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JOHN INVERARY MCPHEE, 1796 to 1867 
“Killichonate” 
 
John Inverary McPhee 1796 to 1867 
My name is John McPhee. I come from Scotland, from that part of Scotland known 
as Lochaber. In particular, Glen Spean is my Scotland home. ‘Killichonate’ on the 
Inverlochy Estate is where I lived from after my marriage in 1826 until coming to 
Australia more than thirteen years ago in 1853. My mother was Ann Cameron and 
my wife was Charlotte MacArthur. The name McPhee is of longest standing in 
Lochaber. In fact the first head of our McPhee family that I know anything about was 
called “McPhee of Glen Spean”. They tell me that I was born at Inverary. Readers will 
note that this is not the Inveraray which is in Argyll, but is the Inverary which is over 
there near Inverness.  
I will talk more about this later in this my little memoir, but for the present let me just 
say that because of this ‘Glen Spean’ McPhee’s patent nobility his family would 
certainly have been resident in the Lochaber district, (in either or both Kilmonivaig or 
Kilmallie) for at least a hundred years before McPhee of Glen Spean’s daughter 
married into the family of the Lord of the Isles, and certainly just as long before 
McPhee fought on the side of the McDonalds at the first Battle of Inverlochy in 1431. 
You had to be somebody substantially aristocratic to mix in matrimony and warfare 
respectively with or against those folks. 
But now let me come back to the present, to my Australian present: all that has been 
left to me from all this Glen Spean McPhee family background is the corporate 
memory of McPhee families of incredible stability in Lochaber, from earliest times of 
the family name, that family name which existed in Scotland before Christianity, down 
to the diaspora after the Battle of Culloden of 1746, and the Highland Clearances in 
subsequent years. I wear a McPhee ring on my finger still, a ring passed on to me, 
father to son throughout the years and generations. So we come to today, in the 
early part of the year of 1867. 
 
In my own words 
My neighbour and friend Ewan MacPherson of Little River, Victoria, formerly of Oban 
Scotland, is writing this down for me. I have never learned to read and write. 
Fortunately my children did learn, thanks to the help of their Aunt Emily, later Emily 
Johnson. But I never had the chance to learn to read and write. Even when my 
darling daughter Anne died just three years ago (1864) in Geelong, I could only 
witness her death by making a cross on the paper which they put in front of me. 
 
You talk, I’ll write, he said 
It was Ewan MacPherson who suggested to me that I make some record of my life, 
of my early years in Scotland, and then something about my more than thirteen years 
here in Australia. So I will attempt it, and Ewan will put it into writing for me. 
My memory is not so good now, seeing that I am nearly seventy years old, so I will 
tell things just as they come to me. As I start this, I am at Ewan MacPherson’s 
house. 
 
Little River 
Ewan MacPherson lives at Little River, Victoria. Little River has a number of Scottish 
people and in fact my friend Ewan is a trustee for the Presbyterian section of the 
Little River cemetery. Already the Presbyterians here have a Church for our own 
denomination and so also have the Roman Catholics. 
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Little River’s Scottish priest 
It was a Scots priest Father Ranald Rankin who gathered the Little River Catholics 
together in the short time he was here from 1857 until his death at Little River in 
1863, and they built a lovely stone Church for their community. They built a Catholic 
school too. Catholic people around here have such names as Cameron, MacIntosh, 
MacDonald and MacPherson. I will mention when I get around to it later how the 
 

   
Little River Victoria Railway Station 1860’s 
 

   
Stone Bridge at Little River Victoria 
 

   
Railway workers at Little River Victoria 
 

   
Roman Catholic Church at Little River, built by Father Rankin in 1857 
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Chisholms came to be here, and also the MacKillops. Alexander MacKillop, a Roy 
Bridge Catholic, told me last year that he knew Father Rankin well from their days in 
Scotland’s Highlands. 
 
The soul of Little River 
I have reflected on how Father Rankin’s life was central to the Roman Catholic story 
of the Highlands in Scotland and how he continued this effective apostolate in 
Victoria. Rankin was born in Fort William: his mother was Elizabeth MacDonald of the 
MacDonells of Keppoch, and it is said that Rankin was descended from survivors of 
the Massacre at Glencoe, and he was reputed to be some relation of Flora 
MacDonald who helped Bonnie Prince Charlie, although this last information is 
harder to establish and is unlikely. 
Father Rankin was friends with Caroline and Captain Chisholm who were two of the 
petitioners of 1852 to have Father Rankin sent to Little River from his Scottish 
mission. Catholics here have told me that he had some three hundred wretchedly 
poor parishioners at Badenoch in Argyllshire, and for many years he led the Catholic 
people of Moidart. He was learned, pious and zealous, a poet and writer of beautiful 
hymns. He translated devotional works from French, English and Latin into the Gaelic 
language and he translated into the Gaelic three of the Books of Virgil’s ‘Aeneid.’ In 
the days of Father Rankin’s ministry in the West Highlands of Scotland Catholics had 
a hard time of it. I am most familiar with the Parish of Braes O’Lochaber with its St 
Margaret’s Church at Roybridge. For forty years until 1813 Fr Angus Gillies served 
the Catholic people of the area. In good time he was buried in the Catholic Cemetery 
of Cille Choirill in his own pastoral area. In my own time, within those same precincts 
the pastor was Father Donald Forbes whom Charlotte my wife asked to give Baptism 
to my children. He began in the Braes O’Lochaber parish in 1826, and is still there as 
I speak. So I am familiar with the strong breed of Catholic clergymen Scotland gave 
to the Church and to the people. But none compared in learning and comprehensive 
grace to the Father Ranald Rankin who had come from Scotland to Little River in 
Victoria, Australia. 
So when Father Rankin wrote down his parishioners’ Lochaber sounding names 
when he came to Little River he knew he could well have been at Fort William or Roy 
Bridge or Moidart. His Bishops back in Scotland, no surprises, were Bishop John 
Chisholm, Bishop Aeneas Chisholm and Bishop Ranald MacDonald, the last Bishop 
being a relation who had ordained Rankin to the priesthood in 1828. 
 
Father Rankin was still in Scotland when the centenary of the 1745 ‘Rising of the 
Clans’ at Glenfinnin was celebrated. Rankin, who was born in Fort William by the 
way, not so far from Glenfinnan, attended the centenary celebrations at Glenfinnin 
itself in 1845. He must have been at the same gathering as I was, but I can 
understand why he would not have noticed me, and I am glad, because I was totally 
in the background, head down, and sobbing my heart out as I reflected on this 
oppressive memory of loving hopes dashed and loyalest lives cruelly wasted. There 
would have been an added poignancy to Father Rankin’s own attendance seeing that 
his brother Donald Rankin had died just three years earlier, and Donald’s wife, Isabel 
Rankin nee MacDonell of the Aberarder MacDonells from Killichonate had been one of 
the family of MacDonells to most suffer the most after the defeat of the Jacobite forces. It 
was bad enough in my own case, imagine what it would have been like for Father 
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Rankin. I had taken no family members with me down to Glenfinnan from Killichonate 
where were living of course at that time of the Glenfinnin Centenary, as I did not wish my 
own children to see me torn apart in this memory of such grief. 
 
There is a little Catholic Chapel overlooking Loch Shiel and the Glenfinnnin site. The 
Chapel is small and poor. Before I left Scotland I heard that the Catholics were 
contemplating a new stone structure. An architect who had already shown interest in the 
project is the son of the very famous architect Pugin. Anyway, after the 1845 ceremonies 
of memory of the ‘Raising of the Standard of Prince Charles’ in which McPhee was 
intimately connected in 1745, those officials who wanted to attend the service of the 
Mass proceeded to the Chapel where in Sacramental form another and greatest 
unselfish act is re-enacted and remembered. Once again I hung back, not being of the 
Catholic faith, but I was fully in accord with the beautiful sentiments and engaging rituals 
of my wife Charlotte MacArthur’s faith, that faith which had sustained so many of the 
people gathered to raise Prince Charles’ standard here at Glenfinnan on that fateful day 
one hundred years before. 
 
