There's only one possible place for you to
be taken too, but that's where you'll receive
real Highland hospitality. We shall have to
carry you to Mr. M'Iver's—he's the father
of the young lady who reccued you '

sBut will he consent to take me in ?

“Bless your soul, yes.

‘Well, sir,’ said Waldegrave, ‘I'm too
tired and done.up to #ay much now. But I
little thought this morning that I should ever
put my foo: on land again, and still less that
1 should be rescued by a young lady. I'm
thankful to hear she’s recovering from her
exposure. Will you please convey to her
my gratitude, and also to Mr. M‘Iver for all
his kindness ? I understand that I'm in-
debted to him for all these arrangements
that have been made on my behalf’

‘Il gladly do that; and now I hope
you'll have a good night. I know Morag
Campbell will not neglect yo, and in a_day
or two you'll be able to thank everybody
yourself’

CHAPTER VI
TORQUIL M'IVER AND GEOFFREY WALDEGRAVE

‘Ma certes ' exclaimed Dr. Mackenzie,
relapsing into dialec, ‘this is mair like the
place for a sick man than yon cauld cave,
whilk, gin it wasna haunted wi' bogles, was
gruesome an’ fearfu’ eneuch to mak’ ye
think sae, but ye're fine here, Lieutenant.’

1t was the third day after the wreck, and
Waldegrave was lying in an old-fashioned
bedroom in the house of Fasach,

A wood fire sparkled on the hearth, and
the morning sun streamed through one of
the windows. . An air of life, brightness and
warmth pervaded the chamber.

*I think,' said the. young fellow, as he
shook hands heartily with the doctor, “hat I
never before truly valued the comfort of
white sheets and a soft bed.’

The doctor examined his patient care-
fully, and was satisfied with his progress.
He still bore marks of his hard struggle for
life, and was pale and haggard, There was
an ugly bruise above his right temple, par-
tially hidden, however, by his bhair, and
there were others about his body.

But he was strong and well-built, and
there was no reason why he should not
make as speedy a recovery as could be ex-
pected by one suffering from such injuries.

Ronald Campbell had assisted him
through a simple toilet, so that, in spite of

exhaustion and bruises, he lonked the well- .

bred, high spirited young soldier he really

was.

‘Mr. Waldegrave is doin’ weel, is he no »*
s3id the doctor, addressing Mr. M‘Iver,

‘He is looking very much better than

when we brought him up from the Priest's
Cave, whatever,’ was the reply.
. The truth is, the old laird had been con-
siderably shocked with his first glimpse of
Waldegrave, and had thought there was
little hope of his recovery.

‘For which my thanks are mainly due to
{3« for such delightful quarters,’ answered

aldégrave cheerfully, ‘and T mustn't forget
Ronald, who has been proving himself an
expert valet’

‘Ye're ticht, Lieutenant,’ said the doctor -

facetiously, ‘Ronald’s a clever chiel, an’
can turn his hand to onything.
The Earl o' Mull's own man couldna hae
sorted ye better’
‘It iss no sic a bonnie face he has got to
try his skill on, whateffer,’ remarked Morag,
d of her son ; ‘but Ronald iss no a
eckless lad. Will ye no tak’ a look in ithe’
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cover my modesty after that.!

Morag he'd un the glass

‘A bit whiter and thinner,’ said the young
soldier, snmewhat shocked at his own ap-
pearance, ‘but T shall soon be all right. I
feel as though 1 had got hold ot life again
since my long sleep yesterday.”

It wass a ferv good sleep, and ve wass
needing it, if cffer a shentleman did," re-
marked Morag.

Yes, 1 was completely done up, for we
encountered had weather from the first.
The storm fel! on us with tremendons  vio-
lence, and'when it was at its height, we
broke our driving shaft.  The captain
couldn’t take an ohservation for days, and
we were not sure of our course, The
“Montrea' leaked hadly, and T worked cone
tinually with the sailors at the pumps. We
made a hard heht for it, and when we first
sighted this land, we thonoht it was some
part of the Irish coast, We didn’t give up
hope of getting into shelter until we lost our
rudder, then we knew that all was up’

‘Ah, it wae sad to see the fine shin go on
the B! ck Gulls,” said Morag, ‘We were
thinkin’ ve would a'l he lost,’

“The “Montreal” had no sonner gone on
the racke tnan it hegan ta hreak un. and the
cantain ordered the crew to get out the
boate.  One of the sailare happenad to be a
Mull man, and knew this share  Fortunate-
Iy T was the only passenger ;: hut the ecap-
tain’s wife was on hoard, and T offered to gn
to the cahin and help her to the hoat. And
it was while T was attemnting to reach her
that a great sea swept over the ship, and
washed me clean overboard.’

