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a single day of Iia.pi)iness—happiness in ac-
corciaiice with tlie jiaiitiniis of the heart 
which feels it—happiness, for the time, so 
large as to leave no room for wishes? One 
day at least of snch happiness has been 
mine. One day! a singhi point between 
two masses of dnllness and solicitude, made 
sutiferable by a few pleasures, often nneheer-
ed with hope, and sometimes blackened by 
des])air." 

Tlie love-deprived Idoraen can say of this 
higliest a t t r ibute: "'J'lie bliss of tlie Deity 
is to love. Tlioso wlio have known wliat 
is love in perfection, though on earth and 
but for a nunuent, need not ask what re
ward awaits tlie just. ' ' 

And again, with the divine courage tha t 
thrills only in the greatest souls: " I would 
not give the scenes passed with Ethelwald, 
with all (licirpain of more than many deaths, 
for a whole life of calm happiness." 

As a psychological study, and as a work 

of art, Tdomeii h.as a beauty and separate-
ness such as attach to Allston's Moiialdi, 
to Moore's Epicurean, to the AtaJa of Cha
teaubriand ; or to Vutliek, the Sorrows of Ifer-
tlier, and I'md and TirginUi. 

Mr. Griswold, who was her personal friend, 
and probably knew her private history, de
clares : " Idomcii contains little that is fic
titious except tlie names of the characters. 
The account which Idomai gives of her 
own history is literaUy true, except in rela
tion to an excursion to Niagara, which oc
curred, but in a diti'erent period of the au
thor's life. Idomen will possess an interest 
and value as a psycliological study inde
pendent of that which belongs to it as a 
record of the experience of so eminent a poet." 

As an American woman, myself of a hum
ble order of the (piill, I feel a serious satis
faction, deep and sweet, iii laying this little 
si'roll upon the grave of my great countr^--
woman. 

MACLEOD OF DARE. 
CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE I'lUSaXKI!. 

THE sudden noise overhead and the hur
ried trampling of the men on deck 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. He 
did not advance to her. lie regarded her 
with a sad tenderness, as if lie were looking 
at one far away. When the beloved dead 
come hack to ns in the wonder-halls of .sleep, 
tlu're is no wild joy of nu'cting: there is 
something strange. And when they disa])-
jK'ar .again, there is no surprise: only the 
<lul) aching returns to IIK! heart. 

" (Sertrnde," said he. •' y(m are as safe here 
as ever \<tu were in your mother's arms. No 
one will h.'irm you." 

" What is it ? Wliat do you mean ?" said 
,she, iiuickly. 

iShc was somewhat bewildered. She had 
not expected to meet him thus suddenly 
face to face. And then she became aware 
that the companionway by which she had 
descended into the saloon had grown dark: 
that was the meaning of the harsh noise. 

" I want to go ashore, Keith," said .she, 
luirriedly. " Put nic on shore. 1 will speak 
to you there." 

" Vou can not go ashore," said he, calmly. 
" i iloii't know what you nieaii,'' said she ; 

and her heart began to beat hurriedly. " 1 
tell .\on I want to go ashore, Keith. I will 
speak to you there." 

" You can nor go ashore, Gertrude," ho re
peated. ' 'We have alri>ady left I'hitb. . . . 
Gerfy, Gerty," he continued, for she was 
struck dumb with a. sudden terror, "don' t 
you understand now ? I have stolon you 

away from yourself. There was but the one 
t liing left: the one way of saving you. And 
you ^vill forgive me, Gerty, when you under
stand it a l l - - " 

She was gradually recovering from hef 
terror. She did undorstand it now. And 
he was not ill at all * 

"Oh, you coward!—you coward!—yoii 
coward!" she exclaimed, with a blaze of 
fury ill her eyes. "And I was to confer a 
kindness on yon—a last kindness! lint yon 
dare not do this thing!—I tell you, you dare 
not do i t ! I demand to be put on shore at 
once ! Do y(m hear me ?" 

She turned wildly round, as if to seek for 
some way of escape. The door in the la
dies' ciibiu stood open; the daylight was 
streaming down into that cheerful little 
l)!,ace ; I here were some dowers on the dress
ing-table, lint the way liy which she had 
desiHuided was barred over and d,irk. 

Sh(! faced him again, and her eyes were 
full of tierce indignation and anger; ,she 
drew herself n]i to her full height; she over
whelmed him with taunts and re]u-oaches 
and scorn. That w.as a splendid ]>iecc of 
acting, seeing that it had never been re-
he.'irsed. lbs stood niimoved before all this 
theatrical rage. 

"Oh yes, you were prond of your name," 
.she was saying, with bitter emphasis ; " and 
1 thought you belonged to a race of gentle
men, to whom lying was unknown. And 
ycui were no longer murderous and revenge
ful; but you can take your revenge on a 
woman, for all t ha t ! And you ask nie to 
come and see yon, because yon are ill! And 
you have laid a trap, like a coward!'' 

"And if I am wli.-it you say, Gerty," said 
he, quite gently, " i t is the love of you 
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that lias uiado me tUat. Ob, you do not 
know!" 

Slie saw uotlibig of tUo liucs tliat pain 
liad AYiitteu ou this mau's face; slic lecog-
iiizod nothing of the very majesty of grief 
in tlie liopcless eyes. He was only her juil-
er, her enemy. 

" Of course—of course," said she. " It is 
the woman—it is always the woman who is 
ill fault! That is a manly thing, to put tlie 
blame on the woman! And it is a manly 
tiling to iake your revenge ou a woman ! I 
thought when a man had a rival, that it 
was his rival whom he sought out. But you 
—you kept out of the way'—" 

Ho strode forward, and canglit her l>y Hie 
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—now or at any 
t ime; or it will he bad for him and for you !" 

Bho tw istcd her hand from his grasp. 
" How dare you come near me!" she cried. 
" I beg your pardon," said he, with an in

stant return to his former grave gentleness 
of manner. ' ' I wish to let you know how 
you are situated, if you will let me, Gerty. 
I don't wish to justify what I have done, for 
you would not hear me—just yet. But this 
I must tell you, that I dou't wish to force 
myself ou your society. You will do as you 
jdease. There is your cabin ; you have oc
cupied it before. If you would like to have 
this saloon, you can have that too: I mean 
I shall not come into it unless it pleases yoii. 
And there is a bell in yotir cabin; and if 
you ring it, Clnistina will answer." 

She lu^ard him out patiently; her reply 
was a scornful—iierhaps nervous—laugli. 

" Why, tliis is mere folly !" she exclaimed. 
" I t is simple madness. I begin to believe 
that you are really ill, after al l ; and it is 
your mind that is aftected. Surely you don't 
know what yon are doing?" 

" Yon are angry, Gerty," said he. 
But the first blaze of her wratli and indig

nation had passed away; and now fear was 
coming uppermost. 

" Surely, Keitli, you can not be dreaming 
of such a mad thing! Oh, it is impossible! 
i t is a joke : It was to frighten me: it was 
to punish me, pcrhaiis. Well, 1 have de
served i t ; but now—now you have succeed
ed ; and you will let me go ashore, further 
ilowu the river." 

Her tone was altered. Slio had been 
watching his face. 

" Oh no, Gerty, oil no," ho said. '• Do you 
n.ot understand yet ? You were every tiling 
ill the worhl to me—you were life irself. 
Without you I had nothing, and tln^ world 
might just as well come to an end for me. 
And wlieu I thought yiui were going away 
from me, wliafc could I do? I could not 
reach j o u by letters, and letters ; and how 
could I know what the people around you 

were saying to ymi ? Ah, you do not know 
what I have sutlercd, Gerty; and always I 
was saying to myself tliat if I could get you 
away from tliese people, you winild remem
ber the time that you gave me the red rose, 
and all those beautiful days would come 
back again, and I would take your hand 
again, and I would forget altogether about 
the terrible nigiits when I saw you beside 
me and heard you laugh just as in tlie old 
times. And I knew there was only the one 
way left. How could I but try tha t? I 
knew you would be angry, but I hoped your 
anger Ai'ould go away. And now you are 
angrj-, Gerty, and my speaking to you is 
not of mucli use—as yet ; but I can wait 
until I see you yourself again, as you used 
to be, in the garden—don't YOU remember, 
Gerty ?" 

Her face was proud, cold, implacable. 
"Do I understand yon ariglit—that you 

have shut me up in this yacht and mean to 
take me away?" 

" Gerty, I have saved you from yourself!" 
"Will you be so kind as to tell me where 

we are going ?" 
"Wliy not away back to the Highlands, 

Gerty?" said lie, eagerly. "And tlien some 
day when your heart relents, and you for
give me, you will put your hand in mine, 
and we will walk up the road to Castle 
Dare. Do yon not think they will be glad 
to see us that day, Gerty ?" 

She maintained her proud attitude, but 
she was trembling from head to foot. 

" Do you mean to say that until I consent 
to bo your wife I am not to be allowed to 
leave this yacht ?" 

"You will consent, Gerty!'' 
"Not if I were to be shut up liero for a 

tliousand years!" she exclaimed, witli anoth
er burst of pas.sion. " Oil, 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 wo are savages here? 
—do you think we have no law ?" 

