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CHAPTER X,

MR. OGILVY HAS CUSTOMERS,

ISS PERK, having recited a
little list of groceries from
the page of a small notebook,
lingered at the counter and

gazed about her as If trying to recol-

lect something she had omitted.

“Naethin’ else the day, ma'am?”’ In-
quired Mr. Ogilvy politely, and mols-
tened the point of his pencil. “Thae
finuan haddies is new in, an' so Is the
sausages. The sausages Is vera fine—
vera fine indeed. In fac', the meenis-
ter's leddy was In gettin' a bunch the
day, an’ she said the last yins she had
was jist perfeetion, an' the leddy that's
bidin' wi' her the noo, a bonny young
leddy an' that nice an' free, sald they
was shinply de-vine.”

“A word that should never be em-
ployed In referring to n mere article of
food,” remarked Miss Perk coldly.

“Weel, weel, the young leddy's lan-
guage was maybe a wee thing extrava-
gant, as it were,” the grocer admitted
mildly, “but it's no' for me to objec' to
a complimentary observation on ony o
ma proveesions. As lang as language
18 no' profane in a sweerin’ sense I can
let it pass. But I mind beln' rale horri-
fled yinst when 1 was in the toon an'
gaed Into the station baur, or, to be ex-
ac’, the rallway restevgeant, for a gless
o' wh—leemonnde, an’ I wasna richt
inside the dcor afore I heard a young
man, a dacent, respectable lukin'
young man, cryin' oot to the waliter
for deevil's kidneys, an'"'—

“Mr. Ogllvy!”

“I beg your paurdon, ma'am, for
usin’ the word afore ye, but I was try-
in' to illustrate to ye the— Are ye no'
for ony eggs the day, magam?’ he
asked, realizing suddenly that his con-
versation was not being appreclated.

“Not today, thank you. I'm sorry to
say the last eggs 1 had from you were
not up to the mark, Mr. Ogllvy,” said
Miss Perk, continuing to gaze about
her.

“No' up to the merk?' he exclaimed.
“I'm sbair I canna conceive sie a thing.
Are ye certain, ma'am, that the eggs
cam' frae here?”

*“My cook told me so.”

“What was ke taste like, if ye
please, ma'am?” Lhe inguired in a tone
respectful yet diziified.

“I cannot tell you that, as personally
I never eat cgz i Miss Perk.

“Weel,” suid Mr, Ozilvy after n short
pause, “eggs 15 things that nae human
bein' can guarantee, an' I'm no' gaun
to perjure masel' wi' sayin' that I nev-
er had the misfortune to sell a dootfu’
¥in, but I wud jist like to ask ye if yer
cook Is new to Kinlochan, ma'am.”

“Yes. She has only been with me a
fortnight,” the lady replied, ceasing to
gaze about her and fixing a look of in-
quiry on the grocer.

“An' she cam’' frae the toon, I pre-
shume.”

“Yes, But why'"—

Then the grocer drew himself up
with a smile of satisfaction. *“Thenk
ye, ma'am, for tellin® me, It's jist as I
suspected.  Yer cook, puir Dbuddy,
wasna used to ma eggs. The fresh-
ness wud be strange to her. There's a
great difference atween an egg laid at
a distance an’ an egg Inid locally, as it
were. Wull I no' jist send ye hauf a
dizzen, ma’am?”

“Not todny, thank you,” Miss Perk
returned. “Dy the way,” she contin-
ued, coming to her point at last, “I
was calling at Hazel Cottage on my
way here.”

“Was ye?

“I understand you are a friend of the
Houstons,” she went on eautiousiy.

“I'm proud to say I am. IHe's a fine
chap, is David Ilouston, an' as for his
guld wife, it's a peety there's no mair
like her on the shore—an’ on earth, for
that maitter. ’Deed, ma'am, every
time she comes Into ma shop 1 wish 1
was her fayther. She's that bonny an'
blithe an' kind! An' she's clover fur-
bye! It was jist the ither day I zot
fankled wi' some o' ma accoonts—I
was thinkin' o' takin' stoke, an’ 1 had-
na tried It for sceven year—an' I was
groanin’, hauf dementit, ower a di
an' eleeven tins o' lobster, finest gn
ity, at seevenpence three fardens the
tin, less 5 per cent'—

“But"—

“An’ Jist then,” proceeded the grocer,
100 interested in his own recital to no-
tice the interruption—*jist then
cam' into the shop as br
splert what was distressin®
dizzen an’ cleeven tins o' lobstoer,'
I An’ she lauched an’ lnuched til
cudna help lauchin' masel’, tl :1
didna perceive the p'int o' the joke,
it were, till a wee while efter, Ye see,
ma’am, she let on she thoeht T had ett
the dizzen an' cleeven tins o
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lobster,

That was the p'int o' the joke. Bur at
the time I didna perceive it, an' 1 jist
said to her that takin' stoke wus an in-

vention of the d—evil yin, an' "

“Every business man ought to take
stock at least once a year,” put in Miss
Perk.

“That's true, ma'am, that's true. Dut
it's a safr job when I'rovidence has
made ye a grocer. When Mistress
IIouston cam' into the shop I was get-
tin' dazed, an' I scemed to behold nane-
thin' but lobsters an' vulgar fractions
dancin® afore me, DBut In aboot twa
meenits she had workit oot the caleu-
Jation for me, an' I was wasel’ again,
An' she cam' back the next day an'
workit oot a lot mair sums that wud
ha'e turneidl the schulemaister peery
heldit. Aye, did she! Aw, she's a clever
Jass, an' Davil Houston's the lucky
Ind to get her! Are ye no' for ony
smoked ham the day, ma'am? I've
some supremely fine'—

“Not today, thank you. I was going
1o ask you If -you knew whether David
Houston's business was being affected

“Indecd! T understand he had to dis-
miss his man Dianle some time ago.”

