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The two representatives of the race now
quarrelling in the hall were both fine looking
men, though of somewhat different types. The
McAllister was a tall old man over six feet in

'ﬁeight, well and strongly built. His hair was

ii'on-grey, his eyes blue and piercing, his nose
rather inclined to the Roman type, his mouth
large and determined, and his chin firm, square
and somewhat obstinate. His eyebrp_wé were
very thick and bushy, thus lending to his face
a sinister and rather forbidding. expression.

He wore a rough home-spun shooting suit, and

had folded round his shoulders a tartan of the
McAllister plaid, which from time to time he
pushed from him with a hasty impatient ges-
ture, as he addressed his son in angry, menacing
tones,—

“An’ I tell ye, Ivan, though ye be my" soli,
never mair shall 1 call ye so, if ye join the
rabble that young scamp has got together, and
never mair shall ye darken the doors of Dun-
morton if ye gae wi’ him. Noo chogse between
that young pretender and your ain people.”

“Father,” said Ivan, “he is not a pretender,
of that I am convinced, and you will be soon.
He is the descendant of our own King
Jdmes VI. (whose mother was bonnie Queen
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