A Riley Echo.

When the erop is on the market and the cash is
in your sock,

And you hear the click and jingle of the key
turned in the lock,

And Ethe oliuklnghot the * pennies” aund the
clanking of the * tens,”

And the groceryman is paid up and no more his
bill he sen's ;

Oh, it's then’s the time a feller is a-feelin’ at his

s
‘When he rises from his supper, then downward
pulls his vest ;
As he smokes his pipe in comfort, and then goes
and winds the clock,
en the crop is on the market and the cash is
in his sock.

There's something kind o’ cheerful-like about the
farmer’'s eyes

When he knows the summer's over and he
doeen't have to rise

About the time the daylight's a-peepin’ thro’ the

gloom,

AndXwork until the moon's up’'mid the grain
that's all in bloom ;

But, instead, he sorter calculates he'll hook old
‘“ Buck” and ** Jess"

To his cutter in the evenin’ and put on his Sun-
day dress ; L

Then go a-courtin’ Lizer, with her apron and
new frock,

When the crop i8 on the market and the cash is
in the sock, '

Oh, the hugkin' and the spellin’ bees—the win-
ter's harmless fun ;
The raspin’ of the fiddle when the dancing is

be(iun H
The jingle of the sleigh-bells, your best galin the

gled ;

The kissin’ and the huggin’ whin the old folks
are in bed ;

The roastin' of the chestnuts, the neighbors
droppin’ in;

The}e:_t.in' of the apples, drinkin’ cider from a
in ;

Oh, it sets my heart a-prancin’ iike a struttin’
turkey-cock,

‘When the crop is on the market «nd the cash is
in the sock.

—Horsciveads Bazoo,

UNCLE PAT.

.-

It was Hugh Cameron; ocome to- pu
himgelt as Mr. Wynter's servioe, to take
him fishing, or do whatever was desired.
What Mr. Wynter particularly desired just
then was o sketch Maggis. Would Huogh

ersuade her ? This at once landed poor

ugh on the horns of a dilemma. He
wished to be polite to the stranger, yet,
with the touchiness of a lover, and, per-
haps, with a litile of the savage * boude-
rie "’ that had come down to him from his
rough ancestors, he resented the idea of his
lase posing by the hour before a handsome
young stranger.

“All women would not be liking their por-
traits taken,” eaid he; ‘ some wonld
whatever ; but, as Maggie would be objeot-
le:%—-Hooss ! they would say nothing about
i

‘“ Bpeak for yourself !" ories Miss
Weathercook ; *“if the gentleman was
wishing to paint a pioture, why for no 2"

““You was not for the pioture being
done, Maggie ; vou was saying that this
very minute of sime "

‘ Maybe I'm for changing my mind |

‘“Aye! yon was always good at that!”

‘“ Without asking you, anyway 1"

‘“ Aye!l I'm for believing that too !"

‘‘There are some men so masterful,’”
Maggie went on, addressing the shavinge,
‘“ $hat they will be making laws for every
one. Nobody was to be doing this or thas
bat at their will and pleasure. That's no
for Maggie Robaon ! "

*“You can be doing what pleases you,
Maggie.”

‘ Thank yon kindly, Mr. Cameron! I
wass much beholden to you!"

‘*Look herel” gsaid Harry, good-natur-
edly, ** I'll paint you both.”

‘‘Benuty and the Beast!" says she;
upo; which Mr. Hugh flouts out into the

ard.

. * You are hard on him,"” said Harry.

“He is so masterful!"” she answered,
$aking up the plane again. * Not but what
he is olever! Oh, Hugh ia clever! He will
be knowing more of Fortingal parish than
anyone. The gentlefolk think a great deal
of Hugh.”

‘“And I am to take that
Maggie ? "

By way of answer she sent the plane ap
the board again with a grand swish.

“ Gro on Maggie, that will do! "

“ You was saying just now Mr. Wynter,
you would be painting Hugh,” said she,
Enusing in her work. “I'd like fine to

avé a pictare of Hugh, but I would no
like him %o be knowing."

‘ You shall have a pioture of Hagh, I
promise you that. Let me make a pioture
of you, and you ghall have one of Hugh.
He is worth painting. I'll color it oo, and
he shall never be one bit the wiser. You
osn make a frame for it, you know, Mag-
gie, and hang it where you like. That's
gettled !"

““ Would the gentleman like to see the
nsests, Maggie ?"

