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CIIArTKR IV. 
AUNT WALLACE AT HOME. 
| II, it's yersel', is it?" said Mrs, 

Wallace, opening the door to 
her niece. "Whit's ado? Ye're 
faur ower early. Ye wis bid

den to come at sax, an' it's jist new 
ehupplt five. Whaur's Davie?" 

"He's coming at the proper time, 
Aunt Wallace, but I hurried \ip with 
my work and came along to see if I 
could help you with anything," Jess re
turned pleasantly. 

"I'm nae great believer in folk, espe
cially young malrrit weemen, hurryin' 
up wi* their wark, as ye pit it, an' I'm 
no' whit I wud ca' in desperate need o' 
assistance; but, seeln' ye're here, ye 
best come in." 

Mrs. Houstou, with a smile, accepted 
the not very gracious invitation and 
made to step indoors. •" 

"Wipe yer feet! Wipe yer feet!" ex
claimed hec aunt, pointing to the mat. 
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"Wipe yer feet!" cxclalmed her <nmt. 

"I'm jist new done washin' the waux 
cloth. Ma certy! D' ye think I want a 
gairden in ma lobby fur yer man to 
plant carnations in? Aw, that'll dae. 
Ye needna rub a hole in nfra mat. Come 
ben the boose." 

Suppressing a laugh, Jess entered the 
cottage and followed Mrs. Wallace to 
the kitchen. 

"You've been baking, Aunt Wallace," 
fche remarked as she unpinned her 
plain straw hat 

"Aye, I've been bakin\ If ye hat] 

come shiuner ye miclit lm'e goUen a 
lesson, but ye're ower late noo." 

"I'm very sorry," murmured Mrs. 
Houston, half humbly, half defiantly. 
"Were you baklug scones?" 

"I wisna bakin' eahoofchy onyway. 
Ila'e ye been tryin' onythin' in that 
line lately, Jess? But 1 suppose no', 
fur Davie wis lookin' weel the last time 
I seen him. Tits! I'm jist jokin'. Ye'il 
bo a baker yet. Keep a lioht hert an' 
a licht haun' an' mind the sody, an' 
ye'll turn oot scones fit fur angels. My, 
but ye're drest the nicht, lass!" Mrs. 
Wallace exclaimed as the young wom
an removed her jacket. "Whit did ye 
poy fur. that? A bonny penny, I'm 
thlnkiu'." 

"You mean my blouse? I made it 
myself, aunt." 

"Did ye? Weel, it's no' bad, no* bad," 
said Mrs. Wallace slowly. "I'm gled 
to see ye've no' fit ower mony falderals 
about it, like some o' the lasses ye see 
here on the Sawbath. Plain* claes fur 
plain folk—that's ma motto. 'Deed, 
njfc, plain claes fur"— 

"I suppose you never cared about 
ribbons and things when you were 
girl, Aunt Wallace." , 

"Eh? Whit's that ye're sayin' 
Mplun! I've iiae time fur ony mail* 
haverin'. I tlioebt ye said ye cam1 

early to help me." 
"So I did. What can I do?" asked 

the other, checking a smile. 
"Ye can gang an' set the table in the 

paurlour. The cloth's laid, an' ye ken 
whaur to get the dishes, the best yins. 
Re canny wi' them, Jess. I'll be el'ler 
ye In Iwa minutes." 

Jess departed to the parlor and pro
ceeded to lay the tea things, humming 
a merry tune to herself. She was in 
gay spirits, for less than an hour njro 
she had posted the money required to 
meet the bill due by David to Ilardy 
& Son, the timber merchants. It had 
been a terribly anxious three months 
for the young wife, and she was only 
too well aware that her husband's af
fairs wfere still far from being in a 
sound condition, but the first dillicult 
steps in the direction of prosperity had 
been taken, and for the moment she 
allowed herself to rest and be thank
ful and glad, seeing the goal of her 
desire less distant perhaps than it real
ly was. Hope carries a rare pair of 
fieldglasses, and an occasional scrap 
of success is sufficient to keep -them 
clean and bright. 

Mrs. Wallace entered the room, bear
ing two plates of scones, and paused, 
surveying her niece's handiwork. 

t4Mphm!" she said at last ^That'ir 
dae. Hut did I no' tell ye Maister 
Ogilvy was comin' to his tea?" 

"Mr. Ogilvy?" .less shook her head. 
"Aye, Mtilster Ogilvy, the grocer, ye 

ken." 
Mrs. Houston tried not to look sur

prised or amused. "Oh, yes." she said 
and retired to the cupboard. 

Iler aunt's voice followed her. "Is 
there onythin' wrung in Maister Ogilvy 
comin' to his tea, or is there onythin' 
peeculiar?" 

"Of course not, Aunt Wallace," re
plied Jess from behind tiie door. 

"Weel, dinna rattle ma guid dishes 
as if ye had the palsy. Ha'e ye no' got 
a* the dishes ye need yetV" 

"res. Here they are." And Jess 
came forth, her countenance abnormal
ly grave, but rather Hushed. 

"Whit alls ye, Jess?" 
"Nothing—nothing." 
"Ye're maybe a wop thing surprised 

at Maister Ogilvy comin' to his tea?" 
"Well, you see, I didn't know he was 

such a friend of yours, aunt" 
"I dinna say he wis, but I'm kin' o' 

vexed fur the man," said Mrs. Wallace, 
half gently, half contemptuously. "He's 
aye complainin' aboot bad trade, an' 
that's a thing I ennna thole in a man. 
'An' yef he's no' a hard man. I wis 
passln' his shope the it her day when a 

wean fell all his doorstep wr naui u 
di&Kcn eggs she had jist bocht frae him, 

i' he wis ool efter her afore ye cud 
y Mack Robinson' an' tuk her back 

to the shope, an* efter he had wiped 
awa' the maist o' the mess he gi'ed her 
anlther hauf a dixzen eggs an' a wheen 
sweeties furbye an' tell't her no' to let 
on to li<*r luither that she had turn-
mlt." , 

That was good of him!" exclaimed 
Jess, with-enthusiasm. ___ 

"Oh, he whiles dis tilings like that to 
weans, but he's a kin' o' greetin' buddy 
as a lule, an' I'm slmir he needna be 
that, fur he's uaebody to keep but liis-
sel\ an' his business is no' near as bad 
as ho mak's it oot to be." 

