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OF DARE.

a single day of happiness-——happiness in ac-
cordance with the pantings of the heart
which feels it—happiness, for the time, so
large as to leave no room for wishes? One
day at least of such happiness has been
mine. One day! a single point between
two masses of dulluess and solicitude, made
sutferable by a few pleasures, often uncheer-
ed with liope, and sowmetimes blackened by
despair.”

The love-deprived Idomen can say of this
highest attribute: “The bliss of the Deity
is to love. Those who have known what
is love in perfection, thongh on carth and
but for a moment, need not ask what re-
ward awaits the just.”

And again, with the divine courage that
thrills only in the greatest sonls: “I wonld
not give the scenes passed with Ethelwald,
with all their pain of wore than many deaths,
for a whole life of calm happiness.”

As a psyehological study, and as a work

of art, Idomen has a beauty and separate-
pess such as attach to Allston’s Monaldi,
to Meore’s Epicurean, to the Atala of Chi-
teaubriand; or to Fathek, the Sorrows of Ter-
ther, and Paul and Virginia.

Mr. Griswold, who was her personal friend,
and probably knew her private history, de-
clares: “ Idomen contains little that js fic-
titious except the names of the characters,
The account which Idomen gives of her
own history is literally frie, except in rela-
tion to an excarsion to Niagara, which oc-
curred, but in a different period of the au-
thor’s life. Idomen will possess an interest
and value as a psyehologieal study inde-
pendent of that which belongs to it as a
record of the cxperience of so emiuent a poet.”

As an American woman, myself of a hum-
ble order of the gnill, T feel a serious satis-
{action, deep and sweet, in laving this little
seroll upon the grave of my great country-
woman.

MACLEOD

CHAPTER XLIV.
THE PRISONER.

HE sudden noise overhead and the hur-

ried trampling of the wen on deek were
startling enough; but surely there was noth-
ing to alarm her in the calm and serious
face of this man who stood before her.  1e
did not advanee to her. He regarded her
with a sad tenderness, as if he were looking
at one far away. When the beloved dead
come hack to us in the wonder-halls of sleep,
there is no wild joy of meeting: there is
something strange.  And when they disap-
pear again, there is no snrprise: only the
dull aching returns to the heart.

“Gertrude,” said he, ¥ you are as safe here
as cver yvou were in your mother’s arms.  No
one will harm yow”

“What is it?  What do yon mean ?” said
she, quickly.

She was somewhat bewiliered.  She had
not expected to meet him thus suddenly
fave to face.  And then she beeame aware
that the companionway by which she had
descended into the saloon had grown davle:
that was the meaning ot the harsh noise.

“I want to go ashore, Keith,” said she,
hurriedly,  “Putme on shore.  Iwillspeak
to you there”

“You can not go ashore,” said he, ealmly.

“1 don’t know what you mean,” said she;

and hier heart began to beat hurviedly.  “1
tell you I want to go ashore, Keith, I will

speak to vou there”

“You ean not go ashore, Gertrude,” he re-
peated.  “We have already Jeft Erith, . . .
Gerty, Gerty,” he continued, for she was
struck dumb with a sadden terror, “dou’t
yYou understand now? I have stolen youn
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away from yourself. There was but the one
thing left : the one way of saving you. And
you will forgive me, Gerty, when you under-
stand it all—"

She was gradually recovering from her
terror. She did understand it now. And
he was not ill at all?

“0h, you coward!—yon coward!-—you
coward!” she exclaimed, with a blaze of
fury in her eyes.  “And I was to confer «
kindness on you—a Jast kindness! But you
dare not do this thing!—1T tell yon, youn darve
not do it! I demand to be put on shore at
once! Do yon hear me

She turned wildly round, as if to seek for
some way of escape. The door in the la-
dies” eabin stood open; the daylight was
streaming down into that elicerful littlo
place; there were some flowers on the dress-
ing-table.  But the way by whieh she had
deseended was barred over and dark,

She faced him again, and her eyes were
full of fierce indignation and anger; she
drew herself np to hier full height; she over-
whelmed him with tanuts and reproaches
and scorn.  That was a splendid piece of
acting, sceing that it had never been re-
heavsed. e stood unmoved before all this
theatrieal rage.

“Oh yes, you were proud of your name,”
she was saying, with bitter emphasis; “and
I thoughbt you belonged to a race of gentle-
men, to whom Iying was unknown. And
youwwere no longer murderous and revenge-
ful; but yon can take your revenge on a
woman, for all that! And you ask me to
come and see yon, beeause yon ave illl - And
vou have laid a trap, like a coward !”

“And if T am what you say, Gerty,” said
he, quite gently, “it is the love of you
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that has made me that.
know!”

She saw nothing of the lines that pain
lLiad written oun this man’s face; she recog-
nized nothing of the very majesty of grief
in the hopeless eyes. He was only her juil-
er, lier enemy.

“ Of course—of course,” said she, It is
the woman—it is always the woman who is
in fault! That is a manly thing, to put the
hlame on the woman! And it is a manly
thing to take your revenge on awoman! I
thought when a man had a rival, that it
was his rival whom he sought out. DBut you
you kept out of the way—"

He strode forward, and cauglit her by the
wrist. There was a look in his face that
for a second terrified her into silence.

“Gerty,” said he, “I warn you! Do not
mention that man to me—mnow or at any
time; or it will be bad for him and for you!”

She twisted hier hand from his grasy.

“How dare you come uear me!” she cried.

“I beg your pardon,” said he, with an in-
stant return to his former grave gentleness
of manuer. I wish to let you know how
vou are situated, if you will let me, Gerty.
1 don’t wish to justify what I bave done, for
vou would not hear me—just yet. DBut this
I must tell you, that I don’t wish to force
myself on your society. Youwill do as you
please.  There is your cabin; you lLiave oc-
cupied it before. If you would like to have
this saloon, you caun have that too: I mean
1 shall not come into it unless it pleases you.
And there is a Dell in your cabinj aud if
you ring it, Christina will answer.”

She heard him out patiently; her reply
was a scornful—perhaps nervous—Ilaugh.

“Why, this is mere folly I she exclaimed.
“It is simple madness. I begin to believe
that you arve really ill, after all; and it is
yourmind that is affected.  Surely you don’t
know what you are doing ¥’

“You are angry, Gerty,” said he.

But the first blaze of her wrath and indig-
nation had passed away; and now fear was
coming uppermost,

“Surely, Keith, you can not be dreaming
of such a mad thing! Oh, it is impossible!
1t is a joke: it was to frighten me: it was
to punish me, perhaps. Well, I have de-
served it; but now—now you have sncceed-
ed; and you will let me go ashore, further
down the river.”

Her tone was altered.
watching his face.

“Oh uo, Gerty, oh no,"he said.  “ Do yon
not understand yet? You were every thing
in the world to me—you were life irself.
Without you I had nothing, and the world
might just as well come to an end for me.
And when I thought you were going away
from me, what could T do? I could not
reach you by letters, and letters; and how
could I know what the people around you

Oh, you do not

She had been

were saying to you? Ah, you do not know
what I have suffered, Gerty; and always I
was saying to myself that if I could get you
away from these people, you would remem-
ber the timo that you gave wme the red rose,
and all those beautiful days would come
back again, and I would take your hand
again, and I wonld forget altogether about
the terrible nights when I saw you besido
me and heard you langl just as in the old
times. And I knew there was only the one
way left. Ilow could I but try that? I
knew you would he angry, but I hoped your
anger wonld go away. And now you are
angry, Gerty, and my speaking to you is
not of much nse—as yet; but I can wait
until I see you yourselt again, as you used
to be, in the garden—don’t you remecmber,
Gerty ?”

IHer face was proud, cold, implacable.

“Do I understand yon aright—that you
have shut me up in this yacht and mean to
take me away ?”

“Gerty, I have saved you from yourself!”

“3Will you be so kind as to tell me where
we are going ¥

“Why not away back to the Highlands,
Gerty ?” said he, eagerly,  “Aund then some
day when your heart relents, and you for-
give me, you will put your hand in mine,
and we will walk up the read to Castle
Dare. Do you not think they will be glad
to see us that day, Gerty ¢’

She maiutained her prond attitude, but
she was trembling from head to foot.

“ Do you mean to say that until I consent
to be your wife I am not to be allowed to
leave this yacht 77

“You will consent, Gerty "

“Not if I were to be shut up here for a
thousand years!” she exclaimed, with anoth-
er burst of passion.  “Oh, you will pay for
this dearly! I thought it was madness—
mere folly; but if it is true, you will rue this
day! Do you think we are savages here?
—do yon think we have no law 7

“I do not care for any Jaw,” said he, sim-
ply.  “Ican only think of the one thing in
the world. I¥ I have not your love, Gerty,
what else can I care about #”

“My lovel!” she exclaimed.  “And thisis
the way to earn it, truly! My love! If
yvou were to keep me shut up for a thousand
years, you would never have it! You can
have my hatred, if you like, and plenty of
it, tool”

“You are angry, Gerty ! was all he said.