It was Polleken, the cobbler, who spoke.
He had glided noiselessly in across the sof$
shavings, and stood grinning behind them,
He was a bald-headed, wizen-faced man,
with protuberan$ chin and forehead. He
spoke fawningly, and had a triok of pop-
ping his hands under his leather apron
immediately the words lefs his mouth,
and rolling his eyes in their sockets as if
impatient for an answer.

Maggie turned pale the momen$ she
heard she voice ; then, with a si h, turned
down her sleeves and tollowes her evil
8piris across the yard into her father's
oottage.

Robson was busy pinning out a moth,
and notwithstanding: the unmistakable
eottish look, Harry could not but nosice
an air of refinement about the man that
betokened better days. The well-thumbed
books, too, and the rough entomologioal
onsges, told their little story, and his shaky
hands did their duty as deftly as a machine.

“ Jush in time, gir,” said he with a pass-
ing frown as Polleken—* just in $ime to
6ee something peculiar to this distriot. I
don’t know whether you are a Bepidopter.-
ist, but it may interest you to know that
the moth I am setting up is & true Rannooch
sprawler; a small specimen, but so rare
that it is worsh three or four guineas.”

‘“And you ocannot tell it from a Norro-
way specimen,” Mr." Polleken obeerved,
with an unpleasant inflexion in his voice;
‘“and the Norroway specimen oan be
bought for a couple of shillings.”

“You can tell an honest man from a
rogue, though,” Robson replied angrily,
“ and the rogue can be boughs for less than
& couple of shillings.”

“No one would aocuse you, Robbie, of
selling Norroway specimens for Black
Wood ones. No likely! Bu$ you know,
Robby, it has been said that Norroway
cvssounens have been sold here for Black

ocd ones. I've heard folks say, too—he!

sketoh after all,

he !—that some have been painted and sold
for solid money in Edinburgh. Just a spo$
or §wo here and there does 1¢. But oh, Mr.
Wynter, the wickednees of it !" And here
he shook his head and rolled his eyes in a
surprising manner.

*Nobody bus a daft idiot with sour blood
in him could think that a moth could be
pasinted! Look at this Black Mountain
moth, Mr. Wynter—produs srepidari.
Could any man pains that? Look at this
yellow Ronnoch looper. Could you $int the
yellow off into brown like thas? Pains,
indeed ! Look at the cooyx and gelechia !
the sprawler! Who conld imitate that
gquare splotoh on the wing with paint?
Pawkie, you're a fool I"'

“I never tried myself,” said Polleken
meekly, *but I've heard of it having been
tried by some clever ones nct many miles
from Rannoch. Ah! cleverness and book-
learning often lead us astray. Astoinsects,
what I say is, you need fayith—strong
fayith to buy them.”

“Faith!" oried Robson, in drunken
imitation., “Ay, that’s what you said to
Hogh after yougot drank at the laird's,
and ook off your clothes to walk on the
ninny pool. ‘Have ye fayith, Hugh, lad,’
you #aid to walk on the watter?’ Hugh
should have let you sry it.”

“ Whast I liks about Hugh,” Mr. Polle-
ken observed, *‘is his almighty power of
moemory | Why, he minds of things that
never happened snd of folka that never
lived. I is just wonderful I”

* Hugh oan tell no lie!" Maggie retorted,
flashing angrily. ‘* He oan look you in the
face."”

‘“ Ay, he’s preud of his prow, is Hugh !
He's proud of his hair, t00—a fine crop ! I
wunner, now, does he ever think of Absa-
lom ? Maggie, lass, what I like about you
is your pluck in sticking up for him. You
do that fine! Yon've no secrets from him
—not you! You never wag your tongus in
his ear—not you! A righteous thing, too,
Maggie, because a glakit lass oft drives a
man $o drink."”

* 8o does a meddling fooll '’ oried Rob-
son. ‘I tell yon whas, Pawkie—Hugh is
none the worss for the drink he takes."

‘“ And you sre none the worse for the
drink you sake, are you, Robbie? Youare
the boy to practice what you preach—you
are! You've thegift of the gab—nobody
denies that; but you've no' the gifs of
drinking like a Chbristian. If you had you
would not be swearin’ and blasphemin’ at
large on the brig "

‘“ Any way, Pavkie, uo one ever heard of
my wanting to walk on the water !”

