o

-7 More?” she cried.
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n.;g il?‘pl;p::ell could expect mo bétter,”
E S thipk you might and
‘be a little kind to me for the laathzld of
‘it. Isee mot why you should be harsh:
I'have loved you very well, Catriona—
1o harm that I should call you so forthe
last time. .I have done the best that. I
could manage; I am trying the same still
and only vexed that I can do no'better.
It is a strange thing to me that you can
take any pleasure to be hard to me.”
“I am not thinking of * you,” she said.
“I'am thinking of that man, my father.”
“Well, and that way, t00,” said I. “I
can be of use to you that way, too; I will

have to be. - It is very needful, my dear,

+ that we should consult about your fa-

. $her.  For the way this talk has gone an
lng ;::apewgll be James More.”
pped again. ‘It is becauseIam
disgraced?” she asked.
“That is what he is thinking,” I re-
plied, “but I have told you already to
»think naught of it.”
“It will be.all one to me,” she cried.
“I prefér to be disgraced!”
I did not know very well what to an-
swer and stood silent.
There seemed to be something working
In her bosom after that last cry. Pres-
_ently she broke out: “And what is the
meaning ‘of all this? Why is all this
shame lonndered on my head? How could
you dare it, David Balfour?”
do;'My dear,” said I, ““what else was I to

I am not your dear,” she said, “and I

-defy you to be calling me these words.”

*  “I am not thinking of my words,” said
L “My heart bleeds for you, Miss Drum-
mond. Whatever I may say, be sureyon
have my pity in your difficult position.
But there is just the one thing that I
‘wish you would bear in view, if it was
only long enough to discuss it quietly,

there is going to be collieshangie
‘when we two get home. Take my word

- for it, it will need the two of us to make

this matter end in peace.” :

f“Aye!” said she. There spranga patch
of red in either of her cheeks. “Was he
for fighting you?’ said she.

‘“Well, he was that,” said L.

Shegavea dreadfulkind of laugh. *“At
all events it is complete!” she cried. And
then turning on me: “My father and I
are a fine pair,” said she, “but I am

like that,” said I

- but to be good to you, or try to? And
“here is my repayment! Oh, it is too
much!”

4 . ‘She kept looking at me with a hateful

“Coward!” aid she.

. “The word in your throat and in your |}

- father’s!” I cried. “I have dared him
this day already in your interest. Iwill
dare him again, the nasty polecat. Little
I care which of us should fall. Come,”

- #aid I, “back to the house with us., Let

usbe done with it. Let mebe donewith
- the whole hieland crew of you. You will

808 what you think when I am dead.”

She shook her head at me with that
‘same smile I could have struck her for.
“Oh, smile away!” I cried. “I have
seen your bonny father smile on the
03 this day. Not that I mean
he was afraid, of course,” I added hastily,
~ “but he preferred the-other way of it.”
- “What is this?”’ she asked. ;
“When I offered to ‘cthaw with him,”
#aid L SR
. “You offered to chaw upon James
“And I did so,” said I, “and found
him backward enough, or how would we
be here?” ;
“There is & meaning upon this,” said

 she. “What is it youare

meaning?”’
. e you take me,” I re-
plied, “and I would not have it. I said

v*| of her and you. Whatkind of a dafaned

ly have _paid for,them! Now

. you have refused me of your own clear
= Z:;wﬂl,andtherehmnohthermthe

. highlands or out of them that can force
on this marriage. Iwill see that your

wishes are respectéd; I will make the

; an‘e?’my business'as I have all through.

PBut I think you might have that decency
a8 to affect some gratitude. ’Deed, and
I thought you knew me better! I have
not behaved quite well to you, but that
‘was weakness, And to think me a cow-
ard and such a coward as that! Oh, my
was a stab for the last of it!”

“Oh, this ‘

" mine”—she gave & kind of wretched cry

st the word—*“me and mine are not fit to
_ speak to you. Oh,I gould be: i

™ P FePERT Iaviz SIYENSON
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‘at all events—beggarfolk and sorners.”

£ ing with that ground of confidence, such

& small stipend.

Iwhomyousrelﬂmtohaves queer pirn
to wind.”