“Aye, but Binnie 'l be comin’ back
an' anither man wi' him next week,”
checking an exultant chuckle with a
violent ¢ I, Y » ma'am, David
Housten has got the contrae’ for the
new store ot the pier held, an’ there's
Qvasthree ither nice jobs that'll come
his wey afore the year's oot. Aw, 1
wudna disturhb masel’ aboot the Hous-
tons il I was you, ma'am.”

“I'm very glad to learn the prospects
are 80 good, Mr. Ogilvy. I had heard
that the uew store at the pler was to
go to the neweomers when they had
finishied with My, Dobbie's houses. In
fact, Mr. Idobbie told me so himself.”

“Ye ken Maister Dobble, ma'umn
quictly asked Mr, Ogilvy.

“I happened to meet him one day
when I was having n glance at his
new houses, very nice little flats they
are, quite superior to the present tene-
ments in Kinlochan. I'm sure the peo-
ple In the village will want to remove
as soon as possible. Of course I don't
know Mr, Dobbie personally, but from
what he sald 1 should imagine he
would make a good landlord.”

“Oh, I've nae doot he'll get his flats
filled in time, ma’am,. I heard the ither
day that Tousic Tam was thinkin' o
takin’ yin o' them.” Tousle Tam was
a disheveled but cheerful, half witted
fcliow, who oceasionally made his bed
in Kinlochan outhouses,

Miss Perk was about to reprimand
ithe grocer for unbecoming levity, but
before she could speak he continued:

In fae', I believe Tam met Malster
Dobble on the road an' spiert the rent.
Tam maun ha'e his joke, puir chap,
but T understaun’ Maister Dobbie got
an awfu' rid face, for there was a lot
o' folk listenin'.”

“Or course,” said Miss I’erk, chang-
ing the subject, “the newcomers will
have quite a friendly feeling toward
David Houston after his gallant act on
the evening of their arrival.”

“Freenly? Oh, ma'am, it's mair like
oritherly!
Houston are as thick as onythin', an’
as for opposcetion atween them,
micht as weel luk for a fecht atween
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a pair o' ma Kippers an’ a finnan had-
I think I mentioned the fac' that

die,
the finnan haddies was mair nor usual
deleecions the day an' that the meenis-

ter's leddy— Nua'; it was the sausages

she referred to.”

“So you think that the Wilkies will
not interfere with David Houston's
business?"”

“I think they'll no'. Furbye, ma'am,
the shop they've set up s jist tempo-
rairy, so0 to speak.”

“You mean that they will leave Kin-
lochan when they have finished their
work at Mr. Dobbie's houses?"”

“No' bein' a soothsayer, as it were,
ma’am, T wudna like to express masel’
in sic a definite fashion,” sald Mr.
Qgilvy, fearing that possibly he was
already expressing himself too freely.
“But whatever they dae, it'll be falr.
Marmalade's no' the only guid thing
that comes oot o' I’aisley. An' so ye
needna fash yersel' aboot David Hous-
ton an' his guid wife, ma'esm, if ye'll
alloo me the leeberty o' sayin' it.”

Miss Perk smiled the least bit un-
pleasantly. “You secm to have an ex-
tensive knowledge of what passes In

the distriet, Mr. Ogllvy,” she re-
marked.
The grocer grinned modestly and

shook his head. “It's little I ken,” he
replied Innocently, “for I'm no' vera
guid at askin' questions.”

If there was any suggestion in his
words Miss PPerk did not observe 1t, for
she Immediately resumed her quest for
information.

“1 suppose David ITouston has made
some arrangement with the Wilkies,"”
she sald, eying Mr. Ogilvy searchingly.

“Arrangement, mi /4

“Yes; some arrangement by whieh
they wre not to interfere with his busi-

s, They coull hardly refuse to
agree after’—
Dut <he had touched the elderly

man's loyalty—touchaed it to the quick.
ITe reddened, but met her gaze stead-
ily.

“Ma'am,” he sald, with a hint of con-
temipt in his tone, “David ITouston
wicina ok’ advantage o' anither man
if the ither man owed him a dizzen
lifes instead o' yin. David IHouston's
no' that kind. Je's no' like the laddie
that catehed Lis wee sister stealin’ the
Jom an® tell't her he wudna ha'e her
poachin® on Lis Na! There's
nae mair nt atween David
HHouston an' Wilkies the day nor
there was afore they left Paisley.”

“ITow ean you know?” demanded
Miss Perk, irritated at the rebuff,

“T jJist ma'am,” he answered
stolldly. “Of course,” he added, *I
cannia prove it in the meantime ony-
wey, but ye'll see for yersel' later on
that Samuel Ogilvy can weegh charae-
fers us weel as groceries. Aye!” Here
the grocer pursed up his mouth and
struck an attitude with his arms fold-
ed. Had Miss Perk known him better
she would have understood that it was
dangerous to attempt further inquisi-
tion.,

“Perhaps
nBIe,

reserves,

you will
1¢ hezan,
xceuse me, ma'am, but I'm oot o
information; nacthin' left but provee-
slons o' the best quality,” he returned,
with a tizht grin

The grin «
impertinenc
low voice,

“Peppermints?* he inquired politely.
“Wud ye like the ornar' kind or the
dooble strong 7"

“I suid Impertinence,” erled she, los-
ing her temper,

“An' I sald ornar' kind or dooble
strong,” he retorted, bolling Inwardly,

kindly inform

arated the Jady, “And
she supplemented in a

by the young men who came to Kinlo-
chan recently,” sald Miss Perk, add- |
ing, “Of course you know I take a!
great interest in the young couple, and |
I put the same question to Mrs, Hous-

ton today, but I must say I found lu-r"
rather reticent.” |

The grocer scratehed his ear before
le replled.

