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4¢Hard down it is, John 1** :

Then the rattle again of sheets and sails ; and
as she swings round ‘agnin on the other tack,
what is that vague, impalpable shadow one sces
—or fancies ono sées—on the starboard bow ?

¢ ]s that the land, John 1’ Angus Suther-
land asks, as the skipper comes aft,

*Oh, ay,"” says he, with a chuckls. ¢ | wasy
thinking to myself it was the loom of Duart 1
sah once or twice: - And 1 wasy saying to Hec-
tor if it- wass his sweetheart he will look for, ho
will see betterin the night.” .

Then by and by this other object, to which
all attention is summoned ;- the fog grows thin-
ner and thinver, some one catehes sight of a
pale glimmering light on our port quarter, and
we know that”we have left Lismore light.
liouse in our waks. And still the fog grows
‘thinner, until it is salfused with a pale blne
radiance ; then suddenly we sail into the beauti-
ful moonlight, with the little hills alonyg the
horizon all black undetr the clear and solemn
skies,

It is a plessant sail into the smooth harbour
on this enchanted night ; the far windows of
Castle Osprey are all aglow ; the marinersare to
rest for awhile frot the travail of the -sea, “And
aswe go up the mooulit road, the Laird is
jocular enough, and asks Mary Avon, who is
his companion, whether she was prepared to sing
¢ Lochater no more™ ‘when we were going
blindly through the mist, But our young doc-
tor remembers that hour or so of mist for another
reason. There wassomething in the sound of
the girl’s voice he cannot forget.  The touch of
her hand was slight, but his arm has not even
yet parted with the thrill of it.

CHAI'TER XXVIIL
HIS LORDSHIP.

Miss Avon is seated in the garden in front of
Castle Osprey, under the shade of a drooping
ash. Her book lies neglected beside her on
the iron seat; she is idly looking abroad on the
sea and the mountaing, now all aglow in the
warm light of the afternoon.
Thero is the clanging of a gate below.  Pre.
sently up the steep gravel-path comes a tall amd
handsome young fellow, iu full shooting accou.
trement, with his gun over his shoulider. Her
face instantly loses ita dreamy expression. She
weleomes him with a cheerful ** Good evening 1
auid asks what sport he has had.  For answer
he comes across the greensward, pisces his gun
againt the trunk of the ash, takes n seat beside
her, aud puts his hands around ove kuee.
s 1t is a long story,” savs the Youth, * Will
it bore you to hear it ¥ U've seen how the wouen
in # country house dresd the beginning of the
talk at dinner about the duy's-shooting; and
yot give themselves up, like the martyrs and
angels they are, and-=and it is very dilfur-
ent from hanting, don’t you kuow, for there the
woren can talk na much as anybody.”
«QOh, but T should like to hear, really,*" vays
she.  “ 1t was so kind of o stranger on board @
steamer to effer you a day’s shooting.”
£ Well, it was,”” says he,**and the place hay
been shot aver ouly once—on the 12th, - Very
well, you shall hear the whola story. . I met the
keceper by appoiutment down at the quay. |
don’t kuow what sort of “a fellow he is—High-
lattder or Lawlander—1 am not such & swell at
those things as my unele is—but T should have
saiid he talked & most prowmising mixture of De.
vonshire, Yorkshire, and Westmoreland - "'
“ What was his name I’
“ 1 don't know,” rays the other, leisurely.
151 ealled him Donald on chiance ; sod he took
to it well enough. 1 confess [ thought it rather
odd he had only one dog with him-—an old re.
triever, but then, don’t yon know, the moor had
been shot over vuly ounce; and I thought we
might get along. As we walked along to the
hill, Dounald says, * Dinua tha mind, «ir, if »
blackcock gets up, kovuck uu ower, knock un
ower, sir "
At this point Miss Avon mest unfuirly bursts
out laughing. .
““Why," she says, * whal sart of country-
man was he if he talked like that 7 - "That'is how
they rpeak in playsabout the colliery districts,”
« Ol it's ull the same,” says the yonng mau,
quite unabashed. **1 gave him.my bag to
carry, and put cight or ten cartridges in my
pocketa, A few mower, sir—a few mower;
sir,* says - Donald, and cratng my pockets full.
Then he would haveme put cartridges in my
gun even . before we left the road.; and as soon
as we began to ascend the hill, I'saw he was
on thie outlook for a straggler or two, or perhaps
a hare. -But he warned _me that the s{xomiug
had been very bad in these distriets this year,
and that on the 12c¢h the rin was so persistent
that scarcely anybody went out. ~ Where couli
wo have been on the 12th t—surely there wag no
such rain with us 1" :
““But when you are away {rom the hills yon
miss the rain,” rewarks this profound meteor.
ologist. : '
¢Ah ! rerhaps so. . However, - Donald #aid :
¢ His lordship wont hout for an“hour, and got i
_brace aud a’alf.  His lordship is no keen for n
big bag, ye ken ; bit is just satisfied if he can
:got a-brace or a couple ol bracy afore luncheon.

