously) [Roogag e do Haamas Immanuel Hayes agus Louisa nihc a Lialain an am bala Kille-Vaartain, an an sgiire“ Goodn Do-onuil, a-uns a vliana seac ciad diag agus a haon]—”He was born of Seaumais (James) Emmanuel Hayes and of Louisa Maclellan, in the village of Kilmartin in the parish of Dodanil, in the year of Our Lord seventeen hundred and one!”
A Shasunnaich na galladh, ’s olc a thig e ghuibh fanaid air bas gasgaich. Gun toireach an diabhul fhein leis anns a bhas sibh, direach do Ifrinn!!
(Gaelic) [A Hasunaik na gallag, ’s olc a hig guiv fanaid air baas gashciak. Gun toireag an diavol haan laish auns a vaas sheev, deerak do Ifrinn]—“Wicked Sassenach dogs, eaters of dead flesh! Ill does it become you to laugh and rejoice at the death of a gallant man! May the devil himself seize upon you in the hour of your death and take you straight to hell!”10
Lumen Christi
(Latin) [LOO-men KREE-stee]—Light of Christ. Sung as a repeated invocation during the procession of an Easter Vigil liturgy.
“Ifrinn an Diabhuil! A Dhia, thoir cob-hair!”
(Gaelic) [Ifrin an Diavuil! A Yia hoir co-ar!]—“Devil’s hell! God help us!
Sacrée Vierge
(French) [SAC-ray Veeurj]—“Sacred Virgin!” An invocation of the Blessed Virgin, commonly used as an exclamation of astonishment.
“Arrétes, espéce de cochon!”
(French)— “Stop, you species (type) of pig!”11
a luaidh
(Gaelic) [looai]—my dear.
Requiem aeternam dona ei, et lux per-petua luceat ei
(Latin) [Re-kwee-em ay-ter-nahm do-na ay-ee, et loox per-peh-too-ah loo-chay-aht ay-ee]—“Eternal rest grant unto him, (O God) and let perpetual light shine upon him.”12
craicklin’
(Scots)—hoarse croaking or snoring sound.
Asgina ageli
(Cherokee)—person close to the Otherworld.
Miserere nobis
(Latin) [Mee-say-ray-ray NO-bees]—“Have mercy on us.”
ceilidh
(Gaelic) [KAY-lee]—a festivity or party, often with music and singing.
bodhran (Gaelic) [BOH-ran]—a flat, circular drum, with a stretched skin head over a wooden frame, beaten with a short, double-headed stick.
alagruous
(Scots)—grim or woebegone.
coccygodynious
(English) [cok-see-go-DIN-ee-us]—literally, a pain in the region of the coccyx (the tailbone).
camstairy
(Scots)—obstinate, riotous, unmanageable.
Is fhearr an giomach na ’bhi gun fear tighe
(Gaelic) [Shearr an giomak na vi goon fer taie]—“Better a lobster than no husband” (Scottish proverb).
bumf
(English slang)—a hodgepodge of miscellaneous papers, of dubious use. Abbreviation of “bum-fodder,” i.e., toilet paper.
Casteal Dhuni
(Gaelic) [Cashed Doon]— war cry of clan Fraser
Iain says: “My aunt Margaret (Margaret Beedie) had been to Aberdeen City Library and badgered a young man there to help her research the Fraser war cry. They found no reference so she went for the name of the castle. It showed up as Castle Dounie. This is the same as your research showed and my finding from the Moncrieffe of that Ilk.
I asked her how the name Downie figured into all this. “It doesn’t.” Quite indignantly, “Indeed why should it?
This was always Fraser property. If this castle was built on or close to a previous fortification as it very likely was, then it’s quite obviously Caisteal an Déin. It just got twisted round, as the English usually do, and the current name got quite separated from the real name.“ Bingo!
Caisteal an Déin. [Cashte-al an Doo-in] Castle of the fort. You may want to try it out on your neighbors. It’s easy to imagine a couple of hundred hairy Frasers charging and sounding “Casteal an Déin“ in their customary free-for-all, mis-timed discordant manner with hyper-elongated ”OO’s.“ To the poor helpless little English soldiers, it must surely have been the chorus from hell.”
Comme deux chiens … aux culs
[French)—“Like two dogs … (sniffing) at (each other’s) backsides.”
sehr schén
(German)—very beautiful.
gute Nacht
(German)—good night.
Foeda est in coitu et brevis voluptas, Et taedat Veneris statis peracte
(Latin)—“Doing, a filthy pleasure is— and short. And done, we straight repent us of the sport.”13
Virtus praemium est optimum. Virtus omnibus rebus anteit…
(Latin)— see Appendix III for complete poem text and translation.
duine uasal
(Gaelic) [Duine ooasal]— man of worth, a solid citizen, a gentleman; man of means, man of integrity.
kebbie-lebbie
(Scots)—an altercation where a number of people talk at once.
thole
(Scots)—to put up with (“I canna thole that”; “I won’t put up with that.”)
ban-lighiche
(Gaelic) [Ba-un li-ike]—a female physician or healer.
Cha ghabh mi’n cérr, tapa leibh
(Gaelic) [Ka gav mi’n co-orr, tahpa leiv]—“I will have no more, thank you.”
a mhic no pheathar
(Gaelic) [A vihc mo feahar]—nephew; literally, son of my sister (vocative) (there is no single word for nephew; you say “son of my sister” or “son of my brother” [a mhic mo bhréthar]). [“ao like ”ue“ in Mueller”]
taki-taki
(pidgin)—term for the polyglot pidgin used for trade in the West Indies, this incorporating words from English, French, Spanish, and several African and Polynesian dialects.
Saorsa
(Gaelic) [Saor-sa]—freedom [“ao” like “ue” in “Mueller”].
droch aite
(Gaelic) [drok aaite]—bad place.
djudju
(African dialect)—evil spirits.
Bonsoir
(French) [bone SWAHR]— “Good evening.”
Je suis é votre service
(French) [zhe swee ah VOTr serVEES]—“I am at your service.”
a nighean donn
(Gaelic) [ah knee-an down]—my brown(haired) lass.
Tempora mutantur nos et mutamur in illis
(Latin)—“The times are changing, and we with them.”
each uisge
(Gaelic) [Eak uishge]—water horse, a kelpie
Je m’appelle …
(French)—“I am called …”
Grandmére est…
(French)—“Grandmother is … ”
Pas docteur, et pas sorciére, magicienne. Elle est…
(French)—“Not a doctor, nor a sorceress or magician. She is …”
Pierre sans peur
(French)—literally, “stone without fear,” though more probably meant to indicate a reassuring talisman.
1st sie nicht wunderschén?
(German)— “Is she not wonderfully beautiful?”
Blutwurst
(German)—blood sausage.
Comment éa va?
(French)—“How are you?
greet
(Scots)—to weep or grieve.
cack-handed
(Scots)—left-handed; also, awkward or maladroit.
a dhiobhail
(Gaelic) [a yeavuil]—you devil (vocative)
Oidhche mhath
(Gaelic) [oyke]—“Good night.”
meine Dame
(German)—my good lady, madame.
Ist Euer Mann hier?
(German)—“Is your husband here?”
Was ist los?
(German)—“What is the matter?”
Was habt Ihr gesagt?
(German)—“What have you said?”
Masern
(German)—measles.
Flecken, so ahnlich wie diese?
(German)—“Spots, that look like these?”
Ich war dort. Ich habe ihn gesehen.
(German)—I was there. I saw it.
Rache
(German)—revenge.14
Vielleicht sollen Sie gehen?
(German)— “Perhaps you should leave?”
Mein junger Mann ist nicht gut
(German)—Claires attempt to say that Young Ian (the younger man on the premises) is ill; Lord John briskly corrects this to “Ihr Neffe ist krank” (her nephew is sick).
Haben Sie jemals Masern gehabt?
(German)—“Have you ever had the measles?”
Seid gesegnet
(German)—“Blessings on you.” (literally, “Be blessed.”)
Benedicite
(Latin)—“Bless you.”
Fénf! Es gibt fénf!
(German)—“Five! I gave (you) five!”
Danke, mein Herr
(German)—“Thank you, sir”
Wie geht es Euch?15
(German)—“How are you?”
Mein Médchen. Mein Kind.
(German)—“My lass. My child.”
Gnédige Frau
(German)—Kind lady.
Mein Gott! Er hat Masern!
(German)— “My God! He has measles!”
Gott sei dank
(German)—“God be thanked.”
Balach math
(Gaelic) [Balak mah]— “Good boy.”
coof
(Scots)—silly person, idiot.
Slan leat, a charaid choir
(Gaelic) [Slaan leaht, a karaid koir]—“Farewell, kind friend.”
hough
(Scots)—shin of beef.
a leannan
(Gaelic) [A le-anan]—sweetheart (vocative), with the implication of “baby”—addressed to a daughter or other young person.
lang-nebbit
(Scots)—literally, “long-nosed”; an interfering, “nosy” person.
mo ghille
(Gaelic) [mo yille]—my boy, my lad.
teuchter [teukter]—a (rather derogatory) term used by Lowlanders for Highlanders. Roughly equivalent to “hick” or “hillbilly.”
Cirein Croin16
(Gaelic)—seamonster or sea serpent
clarty (Scots)—dirty, filthy.
arisaid
(Gaelic) [aarasaid]—a woman’s shawl.
deamhan
(Gaelic) [deoain]—demon or devil.
a bann-sielbheadair
{properly spelt as “a bhan shealbhadair” (IMT)} (Gaelic) [a va-un he-alvadair]—mistress; more literally, owner of a bond of indenture.
each uisge
(Gaelic) [oorusch]—a water horse.
uisge
(Gaelic) [uishge]—water.
Oreilles en feuille de chou!
(French)— literally, “Cauliflower ears!” Meant (obviously) as an insult.
bawbee
(Scots)—a bit of money or a small present.
bree
(Scots)—either a great disturbance, or a soup (e.g., partan bree; a crab soup).
gowk
(Scots)—an awkward, silly person.
Deo gratias
(Latin) [DAY-o GRAH-tseeahs]—“Thanks be to God.”
Ciamar a tha tu, mo chridhe?
(Gaelic) [Kia-mar a haa u, mo crie-e?]—“How are you, my heart
(darling)?”
Tha mi gle mhath, athair
(Gaelic) [Ha Mi glay vah, ahair]—“I am well, father.”
An e ’n fhirinn a th’aqad m’annsachd?
(Gaelic) [An e ’n iirin a h’agad. ansakd?]—“Do you tell me the truth, my love?”
m’annsachd
(Gaelic)—my best beloved
Mo grédh ort, athair
(Gaelic)—“I love you, Father”; literally, “My love on you, Father.” [Mo graag orst, ahair.]
a bheanachd
(Gaelic) [a ve-anakd]—my blessing (vocative).
nighean na galladh
(Gaelic) [nee-an na Gallag]—literally, “daughter of a bitch”; a very nasty insult.
Cours!
(French) [KOORs!]—“Run!”
Yona’kensyonk
(Kahnyen’kehakd)—dried fish.
Kahnyen’kehaka
(Kahnyen’kehakd)—the Mohawk, Keepers of the Eastern Gate
Kakonhoaerhas17
(Kahnyen’kehaka)— dogface.
Kahontsi’yatawi
(Kahnyen’kehaka)— Black Robe; a Catholic priest, specifically a Jesuit.
Et vous?
(French)—“And you?”
reposez-vous
(French)—rest yourself, take it easy.
C’est bien lé, c’est bien
(French)— “That’s good; it’s all right; everything’s all right.”
Je suis une sorciére
(French)—“I am a sorceress.”
C’est médicine, lé.
(French)—“This is medicine.”
O’Seronni
(Kahnyen’kehakd)—a white person, white people
Hodeenosaunee
(Kahnyen’kehakd)—the Mohawks’ term for the Iroquois peoples
Do mi! Do mi!
(Gaelic)—“To me! To me!” (as in, rally round here and lend a hand!) (IMT says: “You probably mean ’To me! To me!’ In which case it should be ”Thugam! Thugam!“ [Hoogam! Hoogam!])
Parlez-vous franéais?
(French)—“Do you speak French?”18
Qui est votre Seigneur, votre Sauveur?
(French)—“Who is your Lord, your Savior?”
Voulez-vous placer votre foi en Lui?
(French)—“Do you have faith (do you place your trust) in Him?”
Oui, certainement.
(French)—“Yes, certainly.”
cuimhnich
(Gaelic) [cuinik (first “I” longer)]—remember.
an fhearr mac Dubh
(Gaelic)—translates more or less to “best of the offspring of the Black One”—general meaning, “(first) Son of the Black One.”
NB: See also Appendix II: Gaelic Resources

1
For anyone desiring further information on Gaelic educational programs or materials, please see Appendix II. Gaelic Resources.
2NB: While they are not strictly speaking
foreign, I have also included occasional medical terms or colloquial terms in English that seemed sufficiently archaic as not to be easily understood or likely to be found in a dictionary less comprehensive than my own favorite, the massive
Merriam-Webster’s Third New International Dictionary
unabridged.
3NB: “Gaelic” is the usual spelling; “Gaidhlig” is the preferred spelling by many current students of the language, and “Gaidhlic” is what Iain says it should be. Iain speaks the bloody language and I don’t.
4Iain MacKinnon Taylor is a native Gaidhlic speaker, born on the Isle of Harris, who has kindly been my main source of information on Gaidhlic (Gaelic) terms for both
Voyager
and
Drums of Autumn, and who has also—with the assistance of his brother Hamish, and his aunt, Margaret Beedie— supplied the pronunciation of approximations for the Gaidhlic terms in the glossary.
5
Another Gaelic-speaking friend describes this sound as “the noise made by someone who’s just put their bare foot down on a slug.”
6Before the welcome advent of Mr. Taylor into my life, I was obliged to resort to such devices as were available for the creation of Gaidhlig terms: dictionaries, historical documents (which often featured highly creative spelling), and imagination. Bear in mind that when I wrote Outlander, I didn’t expect to show it to anyone—let alone anyone who spoke Gaidhlig.
7This is given as historical usage; however, neither my Gaelic expert nor my Scottish-horn UK editor has been able to discover for me exactly how one carries a small knife in one’s armpit without a sheath or holster—though the editor, Andy McKillop, helpfully suggests that perhaps the oxter hair was knotted so as to secure the knife in place. This would, of course, involve ripping the hair loose when the knife was drawn, but the ancient Scots were tough auld buggers, so maybe so. Maybe no, too.
8An early Scottish reader, with a smattering of Gaelic, expressed doubt about this expression, which she thought might mean “Yellow horses, my friend.” It isn’t right, but it isn’t yellow horses, either. Iain Taylor notes he recalls an example of Buidheachas on the label of a bottle of Drambuie, the name “Drambuie” being a corruption of “Au dram buid-heach”—“The drink that satisfies.”
9Fine, thanks. Haa u?
10I might note that while the Gaelic rendering was given courtesy of Mr. Taylor, the original sentiments expressed in Duncan’s caithris were mine. When I do things like this, I normally write them out and fax them to Mr. Taylor for translation, though on other occasions, I may simply apply to him for a suitable insult or bit of descriptive invective.
11
Hey, don’t blame me; this was supplied by a helpful French speaker from the Literary Forum.
12
The usual form of this prayer includes the word “Domine” (God or Lord), following “dona ei,” and when Young Ian repeats the English form, he uses this.
13See Appendix III, “Poems and Quotations, ”for the complete text and translation of this poem.
14Claire’s remark—“I know; I’ve read Sherlock Holmes”—refers, of course, to A. Conan Doyle’s “A Study in Scarlet,” in which a man’s corpse is discovered in a deserted house, with the word “Rache” written in blood on the wall above the body.
15NB: The German translator for Drums of Autumn, Barbara Schnell, took the trouble to use the older forms of some German terms (such as the various forms of “you”), which would have been appropriate to the eighteenth century; hence, some German expressions used in the book will not be exactly the same as modern German.
16We had quite a bit of difficulty in tracking down this reference. We finally concluded that “Cirein Croin” was originally a big whirlpool or similar such hazard, and that the name had been extended to apply to other seagoing dangers. In the course of the inquiries, though, I received the following message from Iain:
“Taking one word at a time, ’Cirean is a word used to usually mean a rooster’s comb. I’ve heard breaking waves talked of as ’Cirein (plural). ’Croin is an adjective meaning ’harmful.’ Again we’re left with the possibility of a sea-monster if it had fins or a mane that looked vaguely like a rooster’s comb or a whirlpool—’harmful waves.’ I would suggest you take your choice or explain both possibilities. I doubt if you’re going to find any argument with either.
Hamish, in his youth (for ’youth’ see the movie My Cousin Vinny), before he went to Radio class, worked on a lobster boat out of Tobermory. On one occasion the boat’s skipper was absent for some reason and Hamish was elected to deputize for him. The young ’acting captain decided he’d make a name for himself. The ground round the whirlpool (’Coire Bhreachdain’) looked like a really good lobster ground and nobody ever fished it. Our hero promptly went there on, of course, a spring tide and laid all the boat’s lobster traps, linked in fleets of twenty, round the whirlpool.
Next day he went to pick up his gear and pretty soon found out why nobody ever fished ’Coire Bhreachdain. ’It took him several days to get his traps out of there, since he could stay there only at slack tide, and a couple of weeks to repair the damage. It didn’t take him quite as long to figure out why no lobster live there. He did make a name for himself, however. He is still known, some forty years later, as the only man known to
be foolish enough to set lobster traps in Coire Bhreachdain.”
17I unfortunately didn’t have access to a native speaker of Kahnyen’kehaka. I used a rather simple dictionary of Mohawk words and expressions, and therefore some compound terms are my best guess, rather than officially “correct” expressions.
18Ha.



PART FIVE







OUTLANDISH WEB SITES AND ONLINE VENUES
Since my writing career has been inextricably involved with the Internet (so to speak), it seems only right to make note of a few of the current Web sites that deal with the Outlander novels.
The nature of the Internet is infinitely flexible; this means not only that specific sites will change in nature and design over time, but that new ones will pop up and older ones will disappear. Therefore, this section is brief noting only those sites that have been in existence for quite some time, and that look likely to remain extant in the near future. However, I can’t guarantee the existence of these sites; still less, exactly what you will find on them.
Still, America Online and CompuServe are likely to be around for a while, and I am fairly sure that if you do an Internet search on the name “Gabaldon, ”you’ll turn up a lot of interesting sites—many of them actually having something to do with me and my books.
—D.G.




THE WEB SITES
THE DIANA GABALDON HOME PAGE
www.cco.caltech.edu/~gatti/gabaldon/gabaldon.html
wo or three years ago, I received an E-mail from Rosana Madrid Gatti, who told me she had read and enjoyed all my books. Further, she said, she had some expertise at Web page design, and if I would allow her, she would be pleased to construct a Web site featuring me and my books.
This definitely came under the heading of Offers One Can’t Refuse, and the result—and Rosana—have been great blessings ever since.
Rosana does a beautiful job with both the design and management of the site; in fact, I believe she’s won awards for the design, and well-deserved, too! Whenever time and material permit, I send her a chunk of assorted material (excerpts from work in progress, tour schedules, information on ordering books and book plates, assorted rants, and the like). She then releases this material, in neatly organized bits, to the Web site.
She also goes beyond the call of duty in helping to answer questions that people address to the Web site—and in passing on messages addressed to me.1
Like all Web sites, this one undergoes occasional redesign and reorganization. Constant features, though, include the excerpts—this is the only Web source that has excerpts of my work in progress2—and personal appearance schedules, plus links to various other online sites (Web pages, Web forums, list-serves, newsgroups, etc.) that feature material on or discussions of the Outlander novels. Rosana has also managed to find entertaining collateral material, such as the Clan Map of Scotland, which is available to those who are browsing.
The Web site offers me not only the chance to share work and news with the readers, but also an invaluable venue for communication—a way to let people know of changes in publication dates and tour schedules, and also a way to quash some of the persistent rumors3 and misinformation that circulate constantly about the books.4 I’m more than grateful to Rosana for suggesting it—and especially for running it!
THE LADIES (AND LADS) OF LALLYBROCH
www.lallybroch.com
The Ladies (and their consorts) are a worldwide (and rather extensive) group of fans who maintain a Web forum; that is, a site where members can exchange messages, bulletin-board-style. It’s a very lively site, with a good deal of book discussion, including a regular “Quote of the Day” feature, in which a short passage from one of the books is chosen for discussion.
I’ve met a few of the Ladies in person, and very nice they are, too. Now and then one of them pops up unexpectedly at a book signing, to present me with the Order of the Golden Thistle, a collection of thoughts and poetry assembled by the Lads and Ladies, or some other token of esteem.
Since we were acquainted collectively, if not individually, one of the Ladies whom I did know personally wrote to me in the fall of 1998, saying that she understood I would be doing a writers conference in Vancouver, and that since several of the LOL members hailed from that neck of the woods, would I consider meeting with them sometime during my stay?
I said I should charmed to do so, and arranged to meet with them in their hotel suite (they being in the same hotel as myself) after an evening book signing, to be held the day of my arrival in Vancouver.
First off, though, I spent about ten hours in the airport trying to get to Vancouver. My husband dropped me off in the morning, and I strolled up to the gate for a 10:45 flight, only to discover it had been delayed to 12:25. They handed out lunch vouchers and told everyone to go and eat. Came back, the plane had come in from Houston, they were busily vacuuming and restocking—then they announced the mechanics had found something they were “looking at” in the cockpit, mechanics’ advisory due at 1:40.1 went and had a Coke, came back to discover they’d canceled the flight, and were handing out boarding passes for the 6:00 P.M. flight to Vancouver.
Given that I was meant to be doing a book signing at a store in Surrey—an hour’s drive from Vancouver—at 7:00 P.M. … I called the store, and—to be sure I’d got the right one—asked, “Are you having the book signing for Diana Gabaldon tonight?”

“Yes,” the woman answered, “just a minute, I’m telling someone else about it.” She proceeded to put me on hold, and I could hear her telling somebody else all the details. Then she came back, brightly saying, “Yes! We’re having a signing tonight for Diana Gabaldon at seven P.M.!”
“Actually, I don’t think so,” I said, staring out at the defunct plane on the runway.
Now, the Ladies of Lallybroch had arranged to come to this signing, then back to the hotel for a convivial evening. I didn’t know most of their last names, so didn’t try to call the hotel; they’d hear from the bookstore that I was delayed.
Which I was. More, I mean. The flight left at 6:30, not 6:00—but it only got as far as the middle of the runway, where it sat until 7:30 before taking off.
Okay. I got there, at last. I met the kind person who always comes to get me—a good friend named Elva Stoelers. We got to the hotel at 11:30 or so, and she asked whether I needed a drink or something, after this ordeal. I replied that I did, indeed, but perhaps we ought to go up to the Ladies’ penthouse suite and see if any of them were still awake, if only to assure them that I had finally arrived.
So we did, they were (awake, I mean), and a fine time was being had by all, when suddenly there came a knock on the door. Well, we weren’t having such a fine time as to have attracted the attention of hotel security, I didn’t think, but it was quite late. The door opened, and in swaggered a long-haired young man attired in a … kilt.
Um …
Ever seen a Highland stripper?
Elva hadn’t, evidently. (Neither had I, if you get right down to it. I mean, I saw The Full Monty, but it’s sort of more immediate in person.) The hostess rapidly handed out dollar bills to the assembled ladies, and the gentleman … er … set about earning them.
At the conclusion of the performance, when he’d reassumed a few basic garments, I said to him, “And what do you really do for a living?“ He said he was a personal trainer, but did a bit of modeling on the side.
“I bet you do,” I said, trying not to stare at his nipples, which were precisely at my eye level. I figured he must; the only men I know who remove the hair from their chests are models.5 Anyway, he was quite nice (though Elva kept muttering in my ear, “Does his mother know he’s doing this?!“), and stayed for a while to chat. After he left, the Ladies very kindly presented me with all sorts of nice presents, and I signed their books, and tottered off to bed at last around 2:00 A.M. (I had to get up at 6:00, to go talk to the “lads” at the local prison, where I was presenting a writing seminar.)
Oh, the dollar bills. No, I didn’t. (The Ladies did, though! It must have been really uncomfortable, having crinkly paper crammed into one’s sweaty crevices while gyrating.) I waited until he was finished, then stepped forward and handed him my own small wad of bills, saying, “As one exhibitionist to another …”
Anyway, I can’t promise that you’ll find entertainment of that caliber on the LOL Web site, but you likely will find a number of very nice people interested in… er … things Scottish.
THROUGH THE STONES
DCS-Web-Designs.webjump.com/stones/Through_the_Stones.html
This is a really interesting site, of long standing. When I visited recently, it featured (among other things) voting sites, for people to cast ballots for assorted actors and actresses to star in the hypothetical movie. This was much more interesting than most such discussions, as it featured actual pictures of all the potential candidates, noting the number of votes cast so far for each one. It also went well beyond the “Who should play Jamie/Claire?” stage, presenting candidates for Black Jack Randall, Frank, Jenny, and Ian Murray, Young Ian, Colum, Dougal, and even Murtagh (Danny DeVito? Um … no, I don’t think so).
Through the Stones is not only a site unto itself, but also the originating site of an extensive Web ring: related sites that can be accessed through links to this site. A number of the Web ring sites also deal at least peripherally with the books, though some are principally devoted to Celtic culture, rather than to the Outlander novels specifically.
My name is Diane Schlichting and I am a teacher living outside of Toronto, Canada. I am an avid Web enthusiast and have been designing Web sites for the last three years. I created “Through the Stones” as a tribute to Ms. Gabaldon and her wonderful books. I first read Outlander two years ago and was instantly hooked. I was captivated by Jamie and Claire and their romance; Ms. Gabaldon’s characters are so true to life, you feel you know them personally. Her idea of time travel through the standing stones has become so plausible that I feel that if I went to Scotland and laid my hand on a standing stone that I, too, might be whisked back to the past.

THE OUTLANDISH TIME LINE
members.aol.com/sassenak/timeline.html
This Web site has been constructed (over at least two years) by a reader whose screen name is Sassenak@aol.com. It features a time line for the novels noting which events happened when—something that I frequently don’t recall (or didn’t know in the first place) myself! An enormous labor, it’s still in progress, though I believe the time line is complete through Dragonfly in Amber, and may exist through the later books by now.
In addition to the time line, interesting graphics, and the like, one of the features of this site that I found most entertaining was one called “The Body Count.” Created by another reader (screen name BoDiva@aol.com), this is a table of all the people who have died in the novels, including who (or what) killed them, where, and why.
CLAN OUTLANDISH ON
AOL

While it is not, strictly speaking, a Web site, I thought I should really mention this reading group, located in Cafe Booka on America Online. Some six hundred members strong, “Clan Outlandish” is dedicated to book discussions, chats, and general outlandish camaraderie. There being neither world enough nor time for me to visit all the online venues regularly, I asked the present leader of the group, Tara Bernard, to describe its various activities, which she kindly did, as follows:
Topic Discussions
Topic discussions are run in a semi-formal way with a great deal of preparation. Study questions are posted in the Main Outlander Reading Group topic board. The chat will normally include about ten minutes of hellos and open chat, forty minutes of topic, and then end with open chat.
Some topics will run longer and some shorter: we’re flexible. But… we are a topic driven discussion group—that is why we are in the Reading Group section instead of a public chat area.
(Note: The topic chats are usually based on a section [or partial section] of the book we are currently discussing. For example, next week’s topic is Drums of Autumn, part 8 “Beaucoup,” chapters 30 through 34. Ten to fifteen “study questions” are prepared and posted to the topic board in advance [or that’s the plan, sometimes it’s in arrears!] of the chat. Occasionally we’ll throw in a different topic, such as “secondary characters” or some such.)
Open Chats
Girls Night Outlandish … aka Open Chat… meets every other Thursday night at Book Central. We have Open Chat in the BC Salon II on the “other” (nontopic) Thursdays. Open Chats may be hosted by one or two of our coleaders but they are much more informal than our Topic Chats. Although we try to control spoilage in Topics, Open Chat is more of an anything goes … so be forewarned if you haven’t read all the books yet!

(Note: This is a free-for-all chat where members obsess to their hearts’ content about the books, Scottish Festivals, Men in Kilts, well… you get the general idea.)
Transcripts
Message Boards/Reading Groups/Live Events Library
Keyword: CAFE BOOKA  Chat Log Library
Contains chat logs, message boards, and old log archives.
(Note: These are fairly self-explanatory)
Message Boards
Keyword: CAFE BOOKA  Click 3 (Current Reading Groups)  Outlander Reading Group.
Outlander Message Board—the primary message board for the Outlander Group is located in the Reading Group Boards at Cafe Booka. It includes the main postings for both the topic board and the open board. The topic board should be used for topic-related postings, postings about the books in general, and postings about group activities. The open board is for all other postings.
Keyword: CAFE BOOKA  Reading Group Message Boards  M-R  Outlander Reading Group
Internet Message Board
www.insidetheweb.com/messageboard/mbs.cgi/mb61976
The Group Web Sites
Outlandish Central http://members.aol.com/Outlandish1/index.html
Chat Clan Outlandish
http://members.aol.com/tabbak/index.html
All Things Outlandish
http://www.geocities.com/Athens/
Aegean/5471/
Outlandish Timeline
http://members.aol.com/sassenak/timeline.html
Questions and Comments
If you have any questions or comments, please feel free to E-mail or leave a message at our Outlander message boards. Check our message board and use it to communicate with the group. Topic ideas are always welcome!
Okay, a word about the topic vs. open stuff. At last count, there were 569 members in the Outlander Reading Group (by far the largest reading group online). As you can imagine, keeping everyone happy is … difficult! One of the ways we’ve responded is to divide the “activities” into topic and open activities. Topic activities tend to focus more on the books … plots, characters, development, time travel, etc. Open activities are much looser. This has seemed to keep most members happy most of the time. There seems to be an almost equal amount of activity on both message boards. There are a far greater number of participants in the topic chats than in the open chats.
We try to keep this group enjoyable and entertaining. … If for any reason it is not, please feel free to contact us. Please understand that this is a large group with some history to it, but we always welcome new members! Tabbak … Leader
Sassenak, Hsdss. Website Communications BkCnRed, JksRead, JaneE2059, BkCnLaurel, ZanzibarBl… Chat Coleaders
THE FREE GALLERY OF AUTHORS’ VOICES
http://fregalry.interspeed.net
And for Something Completely Different … Fay Zachary offers the Free Gallery of Authors’ Voices, a site that features brief audio (RealPlayer Audio) readings by novelists and poets, reading from their own work, in several different “halls”: The Mystery Hall, the Fiction Hall, the Poetry Hall, the Science Fiction Hall, the Vampire Hall, and so on. Fay asked me to do readings for her from Drums of Autumn, and from the short story “Hellfire,” for her Fiction Hall.
The site does change its content from time to time, with new authors being added, but since Fay lives near me, it’s easy for me to dart over to her house to record a new sound bite or two, and she’s promised to keep at least one of my readings “live.” (Frankly, I sound just like Donald Duck on speed, but if you’re really curious …)
In addition to the readings, the Free Gallery offers many other fascinating features, like free digital postcards, online book-ordering, links to e-publishing sites, and (I’m told) will soon feature “virtual book-signings” as well.

COMPUSERVE: READERS AND WRITERS INK GROUP
[Back to DG, here:]
This is my normal electronic haunt. CompuServe is another of the giant online services (recently acquired by AOL, but still run as a separate service), containing a large number of “forums,” or special-interest groups. The forums operate on a bulletin board basis, though most forums do also sponsor regular live chats,6 special live conferences with guests, and maintain libraries of files and transcripts.
Readers and Writers Ink is a group of affiliated Forums: the Writers Forum, the Literary Forum, the Authors Forum, the Romance Forum, the Poetry Forum, the Erotica Forum,7 and the Book Review Forum. All have something to do—surprise—with reading, writing, or both, and there is a certain amount of overlap among the subject matter of the Forums, though each has its own particular flavor.
While it is a subscription service, Compuserve can be accessed (free) from the Web, at www.compuserve.com. I can’t say for sure which services are available to a person coming in from the Web, since this changes fairly frequently. Worth looking at, though.
I mostly “hang” in Writers, where I co-lead a section called Section 8,8 “Research and the Craft of Writing,” and in the Literary Forum and Authors Forum.
1
I am not nearly so prompt, but I do answer most of my E-mail—eventually. Bear in mind, though, that at the moment, the urgent E-mail is about a year in arrears.
2I will occasionally post chunks that I’ve written or am writing in the CompuServe Writers Forum, but this is a temporary venue; messages remain on the board only a few days. Web pages are at least semipermanent. Publishers of the books and stories may occasionally have a small piece of work posted on their Web sites, but these excerpts are limited to one small sample, in order to publicize a new book.
31 got an E-mail from someone a few days ago, telling me that there was a rumor that the Companion would be published in January; her bookstore was havingto cope with “hordes of angry Gabaldon fans” looking for the book. “You might want to do something about this,” my correspondent finished helpfully. Well, Rosana and I do our best.
4No, the “prequel” volume does not deal with “Claire Frasers life before she passed through the stones,” as I read on one newsgroup, nor does it deal with “the life of Jamie Fraser as a young man.” These subjects would both be Really Interesting material for future reference, perhaps, but the fact is that the prequel book I have under contract deals with Jamie’s parents, Brian and Ellen Fraser, and the 1715 Rising. If Jamie appears in it at all, he’ll be a really young man—that is, about three months.
5
Hearing that I wrote novels, he asked whether I might be inclined to use him as a cover model sometime—to which I hastily replied, “Oh, I don’t write that kind of book!”
6I don’t “do” chat, myself.
7Er, no. See the hit about world and time. Not enough.
8Yeah, yeah, I know; very apt.
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RESEARCHING HISTORICAL FICTION: HOT DOGS AND BEANS
ethods of doing research for a novel are as idiosyncratic as are the methods of writing one. That is, there are general principles that are helpful, and basic skills that apply, but exactly how one goes about the process depends on the style and preference of the individual writer.
There’s no question that historical novels take lots of research. When I give talks on historical fiction, or the use of details in writing fiction, I usually take along a set of books to use as props: 1) a mystery by Agatha Christie, 2) a contemporary suspense thriller by Martin Cruz Smith, set in the Soviet Union; 3) a contemporary mystery by Elizabeth George, set in England; and 4) a historical novel by Gary Jennings, James Clavell, Colleen McCullough, or one of my own books.
I then display these books one by one and ask the audience whether they notice anything. Since the books are increasing in thickness by roughly one-half inch with each volume, they generally do—and laugh.
Okay. The first type of book—the Agatha Christie—is basically all plot. Setting is familiar, characters are stereotypical, and both are sketchy. Very little descriptive detail is included in an Agatha Christie mystery, because you don’t need to describe an English village, a vicar, or a train—everyone’s seen them often enough (at least in the movies) that you can get away with a bare minimum, and concentrate on the plot.
The thriller set in the Soviet Union is thicker, not only because the plot is more complicated and the characters drawn in more detail, but because the setting is unusual—the average reader has no idea what the streets smell like in Moscow, or what a black-market trading ground looks like, or what a Zil is. Since the setting and social background (also unfamiliar) are necessary elements of the story, a good bit of detail is necessary, in order for the story both to live and to make intuitive sense to the reader.
Elizabeth George books are about the same size as the Russian mysteries; not so much because of an unfamiliar setting— English country and cityscapes are not really offbeat—but because these books are essentially a combination of plot and relationships. There has to be a great deal of detail in the description of character and in the interactions between them, be cause the relationships among the characters and the development of their personal lives are as important as the overt “mystery” plot.
And then you hit historical novels; sub-genre BF “Big Fat”). These books tend to be huge, not only because they normally cover a substantial span of time and event (i.e., they have a lot of plot and a large number of characters), but because virtually everything in them will be unfamiliar to the average reader, and has to be “drawn”—setting, physical description of city, countryside, homes, details of daily life, social customs, and—most important—the characters. Historical characters are not the same as contemporary characters; they will have unusual (and sometimes incomprehensible, unless the author has been skillful) attitudes and relationships, and these too must be detailed carefully, so the reader will understand what’s going on.
Aside from the necessity of crafting a convincing historical milieu for the sake of the novel itself, many readers of historical novels are fascinated by historical trivia, and read such books in good part for the tidbits of information and insights they may gain into another time.
So it’s legitimate—and desirable—to include detail for the purpose of drawing an unfamiliar milieu, and for the entertainment of the reader. How one includes masses of detail without bogging the reader down in wads of stuff that sound like you cribbed it from the Encyclopaedia Britannica is a good question of technique, but the first problem is simply to find the stuff.
I mentioned Basic Skills and General Principles in doing research. Basic Skills include: one, knowing how to use a library, and two, how to skim a book for information. General Principles include: one, getting an overview, two, locating specifics, and three, organizing stuff.
BASIC SKILLS
How to Use a Library
Actually, if you don’t already have a good notion how to use a library, I strongly recommend that you don’t write historical novels. However, beyond a simple familiarity with the card catalog and the nuances of the Library of Congress system, there are a couple of possibly useful things to know.
For really detailed historical research, you will need a large university or college library. Public libraries simply don’t stock the sorts of references needed for good research on most periods—for the excellent reasons that most such references are a) fairly old, and b) not what most people want to read for recreation. Public libraries stock books for reading; university libraries stock books for looking up esoteric information.
When I began doing research for my first novel, I was a university professor, and fortunately had a large library available; not everyone is so lucky. Still, if you do live within driving distance of a college or university, go to the library and ask about getting a community borrower’s card. Most such libraries have these; for a small annual fee, you can have at least limited borrowing privileges (and if you’re a writer, the fee is tax-deductible as a business expense).
If you don’t live near a good library, it will be a lot harder to do effective research, but luckily these days no one is completely out of touch. Many large collections are accessible online, at least in terms of finding what’s available. Getting your hands on a book is another matter, but books can be ordered, or arrangements can be made to borrow material, even at a distance.
Virtually all large libraries have a system called interlibrary loan. This means that if you require, say, a book on Irish costume in the sixteenth century, and have discovered that your local university library doesn’t have anything of this nature—but the Boston College library does—you can file a request with your local library for the book, and your library will borrow it from Boston College for you.
This is a wonderful assistance to a researcher; the only real drawback to interlibrary loan is that it’s often rather slow, and may take weeks or even months to retrieve a particular volume and get it to your library.
Card Catalog
Most collections these days have been catalogued electronically. This is fast, efficient, and generally a Good Thing. At the same time, the transfer of information from real cards to an electronic version is not always complete; in the interests of efficiency, older volumes that don’t circulate much may not be recorded in the new catalog, or may be put aside for later addition.

The hard copy version of the card catalog also sometimes contains information that isn’t included in the new electronic version—handwritten notations by librarians as to book location, related titles, and so on. There isn’t much you can do about this, but if your library still has the hard copy card catalog, it’s worth consulting that, in addition to the electronic version. Also ask the reference librarian whether your library’s collection has been completely converted to electronic form, in case some older parts of the collection have not.
The idiosyncrasy of method that I mentioned earlier begins with the first steps of a search—what you type into an electronic card catalog (or a Web search engine). Even here, though, there are General Principles: one, cast your net widely at first, and two, look for call-number patterns.
That is, if you are interested in a specific time-period and a particular place, you would naturally type something like SCOTLAND HIGHLANDS EIGHTEENTH CENTURY as your search parameters. This will give you those titles most closely approximating what you think you’re looking for.
However, it’s also worthwhile doing another search, simply on SCOTLAND, since you may well find a number of useful books—on geography, history, customs, language, etc.—that don’t have the keywords HIGHLANDS or EIGHTEENTH CENTURY associated with them.
Casting a wide net, of course, will give you a huge list of titles (this being the point of doing the limited search first; you can be starting with the most relevant books while looking farther afield). Look through the titles, marking down those that seem as though they might be useful or interesting. Then look at these books, to see whether there are patterns of shared call numbers. That is, do most of the books you’ve picked out have call numbers beginning “QC 357” or “DA 785”?

Online Research
OWING TO ONE THING and
another, I seem to have developed an odd reputation as a writer whose career is inextricably intertwined with the Internet. Consequently, many people assume that I must naturally be doing all of my research online, through Web-surfing.
Frankly, while the Internet is a valuable tool for locating people and resources, I can’t imagine doing serious historical research using the Web as a primary source. The depth of information and breadth of detail that one needs just doesn’t exist on most Web pages, and the process of searching is much more tedious and time-consuming than is browsing in a good library—with less chance of success.
This is not to say that one can’t find very interesting bits and pieces on the Web—and services such as amazon.com and ukbooks.com are invaluable for locating and delivering books conveniently. Likewise, Web-searching can lead you through the holdings of large university libraries and help you find where to go—but Web-surfing is only an adjunct to sound library research, not a replacement for it.
However, one mustn’t overlook other aspects of online research; beyond the existence of Web sites, one can locate remarkably helpful people with expertise in various fields, through the large subscription services (like AOL and CompuServe) and various newsgroups.

If so, stop writing down specific titles (which is a big pain), and simply write down the common call-number prefix. Go to the stack(s) where that call number is located, and browse in person. You will invariably find a number of books that are related in topic to what you were searching for, but which didn’t appear in the card catalog search because they weren’t entered with the specific key words under which you were searching. (As a small example: Drums of Autumn would not come up under a search for NORTH CAROLINA, in spite of the fact that the book is set there, because the person who catalogued it for the Library of Congress evidently didn’t read more than the first chapter. Since the first chapter is set in Charleston, the book is catalogued under SOUTH CAROLINA, even though the book itself has nothing to do with that state.)
Another benefit to shelf-browsing is that it enables you to look directly at the book, rather than judging on the basis of title alone whether this is something you need or not. If you’re not sure, check the table of contents and the index; that should tell you within seconds whether this book has any information that might be of use to you.
How to Read a Book for Information
Writers occasionally come up to me at conferences and say things like, “Oh, I’d love to do a historical novel. But I just can’t bear the thought of all that reeeeeeeseeeeearch.” “Research” is always pronounced in a dismal whining tone, when used in this context.)
I suspect that such persons are under the delusion that “reeeeeseeeearch” involves reading every single word of hundreds of terribly boring books, while taking copious notes on eye-glazing topics from “annealing processes used in the early Bronze Age” to “zoofauna of the digestive tract of the Western hoopoe,” meanwhile juggling billions of index cards with one hand tied behind one’s back.
Well, look. If you can see that a given book is boring, why the heck would you waste hours reading it? There’s a major difference between reading a book, and gleaning necessary information from it. There’s also a major difference between doing research for a historical novel, and doing research for a Ph.D. thesis (ask the woman who’s done both).
Say you scan the card catalog and turn up a book that sounds as though it might be useful to you. When you get your hands on the book, look at it. A glance at the first page is usually enough to tell you whether you’ve got a book written for the edification of the general public, or somebody’s dissertation.
What you do then is: one, check the table of contents (if it has one); two, check the Index (if it has one); and three, flip hither and yon and browse a few pages. This will tell you what level of detail this book contains, and the scope of the subject matter covered. If it looks hideously boring, close the book and pick up another one. If you think a given library book might contain useful information, take it. Taking it out of the library does not oblige you to read it from cover to cover.
What you are doing here is simply discovering what kind of information each book contains. A lot of books may be superficially related to your topic, but not really useful—take them back to the library. Some will be perfect for your purpose—put these aside to be carefully read. Some will have useful information, but not look interesting enough to read: Put these aside to look things up in.
If you know that you will be dealing with a particular battle or political setting, then it makes sense to read detailed accounts of that particular event or setting. But if you need to know what kind of underwear women wore? Nah. You get a good book on costume, but you don’t necessary read the whole thing, cover to cover. You look up “underwear” in the index, find out what you need to know—and put the book back on the shelf until you need to know what sort of boots a gentleman would wear for riding.

The odd thing about doing any kind of library research—whether for scientific or literary purposes—is that once you begin searching, things start finding you. One thing leads to another; a bibliographic citation in a not-very-relevant paper will lead you to exactly the source you need; browsing in a general section of the library causes books to leap off the shelf at you.
(On one such browsing expedition, I happened to take a very heavy book from the shelf. I sat down on the floor to thumb through it, and when I glanced up from the table of contents—which had nothing very entertaining—what should I see, directly in front of my nose, but a book titled Muster Roll of Charles Edward Stuart’s Army. That’s just what it was, too; a list of all the men known to have fought with the Highland Army in the Rising of 1745. I found this book well after I had written Voyager, but out of curiosity, pulled it out and looked up the Master of Lovat’s regiment, which—like all the others—listed the officers first. It made the hair rise up on the back of my neck to see LIEUTENANT COLONEL: JAMES FRASER listed— though it rose still more when I turned the page and found Duncan McDonald and Giles McMartin on the next page (see beginning of Voyager, and the names of the men who were executed by the English after Culloden).
GENERAL PRINCIPLES OF DOING RESEARCH
Once you’ve dug yourself into the library and found a few promising sections of the stacks to mine, how do you proceed? In any way that makes sense to you, really—but in general, you might consider…
Overview
First, what do you need to know, in order to start writing? (You don’t have to figure this all out ahead of time—you may not know what you need to know, until you’ve been working for a while.) Some writers choose a particular period because they are drawn to it and already know quite a lot about it. Plainly their priorities will be different from those of someone who doesn’t know one damn thing about the time or place—like me. I began with total ignorance both of Scotland and the eighteenth century. All I knew was that at some point, men wore kilts—which was at the time a sufficient reason for choosing that period.
One danger of the “I must know everything before I begin” attitude is that it’s impossible to know everything—and the feeling that one has to know everything before writing is a nifty way of avoiding writing altogether.
As I mentioned above, a disinclination to do the often arduous, and always time-consuming work of research is a major drawback to writing historical novels. If you don’t have at least a minor passion for research, you will find the work very difficult.
However, many historical novelists have the opposite problem. They enjoy the research so much that they never get around to actually writing the book. One question that I hear a lot at writers conferences is “How do you know when you’ve done enough research, and are ready to write?”
Well… you don’t. Or rather, I don’t. There’s always more that could be found out, after all.
Idiosyncrasy and personal preference enter the picture here; some writers feel that they must know almost everything about a time period before they begin writing; others, not so much. Personally, I began doing the writing and the research concurrently, and finding that satisfactory, have kept on doing it that way.
One good, quick way of getting an overview of a time period or geographical location is to check the kids’ section of the library. Kids’ books are a) usually short, b) always readable, c) present the most salient facts in a condensed space, and d) tend to include the “fun” (i.e., interesting) details of a subject—which are, not incidentally, the sort of details that most appeal to novelists.
Beyond the children’s section, look for popular accounts.1 These overview books are ones that you probably do want to read all the way through (though skimming is perfectly all right; as long as you know what sort of information is in this book, you can always go back later and look up things in more detail). So it’s worth choosing texts that are reasonably entertaining.
Take note of more particular or esoteric texts, but as a general principle, put these aside for later reference, when you have a better idea as to what you really need.

Locating Specifics
Sometimes you will know that you require a great deal of specific information on one or more particular areas of interest. For example, once having cast Claire Randall as a healer, I knew I was going to require quite a lot of information on herbs and botanical medicine—because that was the only effective medical therapy available in the eighteenth century.
Consequently, I began collecting “herbals”—guides to herbs and their uses. I now have some thirty-odd herbals, ranging from Chinese herbal medicine to Native American herbology and beyond (see “Don’t Try This at Home”). Have I read all these books? Not on your tintype. I have, however, looked at them enough to know when to consult The Peterson Field Guide to Medicinal Plants (published in the 1980s) and when to look at Culpeper’s Complete Herbal (published in the seventeenth century).
That’s why such books are called “reference” books; they aren’t intended to be read word for word; they’re intended to supply specific information easily and quickly.
Luckily, reference books exist on a huge number of topics. Look in the bibliographies of your “overview” books for more specialized references. Browse the relevant sections of libraries and bookstores; always thumb through the stacks on remainder tables.
Another good source of regional or historical references—many of them quite specialized, and not easily available elsewhere—are the bookshops attached to museums and national parks. Particularly in the United States, National Park Service bookshops often stock immensely helpful references on the plant and animal life of the region, plus historical accounts published by local researchers (which may not be available through regular book outlets).
If you’re not in a position to visit such places personally, try telephoning; the staffers are often very helpful, and some shops may even have lists or catalogs of available materials which they can send you.
Finally, a useful source of esoteric historical information is the Dover catalog. Dover is a publishing company specializing in reprints of material in the public domain, and they often have inexpensive facsimile reprints of very old material (one of the references on my shelf at the moment is a facsimile reprint of Baron von Steuben’s Revolutionary War Drill Manual, 1794 edition—which I found in the bookshop at the Saratoga Battlefield National Park).
Sometimes you find Dover reprints in regular bookstores—particularly the coloring books, which are really excellent (and entertaining) reference material. I have a coloring book on “Colonial Trades,” for example, that illustrates all the common objects to be found in the shops of a cobbler, wainwright, tinsmith, silversmith, etc., and another on “Uniforms of the Revolution.” But the more obscure materials are usually available only through specialty shops or by catalog order.2
Organizing Stuff
Once you are well embarked on your research, the problem arises of organizing and keeping track of it all. Now, here I am afraid you are talking to the wrong person. People often ask me how I organize all the voluminous research required for one of these monstrous books—to which the answer is, “Well, see those three bookcases over there? Most of the stuff I use is in them.”3
The horrid truth is that I don’t organize things, beyond putting all the herbals on one shelf and all the books about magic on another. I don’t normally write down anything except the actual text of the novel I’m working on.
I mentioned earlier that there are differences between doing scientific research and novelistic research, and organization of material is one of them—at least for me. When I did scientific research, I kept index card files, and (later) databases of references, because when you write scientific papers, you have to be prepared to back up every single factual assertion with either a) a citation of someone else’s work or b) your own data.
When you write historical novels, you don’t. In fact… you can sometimes make things up! Which is one of the major inducements for writing fiction, if you ask me.
However. When you write scientific papers, you are normally dealing with a very limited and specific set of circumstances: You are interested, say, in the salinity preferences of the Chinese mudskipper, Periophthalmus chinensis (Gordon, Gabaldon and Yip, 1987). You will therefore start with a dual search: for general information on Chinese mudskippers and for references on salinity preference experiments.
You will attempt to find every single reference locatable in both categories, plus all relevant references to which these lead— and then to read them all carefully. This is necessary, if tedious; scientific research depends on accuracy of observation and replicability of results—and every new bit of knowledge rests upon a firm foundation of what is already known (we disregard for the moment the fact that such foundations shift now and then).
Since someone coming after you may wish to build on your work, you have to leave clearly marked trails and well-built walls; it’s a professional obligation. Consequently, you must include citations of all the work that you yourself used as background for your hypothesis and experimental design, and you must make this as complete and well integrated as you can.
You don’t do this with a novel. A novel stands alone; no one (other than possibly yourself, if you end up writing a series of books) is coming along after you, depending on your work to support later hypotheses.

ONE OF THE Ten Favorite Questions Interviewers Ask is: “How did you make the transition from being a scientist to being a novelist?”
“Wrote a book,” I reply tersely.⋆ If it’s a formal interview, though, I usually feel obliged to explain that the implied notion that science and art are diametrically opposing poles of human endeavor is mistaken. Many people think that science is logical, rigid, and cold, while art is intuitive, flexible, and touchy-feely. In fact, both processes are simply two faces of the same coin. Intuition feeds logic and vice versa. Science without imagination is useless; art without structure is pointless.
Both science and art ultimately rest on the same foundation: the ability to draw patterns out of chaos. It’s just that when you do science, you observe the chaos; when you do art, you get to define it.

Likewise, the purposes of a novel are not those of scientific research, though there are similar goals. In both cases, you’re constructing a small picture of reality; you are attempting to explain the world and how it works. However, in the case of scientific research, you’re doing your explanation via facts, and in the case of a novel, you’re doing it with lies—i.e., you’re telling a story.
RESEARCH ASSISTANTS—OR NOT
Given the necessity for so much background material, factual trivia, etc., many writers of historical fiction use research assistants—and in fact, I’m often asked how many research assistants I use! Actually, I don’t use assistants at all. It’s not that I don’t think they’d be helpful; it’s just that I couldn’t possibly tell them what to look for.
It’s rather like getting groceries for dinner. You can send someone to the store with a list—say, hot dogs and beans—and sure enough, they’ll come back with hot dogs and beans, and you’ll have a fine dinner. Or at least you’ll eat.
On the other hand… when I go to the grocery story myself, I may have it in mind to buy hot dogs and beans, but as I pass the meat case, I see that there are nice-looking lamb chops in today. Hmm, I think; lamb curry is awfully good, and I already have basmati rice and mango chutney at home. So I add the lamb chops to my basket, and then get a white onion, some garlic, and a six-pack of V-8 to make the curry. And on the way to the vegetable department, I pass the deli, where there is a special on fresh shrimp. Ooh, a shrimp salad to precede the curry! Get a nice green-leaf lettuce, some spring onions and a cucumber. Oh, and dressing. And then, of course, Mountain Dew, because nothing tastes better with hot curry than cold Mountain Dew….
So I spend a good deal more time (and money) by going to the store myself—but I get a much tastier and more original menu as a result. Novelists who use research assistants tend to get hot dogs and beans.
Translating this into writing—naturally there will be certain things that I find I want or need to know, as necessary ingredients to the story. However, more often than not, when I go looking for these tidbits of information, I come across something much more interesting; some fact whose existence I never dreamed of, and therefore couldn’t have sent someone to find.
As a brief example, take Monsieur Forez. I was reading a book on the practice of medicine in France during the second half of the eighteenth century, with the notion that I might pick up tips for Claire to use in her work at L’Hôpital des Anges. I did, in fact, pick up any amount of useful background: small technical trivia, like the art of urinoscopy, but also general information on practitioners of the period.
Licensed physicians were rare, expensive, and not always trusted by the general populace (for good reason; a license didn’t always imply either education or effectiveness). “Wisewomen” (les maétresses sage-femme) were not only popular as midwives, but were respected general practitioners, and many people with no medical education also dabbled in the healing arts, while plying a commercial trade for their principal living (e.g., Monsieur Parnelle, the jeweler with a sideline in trusses).
Among the “healers” who were not licensed physicians were—weirdly enough— the public hangmen. Because of the requirements of their trade, hangmen were not only executioners, but torturers, being often required to assist in official investigations by extracting testimony from unwilling witnesses. They were also often skilled bonesetters; you can’t disjoint a body easily without knowing quite a bit about how it’s put together in the first place.
Likewise, since it was often necessary to keep a victim alive for long periods, the hangmen had considerable knowledge both of gross anatomy and of physiological processes. A Monsieur Forez was cited as one of the best-known of these medically competent executioners, with the casual note that he did a good business in such lucrative sidelines as the sale of victims’ bodies (parts of which were used either as dissection room specimens, or as ingredients in magical charms), and the production of “hanged-men’s grease”: the purified fat rendered from the boiled bodies of executed criminals.
Now, I certainly didn’t go looking for a hangman, but having met Monsieur Forez, I was thoroughly charmed. I was also determined to get the hanged-men’s grease into the story in some fashion. So I got what I’d been looking for—a general picture of French medical practice, plus interesting medical details—and something totally unexpected, besides.
Since I did now have this entertaining hangman, I was obliged to construct a place for him in the story. I could just have used him as part of the background personnel at the Hôpital, and in fact I did this to begin with. I didn’t want to waste the hanged-men’s grease in an offhanded way, though; I needed an occasion for its use—someone should be injured or suffer from rheumatism. I had already intended to use the stables at Argentan in some way (another accidental detail; my father-in-law, Max Watkins, a cowboy with a passion for horses, had visited Argentan and told me all about the Percherons and their history), so the notion of some accident involving horses arose—and thence the scene with Fergus and the stable-lads, in which Jamie rescues Fergus, straining a muscle in the process.

Having written the scene in which Claire applies the ointment to Jamie, and in which he makes a nervous joke about having come too close to being one of the ingredients, I began to think (well, actually, I think pretty much all the time when I’m writing, but it helps to have some specific direction).
Hangmen, being hanged, a traitor’s death—which is precisely what Jamie was risking by his actions. Enter Monsieur Forez again, for the purpose of pointing out—to Jamie, Claire, and to the reader— that while politics might be played as a game, it was nonetheless one with possibly fatal consequences. (As to Monsieur Forez’s scholarly lecture on the details of evisceration—well, I had one postdoctoral appointment in which my main job was butchering seabirds. People always ask me whether my previous education and experience as a scientist is useful to me in writing these books. Not often, but it comes in handy every now and then.)
In terms of the overall book, I thought that Monsieur Forez captured nicely the balance between the farcical aspects of the Rising (which were many), and the deadly serious outcome. He’s a minor note in the book, but an important one. And yet, I couldn’t have gone looking for him—I didn’t know he existed.
The reason I don’t take notes on the research I do is that as the story takes shape in my mind, bits and pieces of research material are incorporated into it. Sometimes a piece of research material will trigger a specific scene, or even a subplot; sometimes a particular scene will demand a specific piece of information, which I then go and find. In either case, though, the research information becomes part of the story; and from that point on, it’s in my head; I can’t forget it. On the other hand, I instantly forget anything that’s written down: phone messages, grocery lists, errands…
As for the things that I need to know… well, some of these simply have to be looked up before a given scene can be written. Most small bits of incidental information, though, aren’t really necessary to the shape of a scene or its events. In these cases, when I come to a spot where I need—for instance—to list the herbs that Claire is using for a specific purpose, or the name of a street in Edinburgh, or the height of a mountain—I just put a pair of empty square brackets—“[]”— in the text where that information should go. That way, I can continue writing without breaking my stride, and go look up the necessary bits of information later on.
“I took down my mortar and rubbed a handful off] into it. Adding [] and [], I pounded and ground while thinking what to do next.”
The next-to-last thing I do to a book before printing it off to send to the editor is to go through and look up the necessary information to fill in any of the []’s still remaining. (The last thing I do is to break the text into chapters and title them.)
“I’VE DONE MY RESEARCH, AND NOW YOU’RE GOING TO PAY”
Don’t let the storytelling aspect of the business escape you, by the way. Historical research is fascinating, and many writers fall under its spell; the more you know, the more you want to find out, the more you research, the easier the search becomes—and before you know it, you’re in the position of a writer with whom I once shared a panel at the World Fantasy Convention.
The panel was on “Research,” and this particular writer was explaining a difficulty she had encountered in her most recent novel. The novel was set’ in an alternate universe, but involved a caravan, based on those that once traversed the great Silk Road through China. She wished at one point to describe the bells on a camel harness, and had found exactly the reference necessary to do this: an exhaustive account of the shapes of camel bells used in caravans of exactly the right kind, taken from precisely the right time period. However… the article was unfortunately written in Chinese.
The author held the audience rapt as she described in some detail her struggles to get this article translated, so that she could accurately describe the camel bells. Meanwhile, I had picked up one of the display books sitting in front of her and looked at the spine. FANTASY, it said.

DIANA’S CURRY
(with Lamb, Beef, Chicken, or Tofu) White onion garlic
raisins (optional) olive oil
meat or tofu (about 6 oz. [or one
medium chicken breast] per person) curry powder cayenne pepper (optional) V-8 juice cocktail
Mince a good handful of white onion and four or five buds of garlic. If you like raisins, add a handful or two. Saute the minced onions and minced garlic and the (whole) raisins in olive oil until the onions are transparent (the raisins will puff up). Add the Main Ingredient (cubed meat or tofu), and brown (or cook through, for shrimp or tofu), stirring frequently. Add curry powder and cayenne to
taste, and stir; I prefer enough curry powder to liberally coat the meat, and four or five shakes of cayenne, but the proportions depend on personal taste and on the type of curry powder you use; some brands are much hotter than others.
Add one medium can (12 oz) of V-8 juice per two people. Simmer over low heat. Can be eaten in fifteen minutes, but better if simmered for an hour or two. Even better if simmered for a couple of hours, then allowed to cool and stand overnight, reheated next day. Add additional V-8 if sauce becomes too thick while cooking.
Serve over rice (basmati or jasmine rice is good, as is short-grain white rice). Garnish with chopped cashews, almonds, or coconut; serve with mango chutney and/or fresh pineapple.

Now, I would simply have decided for myself what the bloody camel bells should look like, and got on with writing the story, but… methods differ.
Still, this sort of attitude toward historical research all too often leads to a phenomenon which my friend Margaret Ball (who herself writes excellent fantasy novels) describes as: “I’ve done my research, and now you’re going to pay.” That is, novels that include mind-numbing masses of detail, because the author can’t bear to “waste” any of the effort spent in research.
Don’t forget that the purpose of research is to support the story; not the other way around.

1
If you really want to know about the economic ramifications of the French-Austrian treaty of 1752, fine, but it’s much more entertaining to find out that French ladies at Court did not as a rule retire to the nearest rest room when impelled by urinary urges; instead they simply spread their legs slightly and peed on the floor under cover of their ornate gowns—underwear having yet to become customary. I mean, there’s background, and then there’s background.
2
The address for Dover Publications, Inc., is 31 East 2 Street, Mineola, NY 11501
3And if it’s not, it’s in one of the piles on the floor. Unless it’s downstairs in the kitchen, that is. Or under the front seat of the car. Or maybe…
⋆That’s really all there is to it. They don’t make you take a Changing-Careers Exam, you know, or apply for a Novelists License. Write a book and poof! you’re a novelist, just like that. Much easier than becoming a doctor or a firefighter.



BOTANICAL; MEDICINE: DON’T TRY THIS AT HOME
n occasion, the boilerplate clauses in book contracts I’ve received have included something like the following: (Page 2, clause 3) “The author guarantees… that any recipes, formulae, or instructions in [the book] will not injure the user.”
To which I was obliged to reply (via my agent): “Given that these books are set in the eighteenth century, and make frequent and explicit reference to medical practices of the period, I couldn’t reasonably agree to this particular provision. Anyone seeking to abort themselves by means of taking blue cohosh, for instance, would almost certainly be injured. While I think the circumstance unlikely—still less, that someone would treat headache by drinking powdered amethysts, cauterize a wound with boiling water, or treat concussion by trephining the skull—I do think we must delete this phrase.”
The British publisher who printed Cross Stitch did in fact include an author’s note in the book, urging readers not to dose themselves with recipes given in the book and warning them about the dangers of practicing uninstructed herbal medicine. This was done at my suggestion, but neither they nor the American publishers have thought it necessary to do this for subsequent books. For what it’s worth, I haven’t yet heard of any readers succumbing to the effects of any recipe in the books (mind, rubbing the penis with a diamond to ensure potency is likely harmless, but still…).
The author’s note in Cross Stitch reads:
I would also like to note that while the botanical preparations noted in the story were historically used for the medicinal purposes indicated, this fact shouldn’t be taken as an indication that such preparations are necessarily either effective for such purposes, or harmless. Many herbal preparations are toxic if used improperly or in excess dosage, and should be administered only by an experienced practitioner.
I suggested to the American publisher that we include a similar note in Outlander, just as a precaution. The general reaction was a) “We’re trying to sell this as a commercial novel, quit with the footnotes already,” and b) “Nobody would be stupid enough to use eighteenth-century medical treatments, anyway.”
Well… I really hope no one would use antiquated medical treatments described in a time-travel novel (I mean, it does say FICTION on the spine, after all….), but what with the increasing interest in herbal therapies and alternative medicine in general, I do get frequent questions regarding my sources, or requests for recommendations. People want to know how I know all this stuff—am I an herbal practitioner myself? Am I a professional botanist?
Definitely not.
I do grow herbs in my garden, though. I cook with them (I have a very nice recipe for chicken and mushrooms in orange juice with fresh marjoram, which I will include at the end of this section, in case you’re interested), and I collect exotic mints (did you know there are varieties of mint that smell like pineapple, bergamot, orange, apple, grapefruit and chocolate?).
I also grow other herbs for aroma: rue (I’m told you can eat this in sandwiches, like watercress, but since I don’t really like watercress, I haven’t tried it), lavender, and lemon balm—or as insect repellants: yarrow, pennyroyal, and marigold (pennyroyal is strong enough to repel just about anything, believe me).
Marigolds are also recommended as gopher repellants, under the theory that gophers won’t eat them. However, I can state categorically that gophers will too eat marigolds. Of course, I seemed to have unusually stalwart gophers; they even ate the okra plants (no, I don’t eat okra. My father-in-law eats okra). Granted, they ate the okra last, but they did eat it.

Beyond the culinary and the aromatic, I also grow things now and then for the sake of novelty or curiosity. (I did try growing foxglove once, but it doesn’t do at all well in the desert where I live. The birdhouse gourd vine did much better.) And—as the result of having once taught a class called “The Natural History of Arizona,” I do have a reasonable idea of which desert plants one should definitely not think of squeezing for water, if marooned in an arid wasteland. (Never, ever ingest a desert plant that doesn’t have thorns. Desert plants are a stationary source of water in a dry habitat, and thus in constant danger from bugs, animals, etc. They all protect themselves in one way or another— thorns, spines, thick, waxy skins. If you see a plant that doesn’t seem to be using any of these overt forms of defense, the betting is good that it’s using something else—poisonous alkaloids.)
But no, I’m not by any means a professional botanist or herbalist. In fact, the sum total of my academic credentials is the six class-hours of botany required to get a B.S. degree in zoology at Northern Arizona University. I can tell a monocot from a dicot, diagram the cross-section of a composite flower, and tell the difference between the basidiomycetes and the ascomycetes (those are different kinds of fungi, in case you were wondering), but what with one thing and another, I’ve never found any really graceful way to work these bits of information into a fictional scene.