Here are the words which are inscribed on the Monument at Glenfinnan and which 
sentences I cannot have read to me without emotion: 
 

“On this spot, where 
Prince Charles Edward Stewart 

first planted his Standard, 
on 19th day of August, 1745, 

when he made the noble and gallant attempt 
to recover a throne lost by his ancestors, 

this column is erected by 
Alexander Macdonald, Esq., of Glenaladale, 

to commemorate the generous zeal, 
the undaunted bravery, and the inviolable fidelity 

of his forefathers, and the rest of those 
who fought and bled in that 

arduous and unfortunate enterprise.” 
 

No wonder that the Little River Catholics in far away Australia had sought one 
so much of their own - the Scottish priest Father Rankin - to work among 
them. Anyway, I first heard about the presence of this good Highland minister 
of the Gospel and the Catholic faith, and this searcher in Australia for the 
‘scattered Highland tribe’ when I was in Geelong where many immigrant Scots 
people still live and work, and for the brief time that Father Rankin worked 
there. But here in Little River his spirit is still very much alive, just four years 
since the sadness of his death. I came to Little River for work on a stone 
bridge a little while ago. What is in Little River is wonderful. I hope that I have 
given my readers, especially any Highland Scots readers, some picture of this 
unique part of the world. 
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The McPhees and the Camerons 
Getting back to my own story now - my father was Duncan McPhee and my 
mother was Ann Cameron. Our McPhee groups of families or our Clan in 
Lochaber and the large Cameron Clan or families have been closely 
connected for a much longer time than I can recall. The McPhees and the 
Camerons, that’s the way it was. At the time of Culloden the McPhees and 
the Camerons died together. 
 
And after the Battle of Culloden and the defeat of the Highland forces, the 
bond of Cameron and McPhee had been had been enriched in further futile 
bloodshed as the soldiers of the Englishman Cumberland burned out McPhee 
and Cameron alike around the shores of Loch Arkaig. 
 
 

   
The soldiers of Cumberland burned out McPhee and Cameron alike around the 
shores of Loch Arkaig. 
 
 
 

  Loch Arkaig on right, and some ruins of homes of the 
dispossessed.  Photo taken in 1985. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A symbiosis of families 
For centuries McPhee families had lived in the land of the Camerons. In fact I 
understand that McPhees lived in Cameron lands before the Camerons were 
the Locheil Camerons. There is also a well substantiated opinion that in that 
part of the world along the Western end of Loch Arkaig, at that time McPhee 
was called ‘MacGillonie’ and under that name they were certainly deep into 
Glen Dessary long before the Camerons of Locheil achieved their ascendancy 
among the four or so contending groups of Camerons. 
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I believe that while many McPhees subsequently changed their names to 
Cameron, many did not. And when in 1745 it came time for the Clans to come 
together to join in the fight which I just mentioned at Culloden, and for that 
whole series of battles and skirmishes associated with the return to Scotland 
of Prince Charles, it was just near to where many families of McPhee people 
had been so long living that the Clans all assembled for the first time. 
 
Loyalty to Cameron of Locheil is loyalty to the Prince 
Although I was born some fifty years after the terrible events of 1745 and 
1746, I remember my folks still talking about the way in which the McPhees of 
Glen Pean, Glen Dessary and Glen Kingie and from different other Cameron 
lands in Lochaber, made their way down to Glenfinnan. It was no distance for 
them all to go, although it was over rugged country certainly. And one had to 
be loyal to Cameron of Locheil who had decided to follow Prince Charles. 
They called him, the Cameron Laird: ‘Gentle Locheil’. Prince Charles was to 
lead the Cameron Laird and to lead all my good and loyal people headlong 
into the most crushing defeat, humiliation, tragedy and bloodshed and into the 
worst tragedy in Highland history. Cameron of Locheil himself was severely 
wounded but managed to escape to France. 
 
Glenfinnan of Prince Charles 
But the beginnings at Glenfinnan were filled with hope and promise. The 
McPhee pipers, I was told, had piped the Prince ashore at the edge of Loch 
Sheil for him to be greeted by the MacDonald Clan chiefs. With hopes and 
prayers the Highlanders saw Bishop Hugh MacDonald bless the colours of 
Bonnie Prince Charlie. They watched the ageing Duke of Athol hold up the 
standard of the Stuart helped by two Highlanders, one of them was a 
McPhee. These were proud moments in the history of our folks. 
 

   
Fort William, as it was when Prince Charles laid siege in 1745. 
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Inverlochy Estate Castle, residence of the Lord Abinger, from 1836. Ben Nevis is 
in the background. 
 
 

   
Glenfinnan, in the footsteps of the Camerons, to meet with Prince Charles. Loch 
Shiel on right. 
 
 
 

   
On Loch Shiel, Charlie MacFarlane of Innis a Bhorhain pipes for Prince Charles 
near Glenaladale, in September 2001.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      
 
 
 
 
 
 
Defeat, one year later 
Culloden was about a year later, and hopes and dreams were dashed. Prince 
Charles was on the run. As I said before many were to suffer gravely at the 
Battle of Culloden and in its aftermath. Reliable folk lore within the McPhee 
families tells how, in a critical moment of the battle itself, the Highlanders with 
a McPhee group in its composition, charged the English force, and that 
Cumberland, who had taken special measures to counter this charge, 
nevertheless had to give ground to the McPhee group right back to the third 
row of his placements of troops. It was this McPhee charge which the greatly 
more numerous English force had to counter. They did so successfully. The 
horrific battle was lost, in half an hour. 
 
Captured, but alive, after Culloden 
Three of the McPhee soldiers were taken prisoner that I know of. One of 
them was a local. Well, in a way the three of them were locals, but one 
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especially was local on account of his connection with Cameron of Locheil. 
This was Ewan McPhee and he was with Locheil’s Regiment. His home was 
at Locharkaig. 
Another Ewan McPhee, a labourer from Inverness, and Murdoch McPhee a 
farmer from Morvern, Argyll, were transported in 1747, as was Ewan, the one 
I mentioned earlier, who had been a servant to Donald Cameron of Clunes 
before the war. 
 
Pursuing the Prince 
There is one other thing to mention about those days after Culloden and that 
is how Prince Charles crossed the Great Glen, fled along the Dark Mile, and 
along the North shore of Loch Arkaig, making his race for the obscurity of the 
Island of Skye. The English troops came after, burning looting and destroying 
lands and crofts and effectively ending the lives and livelihood of McPhee and 
Cameron. They scorched the earth in searching for Prince Charles and the 
defeated soldiers and dependents of Cameron of Locheil. The Glen Dessary 
and Loch Arkaig region was nigh on emptied of McPhee. 
 
North shore of Loch Arkaig, and Glen Dessary 
I took my children on a couple of trips to see places like Loch Arkaig and Glen 
Dessary not long before we left Scotland. As we drove the horse and cart 
along the so called ‘Dark Mile” after Bunarkaig, the older boys calculated that 
it would have been a little over a hundred years since Prince Charles was 
here. 
How different the circumstances were from 1746 until early 1853 when we 
took that path of memory. At one much earlier period of time these had all 
been MacIntosh lands. But by the time of Culloden these were all Cameron 
lands, with only some residual dispute over particular rentals with the Duke of 
Argyll. The whole area North of Loch Arkaig was once thickly populated, 
Camerons, MacMillans, MacPhees. 
In 1746 quite a few of the tenants were McPhees. Following Culloden their 
homes were destroyed, and their beasts killed or driven off, but ten McPhee 
tenants somehow managed to survive, and were given a pitiful reimbursement 
later for assessed losses suffered under Cumberland’s soldiers. Most of these 
McPhee never returned to the North side of Loch Arkaig. 
Other landless McPhees managed to survive in the area, a few arrested and 
imprisoned. Most drifted away, content to be alive, heading towards Fort 
William area, some away to Glasgow and beyond. Later on a few McPhee 
crofters and the remaining tenants were driven off the land by our own 
Cameron Chief, some as recent as 1804, in my own early lifetime. Those 
place names and the property names are only memories for people now. Who 
knows of Achnasaul, Crieff, Muick, Ark, or Sallachan, any more? 
 
