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skull: that you have brought from there. In
* that case, your bravery shall have its reward.”
" “Then | will do it! at least, I will try my
best ; for I know that I bring Donald no dowry,
except a pair of willing hands and a loving
heart; and 1 should be %oth to wed him with-
out his father’s blessing. So I will do your
‘bidding, Mr. Macbane, though it is a wild,
fearsome uight to o on such a strange ermnd.”

. Mary Morrison put aside her knitting, wrapped
a plsi& about her,lu‘-ad and shoulders, and, with
a silent praver for safe guidance on her perilous
YMJ:; went out into the wild winter's night.
suth, the collie, would have gone with her, and
she would have been deeply thankful for his
company and protection ; but old Donsld called
him back iuto the house, and harred the door.
Then the stern man listeneéd to the howling of
the wind, aud thoughi : ** She will not return.
On a night like this the way is too perilous for
safety, and ope false step may send her to her
death. 1If itis a wrong deed of mine, it was
wrong of her towin my boy's lave. IfI do
evil, | do it that good wmay come. Ounce Tid of
her daily pressance, Donald will forget his fauney
for her ; and my darling wish of marrying him
to Janet Beillie may be earried out.”

But althengh Le tried to reconcile his conduct
to his consciencs, he conld not do so. As he
sat over the fire, and placed mare peats upon it,
he endeavored to lull to rest his unquiet fancies
with such specious arguments as these : She has
gone of her own free will. She might have
staved here, if she chose. She is well acquainted
with the road, and she can tura btack if the
storm is 100 strong, or the snow too deep for
her. If she persists in going on, and comes o
any harm, it will be through her owun folly, It
is 2 madecap adventore ; but it is her own doing
—not mine-—ne, notnine.

Yet old Donald, notwithstanding these argu-
ments and special pleadings, could not lay that
ghost of terror that was begivning to alsrm
him ; and as he lay on the upper shelf of che
weooden cupboard that is known asa box-bed,
and huddled the bed-¢lothes around him, he
could not shut onut the visions that took posses-
sion of hiz.mind and drove away sleep. The
wind whistled shrilly through the ill-fiting
door, and whirled sparks from the siumbering
peats on the hearth ; their flickering light came
and went on the platters and jugs that were
ranged on the old dresser, and which Mary
Morrison slweys set out so well, and tended so
carefelly ; and the old caken Kist and ambry,
and the other scanty furniture of the dwelling-
roors, gleamed in the uncertain light. The
snow could be seen clegging the small window
nanes, and whirling down the hole in the

esthar.thatched roof that did duty for a chim-
ney. As it fell spluttering in the peat ashes,
Lzuth, the collie, who had been ugeass for some
time past, lifted op his head and howled : a howl
that was lcog and piercing. In vain did stern
old Domald, from tire recesses of his box-bed,
tell Louth to whishit, and called him a % cam-
stary bree.yvuie !” in vain did be add stronger
expletives in Gaelic; Louth howled on; and
old Dorald, restless anl wakeful, ill at ease
beth in micd and body, told himself that
Louth's howling boded no good, What would
he now give, were iz the New Year's morning,
and the brave girl safe at home again at Glen-
barr !

R
A DARING DEED.

Although Mary Morrison weil kaew the way
thut led over the hills from Glenbarr to Sad.
dell, vet it was difficalt to find it on that wild
pight. It was not dark, however, for the snow
that was lving all around her made a kiod of
misty moonlight ; and the hills and gleus were
dimly visible for some distance. This helped
her to rote certain familiar landmarks, and to
keep her inthe right path. ,

“ May the ;_oo«f God protect me,” she mur-
mared, in her simyple piety, *‘and bring me
safe back with what the master has bidden me

- fewh.”  Shte shrank so much from the thought
of thiat murderer's skull, that she conld noteven
name it to bersell. - But she confided herself to
God's care, and passed bravely on her way,
blown by the wind, and t{rudging heavily
through the deep snew, but upborne by the
thought that she was doing this to win her
lover,

Of coarse she was s firm believer in the
¢ little folk ;" but she had no fear of them, for
“all their deeds were of kindness to those who
“were themselves kind; and they hielped those
‘who did their duty simply and bravely, as she
was miow doing, upborne by a true maiden’s
love, But neither greeu-coated fairy nor frolic-
some brownie crossed her path; nor did any
fearsome gruagach, . or. creatute, waylay her on
her Ionely road.  Not a soul did she see, nor at