Of Gophers and Gardens
THE ONLY MEANS I found of peaceful coexistence with the gophers was bribery. If I made a peanut-butter-and-molasses sandwich (on wholewheat bread; God forbid the gophers should suffer from a lack of dietary fiber) every night, and went and hurled this into the middle of the garden, my plants remained largely untouched. If If I forgot the nightly sandwich… Whoops! There goes another pelargonium.
Fortunately, my husband (dear man) built me a gopherproof garden enclosure as a birthday present a few years ago, so the gophers have been reduced to gnawing on the plastic fittings of the irrigation system for their dietary fiber. Now all I have to worry about is dogs with a lust for ripe tomatoes, ants with a passion for my ruby-pearl grapes, and snakes looking for a shady spot to sleep.
However, the furthest I would go in using herbs for medical treatment is to rub crushed lavender on my daughter’s temples for a headache, or to pass out my Altoids peppermint tablets to fellow travelers suffering from motion sickness (oil of peppermint relaxes the smooth muscle of the stomach and intestine, relieving indigestion and flatulence. One person to whom I told this said, “I could have lived without knowing that”). It might not help, but it isn’t going to hurt anybody.
What I do for the botanical details in my books is what I do for the historical ones—I do research. When I first began to write about Claire Beauchamp Randall Fraser, I thought quite a bit about what skills a time-traveler should ideally have, and concluded that basic medical knowledge might be one of the better things to be well-versed in. This was also a good choice, in purely fictional terms, because it gave her an excellent excuse for being where all the interesting things (like fights, hunts, wars, and epidemics) were going on.
It didn’t take much thought or research to realize that in the eighteenth century, prior to the advent of antibiotics and anesthesia, the only effective methods of medical treatment were likely to be herbal.
Now, as I say, I have no particular botanical background myself. So, I began looking for information on the use of herbs, whether for domestic purposes like cooking and bug repelling, or for more esoteric medical usage. Luckily, such information was not at all difficult to come by—and in fact, herbal guides and collections have become much more popular in the ten years or so since I began writing Outlander; any general bookstore is likely to have several available.
I should point out that a good many of the herbal treatments described in these books are also historical; that is, some uses of herbs have been around for hundreds (and in some cases, likely thousands) of years. The ones that have been around for a long time are probably the ones that worked, but there’s no telling for sure. When I describe herbal treatments in the books, I am always using herbs and preparation techniques that were actually known to have been available at that time, in that place, and for the purpose for which they’re described. This doesn’t mean they were necessarily effective—but they may have been.

The herbal guides and sources that I have on my shelf currently are all listed in the “Bibliography” section of this book, in a section to themselves, for the convenience of readers with a particular interest in botanical medicine. (I acquired these books over a period of several years, so I didn’t necessarily have all of them available to me during the writing of my novels.)
One of the first herbals I acquired was The New Age Herbal, which was very helpful indeed, as it included not only general descriptions of various popular herbs and their current uses, but also photographs of the plants, roots, seeds, flowers, etc.
Fairly soon thereafter, I found a copy (a reprint, I hasten to add) of Nicholas Culpeper’s Complete Herbal, originally published in 1647. This book is also profusely illustrated (with small color drawings), but its chief value to a historical novelist is that it notes the uses to which herbs were put during historical times.
Besides providing picturesque details of ailments and treatments, it gives one some notion of the prevailing theories of medicine, and the light in which people saw illness and bodily function. Culpeper’s is one of a particular class of book that is particularly useful for historical fiction background, regardless of whether the herbs in question are actually effective. Books of folklore, folk medicine (American Folk Medicine), and ethnic medicine (Indian Herbology of North America) fall into this category; they may be only picturesque for someone interested in practical applications, but they’re invaluable to a writer with an interest in bygone ways.
One other small consideration that affects writers of historical fiction is that plants found in a particular geographical location today might not always have grown there. Of course, one can always manage to acquire anything that’s really necessary for the plot, via a handy merchant, an Oriental traveler, or a peripatetic naturalist—but it’s a good idea to determine whether that’s really necessary.
The eighteenth century was a time of considerable global exploration and growth in international commerce; consequently, a good many European plants were imported to the Americas—and vice versa—during this time. Still, most such exotic imports would have been limited to apothecary shops in large cities, or to the ornamental gardens kept by many wealthy (and not-so-wealthy) people with an interest in botany. In other words, a character could not reasonably walk into the wild-woods of North Carolina in the mid-eighteenth century and pick horse chestnuts, though they might reasonably do so in a coastal town, where this particular English tree had been planted by a homesick emigrant.
COMFREY
Formerly country people cultivated Comfrey in their gardens for its virtue in wound healing, and the many local names of the plant testify to its long reputation as a vulnerary herb—in the Middle Ages it was a famous remedy for broken bones.
Grieve (A Modern Herbal)

One drawback to herbal guides is that while some do note that such-and-such a plant is an import from say, Asia or Europe, many don’t—and they rarely tell you when a plant was imported. There are three things that can help with the problem of geographical plausibility: a) read widely—after a time, you become familiar with where and when the more common plants came into use; b) compare guides with a geographical basis (The Hamlyn Guide to Edible and Medicinal Plants of Britain and Northern Europe vs. A Handbook of Native American Herbs vs. Peterson Field Guide to Medicinal Plants); and c) when in doubt, ask an expert.
I was extremely fortunate, myself, in having as a friend Robert Lee Riffle, an experienced botanist with a good reference library. An excellent literary critic as well as a botanist (and an accomplished author himself—The Tropical Look: An Encyclopedia of Dramatic Landscape Plants, Bob was invaluable in helping me find out when and where things grow, and what they look like while doing so. It’s a great comfort to a novelist to have a reliable source to whom one can say, “I need a big green bush that grows in the Caribbean and was there during the eighteenth century. It needs to be big enough to hide behind, and it would be nice if you know what it smells like in the rain.”
Naturally, not everyone is lucky enough to have a personal botanist on call. However, there are electronic sources of such information: the Garden Forum on CompuServe (also the California and Florida Forums), and similar special-interest areas on America Online. Staffed and patronized by very knowledgeable and helpful people, online reference is one of the best and easiest ways to locate information on specific plants or on the botany of a particular region.
Microbotanicals: Penicillin and other Antibiotics
I should mention a particular application of botanical medicine—penicillin. The advent of antibiotics was the third great revolution in modern medicine— anesthesia being the first, a general acceptance of the Germ Theory (with the consequent practice of asepsis) being the second. The discovery of penicillin (and other antibiotics) was in fact an outgrowth of research into disease-causing organisms—bacterial pathogens.
I don’t imagine there are many people who don’t know the basic story: Sir Alexander Fleming discovered penicillin by accident, as the result of poor housekeeping (let’s hear it for creative mess!). That is, he noticed that a bacterial culture he was growing had been contaminated— and that the contaminant, whatever it was, had secreted a substance that had killed the bacterial culture around it.
What many people don’t realize is that Sir Alexander did not immediately pick up a hypodermic and start saving lives right and left. While the original discovery was made in 1929, penicillin didn’t become available for general medical use until 1947. This was not because the original discovery was slighted or ignored; it was because it took medical researchers that long to find methods of purifying and stabilizing the product. Prior to that time, penicillin was simply not very useful in a medical sense because it was impossible to tell the strength of a particular batch, to know what dosage might be effective, or to rely on the medicine maintaining its effectiveness for any set period of time.
I occasionally get letters inquiring why Claire is not slapping moldy bread on wounds throughout the books, since surely she knows about penicillin? Well, actually, she does—which is why she isn’t slapping moldy bread on people.
What she knows is that a) while there are quite a number of different molds in the genus Penicillium, this is far from being the only kind of mold that grows on bread; and b) there’s no telling whether a particular piece of moldy bread contains any active penicillin (which is not the mold itself, by the way, but rather a substance secreted by the mold); and c) a piece of moldy bread is, in all likelihood, harboring all kinds of other bacterial and chemical contaminants, which it is quite possibly not a good idea to go stuffing into an open wound. Besides… rather difficult, I should think, to arrange always to have moldy bread on hand, just in case someone should cut themselves? (Readers don’t think of these things; writers have to.)


CHICKEN AND MUSHROOMS in
Orange Sauce with Fresh Marjoram * 1 chicken breast per person (diced) 4—5 small mushrooms per person ** several spears of asparagus (optional) orange juice
chicken broth or bouillon
onion
garlic
marjoram
flour
salt
pepper
Use a deep cast-iron pan, ideally. Mince onion and garlic (I like lots; half an onion and a head of garlic for four breasts), and saute with marjoram in a little butter or olive oil. If using asparagus, break into one-inch pieces and saute with onion and garlic. Add sliced mushrooms and saute till tender.
Add diced chicken, stirring frequently till chicken appears cooked through. Sprinkle flour (about two tablespoons) lightly over chicken and stir in. Add enough orange juice to cover the chicken. Add about half a cup of chicken broth or bouillon (for four breasts). Let simmer until sauce is desired thickness, adjusting with additional orange juice or broth. Salt and pepper to taste (if you use bouillon, you won’t need much salt).
You can serve this on almost anything (rice, kasha, lentils, etc.), but I prefer it on egg noodles, topped with a lot of nice grated Romano cheese.
*Dried marjoram is perfectly all right; I just happen to be able to grow marjoram most of the year here. Quantities? I don’t know; how much do you like marjoram? I generally use half a handful of fresh marjoram per four breasts—that would equal roughly a tablespoon of the dried herb. **If you’re using the normal kind of white button mushrooms. I like all kinds of edible fungi, and normally include sliced portobello mushrooms and a few porcinis or shiitakes. If you don’t like mushrooms at all, leave ’em out.



Still, since Claire definitely appreciates the role of antibiotics in modern medicine, I rather think that she may make a serious effort to obtain some workable form of penicillin, now that she has a stable home base and (for the time being, at least) is not running around the country pursued by English soldiers and irate clansmen.
I think that some readers are misled by historical fiction, in which herbal remedies are presented as essentially being simply old-fashioned equivalents of modern drugs. Now, in a way, this is quite true; effective herbs (those containing active chemicals that can affect human or bacterial physiology) actually are drugs, and modern pharmacology has evolved from them: digitalis is derived from foxglove, diosgenins from wild yams are the basis for the steroid hormones in modern medicines from oral contraceptive to asthma medications, and plant-derived substances from oil of peppermint to ipecac are found in a great many formulations.
PENNYROYAL
“If boiled and drank, it provokes women’s courses, and expels the dead child and afterbirth, and stays the disposition to vomit, if taken in water and vinegar mingled together.”
Culpeper (Culpeper’s Complete Herbal)

However, the important words here are “derived from.” The fact that you can— with the assistance of a rather large research laboratory and several years’ work—eventually produce an oral contraceptive by means of processing chemicals found in wild yams does not necessarily mean that a fictional character could prevent pregnancy by eating wild yams. Au contraire.
So, while some herbal remedies did (and do) work, the overall effects of these were much less powerful and predictable than those of modern drugs. As Claire herself notes, you might use mashed garlic if you didn’t have anything better, but given the choice, one would always opt for iodine.
One has to allow for the warped purposes of the novelist, though. If it is fictionally desirable for a sick person to recover—and it usually is; it slows down a story quite a bit, if you kill all the characters—then the herbal treatments applied will generally work, even if the real-life effectiveness of such a treatment is generally not nearly so spectacular.




PENICILLIN ONLINE A WRITER’S THREAD
 know I’ve frequently mentioned my interactions online in the process of writing the Outlander novels. Some readers will be familiar with this sort of faceless conversation, but others will have little idea how this fascinating process works. I thought it might be interesting to provide a brief glimpse of one such interaction, both as illustration of the process, and perhaps as a bit of insight into how this sort of “research” contributes to the writing of a book.
There are all kinds of online venues these days, of course, ranging from news-groups and independent Web sites to the immensity of America Online. While I do now and then visit various such venues (there are five or six groups on AOL alone devoted to discussion of the Outlander novels), most of my online time is spent on CompuServe, among the forums of the Readers and Writers Ink Group.
There are several forums in this group: the Writers Forum, the Literary Forum, the Authors Forum, the Romance Forum, the Erotica Forum, the Poetry Forum, and the Book Preview Forum (and by the time this book appears in print, there may well be more). In The Beginning, there was simply the Literary Forum; as membership increased and online traffic became heavier, though, several new forums evolved from this, offering a broader range and more room for specialized interests among readers and writers.
My own usual electronic hangout is the Writers Forum, where I am a “section leader”1 in a section called “Research and the Craft of Writing.” This section deals with— surprise!—questions of research “Was peppermint candy available in New York in 1794?” “How do you render someone unconscious quickly, without leaving marks?”), and craft “How many points of view can you use in a novel?” “Should a writer begin with short stories before tackling a novel?”). Conversations are wide-ranging and always interesting, and I now and then take advantage of the forum’s members myself, for expert advice on research questions.
Sometimes, I simply ask a straightforward question “What does black powder smell like?”); occasionally, I’ll post a brief excerpt that I’m working on, to see whether some technical point “comes across” adequately in the context of the story, when read by someone with an expertise in medicine or whatever.
The following section shows part of a “thread,” or conversation, based on one of these excerpts. When a question is asked or a message posted in any of the CompuServe Forums, it may be addressed to a specific person, or to “All,” but anyone who reads it is more than welcome to respond.2 When I occasionally post an excerpt like this, there’s no telling who may read it, or what they may have to say about it. The original message(s) and the responses to it are collectively called a “thread.”
Most forums have members who participate regularly, as well as those who “lurk,” reading messages but rarely responding, and some who simply wander in from time to time. Since the “Research and the Craft of Writing” section is “mine,” I’m well acquainted with most of the regular participants and therefore know something of their own interests and backgrounds; other people I know only by name. To give more insight on the following thread, I’ve provided a quick capsule description of the participants.3
Elise Skidmore is an industrial technician by profession, who is section leader for the “Writing Exercises” section of the Writers Forum.
Rosina Lippi-Green is a professor of sociolinguistics and creative writing, and a published historical novelist (writing as Sara Donati).
Mira Kolar-Brown is a Project Manager (Employment Initiatives) based in Manchester, England, presently working on a mystery novel.
Coleen Harman is a veterinarian.
Ellen Mandell, an M.D. with specialties in OB/GYN and epidemiology, was following a trail of breadcrumbs when
she plunged down a rabbit hole and hasn’t been seen since. Alan Smithee is a specialist in medical radiology.
Beth Shope is raising a family in Switzerland and working on a fantasy novel.
Barbara Schnell is a German photojournalist and novelist, who also did the (excellent) German translation of Drums of Autumn (Der Ruf der Trommel).
Marte Brengle is a software expert and technical writer, working on a novel.
Betty Babas is a section leader in the Romance Forum.
Jo C. Harmon is an RN.
Susan Martin is my co-section leader in “Research and the Craft of Writing” and is at work on a historical mystery set in France.
Arlene McCrea is a retired academic.
Eve Ackerman is Librarian for several R&WI forums, and is working on a historical novel.
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SPOILER
Whew. Had a migraine all yesterday, and didn’t get _anything_ done, but finally finished this penicillin scene tonight. This is a somewhat longer scene than I’d usually post on the boards, but it’s kind of all-of-a-piece, so it didn’t seem suitable just to put up the first bit.

IN ORDER TO GIVE the flavor of this sort of online exchange, minimal editing has been done, and small conventions of online communication have been left as they appeared in the original messages. These include underscore marks (_) used to indicate italics or other emphasis in the text, abbreviations of commonly used terms, and assorted “emoticons.”
Since it isn’t possible to transmit tones of voice, facial expressions, or other nonverbal cues that people normally use in face-to-face conversations, many people use symbols known as “emoticons,” to indicate these cues and clarify the meaning of their messages. Such symbols as appear in this thread include:
<g> = grin, indicating that the person is smiling, or at least means to be humorous or well-intentioned
:) = also a smile (look at the symbol sideways)
;) = a wink
<d&r> = “ducking and running”; used when the writer has said something that he or she expects might provoke a strong reaction. Used to indicate a humorous intent.
<<>>= brackets enclose text that is quoted from an earlier message, in order to make it clear when a subsequent message is addressing a particular point from the earlier message.
SPOILER is used at the head of messages that contain excerpts of a to-be-published book or story, or that include discussions of published work (or films) that might give away important material concerning the plot. This is a courtesy warning to people who don’t want to know anything about a book, film, etc., prior to seeing the completed work.4
IANAD = “I am not a doctor.” (also IANAL = “I am not a lawyer”) A disclaimer of expert knowledge, preceding an opinion.
LOL = “Laughing out loud” OTOH = “On the other hand” FWTW = “For what it’s worth” IOW = “In other words”
It occurs to me that Alan might not want to read this, if he’s only beginning with OUTLANDER. But if you’re around, Ellen, (or any other of the medically knowledgeable) I’d appreciate any comments on plausibilities and procedures—just so I don’t get rashes of letters from People Who Know, later on.
Thanks,—Diana


Excerpt THE FIERY CROSS Copyright © 1997 Diana Gabaldon
[date]
_Was called from churning to attend Rosamund Lindsey, who arrived in late afternoon with a severe laceration to the left hand, sustained with an axe while girdling trees. Wound was extensive, having nearly severed the left thumb; laceration extended from base of index finger to two inches above the styloid process of the radius, which was superficially damaged. Injury had been sustained approximately three days prior, treated with rough binding and bacon grease. Extensive sepsis apparent, with suppuration, gross swelling of hand and forearm. Thumb blackened; gangrene apparent; characteristic pungent odor. Subcutaneous red streaks, indicative of blood poisoning, extended from site of injury nearly to antecubital fossa.
Patient presented with high fever (est. 104 degrees F, by hand), symptoms of dehydration, mild disorientation. Tachycardia evident.
In view of the seriousness of patient’s condition, recommended immediate amputation of limb at elbow. Patient refused to consider this, insisted instead upon application of pigeon poultice, consisting of the split body of a freshly killed pigeon, applied to wound (patient’s husband had brought pigeon, neck freshly wrung). Removed thumb at base of metacarpal, ligated remains of radial artery (crushed in original injury) and superficialis volae. Debrided and drained wound, applied approximately ½ oz. crude penicillin powder (source: rotted casaba rind, batch #23, prep. 15/4/71) topically, followed by application of mashed raw garlic (three cloves), barberry salve—and pigeon poultice, at insistence of husband. Administered fluids by mouth; febrifuge mixture of red centaury, bloodroot, and hops; water ad lib. Injected liquid penicillin mixture (batch #23, suspended in sterile water), IV, dosage ¼ oz. in suspension in sterile water.
Patients condition deteriorated rapidly, with increasing symptoms of disorientation and delirium, high fever. Extensive urticaria appeared on arm and upper torso. Attempted to relieve fever by repeated applications of cold water, to no avail. Patient being incoherent, requested permission to amputate from husband; permission denied on grounds that death appeared imminent, and patient “would not want to be buried in pieces.”
Repeated penicillin injection. Patient lapsed into unconsciousness shortly thereafter, and expired just before dawn, [date]._
I dipped my quill again, but then hesitated, letting the drops of ink slide off the sharpened point into the small gourd I used as an inkwell. How much more should I say?

The deeply ingrained disposition for scientific thoroughness warred with caution. It was important to describe what had happened, as fully as possible. At the same time, I hesitated to put down in writing what might amount to an admission of manslaughter—it wasn’t murder, I assured myself, though my guilty feelings made no such distinctions.
[continued]
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[continued]
“Feelings aren’t truth,” I murmured. Across the room, Brianna looked up from the bread she was slicing, but I bent my head over the page, and she returned to her whispered conversation with Marsali by the fire. It was no more than midafternoon, but dark and rainy outside. I had lit a candle by which to write, but the girls’ hands flickered over the dim table like moths, lighting here and there among the plates and platters.
The truth was that I didn’t think Rosamund Lindsey had died of septicemia. I was fairly sure that she had died of an acute reaction to an unpurified penicillin mixture—of the medicine I gave her, in short. Of course, the truth also was that the blood poisoning would certainly have killed her, left untreated.
The truth also was that I had had no way of knowing what the effects of the penicillin would be—but that was rather the point, wasn’t it? To make sure someone else _might_ know?
I twiddled the quill, rolling it between thumb and forefinger. I had kept a faithful account of my experiments with penicillin— the growing of cultures on media ranging from bread to chewed paw-paw and rotted melon rind, painstaking descriptions of the microscopic and gross identification of the _Penicillium_ molds, the effects of—to this point—very cautious applications.
Yes, certainly I must include a description of the effects. The real question, though, was—for whom was I keeping this careful record? I bit my lip, thinking. If it was only for my own reference, it would be a simple matter; I could simply record the symptoms, timing and effects, without explicitly noting the cause of death; I was unlikely to forget the circumstances, after all. But if this record were ever to be useful to someone else… someone who had no notion of the benefits and dangers of an antibiotic…
The ink was drying on the quill. I lowered the point to the page. _Age—44_, I wrote slowly. In this day, casebook accounts like this often ended with a pious description of the deceased’s last moments, marked—presumably—by Christian resignation on the part of the holy, repentance by the sinful. Neither attitude had marked the passage of Rosamund Lindsey.
I glanced at the coffin, sitting on its trestles under the rain-smeared window. The Lindseys’ cabin was no more than half-built; not suited for a funeral in the pouring rain. The coffin was open, awaiting the evening wake, but the muslin shroud had been drawn up over her face.
Rosamund had been a whore in Boston; growing too stout and too old to ply her trade with much profit, she had drifted south, looking for a husband. “I couldn’t bide another of them winters,” she had confided to me, soon after her arrival on the Ridge. “Nor yet another of them stinkin’ fishermen.”
She had found the necessary refuge in Kenneth Lindsey, who was looking for a wife to share the work of homesteading. Not a match born of physical attraction—the Lindseys had had perhaps six sound teeth between them—or emotional compatibility, still it had seemed an amicable relationship.
Shocked rather than grief-stricken, Kenny had been taken off by Jamie for medication with whisky—a somewhat more effective treatment than my own. At least I didn’t think it would be lethal.
Immediate cause of death_—I wrote, and paused again. I doubted that Rosamund’s response to approaching death would have found outlet in either prayer or philosophy, but she had had opportunity for neither. She had died blue-faced, congested and bulging-eyed, unable to force word or breath past the swollen tissues of her throat.
My own throat felt tight at the memory, as though I were being choked. I picked up the cooling cup of catmint tea and took a sip, feeling the pungent liquid slide soothingly down. It was little comfort that the septicemia would have killed her more lingeringly. Suffocation was quicker, but not much more pleasant.
I tapped the quill point on the blotter, leaving inky pinpoints that spread through the rough fibers of the paper, forming a galaxy of tiny stars. As to that—there was another possibility. Death might conceivably have been due to a pulmonary embolism—a clot in the lung. That would be a not-impossible complication of the septicemia, and could have accounted for the symptoms.
It was a hopeful thought, but not one I placed much credence in. It was the voice of experience, as much as the voice of conscience, that bade me dip the quill and write down “_anaphylaxis_,” before I could think again.
Was anaphylaxis a known medical term yet? I hadn’t seen it in any of Rawlings’s notes—but then, I hadn’t read them all. Still, while death from the shock of allergic reaction was not unknown in any time, it wasn’t common, and might not be known by name. Better describe it in detail, for whoever might read this.
And that was the rub, of course. Who _would_ read it? I thought it unlikely, but what if a stranger should read this and take my account for a confession of murder? That was far-fetched—but it could happen. I had come perilously close to being executed as a witch, in part because of my healing activities. Once almost burnt, twice shy, I thought wryly.
[continued]
#: 470988 S8/Research & craft [WRITERS]
23-Aug-97 03:52:08 Sb: #470986-SPOILER—Penicillin Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523 To: All
[continued]
_Extensive swelling in affected limb_, I wrote, and lifted the quill, the last word fading as the pen ran dry. I dipped it again and scratched doggedly on. _Swelling extended to upper torso, face, and neck. Skin pale, marked with reddish blotches. Respiration increasingly rapid and shallow, heartbeat very fast and light, tending to inaudibility. Palpitations evident. Lips and ears cyanotic. Pronounced exophthalmia._
I swallowed again, at the thought of Rosamund’s eyes, bulging under the lids, rolling to and fro in uncomprehending terror. We had tried to shut them, when we cleansed the body and laid it out for burial. It was customary to uncover the corpse’s face for the wake; I thought it unwise in this case.
I didn’t want to look at the coffin again, but did, with a small nod of acknowledgment and apology. Brianna’s head turned toward me, then sharply away. The smell of the food laid out for the wake was filling the room, mingling with the scents of oak-wood fire and oak-gall ink—and the fresh-planed oak of the coffin’s boards. I took another hasty gulp of tea, to stop my gorge rising.
I knew damn well why the first line of Hippocrates’ oath was, “First, do no harm.” It was too bloody easy to do harm. What hubris it took to lay hands on a person, to interfere. How delicate and complex were bodies, how crude a physician’s intrusions.
I could have sought seclusion in surgery or study, to write these notes. I knew why I hadn’t. The coarse muslin shroud glowed soft white in the rainy light from the window. I pinched the quill hard between thumb and forefinger, trying to forget the pop of the cricoid cartilage, when I had jabbed a penknife into Rosamund’s throat in a final, futile attempt to let air into her straining lungs.
And yet… there was not one practicing physician, I thought, who had never faced this. I had had it happen a few times before— even in a modern hospital, equipped with every life-saving device known to man— then.
Some future physician here would face the same dilemma; to undertake a possibly dangerous treatment, or to allow a patient to die who _might_ have been saved. And that was my own dilemma—to balance the unlikely possibility of prosecution for manslaughter against the unknown value of my records to someone who might seek knowledge in them.
Who might that be? I wiped the pen, thinking. There were as yet few medical schools, and those few, mostly in Europe. Most physicians gained their knowledge from apprenticeship and experience. I slipped a finger into the casebook, feeling blind between the early pages, kept by the book’s original owner, Daniel Rawlings.
Rawlings had not gone to medical school. Though if he had, many of his techniques would still have been shocking by my standards. My mouth twisted at the thought of some of the treatments I had seen described in those closely written pages—infusions of liquid mercury to cure syphilis, cupping and blistering for epileptic fits, lancing and bleeding for every disorder from indigestion to impotence.
And still, Daniel Rawlings had been a doctor. Reading his case notes, as I sometimes did, I could feel his care for his patients, his curiosity regarding the mysteries of the body.
Moved by impulse, I turned back to the pages containing Rawlings’s notes. Perhaps I was only delaying to let my subconscious reach a decision—or perhaps I felt the need of communication, no matter how remote, with another physician, someone like me.
Someone like me. I stared at the page, with its neat, small writing, its careful illustration, seeing none of the details. Who was there, like me? No one. I had thought of it before, but only vaguely, in the way of a problem acknowledged, but so distant as not to require any urgency. In the colony of North Carolina, so far as I knew, there was only one formally designated “doctor”—Fentiman. I snorted, and took another sip of tea. Better Murdock MacLeod and his nostrums—most of those were harmless, at least.
I sipped my tea, regarding Rosamund. The simple truth was that I wouldn’t last forever, either. With luck, a good long time yet—but still, not forever. I needed to find someone to whom I could pass on at least the rudiments of what I knew.
A stifled giggle from the table, the girls whispering over the pots of headcheese, the bowls of sauerkraut and boiled potatoes. No, I thought, with some regret. Not Brianna.
She would be the logical choice; she knew what modern medicine was, at least. There would be no overcoming of ignorance and superstition, no need to convince of the virtues of asepsis, the dangers of germs. But she had no natural inclination, no instinct for healing. She was not squeamish or afraid of blood—she had helped me with any number of childbirths and minor surgical procedures—and yet she lacked that peculiar mixture of empathy and ruthlessness a doctor needs.
She was perhaps Jamie’s child more than mine, I reflected, watching the firelight ripple in the falls of her hair as she moved. She had his courage, his great tenderness—but it was the courage of a warrior, the tenderness of a strength that could crush if it chose. I had not managed to give her my gift; the knowledge of blood and bone, the secret ways of the chambers of the heart. Brianna’s head lifted sharply, turning toward the door. Marsali, slower, turned too, listening.
It was barely audible through the thrumming of the rain, but knowing it was there, I could pick it out—a male voice, raised high, chanting. A pause, and then a faint answering rumble that might have been distant thunder, but wasn’t. The men were coming down from the shelter on the mountain.
[continued]
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Kenny Lindsey had asked Roger to sing the _caithris_ for Rosamund; the formal Gaelic lament for the dead. “She wasna Scots,” Kenny had said, wiping eyes bleared from tears and a long night’s watching. “Nor even Godfearin’. But she was that fond o’ singin’, and she fair admired your way o’ it, MacKenzie.”
Roger had never sung a _caithris_ before; I knew he had never heard one. “Dinna fash,” Jamie had murmured to him, hand on his arm, “all ye need to be is loud.” Roger had bent his head gravely in acquiescence, and went with Jamie and Kenneth, to drink whisky by the malting floor and learn what he could of Rosamund’s life, the better to lament her passing.
The singing vanished; the wind had shifted. It was a freak of the storm that we had heard them so soon—they would be headed down the Ridge now, to collect mourners from the outlying cabins, and then to lead them all in procession back up to the house, for the feasting and singing and storytelling that would go on all night.
I yawned involuntarily, my jaw cracking at the thought of it. I’d never last, I thought in dismay. I had had a few hours’ sleep in the morning, but not enough to sustain me through a full-blown Gaelic wake and funeral. The floors would be thick with bodies by dawn, all of them smelling of whisky and wet clothes.
I yawned again, then blinked, my eyes swimming as I shook my head to clear it. Every bone in my body ached with fatigue, and I wanted nothing more than to go to bed for several days.
Deep in thought, I hadn’t noticed Brianna coming to stand behind me. Her hands came down on my shoulders, and she moved closer, so I felt the warmth of her touching me. Marsali had gone; we were alone. She began to massage my shoulders, long thumbs moving slowly up the cords of my neck. “Tired?” she asked.
“Mm. I’ll do,” I said. I closed the book, and leaned back, relaxing momentarily in the sheer relief of her touch. I hadn’t realized I was strung so tightly.
The big room was quiet and orderly, ready for the wake. The girls had lit a pair of candles, one at each end of the laden table, and shadows flickered over the whitewashed walls, the quiet coffin, as the candle-flames bent in a sudden draft.
“I think I killed her,” I said suddenly, not meaning to say it at all. “It was the penicillin that killed her.”
The long fingers didn’t stop their soothing movement.
“Was it?” she murmured. “You couldn’t have done any differently, though, could you?”
“No.”
A small shudder of relief went over me, as much from the bald confession as from the gradual release of the painful tightness in my neck and shoulders.
“It’s okay,” she said softly, rubbing, stroking. “She would have died anyway, wouldn’t she? It’s sad, but you didn’t do wrong. You know that.”
“I know that.” To my surprise, a single tear slid down my cheek and dropped on the blotter, puckering the thick paper. I blinked hard, struggling for control. I didn’t want to distress Brianna.
She wasn’t distressed. Her hands left my shoulders, and I heard the scraping of stool legs. Then her arms came around me, and I let her draw me back, my head resting just under her chin. She simply held me, letting the rise and fall of her breathing calm me.
“I went to dinner with Uncle Joe once, just after he’d lost a patient,” she said finally. “He told me about it.”
“Did he?” I was a little surprised; I wouldn’t have thought Joe would talk about such things with her.
“He didn’t mean to. I could see something was bothering him, though, so I asked. And—he needed to talk, and I was there. Afterward, he said it was almost like having you there. I didn’t know he called you Lady Jane.”
“Yes,” I said. “Because of the way I talk, he said.” I felt a breath of laughter against my ear, and smiled slightly in response. I closed my eyes, and could see my friend, gesturing in passionate conversation, face alight with the desire to tease.
“He said—that when something like that happened, sometimes there would be a sort of formal inquiry, at the hospital. Not like a trial, not that—but a gathering of the other doctors, to hear exactly what happened, what went wrong. He said it was sort of like confession, to tell it to other doctors, who could understand—and it helped.”
“Mm-hm.” She was swaying lightly, rocking me as she moved, as she rocked Jemmy, soothing.
“Is that what’s bothering you?” she asked quietly. “Not just Rosamund—but that you’re alone? You don’t have anybody who can really understand?”
Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, her hands crossed, resting lightly on my chest.
Young, broad, capable hands, the skin fresh and fair, smelling of fresh-baked bread and strawberry jam. I lifted one, and laid the warm palm against my cheek.
“Apparently I do,” I said.
The hand curved, stroked my cheek and dropped away. The big young hand moved slowly, smoothing the hair behind my ear with soft affection. “It will be all right,” she said. “Everything will be all right.”
“Yes,” I said, and smiled, despite the tears blurring my eyes. I couldn’t teach her to be a doctor. But evidently I had, without meaning to, somehow taught her to be a mother.
“You should go lie down,” she said, taking her hands away reluctantly. “It will be an hour at least, before they get here.”
I let my breath go out in a sigh, feeling the peace of the house around me. If Fraser’s Ridge had been a short-lived haven for Rosamund Lindsey, still it had been a true home. We would see her safe, and honored in death.
“In a minute,” I said, wiping my nose. “I need to finish something, first.”
I sat up straight and opened my book. I dipped my pen, and began to write the lines that must be there, for the sake of the unknown physician who would follow me.
[end section]
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Dear Diana,
As usual, this piece of writing from you is wonderfully done. While I don’t know anything about the medical aspects, the emotional ones ring true. I am always a bit awed when I read these excerpts. You make it look so easy.
Now, I haven’t a clue what “cupping and blistering for epileptic fits” is, but I was wondering at your use of “fits.” I was always told that term was incorrect, that “seizure” was the “proper” word. I know you’re dynamite at research (as this whole excerpt proves), so I’m wondering, would Claire have used “epileptic fits”? When I was around 10–11 (’64-’65), my girlfriend’s mother used to have these seizures all the time and I can remember being told about it back then so I don’t think it’s a PC thing. With Claire being a doctor, I’d think she’d be more sensitive about the wording, but then, I could be wrong. It’s happened before. <s>:-)Elise
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Dear Elise—
No, the proper word—and the one Claire would use herself—_is_ “seizure.” However, what she’s doing there is not contemplating epilepsy _per se_, but thinking of Rawlings’s casebook descriptions. And he, being an eighteenth-century practitioner, very likely did say “fits.” <g> In other words, she isn’t directly quoting him, but she’s thinking of the things she read in his case notes.
“Fits,” by the way, was common usage in the American South, well into this century. My great-grandmother, from Kentucky, wasn’t at all countrified, but she said “fits,” and so did most of her family.
Cupping and blistering, by the way, was a process in which small fires were lighted on the skin, to draw evil humours to the surface.
In re “You make it look so easy.” Just to put things in perspective, this is just about two weeks’ work you’re looking at. <g>—Diana
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Dear Diana,
Thanks for explaining the reasoning behind why you used “fits” vs. “seizure.” Makes perfect sense to me and I just _knew_ you had good reason for it. <s>
In re “You make it look so easy.” Just to put things in perspective, this is just about two weeks’ work you’re looking at. <g> >>
Well, that’s the mark of all champions, making what’s really tough look like a piece of cake. Kudos to you. I thought the excerpt was very well done. Those two weeks were well spent.:-) Elise
#: 471256 S8/Research & craft [WRITERS]
23-Aug-97 22:50:22
Sb: #471087-SPOILER—Penicillin
Fm: Marte Brengle 76703,4242
To: Elise Skidmore S/L 6 71576,375
Cupping is exactly what one might think—the application of small, thick-rimmed cups to the skin. The person doing the cupping first lights a bit of some kind of aromatic herb (usually) and tosses the flaming material into the cup, then quickly turns it upside down onto the patient’s back. As the flaming material burns up the oxygen, a vacuum forms and the skin rises inside the cup.
My grandmother (Evelyn Eaton) gives a rather vivid description of having this done to her in one of her collections of autobiographical short stories (originally printed in the _New Yorker_). I believe it’s “Every Month Was May” but could possibly be “The North Star Is Nearer.” My mother’s got my copies of the books so I can’t check, but the story itself is memorable.—M
#: 471379 S8/Research & craft [WRITERS]
24-Aug-97 10:36:30
Sb: #471256-SPOILER—Penicillin
Fm: Elise Skidmore S/L 6 71576,375
To: Marte Brengle 76703,4242
So tell me, did this actually help cure anything? Doesn’t sound real pleasant to me.:-)Elise
Fm: Marte Brengle 76703,4242
To: Elise Skidmore S/L 6 71576,375
My grandmother had “catarrh” which was an all-purpose term for a heavy chest cold, and yes, apparently the cupping did help. It was about all that was available in rural France in the 1930s.—M—
Fm: Rosina Lippi-Green 102014,1664
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,532
Diana,
I’ve read it twice. I’m not surprised it took you a while to write it, it’s very, very finely put together.
I can’t comment on the medical aspects, of course, but I think the form and rhythm of it—starting with the formal description and moving into the introspection, ending with the conversation—works beautifully.
rosina
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Rosina Lippi-Green 102014,1664 (X)
Dear Rosina—
Thanks!—Diana
Fm: Coleen 103361,1003
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Gosh, Diana, it feels right, emotionally and medically. The medical record is objective, as one would expect, and the doctor is experiencing the mixed emotions during writing that (I think) most healers have experienced. I identified mostly with the emotions and especially the confessional aspect of the situation. Even when you did everything possible, you feel like there must have been something more you could have done. Very well written. The piece has, of course, made me pause to think about possible solutions to Claires anaphylaxis problem… if there were some epinephrinelike plant—ephedra perhaps? Just thinking out loud… <g> Coleen
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Coleen 103361,1003 (X)
Dear Coleen:
Oh, good; glad it works for you. Re the ephedra—we got it out here in the Southwest, but evidently not in the Eastern/Central region, according to the _Peterson Field Guide to Medicinal Plants_. There’s _lots_ of stuff listed as “allergenic,” but my general impression is that they mean people are easily allergic to ’em, not that they relieve allergic symptoms. <g>
The only anti-allergenics from the Eastern region are (evidently) wild licorice, chamomile, and wild yam. Wild yam might actually be a possibility, in that diosgenin from yams is the basis for the steroid hormones used in a good many modern drugs—like oral contraceptives and asthma medications—BUT (the book says), such drugs are derived “from elaborately processed chemicals found in the wild yam.” Claire wouldn’t have anything beyond simple pressing, distilling, extraction, and/or steeping, which might not be sufficient to the purpose. <g>
It’s still a thought, but I think one might have procedural problems with administering an antidote to anaphylactic shock—even if you knew of one—insofar as for most such things, you have to steep the herb in boiling water or otherwise do something time-consuming to it, in order to extract the active principle. Judging from the anecdotes I’ve heard from Kit and others, I don’t think you’d have time to do that, if someone went into full-blown anaphylaxis right in front of you—and anaphylactic shock wouldn’t be a sufficiently common occurrence in that setting for a physician to keep the remedy always on hand (given that most herbal medicines have to be made fresh at fairly short intervals; they don’t keep well).
Thanks!—Diana
Fm: Coleen 103361,1003
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Hmm… interesting dilemma. I also wondered if maybe caffeine from coffee or theophylline from tea would help—but I remember Claire’s aversion to the traditional English tea (or even the theobromine from chocolate… yum). I know it’s not for this patient since it’s such a poignant part of Claire’s learning experience… I’m just doing the typical problem-solving that’s been drilled into my head. <g>
No, these probably wouldn’t work for acute, severe anaphylactic reactions, only for respiratory signs, or asthma attacks… Purified cow’s adrenal? LOL—the person she tried that on would probably end up being allergic to cow protein! <g>
Persistent, ain’t I?
Coleen
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Coleen 103361,1003
Dear Coleen—
Oh, Claire likes tea. <g> However, we are at the moment in a ra-ther remote little settlement in the mountains of North Carolina, it’s 1770, and the Townshend Acts have been in effect for the last two years—these being import taxes on British products like… er… tea? (Boston Tea Party ring a bell? <g>)
Why don’t you tell me exactly how to purify a cow adrenal, just in case I ever need to know this? <g>
Diana
Fm: Coleen 103361,1003
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Hi again, Diana,
<giggle>—I remember her comment about black tea to John Grey in an excerpt from The King Farewell—oop! I guess I’m getting a little ahead of the story.
Hmm… I remember seeing the TV show dramatizing how the Canadian team discovered insulin… I don’t think they gave the specifics of how to purify pancreas though <g>. I wonder if it would be the same for adrenal… Not quite the same conversation they’re having in the Food topic:) I’m afraid school never taught us all those neat recipes. Just poke the vial and suck it out—that’s about as much as they thought we could handle <g>.
Coleen (who is actually looking to see if she has anything on the discovery of adrenaline, even if you were being facetious <ggg>)
Fm: Susan Martin/SL8 74101,113
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Diana,
I can’t speak to the medical part—nothing stuck out to me, but then IANAD. As to the emotional part, lovely. Well done!
—Susan
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Susan Martin/SL8 74101,113
Dear Susan—
Thank you!
—Diana
Fm: Mira Brown 100425,170
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Hi, Diana,
Hope the migraine is better. Mountain Dew with avocado and bagels? <g>
To the scene: I echo much of what Rosina has already said. Love the loneliness, the desperate need for contact with the other doctor, the need for reassurance that eventually comes from Brianna.
Also, the “orderly room” filled with the smell of wood and food, complete with the corpse and candles. I’ve seen it in villages back home—it still makes me shiver a bit but also has that wonderful “life goes on” quality.
However, strictly as a reader <g>, I find it difficult to accept that C. would even consider the woman’s death as a murder or her responsibility in such a big way. I repeat here as a lay-reader because in truth it would take a doctor, and the one who had to go through something like that to pass an informed judgment.
Years ago I was involved in a road accident (it wasn’t me driving) and between someone’s massive incompetence, high snow, ice, etc., I was brought to the hospital having virtually bled to death. Apparently, there’s more to blood transfusion than just establishing that I was A+. But, the emergency team had no time for niceties—they grabbed the first A+ to hand. I was very lucky and it happened to be a perfect match, but the boys were still terribly upset when I woke up, because I could have died on them—apparently. The thing is, that was a modern hospital, and they still had no option. Neither did Claire. I could understand her self-recriminations if she had a number of choices and made the wrong one. Even then it would have hardly been a murder. You’ve tied both her hands behind her back with the state the woman was brought in, the woman’s and then her husband’s refusal of amputation and insistence on pigeon poultice (pigeon poultice?!—did they really do that?), the absence of any other medication, etc.… Would a mature woman and a practicing, experienced doctor really blame herself that much for taking the *only* option open to her? I think I’d rather see anger that she wasn’t allowed to do her job as she saw fit, at the futility of the woman’s death.
Having said that, I like very much her reluctance to enter the details in her log book. That is very nicely done.
Mira

Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Mira Brown 100425,170 (X)
Dear Mira—
Well, as you say, the medical people at the hospital were terribly upset, because you _could_ have died, and they felt responsible, even though they had no choice. I’ve talked with a number of doctors by way of research (and curiosity), and an underlying sense of deep responsibility—that does go beyond reason, now and then—seems to be a trait they share.
One doctor told me about in-house inquiries into patient deaths—a vague variant of which I used in this scene—and mentioned that one of the chief intentions/effects of this was to provide catharsis for the physician who had caused/presided over the death, because there _was_ a deep feeling of guilt attending, no matter whether the physician _could_ have prevented the death or not.
In other words, Claire’s feelings of responsibility and guilt are pretty much based on testimony by Real Doctors I Have Known (and read about). They may be slightly complicated here by the use of the penicillin; that is, she _knows_ how chancy the stuff is, though the chanciness would more often have to do with a lack of effectiveness, or an accidental contamination, than with a straightforward hypersensitivity. Still, she knows how desperately valuable an antibiotic can be, and has been making steady efforts throughout the book to find a way to make it reliable enough to be useful.
So, this penicillin is entirely her game, so to speak; naturally, she’s going to feel responsible for anything that happens in consequence of using it, no matter what the other circumstances.
As to anger—well, she’s been in the eighteenth century for a longish time now, and she’s seen one hell of a lot of (what would be by modern standards) unnecessary deaths. I don’t think she’d waste a lot of time getting angry at people for ignorance—she never has, if you look back at the other books. She’s pretty outspoken about telling people what they _ought_ to do, but she’d lived in primitive places long before her disappearance into the past; she isn’t one to look down on people or get mad at them because they don’t know what she knows.
Besides. <g> I wanted to make the point about mortality and immortality. For the first time, Claire admits—if offhandedly—that she’ll die herself one day. What she knows is very, very valuable in this day and age; she _has_ to find a way to pass it on, if she possibly can. Notes in her casebook are all very well, but what she _really_ needs is to find an apprentice.
Likewise, she realizes—also perhaps for the first time—that she _has_ given part of herself to her daughter, and that will continue, even after Claire herself has gone.
So, the guilt and responsibility flow naturally into that whole mortality/immortality theme (if I dare mention such a word); everything fits—the need for confession, connection, understanding; realization of mortality and the need for continuance; and finally, unexpected absolution. Raging about what had happened wouldn’t fit; it would just be a distraction.
See, this scene isn’t _about_ Rosamund; it’s about Claire.
Glad you liked the “life goes on” part; so did I. <g>
—Diana
Fm: Mira Brown 100425,170
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Hi Diana,
(In my own case, I should imagine the doctors did get angry with the couple of doctors who failed to stem the bleeding, and with plenty of reason. It wasn’t a case of “looking down,” just simple, justified expectations from their own profession.)
<<she isn’t one to look down on people or get mad at them because they don’t know what she knows.>>
Yes, I have noted that before and thought that was really well handled. After I sent the message I realized it would be easy to interpret the “anger” that way and that’s not what I meant. I’m talking a more general feeling/awareness of helplessness and limitations—the anger that’s a result of frustration. That’s something I can see happening to a doctor over and over again, keeping them from getting de-sensitised (sp?), maintaining the sense of personal responsibility (which is quite different from guilt, far more rational).
You know I get a feeling that we may be hitting yet again the American/European divide. While I don’t think there are *any* actual differences, the psychological process is very probably exactly the same on both sides of the Atlantic, interpretation/presentation may be very different. Europeans don’t mind being seen as “realistic”; Americans very often wrap it up in emotional tissue paper. Do I need to d&r? <g> Actually, I’d dearly love a British or mainland European doctor to get involved here.
<< Besides. <g> I wanted to make the point about mortality and immortality. For the first time, Claire admits—if offhandedly—that she’ll die herself one day. What she knows is very, very valuable in this day and age; she _has_ to find a way to pass it on, if she possibly can. Notes in her casebook are all very well, but what she _really_ needs is to find an apprentice. Hm? >>
Hm, indeed. You see, until now I’ve never taken your time travel very seriously. To me it’s been just a vehicle, not really very different from a plane or a camel. Now, you are bringing it into a different focus, and at least for the moment, I can’t get my head around it. There are questions piling up faster than I can type them: Where is Claire going to die? Does she know she can’t change/influence history? How much is anything she does influenced by the fact that she can—at least in theory—pop back to her own time and look up the history records for that time/area? You see, I really can’t deal with this imaginatively. <g> How *do* you see it?
<< Raging about what had happened wouldn’t fit; it would just be a distraction. See, this scene isn’t _about_ Rosamund; it’s about Claire. >> Agreed. And a good way of doing it. Mira
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Mira Brown 100425,170
Dear Mira—
Ah, I see. Yes, I had misunderstood your first account of your accident—I thought the doctors who tended you later were upset because the earlier rescuers hadn’t done things right. Got it. <g>
Yes, good point regarding American/European methods of expression. That’s one reason I gave Claire such a “mixed” background from the beginning; I figured it was inevitable that I would occasionally do something recognizably American, rather than British, but if she had spent a good deal of time in contact with Americans (during the War), or working in America (during her years with Frank), any such cross-cultural lapses would still be believable. —Diana
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Mira Brown 100425,170
P.S. Oh, the time travel. Ah… have you read the second book in the series? That begins to deal with these questions—but not nearly on the level that FIERY CROSS will.
Can one change history? Well, yes and no (under the Gabaldon Theory of Time Travel, that is). One usually _can’t_ change the outcome of any “large” event, simply because knowledge isn’t the crucial factor.
If you _knew_ for an absolute fact that someone was going to assassinate President Clinton tomorrow—what would you do to prevent it? Call the FBI? Sure, and when they ask you how you know, and what you know, and by the way, what is the number you are calling from, please… Go to wherever Clinton will be tomorrow (and how do you find that out? And do you have sufficient money to buy a plane ticket to get there?), and try to spot the potential assassin, and/or warn the President himself? Think about it. And then consider that an assassination is a very simple historical event, by contrast to things like battles, wars, major economic movements (how would one go about preventing the Depression of the 1930s, say?), etc.
The thing is, most “large” historical events occur as the result of the cumulative actions (pro, con, and sideways) of dozens, hundreds, _thousands_ of people. _One_ person, no matter how much he or she _knows_, is not likely to be able to exert enough power to sway things.
On the other hand… an individual quite possibly _can_ change “small” events, with the assistance of foreknowledge. That is, events that affect only one, or a few people—because those are the sort of events that a single individual normally _does_ affect, with or without specialized knowledge. You probably _could_ keep someone—an ordinary person, whom another ordinary person could easily approach—from getting on a plane you knew would crash; if necessary, you could tackle them physically, or hit them over the head. <g>
You might not always succeed in changing small events—but I think you _could_; whereas an ordinary individual usually wouldn’t be in a position where he or she would have the power necessary to change larger events.
That help any?
Fm: Beth Shope 110137,367
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Diana,
Re: changing history. I have often wondered if Jamie and Claire’s efforts to prevent Culloden by ruining Bonnie Prince Charlie financially, did in actual fact ensure that it happened—because the Prince foolishly sailed for Scotland without the necessary resources (which they had so helpfully deprived him of). Beth
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Beth Shope 110137,367 (X)
Dear Beth—
Oh, indeed they might have—a thought that occurs to them later on, during heated discussions of time-changing in FIERY CROSS. As it happens <g>, they didn’t, but then, we haven’t yet gotten to the revelation of what (and who) really happened to the 30,000 pounds of French gold, either. And one of these days, we might find out whose side the Duke of Sandringham was really on, too. (See above, “cumulative actions of _lots_ of people!” <g>)
One thing we’ve got going here is the contrast between “large” and “small” historical events. They _couldn’t_ change Culloden, which was a large event (and the focus—in that particular plotline—of DRAGONFLY [middle book of the first trilogy]). In FIERY CROSS, the abiding time-change question through the book (middle book of the second trilogy) is a _personal_ question: Can Jamie and Claire avoid their own predicted fate?
They aren’t about to try to change the outcome of the American Revolution—aside from the general impossibility of such a thing (there was no climactic battle—though I do have something in mind for Yorktown <g>), they don’t have any objection to history continuing in its known pathway. But on a personal level?
Well, as Jamie says, “If ye ken the house is going to burn down, what sort of idiot would stand in it?”
Of course, the interesting thing about time travel, history-changing (or not-changing) etc., is the Moebius twist. <g> — Diana
Fm: Beth Shope 110137,367
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Diana,
<< And one of these days, we might find out whose side the Duke of Sandringham was really on, too. >>
One of the burning questions of this generation of readers… <g>.
<<Can Jamie and Claire avoid their own predicted fate?>>
Well, can they? No, don’t answer that.… Beth
Fm: Barbara Schnell/SL 7 & 15 70007,6001
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Dear Diana,
I just started reading THE THIRTY-NINE STEPS this morning, and when Buchan defines his book as “the romance where the incidents defy the probabilities, and march just inside the borders of the possible” in its preface, he echoes very nicely what I thought when reading your excerpt last night.
I don’t know how probable Claire’s penicillin experiments are (but I do hope the medical experts will give you an alls-clear to let the scene stand), but once again you tie them very nicely with events and questions that are deeply rooted in a doctor’s professional life—and, to make them ring even truer, in a mother’s life.
That’s what kept me reading the later parts of VOYAGER (and keeps me rereading it); that even though the plot sometimes made me think that now Robert Louis Stevenson had finally gotten the better of you <g>, there are always those deeply human elements in it that make this more than “just” entertainment. Same here, on a smaller scale: daring setting, but at the same time something for me to relate to. And to respond to, Kleenex and all <g>.
As you may notice, I’ve given in to curiosity and read the scene, and I don’t think you’ve spoiled anything for me. So, if you still feel like it, I’d be more than happy if you shared whatever scenes you feel like showing to someone with me.
Thanks for posting this. Baerbel
Fm: Mira Brown 100425,170
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Hi Diana,
<< Can one change history? Well, yes and no (under the Gabaldon Theory of Time Travel, that is). One usually _can’t_ change the outcome of any “large” event, simply because knowledge isn’t the crucial factor. >>
Ah, yes, one can’t stop the Jacobean uprising but one can tell friends to plant potatoes? I think I’ve grasped enough of the Gabaldon Theory of Time Travel *not* to expect you to put Mr. Fleming out of business. <g>
OK, I’ll try and explain what I mean, but I probably won’t do it very well: Even with the accepted perspective on the past and the future, it’s fairly normal to have at best limited expectations of one’s own impact and contribution. Now, Claire *knows* that penicillin doesn’t come into use (other than use of mould in traditional medicine all over the world, I suppose) until WWII. How does, or doesn’t it or even shouldn’t that affect her “back to the future” view of events? I can understand her desire, even ability, to improve things in whatever small way she can, but somewhere in there must be more doubt than hope, more for her than people who live in their own time. This is where I get lost in all this “backward and forward” stuff.

<<If you _knew_ for an absolute fact that someone was going to assassinate President Clinton tomorrow—what would you do to prevent it? >> Do I have to answer this? <g> Mira
Fm: Eve Ackerman/Librarian 71702,3077
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Speaking of time travel…
I was thinking about your characters the other day. So far, we haven’t seen any travel forward in time farther than where he/she would be in “normal” life. IOW, Claire returned to the twentieth century no later than where she would have been anyway, right?
So what does this mean to a baby born in the eighteenth century whose parents can return to their points of departure in the twentieth century? Would he not be traveling forward beyond his biological time?
But of course, being an author, you have godlike powers to do whatever you want. Within reason<g>. Eve Ackerman/Librarian
Fm: Marte Brengle 76703,4242
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523 (X)
I think in the event of assassinations and so forth, while one couldn’t change the outcome, one *could* use foreknowledge to clear up various and sundry mysteries. Think if you could step through the stones and go back to November 1963 and focus a tele-photo lens on that sixth-floor window in Dallas, for example. (And then scoot before the FBI grabbed the film.)
But as for changing small events… have you ever read that wonderful science fiction story where the time-traveler steps on the butterfly?—M—
Fm: Betty Babas 76336,113
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
changing events…
So, for instance, doing something that assures Hitler dies in WWI wouldn’t necessarily prevent WWII. Just that someone else would emerge to take his place?
OTOH, we could (for fictional purposes) alter something in history which, if we *hadn’t* interfered, could result in the present being different than it is.
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Betty Babas 76336,113
Dear Betty—
Well, there’s the rub; _some_ large events really are dependent on the personality of a specified individual—Bonnie Prince Charlie, for example. Eliminate _him_, and sure enough, that particular event (Culloden) probably won’t happen (though something else _might_). Thing is—is our putative time-traveler capable of what amounts to cold-blooded murder, even for a larger cause? J & C weren’t—and lived to regret it.
Hitler, I dunno. Chances are that_some-thing_cataclysmic would have happened, given all the other circumstances, but it might have taken quite a different shape. Who knows? <g>
That’s what makes time travel fun. <g>— Diana
Fm: Alan Smithee 110165,3374
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Hi, Diana!
You warned me, but I couldn’t help reading the penicillin scene. I love the way you use words. It takes me right into the situation, making me feel the pain and sadness that seeing a patient, and a doctor, in this desperate plight always brings.
I think I may need to know more about your intentions and Claires character to figure how to approach this. After reading the scene I’m unclear about what has caused Rosamund’s death. In fact, were I in Claire’s position, I don’t think I’d conclude that the death could be blamed upon the penicillin—at least not solely upon the penicillin. Is this what you intended? If Claire is the sort of person who would be harder on herself than would her peers, a common tendency among many fine physicians, any mystery, even a slight doubt, about the cause would trouble her because of the unorthodox methods she’d employed.
This is certainly not my bailiwick, but I believe that a fatal drug reaction of this sort would probably occur rapidly, within minutes (possibly even seconds), of the initial injection, though, I suppose, in the patient’s already compromised condition, a less catastrophic immune-involved reaction than anaphylaxis could still result in her death over a longer period of time. (I have the impression from the scene that Rosamund’s death had required much more time than I would have anticipated.) High fever is not a symptom I’d expect of either anaphylaxis or pulmonary embolic phenomena. (Obviously, severe anaphylaxis would result in high fever were it not for the fact that, without modern forms of intervention, it would most likely result in the patient’s immediate expiration.) If Rosamund is already suffering from hyperthermia before Claire gets to her, this obfuscates the cause of death by making it apparent that the sepsis was already advanced and systemic. If high fever occurs following treatment, it actually reduces the likelihood that the penicillin caused the death. High fever would make me think that the surgical treatment of the wound might have spilled an abscess into the patient’s bloodstream, thereby leading to anaphylaxis or bacterial embolus or both. That type of accident is always a risk of this type of invasic intervention and is the reason why it would be normal to administer IV antibiotic _before_ attempting it. The risk of sudden systemic introduction of a large colony of pathogens would be greatly reduced by amputation above the affected area, the solution that Claire suggested when she first saw the patient. Before antibiotics, amputation of a gangrenous limb proximal to the infection was the only course with a reasonable expectation of success. (By the way, why does Claire agree to the pigeon poultice? I know that she’s working in less-than-ideal social circumstances here, but this is a practice that she might have a really tough time accepting—you know, the “do no harm” thing. Not that a gangrenous wound is likely to become that much more badly infected, I suppose. But the mere mention of it made me flinch in revulsion.)
I would also note that a _single_ (massive) PE causes death by sudden occlusion of major pulmonary arterial supply, resulting in the dramatic onset of anoxia. A strong victim fights violently for a few moments, flailing and gasping desperately for air, before succumbing, a weak patient merely ceases to live. (The problem with pulmonary embolic phenomena is that, however well the patient can move air, it just doesn’t do any good. The blood won’t be oxygenated because pulmonary circulation has ceased due to the blockage. No heroic measures of any kind can save the victim from massive PE.) A less sudden death from pulmonary embolic phenomena results when there is a more gradual showering of many micro-emboli into the lung-bed capillaries, causing a more gradual reduction in pulmonary circulation. So you might want to refer to pulmonary emboli instead of pulmonary embolus if this is to be the possible cause of a death that doesn’t occur suddenly.

Is any of this helpful? I hope I’m expressing my ideas clearly here, and that they may be constructive for you. Ellen and others may have more useful suggestions.
I’m sorry to hear about the migraine. One of my problems in recent months, too. Matter of fact, I had one yesterday—all day. It’s a terrible thing when a man feels so bad he can’t even whine!!! <bg>
Sincerely, and with best regards, Alan Smithee
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Alan Smithee 110165,3374 (X)
Dear Alan—
Thank you! Re your comments, let’s see if I can disentangle enough to answer coherently. <g>
Okay. Rosamund is suffering from fever _before_ administration of penicillin (I’d figure anybody who’d had a major wound infection for three days would have some degree of fever, don’t you?). So we can probably assume that the septicemia is systemic, thus providing a stronger motive for trying the experimental penicillin. Likewise, we can safely assume that the fever is not caused by the injection. (Claire does write, “Patient presented with high fever…” right? Doesn’t this mean the patient had a high fever when first seen?)
Rosamund does expire very quickly following the second injection—maybe ten to fifteen minutes? (given that Claire is trying various resuscitory [goodness, is that a word?] techniques, like cricothyrotomy). You (the reader) might not have much idea of the time frame from the original description—which is the result of Claire’s caution in writing down a detailed description. If that seems a necessary piece of information, it would be easy to add a line regarding the timing.
If she’s writing this purely as her own case notes, it wouldn’t be necessary to record a lot of stuff—like the time between injection and expiration, or the failure of resuscitation—because she (Claire) would be unlikely either to forget those details, or to need them later.
On the other hand, if she’s writing at least in part for the information of an unknown person who may have nothing to go on _save_ the case notes, she’d better put down every single thing she can, including things like a very detailed description of the anaphylaxis and the steps taken to combat it (ineffective though they might be); an illustrated account of how to perform a cricothyrotomy (with notes on the circumstances in which to employ this procedure); possible causes of complication (including pulmonary emboli, abscess-spilling, etc.), and so on.
However, she hasn’t gotten to the point of deciding how much to put down; when the scene opens, she’s still in the process of writing. (One thing to consider from a purely novelistic point of view is how much detail will lend hat sense of reality to a reader, and how much is overkill <g>. Consequently, I started with the minimum, and let other details—like Rosamund’s respiratory distress—emerge less directly, during the course of Claire’s introspection.)
Yes, OK; she should administer the first injection before doing the mechanical intervention—a good point.
Re the pigeon poultice; that’s done mostly for the psychological benefit of the patient—that’s what the patient is convinced will help. From the description, a thick layer of antibacterial dressing is applied to the wound (which is probably also bandaged—perhaps I should mention that step, too), and then the split pigeon bound over that. As described, the raw pigeon wouldn’t actually be in physical contact with the open wound, and while it might be cumbersome, probably_ wouldn’t_ do any actual harm.
Many thanks—your comments are _very_ helpful!—Diana
Fm: Alan Smithee 110165,3374
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Dear Diana,
Yes, I understood that Rosamund presented with high fever. I just wanted to explain that, to me, this sign made it seem less likely that her death was due primarily to anaphylaxis, particularly because death ensued some time later after the second injection. This sequence would make me suspicious that the drug had been ineffective, rather than that it had elicited a fatal reaction in the patient. Normally, to set up anaphylactic reaction with a drug, the patient would have to be exposed to it a week or more before the dose which precipitates the reaction. I’ve been assuming that the patient has been sensitized to something besides the penicillin which is present in her environment _and_ in the drug (as an impurity). I believe this to be the most likely scenario for anaphylaxis, given the circumstances. What I’m trying to get at is that, if you wish to appear (medically) certain that the death is from anaphylactic shock, there has to be a sudden change in the patient’s condition as soon as the penicillin is introduced. As stated before, the best time to administer the drug would be before invasive treatment of the wound. Given the nature of severe anaphylactic shock, I doubt that Claire would have the opportunity to do anything but life support following onset of the reaction.

With a longer time span, the idea that the penicillin engendered a fatal reaction in Rosamund becomes less supportable, I think, though not out of the question. That’s what I was getting at. If you want there to be a question of cause, the scene’s timing is good as is—with the exception that the first penicillin injection should have come before the wound care. I do think it’s important for her to explain her reasoning in her notes, to justify her unorthodox choices. I don’t know if it’s necessary to be explicit. There might be an artful way to allude to it without shoveling medical concepts by the bucketload at the reader.
I think that the scene stands well as is, as long as you intend for there to be a question about cause of death. And the way you use the words really fixes the scene in my mind. I feel like I’m looking out through Claire’s eyes part of the time, and I can feel the warmth of the communion with her daughter on my skin.
I’m having to fight my wife for OUT-LANDER. Shouldn’t have said anything about it until I had finished it. Ha!
Have a good one! Alan
Fm: Ellen Mandell 76764,2512
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Dear Diana,
Made me cry. More later. Ellen
Fm: Jo C. Harmon 103151,655
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Dear Diana,
I’ve read your excerpt from THE FIERY CROSS. I’m an RN who worked in the area of internal medicine for a few years. For me, what interrupted the flow of the narrative were the following questions:
Just how is Claire purifying and/or extracting the penicillin from rotted casaba rind?
Where is she getting needles to administer the medication IV?
(My guess is that you’ve addressed these issues earlier in the book.)
With the patient’s manifestations of symptoms which could be indicative of hypersensitivity, why did Claire choose to administer the second dose of the drug… given that the state of the patient’s illness was, for that time, most assuredly fatal?
Was she gambling that she could knock out the infection before hypersensitivity became life-threatening?
I know she’s feeling guilty, but there are other possibilities as to why the patient developed these symptoms, aren’t there? Do these other possibilities cross her mind at some point?
Hope this helps. <g>
Jo
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Jo C. Harmon 103151,655
Dear Jo—
Thanks! Re your questions:
 
	1. Damned if I know. It ain’t going to be _very_ purified, which is of course one of the difficulties with do-it-yourself penicillin. However, all the trouble in getting hold of enough of the stuff, and how, and whether it’s effective—i.e., her experimental methods—is dealt with elsewhere. With luck, by the time I write that part, I’ll have figured out how (sort of) to do it. _Penicillium_ does _grow_ on rotted melon rind, though, since one of my sources cited a picture of same.

	2. Needles are no problem (unless I want them to be <g>)—she had six of them at the end of VOYAGER, and no doubt at least a couple have survived thus far (getting more is going to be one of the later issues to be dealt with; eighteenth century technology would have been adequate; it’s just a matter of finding the proper craftsman <g>). Anyway, one of my earlier medical consultants informed me that to do a proper anaphylaxis, it would have to be an IV administration, because penicillin by mouth doesn’t do that.

	3. Given that the patient’s illness was most assuredly fatal anyway—what did she have to lose by trying the penicillin? The urticaria, etc., might _not_ have been symptomatic of hypersensitivity; my earlier consultant tells me they could as easily be symptoms of the septicemia. Or, even if the patient did have a hypersensitivity, there would be at least a chance that a further dose would be survivable—while the infection wasn’t.

	4. Yes, the other possibilities cross her mind—in this scene, in fact—pulmonary embolism, for one. However—not being a doctor, etc., myself, I’m guessing on this one—I _think_ that a doctor with a good deal of clinical experience (which Claire is, by this time) and a reputation as a diagnostician (which she has; established in earlier books) would have a very good gut feel for what was happening or had happened, even if he or she couldn’t foresee it. I.e., having seen this woman die in front of her, Claire is pretty sure that it was anaphylaxis, even though the dry recital of symptoms might fit other diagnostic scenarios.


Sound plausible?—Diana
Fm: Jo C. Harmon 103151,655
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Diana:
<< she had six of them at the end of VOYAGER, and no doubt at least a couple have survived thus far >>
Oh. My memory fails me… I’d thought she’d lost all of them in the shipwreck. I don’t recall her using or mentioning them in DRUMS… did she? (Guess I’d better go back and read it one more time—shucks.)
<<one of my earlier medical consultants informed me that to do a proper anaphylaxis, it would have to be an IV administration, because penicillin by mouth doesn’t do that.>>
I certainly defer to those who likely have more knowledge and experience than I (and there are plenty); however, my mother had anaphylaxis after IM injection of penicillin. Fortunately, epinephrine was available and on hand. I suspect that the severeness of a reaction would also depend upon the degree of hypersensitivity. (But, I digress.)
As a reader with some medical background, I’d expect if Claire’s patient developed anaphylaxis after IV push administration of penicillin, one of the most outstanding symptoms would be respiratory distress… in addition to the others that were mentioned.
<< Given that the patient’s illness was most assuredly fatal anyway—what did she have to lose by trying the penicillin? >> That’s what I suspected.
<<—I _think_ that a doctor with a good deal of clinical experience (which Claire is, by this time) and a reputation as a diagnostician (which she has; established in earlier books) would have a very good gut feel for what was happening or had happened, even if he or she couldn’t foresee it. >>
I agree. As in every part of life—that gut feel is usually truth.
<<having seen this woman die in front of her, Claire is pretty sure that it was anaphylaxis,>>
<<Sound plausible?>>
Yes, it does. I do feel, though, that the symptom of respiratory distress would be present… but, again, defer to those who have more knowledge than I. Jo
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Jo C. Harmon 103151,655
Dear Jo—
Well, I thought she’d lost them in the shipwreck, too, but small matters like that are easily adjustable <g>. As long as I didn’t flat out _say_ she lost them somewhere, I can always explain them _ex post facto_, one way or the other (ah, what it is to be a godlike Author!).
I’m sorry, I wasn’t precise. My informant said it would need to be _injectable_, not necessarily IV. Just my guess that if you had what looked like a systemic septicemia, you’d do IV push.