" I do not care for any law," said he, sim
ply. " I can only think of the one thing in 
the world. If I have not your love, Gerty, 
what else can I care about?" 

"My love!"slie exclaimed. "And this is 
the way to earn it, t ruly! My love! If 
you were to keep me shut up f(U' a thousand 
years, you would never have i t! You can 
liave my hatred, if you like, and plenty of 
it, too!" 

" Yon are angry, Gerty!" was all ho said. 
"Oil, you do not know with whom you 

liave to deal!" she continued, Avilli the same 
bitter emphasis. "You teirilied me with 
stories of butchery—the butchery of in
nocent women and cliildren; and no doubt 
you tlionght 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 only a woman, you have not conquered 
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lier yet ! Oh, yi)U will fiiid out before long 
that we have law in this country, and that 
it is not to he outraged with iuipunity. You 
think yon can do as you l ike; because you 
are a lligliland master, and you have a lot 
ot'slaves round you!" 

•' I am goin.!,' on deck now, Gerty," said he, 
in the same sad and gentle way. "You are 
tiring yourself. Shall I send Christina to 
you f' 

For an instant she looliod bewildered, as 
if she had not till now comprehended what 
was goiiig on ; and she said, quite wildly : 

'•Oh, no, uo, no, Keith: you don't mean 
what you say ! Y'ou can not moan i t ! Y'ou 
are only frightening me! You will put nn^ 
ashore, and md a word shall pass my lips. 
"We can not I'C far down the river, Keith. 
There are Jnany places where y(ni could pat 
me ashore ; and I could get back to L<nidon 
by rail. They w ou't know I have ever seen 
you. Keith, you will put me ashore imw !" 

"And if I were to put you ashore now, 
von would go away, Gcrt.y, and I should 
never see yon again — ne\er, and never. 
And what wonld tliat lie for you and f(U- me, 
Gertj'? lii'.t \iow you are here, uo one can 
j)oisou your mind; yon will be angry for a 
t ime; but the brighter d.-iys are coming— 
oh yes, I know tha t : if I was not sure of 
that, what would become of me ? It is a 
good thing to have hope ; to look forward 
to the glad tlays: that stills the pain at the 
heart. And now we two are together at 
last, Gerty!—and if yon are angry, the an
ger will pass away; e.nd w(! will go forward 
togc'her to (he glad days." 

>S!ic was listening in .-li sort of vague and 
tilnnncd am:izenuuit. ISoth her anger and 
Iicr fear were slo«ly yielding to the bewil
derment of the fact that she w.as really set
ting out on a vfiyag(^, the end of which 
neither she mu' any one living could know. 

"Ah, G('rly,"said he, reg.'irding her with 
a strange wislfalness in the sad eyes, "yon 
do not knoiv vihat it is to me to see you 
agaiii. I have seen yon many a time—in 
dreams ; liut you \\'ere ^•l̂ '̂ays faraway ; ami 
1 could not lak'c your hand. And 1 saiil to 
niyself that you were not cruel ; tha t you 
did not wish any one to suffer jiain ; and I 
kniiw if I cindd only see yon ag.'iin, and take 
yon away IVom these people, (hen your lieart 
would be gentle, ami yim would think of 
the time when yon gave me the red rose, 
and we went out in tin; garden, and all the 
air round us was so full of gladness that we 
did i:ot speak at all. Oh yes; and I said to 
nivsrif lli.at yoiu' true fiicuils were in the 
uor lh ; and what would tlu; nu'n at Dnbji 
Artach not do for you, ami Captain Maeal-
luui too, when they knew yon w^cre coming 
to live at Dare; and 1 was thinking that 
would bo a grand day when yovi came to 
live among us ; and there would be dam'ing, 
and a good glass of wliiskey for every one. 

•and some playing on the pipiss that day! 
And sonudinuis 1 did not know whether 
there would be more of laughing or of cry
ing wluni .Janet came to meet yon. But I 
will mit trouble yon any moi'e now, Gerty ; 
for you are tired, I th ink; and I will send 
Christina to you. And you Avill soon think 
that I was not crncl to you when I took you 
away and saved ycm from yoursidf." 

Sh<; did not answer; she seenual in a sort 
of trance. But she was aroused by the en
trance of Christina, who canu5 in directly 
after JIacleod left. Miss White stared at 
this tall, thin-featured, white-haired wom
an, as if uncertain how to address In^r; 
when she spcdce it was in a friendly and 
pci'suasivc way. 

" Yon have not forgotten me, then, Chris
t ina?" 

"No, mcin,"said the grave Highland-wom
an. She had beautiful, clear, blue-gray eyes, 
but th(U'e was m) inty in them. 

" I suppose you have iio part in this mad 
freak V 

The old woman seemed puzzled. She 
said, with a sort of serious politeness: 

" I do m)l know, mem. I have not the 
good English as Hamish." 

" B u t surely you know this," said Miss 
Ciertrude White, with more aninuition, 
" t h a t I am here against my will ? You un
derstand that, surely? That 1 am being 
carried away against my will from my own 
homo and my friends? You know it very 
well; hut perhaps your master has not told 
you of the risk you run ? Do you kiu>w 
wd}at that is? Do you think there are uo 
laws in this country ?" 

"Sir Keith he is the master of the boat," 
said Christina. "Iss there any thing now 
that I can do for yon, mem ?" 

" Ye.s," said Jliss White, boldly. "There 
is. Ycui can help me to get ashore. And 
j'on will save your master from being looked 
on as a niadnuin. And you will save your
selves from being hanged." 

" I wass to ask yon," said the old Iligh-
laud-wonnrn, " when you wmild be for hav
ing the dinner. Ami l lannsh.he Avass say
ing th.at you will hid'the diniun' what time 
y(m are thinking of; and will yon hef the 
<linner all bj- yourself?" 

" I tell you this, wonniu," said Miss White, 
wilh i|ni(dc anger, " t h a t I will ncdthcr eat 
nor drink so long as I am on board this 
yacht! What is the use of this nonsense? 
I wish to be put on shore. I am getting 
tired of this f<dly. I tell you I want to go 
ashore ; and I am going ashore ; ami it Avill 
be the worse for any one who tries to stop 
nui!" 

" I do not think yon can go ashore, mem," 
Christina, said, somewhat deliberately pick
ing nut her Euglisli ])hrases, " I'er the gig is 
up at the davits now ; and the dingey—you 
wass not thinking of going ashore by j'our-

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



964 HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 

self in tlio dingey? And last night, mcni, 
at a town, we liiid many things brought on 
hoard; and if you would toll nie what you 
ivill hef for the dinner, there is no one more 
"williug tlian me. And I hope you will hef 
very good comfort on board the yacht." 

" I can't get it into your )iead that yon 
are talking uonsense!" said Miss White, 
angrily. " I tell you I will not go any 
where in this yacht! And what is the use 
of talking to nie about dinner? I tell you 
I will neither eat nor drink wliile I am on 
board this jacht ." 

" I thiuk that would he a ferry foolish 
tliing,niem," Christina said,hnnibly enough ; 
but all the same the scornful fashuui in 
rvhich this young lady had addressed her 
had stirred a little of tlio Highland-woman's 
blood; and she added—still with great ap-
]>arent humility—"But if you will not eat, 
Ihey say that iss a ferry good thing for the 
]iride; and there i.ss not much pride left if 
one hass notbing to eat, mem." 

" I presume that is to be my prison 1" said 
Miss White, haughtily, turning to the smart 
little state-room beyond the companion. 

"Tha t iss your cabin, mem, if yon please, 
mem,"said Christina, who had been instruct
ed in English politeness by her husband. 

"Well, now, can yon 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 1 am taken 
on shore. And so, if lie Avishes to have a 
murder on bis bands, very well! Do you 
Understand t ha t ? " 

" I will say that to Sir Keith," Christina 
answered, submissively. 

Miss White walked into the cabin, and 
locked herself in. I t was an apartment 
with which slio was familiar; but "where 
had they got the white heather ? And there 
were books; but she paid little heed. They 
would discover they had not broken her 
spirit yet. 

On either side tlie sky-light overhead was 
open an iucli ; and it was nearer to tl'.e till
er than the sky-light of the saloon. In the 
alisolute stillness of this sununer day she 
hoard two men talking. Generally, they 
spoke in the Gaelic, which was of course un
intelligible to her; but sometimes they wan
dered into English—especially if tiie name 
of some English town cropped up—and thus 
she got hints as to the whereabouts of the 
Viiipire. 

" Oh yes, it is a fine big town tha t town 
of Gravpsend, to be sure, Hamisb," said the 
one voice, " and I have no doubt, now, that 
it will bo sending a gentleman to the Houses 
of Parliament in London, just as Greenocli 
will do. But there is no one yon will send 
frovn Mull. Tbcy do not know nmcU about 
Mull in the Houses of Parliament!" 

" And they know plenty about ferry much 

worse xilaccs," said Hamisb, proudly. "And 
wass yon saying Ihere will be any thing so 
beautiful about (Ireenouk ass you will find 
at Tobbermorry ?" 

