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“By the Bonny, Bonny Banks
ammmee () 001 LOmond,”

WRITTEN POR PROGBESS.

“‘Have some pity, Miss Graeme! I'm
only a poor Englishman, not even claiming
Scotch deescent you know, and [ baven’c
lived here long enough to be able to run
up hills after a day’s climbing! Pity the
weak, Miss Graeme, and in your strength
show mercy !’

A low, merry laugh was the only answer
the stalwart ycurg laughing Englishman
received, but the pace setter slowed up a
little, which k ndness the Englishman sp

reciated less than the answering laugh to
ear which he had made his little speech

*

The sun had just set in the waters ot
Loch Lomond, far away in bonny Scotland,
the last rays had just kissed the dark,
frowning mountain piles which guard its
shores, and the purple shades of evening
were deepening and thickening, when two
men and a girl all evident[y wearied out by
a long walk plodded up the hill towards
home.

Only to speak true, you could not as-
cribe the word plodded to the step ot the
wintome brown haired girl, leading the
van, for truly.

“A fort more light a step more true;
Near from the heath-fiower dashed the dew, ’

With a slow swaying motion the girl
was mounting the incline, her regular steps
in time with sn old Scotch war song which
she was softly humming to herself.

More appropriately can we use the word
to describe her tather’s gait. Poor, clever
old Professor Graeme! How many weary
tramps had he made in search of his be-
loved specimens of plants, ncarly always
in the company of his daughter Margery.

How often had he returned home atter a
long day’s climbing, tired to death, but so
uplitted in mind over bis new discoveries,
that be could not reckon in his mind the
weariness o! his flesh !

Yes ! As the third of the trio watched
the long ungainly figure of his old protess-
or, stumbling on betore bim, he could not
but wonder again how the dainty little
Scottish maiden, lilting like a wood bird ;
yet with all the pretty airs and graces of a
spirit beauty could bave sprung ifrom tbis
uncouth, eccentric, yet strangely lovable
old botanist. High spirited she was too,
and that Eric Wyam knew well, for he
had bad many a tussle with the loyal little
Scotch woman, for Eric was not a co
patriot. The son ot a wealthy Eonglish ahip-
per, he bad come to Edinburgh to take a
course in the University, and now that his
last session was over, was spending 'a few
weeks holidays in viewing some of the un-
surpassable lochs ot Scotland. before re-
turning home for the summsr vacation,
which was to precede his start in the actual
work ot life.

Right soon bad he learned to appreciate
the beauties of Loch Lomond. lhe day
after his arrival be bad discovered with
pleasure that his tavorite professor with
his daughter wes staying at the same little
hotel or ion, and'bad been made Leartily
welcome by his old friend to partake in
their long rambles in search of specimens.
While the protessor searched, his dauguter
taught the Eoglishman the beauties of the
spot and the songs of her country, for
pature had endowed her not only, with a
sweet sympathetic voice, but also a won-
derful power of retaining the words of the
old ballads. There were few occasions
which Margery could not suit with an apt
quotation from some old Scotch verse.

When at last the three wanderers had
reached the door of the primitive pictures-
que little inn and were taking anotber
glance at the grandeur of the night the old
protessor exclaimed ; ‘Dear me ! dear me !
surely you've got my spectacles, Eric, I
had them a jew minutes ago, and 1 can’t
find them now.” *‘Why, no, protessor I
baven't got them. Surely you must bave
left them on that last rock where we were
resting at the end ot the Loch.’

““Oh, Daddy, Daddy! You would bave
lost me, and forgotten me & thousand
tim¢s over it I didn’t know how o tollow
you! But you caun’c go back for thém,
father, you are far too tired already P

‘il go prefessor, for it would not do to
risk them out all night, but—" with a side
long glance at Margery, ‘I'm not so sure
ot my way up to that favorite seat ot Miss
Graeme ! It anytbing happens to me just
let the old folks know !’

‘Dear me, how patketic, Mr. Wyam !
I sce I must be your guide. Well, come
on ! We won’t be long, tather, for 1.1 sirg
the **Keel Row” and that will take us ar a
good rate ! and off went the young gil,
tollowed by Wyam leaving her fatber qui e
taken aback st the loss of his spectacles.

Jut the Keel Row did not last iong.

Msrgery was tired atrer all, aod by tle
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time they had regained their former resting
place was glad to sit down once more and
rest And indeed who could have hastened
away from the magnificent scene which
spread itself out betore them.