*‘ And no one ever heard of my breaking
out into dog Latin, Robbie. It's a carious
faot, sir, shat a msn should break out like &
heathen beosuge he ocan't drink like n
Christian ! Iv's afact, bus it's a pity, Oh,
ay | it’s a keen pity I"

** I tell you whai is a pity, Pawkie,” oried
Robson, jumping up, “it's & pity you don’t
attend to yonur own business instead of
poking your ugly nose into mine like
mangey ferret !"

** Business I"’ gpeered Mr. Polleken, back-
ing towards the door as Robson made
towards him. “It’s a puir puir beeziness
you'd make c¢f it, Robbie, if it wasn's for
Maggie ; and thers's plenty to mind Maggie
Plenty !" And with this parting shot and a
horrible roll of his goggle eyes, he shuffled
out across the road.

‘“There he goes, Mr. Wynser!" cried
Robson, raging snd fuming about the room.
* Look a$ him ; there he goes!/ A mandrel |
A backbiter. This is not the first time he
hag forgotten his manners before gentlemen
in my room. He pesters ug——""

“Tush! Tush! What does it matter,
father 2 said Maggie, flicking the dust off
the books o hide her uneasivess. ‘I
would no’ be caring a fash o' my thumb for
the likes of him. Mr. Wynter wants a job
done.”

* Wait a bit, Maggie ! Wait a bit 1"’ he
#aid, waving his hand grandly. * I must ex-
plain. He insulted us before the gentle.
man. Don'i forget that | And what is
more, he makes a practice of it. Mr.
Wyuter, sir, I have been unfortunase | I
may have come down & peg, but I hope I
have not fargotten my manners. No!
‘In  mores fortuna, jus mom habet, "
and here be slappeda his cheat and
elammed thedoor as if to shut out Paw e
for ever,

‘ Insccts ' he wens on.  * What does
he know abois insecis ? Why, he wan.
dered about the Black Wood till he was
taken for Judus Iscariot, and never caught
one. ‘ Falgespecimens,’ indeed. Here is
8 specimen. Ha! ha! Fsopus lugubris—
the doleful bug. That is what he is. Pus
$he bug on its back and it will give you a
bad smell. Tackle Pawkie, corner him as
I did, and hell say something nasty. A
poor creaturc—a doleful bug. Pah! He
siokens me ! My hat, Maggie.”

*“ You can% go ous, fasher ! Captain
Carstairs is coming to see you—and Mr,
Wynter herewants a job done., The pat-
tern is in theshop.”

** Run acrces like a good lass and bringit
here.”

*¢ Exouse me, Mr. Wynter,” he gai i olap.
ping on his cap the moment she disap.
peared, “ bu! I musi have a monthful of
fresh air. Pawkie has sickened me I And
he was out of the house and inside the tap-
room of the * Macdonald Arms" before his
daughter returned.

‘* You should not have let him go ! oried
she, droppinz the stretocher and running
out again. ** Why, here is Oaptain Oarstairs
at the door.”

* Hullo, M1, Wynfter,"” said he, coming in
while Maggiewent to fetoh her father. Yon
were not longin finding out the belle of the
village! "

“1 oame on
bluntly.

‘““Ah! and you have seen the old game
going on! I know it as surely as if you

ad told me. Pawkie tormenting—Robbie

one to the tap and Maggie after him !

resently she will convoy him here and
Pawkie will be leering at his door. There
is a touch of mystery about thas beast
Polleken. You've not heardit? Well, he
appeared in the village about a year 8g0.
No one knew whers from. He dropped
into Rannoch like the Pied Piper into
Hamelin. The people bought his boot-
laces out of pure curiosity. All but Miss
Maggie. Bhe slammed the door in his
face. Upon which Mr. Pedlar pops his
head in at the window. ‘A well-favored
Iass—but unceevil,’ said he. *I'l stop
here till she grows ceevil.’ Maggie tumbled
all of a heap into a chair and has not been
the same girl since. A year 820 you mighs
have seen her perched on the top df a dyke
knitting and singing with haif a dozen

purfose,” said Harry,

love-sick shepherds and gillies at a respect.

ful distance round her. Now the girl is
moody and morose, and the whole place
turned topsy-turvy. The village is de-
moralized, and it is high time it was put in
order. Old Mongeell makes a fuss abous i,
but he's nouse! He's done.

“Look, now ! There's Maggie leading
ber father back, and there is Pawkie on
the watch. I’ll bet you what you like,
t00, that Hugh is hidden somewhere on the
hill soowling like & hyens at you and me.
This is the usual end of the village comedy.
If you are going back to Dalchosnie I'll
give you a lifs.”

