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CHAPTER XXXIIL,
ONLY A HEADACHE.

Stornoway Harbour, indeed t The we:\tl}m‘
was laughing at us. The glass had steadily

fallen. until it had got abount as low as it could |

go with decency ; and yet this motning was
more beantiful, and bright, ami calm, than
ever. Were we o be ferever contined in ihis
remote Loch of the Burying Place !

“ Angus? Angus ! where are you!” the Ad.
miral calls out, as she comes up on deck.

¢“Here 1 am,” cries out a voice, in return,
from the cross-trees.

She raises her head, and perceives the ruddy.
faced doctor hanging on by the ratiines,

“\Where is the fine sailing weather you were
to bring us—eh '’

¢« 1 have been locking forit,” he replies, as

he comes down the rigging ; ** and thireisnot a ¢

breath anywhere.”’

“ YVery well,” she says, pramptiy ¢ T tell
You must get évery. !
I'Q .
™

veu what you mustde.
body who can handle a gun into the gig, and
away up to the head of theloch there, andshoot
every living thing you can see. Do you under-
stand { We are on the brink of starvation !
We are perishieg! Do you want us to boil
tarred rope into soup 37

“ XNo,”" he says, humbly.

“Very well. Away you go. 1f yvou can’t
bring us any wind to take us inioe a civilized
place, vou must provide us with food. {5 that
clear enough i’

Here Captain John comes aft, touching his
hat.

¢ Good-morning, mem. I wass never seein
the like of this weather, mem.”

1 don’t waut to see any morz of it,” she
says, sharply. ** Did vou bring us in here be
cause there was a couvenient place to hury us
in?! Do vou know that we are dying of starva-
tion 17

“QOh, no, mem ! says Captuin John, with a
grin, but looking rather concerned all the

o3

e

. same,

- However; her attention is quickiy ecalled
sway by the sound of oars.  She turns and re-
gards this small boat approaching the vaeht:
“and the more she looks, the more do her eyes
- fill with” astonishment.
e Well, 1 declars " she smivs. © This i3
about the coolest thing | have seen for ages.”
For it is Miss Mary Avon who is rowing the
dingey back to the vacht; and ‘her only com-
panion is'the Youth, who is contentedly seated
in the stern with his gun laid across his knees.
**Good-morning, Mr. Smith,” she says, with
the most gracious sarcasm. =~ *‘ Pray don't exert
~yoursell too murh. Severe exereise before
breakfast is very dangerous.”’
The Youth lays hold of the rope ; thersis a
fine blush on his handsome face,
‘1t is Miss Avon's- fault,”” he says, *‘she
would not let me row.'’
‘1 suppose she expected you to shaot.
Where are the duck, and the snipe, and the
golden plover?! Hand themup.”

“1f you want to see anything in the chape of

game about this coast you had better wait till
next Sunday,” savs he, somewhat gloomily.

However, after breakfast, we set put for the

- shallow head of the loch; and things do not

turn out so badly after all. ~ For we have only

left the yacht some few minutss when there isa

sadden .whirling of wings—a ‘call of ‘“‘duck!

duck !"—and the doctor, who is at the bow, and
who i3 ready, fireg a
Much to everybody’s

and who is ‘the only one’
‘snap shot at the birds.
amazement,. one - drops,

aml - instantly dives.
“Then beginsdan exciting

chase,

directs attention to the point at which the duck

has re.appeared. It is but for a second. Though
he cannot fly, he can swim like a fish; ‘and {from
time to time, as the hard pulling enables us to
““overtake him, we can see him shiooting this way
Then he bobs
his head up, some thirty or forty vardsoff'; and
there is another snap shot—the' charge rattling
on the water the fifth part of an instant affer

or that through the clear water,

he disappears. -
* Dear me
will cost us ten shillivgs in cartridges 1”
3ut at last he is bagged.

