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CHAPTER XXI1I.
© ¢NCERTALIN, COY, AND HARD TO FLEASE.”

There are two peeple walking up and down
the deck this beautiful moruing ; the lazy ones
are still below, dawdling over breakfast. And
now voung Smith, though he is not m}u'h mare
thau an amjuaintance, talks quite confidentially
to his hostess. She bas his secret ; he looks to
her for aid. And when they do have a quiet
moment like this together there is usually but
one person of whom they speak. o
¢ 1 must say she has an extraordinary spirit,
he observes, with scne decision, *¢ \\.'hy, 1 be-
lieve she is rather pieased than otherwise to have
lost that money. She is not a bit afraid of goiug
up to London to sepport herself by her work.
It seems to amuse her on the whole 17

quietly. ) i
«1den't wonder at my uncle being so fond

goad humonr,
were toadopt her as his daughter, and cut me
out. There would be some sense in that.”

71 am glad you tuke it so coolly,” says our
governer-zenerl, in a matter-of-fact way that
rather startles him.  ‘“ More unlikely things
have happened.”

But he recovers himself directly.

X, ne,"” says he, laughing.,  **There is one
objection.  She could not sit on any of the
parcchial Boards of Strathgevan.,  New 1 know
my uncke looks forward e puiting me on the
Police Comuittee and the Lighting Commwittee
and no end of other Committees. By the way,
she might go on the Scheol Board. Do they
have women on the Schodl Boardsin Seotland ¢
On this point his hostess was uo better in-
formed than himself.

“ Well,” said he, after a bit, “ | wouldn't call
her pretry, voun know ; tat she has a singularly
interesting face.”

“40h, do vou thiuk so ?” says the other, quite
innocently.

*1do, indewd,” answers the ingenuous youth,
¢ And the more you see of her the more i terost-

Az it hecames. . You seem ta cen zo well o
quainted WL Der somehow ;- and—and

heve a sort of feeling that her presence is sort of
necessary.”
This was somewhat vague ; but he mude an-.
other wild effurt to express himself.
““What 1 meun is—that—that suppose she
were to leave the vacht, wouldn’t the saleon
look quite different ¥ And wouldn't the sailing
be quite different ¥ You would kniow thers was
something wanting.™
‘1 skould, indeed,” is the empliatic reply.
“T never kuew anyv oue,” says the Youth,
waiming to his work of therough explanation,
**about whose presence you seein 50 conscious—
even when she tse’t ere—I-don't mean that ex-
actly—I mean that at this moment now, vou
know sheis on board the yacht-—and it would
be quite Jdifferent if she were not. 1 suppose
most people wotibdn®t eall her pretty. There is
nothing of the Book of Beanty about her.  DBut
I call it 8 most interesting face.” And she has
ine eyes. Anybedy must admit that. They have
a teautiful, seft expressgion ; and they eau laugh
" even when she is quite silent v
“ My dear Mr. Smith,”’ says his hostesy, sud.
--denly stopping short, and with a 'kind of serious
~smile on hertace, ** let me talk frankly 1o yon.
You acted very sensibly, I think, in coming
~with us to.humowr your unclel He will come

and in the meantime, if'you don’t mind the dis-
comfort of it, you have a holiday. Thut is all
quite well.  DBat pray don't think it necessary
that you should argue yourself into fulling in
lovewith Mary., [ aninotin hereontidence ou
such a delicute matter ;  but one hias eves ; and
1 think T might elmost safely say to yeu that,
even it you persuaded yoursell that Mary wouli
muke an excellent wife—and be presentable to

Eersuading yoursell T ani afraid you woull only
ave thrown thiat Jubour away. Pleace don’t try
to convince yourself that you ought to full in
love with her.” e
- This was plain speaking. . Bu then our ad.
miral-in-chicf was very quickly sensitive where
Mary ‘Avon was concerned 5 and perhiaps she did
not sprte like her friend  being - spoken. of s
though she were a pill that had to be swallowed,
Of -course the Youth iustantly  disclaimed "y
- intention of that kind. . Hé had avery sincere
--tegard for the girl, so far ss he Lad seen her 5 he

wax not persuading himsell{ he was only say-
“ing how much she improved when you got bet-

ter acquainted with-her,
Lt Audiif” waid He) with jnst astouch of dig:
‘nity, ‘*if Miss Avon i§—is—-engaged——"