Flgt'itvsfthe exerceez he likes." T .then discovered
* that Lord —— had: had this wioor as part of his

shooting last year; and Lagsured Donald ‘1 did
not  hunger “after slaughter.. So wo climbed
higher and higher. T found Douald a most in-
structive companion. - He was very greit on'the

‘awnership of the Innd ‘sbout here, aud. the old
“families, dou't you kuow, and all that-kind of

thing. - T heard a lot abont the MacDougalls,
and hgw they had all their possessions: confis-
cated in 1745 5 and how, when the Government
pardonied. them, and ordered the:land to be
restored, - the Cumphells and Breadalbane, into
whose hands it }uull fallen, kept all the best bits
for themselves: 1 asked Donald why they did
notcomplain. He. only grinned. ™ I' suppose
they wero afraid to make a row.” Then tlrlere
was one MacDongall an admiral or captain,
don’t you know ; and he sent a boat to rescue
some shipwrecked 1men, mnd the boat  was
swamped. Then he would send another, and
that way swamped too. The Covernment,
Donall informed me, wanted to hang him for
his philantrophy ; but he had influential friends,
and he was det off on the payment of a large
sum of money—I guppose out of what the Dukes
of Argyll and Breadalbane had left him."

The Youth calinly shifted his hends to the
other knee.

“You see,” Misg Avon, this was all very in-
teresting ; but 1 had to ask Donuld where the
birds were. Tl let loose the dog now,’ says
he.  Well, he did so. You would have thought
he had -let loose a sky-rocket ! It wos off and
away—up hill avd down dale—and all his
whistling ‘wasn’t of the slightest use.. *He's a
bit wild,' Donald had to sdmit; “but if I had
kent you were a-goin’ shootin’ earlier in the
morning, [ would have given him’ a run or two
to take the freshness hotl,  But on a day like
thiz, there’s no sernt: we will - just have to
walk them up ; they’ll lie ny closs as a water-
hen.”  So we left the dog 1o look after himself,
and on we pounded. Do you see that long
ridge of rugged hill ¥

He pointed to the coast-line beyond the bay.

“Yes.'"'

*““We had to elimb that, to start with ; and
not even a glimpse of a rabbit all the way up.
“*Ave a care, sir,” says Donald ; and 1 took
down my guna from my shoulder, expecting to
wulk into & whole covey at least. * His lord-
ship shiot & brace and'a "alf of grouse on this
very knoll the last day he shot over the moor
last year. Aud mnow there was less talking,
don't you know; and we went ecautiously
through the heather, working every bit of ir,
nutil we got right to the end of the knoll. “It's
fine heather,” says Donald; “bees would dae
well here.”  So on we went; and Donald’s in-
formation began again,  He pointed out a house
on some distant island where Alexander 111
was buried.  ““ But where ‘are the birds?’ [
asked him at last.  * Oh,” says he * his lordship
was never greedy after the shootin’. A brace
or two afore luncheon was all he wanted. He
bain't none & your greedy ones, he bain’t. His
lordship shot & hare on this very side last vear
-—n fine longshot.” We went on again . you
kuow what sort of morning it was Miss Avon 1"

It was hot enough, even in the shelter of
the trees.”

