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CHAPTER XXIV.—{Continued.})

-+ Oh, well,” says he, with a sort of careless-
Tess, “every one to his liking. If he cares to
_aceept so valuablea present, good and well.”

¢ You Jdon’t suppose he asxed me for it ¥ she
says, mather warmly. *‘1 gave it him. He=
would have been rude to have refused it. 1 was

very much pleased that he cared for the pic-
ture.”

“tOh, he is a judge of art, also? [ am told he

- kuows everything.”

.« e was kind enough to say he liked the
“skerch ; that was enouzh for me.”

- %¢He is very lucky; that is all I have to
g\..li

61 dare say he has forgotten all about such a
trifle.  He has more important things to thisk
about."’

“ Well,”" said he, with a good-natured laugh,
1 should not consider such a picture a tritle if
any one presented it to me. But it is always
the people who get everyvthing they want whe
value things least.”

“Do you think Dr. Satherland such a for-
tunate person?’ says she. *“ Well, heis for-
tunate in having great abilities : and bhe is for-
tunate in baving chosen a profession that has
always seenred him great honour, and that
promises a splendid future to him. But that is
the resnlt of hard work : and he has to work
hard now. I dou’t think most men would like
to change places with him just at present.”

‘“He has one good friend and champien, at
all events,” he says, with a pleasant smile.

“(h,” says she, hastily and auxiously, 1
am saving what | hear. My acquaintance with
Dr. Sutherland is—is quite recent, I may say:
though I have met him in London. 1 only got
to know something about him when he was in
Edinburgh, and I happened to be there t00.”

““He is coming bac)k to the yacht,” observes
Mr. Smith.

““He will be foolish to think of if,” she an-
swers, simply

At this stage the yacht begins to wake up.
The head of Hector of Moidart, much dishevel-
ed, appears at the forecastle, and that wiry
mariner iz rubbing his eves; but no zooner does
he perceive that one of the ladies is on deck
than he suddenly ducks down again-—to get his
face washed, and his paper collar. Then there
is a voice heard in the saloon, calling : .

** Who hasleft my spirit lamp burning 7

“Oh, good gracious ! says the Youth, and
tminbles down the companion incontinently.

Tten the Laird appears, bringing up with
him a huge red volume entitled ¢ Municipal
Tondon ;" but nosooner does he find that Miss
Avon is on deck than he puts asiile that mighty
compendium, and will have her walk up and
down with himn before breakfast.

““What I'" he says, eveing the cup and saucer,
Sfhave yve had your breakfast already 1

“Mr. Smith was so kind as o briug me a
ctp of tea."

7 What,” he says again--and he is obviously

greatly delighted.  ““Of his own making? |
did not think he had so much gumption.”

‘I beg your pandon, sir 1 said she. She had
been startled by the whistling of a curlew close
by, and had not heard him distinetly.

‘1 said he was a smart lad,” said the Lairnd,
unblushingly. *‘Oh, aye, a good lad; ye wiil
not find many better lads than Howard, Will
1 tell ye a secret ¥ )

“Well, sir —if you like,” said she.

- There was a mysterious but humorous look
about the Laird ; and he spoke in a whisper,

It is not good sometimes for voung folks to.

know what is in store for them. But I meéan to
. give him Denny-mains. - Whish ! Not a word.
. Pl surprise him some day.”

““He ought 10 be grateful to you, sir,” was

Lier answer.

““That he is—that he is,"" said the Laird;
“he’s an obedient lad. And I should net
wonder if he had Denny-mains long bafore he
expects it; though I must have my crust of
‘bread, ye know. It would be a fine accupation
for him, looking after theé estate; and what is
the use of him living in' London, and swallow.
Jng'smokzand fog? I can assure ye that the
air at Deniny-mains, though it is far froin Glas-
gow, i« 'as pure as it is in this very lLoch
Speliv,” . : B

““Oh, indeed, sir."” : .

