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widens out. And that smail gray thing st the
horizon t - Can that speck be a mans of masoury
a hundred and fifty-feet in height, wedged into
the lonely rock ! ,

+No, no,” says our gentle Queen Titanin,
with an inveluntary shudder, *“ not for worlds

- would T climb up that iron lndder, with the sea

and the rocks right below ine,
ot hindf-way up.”

“They will put a rope round your waist, if
vou like,'" it is pointed out to her,

T ¢« When we. goout, then,' says this coward,
4 [-will see how Mary gets on.
din of fright, I may venturs,” :

“ b, but I don’t think I shall be with you,”
remarks the young lady, quite simyply.

At this there is n general stare.

“1 don't know whnt you mean,” says her
hostess, with an ominous curtness,

“ Why, you know,” says the girl, cheerfully

—nd disengaging one hand to get her hair out
of her eyes—** I can’t afford to go idling much
Touger. 1 must get back 1o London.”

“Dou't talk nonsense,’” says the other woman,
angrily.  * You may try to stop other people’s
lwridnys, if you like; but 1 am going to look
after yours.  Holidayst  How are you to work,
if you don't work now?t Will ‘you find many
Jandscapes in Regent street ¥

“1 bhave a great many sketches,” says Mary
Avon, “‘and 1 must try to nmiake something out
of them, where there s less distraction of
amusawent. And reslly, yon know, von have
s0 many friends-~would you like me 1o become
a ixtore—like the mainmast——— *

1 would like you to talk a little common
arnse,” s the sharp reply. © Yon are not going
back. to London till the WAde Dore is laid
up for the winter-that is what I know.”

1 oam afraid T ranst ask vou. to let me off,”
she savs, quite simply and serionsly, ““ Suppose
| go up ta Loudon next week ¥ Then, if 1 gat
on pretty well, Tmay come back.—-”

“You muay come huck t” says the other, with
a fine contempt.  ** Don't try to impose on me,
I am an older woman than you. And 1 have

I should never

1f ahie does not

enough provecations aml worrivs from ol}wr‘

quarters, |
bsther. "

s your lifi so full of trouble 17 says the gir],
fnnocently, ¢ What are these tearful provoca-
tigns 2’

s Never mind.  You will find out iu time.
But when you get married, Mary, dov’t forget
to buy a «copy of ‘Doddridge on Patience.”
That should be incladed in every bridal trous.
sean.’” -

“Paur thing—is it so awfully ill-used 2
replies the steersman, with much compassion.

Here Johin of Skye comes forward,

1 ve please, wem, T owill wk the tiller
antil we get round the Ross.  The rocks are
verv had here” )

AN right, Jolin,” says the yonng lady 5 and
then, with much cantious clinging to varions
abjects, she goes below, saying. that she means
to do a litthe mere to a certain slight water-
eolour sketeh of Polterrive. 'We know why she
wints to put some further work on that basty
woduction. . Yestenday the Laird  expressed
Ligh approval of the sketeh,  She means him ty
rake it with him to Denny-mains, when she
leaves for Londen,

But this heavy sea ; how i the artist getting
on with ber wuk amid such pitching and
diving !

don't want vou to begin and

wore on her beam ;- the mainsheet hus been
hauled in :
along in splendid style ; but how about water-
colour drawing !

Saddenly, as the yacht gives a heavy lurch
to leeward, aun awful sound is heard below.
Oueen T, clambers dawn the companion, amd
holds an by the door of the saloon @ the athers
foilowing and Iooking over her shoulders, There
a fearful scene appears. At the head of the
table, in the regul recess usually ovcupied by
the carver and chief president of our banquets,
sits Mary Avon, in mute and blank despair,
Evervthing has disappeared from - before her,
A tumbler roils backwards and forwards on the
floor, ciupty. A dishevelled bundle of paper,
hunging on the edgoof o carpet-stool, repre-
sents what was onece an orderly sketeh-book,
Tubes, peucils, saucers, sponges — nl.l h:\\'x&
gone with the table-cloth,  And the artist sits
quite hopeless sl silent, staring before her like
a wanine in avell, :

* Whatever have you been and done ¥ calls
her Liostess,

There is no answetr : only that tragie despair.

