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& My dear fellow, this is about the hundred and fiftieth time
I've asked you if you're coming, don’t you see we'll be caught
in the shower, if you don't hurry ¥’ The only aunswer my
companion made was to draw himself up, and say thought-
fully, *¢ 'That bridge won't stand long, shouldn’t wonder a bit
if it were to go to-night ; see hoy the water has risen since
this morning.” 1 made some tritling reply, and nothing more
was said as we proceeded, Indian iile, along the narrow path
for sowe distance, when Raeburn turned aside into another
th.

pa“ Why, man,” I cried, ¥ where on earth are you going to ?
don’t you know I promised Mrs. Gordon and Mabel, T'd bLring
you home to dinuer to-night 77 # Yes, I:know, but 1 hope
the ladies will excuse me this time,” replied my compaunion,
rather confusedly, #1'm just going up to Mar to the Ur-
quharts for a little while, I have an engage—— I mean—-
that is——" and bere he broke down altogether with a dark
crimson flush over his face.

«h, my dear fellow, 1 know,” I exclaimed, heartily wring-
ing his hand,” my cousin is the dearest girl in the werld, next
to Mabel, of course,” I continued, laughingly and I wish you
every success.

«1 thank you," said Hugh, simply, as he squeezed my hand
again, aud in the next minute his graceful, powerfully kait
figure was lost in the mist which had crept down from the
mountains.

« How glad Mab will be to hear this,” I thought, as I walk-
«d quickly slong, “ bless her heart, ever since we have been
engnged, she bas been wishing that atfair settled, so they may
be as happy as we are.”

Presently 1 arrived at the Doctor's gate, and as [ walked up
towards the house the front door opened, and Mabel Gonlon
ran down the steps.

ti Dear Charlie,” said my betrothed, as 1 drew her close to
my side, and stooped to kiss her rosy lips, “ I am « glad you
have come, I was very wuch afraid that dreadful min would
kevp vou at home.”

« Keep we at home, my own darling! dou’t you kuow that
nothing could keep me at home if I wanied to come here,
which I generally do—uo, not even if it rained buckets—oats
and dogs—pitchforks—there's a gallant speech for you.”

»I've no doubt you do generally follow your own sweet will, ™
said Mabel, laughing a little nervously, t*but Pve beenilland
cross all day, dear, and have been imagining all sorts of ab-
surd things about you.”

<111, dear,” 1 exclaimed, *‘and bere am I, model physician,
letting you stand in the damp without—""

“ Oh, ivs nothing,” interrupted Mabel, hastily, *¢ there’s the
dinner-bell. Yourarm, Sir Knight " T'he family, consisting of
Dr. and Mrs. Gordon, thedearest, kindest people in the world ;
their five children, including myself, and an old gentleman, an
uncle of Mrs.Gordon's, are soon seated around the table. Thenno
one scems at a loss for couversation, for dinner in this house
never could be primn or ceremonious, with such a pleasant face
as Mrs, Gordon's beaming at us from the top of the table.
Mabel soon recovered her spirits, and laughed and talked more
than any one else. After divner, Mabel and 1 ssng seome
duets in the drawing roora.  Then, seeiug the troubled look
coming back into my betrothed's eyes, 1 called out hastily,
@ Uancle Heury, won't you please tell us some of those old le-
gends to-night, it's just the time to sit round a grate fire and
listen to stories.”

“ Just hear the wind,” quietly remarked Mabel's brother
Harry, a lad about fourteen, “it's a good thing for those who
have vo home to go to-night.”

“ No home 10 go to,” ¢jaculated Nellie, aged eleven, # what
do you mean,”

My dear child,” said Harry, patronisingly, if they're at
home already, they haven't any home to go to, have they ?”