"Tobermory!" said the other. "There 
are some trees af Tobermory—oh yes; and 
the Mish-insh, and the shops—" 

" Yess, and the water-fald—do not forget 
the water-falil, Colin; and there iss bettor 
wliiskey in Tobbermorry ass you will get in 
all (!r(>enock, where they will bo for mixing 
it with prandy and otlicr drinks like t ha t ; 
and at Tobbermorry you will hef a profess
or come ahl the way from Edinburgh and. 
from Oban to gif a lecture on the Gaelic; 
but do you think he would gif a lecture in 
a town like Greenock? Oh no ; he w-ould 
not do that!" 

"Very well, Haniish ; but it is glad I a]a 
that we are going back the way we came." 

" And me too, Colin." 
"And I will jiot be sorrj' when I am in 

Greenock once more." 
" But you will come with us first of all to 

Castle Dare, Colin," was the rejily. " And I 
know that I^ady JIacleod herself will be for 
shaking hands with yon, and thanking you 
that yon M'ass tek the care of the yacht." 

" I think I will stop at Greenock, Ilanush. 
You know you can take her well on from 
fireenock. And will you go round the Mull, 
Haniish, or through tlie Crinan, do you think 
now ?" 

" Ob, I am not afrait to tek her roimd the 
Jloil; hut there iss the Englisli lady on 
board; and it will be smoother lor her to go 
through the Crinan. And it iss ferry glad I 
will be, Colin, to see Ardalanish Point e.gain ; 
for I would rather be going through the Do-
ruis Mohr twenty times ass getting petweeu 
the panks of this taunied river." 

Here they relapsed into their native 
tongue, and she listened no longer; but at 
all events she had Iciirucd that they wore 
going away to the uortli. And as her nerves 
had been somewhat shaken, she began to 
ask herself what further thing this madman 
uught not do. The old stories he had told 
ber came back with a marvellous distinct
ness. Would be plunge her into a dungeon, 
and mock her with an empty cup when slio 
was dying of thirst? Would he chain her to a 
rock at low wat(!r and watch the tide slow -̂
ly rise ? He professed great gentleness and 
love for her; but if tlie savage nature had 
broken out. at last ? Her fear grew apace. 
He had shown himself regardless of every 
thing on earth: where would he stop, if she 
continued to repel him ? And tlien tlio 
thought of her situation—alone ; shut up in 
tbis 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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'• I a.sk your iiarJoii, mem," slie heard 
C])i'istiiia say. 

Sbe si)rai)g to tlio iloor, and opened it, and 
can^Iit the arm of the ohl woman. 

" Chri.slina, C'bri.stina,'' slio .said, ahnost 
•wildly, "you won't let them take me away ! 
J[y father will give you huudveds and hun
dreds of pound.s if only yon ge,t mo a.shore. 
Jn.st think of liim—he is) an old mau—if 
yon had a daughter—" 

Miss White iv̂ '.s a<-lin<i; very "well indeed; 
though sh(! was more concerned about her
self than her father. 

" I ^vass to say to you," Christina explain
ed, with some diffienlty, ' ' that if you wass 
saying that, Bir Keith had a message sent 
away to your father, and you wass not to 
tiiiuk any more about that. And now, mem, 
I can not tek you aslicu'e; it iss no busiuess 
1 hef with tli;!t; and 1 could not go ashore 
juysclf whateifcr; but I would get you .some 
diiiner, nu^m." 

"Then I suppose you don't understand the 
English language!" !Miss "White exclaimed, 
angrily, ' ' l teil you I will neither eat nor 
drink so long as I aui on board this yacht! 
Go and tell Sir Keith Macleod what 1 have 
said." 

So Miss "White was left alono again ; and 
the slow time jiassed ; aiid she heard the 
murnnired eonversatiou of the m<ui, and also 
a measured pacing to and fro, which she 
look io be tlie stc]) of-Macleod. Quick rush
es of feeling went tbrough her—indigna
tion; a stubborn obstinacy; a v/onder over 
the aiulacity of Ibis thing; malevolent ha-
tr(!d oven; but all these were being gra.d-
nally subdued by the domimint claim of 
hunger. Miss Wbite bad acted th(! part of 
liumy heroines; but sbe was imt herself a 
hevoiui!—if (here is any thing heroic in 
starvation. It. was gro^\-ing to dusk when 
.s!io again sununoned tlu; old llighland-
woman. 

" Oct mo something to eat," said she ; " I 
can not die like ,a. r.al in a boh'." 

"Yes, mem," said Chrislina, in the most 
niatler-of-faet way ; for she had never heen 
in a theatre i]i her life, ami she had not im
agined th.at Miss White's threat meant any 
thing at all. "The dininr is .just ready 
nov\', mem; and if you will hef it in the sa-
h)on, there Vi'ill be lu) one there; that wass 
Sir Keith's tnessage to you." 

" I will not have it in the saloon; I will 
have it here." 

"Ferry well, mem." Christina said, sub
missively. "Jhit ,vou will go into the sa
loon, mem, when I \̂ ill nudi the bed for 
you, and the lamp will hef to bo lit, but 
]Famish lit! will light the lamp for you. 
And are there any other things you wass 
thinking of that you would like, mem?" 

"Xo; I want somclbing to eat." 
" And Ilannsh, mem, ho wass sa.ving I will 

ask YOU whether you will hef the claret-

wine, or—or—the other wine, mem, that 
meks a noise—" 

" Bring nu! some water. But the whole of 
yon will pay dearly for this!" 

" I ask your pardon, mem f" said Christina, 
with great wsoect. 

" Oil, go away, and get nie something to 
eat!" 

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

Many a hundred times had she been placed 
in great iieril—on the stage ; and she knew 
that on such occasi(ms it had been her duty 
to clasp her hand on her forehead and set to 
^̂ '(u•k to tind out how to extricate herself. 
Well, on this occasion she did not make use 
of any dramatic gesture ; but she turned ont 
the lamp, and threw herself on the top of 
this narrow little bed; and was determined 
that, before they got her conveyed to their 
savage home in the north, she would make 
(me more etfort for her freedom. Then she 
heard the man at the helm begin to hum to 
himself "Ehir a bhata, na horo eile." The 
night darkened. And soon all the wild emo
tions of the day were forgotten ; for she was 
asleep. 

•^ ir ^ i^ ^ a 

Asleej)—in the very waters through which 
.she had sailed with her lover on the white 
summer day. But Hone Leaf! Jloxe Leaf! 
whiil faint wind uiH carry you KoW to the 
noulhf <• 

CITAPTKR XI ,V. 

THE VOYACJE OVER. 

AxD now the brave old Umpire is nearing 
her northern home once more; and surely 
this is a right j'oyal evening for the recep
tion of her. What although the sun has 
just gone down, ami the sea ar(mnd them 
become a plain of heaving and wrestling 
blue-black waves ? Far away, in that pur
ple-black sea, lie long ])r(miontories that are 
of a still p.ile rose-color; and the western 
skj' 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 Ardalanish Point; and that the 
ruddy Ross of Mvdl; and there will be a 
good tide in the Sound of lona. Why, then, 
do they liiigei-, and keep tlie old J'miiire with 
her sails flapping idly in the wind? 

"As you p ŝs throui;!i rlnfa's Somul, 
BeiKl your course l)y Scarbifs shore; 

S'.iun, O slum, tli(3 <̂ ult profouiul 
%Vhure Corric-vruckan's surtrcs roar!" 
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They are in no danger of Coirievreekan 
now; tlicy are in familiar waters ; only that 
is another Colonsay that lies away there in 
the south. Keith Maelood, seated up at the 
l)ow, is calmly regarding it. He is qui to 
ah>ne. There is no sound around him but 
the lappiug of the waves. 

*'Aii<l ever as the year return?, 
Tlie charm-bound sailDi? know the day; 

For sadly slill the Menn;iid niournd 
The lovely ehLel of Colonsay." 

And is he listening now for the wild sound 
of her singing ? Or is ho thinking of the 
brave Macpliail who went baek after se\'cn 
long mouths of absence, and found the maid 
of Colonsay still true to him? The ruby 
ring she liad given him had never paled. 
Tiu^re was one wouiau who could remain 
true, to her absent lover. 

Ilaniish came forward. 
" Will we go on now, Sir ?" said he, in the 

Gaelic. 
" No." 
Hamish looked round. The shining clear 

evening looked very calm, notwithstanding 
the tossing of the blue-black waves. Am! 
it seemed wasteful to the old sailor to keep 
the yacht lying to or aimlessly sailing this 
way and that while this favorable wind re
mained to tliom. 

" I am not sure that the breeze will last, 
Sir Keith." 

"Are you sure of any thing, Hamisli?" 
Macleod said, quite absently. " We!!, tlierc 
is one tiling we can all make sure of. But 
I have t(dd yon, Hamish, I am not going up 
the Sound of loua in daylight: why, tliere 
is not a man in all the islands who would 
not know of our coining by to-morrow morn
ing. Wo.will go up the Sound as soon as it 
is dark. I t ia a new nmon to-night; and I 
think we can go witliout lights, flamisli." 

"The Diinara is coming south to-night, 
Sir Keilb," the old man said. 

"Why, Ilamish, you seem to have lost all 
your courage as soon as you put Colin Laing 
ashore." 