“Oh, you do not know with whom you
have to deal!” she continued, with the same
bitter emphasis.  “You terrified me with
stories of butchery—the Lutchery of in-
nocent women and c¢hildren; and no doubt
you thought the stories were fine; and now
you too would show you are one of the race
by taking revenge on a woman, But if she
is ouly a woman, you have not conquered
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her yet! O, yon will find ont before Tong
that we have law in this conntry, and that
it is not te be outraged with impunity. Yon
think you can do as you like; hecause you
are a Highland master, and you have a log
of slaves round you!”

“Iam going on deck now, Gerty,” said he,
in the same sad and gentle way.  “You are
tiring yourself.  Shall I send Christina to
yon?”

Tor an instant she looked hewildered, as
if she had not till now comprehended what
was goiug on; and she said, quite wildly:

“Oh, no, 1o, no, Keith: you don’t mean
what you say!  You can not mean it! You
are only frightening me! Yo will put me
ashore, and not a word shall pass my lips.
We can not be far down the river, Keith.
There are mauy places where you could put
me ashore; and I could get back to London
Ly rail. They won't know Ihave ever seen
you.  Keith, you will put me ashore now!”

“And if T were to put you ashore now,
you would go away, Gerty, amd I should
never see vow again—munever, and uever.
And what would that ho for you and for me,
Gerty ? But wow you are here; 1o one can
poison your mind; you will be angry for
time; bat the brighter days are coming—
oh ves, I know that: if T was not sure of
that, what would become of me? 1t i3 a
cood thing to have hope; to ook forward
to the glad days: that stills the pain at the
heart, And now we two are together at
Jast, Gerty !—unnd if you ave angry, the an-
ger will pass away s and we will go forward
together to the glad days.”

She was listening in o sort of vague and
stunned amazement.  Both her anger and

ber fear were slowly yielding to the bewil-
derment of the faet that she was rveally set-
ting out on a voyage, the end of which
peither she nor any one Hiving could know.

“ Al Gerty,” said he, regarding her with
a strange wistfulness in the sad eyes, “you
do not know what it is to me {o sce you
again, T have seen you many a time—in
dreatms; but yvou were slways faraway 3 and
I conld not fake your hand.  Aund I saidl to
myselt that yon were not eruel; that yon
did not wish any oue to sufter pain; and I
knew if I could only sce you again, and take
yottaway {rom these people, then your heart
wounlil be gentle, and you wonld think of
the time when you gave me the red rose,
and we went out in the garden, and all the
air ronnd ns was so full of gladness that we
didd not speak at all. Oliyes; and Isaid to
myself that yvour frue friends were in the
novthy and what would the men at Dubh
Artach not do for you, and Captain Maeal-
Ium too, wheu they knew you were coming
to live at Darey and I was thinking that
would be o grand day when you came to
live among us; and there would be daneing,
and a good glass of whiskey for every one,

and some playing on the pipes that day!
And sometimes I did not know whether
there wounld be more of laughing or of ery-
ing when Janet came to meet you. But I
will not tronble you any more now, Gerty ;
for you are tired, I think; and T will send
Christina to you.  And yon will soon think
that I wasnot ernel to you when I took you
away and saved you from yourself.”

She did not answer; she seemed in a sorg
of trance.  But she was aroused by the en-
trance of Christina, who eame in directly
after Macleod left.  Miss White stared at
this tall, thin-featured, white-haired wom-
an, as if uncertain how to address her;
when she spoke it was in g friendly and
perstasive way,

“You have not forgotten me, then, Chris-
tina ¥’

“No, mem,”said the grave Highland-wom-
an. She had beautiful, clear, hlue-gray eyes,
but there was no pify in them.

“Tsuppose you have no part in this mad
freak ?”

The old woman seemed puzzled.

said, with a sort of serious politencss:
“1 do not know, mem. I have not the
»old English as Hamish.”
“Bat surely you know this,” said Miss
Gertrude White, with more aunimation,
“that I am here against my will? - You un-
derstand that, suvely 2 That T am heing
rarried away against my will from my own
home and my friends? You know it very
well; but perhaps your master has not told
you of the risk you run? Do yvou know
what that is? Do you think there arc no
laws in this country ?”

“8ir Keith he is the master of the boat,”
said Clhiristina.  “Iss there any thing now
that T ean do for yon, mem ?”

“Yes,” said Miss White, boldly.  “There
is. Yon can help me to get ashore.  And
you will save your master from heing looked
on as a madman.  And yon will save your-
selves from Leing hanged.”

“T wass to ask you,” said the old High-
land-woman, “ when vou would be for hav-
ing the dinner.  And Hamish, he wass say-
ing that you will het the dinner what time
yvou are thinking of; and will you hef the
dinner all by vourself?”

ST tell pou this, woman,” said Miss White,
with quick anger, “that I will neither eat
nor «drink so long as T am on board this
vacht! What is the use of this nonsense ?
I wish to be put on shore. T am getting
tired of this folly. I tell you I want to go
ashore; and I am going ashore: and it will
be the worse for any one who tries to stop
me !’

“I donot think you can go ashore, mem,”
Christina said, somewhat deliberately piek-
ing ont her English phrases, ¢ for the gig is
up at the davits now; and the dingey—you
wass not thinking of going ashore by your-

She

o
¢
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self in the dingey? And last night, mem,
at a town, we had many things brought on
board; and if you would tell me what you
will hef for the dinner, there is no onc more
willing than me. And I hope you will hef
very good comfort on board the yacht.”

“T can’t get it into your head that you
are talking wnonsense!” said Miss White,
angrily. “I tell you I will not go any
where in this yacht! Aund what is the use
of talking to me about dinner? I tell you
I will neither eat nor drink while I am on
board this yacht.”

“I think that wonld be a ferry foolish
thing, mem,” Christina said, humbly enough;
hut all the same the scorntul fushion in
which this young lady had addressed her
had stirred a little of the Highlund-woman’s
bLlood; and she added—still with great ap-
parent humility-—“But if you will not eat,
they say that iss a ferry good thing for the
pride; and there iss not much pride left if
one hass nothing to eat, mem.”

“1 presume that is to be my prison ?” gaid
Miss White, haughtily, turning to the smart
little state-room beyond the companion.

“That iss your cabin, mem, if you please,
mem,” said Christina, who had been instruct-
ed in English politeness by her husband.

“Well, now, can you understand this?
Go to Sir Keith Macleod, and tell him that I
have shut myself up in that cabin; and that
I will speak not a word to any one; and I
will neither eat nor drink, until I am taken
oun shore. And so, it he wishes to have a
murder on his hands, very well! Do you
understand that ?”

ST will say that to Sir Keith,” Christina
answered, siubmissively.

Miss White walked into the eabin, and
loeked lierself in, It was an apartment
with which she was familiar; but where
bad they got the white heather? Aund there
were books; but she paid little heed.  They
would discover they had not broken her
spirit yet.

On either side the sky-light overhead was
open an ineh ; and it was nearer to the till-
er than the sky-light of the saloon. In the
alisolute stilluess of this summer day she
lieard two men talking. Geuerally, they
spoke in the Gaelie, which was of course un-
intelligible to her; but sometimes they wan-
dered into English—especially if the name
of some English town cropped up—and thus
she got hints as to the whereabouts of the
Umpire.

“QOh yes, it is a fine hig town that town
of Gravesend, to be sure, Hamish,” said the
one voice, “and I have no doubt, now, that
it will be sending & gentleman to the Houses
of Parliament in London, just as Greenock
will do.  But there is no ene yon will send
from Mull. They do not know much about
Mull in the Houses of Parliament

“ And they know plenty about ferry much

worse places,” said Hamish, proudly. “And
wass you saying there will be any thing so
beautitul about Greenock ass you will find
at Tobbermorry ?”

“Tobermory !” said the other. “There
are some trees at Tobermory—oh yes; and
the Mish-nish, and the shops—7

“Yess, and the water-fahil—do not forget
the water-fall, Colin; and there iss bebter
whiskey in Tobbermorry ass you will get in
all Greenock, where they will be for mixing
it with prandy and other drinks like that;
and at Tobbermorry you will hef a profess-
or come ahbl the way from Edinburgly aud
from Oban to gif a lecture on the Gaelic;
but do you think he would git' a lecture in
# town like Greenoek? Oh noj; he would
not do that !’

*Yery well, Hamish; hut it is glad T am
that we are going back the way we came.”

“And me too, Colin.”

“And I will not be sorry when I am in
Greenoclc once more.”

“Buat you will como with us first of all to
Castle Dare, Colin,” was the reply. “AndI
kuow that Lady Macleod herself will be for
shaking hands with you, and thanking you
that yon wass tek the care of the yacht.,”

“I think I will stop at Greeunock, lamish.
You Iknow you can take her well on from
Greenock.  And will yon go round the Mall,
Hamish, or through the Crinan, do you think
now ¥’

“0Oh, T am not afrait to tek her round the
Moil; but there iss the English lady on
bhoaxd; and it will be smoother for hier to go
through the Crinan.  And it iss ferry glad I
will be, Colin, to see Ardalanish Point aygaing
for I would rather be going through the Do-
ruis Mohr twenty times ass getting petween
the panks of this tamued river.”