‘Come, now, Mr. Wyam, own you can-
not in all the lands of merrie Fogland fiod
a scene to equal this.’

The witchery of the niﬁbc made Wyam
feel strangely quict By this time the moon
had risen and its berms lay broad across
the waters at their feet, making the moun-
tains in contrast, grander an1 darker—ver-
itable guardians of the strand; and the
sweet low voice ot the girl h+ had learned
to Jove, speaking to him—everything was
80 hushed and still, almost solemn in its
grandeur.

Wyam thought of the busy lite that lay
betore bim, of the very different scenes in
which he would so soon ve sharing, of the
other women that he knew, clever, gay, ac-
complished women, but when weighed in
the balance with this simple mountain girl,
sirangely lacking in something, he could
not tell what.

‘Has father told you, Mr. Wyman, that
he bas at last finally decided that we ars to
take our long talked of trip to Canada?
You know he has two brothers out there,
who have always been so anxious that we
should go out some summer and see their
homes. They say fsther would be so in-
terested in ths country, and so we are at
last going. You know, when father once
takes up an idea, he wants to act upon it at
once, s0 we shall soon be far away from
bonny Scotland for & time at least.’

Wyam could say notbing at the moment.
He thought of the vast separating ocean, he
thought of the months that must pass be-
tore be would see ber again, he thought of
the many different people . nd places she
would see that would all helf to crowd him
trom her lite.

‘Are you not glad for me, Mr. Wyam,
Do you not thick I shkall like it P’

‘(zlad ! Margery, glad that you are going
to the otver esice of the world from me !
Glad that I may never see you again ! Oo,
Margery, rather are you not ‘wae’ tor me ?’

And as the wild rose color spread soitly
over ber cheek, and her deep blue eyes
were lowered trom his passionate gaze.

‘Margery, will you not promise that you
will only go cut there, as my promised
bride ?’

The saucy look crept into her eyes as
she sang softly halt under her breath, ‘Oa,
I canna canna, winna winna, msuna—"’

‘Stop, there, Margery. Do not finish it,’

“I'm owre young tae marry yet
I'm owre youn ¢ tae marry et
T'would be a sin tae marry ye:
Tae take me frae ma mammie yet "’

went on Margery, changing her tune.’

¢ I'bat’s true, Margery, but tell me when
you will say ‘yes’ to me, and do not make
it long, or I warn you, I won't wait.’

Margery thought a moment ‘not till we
meet again on the bonny bonny banks o’
Loch Lomond’ lilted the saucy little maid-
en, ‘and’ as she sprang from her bigh seat,
and began the descent, ‘mind, Mr. Wyam,
you forteit all right to the question, it you
do so before.’

Next day, Wyam went home to ‘try snd
exist’ as he put it to Margery, till he heard
of their return, when he knew the Protessor
woul!d come to his tavorite loch, before a
new college session opened. ‘And 1'll ex-
pect you, then Margery,’ but a warning
look, and ‘I’m no sae sure, sae very very
sure,” changing the worcs ot another song
to suit her convenience, finished the scene.

A few days later the Graeme’s had hied
them to ‘Aulc Reekie,’ there to make hur-
ried preparations for their voyage across
the Atlantic.

As Margery bad said, this was a long
talked of trip. Professor Graeme had two
brothers who had made th-ir homes in
Canada meny years back betore Margery’s
young mother had died, and they bad been
constantly striving to get their learned
brother and his daughter to come out and
pay them a visit. Now, the Professor had
suddenly decided that be would. They
would see s large part ot Canada, for Dr.
Wm Graeme, the elder brother, had a
large practice iu the Weet whilc the young-
er was a prosperous lumber merchant in
the northern part ot New Brunswick.

The voyage across, was altogether a new
experience for Margery, and a most pleas-
avt one. The winsome Scotch tace, with
its true eyes, and glowing colour, attracted
friendship, wbile tne happy, merry temper-
ament, retained them. They tound the
weeks went all too quickly as they visited
the great rivers and mountains, homes and
haunts ot the new land. The Protessor
searched and sought, studied and discover-
ed, among the prairies and forests ot Can-
ada, and all too soon they found the sum-
mer waning, and hastened to New Brune-
wick to spend the remaining weeks ot their
visit there.