“Then they had another couple. of turns in
“silence. : .
“ Ye're very fond of sailing,” anys the Laird.
I am now,” she says..: “ Bat I was very
much afraid before [ came ; I'suffered so terribly
in crossing tho Channel.- Somehow one never
thinks of being ill here—with nice clean cabing
-and no engines throbbing-—"" .

‘¢ 1 'meant that ye like well enongh to go sail-
+ing about these places 1’ ‘

8O, yes,”! kayr she,
gee zuch a beautilul holiday agnin ¥7 -

’

“When shall 1 ever

The Laird langhed a little to himself. - Then
he said, with a business.like air:

1 “have been thinking  that, when my
nephew came fo Denny-mains, I would buy a
yacht for him, that he could keep down the
Clyde somewhere—at Gourovk, or Kilmun, or
Dunocon, may be. It isa splendid ground for
vachting-—-a splendid ! Ye have mever been
through the Kyles of Bute 1

“(dh, yes, sir; | have been through them
in the sthamer.” !

¢ Aye, but a yacht ; wouldn’t that be better?
And 1 am'no sure I would not advise him to
have a steam yacht—ye are so much mare in.
dependent of wind and tide ; and I'm thinking
ve could get a verra good little steam-yacht for
23,000,

¢ Oh, indeed.”

“ A great deal depends on the stewsnd,”” he
coutinues, seriously. * A good steward that
does not touch drink is jist worth anything. 1f
I could get a first-class maw, 1 would not mind
giving him two pounds a week, with his clothes
and his keep, while the yacht was being used :
and | would not let him away in the winter—
no, no. Ye could employ him at Denny-mains,
as a butler-creature, or something like that.”

She did not notice the peculiarity of the

little prononn ; if she had, how could she have’

imagined that the Laird was really addreswsing
himself to her?

“1 have none but weemen-servants in-doors
at  Denny-maing,” he continued ; byt when
Howard comes, 1 would prefer him to keep the
house like other people, aud 1 will not stint
him as to means.  Have1 rold ye what Welliam
Dunbaur says—-

> * Be merry, man, and sk sot sair in mind——""

Y Oh, ves, | remember.”

“There’s fine common seuse in that,  And
do not you believe the people who tell you that
‘the Seotch are a dour pwp&e, steeped in Calvin-
ism, and niggardly and grasping at the last
farthing——"

‘1 bave found thew exveedingly kind to me,
and warm-hearted and generous—-— "' saysshe;
but he interrupted her suddenly,

« I'll tell ve what I'll do,” said he, with de:
cision.  ** When 1 buy that vacht, I'll get Tony
Galbraith to paint everv. panel in the saloon—
no matter what it costs !”

““Your nephew will be very proud of iz,” she
said. :

4 And 1 wounld expect to take a trip in her
myself, occasionally,” he added, in a facetious
manner. ‘| ‘would expect to be invited——"
5 Surely, sir, you eannot expect your nephew
to be so ungrateful ——"

“Oh,” he said, “1 only expect reasonable
things. - Young people are voung people 1 they
cannot like to be hampered by grumbling old
fogys. No, no ; if I preseat any one wi' a
yacht, T do not look on mysell as a picce of its
furniture.” -~ s )

The Laird seemed greatly delighted. His step
on the deck was firmer.  Iu the pauses of the
conversation she heard something about—

" tantara! Sing tantara!”

*Will ye take your maid with ye 7' he asked
her, abruptly. ~

The girl looked up with a bewildered air—
perhaps with a trifle of alarm in her ¢yes.

SO s 1 S

““Ha, ha {” said he, langhing, ‘‘1 forgot.
Ye have not heen . invited yet. . No more have
I. " But—if the yacht were ready-—and—and if
‘ye' were going—ye would take your maid,. no
doubt, for comfort’s sake '’ ’ : :
; I’l’he girl looked reassured.. Rhe said, cheer-

ully : A SRR -

~#Well, sir, T "don’t sippose [ shall ever go
yachting again, after 1 leave the Jf7hite Dyve.
And if { were, I don't suppose I shoulil be able
to -afford to have a maify with me, unless the
dealers in London should-suddenly begin to pay
me a ‘good deal more than they  have done
hitherto.”’ S SO