Hm. You mean, you would expect respiratory distress following the _first_ administration of penicillin? Because Rosamund definitely had respiratory distress following the second. <g>
Do hypersensitive individuals normally show symptoms of allergy following a first exposure, though? I know very little about it, but had the impression that a first exposure might be symptomless, but—having had the effect of sensitizing the patient—the second exposure might have dramatic effects. Very easy to include respiratory distress following the first injection, if it should be there, of course.
Thanks for the help!—Diana
Fm: Jo C. Harmon 103151,655
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Dear Diana:
<< Do hypersensitive individuals normally show symptoms of allergy following a first exposure, though? I know very little about it, but had the impression that a first exposure might be symptomless, but—having had the effect of sensitizing the patient—the second exposure might have dramatic effects.>>
I think you’re right about the probable lack of reaction to the first exposure, of course. Didn’t think that one through before my fingers flew across the keys!
<<Blood chemicals are _very_ mysterious!>>
So true—don’t know about you, but I have to avoid mushrooms, cheese, and wines or else I get a whopping migraine. (Can’t eat too much chocolate, either.) Jo
Fm: Arlene McCrea 73051,2517
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Diana,
Thought your section PENICILLIN was terrific! Did, however, have something you might consider.
Since the funeral repast was being laid out in the same room as the corpse, I wondered how soon after death did this occur? If the corpse had such a virulent infection, I would think that without embalming, the odor of death would be pervasive.
I wanted to be certain about this before I wrote you, so I phoned my daughter Lisa (who has been a nurse for twenty years) and she agreed with me. Her comment was “You’d better put the corpse in the root cellar right away if you expect to eat in that room!” Even more so since she had the open wound! With the kind of a wound you described the odor would get bad very quickly!
Lisa said in reading the passage she would notice that right away!
Just trying to be helpful! <g>Arlene
Fm: Ellen Mandell 76764,2512
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Dear Diana,
Let’s see, where should I begin? Penicillin, which is what Alex Fleming named the liquid secreted by his mold, isn’t toxic. Neither is the mold. Fleming showed this by injecting his mold—full strength—into mice and rabbits without harm. Although large doses of penicillin may cause nausea or diarrhea, you (Claire, rather <g>) won’t be able to kill your patient with an overdose.
The big problem in penicillin production was getting a high enough yield of the liquid—I read somewhere that adding brewer’s yeast improved the yield—and the key step in purification was freeze-drying. Not much help, I’m afraid.
Certainly exposure to the molds can be sensitizing. I had a positive scratch test to the _Penicillium spp._ mixture, because I’m sensitized to one or more of the molds in the mixture. But if I inhaled raw _Penicillium_, without first snorting some Nasalcrom, I expect that I’d get a runny nose at worst, and I eat Roquefort and other blue cheeses with allergenic impunity.
Molds aren’t on the list of substances—mostly proteins—that cause anaphylaxis. And while penicillin most definitely is, the manifestation of human drug allergies depends on the route of administration as well as genetic predisposition and the extent of prior exposure. So while Claire’s patient could have an idiosyncratic reaction, I think the chance of allergic anaphylaxis is vanishingly small, unless the stuff was injected, and even then it’s hardly likely.
In the big surveillance studies, the rate of anaphylactoid reactions to injected penicillins is less than 1 in 3,000, the vast majority being to semisynthetic penicillins, which are more allergenic than penicillin G. It’s estimated there are fewer than 100 annual fatalities attributable to penicillin injections in the U.S., and none to oral penicillins.
Okay… Claire would know that toxicity wasn’t a problem, so she’d want to get as much of her culture as possible into the patient. She’d know that oral dosing was useless <g>—stomach acid would destroy most of the drug’s activity—but she’d have only a little worry about an allergic reaction. Knowing she _had_ to inject the drug, she’d find a way. Perhaps with a clyster syringe and some sort of deep puncture? The husband would expect such standard therapy as bleeding and clysters, wouldn’t he?

Oh yeah, mustn’t forget—she might not be allowed to amputate, but she’d try to surgically drain the infected limb. Ellen
Fm: Mira Brown 100425,170
To: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
Hi Diana,
Arlene is right, and so are you. <g> As I told you before, I’ve seen it in villages. The smell is pervasive and peculiar. People usually put a lot of, as you say, herbs, but mostly frequently changed fir/pine branches on the floor. As mourners tread on them they bruise the needles and release the smell. It helps, but not a great deal, not even on the first day.
I expect that’s why some communities keep the windows open to “help the soul leave” or something like that. But elsewhere, the windows are shut and curtains closed and a lot of people faint, not strictly from emotion.
Mira
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Mira Brown 100425,170
Dear Mira—
A good thought, to add aromatic conifer branches on the floor. It wouldn’t have been (I don’t think) a Scottish custom, they not having a lot of conifers to hand in Scotland—but there are certainly plenty in North Carolina (or were).—Diana
Fm: Diana Gabaldon 76530,523
To: Arlene McCrea 73051,2517
Dear Arlene—
A very good thought! <g> However, the woman died at dawn; it’s now late afternoon of the same day, as Claire is writing up her notes (that should be clear when I add the [date] bits). The body will also have been washed and “laid out” (presumably with the addition of turpentine or vinegar, and aromatic herbs) in the meantime, most likely in Claire’s surgery or out in the woodshed. Since it will have taken the men a little while to build the coffin, chances are the newly shrouded corpse was brought into the room only a little time before—and will be taken out by dawn of the next day, for burial after the wake.
Thanks!—Diana

1Essentially, this just means I direct traffic, promote conversations, and answer questions where and as I can. All section leaders are unpaid volunteers.
2
It is possible to post a message privately, in which case only the addressee can read it. Most messages are posted publicly.
3
All messages that appear on CompuServe are the copyrighted property of the people who write them. The messages reproduced here are reprinted by permission of the authors.
4
The first few messages are reproduced just as they appear online, with all “header” information intact. Beyond the first few, though, most of the header information has been eliminated to improve readability.



PART SEVEN







WHERE TITLES COME FROM
————
AND OTHER MATTERS
OF GENERAL INTEREST




OUTLANDER VS. CROSS STITCH
ne of the questions asked most frequently—by people who have looked for my books in the U.K.—is, “Why does your first book have a different title over there?” That is, the book titled Outlander here in the States is titled Cross Stitch in the U.K. (and the Commonwealth countries, such as Australia and New Zealand).
Well, Cross Stitch was my working title for the manuscript. It’s not a particularly good title; it’s a weak play on “a stitch in time,” with an (even weaker) reference to Claire’s occupation as a healer (doctor-wound-stitch… that sort of thing), but it was my first book, after all.
I’d also thought—as the book grew, and I could see something of the shape of the story—that Claire would return to the present at the end of the book (which in fact she didn’t do until the end of Dragonfly). If she had returned in the first book, though, that would have made the “cross”—crossing back to the past and then forth to the future, which gave me the mental shape of an “X”—which is, of course, the shape of a cross-stitch. And cross-stitch is made up of lots of little things that make an overall interesting pattern, and… well, look I said it wasn’t a good title. When we sold the book, the American publisher’s (tactful) response was, “Well, we can’t call it that, or people will think it’s about embroidery. Can you think of something else, maybe a little more… adventurous?”
Then ensued some eight months of reciprocating title suggestions, ranging from the bland to the ridiculous (Unicorns and Lions Wild and Tartan Temptation being a couple that I recall—along with every variation ever heard on the word “time”).
Along the way, I had suggested Sassenach, which I liked, but the general consensus was that this would not be a good title because no one could pronounce it. Coupled with the fact that no one could pronounce the author’s name either, this was thought to be too great a liability.
Thinking along these lines, though, I eventually came up with Outlander—which is, of course, what “Sassenach” means in Gaelic (though with a slightly more derogatory implication). This seemed quite suitable, given Claire’s situation. Since the book was going to press at any moment, the publisher was enthusiastic.
The result of this was that when the book was published and I began doing signings, a certain number of people would pick up the book, frown at it, and then ask, “Is this the book that Sean Connery movie was based on?” (Outland was released in 1981; Highlander in 1986—both starring Sean Connery, and neither one having anything whatever to do with my book.)
So.
A year or so after we sold the book to Delacorte Press in the United States, we sold the U.K. rights to a British publisher, Century Random. The British editor said, “Outlander? But we can’t call it that—to us, an outlander is specifically someone from Australia or South Africa! Do you have any other ideas?” I coughed modestly and said, well, the original title had been Cross Stitch, but…
“Perfect!” said the British editor, and Cross Stitch it was.
The result of this being that for some time, I got letters from readers in the U.K. saying, “You know, there’s a funny story about how I found your book. I was browsing through the needlework section in the local bookstore, and…”
ROCK-POLISHING AND OTHER PASTIMES FOR AN IDLE HOUR
As for the titles of the other books in the series—well, I have no real standard operating procedure for coming up with titles. Thinking them up is always a good means of procrastination, when you can’t think what to begin working on. The real process of titling, though, is essentially like rock-polishing; you drop vaguely interesting lumps of words into the machine, let them roll around banging into all the other stuff in there—and then you pull out a handful and see if they look pretty yet.
The working title for the second book was Firebringer. This was a reference to the Prometheus legend (the implication being that Claire’s advance knowledge of the future wasn’t an unalloyed blessing, either), and—I thought—made a nice echo of the “er” in Outlander (well, look, I never said titles were my strong point, okay?).
Having heard a few doubts expressed as to whether most readers would make the connection with Prometheus (my American editor is a very tactful person), I also thought of calling the book Pretender. This would be a bit more straightforward—I mean, the book did deal with Bonnie Prince Charlie (a.k.a. the Young Pretender)—and would keep the “er” pattern. (See, I knew already that I wanted the third book to be called Voyager. That’s the only book I’ve ever written that had an easy title.)
However, as I was working along, with the rock polisher whirring away in the background, someone asked me what had ever happened to the chunk of amber (with dragonfly embedded) that Hugh Munro gave Claire for a wedding present. Actually, I don’t know what happened to it (though it’s probably in Jenny’s jewelry box, back at Lallybroch), but that question did recall the image to my mind.
Now, Dragonfly in Amber is a pretty good title, if you ask me. “Dragon” is one of those nice, evocative words that always catches people’s attention (similar words being “blood,” “moon,” “blue,” etc. I couldn’t tell you why “a blue and bloody moon” is more evocative than “newspaper on a beige street,” but it is). A dragonfly in amber is a visually arresting image, rather poetic in sound—and it actually had something to do with the book, insofar as notions of fate and inevitability, helplessness in the face of circumstance, references to antiquity, etc., are concerned. Besides, dragonflies are good luck.
The British publisher liked Dragonfly in Amber, too, so that was fine. True, I did get science fiction and fantasy fans asking me whether this was part of Roger Zelazny’s famous Amber series, but nothings perfect. And, as I say, I already knew the third book was titled Voyager.>>

To me, Voyager conjured up not only the superficial meanings of journey and adventure—and the very concrete reference to an ocean voyage—but something a bit more. Growing up in the sixties as I did, I was exposed to the U.S. program of space exploration in a big way, and found the whole notion unspeakably romantic. Of all the different missions, Voyager was one that particularly caught my imagination. This was commitment to the dark unknown, in the search for unimagined knowledge. Courage and daring, in the service of hope. Very suitable, I thought, for a book dealing with dangerous journeys in search of self and soul.
And then, along came the fourth book. The Colonies—New World, whiffs of revolution, lost daughters, gallant quests through time, Native Americans up the gazoo… Next to the Last of the Mohicans? One If by Land, Sick If by Sea? There’s a Wet Dog in My Wigwam?>>
Well, hey, sometimes it’s easier than others. And if all else fails—look back at what you did the last time you got stuck. So… sounds like… Dragonfly in Amber. (whirrrrrrr-clank, whirrrr-clank) Begins with “D.” Okay, fine. (whirrrrr…) Three words? Awright, if they’re short. (whirrr…) With prepositional phrase? Hmmmm.
Evocative word beginning with “D,” having (preferably) something to do with something in this book. Got Indians (in the eighteenth century they were still called Indians). Got Redcoats. Both got drums. Oh-HO! “Drum” is an evocative word, too. “Drums” is even better. (Slaves used drums occasionally, too, but my husband said he would divorce me if I did any more voodoo scenes.)

Okay, Drums. Why of Autumn? Well, heck. I needed a prepositional phrase, the second word of which began with “A,” and one could make a case that Claire and Jamie were entering the autumn phase of their lives (though it may be a long season, what with two more books to go), and it is on the eve of the Revolution, i.e., the autumn of British rule in the Colonies, and… well, actually, I later decided that Drums of Eden would be better, but the publisher had already sent out thousands of catalogs calling it Drums of Autumn, and besides, I liked the look of all those “U”s and “M”s—aesthetically pleasing, you know.
Now, pause a moment and ask yourself: Would you rather read a really good book with a strange title, or a mediocre book with a straightforward title? (This is not a trick question; feel free to consult the New York Times Bestseller List before answering.) Yes, well, that’s what I thought, too.
Okay. The fifth book is called The Fiery Cross, and I’m pretty set on that one, like I was with Voyager. Since I am set on it, I’ll explain it.
In the distant past of the Scottish Highlands, it was the custom for a chieftain bent on war to make a cross of two sticks of wood, which he would set on fire. Two clansmen would then carry this cross through the glens and corries, as a signal to the men of the clan to fetch their weapons and come to the gathering place, prepared for battle. (Naturally the cross didn’t stay on fire. Damp as the Scottish climate is, it probably went out within minutes of the clansmen stepping out into the downpour. However, the charred remains were still referred to as “the fiery cross.”)
Now, given that at this point in the story, the American Revolution is looming on the horizon, and the Scottish Highlanders had quite a bit to do with it (though mostly fighting on the wrong side, as usual), this seemed a very good title to me. Warlike foreshadowing aside, the word “cross” implies “double-cross,” which is always a good bet when you’re dealing with people named MacKenzie, and then there’s all the crisscrossing of storylines, too (by this point, there are enough of them to weave a basket). It also has those interesting Christ-like implications of betrayal and burning anguish, about which I will say no more because I haven’t finished writing the book yet.
An electronic friend, apprised of this title, objected to it on grounds that it reminded her of the Ku Klux Klan, and she thought a nice book should have a better title.
“Interesting you should mention that,” I said. “Er… where do you figure the KKK—many of whom just happened to be descendants of the original Scottish settlers in the American South—got the notion?” That is where they got it. However, I don’t write nice books anyway, so I don’t think there’s a problem.
I have—for contractual and reference purposes—been calling the sixth (and final) book of the series King, Farewell. That title comes from a very moving Jacobite song, in which the singer bids farewell to the Stuart dynasty (and, by implication, all that went with it, like the Highland clans themselves). However, no one seems able to remember it, which is always a Bad Sign. People keep asking me when Farewell to the King (or worse, Farewell to Arms) will be released. Now, I do get the occasional letter praising my excellent novel Butterfly in Amber, or asking when Drums of August will be out in some foreign edition, but it’s nothing like the confusion over King, Farewell.>>
I must therefore assume a) that King, Farewell is probably more memorable if set to music, but book publishing technology has not advanced that far yet, and b) the title of the sixth book should preferably be one word, to reduce the chances of people mangling it (of course, they call the first book Highlander all the time, and Voyager is commonly referred to as Voyageur [featuring that intrepid French trapper Jamie Frezeliere, and his wife, La Dame Blanche], but still…).
So I don’t know for sure what the title of the sixth book will be, but as slowly as I write, I figure I’ve got time to come up with something.
Oh, this book? Well, that title wasn’t mine. A longtime electronic friend named Marte Brengle suggested The Outlandish Companion many years ago, and I glommed on to it, not being one to pass up a good thing. (Since the UK publisher couldn’t call the first book Outlander, of course they couldn’t call this one The Outlandish Companion. Instead, it’s called Through the Stones: A Companion to the Novels of Diana Gabaldon. Very imposing.)
FOREIGN EDITIONS, OR “AUTRES TEMPS, AUTRES MOEURS”
Sometime after the sale of Outlander to Delacorte Press, I was surprised to get a call from a pleasant-voiced person who informed me that he was my foreign-rights agent (I didn’t know I had one), and that he was delighted to inform me that he had just sold the rights to my book to a Swedish publisher.
“You can do that?” I blurted. Evidently so. So far, various of the books have been sold to publishers in Sweden, France, Spain (and Latin America), Italy, Germany, Canada, the U.K., Russia, Korea, and Poland.1
While I had realized that naturally books could be published and sold in countries other than the United States, I hadn’t realized that the author normally got paid for this. I also hadn’t realized that there might be differences between the original of a book and a foreign edition—especially one written in the same language.
Sale of the first book to a British publisher led to a number of small changes and complications. At my request (since I’d never been to Scotland), the British publisher obligingly asked Reay Tannahill, a very well-known Scottish historian (and a fine historical novelist herself) to read the manuscript. Reay kindly sent me a number of notes on small details of the manuscript (such as what colors one could reasonably expect to produce using vegetable dyes, the color of the prevailing granite in Argyllshire, and what Loch Ness really smells like), which were immensely appreciated. The U.S. version of the book had reached galley-proof stage by the time I received Reay’s comments. However, I was able to incorporate almost all of them into the American version, with one exception.
Reay told me, “The war (World War II) didn’t end as abruptly for us as it did for you in the United States. Rationing and wartime austerity were still in effect for some time after peace was declared—and there are still a number of people alive who remember that. Your story starts in 1945, but the conditions you’re describing would be much more believable a year later; the book really should begin in 1946.”
“Fine,” I said, and called my American publisher.
“We can’t do that,” they said. “You can make the other changes, as long as they’re small, but if you change the beginning date, that will change dates all through the book. We’d have to send the manuscript back through copy-editing, and we’re too close to production to do that.”
Consequently, Outlander begins in 1945, and Cross Stitch begins in 1946. This small dichotomy later led to a persistent error in Dragonfly in Amber (see “Errata”), which I have never quite figured out how to clear up, other than to explain its existence.

While the books from Dragonfly to Drums are mostly identical in terms of text between the U.K. and U.S. editions (naturally, the covers are quite different), there are a few small differences between Outlander and Cross Stitch, beyond the title and dating.
The Americans’ response to the book was, “Once she has Jamie, why would Claire even think of going back to Frank?” whereas the English editor’s response was, “But what about her nice husband back in 1946?!” The British editor felt that Claire didn’t spend quite enough time worrying about poor Frank, and might be perceived as coldhearted. Consequently, there are six additional paragraphs scattered through Cross Stitch (that aren’t in Outlander) in which Claire worries about Frank.
Beyond small copy-editing changes, I did alter a bit of geographical description that was incorrect; the sort of readers who go through novels with a map in hand will have noticed (in Outlander) that I had Fort William misplaced by a number of miles, and that it is not really feasible to end up in Inverness while on the way to Oxfordshire, no matter how you mean to travel.
The British editor also asked me to excise the brief scene that concludes the chapter titled “Raiders in the Rocks,” feeling that this was perhaps slightly too graphic for their intended audience. I was not quite sure why that particular scene struck her as more graphic than a number of others in the book, but it was not—as most of the others were—integral to the plot or thematically connected to other parts of the book. Removing it would do no damage to the book as a whole, so I agreed to cut it out.2, 3
Beyond such minor cosmetic differences, though, the U.S. and U.K. editions are the same, and the texts of the U.S. and U.K. editions of all the other books are completely identical, as the U.K. publisher now prints directly from the U.S. text.

1See Appendix VI for a list of foreign editions and publishers.
2There was one other small change; an alteration of one line in a later scene, so that—as the English editor put it— “it looks like they’re having
normal
sex.”
3What with one thing and another, I was never sent the galley-proofs for
Cross Stitch
(normally, this is the last chance an author has to check for errors, specify small inclusions, or alter the text in any way). I was therefore shocked and dismayed, upon receiving the printed book, to find that the editor had replaced terms such as
skein dhu
with “sock knife,” and that someone had—for reasons unknown—massacred the small comic “hedgehog” scene in Chapter 23.



THE GABALDON THEORY OF TIME TRAVEL
t’s all Claire Beauchamp’s fault. If she hadn’t refused to shut up and talk like an eighteenth-century woman, these would have been perfectly straightforward historical novels. As it was, though, being too lazy to wrestle with her natural inclinations through a whole book, I found myself instead obliged first, to allow her to be modern (not that I had much of a choice; she’s remarkably stubborn), secondly, to figure out how she got there, and thirdly, to conclude what happened then.>>
The stone circles helpfully presented themselves in the course of my research into Scottish geography and settings, so I had a mechanism for the time travel. The actual mechanics and implications of the process, though, required a little time to be worked out—whoever erected the stone circles having not thought to chisel instructions on them.
Since Claire herself had no notion how time travel worked—and was unfortunately deprived of Geilie Duncan’s company in Cranesmuir before being able to compare notes—the explication of the process has been slow and halting, developing through the various books, as further bits of information come to light, and as those capable of travel begin to discuss the subject.
A couple of things are obvious: 1) the stone circles mark places of passage, and 2) the ability to pass through time is evidently genetic.
Now, we don’t yet know whether the stone circles are only markers, meant as ancient warnings of a place of mysterious disappearance, or whether the stones themselves play some active role in the “opening” of a door through the layers of time. I incline to the first idea, myself, but it remains an open question.
So far as the ability being genetic, it’s apparent that not everyone can travel through the stones.1 Of those who can, we know that two (Brianna and Roger) are descended directly from two others (Claire and Geillis Duncan). This suggests that the gene for time travel is dominant; i.e., only one parent need have the gene, and only one copy of the gene need be present in a person in order for the trait to be expressed. It’s like the ability to roll one’s tongue into a cylinder; if you don’t have the gene for this trait, you simply can’t do it at all. If you do, it’s perfectly easy and natural.
Genes that control traits of this sort normally occur in alleles, or pairs, one allele being derived from each parent. Each parent, however, will have two alleles—one from each of that parent’s parents. This means that, for instance, if a person (Brianna Fraser, for example) is descended from a traveler and a nontraveler, then she will have only one time travel gene—but that gene is sufficient to allow the trait to be expressed; that is, to allow her to pass through time-gates. However, it also means that she possesses one travel gene, and one nontravel gene. She will pass only one of the alleles on to her offspring, and which one is given to a specific child is purely a matter of random assortment.
If the child’s other parent (Roger MacKenzie, for instance) is also a time traveler who is heterozygous for the traveling gene (that is, has one travel gene and one non-travel gene), then we have the following possibilities:

In other words, on average, if Brianna and Roger have four children, three of them will be time-travelers, and one of them won’t. If they have one child (Jeremiah, for instance), the odds are three out of four that he will be able to travel—but there’s a one-in-four chance that he can’t.
However, if Jeremiah’s father is not a time traveler (Stephen Bonnet, for instance), then the assortment is as follows:

Which in turn means that Jeremiah may still be able to travel, but the odds are only one-in-two, or fifty/fifty.
On the other hand, we only know Brianna’s genotype for sure; Roger could have received a traveling gene from both parents. If he did, then his genotype is TT, and all the children born to him and Brianna will be able to travel.
On the third hand, we don’t know for sure that Stephen Bonnet isn’t a traveler. After all, a person wouldn’t find that out until he or she happened to walk through a circle of standing stones—and only at the right time of the year. We can assume from Geilie Duncan’s research that this doesn’t happen all that often—though it does happen.
Geillis Duncan seems to have done a lot of research, and probably knew more than anyone about the ways and means of time travel. Unfortunately, she’s dead,2 so unless she wrote down more of her findings somewhere else along the way, we’re just going to have to try to work things out by deduction and experiment.
We must also bear in mind that Geillis Duncan may not always have been right in her own deductions, either; for instance, she was originally convinced that a blood sacrifice was required in order to open the time-passage. We know this is not correct, since Claire passed through without any such assistance.
Geillis also thought—presumably on the basis of ancient writings she later discovered3—that gemstones offered a means both of controlling the process of time travel (opening passages at times other than the sun feasts and fire feasts, for example) and protecting the traveler. She appears to have been closer the mark in this assumption, since Roger was in fact protected in his journey—first by the garnets on his mother’s locket, and then by the diamond given to him by Fiona Graham.
The grimoire that Fiona found and gave to Roger contained Geilie’s hypothesis that the time-passages were located at spots where the “ley lines” (lines of magnetic force that pass through the earth’s crust) come close enough together that they are drawn into vortices, forming passages that join the layers of time. Evidently the time-passages may indeed be subject to some influence of magnetic force, since they stand widest open on the sun feasts and fire feasts—the times of year when the gravitational pull of the sun is most pronounced with respect to the earth’s lines of magnetic force.
Still, these are only hypotheses; the true effect of gemstones remains to be seen.
This is as much as we presently know, concerning the mechanism of time travel. Beyond the simple fact of the phenomenon, though, we can observe and deduce various things concerning its effects. In other words, how, when, and why one time-travels is one thing; but what happens to the time-traveler—and to time—on the other side?

Presentism
LACK OF PERSPECTIVE in literature (or in readers) often causes a contemporary condition I’ve heard referred to as “presentism”; that is, a disposition to judge all literature by the narrow standards of present time and present culture. This leads to peculiar phenomena such as the denunciation of classic novels such as Huckleberry Finn, on grounds that they deal with issues such as slavery, women’s civil rights, etc., in a way not consistent with the present-day notion of political correctness. In essence, this attitude is based on a failure to acknowledge that any time other than the present has actually existed; since that underlying assumption is clearly mistaken, the resultant attitude—that it is reasonable to judge historical times and characters by modern standards—can’t possibly be taken seriously. At least by me.

PARADOX, PREDESTINATION, AND FREE CHOICE
There are always two choices facing a writer who deals with time travel, whether these are addressed specifically or not: one, the time travel paradox (that is, can the past be changed, and if so, how is the future affected?), and two, the choice between predestination and free choice.
These questions are of course linked through the underlying notions of linearity and causality—naturally, if one declines to accept the hypothesis that time is linear, but one does accept causality (and it is, I think, impossible to write a story in which the notion of causality does not exist. “Experimental fiction,” yes—story, no), then paradox not only becomes possible, but must almost certainly become a major focus of the story.
If one accepts the hypothesis that history (that is, the events of the past) can be changed, then one allows the philosophy of free choice on the part of characters. If one rejects the hypothesis that history can be changed, then one is forced to accept the notion of predestination.
If the past can’t be changed by the actions of time-travelers, then this implies the necessity for predestination (or post-destination, as the case may be)—that is, the basic idea that events are “fated” to occur and thus are outside the abilities of an individual to affect.
Accepting this notion implies that there is some large order to the universe, much greater in scope than human action. As a philosophical or religious point of view, this is appealing to many people; we would like to think that somebody is in charge who knows what he’s doing.
On the other hand, the notion of predestination doesn’t do much for either our sense of self-esteem or our sense of possibility—and both are important to the notion of story (we identify with characters, and we keep asking, “And then what happens?”). It leads to a feeling of “Why bother?” that is counterproductive both to endeavor and to absorption in the story. I’ll tell you; predestination can work in fiction, but it’s much less attractive than the notion of free choice.
The acceptability of a story to a given reader depends primarily on the suspension of disbelief: the reader’s acceptance of the reality created by the author, even when this reality runs counter to the reader’s own experience. An author has a greater chance of achieving this suspension of disbelief if he or she can keep as much of the story as possible within the reader’s frame of reference, altering only those elements that must be changed to achieve the desired reality.
Consequently, it’s easier for a reader to accept a paradox-story—one involving circularity and predestination—if it is told only in personal terms, detached from any major historical events. Telling a time travel story in which major recognizable events are changed will disturb the reader’s suspension of disbelief by setting up cognitive dissonance between what the reader knows to have happened, and the created world he or she is trying to enter.
This is why the most successful stories of this type most often involve either a resolution or a process in which the main character ends up as his or her own ancestor and/or descendant. [The two best-known classics of this type are Robert Heinlein’s By His Bootstraps, and David Gerrold’s The Man Who Folded Himself.]

AN EXCEPTION HERE is a type of story that has recently become popular, called “alternative history.” In this sort of story, the reader is asked to accept as a beginning premise that some crucial event of history took place differently—the South won the American Civil War, Hitler won World War II, etc.—and the story proceeds on the basis of that assumption. This requires an upfront, conscious suspension of disbelief from the reader.
For me, stories that involve free choice on the part of the protagonists are more interesting to write, and, I think, much more likely to be attractive to readers. In this particular time and culture, the idea that we do have individual power over our own destinies is not only widely accepted, but highly desirable (the fiction of other times and cultures naturally may—and does—reflect different notions of individual power).
How to deal with these opposing choices, then? That’s a decision for an individual writer; for myself, I decided to have it both ways—to allow free choice, but not to change major historical events (ah, what it is to be a godlike Writer!). The Gabaldon Theory of Time Travel therefore depends on this central postulate:
A time-traveler has free choice and individual power of action; however, he or she has
no more
power of action than is allowed by the traveler’s personal circumstances.
A necessary corollary to this postulate does not deal with time travel at all, but only with the observed nature of historical events:
Most notable historical events (those affecting large numbers of people and thus likely to be recorded) are the result of the
collective
actions of many people.
There are exceptions to this corollary, of course: political assassination, which affects a great many people, but can be carried out by a single individual; scientific discovery, geographical exploration, commercial invention, etc. Still, the effects of events such as these depend in large part on the circumstances in which they take place; many scientific discoveries have been made—and lost—a number of times, before reaching general acceptance or social relevance.
Thus, the notion that knowledge is power is not absolutely true—knowledge is power only to the extent that circumstances allow that knowledge to be used.
That is, if a time-traveler arrives in a society where he or she is merely a normal citizen, then the traveler has relatively little power to affect social events. Madame X arrives in Paris on the eve of the French Revolution, for instance. If Madame X is in fact merely a time-traveler, and is not taking the place of an extant citizen, then she is not an aristocrat, has no connections among the powers of the revolution, and is thus in no position to affect the overall course of the revolution.
Even if she should somehow gain access to the Petit Trianon, scrape acquaintance with the Queen, and hint that it would be injudicious to make remarks regarding cake… the French Revolution was a complex social phenomenon, emerging from the results of years—centuries!—of actions taken and not taken by hundreds and thousands of people. Madame X very likely cannot take any individual action that would succeed in preventing the revolution as a whole; that was a social event of such complexity that control of it is simply beyond the scope of any individual.
Madame X does, however, retain the power that any individual of that time has; she can warn a friend that it would be wise to leave Paris, for instance. If he listens, she may indeed save his life—and thus change “history” (but not recorded history).
Ergo, a time-traveler can exercise free choice, and can effect small-scale, personal changes in the past—such as advising a friend to plant potatoes, thus averting the consequences of an anticipated famine. However, because large social events are usually the effect of the cumulative actions of large numbers of people, the time-traveler most likely cannot make a change in larger, well-documented historical events.
Ergo, from a “story” point of view, we preserve the philosophical and fictional advantages of free choice, without incurring the cognitive dissonance associated with changing “history,” as perceived by the reader.
NONSIMULTANEOUSNESS
Two individuals cannot occupy the same physical space; two species cannot occupy the same ecological space, or niche. Ergo, it seems intuitively obvious that two entities cannot occupy the same temporal location. The trick here, of course, is that physical space and ecological niches exist outside the individual, while time exists inside the individual. Any moment in time—or any longer segment (a lifetime, for instance)—belongs only to an individual.
Therefore, the implication of nonsimultaneousness is clear; two individuals can exist in different spaces at the same time, but an individual cannot exist simultaneously at more than one temporal location.
This leads to one of the interesting basic questions of time travel—so, what if the individual does try to exist in more than one time? Is this possible?
In terms of our physical frame of reference, no, it isn’t—but the nice thing about fiction is that one isn’t limited to the physical frame of reference, by any means. If one assumes nonetheless that it is possible for a person to exist in more than one temporal location simultaneously, we get entertaining complexities and possibilities, such as the Heinlein and Gerrold stories mentioned above suggest.
These stories depend on an assumption of duality (or other pluralities) of time and space—that an individual is in fact a different individual from one moment of time to another (which is certainly true, in terms of physical and perhaps mental processes). Thus, under this hypothesis, a person is not really a discrete entity, but rather a contiguous chain of identities, all with a great deal of similarity but all slightly different, and (this is the basic assumption) that any of these identities can persist physically, if removed from the temporal chain that binds them together.
Naturally, one of the benefits of fiction is that it is a simple matter to remove the temporal linkage; the author merely devises a plausible causality, and declares it to be true. The only drawback to this particular fictional assumption is that if one uses it, it’s so obtrusive as to require the device to become the central premise and conflict of the story. Fine, but limiting.
If one assumes instead—on the basis of the natural phenomenon/nonsimultaneousness argument—that it is not possible for pluralities to exist, then a different set of intriguing situations and logical evolutions occur. What happens if one tries to exist simultaneously in more than one temporal location? How might one avoid the possibility?
The Gabaldon Theory postulates that it is not possible for plural identities of the same character to exist simultaneously. Therefore, a character can exist only once, whatever the time period in which that character finds himself. On the assumption of nonsimultaneousness, if a character tries to exist in a time in which he or she already exist(s/ed), the result should be disaster or displacement or both.
Ergo, when Roger first enters the stone circle on Craigh na Dun and passes through the cleft stone while thinking of his father, he inadvertently travels through his own lifeline—that is, he (involuntarily) tries to exist twice in the same time. Since he can’t possibly do that, the result is something like what happens if two atoms try to exist in the same space—an immediate explosion of force that drives them apart.4
Had Roger not been wearing gemstones (which presumably absorbed or deflected the force), he would undoubtedly have been killed. Lucky for him (and the story), though, he was.
THE MOEBIUS TWIST OF FATE
What I call a fictional “Moebius twist” effect is a situation in which a character by the action of free choice achieves a result that preserves a personal historical reality, which would not be preserved without the character’s intervention. Examples of this are (in Drums of Autumn) a young man who risks his life to save a baby for humanitarian motives—this child being (unknown to him) his own ancestor; or (in Jack Finney’s Time and Again), a time-traveler who takes a conscious but trifling step that prevents the conception of a man who will later discover time travel, thus removing a personal risk. This sort of situation of course smacks of predestination—but as I said, we do like to feel sometimes that someone is in charge.5
1In answer to the assorted pleas I get for Jamie Fraser to find some way of traveling forward, because some people think it would be so neat to see him be amazed at microwave ovens and video games… sorry, not on your tintype. He’s a man of his time, and I have more respect for his dignity than to try to circumvent the ways of nature for the sake of a lame joke.
2As my husband once observed, “In your books, you can only be sure somebody’s really dead if you see them clutch their throat and go ’Gak!’ right in front of you.”
3 We can only speculate as to the nature of these; however, she did, when talking to Claire about gemstones, refer to them as bhasmas and nagina stones, which are terms from Ayurvedic texts. All ancient cultures have mysterious sites—and all involve stone.
4In very simplified terms, this is what happens in a nuclear explosion.
5In this case, it’s the author.
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LALLYBROCH
ig chap,” said Frank, frowning in recollection. “And a Scot, in complete Highland rig-out, complete to sporran and the most beautiful running-stag brooch on his plaid. I wanted to ask where he’d got it from, but he was off before I could.”
I went to the bureau and poured another drink. “Well, not so unusual an appearance for these parts, surely? I’ve seen men dressed like that in the village now and then.”
“Nooo…” Frank sounded doubtful. “No, it wasn’t his dress that was odd. But when he pushed past me, I could swear he was close enough that I should have felt him brush my sleeve—but I didn’t. And I was intrigued enough to turn round and watch him as he walked away. He walked down the Gereside Road, but when he’d almost reached the corner, he… disappeared. That’s when I began to feel a bit cold down the backbone.”
“Perhaps your attention was distracted for a second, and he just stepped aside into the shadows,” I suggested. “There are a lot of trees down near that corner.”
“I could swear I didn’t take my eyes off him for a moment,” muttered Frank. He looked up suddenly. “I know! I remember now why I thought he was so odd, though I didn’t realize it at the time.”
“What?” I was getting a bit tired of the ghost, and wanted to go on to more interesting matters, such as bed.
“The wind was cutting up like billy-o, but his drapes—his kilts and plaid, you know—they didn’t move at all, except to the stir of his walking.”
We stared at each other. “Well,” I said finally, “that is a bit spooky.”
—Outlander, chapter 1, “A New Beginning”

“Why, it’s a henge!” I said, delighted. “A miniature henge!”
… There were no signs of burial in the miniature henge atop the hill. By “miniature,” I mean only that the circle of standing stones was smaller than Stonehenge; each stone was still twice my own height, and massive in proportion…
Some of the standing stones were brindled, striped with dim colors. Others were speckled with flakes of mica that caught the morning sun with a cheerful shimmer. All of them were remarkably different from the clumps of native stone that thrust out of the bracken all around. Whoever built the stone circles, and for whatever purpose, thought it important enough to have quarried, shaped, and transported special stone blocks for the erection of their testimonial. Shaped—how? Transported—how, and from what unimaginable distance?
—Outlander, chapter 2, “Standing Stones”
She couldn’t go back to sleep after hanging up; restless, she swung her feet out of bed and padded out to the kitchen of the small apartment for a glass of milk. It was only after several minutes of staring blankly into the recesses of the refrigerator that she realized she wasn’t seeing ranks of ketchup bottles and half-used cans. She was seeing standing stones, black against a pale dawn sky.
—Drums of Autumn, chapter 3, “The Minister’s Cat”
On Midsummer’s Eve in Scotland, the sun hangs in the sky with the moon. Summer solstice, the feast of Litha, Alban Eilir. Nearly midnight, and the light was dim and milky white, but light nonetheless.
He could feel the stones long before he saw them. Claire and Geillis had both been right, he thought; the date mattered. They had been eerie on his earlier visits, but silent. Now he could hear them; not with his ears but with his skin—a low buzzing hum like the drone of bagpipes.
—Drums of Autumn, chapter 33, “Midsummer’s Eve”

Our guide shrugged and spat into the water.
“Weel, the loch’s queer, and no mistake. There’s stories, to be sure, of something old and evil that once lived in the depths. Sacrifices were made to it—kine, and sometimes even wee bairns, flung into the water in withy baskets.” He spat again. “And some say the loch’s bottomless—got a hole in the center deeper than anything else in Scotland. On the other hand”—the guide’s crinkled eyes crinkled a bit more—” ’twas a family here from Lancashire a few years ago, cam rushin to the police station in Invermoriston, screamin as they’d seen the monster come out o’ the water and hide in the bracken. Said ’twas a terrible creature, covered wi’ red hair and fearsome horns, and chewin’ something, wi’ the blood all dripping from its mouth.” He held up a hand, stemming my horrified exclamation.
“The constable they sent to see cam back and said, weel, bar the drippin’ blood, ’twas a verra accurate description”—he paused for effect—”of a nice Highland cow, chewin’ her cud in the bracken!”
—Outlander, chapter 2, “Standing Stones”
I had seen the cattle disappear, one shaggy beast at a time, down the ditch that led to the hidden postern door, under the expert driving of Rupert and his men. But would they be able to force the cattle through that door, singly or not? And if so, what would they do once inside; half-wild cattle, trapped suddenly in a stone corridor lit with glaring torchlight? Well, perhaps it would work. The corridor itself would be not unlike their stone-floored barn, including torches and the scent of humans. If they got so far, the plan might succeed.
… Jamie winced as the spirit stung his torn mouth, but drained the beaker before laying his head down again. His eyes slanted up at me, slightly filmed with pain and whisky, but alight with amusement nonetheless. “Cows?” he asked. “Was it really cows, or was I dreaming?”
—Outlander, chapter 36, “MacRannoch”

I had begun “building” a picture of Castle Leoch in the same fashion as Lallybroch; by giving the illustrators both a general description of the castle, and a number of photographs and drawings of buildings of the proper period, noting the elements of each that were “right” for the vision of the castle that I had in my head. The preliminary drawing looked like that on the left—Castle Leoch, gradually taking solid shape out of the fog of my imagination.
Before we got further with the picture, though, I happened to go to a Highland Games in California. As I was signing books, a couple of people came up to me, holding a scrapbook, and introduced themselves to me: Steven McKenzie and his daughter, Anne, of the local Clan MacKenzie Society. They invited me to become an honorary member of clan MacKenzie, and upon my pleased acceptance,1 presented me with a T-shirt decorated with the clan badge, and showed me the photographs in their scrapbook—taken at the most recent Gathering of clan MacKenzie, in Scotland. Among the scenes of Highland beauty and massed MacKenzies, were several photographs of the clan seat—Castle Leod.
“You’re kidding!” I said, seeing this. “You mean there is a place called Leod?”
They were surprised at this, having assumed that I not only knew about Castle Leod, but had seen it, since the description in Outlander matched the reality so well.
“Well, I have seen it,” I said. “But not in a photograph.”
Since the reality had so abruptly popped up in front of me, though, it seemed unnecessary to go on constructing the imaginary version, and so I asked the McKenzies’ permission—graciously granted—to use their photographs of the Real Thing.
—D.G.


The rest of the journey passed uneventfully, if you consider it uneventful to ride fifteen miles on horseback through rough country at night, frequently without benefit of roads, in company with kilted men armed to the teeth, and sharing a horse with a wounded man. At least we were not set upon by highwaymen, we encountered no wild beasts, and it didn’t rain. By the standards I was becoming used to, it was quite dull.…
Not surprisingly, it was misting heavily, but there was enough light to show a stone bridge, arching over a small stream that ran past the front of the castle, down to a dully gleaming loch a quarter mile away.
The castle itself was blunt and solid. No fanciful turrets or toothed battlements. This was more like an enormous fortified house, with thick stone walls and high, slitted windows. A number of chimney pots smoked over the slick tiles of the roof, adding to the general impression of greyness.
The gated entrance of the castle was wide enough to accommodate two wagons side by side. I say this without fear of contradiction, because it was doing exactly that as we crossed the bridge. One ox-drawn wagon was loaded with barrels, the other with hay. Our little cavalcade huddled on the bridge, waiting impatiently for the wagons to complete their laborious entry.
I risked a question as the horses picked their way over the slippery stones of the wet courtyard. I hadn’t spoken to my escort since hastily re-dressing his shoulder by the roadside. He had been silent, too, aside from an occasional grunt of discomfort when a misstep by the horse jolted him.
“Where are we?” I croaked, my voice hoarse from cold and disuse.
“The keep of Leoch,” he answered shortly.
Castle Leoch. Well, at least now I knew where I was. When I had known it, Castle Leoch was a picturesque ruin, some thirty miles north of Bargrennan. It was considerably more picturesque now, what with the pigs rooting under the walls of the keep and the pervasive smell of raw sewage. I was beginning to accept the impossible idea that I was, most likely, somewhere in the eighteenth century.
—Outlander, chapter 4, “I Come to the Castle”

But Jamie was not quite finished, it seemed. Ignoring Dougal’s fuming, he drew a short string of white beads from his sporran. He stepped forward and fastened the necklace around my neck. Looking down, I could see it was a string of small baroque pearls, those irregularly shaped productions of freshwater mussels, interspersed with tiny pierced-work gold roundels. Smaller pearls dangled from the gold beads.
“They’re only Scotch pearls,” he said, apologetically, “but they look bonny on you.” His fingers lingered a moment on my neck.
“Those were your mother’s pearls!” said Dougal, glowering at the necklace.
“Aye,” said Jamie calmly, “and now they’re my wife’s. Shall we go?”
—Outlander, chapter 14, “A Marriage Takes Place”
Brianna put a stop to the outcry simply by standing up. She was as tall as any of the men, and towered over the women. Laoghaire took one quick step back. Every face in the room was turned to her, marked with hostility, sympathy, or merely curiosity.
With a coolness that she didn’t feel, Brianna reached for the inner pocket of her coat, the secret pocket she had sewed into the seam only a week before. It seemed like a century.
“My mother’s name is Claire,” she said, and dropped the necklace on the table.
There was utter silence in the room, save for the soft hissing of the peat fire, burning low on the hearth. The pearl necklace lay gleaming, the spring sun from the window picking out the gold pierced-work roundels like sparks.
It was Jenny who spoke first. Moving like a sleepwalker, she reached out a slender finger and touched one of the pearls. Freshwater pearls, the kind called baroque because of their singular, irregular, unmistakable shapes.
“Oh, my,” Jenny said softly.
—Drums of Autumn, chapter 34, “Lallybroch”

“And what did you want to buy so much?” I asked suspiciously.
He sighed and hesitated for a moment, then tossed the small package lightly into my lap. “A wedding ring, Sassenach,” he said. “I got it from Ewen the armorer; he makes such things in his own time.”
“Oh,” I said in a small voice.
“Go ahead,” he said, a moment later. “Open it. It’s yours.”
The outlines of the little package blurred under my fingers. I blinked and sniffed, but made no move to open it. “I’m sorry,” I said.
“Well, so ye should be, Sassenach,” he said, but his voice was no longer angry. Reaching, he took the package from my lap and tore away the wrapping, revealing a wide silver band, decorated in the Highland interlace style, a small and delicate Jacobean thistle bloom carved in the center of each link.
So much I saw, and then my eyes blurred again.
I found a handkerchief thrust into my hand, and did my best to stanch the flow with it. “It’s… beautiful,” I said, clearing my throat and dabbling at my eyes.
“Will ye wear it, Claire?” His voice was gentle now, and his use of my name, mostly reserved for occasions of formality or tenderness, nearly made me break down again.…
I couldn’t speak, but held out my right hand to him, fingers trembling. The ring slipped cool and bright over my knuckle and rested snug at the base of my finger—a good fit.
-—Outlander, chapter 23, “Return to Leoch”
“There are words in it,” she said wonderingly. “I never realized that he’d… Oh, dear God.” Her voice broke, and the ring slipped from her fingers, rattling on the table with a tiny metal chime.…
Roger stood for a minute, feeling unbearably awkward and out of place. With a terrible feeling that he was violating a privacy that ran deeper than anything he had ever known, but not knowing what else to do, he lifted the tiny metal circle to the light and read the words inside.

“Da mi basia mille…” But it was Claire’s voice that spoke the words, not his.
—Dragonfly in Amber, chapter 47, “Loose Ends”
“Good as new.” Jamie finished polishing the silver ring on his shirttail and held it up, admiring it in the glow of the lantern.
“That is somewhat better than can be said of me,” I replied coldly. I lay in a crumpled heap on the deck, which in spite of the placid current, seemed still to be heaving very slightly under me. “You are a grade-A, double-dyed, sadistic fucking bastard, Jamie Fraser!”
—Drums of Autumn, chapter 9, “Two-thirds of a Ghost”
“It was a long time ago,” I said softly.
“And a long time,” he said. “I am a jealous man, but not a vengeful one. I would take you from him, my Sassenach—but I wouldna take him from you.”
He paused a moment, the fire glinting softly from the ring in his hand. “It was your life, no?”
And he asked again, “Do you want it back?”
I held up my hand in answer and he slid the gold ring on my finger, the metal warm from his body.
From F. to C. with love. Always.
—Drums of Autumn, chapter 71, “Circle’s Close”

I’ve had any number of inquiries regarding Claire’s wedding ring, some simply curious as to whether a real ring of this description exists, some with a more practical application—that is, persons wanting to have a facsimile of it made for their own wedding!
The ring doesn’t exist physically, I’m afraid; only inside my head. I wear four rings, myself: two gold ones on the left hand, two silver on the right. On my left ring finger is my own wedding ring, which was a commercial pattern (i.e., it wasn’t custom-made for me, but was simply available). The pattern is called (oddly enough, in view of the fact that I was married long before even thinking of writing a Scottish novel) “Brigadoon.”
It’s made of gold, and is 8 mm (5/16”) wide. It has an incised pattern of what I think are fern leaves, interspersed with small, four-petaled flowers, and it’s rather pretty. It looks as though the ferns and flowers are incised on a black background, but this is merely a side effect of the fact that I don’t bother to scrub it with a toothbrush now and then; it was all gold, originally.
When I began writing Outlander, I undertook all kinds of things for research, including going to a Highland Games in Mesa, Arizona. I’d never been to a Highland Games before, and found it fascinating; bagpipes up the gazoo: drums, shortbread, and quite a lot of men in kilts. I came away from this event with two important souvenirs: a Clan Map of Scotland, which is still on my wall, and which has supplied most of the names for minor characters—as well as the odd geographical reference—for all of the books so far—and a silver ring.
This one is 5 mm (3/16”) wide, and has a narrow band of plain silver at top and bottom, with a single band of interlace (aka Celtic knotwork) in between. Owing to its origins, I’ve always thought of it in terms of Outlander and things Scottish.
Consequently, when Jamie decided to give Claire a ring (I had no idea that’s why he’d gone off right after arrival at the Castle), I was faced with the problem of describing it. Being a practical person, as well as a person of sentiment, I looked at my hands—and gave her a cross between my own two rings.
Claire’s ring, therefore, is wide (like my own wedding band), made of silver (because gold jewelry wasn’t common in the Scottish Highlands, but silver was), and made with an interlace pattern (which is ancient, thus historically appropriate, and thoroughly Scottish) interspersed with thistle blooms (flowers, like my ring, but thistles for Scottishness).
Now, there are certain elements described in the Outlander books that I would not under any circumstances allow to be illustrated—the characters, for instance. (As I say to the occasional person who complains that they want a picture because they can’t visualize Claire or Jamie—thumb through magazines until you find a nice-looking face and use that; it’s certainly as good as any illustration would be. I know what they look like, and so does any reader who has not destroyed his or her visual cortex with an overdose of television.)
At the same time, there’s at least a sporting chance of coming up with a reasonable approximation of some of the inanimate objects about which people are curious—and with the aid of a pair of talented illustrators2 who were willing to take my rough suggestions and give me approximations to fiddle with, we’ve produced illustrations of some of the principal items of jewelry described in the books: Claire’s wedding ring, Ellen’s pearls, the boar’s-tusk bracelets, and the running-stag brooch worn by the ghost in Iverness.
Oh, my other two rings? Well, they’re identical, save for the metal; one’s silver, one gold (silver on the right, gold on the left). They’re reproductions of fifteenth-century French poesy rings, and were given to me by my husband—one for a birthday gift, the other for an anniversary. Each of them bears the legend “Vous, et nul autre. “3

Broch Tuarach means “the north-facing tower.” From the side of the mountain above, the broch that gave the small estate its name was no more than another mound of rocks, much like those that lay at the foot of the hills we had been traveling through.
We came down through a narrow, rocky gap between two crags, leading the horse between boulders. Then the going was easier, the land sloping more gently down through the fields and scattered cottages, until at last we struck a small winding road that led to the house.

It was larger than I had expected; a handsome three-story manor of harled white stone, windows outlined in the natural grey stone, a high slate roof with multiple chimneys, and several smaller whitewashed buildings clustered about it, like chicks about a hen. The old stone broch, situated on a small rise to the rear of the house, rose sixty feet above the ground, cone-topped like a witch’s hat, girdled with three rows of tiny arrow-slits.
—Outlander, chapter 26, “The Lairds Return”
“Scotland,” I sighed, thinking of the cool brown streams and dark pines of Lallybroch, Jamie’s estate. “Can we really go home?”
—Dragonfly in Amber, chapter 29, “To Grasp the Nettle”
From this distance, the house seemed completely unchanged. Built of white harled stone, its three stories gleamed immaculately amid its cluster of shabby outbuildings and the spread of stone-dyked brown fields. On the small rise behind the house stood the remains of the ancient broch, the circular stone tower that gave the place its name.
On closer inspection, I could see that the outbuildings had changed a bit; Jamie had told me that the English soldiery had burned the dovecote and the chapel the year after Culloden, and I could see the gaps where they had been. A space where the wall of the kailyard had been broken through had been repaired with stone of a different color, and a new shed built of stone and scrap lumber was evidently serving as a dovecote, judging from the row of plump feathered bodies lined up on the rooftree, enjoying the late autumn sun.
The rose brier planted by Jamie’s mother, Ellen, had grown up into a great, sprawling tangle latticed to the wall of the house, only now losing the last of its leaves.
—Voyager, chapter 32, “The Prodigal’s Return”
The peat fire hissed on the hearth behind me, smelling of the Highlands, and the rich scent of cock-a-leekie and baking bread spread through the house, warm and comforting as a blanket.
I could feel the pull of it around me—the house, the family, the place itself. I, who couldn’t remember a childhood home, felt the urge to sit down here and stay forever, enmeshed in the thousand strands of daily life, bound securely to this bit of earth. What would it have meant to him, who had lived all his life in the strength of that bond?
—Voyager, chapter 37, “What’s in a Name”
Brianna let the reins lie on Brutus’s neck, letting him rest after the last climb, and sat still, surveying the small valley below. The big white-harled farmhouse sat serenely in the middle of pale green fields of oats and barley, its windows and chimneys edged in gray stone, the walled kailyard and the numerous outbuildings clustering around it like chicks round a big white hen.
She had never seen it before, but she was sure. She had heard her mother’s descriptions of Lallybroch often enough. And besides, it was the only substantial house for miles; she had seen nothing else in the last three days but the tiny stone-walled crofters’ cottages, many deserted and tumbled down, some no more than fire-black ruins.
Smoke was rising from a chimney below; someone was home.
—Drums of Autumn, chapter 34, “Lallybroch”
I caught a strange nonmetallic gleam in the depths of the box, and pointed. “What’s that?”
“Oh, those,” she said, dipping into the box again. “I’ve never worn them; they don’t suit me. But you could wear them—you’re tall and queenly, like my mother was. They were hers, ye ken.”
They were a pair of bracelets. Each made from the curving, almost-circular tusk of a wild boar, polished to a deep ivory glow, the ends capped with silver tappets, etched with flowered tracery.
“Lord, they’re gorgeous! I’ve never seen anything so… so wonderfully barbaric.”
Jenny was amused. “Aye, that they are. Someone gave them to Mother as a wedding gift, but she never would say who. My father used to tease her now and then about her admirer, but she wouldna tell him, either, just smiled like a cat that’s had cream to its supper. Here, try them.”
The ivory was cool and heavy on my arm. I couldn’t resist stroking the deep yellow surface, grained with age.
“Aye, they suit ye,” Jenny declared.…
The bannocks were steaming gently in the cool air, and smelt heavenly. I reached for one, the heavy boars-tooth bracelets clinking together on my wrist. I saw Murtagh’s eyes on them and adjusted them so he could see the engraved silver end pieces.


“Aren’t they lovely?” I said. “Jenny said they were her mother’s.”
Murtagh’s eyes dropped to the bowl of parritch that Mrs. Cook had thrust unceremoniously under his nose.
“They suit ye,” he mumbled.
—Outlander, chapter 31,
“Quarter Day”
MacRannoch was studying the wizened little man, trying to subtract thirty years from the seamed countenance.
“Aye, I know ye,” he said at last. “Or not the name, but you. Ye killed a wounded boar single-handed with a dagger, during the tynchal. A gallant beast too. That’s right, the MacKenzie gave ye the tushes—a bonny set, almost a complete double curve. Lovely work, that, man.” A look perilously close to gratification creased Murtagh’s pitted cheek momentarily.
I started, remembering the magnificent, barbaric bracelets I had seen at Lallybroch. My mother’s, Jenny had said, given to her by an admirer.
—Outlander, chapter 36,
“MacRannoch”



1I am an honorary Fraser, as well.
2Carlos and Deborah Gonzales, of Running Changes, Inc.
3You, and no other.



“ARMA VIRUMQUE CANO”
rapping his hand in the bloodstained cloth, Jamie cautiously pulled the dirk from the fire. He advanced slowly toward the boy, letting the blade fall, as though of its own volition, until it touched the lad’s jerkin. There was a strong smell of singed cloth from the handkerchief wrapped around the haft of the knife, which grew stronger as a narrow burnt line traced its way up the front of the jerkin in the dagger’s path. The point, darkening as it cooled, stopped just short of the upwardly straining chin. I could see the thin lines of sweat shining in the stretched hollows of the slender neck.
—Dragonfly in Amber, chapter 36,
“Prestonpans”
He turned back to the prisoner, busying himself in checking the priming and loading of the pistol. The twelve inches of heart-butted metal gleamed dark, the firelight picking out sparks of silver at trigger and priming pin. “Head or heart?” Jamie asked casually, raising his head at last.
“Eh?” The boy’s mouth hung open in blank incomprehension.
“I am going to shoot you,” Jamie explained patiently. “Spies are usually hanged, but in consideration of your gallantry, I am willing to give you a quick, clean death. Do ye prefer to take the ball in the head, or the heart?”
—Dragonfly in Amber, chapter 36,
“Prestonpans”

The priest would have to take care of himself, he thought. Jamie drew the broadsword as he rose, and with one long step, was within reach. The man was no more than a shape in the darkness, but distinct enough. The merciless blade smashed down with all his strength, and split the man’s skull where he stood.
“Highlanders!” The shriek broke from the man’s companion, and the second sentry sprang out like a rabbit flushed from a copse, bounding away into the fading dark before Jamie could free his weapon from its gory cleft. He put a foot on the fallen man’s back and jerked, gritting his teeth against the unpleasant sensation of slack flesh and grating bone.

—Dragonfly in Amber, chapter 36,
“Prestonpans”
There was a faint, wheezing chuckle from Rupert, and another coughing spell. “Weel, grieve for me and ye will, Dougal,” he said, when he’d finished. “And I’m glad for it. But ye canna grieve ’till be deid, can ye? I would die by your hand, mo caraidh, not in the hands of the strangers.”
“You are my chief, man, and it’s your duty,” he whispered. “Come now. Do it now. This dying hurts me, Dougal, and I would have it over.” Dougal’s dirk took him under the breastbone, hard and straight. The burly body convulsed, turning to the side with a coughing explosion of air and blood, but the brief sound of agony came from Dougal.
—Dragonfly in Amber, chapter 43,
“Falkirk”
Fire is a poor illuminator, but it would have taken total darkness to conceal that look on Geilie’s face; the sudden realization of what was coming toward her. She jerked the other pistol from her belt and swung it to bear on me. I saw the round hole of the muzzle clearly—and didn’t care. The roar of the discharge caromed through the cave, the echoes sending down showers of rocks and dirt, but by then I had seized the ax from the floor. I heard a noise behind me, but didn’t turn. Reflections of the fire burned red in the pupils of her eyes. The red thing, Jamie had called it. I gave myself to it, he had said.
I didn’t need to give myself; it had taken me.
There was no fear, no rage, no doubt. Only the stroke of the swinging ax. The shock of it echoed up my arm, and I let go, my fingers numbed. I stood quite still, not even moving when she staggered toward me.
Blood in firelight is black, not red.
—Voyager, chapter 62,
“Abandawe”


“Sometimes I know there’s something there, like,” Maisri said suddenly, “but I can block it out of my mind, not look. ’Twas like that with his lordship; I knew there was something, but I’d managed not to see it. But then he bade me look, and say the divining spell to make the vision come clear. And I did.” The hood of her cloak slipped back as she tilted her head, looking up at the wall of the Priory as it soared above us, ochre and white and red, with the mortar crumbling between its stones. White-streaked black hair spilled down her back, free in the wind.
“He was standing there before the fire, but it was daylight, and clear to see. A man stood behind him, still as a tree, and his face covered in black. And across his lordship’s face there fell the shadow of an ax.”
—Dragonfly in Amber, chapter 41,
“The Seer’s Curse”
It was the gralloch prayer he had been taught as a boy, learning to hunt in the Highlands of Scotland. It was old, he had told me; so old that some of the words were no longer in common use, so it sounded unfamiliar. But it must be said for any animal slain that was larger than a hare, before the throat was cut or the bellyskin split.
Without hesitation, he made a shallow slash across the chest—no need to bleed the carcass; the heart was long since still—and ripped the skin between the legs, so the pale swell of the intestines bulged up from the narrow, black-furred slit, gleaming in the light.
It took both strength and considerable skill to split and peel back the heavy skin without penetrating the mesenteric membrane that held the visceral sac enclosed. I, who had opened softer human bodies, recognized surgical competence when I saw it.
–Drums of Autumn, chapter 15, “Noble Savages”




PART NINE







FREQUENTLY ASKED QUESTIONS
Q: Is Craigh na Dun a real place?
A: Let’s put it this way; if it was … would I tell you?




ANSWERS
 Who is speaking in the prologues? Claire? Brianna? You?
A: Well, that’s a good question. To me, the prologue is essentially the voice of the book speaking, if that makes any sense. All the books are designed to stand individually, as well as to interlock as parts of a whole. Consequently, while I hope the various plot elements, characters, etc., are consistent among the books, each book is meant to be unique in tone, structure, and approach. So, each prologue is meant to convey something about the tone and essence of that particular book.
With the exception of Outlander, the prologues have been the single most difficult passage to write in each book.1 It always takes multiple tries to get one right, and I often have to wait for inspiration—in the form of a phrase or vision—to hit.2 In Drums, the prologue was the last thing written!
As to the question, though, I prefer to leave the prologues ambiguous. Who is speaking? The book itself (though I do imagine that any given reader may hear the book speaking with the voice of one or another of the characters).
One peculiarity regarding the prologues is that while the ambiguity works fine in written form, the recorded version really has to be a little more certain. That is, the poor actress who does the audiobook recordings (Geraldine James for the abridged Bantam audio versions; Davina Porter for the unabridged versions from Recorded Books (see Appendix VI: “Foreign Editions Audiotapes, and Strange, Strange Covers”) is obliged to read the prologues in someone’s voice.
Evidently, either the abridger or Ms. James decided (they didn’t ask me) that the prologues of the first three books should be read in Claire’s voice, while the Drums of Autumn prologue was read in Brianna’s voice.


However, the first paragraph of the Drums prologue contains this line: “When I look in the mirror, my mother’s eyes look back at me.…” For what the observation is worth—we’ve made rather a Big Deal through three books, now, about how much Brianna resembles Jamie Fraser, up to and including the slanted blue cat eyes. Claire’s eyes, on the other hand, have been described at no-doubt tedious length in terms of sherry, whisky, and other intoxicant substances of a brownish hue.
And Claire does once describe her own mother, while looking at a photograph (in Voyager): “Warm brown eyes…”
Q: Is there going to be another book about Jamie and Claire?
A: Oh, yes. There will be two more novels—The Fiery Cross and (so far) King, Farewell—that complete the story of Jamie and Claire. There will also be a prequel volume, dealing with Jamie Fraser’s parents, Brian and Ellen, and the 1715 Rising.
That came about rather by accident.3 A friend asked me whether I would be interested in writing a novella for a four-author anthology she was putting together. “I dunno,” I said. “I’ve never written anything under three hundred thousand words; it would be an interesting technical challenge. Let me check with the publisher, though, and make sure there’s no problem.”4
When I described the invitation to my editor, she said that sounded interesting; what had I thought of doing? I replied that I thought I’d maybe tell the story of Brian and Ellen Fraser’s courtship—to which the editor’s response was, “Oh, you can’t do it for them, you have to do it for me—I lust for that story!”
I pointed out that the publisher doesn’t do novellas, to which the editor’s response—she’s known me a long time—was, “Oh, I’m sure you could make it longer.”
The final result was the suggestion of a book that consists of three interlinked novellas; the first tells the story of Colum and Dougal MacKenzie, and how the brothers claimed the leadership of the MacKenzies of Leoch; the second novella is the story of Brian and Ellen’s courtship and elopement; the third is Murtagh’s story—his friendship with Brian, his love for Ellen, and how it was that he came to stand as godfather to her son.
So let’s see—that’s six Jamie and Claire novels, one prequel, one companion… and I suppose it’s possible that we’ll have to do a second companion, to catch up with the last two novels (if I do, that book will feature a comprehensive index to the whole series). So there will be either eight or nine books in this series, altogether.
Q: Have you written anything else, besides the Outlander novels? Are you planning to write any different stories?
A: I’ve written lots of other things—comic books, radio ads, scholarly articles, computer manuals, software reviews, technical articles on the proper way of cleaning a cow’s skull—but no other fiction. Outlander was my first novel, and I haven’t really had time to write anything else besides the Claire and Jamie stories yet.
I do, however, have a contract for two contemporary mystery novels, and I expect (hope) to have the first of these finished soon.
Beyond books, I did in fact produce three pieces of short (well, relatively short) fiction during the last year. I was asked to do a story for an anthology called Mothers and Daughters, whose “gimmick” was to have stories written by well-known authors collaborating with either a mother or a daughter.5 I asked my (then-fifteen-year-old) elder daughter if she’d like to do this, and since she said she would, we did. The story—a romantic fairy tale farce involving a white cat and a copy editor—is titled “Dream a Little Dream for Me.”
That experience having proved to be fun for both of us, when another editor asked if I would write a fantasy short story for a German Arthurian anthology, I said I would, if they didn’t mind my doing it with my son (I having a son with a major taste for fantastic fiction). They thought that a good idea, so we produced “The Castellan”—the story of a lonely man of mixed blood, a white raven with a sarcastic sense of humor, and a real dragon lady, who thinks blood is blood, and it all tastes fine.6
I don’t know why it should have been such a big year for anthologies, but it was. The editor of Past Poisons: An Ellis Peters Memorial Anthology of Historical Crime invited me to contribute a historical crime story. This seemed like an offer I couldn’t refuse, so I agreed.
Now, the only historical period I happen to know much about is the eighteenth century, and I didn’t think I could take the time to do adequate research on another period for the sake of a short story.7 So, the eighteenth century it was, and the result was “Hellfire,” a story about Lord John Grey,8 the murder of a red-haired man, and Sir Francis Dashwood’s notorious Hell-fire Club at Medmenham Abbey.
Q: When is the next book coming out?
A: I have no idea. It takes me roughly two to three years to write one of the big historical novels, but this span is affected by things like book tours and other promotional activities (to say nothing of family life). Once a manuscript is delivered, the publisher does need time9 to do the production work, and then the actual publication date is determined by all sorts of factors that aren’t in my control and can’t be predicted.
I write as fast as possible, consistent with producing a good book, and the publisher nobly tries to get books on the shelves as soon as it can—that’s about all I can tell you. When we do have solid pub dates for books, though, I always post this information on my Web page (www.cco.caltech.edu/~gatti/gabaldon/~gabaldon.html).10
Q: Jamie is described as being unable to wink, but in several places in the books, he “opens one eye” to look at Claire. Isn’t this the same thing? If he can open one eye at a time, surely he can blink?
A: Well, no, it’s not really the same thing. The movements are controlled by different sets of muscles. Try this: Close both eyes, then open one. You should feel a “pull” or movement, in the muscles of your upper eyelid/lower forehead.
Okay. Now, with both eyes open, wink with one eye. Assuming you can do this, you should feel most of the muscle movement in the upper cheek and lower eyelid muscles. See?
There was a long discussion on this point in one of the AOL groups, with people trying it both ways. Turns out there are quite a few people out there who can’t wink! Some people can wink, but only with one eye. Most were able to open one eye at a time, but some people (who could wink) couldn’t open one eye and leave the other closed. Likewise, many people could lift one eyebrow, but not the other. Evidently, there’s quite a lot of individual idiosyncrasy in eyelid-muscle coordination.
Q: How do you pronounce your name? What kind of name is it?
A: Gabaldon is a Hispanic name. This means it has two common pronunciations, one English, one Spanish. The most common (English) pronunciation is GAB-uhl-dohn (long “o” in the last syllable; it rhymes with “stone”).
The common Spanish pronunciation is gah-vahl-DOHN (still a long “o”). If I meet anyone who pronounces the name correctly in Spanish, I know that they are a) from New Mexico, and b) very likely from the area around Belen, which is where my father came from.11 (Yes, Gabaldon is my own name, not my husband’s).12
Q: What happened to Claire’s pearls? She pawned them, in Dragonfly in Amber, but later on she gives them to Brianna.
A: Well, when I finished the draft of the manuscript, I realized upon reading it through that I had forgotten to get the pearls back. I therefore made a quick note in the margin—“Get pearls!”—but didn’t do anything about it until we had reached the galley proof stage.
Since changes in the text are highly undesirable at this stage, whatever I did had to be brief—and it was. On page 672 (U.S. hardcover edition): “I am a fool,” Jamie grumbled, climbing the steep, cobbled streets to the wynd where Alex Randall had his lodgings. “We should have left yesterday, at once, as soon as we got back your pearls from the pawnbroker! D’ye no ken how far it is to Inverness? And we wi’ little more than nags to get us there?”