" that time of night did she expect to see. Here

~-and there a few kyloes, huddled together under
“any alight shelier that offered itself, looked up
. st her with  their’ mild wondering eyes, as

“though in astonishiment at her apparition.
- There were black-faced sheep, too, whose wool
-~ Jooked dark brown against the pure snow, who

-~ tossed their twisted "horns as she plodded paat

<% them. - 1f the faithfal Louth had been permitted
‘1 ac(:ompan{‘ her, she would  not have felt no
te as she did now, on this laat

-uiterly deso
‘night of the old year.
' .. 'The range of hills over which she had to pass
formed the backbona of the long peninsula of
Cantire, -and:- way upwards of a thousand feet
~above the level ol the Atlantie, the loarse

thunder of whose mighty rollers she could hear
even amid the wild gusts of the storm. She had
to cross aver the southern side of : Beinn.an-
Tuire, the Wild Boar's Mountain, in the {oreats
of which, aceording to her couutry’'s legend,
Diarmid, the Fingalian Achilles, slew the ter.
rible wild boar that was the scourge of the dis-
trict, and wet his own death when one of the
boar's bristles pricked his heel. The mountain
rose to the laft of her path, but its summit of
2170 feet was now concealed by the drifting
snow and misty vapours. Here she had to cross
the river Barr, near to its source in the lonely
Loch Arnicle. A slight stone bridge spauned
the stream, with a low parapet on either side,
barely high exongh in the snow to prevent her
from making a falso step into the stream below.
The river was tow iu spa’e ; and it rushed and
roared, and flung itselfl among the rough boul.
ders in a torrent of peat-stained water, its fu-
rious headlong dash and boiling spray contrast.
ing straugely with the stilloess of the dark tarn,
from the tall reeds of which the herons end wild
geese and wild swans would take their clanging
flight.

Amid the banks of snow.covered heather were
mapy morasses, with their tumps of rushes and
bog-cotton, to whose white feathery down Ossian
likened the snowy breasts of “the high-bosomed
Striva Dowva.™ No less fair than Strina Dopa
herself was the brave and bonnie Mary Morrison,
as she gallantly faced the storm of wind and
suow, and carefully picked her way amid the
lichened rocks and bracken. And if not less fair
than Strina Dona,no less daring and devoted was
she than the beanieous Graina, beloved of Diar-
wid, who risked her life to bring him aid in
his last extremity, the while she courngeously
hid the wapderieg arrow that had pierced her
fair bresst, and died with him here upon this
mountain, Beinn-.an-Toire, while the onlookers
with glistening eyes murmured, * The fondest
lovers must part at last.” Brave as the beauteons
and devoted Graina, Mary Morrison hor\i that
she had only parted with her own fond lover for
= few hours, and that this night’s work would
bring them many days of ho g;yiuess.

On she wen:, and never faltered or pansed,
ssve but for a few moments to ensble her to
regain ber spent hreath, or to note the bearin
of her path. Here and there, a noble Scol
tir, whose ruddy-brown trunk was planted firm-
1y in the cleft of a crag, raised on high its
twisted arms for the table of snow that had bes-
pread its massive dark foliage. These firs, and
the groaps of graceful birch and larch, aud the
scattered rowan-trees, served her as landmarks
in the snowy landscape. By carefully noting
them aod their bearings, she paced steadily on
10 her destination down into the solerun depths
of the deep glen—leaping over the burnie rush.
ing seawands, climbicg the steep brae, and then
away over another roiliug hill, again to enm-
connter a similar repetition of hill and glen,
Yet she held on her way, and never missed it
bevond a few yands, her set purpose and her deep
love upbearing her through the perils and trials
of this wild last night of the old year, and
enabling her to brave the dangersof the solitary
road. [t was not the first fierce storm of wind
and snow in which she had wandered abroad,
sometimes to herd the straggling sheep, and
sometimes to fetch pp the kyloes, or to bring
the milking cows to the byre. Bat now she had
a higher motive to sustain her, and to nerve her
for the task that she had andertaken ; and with
her plaid wrapped tightly over her head and
shoulders, she pressed dauntlessly ou through
the bleak weather, the very picture of a brave
Highland maiden.