Here they velapsed into their native
tongue, and she listened no longer; bhut at
all events she had learned that they were
going away to tho north.  Andasher nerves
had been somewhat shaken, she began to
ask herself what further thing this madman
wmight not do.  The old stovies he had told
lier came back with a marvellous distinct-
ness.  Would he plunge herinto a dungeon,
and maek lier with an empty cap when she
wasdying of thirst? Would he chainhertoa
rock at low water and wateh the tide slow-
lyrise ?  He professed great gentleness and
love for her; but if the savage nature had
broken ont at last?  Iler fear grew apace.
He had shown himself regardless of every
thing on earth: where would lie stop, if she
continued to repel him? And then the
thought of her situation—alone; shnt up in
this small room; about to venture forth on
the open sea with this ignorant crew—so
overcame her that she hastily snatched at
the bell on the dressing-table, and rang it
violently. Almost instantly there was a
tapping at the door.
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“1 ask your pardon, mem,” she heard
Christina say.

She sprang to the door, and opened it, and
caught the arm of the old woman.

“Uhrisiina, Christing,” she said, almost
wildly, “you won’t let them take me away !
My father will give you hundreds and hun-
dreds of pounds if ouly you get me ashore.
Just think of him—bhe is an old man—if
you had a danghter—"

Miss White was acting very well indeed;
thouzh she was more concerned about her-
self than her father.

“1 wass to say to yon,” Cliristing explain-
ed, with some diffienlty, “that if yon wass
saying that, Siv Keith had a message scut
away to your father, and youn wass not to
think any more ahout that.  Andnow, mew,
1 can not tek you ashove; it iss no business
1 hef with that; and I could not go ashore
myself whatelfer; but I would get you some
dinner, mem.”

“Then I suppose yon don’t nnderstand the
English langasge!” Miss White exelaimed,
angrily. 1 teil you I will neither cat nor
drink so long as I am on board this yaeht!
Go and tell 8ir Keith Macleod what 1 have
said.”

&0 Miss White was left alone again; and
the slow time passed; and she heard the
murmured conversation of the men, and also
a weasured pacing fo and fro, which she
tool to he the step of Macleod.,  Quick rush-
es of feeling went through her—indigna-
tion; a stubborn obstinacy; a wonder over
the audacity of this thing; malevolent ha-
tred even; bui all these were being grad-
ually subdaed by the dominant claim of
hunger.  Miss White had acted the part of
many heroines; but she was not herself a
hevoine—if there is any thing heroie in
sturvation, It was growing to dusk when
she egnin summoned the old Ilighland-
wonln. )

“ et mo something to eat,” said she; “1
can not die like a rat in a hole”

“Yes, mem,” said Christing, in the most
matter-of-faet way ; for she had never been
in a theatre in her lite, and she liad not im-
acined that Miss White’s threat meant any
thing at all.  *'The dinner is just ready
now, mem; and it youw will hef it in the sa-
loon, there will be no one there; that wass
Sir Keith’s message to you”

“ 1 will not have it in the saloon; T will
lhave it here.”

“Ferry well, mem,” Christina said, sub-
missively.,  “But yon will go into the sa-
loen, mem, when I will ek the bed for
you, and the Jamp will het to be lit, but
aniish he will light the Tamp for
And are theve any other things you wass
thinking of that you would like, mem ?”?

H¥No; I want something to eat.”

“ And Hamislh, mem, he wass saying T will
ask you whether youn will hef the elaret-
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wine, or—or—the other wine, mem, that
eks a noise—"

“ Bring me some water,  Dnat the whole of
yon will pay dearly for this!”

“ Lask your pardon, mem?” said Christina,
with great respect.

“0h, go away, and get me something to
eat!”

Aund in fact Miss White made a very good
dinner, though the things had to be placed
before lher on her dressing-table.  And her
rage and indiguation did not prevent ler
having, after all, a glass or two of the claret-
wine. And then she permitted Hamish to
come in and light the swinging lamp; and
thiereafter Christina made up one of the two
narrow beds. Miss White was left alone.

Many a hiundred times had she been placed
in great peril—oun the stage; and she knew
that on sueh oceasions it had been her duty
to clasp ber hand on her forchead and set to
work to find out how to extricate herself.
Welly on this ocecasion she did not make use
of any dramatic gesture; but she tnrned ous
the lamp, and threw herself on the top of
this narvow little bed; and was determined
that, before they got her couveyed to their
savage home in the north, she wonld make
one more effort for her freedom.  Then she
heard the man at the helm begin to hum to
himself “ I'hir a bbata, na horo eile.”  The
night darkened.  And soon all the wild eno-
tions of the day were forgotten ; for she was
asleep.

£ * * * * *

Aslecp—in the very waters through which
she had sailed with lier Jover on the white
summer day. DBut Rese Leaf’! Rose Lcaf!
whal fuint wind will carry you XOow to the
soulh ? .

CITAPTER XLV,

THE VOYAGE OVER.

AND now the brave old Umpire is nearing
her northern home once morve; and surely
this s a right royal evening for the recep-
tion of her. What although the sun has
just gone down, and the sew around them
become a plain of heaving and wrestling
blue-black waves? Far away,in that pur-
ple-black sea, lie long promontories that are
of a still pale vose-coldr; and the western
sky is a blaze of golden green; and they
know that the wild, beautiful radiance is
still touching the wan walls of Castle Dare.
And there is Avdalanish Point ; and that the
ruddy Ross of Mull; and there will he o
good tide in the Sound of Iona.  Why, then,
do they linger, and keep the old Umpire with
her sails flapping idly in the wind ?

“Ag you pass through Jura’s Sonnd,
Bend your course by Scarba™s shore;
Shin, O shan, the gulf profound
Where Cerrievreckan's surges roar!”
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They are in no danger of Corricvreckan
now; they are in familiar waters; only that
is another Colonsay that lies away there in
the south. Keith Macleod, seated up at the
bow, is calmly regarding it. He is quite
alone. There is no sound around him but
the lapping of the waves,
“And ever as the year returng,
The charm-bonnd sailors know the day;
For sadly still the Mermaid mourns

The lovely chicl of Colousay.”
And is be listening now for the wild sound
of her singing? Or is he thinking of the
brave Muacplail who went back after seven
loug months of absence, and found the maid
of Colonsay still true to him? The ruby
ring she had given him lad never paled.
There was one woman who could rewain
true to her absent lover.

ITamish came forward.

“Will we go on now, Sir?” said he, in the
Gaelie.

é“ NO.”

Hamish looked round. The shining clear
evening looked very calm, notwithstanding
the tossing of the blue-black waves, And
it scemed wasteful to the old sailor to keep
the yacht lying to or aimlessly sailing this
way and that while this favorable wind re-
utined to then.

“I am not sure that the breeze will last,
Sir Keifth.”

“Arve you snre of any thing, Hamish ¥
Macleod said, quite absently. ¢ Well, there
is one thing we can all muke sure of. But
I have told you, Hamish, I am not going up
the Sonnd of Touna in daylight: why, there
is not a man in all the islands who would
not know of our coming by to-morrow morn-
ing. Weewill go up the Sound as soon as it
is dark. It is » new moon to-night; and 1
think we can go without lights, Hamish.”

“The Dunara is coming south to-night,
Sir Keifth,” the old man said.

“YWhy, ITamish, you scem to have lost all
your courage as soon as you put Colin Laing
ashore.”

“Colin Laing! Is it Colin Laing! ex-
claimed Hamish, indignantly. “Iwill know
liow to sail this yacht, and I will kuow the
banks, and the tides, and the rocks, hetter
than any fifteen thousands of Colin Laings!”

“Andwhat if the Dunara is coming south?
If she can not see us, we ¢ see her.”

But whether it was that Colin Laing had
VLefore leaving the yacht managed to con-
vey to Hamish some notion of the risk he
was ruuning, or whether it was that he was
merely anxious for lifs waster’s safety, it
was clear that Hamish was far from satis-
fied. e opened and shut his big elasp-
kniie inan awkward silence.  Then lie said:

“You will not go to Castle Dare, Sir
Keith ”

Macleod started; he had forgotten that
Hanish was there.

“No. TIhave told you where Iam going.”

“But thers is not any good anchorage at
that island, Siv!” he protested. “Ifave I
not been rouund cvery bay of it; and you
too, Sir Keith ? and you know there is not
an inch of sand or of mnd, but only the
small loose stones.  And then the shepherd
they left there all by bimself; it was mad ho
beeame at last, and took his own life too.”

“Well, do yon expect to see his ghost?”
Macleod said. “Come, Huamish, you have
lost your nerve in the south. Surely youn
ave not afraid of Leing any where in the
old yacht so long as she has good sea-roout
around her ?”?

“And if you are not wishing to go up the
Sound of Tona in the daylight, Sir Keith,”
Hamish said, still clinging to the point, “ we
could bear a little to the south, and go
round the outside of Tona.”

“The Dubl Artaclh men would recognize
the Cmpire at onee,” Macleod said, abraptly ;
and then lhe snggested to Hamish that he
should get o little more way on the yacht,
so that she might be a trifle steadier when
Christina carried the dinner into the Lng-
lishlady’s eabin. Butindeed there wasnow
little breeze of any kind. Hamisl’s fears
of & dead calm were likely to prove true.