2f* Oh, 'L'did not say that,” his hostess quickly
interposed.: ** Ob, certainly not. It was only

Uess ONIY part——"" . " ’

-—-0f hikely to be engaged,” he coutinued,

< Mary has plenty of courage,”” says the other.

you '}

to see that this schewe of his is impracticabla ;|

your friends—I say even if. you'succeeded in
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of ker: he likes her independent ways am? her
1 shouldn’t be surprised if he

with something of the same reserve, ** 1 am sure
1'am very glad for her.sake ; and whoever mar.
ries her ought to have a cheerful home and-a
pleasant companion.”

This was a gencrouns sentiment ; but there was
not muvh of a ** wish-von-may-be-happy ™ air
about the young man. Moreover, where was the
relief e ought to have experieneed on hearing
that there was an obstacle—or likelihved of an
obstacle—to the execution of his uncle’s scheme
which wonld absolve him from responsibility
altogether?

However, the subject could not be continued

{ just then ; for at this moment a tightly-brushed

small head, and a narrow-brimmed felt hat, amd
a shapely weck surroumnded by au upstunding
collur and abit of ribbon of navy-blne, appeared
at the top of the companion, and Msry Avon,
locking up with her black eves full of & cheerful
triendliness, said—

“Well, John, are you ready to siart yet 17

And the great, brown.bearded John of Skve,
tooking down at this snial Jack.-in-the-bex with

ta smile of welconre on his fuce, said-~

¢ Oh, ves, wem, when the breakfast s over.”

* Do you think it is blewing outside, then 1

0k, no, mem, but there 15 2 good brecze ;
and-may be there will be a hitof a rowl from the
Addantic. Will M, — himself he for going
now "

4 0h, ves, certainly,” she zavs, with 2 fine as-
samption of authority.  © We are quite ready
when you are ready, Johu Fred will have the
thimes off the table in a couvle of minutes.”

¢ YVery well, mem,” says the obedient John of
Skye, gorng forward to get the men up to the
windlass,

Our young Doctor should have been there to
ree us getting tuder way,  The Saurd of Ulea
is an excellent harbour and aneborage when you
are once init: but getting out of i, unless with
both wind and tide 1n your favour, is very like
trying to nianuvre a man-of-war in a tes.cop.
But we bad lengago cone to the conclusion that
Johin of Skye could sail the T2 ite Thoce through
a gas-pipe, with half a exle deat in his teeth
and the wauner in which he got us out of this

narrow and torttons channel fully justified our
connaence.. . . ! :

“ Nery prettily done, Captain Johkn ! said
the Lainl-—who was beglaning to give himself
airs on nautical matters—when we had got cut
into the open.

Aund Lere, as we soon discovered; was the brisk
fresh breezr that John of Skve hald predicred
and the runnivg swell, too, that came swieping
in to the mouth of Loch-ua-Keal. Bluck tmsfeed
looked thut far-reaching lock on this breezy,
chaugeful morning—as dark as it was when the
chief of Ulsa’s Isle came down to the shore with
his ronaway bride ; and all along Ben-More and
over the Gritun cliffs hung heavy masses of
cloud, durk aud threatening as if with thua-
der. But far away in the south there was a
more  cheerful outlock ;  the windy sea shim-
mering in gkt smipe gleams of blue in the
sky ; we knew that the sunshine must be shin.
ing on the green clover and beautiful sands of
fona. The IWhite Dove seemed to understand
what was required of her,  Her head was set
for the gleannng south ; her white wings out-
spread ;a4 she sprang to  meet those rushing
seus we knew we were sscaping (rom the thunder
darkness that lay over Loch-na-Keal,