"Has ho never thought of getting 
married?" asked Jess seriously. "He 
can't bo so very old." 

"Auld? He's no' old ava'. He's no* 
muckle aulder nor masel'. But I doot 
lie'll never get a wife, even if he ever 
wants yin." 

"And what made you ask him to 
tea?" her niece inquired boldly. 

If the query contained any insinua
tion, Mrs. Wallnee failed to perceive it. 
"Weel, as I tell't ye afore, I'm kin' o' 
vexed fur him. an' when 1 wis In his 
shope the day I wis mair vexed nor or'-
nar'. Ye see, he bides at the back o' 
the shope. an' when I gaed in the day 
he cam* Turrit, unco rid i' the face au' 
confused-like, an' afore he had hauf 
Berved me au awfu' reek an' smell be-
good to come frae the back room." 
" 'Mercy me! Whit in creation's 

that?' I cries. 'Aw, never heed It, Mrs. 
Wallace,' he says, tryin' to lauch. 'Nev
er heed it!' says I. 'Man, I'm near stuf-
focatit!' 'I'm rale sorry, but I can assure 
ye there's naethin' wrang, at least no' 
seriously wrang,' he says, as if he was 
ashamed. 'But there's somethln' burn-
In',' says I, but he Jist shook his haid. 
'Are ye daft?' I cries. 'Awa' an' pit it 
oot!' But ho gl'ed anlther pulr lauch 
an' says, says he: 'Dinna get alarmed. 
Mistress Wallace. It's jist some soup 
I wis tryin' to mak' fur ma dinner.' 
'Soup!' says I. 'Soup! It smells llker 
slngein' hair an' cannule ends.' ' 'Deed, 
aye, an' I doot it'll taste the same,' 
he says, wi' a groan. 'I'm jist seeck 
o' life, Mistress Wallace.* An' then 
it cam' oot that auld Mistress Neil, 
that's cleaned his bit room an' cookit 
his meals fur twiuty an' mair years, 
wis lyin' badly, cryln' oot that she wud 
dee if onybody else got her place, an' 
so Maister Ogilvy wis tryin' to dae 
her wark hlssel'." 

'Toor man!" said Jess. 
"Mistress Neil's been badly fur 

week,- an' he tell't fne he wis tired o' 
eatin' cauld things oot o1 tins this 
cauld weather, an' he thocbt he wud 
mak' hissel' a bowl o' soup the day, 
but everythin' gaed wrang, an'—weel, 
Jess, that's the reason I askit him to 
his tea. An' Davie an' him'li be here 
afore we're ready fur them if we're 
no' 8malrt. Come awa' to the kitchen 
till I learn ye to fry ham an' eggs fit 
fur angels." 

The two men arrived together, hav
ing met on the road, and Jess was dis
patched from the kitchen to admit 
them, bearing instructions regarding 
the wiping of boots on the outer door 
mat. 

"You gang iu first," whispered Mr. 
Ogilvy bashfully, as the door opened. 

"Na, na. You're the stranger," re
turned David, with a courteous shove. 

"IIow are you, Mr. Ogilvy?" said 
Mrs. Houston in her friendliest fash
ion. "Davie, be sure to clean your 
boots," she added quickly to her hus
band. 

"I'm weel, thenk ye," replied Mr. 
Ogilvy, taking a share of the door mat. 
"Are ye keepln' pretty middliu' yer
sel'V" 

"Yes, thank you. Now, come away 
In out of the cold." 

They entered the bright lobby, dis
posed of their coats and caps and fol
lowed her into the parlor, the joiner 
pushing the grocer before him. 

"Come over to the fire, Mr. Ogilvy," 
said Jess hospitably. "Won't you have 
the easy chair?" 

"Aw, thenk j'e. Ony chair'U dae, 
jist ony chair," returned Mr. Ogilvy, 
wiping his brow with an enormous 
handkerchief and rubbing his hands in 
a nervous way. 

"Gang furrit, rntin, an* tak' the 
chair!" cried David genially. He had 
known Ogilvy all his life, and it was 
impossible to keep up any formality. 
Jess, however, had only met him in the 
way of business, and she would prob
ably have felt shier and tried less to 
make him feel at home had it not been 
for lier aunt's recent remarks. So, hav
ing informed him that her aunt would 
appear presently, she did her utmost 
to put him at his ease, though, judging 
from the manner in which he continued 
to sit On the extreme edge of the easy 
chair and repeatedly applied his hand
kerchief to his forehead, she could 
hardly be said to have succeeded bril
liantly. 

Her husband came to the rescue at 
last witn the not very original inquiry: 

"An' hoo's trade wi' ye?" 
"Trade? Dejrtorable, jist deplorable! 

Never seen onythin' like it," said the 
grocer, shaking his head gloomily, but 
seating himself a little more comfort
ably in his chair. "I read a heap o' 
stories i' the papers uboot the depres
sion o' trade, but if time writin' chaps 
wants to ken what depression really is 
they sud try a proveesion shop in Kin-
lochan. Depression is na the word for 
it" 

"Oeh, it's no' as bad as a' that," ob
served the joiner, with a laugh. 

"Ah, David, ye're weel alT at the jin-
erin'," returned Mr. Ogilvy sadly. 
"Ye're aye busy, lint luk at me. I sit 
—onywey, I statin'—at the receipt o' 
custom, as it were, fur oors thegither 
an' whiles I never turn a copper. The 
itlier day—Tuesday, 1 think it was— 
there was naebody cam' ower ma door
step frae twaP o'clock noon till three 
p. ill. but Iwa weans. Yin was a lad
die spierin' for a bit string. The ither 
was a lassie wautln' change for a pen
ny. D'ye ca' that trade?" 

"But it's not always so bad, Mr. 
Ogilvy," put in Mrs. Houston. 