We laughed a little, but the boy's remark called our atten-
tiou to the weather, and for & minute or two we were (uite
still listening to the howling of the wind as it drove the rain
and sleet against the windows, With a shiver we took our
seats round the bright fire; Nellie on her grand-uncle's kuce,
looking eagerly up into his face for the promised story. So
absorbed were we in the terrible, weird tales of the North, that
1 remembered nothing, until I heard the pretty ormolu cluck
on the mantel piece strike ten, when starting to my feet with
unfeigned surprize, I exclaimed

#’len o'vlock, why ! 1 ought to be home by this time.”

@ My denr boy, you're never thinking of going home such a
uight s this”

 lndend, Mrs. Gordon—Dr.—it’s quite impossible for me to
stay to-night. I half promised Ainslie I'd'call in and see his
wiie, u8 | went home—G oodnight, mother, goodnight, doctor;
why~—where's Mabel, oh, never mind, | suppose she is waiting
for me in the hall.”  Ag I stepped into the hall I caughtsight
of Mabel's pale-colored dress in the dimly lighted drawiag
routu oppusite, where we had been singiag after dinner. She
was sittiug in a low chair, in the great bow-window, with her
bead on tbe window-sill, and ber hands clasped before her
face, 1 advanced quickly toward her, and kneeling down on
the flour beside her chiair, caught her passionately in my arms
and turniug up her sweet face, kissed her red lips again and
again. “ My own darling, whatisit,” 1 said in a low voice,
noticing how dark were the rings under her eyes. But in-
stead of replying, she only drew her arms tightly round my
neck, and feaning her face against my shoulder, burst into a
passion of tears.  For a minute or two the storm lasted, then
the 5008 grew quivter and then stopped altogether.

“ Excuse me, Charlie,” said Mabel, in a sweet tearful voice,
1 am %o silly, bat, oh, my own dear love,” pressing my head
upon her busom, and her lips passionately w mine, as she
never bad done before, “if you only knew how desolat: my
life would be without you "

‘t But, my pet, what can possibly happea to me going home
to-night,” 1 interrupted.

* Nothing, I suppose,” replied Mabel sadly, as if silenced
but not couvinced, “ but I shall git up an hour longer—No,
diar, dun't say anything—I couldn’t go to sleep any way—to
see if you'll come buck again”

“ 1f I see anything more extraordinary than myself” I said,
liughing purposely to raise her spirity, % I'll come ; but ivs
my vpioion that 1 shall not be able to see anything at all”
and with these words 1 closed the ball door and: stood outside

for a minute, before starting on my journey homewards, The
rain had again almost ceased, and the wind was moaning fit.
fully. through the alinost leafless boughs, while the moun
broke through the heavy 1naases of ¢loud st intervals, to shine
with_ pale radiance for & tew moments before it became
pbscured again.  After a few minutes' walk along the path,. |

vaulted a fence, and struck out across the fields. As 1 pro--

coeded, thoughts of my past lifo came floating before my .

mind—of the time whon Mabel Gordon, my cousin Marion,
Hugh Raocburn and mysclf wore children, and how we used to
play together, ~Then how we boys went away to school, [
coming home for holidays and bringing Hugh with me (for
Glenderavon was not his native place) each time shyor of the
two girls growing up so rapidly, ‘Lhen how we completed
our college course, and afterwards how glad wo were to bo set-
tled in zamo place.. Then how I fell fu love with Mabel, and
how Hugh foll fn love with Marion, (for though ho thought
his love was perfectly secret, Mabol and I had known it a loug
while) and how 1 was the very happiest and luckiest fellow
in the whole world, and when Mabel was my own darling little
wife—but my reflections were here suddenly brought to a
close, by the appearance of a huge black Neéwfoundland dog,
which bounded over the fence, and running along the path
(for I bad once more struck iato the path) in’ front of e,
disappeared in the darkness.