And Ulva: had we known that ws were now
leaving Ulva behind us for the last time, should
we 1ot have tuken anotlicr look back, even
though it now lay under a strange and mys-
terions gloom ! Perhaps not.  We had grown
to Jove the island in other days.  And when
one shuts one’s eyes in winter, it is not tosee
an  Ulva of desolate rocks and leaden wavey ;
it is a fair and shining Ulva, with blue seas
breaking whitely alouy its shores | and magical
still channels, with mermaid’s hidls of seaweed ;
and an abeudant;, tuteresting lifeall manner
of_sei-birds, black rablits running amoug the
rocky, seals swimming . in the wilent “bays.
Then the pateh of civilization under shelter of
the hills ; the yellow corn-ields; the dots of
human creatures and: the red and tawny-gray
cattle visible sfur in the meadow ; the subitary
house; the soft foliage of trees and bushes':
the wild-flowers along- the elitfx.  "That is the
green-shored island ; that is the Opl-ava of the
srilors ;- we know it only in sunlight and among
blue sumier seas'; it shines for us foréver!

The people who go yachting nre o fickle folk,
Thescene chasges—and their interests change
~—uevery few minutes. - Now it is the swooping
down of a solun ; —aguin it is the appenrance
of another ialunid far awny ; - prescutly it is a
shout o Inughter forwsrd, as soma unlucky
wight gets drowned in u shower of soa-spray
anything catches’ their attention for the mo.
went. o And wo the White Dove swings along ;
and the sea gety Leavier wnd heavier; and. we
witeh the breakers springing high over the

black rocks of Colansay. It iv the Laird who ix

~whirl of wind and water.

now instructing our new guest ; pointing out to
him, as they comie’in’view, - Staffa, the Dutch-
man, Fladda, and Lunga, and Cairnaburg. Tiree
is invisible at the horizon; ‘there’is too wild a

Phe gloom behind us ivcreases ; we know not
what is about to happen to our beloved but now
distant Ulva—what sudden rumble of thunder
is about to startle the silence of the dark Loch-
na-Keal. But ahead of us the south is still shin.
ing clear ; blow, winds, that we may gain the
quiet shelter of Polterriv before the evening fally ¢
And is it not full mooun ta-night 7—~to-night our
new guest may seo the yellow imoon shining on
the still waters of lona Sound.

But the humiliating truth must be told, ~ The
heavy sen has been trying to one unacenstomed
to life on board. Howard Smith, though answer.
ing questions well enough, aud even joining
voluntarily in conversation occasionnlly, wears
a preoccupied air. He does not take much in-
terest in the caves of - Bourg. The bright look
has gone from his face.

His gentle hostess—who hag herself had wo-
ments of gloom on the bosom of the deep—re-
cognizes these signs instantly, and insists on
immediate lnncheon.  There iy a dounble reason
for this haste.  We can now run under the lee
of the Erisgeir rocks, where there will be less
danger to Master Fred's plates and tumblers. So
we are all bundled down inte the saloon, the
swell sensibly subsides as we get to lesward of
Erisgeir 3 there is a seramble of helping and
handing ; and another explosion in the galley
tells us that Master Fred has not yet mastered
theart of releasing effervescing fluids,  Half a
tnmblerful of thut liquid puts new life into our
solemn friend, The colour returns to his {ace,
and brightness to his eyes.  He admits that he
was beginning to long for a few minutes on firm
land--but now-—but now-heis even willing te
join us in an excursion that has been talked of
to the far Dabhartach light- house.

*‘ But we must really wait for Angus,” our
hostess says, ¢ before going out there.  He was
always so aunxious to goto Dubhartach.”

“ But surely you won’t ask him to come
away from his duties again i Mary Avon puts
in bastily.  * You kuow he ought to goback to
Loundan at once.”