“ Up there it was dreadful ¢ not a breath of
wind : the san blistering. And still we plowed
through - that kuee-deep heather, with the re-
triever somatimes coming within a wile of us ;
anud Donald back to his old families. It was the
MacDounells now ;. he said they had no right
to thut uawe ; their prover name was MaeAlister
—Mack Mick Alister, | think he said. ¢ But
where the dickens are the birds ? [ said, ‘If
we gt 1 brace afore luncheon, we'll do fine,’
snid heo And then he added, ““there’s a braw
cold well down there that his londship aye
stopped at.”  The hint was enough, we had our
dram. Then we went on, and on, aud on, and
on, until I' struck work, aud sat down and
waited for the lunchieon hasket”
© S We were so afraid Fred would be late,” she
said ; *“ the men are all so busy down at the
rncht.”

FOWhat did it matter " the Youth said re.
signedly. ¢ 1 was being instrueted.  He had
got further back still now, to the Druids, don't
you know and the antiquities of the Guelic lan.
gunge. * What was the river that ran by Rome ¥
“The Tiber,” 1 said. *And what,” he asked,
“was Tober in Gaelic but w spring or fountain ?
And the Tamar in Devonshire was the sume
thing, And the various Usks—aushre, it seems,
is'the Gaelic for water, "~ Well I'm hanged if |
know what that man did »ef talk about !

“ But surely sueh a keeper must be invalua.
ble,”” remarks the youny lady, innecently.

¢ Perhaps. | confess T got a little bit tired
of it ; ‘but no doubt the poor fellow was doing
his best to make up {orthe want of birds, How-
ever, we started again after lunchean.  And
now we came to place after place where his lord.
ship had performed the most wonderful feats
last year.  And, mind yon, the doy wasn't
ranging so wild now ; il there had been the
ghost of a shadow of a fenther in the whole dis.
triet, we must have seen ite  Then we came to
another well where his lordship used to stop for
a-drink. Thenwo arrived at a crest where no
oue who had ever shot on. the moor had ever
fuiled to get a brace or two. A brace or two!
What we flushed was a-covey of sheep that flaw
like wmail things down the hill, \\\-‘1. Douald
gave in at last, He eould not find words to ex-
press his astonishment: His lordship had never
coma along that highest ridge without getting
at lonst two or three shots,” And -when 1 get
out for howme, he atill sticks to it ; he would not.

‘et mo. take tho cartridges ont’ of my gun; he

assured me hig lordship never failed to get a
stiipe or e blackeock -on the way home..: Con-
found his lordship 1 :
“ And’is that all the story
lady with her eyes wide open, o
“* Yey, it'is," says he, with a tragic gloom on
the handsome fuce, : : :

says the young

‘“ You have not brought home a single bird ?
¢/ Not a feather—never gaw-one.” - -

“ Not eéven s rabbit 1” e

‘¢ Nary rabbit.” ,

““ Why, Fred -was up here & short time ago
wanting & few birds for the yacht.”

*“Oh, indeed,’’ says he with a sombre con-
tempt. . * Perbaps he will go aiid ask his lord-
ship for them. In the meantime I'm going in
to dress for dinner.” I suppose his lordship
would do that too, after having shot his thirty
brace.” . )

* You must not, anyway,"” she says.  ““There
is to be'no dressing for dinner to-day ; we are
all going down to the yacht after.”

‘At all'events,”’ he says, * 1 must get my
§hoot'i'ng things off. Much good I’ve done with

em |

So he goes into the house, and leaves her
alone. But this chat together secms to have
brightened her up somewhat ; and with a care-
less und cheerful air she goes over to the flower
borders, and begins culling an assortmeunt of
varied-hued blossoms. The evening is becoming
cooler ; she i4 not so much afraid of the sun’s
glare ; it a pleasaut task ; and she singing or
humming snatches of song of the most hetero-
genous character,

** Then fill up a bumper 7.-.sehat can [ do leas

Thun driok to thes health of my Bonay Black Bessi™»
—this is the point at which she has arrived
when she suddenly becomes silent, and for a
second her face is suffused with a conscions color.
It is our young doctor who has appeared on the
gravel-path. She does vot rise from her stooping
position ; but she hurries with her work.

