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CHAPTER XX.
CHASING A THUNDERSTORN.

411 en board, then——all on board I the
stmmeons comes ringing through the wonder-
Yand of dreams. And then, amid the general
hurry and seurry throughout the house, certain
half bewvildered people turn fint of all to the
windows of their rooms : 1 welcome sight ! The
glory of the summer dawn is shiuing over the
mouutains ; the Hhite Dore, with nearly all
her«ail set, is swinging there at her moorings
best of all, a strong brevze—apparently fresh
from the north.east—is mfiling the dark blue
seas and driving a line of white surt on the fur-
ther shores.  The news comes that Master Fred,
by darting about in the dmgy sinee ever duy-
light hecan, has got the very last hasket on
board : the vd caps are even now tringing the
pigin to the landing slip; Jobu of Skye i~ all
impatienre to tuke advantage of the favonrable
wind. There is but ittle time last : the happy
go-Jurky processinn-—ds
the beach. And if the Laird is pleased to find
his nephew spparently falling inte his scheme
with a good grace ; and if the nephew thinks
he is verv lucky to get so vasily ont of an ank-
ward predicament ; and if Mary Avon—uncon-
scious of these sacred designs—is full of an
eager delizht at the prospect of being allowed 10
set tv work again—may not all this accenn? for
a certain indecorous gayety that startles the
silence of the summer womning ! Or is it that
mythical hero Homesh who iz responsible for
this laughter? We hear the Laird chuckling ;
we notice the facetious wrinkles about his eves ;
we make sure it nrust be Hemerh.

ciiteg—set out for

and what-not is tossed into the gig; und away
we go, with the mwea-ured dash of the cars.
And what does the bearded Jubn of Skye

think of the new hand we have brought him !

Has he his own suspicions 7 Is his friend and
sworn ally, Dr. Sutherland, o be bLetray dand
supplanted in his absence ?

‘¢ Geod-moruing, sir,” he savs, obediently, at
the gangway ) and the quick Celtie eyves glance
at Haward Smith from top to tos,

“ Good.morning, - capiain,” the younz man |

says, lightly ; and he springs too quickly up
the steps, making a little bit of 2 stumble. This
iz not an auspicious omen.

Then on deck: the handzome figure and
pleasant manner of this voung man onght
surely 1o prepossess people in his favour. What
if s tighdy-fitting garments and his patent
leather boots apd white goiters are nct an or-
thodox vachting rig?  John of Skye would nnt
judge of a man by hix costumhe.  Aud il he
does 1ot seem quite at home—in this tirct jook
round-—every one is not so finutifar with boats
ing life as Dr. Satherland. It is true, an
umbreila used as a walking.stick Jooks strange
on board a yacht ; and he need not have put it
on the curved top of the companion, lor it
immediately rolls over into the scuppers. Nor
does he seem 1o see the wickedness of placinga
heavy Lundl- of canvases on the raised skylight
of the ladies” cabin; dnes he want te start the
glass? - Dr. Sutherland, now, would bave
given the men a haud in heuling op the gig.
Dr. Sutherland would not have bven in the way
of the tiller, as the yacht ix released from her
monrings. :

Uuaware of this rapid criticism, and uncon-
cerned by all the bustle going on around, our
new friend is carelessly and cheerfully chattiog
with his hostess ;| “admiring the yacht; praising
the sailing in such weather. "He does not share
in the profuund curiosity of bis uncle abont the
various duties of the men. When John of Skys,
wisliing to leave 1he tiller for a miunte, toover-
haul the lee tackle, turus maturally to Mary
Avon, who is standing by him, and says with a
grin of apolagy, ““If ve please, ntem,” the
young man betrays but little surpnize that this
young la'y should: be entrustud with the com-
waud of the vessel,

““What!” he says, with a pleasant smile—
they seem on very friendly  termm already—
‘“ean you gieer, Miss Avon 1 Mind you don’t
run us again~t any rocke’’ s

Miss Avon has her eye on the mainsail.
answeérs, with a Lusiness.like air—

“*Oh, there is no ‘ear of that.  'What | have
to mind, with this wind, is not to let het gibe,
or I should get into di-grace.” ,

“Then I hope you won't let her gibe, - what.
ever that is,” said he, with a laugh.