“Weel, ma'am,” he sald cautiously, |
“geein’ that I've never pit the question
masel’, I'm no' in the poscetion for to |
answer it. Dut for ma palrt T dinna |
think the twa young men 1l pit David 1
Houston's Dbusiness up nor doon.
They've jlst got the yin job, ye ken—
the new hooses.” )

“But it must have been a blow to
David Houston not getting that large
plece of work."

’_A"Hg"l got plenty wi'oot that."”

but retaining the tight grin. “Ye're
welcome to cither, no' that I think
ye're needin’ ony.”

“You forget yourself!”
Miss P’erk, with awesome
gathering up Lher skirt

The grocer was not fear stricken, but
a sensation of shame at having lost
control of his tongue came upon him.

“Aw, weel, ma'am,” he began in a
tone of defense rather than of apology,
“ye micht conseeder ma feelin's'—

The lady, however, left the counter
without another word, but at the door
she turned and in a freezing volee sald:

“I find I shall not require the articles
I ordered today, and I shall be obligaed
if you will render your account fmme-
diately and ask your messenger to call
for two cmpty Dbiscuit ting and six
cupty orangeade bottles,”

exclaimed
majesty,

The twa Wilkles an' David

ye

She stepped from the doorway as if
she were shaking the dust of the shop
from her feet and left Mr, Ogllvy gap-
ing—there is no other word for it—
over the counter.

I'or nearly a minute he stood motion-
less. Then suddenly his jJaws set, and,
raising his clinched fist above his head,
lie smote the counter such a blow that
the structure trembled, and a lofty
tower of tins, which he had carefully
erected that morning, tottered near its
base nnd crashed in ruins on the outer
floor. Three large tins that had formed
the base remained, and, with a grunt
of rage, he eaught them up and hurled
them after the others just as Mrs. Wal-
lace entered the shop.

“Whit kin’ o' gemm is this ye're play-
in' at?’ she demanded, halting a yard
away from the counter, “Is't lawn ten-
nis or manslaughter?”

Speechless and  perspiring with
shame, Mr. Ogilvy bowed his head and
fumbled with his inkpot.

“Whit's ndo, man?’ she went on se-
verely. “If ye're jist practeecin’ fur
the shows ye sud shut yer shop afore

ye begin, I've nae ambeetion to get
kilt wi' o tin o' corned beef an' never
even get a taste o' 't. That's no' the
wey to keep yver customers. Tits, man!
Luk whit ye're daeln' wi' the ink! Whit
nmess!"

“Oh, me!” groaned the grocer, laying
down the pot and mopping up the
flood with wrapping paper. “Oh, me!”

“Maister Ogllvy,” sald Mrs. Wallace
firmly, “wull ye be pleased to explain
whit a' this cairry on means? Are ye
clean daft or are ye jist no' weel?”

“Oh, mel”

“Oh, me, yer granny's mutch! Whit
d'ye mean heavin' aboot yer guld
corned beef as if it wis dirt, furbye
near eripplin® yer best customer, if no'
Killin® her fatally, fur life? Eh?"

Mr. Ogilvy at last pulled himself to-
gether, “It—It was n—a kin’ o' substi-
tute for sweerin’, as it were,” he said
feebly.

“A gey expensive substitute!” she,re-
marked, with a snort.

“Aw, Mistress Wallace, ye—ye canna
conceive what I've come through,” he
murmured, wiping his forehead with
his apron.

“Ye luk as if ye had come through a
patent mangle.”

“That's the wey 1 feel onywey,” he
returned seriously. “An' If T hadna
had the presence o' mind, as it were, to
fling doon thae three ting o' corned
beef, shuperior quality, I wud ha'e
been compelled to express masel' in
shockin' language. It was better to
sacrifice ma  cornkl beef nor ma
tongue."”

“Tongue Dbein' dearer nor corned
beef," put in Mrs., Wallace.

“I meant the tongue in ma mooth,”
said the grocer, looking hurt., “It's a
puir, stammerin' thing, but it'll never
be devoted to sweerin' If I can help it.”

“Ye maun gang through a lot o' {ins
If ye're ta'en that-wey frequent-like,”
she observed, picking one from the
floor. “Whit's the price o' this yin?”

“Seeven-pence-ha’penny.”

“DBut it's bashed. I'll gl'ec ye sax-
pence, Ye wudna ha'e the face to sell
it to onybody like that.”

“Na. An' I wudna like to sell it to
yerscl', Mistress Wallace, even at the
maist drastic reduction,” he replied.

“Och, I'm no' heedin' aboot the bash-
es. I ken hoo they cam’ there. Iiere's
anither.” She stooped and plcked up a
second tin, “I'll tak' this yin tne.”

“Nn, na. I've been affrontit enough
the day wi'oot acceptin' yer chairity,
Mistress Wallace.”

“Haud yer tongue. I'm fur the beef.
Jut ye best come roon an' gether up
yer tins. Some of them’s no' that
bashed, an’ ye'll maybe be able to pass
them afl on some o' yer customers.”

“Weel,” said Mr. Ogilvy as he came
round from behind the counter, “I'll
gi'e ye the twa for ninepence, an' I'll
no tak’ a farden mair.”

“I doot ye're on the road to ruin,”
she observed and proceeded to help
him to collect the tins and set them
together in an orderly plle.

“A man never losses his temper
wi'oot lossin' somethin’ else,” she re-
marked sagely.

“That's an agonizin’® fac',” he re-
turned humbly, “I-I'm sair vexed ye
seen the deplorable exhibeetion o' ma
nngry passions, Mistress Wallace,” he
added, bending. over the floor. “I'm
sayin' I'm salr vexed.”

“Oh, dinna fash yersel'.