Theugh the

snow whirled iu her face %0 as to
wellnigh blind her, and thoagh it clogged her
feet and muflled her path, she struggled on to
her destination, and at length, to her great joy,
found hersell descending into Saddell Clen, and
licard the dash of its river. She eotered the
plantation of ash and elm trees, and soon after
stood among’ the memorial stonea that were
thickly ‘scattered in the graveyard round the
ruins of what was once a grand old monastery.
Now it was fallen from its former high estate,
and was a deserted ruin, used only occasionslly
for the purposes of burial. Many a gallant Mac-
donald snd Lord of the lales {ny around her;
yet there was not one of those heroes of old who
had been called upon to {-erform a deed Jdemand.
fng greater courage and endurance than that
which now taxed the powers of the brave girl of
Glenbarr, Regivald, the son of the mighty
Somerled, who had built this monastery for the
(Jistercian mouks, and was here buried in the
year 1163, had adopted the Scandinavian cus-
tom ; and for the apace of three years had lived
without entering a ‘house wherein & fire had
been kiodled, in order that he might accnstom
himsell to privation and hardship. Yet any
hardship thut he had andergone in {;i» wild and

Cantire and the- Isles, would hardly have sur.
mssed ‘that whicli- Mary Morison was now vo-
untarily undergoing for true love’'s sake, - -

This building at Saddell, which she had at
length reached, was now a complete ruin. Its
stopes, erected on cousecrated dust that had
been bmnﬁht from Rome, had been barbarovsly
dealt ‘with, and a large sumber of them had
been carted away h}y a proprietor, 10 build dykes

the local legend, how that this man had been

stormy career, as Thane of Argyle, and Lord of

and offices; which hs paved with tombatones of
abbots and wariors, - Mary Morrison well knew,

ﬁgninbed for his sacrilege by soon after meeting
in death by :a’trivial accident ; and that the
estate had then passed to avother family. -Yet
at the titae of her visit o certain. portion of the

kirk, still remained standing, and was cared for 5

after & certain fashion, for its outer walls still
stood intact, and at the westorn end there was
an oaken door to shut out intruders. Tha snow
and the min could not ba shut out, for the

reater portion of the roof had fallen, and the
§uilding wag, in consequence, opeti to the sky.
Ornate soulpture still remained on the walls
and on some tombs, especially on one, a monios
rinl of some Loed of the lsles, probably of Re.
ginald himself, the founder of the church. It
was recessed in the south wall towanls the east

end, and was covered with o pointed arch. - Ou!

the top of tho slab of this tomb was laid & but

This was tha skull that the brave girl had pled-

ged her word to taka from its resting-place, and |

carty back to her stern old master at Glenbar,

If may merely have been an ordinary skull,
turned up by the sexton when digzing a fresh
grave, and vot replaced by him in the soi}, but
removed by someone to the slab of the fonuder’s
tomb. The skull, however, was iuvested with

1t was said to be the skull of the grim Maedo.

dering at the rate of one
the clan M'Lean, who had come to Saddell 10

boroe off from Ireland ; and it was waid that
when he poiuted out to her, from the smnmit of

the castle’s square massive tower, the by of
her husband being carrindl out for burial, whe

suddenly leaped from the hattiements, and fell
dead by the aide of the corpse. The legend
went that, when this cruel Maclonald Jdied, the

dogs scratched up his body from the grave, and !
devoured the flesh, even as that wretched maun, |
whom he had starved todeath in his dungesa,

had been found to have gnawed his own hand
and arn in his agony to prolonyg life. The bones
of this once dreaded powerful Loni of tha lales
were discovered clean picked by the dogs and
carrion craws; but no one could be found to
give them a fresh burial in the graveyard, aad
the skull was placed, in a sort of mockery, on
the slab of his great sscestor’s tomb. 1t was
looked upon with superstiticus awe, and no one
dared to touch or meddle with it.