# Confound that brute, what a start he gave me!” 1 mut-
tered, & thrill of superstitious torror, and anger at the feeling,
running all over me. You will think me a great fool, no doubt,
to be afraid of a dog on a dark night, but I am & Highlander,
cousequently superstitious, and worcover I knew at that
woment, and shall always believe that the creature was un-
real, uncanny. Here the mwoon broke from behind the clouds,
and revealed to my sight the figure of the dog stretehod right
across the pathway. "He was a perfectly immense creature,
without exception the largest dog I ever saw, and though I
approached very near to him, he did not take the slightest
notice of me, but lay quite motionless, his massive head re.
posing upon his outstretched paws. Again the same singular
tremor come over me—1 can hardly describe the feeling—it
scemed as though [ bad come nnbidden into the prescnce of the
Supernatural—my brain was scared—I could not think—1 did
not know what I was doing, and yet the sceneo i3 indelibly
iwmpressed upon my mind. Ido not know how long I stood there
staring upon the creature before me—I suppose it was some
minutes—then following some blind instinet, I left the path
and picked my steps through the mud. As frequently happeas
in an extraordinary situatiou, or in extreme danger, the mind
takes hold of the most teivial matters, wud I retnember dis-
tinctly thinking, as I walked through the mud, how difticalt
my boots would be to clean next worning. AsI regained the
path, I glanced over my shoulder expecting to see the dog in
the same position, but to my great wouder, nothing was to be
seen, save a pool of water right across the path, with the moon
reflected in jt.  Could it bave been a mistuke 7 Was it an op-
tical delusion ? I rubbed my eyes, and walked on a few paces,
when to wy unmitigsted terror, [ beheld the great black brute
in exactly the same position. [ hurried past him, recklessly
plunging into the mud, and again glancing over my shoulder
beheid the vacant path as before. I could now plainly hear
the rush of the water, for [ was quite near the stream, and as
I hurried along, Uncle Heary's last words that evening rush-
ed jnto my mind: & All these warnings, children, just occur
three times, and those who disregard them, almost invariably
come to some harm.” I suppose 1 uttered these wordz aloud,
for I have a kind of vague impression upon my mind that I
heard the last words, then I perceived the dog's form clmost at
my feet. I suppose [ turned and retraced wmy steps—I do not
know—I do not remember anything more till [ found myself at
the door of Dr. Gordon's house. I saw that there wasa light in
the drawing-room, though all the rest of the house was quite
dark, and so I knew that it could not be very long since I
had left the house. [ walked up and down the path two or
three times, to recover my usual demeanor, then not wishing
to nlarm Mabel, I opened the door very softly and went straight
to the drawing room ; [ stopped at the door and stood leoking
at her. She was sitting in the same chair, her head thrown
back, and eyes closed, 1. thought she was asleep, and so did
not gtir or make the slightest noise.  In about a minute her
eyus slowly opened, and encountered mine steadily fixed upon
her. For one moment she gazed at me In return, her eyes wide

open, her nostrils dilating, then uttering a low cry of bhorror, .

she bent forward and covered her face with her hauds.

¢ Mabel, my love, my darling " I exclaimed, throwing ny
arms around her.

“ Charlie, is it you,” she cried, lifting a face full of astonish-
ment, mingled with happiness,

« Who should it be, my pet 7"

“ Why, you know, Chaarlie, I wasn't asleep, but was just sit-
ting with my eyes closed waiting for you, when I felt as if
some force made me open my eyes, and 1 saw you so still, so
motionless, looking so steadily at me, I thought she con-
tinued falteringly, *“ my presentiment had cowme true, that you
were dead, and the figure was your wraith.” '

Then I drew my chair close to her own, and told wy strange
experience, and soon after, making my way to the chamber
known by the family as * Charlis room,” fell fast asleep, in
spite of the strange events of the evening,

1.

. Charlie, Charlie, seven o'clock—time to get up,” and I
became conscious of some . one shaking me vigorously by the
shoulder,

« Well, what if it Is, can’t you let a fellow alone for a
minute,” I remarked slecpily, opening my cyes a very little
way, and perceiving Harry, my brother-in-law elect, standing
by the bedside. . .

