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^CHAPTER X. 
Mn. OOILVY HAS CUSTOMERS. 

M"^1SS PERK, lmvlng recited a J 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. 

"Nacthln* else the day, ma'am?" in
quired Mr. Ogilvy politely, and mois
tened the point of his pencil. "Time 
flnuan baddies 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 gettln' a bunch the 
day, au' she said the last yins she had 
was Jist perfection, an* the leddy that's 
bldln' wl' her the noo, a bonny young 
leddy an* that nice an' free, said they 
was simply de-vine." 

"A word that should never be em
ployed In referring to a mere article of 
food," remarked Miss Terk coldly. 

4,\VeeI, 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 provcoslons. As lang as language 
is no* profane in a sweerin' sense I can 
let it pass. But I mind belli* rale horri
fied yinst when 1 was in the toon an* 
gaed into the station baur, or, to be ex-
ac\ the railway restevipmt, for a gloss 
o' wh—Jeemonade, an™ 1 wasna richt 
Inside the dcor afore I heard a youug 
man, a dacent, respectable lukin' 
young man, cryin' oot to the waiter 
for deeviKs kidneys, an' 

"Mr. Ogilvy!" 
"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, imtfnm?" he 
asked, realizing suddenly that his con
versation was not being appreciated. 

"Not today, thank you. I'm sorry to 
say the last eggs I hud from you were 
not up to the mark, Mr. Ogilvy," said 
Miss Perk, continuing to gaze about 
her. 

"No* up to the merk?" he exclaimed. 
"I'm shall* I canna conceive sic a thing. 
Are ye certain, ma'am, that the eggs 
cam'frae here?" 

"My cook told me so." 

"What Wi'.H the like, if yo 
please, nia'auiV" hi* inquired in a ton© 
respectful yet dignified. 

"I cannot tell you that, as personally 
I never eat said Miss Pork. 

"Weel," said Mr. Ogilvy after a short 
pause, "eggs i.s things that nae human 
bom' can guarantee, an' I'm no' gaun 
to perjure mascr wi' sayin' that I nev
er had the misfortune to sell a dootfu1 

yin, but I wild jist like to ask ye if yer 
cook is new to Kinlochun, ma'am. 

"Yes. She hps 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 prc-
shume." 

"Yes. But why"— 
Then the grocer drew himself up 

with a smile of satisfaction. "Thcnk 
ye, ma'am, for tellin' me. It's jist as I 
suspected. Yer cook, puir buddy, 
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 laid locally, as it 
were. Willi I no' jist send ye liauf a 
dizzen, ma'am?'' 

"Not today, thank you," Miss Perk 
returned. "By 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 

Iloustons," she went on cautiously. 
"I'm proud to say J am. He's a fine 

chap, is David Houston, an' as for his 
guid wife, it's a peety there's no mair 
liko her on the shore—an' on earth, for 
that maitter. 'Deed, nia'ain, 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 itlier day I got 
fankled wi' some o' ma accounts—1 
was thinkin' o' takin* stoke, an' I liad-
na tried it for seeven vear—air 1 was 
groanhr. liauf dementit. ower a dizzen 
nil* eleeven tins o lobster, linest qual
ity. at seevenpeuce three fnrdens the 
tin. less 5 per cent — 

"But — 
"An jist then, proceeded the grocer, 

too interests in his own recilMl to no
tice the interruption—"jist then she 
cam* into the shop as brisk s a bee air 
spiert what was dtslressm me. \\ 
dlzzen ail' eleeven tins o* lobster/ savs 
I. An- she lauehed air lauched till I 
cudna help lauehiir masel-. though 1 
didna perceive the pint o the ioUe. as 
it were, till a wee while efter. Ye aee. 
ma'am, she let on she tliuirliL I had ell 
the dlzzen an eleeven tins o lobster. 
That was the p int o* the joke. I;m at 
the time I didna perceive it. air I jist 
said to her that taknr stoke was an in
vention ol the d—evil vln. air — 