At this point she was summoned below by her
hostess calling.. The Laird wus left alone on
deck.’ He continued .to" pace “up and down,
;nnttc'ring to himself, with'a " proud look on his
ace : L e :

A landscape in every panel; as I'm 4 livin
man.. . o0 L Tom’ll doit-well, when I tel
him who it’s for. ., -, The leddies’ eabin: blue
and silver—conl in the summer—the skylight
pented—sh’ll no be. sayirg that the Seotch are
wanting in taste when she sees that cabin ! :

2ottt Bing tantara ! Siog tantara !’ )
G % e 9 The Highland anny rues

“That &'er. they came to Cromdale’ i’ .

And her maid--if she will nol be able to afford
a muid, who will 2=-French, if slie likes ! - Blue
and silver-—bhue and silver—that's it 1"

And® thén ' the  Laird, still “humiming his
lugubrinus battlessong,  comes . down into the
saloon, SRR R v :

. % Good ~ morning, * ma'am ;: good - morning!
Breakfust “ready ¥ I'm::just’ ravenous.  That
wild lassie  has worked me up. and down until 1
am like“to faint. ' A beautiful morning ngnin—
splendid t—spleridid ! - And do ye know: where
ye will be this day ‘next yvear V" o

¢ 1 am sure [ don't,” says his hostess, busy
with the breakfast-things. :

1 will tell ye. ' Anchored in the Holy
Loch, off Kilmun, in a.screw yacht. "Mark wy
words now :  This very day next year

CHAPTER XXV,

A PROTECTOR,

b
as we go on deck after breakfast, ** there will be
no more o' the dead ealms. - We will give Mr.
Sutherland a good breeze or two when he comes
back to the yat.” :

1t is all Mr. Sutherland and Mr. Sutherland
now b—everything is to be done hecause Mr.
Sutherland is coming.  Each belaying-pin is
wlished so that one might see to shave init;

Tector of Moidart has spent about two hours in
seraping and rubbing the Lrass and copper. of
Lie galley stove-pipe ; and Captain John, with
many grins and apologies, has yot Misy Avon
to sew up a rent that has begun to appear in the
red ensign. . All that he wants now is to have
the yacht beached for a couple of days, to have
the long slender sea-grass scraped from her
hull: then Mr., Sutherland will sce how the
ihite Dove will sail!

*1 should imagine,” says the Youth, in an
undertone, to his hostess, as we are working out
the narrow entrance to Loch Speliv, *“that
your doctor-friend must have given those men'a
iberal ponr-fotre when he left.”

*Oh, 1 am sure not,”’ said she, « uickl‘v, ax if
that was a serious imputation.  “That is very
unlikely.”

** They scem very auxious to have everything
put right against his coming,” he says; *!at
all events, vour captain seems to think that
every good breeze he gets is thrown away on
us.”” .

¢ Dr. Sutherland and he,” she says, laughing,

*were very good friends.  And then Angus had
very bad luck when ho was on board ; the glass
wouldn't fall, But 1 have promised to bottle
up the equinoctials for him—he will" have
plenty of winds before we have done with him.
You must stay, too, vou know, Mr. Smith, and
see how the White Irove rides out a gale”
“"He regarded her with some suspicion. He
was beginning to know that this lady’s speech
~—despite the great gentieness and innocence of
her eves—sometimes concealed curious mean-
ings. And was she now merely giviog bim a
kind and generous invitation to go yuchting
with us for another month ? or was she, with a
cruel sarcasm, referring to the probability of his
having to remain & prisoner for that time, in
order to please his uncle !

However, the conversation had to be dropped,
for at this-moment  the Laird and his protégér
made. their appearance ;- aud, of course, a deck.
chair had to Eerbruughi for her, and a foot-stool,
sud asunshade, ‘and a hook. But'what were
these attentions,. on' the part of her elderly
slave, compared with.the fact that a young
man, presumably enjoying a sound and healthy
sleep, should have unselfishly got us» at an un.
holy hour of -the morning, and should have
risked blowing up the yacht with spirits of wine
iu order to get hera cup of tea?