““You are going to decorate the dinner-table,
I suppnsa ¥ he says, somewhat timidly.

“Yer,” she answers without raising hier head.
The fingers work nimbly enough ; why so much
hurry ?

“You will take some down to the yacht,
too 1’ he says. ‘¢ Evervbody is quite ready now
for the start to-morrow."’

“Oh yes,” she says. ‘“And I think [ have
encugh now for the table. 1 must go in."”

*“Miss Avon,” he says: and she stops, with
her eyes dowuncast, * [ wauted to say a word
to you. You have once or twice spoken about
going away. [ wanted to ask you—jyou won't
think it is any rudeness. But if the reason was—
if it was the presence of any one that was dis-
tasteful to you——-""

¢ Oh, T hope no one will think that "' she an.
swers quickly ; and for one second the soft,
black, pathetic eves met his. 1 am very
happy to be amongst such good friends—too
happy, I think. I—I mast think of other
things *

And here she seewss to force this embarrass-
ment away from her; and she says to him, with
quite a pleasant air ;

[ am so glad to hear that the IWhire Doee
will s4il 50 much better now. It must be so
much more pleasant for vou, when vou under-
staud all about it.” .

And then she goes into the house to put the
flowers on the table.  He, left alone, goes over
to the iron seat beneath the ash-tree, and takes
np the beok she has been reading, and bends his
eves on the page. 1t is not the book he is think-
ing about.

i T'a be continued.)

HEARTIH AND HOME.

Tarr is divided into three terms : That which
was, which is, and which will be,  Let us learn
frotw the past to profit by the present, and from
the present to live better for the tuture.

It is evident that the most worthy efforts
often fail, while the worst succeed. That fact
alone ought to show the folly of basing an esti-
mate of character on a superficial reckoning of
results,

“ Waar would [ give,” said Charles Lamb,
“to call my dear mother back to earth for a
single day, to ask her pardon upen my knecs,
for all those nets by which T grieved her: gentle
spirit 2’

Tur way to avoid evil is not by maiming our
passions, but by compeiling them to yield their
vigour to our woral nature.  Thus they become,
as -in the ancient fable, the harnessed steeds
whieh bear the chariot of the sun.

Tir man who waits for what he ‘desires takes
the course not to be exceedingly grieved if he
fails of it. The man, on the contrary, who
Iubours after a thing too impatiently thinks the
suceess, When it comes, is not »  recompense
equal to all the pains he has beew at about it.

Mex admire, respect, adove, but never flatter
in love.  That is reserved. for the benefit of
those for whom they have but little feeling and
regard, and with whom they cau aflord to make
free, whose esteem is not felt ‘and valued, and
whose love is neither appreciated nor desired.

Ttk best part of one’s life is the performance
of one’s daily duties. Allhigher motives, ideals,
coneeptions, sentiments, in’ & mau, are of - ne
account if they do not come down and strengthen
hiin for the better discharge of the duties which
devolve upon him in the ordinary aflairs of life.

S CHARACTER will-always operate;’ There way

Le little eulture—slender abilities—uo property

—no° position in society ; still, if there ba a
character of sterling excellence, it will command
influence. It will secure. respeet,’ and produce
au impression.  Besides, who knows.in what it
nmy_msult'f? therefore, Jet -al} pay: the ntmost

attention to character ; nothing is more impor-
tant. ERIE o

Tae Rieur Wav.,—Better be able to do one
thing well than half & dozen imperfectly. There
is true economy of time in it ; for the one thing
well learned and thoroughly . mastered will “be
kept up for pleasure, and room will be made. for
the next acquisition, while the time consumed
in getting only a smetteéring of many things is
utterly lost when they are given up in disgust,
at their practical inefficiency. :

WutLe welcoming all external aids, we must
ever bear in mind that their office is not to
mould us into their own imaze, but to feed our
life, to stimulate our originality, to inspire us to
think our own thoughts, to bear our own bur-
dens, to live our own lives.. We¢ may indeed
purify, sweeten, and expand them, but it must
be through the wholesome and life-giving pro-
cess of growth, not by any effort to cut ourselves
out by some one else’s patterns,

Friexosuiv.—Many have talked in very ex-
alted language of the perpetuity of friendship—
of invincible constancy and inalienable kind.
ness ; and some examples have been seen of men
who have continued faithful to their earliest
choice, and whose alfections have predominated
over changes of fortune and contrariety of
opinion. But these instances are memorable
because they are rare.  The friendship which is
to be practiced or expected by common mortals
must take its rise from mutual pleasure, and
must end when the power ceases of delighting
each other.