The recalling of those terrible scenes was
almost too much for the sick man; he

used.

‘Av, we ken a’ the rest,” said the doctor.

‘It is a merey,’ remarked the old laird,
‘that the cantain and his wife and crew were
able to reach Inch Kenneth. Tcame up to
tell you that they, will gn away this afternonn.
A ship that ran into Lach Tuath for shelter
will take them on to Liverpanl.’

That afternnon Torquil M*Tver sat by the
fireside in Waldegrave's bedroom lost in
thought. At his feet lay the young stag-

hound. Morag Campbell not beine needed .

had gone to her own home, of which she
had seen nothing since the wreck. Fiona
was in the kitchen superintending the pre-
paration of some delicacy for the invalid.
Fora long time Waldegrave slent, and
the Highland laird’s musings were undis-
turbed. The dangers‘and excitements of
the last few days had shaken his mind out
of its accustomed ruts, and giveu him some-
thing fresh to think ahout. And this had
«been a very good thing for him.
(70 be Comtinued.)
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Qod's Little Cake First.

Bible Study for The New Year.
BY MRS. ANNA ROSS,

The widow outside the city gate was very
poor. She had only one handful of meal in
a barrel and a little oil in a cruse, just
enough to make one cake for her little hoy
and herself. Yet God’s claim from her by
the mouth of His prophet was, * Make me
thereof a little cake first.”

Was it really her duty to yield to such a
claim? She had not nearly enough for
herselt ; should she give to the Lord’s
prophet a part of her utterly inadequate
store?. £ 1d :

. .. But there was a

Sommante Thuy Wﬁﬂ %‘h;

779

left shall be enough for you while the famine
lasts.”

That changes the whole aspect, With
that promise in view she could not afford to
keep back that little cake.

A few years ago the writer was as poor in
time as that famished widow was poor in
faod.  Thronging duties so pressed as to
make anything lke Bible study or closet
communion with  God a seeming im=
possibility.

One morning, thinking sadlv of my con-

dition, 1 looked up to God, “ Thou knowest

O Fther, that T have not time enough for
the actual duties Thou hast laid upon me.”
Quick as thought came up God’s claim from
the poor widow, * Make me thereof a little
cake first.”

How could I give God some of the time
that was already insufficient for necessary
duties?

Then T remembered the promise which
backed the command “Thus saith the
Lord, What is left shall be enough for your
needs all through the time of famine.”

That promise changed the whole aspect.
With that promise in view, 1 could not afford
tokeep back God's little cake

Then I saw that giving the first half h ur
of eich morning to my GHd would not lessen
my time for many other duties. In ways
that 1 did not need to investigate, He
would make gond His own word, that the
time left should be made sufficient for my
actual needs.

So with a freg heart I took that precious
half hour in the early morning.  From that
day, He has opened the treasures of His
Bible to m» as never before. And ‘the pro-
mise has been fulfilied. The barrel of meal
has not ‘wasted. The time left has proved
sufficient. .

Dear busy Christian, will you not take
courage to venture upon that promise too?
and, with a free heart, give God His little
cake first, and see what riches He has in
store for you, once He gets your companion-
ship long enough to make the communication
of them possible.

Ottawa Ladies’ College.
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Spring Shall Come.
Spring shall come, come again, calling up the
moorfowl,
Spring shall bring the sun and rain, bring the
bees and flowers :
Red shall the heather bloom over hill and valley,
Soft flow the stream through the evenflowing
hours
Fair the day shine as it shone on my childhood—
Fair shine the day on the house with open door ;
Birds come and cry there and twitter in the
chimney—
But I go for ever and come again no more,

—Robert Louis Stevehson's last poem.

Relieve those Inflamed Eyes!

Pond’s Extract

Reduced one-half with pure soft water,
applied (requently with dropper or eve cup,
the congesiion will be removed and the pain
and inflammation instantly relieved.

CAUTION~Xveold dangerous, ire
ritating Witch Hazel preparations
represented to be “‘the same as”
Pond’s Extract which easily sour
and generally confain “weod alces
heol,”” a deadly poison.