Q:In Drums of Autumn, what happened to Willie, after he and Jamie went to the Indian village?
A: I reckon he and Jamie returned to Fraser’s Ridge, whereupon he was joyfully reunited with the recovered John Grey, and the two of them went on their merry way to Virginia.
These are long books, but there’s only so much room in them, even so; I can’t take extra space to explain events that can reasonably be taken for granted, or there wouldn’t be room to deal with the Truly Interesting Stuff. And while I could certainly have thought of some Interesting Stuff to happen after Willie’s return with Jamie, explicating it and tying it in with the overall structure of the story would have made the book substantially longer.13
Q: Are you Scottish, or English?
A: American. Raised in Flagstaff, Arizona.14 However, my ancestry is both English (with one German branch) and Mexican-American (Latina, Hispanic, Chicana, whatever you want to call it); one of my maternal great-grandfathers emigrated from England (Yorkshire) to Arizona in the late 1800s, and two other branches of my maternal family arrived in New York during the American Revolution,15 while my father’s family is from New Mexico.16
Q: Have you ever been to Scotland?
A: I had never been there when I wrote Outlander, and did that book entirely from library research (since at the time, I thought the book was purely for practice, I hardly thought I could tell my husband I had to go to Scotland to do research). I did take part of the advance money from the sale of Outlander and go to Scotland for two weeks, though, while working on Dragonfly. It was (luckily!) just as I’d been imagining it. I’ve been back several times since, for book tours and the like, and would go back like a shot, at the slightest opportunity.
Q: What is your academic background? What did you do professionally before Outlander was published?
A: I have an M.S. in marine biology from Scripps Institution of Oceanography, and a B.S. in zoology and Ph.D. in quantitative behavioral ecology (animal behavior with statistics involved) from Northern Arizona University. My thesis was on Nest Site Selection in Pinyon Jays.17 After getting my last degree, I did two postdoctoral appointments, at the University of Pennsylvania18 and at UCLA.19
I also wrote comic books (freelance) for Walt Disney for a year or two in the late seventies.20 Then I was a professor at Arizona State for twelve years or so, in the Center for Environmental Studies.
What I actually did there, weirdly enough, was to develop an expertise in the brand-new field of scientific computation (the use of computers to do scientific research—in botany, ecology, physiology, meteorology, etc. This is a completely different field from computer science, which is the study of computers and how they work).
As part of this endeavor, I started and ran a scholarly journal called Science Software for several years. See, I started using computers for scientific analysis in the early eighties, just when microcomputers were getting started. It occurred to me that there should be a venue for other scientists who did what I did (not many, back then) to share their work. The journal took off, and took over—within a year, I was doing virtually nothing else; I ran the journal, did training seminars for scientists wanting to get into computers and lab automation, wrote texts and manuals, and so on.
Essentially, I invented my own specialty. I then called up magazine editors and offered to write about it. That is, I started sending copies of Science Software around to the editors of the mainstream computer press (along with one of my Walt Disney comic books, just to be sure they noticed my query), asking for assignments—which I got instantly, because at that time, I was one of maybe a dozen people in the world who knew anything about scientific and technical software and could write coherently about it.
In other words, I became established as an “expert” in scientific computation the same way I started writing fiction; I just did it.
I kept doing it, in fact, until I had finished the draft of Dragonfly in Amber. At this point, my university contract came up for renewal, and I decided that it would be nice to see what it was like to sleep for more than four hours at a stretch, so I resigned.
Q: Where did you get the idea for a time travel novel?
A: I had meant Outlander to be a straight historical novel, but when I introduced Claire Beauchamp Randall (around the third day of writing—it was the scene where she meets Dougal and the others in the cottage), she wouldn’t cooperate. Dougal asked her who she was, and without my stopping to think who she should be, she drew herself up, stared belligerently at him, and said “Claire Elizabeth Beauchamp. And who the hell are you?” She promptly took over the story and began telling it herself, making smart-ass modern remarks about everything.
At this point I shrugged and said, “Fine. Nobody’s ever going to see this book, so it doesn’t matter what bizarre thing I do—go ahead and be modern, and I’ll figure out how you got there later.” So the time travel was entirely Claire’s fault.
Q: Why did you have Outlander start in the 1940s, rather than the present day?
A: Well, three main reasons.
 
	1) I wanted Claire’s transition to the past to be as plausible as possible. Thus, coming from both the hardships of postwar Europe and the anthropological travels with her uncle Lamb, her adaptation to Jacobite Scotland would not be as difficult as it might be for a more modern person. It’s difficult for many present-day Americans to realize, but pre-war Britain was really fairly primitive, in terms of the kinds of conveniences—food, travel, refrigeration, plumbing—we take for granted.

	2) As I went on working, it was clear to me that at some point Claire would come back to the future, and I had decided that time moves linearly, no matter where you are in it—that is, if you leave from point A, and spend X amount of time living in the past before returning, you will return to A + X. I didn’t want to have to go into my future in order to write Claire’s future—that is, I didn’t want to be dealing with the problems both of historical and futuristic novels simultaneously.

	3) The third reason turned out not to be of any particular importance, but in the beginning, when I was still playing with the time travel notion, I hypothesized that the time-passage in the stones might be “open” only in or near periods of social violence—warfare, particularly. That would mean time travelers would be likely to “fall in” during times of upheaval, and to travel between periods of violence, when their appearances and disappearances were less likely to be noticed.21


I later decided that it made more sense for the time-passages to be geomagnetic in nature, and thus they were affected by the ancient sun feasts (which are related to the gravitational field of the earth and its changing orientation to sun and moon). I therefore abandoned the connection with violence—but setting one end of Claires story near World War II did have something to do with that notion.
Q: Why does Roger not “hear” the stones in North Carolina, when he’s fleeing from the Indians and stumbles into the circle?
A: Wrong time of year. If the passage through the stones stands widest open on sun feasts and fire feasts, it is presumably more or less “closed” in the periods between. As Geillis/Gillian’s notes indicate, an attempted passage at the wrong time can be fatal.
Q: Why is there a date discrepancy between Outlander and Cross Stitch with regard to the disappearance of Geillis Duncan into the past?
A: The discrepancy in dates is a mistake—it’s a copy-editing error caused by differences between the British edition of the book, which begins in 1946, and the American one, which begins in 1945. The American book was already in galleys when we sold Outlander in the UK, and the publisher’s feeling was that since changing the initial date would have required sending the whole manuscript back to the copy editor, it was better to leave it. See “Errata” for a fuller explanation of the error.
Q: Why did you choose Scotland during the Jacobite period as the setting for your books?
A: Well, like almost everything else about these books, it was an accident. I was looking for a time in which to set a historical novel, because I thought that would be the easiest kind of book to write for practice. While pondering, I happened to see a rerun of an ancient Doctor Who episode on PBS—one in which the Doctor had a young Scottish sidekick, picked up in 1745. The sidekick was a cute little guy, about seventeen, named Jamie MacCrimmon, and he looked rather nice in his kilt.
I was sitting in church the next day thinking about it, and thought, Well, you’ve got to start somewhere, and it doesn’t really matter where, since no one’s ever going to see this—so why not? Scotland, eighteenth century. And that’s where I started—no outline, no characters, no plot—just a place and time.
Q: Is there any significance to the title Dragonfly in Amber?
A: The dragonfly in amber is something of a symbol of Jamie and Claire’s marriage—not only via the token Hugh Munro gives Claire—but as a metaphor; a means of preserving something of great beauty that exists out of its proper time. Also, amber is a rather mystical substance that’s been used for magic and protection for thousands of years. (See “Where Titles Come From” for a fuller explanation.)
Q: Which cover(s) do you like best?
A: I like the American hardcover art very much. As for the others… well, there are quite a number of different ones, counting all the foreign editions, and some are remarkably beautiful (I particularly like the first edition of the British Dragonfly paperback—no longer available, alas). Some are just remarkable.
Let me just state for the record that I really, really, REALLY hate any art that attempts to show the actual features of any of the characters. Since an artist can’t possibly imagine what Jamie, Claire, et al really look like, the result is bound to be unsatisfactory to someone who does know what they look like. I much prefer such details to be left to the reader’s imagination.
Q: Are the books available in audio format?
A: Yes, in various versions. Bantam Audio-books owns the right to produce abridged commercial versions of all the books, and all four published books have been recorded and are available. The tapes are beautifully produced and beautifully read (the reader for all four books is Geraldine James; a very fine British actress, who does a wonderful job), but they’re very much abridged; only about one-fifth of each story is on the tapes (each book is a six-hour, four-tape set). These tapes are a good companion to the books, but certainly no substitute.
The unabridged versions of Outlander and Dragonfly in Amber have been produced commercially by Recorded Books, Inc. (Voyager and Drums will follow, sometime in 1999).22 The unabridged version doesn’t have music or sound effects, but is beautifully read (by Davina Porter, a terrific Scottish/English actress who sounds a lot like Claire), and does include the complete text of the book—on thirty-two-plus hours of tape per book.
There aren’t any UK audiobooks available as yet, I’m afraid.
In addition to the commercial audiotapes, there are two noncommercial recorded versions of the books, produced for print-handicapped readers in the United States. I’ve been a volunteer at Recording for the Blind for the last seventeen years, and as a special treat, they allowed me to read Outlander and Dragonfly—normally, I read scientific, medical, and computer texts for them. All books available through RFB are provided free of charge to qualified borrowers, and are read in their entirety. (Perhaps they’ll let me read Voyager or Drums, too, once I’ve finished the eighth edition of Biology of Microorganisms.)
I’m told (I haven’t heard them) that all the books are also available from the Library of Congress’s Talking Books program, also in unabridged form.
Q: How long does it take you to write a book?
A: It took me eighteen months to finish Outlander, about two years each for Dragonfly in Amber and Voyager, and roughly two and a half years for Drums of Autumn. The books got longer, and slightly (ha) more complicated; also, I spent more than four months on the road, doing book tours and promotional appearances for Voyager, which tends to cut into the writing time.23 I’m extremely slow and snaillike, and I rewrite and edit as I go, word by word, sentence by sentence… then go back and change the words again. I average maybe two to three pages a day, except at the very end of the book. At this point, when I know what I’m doing, and where everything goes, I will be writing ten to fifteen pages a day—and sleeping very little.
Q: What kind of research do you do for your books? How do you know when you’ve done enough research? How long do you research before you begin writing?
A: I know a lot of people do all their research and then begin to write, but that wouldn’t work for me—since I never know what’s going to happen, I wouldn’t know where to stop!24 So I don’t—I read and research during all the time I’m writing, and I begin writing immediately.
It’s the writing that’s important in a book. In terms of research, I often don’t know what I need to know until I find it.25 If something turns out to be wrong, I can change it. If I come to a spot where I really must know something specific before writing it—then I can go and look it up, or I can skip to a different place in the story and leave that spot for later. But nothing counts except words on the page.
I have about two hundred books that belong to the university library (every so often they want one back, which is a traumatic experience), and I also buy books like salted peanuts. I carry a research book around in the car, to read at stoplights or at kids’ flute lessons, and I read research material while I work out on an exercise bike or treadmill. Sometimes I do have something specific to look up—like how to extract a tooth, or how many slaves were on the average sugar plantation in North
Carolina in 1767, or how much a black bear weighs, but it really doesn’t take time to discover a discrete fact—it’s the browsing and finding fascinating items like hanged-men’s grease (that’s historically true, by the way—it was one of the perks of an eighteenth century hangman) that take time. Fortunately, it’s also fun.
At one point, I recall coming across a mention of a specific book that seemed, from its title, likely to be important in terms of the research for Voyager. The university library didn’t have it, and I didn’t have time to wait for them to obtain it through interlibrary loan. I called around, and finally located two copies of the book, in a bookstore in New York City. By coincidence, the bookstore was located on the first floor of the building in which my publisher’s offices were located. Which is how it happened that my (extremely obliging and forbearant) editor found herself attempting to keep a straight face while asking the bookstore clerk for two copies of Sodomy and the Pirate Tradition.26
Q: How did you get the Scottish accent right? I am a Scot with a passion for Scottish history, and having heard that you are not Scottish, was frankly expecting the worst. I was pleasantly surprised!
A: Thank you—I’m pleased to hear it! I “got” the Scottish accents from quite a few sources, but the main bases were Scottish novels (written by Scots, I mean) and Scottish folk song recordings. Especially in live recordings, groups (like the Corries, for example) will banter with the audience, and you can hear them talk, as well as pick up idiom and vocabulary from the songs themselves.
The “accent” isn’t purely an accent, of course—it’s my approximation of Scots, which is a real dialect of English. It’s not the same thing as Gaelic, which is a completely separate language. Scots is English, but has quite a number of specific words and idioms not found in standard English, and also has its own peculiarly idiosyncratic sentence structures.
Q: Your books are so complex! Do you use an outline?
A: No, I don’t use an outline. Of course, I also don’t write in a straight line; I write in lots of little pieces and then glue them together like a jigsaw puzzle. I’ll work forward and back, backward and forward, until a scene is finished—then hop somewhere else and write something different. I don’t even have chapters, until just before I print the completed manuscript to send to my editor; breaking the text into chapters and titling them is just about the last thing I do to a book.27
And yes, now and then I’ll have scenes or fragments that either don’t fit or are redundant or extraneous (I’m sure no one thinks I ever edit or cut anything, but I really do. The next-to-next-to-the-last thing I do to a manuscript is a process called “slash and burn”). In most cases, though, those scenes can be recycled into the next book—one of the benefits of writing a series. For example, the brief scene involving Mayer Rothschild, the traveling numismatist, was originally written for Dragonfly. It wasn’t that it didn’t fit well there—but it wasn’t necessary to that story, so I removed it. And lo and behold, it tied in beautifully with the clue of the coins in Voyager, where I used it in almost the original version, making only small adjustments for the sake of the plot.
Then there are versions of things that simply don’t work—I rewrote the front half of the framing story for Dragonfly seven times before I was happy with it—keeping whatever small pieces seemed to work from each iteration.
All writers are different in their approaches to writing, but for me, it’s a very organic sort of process, though with its own internal logic—something like growing crystals in the basement.
Q: Do your readers give you ideas?
A: Well, in all honesty, not often. Or rather, they don’t give me specific ideas, though often enough, a conversation will trigger a train of thought that eventually results in something—though it may not be at all what the original suggester had in mind! I generally know the shape of the story, if not the specifics, and I know the characters in such a way that I can say that yes they would do this, no they wouldn’t do that, under any circumstances. The only cases I can recall where a suggestion resulted in a specific scene were from a couple of my LitForum (CompuServe) friends—both people I’ve known for years, who’ve watched the development of the books and characters from the earliest days.

For example, one woman asked me—half-kiddingly—what I thought Jamie would say, think, or do if he came forward in time and saw his daughter in a bikini. Now, there’s no way he can travel forward in time, but the question did spark a train of thought that led to that conversation by moonlight in Voyager, and Claire’s letter to her daughter.
Q: Why is Outlander written in the first person point of view?
A: My initial impulse is to say, “Why on earth shouldn’t it be?” However, I do get this question quite often at writers conferences, so I’ll try to go into a bit more detail.
I like to experiment and try new and interesting things in terms of structure and literary technique (not that writing in the first person is what you’d call madly adventurous). However, the answer is simply that a first person narrative was the easiest and most comfortable for me to use at the time, and since I was writing the book for practice, I saw no reason to make things complicated.
Now that I know more about writing, there are other good reasons to have done it, but that’s why I did it at the time; it felt natural to me. I think I may have felt most comfortable with this (aside from the minor fact that Claire Beauchamp Randall took over and began telling the story herself); because many of my favorite works of literature are first person narratives.
If you look at the classic novels of the English language, roughly half of them are written in the first person, from Moby-Dick to David Copperfield, Swiss Family Robinson, Treasure Island—even large chunks of the Bible are written in the first person!28
Which is not to say that there are no drawbacks to using this technique, or that it suits everyone. But if it fits your style and your story, why on earth not?
The framing story of Dragonfly is written partly in Claire’s first person voice, partly in the third person voice of Roger Wakefield. And, if you look at the first half of Voyager, you’ll see that it’s done in a “braided” technique, telling Jamie’s story in third person in a linear chronology, Claire’s story in first person backward, in flashback, and using the sections in Roger’s voice as the turning points that trigger the other two voices.
Drums, in turn, uses four main narrative voices: Claire, Jamie, Roger, and Brianna.30 Still, Claire’s voice is by far the most comfortable for me to use.
Q: What have been the most difficult sections for you to write?
A: Difficult? Goodness, all of them. Well, not really, but writing is hard work, you know, even though a great deal of fun. As for emotional difficulty, which is what I suspect you mean—Claire’s farewell letter to Bree, the rape scene in Outlander, the farewell scene in Dragonfly in Amber, the “Away in a Manger” scene in Drums, and a few others that don’t come immediately to mind. The ones you’d expect, in other words.
Q: Are all the locations used in the books real?
A: I suppose that depends a bit on what you mean by “real.” They’re all certainly real to me. However, places like Inverness, Loch Ness, and Fort William are real in the map sense as well, as are Paris, Fontainebleau, Cap-Haïtien, etc. If you mean the stone circle at Craigh na Dun…
Bear in mind that I had never been to Scotland when I wrote Outlander. When I finally did go, I found a stone circle very like the one I had described, at a place called Castlerigg. There is also a place near Inverness called the Clava Cairns, which has a stone circle,31 and another place called Tomnahurich, which is supposed to be a fairy’s hill, but I’ve never been there, so I don’t know how like Craigh na Dun it is. As for Lallybroch… well, I do repeatedly find things that really exist after I’ve written them, so I really wouldn’t be at all surprised.
Q: How do you develop your characters? Do you keep charts or index cards to keep track of them?
A: I don’t keep charts of characters, notes, outlines, anything. I don’t write down anything but the text of the book, in part because if I write something down, I forget it.
In the later books, I do occasionally have to count back to see what month of what year it is when a given scene takes place, so I’ll know what the weather should be like, but that’s about as far as it goes. I don’t forget the characters, because I can “see” them. You wouldn’t forget what your spouse looks like, or what s/he likes for breakfast, would you? (See “Characters” in Part Two for a fuller description of character development.)
Q: Are you Claire?
A: Well, no. Though of course, I’m all the characters; I have to be, after all. But if you are asking whether I based the character of Claire on myself, no, I didn’t.
(See “Characters” for a fuller explanation.)
Q: We were trying to figure out the “rules” for the Minister’s Cat. Any light you could shed would be helpful.
A: The Minister’s Cat is just a simple word game, with no real overall “winner.” Each player takes a turn for each letter of the alphabet, trying to pick an adjective that will either baffle or simply amuse his opponent; the person who picks the “best” adjective (one his opponent doesn’t know, or just one that’s more entertaining) is the winner of that round.
The Minister’s Cat is an adipose cat.
The Minister’s Cat is an adhesive cat.
Both good, but “adhesive” might be better, since the thought of a sticky cat is funnier than the image of a fat cat.
The Minister’s cat is a bad cat.
The Minister’s cat is a bandkeramik cat.
“Bandkeramik” is a term used to describe a type of Neolithic pottery, marked with a banded design, i.e., this is a striped cat.) “Bandkeramik” probably wins this round.
The game can vary from the simple to the complex, and is often used to teach vocabulary. I happened on it in a bookstore in Inverness, where I found two small books: The Minister’s Cat, which showed several alternatives per letter, with amusing illustrations, and Cat A’Mhinister, a Gaelic version, which was presented with the suggestion that the game was an effective way of learning Gaelic (Gaidhlig) vocabulary.
Roger and Brianna are, of course, using the game to communicate indirectly with each other, as well as to pass the time on their car trip.
Q: Several of us read and reread the books, discussing them and trying to figure out why Claire and Jamie did what they did or reacted the way they did. We all have one question, though: Why was it so important to Claire to take back Frank’s wedding ring at the end of Drums? None of us would have taken it back! Can you explain what your thinking was on this point? Even given Claire’s history with Frank, her love for Jamie was so great, why would she feel the need to have any ring other than his?
A: I’m tempted to say that this is one of those things that you either see or you don’t see—but I’ll try to explain. Yes, Claire has history with Frank—a lot of history, and very mixed, in terms of joy and pain. He was her first love, her first husband, and when she married him, she did so with the full intention of being married to him for life. She is, after all, a very loyal and honest person. For her to have “left” him and chosen to stay with Jamie was an act of betrayal, and she knows it. Frank did nothing wrong; his only “crime” was not to be Jamie. You figure it’s fine to forswear your vows and run off with somebody else, just because they’re more attractive than the person you married? Claire doesn’t.
Granted, the circumstances were extremely pressing, and she had overwhelming reasons—emotional as well as physical—to do what she did, but it was betrayal, and the knowledge of it nags at her now and then through the two early books (remember her dreaming of Frank and the miniature portraits?). Her feelings of guilt and her loyalty to Frank are what cause her to press Jamie not to kill Jack Randall, in order to save Frank’s life.
Later, when she goes back, pregnant and emotionally shattered, it’s Frank who picks up the pieces and glues their life back together. He accepts Brianna fully as his own—which is not something that every man could do; he supports Claire in her decision to become a doctor, appreciating (even as he envies) her sense of destiny. This is pretty much the admirable behavior of an honorable man, and Claire both knows and appreciates it.
Now, in terms of their personal and sexual relationship… she abandoned him, and came back only by necessity, carrying the child of a man with whom she obviously remains in love. You figure this was easy for Frank to accept? He’s a man with a lot of compassion—but he’s very human. He makes repeated efforts at their marriage—and so does Claire—but the simmering rage at her betrayal is still there, underneath. Since he can’t or won’t admit the truth of her story, they can never discuss it fully, never resolve the situation; Jamie Fraser is always the ghost that haunts their marriage. Small wonder if Frank takes lovers now and then—as either revenge, or simply as refuge.
Okay. So this is a difficult, complex relationship. The difficulties and guilts don’t mean that there is nothing of value between them. The love they once had for each other is still there, augmented and supported by their united feelings for Brianna, diminished and eroded by the memory of their betrayals of each other—but still a pillar, standing like a desert rock, twisted and shaped by wind and rain.
If Claire were capable of simply walking away from this sort of history and feeling, abandoning a huge piece of her life and identity, just because she was now in a different place… well, she wouldn’t be capable of loving Jamie in the whole-hearted way that she does. She wouldn’t be a whole person.
As it is, she’s now relieved of the guilt of her flawed relationship with Frank, and free to treasure the memory of its good moments. Jamie, being the whole-hearted person he is, is aware of this, and wants her to know that he’s able to accept the knowledge of what she shared with another man—the one thing Frank couldn’t do. This has something to do with the nature of love and the concept of obligation as part of love. While Roger is contemplating the issue explicitly “Love? Obligation? How the hell could you have love without obligation?” he wondered), Jamie and Claire are living it implicitly.
For her to refuse Frank’s ring, and essentially reject all he was, to deny the value of thirty years of a complex but valuable relationship—well, that would be both dishonest and petty. And neither Claire nor Jamie is small in mind or heart.
Q: I’m confused by Frank’s letter at the end of Drums—the one Roger tells Jamie about. Did Frank know that Jamie survived, and keep the knowledge from Claire? That’s awful!
A: Well, maybe so and maybe no, as Jamie himself is given to saying. That is, it seems clear that at some point Frank did find out enough about Jamie to at least suspect a) that Claire’s story was true, and b) that Jamie had survived Culloden. However, we don’t know when Frank found this out, or how convinced he was.
Now look at it from Frank’s point of view (I know; readers just don’t want to even think about Frank, but there he is, nonetheless). You’re happily married, then your wife vanishes. You worry, obsess, search, grieve, finally become sort of reconciled… and then she comes back, pregnant by another man, and telling wild stories about where she’s been.
All right. Being a kind and honorable person—and still loving this woman—you grit your teeth, accept the situation and the oncoming child, and do your best. Your wife is doing her best, too, but it’s plain to you that she’s still in love with the child’s father—whoever that was. Being a professional historian, you have the tools and resources to at least begin to check into her story. It probably takes some time before you get up the resolve to do this, but once you do… well, there was a guy named Jamie Fraser, and the bits and pieces you can dig up about him do match what your wife told you… but do you really believe this?
Meanwhile, you have a wonderful daughter, whom you love desperately, and who adores you. You and your wife have some difficulties, but you still do love her very deeply. Losing your wife once was horrible, but you survived; losing both of them now would destroy you.
So what do you do?
IF you assume that the story isn’t true, OR that the Jamie Fraser you found is not the one Claire was involved with, then plainly there’s nothing you can or should do.
However, IF you assume that the story IS true, and that this IS the correct Jamie Fraser… well, then you have a slight moral dilemma.
Do you tell your wife (and by extension, your daughter)? If you do, either of two things may happen: 1) she promptly abandons you again and tries to return to Fraser, or 2) she stays with you, but only out of duty, while plainly longing for another man—which will ruin the fragile web of the marriage you’ve rebuilt with such pain and difficulty. You’d risk this, on the supposition that a wildly unlikely set of circumstances is true, and on small fragments of historical research? (Even if it were all true, you have no way of knowing how long Fraser lived after Culloden.)
If you tell your wife and she does leave, she may well try to take your daughter with her. You might stand your wife’s desertion; you can’t stand the thought of losing your daughter—or even of losing your daughter’s love, which might happen if she learns the truth, whether or not she goes with Claire.
If you tell your wife and she doesn’t leave, your marriage will be a hollow shell, and you may still lose your daughter’s unquestioning love and acceptance of you as her father. Again, you’d risk your entire life’s happiness, on a chancel Not bloody likely.
Taking into account only Claire’s feelings—if you think her sense of obligation will keep her with you, is it fair or kind to reveal the truth to her? She’s made her peace with the loss of the other man, and found some happiness and stability here with you and your daughter. Even if you disregard your own feelings in the matter, and assume the most honorable response from her—is it right to let her be tortured by the knowledge that Fraser survived, to let her agonize over the choice? And once more… on only the chance that you’re right in what you think you know. No.
At the same time, Frank is both a historian and an honorable man. He can’t, in all conscience, completely ignore what he knows or suspects. IF this is the Jamie Fraser who fathered Brianna, then there is a certain obligation toward Brianna. Frank values the truth; any historian must, even while realizing its limits.
When he learns (as he tells the Reverend) that he has a heart condition, he decides that he must make some gesture. There is a possibility that he might die in the relatively near future. Once he is gone, then the confusing multiplicity of possibilities is reduced. Once dead, he can’t be hurt by either Claire’s or Brianna’s choices—there can be no direct damage to him in their finding out about Jamie Fraser.
At the same time, he can’t bear the thought that Brianna might regard him with anger or loathing, once she learns the truth. She may feel this as a betrayal—which it is, but one in which he feels somewhat justified; he is Brianna’s father, as much or more than the man who sired her, and he will not give up her love for him, or tolerate the thought that she will remember him with scorn.
How then, to impart the truth—safely, after he is dead—and still without letting Claire or Bree know that he had withheld this knowledge from them?
He hits upon the idea of the false gravestone, placed near his own kinsman’s. Brianna has always been interested in history, has helped him with his own work, knows about Jack Randall. If she thinks of Frank much after his demise, chances are good that eventually she will go looking for Jack Randall’s resting place—as indeed she does. IF she then finds the false grave, and tells her mother… well, then it will be up to Claire to tell her daughter the truth. Brianna will learn who her father really is, thus satisfying Frank’s feeling of obligation to her and to the truth—and at the same time, will never know that Frank had kept the knowledge from her.
This is not a completely honest method, and Frank knows that; still, it’s the most he can bring himself to do, under the circumstances. He does, however, feel the need to confess what he’s done—and why—and chooses to tell the Reverend, whom he knows will keep his secrets.
So that’s what’s behind Frank’s letter, and why he did what he did. What Roger—and Jamie—choose to do with the knowledge… well, that’s their moral dilemma. It’s worth noting, maybe, that Jamie has no hesitation in choosing to tell Claire everything, trusting that the knowledge will not damage her love for him. Frank had no such assurance.
Q: Are any of the fictional characters based on real historical figures?
A: Yes, several of them are. Hard to write about the ’45 without mentioning Charles Stuart, after all.
Beyond that—there’s a “real” female witch (late sixteenth century) named Geilis Duncane in Daemonologie, a treatise on witches by King James of Scotland (later James I of England…). The book is about the trial of a coven of witches who James believed tried to assassinate him via black magic (you know how women are always teaming up with the devil to do things like that). I figured anybody up on Scottish witchcraft would know the name, and for anyone who wasn’t, it didn’t matter.
It is, of course, not Outlander’s witch’s real name—we meet her in Dragonfly under (what we suppose is) her original name of Gillian–she took Geillis deliberately as a name because of the original, whom she of course was familiar with, owing to her researches into witchcraft. We’ll hear a bit more of this when Roger finds his ancestress’s grimoire.
Jack Randall is not real—so far as I know, anyway.
Now, Mother Hildegarde was a real historical person, though she lived in the twelfth century, rather than the eighteenth. Likewise, Monsieur Forez, the hangman of Dragonfly, was a real public hangman in the Paris of the eighteenth century. Bonnie Prince Charlie and many of the Jacobite lords were naturally real people, as well. (See Part Two, “Characters.”)
Q: Who is the ghost in Outlander?
A: The ghost is Jamie—but as to exactly how his appearance fits into the story, All Will Be Explained—in the last book of the series.
Q: How is Sassenach pronounced?
A: SASS-uh-nak. It’s actually a little guttural on the end, a bit like the German “ach,” but not quite so throaty. That’s close, though. I asked a kilt salesman I met at a Highland Games, and his pronunciation was later verified by assorted Scots.
Q: Have you ever thought of writing children’s books?
A: I included this question because people really do ask it of me quite often, but I haven’t the faintest idea why. Do I look like someone with a deep-seated urge to write children’s books? Does something in what I do write suggest to these questioners that I am currently in the wrong line of work? Whatever the reasons behind the question, though, I’m afraid the answer is no, I can’t say I ever have had any particular desire to write children’s books—though several years ago, one of the neighborhood children down the street asked me if I would someday write a book for him. I said dubiously that I supposed I might try, though I couldn’t say how long it might take. He asked what the book would be called, whereupon I told him (I can’t imagine why; first time a good title has ever popped into my head without prompting) it would be called The Tree That Ate Small Children. So if you ever see a book with this title on the shelf in the children’s section of the bookstore, you will know I finally got around to it. I have a few other things to do first, though.
Q: When is Jamie’s birthday?
A: May 1. I had one reader argue with me about this, insisting that he had to be a Leo, but I assure you he isn’t. My husband and kids are all Tauruses, and I know what they’re like. May 1 it is. [See “Horoscopes,” in Part Two.]
Q: Is the story of the Dunbonnet and the laird who hid for seven years true?
A: Leap o’ the Cask is real—so is the story of the laird who hid in the cave for seven years, whose tenants called him the Dunbonnet, and his servant, who brought the ale to him in hiding. The laird’s name? Ah… James Fraser. Really.
Q: Who/what is Master Raymond? What is his significance?
A: He’s a prehistoric time-traveler. I think he came from somewhere about 4000 B.C. or perhaps a bit earlier (not technically prehistoric, but they certainly weren’t using written records where he started out), and the eighteenth century is not his first stop. I think I won’t say more about him just now, though—other than to note that we’ll tell his story in a later series of novels, after the Outlander cycle is complete.
Q: Were Jonathan Randall and the Duke of Sandringham lovers?
A: No, the Duke and Randall weren’t lovers, though the Duke certainly understood Randall’s psychology, and no doubt used it to control him. The Duke was simply a practicing homosexual, whereas Randall was a sadist of indiscriminate appetites. Given their relative social positions—and the Duke’s taste for manipulation and power—Randall couldn’t possibly have assumed the necessary psychological dominance over the Duke for a sexual relationship between them to exist, nor would he willingly have submitted to the Duke. And while the Duke might have forced Randall to oblige him, it’s not likely; Randall was an effective tool for him, and engaging Randall in a sexual relationship would have destroyed that effectiveness. The Duke might also have found Randall not quite to his taste—which evidently ran to young, handsome, fair-skinned boys, given his early attempt on Jamie’s virtue.
“Lovers,” as a term, implies a certain emotional equality, which certainly didn’t exist in this case.
Q: How is Laoghaire pronounced? Where did the name come from?
A: I got Laoghaire off a map. And no, I had no idea how it was pronounced, though I had a guess. Geraldine James, who does the abridged audiotapes of the books, pronounces it “Leery,” and Davina Porter (who does the unabridged versions) pronounces it “Lee-yur”—and a couple of Scottish correspondents have given me slightly different pronounciations (one person said this was her grandmother’s name, and that the grandmother pronounced it “L’heer.”).
Q: How is Geillis’s name pronounced?
A: I don’t know. For what the observation is worth, Geraldine James (on the abridged audiotape) calls her GAY-liss or GAY-lee, and Davina Porter (unabridged) pronounces it GEE-liss (GEE as in “geese”) and GEE-lee. Either or both of them may be right. I recently met a Scot who pronounced it “JILL-is.”
Q: Why doesn’t Jamie use the endearment “mo duinne” in Voyager or Drums?
A: Er… well… cough. He doesn’t say “mo duinne” in Voyager because between Dragonfly in Amber and Voyager I acquired the gracious assistance of a native speaker of Gaelic, one Iain MacKinnon Taylor (who kindly advised on all the Gaelic bits in Voyager and Drums).32
Mr. Taylor informed me that while “mo duinne” had the right words for what I meant to convey, it wasn’t idiomatically correct—that is, the proper expression would be “mo nighean donn.” So I used that in the subsequent books, wishing (as always) to be as accurate as possible.
Q: Who were the Paleolithic lovers in Dragonfly in Amber? What was their significance?
A: I didn’t really have anything specifically in mind about the Paleolithic lovers—they were simply a metaphor for the briefness of life and the importance of love—but then again, often I write something that I intend to be only color, and it turns into something else in later books.
There’s that ghost in Outlander, for instance.…
I got the lovers from the National Geographic, as a matter of fact. The original were a couple from Herculaneum (or possibly Pompeii) whose skeletons had been found during the excavation, lying in the manner I described in Dragonfly—his arms around her, trying to protect her when the fire came down on them. One of the most touching and dramatic pictures I’ve ever seen. It’s stuck in my mind for years, so it was there when my subconscious needed it as an image of mortality and love.33
Q: As a scientist, what do you really think about the Loch Ness Monster?
A: Well, when someone hauls one in, I’ll look at it and tell you. Anything else would be hypothesizing without the benefit of data, which is rather unsound, scientifically speaking.
Speaking UNscientifically, my best guess is the one that Claire and Roger come up with in Voyager—that there’s a time-gate under the loch, and various creatures have come and gone through it over the years, each staying in the present-day loch for varying periods. This accounts for a) the occasionally conflicting descriptions of the creature, and b) the fact that periodic searches by boat and sonar have failed to find any large-bodied creatures (not that this necessarily shows that there is no large creature there; it’s impossible, practically speaking, to search a large body of water with any certainty).
Q: What kind of dinosaur is Nessie?
A: The one Claire saw is probably a plesiosaur. I have one of the British Museum models of it on my bookshelf. The model is blue… and so is Claire’s monster. The small details of appearance are based on a knowledge of basic reptilian anatomy, though.
Q: Where will the story end?
A: I think the Outlander books will end in about 1800, in Scotland. If this txsèlls you anything, more power to you.
Q: Will the story have a happy ending?
A: Oh, yes, the last book will have a happy ending, though I confidently expect it to leave the readers in floods of tears, anyway.
Q: Will there be any movies based on the book?
A: Heaven knows; I don’t. The books have been optioned before, and quite possibly will be again, but the process hasn’t gone further than that.
I have distinctly mixed feelings about having a movie made of the story. It could be a perfectly brilliant adaptation, and I’d be thrilled and delighted. However, knowing what I do about the movie industry, chances are about nine hundred to one that it would be horrible, and I’d hate it. For one thing, the average movie is two hours long. As I say to people who tell me how much they’d love to see the books made into movies: “Fine. Which forty pages would you like to see?” Now, if the BBC wants to come along and offer to do a twenty-eight-week mini-series, no problem!
That would also take care of another small difficulty; i.e., that any American production company would almost certainly insist on using American actors. You want to see Tom Cruise play Jamie Fraser? I don’t.
As for the people who keep asking me who I’d cast as Jamie… well, the polite answer is that I’ve never seen an actor who looks like Jamie Fraser.34 Liam Neeson comes close for size, presence, and accent, but I rather think he might have trouble playing a twenty-three-year-old virgin. Not that it wouldn’t be fun to see him try…
Q: What is the significance of the letters—Q, E, and D—that Jamie shows Claire in Voyager?
A: QED is the abbreviation for a common Latin expression, “Quod erat demonstrandum”—“Thus it has been shown.”35 In the olden days (when I went to school), one would do a proof of a theorem, and then write at the bottom of it, next to the result, “QED.”36

In terms of Jamie and the story, though, he keeps the slugs of lead type as a reminder not to overlook alternative answers to what seem insoluble problems. As you may recall, he tells Claire the story of how an acquaintance was urging him to write something, and he was demurring, saying that it was impossible because of his difficulty with a pen—not realizing, until the acquaintance pointed it out, that he had been setting type with great facility (i.e., “writing”) all through the discussion. In other words, “thus it has been shown” that there was another way—and one which he promptly adopted.
Q.E.D.
Q: What does Roger mean by his comment in Drums—“Eat your heart out, Tom Wolfe”?
A: Just me being too literarily cute for my own good. He’s referring (obliquely) to Thomas Wolfe’s (not Tom Wolfe; the earlier one) work, with its reiterated theme of “You can’t go home again.” I.e., Roger is sardonically recognizing both the truth of that statement—and the contradictory fact that the manse under Fiona’s mangement seems just as it did when it was his home.
Q: Will we see Young Ian again?
A: Given that the Mohawk did fight in the American Revolution, I’d say you can bet on it.
Q: Who is really the father of Brianna’s baby—Roger or Stephen Bonnet?
A: Boy, you think I know?37
I’m afraid that the answer to this—along with the scads of other questions I get regarding future events in the Fraser/MacKenzie axis—will have to await the proper time and place, which is in one of the forthcoming books.
For one thing, I don’t always know whether this, that, or the other will happen—I don’t plan the books out ahead of time. For another, even when I think I know what’s going to happen, it often turns out differently than I expected. So I won’t speculate in advance; even some things that get written change before their final inclusion in a book. I do think you’ll find out eventually, though.
Q: Have the Outlander books been translated into other languages? How many countries are they available in?
A: Yes, several to date. They’ve been published (or are in process of being published) in the UK (including the Commonwealth nations, Australia and New Zealand), Sweden, France, Germany, Canada (Double-day Canada distributes the U.S. editions), Spain (and Latin America), and Italy.38 Books have been sold to (but not yet published in) Holland, Russia, Poland, and Korea as well. Appendix VI gives addresses for the various foreign publishers, and a list of the foreign edition titles and ISBNs.
Q: How did Fergus and his wife get to the New World? They weren’t on the boat (that got wrecked by the hurricane) with Claire and Jamie.
A: True. We assume that Jamie sent for Fergus, as soon as they got dried off. The Frasers would have spent a few weeks at Les Perles, waiting for Claire’s broken leg to heal, before beginning their trek northward through the Carolinas, and this would allow enough time for a message to reach Fergus in Jamaica, and for him to come and join them. Marsali, of course, stays behind in Jamaica, awaiting the birth of their first child, and joins them later, after they’ve established the settlement on Fraser’s Ridge.
Q: I have a question in regard to the La Dame Blanche story that you refer to in a couple of these novels. Did you invent this story or does it have significant traces in history? The reason that I ask is that I am studying in a Chaucer class here at Bucknell University and I found a reference in one of his poems that reminded me of the “White Woman” story within your books. If this is in fact an historical legend, then I would love to research it a little to find out more about the story.
A: The “white woman” is a well-known figure in Celtic mythology; I’d found brief mentions in several different sources on Celtic folklore and mythology. See the Annotated Bibliography, and the essay “Magic, Medicine and White Ladies” [Part Two], for more details.
Q: Has it ever been revealed who hit Jamie in the head with an ax before he went to the French monastery to recover? Was it Dougal or one of his men?
A: It hasn’t yet been revealed, but we may find out, one of these days.
Q: What becomes of young Hamish MacKenzie? Will he come to America?
A: Since I haven’t yet written all of the last two books, I can’t say for sure exactly what we’ll find out about Hamish MacKenzie and the survivors from Leoch. For what the observation is worth, though, a good many MacKenzies did settle on Prince Edward Isle and in Nova Scotia—and a regiment of these MacKenzies did come down across the border to fight (on the American side) in the Battle of Saratoga, in 1777.
I know Jamie and Claire are in that battle, because I have written about the events that transpired after it.39 I’d be really surprised if they didn’t meet Hamish again, but you never know. A heck of a lot of things happened during that battle.
Q: I read an excerpt on your Web page from King, Farewell, in which Jamie writes a letter to Claire, and was distressed that he seemed to have lost his charming Scottish accent. Why is this?
A: Well, it was a letter, rather than dialogue. Most people who speak with accents don’t write with accents, you know. A Southern gentleman, for instance, would probably begin a letter to a female acquaintance as “Dear Mary,” rather than, “Hey, darlin’,” even if the latter was his common mode of address in person.
Q: I’m confused about one thing; if Geillis went through the stones in 1968, for the first time, how is it that she was there before Claire?
A: We don’t yet know everything there is to know about the intricacies of time travel (though I imagine we’ll find out more as Claire, Roger, and Brianna put their heads together and compare experiences and make deductions). Remember that Gillian Edgars used a blood sacrifice when going through the door for the first time—it may have been that she was right about this giving her power, and thus traveled farther—or the sacrifice may have been irrelevant, but some other factor was operating.

Q: When Claire, Brianna, and Roger were trying to find out what happened to Jamie at and after Culloden, couldn’t they have saved themselves a lot of work by reading Frank’s books? I don’t recall seeing it mentioned anywhere that anyone actually read his books, and didn’t he write of that time period? Had he followed up on Jamie?
A: Claire couldn’t bring herself to read the books because—convinced Jamie was dead—she couldn’t bear to relive the days of the Rising. Roger is a scholar of the period, though, and Brianna loved and admired her father, and wanted (originally) to follow in Frank’s footsteps as a historian. They’ve almost certainly read the books—and since they didn’t mention anything in them connected to Jamie Fraser, there probably was nothing in the published books about him. However, Frank’s correspondence with the Reverend
Wakefield makes it clear that he not only looked for Jamie Fraser—he found him. Now, what he found, and what use he chose to make of the information… well, that we may learn in time.
Q: Do you ever have any objections from Scottish readers regarding “appropriation of voice”? That is, do they object to you writing about Scottish characters and issues, when you aren’t Scottish?
A: Well, my own opinion is that imagination is its own country. Also, I don’t think much of the notion that one can only write about a particular ethnic or geographical group if one happens to have a genetic membership in that group. Still less, the notion that one can write well about a given group only because one belongs to it.40
Fortunately, however, I haven’t had any complaints whatever by Scottish readers. The books luckily have been very popular in Scotland; in fact, Drums of Autumn came out at number two on the Scottish bestseller list (right under the new Scottish Parliament’s Green Paper, which was number one) and I regularly get fan letters from Scotland, many of them asking, “How long did you live in the Highlands before moving to Arizona?”41
When I did my first book tour in Scotland, I was thrilled to discover my books placed in the “Scottish Fiction” section of each bookstore I went into. Scots being very proud of their literary and cultural heritage, I was more than flattered to find my work placed with that of Robert Louis Stevenson, John Buchan, Lady Antonia Fraser, et al. I said as much to one bookstore manager, who looked at me, raised his eyebrows, and replied, “Well, Guh-BALDun is such an odd name, we thought it might quite well be Scottish!”
In short, far from the Scots objecting to my appropriating their voice—I rather think they’ve appropriated me.
1The Outlander prologue wasn’t actually written as a prologue; I just began writing a bit of something, and instead of growing into a scene, it stopped. Since I couldn’t see where to go with it, I left it alone, and later decided that the reason it wouldn’t grow was that it was complete as is. Since the rest of the book was in Claire’s voice and this might or might not be, it was obviously the voice of the book talking; ergo, it must be a prologue.
2A common question to writers is: “Do you write according to a regular routine, or wait for inspiration?” If one waited for inspiration all the time, there would be very few books written. Most of the time, you write whether you “feel like it” or not—but there are times when you have to wait for Something to speak to you.
3Like everything else about these books; I don’t know why I should be surprised.
4Book contracts often give the publisher an “option” on the author’s next work; which means that you can’t sell another book to someone else until the first publisher decides whether
they
want it. This is a simplification of the situation, but that’s essentially how it works.
5Published by Signet in both hardcover and paperback.
6The anthology is titled Out of Avalon (stories set in Arthurian times); to be published in Germany by Droemer, sometime in 1999. So far as I know, the book doesn’t yet have an American publisher.
7Not with people breathing down my neck about where the next novel is, anyway.
8Yes, the same Lord John who appears in the OUTLANDER novels. “Hellfire” is set during 1757—a period in his life when he was not interacting with Claire and Jamie, but was tending to his own affairs in London.
9They’d like a year, but they seldom get it.
10Frankly, you’re better off just searching on “Gabaldon.”
11Family legend holds that the first of that name to settle in Belen was one Henrique Gabaldon, who led a small troop of Spanish explorers to New Mexico in the late 1500s. Family legend reports that he was the leader because he was the only one who had a horse. I couldn’t say whether this is true, but there have certainly been Gabaldons in New Mexico for a good long time.
12My husband was mildly put out that I refused to take his name when we got married. I told him, though, that I’d been spelling “Gabaldon” for people for twenty-five years, and I was attached to it.
13The production people tend to scream loudly and suffer mass coronaries when
I
turn in a manuscript, as it is.
14I was actually born in Williams, Arizona, a small town some thirty miles from Flagstaff. My family lived in Flagstaff, but the family doctor was having a difference of opinion with the board of the Flagstaff Hospital, and was therefore practicing out of the hospital in Williams—thus causing my twenty-one-year-old parents to drive thirty miles over icy roads in the dead of winter when my mother went into labor. At the age of two days, though, I
returned to Flagstaff.
15Including one Hessian mercenary named Schweitzer (who, judging from the name, must originally have come from a Swiss family).
16The net result of this interesting heritage is that people most commonly ask me if
I
am a Cherokee. While
I
undoubtedly have some small quantity of Native American genes among my DNA, they’re most likely Aztec, Maya, or Yaqui, and they come from a loooong way back.
17Or, as my husband says, “Why Birds Build Nests Where They Do, and Who Cares, Anyway?”
18This was the job where I butchered seabirds.
19Torturing boxfish.
20While holding the postdoc at UCLA. It was very convenient; I lived in Burbank, and could drop off my comic scripts at the Disney studios on my way to UCLA—sometimes also pausing at the NBC studio across the street, where the film technicians were obligingly developing my boxfish movies as a public service.
21The appearance of time-travelers during such time might also affect events of the time, without anyone noticing particularly, owing to the general state of social upheaval.
22Recorded Books produces audiobooks mainly for libraries, but does rent or sell books to private readers as well. Call 1-800-638-1304 for details, or check the Recorded Books Web site:www.recordedbk.com
23I spent nearly six months, all told, doing promotion for Drums of Autumn, owing to foreign publishers getting into the act and wanting me to go to Australia and New Zealand and the UK, etc. It’s fun, and I like to meet readers—but I don’t get much writing done on the road.
24I don’t know where to start, either, but that’s a different question.
25See “Research,” Part Six.
26Why two? Well, I have a lot of friends who are writers, and I thought it would make a great Christmas present.
27The next-to-last thing I do to a manuscript is to go through and fill in all the little empty square brackets ([]), indicating missing pieces of information that I didn’t manage to look up yet.
28I point this out with great regularity to people at conferences who come up to me and demand, “How did you dare to write a novel in the first person?” “Easy,” I reply. “I just sat down and typed ’I.’”
30This was not, by the way, a conscious decision. I didn’t realize I had done it, until someone wrote to ask me how I’d done it. Oddly—or not
—
The Fiery Cross seems to have five main voices. (The fifth voice is Young Ian’s, by the way—for the benefit of readers fearing that I had abandoned him to the Mohawks.)
31The photo on the back cover of the dust jacket was taken at the Clava Cairns.
32And kindly went beyond the call of duty in constructing the Gaelic pronunciation guide for this book, as well.
33And is at least a partial answer to the people who ask, “Where do you get your ideas?” Everywhere.
34The truth, polite or not, is that authors have exactly nothing to say about casting, in the event of movies being made of books.
35Evidently not nearly as common as I thought, considering how many people ask this question. Don’t people take geometry anymore?
36The Latin equivalent of “SEE?”
37Actually, I do. I don’t intend to tell you here, though. All I can say is that you will eventually find out. At least I think you will.
38Only the first book was published in Italy, under the title Ovunque Nel Tempo (which a friend of mine facetiously translated as “Never without an Egg-timer”). The resultant volume was roughly one-quarter the size of Outlander, and featured a raven-haired wench in a low-cut bodice on the cover. I promptly recovered the Italian rights.
39This part of the story was published as a “short story,” titled “Surgeon’s Steel,” in Excalibur, a fantasy anthology edited by Richard Gilliam, Martin Greenberg, and Edward E. Kramer, and published as a trade paperback in 1995 by Warner Books, Inc.
40I recall a poet friend once telling me of a heated academic controversy regarding whether another (well-known) poet’s work should or should not be regarded as “black poetry.” I said that I’d met the poet in question, and… um…she is
black, so where did the controversy come in? Evidently, some critics thought her poems did not deal with “The Black Experience”—that is, what they thought/said Experience was—as though an entire race, composed of dozens of cultures, was only entitled to one. I said I thought this was silly, and I still do.
41Which just goes to show that you really can fool all of the people some of the time, and some of the people all of the time, I suppose. It also goes to show that it pays to do research.



PART TEN







CONTROVERSY
When I read my mail, I sometimes think I’m not writing novels, I’m writing Rorschach tests.
—David Gerrold, fantasy and science fiction novelist and screenwriter





COMMUNICATION
nterviewers are often curious as to why I continue to post excerpts of my work in electronic venues such as my Web site and the various CompuServe forums I inhabit. After all, I already have an agent, an editor, a multibook contract; why else would anyone do this?1
The answer is that I make small pieces of my work available electronically for one reason, and one reason only—I like people to read them.
All art is an act of communication, and while an artist had better have some appreciation of his or her own work, no work of art is complete until someone else shares it. Some ephemeral forms, such as dance and stage-acting, don’t even exist independently of the observer. Writing at least has the advantage of semipermanence; bar disk crashes, viruses, and house fires, the words aren’t going anywhere once you’ve captured them on paper—and the creation not only can be done in solitude, but often demands it.
Still, communication requires two parties. Having written something, I feel that some small cosmic circle remains unclosed until that something is read. Given the snaillike speed with which I work, books emerge into the light of day at fairly wide intervals; two or three years is a long time to wait for gratification. At the same time, because I write episodically, small pieces of the work are in fact “finished” (i.e., done as well as I can do them, given my capabilities at the time) a long time before the work as a whole is complete.
I never post more than a fraction of any book—only a few pieces are really appropriate for such independent reading—but being able to share my work periodically gives me great satisfaction, and encourages me to go on working. I’m not looking for critique or suggestion when I post something—the work is “finished,” as I say—but I do enjoy hearing comments, either on posted excerpts, or on published books, both because that closes the circle for me, and because it’s very interesting to see how readers respond to specific incidents and characters.
However, among the enormous quantities of mail I receive (both regular mail and E-mail), is an occasional communication that makes me think that some small cosmic circle has perhaps closed with a Moebius twist.
Unless one is writing the sort of book that focuses on major political events—and giving very unusual interpretations of same—historical fiction isn’t often a strongly controversial subject. Still, I have noticed a few subjects of controversy in the Outlander books; subjects that have formed the basis of heated discussions among groups of readers in online venues, or are the subject of (rare, luckily) complaint by letter writers.
The thing about communications, as I noted above, is that it takes two to tango. This means that while I intended something specific in the writing, the persons reading it will be interpreting it in the light of their own experiences and preconceptions, and may well come to different conclusions than the one I intended. I now and then read a letter with one eye shut (out of disbelief at what I’m seeing), meanwhile thinking, I’m not sure which book you read, but I’m pretty sure it wasn’t the one I wrote.
Still, I do make an effort to address any sincerely expressed concern, explaining how and why I have taken a particular step in the writing that has caused concern to my correspondent. In most such cases, the correspondence draws to a mutually cordial and respectful close, as did most of the conversations below.

I don’t really like controversy and certainly don’t seek to create it—but if one is going to have strong opinions (and I’m afraid one is), one had better be willing to explain or defend them when necessary.
SEX
Every now and then—roughly once every two years—I get a letter from someone objecting to the sexual content of the novels. These letters are invariably polite; their objection is usually based on the theory that Great Literature does not include sex scenes. Since they are kind enough to consider my books as otherwise qualifying for this classification, they feel that the inclusion of sexual encounters lowers the tone of the work, and is thus to my artistic detriment.
While I do appreciate the care for my literary reputation reflected by these letters, I must respectfully disagree on the place of sex in the novels. There are a great many reasons why an author may choose to include explicit depictions of sex; the least worthy is of course to provide titillation to the reader—and I suspect some of my correspondents feel that this is the only possible reason for including such material.
It’s not, though. Human beings being what they are, an interest in sex is hardwired into the genetic machinery, and thus lies behind a great deal of human behavior, whether it’s explicitly recognized or not.2
Given that one level of the novels is devoted to an exploration of the nature of love and marriage, it seems to me that some reference to sex is likely desirable. That is, there may possibly have been devoted asexual marriages in history, but that isn’t how it usually works. And if one is interested in what does work between two people, I think that the sexual aspects of their relationship are certainly a legitimate concern.
While I’m happy to hear that these readers think so highly of my efforts otherwise, I really do think the scenes involving sex are a necessity to this particular story, whatever one feels the requirements of Great Literature to be.
To avoid giving a false impression, I should perhaps emphasize here that I get a very small number of controversial letters, overall. So far as I can recall, I’ve had perhaps three (out of ten thousand or so) objecting to the sexual content. On the other hand, I’ve had roughly three hundred letters asking for more sexual content—but not being either a television network or a politician, I’m afraid I don’t respond to preference polls.
FOUL LANGUAGE—“THE F-WORD”
After wife-beating (see p. 401), the most common objection I encounter among letter writers (roughly twenty letters, so far) is to “foul language,” or blasphemy—”taking the Lord’s name in vain,” as my correspondents put it, though in fact they are often concerned with language that is merely vulgar, rather than truly profane.3
A nice woman in her seventies (I know how old she was, because she announced that she had been born in 1925) came up to me at a signing once, and after the usual sort of conversation, in which she said how much she enjoyed all the books, confided that she had been just a little disappointed in Drums, because of my use of “the F-word.”
I didn’t point out that I had used the same word in Outlander, Dragonfly, and Voyager, where it evidently hadn’t troubled her in the least. I did, however, say that I felt the use of that particular word was appropriate in the spot where I used it—i.e., that a young man of Roger Wakefield’s age and background, in the late 1960s, would have been inclined to use that expression in the particularly stressful situation in which he found himself [Drums, chapter 18, “Unseemly Lust”].
The lady frowned and said that she had been born in 1925, and she never used such language. I bit the inside of my mouth and politely replied that I’d been born in 1952, and I didn’t use that sort of language, either—but Roger does.
In point of fact, as the result of a conservative upbringing, and an early education acquired in a Catholic elementary school, I am completely unable to swear. I might say “Damn!” under extreme provocation, but the F-word has never passed my lips in public hearing. It’s therefore quite a relief that Claire has no such inhibitions.
The F-word, however, was not (so far as I can ascertain) nearly so popular in the time in which Claire acquired her habitual colorful expressions as it is now. So while she is given to casual blasphemy “Jesus H. Roosevelt Christ!”), she tends not to employ the F-word often (though she does use it now and then, under stress).
NB: The following is a representative sample of the sort of correspondence I sometimes get on this subject.4

From: Doug Toole
To: 76530.523@compuserve.com Date: Mon, 2 Jun 1997 18:22:41 EDT Subject: commendation & word question
Dear Diana
The Outlander series is great. I have listened to and read the series several times and find it difficult to wait for you to get another read. Thank you for the series.
Question: The first three books were great without the F-words,5 is it necessary to use these words? I personally feel that the people of that time did not use that word.6 I will continue to read and listen to your books but would rather not have to expose my children to the word when I can prevent. Doug Toole
From: Diana Gabaldon
To: Doug Toole
Date: Fri 06 Jun 97 03:11:29 EDT Subject: commendation & word question
Dear Doug—
If you were reading the books with some attention, you might notice that “the F-word” is _not_ used in “that time” (i.e., by eighteenth century characters). It _was,_ however, used—with what I thought reasonable frequency—both in the 1940s (where Claire learned it, no doubt), and in the 1960s, which is where it occurred in the book Drums of Autumn. Hate to tell you this, but people—especially young men in a rage—did indeed use that there word; I was alive in 1960, and I heard them.<g>7
Glad you’ve enjoyed the books otherwise.—Diana
From: Diana Gabaldon
To: Doug Toole
Date: Fri 06 Jun 97 03:11:30 EDT Subject: commendation & word question
P.S. It does occur to me to wonder about your comment about “not exposing your children” to the F-word—how old are your children? If they’re too young to be entirely familiar with that word, I’m afraid they’re a lot too young to be reading my books, and not (by any means) because of the language.
From Doug Toole
To: 76530.523@CompuServe.COM Date: Fri, 6 Jun 1997 07:44:02 EDT Subject: Re: Commendation & word question
Diana,
Thanks for your prompt response. The children or child now is four and loves books either audio or printed. You are right, too young to be reading your book. But we as a family traveling on trips enjoy listening to books, yours included. As an example we just returned from eleven days driving from Seattle to Needles and back. So we are cognizant of the language popping up. We know she will learn the words but would like to keep her virginal as long as possible. No reply is needed unless you would prefer. Once again we enjoy your books and will continue to look forward to them in the future.
From: Diana Gabaldon
To: Doug Toole
Date: Sun 08 Jun 97 04:43:37 EDT Subject: commendation & word ques
Dear Doug—
Well, I have children myself (11, 13, and 15 at the moment), and we try not to expose them to “bad language,” either, in spite of the fact that they all know all the words already (there’s still some point to insisting that these are not suitable for civilized conversation, after all).
The thing is, though—my books are definitely written (and carefully written at that) for adults. When I do use bad language in the books (oddly enough, I never use it, personally; never), it’s because it seems to me to be called for, by the circumstances and character. In the case of the F-word in DRUMS (I did use that same word in all the other books, by the way, though sparingly), it’s used by a young man in the grip of angry (and sexually motivated) passion, in the late 1960s. Given this character, this time period, and this set of circumstances, his language seemed entirely appropriate.

Now, one reason for insisting that bad language not be used in everyday discourse is, of course, that it’s low-class and offensive. One other reason—equally important, in my opinion—is that such language does have its own legitimate purpose; that is, to express feeling that is also beyond the limits of normal civilized discourse. To use such words casually deprives them of their impact.
You can see that, in the scene in question in DRUMS. If Roger normally spoke like that, the reader wouldn’t have (what I hope is) the impression of a man driven almost beyond endurance, and holding on to his notions of decent behavior with great effort.
Okay. So, the point is that when I do use strong language, I have a specific reason for doing so. It really doesn’t seem reasonable to me to eradicate such language—chosen and used carefully, to a purpose—on the grounds that someone might someday wish to listen to a taped version of an adult book in the presence of a small child. Hm?
(By the way, I do hope you read the books themselves; owing to abridgment constraints, only about one-fifth of each story is on the audio versions.8)
Cordially,—Diana
From: Doug Toole
To: 76530.523@CompuServe.COM
Date: Sun, 8 Jun 1997 04:58:34 EDT
Subject: Re: commendation & word
question
Diana
The fact that you have heard my concerns puts it to rest, thank you for that personal response. My wife and I will continue to be readers and listeners of your works. We hope that you have many rewards and much happiness in your life.
“TAKING THE LORD’S NAME IN VAIN”
The following is a letter I wrote to an early correspondent in reply to her objection to what she perceived as unnecessary blasphemy. As it stated my position fairly clearly and was well received by my correspondent, I’ve continued to use variants of it in reply to similar complaints, whenever they occur.
December 7, 1993
My dear Mrs. F.:
Thank you so much for your lovely letter. I do try to answer all of my mail9—I love to hear from people who read my books—but it often takes me months, since there is rather a lot of mail, and my husband and editor tend to object strongly to my writing letters when they think I ought to be writing books!
Still, I thought I would snatch a moment to respond to your letter, today being slightly less busy than usual.
I’m happy that you appreciate the research and the quantity of detail that goes into these books; it is a great deal of work, but I do enjoy the research very much, as well as the embodiment of detail in the story. And, as I’m sure you’ve noticed, it is in great part this use of detail that gives the books their sense of immediacy—of the reader “being there,” so to speak.
What I would like to observe, though, is that this concern with accuracy and detail extends as much to the language of the characters as it does to the physical details described in the book. I appreciate your concern over the use of profanity and vulgar expressions; I am myself an observant Roman Catholic, and—owing to having been raised in a Catholic home, and gone to parochial school throughout my formative years—I don’t use any form of such language myself.
However, I have read a great many documents composed in the eighteenth century—and earlier—comprising correspondence, journalistic accounts, essays, and fiction of the period. I have an extensive collection of dictionaries, dealing with Scots, Gaelic, idiomatic French, and historical English slang, which I consult while writing. Such terms (including what my children refer to as “the s-h word”) have been in use—and the common use of them deplored by moral writers—for a very long time indeed. If I could unearth it from the huge piles of material in my study, I would send you an extract from an essay written in the Middle Ages by St. Jerome (of Vulgate Bible fame), in which the writer strongly deplores the common use of profanity and vulgarity, and laments the undoubted corruptive effect of such language upon society.
In addition, owing to the oddness of my previous careers—I was a professional ecologist (I was a university professor for twelve years, prior to the publication of Dragonfly in Amber), an “expert” in scientific computation, and a marine biologist—I tended to work in environments where most of my colleagues were men, ages 20 to 45. And the unfortunate truth is that men do talk that way.10
The casual use of profanity and vulgarity is much less apparent in mixed situations—and women in groups tend to do it much less frequently—but it is a common pattern of speech in male groups. There seems to be no real intent of disrespect to the Almighty or offense to one’s companions; it’s simply a common and accepted manner of speech. This is particularly true in military situations, and—so far as I can ascertain from my reading of World War I and World War II documents, as well as the private journals of earlier combatants—it has always been the case.
This being so, I do feel that depicting speech as it is or was commonly practiced is merely part and parcel of the commitment to historical realism that is the job of a historical novelist—not a condonement or encouragement of improper speech, but simply the best approximation possible of what persons in such a situation might actually have said. You will have observed, I hope, that people in mixed groups, in family settings, or in groups of women in my books do not use any such language. But men—particularly on the battlefield or in casual work—definitely do.
In other words, while I hope the existence of such dialogue will not impair your enjoyment of my books, I don’t mean to stop doing it. The use of such expressions is not the result of carelessness or of my own personal preference in usage, but a conscious inclusion—as much a meticulous detail as the description of house furnishings or wardrobe.
I am delighted that the books have brought you pleasure in other respects, particularly the relationship between Jamie and Claire. Speaking of the books, I really must go and write some more, so I trust you will excuse my stopping here. Again, thank you so much for writing, and I trust you will enjoy the next two books. And have a good time on your trip to Scotland!
Best wishes, Diana Gabaldon
HOMOSEXUALITY
Among the occasional controversies, I find that the topic of homosexuality arises now and then. A few readers dislike any reference to homosexuality and simply object to the inclusion of any gay character “I don’t want to see Jamie kiss any more men!” as one letter writer sternly adjured me). That is, of course, their personal preference, but really has nothing to do with either the books or the characters.
I do, however, get a few letters objecting to what the reader sees as my “negative portrayal of homosexuals”—usually with reference to the character of Black Jack Randall.