“Oh, that I must be going out into the
world alone with such a man}” she cried,
and seemed to catch herself in with a
great effort. “But trouble yourself no
more for that,” said she. ‘He does not
know what kind of natureis in my heart.
He will pay me dear for this day of it—
dear, dear will he pay.”

She turned and began togo home and 1
to accompany her, at which she stopped.

“I will be going alone,” she said. “It
is aloné I must be seeing him.”

Some _little while I raged about the
streets ard told myself I was the worst
used lad in Christendom.  Anger choked'
.me. It was all very well forme to breathe |
deep. It seemed there wasnot air enongh
about Leyden to supply me, and Fthought
I would haveburst, like aman at the bot-
tom of the sea. I stopped and laughed
at myself at a street corner a minute to-
gether, langhing out lond so thata pas-
senger looked at me, which brought me
to myself

“Well,” I thought, ‘I have been a gull
and a ninny and a soft Tommy long
enough. Time it was done.. Here is a
good lesson to have nothing to do with
that accursed sex that was the ruin of
the man in the beginning and will be so
to the end. God knows I was happy
enough before ever I saw her. God

knows I can be happy enough again when
I have seen the last of her.”

That seemed to me the chief affair—to
see them go. I dwelled upon the idea |
fiercely, and presently slipped on in a
kind of malevolence fo consider how
very poorly they were like to fare when
Davie Balfour was no longer by to be
fheir milk cow, at which, to my own!
very great surprise, the disposition of my
mind turned bottom up. I was still an-
"gry. Istill hated her, and yet I thought
I owed it to myself that she should suffer
nothing. ; :

This carried me home again at once,
where 1 found the mails drawn out and
-ready fastened by the door, and the fa-
ther and daughter with every mark upon
them of a recent disagreement. Catriona
was like a wooden doll; James More
breathed hard, his face was clotted with
white spots, and his nose upon one side,
Assoon a8 I came in the girl looked at

might very well have beer followed by a
blow. It was a hint that was more con-

‘man tha given him credit of.
perhaps in him it was rather to be
called weakness. ; v

He /bega

will tell you what James More is
edning,” said she. *“He means we have
ng to you, beggarfolk, and have not

ved to you very well, and we are
as e ‘our ingratitnde and ill be-
havior. Now weare wanting to go away
and be forgotten, and my father will
have guided his gear so ill that we can-
not even do that unless you will give us
some more alms, for that is what we are

“By your leave, Miss Drummond,” said
L “I must speak to your father by my-
self.” g

She went into her own room and shut
the door without a word or look.

“You must excuse her, Mr. Balfour,’

says James More. *‘She has nodelicacy.”
“Jam not here to discuss that with
you,” said I, “but to be quit of you.
Now, Mr. Drummond, I have kept the
run of your affairs more closely than you
bargained for. Iknow you had money
of your own when you were borrowing
mine. I know you have had more since
you were here in' Leyden, though you

“1 bid you beware! I will stand no
more baiting,” he broke out. *I am sick

trade is this to be a parent! Ihave had
expressions used to me”— Then he broke
ff. *Bir, this is the heart of a soldier

“If you would havedet me finish,” says
I “yonwm’l.ldhave found I spoke to'your

“My dear friend,” he cried, “I knew 1
might have relied upon the generosity of
| your character.”

said 1

*‘Man, will you let me speak?”
“The fact is that I canhot win to find out
if you are rich or poor. But it is myidea
that your means, as they are mysteriousin
their source,so they are something insuffi-
cient in amount, and I do not choose your
daughtertobelacking. IfIdurstspeakto
herself, you may be certainIwould never
,dream,ott‘rusﬁngitto you, because 1
know you like the back of my hand and
all your blustering talk is that much

-wayyandosﬁ]lcaremethingtmjyour
danghter after all, and I must just be do-

as it is.” %

- Whereupon I arranged with him that
hewas to communicate with me as to his
| Whereabouts and Catriona’s welfare, in
‘consideration of which I was toserve him
. He heard the business out with a great
deal of -and when it was done
“My deat fellow! My dear son!” he cried

