
«80 THE MAC'S OF '87

the messenger is still waiting to take back your
answer. ^

If she could only divert his mind, even byS he^r
"^'^"^ ^"^^ '"^ ^'^ ^^^^ '"«***

"Well," I will trv." Gradually his eye
cleared and his look grew steadier. Some-
times he read to himself, sometimes aloud, for
the letter was a long one.

"Here's a worthy note," he muttered, after
* l?P? P.?"««' ^"t of little use now;

iiitnke on, MacAlpinel Remember that
before ours thfre have been nineteen strokes forfree^ on this continent; and all were suc-
cessful. Why should we not add one more, the
proudest of them all, to the number? But muchnow impends umm you, my friend*

"
Ah, indeed, does it? Fine enough formm to say so when he is over the border "

*[ Kn^T"*. ? ^petition of the old story—the bill of nghts—in support of which
MacKenzie and his followers had rebelled, but
for which MacAlpine personally did not care
a^farthmg. These he skipped and then read

"* Unfortunately we are living in truing
tvtms, and the oppoHunities of cokmunicatinq
with each other are very limited. But the fateshave favored me in the person of a dingy, half-
crazy wench. Shs is thonmgily rel^le, iL

absolutely, as I do with my message. And as
1 may noi fuive another chance before the fates^cide our destiny, I pray you to attend care-
JuUy to my words .

"