‘t For a minate," laughed Harry, “ why 've been up and out
for & walk an hour ago—aad, do you kuow, old fellow, the
bridge is gone,” . !

‘“ You don't say so" T exclaimed, quite awake now.

% -Yes, T do—clean gone, every bit of it :

The boy rattled on waile I dresged, but I. did not take ‘any
notice of what he giid, for there wag a deep: feoling of thank-
fulness rising in my heart, as.1 thought over the events of the
past evening, and of my remarkable preservation—for the
night being comparatively calm, the bridge must have been
gone before I reached it, At vrenkfast little was talked nbout
except this calumity, for ay the doctor &aid “every one who
wanted to get across, must go sbout a mile up-streaw " where
a lridge had recently Leen built, As I had -a good deal of
husiness on this side of the stream, it was about one ¢o'clock
before [ got home, when on going at once to the surgoery, 1
met my old housekeeper coming down stairs,

« Good morning, Alison, Any one for'm=? has M. Rachurn
been here yet?' Co FRRTE T :

* No, sir, no one for you. M, Raeburn hasu’t been here, but
several people have been for him, for they say he tan’t at home,
sir, and - no one seems to know. where bo is. There’s” Jimmy

Ainslie agaln. - Hix mother sent him before this morning."

e I T R I I LN

+ Mr. Raoburn {sn't here, Jimmy," I called, over tho bap.
nistors, * I suppose he will turn up presently,”

' Plonse, sir, it isn't him, it's you, sir, I waut to speak to»
cried Jimmy, holding out a small silger-topped cane I dj}
tinctly remembered having seen in Hugh Raebura's possea:
sion the eveting before,

% Where did you get that, Jimmy,” [ oxclaimod
down stairs, three steps at a time,

& Plense, sir, me.and Johuuy Bhaw, sir, went dowa to the
bridge just now, sir, and [ found this, sir,wolged up betwoen the
branchos of & lttle tree close to the bank, sir” .

“ Good Giod,” exclaimed Alison in a horrified tone can hie by
drowned.” .

i And please, sir, Donald was over from Mr. Urquhiart’y this
morufng,” contlnued Jimmy, sobbing, “and he sald )\,
Raoburn left their house nbout half.past nine last night» )

Hardly waiting to hear the lnst words, I picked up a hay
sud strode out of the house. I questioned every one [ mat
anid went to every possible and impossible place, but nothiug'
was Lo b heard of Hugh Racburn. By four o'clock we had
searched all over the village, nud down the stream, and my
huart gank still lower within me as [ turned my steps towardy
my cousin's house. Bad news travel quickly, and of this |
became truly convinced, when 1 opened the drawing.roum
door aud saw Marion sitting ou the sofa, staring straight be.
fore her. As T ontered she half rose, but whenever she saw
my face, sho sank down again with a low moan. Marjon
Uirquhart was the most beautiful woman I ever beheld.  §ihe
never had much color, but as I looked at her then, T thought
I had never soen a face so whity, nnd with auch a look of utter
deapair, in the splendid dark eyes. Her bnir, which wag jet
black, was pushed back from her broad brow, and fell in half.
curly, hall.wavy masses almost to her knees.  After ! entered
the room, she took no notice of me, but gazed straight before
her, while she wrung her white hands convulsively, aud now
and theu a smothered sob burst from her lips. I could hardly
bear to look upon such agouy, sand yet, what could 1 do? |
walked to the window, aml stood looking out, Again thedvor
opened softly, and 1 turned quickly to see who it was, Malwl
stood there. She looked as it she had been erying, pocr girl,
and when she caught sight of Marion, ber lip quivered, but )
shook my Lead, and she, choking down het tears, glided across
the room, sand kuseeling down buside the sofa, drew Marion's
head tpon hur breast,

¢ Oh, Marion, Marion,” cried Mabel, stroking her hair fondly,
tAry to cry a little, my poor girl.”

“ 1 can’t,” said Mariou, slowly ¥ my eyes burn so.”