**I know 1 have written him a letter,” says
the other demurely.  “* You can rewd it if you
like, Mary, ltis in pencil, for [ was afraid of
the ink-bottle going waltzing over the table”

Miss Aven would net read the letter. She
sabl we must be past Erisgeir by this time; and
proposed we should go on deck. This we did;
atid the Youth was now so comfortable and as-
sured in his wind that, by lying full length on
the deck, close to the weather bulwarks, he
managed to light a cigar.  He smoked there in
much content, almost safe from the spray. -

“Mary Avon was seated at the top of the com-
pattion, reading. Her hostess came -and sque=z-
ed hergell in beside her, and put her arm ronnd

er. - T

“Mary,” said she, **why don’t you wani
Angus Satheriand to come back to the yacht "

“ 117 said she, in great surprise--though she
did not meet the look of the elder woman-—
el ——don’t yoo see yourself that he ought to
go back to Londont How can he look after
that magazine while he is away in the High-
lands ¥ And—and-—he has so much to look
forward to<—so much to do—that vou should nut
enconrage him in making light of his work--"

“ Makiug light of his work " said the other.
““1 am slmost sum that you yourself told him
that he deserved and required a long-—a very
long—~holidav.”

** You did, éertainly.’”

And didn’t you 77

The young lady looked rather embarrassed.

“ Wheén you saw hio,” said she, with flashed
cheeks, “*so greatly enjoying the sailivg—ab-
sorbed in  it—and--and gaiming health and
streugth, two—well, of course you naturally
wished that he should come back and go away
with you again. But it is ditferent on reflec.
tion. * You should not ask him.* :

“ Why, what evil is - likely to happen to him
throigh taking another six weeks' holiday 1 Is
he Likely to fall ‘oot of the race of }ite because of
asail in the White. Dove ¥ And doesu’t he
know his own business T He is not a ehild.”

* He would 'do a great deal to please you.”

‘I want him to please himself,” said the
other ; and she added, with a deadly  frown
gathering on her forelicad, **amd] wou't have
you, Miss Diguity, iuterfering with the pleasures
of my guests. — And there is to be no snubbing,
and no grim looks, "and uo hiuts ‘about work,
and London, ‘and other nonsense, when Angus
Sutherland comes binck to us. . You shall staml
by the gangway—ia you hiear 1-—and receive him
with nsmiling tace ; and af you are not prrtici-
larly kind, and civil, aud atwentive to o, it
have you lashed tothe yard-arm and painted
blte—~keol bl we if [ don't.” e .

~Fairer and fairer grew the seene’ around us as
the brave W hite Dove went breasting.the heavy
Atlantie rollers. Blue and white overliead ; the
hot sunlight doing ity best to dry the dripping
rocks, fona shining  there over the smoother
watersof the Sound ; the sen bréaking white,
ambspouting up in columns, asit dashed agaiust
the pale red promontories of .the Ross of Mall.
But then this atif! breezs had backed to the west,
und there wus many a-long tnck to be got over
before we got quit of the Atlantic swell nnd. ran
‘elear into the Soumd, The evening was drawing
on npace us we slowly.and cautiously steeredinto
the hittle creck of Polturriv, * No sooner had the

anehop rattied out than we heard the clear tink. !

ling of Master Kred's bell ; how on carth had he

3

mnrfaged to cook dinner amid all that diving and
rolling and pitching 1 R

And then, as we_had hoped, it was a beauti.
ful evening ; and the long gig was got out, and
shawls for the women-folk flung into the stern,
The fishing “did  not clnim - our “attention,
Familiar as some of us were with the wonderful
twilights of the north, which of us had vver seey
anything more solemn, and still, and lovely
than these colonrs of sen and shore 7 Half-past
nineat night on the Sth of Augnst, and still the
west and north were flushed  with a pale row-
red, behind the  dark, rieh, olive-green of the
shadowed fona. But what was that to the magic
world that lay before us as we roturned to the
yacht 1 Now the moon had arisen, und it seewed
to be of a clear, lambent gold ;- and the cloudlesy
heavens and the still sea were of a violet hus.—
not imaginatively, or relutively, but positively
and literally viotet,  Then between the violed.
colonred sky and the violet-coloured sea, a logg
line of rock, jut black ax it appeared to us, Tha
was all the picture ; the yellow moon, the viole
sky, the violet sea, the line of black rocks, Ny
doubt it was the intensity of the shadows aluyg
this line of rock that gave that extraordinay
luminousness to the still heavens and the stif}
sea.