This, then, was the grim memotial of a wick-
ed murderer that Mary Morrisan had pledged
hersell to take from its place, in the dead of
that wild winter's night, and o carry it back
on berj‘»en‘ious journey all the way 1o Glenbarr,
She had often sesn the skull, and well knew the
legend that belonged to it ; and she had never
dared to lay a finger upon it.  But pow she had

to netve hersell to do this, and te carzy the.

ghastly burden for many miles.  **it is for Do
nald !” she murmured | ' may the good God
protect and help me!”™  And she wpproached
the building through the graveranl crowided
with its memorials to the departed,

of the ol monastery, she foun.d that its deor,

storm.  She crossed the threshold deep in snow,
Although the greater portion of the roof had

hmilding, aad in sich profusion, waking a deap
shade there, even at nnonday. Tat she kaew
the rxact spot whers she ahould nd the skull,
and she began to grope her way to it in the

many crestures.  The soughing of the wind
through the trees did not sccount for these
sonnds | though it made it impossible for Liert
listen attentively to them, or to conjeatus

what they conld be, bat they appeared to pre | lovingly u

ceed from something within the wallr of the old
churih,

feet over the broken pavement, and she was

her in the datkness, Then there was a momen.
tary cessation of the peeuliar soundn ; then they
were anceerded by the mysterions plaintive
moanings.

“§ felt oy heart give a great jomp into my
throat "’ she afterwands said ;. *“but | was not
going to have my walk for nothing, so | made
for the skull.” \

She did not tell of the #ffort that it cost her,
terrified though not didhenstensd, 1o grope to
the Macdonald's tomb, and then 15 atretch out
her hands under its dark eapopy, untit she felt
them touch the murderer’s skull, . Sha did not
say how she kept her purpose bravely and
ateadily {n view; snd thongh she loathed to
feel the clammy remains of the wicked man,
whose skull ha({ grinned there wo ghastily for
8o many yeatrs, and had rarely been touched by
any fingers, how ahe saized the skull with bet
hands, and, though she felt ite teeth rattling in
their sockets, turned back hastily to make goosd
her escaps from the old church, ~ Ax she did: s
the trampling of fect and the moana continged ;
and she felt that the mystericus forma wars pur-
suing her,  Graaping the skull ahe safely gained
the door, and pulled it to aflter har, As she did
so she heard a' rush against it from the inner

side, hut.withont Tooking behind her she turned-

her back upon the building, and fled through
the graveyard and up the glen. . T
It was past midnight now ; the old year was
faid o rest under 1t winding.ahect of anow ;
‘and the new year had entered upon its atormy
life, . Bha tho, this braye girl of .Glenbarr, - was

building, cotimonly called “‘the old church,” or

pusaing from her old life of dependence and wer.

Ctie.
make peace with him, had also smordered by -
slow starvation in the dungeous of his castle the
husband of 2 woman whom he had seized and -

“serving the Macdemils drom.

Then there was a trampling of light | tion of her.

? ) i that she cartied nnder her plaid, and ho wan sus-
consciouis that certain formx were rushing past '

X

vitude, aud was about to enter, it may bs, upon
a new lifs of married hn{:plum, if only ahe
could succossfully accomplish the hard task that
her atern old suaster had set her. Tho long
wenary way bnck to Glenbare- had uow to bo re.
traved. . Happily, the feathery siiow. had not
fallen so fast or a0 deop an to quite obliterats the
track of her foot.-marks; an:s these somuewhat
haelped hier to keep to the right path,  She had
also turned her hack upon the wind, and could
seo more clearly biefora her, and aithough, it
she had followed the dictates of her nature, she
wonld have « Hlingly tluug the »kull iate eno of

" the roariug torrents that she was compelled to
man skull, which was protected by the coveriug .
arch from any downgour of rain or fall of snow. .

cross, she- bore it bravely on wa the guerdon of
Yot vietory, the vixible token that she had ful.
filled the vow that she had made for love.

The wild storm through which she had battied

,was now bepinning to abate, and as she strug-
i gled on, weary in budy but light of heart, the

morning began to dawn, amd mighty Beinn ay.
Taire lifted his huge shoulders through the
Hoating snowy vapours. The denve mint was

. driftiug over the dark waters of Loch Arnicls
its own particular legend in that land of legeuds.

in ghostly shrouds, and she saw a golden oagle

: ’voiwa,l over Lochuaralach, while the atorm that
nald, surnamed Righ Fiongal, who, besides mur-

ily the chieftaing of

Lad awept over the hills towands Glenscardoch
sabbed itsell 1o rest on the bosom of the Atlan-
As she woarily descended the last hill
towards Glenbarr, the light was brosdenivg in
cadly metmny of New Year's Day ; the islands
of Cara and Gigha, with their snow coveringy,
looked like jewely amid the dark waves, wnd
beyoud them Jura'a Paps were faintly seen
agaiust the dull grey sky.