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

• Jhat s true, ma am. that's true. But 
its a sair job when Providence has 
made ye a grocer. When Mistress 
Houston canr into the shop I was get-
tin* dazed, an* I seemed to behold nae-
thlir but lobsters an' vulgar fractions 
danclir afore me. But in ahoot twa 
meenlts she had workit oot the calcu
lation for me. air I was masel* again 
An she cam back the next dav an 
workit oot a lot mair sums that wud 
ha e turned the sehulomaistcr peerv 
heldit. Ave. did she! Aw. she s a clever 
lass, an David Iloustons the luckv 
lad to get her: Are ve no for onv 
smoked ham the dav. ma ainV I ve 
some supremely fine — 

"Not today, thank 3*011. I was going 
to ask .von if vou knew whether David 
Houston s business was being allccicd 
bv the young men who came to Klnlo 
chilli recently." said Miss Perk, add 
Jug. "Of course vou know I take a 
great interest in the voting collide, and 
I put the same question to Mrs. Hous
ton today, but 1 must sav I found her 
rather reticent.* 

Hie grocer scratched his ear before 
be replied. 

"Weel. inaain.** he said cautiously, 
••seeln' that I ve never pit the question 
masel*. 1 m no in tiie poscction for to 
answer it. But for ma pairt I dinna 
think the twa voung men il pit David 
Houston's business tip nor doon. 
They've jist got the yin job. .vo ken-
the new booses," 
' But it must have been a blow to 

D&vld Houston not getting that large 
piece of work.'* 

"jSe'B got plenty wi oof that." 

Indeed! I understand he had to dis
miss his man Binnle some time ago." 

"Aye, but Binnle '11 be comin' back 
an' anithor man wi' him next week," 
checking an exultant chuckle with a 
violent cough. "Ye see, ina'am, David 
Houston has got the contrac' for the 
now store at the pier held, an' there's 
'.wu-tliroe ilher nice jobs that'll come 
hi;*, wcy afore the year's oot. Aw, I 
wuilna disturb masel' aboot the Hous-
tons if I was you. ma'am." 

"I'm very glad to learn the prospects 
are so good, Mr. Ogilvy. I had heard 
that tljo new store at the pier was to 
go to the newcomers when they had 
finished with Mr. Dobbie's houses. In 
fact, Mr. Debbie 1ohl me so himself." 

'Ye ken Malster Dobble. ma'am?" 
quietly asked Mr. Ogilvy. 

"I happened to meet him one day 
when I was having a 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 
is soon as possible. Of course I don't 
know Mr. Dobble personally, but from 
what he said 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 Tousie Tam was thinkin' o' 
takln' yin o' then\." Tousle Tam was 
a disheveled but cheerful, half witted 
fellow, who occasionally made his bed 
in Kinlochan outhouses. 

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

In fae\ I believe Tam met Maister 
Dobble on tbe road an' spiert the rent 
Tam maun ha'e his joke, puir chap, 
but I understaun' Maister Dobbie got 
an awfu' rid face, for there was a lot 
o' folk llstenin'." 

"Of course," said Miss Tprk, 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 
nrltherly! The twa Wilkles an' David 
Houston arc as thick as onythin', an' 
as for opposcetion atween them, ye 
micht as weel luk for a fecht atween 
a pair o' 111a kippers an' a finnan had 
die. I think I mentioned the fac' that 
the finnan baddies was mair nor usual 
delceciou8 the day an' that the mceuis-
ter's leddy— Na'; it was the sausages 
she referred to." 

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

"I thiuk they'll no'. Furbye, ma'am, 
the shop they've set up is Jist tempo
rary, so 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, I wudna liko to express masel' 
In sic a definite fashion," said Mr. 
Ogilvy, fearing that possibly he was 
already expressing himself too freely. 
"But whatever they due, it'll be fair. 
Marmalade's 110' the only guid thing 
that comes oot o' Paisley. An' so ye 
needna fash yersel' aboot David Hous
ton an* his guid wife, ma'cin, if ye'Il 
alloo me the leeberty o' sayin' it." 

Miss Perk smiled the least bit un
pleasantly. "You seem to have an ex
tensive knowledge of what passes in 
the district, Mr. Ogilvy," she re
marked. 

The grocer grinned modestly and 
shook his head. "It's little I ken," he 
replied innocently, "for I'm 110' vera 
guid at askin* questions." 

If there was any suggestion in his 
words Miss Perk did not observe It, for 
she immediately resumed her quest for 
information. 

"1 suppose David Houston has made 
some arrangement with the Wilkies," 
she said, eying Mr. Ogilvy searchlngly. 