"Maybe no' jis as bad," he allowed 
grudgingly, "but trade's no' what it 
used to lie. Folk never used to get a' 
their provecsions frae the toon, an' 
there was nae cairts an' vans comin' 
ten mile to poach on ma preserves, as 
It were. But noo—oh, it's jist deplora
ble, jist deplorable! Aye"— 

He was interrupted by the entrance 
of Mrs. Wallace with a huge dish of 
ham and eggs, which she deposited on 
the table before taking any notice of 
her guests. "Jess," she whispered to 
hcrjueee, "awa' an' brlntr ben the tea 

an' toast. Weel, Davie, hoo's things? 
Glad to hear ye're busy. Weel, Mais
ter Ogilvy, I suppose trade's waur nor 
over, but I dinna think ye sud mak' sic 
a lamentation aboot It in the hoose o' 
yer best customer. Eh? Ha, ha, ha!" 

"Aw, Mistress Wallace," murmured 
the grocer, with a feeble smile of apolo
gy, "nae offense. I hope." 

"Ilaud yer tongue, man, an' draw iu 
yer chair. Come awa', Jess, ma lass. 
Davie, talc' the held o' the table an' 
ask a blessin'. Noo, help the ham an* 
eggs. If they're no* guid, ye can blame 
it on Maister Ogilvy.*^ 

"Ye wud aye ha'e yer bit joke, Mis
press Wallace," said the guest, begin-
glng to brighten under the cheerful in
fluences about him. 

'Sugar an' cream?" 
'Thenk ye, thenk ye. As I was ob-

servin' 
"Ha'e!" interrupted Houston, hand

ing him a plate piled with 1mm and a 
couple of eggs. 

'Aw, jist the hauf o' that, please, 
jist the hauf o' that," said Mr. Ogilvy 
modestly. 

'Come awa', man," urged Houston. 
'Aye, come awa', Maister Ogilvy. 

IIoo can ye expec* trade to be flourish-
in' when ye winna eat yer aln provec
sions?" added the hostess, with a 
chuckle. i 

David laughed also as he selected 
some tidbits for his wife. " 'Deed, 
Ogilvy, ye've got to dae as ye're bid in 
this hoose." 

"Aye, ni? naebody kens that better 
nor Davie," remarked Mrs. Wallace 
smartly. 

Whereupon every one laughed hearti
ly, includlug Mrs. Houston, who, how
ever, first glanced at her husband to 
Make sure that his feelings had not 
(»eeu hurt. 

The meal proceeded, and altogether it 
was a very pleasant one. Mr. Ogilvy, 
who had been famlshing^finished his 
ham and eggs and after a deal of press
ing consented to take a second helping. 

"Jist a wee taste," he said diffidently, 
"jist a sma' sensation. It's rale nice 
ham," ho remarked to Mrs. Wallace, 
then, noticing a twinkle in her eye: "I 
mean it's rale nicely cookit In fac\ I 
nilcht say, I never tastlt ham near as 
nicely cookit, Mistress Wallace." 

At this point David wluked guarded
ly at his wife, who attempted to look 
severe, but smiled faintly. 

"As fur yer scones," said the grocer 
a little later, "I'm no' exaggeratin' 
when I tell ye they're the finest I ever 
encountered in a' ma born days." 

Such enthusiastic language from the 
mouth of Mr. Ogilvy was so unprece
dented that a solemn pause ensued for 
several seconds. 

"I'm sbair I'm glad ye like the 
scones," returned Mrs. Wallace, recov
ering herself and breaking the silence, 
which would otherwise have been bro
ken by a snicker from David. "Is Mis
tress Neil no' a guhl haun at the bak
in'?" 

"Until the nlcht I thocbt she was," 
came the gallant reply, whereat Hous
ton gave his wife the gentlest of geutle 
kicks under the table. 

"I doot ye're an unco blether, Mais
ter Ogilvy," said the hostess, with a 
dry smile. 

Mr. Ogilvy was suddenly abashed, 
realizing that he had allowed the un
accustomed comfort and cheer to carry 
him away. 

Jess came to the rescue. "Have you 
heard how poor Mrs. Neil is tonight?" 
she inquired. 

"Weel, Mistress Houston, I seen the 
doctor jist afore I left the shop, an' he 
said she was a lump better an' wud 
maybe be back at her wark on Mon
day. But she's gettin' auld, ye ken, an' 
I doot she's no* lang for this life, puir 
buddy I" 

"Wud ye no* be better to get some 
ither yin In her place?" asked David. 

"No' as lang's she's leevin'. She 
cudna thole it. An* I dinna ken ony-
buddy in Ivlnlochan that wud be carin' 
aboot the job." 

"Of course there's twa wcys o' get
tin' a hoosekeeper," said David teas-
ingly. 

For an instant the grocer looked puz
zled. Then he took a long drink from 
his empty cup and tried to look as if 
he had not heard the remark at all. 

"Arc you satisfied?" The hostess 
glanccd round the table and rose. 
"Jess," she said briskly, "you an' me'll 
clear the dishes, an' Maister Ogilvy an' 
Davie can ha'e a smoke." 

"Oeb, we'll jist wait an' ha'e a smoke 
In the kitchen efter ye're through wi' 
the dishes," said David, who had never 
yet lighted his pipe In Mrs. Wallace's 
parlor. 

"I'm tellln' ye ye can smoke here," 
she assured him. "Yer pipes '11 be nae-
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'Jess," she aitid briskly, "you an* me'll 
clcar the dlalics."" 

thin' to the ceegaurs o' ma ludgers in 
the simmer. Ye can smell the ceegaurs 
yet. I doot they wis chape yins. So 
ye can smoke yersel's black P the face, 
an' maybe the new smell '11 help to kill 
the auld yin. Draw yer chairs In to 
the lire." 

Aunt and niece speedily cleared the 
table and retired to the kitchen to 
wash up, for the former had a theory 
that the longer a dish was left soiled 
the more difficult It was to cleanse. 

The two men drew their chairs to
ward the hearth, filled and lit their 
pipes and for fully ten minutes puffed 
in solemn silence. 

"It's a bonny paurlour this," Mr. 
Ogilvy ventured after he had taken in 
every detail of the room, which was a 
model of orderliness and cleanliness, 
yet somewhat solidly furnished and 
primly arranged. 

"It's a' that," returned David agree
ably, "but when I come In I'm aye 
feart at first that I dae the wrang thing. 
I ylust knock It ower a vaze, an', though 
It's twa year syne, I can hear the 
smash it made on the fender yet. It's 
no' a nice thing to knock ower a vaze 
belongiu' to the aunt wha's niece ye're 
coortln'." 