Meanwhile another conversation had been
going forward in the small cabin below, that
was now suffused by a strange warm light
reflected from the evening sky.  Miss White
was looking very well now, after her long
sea-voyage. During their first few hoursin
blue water she had been very ill indeed;
and she repeatedly called on Christina to
allow lier to die. The old MHighland-woman
came to the conclusion that English ladies
were rather childish in their ways; but the
only answer she made to this reiterated
prayer was to make Miss White as comfort-
able as was possible, and to administer such
restoratives as she thought desirable. At
length, when recovery and a sound appetite
set in, the patient began to show a great
friendship for Cliristina. There was no
longer any theatrical warning of the awful
fate in store for every body connected with
this enterprise.  She tricd rather to enlist
the old woman’s sympathies on her behalf,
and if she did not very well succeed in that
direction, at least she remained on friendly
terms with Christing, and received from her
the solace of much gossip about the where-
abonts and possible destination of the ship.

And on this evening Christing bad an im-
portant picce of news.

“Where hiave we got to now, Christina #”
said Miss White, quite cheerfally, when the
old woman entered.

“Oh yes, mem, we will still be off the
Mull shore, but a good piece away from it,
and there is not much wind, mem. DBut
Hamish thinks we will get to the anchorage
the night whatever.”
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“The anchorage !” Miss White exclaimed,
eagerly. “Where? You are going to Cas-
tle Dare, surely ?”

“No, meny, I think not,” said Christina.
“T thinlk it is an istand-—but yon will not
know the name of that island—there is no
Luglish for it at all.”

“But where is it?
Dare 2

“Oh no, mem; it is a good way from Cas-
tle Dare; aud it is out in the sea. Do you
know Gometra, mem 2—wass you ever going
out to Gometra?”

“Yes, of course; I ramember sonmething
ahout it, anyway.”

“AD, well, it is away out past Gomnetra,
men ; and not a good place for an anchorage
whatever; but Hamish he will know all the
anchiorages.”

“What on earth is the use of going
there 77

“1 do not know, mem.”

“Is Sir Keith going to keep me on board
this boat forever?”

“1 do not know, mem.”

Cliristina had to leave the cabin just then;
when she returned she said, with sowe little
hesitation:

“If T wass mekking so bold, mem, ass to
say this to you: Why are younot asking the
questions of Sir Keith himself?  He will
Jnow all about it; and if you were to come
into the saloon, mem—"

“Do you think T wonld enter into any
comuunication with him after his treat-
ment of fue 2" said Miss White, indignantly.
“Noj let him atone for that fivst. When
he has set me at liberty, then 1 will speak
with him; but never solong as he keeps me
shut up like a conviet”

“I wass only saying, mem,” Christina an-
swered, with great respect, * that if you were
wishing to know where we were going, Sir
Ketthy will know that; but how can I know
1?7 And yon know, men, Siy Keith has not
shut you up in this cabin: yon hef the sa-
loon, if you would please to hef it.”

“Thank you, I konow!” rejoined Miss
White.,  “IF I choose, my jail may consist
of two rooms iustead of one. Tdon’t appre-
ciate that amount of liberty. I want to be
set ashore.”

“That I hef nothing to do with, mem,”
Christina sald, hwmbly, proceeding with
her work.

Miss White, being left to think over these
things, was beginning to helieve that, after
all, her obduracy was not likely to be of
much service to her. Would it not be wiser
to treaf with the enemy—nperhaps to outwit
him by a show of forgivencss?  Ifere they
were approaching the end of the voyage—
at least Christina scemed to intimate as
muel; and it they were not exactly within
call of friends, they woull surely be within
rowing distance of some inhabited island,

Is it near Castle

even Gometra, for example. And if only a
message conld be sent to Castle Dare?  Lady
Macleod and Janct Macleod were women.
They would not countenance this mounstrous
thing. If she could only reach them, she
wonld be safe.

The rose-pink died away from the long
promwntories, and was suceeeded by a som-
bre gray; the glory in the west sank down ;
a wan twilight came over the sea and the
sky; and a small golden star, like the poiut
of a ncedle, told where the Dubh Avtach
men had lit their beacon for the coming
night. The Tmpire lay aud idly rolled in
this dead calm; Macleod paced up and down
the deck in the solemn stilluess.  Hamish
threw a tarpaulin over the sky-light of the
saloon to cover the bewildering light from
below ; and then, as the time went slowly
by, darkness came over the land and the
sea, They were alone with the night, and
the lapping waves, and the stars.

About ten o’clock there was a Ioud rat-
tling of blocks and cordage—the {irst puff
of a coming Dbreeze had struck her. The
men were at their posts in a mowent ; there
were o tew sharp, quick orders from Hamish;
and presently the old Umpire, with her great
boom away over her quarter, was running
free before a light southeasterly wind.

“Ay, ay!” said Hamish, in sndden glad-
ness, “we will soon be hy Ardalanish Poing
with a fine wind like this, Sir Keitli; and i€
you would rather hefno lights on her—well,
it is o clear night whatetler; and the Du-
nara she will hef up her lights.”

The wind came in bits of squalls, it s
true, but the sky overhead remained clear,
and the Umpire bowled merrily along.  Mac-
leod was still on deck. They ronnded the
Ross of Mull, and got into the smoother wa-
ters of the Sound.,  Would any of the pee-
plein the cottages at Erraidh sce this gray
ghost ol a vessel go gliding past over the
dark water? Behind them burned the yel-
low eye of Dubh Artach; before them a
few small red points told thew of the lona
cottages; and still this phantom gray ves-
sel held on her way.  The Unipire was near-
ing her last anchorage.

And still she steals onward, like a thicf in
the night. She has passed thvough tho
Sound; she is in the open sea again; there
is o calling of startled birds froin over the
dark Dbosom of the deep. Then far away
they watcl the lights of a steamer: but she
is milesfrom their conrse ; they can not even
Lear the throb of her engines.

It is another sonnd they hear—a low
booming as of distant thunder. And that
black thing away on their right—scarcely
visible over the darkened waves—is that
the channelled and sea-bird-haunted Staffa,
trembling through all her eaves under the
slrock of the smooth Atlantic sirge? TFor
all the clearness of the star-lit sky, there is
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a wild booming of waters all around her
rocks; and the giant eaverns auswer; and
the thunder shudders out to the listening
sea.

The night drags on. The Dntchman is
ast asleep in his vast Atlantic bed; the
dull roar of the waves he has heard for
millions of years is not likely to awake him.
And Fladda, and Lunga: surely this ghost-
gray ship that steals by is not the old Umpire
that used to visit them in the gay summer-
time, with her red ensign flying, and the
DLlue seas all around her? But here is a
dark object on the waters that is growing
lorger and larger as one approaches it.
The black outline of it is becoming sharp
against the clear dome of stars.  There is a
gloom around as one gets nearer and near-
er the bays aund cliffs of this louely island;
and now one hears the sound of breakers
on the rocks. Hamish and his men are on
the alert. The top-sail has been lowered.
The heavy cable of the auchor lies ready
by the windlass. And then, as the Umpire
glides into smooth water, and her head ‘s
brought round to the light breeze, away
goes the anchor with a rattle that awakes
a thousand echoes; aud ail the startled birds
among the rocks arve calling through the
night—the sea-pyots sereaming shrilly, the
curlews uttering their warning note, the
herons croaking as they wing their slow
flight away across the sea. The Umpire has
got to her anchorage at last.

And scarcely was the anchor down when
they brought him » message from the Eng-
lish lady. She was in the saloon, and
wislied to see him. Ie could scarcely be-
lieve this, for it was now past midnight,
and she had never come into the saloon
before. But he went down throngh the
forecastle, and throngh his own state-room,
and opeuned the door of the salaon,

For a second the strong light almost
blinded him; bub at all events he knew she
was sitting there, and that she was regard-
ing him with no fierce indignation at all,
but with quite a friendly look.

“Gertrude!” said lie, in wonder; hut he
did not approach her. He stood before her,
as one who was submissive.

“80 we have got to land at Iast” said
she: and more and more he wondered to
lear the friendlivess of her voice. Could
it be true, then? Or was it ouly one of
those visions that had of late been tortur-
ing his brain ?

“0Oh ves, Gerty I said he; “we have got
to an anchorage.”

“T thought I would sit up for it,” said
she. “Christina said we should get to Jand
gome time to-night, and I thonght I wonld
like to sce you. Beeause you know, Keith,
you have used me very badly. Aud won't
you sit down?”’

He accepted that invitation. Could it be

true? could it be true?
his ears.
dered way.

“And I want you to tell me what you
mean to do with me,” said she, frankly and
graciously: “I am at your merey, Keith.”

“Oh, not that—mot that,” said he. And
he added, sadly enough, “It is I who have
been at your merey sinee ever I saw you,
Gerty; and it is for you to say what is to
become of you and of me. And have you
got over your anger now?—and will you
think of all that made me do this, and try
to forgive it for the sake of my love for you,
Gerty? Is there any chance of that now ?”