» -
*

The subject of the grave discussion be-
tween tbe two young KEoglish girls was
Eric. It was evidently a puzz'ing subject,
if we can judge by the sericus expression
in the bright young taces;—

‘What 1s it, Kthel, what can it be f
Something has changed Eric completely.
He tries to hide it, and pretends to be just
as inter:sted in our picnics, and the boys
cricket, and games as he used to be, but
even old Laddie nctices it, for be takes his
own time when Eric drives him, and that is
a p-etty slow time, too’ :

‘I've just been tbioking, Winny, and I
think he is just hke what Mona was when
she got engeged. Do you think it could be
the same, Winn?P Surely, Eric is not goirg
to get engaged,’ and the voice tell very low

at the thought of such an impending calam-
ity.

‘He’s always just reading, and readipg,
and once when [ looked at the book “he
had laid down, it was all some dry stufl
about Canada. ‘What does Eric want to
know about Canada P’ With a stress of
contempt on the name of the country, yct
only a name to the little Briton.

‘Well, I heard him ray to father last

night that he would like a trip across to-

America, but I didn't take any notice, for
I thought he was only jrking. Only I
hope he doeesn’t really want to go for father
would be sure to let Eric do just anything
he wants to !’

All too pleased in the interest his son
was taking in his eshipping, and quite
ready to let bim see what he wanted ot the
world Eric was easily granted a trip to
America in one of his father’s steamers.
Two weeks in New York, and around it,
would give him a breathing space betore
the steamer leaves again for home.

Eric had persuaded the profaseor to
send him occasional accouts of their do
ings acd was endeavoring by mesns of
books to make himsclf tamiliar with the
rights they were seeing. DBut this would
be far better!

As the ‘Aronic’ steamed into New York
harhor, Eric tried to teel that he was now
quite near Margery, but oh the weary dis
ances of the ‘New World.” The first
week was spent in visiting New York, and
some of the other large cities, among them
Boston, which seemed more like many ot
the cities of old England, snd through
which he Iyved to wander.

One evening after a day’s sight seeing,
on his return to the hotel, a re addressed
letter from the professor was handed to
him.

*Not many weeks, now, Eric till we are
home again. We leave in a couple of
weeks tor New Brunswick, where my
brother advises me to spend a few days in
the old city of St John, before sailing up
the river to his home—sorry you can't be
here to enjoy it all with us! Margery
likes it all fine, but the lassie seems to be
as eager to get back to our old Loch at
home, as [ ever was.

Aba, Daddy Graeme ! Letting out secrets
quite unconscioulsy ! ! Eric suddenly felt
like leaving a dollar for the postman who
bad brought him his letter.

St. Jobn is it ! and from the date of
the letter they will be there now. Aad
dido’t I pass a wharf and see a steamer
start this very day for St John and by a
strange co-incidence, and the blessings
ot the Fates won’t I be in St. John too !

What of it, though he was on board a
whole hour betore the boat started P That
was no reason why they should be a whole
hour late in starting ‘ye gods =and little
fishes I muttered Eric, as he impatiently
strode up and down the deck, if they
don’c hurry up and start, ['ll get out and
swim.

Well, it was all very fine to feel that he
was going straight to Margery but he had
not forgotten his promise, and how could he
meet her, afier his long separation, and
talk everyday nothings, that hs might talk
to his grandmother with pertect proprietry !
‘No’ thought he as he paced up and down
among the many tourists enjoying the cool
breeze after the heat of the big city, ‘No
I’ll bide my time I'll see Margery and wait
m, chance.’

It was late in the afternoon, almost even-
ing, when the steamer entered the harbor,
and entered at the same time a thick grey
fog which seemed to hang like a protect-
ing veil over the city to hide it trom the
rays of the scorching sun, which had burnt
up the towns and cities he had just left.

Restless and eager for movement KEric
passed the clamoring cabmen and by dint
ot enquiry easily tound his way to the
principal hotel, where he hoped to see the
names of bis iriends registered. He de-
termined to have a glimpse of Margery
while she still thought him tar away. ‘It
he sadly pondered, °‘she thinks of me at
al: !’

Yes! there were the names, the dear
old tamiliar names ‘Professor Graeme,
Miss Margery Graeme.” They had been
there a few days. the clerk said, and he
believed they were still to be other two.
‘Tmey have gone up the Kennebecasis to-
day, sir, and will not be back for a few
hours yet. I know because Miss Graeme
came to me &nd asked me how to pro-
nounce the name.’

Eric could just hear the merry laughing
voice trying to pronouce the long name.

‘Don’t let them have any word ot my
arrival, tonight!" And Eric went off to
dinner.

Atterwarde, stationing himself in a posi-
tion where he would be sure to see them
on their return. he scanned the many,
many strange faces, passing him, eagerly
wa: chiog for the only two he would know.