Never was any selting-out more auepiciona.
We seemed to have bade farewell to those per.
petual calms,  Eurly as it was in the morming,
there was no still, dream-lika hsze abtout the
mountains ; there was a clear greenish-yellow
-+ whete the sunlight struck “them ; the "great

- slopes were dappled with the shadows of purple:

“brown 1 further away the tall peaks were of a
decided- blue. And then the windy, fresh,
brisk morning ; the IWhite Dove running races

She
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final consignwent of bLooks, shawls, gun-cases, ;

with the driven seas; the white foam flying
from her sides.  Juhn of Skye seemed to have
no fear of this gentle skipper. He remained
forward, superintending the setting of the top-
sail ; the IMhdze Dore was to *“ huve it while
the fresh breeze continned to blow,

And still the squaliy nerthieaster bears her
bravely onward, the pulls Jdarkening the water

. 35 they pass us aid strike the mshing seas,  1s
: that & shadow of Colousyy on the far southern

honzon { The light-house people have gone to
brd, there is not a single figure along tiie vellow.
white walls. Look at the clouds of gulls on
the rocks, resting after their mornin ¢ meal. By
this time the deer have retreated into the high
slopes above Craiguure ; there isa white foam
breaking along the bay of Innismore. Aud still
the Hhite Dove spius along, with  foam-
diamonds glittering in the suslight at her
bowz; aml we hear the ealiiug of the sea.
swallows, ami the throbbing of a stramer some-
where in among the shadows of Loch Aline.
Sarely now we are out of the reign of calms
the graat boom strains at the sheets ) there is a
whirl ot blue waters; the Haite llare has
spread her wings at Jast,

Ay, ay,” says John of Skye, who has re-
Hieved Miss Avon at the tiller; it is a great
peety.””

CWhy, John 1 says she, with some surprise;
“is he vexed that we should be sailing well on
this fine sailing day !

Hltissa great peety thar Mr. Sutherland’snot
here,” sadd Jobin, *“amd he wies know so much
shout a vacht, aml day alter day not a breeze at
Thers is not many chentlemen wili know
s0 much about & yachz as Mr. 8utherland.”

Miss Avon did vot auswer, thongh her fuee
seemed conscious in its celour.  She was Jeeply
engaged in a novel,

“Oh, that 1s the Mr. Sutherland who has
been  with you,” said Howard Smith to his
hostess, in a cheerful way. ** A doctor, T think
you said U

At this Miss Avon looked up quickly fromn
her hook.

**1 shanld have thought,” said ske with a
certain dignitv of manner, ** that most people
kad heard of Dr. Sutherland.”

“ ves, no doub,” seid he, 1o the most
gosd-natured fashion. ‘1 know about him
wyself—it mast be the same man. A nephew
of Lord Foyers, fsn't he 7 1 met some 'riends of
his at a house last winter; they bad his book
with them —the baok alwut tiger-hunting in
Nepaul, don't you know ?—very interesting in-
dewd it was, uncommonly interesting. | read
it through oune uight when everybody else was
in bed —"

* Why, that is Cantain Sutherland’s book,”
said his hostess, with Just a trace of annovaner,
“They are not even related. How can yon

tmagine that Angns Sutherland would write a

book ahout tiger-hunting—he is one of the
most distinguished wen of stience in England.

O indeed,”” says the voung mwan, with the
most imperturhable good humour,  ** Oh, yes,
Iam sure 1 have heard of him—the Geographi-
val Suciety, or something else like that; really
those evenings are most amusing.” The women
are awfully bored, and vet they do keep their
+¥¢s open somehow., Dut about those Indian
fellows ; it was only last winter that [ heard
how thé—————manages to make those enor-
mous bays, all to his own gun, that you see in
the papers.  Haveu't you voticed them 1

Well, some ol us had been struck with amaze.
ment - by the reports of the encrmous slanghter
comtnitted by a certain Indian prince | and had
woidered at one of the gemle natives of the
Esst taking so thoroughly and succes~fully to
our rotust Englich aports.