Praise axn ArereciatioN.—There are per--
song in this world—and the pity is that there
are not more of them-—who care less for praise
then for appreciation.- They have an ideal after
which they are striving, but of which they con-
sciously fall short, as every one who has a lofty
ideal is sure to do. When that ideal is recognized
hy aunother, and they are praised or commended
for something—let that something be important
or not—in its direction, they are gratefui, not
for the praise, but for appreciation. An element
of sympathy cuters into that recognition, and
they feel that they have something in common
with the observer who admires what they admire,
and praises what they think is most worthy of
praise.

Lovixe-Kixpyess.—1It is well to distinguish
clearly between what weowe to others and what
they have a right to claimn of us. The former
comprises a far larger sphere than the latter.
For, while every oue has certain rights which he
justly demands, e can make no such claim for
kindness, sympathy, forbearance, orcharity. If
he enjoys these at all, it must be as {ree gifts,
favours to be grateful for, but never to be re-
quired. Yet benevolence in its many branches
is 1 duty which we cannot withhold from one
another with impunity. Kindness is a debt
which, though no one may demand, our own
conscience must ever <nforee. It is true that we
should be just before we are generous, hut this
consideration by no means diminishes the duty
of generosity. Therz it becomes a matter of
serious inquiry whether we haveany right to put
off the kiad or loviug or merciful acts and atten-
tions that our hearts suggest and our better
natures plan.

BRELOQUES POUR DAMES.

To waliz more than nine times is one of the:
ten-dunces of the young lady of the period, .

AX old bachelor will shriek for a better half
when a counterfeit fifty-ceut piece is shoved on to him. -

Soxme women were evidently ¢ bornto ‘blush
uvsean’ -~at least they are never seen to blush. :

Tur yvoung man who has proposed and has
been neither accepted nor rejected knows how exciting
it is to live in & doubttul state. :

A 3415 boat upset on Lake Huron a few days:
A, awd the first person saved was a dressmaker. Sur-
vival of the fittest, &s usaal. :

“'Tis sweet to dye “for those ‘we love,” ex-
claimed & youny man when bis best girl asked him why
he didn't wear a black iustead of a light moustache.

A Daxsvry young man bought an accordeon
and took lessons. A moath later Lis wife presented him
with an hair.  Not being abla to hold its own the accor-
deon is offered for sale, R

FreDppY Mites, of Cleveland, aged four, ac-
companied his parents to oburch.  Ov enteriog they
Koeeled aod bowed law.  As they resamed their seats
thas spoke Master Fred: s you 'traid ‘cause God is
here ' * Why, 1o, child!” **'Then: what makes you
hide ¥ :

CAN'T PREACH GOOD.

No man can doa-good job ¢f wark,. preach a.
good sermon, try a law suit well, dectora patient,
or.write a good article. when he feels . miserable
and “dull, with sluggish brain” aud unsteady
nerves; and none should make the attempt in
such a condition whenit can- be-easily and-
cheaply removed by a little Hop Bitters.  See
¢ Truths "’ and ¢ Proverbs,”’ other column.

DRUNKEN STUFF. R
How many c¢hildren and women are sluwly aud
surely dying, or rather being killed, by excessive.
doctoring, or ‘the daily use of some drug or
drunken stutf called medicine, that no ouve knows
what it is made of, who can easily be cared and *
saved by Hop Bitters, made: of Hops, Buchu, |
Maudrake, Dandelion &v., whieh is..s0" pure.. :
stmple aud harmless that the most frail womsn,
weakest invalid or smallest child ean trust in .
them. Will“you be saved by them ? - 3ee other
columu, . ' o




