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4S TAY at home, my lad, stay at"s home. Better lay amang the
saft warrn sheets, this niclit,
than the ground weed round

the Scaur Rocks," murnbled the White
Witch of Drumore.

1 looked earnestly at her as she bent
over the peat and driftwood crackling
on the open heartli. Against the blaze
the stunted figure of lier was silhouetted
like a hunchback's. Dusting the top of
the meal ark, I sat down on it alongside
lier.

"What will happen, mistress ?" I
asked. "As you know, I arn going out
on the night tide, over the Bay to, the
Isle of Whitern. Is there bad weather
brewing ?"

"Stay at hame, my lad, stay at hamne."
"That 1 cannot do, mistress, witliout

causing vexation to others, near and dear
to me," I replied. "Is there any danger
then ?"

"Mair than you, or I, or rnost of us
want. Gin ye go, it is a farther dry
that's yours than owre the Bay. Rest
ye ashore, my gentleman, tili rnorning."

Vainly I pressed lier for an explana-
tion. Silently she continued to stir lier
porridge, ber duil eyes now and again
resting on me.

"Well IVistress, your porridge 15
done, and you're going to have your
supper; ll be off," I said, nettled at lier
obstînate silence. "Is it a burst of wind
you mean? Crossing the Bay, toniglit,
is as saf e as walking down the village
street liere! The breeze lias xvestered,
and is falling too. Tuts, mistress, I
thouglit you could tell something !"

Slie reared up lier meagre figure. "Ay,
I can tell ye mair nor that. Tliree sailor
laddies have I weaned in rny days o'
mitlierhood. Nane o' tlier would listen
to 1-ny tellings, and woe's me, the kirk-

yaird doesn' hap their bodies. The Nine
Tides aye took themi."

"The Nine Tides! Wliat Tides are
they?ý I've seen two tides instead of one,
mnistress, but neyer heard of nine."

"The Nine Tides o' Sliron-Na-Bogliar,
as the Muli o'.Galloawa' was ca'd in the
auld tirnes.," she replied. "This I ken,
Sir, and ken weel-before tlie cliap o'
midnichit the Nine Tides will be calling,
calling, on you. And ye'll see the Span-
ish slip they beguiled. The Hand o'
God keep ye."

"Sir, I ken it," she added fiercely.
"My th 1ree weans tliey cry it in my ear.
Gtiîd sir, I amn not mad."

I stepped out of the cottage and looked
about. The sun was now sunk, leaving
the west batlied in gold. The littie
fleeey clouds, amethyst and gold, seemed
almost stationary. On the other side of
Luce Bay, I could see Craignarget Hill,
sixteen miles away,-a long ridge of soft
blue against the azure of the evening
sky. Aecording to the weather-vane on
the old flour-mîll opposite, the wind was
blowving frorn the south-west-steadily it
seemed to me. With a laugli at the
White Witcli's fears, I said goo d-night
to lier, and took my way to the harbor.

Neyer better weather for crossing the
Bay to tlue Isle, thouglit I; and whistling
for rny seaman, I gaily reacied the sea-
ward quay.

As we slid past Cairgarrock Bay,
nuaking southward, to gain the flow that
runs strong in that direction towards the
Isle, eigliteen miles away, I let my eyes
rove up the long bay behind us. Its
smooth surface shimmered with the fad-
ing gold of the August suinset, which here
and there was interlaced with branching
stretches of faint green and silver, sliot
ocasionally with varying blue where
undercurrents disturbed the refi ections.
There was no sound save the gurgling of