Black Jack Randall
Well, one swallow does not a summer make, and one pervert scarcely condemns an entire segment of the sexual populace. Black Jack Randall is who he is—an individual—and he fulfills his fictional purpose in Outlander and Dragonfly in Amber without in any way implying a reprehensible view of gay men as a group.
Also, as I point out to the occasional reader who writes me with this concern11—the fact is that Jack Randall isn’t gay; he’s a pervert (and no, those really aren’t the same thing).
Jack Randall is a sadist; he derives sexual pleasure from hurting people. In Outlander, four separate sexual attacks by Randall are described—two on men, two on women (men: Alexander MacGregor and Jamie Fraser; women: Jenny Murray and Claire Fraser). Clearly, he’s not all that particular about the gender of the person he’s hurting; it’s the pain and the act of domination that turns him on.
At the same time, given the society and situation in which he’s operating—he’s an officer in an occupying army—he’s plainly going to have much greater access to males as potential victims. Early in Outlander, Frank Randall reports that there were instances of “insult—unspecified,” laid to his ancestor’s account, and that these resulted in complaints from the populace [Outlander, page 30 (U.S. paperback edition)]. Evidently, going about the countryside attacking women was a risky pastime; abusing male prisoners (or subordinates) in the confines of an English-run prison would be a good deal safer.
Of course, there’s the possibility that his sadistic side would be especially gratified by the response of males, since they might suffer additional pain or horror as a result of homosexual attack, but I don’t think there’s sufficient evidence in the text to adduce that. On the other hand, one could reasonably assume that a male held in a prison where no one cares what happens to him might be much more severely abused than might a woman whose welfare was to some degree the responsibility of the community, as well as of her own relatives. So, we might reasonably assume that Randall did indeed prefer males—but as the result of their increased vulnerability, rather than as a result of a homosexual orientation.
Alexander MacGregor
A few of the other complaints I see regarding the treatment of homosexuals (virtually all from readers who have only read the first book of the series) are based simply on misinterpretation. Two or three letter writers urged me to consider the possible ill effects of Alexander MacGregor’s suicide on young people struggling with awareness of their sexual orientation—surely I ought not to be suggesting that discovering one is gay is grounds for killing oneself?
Putting aside the larger question of whether it is a novelist’s responsibility to address every possible mental response that every possible reader might have, and handle these in such a way as to maximize the (collectively hypothetical) readers’ self-esteem, in the context of Modern Enlightened Thought,12 the simple fact is that there isn’t the slightest indication anywhere in the text that Alexander MacGregor is gay.
In other words, he didn’t hang himself out of shame at discovering his sexual nature—he hung himself for the much more sensible reason that he couldn’t stand being raped and tortured. Most people would find this distressing, I daresay, no matter what their proclivities.
The Duke of Sandringham
Now, the Duke of Sandringham actually is gay; that’s evident from the story that Jamie tells during supper at Castle Leoch [Outlander, page 482–487 (U.S. paperback)]. Frankly, that scene was an accident, and so was the Duke.
One of my chief reasons for writing Outlander was to learn how to write. Consequently, I very often tried to write a specific sort of scene, simply because I didn’t know how to do it, and wanted to learn. When I wrote this dinner party scene, I had no idea what would be said, or how it might fit into the book at large; it was simply that I had never (at that point) written a dialogue scene involving more than two characters.
Most dialogue scenes in novels do involve only two characters, for good reason; it’s very difficult to handle a conversation with several participants without either losing track of who’s saying what, or hopelessly confusing the reader. I had written several dialogue scenes in a row, involving two characters—Jamie and Claire—and had begun to find this monotonous. So I thought I’d try a scene in which a number of people take part in an ongoing conversation, just to learn how to do that. Hence, Colum’s dinner table, and the conversation that evolved into Jamie’s rather ribald story, inviting comments from his hearers.
The story itself did evolve; I didn’t plan it. However, in Outlander, the Duke is a shadowy character who never appears onstage; he was simply a prop at that point, and—as the hilarity at Jamie’s story makes clear—homosexuality was not regarded with any particular popular revulsion in the eighteenth century.13 In the social context shown, it was rather simply accepted as one known idiosyncrasy of this particular nobleman. I found no particularly negative attitude toward homosexuality anywhere in the Scottish sources consulted; a rather scornful dismissal of the behavior of James I14 being about as far as it went.
As I’ve said elsewhere, I do not plan these books out before writing them—I certainly didn’t plan the whole series (I couldn’t very well, since I didn’t know it was a series). However, when working on a book, I often do suddenly perceive a good use for elements or characters from a previous book.
So, as I was writing along in Dragonfly, and wondering how to make the necessary connections between the Scottish Highlands and the French Court (since these connections did exist and were historically important), I thought of using the Duke. He was, after all, the only member of the nobility appearing in Outlander, and as such, he might well have entree to the Court of Louis XV, as well as be associated with the Stuarts.
I had already written the scene [Dragonfly, chapter 10, “A Lady, with Brown Hair Curling Luxuriantly”] in which Claire first meets Alexander Randall; the Duke’s presence provided both a simple explanation for Alex’s presence in France—and a Really Useful connection to the Randall family, thus allowing me to drag Black Jack back into the story without too much standing on my head.
Now, Black Jack being who he is, he seldom appears without some kind of sinister sexual overtone. Still, the Duke himself is not shown engaging in any really discreditable behavior as a gay man. He’s a major-league political plotter, and thoroughly conscienceless in terms of his goals, but beyond Jamie’s story in Outlander and the Duke’s vague remarks about Jack Randall, we never see him in a sexual context. In other words, his homosexuality is incidental; simply one facet of his character, but not one that particularly affects our perception of him as good or evil.
When he revealed himself (so to speak) as being gay in Outlander, I decided to keep him as a sort of grace note in counterpoint to Jack Randall—that is, making it clear that simple homosexuality was neither inherently evil nor regarded as such, whereas Jack Randall’s particular perversion was Something Quite Different. Most readers fortunately observed the distinction.
Lord John Grey
I could—as a few readers suggest—have included an admirable homosexual character in the first two books, as “balance” to Black Jack Randall—but that would be perversion of its own sort; distortion of a story for purposes of political correctness—and you already know what I think about that. It would also have been overkill; while homosexual people have undoubtedly always been represented in any population, to have a noticeable proportion of the characters in a story be gay is to draw more attention to them than is historically or artistically appropriate—unless the story is focused specifically on a gay community or deals with homosexual issues as a major theme.
However. I mentioned above my habit of looking back and picking up useful characters from earlier books. Having decided that Jamie Fraser was going to be “the Fraser, of the Master of Lovat’s regiment” who escaped the slaughter of the Jacobite officers at Culloden, I had the problem of figuring out just how he was to escape.
I could have managed it in any of various ways, of course, but looking back, I spotted the young man whom Jamie had met and overpowered on the eve of the battle of Prestonpans [Dragonfly, chapter 36, “Prestonpans”]. Now, I had intended him to meet that young man again, somewhere down the line, since John William Grey15 had made such a dramatic parting threat. I had no idea where they might meet, though.
At first, I thought the young man himself might rescue Jamie from Culloden. That didn’t seem quite right, though; the boy was young and essentially powerless, as well as being physically slight. I knew Jamie was wounded (because all the Jacobite officers in the cottage were), and I didn’t think John Grey would be able to get him away plausibly. Also, I wasn’t at all sure that Grey would consider his earlier rescue a debt of honor—he had promised to kill Jamie, after all.
An elder brother, though, would see the debt and the honorable necessity of repaying it. So far, so good—and no reason to assume any particular sexual orientation on Lord John’s part. But then, it was obviously necessary for Lord John to meet Jamie in person somewhere else, later—and the situation with the prison popped into my head immediately. What better sort of conflict? A man with a profound hatred of another man, put in a position where he holds complete power over his enemy—but is prevented by honor from using that power.
What better sort of conflict? Well, what if the man in the position of power finds his hatred being gradually… changed to something else? And then, what if the man to whom he tentatively offered his budding affection could not under any circumstances accept even the thought of it—owing to the secrets of his own traumatic past?

Well, heck, I couldn’t pass up an opportunity to make things difficult. So we—and Jamie—discover that Lord John is gay, with concomitant complications.
However, Lord John revealed himself as a gay man because he was; i.e., that facet of his personality was key to the part of the story in which he appears—rather than because I felt any need to include a “good” gay character as an antidote to Jack Randall.
On a tangential issue:
Why did Jamie offer himself to Lord John [Voyager, chapter 59, “In Which Much Is Revealed”]? A few readers (male and female) said the very thought made them ill; many others (male and female) said they found the scene [pp. 929–930, U.S. paperback] intensely arousing and emotionally moving. As I said above, novelists really can’t be trying to figure out how readers will respond to anything, because there’s simply no telling.
In answer to the question, though: Jamie feels a deep—and deeply disturbing—sense of obligation to Lord John. Lord John, after all, has saved him from a dangerous fate (being transported was often a death sentence, even for those without acute seasickness) and from permanent separation from his loved ones, given him as much freedom as possible, freely offered his friendship—and made no attempt at all to demand any sort of return.

Now Lord John has revealed that he knows Jamie’s secret—that is, Willie’s true paternity—and will not only protect the secret, but the boy as well. Knowing that Jamie must leave Willie, Lord John is willing to alter his entire life—even going so far as to marry Isobel Dunsany—in order to safeguard Jamie’s son and ensure that Jamie will still have some connection with the boy.
Jamie, in his present position, can offer Lord John nothing at all as a gesture of gratitude or acknowledgment—except himself. His offering this particular gift is both an effort to acknowledge the great debt he feels he owes, and to show his final acceptance of Lord John, as a friend and as a man.
That is, he is aware that his earlier rejection (and the method he chose to implement it) has hurt John deeply. Though it is impossible for him to overcome his repugnance at the thought, he can force himself to the action (Jamie’s made himself do quite a lot of things that he didn’t want to do, after all), and thus show Lord John that he does not hold Lord John’s nature against him—Jamie accepts him as he is.
Still, Lord John is quite aware of Jamie’s true feelings, and thus gently refuses the offer—while accepting the gift of Jamie’s friendship.
ABORTION
I must say, I had expected to receive quite a bit of comment on the abortion scene in Drums [chapter 49, “Choices”], if only because this is a subject on which a great many people hold extremely strong opinions. I’ve encountered surprisingly few comments about it, though (mind you, I’m not looking for any more).
One lawyer generously sent me a four-page treatise on the legal meaning of “murder,” presumably in reference to Claire’s remark about justifiable homicide committed in self-defense [page 831, U.S. paperback]. This is irrelevant (also immaterial) to the book, given that Claire isn’t a lawyer, there were no such interpretations in the eighteenth century, and law doesn’t apply to personal opinions anyway—but I certainly appreciate the effort this person took to share her knowledge with me.
Beyond that, I’ve seen only two or three comments (not made directly to me, but seen on electronic services) regarding this scene. One person said that the scene made her uncomfortable (I should certainly hope so), and she wished that Claire had not made the offer to abort the child. Two others said they approved heartily of Claire’s actions; they sympathized with Jamie’s anguish, but the decision was Brianna’s and no one else’s. That’s what I think, too.
WIFE-BEATING
This is, by a wide margin, the single biggest topic of controversy about the books. I refer, of course, to the notorious scene in which Jamie, completely fed up with Claire’s (he thinks) irresponsible behavior, Takes Steps [Outlander, chapter 22, “Reckonings”].
Frankly, this is one of my favorite scenes in that particular book. It illustrates perfectly the cultural and personal clashes going on between these two characters—clashes in which each one is absolutely convinced that he or she has the right of it—and they both do!
By Claire’s lights, she was behaving with great courage and moral responsibility. She’s tearing herself away from Jamie at great personal cost, setting off alone and on foot to return to the stone circle, in an attempt to return to Frank, her first husband, doing violence to her own feelings in an effort to keep faith with a man to whom she’s made vows. She couldn’t reasonably explain her circumstances to Jamie, with any hope of being believed; to stay with him longer would merely increase his pain when she left. She’d failed with earlier attempts to escape; this looks like not only the best, but perhaps the only chance she’ll get. By accident, she falls into the hands of Captain Randall, with horrific consequences—but that, she feels, is hardly her fault.
From Jamie’s point of view, his wife has—for no apparent reason beyond stubbornness—flagrantly disobeyed instructions meant only to keep her safe, and has fatheadedly wandered into a situation endangering not only her and himself, but all the men with him. Beyond that, she’s brought him into face-to-face contact with the man he most despises, caused him to reveal himself in a way that will ensure determined pursuit, and worst of all—allowed Jack Randall to assault her sexually.
He’s not only annoyed with her for her original thoughtless (he thinks) behavior, he’s sexually outraged at its results, and—unable to deal properly with Randall—is strongly inclined to take it out on the available guilty party. Even so, he might not resort to violence, save for two things: his own history of physical discipline, which leads him to consider the punishment he intends inflicting not only reasonable, but quite moderate—and more important, his notions of the Tightness of things, (which includes, though less important, the moral pressure of his companions’ opinion).
The man is twenty-three years old, and while he’s an accomplished warrior, he’s very new to this husband business, and anxious to do it right. That means dealing responsibly with his wayward wife, in a manner that will not only keep her safe, by convincing her of the wisdom of obeying his orders, but will redeem her socially.
He therefore declares his intention of taking a strap to her. He isn’t seeking personal revenge, or exercising a taste for sadistic violence; he’s trying to do justice. Historically and geographically, this was an entirely appropriate thing to do,16 and Jamie sees nothing even faintly questionable about it.
Claire does. From both a personal and a historical (her history) point of view, she sees quite a lot wrong with this proposition. In the end, of course, this clash of viewpoints comes down to the… er… bottom line—which is that Jamie is nearly a foot taller than she is, and outweighs her by a good eighty pounds. Over the greater span of historical time, might has made right.

The public response to this particular scene is fascinating. Most readers find it hilarious, erotic, or simply very entertaining. A few find it absolutely unacceptable—a “good” man, they argue, would never beat his wife, no matter what the circumstance!
Well, but he would. Jamie Fraser is arguably a “good man,” but he’s an eighteenth-century good man, and he’s acting not only from a completely different perception of the situation, but from a completely different set of assumptions as to what constitutes appropriate behavior.
Those readers who object to this scene seem to respond in one of two ways: a) They simply can’t sympathize with a man who resorts to violence, no matter what. Ergo, I should not have allowed him to do so! or b) Even if Jamie’s behavior is historically appropriate, it’s wrong for me to have shown it, because women who are in abusive relationships will read this and conclude that it is okay for their husbands to beat them!
It is not the business of a novelist to pursue political agendas. Still less is it the business of a historical novelist to pursue modern political agendas. It deprives the reader of any sense of perspective or notion of social ambiguity, and reinforces a smug, narrow-minded belief in the self-righteousness of modern Western cultural values that is highly detrimental to the evolution of thought or values.
(Curiously, no one at all has ever complained of the rampant child abuse that takes place in the books. Perfectly okay for Jamie to beat his nephew [Voyager, chapter 32, “The Prodigal’s Return”] and his foster son (age ten or so) [Dragonfly, chapter 14, “Meditations on the Flesh”], and no objections whatever to Jamie’s graphic descriptions of his own disciplinary experiences while growing up [Outlander, chapter 22, “Reckonings”]—but to see him using violence on a woman is evidently enough to cause a major reaction in some women.)17 Still, people’s perceptions will always be colored by experience. Response to some material on the basis of personal experience is entirely understandable and I sympathize with such attitudes, but I can’t in good conscience think them relevant to my own work.
MINOR ISSUES
“Minor issues” are those subjects on which I have received obviously sincere letters—but from only one or two people. I respect their opinions, but apparently these fall into the realm of responses that depend on the reader’s individual perception and experience. Following are my responses to the letters in question (the content of the original letters being plain from the replies).
Body Image
May 5, 1994
Dear S:
Thanks for your thoughtful letter; I enjoyed it, and your analysis of historical attitudes toward plumpness, which are of course accurate.
However… are we possibly overreacting a bit here? Claire has not got an eating disorder, nor is there the slightest implication that she has, in any of the three books. She eats rather heartily, whenever food is available (as you note, it often wasn’t), appears to enjoy it, judging by her descriptions of aromas and tastes, and there isn’t any indication at all of her dieting, obsessing about food, allowing eating to control her behavior, or worrying in the least about her food intake or whether she’s getting fat.
I took some pains to make sure she didn’t appear as the “standard” heroine in Outlander, including the historically accurate (as you note) appreciation for a well-endowed rear. I didn’t do so out of any political position on what women ought to look like; merely out of a sense of contrariness (having read way too many novels with eighteen-year-old slender heroines), and an urge to make Claire as believable and human as possible.
I don’t know quite what you mean, that “the second book had not a peep about Claire’s physical attributes, other than Jamie’s continued enjoyment of them.” Since she’s pregnant through the first half of Dragonfly, descriptions of her weight and/or build seemed more or less irrelevant—she describes her heaviness, and “waddling up to take a nap,” along with the loosening of joints, breast swelling, etc., which surely ought not to give anybody the notion that she’s a slender waif. Jamie certainly continues to be physically attracted to her, pregnant or not, which I would think might convey the notion that slenderness is not one of his—or Claire’s—criteria. Hardly “not a peep,” though; Claire talks about her body and is aware of it throughout the books; whether or not she refers constantly to the size of her bottom seems rather irrelevant.
What seems to bother you is the third book—that Claire would have examined herself in the mirror before going back through the stones, and that she included “don’t get fat” in her letter of motherly advice to Brianna.
As I said before, Claire is (I hope) human and believable. Whether women should worry about their looks in sexual situations is irrelevant—they do. Whether men should be attracted to women on the basis of their looks is also irrelevant—they are. I’m not pushing propaganda, here; I’m telling a story about two people, as real as I can make them.
Were I going to see a man with whom I had had a passionate physical relationship twenty years ago—with the specific intent of resuming said physical relationship—I would definitely take a good look at myself and wonder what the lover would see, and how it might compare to the way he’d seen me before. This is not being obsessed with thinness or “doing the skinny dance,” as you put it—it’s a sign of very human doubt and insecurity.
You may notice that that scene is phrased almost entirely in terms of muscle tone, not fatness or thinness. The only indication that Claire is reasonably slender is that her waist is “still narrow,” seen in back view. She doesn’t say exactly what her bottom looks like, but the strong implication is that it’s reasonably hefty, though well-toned (no dimples, at least, she thinks, after a long look at it).
So we’re left with her adjuration to her daughter not to get fat. Well, let’s consider a couple of things. For one, this was 1968, not the 1990s. People didn’t even jog back then, and aerobics was a crackpot new fad. Women by and large weren’t physically active, and those who weren’t careful of their nutrition generally did tend to be pudgy, out of shape, unhealthy, and look middle-aged. Coupled with the advice to “stand up straight,” and Claire’s own apparent levelheaded attitudes toward food and body (which we’ve seen in both pronounced and subtle ways all through the books), basically, Claire is not telling her daughter to starve, but to stay fit.
For another, let us consider the rhythm of that letter and the scene of which it’s a part. We have deep emotion, heart-wrenching, soul-searching explorations of guilt and love. Then, at the end, we have a short, ultramaternal zetz (as one of my Jewish friends put it) to break the tension, restore the tone of the relationship between Claire and Brianna, and—not least—give the reader the feeling of Claire’s sense of humor, which is profound and inclined to pop up even in the midst of Sturm und Drang. (This is not an isolated instance, after all; the reader certainly ought to have a good idea of Claire’s style by now.)
So yeah, she could have said “Eat leafy green vegetables, take calcium supplements, and always wash the pesticides off apples or peel them.” Or any number of other accurate, medically informed bits of advice (don’t you figure she’s told her daughter that kind of stuff all along? I’ve got kids. You do this kind of brainwashing constantly; you don’t save it up for your deathbed or some other dramatic parting). But that wouldn’t have had the sudden break in rhythm and the comic effect I was after.
In short, Claire isn’t offering Important Advice there; she’s reasserting her role as Bree’s mother. Readers who mention that letter (I’ve heard from quite a number of them—though none concerned with Claire’s attitude toward eating) have told me that they’re awash in tears and throbbing emotion. Then they hit that line, and laugh, with a sudden bitter-sweetness that makes the whole thing much more affecting than it would had I made the whole letter a straightforward tearjerker. They suddenly see themselves and their own mothers or daughters, which is what I intended.
See, I’m a writer. Not—repeat not—a feminist, a political activist or a spokesperson for some group that perceives itself as entitled to everyone’s attention. My own rather strongly held opinion is that it is not the business of novels to push political agendas of any kind. There are plenty of novels that do this, but I personally don’t care for them.

I take such concerns as yours very seriously—if I didn’t, I wouldn’t have spent two hours I can’t afford to answer your letter in such detail. I trust you will take mine with equal seriousness.
Any reader brings his or her own experience to a book, and consequently, perceptions will differ. That being so, I cannot possibly write with the possibility of multiple hypersensitivities in mind. Such an approach—seeking above all to offend no one, or to adhere to some standard of political correctness—results in blandness and mediocrity. I’m a storyteller, and it’s my job to tell the story of these people, keeping faith with my characters, to the best of my ability. Nothing more.
Sincerely, Diana Gabaldon
Chinese Sex Fiends
I was rather surprised, a couple of years ago, to receive a fairly lengthy and impassioned letter, denouncing me for “perpetuating negative stereotypes of Asian men as short, English-mangling, alcoholic sex fiends.”
This gave me pause, since frankly—as I told my correspondent—I was totally unaware that there was a stereotype of Asian men as alcoholic sex fiends. Now, I realize I have led a rather sheltered life, but still.…
Now, for all I know, Chinese men are known far and wide as alcoholic sex fiends, but it isn’t a view I’d ever personally been exposed to before hearing from this particular correspondent. I therefore don’t really think I can be deliberately perpetuating a vile canard by having allowed Mr. Willoughby to drink brandy—particularly given that all the Europeans around him are drinking as much or more—or by allowing him to express his admiration for women in general.
I did consider the other half of this accusation, though. I imagined there might be a perception, spread through films and TV, of Asian persons as “English-mangling.” However, as I explained to my correspondent, simply noting the fact that a person from one country might not arrive in another with a totally fluent grasp of the unfamiliar language does not really seem to me to be culturally derogatory.
I then descended to particularities, since we were, after all, dealing with an individual, Mr. Willoughby (aka Yi Tien Cho). Given that Mr. Willoughby had arrived in Edinburgh rather precipitously as a stowaway—i.e., without time to bone up on his English before leaving China—had been in Scotland for no more than a year or two, and had spent his time exclusively in the company of wharf rats, prostitutes, and Scottish smugglers, most of whom regarded him as a worm and wouldn’t be talking to him at all if they could help it—I thought it would be highly unlikely for him to be speaking grammatically correct King’s English.
Now, “short.” I did stop to consider this one. Why did I depict Mr. Willoughby as short? Was it truly the result of negative cultural stereotyping? (It could be; one doesn’t usually recognize one’s own biases, and while I have seen the Chinese Olympic basketball team on television, I might conceivably have been warped by years of watching Deng Xiaoping smiling into the belt buckles of various American diplomats).
Of course, one would first have to stipulate that shortness is in fact a negative characteristic, which I for one (one who is five feet three—well, all right; five feet two-and-seven-eighths) wouldn’t be inclined to do.

However, one prime minister does not a culture make, any more than does a basketball team. Neither does a single fictional character. Yes, Asians come in all sizes; however, a single person, be he fictional or real, can only come in one size.18 If one ranked the eighteenth-century male population of China, in order of size, one would no doubt find individuals of varying heights, said heights occurring in a bell curve distribution (because height is one of those natural characteristics that always does occur in a “normal” distribution).
I have no data comparing height distributions for European and Chinese males in the eighteenth century, so I can’t say whether there was or was not a difference in mean height. However, this scarcely matters. Mr. Willoughby is the only Chinese character in Voyager (or in fact, in the whole series). It isn’t possible for a single character in a book to exhibit multiple heights for the purpose of reflecting cultural heterogeneity, I’m sorry. You have to pick one height for a character—how can it be a “stereotype” to pick one from anywhere in this distribution? There is a difference between a stereotype and a statistical distribution, surely.
So, in the event, the question comes down—as it must, in fictional terms—to the individual. Now, in Voyager, the story is told through the eyes of Claire Randall, a time-traveler from the future, who is described throughout the books as being “unusually tall” for the times. The average European woman of the times was quite small—perhaps less than five feet tall, with tiny feet, judging from the clothing and shoes I’ve seen in museums; Claire, by contrast, is five-feet-six.
Her husband, in even greater contrast, is a six-feet-four-inch Scottish Highlander. Men of this size were certainly known to exist during the eighteenth century, but they were remarkable—George Washington was roughly six-feet-three, and judged an “impressive man.”
The point here is that Mr. Willoughby is seen entirely through Claire’s eyes and, most often, in close company with her very tall husband. Descriptions of him are given either by her, or by her husband, Jamie. Even if Mr. Willoughby were the same mean height as the average European male of the time, he would likely still seem “short” to either Claire or Jamie, and be described as such.
Now, in terms of novelistic intent, there is a real (if subtle) reason for depicting Yi Tien Cho as “small”—I wished to emphasize his relatively helpless situation in this strange culture, because this is key to the character and motivations of Mr. Willoughby. I.e., while he consciously acknowledges Jamie’s friendship and patronage, subconsciously, he greatly resents the dependence imposed upon him by the relationship. It’s this resentment—at being deprived of his rightful social position, at being despised by people he considers the lowest of barbarians, at being deprived of even his real name19—that causes him inadvertently to betray Jamie (an act he redeems later, by his rescue of Claire—while acknowledging his anger and claiming his independence at the same time).
Mr. Willoughby is an “outsider,” and an obvious one, by reason of his strange culture and customs (hence the mention of foot-binding, which underlines the “otherness” of his culture, in the eyes of the Scots and English he associates with). But there are “outsiders” of various kinds all through the book—Jamie, as a Jacobite prisoner, Lord John, as a gay man, Claire, as a time-traveler—the theme of the book is identity, with explorations of how people define themselves: in terms of profession, relationship, place in society, the perceptions of those around them—and most of all, by the ability to name themselves. Mr. Willoughby is merely one more exemplar of the theme.
While I understand that many short people (particularly men) are sensitive about their height, objecting to the portrayal of a single “small” Chinese man as a negative cultural stereotype seems…
Well, some people read to expand their experience; others read to confirm their prejudices. I’m writing for the former, I hope.
1In fact, I never did post work in an attempt to attract agents or editors. Given the way publishing works, random electronic exposure is not really a very effective way to go about it, and was still less so when I began writing novels, ten years ago.
2I was at one point in my checkered career an ethologist—one who specializes not in ethics, but in the study of animal behavior (not that animals are unethical; it’s just a concept that doesn’t apply).
3Many people no longer make any distinction between obscenity, vulgarity, and profanity. I spent eight years in a Catholic parochial school, and I do.
4Mr. Toole’s messages are reprinted here with his permission.
5In fact, all four of the novels include the F-word. Apparently it didn’t/doesn’t trouble people to hear Claire use it, while hearing it from Roger did bother them. I couldn’t say whether this is because they’re accustomed to Claire’s fairly casual use of bad language (while Roger is a clean-spoken preacher’s boy), or simply because the scene in which Roger uses the word is one of considerable emotional intensity, causing the word to stand out more sharply. Interesting, though.
6I have now and then had a reader tell me that the F-word was certainly known in the eighteenth century, having been recorded since the fifteenth century, and therefore, it’s not likely that Jamie would be unfamiliar with it, in the scene (Outlander [page 432]) in which he asks Claire its meaning. It’s quite true that the word was in existence in 1743. However, I offer two possibilities in response:
 
	1) While the F-word certainly was a well-known English expression, it’s much less likely that it was commonly employed in the Scottish Highlands (where many—in fact most [but we have made slight adjustments to strict historical accuracy, for the sake both of Claire and the reader]—people spoke no English at all in the eighteenth century). Nor was it likely to have been commonly heard in France, where Jamie fought as a mercenary. Given that he had never been in England at the time, and did not normally associate with English people, it’s at least reasonable to assume that he might not be familiar with the word.

	2) It’s possible that Jamie did know what Claire meant by the word—by context, if not by familiarity. However, examine the effect of his claim of ignorance; it temporarily deflects Claire’s anger, and defuses the situation, which hitherto has been Fraught. Do we think that Jamie might possibly be a sufficiently good psychologist as to be claiming ignorance as a means of changing the force and direction of the argument, rather than because he truly is ignorant?


I don’t know about you, but I’m inclined to give him credit.
7<g>is what’s called—in electronic parlance—an “emoticon.” Since facial expressions aren’t visible in online conversation, correspondents may now and then include an emoticon for clarification—ensuring, for instance, that their correspondent knows they are smiling or intending a light tone. The <g> (or <g>) emoticon indicates a <grin>.
8At the time this conversation took place, only the abridged form of the audiobook was available.
9Well, in 1993 I did.
10I have since learned—to my horror—that women often do this, too. Can’t imagine what the world is coming to.
11Six, so far.
12It isn’t, in case you were wondering.
13It was not, in fact—it was seldom prosecuted in London, where “mollyhouses” and homosexual activity in general were common—though there were periodic “moral” outcries against it in the English public press and the speeches of politicians seeking a moral high ground on which to achieve visibility [cf. “Hellfire”].
14Commonly referred to as “Queenie,” for reasons that needn’t be elaborated on here.
15He was originally called William; however, I very much wanted to name Jamie’s son Willie, and—with Jamie’s older brother having the same name—I thought that would be too many Williams in a small space, so I changed Lord William to Lord John, as unobtrusively as I could.
16cf. An Illustrated History of the Rod, Annotated Bibliography.
17This particular scene evidently doesn’t bother men at all; I’ve never heard a male reader even mention it.
18As a direct result of this letter, I took to paying careful attention to fictional representations of Asian men in hooks I read. Interestingly enough, most contemporary authors make a particular point of identifying Asian characters as “tall,” even when height isn’t mentioned for most other characters. However, Asians are not universally tall, any more than they are universally short, and while I understand the desire of writers not to offend sensibilities, the unfortunate fact remains that some Chinese men really are short.
19You may note the play with names that takes place all through
Voyager, with Jamie shifting his alias according to need, Claire adjusting her own name (among Beauchamp, Randall, and Fraser), and even Roger noting his original family name.
Voyager
is all “about” the search for identity, and the ways in which people define themselves, and the name-shifting is a deliberate part of this overall theme.
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THE FIERY CROSS
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eftenant Hayes’s nasal Fife accent carried well, and the wind was with him. Still, I was sure the people farther up the mountain could hear very little; standing where we were at the foot of the slope, no more than twenty yards from the Leftenant, I could hear every word, in spite of the chattering of my teeth.
I’d gone to bed in the expectation of waking to hot coffee and a nourishing breakfast, to be followed by four weddings, a christening (no funerals, thank God), an intestinal lavage, and other entertaining forms of social intercourse. Now it was morning, and what I’d got so far was an ear-splitting tattoo of drums in the hungry dawn, heralding a proclamation that threatened to eclipse all scheduled festivities, and a cold drizzle of rain. No coffee yet, either.
I blinked blearily across a stretch of rough grass, to where a detachment of the 67th Highland regiment was drawn up in full splendor by the creek, grandly impervious to the rain.
The weather for Gatherings was always chancy, since they must perforce be held in late autumn, after the harvest was done. We had been lucky this year, though, and the weather had held fine—until today. A spatter of rain in the face had wakened me abruptly to the sight of gray sky above and a fog that lay like smoke in the hollows all round; a cloud had settled on Mount Helicon like a broody hen on a single egg, and the air was thick with damp.
“By his EXCELLENCY, WILLIAM TRYON, Esquire, His Majesty’s Captain-General, Governor, and Commander-in-Chief, in and over the said Province,” Hayes read, lifting his voice in a bellow to carry above the noises of wind and water, and the premonitory murmurs of the crowd.
The moisture shrouded trees and rocks with dripping mist, the clouds spat intermittent sleet and freezing rain, and erratic winds had lowered the temperature by some thirty degrees. My left shin, sensitive to cold, throbbed at the spot where I had broken the bone two years before. A person given to portents and metaphors might have been tempted to draw comparisons between the nasty weather and the reading of the Governor’s Proclamation, I thought—the prospects were similarly chill and foreboding.
“Whereas I have received information that a great Number of outrageous and disorderly Persons did tumultuously assemble themselves together in the Town of Hillsborough, on the twenty-fourth and twenty-fifth of last Month, during the sitting of the Superior Court of Justice of that District to oppose the Just Measures of Government and in open Violation of the Laws of their Country, audaciously attacking his Majesty’s Associate Justice in the Execution of his Office, and barbarously beating and wounding several persons in and during the sitting of said court, and offering other enormous Indignities and Insults to his Majesty’s Government, committing the most violent Outrages on the Persons and properties of the Inhabitants of the said Town, drinking Damnation to their lawful Sovereign King George and Success to the Pretender: To the End therefore, that the Persons concerned in the said outrageous Acts may be brought to Justice, I do, by the Advice and consent of his Majesty’s Council, issue this my Proclamation, hereby requiring and strictly enjoining all his Majesty’s Justices of the Peace in this Government to make diligent Inquiry into the above recited Crimes, and to receive the Deposition of such person or persons as shall appear before them to make Information of and concerning the same; which depositions are to be transmitted to me, in Order to be laid before the General Assembly, at New Bern, on the thirtieth day of November next, to which time it stands Prorogued for the immediate Dispatch of Public Business.
Given under my Hand, and the Great Seal of the Province, at New Bern, the Eighteenth Day of October, in the Tenth Year of his Majesty’s Reign, Anno Domini 1770.”
“Signed, William Tryon,” Hayes concluded, with a puff of steamy breath.
There was a subdued rumble from the crowd behind me, of interest and consternation—touched with a certain amount of amusement at the phrases regarding treasonous toasts.
This was a Gathering of Highlanders, many of them exiled to the Colonies in the wake of the Stuart Rising, and had Archie Hayes chosen to take official notice of what was said over the cups of whisky passed round the fires the night before… but then, he had but forty soldiers with him, and whatever his own opinions of King George and that monarch’s possible damnation, he kept them wisely to himself.
Some four hundred Highlanders surrounded Hayes’s small beachhead on the creek bank. Men and women sheltered among the trees above the clearing, plaids and shawls pulled tight against the rising wind. They, too, were keeping their own counsel, judging from the array of stony faces visible under the flutter of scarves and bonnets. Of course, I thought, their expressions might derive from cold as much as from natural caution; my own cheeks were stiff, the end of my nose had gone numb, and I hadn’t felt my feet anytime since daybreak.
“Any pairson wishing to make a deposition concairning these most serious matters may entrust it safely to my care,” Hayes announced, his round face an official blank. “I will remain in my tent with my clairk for the rest of the day. God save the King!”
He handed the proclamation to his corporal, bowed to the crowd in dismissal, and turned smartly toward a large canvas tent that had been erected near the trees, regimental banners flapping wildly from a standard next to it.
Shivering, I slid a hand into the slit of Jamie’s cloak and over the crook of his arm, my cold fingers comforted by the warmth of his body. Jamie pressed his elbow briefly to his side in acknowledgment of my frozen grasp, but didn’t look down at me; he was studying Archie Hayes’s retreating back, eyes narrowed against the sting of the wind.
A compact and solid man, of inconsequent height but considerable presence, the Leftenant moved with great deliberation, as though oblivious of the crowd on the hillside above. Hayes was a Highlander himself, as were his men; that was why he was here.
The Leftenant vanished into his tent, leaving the flap invitingly pinned up. Not for the first time, I reluctantly admired Governor Tryon’s political instincts. This Proclamation was clearly being read in towns and villages throughout the Colony; he could have relied on a local magistrate or sheriff to carry his message of official fury to this Gathering. Instead, he had taken the trouble to send Hayes.
Archibald Hayes had taken the field at Culloden by his father’s side at the age of twelve. Wounded in the fight, he had been taken prisoner and sent south. Presented with a choice of transportation or joining the Army, he had taken the King’s shilling and made the best of it. Quite a lot the best of it; the fact that he had risen to be an officer in his midthirties, in a time when almost all commissions were bought rather than earned, was sufficient testimony to his abilities, I thought.
He was as personable as he was professional; invited to share our food and fire, he had spent half the night talking with Jamie—and the other half moving from fire to fire under the aegis of Jamie’s presence, being introduced to the heads of all the important families present.
And whose notion had that been? I wondered, looking up at Jamie. His long, straight nose was reddened by the cold, his eyes hooded from the wind, but his face gave no inkling of what he was thinking. And that, I thought, was a bloody good indication that he was thinking something rather dangerous. Had he known about this Proclamation?

No English officer, with an English troop, could have brought such news into a Gathering like this with any hope of cooperation. But Hayes and his Highlanders, stalwart in their tartan and bearskins… I didn’t miss the fact that Hayes had had his tent erected with its back to a thick grove of pines; anyone who wished to speak to the Leftenant in secret could approach through the woods, unseen.
“Does Hayes expect someone to pop out of the crowd, rush into his tent, and surrender on the spot?” I murmured to Jamie. I personally knew of at least a dozen men among those present who had taken part in the Hillsborough riots; three of them were standing within arm’s length of us.
Jamie saw the direction of my glance and put his hand over mine, squeezing it in a silent adjuration of discretion. I lowered my brows at him; surely he didn’t think I would give anyone away by inadvertence? He gave me a faint smile and one of those annoying marital looks that said, more plainly than words, You know how ye are, Sassenach. Anyone who sees your face kens just what ye think.
I sidled in a little closer, and kicked him discreetly in the ankle. I might have a glass face, but it certainly wouldn’t arouse comment in a crowd like this! He didn’t wince, but the smile spread a little wider. He slid one arm inside my cloak, and drew me closer, his hand on my back.
Hobson, MacLennan, and Fowles stood together just in front of us, talking quietly among themselves. All three came from a tiny settlement called Drunkard’s Creek, some fifteen miles from our own place on Fraser’s Ridge. Hugh Fowles was Joe Hobson’s son-in-law, and very young, no more than twenty. He was doing his best to keep his composure, but his face had gone white and clammy as the Proclamation was read; the Governor was very annoyed about what had happened in Hillsborough six weeks ago, that was clear.
I didn’t know what Tryon intended to do to anyone who could be proved to have had a part in the doings—several buildings had been destroyed, more than one public official dragged out and assaulted in the street—gossip had it that one ironically named justice of the peace had lost an eye to a vicious blow aimed with a horsewhip—and Chief Justice Henderson had escaped out of a window and fled the town, thus effectively preventing the Court from sitting—but I could feel the currents of unrest created by the Governor’s Proclamation passing through the crowd like the eddies of water rushing over rocks in the nearby creek.
Joe Hobson glanced back at Jamie, then away. Leftenant Hayes’s presence at our fire the previous evening had not gone unremarked.
If Jamie saw the glance, he didn’t return it. He lifted one shoulder in a shrug, tilting his head down to speak to me.
“I shouldna think Hayes expects anyone to give themselves up, no. It’s his duty to ask for information, though. I thank God it isna mine to answer.” He hadn’t spoken loudly, but loudly enough to reach the ears of Joe Hobson.
Hobson turned his head and gave Jamie a small nod of wry acknowledgment. He touched his son-in-law’s arm, and they turned away, scrambling up the slope toward the scattered campsites above, where their womenfolk were tending the fires and the younger children.
This was the last day of the Gathering; this afternoon there would be marryings and christenings, the formal blessing of love and its riotous fruits sprung from the loins of the unchurched multitude during the year before. In the evening, the last songs would be sung, the last stories told, and dancing done amid the leaping flames of many fires—rain or no. Come morning, the Scots and their households would all disperse back to their homes, scattered from the settled banks of the Cape Fear River to the wild mountains of the West—carrying news of the Governor’s Proclamation and the doings at Hillsborough.
I wiggled my toes inside my damp shoes and wondered uneasily who among the crowd might think it their duty to answer Hayes’s invitation to confession or incrimination. Not Jamie, no. But others might. There had been a good deal of boasting about the riots in Hillsborough during the week of the Gathering, but not all the listeners were disposed to view the rioters as heroes, by any means.
I could feel as well as hear the mutter of conversation breaking out in the wake of the proclamation; heads turning, families drawing close together, men moving from group to group, as the content of Hayes’s speech was relayed up the hill, repeated to those who stood too far away for hearing.
“Shall we go? There’s a lot to do yet before the weddings.”
“Aye?” Jamie glanced down at me. “I thought Jocasta’s slaves were managing the food and drink and such. I gave Ulysses the barrels of whisky—he’ll be Sogan Buidhe.”
“Ulysses? Did he bring his wig?” I laughed at the thought. The Sogan Buidhe was the man who managed the dispensing of drink and refreshment at a Highland wedding; the term actually meant something like “hearty, jovial fellow.” Ulysses, Jocasta’s black butler, was possibly the most dignified person I had ever seen—even without his livery and powdered horsehair wig.
“If he did, it’s like to be stuck to his head before morning.” Jamie glanced up at the lowering sky and shook his head.
“Happy the bride the sun shines on,” he quoted. “Happy the corpse the rain falls on.
“That’s what I like about Scots,” I said dryly. “An appropriate proverb for all occasions. Don’t you dare say that in front of Bree.”
“What d’ye take me for, Sassenach?” he demanded, with a half-smile down at me. “I’m her father, no?”
“Definitely yes.” I glanced over my shoulder, to be sure Bree wasn’t in hearing, but there was no sign of her blazing head among those nearby. Certainly her father’s daughter, she stood six feet tall in her stocking feet; nearly as easy as Jamie himself to pick out of a crowd.
“It’s not the wedding feast I need to deal with, anyway; I’ve got to manage breakfast, then find Murray MacLeod and ask him to come help with the morning clinic.”
“Oh, aye? I thought ye said wee Murray was a charlatan.”
“I said he was ignorant, stubborn, and a menace to the public health; that’s not the same thing—quite.”
“Quite,” said Jamie, grinning. “Ye mean to convert him, then—or poison him?”
“Whichever seems most effective. If nothing else, I might accidentally step on his fleam and break it; that’s probably the only way I’ll stop him bleeding people. Let’s go, though, I’m freezing!”
“Aye, we’ll awa,” Jamie agreed, with a glance at the soldiers, still drawn up along the creek bank at parade rest. “No doubt wee Archie means to keep his lads there till the crowd’s gone; they’re a bit blue round the edges, too.”
Though fully armed and uniformed, the row of Highlanders was relaxed; imposing, to be sure, but not threatening. Small boys—and not a few wee girls—scampered to and fro among them, impudently flicking the hems of the soldiers’ kilts or dashing in, greatly daring, to touch the gleaming muskets, dangling powder horns, and the hilts of dirks and swords.

“Abel, a charaid!” Jamie had paused to greet the last of the men from Drunkard’s Creek. “Will ye ha’ eaten yet the day?”
MacLennan had not brought his wife to the Gathering, and thus ate where luck took him. The crowd was dispersing around us, but he stood stolidly in place, holding the ends of a red flannel handkerchief pulled over his balding head against the spatter of rain. Probably hoping to cadge an invitation to breakfast, I thought.
I eyed his stocky form, mentally estimating his possible consumption of eggs, parritch, and toasted bread against the dwindling supplies in our hampers. Not that simple shortage of food would stop any Highlander from offering hospitality—certainly not Jamie, who was inviting MacLennan to join us, even as I mentally divided eighteen eggs by nine people instead of eight. Not fried, then; made into fritters with grated potatoes, and I’d best borrow more coffee from Jocasta’s campsite on the way up the mountain.
We turned to go, and Jamie’s hand slid suddenly downward over my backside. I made an undignified sound, and Abel MacLennan turned round to gawk at me. I smiled brightly at him, resisting the urge to kick Jamie again, less discreetly.
MacLennan scrambled up the slope in front of us with alacrity, coattails bouncing in anticipation over worn breeks. Jamie put a hand under my elbow to help me over the rocks, bending down as he did so to mutter in my ear.
“Why the devil are ye not wearing a petticoat, Sassenach?” he hissed. “Ye’ve nothing at all on under your skirt—you’ll catch your death of cold!”
“You’re not wrong there,” I said, shivering in spite of my cloak. I did in fact have on a chemise under my gown, but it was a thin, ragged thing, suitable for rough camping out in summertime, but quite insufficient to stem the wintry blasts that blew through my linen skirt as though it were cheesecloth.
“Ye had a fine woolen petticoat last night. What’s become of it?”
“You don’t want to know,” I assured him.
His eyebrows went up at this, but before he could ask further questions, a scream rang out behind us.
“Germain!”
I turned to see a small blond head, hair flying as the owner streaked down the slope below the rocks. Two-year-old Germain had taken advantage of his mother’s preoccupation with his newborn sister to escape custody and make a dash for the row of soldiers. Eluding capture by lookers-on, he charged headlong down the slope, picking up speed like a rolling stone.
“Fergus!” Marsali screamed. Germain’s father, hearing his name, turned round from his conversation, just in time to see his son trip over a rock and fly headlong. Oddly, the boy made no move to save himself, but collapsed gracefully, rolling into a ball like a hedgehog as he struck the grassy slope on one shoulder. He rolled like a cannonball through the ranks of soldiers, shot off the edge of a rocky shelf, and plopped with a splash into the creek.
There was a general gasp of consternation, and a number of people ran down the hill to help, but one of the soldiers had already hurried to the bank. Kneeling, he thrust the tip of his bayonet through the child’s floating clothes and towed the soggy bundle to the shore.
Fergus charged into the icy shallows, reaching out to clasp his waterlogged son.
“Merci, mon ami, mille merci beaucoup,” he said to the young soldier. “Et tu, toto,” he said, addressing his spluttering offspring with a small shake, “Comment ça va, ye wee chowderheid?”
The soldier looked startled, but I couldn’t tell whether the cause was Fergus’s unique patois, or the sight of the gleaming hook he wore in place of his missing left hand.
“That’s all right then, sir,” he said, with a shy smile. “He’ll no be damaged, I think.”
Brianna appeared from behind a pine tree, six-month-old Jemmy on one shoulder. She bent down and scooped baby Joan neatly out of Marsali’s arms. Jamie swung the heavy cloak from his shoulders and laid it in Marsali’s arms in place of the baby.
“Tell the soldier laddie to come share our fire,” he told her. “We can feed another, Sassenach?”
“Of course,” I said, readjusting my mental calculations. Eighteen eggs, four loaves of stale bread for toast—no, I should keep back one for the trip home tomorrow—three dozen oatcakes if Jamie and Roger hadn’t eaten them, half a jar of honey…
Marsali’s thin face lighted with a rueful smile, shared among the three of us, then she was gone, hastening to the aid of her drenched and shivering menfolk.
Jamie looked after her with a sigh of resignation, as the wind caught the full sleeves of his shirt and belled them out with a muffled whoomp. He crossed his arms across his chest, hunching his shoulders against the wind, and smiled down at me, sidelong.
“Ah, well. I suppose we shall both freeze together, Sassenach. That’s all right, though. I wouldna want to live without ye, anyway.”
“Ha,” I said amiably. “You could live naked on an ice floe, Jamie Fraser, and melt it. What have you done with your coat and plaid?” He wore nothing besides his kilt and sark save shoes and stockings, and his high cheekbones were reddened with cold, like the tips of his ears. When I slipped a hand back inside his arm, though, he was warm as ever.
“Ye dinna want to know,” he said, grinning. He covered my hand with one large, callused palm. “Let’s go; I’m fair starved for my breakfast.”
“Wait,” I said, detaching myself. Jemmy was indisposed to share his mother’s embrace with the newcomer, and howled and squirmed in protest, his small round face going red with annoyance. I reached out and took him from Brianna, as he wriggled and fussed in his wrappings.
“Musical babies.” Brianna smiled briefly, boosting tiny Joan into a more secure position against her shoulder. “Sure you want that one? This one’s quieter—and weighs half as much.”
“No, he’s all right. Hush, sweetie, come see Grannie.” I smiled as I said it, with the still-new feeling of mingled surprise and delight that I could actually be someone’s grandmother. I supposed the novelty would wear off sooner or later; I had, after all, got quite used to being “Mama.”
Recognizing me, Jemmy abandoned his fuss and went promptly into his mussel-clinging-to-a-rock routine, chubby fists gripped tight in my hair. Disentangling his fingers, I peered over his head, but things below seemed under control. Fergus, breeches and stockings soaking wet, Jamie’s cloak draped round his shoulders, was wringing out his shirtfront one-handed, saying something to the soldier who had rescued Germain. Marsali had whipped off her arisaid and wrapped the little boy in it, her loosened blonde hair flying like cobwebs in the wind.
Leftenant Hayes, attracted by the noise, was peering out from the flap of his tent like a whelk from its shell. He looked up, and caught my eye; I waved briefly, then turned to follow my own family back to our campsite.
Jamie was saying something to Brianna in Gaelic, as he helped her over a rocky patch in the trail ahead of me.
“Yes, I’m ready,” she said, replying in English. “Where’s your coat, Da?”
“I lent it to your husband,” he said. “We dinna want him to look a beggar at your wedding, aye?”
Bree laughed, wiping a flying strand of red hair out of her mouth with her free hand.
“Better a beggar than an attempted suicide.”
“What?” I caught up with them as we emerged from the shelter of the rocks. The wind barreled across the open space, pelting us with sleet and bits of stinging gravel.
“Whoof!” Brianna hunched over the swaddled baby girl she carried, sheltering her from the blast. “Roger cut himself shaving; the front of his coat is covered with bloodstains.” She glanced at Jamie, eyes watering with the wind. “Where is he now?”
“In one piece,” he assured her. “He’s talking wi’ Father Donahue.” He gave her a sharp look. “Ye might have told me the lad was no a Catholic.”
“I might have,” she said, unperturbed. “But I didn’t. It’s no big deal to me.”
“If ye mean by that peculiar expression, that it’s of no consequence—” Jamie began with a distinct edge in his voice, but was interrupted by the appearance of Roger himself, resplendent in a kilt and plaid of green and white MacKenzie tartan, topped by Jamie’s good coat and waistcoat. The coat fit decently—both men were of a size, long-limbed and broad-shouldered, though Jamie was an inch or two the taller—and the gray wool was quite as becoming to Roger’s dark hair and olive skin as it was to Jamie’s burnished auburn coloring.
“You look very nice, Roger,” I said. “Where did you cut yourself?” His face was pink, with the raw look common to just-shaved skin, but otherwise unmarked; lucky, under the circumstances.
Roger was carrying Jamie’s plaid under his arm, a bundle of red and black tartan. He handed it over and tilted his head to one side, showing me the deep gash just under his jawbone.
“Just there. Not so bad, but it bled like the dickens. They don’t call them cutthroat razors for nothing, aye?”
The gash had crusted into a neat dark line, a cut some three inches long, angled down from the corner of his jaw across the side of his throat. I touched the skin near it briefly. All right; the blade of the razor had cut straight in, no flap of skin needing suture. No wonder it had bled, though; it did look as though he had tried to cut his throat.
“A bit nervous this morning?” I teased. “Not having second thoughts, are you?”
“A little late for that,” Brianna said dryly, coming up beside me. “Got a kid here who needs a name, after all.”
“He’ll have more names than he knows what to do with,” Roger assured her. “So will you—Mrs. MacKenzie.”
A small flush lit Brianna’s face at the name, and she smiled at him. He leaned over and kissed her on the forehead, taking the baby from her as he did so. A look of sudden shock crossed his face as he felt the weight of the bundle in his arms, and he gawked down at it.

“That’s not ours,” Bree said, grinning at his look of consternation. “It’s Marsali’s wee Joan. Mama has Jemmy.”
“Thank God,” he said, holding the bundle with a good deal more caution. “I thought he’d evaporated or something.” He lifted the blanket slightly, exposing tiny Joan’s sleeping face, and smiled—as people always did—at sight of her comical quiff of brown hair, which came to a point like a Kewpie doll’s.
“Not a chance,” I said, grunting as I hoisted a well-nourished Jemmy, now peacefully comatose in his own wrappings, into a more comfortable position. “I think he’s gained a pound or two on the way uphill.” I was flushed from exertion, and held the baby a little away from myself, as a sudden wave of heat flushed my cheeks and perspiration broke out under the waves of my disheveled hair.
Jamie took Jemmy from me, and tucked him expertly under one arm like a football, hand under the baby’s head.
“Ye’ve spoken wi’ the priest, then?” he said, eyeing Roger skeptically.
“I have,” Roger said dryly, answering the look as much as the question. “He’s satisfied I’m no the Antichrist. So long as I’m willing the lad should be baptized a Catholic, there’s no bar to the wedding.”
Jamie grunted in reply, and I repressed a smile. While Jamie had no great religious prejudices—he had dealt with, fought with, and commanded far too many men, of every possible background—the revelation that his son-in-law was a Presbyterian—and had no intention of converting—had occasioned some small comment.
Bree caught my eye and gave me a sidelong smile, her own eyes creasing into blue triangles of catlike amusement.
“Very wise of you not to mention religion ahead of time,” I murmured, careful not to speak loudly enough for Jamie to hear me. Both men were walking ahead of us, still rather stiff in their attitudes. The formality of their demeanor was rather impaired, though, by the trailing draperies of the babies they carried. Jemmy let out a sudden squawk, but his grandfather swung him up without breaking stride, and he subsided, round eyes fixed on us over Jamie’s shoulder, sheltered under the hooding of his blanket.
“Roger wanted to say something, but I told him to keep quiet.” She waved at Jemmy, and fixed a wifely look on Roger’s back. “I knew Da wouldn’t make a stramash about it, if we waited till just before the wedding.”
I noted both her astute evaluation of her father’s behavior, and her easy use of Scots. She resembled Jamie in a good deal more than the obvious matter of looks and coloring; she had his talent for human judgment and his glibness with language. Still, there was something niggling at my mind, something to do with Roger and religion.…
We had come up close enough behind the men to hear their conversation.
“… about Hillsborough,” Jamie was saying, leaning toward Roger so as to be heard over the wind. “Calling for information about the rioters.”
“Oh, aye?” Roger sounded both interested and wary. “Duncan Innes will be interested to hear that. He was in Hillsborough during the troubles, did you know?”
“No.” Jamie sounded more than interested. “I’ve barely seen Duncan to speak to this week. I’ll ask him, maybe, after the weddings.”
Roger turned, shielding Joan from the wind with his body as he spoke to Brianna.
“Your aunt’s told Father Donahue he can hold the weddings in her tent. That’ll be a help.”
“Brrr!” Bree hunched her shoulders, shivering. “Thank goodness. It’s no day to be getting married under the greenwood tree.
A chestnut overhead sent down a damp shower of yellow leaves, as though in agreement. Roger looked a little uneasy.
“I don’t imagine it’s quite the wedding ye thought of,” he said.
Brianna looked up at Roger and a slow, wide smile spread across her face. “Neither was the first one,” she said. “But I liked it fine.”
Roger’s complexion wasn’t given to blushing, and his ears were red with cold in any case. He opened his mouth as though to reply, caught Jamie’s gimlet eye, and shut it again, looking embarrassed but undeniably pleased. “Mr. Fraser!”
I turned to see one of the soldiers making his way up the hill toward us, his eyes fixed on Jamie.
“Corporal McNair, your servant sir,” he said, breathing hard as he reached us. He gave a sharp inclination of the head. “The Leftenant’s compliments, and would ye be so good as to attend him in his tent?” He caught sight of me, and bowed again, less abruptly. “Mrs. Fraser. My compliments, Ma’am.”
“Your servant, sir.” Jamie returned the Corporal’s bow. “My apologies to the Leftenant, but I have duties that require my attendance elsewhere.” He spoke politely, but the Corporal glanced sharply up at him. McNair was young, but not callow; a quick look of understanding crossed his lean, dark face.
“The Leftenant bids me request the attendance upon him of Mr. Farquard Campbell, Mr. Andrew MacNeill, Mr. Gerald Forbes, Mr. Duncan Innes, and the priest, as well as yourself, sir.”
A certain amount of tension left Jamie’s shoulders.
“Does he,” he said dryly. Farquard Campbell and Andrew MacNeill were large landowners and local magistrates; Gerald Forbes a prominent solicitor from Cross Creek. And Duncan Innes was about to become the largest plantation owner in the western half of the colony, by virtue of his impending marriage to Jamie’s widowed aunt, Jocasta Cameron.

He gave a slight shrug and shifted the baby to his other shoulder, settling himself.
“Aye. Well, then. Tell the Leftenant I shall attend him as soon as may be convenient. However, if he desires to speak wi’ Father Kenneth, I think he will have a bit of a wait. Both the good Father and myself are required at a wedding.”
Nothing daunted, Corporal McNair bowed and went off, presumably in search of the other gentlemen on his list.
“And what’s all that about?” I asked Jamie. “Oops.” I reached up and skimmed a glistening strand of saliva from Jemmy’s chin before it could reach Jamie’s shirt. “Starting a new tooth, are we?”
“I’ve plenty of teeth,” Jamie assured me. “And so have you, so far as I can see. As for yon corporal laddie and his message—Archie Hayes likely thinks to enlist me, Campbell, and the rest to help him.” He held a dripping branch out of the way for me to pass; Roger and Brianna had gone on ahead.
“Help him what? Track down the rioters? No one on the Ridge was involved, surely?” I ducked under the branch, feeling the chill of a wet leaf brush my cheek.
“No. As to what Hayes may want help with, I canna say. And I dinna mean to find out, either.” He cocked one ruddy eyebrow at me, and I laughed.
“Oh, a certain flexibility in that word convenient, is there?”
“I didna say it would be convenient for him,” Jamie pointed out. “Now, about your petticoat, Sassenach, and why you’re scampering about the mountain bare-arsed—Duncan, a charaid!” The wry look on his face melted into genuine pleasure at sight of Duncan Innes, making his way toward us through a small growth of longleaf pine.
Duncan clambered over a fallen log, the process made rather awkward by his missing left arm, and arrived on the path beside us, shaking water droplets from his hair. He was dressed for his wedding, in a clean shirt and stock with a fine lace jabot, and a coat of blue wool with red silk facings, the empty sleeve pinned up with a brooch. I had never seen Duncan look so elegant, and said so.
“Och, well,” he said diffidently. “Miss Jo did wish it.” He shrugged off the compliment along with the rain, carefully brushing away dead needles and bits of bark that had adhered to his coat in the passage through the pines.
“Brrr! A gruesome day, Mac Dubh, and no mistake.” He looked up at the sky and shook his head. “Happy the bride the sun shines on; happy the corpse the rain falls on.”
“I do wonder just how delighted you can expect the average corpse to be,” I said, “whatever the meterological conditions. But I’m sure Jocasta will be quite happy.” I added hastily, seeing a look of bewilderment spread itself across Duncan’s features. “And you, too, of course!”
“Oh… aye,” he said, a little uncertainly. “Aye, of course. I thank ye, ma’am.”
“When I saw ye coming through the wood, I thought perhaps Corporal MacNair was nippin’ at your heels,” Jamie said. “You’re no on your way to see Archie Hayes, are you?”
Duncan looked quite startled.
“Hayes? No, what would the Leftenant want wi’ me?”
“One or two things that I can think of. Here, Sassenach, take this wee squirrel away, aye?” Jamie interrupted himself to hand me Jemmy, who had decided to take a more active interest in the proceedings and was attempting to climb his grandfather’s torso, digging in his heels and making loud grunting noises. The sudden activity, however, was not Jamie’s chief motive for relieving himself of the burden, as I discovered when I accepted Jemmy.
“Thanks a lot,” I said, wrinkling my nose. Jamie grinned at me, and turned Duncan up the path, resuming their conversation.
“Hum,” I said, sniffing cautiously. “Finished, are you? No, I thought not.” Jemmy closed his eyes, went bright red, and emitted a popping noise like muffled machinegun fire. I undid his wrappings sufficiently to peek down his back.
“Whoops,” I said, and hastily unwound the blanket, just in time. “What has your mother been feeding you?”
Thrilled to have escaped his swaddling bands, Jemmy churned his legs like a windmill, causing a noxious yellowish substance to ooze from the baggy legs of his diaper.
“Pew,” I said succinctly, and holding him at arm’s length, headed off the path toward one of the tiny rivulets that meandered down the mountainside, thinking that while I could do without such refinements of life as indoor plumbing and motorcars, there were times when I sincerely missed things like rubber pants with elasticated legs. To say nothing of toilet rolls.
I found a good spot on the edge of the little stream, with a thick coating of dead leaves. I knelt, laid out a fold of my cloak, and parked Jemmy on it on his hands and knees, pulling the soggy clout off without bothering to unpin it.
“Weee!” he said, sounding surprised as the cold air struck him. He clenched his fat little buttocks and hunched like a small pink toad.
“Ha,” I told him. “If you think a cold wind up the bum is bad, just wait.” I scooped up a handful of damp yellow-brown leaves, and cleaned him off briskly. A fairly stoic child, he wiggled and squirmed, but didn’t screech, instead making high-pitched “Eeeeee” noises as I excavated his crevices.
I flipped him over, and with a hand held prophylactically over the danger zone, administered a similar treatment to his private parts, this eliciting a wide, gummy grin.
“Oh, you are a Hieland man, aren’t you?” I said, grinning back.
“And just what d’ye mean by that remark, Sassenach?” I looked up to find Jamie leaning against a tree on the other side of the streamlet, arms folded as he smiled at me. The bold colors of his dress tartan and white linen sark stood out bright against the faded autumn foliage; face and hair, though, made him look like some denizen of the wood, all bronze and auburn, with the wind stirring his hair so the free ends danced like the scarlet-maple leaves above.
“Well, he’s apparently impervious to cold and damp,” I said, concluding my labors and discarding the final handful of soiled leaves. “Beyond that… well, I’ve not had much to do with male infants before, but isn’t this rather precocious?”
One corner of Jamie’s mouth curled up, as he peered at the prospect revealed under my hand. The tiny appendage stood up stiff as my thumb, and roughly the same size.
“Ah, no,” he said. “I’ve seen a many wee lads in the raw—Jenny’s three boys, at least. They all do that now and again.” He shrugged, and the smile grew wider. “Now, whether it’s only Scottish lads, I canna be saying.…”
“A talent that improves with age, I daresay,” I say dryly. I tossed the dirty clout across the streamlet, where it landed at his feet with a splat. “Get the pins and rinse that out, will you?”
His long, straight nose wrinkled slightly, but he knelt without demur and picked the filthy thing up gingerly between two fingers.
“Oh, so that’s what ye’ve done wi’ your petticoat,” he said. I had opened the large pocket I wore slung at my waist and extracted a clean, folded rectangle of cloth. Not the unbleached linen of the clout he held, but a thick, soft, often-washed wool, dyed a pale red with the juice of currants and persimmons.
I shrugged, checked Jemmy for the prospect of fresh explosions, and popped him onto the new diaper.
“With this lad, little Joanie and Germain all in clouts, and the weather too damp to dry anything properly, we were rather short of clean bits.” The bushes around the clearing where we had made our family camp were all festooned with flapping laundry, most of it still wet, owing to the inopportune weather.
“Here.” Jamie stretched across the foot-wide span of rock-strewn water to hand me the pins extracted from the old diaper.
I took them, careful not to drop them in the stream. My fingers were stiff and chilly, but the pins were valuable; Bree had made them of heated wire, and Roger had carved the capped heads from wood, in accordance with her drawings. Honest-to-goodness safety pins, if a bit larger and cruder than the modern version. The only real defect was the glue used to hold the wooden heads to the wire; a casein glue made from boiled milk, it was by no means waterproof, and the heads had to be reglued periodically.
I folded the diaper snugly about Jemmy’s loins and thrust a pin through the cloth, smiling at the sight of the wooden cap. Bree had taken one set and carved a small, comical frog—each with a wide, toothless grin—onto each one.
“All right, Froggie, here you go then.” Diaper securely fastened, I sat down and boosted him into my lap, smoothing down his smock and attempting to rewrap his blanket.
“Where did Duncan go?” I asked. “Down to see the Leftenant?”
Jamie shook his head, bent over his task.
“I told him not. He was in Hillsborough during the troubles there. Best he should wait a bit; then if Hayes should ask, he can swear honestly there’s no man here who took part in the riots.” He looked up and smiled, without humor. “There won’t be, come morning.”
I watched his hands, large and capable, wringing out the rinsed clout. The scars on his right hand were usually almost invisible, but they stood out now, ragged white lines against his cold-reddened skin. The whole business made me mildly uneasy, though there seemed no direct connection with us.
For the most part, I could think of Governor Tryon with no more than a faint sense of edginess; he was, after all, safely tucked away in his nice new palace in New Bern, separated from our tiny settlement on Fraser’s Ridge by three hundred miles of coastal towns, inland plantations, pine forest, piedmont, trackless mountains, and sheer, howling wilderness. With all the other things he had to worry about, such as the self-styled “Regulators” who had terrorized Hillsborough, and the corrupt sheriffs and judges who had provoked the terror, I hardly thought he would have time to spare a thought for us and our peaceable existence.
The uncomfortable fact remained that Jamie held title to a large grant of land in the North Carolina mountains as the gift of Governor Tryon—and Tryon in turn held one small but important fact tucked away in his vest pocket; Jamie was a Catholic. And Royal grants of land were made only to Protestants, by law.
Given the small numbers of Catholics in the colony, and the lack of organization among them—there were no Catholic churches, no resident Catholic priests; Father Donahue, who would perform the weddings this afternoon, had made the arduous journey down from Baltimore—the question of religion was rarely an issue. Jamie’s aunt, Jocasta Cameron, and her late husband had been influential among the Scottish community here for so long that no one would have thought of questioning their religious background, and I thought it likely that few of the Scots with whom we had been celebrating all week knew that we were Papists.
They were, however, likely to notice quite soon. Bree and Roger, who had been handfast for a year, were to be married by the priest today, along with two other Catholic couples from Barbecue Creek—and with Jocasta and Duncan Innes.
“Archie Hayes,” I said suddenly. “Is he a Catholic?”
Jamie hung the wet clout from a nearby branch and shook water from his hands.
“I havena asked him,” he said. “But I shouldna think so. That is, his father was not; I should be surprised if he was—and him an officer.”
“True.” The disadvantages of Scottish birth, poverty, and being an ex-Jacobite were sufficiently staggering; amazing enough that Hayes had overcome these to rise to his present position, without the additional burden of the taint of Papistry.
What was troubling me, though, was not the thought of Leftenant Hayes and his men; it was Jamie. Outwardly, he was calm and assured as ever, with that faint smile always hiding in the corner of his mouth. But I knew him very well; I had seen the two stiff fingers of his right hand—maimed in an English prison—twitch against the side of his leg as he traded jokes and stories with Hayes the night before.
He had come late to our makeshift bed, and had lain sleepless beside me, tossing and turning with a restlessness due to something more than the discomfort of sleeping on cedar boughs and heaped-up leaves. Even now, I could see the thin line that formed between his brows when he was troubled, and it wasn’t concern over what he was doing.
“… a Presbyterian,” he was saying. He glanced over at me with a wry smile. “Like wee Roger.”
The memory that had niggled at me earlier dropped suddenly into place.