"I daur say that's true. It pits ye in 
what ve micht ca' an awkward posee-
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tlon. At least I find presoomc that the 
poseetlon wudna be a'thegither plees-
ant, though It's no* fur me to say, see-
in' I'm no' vera fameellar wi' the paur-
Iours o' weemen folk." 

"Ah. but It wis gey awkward, I tell 
ye. But I may say that Mistress Wal
lace never referred to the vaze efter 
that nicht—no' but what she referred 
kin' o' freely to It at the time. If it 
bndna been fur Jess, I wud ha'e said 
II:.'to was mair t;il:> a ili/.zen vases 
was worth." 

"Ye—ve'ro weel all' wi' yer wife, Da
vid," observed the grocer, staring at 
the fire. 

"Aye," said David briefly, but not 
coldly. 

"Ye'll be gey cheery alang at Hazel 
Cottage thae lang nlchts," continued 
the older man. "It's a—a rale fine 
thing to ha'e—a—agreeable comp'ny, as 
It were, eh?" 

"Aye," said David softly, pushing 
down the shreds of glowing tobacco 
with a hardened forefinger. \ 

"An'—an' yer wife's gey weel aff wi* j 
her aunt," said the other after some \ 
hesitation. \ 

"Aye, Mistress Wallace is jist a fine i 
auld wumman," said the joiner heart- j 
My. ;:/i# j 

"She's no' that auld." v"V'./ j 
"I didna mean that exae'ly, but of 

course she's a guid bit aulder nor Jess 
an' me. I wudna say but what she's 
jist at her best" 

"In her prime, as it weio." , < 
"Jist that." • " 
"Weel, I'm shair there's naebody I 

like better to see comin'ower ma door
step," said Mr. Ogilvy warmly, "even 
if it's fur nae mair nor a penny's 
worth." ^ 

"Ye've kent her longer nor me." 
"Och, aj'e. She's been a reg'lar cus

tomer o* mine since she cam' to Kin-
locban, an' I'm prood to say I've never 
had a complaint frae her except yinst, 
an' that was when I sent her dog bis
cuits in mistake for abernethles, an' it 
was the laddie in the shop that done it 
because she had cuffed him for roarin' 
'Scots wha ha'e!' at her door instead o' 
riugin' the bell, like an or'nar* Chris
tian. But that was the only complaint 
I ever had, David." Aud the grocer 
proceeded to relight his pipe. 

"That's vera satisfactory, I'm shair," 
said David. 

"I think it is," said Mr. Ogilvy, puff
ing with the air of a man who is 
pleased with himself. "But I was rale 
prood to be invited to ma tea the nicht. 
Nae doot I lost a bit custom sliuttin' 
up ma shop earlier nor usual, but 
what's a shlllin* or two when ye're en-
jyin' yersel'?" , 

"Mphm!" murmured the younger 
man, checking a laugh. 

After a considerable paus^the grocer 
resumed the conversation. 

"I was gaun to gi'e a hint. David, 
aboot a Job that'll likely be stairtit 
efter the New Year. Are ye near feen-
Ished up at Ardcn?" 

"It'll be twa-three weeks yet afore 
I'm through. It's been a big job."-

"The bigger the better. Weel, the 
job I was gaun to,tell ye aboot is a 
boatbouse that Mr. Colman wants built 
—nane o' yer wee boathouses, but a 
big yin to baud three or fower boats, 
an* it's to be done up in the best style." 

"Hoo dae ye get to hear o' things?" 
cxclalmed David, sitting up In his 
chair. 

"Aw, never you mind aboot that, but 
if ye want the job tak' ma advice an' 
gang to Mistress Colman first. She's 
the manager o' the establishment, but 
she's a kind leddy, an'—an' ye can men
tion that 1 sent ye, if ye like." 

"Aeh, I see it noo!" cried Houston. 
"It was her wee lassie that ye pickit 
oot frae among the horses' feet at"— 

"Whisht, man, whisht! Tbat'B DNE-

thln' to dae wi' *t!" cried Mr. Ogilvy, 
confused. "Jist you tak' ma hint an' 
dinna tell onybody." 

" 'Deed, I'm greatly obleeged to ye, 
but"— 

Just then the aunt and niece entered 
the parlor, and the conversation be
came general. The gTOcer expanded 
wonderfully, and it was soon discover
ed that he was the possessor of a stock 
of old and chiefly weird local legends, 
with which he regaled the company un
til Mrs. .Wallace started up and in
formed ber visitors that they could not 
remain in her house another minute. 
Without feeling the least offended, but 
In the best of spirits, they shortly took 
their departure, David carrying a lan
tern, for the night was dark. 

"Davie," whispered 'Jess as they went 
through the garden gate, "tell Mr. Ogil
vy you "want him to come to tea to
morrow night." 

•"Deed, aye, lass. That was weel 
tliocht o'," ho returned and passed the 
luvitatlon on to the grocer. 

"Thenk ye, thenk ye," saitfcMr. Ogil
vy, coughing loudly. "I'll be jist dee-
lighted. Thenk ye, thenk ye." 

"When they had parted with him, op
posite his shop, David began to laugh 
softly. 

"What is it?" asked Jess. 
"Ogilvy's efter your Aunt Wallace." 
"Oh, Davie, I—I believe he is." 
"Has he ony chance, think ye, Jess?" 
"I'm afraid not Poor Mr. Ogilvy! 

Aunt won't marry again." 
"A wumman's got to be askit first 

onywey. But I wud like to see him 
weel luklt efter, for he's a daceut man 
an' a guid frcen' to you an' me, lass." 
And David told his wife of the new 
work in prospect. 

"That's fine!" she cried softly. "Oh, 
Davie, it was such a relief to get that 
awful bill off our minds today, wasn't 
It?" 
" 'Deed, aye," he assented lightly. 
"But there's a lot t,o be done yet," 

she said seriously after a moment. "I 
mean, we must keep it up, mustn't 
we?" she added hastily lest he should 
suspect more than she wanted him to 
know. 

"Jist that," he said gayly. "Dinna 
fash yersel', dearie. We're daein' tine. 
I only wish Dobbie wud send down 
that gless I ordered the ither day." 