When we got back to the yaeht o telegray
awaited us, 1t had been sent to Bunessau, 1he
nearest telegraph station s but some kind friendy
there, reeognizing the Hhite Jare s she caue
along by Erisgeir, and shrewdly concluding tha
we must pass the night at Polterriv, had by,
so kind as to forwanl jton to Fion.phort Ly o
niegssenger.

1 thanghtso " savs Queen T with a gy
delight tu her face as she reads the telegrang.
“Ttas from Angus, Heis coming on Tharsday,
We must go back to meet bim at Ballabulinh o
Corpach.”™

Then the discourtesy of this rematk strush
her.

1 beg your pardon, Mr. Smith,” said ).,
instantly. ¢ Of course | mean i it is quite ag
able to vou.  He doees not expeet us, yeon o
Ye wonhl come on hepe— "'

1 assure you I would as soon go to Ballahiel
ish as unywhere else," says the Youth prom
It is quite the same W me--dt is all new,
see, avd all equally charming.”

Mary Avonalone expressed no delight at 5
prspect of aur going to Ballahulish to meey
Angus Sutherkamd § she sat silent; hereyes worn
thoughtiul and distunt ; it was not of anytin.
aronud her that she was thinkimg. '

The moon bad got whiter now ; the swa -
the sky blue-black in place of tha safi, wa
violet colour,  We sa? on deck 1l a Luge
the world was asleep arourd us s not a wenny
disturbed the absolute stiliness af band and .

And where was the vaice of our singing dirt
Had the loss of & mere sum of movey made bor
forget all aboat Mary Beaton, and Mary Seats
and Mary Carmichael and me 17 Or was o
miduight silence ton wuch for her ; anf the
thought of the duky eathedral over there, with
the gruvesstoues pale tn the moonlight, aud o
around a whispering of the lonely sea ¥ St b
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nothing to frar.. She might have crosand vt
to fona and might have walked all by horo!
through the ruing, and in ealmness regarded (s
sculptared stones, * Thedead slegp sotid)

CHAPTER XXIHL

RECRED SCNEMES.
The delight - with which Jolin of Skye hewd
that his friend D, Sutheriand was coming ok

to the yacht, aund that we were now setting ot
for Bullabulish or Carpach to meet him, !

instant and practical expression ou- this tus
breezy, suniit morning.

* Hector,": says he, *““we will put the o
topsail ou hert”

What did he care though this squally brees
came blowing down the Sound in awkward
Husty ?

*“Iris a fine wind, mem,” says he to the A1
wirnl, as we slowly leave the green waters and
the pink rocks of Pulterriv, aml get fuin the
apen.anid breezy channel, . Oh, we will mek s
good ran the sday.  And 1 beg your panlen,
mem, but it is a great pleasare to we that Mr
Sutherland hitm-eil iy coming hack to the vat”’

** He upderstands your clever saiing, Jol,
is that it 7°

* He knows more about a vat as any chentic
man. L will ever sev, mem. And we will try o
get'a good breeze tor him this time, mem—and
not (o have the valm weather.”

This is not likely to be aday of calni wealhor,
at all events,  Tide and wind together take ns
away swiftly from the hittle harbonr bhehined the
granite ‘rocks. . And s Jowa. over there ol
nalerp ¥ of are there some frionds in the sunadl
vitlage watching the IHAde 1 pee bearing nway
tu the south 2" We wave our handbkm chiefs on
chanes. We take a lust Jook at the gabled ruins
over the sea ;- at the green corn-ticlds; nwd the
scatlered - houses ; cand the beachoy - of silver
sand, - Good-bye—good-bye I 14-ix a last ook
for this summer ut least ; perhaps it s a fast
look forever. - But Innn too—as well as Ulva——
remaing in the memory n vision of sunlight, anl
smonoth seas, and sumimer days,

Uarder and harder blows™ this: fresh breeze
from the worth; and we are racing down the
Sound with' the dricen waves,. But:-for the rope
round the tiller,” Miss Avon; who is steering,
wonld find it ditliealt t6 Keep her {eet 5 and her
hair s blowa-all about: her tuge.  The salt’
water émbes swishing down the seupprs; the
churnad: foain. goes hissing andbotling away
from the sidey of the vessol ; the brond Atlsntic
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