“You knew that,” I said. “You knew Roger wasn’t a Catholic. You saw him baptize that child in Snaketown, when we… took him from the Indians.” Too late, I saw the shadow cross his face, and bit my tongue. When we took Roger—and left in his place Jamie’s dearly loved nephew Ian.
He smiled, though, pushing away the thought of Ian.
“Aye, I did,” he said.
“But Bree—”
“She’d marry the lad if he were a Hottentot,” Jamie interrupted. “Anyone can see that. And I canna say I’d object ower-much to wee Roger if he were a Hottentot,” he added, rather to my surprise.
“You wouldn’t?”
Jamie shrugged, and stepped over the tiny creek to my side, wiping wet hands on the end of his plaid.
“He’s a braw lad, and he’s kind. Ye’ll ken he’s taken the wean as his own and said no word to the lass about it. It’s no every man would do so.”
I glanced down involuntarily at Jemmy. I tried not to think of it, but could not help now and then searching his bluntly amiable features for any trace that might reveal his true paternity. He was gnawing his fist at the moment, with a ferocious scowl of concentration, and with his soft fuzz of red-gold plush, looked like no one so much as Jamie himself.
“Mm. So why all the insistence on having Roger vetted by a priest?”
“Well, they’ll be married in any case,” he said logically. “I wanted the wee lad baptized a Catholic, though.” He laid a large hand gently on Jemmy’s head, thumb smoothing the tiny red brows. “So if I made a bit of a fuss about Roger, I thought they’d be pleased to agree about a ruaidh here, aye?”
I laughed, and pulled a fold of blanket up around Jemmy’s ears.
“And I thought Brianna had you figured out!”
“So does she,” he said, with a grin. He bent suddenly and kissed me.
His mouth was soft and very warm. He tasted of coffee and honey, and he smelt strongly of woodsmoke and unwashed male, with just the faintest trace of effluvium of diaper.
“Oh, that’s nice,” I said with approval. “Do it again.”
The wood around us was still, in the way of woods. No bird, no beast, just the sough of leaves above and the rush of water underfoot. Constant movement, constant sound—and at the center of it all, a perfect peace. There were a good many people on the mountain, and most of them not that far away—yet just here, just now, we might have been alone on Jupiter.
I opened my eyes and sighed, tasting honey. Jamie smiled at me, and brushed a fallen yellow leaf from my hair. The baby lay in my arms, a heavy, warm weight, the center of the universe.
Neither of us spoke, not wishing to disturb the stillness. It was like being at the tip of a spinning top, I thought—a whirl of events and people going on all round, and a step in one direction or another would plunge us back into that spinning frenzy, but here at the very center—there was peace.
I reached up and brushed a scatter of maple seeds from his shoulder. He seized my hand, and brought it to his mouth with a sudden fierceness that startled me. And yet his lips were tender, the tip of his tongue warm on the fleshy mound at the base of my thumb—the mount of Venus, it’s called, love’s seat.
He raised his head, and I felt the sudden chill there, where the ancient scar showed white as bone. A letter J, cut in the skin, his mark on me.
He laid his hand against my face, and I pressed it there with my own, as though I could feel the faded C against the cold skin of my cheek. Neither of us spoke, but the pledge was made, as we had made it once before, in a place of sanctuary, our feet on a scrap of bedrock in the shifting sands of threatened war.
It was not near; not yet. I heard it coming, in the sound of drums and proclamation, saw it in the glint of steel, knew the fear of it in heart and bone when I looked in Jamie’s eyes.
The chill had gone, and hot blood throbbed in my hand as though to split the ancient scar and spill my heart’s blood for him once again. It would come, and I could not stop it.
But this time, I wouldn’t leave him.
BLACK PUDDING
I was in the middle of a black pudding when Ronnie Sinclair appeared in the yard, carrying two small whisky casks. Several more were bound in a neatly corrugated cascade down his back, which made him look like some exotic form of caterpillar, balanced precariously upright in mid-pupation. It was a chilly day, but he was sweating freely from the long walk uphill—and cursing in similar vein.
“Why in the name of Bride did Himself build the frigging house up here in the godforsaken clouds?” he demanded without ceremony. “Why not where a bloody wagon could reach the yard?” He set the casks down carefully, then ducked his head through the straps of the harness to shed his wooden carapace. He sighed in relief, rubbing at his shoulders where the straps had dug.
I ignored the rhetorical questions, and kept stirring, tilting my head toward the house in invitation.
“There’s fresh coffee made,” I said. “And bannocks with honey, too.” My own stomach recoiled slightly at the thought of eating. Once spiced, stuffed, boiled, and fried, black pudding was delicious. The earlier stages, involving as they did arm-deep manipulations in a barrel of semicoagulated pig’s blood, were substantially less appetizing.
Sinclair, though, looked happier at mention of food. He wiped a sleeve across his sweating forehead and nodded to me, turning toward the house. Then he stopped and turned back.
“Ah. I’d forgot, missus. I’ve a wee message for yourself, as well.” He patted gingerly at his chest, then lower, probing around his ribs until he at length found what he was looking for and extracted it from the layers of his sweat-soaked clothing. He pulled out a damp wad of paper and held it out to me in expectation, ignoring the fact that my right arm was coated with blood nearly to the shoulder, and the left in scarcely better case.
I tried to brush the hair out of my face with my clean left elbow, but failed.
“Put it in the kitchen, why don’t you?” I suggested. “Himself’s inside. I’ll come as soon as I’ve got this lot sorted. Who—” I started to ask whom the letter was from, but tactfully altered this to “Who gave it to you?” Ronnie couldn’t read—though I saw no marks on the outside of the note, in any case.
“A tinker on his way to Belem’s Creek handed it to me,” he said. “He didna say who gave it him—only that it was for the healer.”
He frowned at the wadded paper, but I saw his eyes slide sideways toward my legs. In spite of the chill, I was barefoot and stripped to my chemise, no more than a smeared apron wrapped around my waist. Ronnie had been looking for a wife for some months, and in consequence had formed the unconscious habit of appraising the physical attributes of every woman he encountered, without regard to age or availability. He noticed my noticing, and hastily jerked his gaze away.
“That was all?” I asked. “The healer? He didn’t give my name?”
Sinclair rubbed a hand through thinning ginger hair, so two spikes stood up over his reddened ears, increasing his naturally sly, foxy look.
“Didna have to, did he?” Without further attempts at conversation, he disappeared into the house, in search of food and Jamie. I blew upward, trying to get the stray hair out of my eyes, then gave up and returned to my sanguinary labors.
The worst part was cleaning the blood; swishing an arm through the dark, reeking depths of the barrel to collect the threads of fibrin that formed as the blood began to clot. These clung to my arm and could then be pulled out and rinsed away—repeatedly. At that, it was slightly less nasty than the job of washing out the intestines to be used for the sausage casings; Brianna, Lizzie, and Marsali were doing that, down at the creek.
I peered at the latest results; no fibers visible in the clear red liquid that dripped from my fingers. I dunked my arm again in the water cask that stood beside the blood barrel, balanced on boards laid across a pair of trestles under the big chestnut tree. Jamie, Roger, and Fergus had dragged the pig into the yard, clubbed it between the eyes with a maul, then swung it up into the branches, slit the throat, and let the blood drain into the barrel.
Roger and Fergus had then taken the disemboweled carcass away to be scalded and the bristles scraped off; Jamie’s presence was required to deal with Colonel Richards, who had appeared suddenly, puffing and wheezing from the climb up to the ridge. Between the two, I thought Jamie would much have preferred to deal with the pig.

I finished washing my hands and arms—wasted labor, but necessary to my peace of mind—and dried off with a linen towel. I shoveled double handsful into the barrel from the waiting bowls of barley, oatmeal, and boiled rice, smiling slightly at memory of the Colonel’s plum-red face, and Ronnie Sinclair’s complaints. Himself had picked his building site on the Ridge with a great deal of forethought—precisely because of the difficulties involved in reaching it.
I pushed back my hair, then took a deep breath and plunged my clean arm back into the barrel. The blood was cooling rapidly. Doused by the cereal, the smell was less immediate now than the metallic reek of fresh, hot blood. The mixture was still warm to the touch, though, and the grains made graceful swirls of white and brown, pale whirlpools drawn into the blood as I stirred.
Ronnie was right; it hadn’t been necessary to identify me further than “the healer.” There wasn’t another, closer than Cross Creek, unless one counted the shamans among the Indians—which most Europeans wouldn’t.
I wondered who had sent the note, and whether the matter was urgent. Probably not—at least it was not likely to be a matter of imminent childbirth or serious accident. Word of such events was likely to arrive in person, carried urgently by a friend or relative. A written message entrusted to a tinker couldn’t be counted on to be delivered with any sort of promptitude; tinkers wandered or stayed, depending on what work they found.
For that matter, tinkers and tramps seldom came so far as the Ridge, though we had seen three within the last month. I didn’t know whether that was the result of our growing population—Fraser’s Ridge boasted nearly forty families now, though the cabins were scattered over five miles of forested mountain slopes—or something more sinister.
“It’s one of the signs, Sassenach,” Jamie had told me, frowning after the departing form of the last such temporary guest. “When there is war in the air, men take to the roads.”
I thought he was right; I remembered wanderers on the Highland roads, carrying rumors of the Stuart Rising. It was as though the tremors of unrest jarred loose those who were not firmly attached to a place by love of land or family, and the swirling currents of dissension bore them onward, the first premonitory fragments of a slow-motion explosion that would shatter everything. I shivered, the light breeze touching cold through my shift.
The mass of gruel had reached the necessary consistency, something like a very thick dark-red cream. I shook clumps of clotted grain from my fingers and reached with my clean left hand for the wooden bowl of minced and sautéed onions, standing ready. The strong smell of the onions overlaid the scent of butchery, pleasantly domestic.
The salt was ground, so was the pepper. All I needed now… as if on cue, Roger appeared around the corner of the house, a large basin in his hands, filled with fine-chopped pork fat.
“Just in time!” I said, and nodded toward the barrel. “No, don’t dump it in, it has to be measured—roughly.” I’d used ten double handsful of oatmeal, ten of rice, ten of barley. Half that, then—fifteen. I shook back the hair from my eyes again, and carefully scooped up a double handful of the basin’s content, dropping it into the barrel with a splat.
“All right, are you?” I asked. I gestured toward a stool with my chin, beginning to work the fat into the mixture with my fingers. Roger was still a trifle pale and tight around the mouth, but he gave me a wry smile as he sat.
“Fine.”
“You didn’t have to do it, you know.”
“Yes, I did.” The note of wryness in his voice deepened. “I only wish I’d done it better.”
I shrugged, one-shouldered, and reached into the basin he held out for me. “It takes practice.”
Roger had volunteered to kill the pig. Jamie had simply handed him the maul and stood back. I had seen Jamie kill pigs before; he said a brief prayer, blessed the pig, then crushed the skull with one tremendous blow. It had taken Roger five tries, and the memory of the squealing raised gooseflesh on my shoulders even now. Afterward, he had set down the maul, gone behind a tree, and been violently sick.
I scooped another handful. The mix was thickening, developing a greasy feel.
“He should have shown you how.”
“I shouldn’t think there’s anything technically difficult about it,” Roger said dryly. “Straightforward enough, after all, to bash an animal on the head.”
“Physically, perhaps,” I agreed. I scooped more fat, working with both hands now. “There’s a prayer for it, you know. For slaughtering an animal, I mean. Jamie should have told you.”
He looked faintly startled.
“No, I didn’t know.” He smiled, a little better now. “Last rites for the pig, aye?”
“I don’t think it’s for the pig’s benefit,” I said tartly. We lapsed into silence for a few moments, as I creamed the rest of the fat into the grain mixture, pausing to flick away occasional bits of gristle. I could feel Roger’s eyes on the barrel, watching the curious alchemy of cookery, that process of making the transfer of life from one being to another palatable.
“Highland drovers sometimes drain a cup or two of blood from one of their beasts, and mix it with oatmeal to eat on the road,” I said. “Nutritious, I suppose, but less tasty.”
Roger nodded, abstracted. He had set down the nearly empty basin and was cleaning dried blood from under his nails with the point of his dirk.
“Is it the same as the one for deer?” he asked. “The prayer. I’ve seen Jamie say that one, once, though I didn’t catch most of the words.”
“The gralloch prayer? I don’t know. Why don’t you ask him?”
Roger worked industriously on a thumbnail, eyes fixed on his hand.
“I wasn’t sure if he thought it right for me to know it. Me not being a Catholic, I mean.”
Jamie had been rather taken aback by the discovery that his new son-in-law was a Presbyterian, but had seemed reassured when Roger made no demur over being married by a priest, or over Jemmy’s christening. He had quite given up watching Roger narrowly while saying grace at meals.
I looked down into the mixture, hiding a smile.
“I don’t think it would make a difference. That particular prayer is a lot older than the Church of Rome, if I’m not mistaken.”
A flicker of interest lit Roger’s face, the buried scholar coming to the surface.
“I did think the Gaelic was a very old form—even older than what you hear these days—I mean… now.” He flushed a little, realizing what he had said. I nodded, but didn’t say anything.
I remembered what it was like; that feeling that one was living in an elaborate make-believe. The feeling that reality existed in another time, another place. I remembered, and with a small shock, realized that it was now only memory—for me, time had shifted.
Now was my time, reality the scrape of wood and slick of grease beneath my fingers, the arc of the sun that set the rhythm of my days, the nearness of Jamie. It was the other world, of cars and ringing telephones, of alarm clocks and mortgages, that seemed unreal and remote, the stuff of dreams.
Neither Roger nor Bree had made that transition, though. I could see it in the way they behaved, hear it in the echoes of their private conversations. Likely it was because they had each other; they could keep the other time alive, a small shared world between them. For me, the change was easier. I had lived here before, had come this time on purpose, after all—and I had Jamie. No matter what I told him of the future, he could never see it as other than a fairy tale. Our small shared world was built of different things.
How were Bree and Roger to manage, though? It was dangerous to treat the past as they sometimes did—as picturesque or curious, a temporary condition that could be escaped. There was no escape for them—whether it was love or duty, Jemmy held them both, a small redheaded anchor to the present. Better—or safer, at least—if they could wholly accept this time as theirs.

“The Indians have it, too,” I said to Roger. “The gralloch prayer, or something like it. That’s why I said I thought it older than the Church.”
He nodded, interested.
“I think that kind of thing is common to all primitive cultures—anyplace where men kill to eat.”
Primitive cultures. I caught my lower lip between my teeth, forbearing to point out that primitive or not, if his family were to survive, he personally would very likely be obliged to kill for them. But then I caught sight of his hand, idly rubbing at the dried blood between his fingers. He knew that already. Yes, I did, he’d said, when I’d told him he need not.
He looked up then, caught my eye, and gave me a faint, tired smile. He understood.
“I think maybe… it’s that killing without ceremony seems like murder,” he said slowly. “If you have the ceremony—some sort of ritual that acknowledges your necessity…”
“Necessity—and also sacrifice.” Jamie’s voice came softly from behind me, startling me. I turned my head sharply. He was standing in the shadow of the big blue spruce; I wondered how long he’d been there.
“Didn’t hear you come out,” I said, turning up my face to be kissed as he came to me. “Has the Colonel gone?”
“No,” he said, and kissed my brow, one of the few clean spots left. “I’ve left him wi’ Sinclair for a bit. The Committee of Safety, aye?” He grimaced, then looked at me and smiled. He pulled out a clean handkerchief, smoothed the long wisps of hair out of my face, and bound them neatly back with the folded kerchief, tied in a narrow band round my head.
“Oh, thank you!” I said in relief. He touched the back of my neck gently in acknowledgment, then turned to Roger.
“Aye, you’ve the right of it,” he said. “Killing’s never a pleasant business, but it’s needful. If ye must spill blood, though, it’s right to take it wi’ thanks.”
Roger nodded, glancing at the mixture I was working, up to my elbows in spilled blood.
“You’ll tell me the proper words for the next time, then?”
“Not too late for this time, is it?” I said. Both men looked slightly startled. I raised an eyebrow at Jamie, then Roger. “I did say it wasn’t for the pig.”
Jamie’s eyes met mine with a glint of humor, but he nodded gravely.
“Well enough.”
At my direction, he took up the heavy jar of spices: the ground mixture of mace and marjoram, sage and cayenne, parsley and thyme. Roger held out his hands, cupped, and Jamie poured them full. Then Roger rubbed the herbs slowly between his palms, showering the dusty greenish crumbs into the barrel, their pungent scent mingling with the smell of the blood, as Jamie spoke the words slowly, in an ancient tongue come down from the days of the Norsemen.
“Say it in English,” I said, seeing from Roger’s face that while he repeated the words, he did not recognize them all.
“O Lord, bless the blood and the flesh of this the creature that you gave me,” Jamie said softly. He scooped a pinch of the herbs himself, and rubbed them between thumb and forefinger, in a rain of fragrant dust.
“Created by your hand as you created man,
Life given for life.
That me and mine may eat with thanks for the gift,
That me and mine may give thanks for your own sacrifice of blood and flesh, Life given for life.”
The last crumbs of green and gray disappeared into the mixture under my hands, and the ritual of the sausage was complete.

“That was good of ye, Sassenach,” Jamie said, drying my clean, wet hands and arms with the towel afterward. He nodded toward the corner of the house, where Roger had disappeared to help with the rest of the butchering, looking somewhat more peaceful. “I did think to tell him before, but I couldna see how to do it.”
He grimaced slightly, wiping away a strand of hair tugged out of its bindings by the breeze.
“Ye ken that way he has, of looking at me as if he was a naturalist, and me a wee beetle he’s caught in his net?”

I laughed at the description, but had to admit it was apt; Roger did now and then behave as though Jamie was a fascinating artifact, making him repeat stories or bits of Highland lore over and over, so that Roger could commit them to memory until such time as he could write them down. Jamie acquiesced with patience and good grace, but did now and then roll a long-suffering eye at me behind Roger’s back.
“It’s his way of making sense of it all,” I said. I reached up and tucked the wayward strand behind his ear. “His father couldn’t teach him gralloch prayers, after all.”
He smiled, a little wryly. “Aye, I know. But I couldna see standing there in the dooryard trying to explain, wi’ a two-hundred-pound pig jerking my arms out of their sockets, and wee Roger sayin’, ’Now, is it “flesh and blood,” or “blood and flesh?”’ and Fergus callin’ the both of us bad names in French.”
I laughed again and moved close to him. It was a cold, windy day, and now that I had stopped working, the chill drove me closer to seek his warmth. He wrapped his arms around me, and I felt both the reassuring heat of his embrace, and the soft crackle of paper inside his shirt.
“What’s that?”
“Oh, a bittie letter Sinclair’s brought,” he said, drawing back a bit to reach into his shirt. “I didna want to open it while the Colonel was there, and didna trust him not to be reading it when I went out.”
“It’s not your letter, anyway,” I said, taking the smudged wad of paper from him. “It’s mine.”
“Oh, is it? Sinclair didna say, just handed it to me.”
“He would!” Not unusually, Ronnie Sinclair viewed me—all women, for that matter—as simply a minor appendage to a husband. I rather pitied the woman he might eventually induce to marry him.
I unfolded the note with some difficulty; it had been worn so long next to sweaty skin that the edges had frayed and stuck together.
The message inside was brief and cryptic, but unsettling. It had been scratched into the paper with something like a sharpened stick, using an ink that looked disturbingly like dried blood, though it was more likely berry juice.
“What does it say, Sassenach?” Seeing me frowning at the paper, Jamie moved to the side to look. I held it out to him.
Far down, in one corner, scratched in faint and tiny letters, as though the sender had hoped by this means to escape notice, was the word Faydree. Above, in bolder scratchings, the message read:
YU CUM




KING, FAREWELL “SURGEON’S STEEL
t was near evening; the sun sank invisibly, staining the fog with a dull and sullen orange. The evening wind off the river was rising, lifting the fog from the ground and sending it scudding in billows and swirls.
Clouds of black-powder smoke lay heavy in the hollows, lifting more slowly than the lighter shreds of mist, and lending a suitable stink of brimstone to a scene that was—if not hellish—at least bloody eerie.
Here and there a space would suddenly be cleared, like a curtain pulled back to show the aftermath of battle. Small dark figures moved in the distance, darting and stooping, stopping suddenly, heads uplifted like baboons keeping watch for a leopard. Camp followers, the wives and whores of the soldiers, come like crows to scavenge the dead.
Children, too. Under a bush, a boy of nine or ten straddled the body of a Redcoat soldier, smashing at the face with a heavy rock. I stopped, paralyzed at the sight, and saw the boy reach into the gaping, bloodied mouth and wrench out a tooth. He slipped the bloody prize into a bag that hung by his side, groped farther, tugging, and finding no more teeth loose, picked up his rock in a businesslike way and went back to work.
I felt bile rise in my throat, and hurried on, swallowing. I was no stranger to war, to death and wounds. But I had never been so near a battle before; I had never before come on a battlefield where the dead and wounded still lay, before the ministrations of medics and burial details.
There were calls for help, and occasional moans or screams, ringing disembodied out of the mist, reminding me uncomfortably of Jamie’s story of the doomed spirits of the glen. Like the hero of that story, I didn’t stop to heed their call, but pressed on, stumbling over small rises, slipping on damp grass.
I had seen photographs of the great battlefields, from the American Civil War to the beaches of Normandy. This was nothing like that—no churned earth, no heaps of tangled limbs. It was still, save for the noises of the scattered wounded and the voices of those calling, like me, for a missing friend or husband.
Shattered trees lay toppled by artillery; in this light, I might have thought the bodies turned into logs themselves, dark shapes lying long in the grass—save for the fact that some of them still moved. Here and there, a form stirred feebly, victim of war’s sorcery, struggling against the enchantment of death.
I paused and shouted into the mist, calling his name. I heard answering calls, but none in his voice. Ahead of me lay a young man, arms outflung, a look of blank astonishment on his face, blood pooled round his upper body like a great halo. His lower half lay six feet away. I walked between the pieces, keeping my skirts close, nostrils pinched tight against the thick iron smell of blood.
The light was fading now, but I saw Jamie as soon as I came over the edge of the next rise. He was lying on his face in the hollow, one arm flung out, the other curled beneath him. The shoulders of his dark blue coat were nearly black with damp, and his legs thrown wide, booted heels askew.
The breath caught in my throat, and I ran down the slope toward him, heedless of grass clumps, mud, and brambles. As I got close, though, I saw a scuttling figure dart out from behind a nearby bush and dash toward him. It fell to its knees beside him and without hesitation, grasped his hair and yanked his head to one side. Something glinted in the figure’s hand, bright even in the dull light.
“Stop!” I shouted. “Drop it, you bastard!”

Startled, the figure looked up as I flung myself over the last yards of space. Narrow red-rimmed eyes glared up at me out of a round face streaked with soot and grime. “Get off!” she snarled. “I found ’im first!” It was a knife in her hand; she made little jabbing motions at me, in an effort to drive me away.
I was too furious—and too afraid for Jamie—to be scared for myself.
“Let go of him! Touch him and I’ll kill you!” I said. My fists were clenched, and I must have looked as though I meant it, for the woman flinched back, loosing her hold on Jamie’s hair.
“He’s mine,” she said, thrusting her chin pugnaciously at me. “Go find yourself another.”
Another form slipped out of the mist and materialized by her side. It was the boy I had seen earlier, filthy and scruffy as the woman herself. He had no knife, but clutched a crude metal strip, cut from a canteen. The edge of it was dark, with rust or blood.
He glared at me. “He’s ours, Mum said! Get on wi’ yer! Scat!”
Not waiting to see whether I would or not, he flung a leg over Jamie’s back, sat on him, and began to grope in the side pockets of his coat.
’“E’s still alive, Mum,” he advised. “I can feel ’is ’eart beatin’. Best slit his throat quick; I don’t think ’e’s bad hurt.”
I grabbed the boy by the collar and jerked him off Jamie’s body, making him drop his weapon. He squealed, and flailed at me with arms and elbows, but I kneed him in the rump, hard enough to jar his backbone, then got my elbow locked about his neck in a stranglehold, his skinny wrist vised in my other hand.
“Leave him go!” The woman’s eyes narrowed like a weasel’s, and her eyeteeth shone in a snarl.
I didn’t dare take my eyes away from the woman’s long enough to look at Jamie. I could see him, though, at the edge of my vision, head turned to the side, his neck gleaming white, exposed and vulnerable.
“Stand up and step back,” I said, “or I’ll choke him to death, I swear I will!”
She crouched over Jamie’s body, knife in hand, as she measured me, trying to make up her mind whether I meant it. I did.
The boy struggled and twisted in my grasp, his feet hammering against my shins. He was small for his age, and thin as a stick, but strong nonetheless; it was like wrestling an eel. I tightened my hold on his neck; he gurgled and quit struggling. His hair was thick with rancid grease and dirt, the smell of it rank in my nostrils.
Slowly, the woman stood up. She was much smaller than I, and scrawny with it—bony wrists stuck out of the ragged sleeves. I couldn’t guess her age—under the filth and the puffiness of malnutrition, she might have been anything from twenty to fifty.
“My man lies yonder, dead on the ground,” she said, jerking her head at the fog behind her. “’E hadn’t nothing but his musket, and the sergeant’ll take that back.”
Her eyes slid toward the distant wood, where the British troops had retreated. “I’ll find a man soon, but I’ve children to feed in the meantime—two besides the boy.” She licked her lips, and a coaxing note entered her voice. “You’re alone; you can manage better than we can. Let me have this one—there’s more over there.” She pointed with her chin, toward the slope behind me, where the rebel dead and wounded lay.
My grasp must have loosened slightly as I listened, for the boy, who had hung quiescent in my grasp, made a sudden lunge and burst free, diving over Jamie’s body to roll at his mother’s feet.

He got up beside her, watching me with rat’s eyes, beady-bright and watchful. He bent and groped about in the grass, coming up with the makeshift dagger.
“Hold ’er off, Mum,” he said, his voice raspy from the choking. “I’ll take ’im.”
From the corner of my eye, I had caught the gleam of metal, half-buried in the grass.
“Wait!” I said, and took a step back. “Don’t kill him. Don’t.” A step to the side, another back. “I’ll go, I’ll let you have him, but…” I lunged to the side, and got my hand on the cold metal hilt.
I had picked up Jamie’s sword before. It had been made for him, larger and heavier than the usual. It must have weighed ten pounds, at least, but I didn’t notice.
I snatched it up and swung it in a two-handed arc that ripped the air and left the metal ringing in my hands.
Mother and son jumped back, identical looks of ludicrous surprise on their round, grimy faces.
“Get away!” I said.
Her mouth opened, but she didn’t say anything.
“I’m sorry for your man,” I said. “But my man lies here. Get away, I said!” I raised the sword, and the woman stepped back hastily, dragging the boy by the arm.
She turned and went, muttering curses at me over her shoulder, but I paid no attention to what she said. The boy’s eyes stayed fixed on me as he went, dark coals in the dim light. He would know me again—and I him.
They vanished in the mist, and I lowered the sword, which suddenly weighed too much to hold. I dropped it on the grass, and fell to my knees beside Jamie.
My own heart was pounding in my ears and my hands shaking with reaction, as I groped for the pulse in his neck. I turned his head, and could see it, throbbing steadily just below his jaw.
“Thank God!” I whispered to myself. “Oh, thank God!”
I ran my hands over him quickly, searching for injury before I moved him. I didn’t think the scavengers would come back; I could hear the voices of a group of men, distant on the ridge behind me—a rebel detail coming to fetch the wounded.
There was a large knot on his brow, already turning purple. Nothing else that I could see. The boy had been right, I thought, with gratitude; he wasn’t badly hurt. Then I rolled him onto his back, and saw his hand.
Highlanders were accustomed to fight with sword in one hand, targe in the other, the small leather shield used to deflect an opponent’s blow. He hadn’t had a targe.
The blade had struck him between the third and fourth fingers of his right hand, and sliced through the hand itself, a deep, ugly wound that split his palm and the body of his hand, halfway to the wrist.

Despite the horrid look of the wound, there wasn’t much blood; the hand had been curled under him, his weight acting as a pressure bandage. The front of his shirt was smeared with red, deeply stained over his heart. I ripped open his shirt and felt inside, to be sure that the blood was from his hand, but it was. His chest was cool and damp from the grass, but unscathed, his nipples shrunken and stiff with chill.
“That… tickles,” he said, in a drowsy voice. He pawed awkwardly at his chest with his left hand, trying to brush my hand away.
“Sorry,” I said, repressing the urge to laugh with the joy of seeing him alive and conscious. I got an arm behind his shoulders and helped him to sit up. He looked drunk, with one eye swollen half-shut, and grass in his hair. He acted drunk, too, swaying alarmingly from side to side.
“How do you feel?” I asked.
“Sick,” he said succinctly. He leaned to the side and threw up.
I eased him back on the grass and wiped his mouth, then set about bandaging his hand.
“Someone will be here soon,” I assured him. “We’ll get you back to the wagon, and I can take care of this.”
“Mmphm.” He grunted slightly as I pulled the bandage tight. “What happened?”
“What happened?” I stopped what I was doing and stared at him. “You’re asking me?”
“What happened in the battle, I mean,” he said patiently, regarding me with his one good eye. “I know what happened to me—roughly,” he added, wincing as he touched his forehead.
“Yes, roughly,” I said rudely, “You got yourself chopped like a butchered hog, and your head half caved in. Being a sodding bloody hero again, that’s what happened to you!”
“I wasna—” he began, but I interrupted, my relief over seeing him alive being rapidly succeeded by rage.
“You didn’t have to go! You shouldn’t have gone! Stick to the writing and the printing, you said. You weren’t going to fight unless you had to, you said. Well, you didn’t have to, but you did it anyway, you vainglorious, pigheaded, grandstanding Scot!”
“Grandstanding?” he inquired.
“You know just what I mean, because it’s just what you did! You might have been killed!”
“Aye,” he agreed ruefully. “I thought I was, when the dragoon came down on me. I screeched and scairt his horse, though,” he added more cheerfully. “It reared up and got me in the face with its knee.”
“Don’t change the subject!” I snapped.
“Is the subject not that I’m not killed?” he asked, trying to raise one brow and failing, with another wince.
“No! The subject is your stupidity, your bloody selfish stubbornness!”
“Oh, that.”
“Yes, that! You—you—oaf! How dare you do that to me? You think I haven’t got anything better to do with my life than trot round after you, sticking pieces back on?” I was frankly shrieking at him by this time.
To my increased fury, he grinned at me, his expression made the more rakish by the half-closed eye.
“Ye’d have been a good fishwife, Sassenach,” he observed. “Ye’ve the tongue for it.”
“You shut up, you fucking bloody—”
“They’ll hear you,” he said mildly, with a wave toward the party of Continental soldiers making their way down the slope toward us.
“I don’t care who hears me! If you weren’t already hurt, I’d—I’d—”
“Be careful, Sassenach,” he said, still grinning. “Ye dinna want to knock off any more pieces; ye’ll only have to stick them back on, aye?”
“Don’t bloody tempt me,” I said through my teeth, with a glance at the sword I had dropped.
He saw it and reached for it, but couldn’t quite manage. With an explosive snort, I leaned across his body and grabbed the hilt, putting it in his hand. I heard a shout from the men coming down the hill, and turned to wave at them.
“Anyone hearing ye just now would likely think ye didna care for me ower-much, Sassenach,” he said, behind me.
I turned to look down at him. The impudent grin was gone, but he was still smiling.
“Ye’ve the tongue of a venomous shrew,” he said, “but you’re a bonny wee swordsman, Sassenach.”
My mouth opened, but the words that had been so abundant a moment before had all evaporated like the rising mist. The sword felt cold and heavy in my hand.
“I’ll tell ye later why,” he said softly, and laid his good hand on my arm. “But for now, a nighean donn—thank ye for my life.”
I closed my mouth. The men had nearly reached us, rustling through the grass, their exclamations and chatter drowning out the ever-fainter moans of the wounded.
“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Hamburger,” I said, under my breath, but not far enough under. He raised an eyebrow at me.
“Chopped meat,” I elaborated, and the eyebrow fell.
“Oh, aye, it is. Stopped a sword stroke wi’ my hand. Too bad I didna have a targe; I could have turned the stroke, easy.”
“Right.” I swallowed. It wasn’t the worst injury I’d seen, by a long shot, but it still made me slightly sick. The tip of his fourth finger had been sheared off cleanly, at an angle just below the nail. The stroke had sliced a strip of flesh from the inside of the finger, and ripped down between the third and fourth fingers, splitting his hand halfway to the wrist.
“You must have caught it near the hilt,” I said, trying for calm. “Or it would have taken off the outside half of your hand.”
“Mmphm.” The hand didn’t move as I prodded and poked, but there was sweat on his upper lip, and he couldn’t keep back a brief grunt of pain.
“Sorry,” I murmured automatically.
“It’s all right,” he said, just as automatically. He closed his eyes, then opened them.
“Take it off,” he said suddenly.
“What?” I drew back and looked at him, startled.
He nodded at his hand.
“The finger. Take it off, Sassenach.”
“I can’t do that!” Even as I spoke, though, I knew that he was right. Aside from the injuries to the finger itself, the tendon was badly damaged; the chances of his ever being able to move the finger, let alone move it without pain, were infinitesimal.
“It’s done me little good in the last twenty years,” he said, looking at the mangled stump dispassionately, “and likely to do no better now. I’ve broken the damn thing half a dozen times, from its sticking out like it does. If ye take it off, it wilna trouble me any more, at least.”

I wanted to argue, but there was no time. Besides, wounded men were beginning to drift up the slope toward the wagon. The men were militia, not regular army; if there was a regiment near, there might be a surgeon with them, but I was closer.
“Once a frigging hero, always a frigging hero,” I muttered under my breath. I thrust a wad of lint into Jamie’s bloody palm and wrapped a linen bandage swiftly around the hand. “Yes. I’ll have to take it off, but later. Hold still.”
“Ouch,” he said mildly. “I did say I wasna a hero.”
“If you aren’t, it isn’t for lack of trying,” I said, yanking the linen knot tight with my teeth. “There, that will have to do for now; I’ll see to it when I have time.” I grabbed the wrapped hand and plunged it into the small basin of alcohol and water.
He went white as the alcohol seeped through the cloth and struck raw flesh. He inhaled sharply through his teeth, but didn’t say anything more. I pointed peremptorily at the blanket I had spread on the ground, and he lay back obediently, curling up under the shelter of the wagon, bandaged fist cradled against his breast.
I rose from my knees, but hesitated for a moment. Then I knelt again and hastily kissed the back of his neck, brushing aside the queue of his hair, matted with half-dried mud and dead leaves. I could just see the curve of his cheek; it tightened briefly as he smiled, and then relaxed.
Word had spread that the hospital wagon was there; there was already a straggling group of walking wounded awaiting attention, and I could see small groups making their way up the slope, men carrying or half-dragging their injured companions. It was going to be a busy evening.
I missed Marsali and Young Ian badly. Colonel Everett had promised me two assistants, but God knew where the Colonel was at the moment. I took a moment to survey the gathering crowd, and picked out a young man who had just deposited a wounded friend beneath a tree.
“You,” I said, tugging on his sleeve. “Are you afraid of blood?”
He looked momentarily startled, then grinned at me through a mask of mud and powder smoke. He was about my height, broad-shouldered and stocky, with a face that might have been called cherubic, had it been less filthy.
“Only if it’s mine, ma’am, and so far it ain’t, Lord be praised.”
“Then come with me,” I said, smiling back. “You’re now a triage aide.”
“Say what? Hey, Harry!” he yelled to his friend. “I been promoted. Tell your momma next time you write, Lester done amounted to something, after all!” He swaggered after me, still grinning.
The grin rapidly faded into a look of frowning absorption, as I led him quickly among the wounded, pointing out degrees of severity.
“Men pouring blood are the first priority,” I told him. I thrust an armful of linen bandages and a sack of lint into his hands.
“Give them these—tell their friends to press the lint hard on the wounds or put a tourniquet round the limb above the wound. You know what a tourniquet is?”
“Oh, yes, Ma’am,” he assured me. “Put one on, too, when a panther clawed up my cousin Jess, down to Caroline County.”
“Good. Don’t spend time doing it yourself here unless you have to, though—let their friends do it. Now, broken bones can wait a bit—put them over there under that big beech tree. Head injuries and internal injuries that aren’t bleeding, back there, by the chestnut tree, if they can be moved. If not, I’ll go to them.” I pointed behind me, then turned in a half-circle, surveying the ground.
“If you see a couple of whole men, send them to put up the hospital tent; it’s to go in that flattish spot, there. And then a couple more, to dig a latrine trench… over there, I think.”
“Yes, sir! Ma’am, I mean!” Lester bobbed his head and took a firm grip on his sack of lint. “I be right after it, Ma’am. Though I wouldn’t worry none about the latrines for a while,” he added. “Most of these boys already done had the shit scairt out of ’em.” He grinned and bobbed once more, then set out on his rounds.
He was right; the faint stink of feces hung in the air as it always did on battlefields, a low note amid the pungencies of blood and smoke.
With Lester sorting the wounded, I settled down to the work of repair, with my medicine box, suture bag, and a bowl of alcohol set on the wagon’s tailboard, and a keg of alcohol for the patients to sit on—provided they could sit.
The worst of the casualties were bayonet wounds; luckily there had been no grapeshot, and the men hit by cannonballs were long past the point where I could help them. As I worked, I listened with half an ear to the conversation of the men awaiting attention.
“Wasn’t that the damnedest thing ye ever saw? How many o’ the buggers were there?” one man was asking his neighbor.
“Damn if I know,” his friend, replied, shaking his head. “For a space there, ever’thing I saw was red, and nothin’ but. Then a cannon went off right close, and I didn’t see nothin’ but smoke for a good long time.” He rubbed at his face; tears from watering eyes had made long streaks in the black soot that covered him from chest to forehead.
I glanced back at the wagon, but couldn’t see under it. I hoped shock and fatigue had enabled Jamie to sleep, in spite of his hand, but I doubted it.
Despite the fact that almost everyone near me was wounded in some fashion, their spirits were high and the general mood was one of exuberant relief and exultation. Farther down the hill, in the mists near the river, I could hear whoops and shouts of victory, and the undisciplined racket of fifes and drums, rattling and screeching in random exhilaration.
Among the noise, a nearer voice called out; a uniformed officer, on a bay horse.
“Anybody seen that big redheaded bastard who broke the charge?”
There was a murmur and a general looking-around, but no one answered. The horseman dismounted, and wrapping his reins over a branch, made his way through the throng of wounded toward me.
“Whoever he is, I tell you, he’s got balls the size of ten pound shot,” remarked the man whose cheek I was stitching.
“And a head of the same consistency,” I murmured.
“Eh?” He glanced sideways at me in bewilderment.
“Nothing,” I said. “Hold still just a moment longer; I’m nearly done.”

It was nearly dawn before I came back to the tent where he lay. I lifted the flap quietly, so as not to disturb Jamie, but he was already awake, lying curled on his side facing the flap, head resting on a folded blanket.
He smiled faintly when he saw me.
“A hard night, Sassenach?” he asked, his voice slightly hoarse from cold air and disuse. Mist seeped under the edge of the flap, tinted yellow by the lantern light.
“I’ve had worse.” I smoothed the hair off his face, looking him over carefully. He was pale, but not clammy. His face was drawn with pain, but his skin was cool to the touch—no trace of fever. “You haven’t slept, have you? How do you feel?”
“A bit scairt,” he said. “And a bit sick. But better now you’re here.” He gave me a one-sided grimace that was almost a smile.
I put a hand under his jaw, fingers pressed against the pulse in his neck. His heart bumped steadily under my fingertips, and I shivered briefly, remembering the woman in the field.
“You’re chilled, Sassenach,” he said, feeling it. “And tired, too. Go and sleep, aye? I’ll do a bit longer.”
I was tired. The adrenaline of the battle and the night’s work in the surgeon’s tent was fading fast; fatigue was creeping down my spine and loosening my joints. But I had a good idea of what the hours of waiting had cost him already.
“It won’t take long,” I reassured him. “And it will be better to have it over. Then you can sleep easy.”
He nodded, though he didn’t look noticeably reassured. I unfolded the small worktable I had carried in from the operating tent, and set it up in easy reach. Then I took out the precious bottle of laudanum, and poured an inch of the dark, odorous liquid into a cup.
“Sip it slowly,” I said, putting it into his right hand. I began to lay out the instruments I would need, making sure that everything lay orderly and to hand. I had thought of asking Lester to come and assist me, but he had been asleep on his feet, swaying drunkenly under the dim lanterns in the operating tent, and I had sent him off to find a blanket and a spot by the fire.
A small scalpel, freshly sharpened. The jar of alcohol, with the wet ligatures coiled inside like a nest of tiny vipers, each toothed with a small, curved needle. Another, with the waxed dry ligatures for arterial compression. A bouquet of probes, their ends soaking in alcohol. Forceps. Long-handled retractors. The hooked tenaculum, for catching the ends of severed arteries.
The surgical scissors with their short, curved blades, and the handles shaped to fit my grasp, made to my order by the silversmith Stephen Moray. Or almost to my order. I had insisted that the scissors be as plain as possible, to make them easy to clean and disinfect. Stephen had obliged with a chaste and elegant design, but had not been able to resist one small flourish—one handle boasted a hooklike extension against which I could brace my little finger in order to exert more force, and this extrusion formed a smooth, lithe curve, flowering at the tip into a slender rosebud, against a spray of leaves. The contrast between the heavy, vicious blades at one end and this delicate conceit at the other always made me smile when I lifted the scissors from their case.
Strips of cotton gauze and heavy linen, pads of lint, adhesive plasters stained red with the dragon’s-blood juice that made them sticky. An open bowl of alcohol for disinfection as I worked, and the jars of cinchona bark, mashed garlic paste, and yarrow for dressing.
“There we are,” I said with satisfaction, checking the array one last time. Everything must be ready, since I was working by myself; if I forgot something, no one would be at hand to fetch it for me.
“It seems a great deal o’ preparation, for one measly finger,” Jamie observed behind me.
I swung around to find him leaning on one elbow, watching, the cup of laudanum undrunk in his hand.
“Could ye not just whack it off wi’ a wee knife and seal the wound with hot iron, like the regimental surgeons do?”
“I could, yes,” I said dryly. “But fortunately I don’t have to; we have enough time to do the job properly. That’s why I made you wait.”
“Mmphm.” He surveyed the row of gleaming instruments without enthusiasm, and it was clear that he would much rather have had the business over and done with as quickly as possible. I realized that to him, this looked like slow and ritualized torture, rather than sophisticated surgery.

“I mean to leave you with a working hand,” I told him firmly. “No infection, no suppurating stump, no clumsy mutilation, and—God willing—no pain, once it heals.”
His eyebrows went up at that. He had never mentioned it, but I was well aware that his right hand and its troublesome fourth finger had caused him intermittent pain for years, ever since it had been crushed at Wentworth Prison, when he was held prisoner there in the days before the Stuart Rising.
“A bargain’s a bargain,” I said, with a nod at the cup in his hand. “Drink it.”
He lifted the cup and poked a long nose reluctantly over the rim, nostrils twitching at the sickly sweet scent. He let the dark liquid touch the end of his tongue and made a face.
“It will make me sick.”
“It will make you sleep.”
“It gives me terrible dreams.”
“As long as you don’t chase rabbits in your sleep, it won’t matter,” I assured him. He laughed despite himself, but had one final try.
“It tastes like the stuff ye scrape out of horses’ hooves.”
“And when was the last time you licked a horse’s hoof?” I demanded, hands on my hips. I gave him a medium-intensity glare, suitable for the intimidation of petty bureaucrats and low-level Army officials.
He sighed.
“Ye mean it, aye?”
“I do.”
“All right, then.” With a reproachful look of long-suffering resignation, he threw back his head and tossed the contents of the cup down in one gulp.
A convulsive shudder racked him, and he made small choking noises.
“I did say to sip it,” I observed mildly. “Vomit, and I’ll make you lick it up off the floor.”
Given the scuffled dirt and trampled grass underfoot, this was plainly an idle threat, but he pressed his lips and eyes tight shut, and lay back on the pillow, breathing heavily and swallowing convulsively every few seconds. I brought up a low stool and sat down by the camp bed to wait.
“How do you feel?” I asked, a few minutes later.
“Dizzy,” he replied. He cracked one eye open and viewed me through the narrow blue slit, then groaned and closed it. “As if I’m falling off a cliff. It’s a verra unpleasant sensation, Sassenach.”
“Try to think of something else for a minute,” I suggested. “Something pleasant, to take your mind off it.”
His brow furrowed for a moment, then relaxed.
“Stand up a moment, will ye?” he said. I obligingly stood, wondering what he wanted. He opened his eyes, reached out with his good hand and took a firm grip of my buttock.
“There,” he said. “That’s the best thing I can think of. Having a good hold on your arse always makes me feel steady.”
I laughed, and moved a few inches closer to him, so his forehead pressed against my thighs.
“Well, it’s a portable remedy, at least.”
He closed his eyes then and held on tight, breathing slowly and deeply. The harsh lines of pain and exhaustion in his face began to soften as the drug took effect.
“Jamie,” I said softly, after a minute. “I’m sorry about it.”
He opened his eyes, looked upward, and smiled, giving me a slight squeeze.
“Aye, well,” he said. His pupils had begun to shrink; his eyes were sea-deep and fathomless, as though he looked into a great distance.
“Tell me, Sassenach,” he said, a moment later. “If someone stood a man before ye, and told ye that if ye were to cut off your finger, the man would live, and if ye did not, he would die—would ye do it?”
“I don’t know,” I said, slightly startled. “If that was the choice, and no doubt about it, and he was a good man… yes, I suppose I would. I wouldn’t like it a bit, though,” I added practically, and his mouth curved in a smile.
“No,” he said. His expression was growing soft and dreamy. “Did ye know,” he said after a moment, “a colonel came to see me, whilst ye were at work wi’ the wounded? Colonel Johnson; Micah Johnson, his name was.”
“No; what did he say?”
His grip on my bottom was beginning to slacken; I put my own hand over his, to hold it in place.
“It was his company—in the fight. Part of Morgan’s, and the rest of the regiment just over the hill, in the path of the British. If the charge had gone through, they’d ha’ lost the company surely, he said, and God knows what might have become o’ the rest.” His soft Highland burr was growing broader, his eyes fixed on my skirt.
“So you saved them,” I said gently. “How many men are there in a company?”

“Fifty,” he said. “Though they wouldna all have been killed, I dinna suppose.” His hand slipped; he caught it and took a fresh grip, chuckling slightly. I could feel his breath through my skirt, warm on my thighs.
“I was thinking it was like the Bible,
aye?
“Yes?” I pressed his hand against the curve of my hip, keeping it in place.
“That bit where Abraham is bargaining wi’ the Lord for the Cities of the Plain. ’Wilt thou not destroy the city,’” he quoted, “’for the sake of fifty just men?’ And then Abraham does Him down, a bit at a time, from fifty to forty, and then to thirty, and twenty and ten.”
His eyes were half-closed, and his voice peaceful and unconcerned.
“I didna have time to inquire into the moral state of any o’ the men in that company. But ye’d think there might be ten just men among them—good men?”
“I’m sure there are.” His hand was heavy, his arm gone nearly limp.
“Or five. Or even one. One would be enough.”
“I’m sure there’s one.”
“The apple-faced laddie that helped ye wi’ the wounded—he’s one?”
“Yes, he’s one.”
He sighed deeply, his eyes nearly shut.
“Tell him I dinna grudge him the finger, then,” he said.
I held his good hand tightly for a minute. He was breathing slowly and deeply, his mouth gone slack in utter relaxation. I rolled him gently onto his back and laid the hand across his chest.
“Bloody man,” I whispered. “I knew you’d make me cry.”

The camp outside lay quiet, in the last moments of slumber before the rising sun should stir the men to movement. I could hear the occasional call of a picket, and the murmur of conversation as two foragers passed close by my tent, bound for the woods to hunt. The campfires outside had burnt to embers, but I had three lanterns, arranged to cast light without shadow.
I laid a thin square of soft pine across my lap as a working surface. Jamie lay facedown on the camp bed, head turned toward me so I could keep an eye on his color. He was solidly asleep; his breath came slow and he didn’t flinch when I pressed the sharp tip of a probe against the back of his hand. All ready.
The hand was swollen, puffy and discolored, the sword wound a thick black line against the sun-gold skin. I closed my eyes for a moment, holding his wrist, counting his pulse. One-and-two-and-three-and-four…
I never prayed consciously when preparing for surgery, but I did look for something—something I could not describe, but always recognized; a certain quietness of soul, the detachment of mind in which I could balance on that knife-edge between ruthlessness and compassion, at once engaged in utmost intimacy with the body under my hands and capable of destroying what I touched in the name of healing.

One-and-two-and-three-and-four…
I realized with a start that my own heartbeat had slowed; the pulse in my fingertip matched that in Jamie’s wrist, beat for beat, slow and strong. If I was waiting for a sign, I supposed that would do. Ready, steady, go, I thought, and picked up the scalpel.
A short horizontal incision over the fourth and fifth knuckles, then down, cutting the skin nearly to the wrist. I undermined the skin carefully with the scissors’ tips, then pinned back the loose flap of skin with one of the long steel probes, digging it into the soft wood of the board.
I had a small bulb atomizer, filled with a solution of distilled water and alcohol; sterility being impossible, I used this to lay a fine mist over the operating field and wash away the first welling of blood. Not too much; the vasoconstrictor I had given him was working, but the effect wouldn’t last long.
I gently nudged apart the muscle fibers—those that were still whole—to expose the bone and its overlying tendon, gleaming silver among the vivid colors of the body. The sword had cut the tendon nearly through, an inch above the carpal bones. I severed the few remaining fibers, and the hand twitched disconcertingly in reflex. I bit my lip, but it was all right; aside from the hand, he hadn’t moved. He felt different; his flesh had more life than that of a man under ether or pentothal. He was not anesthetized, but only drugged into stupor; the feel of his flesh was resilient, not the pliant flaccidity I had been accustomed to in my days at the hospital in my own time. Still, it was a far cry—and an immeasurable relief—from the live and panicked convulsions that I had felt under my hands in the surgeon’s tent.

I brushed the cut tendon aside with the forceps. There was the deep branch of the ulnar nerve, a delicate thread of white myelin, with its tiny branches spreading into invisibility, deep in the tissues. Good, it was far enough toward the fifth finger that I could work without damage to the main nerve trunk.
You never knew; textbook illustrations were one thing, but the first thing any surgeon learned was that bodies were unnervingly unique; a stomach would be roughly where you expected it to be, but the nerves and blood vessels that supplied it might be anywhere in the general vicinity, and quite possibly varying in shape and number as well.
But now I knew the secrets of this hand. I could see the engineering of it, the structures that gave it form and movement. There was the beautiful, strong arch of the third metacarpal, and the delicacy of the web of blood vessels that supplied it. Blood welled, slow and vivid: deep red in the tiny pool of the open field, brilliant scarlet where it stained the chopped bone; a dark and royal blue in the tiny vein that pulsed below the joint, a crusty black at the edge of the original wound, where it had clotted.
I had known, without asking myself how, that the fourth metacarpal was shattered; the joint of the fourth finger that lay within the hand. It was; the blade had struck near the proximal end, splintering the head of the tiny bone near the center of the hand.
I would take that, too, then; the free chunks of bone would have to be removed in any case, to prevent them irritating the adjoining tissues. Removing the finger from the metacarpal joint would let the third and fifth fingers lie close together, in effect narrowing the hand and eliminating the awkward gap that would be left by the missing finger.
I pulled hard on the mangled finger, to open the articular space between the joints, then used the tip of the scalpel to sever the ligament. The cartilages separated with a tiny but audible pop! and Jamie jerked and groaned, his hand twisting in my grasp.
“Hush,” I whispered to him, holding tight. “Hush, it’s all right. I’m here, it’s all right.”
I could do nothing for the boys dying on the field, but here, for him, I could offer magic, and know the spell would hold. He heard me, deep in troubled opium dreams; he frowned and muttered something unintelligible, then sighed deeply and relaxed, his wrist going once more limp under my hand.
Somewhere near at hand, a rooster crowed, and I glanced at the wall of the tent. It was noticeably lighter, and a faint dawn wind drifted through the slit behind me, cool on the back of my neck.

Detach the underlying muscle with as little damage as could be managed. Tie off the small digital artery and two other vessels that seemed large enough to bother with, sever the last few fibers and shreds of skin that held the finger, then lift it free, the dangling metacarpal surprisingly white and naked, like a rat’s tail.
It was a clean, neat job, but I felt a brief sense of sadness as I set the mangled piece of flesh aside. I had a fleeting vision of him holding Jemmy, newly born, counting the tiny fingers and toes, delight and wonder on his face. His father had counted his fingers, too.
“It’s all right,” I whispered, as much to myself as to him. “It’s all right. It will heal.”
The rest was quick. Forceps to pluck out the tiny pieces of shattered bone. I debrided the wound as best I could, removing bits of grass and dirt, even a tiny swatch of fabric that had been driven into the flesh. Then no more than a matter of cleaning the ragged edge of the wound, snipping a small excess of skin, and suturing the incisions. A paste of garlic and white-oak leaves, mixed with alcohol and spread thickly over the hand, a padding of lint and gauze, and a tight bandage of linen and adhesive plasters, to reduce the swelling and encourage the third and fifth fingers to draw close together.
The sun was nearly up; the lantern overhead seemed dim and feeble. My eyes were burning from the close work and the smoke of fires. There were voices outside; the voices of officers, moving among the men, rousing them to face the day—and the enemy?
I laid Jamie’s hand on the cot, near his face. He was pale, but not excessively so, and his lips were a pale rosy color, not blue. I dropped the instruments into a bucket of alcohol and water, suddenly too tired to clean them properly. I wrapped the discarded finger in a linen bandage, not quite sure what to do with it, and left it on the table.
“Rise and shine! Rise and shine!” came the sergeants’ rhythmic cry from outside, punctuated by witty variations and crude responses from reluctant risers.
I didn’t bother to undress; if there was fighting today, I would be roused soon enough. Not Jamie, though. I had nothing to worry about; no matter what happened, he wouldn’t fight today.
I unpinned my hair, and shook it down over my shoulders, sighing with relief at its looseness. Then I lay down on the cot beside him, close against him. He lay on his stomach; I could see the small, muscular swell of his buttocks, smooth under the blanket that covered him. On impulse, I laid my hand on his rump and squeezed.
“Sweet dreams,” I said, and let the tiredness take me.




THE CANNIBAL’S ART
WRITING AND REAL LIFE
 get quite a number of letters and messages from people who are either working at writing or thinking of writing, all asking (in varying tones of desperation) exactly how one gets any writing done if one has a family, a job, and/or any pretensions to Real Life?
Well, it’s not easy. (Oh, you knew that part already. Well, wait; it gets more interesting as we go on.)
The major difficulty regarding one’s family is that until you have sold something you’ve written, you are not—so far as anyone you know is concerned—a “real” writer. In fact, your family is most likely to regard your writing activities either as subversive in the extreme “You aren’t writing about me, are you?!?”) or simply as “wasting time” (which might better be spent on them, they think).
Once you do sell something, your efforts will get a little more respect (not much, but more). The fact that you are doing exactly the same thing, whether you sell what you write or not, is irrelevant. Money equals respect—and if you aren’t writing with the intention of selling your work, what the heck are you wasting your time for? (So they think. Actually, they’ll say it out loud, at least until you start yelling and throwing things.)
This means that until you do sell something, you will have to fight for every second at your keyboard (I’ve personally found screaming and kicking wastebaskets to be fairly effective in the short term).
After a few months of this kind of struggle, though, it finally occurred to me that the major reason one’s family behaves this way is that they are threatened by your writing (the writing, of course, is threatened by them, but that’s another consideration). Therefore, if you can find a way of assuring your family of your undying affection, they will be much more tolerant of your idiosyncratic hobby.
For example, you can’t really blame a husband for disgruntlement if his wife rises from the dinner table, announces that she is going to write, and decamps, leaving him alone with the children and America’s Funniest Home Videos, not to be seen again until breakfast the next morning. Likewise, children know darn well when they are being abandoned—and will take preventive action, like demanding snacks every ten minutes, staging fistfights with their siblings, and grabbing you by the ankle as you try to leave the room.
Much better if the would-be writer watches AFHV with the family, reads the kids stories, and tucks them in bed, then retires to the bedroom for a spot of marital R&R. Then the writer can rise, tiptoe upstairs, and work without hearing a word of complaint from the family, who are all peacefully asleep, secure in the reassurance of her devotion. Of course, this means the writer doesn’t get much sleep, but one has to decide what’s important in life.
I do have a short, snappy answer for the question “How do you write with a family, job, etc.,”—said answer being, “I don’t sleep, and I don’t do housework.”
I learned how not to sleep when I had three children in four years (on purpose, no less. It’s not as bad as it sounds; they’re spaced two years apart); a talent that’s stood me in good stead in the years since. While it is possible to write while all around you are losing their heads (to say nothing of their car keys, their lunch bags, their homework, and a couple of fire-bellied toads) and blaming it on you, solitude is a really nice thing for a writer to have a little of—worth going short on sleep.
You will likely have to stay up late or get up early (most people can’t do both), but even half an hour of listening to nothing but your own thoughts is worthwhile. Once you have a foothold on the day’s work, it becomes easier both to keep thinking about the work while going about your daily business, and to return quickly to said work, whenever a moment’s opportunity occurs. You won’t have a lot of time to write, at least in the beginning; you don’t want to waste any of it by sitting there, wondering where to start.
Of course, there’s a physical limit to how much sleep you can do without and still write coherently. Catnapping isn’t an altogether satisfactory substitute for eight hours of the dreamless, but it’s a lot better than nothing. You will quickly learn how to do this, within about forty-eight hours of commencing the stay-up-late or get-up-early strategy. I used to lie down on the floor of my university office and sleep while waiting for phone calls to be returned (I often wonder what I said to the people who called back).
If you can’t manage to do without sleep in any appreciable quantity, you’ll have to eliminate some other activity in order to use that time writing. In the interests of Preserving the Sanctity of Family Life, I don’t recommend eliminating dinner, bedtime stories, or sex. However, I am unaware of any studies linking frequency of vacuuming to frequency of divorce, and while all things are possible, I don’t think your children will come back as adults and sue you because they’ve suddenly discovered repressed memories of you not cleaning the refrigerator.
Hire someone to clean the house, or get used to dirt. I do both. A nice person with much higher standards than mine comes and cleans the house three times a week, and the rest of the time, it is a Big Mess.
(There is a third alternative—force your spouse and/or children to do housework. This strategy is effective in the long run, but, at least in the beginning, will eat up a lot more time than it saves.)
Still, no matter what strategies you adopt, Real Life tends to intrude. When it does, the only thing you can do is to shuffle the writing to the back of your mind—but keep thinking about it.
As example and encouragement, following is a letter to friends, written in late 1995, while I was struggling to complete Drums of Autumn, and illustrating How a Writer Deals with Real Life. (Bear in mind that I did eventually finish the book. The moral is: Don’t Give Up!)
Research & Craft
15-Dec-95 12:01:46
Sb: #Making Time to Write
Fm: Diana Gabaldon/SL8 76530,523
To: Alex Keegan 100555,1651 (X)
Dear Alex—
Oh, yes—about being first thing a writer and having it always going in your head. Gets you past the days when Life interferes.
Yesterday was One of THOSE Days, beginning with angst and trauma in the morning, when the little one couldn’t find her violin and the middle one was so conked, his father couldn’t rouse him and had to call for assistance (I have a secret method; I toss back the covers and get him by the feet, then play This Little Piggy on his toes. This aggravates him enough to get him upright and snarling, at which point he can be levered out of bed and into his closet), and the big one wasn’t happy with the way her hair looked.
Having gone down at 3 A.M. the night before, getting up at 7:15 left me a hair short, even on my usual rations of sleep. I also ached in every limb, having fallen off the staircase the day before (don’t ask; it had to do with the fax machine and the fact that I’d been writing. I was still writing in my mind when I came down to retrieve an incoming fax, and—apparently—reached for it while still on the stairs, not aware that I couldn’t levitate. Actually, I apparently did levitate for a short distance, as I ended up on knee and elbow some six feet from the foot of the staircase).

I rallied round, though—found the violin (by the simple expedient—which drives everyone in my family completely mad—of asking “Where did you see it last?”), combed the big one’s hair into a ponytail (had to make her sit down on the edge of the bath to do it; she’s four inches taller than I am), tied the middle one’s shoes, and ran upstairs to write notes to two of his teachers (he had the flu, on and off, and missed six days of school, with consequent assignments. Problem is, he’s too shy to go up and ask any of his teachers for a list of what’s missing).
The boys from next-door-but-one came and knocked—they’d missed their bus, could I take them to school? Loaded up everybody, picked up my purse to get in the car, when the housekeeper beetled out and said we’re out of X, Y, Z, especially washing powder.
Dropped the kids—adjuring Sam sternly to be sure to deliver notes to his teachers—went to the drugstore, where I got all the cleaning supplies and checked for the homeopathic flu cure JLM recommended (felt a sore throat coming on). While driving to and fro, kept thinking of snow (no good reason, it’s about 85 degrees here). Went home, delivered the window cleaner, washing powder, et al, came upstairs and spent my usual hour having breakfast (diet Coke and Milky Way Dark) and reading/answering messages and e-mail, seeing in the back of my mind footprints dark on the snow, and heaped wet leaves, crusted with ice, the dark furrow in the leaves where someone had been lying, under the shelter of a log.
Set in to work as usual at 10, stoked to the gills with Vitamin C and occilococcinum. Read through a half-done scene in progress, added a couple of paragraphs, then was overcome by a new, vivid image—I was following the footprints in the snow, and there was a dead hare, caught in a snare, furred with ice crystals, stiff across the path. Switched screens and started the new scene, to get it under way. Fell into the state of mind in which I walked off the staircase, feeling the worry of the woman following the footprints. Why didn’t he stop for the hare? Where is he?
Settled nicely into the first paragraph, when comes the dreaded summons from the foot of my stairs, “Es un hombre a la puerta!”
Hombres at the puerta are always an intrusion, but usually brief, as in FedEx or UPS, or now and then the exterminator or the man from the feed store delivering horse pellets (this is a large nuisance, as I have to go collect all the dogs and shut them in the garage, then go round and open the big gates into the backyard for the truck to come through).
This time it was an hombre from the phone company, come to fix the fax machine’s line (cf. staircase, above). Showed him the miscreant fax, helped him track the phone line—which had been installed by one of my husband’s programmer employees back when he had his office in that room—then left him to it.
Reminded of phones, checked for messages (only one phone in the house rings, for reasons I won’t go into; this means I normally don’t hear it from my office—a Good Thing, on the whole—so I’m in the habit of checking the voice mail once every hour or so). Message from my father, wanting to know when girls are off school so my stepmother (bless her heart) can take them to have their hair cut. Message from person wanting to sell my house for me (ignore). Message from person wanting to come and demonstrate antiburglary system (ignore. Inside dogs have finally quit barking at phone person, but he’s gone outside, and outside dogs are now having hysterics. There’s a reason we’ve never had burglars, aside from the fact that we haven’t got a lot of stuff anyone would think worth stealing, unless you count SuperNintendo. If anyone wants to come steal my ancient XT clone, they’re welcome to it; it’s insured). Message from librarian in Salt Lake City, wanting to confirm that I am coming to speak at a conference in Snowbird at end of May, and can I do the dinner speech too, they’ll pay me extra.
Minor panic. Did I agree to go and talk to people in Utah in May? Rustle through tray of speaking/workshop engagements. Evidently I agreed conditionally (hint: never throw anything away, and when you talk to people on the phone, write down on their letter what it is you told them), provided I didn’t have to go to ABA. Think suddenly that I don’t know whether I have to go to ABA; Drums may be out late enough that they’re featuring it there.
Telephone editor, who is out, but get her assistant, who promises to find out for me about ABA. Return to work, get as far as lyrical description of shadows lengthening under the trees, turning from vanilla to chilly violet and then cold blue on the snow as the sun goes down. Get up to open balcony door, as it’s getting rather warm in office. Phone hombre comes inside to ask where main phone line panel is. Luckily I know this (from earlier phone adventures in this house) and go show him.
Go upstairs. Come downstairs at once, as Airborne Express hombre has arrived with parcel to be signed for. This proves to contain a dust jacket proof for Drums of Autumn, causing mingled interest and panic (said book being in a state of severe incompletion upstairs). Set proof on kitchen table and stare at it for a while in attempt to decide whether I like it or not, while feeding bloodworms to fish and newts who live on table. Put fresh seed and water in parakeets’ cups (if the dogs don’t announce a burglar, the four birds will, noisy things).
Leave cover proof to marinate in my subconscious and go upstairs. Finish sentence about shadows, start worrying about the man out hunting, why hasn’t he come back? Is he walking his trapline? Go look at book on animal tracks, find out what hare tracks look like in snow. Take passing note of ferret tracks, various bird prints. Check Roger Tory Peterson field guide (pausing to wonder whether constant exposure to this in my field-work days is where I got the name “Roger.” Hope not, as I’ve met RTP, who at the time was rather a pompous old geek. Now he’s dead, RIP) to be sure that kind of bird would be in North Carolina in winter.
Federal Express hombre arrives, bearing mysterious box labeled “Norm’s Gourmet Mushroom Garden.” Unable to put this aside, open it to discover that my sister has sent me… a mushroom garden. For Christmas. Roughly a foot-square chunk of rot oozing brown liquid inside a plastic bag. I am assured (by the enclosed directions) that if I remove the plastic, spray this object with water, set it in a pan of same atop a chunk of wood, and leave it in a quiet, cool place, where it gets roughly 6–8 hours a day of diffuse light, it will sprout shiitake mushrooms (what I am to do with these, once sprouted, the instructions do not reveal).

