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MACLEOD

OF DARE.

CHAPTER L
THE EIX BOYS OF DARE.

Tae sun had sunk behind the lonely
western sess; Ulva, and Lunga, and the
Dutehman's Cap bad grown dark on the
darkening waters; and the emooth Atlantic
swell was booming along the sombre caves;
but up hers in Castle Dars, on the high and
rocky comst of Mull, the great hall waa lit
with such & blaze of candles as Castle Dare
had but rarely seen. And yet there did
not seem to be any grand festivities going
forward ; for there were only thres peopla
seated at one end of the long and narrow
table; and the banguel: that the faithiol
Hamish bhad provided for them waa of the
moat frogal kind. At the head of the tabla
pat an old Jady with ailvery-white hair
and prond sod fine fagtures. It would have
been & keen and hanghty face but for the
unutterable sadness of the eves—hloe-gray
ayon under hlack eyelaahes that mast have
been beautifol enongh in Rer youth; but
wers now dimmad and worn, as if the weight
of the world's sorrow had been too much for
the prond, high spirit, On the right of
Lady Macleod sat the last of ber six sona,
EKeith by name, a tall, sparely bullt, sinawy
young fellow, with a sun-tanned cheolk and
crisp and curling hair, ond with & happy

- sl pareless look in hia olear eyes and alont

his mouth that rather blinded ooe te the
firm lines of his face. Glad youth shone
there, and the health begotien of hard ex-
posure to wind and weather. What waa
life to him bot a langh: 60 long se thera
was & prow to cleave the plunging seas,
snd & gloss to pick ont the branching ant-
lera far away amid the mists of the corrie
To plesss his mother, on this the laat night
of his being at howne, ke wore the kilts ; and
he had hang his broad blae bonnet, with its
sprig of juniper—the badge of the slan—om
tha top of one of the many pikes and hal-
berds that stood by the great fire-place,
Opposite him, on the old lady’s left hand,
et hiz coumin, or rather half-cogwin, the
plain - featured but large-hearted Janet
whom the poor people abont that neighbor-

hood regarded as being mni%lﬁlt]

than sany mers mortal woman, If there
had Dbeon any young arctist among that
Cultic peasantry fired by religions enthusi-
asm to paint the face of a Madonna, i6
wonld bave beon the plain features of JTanat
Macleod ho wonld have dreamed abont and
striven to transfer to hls oanves., Her ayea
were fine, it is troe: they were honest and
tender; they were not unlike the eyea of
the grand old lady who sat &t the head of
the fable; but, onlike hers, they were nob
waighted with the sorrow of years.

%1t im a dark hour yon have chosen to go
away from your home” said the mother;
and the lean hand, resting on the table Le-
fore her, trambled somewhat.

"Why, mother,” the young man said,
lightly, “¥on know I am to have Captain
——' gabin as far ps Greenock ; and there
will be plenty of time for me to pot the
kilte away before I am seen by the people.”

%0h, Keith,” his cousin cried— for she
waa trying to be wery cheerful, ton, “do
you ey that you are ashamed of the tar-
tan 17

“Aghamed of the tartan!" he eaid, with
n lengh. * s thers any one who has been

*brought nup at Dare who is likely to be

gshamed of the tartan? When I am
ashamed of the tartan I will put & pigeon's
fonther in my oap, as the new maichento
of this branech of Clanm Leoid. But then,my
good Janet, I'wonld as soen think of taking
my rifle and the dogs through the astreets
of London as of wearing the kilts in the
acuth.”

The old Iady paid no heed.
wers now claaped before her,
gad thinking in her eyes.

“You are the last of my six boys” said
abe,* and you are going away from me too,”

* Nowr, now, mather,” sald he, ¥ you muat
not make so much of a holiday. You woald
not have me always at Dare? You kuow
thet no good comes of & stay-at-home.”

#he kuew the proverb. Her other sons
had not besn stay-ai-homes. What had
come to them ¥

Of Bholte, the eldeat, the fraveller, the
dara-devil, the grave is nnknown; but the

ry of how be mat his death, in far Ari-

¥R
T w

Her hands
There was

Al
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200N, CAMA after to England and to
Castle Dore.  He suld his life dearly, as ba-
came one of his race aud vame. When his
cowandly attendants found & band of twen-
ty Apaches riding down on them, they un-
hitched the mules and galloped of, leaviog
him to confront the savages Ly himself.
Omne of these, more coorageons than his fal-
lows, advapced and drew his arrow to the
barb; the next second he nttered a yall,
aud rolled from his saddle to the ground,
shot through the heart. Macleod seized
this instant, when the savages ware fertor-
stricken by the precision of the white man's
waeapons, to retreat a few yards and get be-
hind a mesguit-tree. Hare he was prethy
well sheltered from tha arrows that they
gent in clonds about him, while he moc-
ceeded in killing other two of Lin enemies
who had ventured to approach, At last
they rode off; and it seemed s though he
would bo permitted to rejoin lis destardly
comrades. But the Tudians had only gone
to windward to sat the tall gram on fire;
and presently he had to seramble, barned
and blinded, up the tree, where he was an
eamy mark for their mrrows, Fortonately,
when he fall e was dead. This was the sto-
ry told by soms friendly Indiane to a party
of white men, and snbseqnently bronght
home to Cpatle Dare.