She rather avoided the earnest gaze that
way bent on her.  She did not notice how
nervously his hand gripped the edge of the
table near hiim,

“yWell it is a good deal to forgive, Keith ;
vou will acknowledge that yourselt; and
though yvou used to think that I was ready
to sacrifice every thing for fame, I did not
expect you would make me a nine days’ won-
derin this way. I suppose the whole thing
is in the papers now 7

“Oh no, Gerty; I sent a message to your
father.”

“Well, that was kind of you—and auda-
clous. Were you not afraid of his over-
taking you? The Umpire is not the swift-
est of sailers, you nsed to say; and you
know there ave telegraplis and railways to
all the ports.”

“He did ot know you were in the Um-
pire, Gerty. DBnt of course, if he werce very
anxious ahont vou, he wounld write or come
to Dave. I shonld not be surprised if he
were there now.”

A quick look of surprise and gladness
sprang to her face.

“ Papa—at Castle Dare!” she exclaimed.
“And Clristina says it is not fur from here”

“Not many miles away.”

“Then of course they will know we are
here in the morning!” she eried, in the in-
diseretion of sudden joy. “Aund they will
come out for wme”

“Oh no, Gerty, they will not come out for
vou. No human being but those on board
knows that we are here, Do you think
they conld gee you from Dare? And there
isno one living now on the island.  We are
alone in the sea.”

The light died away from her face; but
she said, cheerfully enough:

“Well, T am at your mercy then, Keith.
T.et us take it that way. Now you mnst tell
me what part in the comedy you mean me to
play; for the life of me 1 can’t make it out.”

“0Oh, Gerty, Gerty, do mnot spealk like
that!” he exelaimed. “You are breaking
my heart! Is there none of the old love
lett?  Is it all o matter for jesting 27

She saw she had been incautions,

“Well,” said slie, gently, “1 was wrong;

This was ringing in
He leard her only in a bewil-
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I know it is more serious than that; and I
am not indisposed to forgive you, il you
treat me fairly. I know you have great
earnestness of nature; and—and you were
very fond of me; and although you have
risked a great deal in what you have done,
still, men who are very deeply in love dow’t
think much about consequences. And if I
were to forgive you, and make friends again,
what then ¥’

“And if we were as we used to be,” said
he, with a grave wistfulness in his face,
“do you not think I would gladly take you
ashore, Gerty ?”

“ And to Castle Dare ?”

“Ol yes, to Castle Dare!  Would not my
mother and Jauet be glad to welcome you!”

“And papa may be there ¥’

“If he is not there, can we not telegraph
for him? Why, Gerty, surely you would
not be married any where but in the High-
lands ?”

At the mention of marriage she blanched
somewhat; but she had nerved herself to
play this part.

“Then, Keith,” said she, gallantly, I will
make you a promise. Take me to Castle
Dare to-morrow, and the moment L am with-
in its doors I will shake hands with you, and
forgive you, and we will be friends agaiu as
in the old days.”

“We were more than friends, Gerty,” said
he, in a low voice.

“Let us be friends first, and then who
kunows what may nut follow ?” said she,
brightly. “You can not expect me to be
overprofuse in affection just after being
shut up like this?”

“Gerty,” said he, and he looked at her
with those strangely tired eyes, and there
was a great gentleness in his voice, “do you
know where you are? You are close to the
island that I told you of—where I wish to
lLave my grave on the clitf.  But instead of
a grave, would it not be a fine thing to have
a marriage here? Noj; do not be alarmed,
Gerty! it is only with your own good-will;
and surely your heart will consent at last!
Would not that be a strange wedding, too;
with the minister from Salen, and your fa-
ther onboard, and the people from Dare? Oh,
you would see such a number of boats come
out that day, and we would go proudly back;
and do you not think there wounld be a great
rejoicing that day?  Then all our troubles
would be at an end, Gerty! There wonld be
no more fear; and the theatres would never
see you again; and the long, happy life we
should lead, we two together!  And do you
know the first thing I would get you, Ger-
ty 2—it would be a new yacht! Iwould go
to the Clyde, and have it built all for you.
I would not have yon go out again in this
yacht, for you would then remember the
days in which I was ernel to you; but in a
new yacht you would not remember that

any more; and do you not think we would
have many a pleasant, long summer day on
the deck of lier, and only ourselves, Gerty ?
And you would sing the songs I first heard
you sing, and I think the sailors would im-
agine they heard the singing of the mer-
maid of Colonsay; for there is no one can
sing as you can sing, Gerty. I think it was
that first took away mwy heart from me.”

“But we can talk about all these things
when I am on shore again,” said she, cold-
Iy. “You can not expect me to be very fa-
vorably disposed so long as I am shut up
here.”

“Buat then,” he said, “if yon were on
shore you might go away again from me,
Gerty! The pcople would get at your ear
again; they would whisper things to you;
von would think about the theatres again.
I have saved you, sweetheart; can Ilet you
go back ?”

The words were spoken with an ecager
affection and yearning; but they sank into
her mind with a dull and cold conviction
that there was no escope for her through
any way of artifice.

“Am I to understand, then,” said she,
“that you mean to keep me a prisoner here
antil I marry you ?”

“Why do you speak like that, Gerty ?”

“I demand an answer to my question.”

“I have risked every thing to save you;
can I let you go back?”

A sudden flash of desperate anger—even
of hatred—swas in her eyes: ler fine piece
of acting had been of no avail,

“Well, let the farce end!” said she, with
frowning eyebrows. “DBefore I came on
board this yacht I had some pity for you.
I thought you were at least a man, and had
a man’s generosity. Now I {find you a cow-
ard, and a tyrant—"

“Gerty!”

“Oh, do not think you have frightened
me with your stories of the revenge of your
miserable chiefs and their savage slaves!
Not a bit of it! Do with me what you like:
I would not marry you if you gave me a
hundred yachts!”

“Gerty !

The anguish of his face was growing wild
with despair.

“Isay, let the farce end! T had pity for
youn—yes, I had! Now—-I hate you!”

He sprang up with a quick cry, as of one
shob through the heart. He regarded her,
in a bewildered manner, for one brief see-
ond; and then he gently said, “ Good-night,
Gerty! God forgive you!” and he staggered
backward, and got out of the saloon, leaving
her alone.

See! the night is still fine. All around
this solitary bay there is a wall of rock, jet-
black, against the clear, dark sky, with its
myriad twinkling stars. The new moon
has arisen, but it sheds but little radiance
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yet down there in the south. There is a
sharper gleam from one lambent planet—a
thin line of golden-yellow light that comes
all the way across from the black rocks wn-
til it breaks in flashes among the ripples
close to the side of the yacht. Silence once
more reigns around; only from time to time
one hears the croak of a heron from the
dusky shore.

‘What can keep this man up so late on
deck? 'There is nothing to look at but the
great bows of the yaeht bLlack against the
pale gray sea, and the tall spars and the rig-
ging going away up into the star-lit sky,and
the sutfused glow from the sky-light touch-
ing a yellow-gray on the main-boom. There
is no need for the anchor-watch that Hamish
was insisting on.  The equinoctials are not
likely to begin on such a night as this.

He is leoking across the lapping gray
water to the jet-blaclk line of cliff. And
there ave certain words haunting him. He
can not forget them; le can not put them
away.

* * * * * *
WHEREFORE IS LIGHT GIVEN TO HIM THAT 18
IN MISFRY, AND LIFE UNTO THE BITTER 1IN
sotLl..... WHICH LONG FOR DEATH, BUT IT
COMETH NOT; AND DIG FOR IT MORE TIAN
FOR IHIDDEN TREASURES...... WHICH REJOICE
EXCEEDINGLY, AND ARE GLAD WHEN THEY
CAN FIND THE GRAVE.

* * * * * *

Then in the stillness of the night he
heard a breathing. e went forward, and
found that Hamish had secreted himself be-
hind tlhie windlass. He uttered some ex-
clamation in the Gaelic, and the old man
rose and stood guiltily before him.

“Have I not told you to go below before ?
and will Thave to throw you down into the
forecastle #’

The old man stood irresolute for a mo-
ment. Then he said, also in his native
tougue:

“You should not speak like that to me,
Sir Keith: I have known you many a year.”

Macleod caught Hamish’s hand.

“I beg your pardon, Hamish. You do
not know. It is a sore heart I have this
night.”

“QOh, God hielp us! Do Inot know that!”
he exclaimed, in a broken voice; and Mac-
leod, as lLie turned away, could hear the old
man erying bitterly in the dark. What else
could Hamish do now—for him who had
been to him as the son of his old age?

“Go below now, Hamish,” said Macleod,
in a gentle voice; and the old man slowly
and reluctantly obeyed.

Bat the night had not drawn to day when
Macleod again went forward, and said, in a
strange, excited whisper:

“ Hamish, Hamish, are you awake now ?”

Instantly the old man appeared: he had
not turned into his berth at all.

“Hamish, Hamish, do you hear the
sound ¥’ Macleod said, in the same wild
way; ‘“do you not hear the sound ?”?