Yer angry
I wis

passions made nae odds to me.

Jist thankfu’ ye didna strike me.”
“If T had struck you, Mistress YWal-

Ince

if I had struck yow,” he contln-

“You forget yoursclf ! cxclalmed Miss
Perk.

ued excitedly, “I wud deserve to be

drawn an’ quartered an' hanged or a

giblet, an' "'—

“On a whit? A giblet?”

“Aw, I meant gibbet.,”

“Weel, Maister Ogllvy, ye've erl-
dently no' got back the command o'
Yyer tongue yet, so if ye'll tak’ yer place
on the ither side o' the coonter I'll dae
the speakin’.”

The grocer retired to the position in-
dicated, “I hope ye're no' offendit, Mis-
tress Wailace,” he said sadly.

“If I wis I wudna be waitin’ here fur
yYe to tak' doon an Important order.
Weel, ye best begin wi' pittin® doon the
twa tins o' corned beef.”

ITaving seen all her requirements re-
corded, Mrs, Wallace abruptly put the
question:

“\Whit wis she sayin’ to ye to get up
yer dander?”
“Wha?"
“Y¢ ken tine,

“Ye mean Miss Perk?’ he stam-
mered,
“Tist that. Whit wis she sayin’ to

gar ye hehave like a ragin’ lunattie?”
“Iint hao ('yve ken it was her?”
“Man, she kep' me frae comin' into
hie shop fue pear hauf an ‘ool an' —
“Aw, 1 wish ye had come In, Mis-
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sighed.
“Ye've gotten plenty damage wi'oot
her an’' me addin’ mair,” said the oth-
er, with a grim chuckle.

I had a crack wi' postie till she cam’
oot. She eam’ oot wi' her held up, like
n Lien takin® a drink, but no' as happy-
like, Wis she gio'in' ye a lectur', Mais-
ter Ogilvy 7

AMr. Ogilvy shook his head.

“\Wis she makin® complaints?”

“She was. But I micht ha'e tholed
that, It was bher inquirles that bate
me. Oh, me, the curlosity o' thon
wumman is somethin’ stupendous! She
secmed to be seekin' information as if
she was hungerin’ for't—strivin' for to
draw it oot o' me. An’ as for me, I can
only say that I was tried as by a cork-
screw!"”

‘“AVhit wis she wantin' to ken? The
wholesale prices o' yer groceries, or yer
nge, or yer'—

“She was splerin’ abqot David Hous-
ton's affairs,” he replied, and briefly re-
lated his experience.

“I micht ha'e kent that,” sald Mrs,
Wallace, with a wag of her head.
“She's been at Jess twicet this week,
and Jess thinks she wis offendit the
last time at no gettin® a' the answers
she wantit.”

“But what business has she wi' Da-
vid's affalrs 7"

“Spier somethin® easier, Maister Ogil-
vy. DBut it's naethin' new. She's been
that wey since Jess got malrrit. She's
been curlous aboot a lot o' folk sinee 1
cam’ to Kinlochan., She wis curious
aboot masel' yinst—Jist yinst, though—
but she's never been curlous aboot
onybody like Jess."”

“It's maist mysteriouns,” said the gro-
cer, drawing a long breath, “yin o
thae things that may be said to baflle
the keenest intellectual investigation.
Aye!"

“DBaflle yer Aunty Kate! Ye've been
readin’ mair o' thae detective stories!”

“It has been sald by them as Is com-
petent to gl'e an opecnion that detec-
tive storles Is vera guid for trainin’ the
mind to conseeder problems,” said Mr,
Ogilvy, nettled into dignity.

“Merey me! Then ye canna ha'e read
suffeecient, Maister Ogilvy,” she re-
torted crushingly. “But,” she contin-
ued serlously and with less asperity,
“I've been thinkin' aboot Miss Perk,
an' I've got n''—

YA clew?”

“I've got a''—

“A theory, Mistress'"—

“Can ye no' keep quate? I've got a
notion.”

“A notion, Mistress Wallace?”

“Aye. D'ye no' ken whit a notion is?
Weel, if ye'll haud yer tongue I'll tell
ye whit I think. In the first place, ye
ken I wudna say a guid word fur ony-
body if I cud help it, an' in the second
place I dinna like thon Miss Perk ony
better nor she likes me. But I think
she is rale fond o' Jess, though she has
a gey stupit wey o' showin' her fond-
ness, an' furbye that I think she's got
it intil her heid, an’ canna get it oot,
either, that David's affairs is in a bad
wey. Noo, Maister Ogllvy, whit think
ye o' that notion?"

“I—I think ye're an exceedin’ fair
mindit wumman,” replied the grocer,
“an' yer theory, or notion, is—is unco
nice. I jist wish I had thocht o' it n
wee while syne.”

“Nn, na! Ye wis faur better to dae
as ye did. Miss Perk’s no' gaun to help
Jess by gaun roon Kinlochan un' spier-
in' aboot David's affairs,” sald Mrs.
Wallace.

“I'm shair I tried for to show her
that David's affairs was flourishin’, but
she wudna believe me. She'—

“Aye; I tell't ye she has gotten it in-
til her held an’ canna get it oot. She's
a stuplt buddy, fur she micht ha'e kent
at the vera beginnin' that a young
lass new mairrit an' wi' ony speerit
wudna pit up wi’ ony leddy aye pokin'
her nose intil her man's affairs, no'
even If she kent the leddy meant weel.”

“D'ye no' think she's maybe gotten a
spite at Jess noo?"”

“No' a real spite. I think if Jess wis
ever needin' her help she wud gl'e it
quick an’ kindly. But she's wild at
Jess the noo fur bein' independent.
Hooever, we'll maybe see If I'm richt
some day. Whit did ye say she wis say-
in’ aboot thon penny masher Dobble?"*

Mr. Ogilvy supplied the details In
full, finishing up with the hope that he
had not sakd too much to Miss Perk.