8t | out. ““Thisis more like yourself than any

ith | of it yet! I

-

him with a steady, clear, dark look that |

erable the next days but what I had

.concealed it even from your danghter.” | from which place James shortly after

| due for another letter, and as the letter

‘wind to me. However, I believe in your Hes

w ry
| able

Bserve youwithafsol’-',put‘lthinkh‘_ -she must have come near

“Let me  hear no more of it!” says L
“You-have got me to that pitch that the
bad name of soldier rises on my stomach.
Our traffic is settled. I am now going
forth and will return in one-half hour,
when Lexpect to find my chamberspurged
of you.” =

gave them geod measure of time. It
my one fear thatil might seeCatriona

, because fears and weakmness were
ready in my heart, and I cherished my
anger like a piece of dignity. Perhaps
an hour went by. The sunm had gone
down. A little wisp of 3 new moon was
following it across a scarlet sunset. Al-
ready there were stars in the east, and in
my chambers, when at last I entered
them, the night lay blue. I lit a taper
and reviewed the room. Imthe first there
remained nothing so much as to awakea
memory of those who were gone, but'in
the second, in one corner -of the floor, 1
spied a little heap that brought my heart

suppressing the letter, for it eame long
after date and was clesely followed by

Alan had arrived and made another life -
to me with his merry conversation I
had been presented to his cousin of the |
8cots-Dutch, a man that drank more,
than I could have thought possible and
was not otherwise of interest; I had
been entertained to many jovial din-
ners and given some myself, all with no
great change upon my sorrow, and we
$wo (by which I mean Alan and myself:
and not at all the cousin) had discussed
& good deal the nature of my relations
with James More and his daughter. 1
was naturally diffident to give particu-
lars, and this disposition was not any-
way lessened by the nature of Alan’s
commentary upon those I gave.

“] cannae make head nor tail of it,”
he would say, “but it sticks in my mind
that ye've made agowk of yourself.
There’s few people that has had more

into my mouth. She bad left behind at
her departure all that ever she had of

me. It was the blow that I felt sorest, ‘ & lassie like this one of yours. The way

perhaps becanse it was the last, and 1
fell upom that pile of clothing and be-
haved myself more foolish than I care to
tell of. :

Latein the night, in a strict , and
my teeth chattering, I came in by
some portion,of my manhood and con-
sidered with myself. . The sight of these
poor frocks and ribbons and her shifts
and the clocked stockings was not to be
endured, and if I were to recover any
constancy of mind I saw I must be rid
of them ere the morning. It was my
first thought to have made a fire and

d them, but my disposition has al- E
ways been opposed to wastery for one

thing, and for another to have burned 'by! As for James More, the man’s as

these things that she had worn close |
upon her body seemed in the nature of a~
‘cruelty. There was a 'corner cupboard
in that chamber;“here I determined to
bestow them. The which I did and
made it a long business, folding them
with very little gkill indeed, but the
more care, and sometimes dropping them

All the heart was gone out of me; I
was weary as though I had run miles
and sore like one beaten, when, as I was
folding a kerchief that she wore often at
her neck, I observed there was a corner
neatly cut from it. It was a kerchief of
& very pretty hue, on ‘which I had' fre-
quently remarked, and once that she had
it on I remember telling her by way of
a banter that she wore my colors. There
came & glow of hope like a tide of
sweefness in my bosom, and the next
moment I was plunged back in a fresh
despair, for there was the corner crum-
pled in & knot and cast down by itself in

another {:& of the floor. { me,” said L
Bot w

1 argued with myself Igrew
more hopeful. She had cut that corner
off in some childish freak that was man-
ifestly tender. That she had cast it away
again was little to be wondered at, and 1
was inclined to dwell more upon the first
than upon the second and to be more
pleased that she ever had conceived the
idea of that keepsake than concerned be-
cause she had flung it from her in an
hour of natural resentment.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
WE MEET IN DUNKIRK.

many hopeful and happy snatches;
threw myself with a good deal of con-
stancy upon my studies and made out
to endure the time till Alan should ar-
rive or I might hear word of Catriona
by the means of James More. I had al-
together three letters in the time of our’
separation. One was to announce their
arrival in the town of Dunkirkin France,

started alone upon a private mission.
This was to England and to see Lord
Holderness, and it has-always been a
bitter thomght that my good ey
helped to pay the charges of the same.
But he has need of a long spoon who

sups with the de'il or James More either. |.