1t was all bad steering,'” vemarks the
Youth, - 1 knew it would happen as soon as
Miss Avon left the helm.”

But the Laird, not coufining bis sympathy to
wordy, presses by his hoatess, and, holding hard
by ‘the bare m'hfe,V staggers along to the scene
of the wreek, ~I'he others timidly tollow. One
by one the various subjects are -reseved, nod
placed. for safuty on the conch on the leeward
gide of the suloon.  Then the automaton in the
wesidentinl chair begins to move.  She recovers
Lcr powers of apeeclt.  She says—awuking from
her dream—
* ““Is my head on 2" S

¢ And’if it is, it is not much use to you,”’
says-our hostess, angrily. “.\\’luxtcver made
you have those out in n sea like this?. Come
up on deck at once, and let Fred got luncheon
ready.” . ; :

The maniac only laughs,

‘! Luncheon 1" she says.
middle of earthquakes !

* Luncheon iu the

- But this aneer at the Hhite Dove becausd

Now that we are round the Ross, the |
Waite Dore has shifted Ler course @ the wind is ¢

3

s}w has no swinging table, is ungenerous. - Be-
yides,’ is_not onr: Friedrich d'or “able to battle
any’ pitching with  his ingeniously bolstered
couch-—so - that bottles, - glasses, 'plates, and
what-not are os safe as they would be in a case
in the British Museum 2 A luncheon party on
board the ¥ hite Dove, when there is a heavy
Atlantic swell running, is not en imposing
ceremony. It would not look well asa co&ourcd
lithouraph in the illustrated papers, - The
figures crouching on the low stoo‘s to leeward;
the narrow cushion bolstered up so that the
most entervrising of dishes cannot slide ; the
table-cloth “plaited g0 as to ‘afford receptacles
for knives and spoons; bottles and tumblers
plunged into hollows and propped ; Master
Fred balancing himself behind these stooping
figures, bottle in hand, and ready to replenish
any cautiously -proflfered wine-glass, But it
serves. Aind Dr. Sutherland has assured us
that, the heavier the sea, the more necessary is
luncheon for the wenker vessels, who may be
timid about the effect of so much rolling and

pitching,  When we got on deck again, wha is
afraid ¥ It is all ‘a question a3 to what signal

may be visible to the white house of Carsaig—
shining afar there in the sunlight, among the
hang'ng woods, and under the soft purple of
the hills.  Behold '—~behold 1—the flag ran up
to the top of the pole? Isita message to us,
or only a summons to the * Pioncer 3" For
now, through the whirl of wind and spray, we
can make oul the steamer that daily encireles
Mull, bringing with it white loaves, and news-
papers, amd other luxuries of the mainland.

She comes nearer and nearer ; the throbbing
of the paddles is heard amouyg the rush of the
vaves ; the people crowd to the side of the hoat to
have a look at the passing yacht ; and one well-
kunown figure-—standing on the hurricaue deck
—raises his gilt-braided cap, for we happen to
have an bofrd a gentle small ereature who is a
areat friend of his.  And she waves her white
handkerchief, of course ; and you should see
what a fluttering of similar tokens there is all
along the steamer’s decks, and on the paddie-
boxes. Farewell l—farewell f--may you have

{asmooth Innding at Statfa, aud a pleasant sail
fdown the Sound, i the quict of the afternoon

The day wears on, with pulls and squalls
coming tearing over from the high cliffs of
southern Mull ; and still the gallunt White
Diree meets and breasts those rolling waves, and
sends the spray flying from her bows,  We have
passid [.chl Buy ; Garveloch and the adjacent
wslands are drawing nearer ; soon we shall have
to bend our course northward, when we have
got by Filesn-straid-ean. “Awd whether it is
that Mary Avon is seeretly comforting herself
with the notion that she will soon see her friends
in Londou again, or whether it is that she is
proud of being again promoted to the tiller, she
has quite recovered her spirits. We hear our
singing-binl onee more-—though it is ditheolf.
amid the rush sl SWirl of the waters, to do
more than cateh chance phrases and refrains.
Andd then sheis very merry with the Laird, who
is humorously decrying England and the Eng-
lish, and proving to her that it is the deotch
migration to the south that is the very saving
of Ler native country.

