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were ranged on the aid dresser, and which Mary Marrison always set out s0
well, and tended so carefully; and the aid oaken kist and ambry, and the ather
scanty furniture of tlie dwelling-room, glearned in the uincertain light. The
snow could bie seen clogging the srna]l windaw-panes, and wvhirling down the
haie in the heather-thatched roof that did duty for a chimney. As it feul
spluttering in the peat ashes, Luath, the collie, who had been uneasy for some
time past, lifted up his head and howled; a howl that was long and piercing.
In vain did sterfi o]d Donald, froim the recesses of his box-bed, tell Luath to
whisht, and called him a ' carnstary bree-yute !'in vain did hie add stranger
expletives in Gaelic; Luath howvled on,- and old Donald, restless and wakeful,
iii at ease both in mind and body, told hirnself that Luath's bowling boded no
good. What îvould lie naw give, were it the New Year's marning, and the
brave girl safe at home again at Glenbarr!

CIAPTER IL.

A DAP.ING flEED.

Aithough Mary Morrison well knewv the way that led over the hbis fromn
Glenbarr ta Saddell, yet it was difficuit ta find it on that îvild night. It wvas
flot dark, how.ever, for the snow that wvas lying ail around lier made a kind of
misty moonlight ; and the huIs and glens ivere dimly visible for some distance.
This belped lier ta note certain familiar landmarks, and ta keep lier in the right
path.

' May the goad Gad protect me,' she murmured, in hier simple piety, ' and
bring me safe back with what the master has bidden me fetch.' She shrank so
much froni the thought of that murderer's skull, that she cou]d flot even name
it ta herseif. But she confided herseif ta God's care, and pressed bravely an
hier wvay, blown by the wind, and trudging heavily tbrough the deep) snaw, but
upbarne by the thauglit that she was doing this ta win lier lover.

0f course she was a firm believer in the ' littie folk;' but she had no fear
of them, for ail their deeds were of kindness ta thase wvho were themselves
kind ; and they helped those who did their duty siniply and bravely, as she
was now damng, upborne by a true maiden's love. But neither green-coated
fairy nor frolicsome brawnie crossed bier path ; nor did any fearsome gruagacb,
ar creature, waylay hier an lier loneiy road. Nat a souti did she sec, zior at that
tinie af niglit did she expect ta sec. H-ere and there a few kylaes, buddled
tagether uinder any sliglit shelter tînt offered itseif, loaked up at lier witb their
mnild wondering eyes, as tliougli in astonislîment at lier apparition. There wvere
black-faccd sbeelp. toa, whose wool Iooked dark brawn against thie putre snlow,
who tossed tlicir twisted harns as site plodded past theni. If the faithful Luath
had been permitted ta accompany bier, she wauid flot have feit sa uîtterly
desolate as she did now, on this last night of the aId year.

Th'le range of hilîs over wvhiclî she had ta pass formed tlie backbane of the
long peninsufla of Cantire, and was tipwards af a tlîousand feet above the level
of the Atlantic, the hoarse tliunder of wlîase migiîty roliers she couid hear even
amid the wild guists of thîe storm. She had ta cross aver the sautlîern side of
Beinn-an-Tuirc, thie Wild Boar's Mouintain, in the forests of wlîiclî, according ta
lier cauntry's legend, I)iarmid, tlie Fingalian Achillcs, slewv the terrible wild
1)oar that wvas the scourge of the district, and met bis awn death wlîen one of
tbe baar's bristies pricked bis licel. 'l'le molitain rase to the left of hier path,
l>ut itS summ11rit af 2,170 feet was now concealed by the driftiîîg snowv and nuisty
vapaurs. Here she bad ta cross the river Barr, near ta its source ini the lonely
Loch Amnide. A siight stane bridge spanned the stream, with a iow parapiet
on either side, barely high enough iii the snow ta prevent lier fram. making a
false step into tlîe streami beiaw. The river ivas liow in spate; and it rusbed
and roared, and flung itscif among the raugh baulders in a torrent af peat-
stained water, its furiauis headlang dash and boiling spray contrasting strangely
with thie stillness of the dark tami, fram the tail reeds of which the herans and
wild geese and wiid swans would take their clangîng flight.