was the conditioh of his stipend he had
been so careful as to prepare it before-
hand and leave it with Catriona to be
dispatched. The factof our correspond-
ence aroused her suspicions, and he was
no sooner gone than she had burst the
seal. What I received began accordingly
in the writing of James More:

My DEAR Str—Your esteemed favor came to
hand duly, and I have to acknowledge the in-
closure according to agreement. It shall beall
fai ed ‘on my daughter, who is
well.and de to be remembered to her dear
friend. 1find in rather a melancholy dis-
position, but trust in the mercy of God to see

er re-established. Our manner of life is very
much alone, but we solace. ourselves with the
memm &t,mnaﬂvomonnhm:s Aand

u;

ies next to Scotland.
me when 1 lay with five wounds upon my bod$
on the field of Gladsmuir. I have found em-
ployment here in the haras of a French noble-
re my experience is valued. But, my
WAages are 80 ex unsuit-

: A would be:ashamed to mem
theim, which makes your remittances the
necessary to my daughter's comfort, though, I
dare say, the sight of old friends would be still
better. My dear sir, your affectionate, obedient
servant, JauEs MACGREGOR DRUMMOND,

Below it began again in the hand of
Catriona:

- Do'not be belleving him; it is all les togethe
~ PO g

b “I'would e'en’t,” says he.

1 to meet in with an old fellow soldierand

experience than Alan Breck, and I can
never call to mind to have heard tell of

that you tell it the thing’s fair impossi-
ble.  Ye must have made a terrible hash
of the business, David.”

‘““There are whiles that I am of the
same mind,” said L

““The strange thing is that ye seem to
have a kind of a fancy for her, too,” said
Alan.

- *The biggest kind, Alan,”said 1, “and
I think I'll take it to my grave with me.” |
“Well, ye beat me, whatever!” he
would conclude, N
I showed him the letter with Catri-
ona’s postscript. ‘‘And here again!” he
cried. “Impossible to deny a kind of
decency to this Catriona, and sense for- |

boss as a drum; he's just a wame and a
wheen words, though I'll never can deny
that he fought reasonably well at Glads-
muir, and it's true what he ‘says here
about the five wounds. But the loss of
‘him is that the man’s boss.”

“Yesee, Alan,” saysI, “it goes against
the grain with me to leave the maid in
such poor hands.” f

“Ye couldnae ‘weel find ‘poorer,” he

admitted. “But what are ye to do with
it? It’s this way about a man and a
woman, ye see, Davie, the weemen folk
have got no kind of reason to them./
Either they like the man, an then 8’ goes
fine, or else they just detest him, and ye
may spare your breath—you can do

There’s. just the two sets of

for ye, and them that never look the
road ye're on, That's a’ that there is to
women, and you seem fo be such a gom-
eral that-he cannae tell which way it is.”

“Weel, and I'm afraid that’s true for

“And yet there’s naething easier!”
cried Alan. “I could easy learn ye the
science of the thing, but ye seem to me
to be born blind, and there’s where the
difficulty comes in!”

““And can you no help me? I asked,
*‘yon that’s so clever at the trade?”

“Ye see, David, I wasnae here,” said
he. “Pm like a field officer that has nae-
body but blind men for scouts and

eclaireurs, ' what would ye ken?
But rtshqkég my mind that ye'll have
made some kind of a bauchle, and if 1

was you I'wonld_hg\tp a try at her
“Would ye so, man Alan?" said L

The third letter came to my hand
while we were deep in some such talk,
and it will be seen how pat it fell to the
occasion. James professed to be in some
doncern upon his daughter’s health,
which I believe was never better; abound-
ed in kind expressions to myself, and
finally proposed that I should visit them
at Dunkirk.