Put mushroom garden on downstairs desk, where I will not forget it (next to large pile of bookplates waiting to be signed, which I will make every effort to forget, but the secretary’s coming round Monday to make sure I don’t), and go upstairs, feeling pleased that I have already ordered an Archie McPhee potato gun for my sister for Christmas.
Sit down and reread the six sentences I have onscreen, sinking back into scene. How long will I/she wait before setting out to look for the missing man? It’s dark outside, it’s getting colder. She’s stoked up the fire, but her hands are still cold. Dinner is cooking, but she doesn’t feel hungry, and the scent of food doesn’t comfort her. If he’s had an accident… Phone rings and I hear it, for a wonder. Editorial assistant, informing me that they don’t know yet whether I should go to ABA, but they’ve changed the date and it isn’t till mid-June, so I can go to Utah if I want.
Meanwhile, husband arrives downstairs, complaining of acute pain in foot, asking a) did I remember to buy him wart remover, and b) do I want to go and eat a hot dog with him? Answer yes to both, and go to eat Polish sausages with sauerkraut and mustard, while discussing whether I should go to Utah in May. Upon finding out that they’re offering me $1,000 to come and talk to them, husband agrees that I should, and remarks casually that he has always wanted to build a kit plane.

Return (in car, I find myself crouched behind a screen of rocks and twigs. There are Indians I don’t recognize, passing in single file through the wood a few feet away. Their faces are painted, and they’re moving in the direction of the house I just left) to find that another Federal Express hombre has come by, but missed the housekeeper, and instead left a delivery notice on the door. Go upstairs, quickly download and skim messages, then sit, list in hand, and try to organize rest of day. Phone rings; in-laws inviting us to come over for dessert after supper. Phone rings; woman in Alabama wanting to get hold of autographed copy of Drums for Christmas present for sister. Explain politely that it isn’t finished yet, suppressing various uncharitable remarks that come to mind when she exclaims, “but why NOT?”
Little one comes home from school.

Have five minutes to make her a snack, listen to her report of her day, and sympathize with her teeth (she needs orthodontia, and we’ve just had the first spacers put in yesterday), then go to collect the older kids from their school.
Discover that son hasn’t given teachers their notes. Grasp him metaphorically by ear and drag him off to beard teachers in their dens. Extract lists of missing assignments from two, but find third one has already left for day.
Decant everyone at home, distribute food and drink all round, load up little one, who wants to come with me, and set off for afternoon errands—feed store to buy nose bag and two hundredweight of oats for elderly horse who isn’t getting his share of the pellets, Alphagraphics for new shipment of bookplates, and grocery store because we are out of necessities like milk and tuna fish, and because little one is holding a Christmas party next day, at which she and six friends intend to decorate cookies, among other things.
Return home, having discovered in the car that the Indians are indeed sinister, being Mohawk far from their home range, raiding for purposes unknown (has this got anything to do with Father Alexandre, the Jesuit missionary, whose flesh is weak, and whom we’ll meet a good deal further on?). Cook dinner, slug down more homeopathic flu remedy and vitamin C, go off to dessert at in-laws.
Return (she’s found him, denned up in a cavity under a pile of brush. The Mohawk are being stealthily followed by a small band of Tuscarora Indians that they do recognize). Superintend massive homework while baking ten dozen sugar cookies “You know,” remarks my little one, who is (ha-ha) “helping” me bake cookies, “I feel kind of bad.” “Your teeth still hurt?” I ask. “No,” she says, “but I was just thinking, I’ll be in bed in a little while, and you’ll still be baking cookies. I feel kind of guilty about that.” While feeling gratified at this evidence of developing conscience, I assure her that that’s perfectly all right, I like baking (I do, but), and dash upstairs to find Sam a black marker with which to prepare visual aids for a presentation on current events).
Oldest daughter comes out to ask whether I can type her constitution for the nation she is designing in school, as she is a very slow typist and overwhelmed with work tonight. Assure her that I can, and take document up to park by computer, where I will not forget it.
Tuck people in bed. Take more anti-flu stuff while listening to husband tell me how exhausted he is. Tuck him in bed, eat a bowl of rice and leftover Chinese beef from dinner, drink more diet Coke, and go upstairs to work at midnight.
Answer a few messages, play one game of solitaire, discover I am falling asleep, lie down on floor, and nap for an hour. Wake up, but can’t stay awake—get a sentence or two down but discover it doesn’t make sense. Decide flesh and blood has limits, and stagger downstairs to lock up, check kids and animals, turn off lights, feed rabbits and hamsters, etc. Heading for bedroom when I realize I have not typed Laura’s constitution, which she urgently requires for class next morning.
Unlock office, go upstairs… came down again at 2:30, took more vitamin C, and passed out. Net result, writing-wise, being that I have maybe 300 words actually written, which would be discouraging (and is) in view of my 2,000-word goal, but I do know a heck of a lot more about what’s going on than I did in the morning, and in fact, I didn’t stop writing all day. And maybe tomorrow I’ll post the scene itself.
So I’ll get there, eventually. If I don’t die first.
—Diana
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This bibliography has two purposes. The main purpose, of course, is to allow people with an interest in some topic to find further information on it. The secondary purpose is to give the reader a glimpse of the research and resources behind some elements of the Outlander novels—if only to indicate just how tenuous the connection between inspiration and execution sometimes is!
I’ve done bibliographies before; many of them. I used to be a scientist, after all. However, this present bibliography is rather different from the scholarly version. First off, while I would have read every word (frequently more than once) of each reference in a scholarly bibliography, there are several books in this one that I haven’t read at all. There are many more that I’ve read only in part, others that I’ve skimmed—and a few that I never intend to read, but keep in case I need to look up some particular bit of information.
A scholarly bibliography would also be complete—or as complete as industrious research could assure. This one isn’t, by a long shot. Many books that I consulted in the early days of writing were returned to the library without being recorded anywhere (I didn’t realize at the time that I’d have to do this, or I’d have been more careful about it, I assure you). Many others have been consulted and then consigned to my storeroom—and if you think I’m going to go dig around in there…! I acquire books constantly, and in fact currently have some two or three hundred that will be used in the course of writing The Fiery Cross and King, Farewell—but they aren’t included here.
No, this bibliography essentially consists of the books that I used as background and reference while writing the first four books of the series—but isn’t a complete listing of those books; it’s what’s still on my office shelves. This is highly unscholarly, totally idiosyncratic—and has a lot to do with the differences between a scientist and a novelist.
A scientist would refer to a specific citation either in order to support her own work, or to challenge the citation’s conclusions. A writer may simply pick up a book, smell it, and sit down to write, without even opening it (my thanks to Anne Bennett, the kind lady who sent me the 1777 edition of Pope’s Iliad, which I’ve never read, but which smells great and inspired bits of several scenes in Voyager). A writer may read an authoritative reference, and then merrily disregard everything it says.
Looking over the headings in this section, I came to the conclusion that this bibliography ought really to be subtitled “Etc.” (This isn’t really a proper bibliography; it’s a compost heap, and I’m not sure there are any rules for the organization of compost heaps.) As it is, references are grouped according to the main area of interest into which they fall—but since ideas know no bounds, there will undoubtedly be a bit of overlap here and there.
Consequently, while the list of herbal guides—for instance—could certainly be included in the “Natural History (Etc.)” heading, I have instead included them in the “Medicine” section, since virtually all herbal guides deal with the medical aspects of the herbs described. A few books seemed to fall equally into either of two sections; in these cases, I generally included the title in both sections, to make it easier for people to find specifically what they may be looking for.
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APPENDIX I







ERRATA
I shot an error in the air,
It fell to earth I knew not where,
Until some people wrote to tell
Me where on earth my error fell.
A few of them in rage profound
Berated me on my home ground.
While others of a kinder bent
Politely questioned my intent.
But most were fans who wrote to say
They loved my books, though by the way,
That whizzing error split their clout
And I’d be wise to cut it out.
(with thanks to the author,
Dr. Ellen Mandell, and apologies to
Robert Louis Stevenson)
Well, look—nobody’s perfect. Not me, not copy editors, not typesetters. Least of all, me. However, it’s my name on the front of the book. Some of the following corrections are simply typographical errors, some are not really errors but people think they are—and some really are mistakes. I doubt this list is comprehensive; it’s the nature of errors to hide and multiply, new ones emerging with each reading of a text. (I think they breed while the book is closed, hatching in the light of day every time you open the covers.)
Forthwith, corrections, explanations, and emendations—page references are to the U.S. paperback editions. My thanks to Elizabeth M. Phillips for her detailed comments, which were of great help.
OUTLANDER
Page 3: “1945”
Beginning date. Now, this is one of those errors that isn’t exactly an error, but then again… When we sold Outlander in the United States, it had a starting date of 1945 because when I looked briefly at a summary account of World War II (upon deciding that that’s where Claire came from), it gave 1945 as the official end of the war, and since World War II wasn’t the primary setting of the book (and since I wasn’t intending ever to show the thing to anybody anyway), I didn’t look deeply into its chronology. So, a year after selling the book to a U.S. publisher, we sold it in the U.K., whereupon I said (to the U.K. publisher), “For God’s sake, have a Scot read it before you publish it; I’ve never actually been there!”
        Reay Tannahill, a Scot, a historian and a fine historical novelist herself, kindly read the manuscript and sent me a number of small notes and corrections, all of which I incorporated into the galley proofs of Outlander—with one exception.
        Reay told me that 1946 would be much more accurate, in terms of the postwar conditions I described, since rationing, etc., was still the norm in Britain in 1945. However, the American publisher didn’t want to change the beginning date since this would require re-copyediting the entire manuscript to make sure all the dates were coherent, and publication was imminent. “Besides,” they added, “nobody in the States will know the difference.” (They were largely, if not entirely, correct in this supposition, by the way.)
        However, in the interest of accuracy—and because it later caused another and more significant error in the chronology of Dragonfly in Amber—the beginning date should really be 1946, instead of 1945.
Page 6: Claire refers to Frank’s “great-great-great-great-grandfather,” while Jack Randall is elsewhere mentioned as Frank’s “six-times great-grandfather.” I would assume that Claire, having little or no interest (at this point) in the finer details of genealogy, is not bothering about precision.
Page 28/29: Frank and the Reverend announce to Claire their finding of “news” regarding Jack Randall, which Claire calculates—from the appearance of the papers on the desk, as dating from “around 1750.” If Jack Randall died in 1746, he couldn’t have been “harassing the countryside” in 1750. And since he was newly arrived as commander at Ft. William when Jamie was flogged in October 1739, the date Claire gives should probably be 1740. On the other hand, Claire is no antiquarian and has no knowledge of Randall’s history—so I would myself think an eyeball estimate with a ten-year standard deviation is pretty good.
Page 62: “lobsterbacks”
        This term was indeed used to describe English soldiers—but not in Scotland. It was in common use some years later, during the American Revolution, but probably was not current for the Scottish Highlands in 1743.
Page 105: The Selkirk Grace
    The prayer young Hamish speaks is actually a well-known piece, called “The Selkirk Grace.” It is an authentic bit of Scottish culture; however, it was written by (or at least attributed to) Robert Burns—who unfortunately wasn’t born yet in 1743.
        The inclusion of this prayer was something of an ironic accident; I originally came across it in a collection of multicultural children’s poetry, where it was titled simply “Scottish prayer” and attributed to our old friend Anonymous. I would likely have recognized it, nonetheless—save that I was assiduously avoiding reading the works of Robert Burns because I knew that he wasn’t extant in the time period I was dealing with—and I wanted to avoid accidentally using this material anachronistically. Ironic, as I say.
        A year or so ago, I met with Dr. Sheila Brock, curator of the new Museum of Scotland. Hearing that she was about to embark on Cross Stitch, I warned her (in some alarm) that there were in fact a few errors here or there (for example, the substitution of the innocuous if silly “sock knife” for the Gaelic term sgian dhu, and the Selkirk Grace).
        Dr. Brock laughed, and said, “Well, you know, the Selkirk Grace is only attributed to
        Burns; there’s no actual proof he wrote it. I should think your best defense is to claim that Burns might have taken it from an existing bit of folk verse.” That seemed good advice to me, so I’m sticking with it.
Page 105: “MacTavish”
        This was a bit of clumsy editing (on my part). I had originally had Jamie going under the alias “Jamie MacTavish” when he meets Claire—the Scots not knowing who she was, but strongly suspecting she was a spy of some kind, and unwilling to reveal Jamie’s identity. However, the bit in which he was so introduced was cut out when I did the final trimming and splicing of the manuscript—and neither I, the editor, nor the copy editor noticed this reference, which was left hanging in the breeze.
Page 160: “cherries and apricots”
    I am reliably informed by horticulturists of my acquaintance that neither cherries nor apricots would have been fruiting at this time of year. Am I a botanist? No.
Page 184: “Je suis prest.”
        This is one of those things that isn’t an error, but people often think is. Yes, I know (as several dozen people have informed me) that the correct French spelling is “Je suis prêt.” However, the fact remains that the bloody Fraser motto is “Je suis prest.” The “prest” is an obsolete French spelling; the “s” was replaced by the diacritical “ê” sometime in the nineteenth or twentieth century—but “prest” it was, and “prest” it is.
Page 196: “… his heart’s blood staining the same leaves, dyed by the blood of the beast that killed him.” Should read “… his heart’s blood staining the same leaves dyed by the blood of the beast that killed him.”
Page 197: “nasturtium syrup”
        My botanical expert informs me that the plant Americans normally refer to as “nasturtium” was not found in Scotland in the eighteenth century, being New World in origin. However, another plant (whose name I forget), also known commonly as “nasturtium” in the Old World was found in Scotland. However, it’s the first kind—Nasturtium spp.—from which one makes a remedy for indigestion; I don’t think the Old World plant has any medical usages.
Page 218: “cherry tree”
        Okay, this is what comes of writing scenes out of order and gluing them together. You get people punching flowering cherry trees, when other people were picking cherries off them a month earlier (even if they shouldn’t have been). Damn all cherries, is what I say.
Page 276: “My father was a Fraser, of course; a younger half-brother to the present Master of Lovat.”
        This should clearly have been “older half-brother,” since Brian Fraser was considerably older than Simon, Master of Lovat (who is depicted—fairly accurately—as being near Jamie’s own age, in Dragonfly in Amber).
Page 277: “… running side by side from the seacoast.”
        This one isn’t precisely an error, it just sounds wrong. It should have read something like, “running side by side from Inverness.” While Inverness is on the Firth of Forth (which in turn is an inlet of the sea), no one would really describe it as “on the seacoast.”
Page 286: “balcony” should be “gallery.”
Page 312: “Brian Dhu” should probably be “Brian Dubh.” There is no such thing as “correct” spelling in Gaelic (since it was largely unwritten for a good long time, there was no major attempt to standardize its orthography until the present day), but some forms are more widely seen and accepted than others.
        Gaelic spelling is not all that consistent, especially if you look at older documents (well, neither is English spelling, in all fairness), and I have seen “Dhu” used as a nickname, with that spelling. However, my Gaelic expert says it should be “Dubh,” and he knows lots better than I do.
Page 313: “mo duinne” should be “mo nighean donn.”
        This was an attempt on my part to render “my brown one,” using a Gaelic dictionary. My Gaelic expert, Iain Taylor (who graciously volunteered for the job after reading the first two books), informs me that the correct form should really be “mo nighean donn” (my brown-haired girl), and so I used that form in the later books.
Page 316: “Lag Cruime”
        I don’t know that this is exactly an error, but it isn’t Gaelic, either. I made it up.
Page 337: “Grants, I supposed. Or Campbells.”
        “Campbells” should be “Chisholms.”
Page 366: typo; “chivying” should be “chivvying.”
Page 384: typo; “very” should be “every.” (”I’m tired of having to watch ye every minute.”)
Page 445: “grey” should be changed to “green.”
Page 582: “Fergus nic Leodhas” should be changed to “Fergus mac Leodhas”; “nic” is “daughter of,” while “mac” is “son of.”
Page 584: Young Jamie’s date of birth. Jenny tells her brother that her son turned two years old “last August.” This being at the end of October 1743, Jamie Murray would have been born in August 1741. However, Jenny also says her son was “conceived six months past the time I last saw… Randall.” If she last saw Randall in October 1739, when he took Jamie Fraser to Ft. William, then Jamie Murray would have been conceived in April 1740, and born in January 1741, not August. Oooookay. Change “August” to “January,” then.
Page 586: “mi dhu” should be changed to “mo nighean dubh,” in accordance with correct Gaelic usage. It means “my black-haired one (girl).”
Page 621: missing open quotes—“He looked so funny.…”
Page 632: “… sat still by the fire hearth.” Remove the word fire.
Page 637: Change “ruadh”to “ruaidh.”
Page 644: first “himself” should be “Himself.”
Page 691: “The numbers were one, nine, six, and seven.” This refers to the year 1967 (see page 692), and should be changed to “… one, nine, six, and eight” (1968). See “1945” p. 519; also “Where Titles Come From.”
Page 692: change “Nineteen sixty-seven” to “Nineteen sixty-eight.”
Page 768: insert comma, “ripping through a soldier’s upper arm, leaving a tuft of shredded fabric flapping”
Page 778: “the black robes of a Franciscan” Well, here again, it might be an error, and it might not. One researcher with a specialty in church history assured me, after reading Outlander, that Franciscans wore brown robes. Upon looking into the matter more thoroughly, though, I discovered that there were assorted suborders of Franciscans, who seem to have been wearing robes in all sorts of colors, from brown and black to gray (the last being called “The Dusty Friars,” in consequence). So, the probability may be that Father Anselm should have been wearing the brown robes of a Franciscan, but then again, maybe he wasn’t.
Page 803: “myrrh leaves”; delete “leaves.” The part of the Commiphora myrrha plant used as an aromatic essence “myrrh”) is the crystallized sap, not the leaves.
Page 818: typo; change “solid foot” to “solid food.”
Page 833: “1745” should be changed to “1746.”
Page 834: “The chart—that cursed chart!—had given the date of his marriage, sometime in 1744. And the birth of his son, Frank’s five-times-great-grandfather, soon after.” In fact, Jack Randall married early in 1746—but surely by this time we all appreciate just how inaccurate historical documents can be?
        Page 834: “1744” should be changed to “1745.”
Miscellany
        I have had some readers inform me that there could not be wolves in Scotland at the time described, or that it is impossible for a woman to kill a full-grown wolf with her bare hands. Well, maybe so—and maybe no.
        Wolves have been extinct in Scotland since the mid-eighteenth century; the last (fairly reliable) recorded sighting that I was able to find was in 1749, and sightings were infrequent for some years before that. However, this does mean that wolves could still have been extant in 1743, when Claire encounters a small pack outside Wentworth.
        Now, the behavior described for these wolves is not that characteristic of a truly wild pack, but it is consistent with that of animals driven out of their usual habitat and forced to rely on scraps and carrion, rather than on free hunting. One would expect adverse effects not only on the behavior of such animals, but on nutrition and general health.
        Therefore, while it is unlikely—though not impossible—that a woman could overpower and kill a full-grown wolf under normal circumstances, it’s rather more likely that a desperate woman could overpower a mangy, underfed animal, which might well be suffering from parasitic disease or nutritional deficiencies.
        NB: Recent efforts by the Scottish Wildlife Council to reintroduce wolves in Scotland have been fairly successful. On one trip to Scotland in the early 1990s, I saw several posters, all bearing the full-face likeness of a big, yellow-eyed wolf, teeth showing just ever-so-slightly. “Don’t tell him he’s extinct!” read the legend underneath.
DRAGONFLY IN AMBER
        Page 23: “The Flying Scotsman could have him in Edinburgh in three hours.” More like four or five.
        Page 30: Brianna’s age
    All right. I freely admit that I lose track of dates easily, since I usually stick in something approximate while writing, and then try to tidy it up later. However, I think Brianna was born in November 1948. If she was, she would have been nineteen in May of 1968, when introduced to Roger Wakefield. And if that’s so, then Claire ought to have said “Bree has another year and a half to go” rather than “Bree has another eight months to go” before being legally allowed to drink alcohol.
        Page 168: change “Oh no you don’t,” to
        “Oh, no, you don’t!”
    Page 172: “size-nine shoes”
    Now, when I wrote this, it didn’t occur to me—never having bought shoes in England—that U.K. sizes would be different than those in the U.S. I therefore envisioned a size-nine foot as being fairly large, but not pontoonlike (I wear a U.S. size six, myself, but my elder daughter, who is 5’8”, wears size nine).
        In fact, only one person has written to note that the sizes—in 1946—would not have been similar, and that an English size nine ladies’ shoe would have been truly enormous. The situation is complicated by more recent historical developments, in which the U.K. has entered into commercial arrangements with the European community, and there has—evidently—been a shift in sizing. After considerable conversation with on-line acquaintances in the U.K., Israel, Germany, and assorted other places, it appears that now, a size-nine shoe sold in England might be only a bit larger than the equivalent size sold in the United States—but according to the testimony of people alive during Claire’s World War II era, the sizing then was different. Ergo, I ought to have given her a size six or the like, in the interests of historical accuracy—but if I had done so, I would have given modern-day readers an inaccurate impression of exactly how big her feet are.
        The bottom line is that I have no idea whether this ought to be considered an error or not—but Claire’s feet measure roughly ten inches, heel to toe. The reader may choose an appropriate shoe size to reflect this, depending on the reader’s country of origin, age, and general interest in the matter.
Page 184: insert comma; “You know it’s not Frank,”
Page 196: “producing a sound wedged somewhere in the crack between E-flat and D-sharp.”
    This is one of those nonerrors that people feel obliged to call to my attention, pointing out that E-flat and D-sharp are the same note. I am aware of this, having a minor degree in music, and so is Claire; she’s exaggerating the discordance of Jamie’s voice, in implying that he can hit a note that’s so wrong it doesn’t even exist. So much for hyperbole!
Page 201: a scene slightly out of place. This scene is ostensibly the first time we’ve met Annalise de Marillac, but in fact we have already encountered her a few pages earlier. This is what comes of writing in pieces and gluing them together.
Page 205: size-nine shoes again.
Page 283: “middle of one of Madame Elise’s salon”—remove the second “of”; should be “middle of one Madame Elise’s salon.”
Page 349: “Do no harm.”
    It is a popular misconception that the Hippocratic Oath begins with the phrase “Do no harm.” In fact, it doesn’t, but the notion that a physician should refrain from making things worse is definitely embodied in the oath (the complete text of the oath itself is given in Voyager, page 716) so this appeared to be a reasonable bit of poetic license, and was certainly much more graceful when incorporated into the existing dialogue.
Page 411: “in to” should be “into”; “popped the sausage whole into his mouth.”
Page 465: insert hyphen between “coelis” and “et”; “in-coelis-et-in-terra.”
Page 479: delete sentence “She accepted Claire’s proffered note to Jamie.” I have no idea where this sentence came from. I have no memory of writing it, and it makes no sense in the context of the story. I’m used to the spontaneous generation of typographical errors, but this is the first time I’ve seen a whole erroneous sentence create itself.

Page 489: insert “in”; wisps drifting in the languid air.”
Page 570: change “mi dhu” to “mo nighean dubh.”
Page 586: change “Mo cridh”to “Mo chridhe”
Page 643: insert comma; “grinned up at his commander,…”
Page 770: change “mearchin’” to “meachin’.” A dialect form of “meaching,” this meaning is “obsequious, servile, skulking.”
Page 778: “But my hands grew damp at the thought, and I wiped them unobtrusively on my robe.” Actually, at this point Claire is still wearing her muddy, salt-stained dress; she doesn’t change into Father Fogden’s spare robe until page 779. So change “robe” to “skirt,” if you will, please.
Page 913: “1968.”
    This is not an error, if the dates in Outlander are adjusted from 1945 to 1946, and 1967 to 1968 (see discussion of chronology in “Where Titles Comes From”). On the other hand, if they aren’t, it is.

VOYAGER
Page 120: change “chess” to “dice.”
Page 145: a charaid(h)?
Page 223: punctuation error. Change “married couldn’t do enough” to “married. Couldn’t do enough.”
Page 244: change 1945 to 1946.
Page 258: typo. Change “intstead” to “instead.”
    Pages 373–374: we have a prostitute named Mollie on one page, and Millie on the next. Take your choice, but it ought to be the same name on both pages.
Page 409: change “I drifted down the street” to “As I drifted down the street.”
Page 538: “lang-nebbit” shouldn’t be italicized; it’s Scots, not Gaidhlig.
Page 636: typo. “stop at Lewes” should be “stop at Lewis.”
    Page 681: “His eyes were on Fergus, who was teasing Marsali with an albatross’s feather, holding her by one arm and tickling her beneath the chin as she struggled ineffectually to get away.”
        Well, this is another of the maybe so/maybe no errors. As a few astute readers have pointed out, Fergus has only one hand, and presumably would find it difficult to hold an albatross’s feather with his hook. This is perfectly true; on the other hand, I’m not so sure that he isn’t holding Marsali’s arm with his hook, and using his hand to wield the feather. Naturally, he couldn’t be restraining her very effectively in this fashion—but then, he obviously isn’t, or she wouldn’t be struggling “ineffectually,” would she?
Page 699: change “out the realm of Kraken” to “out of the realm of Kraken.”
Page 709: “Gideon and his daughter.”
        Okay, it’s a fair cop. Claire’s not a Bible scholar, and neither am I. It wasn’t Gideon, it was Jephthath (Judges 12).
Page 737: punctuation error. Change “thought he’d killed, lank brown hair” to “thought he’d killed. Lank brown hair.”
Page 761: insert comma. Change “kirtling it up above my knees and took” to “kirtling it up above my knees, and took.”
Page 822: MacKimmie/Joyce
        Okay. I admit it, I temporarily lost track of Laoghaire’s husbands. She had two before marrying Jamie—Hugh MacKenzie, one of Colum’s tacksmen, and then Simon MacKimmie, who fathered Marsali and Joan and died in prison. Only I hadn’t taken proper note of Simon, and so had him in one spot as Simon MacKimmie and in another as Simon Joyce, and when I wrote this particular passage, I hadn’t yet made up my mind which was right, so included both names, intending to strike out the extraneous one later. Only I didn’t.
Page 848: “How much blood did ye tell me a person has in his body?” he asked. “About eight quarts,” I said, bewildered. “Why?”
        At this point in the story, Claire is under a fair amount of stress, having been attacked by a pirate and seriously wounded. It’s therefore understandable that she should have suffered a slight lapse of attention, since she plainly would know that the human body contains an average of eight pints of blood, rather than eight quarts.
Page 894: insert period. “Yes, that was his name. Why?”
Page 897: change “MacIvers” to “MacIver.”
Page 1024: the Gaidhlig phrase beginning “A Mhìcheal” should be italicized.
DRUMS OF AUTUMN

Page 83: At the calling of the clans, I am reliably informed, customary usage dictates that the representative of the MacDonalds should call, “Clan Donald is here,” rather than “MacDonald is here.” This is reasonable usage, given that “MacDonald” really means “son(s) of Donald;” on the other hand, MacLeod, McKuen, MacLaren, and (to the best of my knowledge) all other “Mac” clans don’t do this, but call according to the “Mac” form of the name. On the third hand, nobody says custom has to be consistent, and if Clan Donald wants to call itself that, it’s certainly fine by me.
Page 94: The same vigilant horticulturists
    who objected to the cherry season in Scotland are still on the job regarding the proper season for peaches in the Carolinas. Hmm. Possibly it does not occur to these helpful souls that the weather patterns might have been slightly different in the 1700s than they are now? (Maybe they weren’t, too, but I take my defenses where I can find them.)
Page 131: A helpful French-speaking reader wrote to inquire why I had called Fergus’s male child “Germaine,” this being the strictly female spelling of said name. Well… because I don’t speak French, and none of my French dictionaries and idiom books included proper names, that’s why. Change “Germaine” to “Germain,” throughout, please.
Page 139: typo; change “breois voluptas” to “brevis voluptas.”
Page 139: typo; change “veneiis” to “veneris.”
Page 225: change “Thou” to “Thee.”
Page 229: insert comma. Change “dribbled down staining the blanket” to “dribbled down, staining the blanket.”
    Pages 333, 336: “Glenmorangie” is one word, not two.
Page 333: “then” should be “hen”; “That’s not it, hen, and you know it.”
Page 420: Moravians.
    This was a matter of some mild confusion to me, since varying sources informed me that the Moravians were a) from Moravia (a likely story), which is in part of modern-day Czechoslovakia (or whatever they’re calling it these days), and therefore spoke something like Slovakian, and that b) the Moravians who settled in North Carolina spoke German. Since I needed German-speakers (I thought it doubtful that Jamie spoke either Czech or Slovakian, but I did know he could speak German), I opted merely to mention the Moravians in a doubtful tone of voice, and feature the Muellers and Pastor Gottfried as German Lutherans—who were certainly there, and who also certainly spoke German.
        However, I am now reliably informed that the Moravian settlement at Salem (which may appear in one of the future books) was composed of German-speaking people, who were merely called Moravians because the religious movement to which they were attached originated in Moravia. So there, now we’ve got that straight. Not that it matters, since there aren’t actually any Moravians in any of the first four books, but we like to be as accurate as possible anyway.
Page 500: insert comma. Change “Fresh, too—see the sap’s not dried” to “Fresh, too—see, the sap’s not dried.”
Page 520: knitting.
    Again, here’s one of those maybe so/maybe no bits. I knew there were such things as straight knitting needles in the eighteenth century, but that’s about all I knew about them. I therefore asked one of my knowledgeable friends, who is a crafts expert, about the history of knitting needles, wanting to know whether such things as circular knitting needles existed at the time.
        She replied with a great deal of useful and valuable information, including a description of something called “knitting sheaths,” made of steel wire, and (I gathered) used to hold excess stitches while working on a large garment. This, of course, is what circular knitting needles do, and I promptly made a mental leap, equating the two—and provided Claire with circular knitting needles in her basket, as well as the quadruple double-pointed needles for turning stocking heels.
        As I later learned from the experts of the CompuServe Crafts Forum, a knitting sheath is not the same thing as a circular needle, and while the double-pointed needles are historically accurate, the circular ones aren’t. On the other hand, they all added, they loved the scene, and we are writing fiction here rather than history, aren’t we?
Page 528: “the the.” Pick one, discard the other.
Page 696: Change “silent for moment.” to “silent for a moment.”
Page 847: Insert period after “fight”; “It was a fair fight. I said.”
Page 1070: Insert comma; “brushing sand from her skirts, and bent.”
    Now, I don’t by any means claim that this listing of errata is complete. I now and then get helpful letters or E-mail pointing out some small inaccuracy (perceived or real), which invariably conclude with the writer kindly assuring me that this is really pretty good, if they’ve found only one error in umpty-zillion pages! I thank them graciously, and refrain from telling them about the errors they didn’t happen to notice.
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A WRITER’S SHORT GUIDE TO SCOTTISH SPEECH PATTERNS
Using Scots and Gaelic in Dialogue
I get a number of letters from writers who want to use a Scottish setting in their books, asking me for advice and information on using “Gaelic” in the dialogue of their characters, as they’ve found my handling of Scottish “brogue” to be effective. I usually write back to tell them that if they really mean to use Gaelic, I’m afraid the effect is not going to be quite what they think.
With the basic disclaimer that I Am Not a Scot:
A good many people are under the misapprehension that Gaelic and Scots are the same thing, and are likewise confused about the difference between a dialect and an accent. In hopes of lending some small clarification to these matters, following is a short (and highly inexpert) observation on Scottish speech patterns:
“Scots” is an honest-to-goodness dialect of the English language. By this, I mean that it is basically English (and can be—more or less—understood by an English speaker), but has its own specific and distinguishable idiom, sentence structure, and vocabulary. In its most exaggerated form, it’s called “broad Scots,” “braid Scots”) which is the highly accented form of the dialect, in which Robbie Burns wrote his poetry “wee cow’rin’, sleekit, timorous beastie,” etc.).
Gaelic, on the other hand, is a completely different language, spoken (in differing forms) by Scottish Highlanders and the Irish (it is the official language of Ireland, and is taught in the schools—but is not in common use by most of the inhabitants). Both forms of Gaelic are referred to as “Erse” in older reference texts, and the modern Scottish movement prefers to spell their form of the language as “Gaidhlig” (so as to reject English influence), just to make things more confusing.
As a brief example: “My bonny wee lassie” is a Scots endearment—“Mo nighean donn is the Gaelic equivalent (literally, it means “my brown-haired girl”). Spoken (or sung) Gaelic sounds like nothing you’ve ever heard before, and definitely wouldn’t be understood by an English speaker.
Now, Gaelic in Scotland is spoken only in the Highlands (and is not all that common there, though the Scottish Nationalist movement has spurred new interest in preserving and encouraging the language. [In terms of the Outlander books, Gaelic would likely have been fairly common in the 1940s, but still restricted to the Highlands]). Scots is spoken throughout Scotland, but occurs in broad form mostly in the Lowlands—if you’ve heard Glaswegians, you’ve heard the broadest—and most idiosyncratic—Scots there is. Highlanders, by contrast, speak fairly pure English, in that there is not a great deal of accent or peculiar vocabulary to their speech, though they do use the Scots idiom and sentence structure.
Now, accent and dialect. As I mentioned above, a dialect has a peculiar idiom, vocabulary, and sentence structure. To illustrate the latter point—
An American hotel clerk will say, “Can I help you?”
An English clerk will say, “May I help you, please?”
A Highland clerk will say, “Can I be helpin’ ye at all, then?” Likewise,
An American will say, “Sorry, I don’t remember that.”
An Englishman will say, “I’m afraid I don’t recall that.”
And a Scot may say (if he’s being old-fashioned about it), “Aye, well, I canna just charge my memory about that, I’m afraid.”
In general, the occasional dropping of the terminal “g” “helpin’,” “doin’”) is a characteristic of Scots dialect, as is the common insertion of “particle” words at the beginning or end of a sentence—things like “then,” “aye,” “well,” or “man,” which aren’t necessary to the meaning of the sentence, but give the speech a characteristic rhythm. Example: “Ye canna be doin’ that, man!”
By contrast, the slight oddities of pronunciation—“canna” for “cannot,” “didna” for “didn’t,” “ye” for “you” (or however an individual writer chooses to render these expressions)—are accent rather than dialect. Consequently, they vary in the strength and frequency of their usage among individuals, and they aren’t invariable in either usage or form. That is, a given person may use both “you” and “ye” in a single sentence, and does not have to say, “I canna do that,” every time. If one is writing Scottish dialect, in some cases, “I cannot” will sound better, and it is perfectly all right to use the unaccented form when it does.
Now, representation of Scots dialect in written form is another question altogether. When writing accented speech, representation is a matter of judgment on the writer’s part. You may use “canna,” “cannae,” “can na” or whatever seems best to you and easiest on the reader’s eye and comprehension.
Two general points of advice:
1) “Eye dialect” spellings (strictly phonetic spellings that often involve a lot of apostrophes) are more difficult to read.
2) Accent is best used sparingly when writing dialogue. Too much of it is both jarring to the ear and hard on the eye. It’s better to depend more on idiom and sentence structure than on accent to get the “flavor” of speech, without annoying the reader.
It’s a common mistake among authors writing Scottish characters to write straight English dialogue, merely substituting “ye” for “you” throughout (the most irritating ones also put “yer” for “your,” which is characteristic of some kinds of Irish speech, but not usually of Scots, though lower-class Lowlanders and some people from the northern parts of England do it sometimes). If you listen to Scots speak, they don’t invariably say “ye”—sometimes the word sounds like “ye” (especially at the beginnings of sentences) and frequently it’s clearly “you,” depending on the rhythm of the sentence and the words surrounding the pronoun. Making it “ye” every time makes the sentences read awkwardly, I think, and the rhythms of English and Scots are distinctly different.
If you are writing about the historical Highlands, and you do want to give your Highlander a salting of Gaelic (it’s useful for picturesque cursing where you want to make it clear that a person is using dreadful invective1 by the shocked expression of his companions—without offending your readers or having to try to think up accurate period curses that will still sound like bad language to your readers), you can use the occasional Gaelic phrase or sentence, provided (as with any other foreign-language insertion) that you make the meaning clear—whether you do this through direct translation or merely by context.
As with any writing that involves the British Isles, the language of the characters will be affected by their social class. Lower-class Scots do not speak the same as upper-class Scots, though both may use similar expressions, depending on the circumstances of the story. Lower-class characters will tend to use more strongly accented speech; upper-class characters will use fairly clear standard English—though often with the unique Scots sentence structures and idioms. Lower-class characters are likely to show more strongly accented dialect.
Obviously, making effective use of dialect and accent depends on developing a good “ear” for these elements. One thing I’ve found useful is to listen to tapes of Scottish bands and singers; beyond the lyrics of the songs themselves, the bands in “live” recordings will often banter with the audience between numbers, giving you a chance to hear real Scots talk naturally.
Novels set in Scotland—preferably written by native Scots—are also helpful. One very good reference, which includes several meticulously rendered Scottish accents from different social classes, is Dorothy L. Sayers’s Five Red Herrings (Sayers wasn’t Scottish, but she had a wonderful ear and a painstaking approach to nuances of accent and social class). I’d also recommend The Big Book of Scottish Stories, which is composed entirely of stories—both historical and contemporary—by Scottish authors, and gives a wide range of depicted accents and idioms. For more modern depictions of Scottish speech, the novels of Irvine Welsh or Iain Banks are excellent; Welsh uses very idiomatic (and phonetically spelled) Edinburgh patois, while Banks’s characters tend to use clear English, with the Scots structures and idioms simply embedded in the dialogue, rather than shown off.
In my own work, I’ve used several Gaelic dictionaries (listed later in this appendix), but have also been lucky enough to have the invaluable services of one Iain MacKinnon Taylor, an expatriate Scot and native Gaelic speaker from the Isle of Harris.
Mr. Taylor wrote to me, following the publication of Dragonfly in Amber, to say that he very much enjoyed my books, particularly seeing Scottish history treated with such accuracy and respect. However, he continued delicately, he did wonder whether perhaps I was getting my Gaelic from a dictionary?
The words, he gave me to understand, were largely correct, but were not used idiomatically (or, likely, grammatically!), as a real Gaelic-speaker would use them. Would I think it presumptuous of him, he asked, if he were to volunteer to assist with the Gaelic translation, in case I intended writing more books?
To this generous offer, my response was, “Mr. Taylor! Where have you been all my life?”
So it’s Iain Taylor who (now) vets the Gaelic inclusions in my own books for correctness of grammar and idiom. Consequently, there is a lot more Gaelic in the books than there would be if I were doing this on my own. The usual procedure is for me to write out what I want to say in English, then fax it to Mr. Taylor, who returns me the correct Gaelic version—frequently with additional comments as to appropriate usage.
Mr. Taylor’s twin brother, Hamish, also obliges now and then with assistance in particularly difficult bits of translation. Hamish Taylor still lives on Harris, where he is a lay-preacher, preaching in Gaelic every Sunday. As his brother Iain says, “When it comes to cursing, you really need a preacher to get it right!”
MANY PEOPLE WRITE TO ME (evidently under the wildly mistaken impression that I am a Gaelic-speaker) for advice or resources in learning Gaelic themselves. A few have asked me to teach them Gaelic. Unfortunately, I’m not equipped to oblige in this way, but I did think it might be helpful to provide a list of Gaelic books and resources, for those with an interest in this part of Scottish culture.
I’m indebted to several people from the CompuServe Writers Forum for help in compiling the following list of Gaelic resources (all comments regarding the publications, Web sites, etc., are those of the people recommending them, and are marked with the person’s name or initials). —D.G.
BOOKS, TAPES, AND OTHER GAELIC (GAIDHLIG) PUBLICATIONS
One that will be recommended to you often in Scotland if you ask is Speaking Our Language, based on a TV series on Grampian Television. It consists of tapes and books, which can be used separately and are produced by a company called Cànan, P.O. Box 345, Isle of Skye IV44 8XA, Scotland. —Barbara Schnell
I myself am using the Teach Yourself series, “Gaelic” by Boyd Robertson and Iain Taylor, published by NTC Publishing Group. Comes with two tapes of native Scottish Gaelic-speakers and has grammar, structure, etc. Mine was purchased at a Highland Games, fairly reasonable—about $45.00. I highly recommend it. —Tamara Bernard
First things first: Gaelic is Irish. “Gaidhlig” is Scottish Gaelic—there’s a big push in the speaking communities to reclaim the original name of the language and to move away from English influences on the syntax. Here is a brief list of resources:2
Am Braighe P.O. Box 170 Mabou, Nova Scotia BOE 1X0 Canada
A quarterly bilingual paper out of Cape Breton that focuses on events in the Gaidhlig speaking communities of North America. It’s $15.95 (American) for a yearly subscription. In the back it always has a list of publications for Scotophiles, including Gaidhlig learning resources, history books, etc. It’s a good read generally.—Michelle LaFrance
(The following titles are from D.G.’s bookshelf; this list includes books on Scots dialect, as well as those dealing with the Gaelic language, as many people seem interested in the overall linguistic environment of Scotland.)
The Concise Scots Dictionary compiled by Alexander Warrack, published by Crescent Books, New York.
The Gaelic Dictionary (This is actually a two-way dictionary; Gaelic to English, English to Gaelic.) by Malcolm Maclennan, published jointly by Acair (a Gaelic-language press) and Aberdeen University Press.
The New English-Gaelic Dictionary (This really is only from English to Gaelic, which makes it of limited use. It doesn’t always agree with the Maclennan dictionary on spelling, either.) by Derick S. Thomson, published by Gairm Publications, Glasgow.
The Original Patter: A Guide to Current Glasgow Usage by Michael Munro, published by Glasgow District Libraries.
Scottish Proverbs compiled by Nicola Wood, published by W&R Chambers Ltd., Edinburgh.
Scottish Love Poems: A Personal Anthology, compiled by Antonia Fraser, published by Peter Bedrick Books, New York.
The Complete Illustrated Poems, Songs, and Ballards of Robert Burns, published by Chart-well Books, Inc., Edison, N.J.
Teach Yourself Gaelic, by Roderick Mackinnon, published by Teach Yourself Books, Hodder & Stoughton, London. I am told this book is now out of print, but there is a new edition by different authors.
The Pocket Guide to Scottish Words: Place Names, Personal Names, Food and Drink (Scots and Gaelic) by Iseabail MacLeod, published by Richard Drew Publishing Limited, Glasgow.
British/American Language Dictionary (Doesn’t involve Scots directly, but an interesting book that deals with differences between the British and American dialects of English.) by Norman Moss, published by Passport Books, National Textbook Company, Lincolnwood, Ill.
The Giant Book of Scottish Short Stories, edited by Carl MacDougall, published by Peter Bedrick Books, New York. (Includes many stories written in broad Scots dialect, as well as those containing only occasional Scots or Gaidhlig elements.)
A Tongue in Yer Heid: A Selection of the Best Contemporary Short Stories in Scots, edited by James Robertson, published by B&W Publishing, Edinburgh.
BOOKSTORES AND MAIL-ORDER RESOURCES
For the person who wants to study on their own—I’ve (MLF) had luck finding rare stuff at these two bookstores:
Sandy Publications/An Crann Corp. P.O. Box 179 Mabou, NS Canada BOE 1X0
For $6, plus shipping, they’ll send you a lovely and extensive catalog of Gairm publications and other stuff that’s near impossible to get in the States. Verb wheels, pronoun flash cards, you name it.
Thistle and Shamrock Books P.O. Box 42 Alexandria, VA 22313
This is my personal favorite place to get my oddball Gaidhlig supplies, because Rory Mor, the proprietor, really does aim to please. He has fantastic contacts in Scotland and can get anything you want rare or used, if you give him some time to come up with it.
And then there’s:
GAIRM
29 Sràid Bhatairliù Glaschu, G2 6BZ Alba
(or “Glasgow, Scotland,” just in case the Scottish postal system isn’t up on its Gaidhlig. —D.G.)
Gairm is the premiere Gaidhlig resource publisher. —Michelle LaFrance
Scottish Images
This is a mail order company specializing in Scottish and Celtic artifacts, music, books, and videos. Email for free catalog, at scotimages@aol.com, or call at 1-800-700-0334.
ASSOCIATIONS AND SOCIAL ORGANIZATIONS
An Comunn Gaidhealach Ameriga (The American Gaelic Learners Association) P.O. Box 5288 Takoma Park, MD 20913
This is the largest—and I believe the oldest—Gaidhlig association in the States. They offer immersions, classes, private tutoring, and other cultural events. (MLF)
Bay Area Scottish Gaelic Learner’s Association
3611 Walnut Street
Lafayette, CA 94549
E-mail: scotgaelic@earthlink.net
They are a great group of teachers and performers. Immersions, classes, etc. (MLF)
Slighe Nan Gaidheal
(The Way of the Gael, Seattle Scottish Gaidhlig Society) P.O. Box 20667 Seattle, WA 98112
They offer weekly language classes, weekend immersions, Gaidhlig Choir, First Footing, traditional Waulking Parties, a Gaidhlig Poetry Guild, and other performances. (Michelle LaFrance, Slighe Nan Gaidheal)
COLLEGES, SCHOOLS, AND OTHER EDUCATIONAL PROGRAMS
Canan P.O. Box 345 Isle of Skye IV44 8XA Scotland
Immersions, tours, books, classes. Affiliated somehow with Sabhal Mor.
Gaelic Summer School at the Gaelic College P.O. Box 9
Baddeck, Nova Scotia BOE 1BO Canada
They do week-long intensives in the summer (for all levels of students) that are quite reasonable. For tuition, room, and board for a week it’s $425.00 Canadian. (MLF)
Sabhal Mor Ostaig
Teangue, Sleat Isle of Skye Scotland, IV44 8RQ E-mail: oifis@smo.uhi.ac.uk www.smo.uhi.ac.uk
Sabhal Mor is the Gaelic College on Sleat. They offer business, computer, and management classes all in Gaidhlig, as well as immersions, classes, and other events for the learner. I’d give my eyeteeth to study there for a quarter. Abair Sin! (Michelle LaFrance, Slighe Nan Gaidheal)
SCOTTISH/CELTIC/GAELIC WEB SITES, LISTSERVES, AND E-MAIL ADDRESSES OF INTEREST3
www.ceantar.org has links to various Gaelic organizations (Irish, Scottish, Manx) and the North American Assn. of Celtic Language Teachers.
UNC at Chapel Hill: sunsite.unc.edu:80/gaelic.
Six Celtic languages represented. Discussion of language and culture. (Sandra Parshall)
Bay Area Scottish Gaelic Learner’s Association: E-mail: scotgaelic@earthlink.net.
Additionally, there are two Internet lists that are pretty good for the learner. You’ll see other lists that are more high-profile, but that aren’t as accommodating for beginners.
GAIDHLIG-B
To register, send an e-mail
to: LISTSERV@LISTSERV.HEA.IE with “SUBSCRIBE GAIDHLIG-B [full-name]” as the subject header (do not include quotes in header).
GAIDHLIG 4U
Send an e-mail to: Majordomo@lists.sonic.net with “subscribe gaidhlig 4U [e-mail address]” as the subject (do not include quotes). (Michelle LaFrance)

1
’I’m told that Gaidhlig cursing depends much more on colorful expression and imaginative relationships than on “bad language”—i.e., swear words—as such.
2
NB: for the sake of clarity, I’ve divided Michelle’s very extensive list among the various classifications of the appendix. Her contributions are initialed.
3
Please note that Web sites do change, add links, or disappear now and then; I can’t guarantee that these sites will be in existence, or in the form described, by the time this book is published.
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POEMS AND
QUOTATIONS
One of the aspects of eighteenth-century literature and letters that I particularly enjoy is the frequent and easy use of quotes and classical allusion. In the eighteenth century, an educated man (or woman; there were not a few) would have been familiar with the best-known of the classical writers, and it was common to employ both specific references and less direct allusion, both as a means of establishing one’s social credentials, and—I suspect—for fun.
One of the small advantages of writing historical fiction from a well-documented period is the ability to use elements of the style of that period in the narration of the book. When it’s well done, this gives the story a pervasive atmosphere that adds to the overall impression of authenticity. (When it’s not well done, the less said, the better. This is one of those stylistic tricks that can backfire, if the writer doesn’t have a firm grip on it.)
This particular technique is most obvious in books set during the Civil War. I’ve seldom seen a popular book of this kind that didn’t employ some form of the courtly, formal, Bible-cadenced language seen in nineteenth-century documents (My husband calls it the “PBS Voice-over Effect”). In fact, the audience for Civil War material is so used to this style that it would be difficult to produce a popular mainstream book set in this period that did not use such language, and have it be well accepted.
Since the Outlander books are told primarily from the point of view of Claire Beauchamp Randall, the prevailing idiom is not eighteenth-century Scots, but World War II—vintage British English—articulate, educated, but slangy and humorous, spiced with casual profanity. However, those sections of the later books that are told, for example, from the point of view of Jamie Fraser or Lord John Grey, tend to use the circumlocutions and elegant structures of the eighteenth century.
For both the university-educated person of the 1930s and the 1940s,1 and the mid-eighteenth century, though, wide reading and an easy habit of quotation were natural attributes. It’s therefore a natural notion for Jamie to have inscribed in Claire’s ring a brief phrase from Catullus—while it’s likewise natural for Claire to quote Housman and Coleridge.
Being neither British nor a classics scholar myself, I asked and browsed, in order to come up with appropriate poetry, expressions, etc. Some poems and quotations were sent to me by friends online who knew what I was doing and came across something they thought might suit now and then; some I found in the course of the research for the novels—and some came ready to hand, given that while not a literary scholar, I do read a lot.
I also used frequent Biblical quotation and allusion, because of the common usage of such allusion in the eighteenth-century style, because it was suited to the metaphysical and spiritual concerns of the books—and because it’s beautiful.2
Now, I’m not sure whether I should feel slighted or not, but I don’t get a lot of mail from prisons. You’d think long books would be appealing in that venue, but maybe not.
So far, I believe I’ve only received three letters from incarcerated persons (not that I’m complaining, mind you). One of these, though, was from a gentleman who requested the entire text of the Catullus poem that Jamie refers to in Outlander. He said that the concept struck him as most romantic, and he would like to letter the poem in calligraphy as a present for his wife—adding that she had been through a lot, and he would like to make it up to her.
I couldn’t refuse a request like that, so I sent the poem. I’ve since had many requests for the text of the poem—and some others quoted in the Outlander novels—and so have decided to list the sources for poetry and quotations used in the novels,3 for the benefit of the curious.
In some cases, where copyright (and the author’s energy) permits, I’ve included the whole text of short poems. Where a poem was unavailable or too long to type out in its entirety, only the portion quoted is given.
LATIN POETRY
A working knowledge of Latin and Greek and an appreciation for the major works of the ancient philosophers were hallmarks of a “man of worth”—a gentleman—in the eighteenth century. Jamie, grandson of a noble (even if illegitimate), and nephew of a clan chieftain, has certainly been well educated, and thus well versed in ancient languages and writings. Small wonder that he turns to these both as expressions of his love for Claire, and as tutoring for his beloved nephew Ian.
The Catullus poem referred to in Outlander is titled “Lesbia,” and was translated in the seventeenth century by Richard Crashaw;4 both the original Latin and the English translation (with original spelling) are shown here.
Both versions were sent to me originally by Janet McConnaughey, an online friend from the CompuServe Literary Forum, whose knowledge of poetry and lyrics is simply staggering. Having read the scene in which Jamie gives Claire the silver ring, Janet suggested that perhaps da mi basia mille would be appropriate as an inscription.
I liked the notion, but wanted to use somewhat more of the poem than would fit inside the average ring. I therefore used small quotations from the poem in the course of the dialogue in Outlander, referring to the inscription only later, in Dragonfly in Amber.
LESBIA
Vivamus, mea Lesbia, atque amemus,
rumoresque senum severiorum
omnes unius aestimemus assis.
soles occidere et redire possunt:
nobis cum semel occidit brevis lux,
nox est perpetua una dormienda.
da mi basia mille, deinde centum,
dein mille altera, dein secunda centum,
deinde usque altera mille, deinde centum,
dein, cum mia multa fecerimus,
conturbabimus illa, ne sciamus,
aut nequis malus invidere possit,
cum tantum sciat esse basiorum.
—Catullus (84?—54 B.C.)
Come and let us live my Deare, Let us love and never feare, What the sowrest Fathers say: Brightest
Sol
that dyes to day Lives againe as blith to morrow, But if we darke sons of sorrow Set; o then, how long a Night Shuts the eye of our short light! Then let amorous kisses dwell On our lips, begin and tell A Thousand, and a Hundred, score An Hundred, and a Thousand more, Till another Thousand smother That, and that wipe of another. Thus at last when we have numbred Many a Thousand, many a Hundred; Wee’l confound the reckoning quite, And lose our selves in wild delight: While our joyes so multiply, As shall mocke the envious eye.
—translation by Richard Crashaw (1612?—1649)
When Jamie is faced with the grave responsibility of training his nephew Ian to be a “man of worth” himself, he turns from the sensual delights of Catullus to the sterner “Venue” of Plautus:
VERTUE
Virtus praemium est optimum; virtus omnibus rebus anteit profecto: libertas salus vita res et parentes, patria et prognati tutantur, servantur: virtus omnia in sese habet, omnia adsunt bona quem penest virtus.
—from Amphitryon, Plautus (254?-184 B.C.)
Verily Vertue dothe all thinges excelle. For if librtie, helthe, lyvyng and substance, Our country, our parentes and children do well It hapneth by vertue; she doth all aduance. Vertue hath all thinges under gouernaunce, And in whom of vertue is founden great plentie,
Any thinge that is good may neuer be deintie.
—translation by Sir Thomas Elyot (1531)
And later still, as stimulus and mental refreshment amid bodily labors, Jamie recites from the “Meditations” of Marcus Aurelius Antonius: (A.D. 121–180)
“’Body, soul, and mind,’” Jamie said, translating as he bent to seize the end of another trimmed log. “‘The body for sensation, the soul for the springs of action, the mind for principles. Yet the capacity for sensation belongs also to the stalled ox; there is no wild beast or degenerate but obeys the twitchings of impulse; and even men who deny the gods, or betray their country, or’—careful, man!”
Ian, thus warned, stepped neatly backward over the ax handle, and turned to the left, steering his end of the burden carefully round the corner of the half-built log wall.
“’—or perpetrate all manner of villainy behind locked doors, have minds to guide them to the clear path of duty,’ “Jamie resumed Marcus Aurelius’s Meditations. “‘Seeing then’—step up. Aye, good, that’s got it—’seeing then that all else is in common heritage of such types, the good man’s only singularity lies in his approving welcome to every experience the looms of fate may weave for him, his refusal to soil the divinity seated in his breast or perturb it with disorderly impressions…’ All right, now, one, and two, and… ergh!”
—Drums of Autumn, Chapter 20, page 371
By contrast, Claire’s Latin is less formal: “All I remember is Anna virumque cano.” I glanced at Ian and translated, grinning. “My arm got bit off by a dog.”5
GREEK QUOTES
While an educated eighteenth-century gentleman might have been as familiar with the Greek poets and philosophers as with the Romans, I’m not. There’s also the minor consideration that original Greek quotations are written in… ah… Greek. This is a major pain in the neck for typesetters and copy editors.
Therefore, most of the classical allusions in the novels are Latin. For the sake of accurate representation, though, I did include one brief exchange in Greek, between Jamie and Lord John Grey, during the Incident of the Snake in the Privy (Drums, chapter 25, “Enter a Serpent”).
The references used here [pp. 481–482] are not literal, but only allusive; Epicharmus did say philosophical things about the oracle at Delphi, but the quote attributed to him is only a rough approximation.
CELTIC INVOCATIONS
While Greek and Latin were the languages of an educated eighteenth-century man, Gaidhlig (Gaelic) was the language of the Scottish Highlander. A rich and beautiful language, this Celtic tongue gives voice to prayer and poetry.
During the late part of the nineteenth century, an exciseman and scholar named Alexander Carmichael performed a great service to future generations by collecting a massive amount of traditional Gaelic oral lore: poems, prayers, songs, incantations, charms, and hymns, which were published early in the twentieth century as the Carmina Gadelica. This collection has been reprinted in various volumes and forms over the years; the particular volume I used as a source for the Outlander books is a small portion of the work, published separately as Celtic Invocations (the complete bibliographic citation will be found in the Annotated bibliography).

I used small bits of several of the invocations and prayers from this huge collection, as seemed appropriate to the occasion. While only parts of the prayers are actually quoted in the novels, I’ve included the entire text of each prayer as follows.6
THE BATTLE TO COME VOLUME 1, PAGE 113
Jesus, Thou Son of Mary, I call on Thy name, And on the name of John the apostle beloved, And on the names of all the saints in the red domain,
To shield me in the battle to come, To shield me in the battle to come.
When the mouth shall be closed, When the eye shall be shut, When the breath shall cease to rattle, When the heart shall cease to throb, When the heart shall cease to throb.
When the Judge shall take the throne, And when the cause is fully pleaded, O Jesu, Son of Mary, shield Thou my soul, O Michael fair, acknowledge my departure.
O Jesu, Son of Mary, shield Thou my soul!
O Michael fair, receive my departure!
Claire begins this prayer, as her blessing to Jamie when they prepare to part on the morning of the Battle of Culloden, but is interrupted by the arrival of English soldiers. [Outlander]
SOUL PEACE VOLUME 1, P. 121
Since Thou Christ it was who didst buy the soul—
At the time of yielding the life,
At the time of pouring the sweat,
At the time of offering the clay,
At the time of shedding the blood,
At the time of balancing the beam,
At the time of severing the breath,
At the time of delivering the judement,
Be its peace upon Thine own ingathering.
Jesus Christ Son of gentle Mary,
Be its peace upon Thine own ingathering
O Jesus! Upon Thine own ingathering.
And may Michael white kindly,
High king of the holy angels,
Take possession of the beloved soul,
And shield it home to the Three of surpassing love,
Oh! To the Three of surpassing love.
(This is the prayer that Jamie recommends to Young Ian, for use when one has been compelled to kill in battle or in self-defense. Or, if time is too short to allow for this, he recommends the shorter version, “Soul Leading.” [Dragonfly]
THE SOUL LEADING VOLUME 1, PAGE 117
By this soul on Thine arm, O Christ, Thou King of the City of Heaven. Amen.
Since Thou, O Christ, it was who brought’st this soul,
Be its peace on Thine own keeping. Amen.
And may the strong Michael, high king of the angels, Be preparing the path before this soul, O God. Amen.
Oh! the strong Michael in peace with thee, soul,
And preparing for thee the way to the kingdom of the Son of God. Amen.
HOUSE PROTECTING VOLUME 1, PAGE 103
God, bless the world and all that is therein.
God, bless my spouse and my children,
God, bless the eye that is in my head,
And bless, O God, the handling of my hand; What time I rise in the morning early, What time I lie down late in bed,
Bless the rising in the morning early,
And my lying down late in bed.
God, protect the house, and the household, God, consecrate the children of the motherhood, God, encompass the flocks and the young; Be Thou after them and tending them, What time the flocks ascend hill and wold, What time I lie down to sleep,
What time the flocks ascend hill and wold, What time I lie down in peace to sleep.
(This is the blessing prayer that Jamie speaks at the laying of the hearthstone on Fraser’s Ridge, in Drums of Autumn.)
[Drums, pp. 368-69]
THE DRIVING (AN SAODACHADH) VOLUME IV, PAGE 43
The protection of Odhran the dun be yours, The protection of Brigit the Nurse be yours, The protection of Mary the Virgin be yours
In marshes and in rocky ground,
In marshes and in rocky ground.
The keeping of Ciaran the swart be yours, The keeping of Brianan the yellow be yours, The keeping of Diarmuid the brown be yours,
A-sauntering the meadows,
A-sauntering the meadows.
The safeguard of Fionn son of Cumhall be yours, The safeguard of Cormac the shapely be yours, The safeguard of Conn and Cumhall be yours
From wolf and from bird-flock,
From wolf and from bird-flock.
The sanctuary of Colum Cille be yours, The sanctuary of Maol Ruibhe be yours,
The sanctuary of the milking Maid be yours, To seek you and search for you, To seek you and search for you.
The encircling of Maol Odhrian be yours, The encircling of Maol Oighe be yours, The encircling of Maol Domhnaich be yours,
To protect you and to herd you,
To protect you and to herd you.
The shield of the King of the Fiann be yours The shield of the King of the sun be yours The shield of the King of the stars be yours
In jeopardy and distress,
In jeopardy and distress.
The sheltering of the King of Kings be yours,
The sheltering of Jesus Christ be yours,
The sheltering of the Spirit of healing be yours,
From evil deed and quarrel,
From evil dog and red dog.
(Duncan Innes uses portions of this incantation for the protection of the stock, while helping to bless the hearthstone at Fraser’s Ridge.)
[Voyager, p. 954]
THE DEATH BLESSING VOLUME 1, PAGE 119
“God, omit not this woman from Thy covenant, and the many evils that she in the body committed.”
—traditional Celtic invocation, from Carmina Gadelica
BIBLICAL QUOTES7
[Voyager, p. 196]
“O, Lucifer, thou son of the morning…” Lord John is paraphrasing slightly; the correct (and complete) quote is: “How art thou fallen from heaven, O Lucifer, son of the morning!”
—Isaiah 14:12
[Voyager, p. 815]
“My beloved’s arm is under me, and his hand behind my head. Comfort me with apples, and stay me with flagons, for I am sick of love.” (Note that Claire has—as she now and then does—slightly misquoted this; the actual quote is “Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples: for I am sick of love.”)
—Song of Solomon 2:5
[Drums, p. 161]
“Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.” Matthew 6:34
Frank’s favorite Biblical saying (for good reason), repeated now and then by both Claire and Brianna.
[Drums, p. 224]
“Thy neck is as a tower of ivory; thine eyes like the fishpools in Heshbon, by the gate of Bathrabbim: thy nose is as the tower of Lebanon which looketh toward Damascus.”
Claire and Philip Wylie are trading lines from the Song of Solomon 7:4.
[Drums, p. 242]
“Whither thou goest…”
“And Ruth said, Entreat me not to leave thee, or to return from following after thee: for whither thou goest, I will go: and where thou lodgest, I will lodge: thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God:
“Where thou diest, will I die, and there will I be buried: the Lord do so to me, and more also, if aught but death part thee and me.”
—Book of Ruth 1:16
While often used as a reading in wedding ceremonies—and as Claire uses it here, to proclaim attachment to a mate—this very moving declaration of devotion is in fact the words of a woman for her mother-in-law; the words of Ruth for Naomi.
[Drums, p. 245]
“Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy.”
—The Beatitudes, the Sermon on the Mount, Matthew, 5:7
Dragonfly, p. 944]
“Blessed are those who have not seen, and yet have believed.”
—The Gospel According to John 20:29
[Dragonfly, p. 503]
“Remember, man, that thou are dust, and unto dust thou shalt return.”
This is part of the Catholic liturgy, recited during the imposition of ashes on Ash Wednesday, at the beginning of Lent. The original basis is a line from Genesis: “In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till thou return unto the ground; for out of it wast thou taken: for dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return.”
—Genesis 3:19

MISCELLANEOUS ENGLISH, SCOTTISH, AND AMERICAN POETRY
[Outlander, p. 105]
THE SELKIRK GRACE
Some hae meat that canna eat, And some could eat that want it. But we hae meat and we can eat, And so may God be thankit.
—Robert Burns (1759-1796) [See note in Appendix I, “Errata”]
[Outlander, p. 121]
Hurley, hurley, round the table, Eat as muckle as you’re able. Eat muckle, pooch nane, Hurley, hurley, Amen.
I don’t for the life of me remember where I got this, and my usual authority, Jack Whyte, can’t place it either, though he says “hurley” sounds like the Aberdeen area. We’ll call it folk verse and leave it at that, unless anybody knows better.
[Dragonfly, p. 547]
REQUIEM
Under the wide and starry sky, Dig the grave and let me lie. Glad did I live and gladly die, And I laid me down with a will.
This be the verse you grave for me: Here he lies where he longed to be; Home is the sailor, home from the sea, And the hunter home from the hill.
—Robert Louis Stevenson (1850-1894)
[Voyager, p. 446]
Oh, what a tangled web we weave,
When first we practice to deceive!
—from “Marmion,” Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832)
[Voyager, p. 486]
Home is the place where, when you have to go there,
They have to take you in.
—from “The Death of the Hired Man,” Robert Frost (1874-1963)
[Voyager, p. 763] Water, water, everywhere… Water, water, everywhere, and all the boards did shrink. Water, water, everywhere Nor any drop to drink.
—from “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,” Samuel Coleridge (1772-1834)
[Drums, p. 752]
I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, And a small cabin build there, of clay and
wattles made: Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for
the honeybee, And live alone in the bee-loud glade.
—from “The Lake Isle of Innisfree,” William Butler Yeats (1865-1939)
[Voyager, p. 634]
“She moves! She stirs! She seems to feel/The thrill of life along her keel!”
Claire is here slightly misquoting the original, which reads:
And see! She stirs!
She starts—she moves—she seems to feel The thrill of life along her keel.
—from “The Building of the Ship,” Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)
[Voyager, p. 661]
“The weeping Pleiads wester/And the moon is under seas.”
Claire, always fond of Housman, is here conflating a couple of lines from different stanzas. The original first line (from “More Poems”) is from a verse that reads “The rainy Pleiads wester/Orion plunges prone,/ And midnight strikes and hastens/And I lie down alone.”
Later, she quotes from another poem:
Halt by the headstone naming The heart no longer stirred, And say the lad that loved you Was one that kept his word.
and on p. 904:
Oh, who is that young sinner with the handcuffs on his wrists?
And what has he been after that they groan and shake their fists?
And wherefore is he wearing such a conscience-stricken air?
Oh they’re taking him to prison for the colour of his hair.
’Tis a shame to human nature, such a head of
hair as his; In the good old time ’twas hanging for the
colour that it is; Though hanging isn’t bad enough and flaying
would be fair For the nameless and abominable colour of his
hair!
—from “Additional Poems,” Alfred Edward Housman (1859-1936)
[Drums, p. 430]
“Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair!”
—from “Ode on a Grecian Urn,” John Keats (1795—1821)
[Drums, p. 431] “Make me thy lyre…”
—from “Ode to the West Wind,” Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)
[Drums, p. 430]
While Claire does not directly quote this poem in the text, she does mention reciting Keats’s “Sonnet Written in Disgust of Vulgar Superstition”:
The church bells toll a melancholy round, Calling the people to some other prayers, Some other gloominess, more dreadful cares,

More hearkening to the sermons horrid sound. Surely the mind of man is closely bound In some black spell; seeing that each one tears
Himself from fireside joys, and Lydian airs, And converse high of those with glory crown’d. Still, still they toll, and I should feel a damp,—
A chill as from a tomb, did I not know That they are dying like an outburnt lamp, That ’tis their sighing, wailing ere they go Into oblivion;—that fresh flowers will grow, And many glories of immortal stamp.
[Drums, p. 431]
“Fiend, I defy thee! with a calm, fixed mind.”
—from Shelley, Prometheus Unbound, Act I
[Drums, p. 147]
Amo, amas, I love a lass, As cedar tall and slender…
—Anonymous
This particular poem is what’s known as a “macaronic”; a type of light verse popular in the eighteenth century8 and later, in which Latin words or phrases are mixed with English to produce a comic effect, either by reason of Latin false cognates (Latin words that sound like English words, but mean something quite different) or by reference to Latin grammar, as in this example. Popular among the upper classes, as it showed off a person’s wit, as well as his (or her) education.
Several members of the Literary Forum discovered or recalled bits of macaronics, which they helpfully quoted to me; this one was both complete, and most apropos, so I chose it for Jamie.
[Drums, p. 279]
How many strawberries grow in the salt sea; how many ships sail in the forest?
—from “The Fause Bride,” a medieval Scottish ballad. My friend Jack Whyte (my authority on Scottish ballads)9 tells me that this particular line rates as perhaps the oldest riddle in Scottish literature, and is from the Northeast of Scotland—“Fraser territory,” he says.10
[Drums, p. 776]
From Ushant to Scilly is thirty-five leagues.
—from a traditional sea-chanty
[Drums, p. 778]
Farewell to you all, ye fair Spanish ladies.
—traditional sea-chanty
MISCELLANEOUS QUOTATIONS
[Voyager, p. 511]
He created a desert and called it peace.
Though later repeated by one of the Duke of Cumberland’s contemporaries, in reference to his “pacification” of the Highlands after Culloden, this quotation is originally
from the Roman historian Tacitus, and reads (in translation), “Where they make a desert, they call it peace.”
—“Agricola,” Cornelius Tacitus (A.D. c. 56-c. 120)
[Voyager, p. 519]
Hawk for a handsaw…
“I am but mad north-northwest: when the wind is southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw.”
—from
Hamlet, William Shakespeare (1564-1616)
[Voyager]
After a war, first come the corbies, and then the lawyers, to pick the bones.
—Anonymous (which merely means I don’t know who said it)
[Voyager, p. 586]
Law is a bottomless pit.
—Dr. John Arbuthnot (1667-1735) This is not a quote per se, but rather the title of a book, Law Is a Bottomless Pit, published by Dr. Arbuthnot in 1712—and likely well known to Ned Gowan.
[Drums, p. 726]
Nobody expects the Spanish Inquisition!
—Monty Python
For trivia buffs: Brianna may be stretching a point slightly; I believe Monty Python’s television show began in 1967 or 1968, but
I didn’t bother trying to find out precisely when the show that contains the Spanish Inquisition skit aired. We’ll just assume she saw it, all right?

