
14 THE CANADIAN CULTIVATOR.

ceededd. She hal f..rvecast terrors, difli- It seomned to the luckless Janet thathu '1
culties, contingencies; and he1 had in re- heard overy clock atriko and overy bell
turn, se far froi carrying on the phantas- ring that broko the stillness of Oban Bay
inagoria, nerely assured her in a brief and throughout the long, light sumner niglit
business-like nanner that all would bo which followed. Soveral times lho rose up
riglt. and went te her little vindow. Happily

It was after this that shlo had found ehe had a rootn to herself, for Isabella and
cause of complaint agaiist lier sister. Florenco preferred each othor's company;

Jlanet could inake Stroniachant talk, and nover lad this isolation been more
vhatever she said. He liad always a re- welcone.

ply, a jest, an arguiment, a sumething, Leaniîng out and drinking in the solemn
which iecessitate(l brii4iîîg his laughing scene-the ioutiunless vessels, the weird
eyes to bear upon the limnpid orbs of his buildings, the deep, still waters lirouded
girl eousin ; and if Isabella, as slo aune- by the still mure deoply shadowed higlts
titues did, sought to enter into the jest or -por Jancts cyes burned.
the argument, it fell ftat. How she did love this spot ! Iow she

Nevertheless, Miss. Greythorpe told loved the beauteous Hebrides i How she
herself it vas not Stronachan but Janot loved-A Icap of the veins, a catch of the
whio was te blame, and assured lier cou- breath, a hot blush, and no syllable fra-
sin Florence that she really did net like med even in the maidei's heart of hearts.
to annoy ber parents, or ahe should cer- But what a night it was I And vhat a
tainly have pointed out to thoni that day it was going to be I
Janet vas growing much to free-and-easy Already the pale light was spreading
in lier inanner toward young mtien. over the eastera horizon, when for the last

"I suppose it is all her," Janet now time the watcher sought her fevered couch
wept and wailed. "I know by lier face and tried te think no more.
yesverday she vas up to sumething , and She could not sleep-of course she could
she h..s got Papa and Mamna toa say I ain not sleop; but sho would lie still and-and
net te go, because Stonachan always coumes now, what, is this ? Sho is on board the
to ny aide when we walk out, and bo- gayly crowding boat. She is on ber way
cause lie would ait by me in the boat last to the far farmed islets of the west ; the
Inighit." repos of the vessel are loosened, the

In which conclusion the young diviner paddlt-wheels have begun to tura when
was not far wrong. Isabella baa not, in- a about is raised. A name is being called
el , outwardly suggested her cundeina- -yelled-shrieked-passed from une to

tioni, but sie had insinuatd the idea, and another. Whosename? fBerown. Every-
that skillfully. "I really think Janet one is calling "Janet 1" the air is full of
would be just as well at hone," she had "Janet-Janet !"
tOld lier mother. "Sie is not avery good Janet is found, and, oh, despair ! Janet
sailor-though she declares ahe is -and is found too soon. She is net to go, after
there is no need for lier te b taken every- al, with the departing travellers; sle bas
where just because sle is allowed te ho been sent for te return te land; ahe is
with us in lier lolidays. It makes ber being hurried off the boat, when ber foot
rathter forward, going about this, don't slips; the gangway has lie protecting arias;
yeu know?" ahe fails down-down: Stronachan seizes

And Lady Greythorpe had instantly her-ialls after her-they both plungo
perceived to what the fowardness refor. into the abyss-
cd She too had been. annoyed te per- "Good gracious, Janet I What a noise
ceive her nephew linger behind when you arc making ! Florence and I could net
Janet had plunged into the wood after think what it was. We heard such a
blackberries, and finally clanber over the scream. I suppose you bad the night-
loose, moss-grown Wall, and dissappear mare; but I nover heard any one make
into the woDds himself. Sie had spoken such a din. Are you awake now? Will
somrewhat sharply te Janet, and bad net yeu promise net te drop off to sleep on
been appeased by Stronachan's offering of your back again ? That is what is at the
a bunch of berries with the bloom on. bottom of it. You are lying on your back.

