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the skiff is under the window; step inito it, an' do thon go on the
bay wi' me an hour."

ccI hiavenat any mind to go, John. It is fine by tl:e clock, an'
to-morrow the peat is to coul ail' the herring to kipper; yes, in-
deed."

"tWell an' good. But hero, is matter o' flair account than peat
an' herring. Wilt thou corne?"'

"cAt the end 1 ken wvee1 thou wilt hiae thy way. Mother, here
is John, an'hle is for my going on the bay lvi' Iiim.."

"Then thon go. If John kept.aye as gude conipany ho wouldna
be like to bring my gray hairs wi' sorrow to the grave."

John did not answcr this remark until they hiad puslied wcll
off from. the sleeping town, then hie replied fretfully, &Yes, -%vhat
iother says is true enougli; but a man gces int> the warld. A'
the flugers are flot alike, muchi less one's frionds. How can a'
be gude?"

"9To speak fromn the hcart, John, vha is it?"
"liagon Torr. Thon knowvs we hae sat i' the saine boat an'

drawn the sane nets for three years; hoe is gude and bad, like
ithier folk."

"ýKeep gude company, niMy brother, an' thou wilt aye be counteci
anC o' them. Whien Bagon is gude he is ower gude, and w-hen lie
is bad hie is just beyont kenning."

"cCan a man hielp the kmn lie cornes o'? Have not bis forbears
(lofe for centuries the vera saine wa y? Naething takes a Norse-
mn frae his bed or bis cup but sorne great deed o' danger or
profit; but tien wha can figlit or wark like them? "

"lChrist doesna ask a man whether hie be Norse or Scot. If
Ragon wvent mair to the kirk an' less to the change-bouse, he
w'ouldna need to differ. Were not our ain folk cattle-lifting Hie-
land tlîieves lang after the days o' the Covenant? "

,&Christine, ye'll speak nae wrang o' the Sabays. Lt 's an iii
l)ird 'files its ain nest."

"Weel, weel, John! The gude namie o' the Sabays is V' thy
lîands now. But to speak. frorn the heart, this tlîing touches thee
nearer than Ragon Torr. Thon did not bring me out to, speak
oniv o' him."

"cThon art a wise wvornan, Christine, an' thon art right. Lt
touches Mfargaret Fae, an' when it does that, it touches what is
dearer to nme than life."

"cI sce it not."
" Do not Ilagon an' 1l sail V Petef Fae's boats? Do %e, not eat

at lus table, an' bide round luis house during the whole fishing
zeason ? If I sal no more wi' Ragon, I must quit Peter's eniploy;
for hie loves Ragon as hie loves no ither lad i' Stromness or Kirk-
%vall. The Norse blood we think littie o' Peter glories in; an'
the twa men count thegither o'cr their glasses the races of the
Vikings, an' their- ain generations up to Snorro an' Thorso."

IlIs there no ither master but Peter Fae ? ask theesel' that ques-
tion, John."
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