"Colin Laing! Is it Colin Laing!" ex
claimed Hamish, indignantly. " I will know 
how to sail this yacht, and I will kuow the 
banks, and the tides, and the rocks, better 
than anytifteen thousands of C(din Laings!" 

"Andwhat if theX»«H«rn is coming soulli ? 
If she can not see us", we can see her." 

But whether it was that Colin Laing had 
before leaving the yacht managed to con
vey to Hamisli some notion of the risk he 
was running, or whether it was that he was 
merely anxious for his unister's safety, it 
was clear that Hamisli was far from satis
fied. Ho 0]>(nied and shut his big clasp-
knife in an awkwardsilence. Tlicii he said : 

" You will not go to Castle Dare, Sir 
Keith ?" 

Miicleod started; he had forgotten that 
Hamisli was there. 

" No. I have tidd you where I am going," 
"But there is not any good anchorage at 

that island. Sir!" he protested. " H a v e I 
not been round every bay of i t ; and you 
too, Sir Keitli? and you know there is not 
an inch of sand or of mud, but only the 
small loose stones. And then the sheplierd 
they left there all by himself; it was mad ho 
became at last, and took his own lifo too." 

"Well, do you expect to .see liis ghost?" 
Jfacleod said. '•' Come, Hamish, you have 
lost your nerve in the south. Surely you 
are not afraid of being any where in the 
old yacht so long as she has good sea-room 
around her ?" 

"And if you are not wishing to go up the 
Scmnd of loiia in the daylight, Sir Keith," 
Hamish said, still clinging to the point, " we 
could bear a little to tlio south, and go 
round the outside of lona." 

"The Duhh Artach men would recognize 
the Umpire at once," JIacleod said, abruptly ; 
and then he suggested to Hamish that lio 
should get a little more way on the yacht, 
so that she miglit be a triile steadier when 
Christina carried the dinner into the Eng
lish lady's cabin. But indeed there was now 
little breeze of any kind. Hamish's fears 
of a dead calm were likely to prove true. 

Meanwhile another conversation liadbecn 
going forward in tlie small cabin below, tliat 
was now suffused by a strange warm light 
rellected from the evening sky. Miss White 
was looking very well now, after her long 
sea-voyage. During their iirst few hours in 
blue water she had been very ill indeed; 
and she rejieatedly calkul on Christina t*> 
allow her to die. The ohl Highland-woman 
came to tin; conelusion tha t 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 v,as possible, and to administer sucli 
restoratives as she thought desirable. At 
length, when recovery and a sound appetite 
set in, the patient began to show a great 
friendship for Christina. There ^vas no 
longer any theatrical warning of the awful 
fate in store for every boily connected with 
this enterprise. She tried rather to enlist 
the old woman's sympathies on her behalf, 
and if she did not very well succeed in tha t 
direction, at least she remained on friendly 
terms with Cliristina, and received from her 
the solace of much gossij) about the where
abouts and possible destination of the ship. 

And on this evening Christina bad an im
portant piece of news. 

" Where have we got to now, Christina?" 
said Miss White, quite cheerfully, when the 
old woman enti^red. 

"Oh yes, mem, we will still be off tho 
Mull shore, but a good piece away from it, 
and tliere is not much wind, nieni. But 
Hamish thinks we will get to the anchorage 
the night whatever." 
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" The aiiclim-aj^e !'' Miss 'Wliito cxclnimed, 
eagerly. "AVlierc? You are goiug lu Cas
tle Dare, surely"?" 

"Xo, uieiu, I think not," said Christina. 
" I thiols it is an island—Init you will not 
know the ininu; of that island—there is no 
English tor'it at all." 

"J!nt where is i t ? Is it near Castle 
Dare ?'' 

'• Oh no, mem; it is ii good way from Cas
tle Dare; and it is out in the sea. Do yon 
know Gometr.i, meui t—wass you ever goiug 
out to Gomelra?" 

"Yes, of course; I remember something 
about it, anyway." 

' 'Ah, w(di, it is away out past Gouietra, 
nuun ; and not a good jilaee for an auehorage 
•whatever; but Hamish he will know all the 
auchoriiges." 

"^Vhat ou earth is the use of goiug 
there ?" 

" I do Jiot know, mem." 
" I s Sir Keilh goiug to keep me ou board 

this boat forever f" 
" I do not know, mem." 
Christina had to leave (he cabin just then ; 

•when she returned she said, with seme little 
hesitation: 

" I f I wass mekking so bold, mem, ass to 
say tl]is to you : "Why are you not asking the 
<luestions id' 8ir Keitli Inmselt? l ie will 
know all aliimt il ; and if you were to come 
into the saloon, mem—" 

"Do you fliink I would enter into any 
connnunieal io!i wiili liim after his treat
ment of me ?" said Jliss A\'hite, indignantly. 
" Xo; let him atone for that lirst. "When 
he has set me :it liberty, then I will speak 
with him ; but never so long as he keeps me 
shut up like a convict." 

" I wass only saying, mem," Christina an
swered, with great respect, " that if you were 
•wishing to know whei'e we were going, Sir 
Keitii w ill know thai ; l)nt how can I know 
it ? And yon know, nunn, Sir Keith has }H)t 
shut you up in this cabin: yon hef the sa
loon, if y(Hi would please to hef it." 

"Thank you, I know!" rejoined Miss 
^VIlite. "II ' I <-Iioose, my jail nniy consist 
of two I'ooms instead id' one. I don't appre
ciate Ihat anniunt of liberty. I want to be 
set ashore." 

•'That I hef nothing to do with, mem," 
Clirislina said, humbly, proceeding with 
her work. 

31iss White, being loft to think over tliese 
things, was beginning to believe that , alter 
all, her obdni'acy was not likely to be of 
much service to In'r. W(uild it not be wiser 
1o treat with the enemy—perlnips to outwit 
him by a show of forgiveness f Hero they 
were approadnng the einl of the voyage— 
at least Christina seemed to intimate as 
much ; and if they were nc]|; exactly within 
call of friends, lliey would surely be within 
rowing distance of some inhabited island, 

oven Gometra, for example. And if only a 
messLige could be sent to Castle Dare ? Lady 
Macleod and Janet Macleod were women. 
They would iu)t countenance this monstrous 
thing. If she could only reach them, she 
would be safe. 

The rose-pink died away from tlio long 
promontories, and was succeeded by a som
bre gray; the glor.y in the west sank down ; 
a wdn twilight came over the sea and tli<) 
sk}-; and a suuill gohhui star, like the point 
of a needle, told where the Dnbh Artach 
men had lit their beacon for the coming 
lught. The Vmpirc lay ami idly rcdled in 
this dead calm ; Macleod paced up and down 
the deck iu tins solemn stillness. Ilanush 
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 Ihc 
sea. Tliey were alone with the night, and 
the hipping waves, and the .stars. 

About ten o'clock there was a loiul rat
tling of blocks and cordage—tlie lirst pnfF 
of a coming breeze liad struck her. The 
uuui were at their posts in a moment; tliere 
were a few sharp, <juick orders from llamisli; 
and presently the old Umpire, with her great 
boom away over her quarter, was running 
free before a light southeasterl.v w ind. 

"Ay, ay!" said Hamish, in sudden glad
ness, "'we will soon be by Ardalauish Point 
with a line winil like this. Sir Keilh ; and if 
you woidd rather hef no lights on her—well, 
it is a clear night whatel'fer; and the I)ii-
nara she will hef up luu- liglits." 

The wind came in bits of scpialls, it is 
true, but the .sky overhead remained cle.ir, 
and the Umpire bowled merrily along. Mac
leod was still on deck. They rounded the 
Koss of Mull, and got into the smoother wa
ters ol ' the Sound. ^Youhl any of the peo-
]>!e in tlu .̂ cottages at I'h-raidh see Ibis gray 
ghost of a vessel go gliding past over (bo 
dark water? ISehind them bnrm;dthe yel
low eye of Dnbh Artach; before th<mi a 
few small red points told them of the loua 
cottages; and still this phantom gray ves
sel held on her way. The Umpire was ncar-
iug her last anchorage. 

And still she steals onward, like a thief iu 
the night. She has passed throngh the 
Sound; she is in the open sea again; there 
is a e.'illing of startleil birds from over tlio 
dark bosom of the deep. Then far away 
they watch the lights of a steamer: but she 
is miles from their course ; they can not even 
hear the throb of her engines. 

I t is another sound they hear—a low 
booudng as of distant thunder. Aiid that 
black thing away on their right—scarcely 
visible over the darkened wa\'es—is that 
the channelled and sea-bird-haunted Stafi'a, 
trembling thr<mgli all her caves \nuler tb.e 
shock of the smooth Atlantic surge? For 
all the clearuess of the star-lit sky, there is 
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a -wild booming of waters all arouud lier 
rocks; and the giant caverns answer; and 
the thunder shudders out to the listening 
sea. 

