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A fiend of 
more malignant 
aspect was ever 
at his elbow, in 
the form of his 

brother.

In the midst of 
it the 

re
spi
ration

 wa
s 
the most 

refreshing and delicious.
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“So you are indeed Bell Calvert, so called 
once. Well, of all the world you are the 
woman whom I have longed and travailed 
the most to see. But you were invisible;  a 
being to be heard of, not seen.”

“There have been days, madam,” re-
turned she, “when I was to be seen, and 
when there were few to be seen like me. 
But since that time there have indeed 
been days on which I was not to be seen. 
My crimes have been great, but my suf-
ferings have been greater. So great that 
neither you nor the world can ever either 
know or conceive them. I hope they will 
be taken into account by the Most High. 
Mine have been crimes of utter despera-
tion. But whom am I speaking to? You had 
better leave me to myself, mistress.”

“Leave you to yourself? That I will be 
loth to do till you tell me where you were 
that night my young master was mur-
dered.”
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“How long is it since Mrs. Calvert and 
you became acquainted?” 

“About a year and a half.”
“State the precise time, if you please; 

the day, or night, according to your re-
membrance.”

“It was on the morning of the 28th of 
February, 1705.”

“What time of the morning?”
“Perhaps about one.”
“So early as that? At what place did 

you meet then?”
“It was at the foot of one of the north 

wynds of Edinburgh.” 
“Was it by appointment that you met?”
“No, it was not.”
“For what purpose was it then?”
“For no purpose.”
“How is it that you chance to remem-

ber the day and hour so minutely, if you 
met that woman, whom you have ac-
cused, merely by chance, and for no man-
ner of purpose, as you must have met 
others that night, perhaps to the amount 
of hundreds, in the same way?”

“I have good cause to remember it, my 
lord.”

“What was that cause?—No answer?—
You don’t choose to say what that cause 
was?”

“I am not at liberty to tell.”
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                   There are the keys o’ your kirk, sir! 
                              I hae never had muckle mense o’ 
                                         them sin’ ye entered the door o’t. 
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I determined (as i knew him for a wicked person, and 
          one of  the devils handfasted children) 
                  to be revenged on him.
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How much more wise 
would it be, thought I, 

to begin and cut sinners 
off with the sword

to cut off the enemies

of the 
LoRD

fRom the face
of the eaRth
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You are dedicated to the great work of the Lord for 
which reasons I have resolvevd to attach myself as 

closely to you as possible

You have the 
chameleon art 
of changing 

your appearance 
you appear to 
be somehow at 
a loss. Had not 
yet you and I 

some sweet com-
munion and fel-
lowship yester-

day?



I felt greatly strengthened and encouraged that night, and 
the next morning I ran to meet my companion, out of  whose 
eye I had now no life. He rejoiced at seeing me so forward in 
the great work of  reformation by blood, and said many things 
to raise my hopes of  future fame and glory; and then produc-

ing two pistols of  pure beaten gold, he held them out and prof-
fered me the choice of  one, saying: “See what thy master hath 

provided thee!” I took one of  them eagerly, for I perceived 
at once that they were two of  the very weapons thtat were let 
down from Heaven in the cloudy veil, the dim tapestry of  the 
firmament; and I said to myself. “Surely this is the will of  the 

Lord.”
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The victory of the wicked one over me confined me in 
my chamber at Mr Miller’s house for nearly a month.

I cannot comprehend what manouvres my illustrious friend 
was playing off with them about this time; for he having 
the art of personating whom he chose, had peradventure 
decieved them.

There were plenty who attested on oath that i saw my 
brother everyday during this period; that i persecuted 
him, with my presence day and night, while all the time i 
never saw his face save in a delusive dream.

Immediately after this i was seized with a strange distemper, which 
neither my friends nor physicians could comprehend.

I was bewitched and my relatives were 
at the ground of it.

This victory of the wicked one over me kept me 
confined in my chamber at Mr. Millar’s house for 
nearly a month, until the prayers of the faithful 
prevailed and i was restored.W
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“ the graceless libertine 
was absolved, and

I was incarcerated ”

Mark how different was the result! From the shifts and ambiguities of a wicked Bench, 
who had a fellow-feeling of iniquity with the defenders, my suit was lost, the graceless 
libertine was absolved, and I was incarcerated, and bound over to keep the peace, with 
heavy penalties, before I was set at liberty.

“I see the deed must be done, then,” said I, 
“and, since it is so, it shall be done. I will arm 
myself forthwith, and from the midst of his 
wine and debauchery you shall call him forth to 
me, and there will I smite him with the edge of 
the sword, that our great work be not retarded.”

“ I shall smite him with 
the edge of the sword ”

G
ra

ce
  P

ow





Li
ly

 M
ul

la
n 





Ar
ra

n 
St

am
pe

r





Ki
rs

ty
 O

xl
ey





R
ac

he
l D

on
al

ds
on





In
di

a 
Pe

ar
ce





Sc
ot

t D
av

ie
s