“You will now be enjoying the soci-
ety of my old comrade, Mr. Stewart,” he
wrote. “Why not acoompa?y him so far
in his return to France? . I have.some-
thing very particular for Mr. Stewart’s
ear, and at any rate I would be pleased

one 80 mettle as himself. As for you, my
dear sir, my daughter and I wonld be
proud to receive our bemefactor, whom
we regard as a brother and a son, The
French nobleman has proved a person of
the most filthy avarice of character, and
I have been necessitated to leave the
haras. You will find us in consequence
alittle poorly lodged in the auberge of a
man Bazin on the dunes, but the situa-
tion is caller, and I make no doubt but
we might spend some very pleasant days.
when Mr. Stewart and I could recall our
services, and you and my daughter di-
vert yourselves in & manner more befit-
ting your age. Ibegat least that Mr.
‘Stewart would come here; my business
with him opens a very wide door.”

“What does ‘the man want with me?
cried Alan when he hadread. “What
he wants with you is clear enough—it’s
siller; But what can he want with Alan
Breck?”

“Oh, it'll be just an excuse,” said L
“He is still after this marriage, which 1
wish from my heart that we could bring
about. - And he asks you because he
thinks I would be less likely to come
wan! you.” - N 3

“Well, I wish that I ken’t,” says Alan:
““Him and me were never onyways pack;
we used to grin at ither like & pair of
pipers, ‘Something for my ear,’ quo’ he.
ri mmm something for his hinder
end e we're through with it. Dod,
-I'm thinking it would be a kind of diver-
tisement fo gang and see what he'll be
“after! Farly, that I d see your. las-
sio then. What say ye, Davie? Will ye
ride with Alan Breck?”

Youn may be sure I was not backward,
and Alan’s forlough running toward an
end we set forth together on a pair of
reasonable good roadsters by the road of

It was near dark of a January day
when we rode at last into the town of
Dunkirk. ' By this time 'we had left our
horses at the post and found a guide to
Bazin’s inn, which.lay beyond the walls.
Night was quite fallen, so that we were
the last to leave that fortress and heard
the doors of it close behind ug as we
passed the bridge. On the other side
there lay a lighted suburb, which we

ed for awhile, then turned into a

Not only did she add this postscript, |

it

dark lane and presently found ourselves

the third. In the time betwixt them |

| very quietly and greeted me with a pale

them—them that would sell their coats |

4" “I thank you with my heart for your

where we could hear a bullemng of the
sea. We traveled in this fashion for
some while, following our conductor
mostly by the sound of his voice, and I
had begun to think he was perhaps mis-
leading us when we came to the top of
a small brae, and there appeared out of
the darkness a dim light in a window.

.'Voila Pauberge a Bazin,” says the
guide.

Alan smacked- his lips. - “An unco
lonely bit,” said he, and I thomght by
his tone he was not wholly pleased.

A little after, and we stood in the lower
story of that house, which was all in the
one apartment, with a stair leading to |
the chambers at the sifle, benches and
tables by the wall, the cooking fire st
the one end of it and shelves of bottles
and the cellar trap at the other. Here
Bazin, who was an ill lo6king, big man,

told us the Scottish gentleman was gone [}

abroad, he knew not where, but the
young lady was above and he would
call her down to us.

Itook from my breast that kerchief
wanting the corner and knotted it about
my throat. Icould hear my heart go;
and Alan patting me on the shoulder
with some of his langhable expressions,
I could scarce refrain from a sharp word.
Bat the time was not long to wait. 1
heard her step pass overhead and saw
her on the stair. This' she descended

face and a certain seeming of earnest-
ness or uneasiness in her manner that ex-
tremely dashed me.

“My father, James More, will be here
soon. He will be very pleased to see
you,” ghe 8aid. And then of a sudden
her face flamed, her eyes lightened, the
speech stopped upon her lips, and I made
sure she had observed the kerchief. It
'was only for a breath that she was dis-
composed, but methought it was with a
new animation that' she turned to wel:
come Alan. ‘“And you will be his friend.
Alan Breck?”’ she cried. “Many is the
«dozen times I will have heard him tell of
You, and I love you already l;or ali your
‘bravery and goodness.”

“Well, well,” says Alan, holding her |,

hand im his and viewing her, “and so this
i8 the young lady at the lastof it! David,
ye're an awful poor hand of a descrip-
tion.”

I do not know that ever I heard him
speak so straight to people’s hearts; the
sound of his voice was like song.