"Has it not come?" she asked iu sud
den alarm. 

"Oh, it'll likely be here the morn. 
But I was thinkin' o' takln' the day to 
gang an' see the duke's chrysanthe
mums, an' I thocbt ye micht like to 
ctiMe wi' me." 

"That would be grand, but—but"— 
"But what?" 
"Shouldn't you be at Arden tomor

row?" 
"I'm waitin' on the gless.** 
"But there's a lot of odd jobs wait-

In*." 
"Weel, dearie, if I dinna gaug to see 

the duke's chrysanthemums the morn 
I'll maybe no' manage anither day. 
An* it's time ye had a day aff, Jess." . 

She spoke little mora during the re
mainder of the walk, but her husband 
chatted chcerfully. An ugly presenti
ment assailed her, and she could not 
get quit of it. She was'convinced that 
she (she did not intend that David 
should see it first) would find a letter 
in a business envelope under the door 
of the cottage, deposited there by old 
Angus, who usually waited In the shop 
for the evening post 

David, whistling merrily, turned his 
key in the door of liazcl Cottage. 

"Did you shut the gate properly, Da-
vlc?" she said, trembling. 

"Aye, but I'll gan# back ail' see," ho 

returned obligingly and ran down the 
path, swinging the lantern. 

Jess pushed the door partly open, 
bent down and felt over the triangle of 
flooring. 

Her fingers closed on the letter. "Oh, 
fiavie!" she sighed and crushed it 
within her blouse. 

"Jess, lass, ye're lukin' wearlt," he 
said tenderly a little later. 

"Oh, I'm all right," she replied, try
ing to smile. 

"Ye'll be the better o' a day aff the 
morn, an' 1 ken ye'il enjye seeln' the 
duke's chrysanthemums. My, If 1 had 
Jist the time an* money, Jess!" 

"Keep hoping, Davie," she said very 
gently. "But I—I don't think I'll come 
with you tomorrow. I think I'll go to 
the town instead. You see, it's a long 
time since"— 

Her husband looked so disappointed 
that her will nearly gave way. "I 
wantlt ye wi' me," he said slowly, "but 
I daur say ye're needln' things frae the 
toon, an', as ye say, it's a guid while 
since ye was there. 1 suppose ye'll be 
ha me in time for Ogilvy." 

"Oh, yes. You're not vexed, are you, 
Davie?" 

"Na, na, ma dear. I believe ye wud 
come wi' me if ye lyidna somethln' im
portant to dae in the toon. Eh, Jess?" 

"That's just it. Aud maybe you'll 
ask me another time." 

"That I wull, lass!" 
"And you'll, bring home some flowers 

if you can. I like to see our own oues 
growing." Then she added very casu
ally. "I might as well look In at Dob-
bie's and tell them to send the glass on 
at once." 

"Aye; jist dae that Jess." And, with 
a laugh, he added, "Ye can tell them 
ye're ma palrtner." 

L, -1*° SB CONTINUED.] 

V DIAMOND CUTTING. 

Shnplnnr the Stone* and tbe Work of 
tlie Polisher. 

"The business of diamond cutting,' 
said a cutter of precious stones to a 
reporter, "has changed. The old idea 
of imbedding the stone in melted lead 
and then allowing tbe lead to hardeu, 
leaving only one facet of the diamond 
exposed for polishing, is dono away 
with. The whole process is this: 

"We first take the diamond in its 
rough state. We flnd In all Brazilian 
diamonds six sharp points, the *tone 
being in the form of a cube. We first 
determine the best way to cut the dia
mond by examining it for flaws and 
deciding which way we will be able to 
reduce the stone to the largest possible 
perfect size and at the same time cut 
out all the imperfections or as many of 
them as possible. 

"The only thing which will cut a dia
mond is another diamond, so one dia 
moud Imbedded in hard cement Is used 
to cut the rough stone into a fairly 
symmetrical shape for pollshlug. The 
table or top part of the diamond is cut, 
the sides of the diamond down to about 
two-sevenths of the depth are cut, and 
then for the remainder of the stone it 
is tapered off to the small point called 
the culet. The culet Is supposed to be 
directly In the center of the table, and 
by lookiug into a diamond it looks as 
though a little hole were cut down the 
middle. 

"When the diamond has been cut Into 
this rough shape it Is about as black as 
charcoal. This is caused by the abra
sion from tbe diamond which irf used 
to cut It Then It Is up to the polisher. 
His work Is nearly always the same. 
Except in the rarest of cases he takes 
the stone and polishes on It fifty-six 
facets in addition to the table and 
culet, making fifty-eight facets all told 
on every stone. 

"He uses a holder which grasps and 
locks the diamond accural;.* r.L auy con
venient angle, and then he presents the 
exposed surface to a fast revolving 
wheel on which are diamond dust aud 
oil. That Is his entire work—to put on 
in regular sequence the fifty-six facets 
and then to polish to a nicety these 
fifty-six sides and the table and culet. 
When he completes his Job the dia
mond is ready for the market impreg-
nable to weather, to acid, to damage, 
except as It may be cut by another dia 
mond. 

"The invention of the diamond hold
ers with a lock clasp has done away 
with the melted lead as a holder except 
in the case of the very smallest stones, 
—New York Herald. 

Saved III* Life. 
This story Is told, according to the 

Boston Herald, at the expense of the 
late General Wllinon W. Blackmar: 
General Blackmar was attending a 
camp when he was approached by a 
seedy looking man, who greeted him 
profusely. The general shrugged his 
shoulders and turned away, with the 
remark that they were not acquainted. 

"But, general," said the stranger 
"dou't you remember how you saved 
my life at the battle of the Wilder
ness?" 

General Blackmar at once became 
interested and he called a group of 
comrades over to listen, saying: "I 
saved this man's life once. How was 
it dono, old comrade?" 

"It was this way," was the response. 
"We were on a hill and the enemy ad
vanced steadily toward our intrench-
ments. A veritable hail of fire swept 
our position. Suddenly you turned" 
here the auditors were absorbed and 
excited—"aud ran, and I ran after you. 
I think that if you hadu't shown the 
example I would have been killed that 
day." 

