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and saw in the imperfect light the old robust Lowlander

of the previous fray attacked by two men armed with

bludgeons, and defending himself manfully with his staff.

The old man's daughter, who had citing round the knees

of one of the ruffians, was already thrown to the ground,
and trampled under foot. An exclamation of wrath and

horror burst from the high-spirited fisherman, as, rushing

upon the fellow like a tiger from its jungle, he caught the

stroke aimed at him on his stick, and, with a side-long
blow on the temple, felled him to the ground. At the in

stant he fell, a gigantic Highlander leaped from among the

Lushes, and, raising his huge arm, discharged a tremendous

blow at the head of the fisherman, who, though taken un

awa'es and a a disadvantage, succeeded, notwithstanding,
in transferring it to his left shoulder, where it fell broken

and weak. A desperate but brief combat ensued. The

ferocity and ponderous strength of the Celt found their

more than match in the cool, vigilant skill and leopard
like agility of the Lowland Scot; for the latter, after dis

charging a storm of blows on the head, face, and shoulders

of the giant, until he staggered, at length struck his

bludgeon out of his hand, and prostrated his whole huge

length by dashing his stick end-long against his breast..

At nearly the same moment the burly old farmer, who had

grappled with his antagonist, bad succeeded in flinging
him, stunned and senseless, against the gnarled root of-ail

alder; and the three ruffians - for the first had not yet
recovered -lay stretched on the grass. Ere they could

secure them, however, a shrill whistle was heard echoing
from among the alders, scarcely a hundred yards away.

We had better get home," said Thomson to the old man,

"ore these fellows are reinforced by their brother ruffians

in the wood." And, supporting the maiden with his one
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