As there was no hope of getting a hint
from * The Coffin Maker " that day, Harry
assented.

“ By the way, I have a letter for you.
I overtook Hanover's boy and brought
on his poss-bag. From Miss Joanna, I
think.”

Harry opened it and read :

“I am always aloae befors lnnch $ime."

CHAPTER VII.

ON THE LOCH.

In the whole of gotland there is no
lovelier spot than the Rannoch valley.
From the fairy land of Dunslister, due
west as far as Mr, Hanover's shooting
lodge, * The Barracks,” the landscape
painter might pick and choose dozens of the
ohoicest tit-bits. It has the addisional
charm, too, of being out of the beaten
track, for when you come $o your journey's
end at the head of the loch, your soul re-
joioing in the quiet beauty of bosky glen
and rippling burn, you find nothing but the
awfal moor of Rannooh, twenty broad miles
of danger and desolation, between you and
the Paes of Glenooe.

Olimb the hill, and you get a fine grasp

of the whole panorama.
Yon see the orystal cup of the loch
stretohing away to the Tummel hills and
the wonderful blending of dark pine, silver
birch, green ash, grey roock and golden fern
rising from the very water's edge. To the
north, the purple masses of Ben Alder and
Badenoch ; to the south, Schiehallion and
the ridges of Glen Lyon, and straight away
in the misty distance Ben Vraickie and his
companions tower up like grim sentinels
round the loch.

The sun shone glorionsly on all this the

day after Mr. Wynter's visit o the village.
A capital day for the proposed visit to the
barracks, but bad as bad ocould be for the
fishing. Nevertheless, to Harry's surprise,
Hugh was there before they had break-
fasted—silent, mysterione, glcomy—but
quite bent on going a-fishing.
* There would be a storm to be coming
from the south,’” said he oonfidently, “who
would be knowing but what they got a
ferox ?"

Aferox! Harry pricked up his ears at
this, for, to tell the truth, he had been
puzziing his brains all the morning how
to get oat. of this visit to the Han.
overs. He had not thought so very
much of Mies Joanna's softly whis-
pered “Come and see me soon' ; but
when later on the confidential note broaght
by Mr. Carstairs informed him sha
she was always alone before lunch, why, he
began to think & good deal, and was con-
eiderably perturbed thereby. What better
excuse could be devised than the ohance of
8 feroz, and withous a blash he deolared to
Fanny, who stood in the porch with them,
that the capture of one of these monsters
had been a lifelong ambition of his.

* The Hanovers’ lunch!” oried she, ‘‘and
Mr. Carstairs and Mr. Booshby coming here
to tennis!”

“I shall be back at tea-time, and the
Hanovers won't miss me."

““If you go fishing, Igo, t00!" said Fanny
decieively.

‘“ My dear Fanny, you can't possibly stop
away."

“I daresay I could be rude like other
people it I chose, bt I don’s choose. Mr.
Carstairs and Mr. Boothby will be there, so
perhaps we shall exist without you."

“O! course you willl You'll be as
merry as grigs |”’

“ Don's you think, Harry,” she gaid
again, after a pause, “don’t you think you
ought to go with me this first visis ?"’

*Upon my word I don's,” he replied.

**Ob, very well. Hugh, I shall go with
you. Mind you get me s good rod. You
will have to teach me o throw a fly."

Miss Fanny had reckoned without her
host though. Miss Dawleigh would not
hear of the Hanovers being slighted in this
way. She had already given Mr. Monsell
8 bit of her mind on the subjeot, and re.
duced him to abjeos eubmission, so it was
not likely she was going to stand any non.
sense from Faony. The Hanovers were
her partioular friends, and she had a par-
tioular desire to propitiate them.

There was a lively palaver, and it was
ultimately arranged that the young lady
should go as far as the Black Wood in the
boat, where the oarriage would pick her up
and $ake her on $o the Barrack.

Not a ripple disturbed the loch. Every
stick and stone, promontory and hill, even
to the far.a-way Sisters of Glencoe and
their faithful attendants, the Shepherds of
Glen Etive, were refleoted in the olear
water.

“ Now, Hugh !"” Fanny sang out as soon
a8 thoy were fairly launched. * Cheer up!
Never mind Mr. Wynter. Tell me abous
everything.”