Y Why," said this young man, ‘““he has
every covert laid out wirth netting, in smull
siuates like a dice-board ; and when ‘he has
done Llaeing away-in the air, the ander-kerpers
come aud coteh every vbhea-ant, hare, and rabbit
that has Tua into the netting, and kil them,
and pat them down to his bag. Ingenious, isu't
it 7 DBut "1} tell you what | have seen mvaelf.
1 have seen Lord Justice — — delibrrately walk
down a line of netting and shoot every pheasant
and rabbit that had pot eutangled. " Safer not
to let them get away,’ he says. - And when his
host came up he suid, *Very gocd shooting ;
capital. [ Lave got lour pheasants and seven
rabbits theve ; 1 suppose the beatets will pick
them up.'” ‘

And 56 the Youth, as we had got to ¢all him,
rattled on, relating his perconal experiences,
and telling such stories as occurred to him.
Thers was a good sprinkling of well.known
names in this desultory talk ; how could Mias
‘Avon fail to beinterested, even if the sabject.
matter was chitfly compesed of pheasant-shoot.

ing, private theatricals, billiard matches on wet

days, and ‘the other amnaements of country
life } : '
The Laird, when he did turn adide from the

huge volume -of - Afunicipal London—which he
had brought with him for purposo of edification
—must have seoen and approved. 1f the young
man’'s attentio.s to Mary Avon wers of a dis-

“tinctly friendly sort, if thev were characterized

by an _obvious frankness, if they were quite as
much at the: disposal of Mr. Smith's hostess,
what more could he expected 1 Rome was not
built in'a diy. Meanwhile Miss Avon seemed
very well pleased with her new companion.

And if it may have occurred to onw or other
of us that Howard Smith's talking, however
pleasant and good-natured and bright, was on a
somewhat. lower level than that of another of
our friends. ‘what thenw? Was it uot better
fitted for idle sailing among summer seas 1 Now,
indeed, our good fiiend the Laird had no need
to fear being atartled Ly the sudden propoundiog
of conundrums.

He was startled by something else. Coming
up from luucheon, we found that aun extra-
ordinary darkness prevailed in the western
heavens—a  strange bronze-purple gloom that
seemeid to contain within it the promise of &
hundred thunderstorms.  And as this fuir wind
had now brought us within sight of the opeu
Atlantie, the question was whether we should
wake for Skye or run right uader this lurid
masy of clowd that appeared to lie all alouy the
western shores of Mutl,  Uuwanimously the vote
was for the latter course.
Sutherland been anxious all along to witness a
thunderstorm at seat  Might it not be of in-
estimable value to Miss Avon ! John of Skye,
vot understanding theso reasons, pointed out
that the wind had backed somewhat to the
north, and that Mull would give us surer shel-
ter than Skve for the night.
away past Quinish, the brisk breeze sending the
White Dore along in capital style ; past the
mouth of Loch Cuan: past the wild Cailleach
Point : past the broad Celgary Bay; and past
the long headland of Ku Treshanish. It was a
strange afterncon. The sun was hidden ; but
in the south and west there was a wan, clear,
stlver glow on the sea; and in this white light
the islands of Langs, and Fladds, and Staifa,

Had not Angus |

night 1. And we, too'; would it not be safer for
us to turn and -run out to sen rather than beat
nFuinst‘a sqnall ‘into the ‘narrow and’ shinllow
channels of Ulva’s Sound 1 But John of Skye
is uot afraid.  The wind and sea cannot drown
hig strideut voice; the rain cannet blind the
trained eves ; the men on the look-out~when
the bow of the boat springy high on n wave, we
can see the black figures ngainst the sombre sky
—know the channels too ; we are not ufraid to
mnke for Ulva's Sound.

There is a wild ery from oue of the women ;
sho has canght sight, theowch the gloom, of
white foam dashing ou the rocks. .

It s all right, mem ! Johu calls aloud,
with n laugh ; but all the same the order ia
shuuted, ** Ready,aboul 1"~ Ready, abowt 1 is
the call coming back to us from the darkness,
“CBout ship "' and then away she sheers from
that ugly coast.