The night drags on. The Dutchman is 
fast asleep in his vast Atlantic bed; the 
dull roar of the waves ho has heard for 
millions of years is not likely to awake him. 
And r iadda, and Lunga: surely this ghost-
gray ship that steals by is not the old Umpire 
that used to visit them iu the gay sununer-
time, •^vith her red ensign flying, and the 
blue seas all around her I But here is a 
dark object on the waters that is growing 
larger and larger as one approaches it. 
Tlie black outline of it is becoming .sharp 
against tlie clear dome of stars. Tliere is a 
gloom around as one gets nearer and near
er the bays and cliifs of this lonely island; 
and now one hears tlie sound of breakers 
on the rocks. Hamisli and his men are on 
the alert. The top-sail has been lowered. 
The heavy cable of the anchor lies ready 
by the windlass. And then, as the Umpire 
glides into smooth water, and her head "is 
brought round to the light breeze, away 
goes the auclior with a rattle that awakes 
a thousand echoes; and all the startled birds 
among tlie rocks are calling through the 
night—the sea-pyots screaming shrilly, the 
curlews uttering their warning note, the 
lierons croaking as thej^ wing their slow 
flight away across tlie sea. The Umpire has 
got to her anchorage at last. 

And scarcely was the anchor down when 
they lirought him a message from the Eng
lish lady. She was iu the saloon, and 
wished to see him. He could scarcely be
lieve this, for it was uow past midnight, 
and she iKid never come into the saloon 
before. But he went down through the 
forecastle, and through his own state-room, 
and opened the door of the saloon. 

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

"Gertrude!" said he, iu wonder; but he 
did not approach her. He stood before her, 
as one who was submissive. 

" So we have got to land at last," said 
she : and more and more he wondered to 
hear the friendliness of her voice. Could 
it be true, then? Or was it only one of 
those visions that had of late been tortur
ing his brain ? 

"Oh yes, Gerty!" said he ; "we have got 
to an anchorage." 

" I thought I would sit up for it," said 
she. " Christina said we should get to land 
some time to-uight, and I thought I would 
like to see you. Because you know. Keith, 
you have used me very badly. And won't 
you sit down'!" 

He accepted that iuvitation. Could it Ic 

true? could it he truef This was ringing in 
his ears. He heard her ouly iu a bewil
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 mercy, Keith." 

"Oh, not that—not that," said he. And 
ho added, sadlyr enough, " I t is I who have 
been at your mercy since 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 tlie sake of my love for yon, 
Gerty'? Is there any chance of that uow ?" 

She rather avoided the earnest gaze that 
was bent on her. She did not notice how 
nervously his hand gripjicil the edge of the 
table near him. 

" Well, it is a good deal to forgive, Keith ; 
yon will acknowledge tluit yourself; and 
though you used to think that I was ready 
to saerilice every thing for fame, I did not 
expect you would make me a nine days' won
der in this way. I su])pose the whole thing 
is in the papers now ?" 

"Oh no, Geriy; I sent a message to your 
father." 

" Well, th.it was kind of yon—and auda
cious. Were! you not afraid of his over
taking you? The Z'mpire is not the swift
est of s.-iilers, you u.scd to say; and you 
know there are telegraphs and railways to 
all the ])(rt-ts." 

" He did not know yon were in the Um
pire, Gerty. But of course, if he were very 
anxious al)ont yon, he would write or come 
to Dare. I should not bo surprised if he 
were there now." 

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

"Papa—at Castle Dare!" she exclaimed. 
"And Christina says it is not far from here." 

"Not many miles away." 
"Then of course they will know we are 

here in the morning!" she cried, in the in
discretion of sudden joy. "And they will 
come out for me." 

" Oh no, Gerty, they will not come out for 
you. No human being but those on board 
knows that we are here. Do you think 
they could see you from Dare ? And there 
is no one living now on the i.shuid. We aro 
alone in the sea." 

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

"Well , I am at your mercy then, Keith. 
Let us take it that way. Now you must tell 
me what jiart in the comedy you mean me to 
play; for the life of mo I can't make it out." 

" Oh, Gerty, (ierty, do not spe.ak like 
that!" ho exclaimed. "You aro breaking 
my heart! Is there none of the old love 
Icif! ? Is it all a matter for jesting ?" 

She saw she had been iucantions. 
"Well ," said she, gently, " I was wrong; 
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I know it ia iiiorc Kerious than t l ia t ; and I 
am not iudisi)osed to forgive you, i t you 
treat me fairly. I know you have great 
earnestness of nature ; and—and you were 
very fond of me; and altliougli you liave 
risked a great deal in what you have done, 
still, men who are very deeply in lovo don't 
tliiuk much aljout eonseciueiiees. And if I 
were to forgive you, and make friends again, 
what tlien f 

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

'•'And to C'astlc r»arc?" 
" Oh yes, to Castle Dare ! Would not my 

mother and Janet ho glad to welcome you!" 
"And papa niaj- bo there !" 
" If he is ]iot there, can we not telegraph 

for him 1 Why, Gerty, surely you would 
not be married any where but in the High
lands f 

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

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

" ^Ye were nM)re than friends, Gerty," said 
he, in a low voice. 

"Le t us be friends first, and then who 
knows what may jiot follow?" said she, 
brightly. "You can not exjicct nie to be 
overprofuse in affectiou just after being 
shut up like this '!" 

" Gerty," said lie, and he looked at her 
with those strangely tired eyes, and there 
was a great geutleiiess in his voice, "do you 
know where you are ? Yon are close to the 
island that I told you of—where I wish to 
have my grave on the eliif. But instead of 
a grave, would it not bo a fine tiling to have 
a marriage here? Xo; do not be alarmed, 
Gerty! it is only with your own good-will; 
and surely your heart will consent at last! 
AYould not that be a strange wedding, too; 
with the minister from Salen, and your fa
ther on board, and t he people from Dare ? Oli, 
you would see such a uninber of boats come 
out that day, and we would go proudly back; 
and do you not think there would be a great 
rejoicing that day? Then all our troubles 
Avould be at an end, Gerty ! There would be 
no more i'ear; and the theatres would never 
see you again ; and the long, happy life we 
should lead, we two tog(^fher! And do you 
know the first thing I would get you, Ger
ty ?—it would be a new yacht! I would go 
to the Clyde, and have it built all for you. 
I would not have you go out again in this 
yacht, for yon woiikl then remember the 
days in whicli 1 was cruel to you; but in a 
new yacht you would not remember tha t 

any more; and do you not think we would 
have many a ]ileasant, long summer day on 
the deck of her, and oiilj' ourselves, Gerty ? 
And you would sing the songs I first heard 
you sing, and 1 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 njy heart from me." 

"Bu t we can talk about all these things 
when I am on shore again," said she, cold
ly. " You can not expect me to be very fa
vorably disposed so long as I am shut ux) 
here." 

"Bu t then," he said, " i f you were on 
shore you might go away agaiu from me, 
Gerty! The people would get at your ear 
again ; they would whisper things to you ; 
you would think about the theatres again. 
I have saved you, sweetheart; can I let you 
go back ?" 

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

"Am I to understand, then," said she, 
" that you mean to keep me a prisoner hero 
until I marry you ?" 

" Why do you speak like that , Gerty V 
" 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—was in her eyes: her fine piece 
of acting had been of no avail. 

"Well, let the farce end!" said she, with 
frowning eyebrows. "Before 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 liave frightened 

me with your stories of the revenge of your 
miserable chiefs and their savage slaves! 
Not a bit of i t! Do with mo 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. 
" I say, let the farce end! I had pity for 

you—yes, I had! Now—I hate you!" 
He .sprang up with a quick cry, as of one 

.shot; through the heart. He regarded her, 
in a bewildered manner, for one brief sec
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 rocjc, jet-
black, against the clear, dark sky, with its 
myriad twinkling stars. The new nioou 
lias arisen, but it sheds but little radiance 
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yet down there in the sonth. There is a 
sliarper ghsam from one himheut phauet—a 
thin line of golden-yelhjw light that conies 
all the way across from the black rocks un
ti l it breaks in tlashes 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 ? Tliero is nothing to hiok at but the 
great bows of the yacht black against the 
pale gray sea, and the tall spars and the rig
ging going away up into the star-lit sky, and 
the sulfused glow from the sky-light touch
ing a yellow-gray on the main-boom. There 
is no need forthe anchor-Avatch that Hamish 
was insisting on. The equinoctials are not 
likely to begin on such a night as this. 

Ho is looking across the lapping gray 
•water to the jet-black line of clilf. And 
there are certain words liaunting him. Ho 
can not forget them; he can not put them 
away. 

# ^ j f # j f * 

WHERKFOUE IS LIGHT GIVE.V TO HIM THAT !S 
IX MISFKV, AND IJFE UNTO THE lilTTEK IN 
SOUL? W H I C H LON"G F O K D E A T H , B U T I T 

COMETH K O T ; A N D DIG FOR IT MOKE THAX 
FOR HIDDEN TREASURES WHICH REJOICE 
EXCEEDINGLY, AN'D ARE GLAD WHEN XHEY 
CAN FIND THE GRAVE. 

* # # * * *̂ 
Then in the stillness of the night he 

lieard a breathing. He went forward, and 
found that Hamish had secreted himself be
hind the 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 I have to throw you down into the 
forecastle?" 