The Freueh Peasant Woman. 
She Judges a picture with both hands 

on her hips, and when disapproval ap
pears in her eye one trembles for the 
picture. When she Is actually bored, 
she strides across the floor to an 
open window, puts her elbows on its 
balcony rail, lays her leathery chin on 
her leathery hands, crosses her sturdy 
legs, and In this street loafer attitude 
refreshes her mind. Her fist is ca 
pable of a sledge hammer blow. Her 
husband, yeoman though be is, would 
hardly be a match for her. He knows 
it and is visibly proud of It. 

I have seen Whitocliapel hags rouse 
their shriveled, bloated solves to. fight 
like fiends, but she, if oucc she were 
roused, would fight like a god. In 
fact, she Is a modem type of the plow 
woman of mythology. If Joan of Arc 
had been a peasant of this type there 
would have been no mystery about her 
military prowess. She is a mascu
line woman In the best sense.—Lip-
plncott's Magazine. 

Table Linen. 
Table liuen, in order to bring out the 

bright gloss that makes it attractive, 
should be dampened considerably. 
Sprinkle the tablecloth well, being sure 
that the selvage ends or hemstitched 
borders are thoroughly damp. Roll up 
tightiy. The napkins and doilies should 
be arranged alternately one upon the 
other, first a dry napkin, then one 
which has been wruug out of warm 
water, then a dry napkin and so on. 
Then roll tightly. All linen should be 
iroued very dry. The least bit of water 
starch In tablecloths will greatly ini-
jft'ovc them and they will not muss so 
easily. 

THE ISLE OF YvKUlT. 

IT GLEAMS LIKE A DIAMOND ON TH£ 

BREAST CP THl SEA. 

Vlie lltrautiCB of COWPK. the I'nuhloii-
ulit*" Uf-xo.t, h-
Iiik Kvcr l.pjs Pir<y—IVIiut Os;t» r.iny 
See on Hit* liixloric iHlmttl. 

The Isle of Wight is *diai»e;l like'-a' 
diamond, and like a <lia:n:)ixl it .:s 
and flashes ou i!.o • \ \...' 
Like a diamond, too, it is ihc iu .a.-y <<!' 
the rich. 

As your steamer approaches lh.; n> • } 
stead of Cov.vs you might wWi su;»; •• 
the little town to be a fashion.i-»v !,.< •• 
let far iulaud on the bank of a r.\. r 
The esplanade looks as uear io the 
water as a towpalli, and the green 
woods that rise behind the white 
houses arc as thickly bunched anu as 
brightly verdant as the uusuitcd trees 
of Fangbourne. The coarse beamed, 
dark sailed smack of tbe sea fisherman 
is a rare sight on those social wafers. 
Everywhere* you behold among hover
ing gulls and rocking buoys the craft 
of pleasure and the shipping of de
light. White ^iclits, with sails as 
white as summer clouds, ride there { 
with the grace of swaus, and white 
steam yachts, with brasswork flash
ing blindly In the sun, rest royally at 
anchor off that little shore. 

Nothing ever gets dirty at Cowes. 
The tamarisk which lifts its fine feath- , 
ers above tfalls at the sea's edge is as I 
clean as the sails of the yachts. Tbe ' 
roads of red gravel make neither mud ' 
nor dust and. lie as smoothly as gar- ; 
den paths. The Virginia creepers, 
which swarm up the pillars of white 
bouses, overspread the tier's of bal- j 
conies aud almost cover the dark red ' 
tiles of the roofs, are every whit as : 
green and every tittle as radiaut as i 
the shaven lawns beside the esplanade. ' 
Flowers there are at every point of \ 
view—redfcgeraniums, golden calceolaria 
as, blue lobelias, crimson hyssop, Ched
dar pinks, roses of every hue aud ferns 
of every form—growing in neat flower 
beds, lifting their bright,colors above 
garden walls and swaying gently In 
baskets hung from balcony and sill. 

The windows of the Bhops are as 
polished as a lady's mirror and sblue 
In the sun. Prosperity waits behind 
those counters of plenty and puts itself 
completely and genially at the com
mand of the wealthy. The butcher and 
the greengrocer announce to the pass
erby that French and German are 
spoken in their establishments. The 
yacht of the most necessitous million
aire can obtain In those narrow, clean 
streets all that she desires. Boyal war
rants, as big almost as the shops them
selves, gleam over shop fronts, aud ar
tistic signboards obtrude from the 
smart little doorways. The shine of 
the sweet windows is a magic Induce
ment to buy. 

On the esplanade, where is a tall 
white flagstaff at every few paces, and 
waiting at the little granite stairs, 
washed by green waters, you meet uo 
burly and rough clad fishermen, but 
only the white capped, blue Jcrseyed 
hands from tbe crews of yachts in the 
roadstead. Fresh faced, well groomed 
girls walk there with indulgent papas, 
and jolly schoolboys in flannels, carry
ing paper bags of green gooseberries 
and red cherries, stroll down to the 
dingey at the stairs, munching as tbey 
go. There is no haste and no exertion 
at Cowes. At half past 12 on a lovely 
morning I beard In my hotel the voice 
of the manageress giving an order to 

one of the maids. "Her ladyship says," 
she cried, "that she must half a hip 
bath In her room Immediately, or else 
she won't be down for luncheon." 

Foolish and lazy little ladyship to 
lie abed on such a good morning in so 
fair a place as this diamond of the 
sea! For it Is not only the esplanade, 
the bright shops and the pleasure of a 
saunter to Egypt point which are 
within the reach of the visitor to 
Cowes. The whole Wight Is within a 
drive of the Medina. You must go to 
Newport and. paying the tax which 
was demanded of me, rot requested, 
for entering the church, you may see 
the lovely mehiorial which Queen Vic
toria sot there to the poor little Trln-
cess Elizabeth, who died of a broken 
heart beside an open Bible for love of 
Charles I, You may also go to Carls-
brooke and enter the splendid castle 
where that poor little princess died 
and where her unhappy father was 
imprisoned. You may see the donkey 
Jacob summoned by a worjl from grass 
nibbling under tig trees to cuter tbe 
big wheel of the well and draw up niuo 
gallons of water from the Invisible 
spring at which those royal prisoners 
quenched their thirst. But you, if wise, 
will qucncli your thirst with tea under 
the spreading trees of the Eight Bells' 
pleasure gardens In the village below, 
listening there to the comments of en
thusiastic Americans and watching 
the elderly gentlemen playing bowls 
on a smooth lawn, as King Charles 
played that ancient game hi the castle 
on the hill.—London Mail. 