. arm brings him dripping into the gig.
then our natural

i4 2 broad-billed duck, of 0 suoty black and gray

. we begin . to regret our: expenditure of ©cart.
- ridges 3 experiments on the flavour of uhknown
“sea-birds are rarely satisfuctary. - But Captain
Johin's voice is authoritative and definite. 1t
is'a fine: bird,”’. he says; And Master Fred-has

“ulready marked him for his own,

The Aarlinn
is sent’ careering- with a vengeance ; the men
strain every.-muscle ; and’ -then - another cry

" sayg the  Laird; * that. bird

A chance shot
happens to ecatch him before he dives 5 he is
stretched on the water, with his black "'webbed
feet in the air ; and 4 swoop of Captain John's
y And
iatory is put to.the test.
- This 8. no - gay-plumaged - sheldrake, or blte.
" necked mallard, or saw-toothed merganser, ‘It

Then among the shallows at the head of the
loch there is many a wild pull after broods of
flappers, and random firing at the circling cur-
ilew. The airis filled with the calling of the
{birds; aud each successive shot mttles away
' What is
| the result of all this noise and scramble T Not
i mueh, indeed ; for right in the middle of it we
{are attracted by a stzange appearance iu the
jsouth, The dark line beyond the yacht ; tsita
{ breeze coming up the loch? Instantly the
jehase after mergansers = ceases; cartridges ars
taken out ; the two or three birds we have got
are put out of the way; and the Laird, taking
{ the tiller-ropes, sits proud and erect.  Away go
; the four oars with the precision of machinery;
and the long sweep sends the gigahead ata
sweeping pace.  Behold !

} with its echo among the silent hills.

behold ! the dark
blue on the water widening! ' Is it a race be-
i tween the wind and the gig as to which will
! reach the HThite Dove tivst !

*Give me your ar, Fred 1V
wheo is at the bow.

There is but & momentary pause.  Aguin the
shapely boat swings along ; and with the mea-
sured beat of the oars comes the old familiar
chorns
“ Cheatily, and all together—

Ho, ro, ciacsmen!
A long, stroog pull together—
o, ro. ciansmen !
Sooo the Bowiog breeza will Liow:
We'll show the ssowy caavas on her—
Ho, ro, ciapsmen!
A long, strong pull together—
Ho, ro, clansmen !
Wafted by the breeze of morn,
W't quatl the foyous horn together—
Ha, ro, clansmen !
A lung, stroog pull together-—
11, ru, clausmen!

“We'll beat! we'll beat!” cries the Laird,
in great delight.  *“ Give it to her, boys! Not
one halfpenny worth o that wind will we lose I”
" The bow eleaves the blue water: the foam
hisses away from her rudder. It ix a race of the
North against the Seuth.: Then the cherus
again— '

savs the doctor,

** Ho, ro, elansmen !

Along, strong patl together—
Ho, ro, ciaosmen "™

~Haurral ! hurrah'!- “As the gig is run along-.
side, and: guns and birds %audod up,  that
spreading blue has not quite reached the yucht;
there is wo . appreciable stir of the lazy ensiyn. |
Pt there is little time to be lost. The amateurs |
swing the gig to the davits, while the men are
getting in the slack of the anchor chain ; the
women are incontinently bundled below, to be
out of the way of fapping sheets.  Then, all
hands at the balyards ! " And by the tims the
great white wings are beginning to spread, the
breeze surs the still air around us; and the
peak sways gently this way and that; and
they who are hard at work at the windlass are.
no doubt grateful for this cool blowing from
the south. . Then there is a cessation of noise ;
we become vaguely aware that we are moring,
At last the H hitz Dove has spread her wings ;
her head is turned towards-the south. Good-
Lye ! youlonely loch, with the silent shoresand
the silent tombs—a hundred farewells to you,
wherever we may be going ! : o