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

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

Maclood caught Hamish's hand. 
" I beg yonr pardon, Hamish. You do 

not know. I t is a sore heart I have this 
night." 

" Oh, God help us! Do I not know that!" 
lie exclaimed, in a broken voice; and Sfac-
leod, as he turned away, could hear the old 
man crying 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 shnvly 
and reluctantly obeyed. 

But 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 V 
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 ?" 

" W h a t sound. 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? I t is a 
sound as of a brass-band!—a brass-band 
playing music—as if it Avas in a theatre. 
Can yon not hear it, Hamish V 

" Oh, God help us! God help ns!" Hamish 
cried. 

"You do not hear it, Hamish?" ho said. 
"Ah, it is some mistake. I beg your pardon 
for calling you, Hamish: now you will go 
below again." 

" Oh no, Sir Keith," said Hamish. " Will 
I not stay on deck now till the morning ? I t 
is a line sleep I have had; oh yes, I had a 
tine sleep. And how is one to know when 
the equinoctials may not come on f" 

" I wish yon 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. It is quite differ
ent. I t has all the ghastly mirth of that 
song that Norman Ogilvic used to sing in 
the old, half-forgotten days. What is it 
that he hears 1 

" King Bcatli was a rare old fellow, 
He Bat where no sun could shine; 

And lie lilted his hand 80 yellow, 
And pitured out \m coal-black wine! 

Hurrah! hurrah I hurrah! for the coal-black wine!" 

It is a strange mirth. It might almost make 
a man laugh. For do we not laugh gently 
when we bury a young child, and put the 
llowers over it, and know tha t 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 Hamish that is crying 
in the dark ? 

" There came to liim many a maiden 
Whose eyes had forgot to shine; 

And \iddows with grief o'erladen, 
For a draught of his sleepy wine. 

Hurr.ah! hurrah! hurrah! for Hie coal-black wine!" 

It is such a iino thing to sleep—when one 
has been fretting all the night, and spasms 
of fire go through the lirain! Ogilvie, Ogil
vie, do you remember the laughing Duchess ? 
do yon think she would laugh over one's 
grave, or put her foot on it, and stand re
lentless, with anger in her eyes? That is 
a sad th ing ; but after it is over there is 
sleep. 

^ * ^ # jf # 

" All came to the rare old fellow, 
Who laughed till his eyes dropped brine, 

As he gave them his liand so yellow. 
And pledged them in Death's black wine! 

Hurrah! hurrah ! hurrati! for the coal-black wine!" 

H a m i s h ! — H a m i s h ! — w i l l y o u n o t k e e p h e r 
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away from m(̂  ? I have told Donald what 
liibrocli In; will ])lay ; I want to bo at peace 
now. l!ut the brass-hand—the brass-band 
—I can hear the blare of the trimniets ; and 
Vl\:i Avill know that Ave are here, and the 
Gometra men, and tlie sea-birds too, that I 
Tised to love. lint she has lulled all that 
now, and she stands on my grave. She will 
langh, for she was light-hearted, like a 
yonng child. But yon, llamish, yon will 
lind tlie quiet grave for me ; and Donald 
will play tlie pibroch for me that I told him 
of; and yon will say no word to her of all 
tha t is over and gone. 

^ Jf -* i f i t * 

See—he sleeps. This haggard-faced man is 
stretched on the deck; and the pale dawn, 
arising in the east, looks at him, and does 
not revive him, but makes liim wliiter still. 
You might almost think he was dead. 13ut 
llamish knows l)etter than t ha t ; for the old 
man comes stealthily Ibrward; and lie has 
a great tartan plaid in his hands, and very 
gently indeed he puis it over his yonng mas
ter. And tliere are tears running down Ha-
mish's face, and he says, ' 'The brave lad! 
the brave lad!" 

CHAPTER XLVI. 
TIIIO END. 

" DuxCAX," said Hamish, in a low whis
per—for Macleod had gone below, and tliey 
thought he might lie asleep in the small, 
hushed sta(e-ro(UU—" this is a strange-look
ing day, is it not ? And I am afraid of it in 
this open bay, with an anchorage no better 
than a sheet of ])aper for an anchorage. Do 
yon see now how sirange-lookiiig it is ?" 

Duncan Cameron also spoke In his native 
toiigiie, and he said : 

"Tha t is true, Hamisli. And it was a 
day like tiiis there was wlieu the SoJ(t)i was 
sunk at her moorings in Loch Ilourn. Do 
yon remeinln'r, Uaniish ? And it would be 
better for ns now if we were in Locli Tua, 
or Loch-ua-Keal, or in the dock th.at was 
built for the steamer at Tiree. I do not 
like the loolc of (liis d.-iy." 

Yet to an ordinary observer it would 
have seemed tliat llic chief characteristic 
of this pale, slill day w.'is extreme and set
tled calm. Tliere was not ,'i. breath of wind 
to ruffle the surface of tlie sea ; but there 
was a slight, glassy swell, and that only 
served to sliow curious opah'seeut tints un
der the sull'iised ligiit of the sun. Tiiere 
were no clouds; there was <p|ily a thin veil 
of faint and sultry mist all across the sky; 
tlie sun was invisible, but there was a glare 
of yellow at one i)oiiit of tlie heavens. A 
dead calm; but heavy, oppressed, sultry. 
There was something in the atmosjihere 
that seemed to weigh on the chest. 

" There was a dr(;am I had this morning," 

continued Hamish, in the same low^ tones. 
" I t was about my little granddaughter 
Cliristlua. You know my little Christina, 
Duncan. And she said to me, 'Wha t have 
you done with Sir Keith Macleod ? Why 

j iiave you not brought him back? He was 
niidi;r your care, grandfather.' I did not 
like that dream." 

"Oh, you are becoming as bad as Sir 
Keith Macleod himself!" said the other. 
"He does not sleep. He talks to himself. 
You will become like that if you pay atten
tion to foolish dreams, Hamish." 

Hamish's quick tem])er leaped up. 
" W h a t do you mean, Duncan Cameron, 

by saying ' a s bad as Sir Keith Jlacleod ?' 
You—you come from Ross: perhaps they 
have not good masters there. I tell you 
there is not any man iu Ross, or in Suther
land either, is as good a master, and as bravo 
a lad, as Sir Keith Macleod—not any one, 
Duncan Cameron!" 

"1 did not mean any thing like that, Ha
mish," said the otiier,liumbly. " B u t there 
was a breeze this riKuaiing. We could have 
got over to Loch Tua. ^Vhy did we stay 
here, where there is no shelter and no anch
orage ? Do you know what Is likely to como 
after a day like t l i i s f 

" I t is your business to bo a sailor on 
lioard this yacht; it is not your business to 
say where she will go," said Hamish. 

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

" I f the equinocti.als were to begin now," 
said Duncan Cameron, "tills is a line place 
to meet the equinoctials! An open bay, 
witliout .shelter, and a ground that is no 
ground for an anchorage. It is not two 
ancliors or twenty anchors would hold In 
sncli a ground." 

JIacleod appeared: the men were sudden
ly silent. Without a word to either of them 
—and that was not his wont—he passed to 
the stern of the yacht. Hamish knew from 
his manner that he A\ ould not be spoken to. 
He did not follow him, even with all this 
vague dread on liis mind. 

The day wore on to the afternoon. Mac
leod, who had been "|iaciiig up and down 
tlie deck, suddenly called Hamish. Hamish 
came aft at once. 

"Hamish," said he, with a strange sort 
of laugh, "do you rciiiember this morning, 
liefore the light cime ' Do yon rememlier 
that I asked you about a brass-baud tliat I 
heard jilaying?" 

Haunsh looked at him and said, with au 
earnest anxiety: 

"Oh, Sir Keith, you will pay no heed to 
t ha t ! I t is vei'y couunon; I have heard 
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tlicni say it is very coinmoii. Wliy, to liciir 
a brass-baud, to be sure! Tbere is notliiiig 
more commou tliau tluit. And you will uot 
think you are unwell merely because you 
tliink you can hear a brass-band jdaying!" 

" I v.aut you to tell me, llamisu,' ' said 

Tlio old man looked at the sky, and tlio 
shore, and the sea. I t was a luarvelious 
thing. The world was all enshrouded in a 
8aliuon-colore<l mist : there was no line of 
horizon visible between the sea and the sky. 

" It is red. Sir Keith," said Ilamisli. 

NE\]UNO T]ll>: END.—[pK.n TAOK ST.").] 

he, in the same jesting -way, "whether my 
eyes have followed the example of my ears, 
and are playing tricks. Do you think they 
are blood-shot, witli my lying on deck in 
the cold? Hamish, what do you see all 
around ?" 

" Ah ! Am I in my senses this time ? And 
what do you think of a red day, Hamish? 
Tliat is not a usual thing." 

" Oh. Sir Keith, it will be a wild night 
this night! And we can not stay here, with 
this bad anchorage." 
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'•Aiid •wliti-f, AYOuUl \(m go, llajuish—in 
a dead calm?" Maclcod luskcd, still willi a 
suiilo 0)1 tlic wan face. 