Glendessary, the Camerons 
But back to my outing along the North shore of Loch Arkaig: with my children I 
paused beside some anonymous stone ruin, well into the Glen. We stood 
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around, thoughtful and prayerful. My own prayers were for the Camerons, for 
my dear mother and for her parents. We who were standing around her home 
place and her heritage would lament the pitiful changes which were 
symbolized by these stone ruins. No longer is a clan to be gathered together 
by virtue of its ancient family or Clan loyalties. It was the scattering of 
traditional places of life for the older Camerons which we all find so hard. 
Fortunately the Camerons of Glendessary had other places to go such as to 
Liddisdale and Lochaline in Morvern where we find my brother Hugh Donald 
McPhee living and in Ardnamurchan where my parents Ann Cameron and 
Duncan McPhee were living. Well at least Duncan and Ann were there at 
Gorteneorn when my sister Sarah was born in November 1813. The 
Glendessary Camerons who had been started or founded by Sir Ewan Dubh 
an uncle of the fifth chief of Locheil had been in Glendessary and in these 
other places since the late seventeenth Century. And then when everyone, 
McPhee and Cameron, ran for their lives after the Battle of Culloden there 
were at least some places to go. But getting back to Glendessary just a final 
memory to mention – the McPhees in Glendesssary had a couple of key roles 
there in being keepers of the nursery, that is the deer sanctuary and the forest 
grazings of Coire Buie and Coire Na Gall, the first of which places was the 
identifying place of my friend Ewan McPhee, called ‘The Outlaw’, whom I shall 
speak of later, if I remember. 
 

    
Saint Columba’s Isle. A small chapel is there, and some old gravestones with 
important inscriptions of the McPhees 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Resting places 
Before I leave off talking about the Camerons and the McPhees and how the 
McPhees lived for so long in the Cameron lands, I should mention that there 
are still to be seen three burial places for McPhees that I know of. My 
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information is that a number of people of our name are buried on the little 
island towards the end of Loch Arkaig, the end of the Loch nearest to 
Achnacarry. 
I took my children to see this little Island, called Saint Columba’s Isle. A small 
chapel is there, and some old gravestones with important inscriptions of the 
McPhees who lived in those places not far away, in Glen Dessary, and on the 
shores of this same Loch Arkaig. It is a holy place of course, but it also has 
some memories of the Prince Charles campaign through Sir Ewan Cameron. 
Sir Ewan thought the Island would be a good place to hold some hostages 
when he was trying to capture Fort William for the Prince, and in the hopes of 
extracting better terms in his negotiations with the Governor of the Fort. 
There is another McPhee burial ground at Loch Beorid. This is to the West of 
Achnacarry and not far again from Glenfinnin. I suppose the district would be 
that of South Morar. But it is difficult to make one’s way over there to this little 
cemetery. With my children I did take this rugged path. In a while I’ll tell you 
how this came about. 
The old Kilmallie Churchyard also contains graves of McPhees, and they tell 
me that Alexander McPhee, the late tenant at Coull, or Cuil, farm in Glen 
Dessary found his final resting place here in May 1835 when he was 66 years 
old. Alexander joined Mary Cameron already buried there in 1830. Mary of 
course was the wife of John McPhee the Crofter of Lochy Ferry. I know that 
some of their children came to Australia about the same time as I did. Even 
earlier than the 1830 burial just mentioned at Kilmallie, you will find a stone 
placed there in 1809, in memory of Alexander McPhee, 24 years old, the son 
of John McPhee who had been the tenant at Glendessary, but who was living 
at Corpach near Fort William when his son died. 
I understand that since I left Scotland John McPhee the baker of Fort William 
has erected a memorial in the Kilmallie cemetery of his parents Duncan 
McPhee and Mary Cameron. I heard of the death of Duncan McPhee while I 
was living in Geelong in 1861. Duncan lived till he was 81 years old. But Mary 
Cameron his wife at age 61 had died in 1841 at Kinlocheil, just along from 
Glenfinnin where they lived at the time. I knew them both well of course, in 
fact I am not too distantly related to the late Duncan McPhee. 
Archibald McPhee has left a memorial stone in the same Kilmallie cemetery to 
record the memory of his parents. His father John McPhee was formerly of 
Tghrracrochan and Lochy Ferry, and he died at Glengarry when he was 70 
years old in 1824. John McPhee’s wife Isabella MacMillan had sadly 
predeceased him in 1807 at only 40 years of age. Archibald erected this 
monument to John and Isabella when he came from St Vincent in 1836. 
 
Kilmonivaig and Cille Choirill 
In the decades before I left Scotland, that is in more recent times, some 
deceased McPhee people found their lasting rest at the Kilmonivaig Cemetery 
in Lochaber and at the very ancient Cille Choirill Catholic Cemetery in Brae 
Lochaber, the dearest place of all for me because my Charlotte is buried 
there, but where only a fraction of the thousands buried there have their 
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names recorded in stone. I know that in my own circumstances, a tombstone 
and an inscription were beyond my moderate means. 
 
Crofters, cottars and small landholders no more 
There were many factors which caused the McPhees to drift away from the 
Cameron country where they had been for hundreds of years, but perhaps 
two reasons stand out. I have mentioned one of these, the futile support of 
Prince Charles with the breaking up of the Clan arrangements and loyalties 
which followed. The other factor I have heard called the “Highland 
Clearances”. The people were cleared off the land. There was no money in 
poor crofters and cottars, and the Locheil Cameron leaders, devastated by 
Culloden and wasteful in character, needed the income from the wool. 
 
So, sheep would replace the people. 
The farmers and crofters were dispossessed and translated, if that’s the word 
for their pitiless moving. And in my own life experience in Lochaber, even the 
Marquis of Huntly, following centuries of Gordon kindness to tenants and 
dependants, he couldn’t care about the people on his land, and was too 
frequently busy with the high life in London. So whole villages were shunted 
elsewhere and the traces of their humble dwellings were erased. I’ll give some 
details later about some of this when speaking about the MacArthurs of 
Unachan. The loyalty of the Highland families was rewarded by the taking away 
of what little they possessed. The black faced Cheviot sheep ruled. This cruelty 
hit hardest in our Lochaber in 1804, when I was an infant. But is has continued 
relentlessy ever since. 
 
Fort William to Spean Bridge in 1799 
I will ask Mr Ewan MacPherson to add to my story at this point some 
description of our area written by a visitor to the Highlands. This extract from 
the writing of the Mrs Sarah Murray of Kensington will give our readers some 
idea of how many people lived their poor lives on the Inverlochy Estate of the 
Gordons when in 1799 she took the short journey from Fort William to Spean 
Bridge. Although her book was supposed to be about the beauties of 
Scotland, this is what she wrote about our part of that beautiful country: 
 
“Through the vast moor before me, there was nothing but the road to be 
seen, except a few scattered huts; some of them in such bogs that it 
seemed impossible for anything human to exist in such places. Peat 
moss, rushes, coarse grass, and now and then a patch of heath are the 
whole produce of this up and down waste. The eight miles from High 
Bridge to Fort William is the most dreary though not the ugliest space I 
have travelled in Scotland. It is very thinly populated. The huts on this 
moor are very small and low, and soon erected, and must very soon fall 
down. They consist of four stakes of birch, forked at the top, driven into 
the ground; on these they lay four other birch poles, and then form a 
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gavel at each end by putting up more birch stakes and crossing them 
sufficiently to support the clods with which they plaster the skeleton of 
a hut all over, except a small hole to creep in and out, and a hole in the 
roof stuck around with sticks patched up with a turf for a vent, as they 
call the chimney. The covering of these huts is turf, about five or six 
inches thick, and put on as soon as taken from the moor: therefore it 
seldom loses its vegetation as I hardly saw any difference between the 
huts and the moor. 
In these huts they make a fire upon the ground and the smoke issues in 
columns at every hole, so that if an inhabitant of these be induced to 
take a peep at any travellers, they are seen in a cloud of smoke; 
notwithstanding which the curshes, that is the caps of the Highland 
women, were as white as snow and the faces of the children mostly fair 
and blossoming. The chief furniture is the iron pot, a few bowls and 
spoons of wood, and pails to put the milk in.” 
 