“The Jord Chief-Justice of England, the
Archbishop of Canterbury, the President of the
toval Aeademy-~-the heads and leading men
evervwlicre—all Scoteh, all Scoteh,” says he

¢ But the weak point about the Scotely, sir,”
says- this philesopher in the ulster, why is

!elinging to the tiller rope, ““ix their modesty,
and the noble ship goex ploughing |

They are so distrustful of their own  merits
Amd they are always running down their own
country.”

““Ha! ha'—ho !t ho! hot roars the Laird.
“Verra good ! verra good ! 1 owe ye one tor
that. [ owe ye one.  Herbert, have ye nothing
trosay in defonce of your native country.””

¢ You are speaking of Scotland, sir ¥’

Aye.”

““That is not wy native country, you know.”

“ It was your mother's then.'”

Somehow, when by some accident—and it bur
rarely happened-—the Laird nientioned Howard
Smith's mother, a brief silence fell on him, - Tt
lasted but u second or two. Presently he was
sayving, with much cheerfulness—

*i No, no, 1 am not one of those that would
womote any rivalry between Scotland and Fng-
and.  Weare one country now. [ the Scotel
preserve the best léeterary English—the most
pithy sud eharueteristie forms ot the language—
the Euglish that is talked in the south is the
most generally received throughout the world,
1 have even gone the length—1'm no ashamed

to admit it—of hinting to Tom Galbraith that
he should exheebit more .in London ; the in-
finence of such work as his should not be con-
fined 1o Edinburgh.  And jealous as they may
be in the south ot the Seotch sehool, they conld
wot rehise Lo recognize its excellence-~¢lit  No,
no ; when Galbraith: likes to exheebit;in Lon-
don, ye'll” hear a stir, -U'm thinking. . The
jenlousy of Fuglish:artists will have noefteat on
public opeenion. - They keep him out o' the
Acndemy —there's-many a good artist that has
never been within the walls—but the public is
the judge.. 1 am told that when his pcture of
Stonebyres Falls wasexheebited in Ediuburgh,
a denler eame all the way from London to look
atit.” ‘ , ‘
24 Did he buy it 1" asked Miss Avon, geatly.

“Buy it 1" the Laind said, with a° contempt-
uous laugh. - *There are some of -us wbout
Glasgow who know better than to let a picture
Jike that get to London. 1 bought it maself.

‘Ye'll see it when ye come to Denny-mains. Yo

have heard of it, no‘dnubt ?}"

¢ N-—no, I think not,"” she timidly answers.

*“No matter—no matter.- Ye'll see it when
ye come to Denny-maing,”

He seemed to take it for granted that she was
going to pay ‘a visit to Denny-mains ; had he
not heard, then, of her intention of at once re-
turning to London ?

Once well round into the Frith of Lorn, the
wind that had borne us down the Sound of lona
was now right ahead ; and our progress was but
slow. ' 'As the evening wore on, it was proposed
that we should run into Tock Speliv: for the
night. There was no dissentient voice,

The sudden change from the plunging seas
without to the quiet waters of this solitary
little loch- was strange enough. And then, as
we slowly heat up against the northerly wind to
the head of the lochi—a beautiful, quiet, shelter-
ed little cup of a harbour among the hills—we
found before us, or rather over us, the splen.
dours of a ytormy sunset among the mountaing
above Glen More. It was a striking spectacle—
the vast and silent gloom of the valleys below,
which were of a coll and intense green in the
shadow ; then above, among the great shoulders
and peaks of the hills, flashing gleams of golden
light, and Jong swathes of purple cloud toached
with scarlet along their edges, and mists of rain
that came aloug with the wind, blotting out
here and there thoese splendid colours.  There
was an absolhute silence in the overshadowed bay
—but for the ery of the startled wild fowl.
There was no sign of any babitation, except,
perhaps, a trace of pale biue smoke rising trom
be-hind a mass of trees.  Away went the anchor
with a short, sharp rattle ; we were safe for the
night.