“What sonnd, Sir Keith?” said he; for
indeed there was nothing but the lapping
of the water along the side of the yacht and
a murmur of ripples along the shore.

“Do you not hear it, Hamish? It is a
sound as of a brass-band!-—a brass-band
playing music—as if it was in a theatre.
Can you not hear it, Hamish 27

“Obh, God Lielp us! God help us!” Hamish
cried.

“You do not hear it, Hamish ¢” lie said.
“AD, it is some mistake. Ibeg your pardon
for calling you, Hamish: now you will go
below again.”

“0Oh no, Sir Keith,” said Hamish. “Will
Inotstay on deck now till the morning? It
is a fino sleep I have had; ol yes, I had a
fine sleep. And how is one to know when
the equninoetials may not come on

“I wish you to go below, Hamish.”

And now this sound that is ringing in his
ears is no longer of the brass-band that he
had heard in the theatre., Itis quite differ-
ent. It has all the ghastly mirth of that
song that Norman Ogilvie used to sing in
the old, half-forgotten days. What is it
that he hears ?

# King Deuath was a rare old fellow,
He gat where no sun could shines
And he litted bis hand so yellow,
And poured out his coal-black wine!
Hurrah! hurrab! horrah! for the coal-black wine!”

It is a strange mirth. It might almost make
a mau laugh. Tor do we not laugh gently
when we bury a young child, and put the
tlowers over it, aud know that it is at peace ?
The child has no more pain at the heart.
Oh, Norman Ogilvie, are you still singing
the wild song ? and are you laughing now ?
or is it the old man Huamish that is crying
in the dark ?
* * #* * * *
¢ There came to him many a maiden
Whose eyes had forgot to shine;
And widows with gricf o'erladen,
For a draught of his sleepy wine.
Hurrah! hurrahi! hurrab?! for the coal-black wine!”

It is such a fine thing to sleep—when one
has heen fretting all the night, and spasms
of fire go througl the brain! Ogilvie, Ogil-
vie, do you remember the langhing Duchess ?
do you think she would laugh over one’s
grave, or put her foot on it, and stand re-
lentless, with anger in her cyes? That is
a sad thing; but after it is over there is
sleep.

w * * #* * *

“ All came to the rare old fellow,
Who langhed tiil his eyes dropped brine,
As he gave them his hand so yellow,

And pledged them in Death’s black wine!
Hurrali! hurrah! bhurrah! for the coal-black wine!”

Hamish —Hamish |—will you not keep her
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away from me? I have told Donald what'
pibroch e will play; I want to be at peace |
now.  But the brass-hand—the brass-band ‘
—1L can hear the blare of the trumpets; and
Ulva will know that we are here, and the
Gometra men, and the sea-birds too, that 1
used to love. But she has killed all that
now, aud she stands on my grave.  She will
langl, for she was light-hearted, like a
young childi But yon, Hamish, you will
tind the quiet grave for me; and Donald
will play the pibroch for me that I told him
of; and yon will say no word 1o her of all
that is over aud gone.
*® *® *

0

* i* *
Sce—he sleeps. This haggard-faced man is
stretelied on the deck; and the pale dawn,
arising in the east, looks at him, and does
not revive him, but makes him whiter still.
You might almost think he was dead.  But
Hamish knows hetter than that; for the old
man cowes stealthily forward; and he has
a great tartan plaid in his hands, and very
gently indeed he puts it over his yonng mas-
ter. And there are tears running down Ha-
mish’s face, and he says, “The brave lad!
the brave lad!”?

CHAPTER XLVI
TIE END.

“Drxcax,” sald MHamish, in a low whis—\
per—for Macleod had gone below, and they
thought he might be asleep in the small,!
hushed state-room—*“this is a strange-look-
ing day,is it not 2 And I am afraid of it in |
this open bay, with an anchorage no better |
than a shect of paper for an anchorage. Do
you see now how strange-looking it is ?”

Dunean Cameron also spoke in lis native
tongue, and he said:

“That is true, Hamish., And it was a,‘
day like this there was when the Solan was |
sunk at her moorings in Loelh Hourn. Do
you renmember, Hamish 2 And it would be
better for us now if we were in Loch Tua,
or Loeh-na-Keal; or in the dock that was
built for the steamer at Tivee. I do not
like the loolk of this day.”

Yet to an ordinavy ohserver it would
have secmed that the chief characteristic
of this pale, still day was extreme and set-
tled calm.  There was not a hreath of wind
to ruftle the surface of the sea; but there
was a slight, glassy swell, and that only
served to show curions opalescent tints un-
der the suffused light of the sun. There
were no ciowds; there was only @ thin veil
of faint and sultry wist all across the sky;
the san was invisible, hut there was a glare
of yellow at one point of the heavens. A
dead ealm; but heavy, oppressed, sultry.
There was something in the atnogphere
that seemied to weigh on the chest.

“There was a dream I'had this morning,”

continued Hamish, in the same low tones.
“It was about my little granddaughter
Christina. You kunow my little Christina,
Duncan.  And she said to me, *What have
yvou done with 8ir Keith Macleod? Why
have you not brought him back? Ie was
under your carve, grandfather” I did not
like that dream.”

“0l, you are becoming as bad as Sirv
Keith Macleod himself!” said the other.
“ e does not sleep. e talks to himself.
You will become like thut if you pay atten-
tion to foolish dreams, Hamish.”

Hamisl’s quick temper leaped up.

“What do you mean, Duncan Cameron,
by saying ‘as bad as Sir Keith Macleod ¥
You—you come from Ross: perhaps they
have not good masters there. I tell you
there is not any mun in Ross, or in Sather-
land either, is as good a master, and as brave
a lad, as 8ir Keith Macleod—not any one,
Dunecan Cameron!”

“1 did not mean any thing like that, T1a-
mish,” said the other, humbly.  “Dnt there
was a breeze this morning.  We could have
got over to Loch Tua. Why did we stay
here, where there is uo shelter and no auch-
orage? Do you know what is likely to come
after o day like this?”

“It is your business to be a sailor on
board this yacht; it is not your business to

H . . .
i say where she will go,” said Hamish.

But all the same the old man was becom-
ing more and more alarmed at the ngly as-
pect of this dead calin,  The very birds, in-
stead of stalking among the still pools, or
Iying buoyant on the smooth waters, were
excitedly calling, and whirring from one
point to another.

“If the equinoctials were to begin now,”
said Duncan Cameron, “this is a fine place
to meet the equinoctials!  An open bay,
withont shelter, and a gronnd that is no
ground for an anchorage. It is not two
anchors or twenty anchors would hold in
such a ground.”

Macleod appeared: the men were sudden-
Iy silent.  Without a word to either of themn
and that was not his wont—he passed to
the stern of the yacht. Hamish knew from
Itis manner that he would not be spoken to.
He did not follow him, even with all this
vagne dread on his mind,

The day wore on to the afternoon. Maec-
leod, who had been pacing up and down
the deck, suddenly called Hamish, Hamish
came aft at once.

“Alamish,” said he, with a strange sort
of langh, “do you remember this morning,
hefore the light caane 2 Do you rememher
that I asked you about a brass-band that I
heard playing #7

Hamish looked at him and said, with an
earnest anxicty:

“Qb, Sir Keith, you will pay no lheed to
that! It is very common; I have heard
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them say it is very counnon.
a brass-band, to be sure! There is nothing
more common than that. And you will not
think you are unwell merely because you

Why, to hear

think you can hear a brass-band playing!”
“I want you to tell me, Hawmish,” suid

The old mau looked at the sky, and the
shore, and the sea. It was a marvellous
thing. The world was all enshrouded in a
salinon-coloved mist: there was no line of
horizon visible between the sea and the sky.

“10 Is red, 8ir Keith,” said Hamish,

NEARING THE END.——[sEE PaGR 215.]

he, in the same jesting way, “whether my
eyes have followed the example of my cars,
and are playing tricks. Do you think they
are blood-shot, with my lying on deck in
the cold? Hamisl, what do you see all
around #”

“Ah! AmTin my senses thistime? And
what do you think of a red day, Hamish?
That is not a nsual thing.”

“QOh, Sir Keith, it will be a wild night
this night! And we can not stay here, with
this bad ancliorage.”
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“4ud where would you go, Hamish—in
a dead calm?” Macleod asked, still with a
siile on the wan face.

“YWhere would I go?” said the old man,
excitedly. “I—I will tuke care of the
vacht, Dut you, Sir Keith—olv! you—you
will go ashore now. Do you know, Sir, the
sheiling that the shepherd had? It is a
poor place—och yes; but Duancan Cameron
and I will take some things ashore. And
do you mnot think we can loek after the
vacht?  She has met the equinoctials be-
forve, if it is the equinoctials that are be-
ginning. She has met them before; aud
can not she meet thent now? But you, Sir
Keith, you will go ashore.”

Macleod burst out laughing in an odd
sort of {fashion.

“Do you think I am good at running
away when there is any kind of danger,
Hamish?  Tave you got into the Euglish
way ? Would you ceall me a coward too?
Nonsense, nonsense, nonsense, Hamish! 1
-—why, I am going to drink a glass of the
coal-black wine, and have done with it. 1
will drink it to the health of my sweetheart,
Hawmish

“Sir Keith,” said the old man, beginning
to tremble, though he but half understood
the meaning of the scornful mirth, “I have
had charge of you since you were a young
lad?