You can just imagine how the famine of 1848 and following years had a most 
tragic effect upon people in circumstances such as Mrs Murray described. 
Even the famous Corriechoille Cameron, born in 1780, and others who by then 
were wealthy folks had known famine and starvation. Rich and poor alike had 
suffered. John McPhee my son will probably take up this theme in his own 
writing, but John would not mind me quoting his 1850 conversation with 
Cameron, reflecting on what Cameron himself experienced in earlier years of 
famine in the Western Highlands. My son wrote as follows: 
 
“As those old and young shepherds would be sitting around the fire, the 
topic was about snow storms. The master Mr Cameron commenced 
telling of the great famine which he witnessed himself when a boy. 
Although at this time the owner of a quarter of a million sheep and a 
large stud of cattle of all breeds, he was not ashamed to tell us of the 
starvation he suffered. The season was dry and frosty, neither potatoes 
nor oats grew. This was what the people depended on for their living. As 
the season advanced things were getting worse, and oatmeal was so 
dear that the poor people could not buy it. Money they had none; those 
who had had meal would not give credit, so they had to use their own 
wits to scramble out a living. Those who had pet goats and pet sheep 
killed them. Sometime if they were really hungry, a fowl would be killed 
and shared among the family. Those who had cows, the owner would 
take a certain amount of blood from them by opening a vein in the neck. 
This blood would be cooked in even parts of water. When cooked each 
member would receive his share. Often after eating the share he would 
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feel more hungry than before; it only sharpened up his appetite for 
more. The milk would be saved up for two days and then rennet would 
be put in and turn it into curds. This would be served the same as the 
blood and water. All the fowls were killed or any young cattle. Every 
means was used to save life; fishing and hunting was every day work for 
the men. Some days the boys would be successful in getting hare or 
wild fowl. Anything extra one woman could get would be shared by the 
rest. The old gentleman said that the same family had no means of 
getting oatmeal any more than the rest.” 
 
 
Fort William to Spean Bridge according to Mr Robert Somers 
Mr Somers wrote very critically of Lord Abinger’s custodianship of the 
Inverlochy Estate in his 1848 book: “Letters from the Highlands, on the 
Famine of 1848”. I recommend that you read this book. I know its contents 
from hearing it read and from knowing personally the squalid reality he 
portrays. 
 
Stability for us, on Inverlochy Estate 
Well now, it was not like that at all for my family, living on this same Inverlochy 
Estate, some parts of which Mrs Sarah Murray described. For the ten years 
after my marriage in 1826 the Gordons owned the Inverlochy Estate. This 
was the same Gordon, the Marquis of Huntly, heavy gambler, absentee 
master, who took his own life in London ten years later. All my working life in 
Scotland I spent engaged on the Inverlochy Estate. We lived in a proper 
house, what one might describe as a dependency on Captain John 
MacDonald, son of Aberarder, at his Killichonate property leased from Gordon 
and later Mr Scarlett, Lord Abinger. When Lord Abinger took over the 
Inverlochy Estate in 1836 we got on well with him. Why not? Mr John 
MacDonald was paying nearly one hundred Pounds a year rental to Abinger. 
Meanwhile the biggest tenant on the property by far, paying rent of over eight 
hundred Pounds a year to Lord Abinger at one time, was John Cameron, 
known as “Corriechoille”. 
 
Charlotte MacArthur 
Now it was very lucky for us, for our family of seven children, and my wife 
Charlotte MacArthur, that we got on so well all these years, with always work, 
and with food always, even during the famine, and with the family growing 
healthily and numerous. No crawling out of smoke filled turf dwellings with 
white hats and beaming faces for us. 
Charlotte was related to Ann MacArthur, John Corriechoille Cameron’s 
mother, and this was a help, although I had been working with John 
Corriechoille Cameron before my marriage. In fact I lived at Corriechoille at 
the time of my marriage, and then, after some time in the McMartin Cameron 
country of John Cameron at Stronaba where Charlotte came from, we then 
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lived at Killichonate, a neighbour farm to Corriechoille, and still within the 
Inverlochy Estate right through until leaving for Australia. I might mention that 
John Corriechoille Cameron himself had a bit of luck in that he walked into the 
Corriechoille property of his father in law, at his first marriage. Gave him a 
good kick along. 
 
The MacMartin Camerons 
Perhaps I should explain something more about the family background of 
Corriechoille Cameron. I have mentioned that he was of the family or Clan of 
the Camerons known as the ‘MacMartin’ Camerons. John Cameron of 
Stronaba was of this same family. 
I will tell you how Corriechoille Cameron explained his ‘MacMartin’ 
background to me; I hope that I’ve got it right. The first Chief, about 1535, was 
Martin, Chief of Letterfinlay and Mucomer. Second Chief was Somerled; third, 
Ewen; fourth, Angus; fifth; John. The Sixth Chief was Donald, who had three 
sons: Angus, Ewen and John. 
Of these three sons: 
1) Angus, the oldest, was to become the MacMartin Chief, the true heir of 
the McMartin Camerons and no one ever seems to have disputed that. 
2) Ewen was to become the father of Donald Cameron who married 
Ann MacArthur and their son is the eponymous ‘Corriechoille Cameron’. 
3) John was to become the father of Donald ‘Soar’ Cameron from his first 
marriage, to Mary Cameron, the niece of Ewen of Glen Nevis, and their 
son is that Alexander ‘King’ Cameron of Penola whom I will speak about 
again as I continue this story. 
 

   
John Corriechoille Cameron, a drawing by his grand daughter Janetta 
MacCallum. 
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Leaving Stronaba, and with mixed fortunes at home and in Australia 
A lot of MacArthurs lived at Stronaba up until the time of our marriage, but 
those left after that time were all cleared out in the usual manner. 
In that little village of Stronaba there were just seventeen families. In 1805, 
twenty years before Charlotte and I got married, the heads of two of these 
Stronaba families were Charlotte’s father Alexander MacArthur and Catherine 
MacArthur. Over the intervening years, 1805 to 1853 when we left Scotland, a 
total of seventy two families with three hundred people, were cleared out of 
the MacMartin Cameron lands. Mr Belford acted as the owner’s agent in this 
‘Clearance’. He seemed determined to make a clean sweep of the whole 
Ratullich area. 
That Donald MacArthur whom I mentioned earlier, the close relative of my late 
wife Charlotte MacArthur, he has done very well here in Australia. 
Thirty years ago he came to Sydney by way of the ship “Boyne”, he and his 
wife Catherine MacDonald, daughter of John MacDonald and Catherine 
Cameron. I understand that several McPhee families came to Sydney on that 
same ship. Donald MacArthur came down through Victoria, and is now a very 
rich farming man at Limestone Ridge, near Penola in South Australia. 
 
Alexander MacKillop 
Another Lochaber man, Alexander MacKillop arrived in Sydney at the same 
time as Donald MacArthur and although he was a very well educated man, he 
has achieved neither financial success nor stability here in Victoria. 
I have met Alexander MacKillop here at Little River just recently. As I’ve said 
earlier in this story, Scots people gravitate to Little River settlement. 
Alexander told me that his daughter Mary who was born in Melbourne in 
1842, is now a school teacher, and is presently a tutor for the little children of 
the Camerons at Penola. Mary is the children’s cousin of course. In the South 
Australian town of Penola, and within the Catholic Church community, the 
names Cameron, MacArthur and MacKillop are the most prominent in 
generosity. 
 
 

  
 Detail of 2001 photo of a MacKillop home in Lochaber 
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Some more about MacKillop 
What is the origin of these MacKillops? The MacKillops were a particular 
branch of the Keppoch MacDonell Clan, all descended from Cranachan, 
whose father was the Seventh Chief of the Keppoch MacDonells. 
I mention this because it is a way of showing how our McPhee family was so 
interconnected with the main Lochaber families. 
You see, Cranachan’s father, who was Ranald Mor MacDonell, was the great 
grandson of the daughter of McPhee of Glen Spean, who was the leader of a 
powerful sept of that time. We McPhees have always been so proud of these 
ancient connections. I will illustrate this more clearly in an appendix when 
perhaps I can get Mr Ewan MacPherson to add to these pages a version of 
the MacDonell of Keppoch family tree. 
 