We knew, however, what the traee of simoke
indicated behind the dark trees. By and by, as
soon as the gig had got to the land, there was a
provession along the solitary shore - in the wan
twilight-—and up the rough path—and throngh
the scattered patehss of birch and fir.  And
were you startled, Madum, by the apparition of
people who were so ineunsiderate as to knoek at
your door in the middle of dinner,and whose eves
grown secustomerd to the shadows of the valleys
of Mall,must have looked bewildering enongh on
meeting the glare of the lamps ¢ And what do
vou think of a particular pair of eyes—very soft
and gentle in their dark lustre—appealing,
timid, friendly eyes, that had nevertheless a
quiet happiress apd hmmour in them 7 It was
at all events most kind of you to tell the yvoung
lady that her notion of throwing up her holiday
and setting out for London was mere midsummer
madness.  How could you—or any one else—
guess at the origin of so strange a wish?

CHAPTER XXIV.
BEFORE BFEAKFEAST,

Wha is this that slips throsgh the suloon,
while ae yeov all v InitfQ are asteep-—m Ly 101§A-

lessly aseends the companion-way, aund then
finds herself alone on deck ! And all the world
around her is asleep too, though the gold and
rose of the new day is shining along the eastern
heavens, . There s not a sound in this sileat
little loch 5 the shores wmd the woods are as
still as the far peaks of the mountains, where
the mists are teuched here and there with »
dusky fire.

She is not afmad 1o by alone in this silent
world.,  There is a brichit and contented lovk
on her face.  Carefully and quictly, as as not
to disturb the people beluw, she gets a couple
of deck stools, and puts down the sketeh-baok
from under her ann, and opens out a certain
leather case.  But do not think she is going to
attack that blaze of colourin the east, with the
reflected glare on the water, and the bar of dark
land between.  She knows better. She has w
wholesome fear of chrome-lithographs.  She
turns rather to those great mountain masses,
with- their mysteriously moving clonds, and
their shoulders touched hiere and there with a
sombre red, and their deep aund silent glens o
cold, tntense green in shadow.  There 15 more
workable materin].

And after all there is no ambitions ettort to
trouble her. [t is only a rough jotting of form
and colour, for future use. [t {s a pleasant
oceupation for this stilly eool. baautifal morn:
ing ; and, perhaps, she is fairly well satisfied
with it, for one listening intently might eatch
suatehes of songs and virs—of a somewhut in.
colierent and inappropriate character. For what
have the praises of Bonny Blick Bess to do with
sunriso in Loch Speliv 2 Or the sauey Arethusa
either? But all the same the work goes quietly
and dexterously oan—no wild dashes and scarch-
ings for theatrical etfeet, but a patient mosaic
of touches precisely reaching their end. She
does not want to bewilder the world, She wants
to have trustworthy records for her own use.
And she seewms content with the progress she is
making.

“ Here's a health to the girls that we loved loug ago,”

this is the last aiv into which she has wandered
~hall humming and half whistling--

“Where the Shanvon, and Liffey, and Biackwater
tlow,"” }
—-when she suddenly stnl\s her work to listen.
Canany one be up already? The noise is not

repaated, and she progeeds with her work.
Y Here's - health to old lrelaod @ may she ne'er Le

dismayed . "
Then pale grew the cheeks of the Irish Biigadet™

The clouds are assuming substance now '; they
are no mere Hat washes, but accurately drawn
objects that have their fore-shortening like any-

thing else.  And if Miss Avon may be vaguely

.

Conscious that had our young Doctor been on
board ‘she would not have been left so long
alone; that had nothing to do with her work.
The mornings on which he used to join her on
deck, and chat to her while she painted, seemed
far'away now.” He and she together would see
Dunvegan no more.

But who is this who most cautiously comes
up the companion, bearing in his hand 2 cup
and sauncer?

““ Miss Avon,” says hie, with a bright laugh,
““ here'is the first cup of tea I ever made; are
vou afraid to try it ?”’ -

¢ Oh, dear me,"” said she, penitently, *did
I make any noise in getting my things below ¥

*“Well,” he says, “I thought I heard you:
and I knew what you woulrl be after; and I got
up and lit the spirit lamp.” :

“Oh, it is ‘so very kind of you,"" she says—
for it is really .a pretty little attention on the
part of oue who iy not much given to shifting
for himself on board.