The next four of the soms of Dare were
soldiers, as moat of the Macleods of that
family bad been. And if you aak about
the graves of Hoderick and Romald, whab
is one bo say ! They ere known; and yeb
mnkoown., The two lads were in ope of
the Highland regiments that served in the
Crimea. ‘They both lie buried on the blealk
plaina outside Sevastopol. And if the me-
_ morial stonea put up to them and their

brother officers are falling into rmin and de-

cay—if the very graves have been riflad—| oo

how is England to help thatt England is
the pooreat conntry in the world, Thera
wad 4 talk some two or thres years ago of

putting up & monument on Catheart Hill to

the Englishmen who died in the Crimes;
and that at least would have been some
token of remembrance, even if we conld nob
oollect the scattered remsaine of our alain
sons, A3 the French have done. Bub then
that mopument would have eost L5000
How could England afford £5000f When
% big American city takes tire, or when &
digtriot in Franes is ipondated, she can
pat her hand into her pocket deeply
enoigh ; but how can we expect a0 proud a
mother to think twice about her children
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Y¥iotoria Crows. As he lay dying, he ssked
whether the people in England would send
it to his mether, showing that his last fan-
ciea were atill abont Castle Dare.

And Hector? As you cross the river at
Badowa, and pass through a bit of forest,
some corn flalde begin to appear, and thess
stretch sway vp to the bheights of Chlom.
Alopg the ridga there, by the side of the
wood, are many mounds of earth. Over the
grave of Heotor Macleod is mo proud and
pathetic inseription such as marks the last
reating-place of & yooug lientenant who
perished at Gravelotte—Er ruki maft in

deutschor Erde—but the
young Highland offiosr waa well baloved by
his comrmies, and when the dead ware being
pitched into the great holes dug for them,
and when rade hands were preparing the sim-
ple record, painted on & wooden cross—!! Hier
lisgen—taprore Krieger” —a separate memento
waa placed over the grave of Under - Lien-
teuant Heotor Macleod of the ——th Impe-
rial and Hoyal Cavalry Hegiment. He was
one of the two sots who had not inberited
the title. Was it not s proud boaet for this
white-hairad lady in Mull that she had been
the mother of four baronets? What other
mother in all the land could ssy as mueh?
And yet 1t was that that had dimmed and
saddened the beantifol ayes.

And now her yonngest—her Bemjamin,
her best-beloved—he wae going away from
her too. It was not emongh that the big
deer forest, the last of the possesaions of the
Macleods of Dare, had been kept intact for
him, when the letting of it to a rich English-
man wonld g’ﬁﬂf have helped the friling
fortunes of the family; it was not enough
that the poor people about, kpowing Lady
Maslood's wishes, had no thought of kesping
g anlmon spenr hidden in the thateh of their
b Balmon and stag could no longer
bind bim to the place. The young bloed
gtieeed. And when he msked her what good
thing came of being a stny-at-home, what
could ehe say ¥

Buddenly old Hamish thraw wide the oak-
en doors at the and of the hall and thera
wad & low roar like the roaring of lions,
And then 2 young lad, with the pipes proud-
1y perched on his shealder, marched in with
& atately sbep, and joyous and shrill arcss
the Balute, Three times he marched round
the long and narrow hall, finlshing behind
Keith Macleod’s chair. The young man
tarned to him.

“It wea weoll played, Donald,” said he, in
the Gaelio; “and I will tell you that the

who porished in fighting for ker? Happily : Skye College in the old times never turned

the dead are independent of forgetfulness,

| aut a better pupil.

And’ will you take a

Duncan the Fair-haired—Donacbs Ban, ' glase of whiskey now, or a glass of claret 1

they called him, far and wide smong the
hilla—liza buried in & jungle on the African
oomat.

And it is & great pity yoar bair is red, or
they wonld oall you Donull Dubh, and peo-

He was only twanty-three when he ' ple would say yon were the born sncoessor

waa killed; but he knew he had pet the of the last of the MaeCraimins."
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At this preise—imagine telling a piper
lad that he waes o fit successor of the Mac-
Crnimins, the hereditary pipers of the Mac-
leods —the yonug stripling blushed kot
bat he did not forget hia profeasionsl dig-
pity for all that. And he was eo proud of
his good English that he replied in that

tongua.

“1 will fako & glass of the alaret wine, Sir
Kaith," said he

Young Macleod took up & horn tmmbler,
rimmed with silver, and baving the triple-
towered castle of the Macleods engraved on
ity and filled it with wine. Ho handed it to
the lad.

%I drink your kealth, Lady Maclood,” said
he, when he had removed his vap; “and I
drink your health, Misa Maeleod; and T
drink your health, 8ir Eeith; and I would
have a lighter henrt this night if I was go-
ing with you away to England.”

It waa & Dold demand.