“Very welll”

“And Lady Macleod will ask of me, ¢ Snch
and such a thing happened: what did you
do for my sou? Then I will say, ‘Your
ladyship, wo were afraid of the equinoe-
tialy, and we got Siv Keith to go ashore;
and the next day we went ashore for Lim;
and now we have brought him back to Cas-
tle Dare!””

“Hamish, Hamish, you are laughing at
me! O you want to eall me a coward?
Don’t you know I should be afraid of the
ghost of the shepherd who killed himself?
Don’t you know that the English people
call me a coward ¥

“May their souls dwell in the downmost
hall of perdition!” said Hamish, with his
cheeks beeoming a gray-white; “and every
woman that cver came of the accursed
race!”

He looked at the old man for a sccond,
and he gripped his hand.

“Do not say that, Hamish—that is folly.
But you have been my friend. My mother
will not forget you—it is not the way of
a Macleod to forget—whatever happeuns to
we.”

“RBir Keith!” Hamish eried, “I do not,
know what yon mean., Dut you will go
ashore betfore the night ?”

“Go ashore ¥ Macleod answered, with a
return to his wild, bantering tone, “when
Iam going to see my sweetheart? Ol no!
Tell Christina, now. Tell Christina to ask

VoL LVIL—No, 844.—18

the yonng English lady to come into the
saloon, for I have something to say to her.
Be quick, Hamish !” :

Haunish went away, and Dbefore long he
returned with the answer that the young
English lady was in the saloon.  And now
he wus no longer haggard and pitcous, but
joyful, and there was a strange light in his
eyes.

“RQweetheart,” said he, “are you waiting
for me at last? I have brought you a long
way. Shall we drink a glass now at the
end of the voyage 77

“Do you wish to insult me?” said she;
but there was no anger in her voice: there
was more of fear in her eyes as she regard-
ed hinn

“Yon have no other message for me than
the one you gave me last night, Gerty?”
sald he, almost cheerfully.  “ It is all over,

then? You would go away from me for-
ever?  DBut we will drink o glass hetore we
gol”

>

He sprang forward, and caught both her
hands in his with the grip of a vise.

“Do you know what you have done, Ger-
ty 77 suid lie, in o low voice.  “Oh, yon have
soft, smooth, English ways; and you are
like a rose leaf; and you are like a queen,
whom all people are glad to gerve. But do
you know that you have killed a man’s life ?
And there is no penalty for that in the
south, pevhaps; but you are no longer in
the south.  And it you have this very night
to drink a glass with me, you will not re-
fuse it ? It is only a glass of the eoal-black
wine!?

She struggled back from him, for there
was a ook in his face that frightened her.
But shie had a wonderful self-command.

“Is that the message I was to hear ?” said
she, coldiy.

“WWhy, sweetheart, ave you not glad? Is
not that the only gladuess left fur you and
for me, that we shonld drink one glass to-
gether, and clasp hands, and say good-by?
What clse is there left? What else could
come to you aund to me?  Aund it may not
be this night, or to-morrow night; but one
night I think it will come; and then, sweet-
heart, we will have one more glass together,
before the end.”

He went on deck,  He called Hamish.

“Ilamish,” said he, in a grave, matter-of-
fact way, “Idon’t like thelook of thiseven-
ing. Did you say the sheiling was still on
the island ¥

“Oh yes, Sir Keith,” said Hiamish, with
great joy; for lie thought hiy adviee was
going to be taken after all.

“Well, now, you know the gales, when
they begin, sometimes last for two, or three,
or four days; and I will ask you to see that
Christina takes a good store of things to
the sheiling, before the darkness comes on.
Take plenty of things, now, IIamish, and
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put them in the sheiling, for I am afraid
this is going to be a wild night.”

Now, indecd, all the red light had gone
away; and as the sun went down therc was
nothing but a spectral whiteness over the
sea aud the sky., And the atmosphere was so
close and sultry that it seemed to suffocate
one. Morcover, there was a dead calm; if
they had wanted to get away from this ex-
posed place, how could they? They counld
not get into the gig and pull this great
yvacht over to Loch Tua.

It was with a light heart that Hamish
sot about this thing; and Christina forth-
with filled a hamper with tinned meats, and
bread, and whiskey, and what not. And
fuel was taken ashore, too, and candles,
and a store of matches. If the gales were
coming on, as appeared likely from this
ominous-looking evening, who conld tell
how many days and nights the young mas-
ter—and the English lady, too, if he de-
sired her company-—might not have to stay
ashore, while the men took the chance of
the sea with this yacht, or perhaps seized
the occasion of some 1nll to make for some
place of shelter? There wis Loch Tua, and
there was the bay at Bunessan, and there
was the little channel called Dolterriv, be-
hind the rocks opposite Touva. Any shelter
at all was better than this exposed place,
with the treacherous anchorage.

Hamish and Duncan Cameron returned to
the yacht.

“3Will you go ashore now, Sir Keith #” the
old man snid.

“Oh no; I am not going ashore yet.
is not yet time to run away, Hamish.”

He spoke in a friendly and pleasant fash-
ion, though Hamish, in Lis inereasing alarm,
thonght it no proper time for jesting. They
hanled the gig up to the davits, however,
and again the yacht lay in dead silence in
this little bay.

The evening grew to dusk; the ounly
change visible in the spectral world of pale
vellow-white mist was the appearance in
the sky of & nwunber of small, detached, bulb-
ous-looking clouds of a dusky blue-gray.
They had not drifted hither, for there was
no wind. They had only appeared. They
were absolutely motionless.

But the heat and the suffocation in this
atmosphere became almost insupportable.
The men, with bare Leads, and jerseys un-
buttoned at the neck, were continually go-
ing to the cask of fresh water beside the
windlass. Nor was there any change when
the night came on. If any thing, the night
was lLotter than the evening had been.
They awaited in silenco what might come
of this ominous calmn.

Hamish came aft.

“1 beg your pardon, Sir Xeith,” said he,
“Dut I am thinking we will have an anchor-
watch to-night.” :

It

“You will have no anchor-watch to-
night,” Maciecod answered, slowly, from out
of the darkness.  * 1 will be all the anchor-
wateh you will need, Tamish, until the
morning.” )

“You, Sir!” ITamish cried.  “Ihave been
waiting to take you ashore; and surcly it is
ashore that you are going !”

Just as he had spoken there was a sonnd
that all the world seemed to stand still to
hear. It was a low, murmuring sound of
thunder; but it was so remote as almost to
be inaudible. The next moment an awful
thing occurred. The two men standing face
to face in the dark suddenly found them-
selves in a blaze of blinding steel-blue light,
and at the very same instant the thunder-
roar crackled and shoolk all aronnd them
like the firing of a thousand cannon. How
the wild ccloes went booming over the sea!
Then they were in the black night again.
There was a period of awed silcuce.

“Ilamish,” Macleod said, quickly, “do as
I tell you now! Lower the gig; take the
men with you, and Christina, and go ashore,
and remain in {he sheiling till the morning.”

“1 will not!” Tamish cried.  “Ob, Sir
Keith, would you have me do that!”

Macleod had anticipated his refusal.  In-
stantly he went forward and ealled up
Christina.  He ordered Duncan Cameron
and John Cameron to lower away the gig.
He got thern all in but Hamish.

“ITamish,” said he, “you are a smaller
man than L Is it on such a night that you
would have me quarrel with yon? Must I
throw you into the bhoat #”

The old ruan clasped his trembling hands
together as if in prayer; and he said, with
an agonized and brolken voice: .

“Q0h, Sir Keith, you are my master, and
there is nothing I will not do for you; but
only this one night you will et me remain
with the vacht. I will give you the rest of
my life; but only this one night—"

“Into the gig with yon!” Macleod cried,
angrily. “Why, man, don’t you think Ican
keep anchor-watch?’”  Buat then he added,
very gently, ¢ Ilamish, shake hands with me
now. You were my friend, and you must
get ashore before the sea rises.”

“Iwill stay in the dingey, then,” the old
man entreated.

“You will go ashore, Hamish; and this
very instant, too. If tho gale begins, how
will you get ashore? Good-by, 1Hamish—
good-night I’

Another white sheet of flame quivered all
around them, just as this black figure was
descending into the gig: and then the ficrce
Liell of sounds broke loose once more.  Sea
and sky together scemed to shndder at the
wild uproar; and far away the sounds went
thundering throngh the hollow night. How
could one hear if there was any sobbing in
that departing boat, or any last cry of {ure-
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well ?
Fladda answering from over the black wa-
ter; and the Dutchman is surely awake at
last!