It was a fine sailing day. Rouning before
a light topsail breeze from the south.east, the
Whits Dove was making for the Lynu of Mar.
ven, - and ‘bringing us more and mors within
view of the splendid circle of mountains, from
Ben Cruachan iu the east to Ben Nevis in the
north, from Ben Nevis down to-the suceessive
waves of the Morven hills, And we knew
why, among all the sunlit yellows and greens—
faint as they were in the distance--there were
here and there on slor- and shoulder stains of a
beautiful rose purple that was a new featurein the
landscape.  The heather was cominginto bloom
—the knee-deep, honey-scented heather, the
haunt of the suipe, and the muircock, ‘aud the
mountain here. . Andif there was to ‘be for us
this vear no toiling over the high slopes and
crags—~looking down from time to time on a
spacious world of sunlit sea and island—-we were
not averse from receiving friendly and substan:
tial messages from. those altitudes.  In aday or
two now the first crack of the breceh-loader
would startle .the silence of the morning air.
And Master Fred's larder was sorely in want of
variety, : ’

Northward, and still northward, the light
breeze tempering the scorching sunlight that
glares on the sails and the deck.  :Each'long
ripple of - the running blue sea flashes in: dia.
monds ; and when we look to the south, those
silver lines converge and converge, until at the
horizon. they become a solid ‘blaze: of light
unendurable to the eye. . But it is to the north
we turn—to the ‘land ‘of Appin, and Kingnir:
loch, and :Lochaber ;. blow, light wind, and
carry ns onward, gentle tide, we have an ap-
pointment to kueé'\ within shadow of the moun-
tains that guard Glencoe. .

_The Taird hax discovered that these two were
up early this . morning ; he boecomes facetions.

“ Not sleepy yet, Mins Mary '’ he says.

“ Oh; no—unot at all,’”. she . says, looking ujy
trom_her book. RS AR

© 1t's ‘the ‘carly "bird that catélies  the first
sketsh,  Fine and healthy is that ‘early rising,’
Howinl. " 1'm thinking ye did not sleep:sowind
Inst night 3 .whit for were yo up-before anyboiy
Jwan stirrng 17 e o N

: “‘(')h, Ayc,".says Juhn of Skye, qnite pmudii

T to-morrow,” is the ansiver,

ive him time 19 an.

e B“ﬁ\t\‘th‘e Laird does not lﬁ
klod tho tancy of this -

swer.  Something has  tic
profound humourist. . , g
4 Kee s kee ' he laughs i and  he rubs hig |
hands. - *“ I mind a good one 1 heard from Tom
Galbraith, when ho and 1 were at the Bridge of
Allan; room to room, ye know ; and Tom did
snoro that night.  * What,” said I to him in the
morning, ‘had ye nightmare, or delirium
tremens, that ye made suoh & noise in the
night 7" * Did [ snore ' said ho—I"1n thinking
somebody elas must have complained before.’
‘Snore !’ said 1; ‘twenty grampuses was no.
thing to it." And Tom he burst out a-laughing.
Vm overy glad,” saya he.. ‘1 1 suored, 1 must
have had o sowud.” A sound sleep—d'ye soe t
Very sharp-—very smart—ch "~<and the Laird
laughed and chuckled over that portentous joke.

“0h, uncle, uncle, uncle ' his nephiew
cried, ** You used never to do such things.
You must quit the society of those artists,
if they have such a corrupting influence on
you.” e

““1tell ye,”” he says, with a sudden serious.
ness, ‘1 would just like to show Tom Galbraith
that picture o Canna that’s  below. No;
would not ask’ him to alter a thing. Very
¥ood—ver_v rood it-is.  And—and—1 think--

will adwit it-—for a plain man likes the truth
to be told—there s just a bit jealousy amony
them against any Euglish person that tries to
paint Scoteh seenery.  No, no, Miss Mary -
don’t you be afraid.  Ye can hold your own,
If T had that picture, now-—if it belonged to me
amd f Tom was stopping wi’ me at Dennv-
mainy, 1 would not allow him to alter it, uat it
he offered to spend a week's work on iz."