RAILROAD 
Time Cards. 

Manchester & Oneida Rv. 

TIME TABLE. 
Train No. 2 loavei Manchester at 6>oo ft. m. ar

rives at Oneida at 8:80 a.m .Connect* 
with west bound C. u. W. No. 6. 
Returning leaves Oneida at 6:40 a.m 
arrives at Manchester at 6;0& ». m 

Train No, 4, leaves Manchester at 7:16 a. m 
arrives at Oneida at 7:45 a. m„ oon 
nects with east bound 0. Q. w. No 
6. Returning leaves Oneida at 7:BC 
a. m., arrives at Manchester at 8:!£ 
a. DI. 

Train No.6, leaves Manchester at 9;i6a.m„ ar
rives at Oneida at 9:34 a. m. Uon-
nects wllh the north bouodC. M.ft 
St. P., No. 22, Returning leaves 
Oneida at 9:25, arrives at Manchestei 
at9:50a.m. 

Train No. 8, leaves Manchester at 2:&0 p. m. ar
rives at Oneida at 2:80 p. m. con
nects with 0. 6. W„ No. 4, east 

abound, and No. 9, west bound Ke» 
« .turningleaves Oneida at 8:98 p. m-

arrives at Manchester at 8:45 p m«-
Train No to, leaves Manchester at 5:15 p. m. 

arrives at Oneida at 5:15 p. m. Con-
nects with south bound 0. M. & bt. 
P., No. 21. Returning leaves Oneida 

, at 6=25 p. m„ arrives at Manchester 
5:45 p. m. 

J. L. RatSBY, 
Gen. Traffio Manager. 

Through tickets for sale at Manchester to all 
points in North America. 

-TRAJN8 WILL STOP ONLY AT-
Belknaps Grossing, Platform at Quaker Mill 
Switch,. Franklin Street Crossing, tly's Cross-
ng. Miller s Croselug. Twin Crossing, West 
block's Crossing. 

A Crosier In a Fliflit. 
Formerly the archbishops of York 

had the privilege of claiming two casks 
of wine from every vessel of twenty 
tons burden entering the river Hull. 
The merchants of the port came to 
view this claim as an oppressive tax, 
and by unloading their ships iu the 
Humber evaded the officers employed 
to collect these obuoxlous dues. Find-
lug his revenue diminishing, Archbish
op Neville, In 1378, determined to as
sert his rights and proceeded to llull 
with his attendants to enforce them. 
The mayor of Hull, Sir Tboma3 de 
Waltham, with his two bailiffs and a 
large number of citizens, met the ec
clesiastics, and from hot words the two 
parties came to blows, when tbe may
or snatched from tbe archbishop Ills 
crozier and used it so vigorously ID 

the free fight which followed that It 
was broken Into several pieces. 

WlilHtlci* nr.d the Amateur. 
When James MacNeill Whisiier went 

to Venice to make those fourteen fa 
mous etchings of his he became so In
toxicated with its beauty that he made 
seventy pastels tirst, leaving his etch 
lugs till the last few days. These pas
tels made a tremendous sensation. All 
the art world of Venice was can-led 
away with enthusiasm, exccptlug a 
Uusslan painter, who declared them 
(ricks, betting a basket of cliampaguo 
be could paint six not to be distin
guished from them. Mr. Whistler ami
ably gave some of his paper aud six 
pastels, which jvere finally mixed up 
with those by the Russian and submit
ted to a Jury who had seen none of 
them. Mr, Whistler's pastels were un 
mlstakabie, and the Russian ' lost tbn 
wine. A few day.j later the two met 
on the Ilsalto, and Mr. Whistler laughed 
a little about the wine and the bet. 
The Russian was furious. "You for 
get, air," he sftid, "that I'm a Ku.isiau 
and if yon scratch one you find a Tar 
tar underneath." "Oil, no, you have it 
wrong,M said Mr. Whistler, "yon have 
It wrong. I se:-it(hed an artist and 
fomvi .-n 

j 

Economical Heat " 
Any heater will give some heat— 

what the Wilson Hot Blast Heater does is 
to give a large degree of heat at a small 
cost. A thermometer will prove it to be 
the most economical heater in t1|e 
world. The cost of the actual 
heater is not what counts— 
it's what that heater 
costs to keep in 
fuel. 

The reason wliy tho 

Wilson 
HOT BLAST 

Hester 
costs less to keep in fuel than other 
heaters is because it burns into heat 
all the gases generated in the heater. 
This is one of the advantages of its 

scientific construction. It takes its 
draft by a patent method from, 
the top of the stove. 
Iu this wny.the Wilsou Hot Blast Down 
Droit crc:<t-.'8 three times the heat of 
other heaters, and makes a great saving 
iu fuel. Mnrie iu different styles for sou 
coal and also for wood, Thepicturc shows 
the soft coal heater. If your dealer 
does not sell Wilsou Heaters, write ut. 
We will tell you where to get them, and 
send yon a hook on house heating./}«#• 

SIMMONS HARDWARE CO* St Loots, M* 
Wilson Itangcs make baking day nsy, 

WOMAN'S HOME 
COHgl^jqN 

We have made arrangements whereby we c an, for a limi
ted time, give to all new, or jmid in advance, subscribers, 

The Democrat, 
The Review of Reviews, 
The Cosmopolitan, and 
The Woman's Home Companion, $4.75 

For which the regular price would be $8.00. Here i§ a 
chance to get your year's reading matter at a price within 
the reach of all. Remember, this offer is for a reasonable 
time only, 

THE MANCHESTER DEMOCRAT. 
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ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R. 
T TIME TABLE. 

Main Line Passenger Trains. 

WEST B0UNI> 
No 1*12:18 a m 
No 8* 2:18 pm. 
Nosa 18:05 pm 
So 6 t9:00& tn 
So i»8t2:i»p m. 

MAIM LINK 

..Fast Train.. 
Thro Express. 
—"Clipper... 
Local Kxpress 
.Way Freight. 