“Ye micht ha'e been malr discreet
wi'oot bein' ta'en fur a complete dum-
my,” Mrs. Wallace replied. “But I din-
na think ye've did muckle damage.
That wis n guid joke about Tousie
Tam,” she laughed. “I'll ha'e to gi'e
iiim jeely on his piece the next time he
comes to ma door. Weel, ha'e ye had a
crack wi' the Wulkies since I seen ye?"

“Aye, Mistress Wallace, but of course
I was earefu' what I said. But them
an' me's gettin® rale pack. They're
dacent lads, an' they're baith that
ta'en up wi' David an' Jess. What
dae ye think o' them yersel’ noo that
ye've got better acquaint wi* them?”

“I think thon jumpin' juke Dobble
cudna ha'e pickit oot waur men fur his
dirty wark.”

“I'm gled to hear,ye say that!”

“I wis speakin' to the lads the day,
an' they're comin’ to their teas at ma
hoose on Iriday. I'll be pleased to see
yersel', Maister Ogilvy,” she added
graciously, “if ye can thole shuttin®
yer shop sae early.”

“I wud shut ma shop at ony 'oor for
sle a pleesure,” he returned, beaming
with delight. “It's rale kind o' ye to
invite me, Mistress Wallace, an' I'll be
richt prood te attend. Ma satisfaction
is vera acute, an’ I may say I'—

“Is 't settled that David's to get the
Jjob o' the new store at the pier?’ she
interrupted.

“It's settled, but it was a close shave.
I was jist in time.”

“Hoo did ye manage it? Did Maister
Murdoch no' think ye had an' unco
check ringin' his bell last nicht?”

“Maybe he did, but I wasna heed-
in'. 1 jist catched him in time to keep
Lim frae tellln’ his wanager to gi'e the
‘ob to the Wilkies. He wasna gaun to
see me at first, but I sent bhim word
that I was on an errand o' justice, as
It were, an’ at last I seen him, He
wasna pleased at e for interferin’,
though.”

“Whit did he say?"

“I suid it wud be a roaring shame
no' to gi'e the job to David Houston.”

“An' whit did he say?"”

“He splert If I hadn't plenty to dae
in ma shop, an' he rang the bell doot-
less to get me pit oot.”

“Weel?”

“Then, In the strictest confidence, ye
ken, 1 gi'ed him a hint aboot Dobbie's
gemm, It maun ha'e been some freen
o' Doblbie's that askit Malster Mur-
doch to gi'e the job to the Wilkies, It
wasna Dobbie hissel'.””

“An' whit happened then?”

“Ol, then I kent it was o' rieht for
David. Efter a few questions to sce if
[ wasna leein’ he offers me n ceegaur
un' says, rale pleesant like: ‘I'm gled
ye tell't me In time, Ogllvy, The job's
Houston's, an’ if I had the use o' ma
legs'—he's lame, puir man—1 wud like
u kick at that deevil Dobble! "

“Did he say deevil?”

- |
tress Wallace,” the grocer fervently *

“Na, na; 1 |
wisna comin’ in when she wis there, so ,

“Aye, did he, an' waur nor that. But
,her hert’s In the rieht place, an' his

Jobs for David 'll no' likely end wi' the
 new store, I'm thinkin'.”

The grocer could not help looking to-
ward Mrs, Wallace for a sign of appro-
i bation.

“Ye did no' sae bad,” she sald quiet-
1y and smiled.

And he was satisfied.

“Weel, Maister Ogllvy,” she sald
later after some further conversation,
“I'll awa' to Hazel Cottage, fur I'm
kin’ o' anxious nboot Jess. She's no' as
weel as she ocht to be. She's never
got ower that nicht when David gaed
Intil the sea efter the Wulkie lads.
Her speerits is ower changeable—up
an' doon' wi'oot ony guid reason.”

“I'm vexed aboot that. Wull she no'
ha'e the doctor? She winna? That's a
peety. I ken David was troubled the
last time 1 had a erack wi' him, but he

didna tell me. Wull she-no' tak’ a
tonle, as it were?"
“Weel, ye see, Maister Ogllvy, 1

didna want to frichten the lass aboot
hersel', an' I've never said to her I
thocht she wisaa lukin' weel. But I
doot somethin' "Il ha'e to be dune if she
disna get better quick. She'll no' tak’
care o' hersel', She works aboot the
hoose like a powny, an’ then wee Ka-
tie's needin® her malr every day—I'm
Jist gaun alang to haud the wean fur
awhile—an' Jess disna sleep weel at
nicht. She's aye waukenin' up an'
wantin' to dae things. David, puir 1ad,
teil’t me that the Ither nicht, or early
in the mornin’, he waukened an' missed
her, an' he got up an' gaed to the paur-
lour, an' there she wis, workin' at his
books. I never scen a man as vexed as
David. An' he disna want to frichten
her cither.”

“That's terrible!” sald Mr. Ogllvy
sympathetically. “She maun be made
to tak' care o' hersel'. Does she no'
understaun hoo weel her man's daein'?
Ye sud tell her aboot the store. I
wasna gaun to tell David, for he'll
likely get the offeccial intimation the
morn. But guld news s better nor
medicine, ye ken.. 'Tell her, Mistress
Wallace.”

“I'll dae that. But Jess has a great
notion in her young held—¥1 tell ye
uboot It some day—an’ she canna help
striving’ fur it. Weel, guld day to ye,
Maister Ogilvy, an' see an' get us some
extra nice ham fur I'riday nicht.”

“Depend on me. Be shair an' tell her
aboot Maister Murdoch speakin' aboot
ither jobs furbye the store, but dinna
let on I had onythin' to dae wi' the
business."