*“What?~ Will he have been describing
me?” she cried. Al

*“Little else of it since I ever came out
of France,” says he, “forby a bit of a
speciment one night in Scotland in a
shaw of wood by Silvermills. But cheer
up, my dear! Ye're bonnier than what
he said. Andnow there’sone thing sure,
you and me are to be a pair of friends.
T'm’a kind of a henchman to Davie here.
Pm like a tyke at his heels, and what-
ever he cares for P’ve got to care for too
—and by the holy airn! they've got to
care for me! So now you see what way
you stand with Alan Breck, and ye’ll
find ye’ll hardly lose on the i
He'’s no very bonnie, my dear, but he’s
leal to them he loves.”

good words,” said she. “I have that

honor for a brave, honest man that I |t0 iy

cannot find any to be answering with.®

Using travelers’ freedom we spared to
wait for James More and sat down to
meat; we threesome. Alan had Catriona
sit by him and wait upon his wants;
he made her drink first out of his glass,
he surrounded her with continual kind
gallantries and yet never
most small oceasion to be jealor
kept the talk so much in his own hand,
and thatin so merry & note, that neither
she nor. I remembered to’ be embar-
rassed. If any had seen usthere it must
have been supposed that Alan was the
old friend and I the stranger,

Indeed 1 had often cause to love and
to admire the man, but I never loved or
admired him better than that night, and
1 could not help remarking to myself
(what I was sometimes rather in danger
of forgetting) that Le had not only much
experience of life, byt in his own Way a
great deal of natural ability besides. As
for Catriona, she seemed quite carried
away. Her langh was like a peal of
bells, her face gay as a May morning,
and I own, although I was very well
pleased, yet 1 was a liftle sad also, and
thought myself a dull, storkish charac-
ter in comparison of my friend, and very
unfit to come into & young maid’s life
and perhaps ding down her gayety. -

But if that was like to be my part, 1
found at least that I was not alone in if,
for, James More returning suddenly, the |

and honseforsyonngladytobebrqught

“Oh, Davte, {8 this what you think of me?”

Daylight showed us how solitary the
inn stood. ' It was plainly hard upon the
sea, yet out of all view of it and beset on
every side with scabbit hills. ‘Therewas
indeed only one thing in the nature of a
prospect, where there stood out overa
brae the two sails of a windmill like an
asg’ ears, but with the ass quite hidden.

It was strange (after the wind rose, for,

at first it was dead calm) to see the turn-
ing and following of each other of these
great sails behind the hillock. Scarce
any road came by there, but a nomber of
footways traveled among the bents in all
directions up to Mr. Bazin’s door. The
truth is, he was a man of mary trades.
not any one of them honest, and the po-
sition of his inn was the best of his live-
lihood.. Smugglers frequented it, polit-
ical agents and forfeited persons bound
across the water came there to await
their passages, and 1 daresay there was
worse behind, for a whole family might
have been butchered in that house and
nobody the wiser.

1slept little and ill. Long ere it was

day.I had slipped from beside my bed-
fellow and was warming myself at the
fire or walking to and fro before the
door. - Dawn broke mighty sullen, but &
little after sprang up a wind out of the
west which burst the clouds, let through
the sun and set the mill to the turning.
There was something of spring in the
sunshine, or else it was in my heart, and
the appearing of the great sails one after
another from behind the hill diverted

me extremely. A times I could hear a:

creak of the machinery, and half past 8
of the day Catriona began to sing in the
house. At this I wonld have cast my
bhat in the air, and I thought this dreary,
desert place was like a paradise.

For all which, as the day drew on and
nobody came near, I began to be aware
of an uneasiness that I could scarce ex-
plain. - It seemed there was trouble afoot.
Thesails of the windmill, as they came up
and went down over the hill, were like
persons spying, and outside of all fancy
it was surely a strange mneighborhood

somedanger or perplexity; manifest that
Alan was alive to the same and watched
him close, and this
ity upon the one side and vigilance upon
the other held me on live coals. The

me the . meal was no sooner over than James
; and he  Seemed to come to a resolve and began
to make apologies.  He had an appoint-
mént of a private nafure in the town (it
was the French nobleman, he told me),
and we would please excuse him till
about noon. Meanwhile he carried his

daughter aside to the far end of the

. room, where he seemed to speak rather
earnestly and she to listen without much | o
felinati

