
CHAPTER VI.

MUNGO BOYD.

It was difficult for Count Victor, when he went
tl^^ '!i

'^^ "'?™'"S. to revive 'in memory the

thf̂ r/ TT'1°^' impressions of his arrivalT and

^lTY^^%^^^^^t'^ '""ft^" half-completk "nthe dark waste and hollow of the night was completely gone from his recollection, leavfng hfm onTy

is wt .T^K^.'"""^
of something on the tlngue's?t"?,

heart ^As h/'
unattainable as if it had never b^enneard. As he walked upon a little knoll that lavbetween the seas.de of the castle and the wavelsd?he found an a,r of the utmost benignity charged wih

AnH *r'' °^ "^^^ \"'"""' woodlands In a sunshTneAnd the sea stretched serene; the mists that had/gathered m the night about the hills were rising like
> ithe smoke of calm hearths into a sky withou Icloud. The castle itself, for all its naturaUrro^ce^nd menace, had something pleasant in its aSrect

did ni^V'T '•'?'
'T^l ^'"^«""' ^here theSndid not display its dishevelment and even tie be

com'pts'ure?""
"'" '"^ ''"' '''' ""^^ ^ l^koni^'u.

To add to the morning's cheerfulness Muneo wasafoot whistling a ballad air of the low cfunl^with a regard for neither time nor tune in h^spuckered lips as he sat on a firkin-head a? an ou !
house door and gutted some fish he had caught wUhh.s own hands m a trammel net at the rivelmou h