"Arrangement, ma'am?" 
"Yes; some arrangement by which 

they are not to interfere with his busi
ness. They could hardly refuse to 
agree after"— 

But she had touched the elderly 
mans lovaltv—touched it to the quick. 
He reddened, but met her gaze stead
ily. 

-Ma am." 11c said, with a hint of con
tempt in lils tone. -David Houston 
wudna tak advantage o anitlior man 
if the it Iks* man owed him a dlzzen 
lifes instead o vin. David Houston's 
no that kind, lie s no like the laddie 
that catched Ins wee sister stealhr the 
jam nn t< 111 her lie wudna lure her 
poaehin on lib; preserves. Na! There's 
nae mair arraugemenl atween David 
Houston an the Wilkies the dav nor 
there was afore (jn»v left Palslev." 

"IIow can vou know.'* demanded 
Miss l'crk. irritated at the rebufl. 

"I ind lion, ma'am." he answered 
stolidly. "Of course." he added. "I 
canna prove it in the meantime onv-
wey. but veil see lor versel* later on 
that Samuel OgiJvv can weegh charac
ters as weel as groceries. Ave!' Hero 
the grocer pursed up his mouth and 
struck an altitude witli his arms fold
ed. Had Miss Perk known him better 
she would have understood that it was 
dangerous to attempt further inquisi
tion. 

"Perhaps vou will kindly inform 
uie." she becran. 

• Excuse me. ma'am, but l'in oot o' 
information: naethm left but provee-
sions o the best quality." he returned, 
with a tnrht grin. 

J lie grin exasoerated the ladv. "And 
impertinence." she supplemented in a 
low voice. 

"Peppermints?" he inquired politely. 
*\\ ud ve like the ornar kind or the 

dooble strong.'" 
*1 said impertinence." cried she. los

ing her temper. 
"An I said ornar kind or dooble 

strong." he retorted, boiling luwardlv, 
. but retaining the tight grin. "Yero 
| welcome to either, no' that I think 
: ve re needii-r onv." 
! **}ou forget yourself!" .exclaimed 

Miss Perk, with awesome majesty, 
! gathering up her skirts. 
| Hie grocer was not lear stricken, but 

a sensation of shame at having lost 
i  control of ills tongue came upon him. 
1 "Aw. weel. ma am.' he began in a 

tone of defense rather than of apologv, 
".ve micht eonseeder ma feelhrs"— 

J he lady, however, left the counter 
without another word, but at the door 
she turned and in a freezing voice said: 

•I find I shall not require the unifies 
I ordered todav. and 1 shall be obliged 
If vou will render vour account Imme
diately and ask vour messenger to call 
for two empty biscuit tins and six 
empty orangeade bottles.'' 

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

For nearly a minute he stood motion-
loss. Then suddenly his jaws set, and, 
alslng his clinched fist above his head, 

he 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 and crashed in ruins on the outer 
floor. Three large tins that had formed 
the base remained, and, with a grunt 
of rage, he caught them up and hurled 
them after the others just as Mrs. Wal
lace entered the shop. 

Whit kin' o' geram 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 ado, man?" she went on se
verely. "If ye're jist practeeein' fur 
the shows ye sud shut yer shop afore 

yo begin. I've nae ambectlon to get 
kilt wi' a tin o* corned beef an' never 
even get a taste o* 't. That's 110' the 
wey to keep yer customers. Tits, man! 
Luk whit ye're daeln' wi' the ink! Whit 
a mess!" 

"Oh, me!" groaned the grocer, laying 
down the pot and mopping up the 
flood with wrapping paper. "Oh, me!1 

'Maister Ogilvy," said Mrs. Wallace 
firmly, "wull ye be pleased to explain 
whit a' this calrry 011 means? Are ye 
clean daft or are yo jist no' weel?" 

Oh, me!" 
Oh, me, yer granny's mutch! Whit 

d'ye mean lieavin' aboot yer guid 
corned beef as if it wis dirt, furbye 
near crlpplln' yer best customer, if no' 
killln' her fatally, fur life? Eh?" 

Mr. Ogilvy at last pulled himself to
gether. "It—It was a—a kin' o' substi
tute for Bwoerln', 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. 

"Yo luk as if ye had come through a 
patent mangle." 