“1 ean not take you with me, Denald; the
Macleods have got ont of the way of taking
their piper with them now, You must stay
and look after the dogs.”

“Bot yon are takiog Oscar with you, Sic
Keith.”

“Yos, [ am. I[must make sare of having
one friend with ma in the south.”

“And I think T would be bettor than a
collie,” muttered the lad to himeslf, as he
moved off in & prowd and hard way toward
the door, his eap still in his hand.

And now a great silence fell over thesa
three ; and Janet Maclood looked anxionsly
toward the old lady, who sat nnmeved in
the face of the ordeal thropgh which sbe
knew ghe must pass, It was an old custom
that each night & pibroch should be played
in Castle Dare in remembrance of her five
slain sons; and yet on this ous night her
nicoe would fain have seen that eustom
sbandoned. For waa nof the pibrooh the fo-
mous and pathetio ¥ Combadh pa Cloinne,”
the Lament for the Children, that Patriek
Mar, one of the pipera of Macleod of Skye,
had compoasd to the memory of his seven
pons, who had &ll died within one year?
And now the doors wers opened, and tha
piper boy ance more entarad. The wild, sad
wail arose; and slow and solermn waa the
step with which he walked up the hall.
Lady Macleod sat calm and erect, her lips
proud and firm, but her lean hands wers
working nervonsly together; and at laat,
when the doors were olosed on the slow and
stately and monrnfol Lamant for the Chil-

“dren, she bent down the gilvery head on
those wrinkled hands and wept alond. Pat-
rick Mor's seven brave sons conld have bean
no more to him thea her six tall lads had

been to her; and now the last of them was |

going away from her.
“Do you know,” said Janef, quickly, to
her couain scroae the table, “that it is said

to-night.
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nd piper in tha West Highlauds can play
* Lord Lovats Lament' like oor Dousld 17

“0h yea, be plays it very well; and he
hoa got o good step,” Macleod said. * But
you will tell him fo play no more Laments
Lot him take to strathspeys if
any of the Iads coma np after bringing back
thve boat. It will be time enoogh for him
10 make & Lament for me when I am dead.
Come, mother, have yon no messsge for Noe-
man Ogilvie T

The old lady had nerved herself again,
though her hands were still trembling.

“T hope he will come back with yon,
Kalth,” she said.

Y For the shooting? No, no, mother, He
was not it for the shooting about here: 1
havo seen that long ago. Do yon think he
eould Ia for an hoor in & wet bog? It wase
up at Fort Willlam T saw him last year, and
I paid t0 him, ‘Do you wear glovea st Al-
dershot? Hies hands were as white ag the
hands of & woman,"

Tt ia no woman's hand von have, Kelth,"
his consin said; it is a soldier's hand.”

“Yea,"said he, with his face flushing, “ and
if I had had Nerman Ogilvie's chance—"

But he pansed, Conld he reproach this
old dame, on the very night of his departures,
with having disappeinted sll those dreams
of military service and glory that are almost
the naturel inheritance of & Macleod of the
Weatorn Highlanda? If he was o stay-at-
bome, at least his hands were not white.
And yet, when young Ogilvie and he stodied
under the same tutor—the poor man had
to trovel sighteen miles between the two
howses, many & time in hard weather—all
the talk and aspirations of the boys were
about a soldiers life; and Macleod could
show his friend the various trophies and cn-
riogities eent home by his elder brothers
from all parts of the world, And now the
lily-fingered snd gentle-natured Ogilvie
was at Aldershot; while hie—what else was
he thano & mere dear-stalber and salmon-
killer t

“ Ogilvie has been very kind te me, moth-
er,” he paid, langhing. “He has sent mo o
liat of places in London where I em to get
my elothes, and boots, and & hat; and by the
tima I heve done that, he will be up from
Aldershot, and will lead me about—with a
atring round my neck, I suppose, lest I should
bite somebody.”

“You eoulld not go better to London than
In your own tartan,” said the prood mother;
“and it is pot for sn Ogilvie to say how a
Macleod shall be dressed.  But it is no mat-
fer, One after the other hea gone; the
house is left emply at last. And they all
want away like you, with o laugh on their
face, It was but a trip, a holiday, they said:
they would seon be back to Dare, And
where are they this night 7

0ld Hamish came in.

-
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“Ii will be time for the boat now, Bir| Bhe took no heed of the paseiog jeat. He
Epith, and the men ate down at the shore.”  kissed her, and bade her good-Ly once more.
He rose—the handsome young fellow—|The clear stars were shining over Castle
and took his brosd blus boonet with the | Dare, and over the black shadows of the
badge of juniper. mountaing, and the smoothly swelling wa-

i *G00D-ny, MorAER"

ft Good-by, Cousin Janet,” asid he, lightly, ' ters of the Atlavtin, There was a dunll
% Good-by, mother, You are not going to ! boomiog of the waves along the rocks.
send me away in this sad fashiont ‘What| He had thrown his plaid around him, and
om I to bring you back—a satin gown from | he waa wondering to himself na he descend-
Paria? or a young bride to cheer up the old | ed the atesp path to the shore. He could
homse 1 not believe that the two woemen were really