After that—-what? The Laird could say n
mwore. ) i

Alas! alas ! our wish to take a new ronte
northward was all very weil ; but we had got
nader the lee of Lismore, anil slowly and slowly
the wind died away, untii even the sea was as
smooth as the surfach of o mirror. 1t was but
little compensation that we counld lean over the
side of the yacht, and wateh the thonsands of
eea-blubbers” fur down:in the water, in all
their hues of blue, and purple, and pale pink.
The heat of the sun was blistering ; scorching
with a sharp pain any nose or check that was
inadvertently turned  towands it As for the
Laird, he conld net stund thiz oven-like busi-
ness any longer ; he declared the saloon was
over so much cooler than the deck ; and went
below, aud lay at lengthon ene of the long blur
cushions. ‘

“IWhy, Johu," says Queen T., **vou an
bringing on those dead calms again.  Whatwill
Dr. Satherland say to you

But John of Skye hus his eve on the distany
shore.

“0h, ne, mem,” he says, with a erafty
smide, “there will uot e a dead calm very
lang.”

Anil there, in at the shore, we oo aalark Hue
on the water ; and it spreads and sprewds ; the

air becames gratefally cool to the faes before the
breeze perceptibly Gills the sails ; then thers is
a cheerful swinging over of the boom and
fluttering of the as yet unreleased headosails, A
welcome breeze, surely, from the far hills of
Ringairloch,  We thank you, you beantiful
Kingairloch, with your deep glens and vour
rose-purple shoulders of hills ; long may yun
continue to send fresh westerly winds fo the
parched and passing voyager,

We cateh « distant glimpse of the white
hmx’sfrs of Port Appin; we l‘)id adien to the
wausically named Eilean.pa-Shana ; far alead of
us is the amall white light-hotse st the month
of the narrows of Corran.  But there ix to be nn
ran up to Fort Willlam for us townight ; the
tide will turn soon ; we annot get through the
Corran. narrows:.  Aml so there is a talk of
fatlabulish ; and Captain John is trying hard
to ‘git Miss Avon. to pronounce this DBal.a-
chaolish. It is not fair ‘of Sandy from Tslay -
who thinks he is hidden by the foresail-—to grin
to himsalf at these inuocent etforts.

Grander and grander grow those ramparts of
mountaiug ahead of ns-=with their wine-colour
ed staing of heather on the soft and velvety
yellow-green. - The winml from the Kingerloch
shores still carries us'on ; and Inversands swells
the breeze ; soon we shall be running into that
wide “chunnel that leads up to the beautiful
Loch Leven. The Laird -reappears on deck.
He is ‘quite enchanted with the scene wround
him, He sayy if an. artist had jplaced that
black cloud bebind the great bulk of Ben Nevis,
it could mot have heen: more artistically or-
ranged.. He declares that this entrance to Loch
Leven is one of the most beautiful places he has
ever seen.  Heo cally attention to ll‘m soft. green
folinge of the steep hills ; and to the mighty
peak of grauite, right in the middle of the laud-
“seapo, that we discover to be “ealled thre Pap of
Glencoe.  And hete, in the mellow light of the
afternoon, is the steamer coming down from the
north ; -is it to be a mce hetween us for the Bal.
n-chaolish quay - RS :
o Mtis nn nnfair rmee. We have to yield to
brute strougth and steam kottles,

. “ Four W vus Atgyle cume on,*

as tha- dirge of  Fric says,  But we bear wo
malice. ' We salute oir ensmy ns he goos roar-
ing. and throbbing by i and - there -is mony a
return signal - waved to us from the paddles
Linxes. - ‘

o Mr, Suthierland s no there, mem, 1 think,”
says - Captain John, -whé. hud been scanning
‘thewe groups of people with his keen eyes,”
L0 shonld think not s he said he wis coming