After a moment or two, she sprang from her seat, and paciog
backwards and forwards, she cried alomd: < Uh, why did God
give him to me? why did he let such boundless love grow up
in my heart, and then tear my darling from me ?" and cesting
herself upon the sofs, ns if the very mention of her love had
softened her heart, she burst into a perfect passion of sobsand
tears.

Mubel let her cry for seversl ninutes, caressing her lais
soltly, while the tears trickled slowly down her own checks,

The afternoon waned, the room becamedark, aud no sound
was to be heand aave the clock, steadily ticking through the
long hours. I tried o persuade Marion several times to take
some rest, but it was no use. At last, about two oclock in
the morning, I {orced her to take n xlecping draught, for !
was afraid if she remained longer withont sleep she would go
out of her mind, 1 then sent Mabel to bed, aml Marion f(ell
into a restless and troubled sleep (she would not go to her
room for fear there might be news) though after & while she
became puerfectly quiet.  About dawn she awoke, and startled
me (for 1 was almost asteep myseH in an arm-chair) by say-
ing, “ Is he coming bome? e is found, lsn't he

I shovk my head sadly, for I was almost sare that the only
way in which he would come home now would. be on the
shoulderg of two strong man. 41 muat have dreamt it,” said
Marion wearily, closing her eyes again, ¢ 1 thought they had
found him."

Soon after Mabel came in, and then [ had to go nway to at-
tend to my own work. And so that day and the sext, and
many others passed, each day deepening the sorrow in the
hearts of the people, for the beloved youug pastor, who bad
thas early been snatehed from them by death,

T cannot describe the agony which my young consin suffered,
for she kept it all to hersclf, sitting day after day, with her
head upon her hand, gazing out of the window, her sweet face
becoming paler and thinner every day. T was yuite sure she
would div, and this I told wmy poor old uncle, when hie boe
seeched me with tears flowing down his furrowed cheeks, to
tell bim the truth,  Mabel, Lless her heart, did all she cauld
to soften the grief of her dear friend. Thus the weary days,
morn, noon and night, passed slowly away,

One evening, about two weeks after that mournful night, 1
had pulled the curtains, lighted my student’s lamp, snd was
just sitting down. for & few minutes before golng up to my
uncle’s, when I heard the front door open, and an uncertain
step come along the hall,

“ Alison in getting old,” I thought to myself, poking the
fire, ¥ she will be'glad when 1 get a wife, I daresay.” The
step meauwhile had come wlong towards my door, and s hand
seemed to be gropiog for the handle, when I hieard a heavy
fall. L rushed to the door, nud opening it, I perceived the
figure of a man lying upon the floor. At a glance T saw that
it was’ Hugh Raecbnrn, Buat how changed! His cheeks aod
eyes were sunken, and he looked as if ke had been very ill,
Hix plaid and Highlaud bounet were covered with snow and
alevt, 1 hastily took off the wet things, lald him on o sofa,
and rang the bell for Alison. It would be utterly impossible
to'describe the gladness of the faithful old wowan, buat § cat
short her exclamations of joy, and rent her for a glass of wine,
while I putlind off the invalid's boots, chafed his hands and
feet, and’ made him a8 comfortable as possible. The wine
soon came, and [ forced it by amill quantities betwoen bis
testh, but it was some thne before, with a sigh, he opened his
cyed. A fuiot smile pasied over bis face, ns he looked wob-
deringly aronnd,

“4Oh, Hugh! Hugh! my dear fellow," I exclaimed, actually
laying down my face on the sofn pillow, and shedding tenrs (1
was always a solt-hearted booby), ¢ how thankful T am to see
you."

He amiled again as if he did vot quite understand, then
closed his eyes murmuring—

I T could oy me—.”

' dunhiug

“Youre not to talk n sin gty word; hers, Alison, sit Ly the
sofa, and if he says saything, you just smother him with a
pitlow ; 1'm golug for Miss Urquhart.” o "