McPhee and Cameron in Lochaber 
We had a big wedding in Fort William in 1933 which I attended, when 
Catherine McPhee, the daughter of William and Jean McPhee of Lochaber 
married Ewen Cameron, son of John ‘Soar’ Cameron and Margaret Fraser. 
Ewan was the oldest brother of Alexander ‘King’ Cameron of Penola, South 
Australia. Ewen’s sister by the way was married to Duncan McPhee. 
Ewen Cameron, who was born in 1800 at Fort William, had been living at 
Insh, the neighbour farm to Corriechoille, at the time of his marriage. He 
came to Australia subsequently, but Catherine McPhee his wife never did. 
Insh was a venerable old Keppoch property before 1500, and remained as 
Keppoch’s rented property up until Culloden. 
I remember that Rev Charles MacKenzie, the Roman Catholic Missionary 
Apostolic, was celebrant at Ewen’s marriage. What a gathering this was, with 
Alexander McPhee and Angus Cameron the witnesses to the wedding. 
The two Cameron brothers Ewen and Alexander had grown up at Inverroy, 
not far from the ancient site of Keppoch House, where the River Roy joins and 
flows into the River Spean. All these people virtually neighbours of ours. I 
could count up about fifty marriages of McPhee and Cameron, many in 
Lochaber, and many more that have taken place in Australia. But I heard that 
Ewen Cameron whose wedding I attended in Fort William, the one who was in 
Australia for some time, I heard that he wrote back to Captain John 
MacDonald of Killichonate seeking his advice about some matter troubling 
him. Children of Ewen and Catherine were: Angus, John, Alex, Jean and 
Duncan. 
 
Connections 
Before proceeding further I should mention a couple of other facts about the 
connections between Lochaber families. It will perhaps pull together a few 
threads, and will be a useful introduction to the next part of these notes which 
concentrate on the Inverlochy Estate. 
Let’s put it this way: I know that my late wife Charlotte MacArthur’s close 
relation Donald MacArthur of Penola is also cousin of Alexander ‘King’ 
Cameron of Penola in South Australia, and this ‘King’ Cameron of Penola is 



 17 

married to Margaret MacDonald, the sister of Alexander MacKillop’s wife Flora 
MacDonald. And Margaret and Flora MacDonald’s family is the family of Long 
John Aberarder MacDonald whose son is Captain John MacDonald of 
Killichonate in Lochaber. I hope that my readers will not find this too 
confusing, but you will perhaps see how large, even central to our lives 
“Killichonate” looms. I will now go on to explain what I mean. 
 
 

   
The lay-out of Killichonate from a drawing of 1911. 
 

   
Some of the outbuildings at the Killichonate residence 
 

    
Outbuilding at Killichonate, showing how the land rises from that property 
towards Ben Nevis to the South 
 
 
 
 
 
Killichonate and our neighbours and relations 
Immediately before coming to Australia in 1853, our family had been living at 
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“Killichonate”, on the Inverlochy Estate, Lochaber, in the Western Highlands 
of Scotland, since the time of my marriage to Charlotte MacArthur in 1826. 
Charlotte was one of the MacArthurs of Stronaba, and a cousin of the Donald 
MacArthur whom I mentioned just a minute ago, who came to Australia in 
1838 to New South Wales, in company with many MacMartin Camerons. 
Donald MacArthur’s sisters, Catherine and Ann, were staying with us at 
Killichonate in 1841 when they took a Census that year. By that time there 
were no MacArthurs at all living at Stronaba, but there were still MacArthur 
families at the Kilmonivaig properties of Murlaggan, Achluachrach, 
Corriechoille, Chlinaig, Liandally and of course there were also Archibald and 
Sarah MacArthur in another residence at Killichonate. From my memory John 
at Murlaggan was a tailor, and Donald at Achluachrach was a weaver. 
My wife Charlotte MacArthur was, like most of the West Highland MacArthurs, 
a Catholic, otherwise, after her sad death before we others in the family left 
Scotland, she would not have been buried in the Catholic Cemetery of Cille 
Choirill, just down the road from where we lived. Only Catholics were buried 
there. 
I am not a Catholic, never was. 
My wife Charlotte MacArthur was a niece of Ann MacArthur Cameron the 
mother of my good friend and kinsman John Corriechoille Cameron. 
 
 
 

    
Father Michael Matthew McPhee beside the tomb of John Corriechoille Cameron 
who died in 1856.  In the centre background is the Cameron Chapel.  In his hand 
Michael is holding a copy of the late Ann MacDonell’s booklet about the cemetery 
of Cille Choirill 
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John Corriechoille Cameron 
Cameron was born in 1781. He was a nephew of the MacMartin Cameron 
Chieftain known as Donald “Saor” Cameron. 
I met Alexander Cameron, younger son of this Donald “Soar” Cameron once, 
here at Little River, not far from Geelong in Victoria. Alexander was on the 
way to South Australia I believe. I mention this just by the way. He had come 
to Australia in 1838 with many other MacMartin Camerons. 
John Corriechoille Cameron, to get back to where I was a minute ago, was 
himself a Catholic. He was a regular member of the congregation at St 
Margaret’s in the Braes o’Lochaber parish Roy Bridge, until he fell out with 
Father Donald Forbes over some small money matter. ‘Why should he have 
to pay weekly for a pew in the Church when he had himself virtually paid for 
the building of it’? 
I believe that he was reconciled to his Church shortly before his death in 
1856. 
This would have been just three years after I myself had gone from there, to 
come to Australia. 
I was saddened in this far off Australia when I heard of the death of this great 
character of a man. 
He was such a good friend to me and to my family. 
Perhaps he came over as gruff at times, but I found him always very kind, 
especially in the hardships we shared, and during the famine. 
From the time of my marriage until leaving for Australia, I was often working 
with John Corriechoille Cameron, and I made trips with him to the sheep and 
cattle markets. He sat on his pony as though they were one. 
People said he had properties that he either owned or had taken on agistment 
all the way to the great markets. 
I will never forget the sight of the flocks and herds of beasts, miles and miles 
long as the impossible caravan moved inexorably towards the Selkirk tryst. 
 
Cameron and Ewan McPhee 
There was only one aspect of John Corriechoille Cameron’s character over 
which I felt aggrieved. He seemed to act ‘out of character’, in this episode I 
am about to relate. 
This is what happened: Cameron wanted to have Ewen Cameron arrested for 
allegedly stealing his sheep, and so he went to Cameron of Locheil and 
insisted that Locheil have Ewen McPhee arrested. 
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Ewen McPhee of Coire Buie.  This picture is from MacIan’s: “The Clans of the 
Scottish Highlands” 
 
 
 
 
 
I knew this Ewen McPhee. Ewen’s son John was exactly the same age as my 
son John. His other children were roughly parallel to my children’s ages: Janet 
born 1828, Ewen born 1830, John born 1833, Mary born 1835, Angus born 
1840 and John again, born 1843. 
Yes, he had deserted from the Army. How could he serve in an army which 
beat up on his own countrymen? 
Yes, so he did steal an occasional sheep from Cameron. He was treated as 
an outlaw by many. 
My own feeling was that Ewen McPhee was just another dispossessed Highland  
Scotsman struggling for existence in the only way he knew. 
His children were forced to live in some unhealthy squalor on the outskirts of 
Fort William after the arrest took place. Ewen was to die in prison. 
I felt that this was all unjust in the extreme. 
We had, on the one hand John Corriechoille Cameron, with so many, 
countless numbers of sheep, and on the other Ewen McPhee with nothing at 
all, only his little family, and only ostracism, misery and discomfort as his daily 
bread. He was a good shot with his rifle of course. So was his young wife. 
 