"Where wcnild I go?" said tlic old man, 
excitedly. " I — I will take care of the 
yacht, lint you, Sir Keitl)—oh 1 you—you 
^vî l go ashore iu)W. Do you know. Sir, the 
sheiling that the shepherd had? I t is a 
poor place—oil yes; but Duncan Canierou 
and 1 will take some things ashore. And 
do you not think we can look after tlie 
yacht? She has met tlio equinoctials he-
fore, if it i.s the equinoctials that are be-
giuuing. She has met them before; and 
can not she meet them now ? But you, Sir 
Keith, you will go ashore.'' 

Macleod burst out laughing iu an odd 
sort of fashion. 

' 'Do yon tliink I am good at running 
away when there is any kind of danger, 
Ilamish ? Ila^e you got into the English 
way? \V<uild yon call me a coward too? 
Nonsense, mmscnse, nonsense, Haniisli! 1 
—why, I am going to drink a glass of the 
coal-black wine, and have done with it. I 
will drink it to the health of my sweetheart, 
Hainish!'' 

' '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 vou since YOU were a young 
lad." 

'• Very well." 
'• And Lady Macleod will ask of nic, ' Such 

and such a thing happem;d: what did you 
do for my son?' Then I will say , 'Your 
ladyship, wo were afraid of the equinoc
tials, and we got Sir Keith to go ashore; 
and the next day wo went ashore for him; 
and now we have brought him back to Cas
tle Dare! '" 

'•Ilamish, Ilamish, you are laughing at 
me! Or yon want to call mo a coward? 
Don't you know I .should he afraiil of the 
ghost of the shepherd who killed himself? 
Don't you know that the English pcoi)le 
call me a coward'!" 

' 'May their S(uils dw(dl in the dowiimost 
hall of perdition!" said Ilamish, with his 
cheeks becoming .a gray-white ; " and every 
woman that ever came of the accursed 
race!" 

He looked at the old man for a second, 
and ho grijijied his hand. 

"Do not say that, Ilamish—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 happens to 
rue.'' 

"Sir Keith!'' Ilamish cried, " I do not 
know what yon mean. But you will go 
ashore before the night?" 

' 'Go ashore?" Macleod answered, with a 
return to his wild, bantering tone, "when 
I am going to see my sweetheart? Oh no! 
Tel! Christina, now. Tell Christina to ask 
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the yonug English lady to cojue into the 
saloon, for I have something to say to her. 
Be rpiick, Ilamish!" 

Ilamish ^lent away, and before long he 
returned with the answer tha t the young 
English lady was iu the saloon. And now 
he Avas no longer haggard and ])itcous, but 
joyful, and there was a strange liglit iu his 
eyes. 

"Sweetheart," said he, "a re you waiting 
for mo at last? I have brought you a long-
way. Shall we drink a glass now at the 
end of the voyage ?" 

" Do you wisl; to insult me ?'' said she; 
but there wa.s no anger in her voice: there 
was uujre of fear iu her eyes as she regard
ed him. 

"Yon have no other message for me than 
the one you gave me last night, Gertj'?" 
said he, almost cheerfully. '• It is all over, 
then ? Yon wouhl go away from mo for
ever ! But we w ill drink a glass before wc 
go!" 

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

"Do you know what you have done, Ger-
ty ?" saiil he, in a low voice. " Oil, you have 
soft, smooth, English ways; and you are 
like a rose leaf; and you are like a queen, 
whom all people arc glad to serve. But do 
you know that you have killed a man's life ? 
Ami there is no penalty for that iu the 
S(uith, yierhaps; but you are no longer iu 
the south. And if you have this very night 
to driidc a glass with me, you will not re
fuse it ? I t is only a glass of the coal-black 
wine!'' 

Slie struggled back from him, for there 
was a look iu his face that frightened her. 
But she had a wonderful self-command. 

" Is that the message I was to hear ?" said 
she, coldly. 

" \\')iy, sweetheart, are you not glad? Is 
not that the only gladness left for you and 
for me, tluit we should drink one glass to
gether, and clasp hamls, and say good-by? 
What else is thei-c left ? What else could 
come to you and to me? And it may riot 
be this night, or to-morrow night ; but one 
night I tliiidc it will come; and then, sweet
heart, we will have oric more glass together, 
before the end," 

He went on deck. He called Hami.sh, 
" Ilamish," said he, iu a grave, matter-of-

fact Avay, " I don't like the look of this even
ing. Did you say the shelling wa,s still on 
the island'?" 

"Oh yes, Sir Keith," said Haiuish, with 
great joy; for he thought his advice was 
going to be taken afti;r all, 

" Well, now, you know the gales, when 
they begin, sometimes last for tw<i, or three, 
or four days; ami I "will ask you to see that 
Christimi takes a good store of things to 
the shelling, before the darkness comes on. 
Take plenty of things, now, Ilamish, and 
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put them in the sheiling, for I am afraid 
this is going to be a '̂ vild niglit." 

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

I t was with a light heart that Ilamisli 
sot about this th ing; and Christina forth
with filled a hamper with tinned meats, and 
bread, and whiskey, and what not. And 
fuel was takeu ashore, too, and candles, 
and a store of matches. If the gales were 
coming on, as appeared likely from this 
ominous-looking evening, who could tell 
how many days and nights the young mas
ter—and the English lady, too, if lie 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 lull to nuxke for some 
place of shelter ? Tliere was Loch Tua, and 
there was the bay at Bunessan, and there 
was the little channel called Folterriv, be
hind the rocks opposite lona. Any slielter 
at all was better than this exposed place, 
with the treacherous anchorage. 

Hamish and Duncan Cameron returned to 
the yacht. 

" Will you go ashore now. Sir Keith ?" the 
old man said. 

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

He spoke in a friendly and pleasant fash
ion, though Hamish, in his increasing alarm, 
thought it no proper time for jesting. They 
hanlcd 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 only 
change visible in the spectral world of pale 
yellow-white mist was the appearance in 
the sky of a number 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 suft'ocation in this 
atmosphere became almost insupportable. 
The men, with bare heads, 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 v.'hcn 
tlie night came on. If .any thing, the night 
was hotter than the evening had been. 
They awaited in sileuco what might come 
of this ominous calm. 

Hamish came aft. 
" I beg your pardon, Sir Keith," said he, 

" but I am thinking we will have an anchor-
watch to-night." 

"You will have no anchor-watch to
night," Macieod answered, slowly, from out 
of the darkness. " I will be all the anchor-
wateh j-on will need, Hamish, until the 
morning." 

" You, Sir!" Hamish cried. " I have been 
waiting to take you ashore ; and surely it is 
ashore that you are going!" 

Jus t as he had spoken there was a sound 
that all the world seemed to stand still to 
hear. I t was a low-, murmuring smind 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 foimd them
selves in a blaze of blinding steel-blue light, 
and at the very same instant the thunder-
roar crackled and shook all .around them 
like the firing of a thousaml cannon. How 
the wild echoes went booming over the sea! 
Tlien they were in the black night again. 
There was a period of awed silence. 

"Hamish," Macieod said, quickly, "do as 
I tell you now! Lower the g ig ; take the 
men with you, and Christina, and go ashore, 
and remain in Ihe shciling till the morning." 

" I will not!" Hamish cried. "Oh, Sir 
Keith, would you have me do that!" 

Macieod had anticipated his refusal. In
stantly he •\\cnt forward and called u )̂ 
Christina. He ordered Duncan Cameron 
and John Cameron to lower aw.ay the gig. 
He got them all in but Hamish. 

"Hamish," said he, "yon are a smaller 
man than I. Is it on such a night that you 
would have me quarrel with you ? Must I 
throw you into the boat?" 

The old raan clasped his trembling hands 
together as if in prayer; and ho said, with 
an .agonized and broken voice : 

"Oh, Sir Kcilh, yon .are my master, .and 
there is nothing I will not do for you ; but 
only this one night you will let mo remain 
with the yacht. I w ill give you the rest of 
my life ; but only this one night—" 

" Into the gig with you !" Macieod cried, 
angrily. "Why, num, don't yon think I can 
keep anchor-watch?" But then ho added, 
very gently, " Hamish, shako hands with me 
now. You were mj' friend, and you must 
get ashore before the sea rises." 

" I will stay in the dingey, then," the old 
man entreated. 

"You will go ashore, Hamisli; and tliis 
very instant, too. If the gale begins, how 
will you g<!t ashore? Good-by, Hamish—• 
good-nij/lit!" 

Another white sheet of flame quivered all 
around them, just as this black figure was 
descending into the gig ; and then the tierce 
hell of sounds broke loose once more. Sea 
and sky together seemed to shudder at the 
wild u])roar; and far away the sounds went 
thnndering through the hollow night. IIow 
could one hear if there was any sobbing in 
that departing boat, or any last cry of fare-
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vrell ? I t was THva calliua; now; and 
FluiUla answering li'oni over ihe black wa
ter ; and tlic Dutchman is snrcly awake at 
last! 