Amid the banks af snow-cavered heather were many morasses, with tlîeir
tumps of rushes and bog-cottan, ta whose whîite featlîery down Ossian likened
the Bflowy breasts af 'the bigh-basomed Strina 'I)onia.' No ]ess fair than Strina
Dona herself was the brave and bannie Mary Morrison, as she gallantly faced
the, storm af wind and snow, and careftilly picked' her way amid tbe liclîened
rocks and bracken. And if not less fair than Strina [)ona, no less daring and
devoted was she than the beauteous Graina, belaved of I)iarmid, who risked
her life ta bring him aid in his iast extmemity, the while she courageausly hid
the wandering arrow that had pierced hier fair breast, and died wîth him here
iipan this mounitain, Bienn-an-Tuirc, whiie the onlookers with glistening eyes
murmured, ' The fondest loyers must part at last.' Brave as the beauteaus and
devoted Graina, Mary Marmison hoped that she had oniy parted with hier own
fond lover for a few hours, and that this night's work wouid bring themn many
days of happiness.

On she went, and neyer faltered or paused, save but for a few moments ta
enable hier ta regain hier spent breath, or ta note the bearings of ber path.
Here and there, a noble Scotch fir, whose ruddy-brown trunk was pianted
firmly in the cieft of a crag, raised on high its twisted arms for the table of
snow that had bespmead its massive dark foliage. These firs, and the groups of
graceftul birch and larch, and tbe scattered rawan-trees, served hier as landmnarks
in the snowy landscape. 13y careftilly noting themn and their bearings, she
paced steadiiy on ta her destination down into the solemn depths of the deep
glen-leaping aver the burnie rushing seawards, climbing the steep brae, and
then away over another rallîng bill, again ta encounter a similar repetitian of
bill and glen. ' Vet she beld on hier way, and neyer missed it beyond a pfew
yards, her set purpose and bier deep love upbearing her through the perils and
trials of this wild last night of the aid year, and enabiing her ta brave the
dangers of the solitary road. It was not the flrst fierce storm of wind and snaw
in which she had wandered abroad, sometimes ta herd the straggling sheep,
and sometimes ta fetch up the kyloes, or ta bring the milking cows ta the byre.
But now she had a higher motive ta sustain her, and ta, nerve her for the task
that she had undertaken; and with bier plaid wrapped tightly over her head
and shoulders, she pressed dauntlessly on through the bleak weathQr, the very
picture of a brave Highland maiden.

Though the snow whirled in her face sa as ta wellnigh blind her, and
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tbough it clagged hier feet and muffied hiem path, she struggled on ta bier destina-
tion, and at lengtlî, ta hier great joy, found herself descending into Saddeii Gien,
and beard tlîe dash of its river. She entered tbe plantation of asi and ein
trees, and soon after staod anîong the memoriai stanes that were thickly scat-
tered in the graveyard round tue ruins af what was once a grand aid montastcry.
Now it was failen fromt its formier high estate, and was a deserted ruin, used
only occasianaiiy for tbe purposes of burial. Many a galiant Macdonald and
Lord of the Isies iay arouind bier; yet tbere "'as flot anc of those iîeraes of aid
who bad been cailed upon ta perfom a dced demanding greater courage and
endurance than tbat which naw taxed the powers of the brave girl of Glcnbarr.
Reginald, the soni of the mighty Samerled, wvho bad buiit this monastery for the
Cistercian monks, and was here buried in the year i 163, had adopted the
Scandinavian customi; and for the space of tbree yeams had lived without enter-
ing a bouse wberein a fire had been kindied, in order that hie might accustani
bimseif ta privation and hardship. Yet any bardship that hie had undergone i
bis wîld aîîd starmy carcer, as Tiîane af Argyle, and Lord of Cantire and the
Isles, wouid bardiy have surpassed that whicb Mary Morrison was naw voiun-
tarily undergoing for truc iove's sake.

This building at Saddeil, whiciî she liad at iengtlî reacbed, ivas naw a
campiete ruin. Its stones, erected on consccrated dust that bad been brought
from Rame, iîad been barbarousiy deait witlî, and a large number of themn bad
been carted away by a praprietor, ta bud dykes and offices, îvbich hie paved
witlî tombstones af abbots and wvarriors. Mary Marrison "'cil knew the local
iegend, boiv tlîat tlîis man had been punislbed for lus sacriiege by soon after
meeting bis death by a trivial accident ; and tint the estate lîad tben passed ta
anotlier family. Yet at the time of bier visît a certain portian of the building,
conîmonly caiied ' the aid cliurch,' or kirk, still remained standing, aîîd was
cared for after a certain fasbion, for its auter ivails stili stood intact, aîîd at tbe
wvesterni end tiieme was an oaken door ta shut out intruders. The snow and the
ramn couid flot be slîut out, for the greater porfion of the roof iîad failen, and
the building ivas, in conisequence, open ta the sky. Ornate sculpture stili
renîaincd an the walls and an same tambs, especiaîîy on one, a menuorial of
some Lard of tbe Isies, prabably of Reginald biniseif, the founder of tbe
churcb. It wvas recessed in the south wal taovards tlîe east end, and ivaS
cavered witlî a pointed arcb. On thîe top af the siab of thîis tomb wvas laid a
hninan skull, which wvas pratected by the cavcring arcli from any downpour of
main ar fali of snaw. This ivas tue skuil that the brave girl lîad pledged bier
word. ta take from its esting-place, and carry back ta lier stern ald master at
Glenbarr.