“T am caring less and less about this

man James,” said Alan. ‘“There’s some-
thing no right with the man James,
and I wouldnae wonder but what
Alan Breck would give an eye to him
this  day.
yon French nobleman, Davie; I-would
maybe ken his name, and I dare say you
could find an employ to yoursel, and
that 'wonld be to speer at the lassie for
gome news of your affair. Just tell it to
her plainly—tell her ye're a muckle ass
at the outset, and  then, if 1 were you, | ¢
and ye could do it naitural, I would just | ¢

mint to her I was in some kind of a dan- | &
ger; &’ weemenfolk likes that.,” =~ = | _
“I cannae lee, Alan; I cannae do it | ™

I would like fine to see

girl was changed into a piece of stone. | natrural,” says I, mocking him. .

Through the rest of that evening, until
she made an excuse and slipped to bed, 1
kept an eye upon her withont cease, and
I can bear. testimony that she never
smiled, scarcely spoke and Jooked mostly
on the board in front of her. So that 1
really marveled tosee so much dev&ion
(as it used fo be) changed into the very
dcdk?euof hate. h’ : ,
James More it is unnecessary to
say much. You know the man already,
and what there was to know of higfl; and
I am weary of writing out lies.
Enough that-he drank a great deal and
told us very little that was to any possi-
ble purpose. As for the business with
Alan, that was to be reserved for the
morrow and his private hearing.

It was the more easy to be put off be-
cause- Alan and I were pretty weary
with our day’s ride and sat not very late
after Catriona.

We were soon alone in a chamber
where we were to make shift with a sin-
gle bed. Alan looked on me with a
queer smile, :

TG

?5,

He
HES

a wee
yont amang the bents, so that I can see
what way James goes.”

One after another went, till I was left

| alone beside the breakfast table—James

very well understand how she
should aveid to be alone with me, yet

Yo muckle ass{” said he. ‘was none the better pleased with it for

**What do ye mean by that?” 1 cried.

“Mean? Whatdo] mean? It's extra-
ordinar, David man,” says he, “that-you |
should be s0 mortal stapit.” =

in I begged him to speak out.

“Well Mt's this of it,” saidhe, *Itold
ye there were the two kinds of women—
them that wonld sell their shifts for ye,
and the others, just you try for yoursel’,
gz bomyt manlWBnt what’s that neep-

at your »

I ‘fold him,

“l- thocht it was something there-
about,” said he, :

Nor would he say another word,

wading in the night among deep sand

: )
4

though I besieged him long with impor-

Upon the whole the best appeared to me
to do like Alan. If I was ouf of view
among the sand hills, the fine morning
wonld decoy her out, and once I had her
in the open I counld please myself,

No sooner said than done. Nor was 1
long under the bield of a hillock before
she appeared at the inn door, looked here
and there, and seeing nobody set out by
& path that led directly seaward, and by
which I followed her.. Iwas in no haste
to make my presence known. The far-
ther she went I made sure of the
hearing of my suit, and the ground be-
ing sll sandy it was essy to0 follow her

~

of duplic- |

—

unheard. The path rose and came at
last to the head of aknmowe. Thence |
had a picture for the first time of what a
desolate wilderness that inn stood hig.
den in—where was no man to be seen,
nor any house of man, except just B
zin’s and the windmill,

Only a little further on the sea ap-
peared and two or three ships upon it,
pretty as a drawing. - One of these was
extremely close in to be so great a vesse].
and I was aware of a shock ofnew gys.
picion when I recognized the trim of tkp
Seahorse, What should an English ship
be doing so near in to France? Why wag
Alan brought into her neighborhood, anq
that in a place 80 far from any hope of
rescue? And was it by accident or by
design that the daughter of James Mors
should walk that day to the seaside?

Presently I came forth behind her in
the front of the sandhills and above the
beach. It was here long and solitary,
with a man-o’-war’s boat drawn up about
the middle of the prospeet, and an officer
in charge and pacing the sands like onc
who waited. 1 sat immediately down
where the rough grass a good deal cov-
ered me and looked for what should fol-
low. Catriona went straight to the boat.
The officer met her with civilities; they
had ten words together. I saw a letter
changing hands, and there was Catriona
returning. At the same time, as if this
were all her business on the continent,
the boat ‘shoved off and was headed for
the Seahorse. But I observed that the
officer remained behind and disappeared
inland behind the bents.