At last! Wyam wondered bow prople
could resist turning and gazing with de-
Light at the little figure in the blue traveling
dress,with such a sweet Scotch tace,crown-
ed by the wavy brown hair, and a little
rough sailor hat! Ooly a glimpse ! but he
knew he would soon have more, and was it
not enough to teast bis memory for one
more night !

It was hard to prevent himself from
makiog his presence known, but he knew
Margery well, that since that promse
existed, be must stick to it. There was
nothing for it but to wait and see what the
morning would bring.

He was early on the alert the next day,
and determived to breakfast betore they
were likely to come to the dining-room.
Not a minute too scon! Ashe lett the
room, he saw them at the other end of the
corridor, walking towards him. He
slipped into the shadow of a door way.

argery’s clear tones carried far— :

‘Well, father, we are to go to Loch
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Lomond, today, and 1if you enjoy it as
much as you did Rothesay on Monday—’

‘Her vuice was lost in the distance ; but
‘Loch Lomond today!" Rothesay!" Had
tbhe lassie gone daft P Was he in Scotland
agein ? What did it all mean ?

Hastening to the office he asked the
clerk the names of some of the places
tourists generally visited. ‘Well, sir,
there’s Nauwidgewauck, a fine a place as
you can go to, there’s the Kennebecasis,
as I told you—"

‘Ob, stop these jaw breakers,’ inter-
rupted Wyam, ‘and tell me some civilized
names.’

‘English, evidently sir, and not accus-
tomed to our Indian names! Waell, how
does Loch Loomond do, or Rothesay ?’

‘By all the shades’ muttered Wyam, as a
great idea came to him, which would lead
him out of his perplexities.

‘See ! Can I hire a bicycle here ¥’

‘Ten of them, if you like, sir, a little
further up the street.’

‘Have one brought to me immediately.
But stay, how far is it to Loch Lomond P’

‘About twelve or fifteen miles, I should
say, sir.’

‘All nght Please hive the bicycle
brought at once.

‘Now,” thought Wyam, as he went off
to prepare. ‘It I lived in the old Heath-
enish times, I would have had to give a
good tat offering to my guardian goddess ;
»nd, by Jove, 1t does seem as it I had
been born under a lucky star with a ven-
geance !’

In little more than fifteen minutes he
was waiting in a sheltered spot opposite,
where it would be impossible to notice him,
unless especially sought for. As the time
went on and they did not appear,—‘Ohb,
surely they haven't changed their minda!
Oh, deser: me not now my luck. Ah here
they were—

A quick spring, and the little figure iu
blue, was in the carriage, and in a few
minutes they were oft. Now, was Wyam’s
chance, and bravely he struggled up hill,
and down hill, easily keeping in view, bis
frienas, so unconscious ot his nearness.

Sometimes he would ride up, quite close
behind them, so near as to hear the light
hearted laugh he loved so well, and some-
times, as they got out into the country a
verse of the tamiliar songs. Once he was
nearly seen. [t was a narrow escape.

‘Stop, driver, I must get out a minute
and get sume of these beautiful flowers,’
Margery had called out.

It happened that Wyam was just then
nearer than he had ever yet been and the
words were easily carried to him by the
wind. It was vot a thickly wooded part.
What could he do? Quick as thought he
had crept into a dry ditch, at the side of
the road, and put his bicycle down among
the long grass.

‘Now,” thought poor Eric, ‘if only she
will be content with the flowers at her side.

But when was the ambition of woman
ever satisfied with what was so easily at-
tained ?

**Just & minute over here father, O21!”
*‘And with a cry of alarm. Eric heard ber
run back to the carriage. There'sa man
in the dit.h, and from his back he seems
to be just awful’!

Ob, Margery, Margery, that vivid
imagination !

The Protessor wanted to get out and
help, but Eric heard the driver saying
there were always lots of tramps ‘eleeping
it off’! on the roads out here, and finally
the sound ot the wheels .isappeared in the
distance.

‘It’s a long way to come’ muftered poor
Fric to himselt, ‘to be told that from your
back you are juest awful’! But he was
mounted again 1n a minute, and off v hot
pursuit.

He kept at a greater distance, now, all
along the beautitul road, between rows of
bushes and trees reminding bim of the
hedges of his mother land. At the sight ot
the beautitul Loch Eric decided it was
worthy of its name, and gazed with delight
at the namesake of his trys ing place.

‘Far slong the road the carriage led and
Eric followed till finally it stopped at a
quaint little inn.