it
THE NEW YEAR'S GRERTING,

Olil Donald wan ut hix door anxisusly Jooking
out in the direction of Saddell, Dauring thow
lonyg houry, whilte Mary Morrison had been away,
and while the old year was passing into the new,
he had timsed to aud fro, but could not sieep.
Nor could Louth, (ur he had pone reatlessiy
backwardy and forwands, fron the hearth to the
door, and had whined and howled through svery
one of thrse weary, anxious hour,  Hix master
had crased his endaavors to keep tha dog quist ;
the conlie’s feelings were in harmony with hix
own. [ oniy Mary Morizon would return,
thoupht ald Donald, skull or no skall, he would
forrive ai}, and would allow her and his »op
go theic own waya. Up to now, be had not re.
slized the pravity of his procesdings; he waa
pat % bal man, rether he was ajust man, thengh
very stern and seif-willed, but e had formed
other views for his only sonthan thas he should
marry a farmessreant, howevet brave and bornie
she might be.  But in those milent watches of
the night, when the year had alipped away in
death, even ag hix awn vears of life were now
drawing to their natural closs, it had boean re.

. vealed 1o him how very near ke had bacome tn

1 . a murderer in intention if notin fact ; and that
When she had reached the enclosad portion | K

tn mnding Mary Meorrison for the murderer’s

: A L skull, he was disminsing herto a desd that might
which was ordinarily closed, wax standing aiar, ) % . %

burst open probably by the vinlence of the’

bring upon himeell a punishment rightesuslty de-
That night's
solitary meditation and anxiety had wrought

g : good wark for eld Douald Machane, :
fallen in, and the building, for the most patt, | o s Loath, U
was open to the sky, vet the place was vary '

. had first discerned the brave girl, ere vet hier ald
dark ; the tall trees that grow o closely to the nater, with " B onld view ho

But it was Louath, the {withful Louth, whoe

master, with his dimmedwight, could view her
coming down the snowy killside, with her plaid
wrapped tightly absat her. Louth had sean her,
and with a joyful bark of recognition, and de-

. L upite the whistling (and somethiug worse: of old
dark.  \sshe did 50 she heard a prculiar noiss, . i k )

rissde up, as it seemed to her, of low moans frour  of the eatly morniug, and with his beautit

Dunald, had dashed forwands into the dim light

itky coat flying in the bhreezs, and his inteili-
cent head erect, was bounding rapidly on until
10 had moon covered the ground between himvelf
nd Mary Marrison, and had pliced his paws
n her shoulders. ‘fhere was only
one doubtful moment in his affectionate recep-
He anitffed a ghastly something

g.icimw and yneasy in biv mind, Nevertheless,
1y the time that they had reached - old Donald’s
home hie had recovered his gaiety of apirits, and
was bogmeding vound Mary in a way that ba.
tokened eifusivenesa of delight.

In his own secret heart ol Danald was not
Jesw pleased to see her—stin was alive and well,
thas was patent to the eye ; she waa wearied, nn
douln, but that could seon be remadisd. - Had
she however, fulfilled her mission ! if not, he
had a loop-hole of esaape, ahould he desire to
make uxe of much & subtorfuge when a few days’
calm reflection had enabled him to shake off the
gloomy terrars of the past uight, sud so forbid
the murringe of his son to any other maiden than
the hieiress Janet Baillie, 1t was, therefore, with
an ontward demonstration of manuer very diifer.
ent from his real inward feeling that he calmly
accoalad liis sorvant when she came up to him
outside his door, amidat the boisterous demon.
strations of the faithful collie. *' Bo you have
come back, ny lass—down, Louth, you came.
stary fool (" : '

“Yeu, { am back again, wmaster.”’

' And have ye walked all the way to Saddall
old church--all the way there snd hack 7

*Yan, master, all the way there and back."”

Ye wust have had abad night of it 1"

A very bad night of it.”. R

‘“ And-—ya got to the old church 7 :

“ Yer, master ; | got to the old chureh,

* And did ye find the inurderer's skull on the
great Macdonald's tomb 7« &=

M Yos, 1 found it 5 : ‘ ;
% And of eourse ya'va brought it back i’ ye, -

agroealils 10 your promise, T