Left to himself, Mr. Ogilvy paced up
and down the floor behind his counter.,
“Twa customers this efternunce—an’
what a difference! Samuel Ogilvy,"” he
moralized, *“ye're the lucky yin—gaun
to yer tea on Irlday! But, oh, that
Miss Perk! Job hissel' wud ha'e cried
oot at her impiddence! But I'm vexed
I lost ma temper. Loss yer temper, an’
ye loss somethin’ clse—Mistress Wal-
luce never said a truer word. I've lost
a customer, no' that I'm gaun to greet
aboot that, for she was yin o' the
girnin® sort, aye complainin’ an' never
satisfiecd wl' perfection an' wantin’
credit for auld bashed tins that I've
got to fling oot on the ghore. An’ there's
lhier orders lyin' on the coonter, an'
she's no' gaun to tak’ them noo. It's a
peety I weeghed them oot, but she aye
lket to see her groceries weeghed. Oh,
me, some leddies is {1l to dae wi'! But
I'm gaun to ma tea on Iriday nicht.
That's whaur the siller linin' comes In,
'Deed, aye!”

Ile gathered the items of Miss Perk's
countermanded order together and
made them into one parcel, on which
he wrote, “Mra. Donnld, from a friend.”

“The goods is sold., an' I refuse to
tak' them back Le muttered. “I—1
dinna deserve {, Le pered for them
onywey. Miss erk was maybe no' as
bad as I thocht she was, an' nae doot
Mistress Wallace was rieht aboot her.
An' it's no' for Samuel Ogilvy to think
evil o' onybody that's fond o' Jess
Houston. An' it's a pulr hert that
never rejlices, an' I ecanna help re-
Jlicin’ to think"—

His meditation was interruptel by
the entrance of his message boy.

“Laddie,” he sald, “d'ye ken whaur
Mistress Donald bides, her wi' bher
man awa’ at the hospital?”’

“Aye”

“Aweel, tak' this paircel, lay it on
her doorstep, chap at the door an' rin
awa’ a8 hard's ye can. If she catches

ye I'll think twice aboot sin' yer
wages next year. Awa’ wi' ye!”
L . * L * L L
To Mrs. Wallace's great but con-

cealed relief she found her nlece in a
cheerful humor,

J2s8 was busy in the kitchen and fn
teply to her aunt's inquiry regurding
the whereabouts of the baby laughed
and sald:

“Katic's
nurse.”

“Ye mean David?
extra busy the noo."”

“S0 he Is—just rather too busy. But
he's not in the parlor. Katle has got a
new nurse,”

“What's that?’ asked Mrs. Wallace,
not looking overpleased.

“Old Angus,”

“Angus! Merey on us! Ye're no
leavin' the wean to him, Jess, shairly!
IIe'll no® ken whit to dae wi' her.”

*Oh, but he does. IHe's been coming
for the last few days and sitting with
Katie on his knees and telling her
queer old stories, as If he thought she
understood. I wasn't quite sure of him
at first, but if you saw him with her
for half a minute you would know he
was a born nurse.”

“I'll see fur masel',” muttered Mrs
Wallace. *“Ye sud be mair carefu'
aboot the wean,” she added sternly as
she hurried from the kitchen.

But she returned ere long, the sever-
ity gone from her countenance. “Fur

in the parlor with Ler

I thocht he wis

“Laddle,” he sald, “d'ye ken whaur
Mistress Donald bldest”

a man, espayclally a single man, he's
no' bud,” she ndwitted. “But efter the

impiddence he gi'ed me aboot haudin'
a wean yin day when ye an' David
wis awa' I wis feart Katie wud come
to hafrm. I wunner when he learnt to
nurse."”

“He told David Le used to carry his
wee sister when he was a boy,” sald
Jess gently., “And you know he took
care of her until ghe died this year.”

“Aye, aye. Puir auld Angus! It's

mony a year since he wis a laddie.
Weel, Jess, an' hoo's things gaun wi’
yer

“All right, Aunt Wallace.”

“Is yer man dacin' his duty an' pey-
in' attention to his business?”

“David always did that,” sald Jess, o
tritle haughtily.

“An' whit 2boot the future—the fu-
ture ye're aye thinkin' aboot, ma
dear?' asked Mrs. Wallace, with un-
usual tenderness In her voice as she
laid her hand on her niece's somewhat
thin arm.

“Oh,” cried the young woman softly,
“if—if I could only Le sure!”

“Are yeo still faur awa’ frae whit ye
want, Jess 7"

“No, no. But I'm so frightened some-
thing will happen to spoll everything
Just at the very last. If I could ouly
be certain of a little more I would be
able to tell Davie all about it at the
new year. But I can't be certain.”

“But I think ye can,” said her nunt
qulietly.

Jess smiled sadly and shook her
head.
“Davie's doing his best, and I'm

trylng to do mine, but it would take
something big In the way of work to
make the little more of profit.,”

“Jess,” sald Mrs., Wallace,
never let yersel' get bate yet."

“And I don't mean to get beat,” re-
turned Jegs, looking up, with n defiant
laugh, “But I-I'm a wee bit stupid
Just now. I make things out worse
than they are. But I won't give in!"
And she laughed ngain.

“Weel, my brave lass, I'm gaun to
tell ye somethin' that'll gar ye lauch !

“ye've

wi'oot ony tryin'. Listen to this.” And |
Mrs. Walla 1 her little tale of
good news § ¥
But w
sat down
wept helple

i

ad heand it all she
onyost chair and

(ie 21D,
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the black fomes that the)

from the sallors' mouths o
accompanied by oaths and lmpreca-
tions. Yet many a desperate sailor

has smoked them in the hope of ap-
peasing his tobacco hunger,

St. Maurice.