BAST BOOND 

IttDAR ttAl'iDS URANCH. 

No 2* »:42 a m 
No 4* 8:10 pm 
No 84t9;00am 
No6t 8*411 pm 
NoU4 11:45 a in 

North Bouod I Bet Cedar Rpds | South Bound 
Arrive 1 an ' ManoheMer | Letive 

No.806 tf:uOp.ni 
So *84S.4oa.m 
Xo. 3CQl:O0p.m 

..fPatistmttur.. 

.tPaasonger... 

.. tFrelgnt.... 

ft 0,8(6 i>:)u a. in 
NO.3fe6;20p.m 
No,8000:80 p. in 

AH above trains carry passengers. 
•Dally. 
•Dally ExoeptSunday. 

D. G. PIERCR. Station Affl. 
No. 5 Runs to Hfo ix City only. 
No. 31 tuns to Omaha only. 
No. 1 has connections to Omaha, Bloux City 

mil Sioux Palls and No. 2 from same points. 

CHICAGO GREAT WESTERN RY. 
"The Maple Leaf Route.** 

Time card, Oneida. Iowa. 
<hlc&Ko Special, Dolly, Going East 7:47 a.m 

Day Express dally..-^ .£:81>pm 
Way 1? relght oally ex. Bunday ll:S0 a.m 

Guii g West, North and Soath. 
•Vay Freight, dally ex. Sunday ll :20 am 
Of y Express dally :lflpm 
St Paul A Kansas City Exp, dally .5:81 a m 

For Information and tlokets apply to 
C. A. Rohlnson. Aceut. Oaelda. 

INVESTMENTS 
IN 

SOUTHERN LANDS 
Such investments are not speculative. Tbe 

South Isnot a new country. Market and shipping 
fttcllltles are adequate and first class. The 
climate Is tni'd ana favorable. Notwithstanding 
these and other advantapes. southern lands are 
selling for prices fur below their real value, and 
U present prices net lnrpe returns on tbe 1L-
vestment. For a fret* set of circulars Xos. 1 to 
IU. Inclusive, conceroluR the possibilities of lands 
ID Kentucky, West Tennesseo, Mississippi and 
Umfglaiih, ou aud netr tbe Illinois Central Rail
road, for bomeseekcr* and investors, address 
tbe undersigned. J. F. MERRY. 

Afcfc'tCPD'Pasa'r Agent 2.C. R.R. 
Dubuque, Iowa. 

Compound Vapor and Sham
poo Baths. j 

Moat all dia 
earns are caused 
by poisonoue sec 
retiong, which 

.clog the wheel* 
of NATURE. 

Baths 
Vapor 
and 

.The Damp BDu 
lie 8,v j mtoms 

^ ma; be different, 
Shampoo- but tho oame ot 

disease ran ui 
ually be traced 

•.o tbe Imperfect action ot the millions 
of pores of the tmnan body. A bath ID 
*e jordanoe with scientific require
ments is the best'preventative and 

medy knjwr. The methods employ* 
jd by me are the most .oientlflo ever 
nventud or diBCOVereii for dispelling 

liaease. Results tell the story. Ghe 
<ne a trial. This is the Conant cy^t.m 
cl batHB. A competent lady attendant 
a charge of the lajlifbdepartment. 

Offi je and bath rooms on Frgnkl'ii 
street, cuprite G'obe Botel. 

*tf Q. D. QATeB. 

Why do you tret and Kinrable, 
Why don't you take a tumble, 
Uio Beacom's Picnic Pills, 
They win drive iiway your ilia 

Try them. SScenta. AU druxKlita, 

Illinois Central 
Excursion Rates. 

FxcursioBI tickets will be sold by Iholltlnolt 
Central, to the points, and at rat»s, as follows; 

SUMMER TOURIST RATES. 
Tickets (HI sale dally during the tummer 

months to bt. l»ui hjjd uuiiioap Ots, IIinn : 
Uot&t»rluR8fcud Dea-iwiiod. fo. i'»k.; Detver 
Coor.vjo Hp'tngs 1'u bio, ai.d uleuwood 
Sprluss, Colo.; <;^deu hiul Salt Luke City. Utah* 
ind muoy ^tber bummer litfcuru both Lntst aud 
*u*t, II HMI IO Oct, 31-t Also to Yellow, 
stom- limited to ninety days. Wrlte fSr 

FARIS AND ONE-TI1IRD | ON CERTIFI
CATE PLAN. 

Cedar Falls, la . Iowa St»le Normal Sontmer 
School,June iu, Julyxi. Tickets ou sale only 
on certaiu oaten. * 

ONE FARE l'LUb 82 OH. ^ 
Home-seekers' Excursions, West, South. 

outh eiistaud South Htbt. ' 
T -If u on yale the llrst utid third Tuesday of 

• auh ui in h tiiitfi October, To certain polots in • 
low*, Minnesota. Month Dakota, North Dakota 
in»,,a 1 M1 kortbwestem stales. Tlokets 

Atlibe s l.Jovpry l ues'luy until Ootober Slst 

•. K Ji-,3.' "B Grand r. 

LESS THAN ONE FARE. 
Portland, Oro , San Francisco, Loi Aneeles 

and otju Lleuo Cal.—I.ewlu ^ Clark Centennial 
M'-J" 1 • rtlaud, ard other meeting* at 

above points. 1 Ickets on sale on certain dates 
TO ,m.UDl,h aU{i udlug September 
•United to nlnet) days for return, not to oxened 
> oyembHT suth Write for rates awl Mustnted 
folders abouttbe Portland Kxposltlou 

For particulars as to dates of Hale, rates, ete 
apply to any imuols Central Ticket Aiceut or 
address the uucorslgoed K t or 

4 J F MlCRItY, 
Asst.Gen'l Pass. Agent 

Dubuque, Iowa. 

Residence Property (or Sale. 

We are authorized to offer for 
sale the Dr. Sherman residence pro
perty on Butler street. For terms 
apply to BBONSON & CAUB. tf. 

P A I N T I N G  
All kinds of exterior and interior 

painting. A specialty made of Car
riage painting. Prices reasonable 
and satisfaction guaranteed. 

~ S. J. (Vlaley. 
Over Atkinson's Blacksmith Shop. 
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