And slowly we beat down the loch, against
this light southerly ~breeze. But as we get
further and further into the open, surely there is
something in the air and in the appearance of
tle southern sky that Suggests that the glass
has not been falling for ‘nothing. The sea is
smooth ; but there is “a strange gloom ahead of
us ; ard beyond the islands that we visited yes-
tenday nothing is visible but a wan and sualtry.
glare. -Then, afar, we can hear a noise as of the
approach of some storm ; but perhaps it is only
the low. sound of the swirling of the tides round
the shores. Presently “another sound attracts
attention—a murmured hissing, and it comes

of a threepenny-piece, appear -on the white
deeks. - The women have searcely time to send
below  for their sun-shades when  the slight
shower passes by—the. decks are not even left
dawp.  Then further and further we creep away
toward the south ; but where we expected to
catch some far glimvpss of the  Irish coast—the,
blue liné of Rathlin or: the Antrim cliffs—there
is only that dim, sultry haze. : :
Then another sound—a dull Aap / fop 2—in
the distance ; and the stragglers who have re-
mained below. after luncheon are hastily ‘suin-
woned on deck. And.there, fur away in the
haze, we ¢an dimly descry the successive eurved
formis of a school of dolphins, racing each other,
and sprivging-twenty or.thirty feet in the air
Lefore they come down with that heavy thud
;| en the water. Those of ns who have watched
the beautiful lithe fish racing and chasing hy
the side of an Atlantic vessel; would fain have
been somewhat nearer ;' but we can only se the
“dim forms springing into -the haze.  Then the
Sull pistol shots in the: south slowly cease,: and
| 'we are left alone on the low murmuring sea.-

nearer anid nearer ;- dark spots, about the size |

* But where is. Mary 1" says the Laird, sud-
denly - becoming aware of the absence of his
chief companion. ’ L

‘O, she is in the saloon,” says his hostess,
quickiy and snxiously. **She is doiug some-
thing to one of her water-colours. 1 suppose
we must not disturb her,” ,

“ No, no ; certainly not,” returns the Laird,
lightly. And then he adds, with a smilo which
is" meant to be very significant: *¢ There is
never any harm in hand work. - Let her'go on';
sha will have u fine collection: of sketches before
she leaves the hite Dove.” g

But our Queon Tita does not respond to that
careless joke.  There is'a curious, constrained
loek on her face ;: and she quite peremptorily
negatives a suggestion of the Youth that he
should go below for the draught.board. Then
one of us perceives that Angns Sutherland is not
on deck, ’ '

Has the opportunity come at last, then, for
the clearing away of all secret troibles 7 What
end is there to be to this momentous interview !
Is it Stornoway Harbour! Is our trank-vyed
young dovtor to come up with a silent wonder
and joy on his face-—~u message that needs no
speech—a message that only says, * About with
the yacht, and hﬁt us run away to the northern
seas and Stornoway - The friend of these two
young people can hardly conceal her anxiety.
She has got-holil of the case of an opera-glass,
and opens and shuts it quickly and aimlesaly.
Then there is a step on the companion-way she
doex not look ; she only knows that Augus
Sutheiland comes on deck, and then goes I%)r-
wand to the bow of the gig, and stands by
himself, and looks out to sea. ’
There is silence on boand’; for a low rumble
of thander has been heand ouce or twiee, and we
are listening. The mountains of Jura are dark
now, amd the sultry wist in the south is deepar
iv its gloom, “This condition of the atmasphere
produces a vague seuse of something sbout to
ap‘wn, which is-in itself uncomfortable ; oue
would almost like to see a flash of lightning, or
hear the thunderous advance of a storm break-
ing in upon the oppressive calm.

I'he Laird goes forward te Anugus Sutherland.
* Weil, doctor, what think ve of the weather
row 1" .

The younger man starts and turns round, and
for a secoud looks at the Laird ag if he had not
quite cowprehended the question.