8t. Maurice, In Switzerland, 18 the
name of a little station on the railway
that leads up the Rhone valley from
the lake of Geneva, The place gets its
name 08 follows: Maurice was the offi-
cer second In command of the Thebale
leglon, which the Emperor Maximian
marched over tho Alps in A. D, 302 to
quell a rising in Gaul, At Octodurum
(Martigny) the legion, every man of
which was a Christian, was ordered to
sacrlfice to the Roman gods for tho
success of the expedition. Headed by
Maurlee, they refused, marched off to
Agaunum (St. Maurice) and there were
twice declmated to enforce submission.
But they still refused, and finally the
remafpder were surrounded and cut
down by the rest of the army.

MURDERED

B ——

A

Hiram W. Holladay, the Aged Millionaire, Found
Dying in His Office by His Secretary.

[(From The Holladay, Caio.]

DESK

KIS DAUGHTER SUSPECTED OF THE CRIME

Circumstantial Evidence Points Strongly to Her Guilt—Her Strange
Conduct at Hearing Before the Coroner—Mystery Bafiles the
Police—Young Lawyer’s Briliiant Coup—Kidnaping and
Pursuit Across the Seas as Told by Burlon E. Stev-
enson in The Holladay Case, the New Story
of Mystery Which We Shall Begin to Pub-
lish in a Few Days. Get the First
Chapter and You Will Find It
Easy Going Afterward.

I had never secen Mr. Royce, our junior, so deeply shuken, so visibly dis-
tracted, as he was when he burst in upon us a moment later, a newspaper in
his hand. Mr, Graham, startled by the noise of his entrance, wheeled arounG
from his desk and stared at him {n astonishment;

the

consumed.
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ashes from a Wilson Hot Blast Heater

are always fine—proof conclusive that
every atom of fuel has been thoroughly

Large chunks of partly consumed
coal in an ash pan simply mean that

stove is not doing its work right,
a good grade of coalisused, the

The reason Wilson Hot Blast Heaters differ from all
other heaters is because they are made on the patent Hot
Blast Down Draft principle by

the top of the heatey as (shown in illustration). The

Hot
Blast

alone has this marvelous scientific feature
})erfccts the draft, causing an even,
t ire, burning all the fuel and in addi-
tion turns into heat all the gases which in
other stoves escape, thus effecting a great
saving in fuel consumption. Starta fircina
Wilson and in ten minutesit will be roaring—
yetit canbe regulated to hold fire for 36 hours.

Made of the highest grade materials, the
Wilson is a heater that will last “year after
year without repairs. VYou only need to have
one in your home to know thiat it
the most wonderful heater ever sold.

Made in different styles for soft coal, and also for
wood. Picture shows the soft coal heater.
dealer does not sell Wilson Hot Blast Heaters write

us. We will tell you where you can get them and
send you a book on house heating, I‘I'E:.

SIMMONS HARDWARE CO,, St. Louls, Mo.

Wilson Mmﬂ:u bullt correctly for
even, perfoctly buted oven heat.

which the draft is taken from

HEATER

N
>

b

is really

If your

WOMANS HOME
" COMERNION

The Democrat,
The Review of Reviews,
The Cosmopolitan, and

For which the regular price

the reach of all.

Kemember,
time only.

The Woman’s Home Companion,

We have made arrangements whercby we can, for a limi-
ted time, give to all new, or paid in advance, subscribers,

$41

would be $8.00. Hereisa

chance to get your year’s reading matter at a price within

this offer is for a reasonable

. THE MANCHESTER DEMOCRAT.

RAILROAD

Time Cards.

KManchester & Oneida Ry,

TIME TABLE,

frain Noo 2o lexves Munchiester ol 5008, m, ar.
ALOneldR ut 3:30 8.1, Connects

»ith west bound G, G, W. No. 5.
Eretnrpivg leavos Onelda at 6:40 8, m
arrives at Manchester nt 6;068, m

trala No. 4, leaves Mauchesior at 7;15 a. m
arryes al Onelda at 7:45 A, m,, con
nects with east hound ¢, G, W. No
. Roturuing leaves Ouslda st 7:8
0.1, Berives &t Aanchostor at 8:2C
R,

frain No, d, issvos Maochester at 8.45a.m,,
rives at Onelda &y

ar

9:24 a,m, Con-

noeets with the north bound O, M, &

St P, No, 2.  Returning leaves

Onelda at 9:25, arrlves nt Manchoster
ato:ds 8. m,

Traln No. 8, leaves Munchester ut 2:(0 p, m, ar-
rives at Onoldn &t 2:30 p. m, con-
uects with C. G. W., No. 4, eas\
bound, and No. 9, west bound Re-
turning leaves Onelda st 8:9¢ p. m-
errives st Manchestor at 8:45 p m,,

Irain No 10, leaves Manchester st 4:45 p, m.
nrrives 1t Onefda at 5:36 p. . Con
neels with south bound O. M. & St,
P, Mo, 21, loturuing leaves Onelda
AL 525 p. ., Arrives at Manchoster

5:45 p. m,
J. L, KeLSEY,
Gen, TraMo Mauage
Through tickets for sale at Manchestor to all
polnuts in North America.

—TRAINS WILL STOP ONLY AT—
Helknaps Crossing, Dlatform st Quaker Ml
Swileh, Franklin .\'lrucu?muulng. H(" Cross-

(i

lng, Miller's Crossing, Twin Crossing, Weatl
bIoOK's Crossing.

ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R,

TIME TABLE.

AMain Line P'assenger Tralns.