[Voyager, p. 620]
Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest… “Fifteen men on the Dead Man’s Chest—Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum! Drink and the devil had done for the rest—Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!
—from Treasure Island, Robert Louis Stevenson (1850-1894)
[Drums, p. 429]
How long will a man lie i’ the earth ere he rot?
—Hamlet, William Shakespeare
MISCELLANEOUS QUOTES AND NOTES
“Romances”
Following the publication of
Voyager, I had letters from some readers amused by the parallels of Claire’s and Jamie’s reading matter—that Claire should be reading a modern romance novel (The Impetuous Piéate)11 on pages 255—256, while Jamie was reading what they assumed to be the eighteenth-century equivalent. In fact, what Jamie is reading is Fanny Hill: Memoir of a Woman of Pleasure, a fairly notable piece of eighteenth-century pornography by John Cleland, published in 1747.12 (Jamie does in fact read “romances,” too—he recounts stories from The Adventures of Roderick Random and The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling to his men at Ardsmuir, and later discusses Samuel Richardson’s Pamela (which is somewhat closer to a modern-day romance, in terms of its subject matter)* with Lord John Grey—but he is likely reading Fanny Hill for purposes other than mental diversion).
In another place (Voyager, pp. 80-81), Jamie is shown reading what appears from the excerpts to be Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe, a popular—and in the circumstances, rather prophetic—tale of shipwreck and adventure.
“This violent rain forced me to a new work, viz., to cut a hole through my new fortification, like a sink, to let the water go out, which would else have drowned my cave. After I had been in my cave some time, and found still no more shocks of the earthquake follow, I began to be more composed; and now, to support my spirits, which indeed wanted it very much, I went to my little store and took a small sup of rum, which however, I did then and always very sparingly, knowing I could have no more when that was gone.
“It continued raining all that night, and great part of the next day, so that I could not stir abroad; but my mind being more composed, I began to think.…”
—from Robinson Crusoe, Daniel Defoe (1660-1731)

1
While not university-educated in the usual sense, Claire has an equivalent cultural background, owing to her unorthodox upbringing and her marriage to an academic.
2
Personally, I’m a hardcore King James version reader; I think the New American Bible is heresy, just on aesthetic grounds, and you don’t even want to know what I think about gender-neutral scriptures. Don’t talk to me about inclusion; I’d rather be referred to as “mankind” than be included in something so clumsily written. St. Jerome and the Vulgate are fine, and the Douay-Rheims version is okay, too—but the King James stands as possibly the only excellent piece of work ever produced by a committee.
3
So far as I can. I don’t claim this appendix is absolutely complete; I don’t keep track of quotations as I write, so was obliged to cruise back through the novels, picking them out. Consequently, I may well have missed one here or there.
4Doubtless by a few other people before and since; however, I like Crashaw, and his translation is also out of copyright, which allows me to reprint the entire text.
5My husband, who took Latin in school, originally contributed this gem (as well as the information that the quote is from Virgil, The Aeneid). He prefers the variation “My arm was run over by a dog on a motorcycle” (virumque, vroom-kay, motorcycle… geddit?)—but since the allusion would be lost on Ian, Claire likely would use the less sophisticated (ahem) form.
Oh—for the benefit of those who didn’t take Latin in school, the quote actually is translated: “Of arms and a man I sing.”
6Both Celtic and English versions are per Carmichael.
7All Biblical quotes are taken from the King James version.
8A “macaroni” was a fop; a person of marked affectation and extreme fashion (often imported from Italy; hence the name).
9Jack’s very helpful reminiscences of his days as a Scottish folk-singer formed the backbone—complete with kilt jokes—of this aspect of Roger MacKenzies character.
10“Strawberries,” right?
11A number of readers apparently believed the excerpts to have been taken from an actual book titled The Impetuous Pirate, and inquired as to the author and publisher of this book, as they wished to read the whole story. Ahem. I’m flattered. I think.
12And still in print, which I suppose goes to show something about the durability of Great Literature.
*If not its length; Sir Samuel is one of my personal patron saints, his works tending to run about 1500 pages in the unabridged original editions.
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A BRIEF PRIMER ON GENEALOGICAL, RESEARCH
You have four grandparents, eight great-grandparents, sixteen great-great-grandparents, and thirty-two great-great-great-grandparents. With an average of twenty-five years between each generation, this means that during the past five hundred years, there were 1,048,576 people—all contributing to the production of you!
I get a great many letters from people newly interested in their Scottish heritage as a result of reading the Outlander novels, and asking either for any information I may have on clan MacLellan, MacLeod, McIver, McEtc, or for advice on beginning an exploration into their own family tree.
I’m really not the person to ask, as I don’t have a great deal of information personally on the clans as such. I poke around in the historical records, pick up interesting personalities, and follow entertaining lines of inquiry—but this tends to be at best a random process. Such organization as there is in my inquiries is along historical lines, not clan or family lines; that is, I’m familiar with the major Jacobite figures active during the period of the ’45, but those activities are what I’m familiar with—the fact that I know who Lochiel (Donald Cameron of Lochiel) was does not indicate that I know anything else about clan Cameron.
Neither am I a genealogist. Given my circumstances, I am happily able simply to make up family trees, rather than being obliged to do tedious research.
However, for the benefit of those who find such interests aroused by the Outlander novels, below is a brief description of some resources that may be of help in beginning an exploration into your own Scottish (or otherwise) heritage. I gratefully acknowledge the assistance of many people in the CompuServe Genealogy Forum in compiling this material.
ONLINE RESOURCES
If you have a modem and communications software, the electronic environment is a good place to start. You will find helpful people who can suggest resources and strategies tailored to your particular interests.
CompuServe has two online forums dedicated to genealogical research.* The libraries of these forums contain a vast array of publications, bibliographies, and software (most of it shareware or freeware) for conducting genealogical research, and the message boards provide a unique source of advice, information, and encouragement.
The North American Genealogy Forum (GO NAROOTS) is dedicated to the topic of genealogy research in the United States and Canada. It also has a new feature: Online Queries, which remain in the database for one year.
The World Wide Genealogy Forum (GO WWROOTs) is dedicated to genealogy research in England, Scotland, Ireland, mainland Europe, Australia, New Zealand, and the rest of the world, excluding North America. Both forums feature large message bases, expanded libraries, and many new online chat rooms.
In addition to these two specialized fora, the main genealogy forum has recently been revamped, and renamed as the Genealogy Techniques Forum (GO GENEALOGY). Typing FIND GENEALOGY at a CompuServe menu prompt will also provide you with a list of any other relevant or recently created fora.
America Online (AOL) also has interest groups, chat rooms, and message boards, devoted to genealogical interests. Typing GENEALOGY as a Keyword will provide you with a list of these.
Beyond the two big subscription services, there is a great deal of information available on the Web, but this is well beyond my own scope of knowledge. However, see below, Web Sites of Interest for some Scottish sites that may link to genealogical sources of information.
Mormon temples and community centers are a valuable source of genealogical information. The Mormon church opens their family history centers to the public as a community service, and most of their data are computerized and readily available for search on CD-ROM. Local historical societies are also a valuable resource of reference.
Your local public library likely has the address of every historical society in every county in the country; also many in Europe. See also some of the book and publication listings below.
BOOKS
The following titles were recommended by helpful people in the CompuServe Genealogy Forum as a starting place (complete bibliographic and descriptive information wasn’t given for all titles, but is supplied where available).
G. G. Vandagriff. Voices in Your Blood: The Handy Book for Genealogists, by Everton Publishers Staff. Baltimore, Md: Clearfield Company, 1991.
Includes all the courthouse addresses in the county, very short introductory essays on the resources in each state, prices for services, etc. New editions are published about every five years. It’s published by the same people who publish Genealogical Helper.
A good world atlas
Guide to Genealogical Research in the National Archives. Washington, D.C.: National Archives and Records Administration, 1985
Eakle, Arlene H. The Source: A Guidebook of American Genealogy. Salt Lake City, Utah: Ancestry, 1984.
Ancestry’s Redbook: State, County and Town Sources. Alice Eichholz. Salt Lake City, Utah: Ancestry, 1992.
For more in-depth research:
GENEALOGICAL BOOKS IN PRINT.
Stratton, Eugene. Applied Genealogy.
The Rand McNally Commercial Atlas.
Published as a marketing tool for distribution-oriented businesses—but many genealogy libraries have one, too. A very large book, with one state per page, listing even the tiniest of towns and unincotporated communities. No highways—just railway lines, watercourses, county lines, township lines where they exist. A complete index of town names is included for each state. Much more complete than the Zip Code Directory or the official List of Post Offices. Costs roughly $250 per yearly edition, and weighs about 30 lbs. Check your local library.
Greenwood, Val D. The Researcher’s Guide to American Genealogy. Baltimore: Genealogical Publishing Co., Inc., 1992.
Rubincam, Milton. Genealogical Research: Methods and Sources, vols. I and II.
Kennedy, Imogene Kinard. Genealogical Records in Texas.
Szucs, Loretta Dennis. The Archives: A Guide to the National Archives Field Branches.
Building an American Pedigree. Author unknown.
Torrey. New England Marriage Prior to 1700.
Savage. Genealogical Dictionary of New England, vols. I-IV.
Book Loan Catalog of the New England Historical and Genealogical Society.
Hammond. The Whole Earth Atlas.
It has counties for all the United States, as well as counties or provinces for other countries. There is a small gazeteer and topo map next to each map. The book is about 8 inches by 11 inches and weighs a couple of pounds.
MAGAZINES AND OTHER PUBLICATIONS
The Genealogical Helper
The Everton Publishers
P.O. Box 368
Logan, UT 84321
$17.00/year (6 issues)
Heritage Quest
Drawer 40
Orting, WA 98360-0040
$25/year ($35 Canadian or foreign)
Genealogical Computing
P.O. Box 476
Salt Lake City, UT 84110
$25/year (4 issues)
NGS/CIG Digest (National Genealogical
Society’s Computer Interest Group Digest)
4527 Seventeenth Street
Arlington, VA 22207-2363
$5/year (6 issues), membership in NGS is
NOT required (See National Genealogical
Society below)
The Genealogical Computer Pioneer
Posey International
P.O. Box 338
Orem, UT 84057
$30/year (6 issues)
Genealogy Digest
P.O. Box 15681
25 North 200 West
Salt Lake City, UT 84115
The Quarterly
National Genealogical Society
4527 Seventeenth Street
Arlington, VA 22207-2363
(The National Genealogical Society also publishes
a newsletter and has a separate computer
interest group that publishes the
NGS/CIG Digest.)
The Register
New England Historic Genealogical Society
101 Newberry Street
Boston, MA 02116
(This society also publishes a bimonthly
newsletter called Nexus.)
The American Genealogist
128 Massasoit Drive
Warwick, RI 02888
The New York Genealogical and Biographical
Record
The New York Genealogical and Biographical
Society
122 E. 58th Street
New York, NY 10022-1939
Membership is $50/year, which includes the
magazine subscription.
The Mayflower Descendant
Massachusetts Society of Mayflower Descendants
101 Newbury Street
Boston, MA 02116
REGIONAL AND SPECIALIST NEWSLETTERS
“Pathways and Passages”
Polish Genealogical Society of Connecticut
c/o Jonathan Shea
8 Lyle Road
New Britain, CT 06053
Journal of the Afro-American Historical
and Genealogical Society
Box 13086
T Street Station
Washington, DC 20009
$25.00/year (four issues)
Intercom
Afro-Americans Communicating and Preserving
Legacies
P.O. Box 13607
Atlanta, GA 30324-0607
AVOTAYNU
(International Review of Jewish
Genealogy)
P.O. Box 1134
Teaneck, NJ 07666
Trails
Birmingham Genealogical Society
Box 2432
Birmingham, AL 35801
Alabama Family History Geneal.
North Central Alabama Genealogical Soc.
P.O. Box 13
Cullman, AL 35056-0013
Bulletin
Alabama Genealogical Society
Box 35
Epes, AL 35460
Arkansas Genealogical Register
Northeast Arkansas Genealogical Association
314 Vine Street
Newport, AR 73112
The Backtracker
Northwest Arkansas Genealogical Society
BoxK
Rogers, AR 72756
Copper State Bulletin
Southern Arizona Genealogical Society
Box 6027
Tucson, AZ 85716
Kern-Gen
Kern County Genealogical Society
Box 2214
Bakersfield, GA 93303
Redwood Researcher
Redding Genealogical Society
Box 606
Fortuna, CA 95540
The Searcher
Southern California Genealogical Society
Box 7665
Bixby Knolls Station
Long Beach, CA 90807
Bulletin
California Central Coast Genealogical Society
Box 832
Morro Bay, 93442
Lifeliner
Genealogical Society of Riverside
Box 2664
Riverside, CA 92506
Leaves and Saplings
San Diego Genealogical Society
Studio 30, Spanish Vill.
Balboa Park
San Diego, CA 92101
Colorado Genealogist
7244 S. Platte Canyon Dr.
Littleton, CO 80123
Connecticut Ancestry
Stamford Genealogical Society
Box 249
Stamford, CT 06904
The Virginia Genealogist
Box 4883
Washington, D.C. 20008
The Lost Palatine (bimonthly newsletter)
c/o Gail Breitbard
Route 1 Box 1160
Estero, FL 33928
South Florida Pioneers
Box 166
Fort Ogden, FL 33842
Ancestry
Palm Beach County Genealogical Society
Box 1745
W. Palm Beach, FL 33402
Swedish-American Genealogist
P.O. Box 2186
Winter Park, FL 32790
Georgia Pioneers
Genealogical Magazine
Box 1028
Albany, GA 31702
Family Puzzlers
Heritage Papers
Danielsville, GA 30633
Newsletter:
Genealogical Society of Southern Illinois
c/o Logan College
Carterville, IL 62818
Central Illinois Genealogical
Decatur Genealogical Society
Box 2068
Decatur, IL 62526
Quarterly
Knox County Genealogical Society
Box 13
Galesburg, IL 61404
Happy Hunter
Cumberland County Genealogical Society
Box 676
Greenup, IL 62428
Michiana Roots
225 W Colfax
South Bend, IN 46626
The Descender
Montgomery County Genealogical Society
Box 444
Coffeyville, KS 67337
The Treesearcher
Kansas Genealogical Society
Box 103
Dodge City, KS 67801
Kansas Kin
Riley County Kansas Genealogical Society
908 Kearney Street
Manhattan, KS 66502
Quarterly
Heritage Genealogical Society
W. A. Rankin Mem. Library
Neodeska, KS 66756
Midwest Genealogical Register
2911 Rivera
Wichita, KS 67611
Bluegrass Roots
Central Kentucky Genealogical Society
Box 153
Frankfort, KY 40601
Kentucky Ancestors
Kentucky Historical Society
BoxH
Frankfort, KY 40601
Kentucky Family Records
West-Central Kentucky Family resrch. Asso.
Box 1465
Owensboro, KY 42301
East Kentuckian
Box 107
Stanville, KY 41659
Register
Louisiana Genealogical Society
Box 3454
Baton Rouge, LA 70821
New Orleans Genesis
Genealogical Research Soc. of New Orleans
Box 51791
New Orleans, LA 70151
Western Maryland Genealogy
Catoctin Press
709 East Main Street
Middletown, MD 21769
Maryland and Delaware Genealogist
Box 352
St. Michaels, MD 21663
Downeast Ancestry
P.O. Box 191
Biddeford Pool, ME 04006-0191
Maine Genealogical Enquirer
Box 253
165 Main Street
Oakland, ME 04963
The Second Boat
P.O. Box 398
Machias, ME 04654
Research Magazine
Detroit Society for Genealogical Research
c/o Detroit Pub. Library
5201 Woodward Avenue
Detroit, MI 48202
Eaglet
Polish Genealogical Society of Michigan
c/o Burton Hist. Collect
5201 Woodward Avenue
Detroit, MI 48202
Michigana
Western Michigan Genealogical Society
603 Greenbrier Dr., S.E.
Grand Rapids, MI 49506
Kalamazoo Valley Family Newsletter
315 S. Rose Street
Kalamazoo, MI 49006
Family Trails
Michigan Dept. of Education
State Library
735 E. Michigan Avenue
Lansing, MI 48913
Family Tree Talk
Muskegon County Genealogical Society
3301 Highland
Muskegon Hts, MI 49444
Timbertown Log
Saginaw Genealogical Society
c/o Saginaw Pub. Library
505 Janes Avenue
Saginaw, MI 48607
Northland Newsletter
Range Genealogical Society
Box 726
Buhl, MN 55713
Research
Box 206
Chillicothe, MO 64601
Kansas City Genealogist
The Heart of America Genealogical Society
Kansas City Pub. Library
311 E. 21st Street
Kansas City, MO 64106
The Prairie Gleaner
West Central Missouri Genealogical Society
Box 102A, No. 3
Warrensburg, MO 64093
The Bulletin
Johnson County Historical Society
Warrensburg, MO 64093
Newsletter
North Platte Genealogical Society
820 W. 4th Street
North Platte, NE 69101
The Genealogical Magazine of New Jersey
Genealogical Society of New Jersey
P.O. Box 1291
New Brunswick, NJ 08903
(Membership of $10/year includes the magazine.)
Yesteryears
120 Fern Park Drive
Camillus, NY 13031
Ancestor Hunt
Ashtabula County Genealogical Society
Box 885
Ashtabula, OH 44004
Newsletter
West August Genealogical Society
1510 Prairie Drive
Belpre, OH 45714
Heir Lines
Warren County Genealogical Society
300 E. Silver Street
Lebanon, OH 45036
Tulsa Annals
Tulsa Genealogical Society
Box 585
Tulsa, OK 74101
Rogue Digger
Rogue Valley Genealogical Society
Box 628
Ashland, OR 97520
The Pennsylvania Genealogical Magazine
Genealogical Society of Pennsylvania
1300 Locust Street
Philadelphia, PA 19107
$8.00/year for the magazine only
Keystone Kuzzins
Erie Society of Genealogical Research
YMCA
130 W 8th Street
Erie, PA 16507
Laurel Messenger
Somerset Genealogical Society
Box 533
Somerset, PA 15501
South Carolina Historical Magazine
South Carolina Historical Society
1500 Old Town Road
Charleston, SC 29407
Georgia Genealogical Magazine
Box 229
Easley, SC 29604
S. Carolina Magazine of Ancestral Rsch.
Box 694
Kingstree, SC 29556
Black Hills Nuggets
Rapid City Society for Genealogical Research
Box 1495
Rapid City, SD 57701
River Counties Magazine
610 Terrace Drive
Columbia, TN 38401
Echoes
East Tennessee Historical Society
Lawson McGhee Library
Knoxville, TN 37902
Stripes
Texas State Genealogical Society
Box 7067
Dallas, TX 75209
Houston Genealogical Forum
5300 Caroline
Houston, TX 77004
The Thorny Trail
Midland Genealogical Society
Box 1191
Midland, TX 79701
Stalkin’ Kin
San Angelo Genealogical Society
Box 3453
San Angelo, TX 76901
Our Heritage
San Antonio Genealogical Society
Box 6383
San Antonio, TX 78209
Heart of Texas Records
Central Texas Genealogical Society
1717 Austin Avenue
Waco, TX 76701
The Family Tree
McLennan County Society
1717 Austin Avenue
Waco, TX 76701
Genealogical Journal
Utah Genealogical Association
Box 1144
Salt Lake City, UT 84110
The Virginia Genealogist
Box 4883
Washington, D.C. 20008-0083
Branches and Twigs
Genealogical Society of Vermont
Westminister West
RFD3
Putney, VT 05346
Bulletin
Tri-City Genealogical Society
Route 1
Box 191
Richland, WA 99352
WEB SITES
The Society Of Genealogists Web site is: www.cs.ncl.ac.uk/genuki/SoG/
Their complete book list is published here and orders can be taken by credit card from overseas as well. There are a number of books on tracing Scottish ancestors.
The GENUKI (genealogy of the UK and Ireland) page is the same address, but without the SoG/.
The Baronage Press Web site offers very accurate and detailed information (including heraldry) on prominent families of the UK and Europe:
www.baronage.co.uk
SOCIETIES AND ORGANIZATIONS
Society of Genealogists 14 Charterhouse Buildings Goswell Road London EC1M 7BA.
Many other society addresses are listed above, in the “Regional and Specialist Newsletter” listings.
Happy hunting!

Or did, as of the writing of this book. The content and organization of online resources are very flexible and tend to change frequently.
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A BRIEF DISCOGRAPHY
OF CEETIC MUSIC
I first discovered Celtic music while researching speech patterns for Outlander. Ballads and other songs gave me a picture of the culture, as well as its speech, and in addition I could listen to the ad lib remarks of the musicians on live recordings, which were very helpful indeed!
Past the point of research, though, I enjoyed Celtic music for its own sake—as do many readers of the Outlander series. Following is a (by no means comprehensive) listing of Celtic recordings. Many of these I acquired myself; many were sent to me by kind readers—and many are not in my own collection, but have been recommended to me by fellow enthusiasts. I include the listing merely as a jumping-off point for exploration.
The Alex Sutherland Band and Singers
More Singalong Favourites, Vol. 3.
Fiesta Record Company, Inc.
251 Broadway
Lynbrook, NY 11563
The Alex Sutherland Band and Singers
Music From Scotland, Vol. 2.
Fiesta Record Co., Inc.
251 Broadway
Lynbrook, NY 11563
Baez, Joan (Female Vocalist)
Joan Baez Ballad Book (cassette)
Vanguard Records
Santa Monica, CA 90401
Battlefield Band (male vocalists)
Across the Borders.
Temple Records (distributed in by
Rounders Records)
One Camp St.
Cambridge MA 02140
Beat the Drum: (CO)
(multiple musicians)
Songs of Army and Navy Life.
Soundalive Music Ltd.
3 Beckett’s Wharf
Lower Teddington Road, Hampton
Wick, Surrey KT1 4ER England
Beaton, Alex
(male vocalist)
Daft Ditties. A Collection of
Humorous and Tastefully Offensive
Songs.
Glenfinnan Music Ltd.
21747 Erwin St., Dept. C
Woodland Hills, CA 91367
The Best of Celtic Music
(multiple groups)
AR Productions
36 Avenue Hoche
75008 Paris, France
ARN 55383
Brown, Tracie, Grace Griffith
and Cathy Palmer
(female vocalists)
Beyond the Horizon.
Connemara
1710 Bryan Point Rd.
Accokeek, MD 20607
The Browne Sisters and
George Cavanaugh
(male and female vocal group)
Castle Dangerous.
Woodenship Records
P.O. Box 1624
Burbank, CA 91507

Capercaillie
(male and female vocal group)
Crosswinds.
Green Linnet Records, Inc.
43 Beaver Brook Rd.
Danbury, CT 06810
Capercaillie Get Out
Survival Records Ltd.
Caswell & Carnahan
(USA, male vocalist)
New Leaves on an Old Tree and
Borderlands
Gargoyle Recordings
Box 1339
Forestville, CA 95436
Celtic Twilight
(multiple groups)
Hearts of Space
P.O. Box 31321
San Francisco, CA 94131
Celtic Twilight I, II, and / / /
(various artists)
Hearts O’ Space Label
The Celts Rise Again: Contemporary
and Traditional Music
(multiple groups)
Green Linnet Records, Inc.
43 Beaver Brook Rd.
Danbury, CT 06819
The Chieftains
The Long Black Veil.
BMG Music
1540 Broadway
New York, NY 10036
The City of Glasgow Police Pipe Band
Scotland’s Best, Voll.
Fiesta Record Company, Inc.
78 Randall Ave.
Rockville Center, NY 11570
Clannad Magical Ring
Tara Records
2 Anne s Lane
Dublin, Ireland
The Corries
(male vocalists)
The Collection.
Lismor Recordings
27-29 Carnoustie Place, Scotland St.
Glasgow G5 8PH
Cross, Mike
(male comedian)
Best of the Funny StuffCreme
de la Cross
Sugar Hill Records
P.O. Box 55330
Durham, NC 27717-5300
SHC 1010
Dance of the Celts
(various artists)
Narada Label
Enya. Shepherd Moons
Reprise Label
Feisty Besoms
(female vocal group)
Auld Flames.
Balnain House
40 Huntley St.
Inverness Scotland 1V3 5HR
Flight of the Green Linnet
(multiple groups)
Celtic Music: The Next Generation.
Green Linnet Records, Inc.
43 Beaver Brook Rd.
Danbury, CT 06810
Fraser, Alasdair,
(male, violin)
Dawn Dance.
Culburnie Records UK
P.O. Box 3304
Glasgow, Scotland G66 2BN
P.O. Box 219
Nevada City, NV 95959
Fraser, Alasdair, and Paul Machlis
(male vocalist)
The Road North.
Sona Gaia Productions, Inc.
P.O. Box 2740
Ukiah, CA 95482
Fraser, Alasdair, and Paul Machlis
(male vocalist)
Skyedance
Culburnie Records UK
P.O. Box 3304
Glasgow, Scotland G66 2BN
P.O. Box 219
Nevada City, NV 95959
Gaberlunzie.
Legends of Scotland.
Klub Records Ltd.
The Gathering.
(various artists)
Real World Records Ltd.
Corsham
Wiltshire SN13 8PN, UK
Caroline Records Inc.
104 West 29th St., 4th Floor
New York, NY 10001
Griffith, Grace,
(USA, female, guitar)
Every Hue and Shade.
Connemara (Siren Song Distributing
Celtic Music)
7854 Mayfair Circle
Ellicott City, MD 21043
Griffith, Grace, and Cathy Palmer
(USA, female vocalists)
Connemara Siren Song.
Blix Street Records
11715 Blix St.
N. Hollywood, CA 91607
Hearts of the Gaels
(multiple groups)
Green Linnet Records, Inc.
43 Beaver Brook Rd.
Danbury, CT 06819
Lamond, Mary Jane
(Canadian female vocalist)
Suas e!
Turtle Musik/A&M Records
1345 Denison St.
Markham, Ontario
Canada L3R 5V2
The Last of the Mohicans: Original
Motion Picture Soundtrack
Atlantic Records
The McCalmans
(male folk group)
The Very Best of the Corries.
Ross Records
29 Main St.
Turriff, Aberdeenshire, Scotland
McKennitt, Loreena
(Canadian female vocalist)
The Mask and Mirror and Parallel
Dreams.
Quinlan Road Limited
P.O. Box 933
Stratford, Ontario
Canada N5A 7M3
McKennitt, Loreena
The Visit
Warner Bros. Records Inc.
McNeil, Keith and Rusty
(songs and history)
Colonial and Revolution Songs with
Historical Narration.
WEM Records
16230 Van Buren Blvd.
Riverside, CA 92504
Men of Worth
(male vocal group)
Great Songs of Scotland and Ireland
Glenfinnan Music Ltd.
21747 Erwin St.
Woodland Hills, CA 91367
Morris, Susan Rode
(female vocalist) Among the Lasses: Songs
of Robert Burns (1759-1796).
Donsuemor
836 Cragmont Ave.
Berkeley, CA 94708
North Sea Gas
(male group)
Caledonian Connection.
BGS Productions Ltd.
Newton St. Kilsyth
G65 OJX Scotland
Ossian
St. Kilda Wedding.
Iona Records
27-29 Carnoustie Place, Scotland St.
Glasgow G5 8PH
Petteway, Al
Whispering Stones.
Maggie’s Music, Inc.
P.O. Box 4144
Annapolis, MD 21403
Redpath, Jean
(female vocalist)
Leaving the Land: A Collection of Songs,
Scottish and Western.
Rounder Records Corp.
Rideout, Bonnie
(female, fiddle, viola)
Celtic Circles.
Maggie’s Music, Inc.
P.O. Box 4144
Annapolis, MD 21403
Riley, Laurie, Bob McNally, and
Friends. The Flowers of Edinburgh:
Celtic Harp Music.
Handcrafted Recordings
Box 387
Hibernia, NJ 07842
Runrig
(male vocal group)
Amazing Tubings.
Chrysalis Records, Ltd.
Runrig
(male vocal group, UK)
The Highland Connection.
Ridge Records, Scotland
Runrig
(male vocal group)
Mara.
Chrysalis Music
43 Brook Green
London W6 7EF
Runrig
(male vocal group)
Play Gaelic.
Lismor Recordings
27-29 Carnoustie Place, Scotland St.
Glasgow G5 8PH
Runrig
(male vocal group)
Recovery.
Ridge Records
Scotland’s Pipes and Drums.
Maday Inc.
P.O. Box 550
Town of Mount Royal, Quebec
H3P 3C7 Canada
Scotland’s Music
(multiple groups)
Linn Products Limited
Floors Road, Eaglesham
Glasgow, Scotland G76 OEP
The 78th Fraser Highlanders Pipe Band
The Megantic Outlaw Concert.
Lismore Recordings
27-29 Carnoustie Place, Scotland Street
Glasgow G5 8PH
Tempest
(male vocalist)
Turn of the Wheel.
Magna Carta
208 E. 51st St., Suite 1820
New York, NY 10022
This Is Our Scotland
(multiple groups)
Fiesta Record Company
251 Broadway
Lynbrook, NY 11563
The Voice of Celtic Women
(multiple groups)
There Was a Lady.
Green Linnet Records, Inc.
43 Beaver Brook Rd.
Danbury, CT 06810
Wallace, Edith
(female)
Standing Naked in the Rain.
Juicy Woman Production, Inc.
35-2561 Runnel Dr.
Coquitlam, BC
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FOREIGN EDITIONS,
AUDIOTAPES, AND
STRANGE, STRANGE COVERS
Every now and then, someone asks whether the books are available in one or another foreign language, and if so, how can he obtain a copy thereof?
The answer is that yes, the books are available in several foreign languages, but since the foreign publishers normally send me a few copies of each new translation, I haven’t yet had to find any external source for these.
Following is a list of the foreign editions presently available or pending, with the titles and publishers for each country. In terms of availability, the best bet for UK books is the Internet: James Thin (Edinburgh) and Waterstones (England) both have Web sites from which one can order books conveniently (if at hideous expense), or one can try amazon.uk.com.
For the other foreign editions, I’m afraid one would have to contact the relevant publisher for ordering information. The best I can do is to provide an address for the foreign publishers—though I would also suggest looking online, for sources of non-English books. (You might also try doing an online search, using the foreign title that you’re specifically interested in.)
I’ve also supplied a brief description of the publishing history of each title, with a note of varying cover designs, for the use of book collectors. In this regard, I would point out that a) each publisher chooses cover designs according to that publisher’s conception both of the book, its market, and national tastes and preferences—all of which may vary quite a bit from publisher to publisher. Also, b) an author usually has nothing at all to say about cover design upfront, unless and until said author establishes a long-term, solid relationship with a domestic publisher. An author generally has nothing at all to say about foreign cover art in advance of publication. It is, therefore, only fair that one can say something about it ex post facto.

U.S. EDITIONS
Publisher: Delacorte Press (Dell) Bantam Doubleday Dell Inc. 1540 Broadway New York, NY 10036
Outlander
(hardcover)
ISBN 0-385-30230-4
Still in print, still with its original cover art, which I like very much. The excellent artist who does all of the U.S. hardcover designs—Kinuko Craft—actually reads the books before implementing her artistry, an attention much appreciated by the author.
Outlander
(paperback, limited low-price edition; out of print)
To facilitate the introduction of new readers to the series, concomitant with the publication of Drums of Autumn, Dell issued a limited special edition of the OUTLANDER paperback, retailing at $3.99.1 However, this edition was sold out, and has not been reissued. The cover design (and contents, naturally) are identical with the regularly priced paperback; the only difference is the ISBN and a large “$3.99” in a red starburst superimposed on the cover.
Outlander
(paperback)2
ISBN 0-440-21256-1
This paperback has had two covers (so far): The first featured some elements of the hardcover design, including the clock, dirk, necklace, and tartan. However, it also featured a Rather Unfortunate stepback cover (an inside cover, visible when the outer cover is opened. This one, though, is visible through the outer cover, which has a cutout, allowing a face to leer out through the clock), with drawings purporting to illustrate the story within. Okay, the drawing of Jamie is not bad. It’s not quite Jamie, but it’s at least a mildly attractive young man with red hair, and he is holding a sword of the right period and design. The woman (purporting to be Claire, I suppose)… well, she has straight, reddish hair, and she strongly resembles the horse she’s holding.3 The outer cover also featured quite a lot of gold foil.
The next cover was simply a nice adaptation (for smaller size) of the hardcover art, with solid-color bands across top and bottom, carrying the title and author name. Very attractive.
Dragonfly in Amber
(hardcover)
ISBN 0-385-30231-2
I’ve always particularly liked this cover, both because it’s very attractive and because it’s the first one I got to say anything about. The artist having done preliminary drawings of the overall scene, the publisher sent these to me, saying that the drawing required a “central object” of some kind, and did I have anything to suggest?
“Well,” I said, rubbing my hands together, “it is called Dragonfly in Amber. You think it would be stretching things too far actually to have a dragonfly on the cover?” I promptly faxed them pictures (from my research sources) of several “period” Scottish cups and chalices, and lo and behold… a dragonfly, hovering over a cup filled with liquid (it should probably have been red liquid—”Dragon’s Blood,” as prepared by Master Raymond—but I gather the thinking was that this would merely look like wine, whereas the green liquid portrayed looked more like poison).
Dragonfly in Amber
(paperback)
ISBN 0-440-21562-5
Again, this book has had two covers—or three, counting a sort of intermediary form. The first was a smaller rendition of the hardcover, with a Really Horrible stepback illustration inside. I won’t go into all the gory details, save to note that my final request for the illustration—for a red dress on the female figure (i.e., Claire’s red ball gown, worn at Versailles)—resulted in a depiction of Lolita in a pumpkin-colored gown with a red cloak.
As for the male figure, who appears to be the illegitimate offspring of Pinocchio and Bob Hope…
I’m happy to report that the stepback disappeared in the next print run, leaving the book with simply the outer cover.
When Outlander was re-covered, both Dragonfly and Voyager were redone to match, with the original design preserved, but with solid bands across top and bottom for name and title.
Voyager
(hardcover)
ISBN 0-385-30232-0
For this one, the publisher actually asked me what I’d like to see on the cover. Always ready, I promptly replied, “A ship and an ocean.” I was very pleased with the result—though the initial design featured a pile of roses on the map in the foreground. I said I thought this rather unlikely, on an eighteenth-century sailing ship, and the roses were obligingly replaced—though with a tasteful thistle, rather than the jeweled dagger I suggested.
Voyager
(paperback)
ISBN 0-440-21756-3
Again, the original cover is an adaptation of the hardcover. This time, I succeeded in preventing any attempts to depict literal characters from the book, and while there was a stepback cover for the first printing, it shows only tumbling ocean waves, with review quotes superimposed; a vast improvement. This cover was “refreshed” to match the others, with solid bands top and bottom replacing the original Celtic-themed lettering for title and author name (and covering up the thistle), but the general design was kept intact.
Drums of Autumn
(hardcover)
ISBN 0-385-31140-0
By this time, I trusted the artist implicitly, so merely suggested some sort of outdoor scene, preferably with the “feel” of an eighteenth-century landscape—and sent along a bundle of photocopies of “possible objects,” as well as a few samples of paintings that I thought had the correct atmosphere.
This was a very successful cover; in fact, so successful that the Swedish publisher used it intact, and the German publisher used a variant of it.
Drums of Autumn
(paperback)
ISBN 0-440-22325-X
The cover design is an adaptation of the hardcover, with bands top and bottom. The stepback in the first printing shows a tartan background, with review quotes superimposed.
CANADA
Publisher: Doubleday Canada
105 Bond Street Toronto, ON M5B 1Y3
Since Doubleday Canada belongs to the same parent company as does the U.S. publisher, there is no separate Canadian edition, per se. Doubleday Canada handles distribution of books within Canada, but uses the same edition (same content, cover, ISBNs, etc.) as the United States.
NB: French translation editions of the books are distributed within Quebec by an affiliate of the French publisher.
FRANCE
Publisher: Les Presses la Cité”
12, Avenue d’Italie 75013 Paris
NB: French editions are distributed in Quebec by an associate of the French publisher, rather than by Doubleday Canada, who handles the English editions in that country.
All French titles are published as trade paperback editions rather than hardcover and/or mass market paperback.
Le Chardon et le Tartan
(Outlander)
ISBN 2-258-03984-3
This literally translates to “The Thistle and the Tartan.” It’s bright blue and pink, with a castle in the background and flowering plants in the foreground. It doesn’t quite look Scottish (possibly owing to the fact that the plants look like azaleas), and the overall tone is pretty gooey, but it does look vaguely historical.
Le Talisman (Dragonfly in Amber) ISBN 2-258-03985-1
A talisman is something like a good-luck charm, and one French reader translated the title as “The Lucky Charm.” Personally, I wouldn’t have thought that’s what the dragonfly in amber was, but mine is not to reason why. Possibly “dragonfly” means something obscene in French.
It’s a very interesting-looking cover, though it looks more like the novelization of a PBS production of a Henry James novel
than anything Scottish. Very French, though. Gray and brown tones, with a street scene, featuring a carriage and a superimposed picture of a young woman in what appears to be a modish velvet hat (a la mode of the early 1900s, that is), looking thoughtful.
Le Voyage (Voyager)
Again, a quietish sort of cover, echoing the Talisman one; this in pale grayish-blue, featuring misty people on a boat and a super-imposition of a nice-looking woman in her thirties or forties in the upper right. I really wish they wouldn’t put faces on the covers, but no stopping them—and they did at least pick a woman of the proper age, and the right coloring.
ITALY
Publisher: Gruppo Editoriale Fabbri
Bompiani, Sonzogno, Etas S.p.A. Via Mecenate, 91 Milano
Ovunque Nel Tempo (Outlander)
(hardcover, out of print, and a good thing, too)
ISBN 88-454-0510-9
The original cover design wasn’t bad; a pair of shadowy female eyes, hovering in the air over Stonehenge. I found the book-club edition objectionable—featuring a raven-haired gypsy wench sprawled on the grass, low-cut gown in disarray—but not as horrifying as the book itself. Both editions were roughly one-quarter the size of the original manuscript.
SPAIN/LATIN AMERICA
Publisher: Emece Editores, S.A.
Alsina 2062 Buenos Aires, Argentina Emece Editores Espana, S.A. Mallorca 237 08008 Barcelona
All tides published in trade paperback only; slight differences in cover design between Spanish and Latin American editions, text identical. My guess (judging from the size of the books) is that the text has been cut slightly, and/or the content paraphrased quite a bit.
Forastera4
(Outlander) Latin American edition
ISBN 950-04-1317-5
Forestera
(Outlander) Spanish edition
ISBN 84-7888-193-X
Well, it’s orange. Other than that, it’s quite nice; a very old-world, misty depiction of a castle, with lots of feathery-looking trees, dripping moss. Not that there happen to be lots of moss-dripping trees around your average Scottish castle, but it’s a nice picture anyway.
Attrapado en el tiempo (Dragonfly in Amber) ISBN 950-04-1622-05
This means “Trapped in Time,” which is at least minimally appropriate.
La Viajera (Voyager)
ISBN 84-7888-363-06
This tide means “The (female) Traveler,” which is more or less okay. It features a view
(from behind) of two people on a boat, sailing away. Judging from the dress of the people, they’re from fifteenth century Spain, rather than eighteenth century Scotland, but you can’t see their faces, and one is disposed to be grateful for small mercies. A pale and misty blue in tone.
SWEDEN
Publisher: Bra Bocker
Bokforlaget Bra Bécker AB 5-26380 Hoganas Sweden
Telephone: 042-39000 FAX: 042-30504
Framlingen (Outlander)
(hardcover)
ISBN 91-7119-917-97
The early Swedish covers are … er… well, I like them, they’re just very strange. Framlingen (which I gather means “stranger”) has a background done in green and blue swirls, like the peacock endpapers of a very classy book. The title is superimposed on this in flowing white script, and above the title is inset a really odd painting (it’s a real Scottish museum painting, titled—heaven knows why—“Gow leading the Glee Maiden”). It shows a very large brown-bearded Scotsman, wearing a white shirt and a plaid, and carrying a mandolin. A much smaller woman, wearing (no doubt for excellent reasons) a low-cut white chemise and leading a small dog, is attached to the Scotsman’s arm and trails after him, head drooping.
Slanda i Bérnsten
(Dragonfly in Amber)
(hardcover)
ISBN 91-7119-923-3
I think this really does mean “Dragonfly in Amber.” The cover design is similar to that of Framlingen; however, the background is done in a green, pink, and purple plaid, and the inset photo (again, a reproduction of a museum painting), shows a dark and brooding gentleman with a mustache and a gaucho hat, evidently just in from riding the pampas. (I had lunch once with my Swedish editor; he was a very nice man, who certainly seemed entirely normal….)
Sjéfararna (Voyager)
(hardcover, published in two volumes) Vol. 1: ISBN 91-7119-723-0 Vol 2: ISBN 91-7119-833-4
I can’t say whether it was in response to reader mail or not, but with this book, the Swedish publisher suddenly abandoned their truly unique notions of cover art, and started using the American designs. Sjéfararna (which I think does mean “Voyager”) has a slight variation on the ship/ocean concept of the American edition.
Sjéfararna
(Voyager)
(paperback)
Vol. 1: ISBN 91-7133-261-8 Vol. 2: ISBN 91-7133-262-6
I believe this is the only one of the Swedish editions published in paperback (more of a trade paper edition than a mass market paperback), but I can’t be sure, because of the bewildering multiplicity of book-club editions produced in that country. Same ocean/ship design—on both volumes—as in the hardcover(s).
Trummornas Dan (Drums of Autumn) (hardcover) (1997) ISBN 91-7133-313-4
This book is almost identical (externally) with the American hardcover; the size, cover design and artwork are the same, but with a difference in the typeface used for title and author name. I don’t know whether (or why) the publisher decided that the two-volume approach wasn’t satisfactory, but they did do this one as a single volume, in spite of the fact that it’s longer than Voyager (Sjéfararna).
GERMANY
Publisher: Blanvalet Verlag GmbH
Neumarkterstrasse 18 W-81664 Munich Germany
Feuer und Stein (Outlander)
(hardcover, regular edition) ISBN 3-7645-0697-0
This tide means “Fire and Stone”; adventurous, if not particularly referent. The cover art, oddly, is essentially that of the American edition of Dragonfly. (The book-club edition was plainly done as “women’s fiction”; a plaid background with an inset of the face and bust of a highly undistinguished-looking
Feuer und Stein (Outlander)
(paperback)
Same art as the hardcover. German paperbacks tend to be smaller in dimension than do American ones; the effect of this, given a very long book, is to render the result somewhat cuboidal.
Die Geliehene Zeit (Dragonfly in Amber) (hardcover) ISBN 3-7645-0702-0
This means “The Borrowed Time,” which is really rather an appealing title. With (I suppose) perfect logic, this book uses an adaptation of the American Outlander art—the clock and tartan motif—though in this version, the ornate French clock has been replaced by a large pocket watch.
Die Geliehene Zeit (Dragonfly in Amber) (paperback)
When this paperback arrived, my husband looked at it and said, “When one of your books gets to be as thick as it is wide, do you get some kind of prize?” If you laminated a few of these things, you could build walls with them.
Ferne Ufer
(Voyager)
(hardcover)
This means “The Far Shore,” which is okay, if not inspired. Not yet released in paperback (as of the publication of this Companion, that is).
The art department seems to have caught up with itself; this one uses a variant on the American Voyager cover.
Der Ruf Der Trommel (Drums of Autumn) (hardcover)
I think this means “The Sound of Drums,” which is actually something like the original; rather a change. Like the Swedish edition of Drums, this one is almost identical with the American version, save for the dimensions; it’s slightly shorter and fatter. (I think this paperback just might win that hypothetical prize.)
UK (AND COMMONWEALTH COUNTRIES, INCLUDING AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND, BUT NOT CANADA)
Publisher: Century Random (now Random House UK)
20 Vauxhall Bridge Road London SW1V 2SA England

Cross Stitch (Outlander) (1991)
(hardcover—out of print; may be available in
reprint) ISBN 0-7126-4760-0
This book was originally published in hardcover, but that edition is out of print. However, Random House has indicated an intention to reprint the hardcover (with original cover illustration, which was quite pretty) in a limited quantity, for library consumption. It may be possible to obtain copies of this reprint edition; if not, I have ordered a small quantity for myself, to fill orders from people wanting autographed copies.8
Cross Stitch (paperback) ISBN 0-09-991170-1
There have been three (wildly) different cover designs for the paperback, so far: The first was truly disgusting, being orange with bouquets of pink roses, tied with MacKenzie tartan ribbons, stuck through with souvenir-stand clan badges. The second was very appealing; it shows a young, quintessentially English-looking couple, standing near a large boulder on a rocky hill. It’s a quiet-looking cover (pale yellow in tone), but nice. The third features a full-face, leering portrait of some ghastly female, on a white background. No, it doesn’t look like Claire.9
(Following prolonged obnoxious complaint from the author, the publisher has announced its intention of reissuing the entire series of paperbacks with Much Improved Covers, which we await with eager anticipation.)

Dragonfly in Amber
(paperback)
ISBN: 0-09-929471-0
Dragonfly was never published in hardcover in the UK.10 It has had two iterations of the paperback cover; the first being both lovely and suitable, one of my personal favorites11—a pointillist-style depiction of a Highland meadow, with a black stone sticking up out of it, and two tiny, faceless figures (tall, red-haired male, shorter bonneted female) crossing through it. The second is/was an iteration of the frightful woman (no offense to the hapless model who posed for it; I’m sure it wasn’t her fault) on the Cross Stitch cover.
Again, there should be a third—much improved—cover for this edition, to be issued simultaneously with this Companion.
Voyager (1995)
(hardcover)
ISBN 0-7126-6133-6
(paperback)
ISBN 0-09-942851-2
The first Voyager paperback cover looks very like the hardback cover—which is a pity. It featured a female figure purporting to be Claire, looking like either a teenybopper or someone who had escaped the house wearing her bathrobe (variations, owing to separate publication in Great Britain and Australia/New Zealand), a redheaded male figure lurking in the background, evidently intended to be a ghost from its spectral shape, and what is presumably Brianna, depicted as an overgrown ten-year-old in a granny dress. It’s also a rather nasty purple.
In this case, the reissue—third iteration of the Same Horrible Woman—was actually an improvement, but I’m still looking forward to the newest attempt.
The hardcover may be available, but I wouldn’t bet on it; UK hardcovers are normally done in relatively small print runs, since the main demand for these is from libraries.
Drums of Autumn (1997) ISBN 0-7126-7623-6
This one was done—and is likely still available—in both hardcover and paperback. The cover design is actually not too bad, save for the presence of a very literal-looking female in the center. This was actually the first appearance of the Lady with Brown Hair; since the book sold quite well, the publisher promptly reissued the other three books with cut-rate versions of the same cover—and the same model, with her hair combed differently.
Stay tuned for the new and much improved cover, not featuring female portraits, or so they tell me.
RUSSIA
Well, we did sell rights to the first three books to a company called Centrepolygraph, but I’ve never seen any of these books, and in fact have no idea whether they ever were published in Russia, let alone what they might look like.
HOLLAND
A Dutch publisher, Meulenhoff, has bought rights to the first book, and it should be on the market soon—titled de Reiziger. If it does well, presumably they might want the rest.
POLAND AND KOREA
Contracts for Outlander have also been signed with publishers in Poland and Korea, but no information is available as yet regarding titles or publication dates.
AUDIOTAPES
There are several taped versions of the books (see “Frequently Asked Questions”). The commercially available versions are the (severely) abridged tapes from Bantam, and the (delightfully) unabridged ones from Recorded Books, Inc. Addresses and ISBNs are given below.
Bantam Audio
Random House Inc. 1540 Broadway New York, NY 10036
Read by Geraldine James, who is a wonderful British actress. Great productions, but owing to the abridgement, these tapes make a good accompaniment to the books—not a substitute for them.
Outlander
(four tapes, six hours) ISBN 0-553-47329-8
Dragonfly in Amber (four tapes, six hours) ISBN 0-553-47330-1
Voyager
(four tapes, six hours) ISBN 0-553-47331-X
Drums of Autumn (four tapes, six hours) ISBN 0-553-47332-8
Recorded Books, Inc.
270 Skipjack Road
Prince Frederick, MD 20678
For a free catalog, call 1-800-638-1304
The unabridged series is read by Davina Porter, a terrific actress who does a wonderful job with all the voices, but particularly with Claire’s.
Since unabridged recordings are in demand mostly by libraries (being hideously expensive, owing to the length), you may or may not find these versions in your local bookstore (if you do, you’ll know it. They aren’t inconspicuous). RBI offers a catalog service for rental books, however, available either through their Web site, or by phone.
Outlander (32.5 hours) ISBN 0-7887-1298-5
Dragonfly in Amber (39.5 hours)
Part 1(15 cassettes, 22 hours) ISBN 0-7887-2170-4 Part 2(12 cassettes, 17.5 hours) ISBN 0-7887-2472-X
Both Voyager and Drums are also in production by RBI, and will be released in 1999.

This seems to be rather effective. My own editor confesses to feeling like a drug pusher when she gives people Outlander.
This paperback has been published with two cover designs, as of 1/98. The original cover design included a stepback illustration, but reprints of this edition do not include the stepback.
My father-in-law—a lifelong cowboy—didn’t like the horse, either.
I asked my father (whose first language was Spanish) about the meaning of this title. He laughed and said that while it technically did mean “Outlander,” the meaning was not so much “Foreigner,” or “Stranger,” but rather something like “Hick from the Sticks, “or “Somebody from waaay
out in the weeds.”
I assume this is the Latin American edition. I don’t have an ISBN for the Spanish edition, because the publisher sent me copies of only the Latin American one.
They sent me only Spanish copies of this one.
These have been published in low-cost book-club editions, but I don’t believe they are available in paperback.
8Persons wanting autographed copies of books, bookplates (these are free, on request; just send me a stamped, self-addressed envelope to return them in), or anything else, can contact me by mail at P.O. Box 584, Scottsdale, AZ 85252-0584.
9Adding insult to injury, people all over Australia asked me whether the cover portrait was based on me! No, it wasn’t.
10Owing to the publisher’s fear at the time that no one would buy it. The original paperback appeared with “Money-Back Guarantee” stickers—an offer which, I’m pleased to say, no one ever took up.
Which is, I supposed, why they decided to do away with it.
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THE METHADONE LIST
Well, I’m slow. Or at any rate, it definitely takes me longer to write these books than it takes readers to read one. Consequently, a number of people have asked whether there are any other writers who write books like mine, so they will have something to read while waiting for the next in the Outlander series.
I’d be hard-pressed to recommend books like mine, because I sort of like to think mine are unique.1 There are, however, quite a few excellent books that are also unique, and that might also appeal to readers who like my books.
I’ve arranged this listing (roughly) into sections, according to the principal elements or genres of the stories. Those people who are most taken by the time travel premise or the fantastic elements of the Outlander novels will be more likely to enjoy books on the Fantasy or Historical Fantasy list, whereas those of you who especially enjoy the historical details might prefer the “straight” Historical list, and might not like some of the others.
Still, I can enthusiastically recommend most of the writers on this list, from my own experience as a reader; a few were added that I haven’t yet read myself, but have heard excellent things about. Try them; I hope you’ll like them!
HISTORICAL FANTASY
These are books with a skeleton of straight historical fiction, fleshed out in various forms of fantasy.
Judith Merkle Riley
A Vision of Light
In Pursuit of the Green Lion
The Oracle Glass
The Serpent Garden
JMR writes historical fiction (from different periods), with a little romance, a good sense of humor, and excellent research—and she also has a touch of the supernatural or paranormal in all her stories.
Vonda McIntyre The Moon and the Sun
Vonda McIntyre is a well-known (and award-winning) science fiction/fantasy writer, but this particular book is a really nice mingling of straight historical fiction with fantasy. The Sun King with a captive mermaid at Versailles? Fascinating, intellectually stimulating, and emotionally engaging.
Connie Willis Doomsday Book
A terrific time travel story, mixing good science fiction and very accurate historical fiction (setting: the Dark Ages in Britain). Very suspenseful, excellent writing.
Tim Powers The Stress of Her Regard
A truly weird, but very good book, in which the poet Shelley is featured, along with the legend of the lamia. A certain amount of blood and violence, to say nothing of lamias. Set in England and Italy, in the nineteenth century. Great book, but not for the squeamish.
FANTASY
Laurell K. Hamilton
The Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter Series
A unique series (nine books so far), dealing with the adventures of Anita Blake, licensed vampire executioner and working zombie raiser, who—in the course of the series—is courted by a werewolf and a vampire, and battles just about every form of supernatural creature I’ve ever heard of—and not a few I hadn’t. Extremely violent and bloody, but never gratuitously so. Nonstop action, but the most interesting aspect of the series is the increasing complexity of the moral questions asked, as the chief character explores her own powers in greater depth, and begins wondering exactly what the differences are between the humans and the monsters.
Lois McMaster Bujold Shards of Honor
A story set in the future, but with characters and values instantly recognizable in the here and now. A good adventure, with a strong central love story.
Anne McCaffrey
An excellent storyteller—and prolific writer —who deals with dragons, telepathy, and any number of other adventurous elements.
Raymond Feist
Faerie Tale
The Riftwar Saga (six-book series)
All of Feist’s books are good; the six books of the Riftwar Saga are a good recommendation for those who particularly enjoy a mix of fantasy and adventure. Faerie Tale is a standalone, and—I think—the most interesting of Feist’s works, mingling supernatural and sexuality in an intriguing way.
Richard Adams Watership Down
This book gives you entertainment and adventure, together with the illusion of being completely encompassed by another world—in this case, a rabbit warren.
HISTORICAL FICTION
Jack Whyte
Jack Whyte’s books (six, so far) deal with pre-Arthurian Britain, and include characters such as Merlyn and Arthur himself—but are straight historical fiction, with no hint of fantasy or magic. As Jack says, “I wanted to figure out how the bloody sword got into the stone—and how the kid pulled it out—without having to invoke magic.” He’s succeeded, and in the process, gives a detailed and absorbing picture of just what happened in Britain when the Roman Legions folded their tents and went away, leaving the remnants of the Roman settlers to deal with the local Celtic tribes and the struggle to preserve their notion of civilization.
Dorothy Dunnett The Lymond Chronicles (six books) The Niccolo Series (eight books)
Dunnett writes big, fat historical novels, rich in plot, character, and detail. The Lymond Chronicles are set in the fifteenth century, the Niccolo books in the fourteenth—both cover a lot of territory, including most of the countries of Europe and the Mediterranean. Dunnett is one of those authors that people either love or hate; little middle ground. The style of writing is rich and the prose often gorgeous—but I sometimes find it oblique.
Jennifer Roberson Lady of the Forest Lady of the Glen
Lady of the Forest is a retelling of the Robin Hood legend, told from the point of view of Maid Marian. Lady of the Glen is much more straight history; a fictionalized—but quite accurate—account of the Glencoe Massacre.
Nigel Tranter The MacGregor Trilogy, and others
Tranter is a very popular British author of historical fiction. The MacGregor Trilogy deals with the Jacobite era of Scottish history, but he has a great many other interesting titles, dealing with other parts of Britain’s past.
Robert Louis Stevenson
An oldie but a goodie. If you haven’t read Treasure Island or Kidnapped recently, treat yourself.
Morgan Llywelyn
Llywelyn’s books deal sometimes with characters from legend (e.g., Red Branch, which tells the story of Cuchullain) and sometimes with historical persons and events (1916). Her territory is Celtic History, well-researched, and her stories are absorbing.
Charles Palliser Quincunx
If Charles Dickens had been interested in writing puzzle stories, he would have written this. It’s a huge book, with multiple interlacing (and engaging) plots, all written in a very authentic Victorian style. Very evocative and deeply interesting—but it’s not light reading (about three pounds, I’d say).
Brian Moore Black Robe
Set in the late seventeenth century, this is a small book; sparsely written but very evocative—the story of a young French priest, sent to convert and serve among the Huron.
HISTORICAL, FICTION SERIES
For those who—having found a good thing—want it to go on and on. These are excellent series, some based on historical events, some merely using historical settings for fictional adventures—but without any fantastic overtones.
Patrick O’Brian The Aubrey/Maturin series
O’Brian is the most renowned of the seafaring historical novelists. His series (the first book is Master and Commander), featuring Captain Jack Aubrey and his friend and ship’s surgeon, Dr. Stephen Maturin, is set during the Napoleonic Wars. Great characters, wonderful language, excellent historical detail.
C. S. Forester The Horatio Hornblower series
Not quite as sophisticated as O’Brian, but still a very good storyteller. The Hornblower series covers the same period and setting—the British Navy in the Napoleonic Wars—as does
O’Brian, but is very different in terms of character and style.
Sharon Kay Penman
Penman writes on significant British (English and Welsh) historical events, using real historical characters as well as fictional ones.
Bernard Cornwell The Sharpe series
I’ve read a couple of Cornwell’s other books, which I thought were well researched. I haven’t read the Sharpe series yet—I’m saving it for a treat, next time I finish a manuscript—but have had it highly recommended to me. PBS did a miniseries based on some of the books, which was well received. The time period is the same as that covered by O’Brian and Forester—the Napoleonic Wars—but Sharpe is a soldier, rather than a sailor, and the stories are mostly land-based.
George MacDonald Fraser The Flashman series
Flashman is a man you love to hate. A cad, a cheat, a bully, and a bounder, he cavorts through history—with the reader cheering him on. These books are not only remarkably entertaining, they’re remarkably researched—with equally entertaining footnotes in each. Flashman’s career spans a good part of the nineteenth century, and several continents.
Winston Graham The Poldark series
Set in Cornwall during the late 1700s. Very good historical soap opera, with extremely engaging characters. PBS had two fourteen-week miniseries based on these books.
HISTORICAL MYSTERIES
Anne Perry
Perry has two series, both set in Victorian London. One involves a married couple: Thomas Pitt (a policeman) and his wife, Charlotte. The other series involves Edward Monk, a policeman who wakes up in the first book of his series (The Face of a Stranger), in a hospital, with no memory of who he is or how he got there. Both series are excellent in terms of period detail and social issues; good plotting.
Steven Saylor
Saylor’s series features Gordianus the Finder, and are set in Rome during the first century B.C. Written with excellent literary style, and a remarkably colloquial feel for ancient Rome.
Lindsey Davis
A different series set in ancient Rome, featuring Marcus Didius Falco, a fourth-century B.C. gumshoe, and his girlfriend, the Lady Helena Justina. Much lighter than Saylor’s books, and a matter of taste; many people like the spoofing modern tone, some don’t.
Sharan Newman
The Catherine LeVendeur series (four books so far) is set in medieval France. Engaging characters, with a sense of humor and a strong sense of the times.
Walter Satterthwait
Walter has a contemporary mystery series, which is excellent, but has also written a couple of single title historical mysteries. One of these—Wilde West—is unfortunately out of print, but worth looking for; it features Oscar Wilde as detective. Two more recent mysteries, Escapade (with Harry Houdini), and Masquerade, feature Beaumont, a Pinkerton operative.
Dorothy L. Sayers
One of the writers who was an important influence on my own writing. While not originally written as “historical” mysteries—they were contemporary, at the time—the Lord Peter Wimsey mysteries are some of the best, in terms of evocation of social and physical ambiance, rich, three-dimensional characters, engaging plots, and what my husband refers to as Deep Meaning (i.e., moral questions with implications that go beyond the immediate story. “Does this have lots of Deep Meaning?” he asks, when I give him a new excerpt to read).
CONTEMPORARY FICTION
Sharyn McCrumb
The Appalachian series:
If Ever I Return, Pretty Peggy-0
The Hangman’s Beautiful Daughter
She Walks These Hills
The Rosewood Casket
The Ballad of Frankie Silver
McCrumb has a series of light contemporary mysteries, which I also like, but I particularly recommend the “ballad” novels, set in modern-day Appalachia, but with strong roots in the past of that region.
Dana Stabenow
Stabenow’s mysteries are well plotted, and star a fascinating central character—Kate Shugak, an Aleut investigator, living on her own homestead in Alaska—but are included here because of their skill in showing both the details and the emotions of a different culture.
Reginald Hill
One of the best of the contemporary British crime writers. Hill has two series, and a few single titles; I like them all, but am fondest of his Pascoe and Dalziel books, and his most recent series, starring Joe Sixsmith.
SCOTTISH FICTION
Iain Banks
The Crow Road Complicity Feersum Endjinn The Wasp Factory
Banks’s other books are probably good, too—he’s one of the most popular modern Scottish writers—but these are the ones I’ve read so far and can personally recommend. Some of Banks’s books are classified as science fiction, others as fiction. He has a wide range of style and character, and is an immensely talented writer.
M. C. Beaton
The series dealing with Hamish Macbeth is very light, quick reading, but with considerable charm and a sense of affection for the long, lanky, red-haired Highland policeman who is its hero.
William McIlvanney
At the other end of the literary scale, three of McIlvanney’s four books are about a Glasgow policeman, John Laidlaw (the fourth, The Kiln, is an autobiographical novel—also very good). Very lyrical, very gritty; not an easy combination to pull off. Very Scottish, too.
John Buchan
John Macnab Witch Wood

Classic Scottish tales.
D. K. Broster The Jacobite Trilogy
Three interlinked novels, set in and around the ’45.
John Greig The Return of John Macnab
A new telling of the Buchan tale; that is, a different (contemporary) story, but based on—and exploring some of the same issues as—the original John Macnab.
Irvine Welsh
Trainspotting
Marabou Stork Nightmares The Acid House Ecstasy Filth
Irvine Welsh is not for the weak. These books are simultaneously horrifying and hilarious. Also heart-wrenching. Trainspotting, Filth (and parts of Marabou), in addition, are written entirely in a heavy Edinburgh dialect, which some readers might find heavy going.
Ian Rankin
Knots and Crosses
Wolfman
Strip Jack
The Black Book
Mortal Causes
Black and Blue
The Hanging Garden
Rankin is sometimes hard to find in the United States, though getting more popular; some of these titles may be UK editions. Available through specialist mystery bookstores and online book services. The books listed above are a series of police procedurals, set in Edinburgh and featuring Detective John Rebus. Tough stories, but beautiful writing and good characterization.
ROMANCE
For those who most enjoy love stories, these are several fine writers of “straight” romance (that is, romance unmixed with any other genre elements).
Laura Kinsale Susan Elizabeth Phillips Judith McNaught Nora Roberts
I haven’t listed individual titles, because all of these writers are quite prolific.
STRANGE BOOKS
I couldn’t come close to describing these books. All I can say is that they’re unique, and I thought they were very interesting.
Jeanette Winterson
Sexing the Cherry
John Berendt Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil
Manuel Puig Kiss of the Spider Woman
Tom Wolfe A Man in Full
Until the next book—Happy Reading!
1My editor has been known to say on occasion, “These have
to be word-of-mouth books, because they’re too weird to describe to anybody.”
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