Tenants of Lord Abinger, Inverlochy Estate 
John Corriechoille Cameron was one of the seven principal tenants on the 
Estate of the Right Hon. Lord Abinger, whose family name you will recall was 
Scarlett. 
This Lord Abinger said that he had made improvements to the lands of 
Inverlochy Estate, since he took over the Estate from the late lamented 
Marquis of Huntly, his Gordon predecessor at Inverlochy. The Gordons had 
been at Inverlochy Estate in Lochaber from 1500 to 1836. 
But there were injustices in the way the system worked. Even up until the 
time that I left Lochaber I could see that there were many hard-working but 
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poor people being hurt. 
For my own part however I did well under the arrangements as they were. I 
saw quite a lot of Lord Abinger, considering he was not in residence at the 
Inverlochy Castle all that much. His son was nearly always there. His son 
had married an American woman. 
I named my own son Robert Campbell Scarlett McPhee after Lord Abinger’s 
son Robert Campbell Scarlett. 
By the way, the other five principal tenants of Lord Abinger’s Inverlochy Estate 
were: John Kennedy Esq. of Leanachan; Kenneth Kennedy Esq. of 
Leanachan; Thomas MacDonald Esq. of Achindoul; Donald Cameron Esq. of 
Camisky and Mr John Robertson, Inverlochy. This will help you, my readers, 
to get an idea of the wider world in which our family lived. We were so 
fortunate to be secure within these arrangements. 
I have already had reason to mention the book attacking Lord Abinger’s 
alleged neglect of the Inverlochy Estate. Two of Lord Abinger’s best 
supporters and defenders when he was under attack in the local newspaper 
and in Robert Somers’ book “Letters from the Highlands” published in 1848 
were: firstly, the John Corriechoille Cameron whom I have just mentioned, 
and secondly, Captain John MacDonald, tenant at Killichonate, about whom I 
shall now speak. 
 
John MacDonald, Esq., of Killichonate 
Another one of the seven principal of Abinger’s tenants, was John MacDonald 
of Killichonate. The new main house of Killichonate was built in 1836. We 
watched it grow and take shape. Other smaller residences gathered around it, 
like chicks gathered around the mother hen. I brought up my family at 
Killichonate under the kindly patronage of this John MacDonald, in one of 
these smaller residences. The farm was given over to arable purposes and 
yielded excellent crops. Rental, payable to the Lord Abinger was around one 
hundred Pounds a year. 
John MacDonald, or as he was known, Captain John MacDonell, was the son 
of John MacDonell Killichonate who died in 1818 and who was commonly 
known as John Dubh Aberarder. Captain John was his only surviving son. 
I understand that John MacDonell and our neighbour and kinsman John 
Corriechoille Cameron had some business dealings, probably to do with 
financing the distillery. Looking from my Killichonate windows towards the 
South, I was confronted with a vision of majestic Ben Nevis, overshadowing 
and dominating our world. When Ben Nevis was covered in snow, it seemed 
so close to us, we who were living in its foothills. The land to our immediate 
North reached downwards towards the River Spean. So, this is where our 
family lived, hard working and happy, and thriving in health. My wife Charlotte, 
and the children: Margaret, Alexander, John, Anne, Isabella, Robert and 
Archibald. Nine of us in contentment there at Killichonate. Our home was no 
mansion, but it accommodated us all quite comfortably and there, under 
MacDonald, we survived with some dignity the hardest times of famine in the 
Highlands, with work always available from either MacDonald or Cameron 
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and occasionally and indirectly from Lord Abinger. The older children, both 
boys and girls, went out to work on other farms and in other residences, as 
they could. Many people in the wider area were tragically poor. 
 
MacDonell of Keppoch 
I will ask Ewan MacPherson to incorporate into his text at some point a document 
which has come into my hands which shows the early and intimate connection of 
our McPhee family of Lochaber with the Keppoch MacDonell Clan and also the 
connection therefore with the early Captain of Clan Cameron arising from the 
marriage of McPhee of Glen Spean’s granddaughter Marriot MacDonell to this 
outstanding early Cameron. Both of Mariott’s brothers would be Chiefs of 
Keppoch. Ewan MacPherson says to include this at the end of the text, so you 
may find this MacDonell Family Tree as Appendix One. 
 
An inscription at Cille Choirill for John MacDonell 
Let’s get back to talking about our dear Killichonate, and the warm 
associations it evokes for our McPhee family. In the Killichonate household 
and environs there was a profound awareness of recent Scottish history. I 
refer especially to the events in Lochaber which followed the Battle of 
Culloden, 1746. You must remember that I was born just 50 years after these 
events. An inscription on a MacDonald tombstone in the Cille Choirill Catholic 
Cemetery will help me explain: 

Sacred to the memory of 
JOHN MACDONELL KILLICHONATE 

commonly called John Dubh Aberarder 
who departed this life 18 March 1818 aged 70 

and Catherine his spouse 
who departed this life 25 July 1829 aged 90 years 

daughter of Colonel Alexander MacDonell, Keppoch, 
who was killed at the battle of Culloden in 1746 

This stone is placed by their only son 
Captain John MacDonell, Killichonate 
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Tombstone of John MacDonell at Cille Choirill cemetery, Lochaber 
 
 
 
 

Although the Catherine MacDonell who is named in this Cille Choirill 
tombstone was an elderly woman when Charlotte and I moved to Killichonate 
in 1826, there was still an aura about her, still we were all in awe of her. Here 
she was - this beautiful old woman, the daughter of the hero of Culloden, 
daughter of the 17th Chief of Keppoch MacDonells, daughter of: “…the bravest 
man, of the bravest race, that God has ever made.” (So says the poem: 
“Biodag Mhic -ic Raonuill”) We were to enjoy that company for some three 
years. Until her death at ninety years of age. 
 
Catherine MacDonell’s memories of 1746 
Catherine MacDonell, in her graceful last years, told us about her memories of 
the terrible days when as a seven year old girl, she heard of her father’s 
death, and she heard some information about the complete defeat of the 
Highland forces under Prince Charles. Without her beloved father and her 
uncles, Catherine had to join the rest of the family in a terrifying flight, in fear 
of their lives. Forget about property. The soldiers of Cumberland were 
approaching Keppoch House where she lived then, (Keppoch House was just 
East of, and over the Spean River from, Killichonate where she lived when I 
knew her) burning and killing indiscriminately, but hunting especially for the 
Keppoch MacDonells to kill them, to extirpate their race from the earth, to 
cleanse the Highlands and the earth of this breed. With the Keppoch Chief 
Alexander killed at Culloden, the next chief would have been his twenty one 
year old son Angus, his son by a first marriage. Angus had been with Prince 
Charles in his flight, but he came hurrying back to Keppoch House to care for 
his step-mother. So Alexander Keppoch’s widow, the former Miss Jessie 
Stewart of Appin, together with her step-son Angus and a few trusted 
retainers, and the young children who were with their mother, fled into hiding, 
Catherine said, into some deep recesses at the sides and head of Loch Treig. 
They had left Keppoch house at night, travelling with difficulty considering that 
Jessie’s youngest child Charlotte was only recently born. Jessie dragged the 
young girls along - Catherine herself, then Jessie, Barbara, Clementine and 
Anne. Angus was with them, and as well as Angus, there were the other boys, 
Ranald and Alexander. It was like the flight of the Prince himself immediately 
upon seeing that he was beaten at Culloden, little short of panic. The ragged 
Keppoch party hurried along the North side of the Spean River, past 
Achluachrach and the Cille Choirill Cemetery, quietly past Murlaggan and 
Tulloch. They found an agreeable point to cross the Spean River, and sharply 
South to Inverlair, across to Fersit, and then to the safety of Loch Treig, 
dreading all the while that they would be overtaken by the cruel and 
determined pursuers. From their refuge a few days later, the Keppochs were 
just too far away, Catherine said, to see the flames from Keppoch House and 
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its historic garden all of which the enraged soldiers destroyed totally. Angus 
had gone by then to a crisis meeting of surviving defeated Highland Chiefs at 
Achnacarry of the Camerons. No one knew what to do. They did not meet 
again. Later, Achnacarry was destroyed too. Some time later Cameron of Locheil 
left Scotland with the Prince. Catherine’s eyes would fill with tears as she told us 
of the loss of so many of her closest loved ones in this time of terror. 
 
Strange Meeting 
A witness to Catherine’s flight from the “punitive bands of Hanoverian 
soldiers” was a seven year old cousin, a boy called Ranald MacDonell from 
Tirnadris House. Ranald and with his small party of fleeing adults had called at 
Tulloch, seeking his mother’s sister there. She was very sick and low with the 
small pox, and unfortunately little Ranald contracted this disease. He had to be 
carried as the flight continued. Near Loch Treig the two desperate parties 
met. Three years later Ranald was able to tell people about this meeting. The 
Keppoch family, including Catherine and led by Angus, son of the hero and 
Chief of Keppoch, and the Tirnadris group made up of little Ranald MacDonell 
and the old gentleman who was carrying this sick and weak seven year old, 
with his stepmother and his sister Isabella. This was a time of great danger. 
Ranald remembers: “But we had little time to stay with them, for we heard the 
Soldiers were coming.” Like Keppoch House, Tirnadris House also was 
burned to the ground by the redcoats. And Ranald’s father, Major Donald 
MacDonell of Tirnadris, who had been captured earlier, was tried, and 
executed, and his severed head impaled over the Scotch Gate at Carlisle. 
 