And Hugh the surly (terribly surly that
day) could not resist the pleading blue eyes
and the calm beauty of she morning. So
after a bit he tossed back his unkempt
looks, and as they glided lazily along pointd
out the hillls and spun off story after story
0 show what doughty men the chieftains
of old were, and how their names and deeds
live again in the straths and mountains.

Then presently, when they had left the
village, with its blue ocurling smoke, far
behind them, and the graceful outline of
Bchiehallion evoked an involuntary ex-
clamation of delight from Captain Fanny,
he warmed to his work, and unfolded such
startling particnlars and such weird
blood-ourdlers about this own pet
mountain of theirs that her blue eyes
opened wider and wider in pure wonder and
amazement.

‘* Do you hear that, Harry ?"” she oried.
* Hugh says Bohiehallion is uncanny. He
says it has the power of attracting people
like & big loadstone."

‘““And here we are !”
drowsily.

* Tell me more, Hugh. Frighten me!”

Whereupon Hugh, with increasing
fervor, prooeeded to relate how, years 8go,
an ancesiress of his—a oertain bedridden
old dame, Lizzie Oameron by name—

he replied,

cuddenly appeared in the village and pro-

claimed that she had had a call $0 mees -

her Maker 01 the top of Sohiehallion; how,
old as she w:s, she actually climbed to the
very top, anl wae there found stark desd
by her three sons, who had been fetched
from the hils.

‘ Fiine subject,” murmured Harry, as he
lay baok in tae stern of the boas, with hig
oap tilted owr his half-closed eyes ; * a los
oould be ma of that.”

* It wouldbe no: verra respeoifal to be
making & picure of thas,” said Hugh,

“Yon ure quite right, Hugh,” said
Fanny. ‘Itwould be very bad taste.”

*I am telliyg you, Miss Fanny, thas yon
mountain is 10 canny.”

‘“ Why 2"

* Well, it vill be kind o' hollow. When
you will be ging in at Tam O'Mhorair yon
on tne southside, the rock will be olosing
behind you br effer and effor. Oh, they
will be telliig you strange, strange tales
about Schiealiion if you wass so minded.
They will b saying that one belated body
daundered hrough a hundred chambers,
while & doorwould be banging behind him
after each ike thunder, sill he came out
yon on the foriadans clean dafs!”

‘ That wn Pawkie,” said Harry.

* Hold yow tongue,” said Fanny peremp
torily. ‘ Gcon Hugh."”

*“They wil be telling you,” Hugh pro.
ceeded, * th# the lady will ba coming ous
in the storm, and will be plonghing the
hillsides into those big ridges. They will
be the Sorislans, and it will be $he big
deer she wll be using.
Team —"

* You belive that, of conrss, Hugh ? "'

‘Iam 1 saying whas I believe, Mr,
Wynter. fam O'Mhorair will be plain
enough whtever, so will the Boridans
for those wll be speering for them. See,
Miss Fanyy ! What was I telling you ?
Weshall ve a breeze directly. Maybe o
shunder pump."

They loked back ss be spoke. A Krey
bank of cluds had already gathered behind
the mountiin, and the few fantastically-
shaped clotdsthat had desached themselves,
and were teeping across the Scriadans,
might weli have passed for the Demon
Team. A ark bels of ripple was racing
up the Loc), so Hugh at onoce let the boat
drifi, and coamenced $o show Migs Fanny
how to thror a fly.

Very bewiching the young lady looked
in her light lne serge and straw hat, and if
Mr. Harry Wynter's mind had nos been dis-
turbed and wrried by the abominable listle
billet dour wkoh seemed to burn in his
pocket, he ni doubt would have baen pri-
vately transtrring the two picturesque
figures, 8o ohrmingly silhounstted againss
the binedistace, into hiasketoh-book, Thig
sorap of & noe did bosher him, though ;
and she morehe puzzled over i, the more
did * always alone before lunch time '
din itgelf intchis ear. The words buzzed
sbous him &« persistently, and jumbled
themselves u so tormentingly with Hugh's
loud injunoties to bis pupil abous raking
tent, and leting the wind drop the iy
lightly on te water, that at last he
pulled the tomentor out of his pookes, and
felt somewha relieved by tearing is up
and watohingtbe white specks float away
behind him lily a fleet of fairy’s boots.

Meanwhile tie breezs freshened. Hugh
had to take tis oars to keep the boat
sieady, but Fanity gtuck to the rcd, and
with Harry's aidactually managed so kill
$WO or $hree tron before they reached the
Black Wood.