There came a stirring of wind from the
east, and the sea began to moan.  Surely
the poor fugitives mnst have reached the
shore now. And then there was a strange
noise in the distance- in the awtul silence
between the peads of tnunder it would be
heard 5 it came nearer and nearer—a low
murmunring noise, but full of a secret life
and thrill—it came along like the tread
of a thousand armics—and then the gale
struck its tirst Dlow. The yacht reeled un-
der the stroke, but hier hows staggered up
again like a dog that has been felled, and
after one or two convulsive plunges she
clnng hard at the strained cables. And
now the gale was growing in fury, and the
sen rising. Blinding showers of rain swept
over, hissing and roaring ; the white tongnes
of flame were shooting this way and that
across the startled heavens; and there was
a more awful thunder than even the falling
of the Atlantic surge booming into the great
sea-caves.  In the abysmal darkness the
spectral arms of the ocean rose white in
their angry clamor; and then another blae
glean would lay bare the great heaving and
wreathing hosom of the deep. What devil's
dance is this?  Surely it can not be Ulva
Ulva the green-shored—1Ulva that the sail-
ors in their love of her call softly Ool-¢-ra—
that is langhing aloud with wild laughter
on this awful night? Aund Colonsay, and
Lunga, and Iladda—they were beautiful
and quiet in the still summer-time; but
now they have gone mad, and they are
flinging back the plunging sea in white
masses of foam, and they are shrieking in
their fierce joy of the strife.  And Statta—
Stafta is far away and alone; she is trem-
bling to her core: how long will the shud-
dering caves withstand the mighty liiumer
of the Atlantic surge? And then agaiu the
sudden wild gleam startles the night—and
one seces, witlt an appalling vividness, the
driven white waves and the black islands
—and then again a thousand echoes go
booming alomg the iron-bound coast. What
ean be heard in the roar of tho hurricane,
and the hissing of rain, and the thundering
whirl of the waves on the rocks? Surely
not the one glad last ery: SwWeETHEART!
YOUR HEALTII! YOUR IEALTH IN THE COAL-
BLACK WINE!

The poor fugitives crouching in among
the raeks: is it the blinding rain or the
driven white surf that is in their eyes?
But they have sailors’ eyes; they can sce
through the awful storm; and their gaze is
fixed on one small green point far out there
in the blackness—the starboard light of the
doomed ship. It wavers like a will-o’-the-

It was Ulva ealling now; and|wisp, but it does not recede; the old Umpire

still elings bravely to her chain cables.

And amid all the din of the storm they
hear the voice of Hamish Jifted aloud in lam-
entation:

“Oh, the brave lad! the brave lad! And
who is to save my young master now; and
who will carry this tale back to Castle
Dare? They will say to me: ‘Hamish, yon
had coarge of the young iad: yoa put the
first gun in his hand: you had charge of
him; he had the love of asou for you: what
is it yon have done with him this night?
He is my Absalom; he is my brave young
lad: oh, do you think that I will let him
drown and do nothing to try to save him?
Do you think that? Duncan Cameron, are
vouaman? Will you get into tho gig with
me and pull out to the Umpire?”

“ By God,” said Dunean Cameron, solemm-
1y, “1 will do that! I have no wife; I do
not care. I will go into the gig with
you, Hamish; but we will never reach the
yacht—this night or any night that is to
come.” :

Then the old woman Christina shrieked
aloud, and caught her husband by the arm.

“Hamish! Hamish! Are you going to
drown yourself before my eyes ?”

He shook her hand away from him.

“My young master ordered me ashore: T
have come ashore. But I myself, I order
myself back again,  Dunean Cameron, they
will never say that we stood by and saw
Macleod of Dare go down to his grave!”

They emcrged from the shelter of this
great rock; the hurricane was so ficree that
they had to cling to one bowlder after an-
other to save themselves from being whirled
into the sea. DBut were these two men by
themselves? Not likely! It was a party
of five men that now eclambered along the
slippery roeks to the shingle up which they
had hauled the gig, and one wild lightning-
flash saw them with their hauds on the gun-
wale, ready to drag her down to the water.
There was a surf raging there that wonld
have swamped twenty gigs: these five men
were going of their own free-will and ehoice
to certain death-—so much had they loved
the young master.

But a piercing ery from Christina arrest-
ed them. They looked out to sea. What
was this sndden and awful thing 2 Instead
of the starboard green light, ehiold! the port
red light—and that moving! O, see! how
it recedes, wavering—flickering through the
whirling vapor of the storm! And there
again is the green light! Is it a witeh's
dance, or are they strange deatlt-fires hov-
ering over the dark ocean grave? But Ha-
mish knows too well what it means; and
with a wild ery of horror and despair, the
old man sinks on his knees and clasps his
hands, and stretches them out to the tervible
sea.
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#“0h, Macleod! Macleod! are you going
away from me forcver ? and we will go np
the hills together and on the lochs together
no more—no more—no more! Oh, the brave
1ad that he was!—and the good master!—-
and who was not proud of him ?—my hand-
some lad!—and he the last of the Macleods
of Dare !”

Arise, Hamish, and have tho gig hauled
up into shelter; for will you not want it
when the gale abates, and the scas are
smooth, and you have to go away to Dare,
you and your comrades, with silent tongues
and sombre eyes? Why this wild lamen-
tation in the darkness of the night? The
stricken heart that you loved so well hay
found peace at last; the coal-black wine has
been drank; thereisanend! And you, you
poor cowering fugitives, who ouly see cach
other’s terrified faces when the wan gleam
of tho lightning blazes through the sky,

- perhaps it is well that you should weep and
wail for the young master; but that is soon
over, and the day will break. And this iy
what I am thinking of now: when the light
comes, and thoe seas arc smooth, then which

of yon—ol, which of you all will tell this
tale to the two women at Castle Dare ?

So fair shines the morning sun on the
white sands of Tona! The three days’ galo
isover. DBehold how Ulva—TUlva the green-
shored—the Ool-a-va that the sailors love—
is laughing out again to the clear skies!
And the great skarts on the shores of Eris-
geir are spreading abroad their dusky wings
to get them dried in the snu; and the seals
are basking on the rocks in Loch-na-Keal;
and in Loch Seridain the white gulls sit buoy-
ant on the blue soa. There go the Gometra
men in their brown-sailed boat to look after
the lobster traps at Statfa; and very soon
you will see the steamer come round the far
Cailleach Point; over at Lrraidh they are
signaling to the men at Dubh Artach; and
they are glad to have a message from them
atter the heavy gale.  The new, bright day
has Degun; the world has awakened again
to the joyous sunlight; there is a chatter-
ing of the sea-bivds all along the shores, It
is a bright, cager, glad day for all tho world.
But there is silence in Castle Dare!

THE IMAGE OF SJ

DONATO.

A CHRISTMAS STORY.

I
“Buy the respect of the insolent.”—Turkish Proverb,
OWNXN in the old Trastevere quarter of
Rome the festa of St. Cecilia was being
celebrated in her chureh and convent.

The day was in harmony with the mem-
ory of the noble Roman lady—a sky serenely
blue, sunshine on fountain and temple Tuin,
the atmosphere golden with antumn’s rich-
ness of coloring, Tho adjacent narrow
streets were deserted, swept by one of those
waves of popular impulse so clhiaracteristic
of Italian cities; files of priestly students
from the colleges passed through the gate-
way, this band clad in black, that one in
scarlet or purple, and formed lines of waver-
ing color in their transition across the court
to the shadowy portico, flanked by the high,
grim, convent wall—that modern reading of
St. Ceciliw’s martyrdom. High above the
surging erowd of devotees and beggars the
campaunile soared into the suuny air, out-
lined against that azure Roman sky, and
sent forth its tinkling peal of summons to
vespers, like the silvery intonation of a ben-
ediction. }

Two strangers entered the gate, the elder
sombre and quict, the younger eager and
delighted by the spectacle.  Their respect-
ive positions were apparent at a glance,
Mademoiselle Durand, in her neat black
dress, with her thin sallow face and re-
pressed expression, was a French governess;
the young American girl beside her, richly
attired in Llue velvet, was her charge.

“T am a Cecilia, althouglh far from a
saint,” said the latter, gayly. “Ah! how
one loves to hear about Ler—the heantiful
martyr of Raphael's pictures! Do you be-
licve she is now singing among the heav-
culy choirs up there, mudemoiselle ?” She
pansed o monment to gaze at the sky, the
sun-bathed eampanile, with a wist{fulness
not untamiliar to her companion, and which
she attributed to an imaginative childhood.
“Perhaps the evening bells of Rome are the
cchioes of her voice in another world,” sho
added, musingly.

“ Come,” said mademoiselle, dryly.

“When I am grown up perhaps I will
bnild a convent of St. Cecilin in America
with my own money,” continued the girl,
meditatively.

Mademoiselle's eyes sparkled; shecaressed
the hand within her arm.

“Chere enfant! But I forget; it is not
your faith.”

“Ay faith? I always go to mass with
you; I am not only devout, jo suis bigote,”
rejoined her pupil.

Then they entered the church. St. Ce-
cilin’s statue, wronght in purest narble, lay
revealed Deneath the altar on this one day
of the year, when her erypt in the catacomb
also blooms with flowers, Transtigured by
the radiance of silver lamps and myriads of
tapers, enshrined in garlands of roses, veiled
in clouds of incense, the statue in its niche
lent a charm to the gaudy ornaments of the
high altar, and all the tinsel draperies ex-