Calm returns to Lochaber 
A kinsman who had kept out of trouble with the Crown came to the aid of the 
broken family of MacDonell. Sir Alexander MacDonald of Sleat rescued them 
all from Loch Treig, but only after Cumberland’s fury had somewhat run its 
course. Until even Cumberland’s thirst for blood was done. 
Even I, so many years later, had heard of the brave McPhee who was 
captured to the North of Loch Arkaig in the vicinity of the ‘Dark Mile’, and who 
was tortured to death because he would not disclose what he knew of the 
whereabouts of his Prince in hiding and flight, so I was sensitive to Catherine 
MacDonell’s narrative all these years later. 
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The ruins of Invergarry Castle, another score for Cumberland. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Keppoch broken, leaderless and landless 
Worst of all Catherine said, was that Keppoch’s story would never be told, the 
story of the bravery of her father, and the bravery of Donald, her father’s 
brother killed by the English guns at Culloden, and Donald’s nephew John 
MacKenzie of Torridon, killed in that same tragic battle, and her husband’s 
grandfather Captain James Killichonate, and her stepbrother Angus who 
carried Keppoch’s body from the battlefield, and the other brave and noble 
Highlanders. 
The Hanoverian’s victory extended to a control of history as well. The voices 
of the losers in Colloden’s battle would never be heard. The voices of those 
caught up in the battle’s cruel aftermath throughout the Highlands, neither 
would these voices be heard. Even if they had lived. Keppoch as a Clan was 
broken. Keppoch was effectively leaderless; a shattered column. “Look 
around”, our dear Catherine MacDonell said, “and after the Battle, and after 
the bitter hunting down of defeated combatants and Keppoch sympathizers 
and innocent bearers of the Keppoch name, still no voice of a true Keppoch is 
ever heard in Scotland over all these eighty three years.” For us who lived at 
Killechonate, even a hundred years later, this cruel past was not a distant 
place at all. 
 
McPhee close to Keppoch 
I have delayed in my brief story to remember Catherine MacDonell. It is time 
to look briefly at how our McPhee name is intrinsically one with Keppoch from 
the earliest times. Catherine’s father, who was the 17th Chief of the Keppoch 
MacDonells, had lived all his life in Lochaber, as had all the MacDonell 
Keppoch Chiefs before him. My understanding is that a McPhee group, led by 
a noble McPhee Sept leader in Lochaber, had maintained a presence in 
Lochaber long before the Keppoch MacDonells arrived as the first Lords of 
Lochaber. An earlier MacDonald Laird had sent McPhees from Islay to 
Lochaber to consolidate there the power of MacDonald. So later, the First 
Lord of the Isles sent his son to Lochaber to be the first Lord of Lochaber. 
This Lordship, as appointed by the Lord of the Isles, was to last only until 
1500AD. From then onwards the Kings of Scotland appointed the Lord of 
Lochaber, starting with Gordon. Keppoch, from then onwards had no 
document or Title to any lands, and had to fight for the next nearly two 
hundred and fifty years to live in the houses which once were their precious 
heritage. 
 
McPhee of Glenspean: “Leader of a powerful Sept of that time” 
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Early in the 15th Century, in some of the earliest recorded times in Lochaber, 
the second Keppoch Chief, called Angus of Fersit, married Margaret McPhee, 
well I think her name was Margaret, whose father Neil McPhee, who was also the 
Chief of the McPhee Clan, was described as “the leader of a powerful Sept of 
that time”. 
Anyway it was a happy union of McPhee and Keppoch. And so, from this 
marriage, Margaret McPhee was to become the mother of the Third and Fifth 
Keppoch MacDonell Chiefs. Readers should consult Appendix 1 to see this 
lineage presented graphically. Margaret McPhee’s husband Angus was well 
connected on his father’s side you might say, seeing that his father, Alisdair 
Carrach, was the third son of the First Lord of the Isles from his second 
marriage, and his mother was Princess Margaret Stewart, the daughter of 
Robert II the King of the Scots. McPhee of Glen Spean’s daughter is surely 
the mother of all the MacDonells. 
 
Following the escape route of Prince Charles 
My little family and I visited Prince Charles’ hiding place on the South Western 
side of Loch Ericht. I pointed out to the children that this hiding place of the 
Prince was but ten miles to the East from where the MacDonells had found 
their refuge in the secretive environs of Loch Trieg. The Prince hid for ten 
days in September 1746 in a cave here in this obscure Loch Ericht, as he 
waited in safety for the ship of his escape to arrive from France. We followed 
his escape route with difficulty. From Loch Ericht, Prince Charles had hurried 
back Northwards, and crossing Loch Laggan, he began a journey directly 
West. This took him over Glen Roy. It was a two day journey from Loch Ericht 
to Glen Roy. In these last few miles, the Prince had been near enough to the 
Cille Choirill cemetery, where thousands of those who would have loved him 
most, lay resting and we suppose, inadvertent to his plight. But he had to 
keep away from the main path, and swung into deeper more inaccessible 
paths, but nevertheless keeping to the left of the very high Beinn Teallach. My 
readers will notice that I am giving quite exact detail as I remember what I 
have been told of Prince Charles’ last days in Scotland. This history is all so 
important, so treasured, so revered, to our Lochaber folk. And in this 
environment I had lived for fifty years. So I shall continue. 
The Prince crossed directly over the Glen, which we all knew so well, where 
Cameron, MacArthur, MacDonald, MacDonell and MacIntosh had lived and 
farmed since time immemorial. And all this time, McPhee not very far away. 
So, on September 15th 1746, Prince Charles had crossed Glen Roy, and the 
River Roy, and this was only four days before he was to leave Scotland 
forever. He was then just five miles or so to the North of the destroyed 
remnants of Keppoch House. No point in going that way now. 
In Glen Roy, while he was so close to Keppoch House, the Prince would have 
lamented the death of his Colonel, the brave coadjutor Alexander MacDonell 
of Keppoch. 
 
Highland Clansmen loyal to the end 
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In his hiding and in his flight Prince Charles had not been betrayed by a single 
Highlander, even though there was a fabulous reward of thirty thousand 
Pounds for anyone who offered information. The brave Flora MacDonald had 
disguised the Prince as ‘Betty’ her maid, and so had risked her own life to 
hide the identity of the Prince. Flora was later to be imprisoned for this alleged 
treason. 
 
Montrose before him in Glen Roy 
The Prince crossed Glen Roy sharply North of the Bohuntine Hill, but well 
away from Cranachan, lest he endanger those who still tried to live there. It 
had taken him two full days to cover this rough terrain from Loch Ericht. 
In his crossing of Glen Roy on Septermber 15th 1746, the Prince was walking 
the same path as the great Montrose and his soldier Alisdair MacDonald, son 
of Colla Ciotach MacDonald. Like the Prince did in 1645, Montrose had united 
the Highland Clans, including MacDonald and Keppoch. But there was a 
great difference. When Montrose passed over Glen Roy on February 2nd 

1645, he was on his way to glorious victory at Inverlochy, whereas Prince 
Charles crossed here after the inglorious defeat of his Highland Army. He had 
united the Clans including, as we know, MacDonald, Keppoch and Cameron, 
who all now shared the defeat. This defeat would signify an end to the whole 
Jacobite cause, and the end to the ‘glorious enterprise’ of the Stuarts. 
 
The final escape route comes to an end 
So, still travelling westward, the Prince made his final crossing to the Western 
side of the Great Glen, the third crossing he had made at this point. But this 
time his flight took him along the South side of Loch Arkaig. On a visit to this 
area earlier, I had taken the path along the North side of the Loch Arkaig. So 
this time my family and I could pick up his path again as the Prince continued 
westward from Loch Lochy in the Great Glen. Prince Charles would have to 
skulk past the burnt-out wreckage and ruins of Cameron of Locheil’s 
‘Achnacarry’ on his left. On his right soon after, he had time to have a last look 
at, and perhaps say a devout prayer at, Saint Columba’s Isle, nestling in its 
beauty on Loch Arkaig. Remember how I mentioned earlier how this place, 
this little Island, is precious to the McPhee families, as the place where some 
ancestors were taken to their last resting place, and precious also on account 
of the many McPhees who had lived and farmed nearby until the disruption 
and dispersal which followed Culloden. 
 