*Oh yes,” he says, ** vou are quite right, It
does look as if we were going to have a dirty
night.” i
And wfih that he turns to the sea again,
Ay, say the Laind, sententiously, ** {am
glad wo are in & boat we need have no fear of—
none.  Keep her away from the shore, and we
are all richt.  But—Yut I suppose you will get
into some harbour to-night, after all 1 o
** 1t does not matter,” he says, absently - and
then he goes away upito the bow. He is nlonn
there ;- for the men have gone below for dinnsr

_~—with the exception of Sohn of Skye, who is at

the helm:

Presently the special frienid of the younyg man
puts aside that opera-glass case, and walks
timidly forward to the bow of the vacht.  She
regards him somewhat anxiously ; but his face
is turned away’ from her—looking over to the
gloomy Jura hiils,

' Angus,” she ways, briskly, ‘“are we not
going very near dura, if it is West Loch Tarbert
we are making for ™

He tarned to her then, and she saw by his
face that somathing had happened. .

' You have spoken to her, Angus 17 she said
ina low voice : and her sarnest, kind eyes re.

garded the voung man as if to anticipate his
anywer.

“Yes.”

For a second or w0 he seemed disinclined to
say any 1mora ; but presently he added, searcely
looking at her,

“1am sorry that | must leay
time we get near land."

“Ob, Angus 1"

It was almost a ery, uttered in that low
piteous voice. Then he looked at her. ’

* You have been o kind to me," said he, so
:_h:\!;;nn o_nie; should hear. ‘1t is only a ;xxis-

ortune. - But [ wish I s
N ish -l “had never seen the

** Oh, Angus, don't say that 1

Pt 15 my owr fault. I should never have
come from Eidinburgh. I know that. 1 Knew
! was hazarding everything.  And she is not to
blame—" R .

He could say o _more, for'.one or two of the
men-now. came " np . fromn - the forecastle. iy
hestess Teft him, and went aft, with n hurt and
indignant look on her face.” When the Laird
asked why Mise Mary ' did not come on deck,
she aaid, ** I-don’t know,” with an air which
said she had censed to take any further ¢ars in
Mary’ Avon's actions. “And ‘at dinner . what
heed did she-pay to the fact that Mary Avon
was rather white, and silent, and pained-look-
ing? "She had been dissppointed. . She had not
cxpected the friend of her-bosom to.act in this
heartless manner. And asfor Howard Smith, she
treated shat young gentleman-with a cold conr.
tesy. which rather astonished him.

After dinner, when the men-folk had gone on
deck, and when she was preparing to go too, a
timid, appealing hanid was Inaid on %mr nrun,

* 1 would like to apeak to you,” said the low
voice of Mary Avan, :

Then she turted—only for a seecand. :

‘L think™ 1 know enough of what hus hip-

pened, Mary,” said she ; “and it would not b

¢ you the first

right:for e Lo intermeddle; Young people are

the beat judgen of their own affain."

e s bt

The :appenlinghand was withdrawn ; the girl
retired to-the saloon, and sat down nlone.

But here, on deck, an enger couneil of war was
being held 3 and Angus Sutherland was ng husy
as auy one with the extended chart—-the sound.
ings barely visible in the waving light-—and
wroposals  and countersproposals  were baing
}nzcﬁy bandied about. Night was coming on ;
dirty-Jooking - weather seemed to be coming uy
from the soutl; sud the mouth of West l,oc},
Turbert is narrow aud shallow in 'parts, wnd
studded with rocksa—a nasty place to enter in
the dark. - Morcover, when should we get there,
beating agninst this seuth-casterly wind ° What
it we ‘wereto put her heud vound, and run for
some improvised harbour wmong the small s
lands under the shadow of the Jara hills, wnd
wait there for daylight to show us weross ths
Seund 1.0

There was but one dissentient. Angus Suther.
Tand seemed oddly anxious to get to West Togh
Tarbert, - He would himsell take the belw all
night, if only the men wonld take their turn ut
the look-out, one at a time. Hit was sure he
conld nmke the channel, if we reached the
mouth of the loch before daylight., What * with
nothing shallower on the chart than fuur
fathoms ¢ How could there be any danger |