By the time they hinded the whole sky
was overcast. There wes a muttering of dig-
tant thunder, and tke last brighs gleam
disappeared as Miss Smbeam herselt drove
off with the ress of the Dalohosnie party to
the Hanovers. She wai not over pleased
with Harry thoagh, tlat waa plain, In
facs, he nad never seer her so put ons ;
never before seen her mce wear suoch a
reckless look as when she drove off. The
rest bid him good-bye, and wished him
good sport. She was dunb.

Hugh, who had thawed n little under the
warmth of her benign preience, now froze
back again into frigid sileme. While Harry
ate his lunch under one big fir, he munched
his under another in stern jilence and then
88t apars, with his ohin in )is hand, gazing
abstractedly on what, yeari gone by, bhad
been the happy hunting gounds of the
Oamerons. Nothing movedhim. He took
the whiskey and tobacoo witk mere thaunks;
then lit his pipe and sat grinly brooding
over the shadow and silence »f the Black
Wood till the rain began to paier down on
their heads.

‘‘Perhaps you think this is v good ‘day
for a ferox, Hugh ?" asked Hary, with a
shiver,

‘ Ay, Mr. Wynter,” Hugh replied, still
staring into space: “it will be agoot day
for the ferox, and for many other things
begide. It willbe a goot day for BNy one
who would be painting pictures of tie Black
Wood and of Tigh-na-Dign, becausethe sun
cught never to be shining there."”

*“ Bo it seems, Hugh.” E

‘“Mr. Wynter, sir, I would Tike to be
taking you to Tigh.na Dign, and be telling
you what would be happening there to my
folk—years and years ago. You would be
understanding things better then. It will
be but a step from here. The day will be
clearing presently. You'llbe coming, gir?"

‘* All right, Hugh.”

And without more ado Hugh swung off
up the Camghouran burn as if the whole
place belonged to him. The rain oame
down in torrents. The big firs tossed their
orests, and groaned in the rising wind, but
Hugh strode on through the straggling
heather, and never slackened his pace #ill
they reached the small level plateau on
which stood the old stronghold cf Tigh-na.
Digpn, and the four bare geay walls, enclos-
ing the graveyard of Bt. Michaels, wherein
the bones of his ancestors lay buried. Here
he stopped, and with the rain pouring down
on his bared head, chaunted out the tragedy
that was enacted there, when the dark
wood that surrounded them formed but a
pit of the old Caledonian wood that
stretohed right across Scotland.

How one Ewen Uameron and the chief of
$he clan Mackintosh of Badenooh Ioved the
same girl. How the girl preferred his
stalwart anoestor, and how the Mackintosh,
after nursing his jealonsy for years, at last
compassed his revenge by joining the Mac-
gregorg in a raid upon their, stronghold.

She was reckoned & brave woman, this
wife of Ewen—-able on a pinch to use the
sword and dirk—so, by way of breaking
her proud spirit and testing her vaunted
oourage, this fiend, after gaining the strong-

hold and killing the defenders, took up her | &

children one by one by the heels, and then
and there dashed ous their brains before

her eyes.
“ No one will be meddling with a Oam-
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eron, Wynter,” Hugh went on with fisrce
significance, as he pushed the damp hair
off his forehead, ‘* withous letting the wild
oat loose ! Within forty-eighs hours there
wag not a Mackintosh—no, not one—Ilef$
alive at Badenoch ; and the Maocgregors—
where will theybe ? Not one in the whole
of Fortingal parish—but—" here he shook
the rain-drops off his bead like & New:-
foundland dog— ¢ There will aye be &
Cameron yetl' *

Hugh's words were meant as a warning,
bus they fell lightly on Harry's esrs. The
grotesque ferooity of she Highlander rather
tiokled his gense of humor. - As for apply-
ing o himeelf the lesson Hugh was trying
t0 convey in his savage narrative, shas
was the lass thing that could have ocourred
to the artist. What was Maggie to him but
the suggestion of a splendid picture ? That
Hogh would be madly jealous was a notion
he would have laughed at had it by any
strange chance oroesed his mind.

The wild young fellow on his side, how-
ever, had made up his mind that there
should be no doubt as to the significance of
his wozds, and after a ghors pause he said,
with a sullen distinctness : * You'll no’ be
troubling any more abous your picture 2"’
Harry stared at him. *“Do you mean
Msggia ? ’ he asked.