We were after all cheated of oar thunder.
storm, but it was 8 wild aad 8 wet night never.
theless. Taking in the mizzen was no joke ainid
this fury of wind and rain, but -that and the
hianling up of the main-tack lessened the pres.
sure on her.  John of Skye was in high spicits,
He was proud of his knowledge of the dangerons
const ; where leas familinr eyes saw anly vagae
black musses Jooming eut of the darkness he
recegnized every rock and headland.

*No, no, mem,”’ he way calling ont in
friendly tones; ** we ot hel to run vut to sen
atahl. We will get into the Sound of Ulea
ferty well 5 and there will not be any better
anchorage as the Sound of Ulva, whin vou are
acquaint.  But astranger—~1 oot ask a stranger

ito go into the Sound of Ulva on so Jdark a

Aned 30 we bore |
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night.”

* What is this we hear V- Dirn foresal,
there is a rattle un the decks.
Tue head of tha yacht serms to sway ronnd
there is o loud thipping of saits, ** Zowen chosd 1
——iand there are black figures straggling up thers

Cat the bowsprit; but vagaely seen against the

and the Datchman were of a sowmbre putple.

Darker still were the isbads Iving towarnds the

fand-—Gometra, amd Ulva, and Tuch Kenneth 5 -

while the great ramepart of olitf from Loch-na-
Real to Loch Seridain was so wrapped in gioom
that momentarily we watched for the first qui-
vering flash of the lightning.  Then the wind
died sway. The sra grew calm.
wray surface the first drops of the raiu fell -
striking black, and then widening out in small

Ou the assy

circles.  We were glad of the cool rain, but the
whiapeting  of it sounded strangely in the
silence.

Then, as we are still watching for the fiest
silver-blue flash of the lightning, behold ! the
mighty black wall of the Bourg and Gribun
elitfs  slowly, mvstericusly  diseppears : and
there i3 only before us a vapgue wist of gray.
Colonsay is gone ; Inch Kenneth is gone: uo

longer can we make out the dark rocks of Fris- { Youth, was not his coming away with us intoe

geir.  And then the whispering of the sez in.
creases 5 there i a deeper gloom overhead ; the
rain-King s upon us.
downstairs ; the hatches are shoved over ; after
dinner we shail sec what this strange evening
portends,

Y] v o : st 1 ; R Pilvs S N
[ fope we shall get into the Sound of Ulea  displaved about her work.

before dark,”” says Miss Avon,
S wish Augns wason boanl, Tt isa shame
he should  be chicated aut of hiz thunderstormy.

But we shall have the equineciiais tor him, at! .
] ¢ ' Leonfvlence, to his hostess, aud there was a fige

all events,”” sava Queen Titapia--just as if she
had a series of squalls and tempests bottled,
lalwled, and put on a shelf.

When we get ou deck aguin we finul that the
evening, but not the I hite Dove, has advanced,
There 13 no wind ; there is no rsin ; around oz
there is the silent, glassy, hiac-gray sea, which,
far away in the west, hus one or two'gleams of a
dull bronze on it, as if some afterglow were
strugeling through the clouds at the horizon.
Along the Gribun clufs, and over the islunds,
the gloom has surely increased ; it were better
if we were in somie shelter for this night.

Then 'a noise i heard that seems to impose /
stdden sitence—thunder, low, distant and rum.
bling.  But there is no spiendid glearn- throngh
the wathering gloom of the night: the Gribun
¢litfs have oot spoken yet.

Jolin of Skye has carelesaly seated himself on
one of the deck-stools ; his arm havgs idly on
the tiller; we guess, rather than hiesr, that he
is regaling himsell with the sad, monotonons
¢ Farewell to. Fuineray.”  He hasx got on his
blark oilsking, though there is not a drop of
min.

By and by, however, he jumps to his feet,
and appears to listen intently. .