But the more prudient counsels of John of
Skye at length prevail, and there is a.call to the
men forward to stund by, Then down goes the
helin ; her head slews round with o mttling of
blacks amd condage i the sheets of the headosuils
are belaved to leeward ; and: thin, with the
boom awny over the starboanl davits, we are
rutining free before this freshening breeze,

But the night is dark as we cautionsly e
in under the vast shadows of the Jura lille
Fortunately - in here the “wind is light ; the
Hkite Dies seems to feel her way through the
gloom.  All eyes are on the [ook.ont ; and
there is a general shout as we nearly run on o
buoy set to mark & sunken ship.  But we glide
by in safety ; and in due course of time the roar
of the anchor chuin tells us that we are snuyg
for the night. )

Y Bat where is Miss Mary V" says the Laird,
in the cheerfully lit saloon. He looks sround
him in an uneomfortable and unsettled way.
The saloon is not the safoon when Mary “Avon
is ont of it; here is her chair, next to his as
usnrl, but it is vacant.  Iow are we to spent
the Jast happy hour of chatting and joking
without the pleased, bright face, and the tanid,
gentle, shy, dark eves?

“Mary has gone te her eabin’ savs her
hostess, 1 suppose she hag a headache,”

She supposes the girl haa a headuchie, sud has
not askenh Aud can it be really Mary Avon
that she is speaking of in that eold, hurt,
offeuded way ?

CHAPTER XXXIV.
IN THE DARK.

And thew the next morning the Laind s in.
finitely distrecsd.
“ What * not better yet 1" he says. ¥ Dvar
me ! Lwish Teould be a woman for awhile, to
take some tea in to her, and read to her, anid
conx herints better spirits. What a bad head-
ache:dt must be " , v

Bot this generous sympathy on the part of
one who is hittle more than an acquaiutance
touches the heart of Mary Avon's partioniar
friend, She reproaches hersell for her cruelty,
She not only gets the tea, and taked it inteo ths
cabin, but she adopts & domincering tone, and
declares - that until the voung lady begins her
breakfast she will not leave the place. Al
then she looks at the timid, worn face ; and her
hand is placed gently omthe hand of her friend,
and she says, in a lower voice

** Mary, don't think ] amn angry.
alittle bit disappointed, '
you ; yon could not help it.
13 all,”

The girl’s face rewsing rather aad ; but she is
quite self-possessed.,

“Youwill let me go_awny,” she savs, look-
ing down, **when we get té some harbour 1
. " There'is no need,” says her friend, regard:
ing her. ¢ Angus will leave us to.day, a3 soon

| am only
But I dou’t blune
Itis x pity; thu

as we gel actoss to Cantyre,’”

CORY ghe soid, quickly, and looking up
with a briel appeal in her eyes.  *“ [ hope not.
Why should he go away ¥ " Limust go ; 1 would
rather go.” SR

“0h, no, Mary,” her friend said. " }f there
is any *must” in the matter, it'is on his side ;
for you know his time is very valuable, and you
must have guessed why e has already far ex-
creded what he proposed to himself as his_ holi-
day.  No, no, Mary; let us forget  what has
huppened a3 g00n as we can,” and inuke the hest
of the rest.of our sailing, - The Laind would
have a fit, if yon reriously “threatened togo.
And | amsure yon are.not to blame” '

So sk kissed her on the clicek, by way of 1e-
concilintion, anil Jeft, “And she toid the Laird
that Mary had been dutiful, and had taken some
breakfast, and would Le up on-deck in-course of
Lime, . = RN

Meanwhile, thase’ who had . gone on deck bal
fuund the Hhite Dove: lying in a dead ealm,
some three miles away Trom: her anchomge: of
the previons night ;  her sails hanging limp, »
seorching aun on the white decks, and a glate
of light coming from-the blue aky nud the glassy
blue son; i : R

CMWell, Angay,' says his hostess, very mer
rily~for she “docs 1ot wish Lo Jet the othess
guess the renson of his snidilen departire-—*¢ you
sve the weather dovs not wpprove of your leaving