Then he dives below again and fetches herup
some hisenits.

Py Jove,"” he says, coming closer to the
sketch, ““that is very good. That is awfully
good. Do you menn to say you have done ail
that this morning ¢

¢ Oh, yes,”" she says, modestly.
a sketch.”

“1 think it uncommoanly good,” he says,
staring at it as if he would pierce the paper.

Then there iz a brief silence, during which
Miss Avon bohily adventures upon this ama-
teur's tea.

“1 beg your pardon,” he says, after a bit,
‘“it is none of my business, you know—hut
you don’t really mean that you are going back
to London ¥

“ I T am allowed,” she answers, with a smile.

“am sure vou will disappoint your friends
most awfully,” says he, in quite an earnest
manner. ‘I know they had quite made up
their minds you were to stay the whole time.
It would be very unfair ofyou. And my uncle;
he would break his heart if you were to go.”

*They are all very kind to me,” was her only
answer,

“ Look here,’” he says, with a most friendly
anxiety. ‘‘I{—if—it is only about husiness—
about pictures, I mean -1 really beg vour par-
don for intermeddling——-"

“¢Oh,” said she, fraukly, * there is no secret

“ It is only

about it.. In fact, | want evervboly to know
that I am anxious to sell my pictures. You
sea, as- I have got to earn my own living,

shouldn't I begin at once and lind out what it
is like 2’

¢ Bat look here,” he said eagerly ; “if itisa
question of selling pictures, vou should trast to
my uncle. He is among a lot of men in the
West of Scotland, rich merchants and people of

that sort, who haven't inherited collvc‘{ng@ °,§
piciares, and whose DY 15 1o Hake 4 cotiect1o

for themselves.  And they have much too good
sense to buy spurious old masters, or bad ex.
amyples for the sake of the name they prefer
gooil wodern art; and [ ean tell you they are
prepared to pay for it, too.  And they are not
fools, mind vou; they kuow good pietures.
You may think my uncle is very prejudiced—he
has his favourite artists—and-—and believes in
Tom Galbraith, don’t you know—but [ can
assure von, vou won't find many men who know
more about a good landscape thau he does ; and
vou wounld say so if you saw his dining-room at
Denny-mains.”

1 quite believe that,” said she, beginning to
put up her materials ; she had done hermorning's
work."”

“Well,” he says, “ yowtrust to him ; there
are lots.of those Glusgow men who would enly
be too glad to have the chance——"

“0Oh, no, no,"” she ecried, langhing,  **Tam
not going to coerce people into buying my pie-
tures fur the sake of friendship. 1 think your
unrle wounld buy every sketch 1 have on board
the yacht ; but | cannot allow my friends to be
viettnized.”

“Oh, victimized said  he,. scorafully.
“They ought o Le glad to have the chance.
And do you mean to go on giving away your
work for uwothing? That sketeh of the litile
creck. we were in—opposite Jona, don’t you
kuow-——that vou gave my uncle is charming.
And they tell me you have given that picture
of the recks and sea-birds——where is the place

* Oh, do yvou mean the sketeh in tire saloon
—of Canna ¥

“ Yes; why. it is one of the finest laudscapes
1 ever saw. And they tell me you gave it o
that doctor whao was an board

¢ Dr. Sutherland,”” says she, hastily—-and
there is a quick colour in her face—* seemed to
like it as—as a sort of rewiniscence, vou
kuow "

“ But hie should rot have aceepted a valuable.
picture,”" said the’ Youth, with decision.  **No
doubt yon offered it to him wlien you saw he
admired 'it.  But now—when he must under-
stand that—well, iu fact, that eircumstances are.
altered—he will have the good sense to give it
you back again,” :

¢ Oh, ] liope not,” she says, with her embor-
rassment not diminishing. ' 1—I should not
like that ! 1'—1 should be vexed.™ .

‘A person of goad tact and good taste,” says
this venturesome yYouug man, ** would make a
joke ol it—would insist that you never meant.
it—and would prefer to buy the pieture.””

She answers, solewhat shortly—

L thiuk. not. . I think Dr. Sutherland has
as good taste asany oue.  He would know. that.
that woulll vex me very much "~ = :

{Tobe continued.) [

g