I liked the business little, and the more
I considered of it liked it less. Was it
Alan the officer was geeking or Catriona?
She drew mear, with her head down,
looking constantly on the sand, and made
80 tender a pictare that I could not bear
to doubt her innocency. The next she
raised her faceand recognized me, seemed
to hesitate, and then came on again, but
more slowly, and I thought with 1
changed color, and at that thought all
else that was upon my bosom—fears,
suspicions, the care of my friend’s life—
‘was clean swallowed up, and I rose to

my feetand stood waiting herin a drunk-
enness of hope,

I gave her “‘good morning” asshe came
up, which she returned with a good deal
of composure,

“Will you forgive my having followed
yqp ? gaid 1. -

‘1 know you are always meaning kind-
ly,” she replied, and then with a little
outburst, “but why will you be sending
money to that man? It mustnot be.”

“I never sent it for him,” said I, “but
for you, as you know well.”

““And you have no right to be sending
it to either one of us,” said she. “David,
it is not right.”

1t 18 not; it is all wrong,” said 1, “and
1 pray God he will help this dull fellow
(if i be at all possible) to make it better.
Catriona, this is no kind of life for you
to lead, and I ask your pardon for the
word, but yon man is no fit father to
take care of you.”

“Do not be speaking of him even!”

. “And I need speak of him no more; it

: ﬂg@:gg;]: | that I am thinkin:. Oh

o

: QGMT ays L I think of
\one"ﬁztix‘g."' ‘ @h?vblt‘been alone now
this long time in Leyden, and when I
was by way of my studies still I was
thinking of that. Next Alan came, and
I went among soldier men to their big
dinners, and still I had the same thought.
And it was the same before, when I had
her there beside me. Catriona, do you
see this napkin at my throat? You cut
8 corner from it once and then cast it
from you. They’re your colors'now; I
wear them in my heart. My dear, I can-

with mel” - :

I stepped beforé her so as to intercept:
on. £

“Try to put up with me,” I was say-

ing, “try and bear with me a little.”

Still she had never the word, and s

fear began to rise in me like a fear of
triona,” I cried, gazing on her
hand, “is it a mistakeagain? AmI quite

; 11886 to give or to keep
she. T was all yours from
4 you wonld have had a

Was on the summit of & brae.
jce was windy and conspicuous.

:ontofowhir].

) were to be seen there even from the
ish ship, but I kneeled down before
er inthe sand and embraced her knees

j#nd burst inta that storm of weeping

I thought it must have broken me.

| thought was wholly beaten from my
by the vehemency of my discom-

osure. ' I knew not where I was. Ihad

t why I was happy. OnlyI knew
 stooped; and I felt her cherish me to
‘her face and bosom and heard her words

“Davie,” she was saying, “Oh, Davie,
s this what you think of me? Isit so
that you were caring for poor me? Obh,
Dayie, D_.a'vie.l? :

[To be Continued.]

A Veteran’s Story

Mr. Joseph Hem-
merich, an old so‘nlimt.
529 E. 146th St., N. Y.
Qity, writes us volun-
tarily. In 1862, at the
battle of Fair Oaks, h‘e
was stricken with
‘typhoid fever, m:'i
after a long strugglc I

; eral ' years, s
charged as incurabl®
A with Comnmpl‘llo:i-
said both I were affected and ®
Mt live long,ull:gtsa comrade urget‘i { “\
to_try Hood's Sarsaparilla. Before hc
inished one bottle his cou{;h began to ge[,“ 0
the choking sensation left, and mgmlsl‘ eats
grew less and less. He is now in good hea!
and cordially recommends

Hood’s Sarsaparilia

general blood purifier and tomic medi-
g-:. especially to h‘;s comrades in the G- A. -

HOOD'S PiLL 8 are hand made, and are per

foct in composition, proportion and appearance.

not but want you. Oh, try to put up

- of his men.
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