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up the hill-side, and soon found ourselves in a dreary waste,

without trace of human habitation.

Walter, however, pushed on bravely and in the right direc

tion; and, though my head was now becoming light, and my

sight dim, I succeeded in struggling after him, until, just as

the night was falling, we reached a heathy ridge which com

mands the northern sea-board of the Cromarty Frith, and saw

the cultivated country and the sands of Nigg lying only a few

miles below. The sands are dangerous at certain hours of

the tide, and accidents frequently happen in the fords; but

then there could, we thought, be no fear of us; for though
Walter could not swim, I could; and as I was to lead the

wbeof course would be safe by simply avoiding the placesa-Y7 7 tDo

where I lost footing. The night fell rather thick than dark,

for there was a moon overhead, though it could not be seen

through the cloud; but though Walter steered well, the down

ward way was exceedingly rough and broken, and we had

wandered from the path. I retain a faint but painful recollec

tion of a scraggy moor, and of dark patches of planting,

through which I had to grope onwards, stumbling as I went;

and then that I began to feel as if I were merely dreaming,

and that the dream was a very horrible one, from which I could

not awaken. And finally, on reaching a little cleared spot on

the edge of the cultivated country, I dropped down as sudden

ly as if struck by a bullet, and, after an ineffectual attempt to

rise, fell fast asleep. Walter was much frightened; but he

succeeded in carrying me to a little rick of dried grass which

stood up in the middle of the clearing; and after covering

me well up with the grass, he laid himself down beside me.

Anxiety, however, kept him awake; and he was frightened,

as he lay. to hear the sounds of psalm-singing, in the old Gac

lie styles coming apparently from a neighboring clump of

wood. Walter believed in the fairies; and, though psalmody

was riot one of the reputed accomplishments of the "good

people"
in the low country, he did not know but that in the

Highlands
the case might be different. Some considerable

time after the singing had ceased, there was a slow, heavy step
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