‘“ Ay, it’s jues Maggie I mean. You'll
be too much of a gentleman to make spory
of her, Mr. Wynter.”

** I hope so."’

o She was saying she was no' desiring
it

* Oh, we will get over that! I'll take
your porirais too, Hugh, if you like. See;
the eky is clearing. Les us have a try for
this ferox.”

They walked back to the boat, where
Hugh pus she larger rod togesher. He sied
and knotted the tackle with great delibers-
tion, but never spoke. Whoever, afser such
a clear warning, meddled with & Cameron,
must take the consequences.

The summer storm was passing off and
losing itgelf on she big moor. 'I'be miss
was packing and rising, and Harry's spirita
ro3e with it. Then, presensly, the friendly
shelter of Cragsnour brought such
warmth and comfort, and the air
wag filled with such delighttul odors
of bog myrtle and wild flowers,
that, luiled by she rhythmic cadence of the
oars, he lay back and gave himself up to
painting a few fanoy pictures.

Tawny haired Hugh, declaiming his
wrongs in the Black Wood, would make a
good sabjecs ; 8o would the dead woman
being carried down Schieballion by her
three stalwart sons, but, for motive, oolor,
snd originslity, there was nothing like
** the Coifin Maker."”

He was just thinking how he would
manage that flood of golden light through
the picture, when * whish | whirr | '’ went
the reel and away went his day.dream.
With the scul-inspiring sound, too, AWy
went Hugh's dumps. Luck! The storm
had rcused this monster of the deep to give
them battle ! First came a run so sharp
and long thas almost every inch of line
spun ous before the way was got off the
boat and he was able to reel up. Then
oame a sulk at the bottom, with sundry
apgry snatches and tugs that threatened ta
break the tackle, strong as it was. Then
another spurs that took the boat half acrosa
the loch. For a full half hour the heavy
fish dragged them about in the middle of
the loch. Gradually the steady pressurs
begins to teil. A black back shows itself
once or twice on the top of the water, $o
splash down again asgoon a8 seen. Another
short spurt and he is done. Spent and
helpless, nearer and nearer he comes.
Hugh leans over with the geff. A jerk.
The sleep is in bim |—but, at the same
time, a sudden lurch of the boat upsets Mr.
Wynter’s equilibriom, snd plump he goes
head over heels into the deep water.

Now, whether Hugh in the excitement of
the struggle had loss his head, or whether
he was really murderously incensed at Mr.
Wynter's persistent intention to painé
Maggio, will never be known ; bus the firss
thing that met Harry’s eyes, when he
bobbed up again and olung like & half-
drowned rat to the gunwale, was Hugh's
savage face and the gaff.stiok flonrishing in
the air. The face had such a diabolical
look in it that Harry instinotively sang out
‘“Hugh !"" a$ the top of his voice.” All over
in a momens. Tha echoes had soarce died
away before Hugh had thrown down the
stick and help him oarefully into the boat.
Bhort as it was, it had been long enough ta
make Harry feel mighty uncomfortable.
He had seen the wild cat in Hugh's eyes, and
did not half like the look of is.
Everything—even Hugh's temper —
improved after this. The sun shons ou$
again ; the hills glistened ; the water
lavghed and sparkled. Harry took an oar
and the two rowed amicably back. As
they went Hugh trolled out Gaelic songs,
and Harry listened complaoently till they
reached the mooringa.

As he stepped ashore, the Tallybeathe
tandem, with its gay harness and sober
bsys, passed over the bridge. Fanny,
geated by Mr. Oarstairs, had the reins;
Mr. Boothby, on the back seat, too-tooed
on the horn, and a orowd of dogs followed.
They waved, and in return Hugh deftly
balanced the fish and swung it round his
head. Bomehow or other, though, Harry
felt just a little bit out of it, as the party
bowled along towarde Dalohosnie without
stopping.

(To be Continued.)
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Bimcoe.....
Hamilton .

Brantford
Guelph
Owen Sound

April
10th April
16th April
20th April

FERGUSON, J,

Wednesday.
_V'Ved_geadsy

Woodstock
Barrie
Lindsay ....
Peterboro’

8th April
15th April

Y‘riday’ y
«oeee Thursday ... «]4th May
Monday... wee 186 June
ROBERTSON, J.
...Monday
Thursday.
Wednesd

Walkerton
London .

The Prince Edward Island Legislature
is summoned $o meet on Thursdsy, March

26th.