Tliero came a stirring of wind from tlic 
east, and tlic sea began to moan. Surely 
tlio poor fugitives must luive readied the 
shore now. And then tliere was a strange 
noise in the distance' in the awful silence 
between ilie jieais of tiiunder it Avoiild be 
heard ; it came nearer and nearer—a low 
murmuring noise, but full of a secret life 
and thrill — it came along like the tread 
of a thousaml armies — and then the gale 
struck its lirst blow. The yacht reeled un
der the stroke, but her bows staggered n]i 
again like a dog that has been felled, and 
after one or two convnlsivc plunges she 
clnng hard at the strained cables. And 
now Ihe gale was growing in fury, and the 
sea rising. Blinding showers of rain swept 
over,hissing and roaring; the white tongues 
of tlame were shoofing this way and that 
across the startled heavens; and there was 
a more awful thunder than even the falling 
of the Atlantic surge boondng into the great 
sea-caves. In the abysmal darkness the 
sjieetral anus of the ocean rose white in 
their angry chuuor: and then an(]ther blue 
gleam would lay bare the great heaving and 
wreathing bosom of the deep. "What devil's 
dance is this? Surely it can not bo Ulva— 
Ulva the green-shoriul—I'lva that the sail
ors in their lovo of her call softly Ool-n-ra— 
that is laughing aloud with wild laughter 
on this awful night? And Colonsay, and 
Luuga, and Fladda — they were beautiful 
and quiet in the still summer-time; but 
now they have gone mad, and they are 
Hinging back the plunging sea iu white 
mas-ses of foam, and they are shrieking iu 
their fierce joy of the strife. And Staffa— 
Staft'a is far away and alone ; she is trem
bling to her core: how long will the sluid-
dering caves withstand the mighty hammer 
of the Atlantic surge ? Ami then again the 
euddeu wild gleam startles the night—and 
one sees, with an appalling vividness, the 
driven white waves and the \)hick islands 
—and then again a thousand echoes go 
booming along the iron-bound coast. What 
can be heard in the roar of the hurricane, 
and the hissing of rain, and the thundering 
whirl of the waves on the rocks? Surely 
not the one glad last cry: SWEETHEART! 

YOUU HEALTH ! YOUK HEALTH I S THE COAL-
BLACK VVIXE ! 

The poor fugitives crouching iu among 
the rocks: is it the blinding rain or the 
driven white surf that is iu their eyes? 
liut they have sailors' eyes; they can see 
througli (he 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-

wisp, but it does not recede; the old Umpire 
still clings bravely to her chain cables. 

And andd all the din of the storm they 
hear the voice of Hamish lifted aloud in 1am-
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? The v will say to me : 'Hamish, you 
had euarge of the young nid : you put riie 
lirst gun in liis hand: you had charge of 
h im; he had the love of a sou for you: what 
is it yon have done with him this night? ' 
Ho 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 ? Duncau Cameron, are 
you a man ? Will you get into the gig Avith 
me and pull out to the t'm2>iref" 

" B3- God," said Duncan Cameron, solemn
ly, " I will do t ha t ! I have im 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 liy the arm. 

"Hannsh! Hamish! Are you going to 
drown yourself before mj' eyes ?" 

He shook her hand away from hiun 
" l [ y young master ordered me ashore: I 

have come ashore. But I myself, I order 
myself back again. Duncan Cauu'ron, they 
will never say that we stood by and saw 
Macleod of Dare go down to his grave!'' 

Thej^ emerged from the shelter of this 
great rock; the hurricane was so lieree that 
the}' had to cling to one bowlder after an
other to save themselves from being whirled 
into the sea. But were these two men by 
themselves? Not likely! I t was a party 
of five men that now elamberod along the 
slippery rocks to the shingle iip which they 
had hauled the gig, and one wild lightning-
flash saw them with their hands on the gun
wale, ready to drag her down to the water. 
There was a surf raging there that would 
have swamped twentj ' gigs: these live nu^u 
•were going of their own free-will and choice 
to certain death—so much had they loved 
the young master. 

But a piercing cry from Christina arrest
ed them. They looked out to sea. What 
was this sudden and awful thing ? Instead 
of the starboard green light, behold! the port 
red light—and that moving! Oh, see! how 
it recedes, wavering—flickering through the 
whirling vapor of the storm! And there 
again is the green light! Is it a witch's 
dance, or are they strange death-fires hov
ering over the dark ocean grave? But Ha
mish knows too well what it means; and 
with a wild cry of horror and despair, the 
old man shdvs on his knees and clasps his 
hands, and stretches them out to the terrible 
sea. 
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"Oil, Miiclcod! Macleod! aro you going 
away from me forever ? and wo will go up 
the liills togetlicr and on tlio loclis togctlicr 
110 more—110 more—no more! Oli, the brave 
lad tluit he was!—and tlio good master!— 
and who was not iiroud of him?—my hand-
somo lad!—and he the last of the Macleods 
of Dare I" 

Arise, Hamisli, and have the gig hauled 
up into shelter; for will you uot want it 
when the gale abates, and the seas arc 
smooth, and you have to go away to Dare, 
you aiid your comrades, with silent tongues 
and sombre eyes ? Why this wild lamen
tation in the darkness of the night? The 
stricken heart tha t you loved so -̂ •̂ell has 
found peace at last ; the coal-black wine lias 
been drank; there is an end I And you, yon 
poor cowering fugitives, who ouly see each 
other's terrified faces when tho wan gleam 
of tho liglitniiig blazes through tlio sky, 
iserhaps it is well that you should weep and 
wail for the young master; liut tha t is soon 
over, and the day will break. And this is 
what I am thinking of now: when the light 
comes, and the seas arc smooth, then wliich 

of you—oh, Avhich of yon all will tell thia 
tale to the two women at Castle Dare ? 

So fair shines the morning sun on the 
white sands of lona ! Tho throe days' galo 
is over. Behold how Ulva—Ulva tho green-
shored—the Ool-a-va that the sailors love— 
is laughing out again to tho clear skies! 
And the great skarts on the shores of Eris-
geir are spreading abroad their dusky wings 
to get them dried in tho sun; and the seals 
aro basking on the rocks in Loch-na-Keal; 
and iuLocli Scridaiu the white gulls sit buoy
ant on the blue sea. There go the Gomctra 
men in their brown-sailed boat to look after 
the lobster traps at Staffa; and very soon 
you will see the steamer come round tho far 
Caillcach Point ; over at Erraidh thoy aro 
signaling to the men at Duhh Artach ; and 
they are glad to have a message from them 
attei' the heavy gale. The new, bright day 
lias begun ; the world has awakened again 
to the joyous sunlight; there is a chatter
ing of tho sea-birds all along tho shores. I t 
is a bright, eager, glad day for all tho world. 
But there is silence in Castle Dare! 

THE IMAGE OF 
A CIIKISTM 

I. 
"Buy tlie respect of the insolent."—TMrti's/i Proverb. 

DOWN in the old Trastevere quarter of 
Eome tho festa of St. Cecilia was being 

celebrated in her church and convent. 
The day was in harmony witli the mem

ory of the noble Komaii lady—a sky serenely 
hlue, sunshine ou fountain and temple ruin, 
the atmosphere golden with autumn's rich
ness of coloring. Tho adjacent naiTow 
streets were deserted, swept by one of those 
waves of popular impulse so characteristic 
of Italian cities; tiles of ])riestly students 
from the colleges iiassed through the gate
way, this band clad in black, that one in 
scarlet or purple, and formed lines of wa^er-
ing color in their transition across the court 
to the shadowy portico, flanked by the high, 
grim, convent wall—that modern reading of 
St. Cecilia's martyrdom. High above the 
surging crowd of devotees .and beggars the 
campanile soared into tho sunny air, out
lined against that azure Pioman sky, and 
sent forth its tinkling peal of summons to 
vespers, like tho silvery intonation of ahcu-
ediction. 

Two strangers entered tho gate, the elder 
sombre and quiet, tho 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 iu blue velvet, was her charge. 

SAN DONATO. 
AS STORY. 

" I am a Cecilia, although far from a 
saint," said tho latter, gayly. "Ah! how 
one loves to liear .about her—the beautiful 
martyr of Eajdiael's pictures! Do you be
lieve she is now singing among tlio heav
enly choirs up there, mademoiselle ?" She 
paused a moment to gazo at the sky, the 
snn-batlied campanile, with a wistfulness 
not unfamiliar to her coniiianion, and which 
she attributed to an imaginative childhood. 
"Perhaps the evening bells of Eome aro tlio 
echoes of her voice iu another world," sho 
added, musingly. 

" Come," said mademoiselle, dryly. 
"When I am grown up perhaps I will 

build a convent of St. Cecilia iu America 
with my own money," continued the girl, 
meditatively. 

Iilademoiselle's eyes sparkled; she caressed 
the hand within her .arm. 

"Chore enfant! But I forget; it is not 
your faith." 

"My faith? I always go to mass with 
you; I am not only devout,je snis bigote," 
rejoined her pupil. 

Then they entered the church. St. Co-
cilia's statue, -w rought iu purest marble, lay 
reve.aled beneath tho altar ou this one day 
of the year, when her crypt in tho catacomb 
also blooms with flowers. Transllgured by 
tho radiance of silver lamps and myriads of 
tapers, eushrhied in garlands of roses, veiled 
in clouds of incense, the statue iu its niche 
lent a charm to the gaudy ornaments of tho 
high altar, and all tho tiusel draperies ex-
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