Whien Janet had come down to dinner Yeu should never do that"-
that evening with a cluster of scarlet "Oh, do be quiet!" groaned Janet.
rowans at her breast, thera had been an "Well, shut your eyes and go te sleep
niieasy suspicion in the mother's bosom quietly thon. We are off; but there is no

that she had seen a sunburnt band pluck need for you te rise yet. It is six o'clock,
thoso very rowans from a mountain ash and the boat starta in half an hour. Such
updi thoir rarable ; and abe had. noted a glorious morning! Good-byl" Atid the
that Bella had no floral ornament. door closed.

It was absurd te suppose that there At the first the speaker might have fan-
could be anything real or tangible be- cied that her advice was to be followed,
tween tho young laird and ber chit of se- and that the curly head which pressed the
venteen; but there might bo sorne silly pillow would soon he again wrapped in
sentiment which would hinder sentiment alumber; but had Isabella waited a few
of a more carnest and practical kind on his minutes more sie would have heard
part. sounds and acn a siglt would have alter-

It would bo well te nip this cousinly cd her opinion.
nonsense in the bud; and the very firat Janet was sitting up in bcd. Her eycs
opportunity for nipping it, fail out as lias wero dry now- dry and hot as live
been recited above. 1 coals. It seemed to lier that even in her

sleep aile liad nover lest aiglt of the dread-
fut sentence under which alto lay, and
that the drean froin which alto had awak-
ened screamning, lad beon but little worso
than the sorrowful reality. Through lier
open casernent slo could belold the briglt
fruition of the dawn's early promise.

It was a day of daya
Not a cloud the size of a man's hand

flecked tho palo blue sky. Not a ripple
broko the glistening alieet of glassy sa
beneath. A pearly nit just hung over the
distance.

Ii the 17ay itself every spar and aheet of
tho innumorablo craft collected thero was
mnirrored with a reflection se truthful as
te make it uncertan at what point bow
and stern touched the water.

In the inidat of Naturo's stillness, how-
ever, every other kind of world wvas the
full swing of activity.

The deck of every steamer, yacht,
launch, herring-skow was alive ; the thud
of oars in their row-locks resounded frein
plying open boats; thoclang of sharp,brisk,
inapiriting bells announced the speedy de-
parture of one excursion bout and another
on their various routes. Passengers wore
crowdîng their. gangways. Vehicles were
every moment arriving on the pier, and
discharging1 their hurrying freights. It
appeared as if overy one biad suddenly
started up with the conviction that it
would he a crime te waste such a day on
any ordmnary occupation, and that thera
had beon a aimultaneous awakening te a
resolve te cast ail aside, and sait away
hither and thither over the gleaming wa-
ter.

Fullest of ail and, gayest with bunting
was the Staffa boat.

Nono was so great a favorite. A con-
tinued strean poured in upon ber dock,
as her bell again and again sharply sound-
ed,warning of departure. It was past the
stated time ; it was ten minutes, quarter
of an hour past. There seemed scarco any
cessation in the arrivais.

Five minutes t saeven o'clock.
"Oh, why does aile not goï" cried poor

Janet, at last in an agony, and threw ber-
self back tpon her pillow, with sobs and
tears breaking out afresh.

She only raised herself once again for a
long time after that.

This was when the bells ceased, and,
holding ber bath te listen, she could
catch the souiad of paddle-wheela, and
knew that the boat was loosed fromn ber
moornings, and was slowly getting up ber
steam as ahe wheeled round into the cen-
ter of the barbor, in order to obtain a
clearer passage through the crowd of vos-
sol atanchor.

Then Janet looked.
In another second or two, full into view

came.the jauntily decorated prow, and the
fullest Staffa boat of the year, toming
from stem te stern with a ranbow.like as-
semblage of joyous sightseera, fluttering
with parasols and telescopes, with crowds
ovorhanging overy rail and ledge, and
paddle-boxes, cut ber way throuigh the
glassy water and made for the entrance
of the bay.