*C Ay, do you hear it 1” he says, with a short
laugh. . ‘“Aud it is off the land it is coming 1"

He calla alond—

*“ Look out, boys! it is a sjuahl coming
over, and we'll hev the topsail down whatever,”

Then we hear the roaring in the dark; and
presently the headsails are vielently shaken,
and the great boom swings over as John puts
the helm up to get way on her.  The next in-
stant we are racing in for the land, as if we
mean to challenge the heavy squall that is tear-
ing across from the unseen Gnibun cliffs. And
now the rain.clouds break in deluges; the men
in their bluck: oil-kina are staggering this way
and that along the slippery decks’; the Whie
Dove is - wrestling “with  the sudden storm ;
another low murmur of thunder comes booming
through ‘the darkness, . What is that solitary
light far in there towards the lund 3—dare any
ateamer venture so near the shore on such a

- cellent iumour,

Vlackness of the sky and the sea. Thew, in a
second or two, there is a fiercer rattle than ever:
the anchor is away with a roar.  Some further
chain is paid ont: then a strange silence en-
sues ; wit are anchared in Ulva’s Sound,

Come down into the ealidn, then, You woman.
folk, and dry your streaming faves, auid arrange
vour disheveled hair.  Is not this & wonderty]
stillness amd stlence after the whirl and roae of
the storm outside ! Bot then you must koow
that the waters are smooth §n here ) and the
winds become pentle —as gentle as the nawe of
the istand that i3 elose to us now in the dark,
It is a gresn-shored island,  The sailors call it
(il a-pa,

CHAPTER XXL

FTHASING SEALS.

Next morning found the Laird ju a most ex.

! Al was going well.  Though
nothing had been said or  promised by the

; these remote solitudes—to say nothing of the

Cuncle’s schete

Thore is 1 hastv retreat ' 0 pleasant manoer in which he songht toen.

tertain Miss Mary Avon—sutlicient svidenee
that he bad at least uo great repugnance to fis
The Laird way digjued to
clmekle privately over the auxiety that Mary
The poor young

Cthing ! she did vot uwuderstand what higlier

powers were orderiug her fo ure for her,
Lt o work on,” the Laied xeid, in great

seerel bumour i his eyes. Ay, ay, bt her
work en; hanl work fiever haried anyboly.
And if she brings Ler bit mabin te the mac-
rrage-—ye woitld call it ber dowry in the south
-1t the shape of ‘abambie of pictures—jiat as
a youny Scoteh lisg brongs a3 chest of drawers
or a st of napery-—she will not be empty-hand-
ed.  She can hang them up herself al Denny-
mains.” i

“ You are laoking too far. ahead, sir,” says
Quen T., with s quiet smile.

‘May ba—may be,” savs the Laind, rabhing
his “hands with o cortain prowt satisfaction.
“ We'll wee who's right—wa will sce who is
right, mn’am.”

Then, at breakfast, he was merry, complaisant,
rhilomphiml in turns. He told us that the
ast. vidimus of the alfsirs of the Bargh of
Struthzovan wis most satisfactory @ pasets abont
35,0004 ¢ lHallittes not aver 20,0002 ;- there
was thus an estimated surplus of no less than
15,0004 - Why, then, ho asked, shoubl cortain
poor ereatures on the Fiuance: Connnittee make
such s work nbout the smerest tritfles T Life was
not'given to man that he should worry himself
into a rage about a penay farthing,

“Thereis a great dale of right down com-
mon sense, ma'am,” aid he, Y in thet verss
that was written by my _countryman, Welliam
Dunbagr : .

Be merry, man, and tak not sale in mind
The wuvering of this wretehed woreld of rarrow .
Ta God beumuls, to thy friend be kind,
And with thy veightwurs gt dly Jend and borraw ;
111« ehanca to.nlyht, it may Le thine to-morrow ;
Ba biythe in henrt for any aventurs, :
For ott with wixe meo it hus heen 2rid afatow,
Without Gladudsse nvnlieth no Treasure.”

But wo, who wers in the aecret, knew that
thix quotation had nothing in the warld to do
with ‘the ‘Financa Committee of Strathgovan,
The Laird had boen comlorting himisell with
these lines. They were a sort of philésophico-
poetical justification of himaelf to himselt for his
readiness to make these two young people happy
by giving up to them Denny:raging.

And no'doubt he was still chuckling over the
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