 
The ship to France at last 
The Prince ploughed on, now taking a south westerly direction along Glen 
Pean. For us, following in 1853, we could reconnect with memories of four 
hundred years of unbroken McPhees of Glen Pean. We remember the heroic 
Angus McPhee of Glen Pean, and his daughter who married into the family of 
the Lord of the Isles. Prince Charles had touched the Eastern end of Loch 
Beorid. We, following the Prince’s path, would pray for the many McPhees 
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buried at the cemetery here. My Presbyterian prayers and my children’s 
Roman Catholic prayers ascended undifferentiated to God, to whom all 
McPhees are dear. Finally he arrived at Loch nan Uamh. The Prince would 
have paused here until he could catch sight of the French ship l’Heureaux 
which would take him to France and safety. We ourselves stayed for a while 
in the cave nearby, where we understood Prince Charles had sheltered for 
two nights in his first headlong flight from his Culloden nightmare. 
 

   
Prince Charles escapes from Scotland on the French ship L’Heureux 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
So, Goodbye 
Goodbye to Prince Charles’ dream of unseating the Hanoverian usurpers. 
Goodbye to all Highlanders’ Jacobite dreams, departing on a French ship with 
the Prince. And for us, my own little family, a hundred and seven years later, 
soon it was to be goodbye to the life-giving Highland history and the life of 
Scottish Clan and family ideals, good bye to Scotland, goodbye to these so 
loved places and these beloved people, and welcome to our new dreams. 
 
Oral tradition of loyalty and memory 
I must tell you something that was handed on to me by word of mouth from 
my own father Duncan McPhee. He said: “Remember the MacDonells of 
Keppoch!” I have handed this saying down to my own sons and daughters. 
My son John McPhee, presently (in 1867 as I write this) living at Nurrabiel, a 
little outpost in Mid Western Victoria, is familiar with this saying, and I heard 
him give out this slightly different version one day. He said: “Remember that 
you are related to the MacDonells of Keppoch .” 
My grandson is also John McPhee; he was born just two years ago at 
Nurrabiel, to John McPhee and Bridget Loney. He is only two years old now, 
but before long he will be saying the same thing, remembering the 
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MacDonells of Keppoch. 
 
 

   
A photograph of Catherine Landrigan. 
Catherine was the wife of Samuel Loney of Tipperary in Ireland.  Catherine and Samuel 
Loney came to Melbourne Australia on the Ship ‘Westminister’ in 1839. Catherine is the 
mother of Bridget Loney who married John McPhee at Natimuk Victoria in 1864. This is 
the only photo of Catherine Loney extant, and this one is found in Rev. Fr. John F. 
Coughlin’s booklet: “Horsham Catholic Parish Centenary”, 1943. 
 
 
 
 
First years in Australia 
I had my photograph taken seven years ago in Geelong. My daughter Isabel 
had married Mr James Rollo Stewart, and they were going off to New Zealand 
to live. James Rollo Stewart seemed to be familiar with this photograph 
procedure. When the photograph was taken I made sure that my McPhee ring 
on my finger was perfectly visible to the camera, and I was pleased to see 
that the expert photographer was able to show this ring in its gold colouring in 
the final product. Isabel was my second child to go to New Zealand. 
My daughter Margaret had married Mr William Lloyd, a Liverpool man, at “The 
Manse”, Scots Church, Geelong, on 24 March, 1855. I was very fortunate that 
both the Lloyds and the Stewarts lived very near me in West Geelong when I 
was first in Australia. The Lloyds headed off to New Zealand in 1861 with their 
first three children in tow. They will do well there as Mr Lloyd is a very 
successful merchant and business man, just like his father I believe. Firstly 
they went to the Dunedin area, where as I said, Margaret’s sister Isabella had 
already gone some one year previously. The Lloyds have since made their 
way across to the West Coast, where the discovery of gold has been a good 
thing for a merchant family like them. I understand the Mr Lloyd is a 
Commission Agent for shipping companies and Government Departments. 
While in Geelong he had been engaged by the firm of Holmes White and 
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Company, Stock and Station Agents, in whose Company house he lived in 
Clarence Street, West Geelong. William Lloyd is supposed to have been 
educated by Dr William Giles, Baptist Minister of Seacombe House School in 
Cheshire, England, who is said to have been the schoolmaster under whom 
Charles Dickens was educated between 1821 and 1823 at Chatham, Kent. 
Archibald my youngest son went to New Zealand too for a while, visiting my 
brother Hugh Donald McPhee’s families in the North Island. Hugh had died in 
Scotland, so it was Ann who had brought the family to Australia and then to 
New Zealand where they are doing very well I believe. Ann has been a 
wonderful sister in law to me: her maiden name was Ann Cameron, and from 
my memory her parents were John Cameron and Ann Cattanach. Archibald 
meantime has come back to live in Victoria. I understand that he is courting a 
fine young woman called Agnes Elizabeth Jenkins 
I have mentioned my son John already. I should tell you that John’s wife of 
three years at the time of writing this was an Irish girl with a Scottish name. 
She was Bridget Loney, born in Melbourne in 1845, and the daughter of 
Samuel Loney and Catherine Landrigan of Tipperary Ireland, who arrived in 
Victoria in 1839 on the ship “Westminister” out of Liverpool. ‘Loney’ (or ‘Lonie’, 
or ‘Magilonie’) is a Cameron name without doubt, one of the four or so central 
and foundational Cameron names. These three sons, John, Alexander and 
Archibald are all now are farming in Victoria. I’m not sure whether I’ve already 
mentioned that Archibald is to marry Bridget Cunningham who comes from 
Ireland. 
 
Another sorrow 
In the Geelong Catholic Church ten years ago in 1857, my daughter Anne had 
married Mr John MacAlpin a Master Mariner of County Down Ireland. 
It became the hardest thing for me to bear, the death of my daughter Anne. 
This happened three years ago. Anne’s husband Mr John MacAlpin now a 
widower, left these Australian shores in his ship, ‘Vibilia’. MacAlpin of course 
took his two sons John and Duncan, with him, perhaps going towards 
America. I had lost my dear wife Charlotte in Lochaber, now this pain at 
Anne’s death at so young an age, with such promise, in this wondrous new 
land. 
 
Remaining family 
Alexander, John, and Archibald have all stayed in Victoria, while Robert is an 
explorer, prospector and has been sometimes engaged in trade in the 
Northerly parts of Australia. Reverend Father Forbes made a copy for me of 
the record of Robert’s christening in the Roman Catholic Church at Roy 
Bridge Scotland. It reads as follows: “In 1842, Robert, son of John McPhee 
and Charlotte MacArthur, Killichonate, was born on 12th February and 
baptized on the 14th, Robert MacPharton being sponsor.” My son Robert, by 
the way, is named after the son of Lord Abinger, family name Scarlett. So his 
full name as I recorded it is: Robert C. (Campbell) Scarlett McPhee. There is 
a record in the same Church at Roy Bridge of the Baptism of others of my 
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children: Margaret, Alexander, John, Ann, and Isabella, all recorded in 1838 
with Robert MacPharton as sponsor of them all. 
My sons and daughters will always be a source of pride to me wherever they 
are and whatever they do, just as I know that they in turn will always love and 
respect their Highland origins. 
I have been fourteen years away from Lochaber. 
My own health is failing now.” 
End 
 
(John Inverary McPhee died at Little River, Victoria on 13th January, 1867, at the 
home of his friend and Presbyterian co-religionist Ewan MacPherson. Most of his 
thirteen years in Australia John McPhee had lived in Geelong, principally in 
Lisdale Street,Geelong West. Bernard McPhee, his great grand son, composed 
this above short account of his life in 2011. Thanks to Jane McPhee Fennessy 
for giving good shape and presentation to this material.) 