WEST BOUND| MAIN LINK

EAST BOUND
No 1* a m|.. Fast Traln,. [No2* 3:42 nm
No a*

No4* 3:16p 1

pm.|Thro Express..
m il No 8it9: 00 u m

N0 33 16:05 p m}....C ovss

Nob +0:008 m|Local Kxpress |No 6t 8:40 pm
No 83t 2:00 p m | .Wey Freight. |No%i11:45am
= CEDAR RAPLUS BRANCH,
Nortl Bound l Bet Uedar Rpds
-——Arrive— ' and Manchester
No,208 6:00p.m}..,s Pussenger,,
No 434 8.40a.m|.. tPi

Houth Bound'
——Loave———

No.a59:10 8. m
assenger, .. [N0.38 6:20p.m
#601:00p.m|... tFrelght....N0,3608:30 p, m

Al Abov® trains car assengers,
sDail y p L4

nily.
*Dally ExcoptSunday.
H. G. PIERCE, Station Agt,

No. 5 Runs to 8foux City only.

No. 3 Runs to Omaba onlz'.

No. | has connections to Omaha, Bloux City
and Sfoux Falls and No. 2 from same points,

CHICAGO GREAT WESTERN RY.

“The Maple Leaf Route,”

Time card, Oneldn, lowa,

lrmcn’v’o Speclal, Dally, Golng East...
Day Express dally..........

Way Frelght aafly ex. Sunda;

Gur g West, North and

Way Freigh . dally ex. Sunday.

D»g Rxpross doily......oue. . X

St Paul & [{snsas City Exp, dally..... S8 a
For Info'mation aud tiokets apply to

C. A. Robinson,Agent, Ouelda.

INVESTMEMTS
iN

Z

Such {nvescments aro not speculative, The
South {snot 8 now country, Market and lblpyllgl
(ucllitles are adequute and first class, e
climute Is mild ana favorable. Notwithstanding
these and other mivantages, southern lands are
selling for prices fur Lelow thelir real value, and
at present prices v.et large returns on the Ige
vestment. For & free set of elrculars Nos, 1 to
1u, Inclusive, conceriing the poss1bilities of lands
in Kentucky, West Teunessee, Mississippl and
Loufsanx, 60 nud nssr the Hlinols Ceutrsl Rall-
rord, for homeseckers and Investors, address

ubuque, Iows.

poo Baths.

Baths

Vapor
and
Shampoo.

5

eases are caused
by J;obonouuoc
retions, which
clo§ the wheels
of NATURE,
The name an.
the
may be different
but'the caunie 0
discase cen us
ually
to «he imperfect action ot the milllons
of pores of tLe humsn body. A bath in
accordance with sclentific require-
msuts is the best proventative and
remedy knowe.  The methods employ-
3d by me are tne most sclentific ever
‘nv nted or diecovered for dispelling
disense. Results tell the story. Give
me s trial. This is the Conant system
of bathe. A competent lady attendant
!n charge of tho ledies department.
Offize and bath rooms on Franklin
sireet, cpporlte Globe Hotel,

Bt Q. D. GATES,

N

Why do you tret and grumble,
Why don't you take s tumble,
Use Beacom’s Picnic Pills,

They will drive away your ills

Try them. 95cents. All'druggists, 5Ot

lilinois Central

Excursion Rates.

KExcursion tickels will be sold b ell
Central, to the points, and at ndt( -.’u'lh(aﬁ?:ll:

SUMMER TOURIST RATES,

Tlekets on sale dally durlng the summe
months to St. Puut and .\nmfealum.‘ lu:}n..l:'
Hot Spriogs sud Do twoeod, »o. Duk.; Denver,
Cooraco  Splugs  Pucblo, wnd tslenw
springs, Colo.; Cden nud Sult Like Cl(y. Utah;
abd muny cther Sunimer Itesorts both East apd
West, 11 Iteil 10 Ost, S1-L Also to Yellow-
stone Purk, luited to winety days.  Write. for
raivs, J

FARE AND ONE-TIHIRD l()N CERTIFF
CATE PLAN,
Cedar Fulis, I, lown St-te Normul Sommer

School, June 10, July 21, ‘Tlckets o
oD certain vulex, 0 ele iy

ONE FARE PLUS 82,00,
Home-scekers' Excursions, W,
outh-cust und South-west. b
T cKets on snle the first and third Tuesday of
cach month uotll Oct sber, To certsin polnts in
fowa, Minnesota, Bonth Dakots, North Dukots,
Caun Ld Jue Northwestern States,  Tickets
whil Lo sold every Tuesday until October Sist,
Beffalo N.Y . s eeting Grand Lodge, B, P,
O, Eiks, July 11:13,

LESS TIIAN ONE FARE.
Portinnd, Ore, Sun Franclsco, Los Angeles
sl sen Dlego, Cal, = Lewls & Clark C.Illc::lll
Exposition wt 1 rtlund, and other meetin at
above points. Tickets on sale on certaln 5::..
overy month until and in¢ uding Beptember,
imited to ninety duys for return, not te exceed.
November 30th - Write for rates and {llustrated
folders aboutthe Portland Exposition,
s I;t:l‘ {nyllcu‘lrts uls 18 dl‘teal u’hn.le. rates, oto.,
y to xny llnols Central cket A
dress the uncorsigned s Senbrios
KRR’

JPFM Y.
Asst. Gop'l Pass, Agent
Dubuque, Iowa,

Residence Property for Sale.

We are authorized to offer for
sale the Dr. Sherman residence pro-
perty on Butler street. For terms
apply to  BroNsoN & Care. tf,

PAINTING

All kinds of exterior and interior
painting, A specialty. made of Car-
riage painting,  Prices reasonable
and satisfaction guaranteed, :

* S. J. Maley.

Over Atkinson'’s Blacksmith Shop.

SOUTHERN LANDS

the undgrsignea, J.F, RRY.
AsttGen'Pass'r Agent 1. C. R. B,

Compound Vapor and Sham-

Alost all dfs-

syymtoms:

be traced,




