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02-03

“Och,” said an Old Highland Man. “This will be a day of strange happenings.”

04-05

“On a hill high above the bay, where the seabirds floated and swooped, lived Angus and Mairi MacBen. Further down where the sheep grazed, lived Donald and Katriona MacGlen. On the shore by the tumbling sea, Hector and Chrisanna MacVoe had their little cottage. 

On the seventh day of the seventh month of the seventh year at 7 o’clock in the morning all three mothers gave birth to strong sturdy little babies. The strange news travelled fast.

06-07

“Strange, strange, strange,” said the villagers. 

08-09
Soon, a little band set off to hansel the new arrivals. This was the old Scottish custom of welcoming babies with gifts and blessings. 

10-11
First, they made their way up the hill to visit the MacBens. At the door stood the smiling father, Angus.

“Come in to meet our little one,” he said, “a fine, healthy, baby boy. We’re going to call him Donald.”

12-13
The villagers were amazed when they saw wee Donald gurgling in his mother’s arms. Amazed because he had a bushy shock of hair. It wasn’t black. It wasn’t blond. It was red, beautiful, bright red hair. 
And his eyes. They weren’t blue. They weren’t green. They were brown, sparkling brown eyes.

Strange.
14-15
Then, down the hill trooped the villagers to visit the MacGlens. At the door to greet them, was the proud father, Donald.

“Come in to meet the new arrival, named after myself, Donald,” he said.
Stranger and stranger, two Donalds in one day!

16-17
And this Donald also had a bushy shock of hair. It wasn’t black. It wasn’t blond. It was red, beautiful, bright red hair. 

And his eyes. They weren’t blue. They weren’t green. They were brown, sparkling brown eyes.

18-19
Having bid farewell, the villagers walked on to the sea-sprayed cottage of the MacVoes. There at the door was the burly, proud fisherman Hector. 

“Come in,” he said. “And meet our new son, Donald!”

Three Donalds! All born on the same day. 

And this baby also had a bushy shock of hair. It wasn’t black. It wasn’t blond. It was red, beautiful, bright red hair. 

And his eyes. They weren’t blue. They weren’t green. They were brown, sparkling brown eyes.

Stranger and stranger and stranger.

20-21
It wasn’t long before the proud parents wanted to show one another their babies, the three Donalds. They all met under the old Rowan Tree, a gathering place for the villagers. 
“They all look the same!” said a little boy.

“They are identical!” remarked an old man.

“How will you tell them apart?” asked a clever little girl.

The mothers gazed at their three babies. Then they looked at each other. “How are we going to tell one Donald from another?” they said.

“I think you need to ask Old Morag on the hill,” said the Old Highland Man.

22-23
And so, the three mothers carried their babies to the cottage of the wise old woman on the hill.

Old Morag peered out into the bright day. “I knew in my bones that something strange had happened today,” she said. She took a long look at the three red-headed, brown-eyed babies.
“This is a wonder, a wonder indeed! Three identical boys born on the seventh day of the seventh month of the seventh year at 7 o’clock in the morning. How will you tell them apart?”

“That’s why we came to see you, Morag. We thought you could help.”

Morag scratched her old, grey head. “This needs a some thinking, some dreaming,” she said. “Take your little Donalds home. By the time the sun climbs over the hill in the morning you will tell one from the other.”

24-25
Morag sat by her fire watching the flickering peat flames. She thought of little Donald MacBen, who lived high on the hill. From her basket, she took some threads, the colours of the sky and the clouds, and the setting sun. 
26-27
Old Morag moved to her loom and wove the colours of the sky. Over and under, and under and over. 
28-29
Next she thought of little Donald MacGlen in his little cottage. She chose threads the colours of the grass, and the heather, and the earth. And these she wove together on her loom. Over and under, and under and over.

30-31
She thought of the sea-sprayed cottage of little Donald MacVoe and chose threads the colours of the ocean, the seaweed, and the waves. These she wove over and under, and under and over.

32-33
When she’d finished, Morag took the three pieces of cloth and stepped out into the night where the moon floated like a silver ball in the sky.

34-35
She climbed the hill to the cottage of little Donald MacBen. There he lay, fast asleep in the moonlight. She covered him gently in the first piece of cloth, the colours of the sky, the clouds and the setting sun.
Then she walked down to the house of little Donald MacGlen. There he lay, fast asleep in the moonlight. She covered him gently in the second piece of cloth, the colours of the grass, the heather and the earth. 
Lastly, Old Morag made her way to the sea-sprayed cottage of little Donald MacVoe. There he lay, fast asleep in the moonlight. She covered him gently in the third piece of cloth, the colours of the ocean, the seaweed and the waves.

As the sun rose over the hill, Morag made her way home.
36-37
In the morning, three red-headed, hungry little Donalds awoke. 
“Look at my Donald,” cried Mairie MacBen. “He’s wrapped in the colours of the sky!”

“Look at my Donald,” cried Catriona MacGlen. “He’s wrapped in the colours of the earth!”

“Look at my Donald,” cried Chrisanna MacVoe. “He’s wrapped in the colours of the sea!”

“Now we can tell them apart!”

38-39
Word spread through the village over the mountains and into the glens. Soon, everyone wanted colours and patterns for their own families.

And there are those who say that it is because of these remarkable, red-headed Donalds, born on the seventh day of the seventh month of the seventh year at 7 o’clock in the morning that the tartan plaid came to Scotland.
40
“Strange, strange, strange,” said Old Morag. 

“It’s a story I’ll tell the whole wide world,” said the Old Highland Man.
And so he did.
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