‘I daresay its quite true that love can fly
on wings’ thougat Eric, ‘but it must-be a
jolly lot easier than on a bicycle on a hilly
road.’

Eric waited till he he had seen Margery
and her father wander down to the shore,
when he left his bicycle at the house, and
followed.

It was very easy to keep them in sight
—Bye-and bye they got into a little boat,
which was lying by tbe shore, and Mar-

ery rowing it, to near the middle of the
och, the prolessor produced fishing tackle
and cast his line. Yt was easy for Eric to
wait. Now that the moment seemed just
within his grasp, he preferred to prolong
the delighttul anticipation a little longer.

Presently the rowing ceased, the little

brown hands drifted in rhe water, and, as
the professor drew more and more intent
in bis sport, the voice came over the waters
to the listener, bthind the bushes.

““My heart is sair I daurna tell,

My heart is sair for somebndy,

I would give, what would I no ?

For the sake 0’ somebody !’

‘“‘Father, you've got a bite! Oh, what a
silvery littls thing. Let it go, Father!”

“Oh why let: I my hame,
Why did I cross the sea.”

Unkind Eric! most unrkind ! Have you
no feeling for the pathetic words, sung in
such a wisttul voice ? No, indeed, but the
brown knickerbocker’s danced a ‘*passent”
behind the bushes

‘‘See that pretty little boat-house or
club-house at the end ot the Loch! We
must row Kf and see it, later, Father.”
“Row in, Margery, row in, [ want some
more hooks. These are no good! and
with a few light strokes the boat was
crunching on the shore,

“Wait tor me, Margery, I'il just be a
minute!’

The professor was off. and Margery was
left standing by the side of the water; the
little brown head thrown back, the deep
blue eyes reflecting the lights of the
waters.

I lo’e nae a laddie but one

He lo’e’s nae a lassie but me

He has promised to make me his ain
And his ain I have promised to be 1"

‘““Not yet, Margery, but you're going
tpd!" and with a bound Wyam was at her
side.

‘““Take care! take care Margery, my
‘ain” as with a great start of astonishment
the girl stepped almost into the water. But
his arm prevented it, and ratained her.

“Mr. Wyam, where have you come
from ?” and as she became conscious of his
hold ‘‘you are forgetting our bargain.
““That you were not to speak to me—
like that, till we met on the benny, boany,
banks o’ Loch l.omond ! Oh!” as it dawn-
ed upon her where they were.”

And another ‘‘ob,” and a faint gasp
made them both tura to see the astonished
pro essor, regarding them as if they had
been new specimens.

‘Eric ! what does it all mean ?’

‘It’s the man in the ditch that wants your
daughter, my dear old protessor,’ answered
Eric, as he wruog the man’s hand.

‘Was it you, Eric, was it you, why, did
you do it?

‘Bacsuse I knew my lady dignity would
not allow that her condition be broken, and
[ waited till we shou'd both be on this
lovely spot, and I thank the jolly beggar
that gave this place its name, and so has
given me my love, weeks before I could
otherwiss have won ber. Yes, Margery, I
have come across the seas for you, and al-
though I know ‘from my back, I look just
awlul ‘— —1! ‘

Full explanations of such a happy nature
were soon made to the professor, although
it seemed strange that Margery was the

one who needed a longer explanation, which

was given aiter lunch, when the professor
had gone off to make discoveries, and the
other two were trying to find their way
through the woods to the club house.

They never found it!

How lucky that the driver was not only
able to ride a bicycle, but after a clasp of
Eric’s hand was perfectly willing to do so,
to the city’s limits !

Need I tell you tbey both got out at the
place where Eric had laia in the ditch, and
bad a right merry laugh over it. But the
merriment gave place to quieter and deeper
feelings, as the shades ot evening fell, snd
as they saw the spires of the old city before
them E-ic whispered to Margery that old
St Jobn would now alwaye hold a very
warm place in his memory.

‘For the pro.essor may have found some
vsluable spccimens, but I have got the
most valuabls of all, and some day we shall
come back together to the bonny bonny
banks of the new Loch Lomond.’

Ot course Eric went home on the same
steamer as the Graemes, and Margery
thought as they strolled on the deck watci-
ing the shores ot the pew country losing
themselves in the distance, that of all the
:pots she had seen there, ot all the magni-
ficent mountains and rapid rivers none
would be more dearer to her than the wat-
ers up among the hills behind the ‘City of
the Loyalists,” and which men call *Loch
Lomond.’ GERTRUDE ARNOLD.
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