[t may memely have been an ardiiiary skull, trirned up) by tue sexton wlîdl
digging a fresb grave, and not rep]aced by him in the soil, but rcmoved by sanie
anc ta the slab af the fo)under's tamb. 'lle skull, however, ivas invested w~ith
its own particular legend in tlîat laný1 of legends. It was said ta be the skuhl
of the grim Macdonald, surnamed Righ Fiongai, wvlî, besides murdering at the
rate of ane daily tlîe cbieftains of the clan M'Lean, wvho had came ta Saddcli
ta make peace with bini, had aiso nîumdered by slaw starvation in the dungeois
of lus castie the husband of a waman wbamn he lîad seized and barne aff froni
Ireland ; anîd it ivas said tbat wben lie painted out ta lier, froin the sunînîit Of
tbe castle's square miassive taover, thîe body af bier husband .being carried Out
for l)urial, she suddenly leal)cd frain the battlemeîîts, aîîd feli'dead lîy thec side
of the carpse. 'l'lie legend weîit tliat, wlîen titis cruel Macdonald died, the
dogs scmatcbed up luis body fromn the grave, and devaured the flesb, even as that
wxetched man, whuoi lie lîad starved ta death in lus dungeon, bad beeiî fouiid
ta bave gnawed lus owvn lîand and armr in lits agany ta proîong life. 'l'lic bances
of this once dreaded and powcrful Lard of tue isies .werc discovcred dlean
picked by tbe dags and carrion crovs ; but na anc cauld be found ta give
them a fmesb banial in the gmaveyard, and the skull was placed, in a sort of
mockcmy, an the slab of bis great ancestar's tomb. It was iooked upan with,
superstitiaus awe, and na anc dared ta tauch or meddlc with it.

T1his', thuen, was the griim memorial of a wicked murderer that Mary Marri-
son had pleUlged herseif ta take front its place, in tbe dead Of tlîat wild winters
night, and ta carry it back an hier periious joamney ail tue way ta Glenbarr
She bad often seen the skull, and iveil knew tue legend that beionged'ta it;
and she had neyer dared ta la>' a finger upon it. But now she bad ta nerVe
herseif ta do this, and ta carry tHe ghastly burden for man>' miles. 'It is for
Danald 1, sue murmured; 'may the gaad God lratect and help me 1 1 Anid
she appraached the building througî the graveyard crawded with its memorials
ta the departed.

Wben she had reaclied tbe enclosed portion af the aid monastery, she
found that its doar, which was ordinarily ciased, was standing ajar, burst open
probabiy by the violence of the storm. She crossed the tbreshold deepil
snow. Altbough th& greater portion of the roof had fallen in, and the building,
for the mast part, wvas open ta the sky, yet the place was vcry dark ; the tali
trees that grew s0 clasely ta the building, and in such profusion, making a deep
shade there, even at noonday. But she knew the exact spot where she should
find tbe skull, and she began ta grope bier way ta it in the dark. As she did SO
she beard a peculiar noise, made up, as it seemed ta hier, of law moans fr0"'
man>' creatures. The* saugbing of the wind thmaugh the trees did nat accaufit
for these sounds ; tbaugh it made it impassible for lier ta listen attentive>' ta
themn, or ta conjecture what tbey cbuld be, but they appeared to proceed frani,
sanetbing within the walls of the old church. Tben tliere was a trampiing of
light feet aven the broken pavement, and she was consciaus that certain famin
were rushing past hem in the darkness. Then there was a momentary cessationl
of the peculian sounds : then tbey were succeeded by the mysteniaus plaintive
moanings.

'I feit my heart give a great jump into my throat l' she afterwards said.;
'but 1 was nat gaing ta have my walk for nothing, so I made for the skuli.'

She did not tell of the effort that it cost hem, terrifled though nat dis-
heartened, ta grape to the Macdanald's tomb, and then ta stretch out hem bands
under its dark canapy, until she felt themn touch the murderer's skuil. She did
not sa>' haw she kept hem purpose bravel>' and steadil>' in view ; and though she
loathed ta feel the clammy remains of the wicked man, whose skull had grnned
thene 50 ghastiily for so man>' years, and had rarel>' been touched by an>' finger,
how she seized the skuii with bath ha.nds, and, though she felt its teeth rattliflg
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