"That's the wey I feel onywey," he 
returned seriously. "An' If I hadna 
had the presence o' mind, as it were, to 
tllng doon time three tins o' corned 
beef, shuperior quality, I wud ha'e 
been compelled to express masel' in 
shockin' language. It was better to 
sacrifice inn corned beef nor ma 
tongue." 

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

"I meant the tongue in ma mooth," 
said the grocer, looking hurt. "It's 
puir, stainmerin' thing, but it'll never 
be devoted to sweerin' if I can help it." 

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

"Seeven-penee-ha'penny." 
"But it's bashed. I'll gl'e ye sax-

pence. Yo wudna ha'e the face to sell 
it to onybody like that." 

"Na. An' I wudna like to sell it to 
yersel', Mistress Wallace, even at the 
maist drastic reduction," ho replied. 

"Och, I'm no' lieedin' aboot the bash
es. I ken boo they cam' there. Here'! 
anithor." She stooped and picked up a 
second tin. "I'll tak' this yin tae." 

"Na, na. I've been affrontit enough 
the day wl'oot acceptln' yer chairlty, 
Mistress Wallace." 

"Haud yer tongue. I'm fur the beef. 
But ye best como roon an' gethcr up 
yer tins. Some of them's 110' that 
bashed, an' ye'Il maybe be able to pass 
them aft on some o' yer customers." 

"Weel," said Mr. Ogilvy as he came 
round from behind the couuter, "I'll 
gl'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 proccoded to help 
him to collect the tins and set them 
together in nn orderly pile. 

"A man never losses Ills temper 
wi'oot lossin' somethin' else," she re
marked sagely. 

"That's an agonizln' fac'," he re
turned humbly. "I—I'm stilr vexed ye 
seen the deplorable exhibeetlon o' ma 
angry passions, Mistress Wallace," he 
added, bending over the floor. "I'm 
sayin' I'm salr vexed." 

"Oh, dinnn fash yersol'. Yer angry 
passions made nae odds to 1110. I wis 
jist thankfu' ye didna strike me." 

"If I had struck you. Mistress Wal
lace—if I had struck you," he contln-

"EE 

cxclalntcd jU IKS *1 oil Joryel yintrscl) /* 
Perk. 

ucd excitedly. *1 wud deserve to bo 
drawn an quartered an hanged or- a 
giblet. air 

"On a whltY A giblet?'' 
"Aw. I meant gibbet.'' 
"Wool. Maister Ogilvy. veve orl-

dentl.v no* got back the command 0 
yer tongue vet. so If ve 11 talc vcr place 
on the ither side 0 the coontcr 1 11 dae 
the speaknr." 

The grocer retired to the position In
dicated. "I hope yo re no offondlt. Mis
tress Wallace." lie said sadlv. 

-If I wis I wudna be waltiir hero fur 
.ve to tak doon an Important order. 
\\ eel. ye best begin wi pitthr doon the 
twa tins 0' corned beef." 

Having seen all lu»r requirements re
corded. Mrs. Wallace abruptly put th<T 
question: 

•*\\ lilt wis she savin' to ye to got up 
yer dander'/ * 

"WhaV" 
"Ye ken lino." 
**^e mean Miss Pork?" he stam

mered. 
"Jist that. Whit wis she sayin' to 

gar ye behave like a ragnr lunattic?" 
"But hn»» d'ye ken it was her?" 

•Man. she k<*p- me frae cumin* into 
(he shop fur near haul an our. air *'— 

"Aw, 1 wish yo had come In. Mis-

1 

tress Wallace," the grocer fervently 
sighed. 

"Yo've gotten plenty damage wi'oot 
her an' me addln' mair," said the oth-

wlth a grim chuckle. "Na, na; I 
wlsua comin' in when she wis there, so 
I had a crack wi' postle till she cam' 
oot. She cam' oot wi' hor held up, liko 
a hen takin' a drink, but 110' as happy
like. Wis she gio'in' ye a lectur. Mais
ter Ogilvy?" 

Mr. Ogilvy shook his head. 
"Wis she makin* complaints? * v 

"She was. But I micht ha'e tholed 
that. It was hor inquiries that bate 
1110. Oh, me, the curiosity o' thon 
ivumman is sometliin' stupendous! She 
seemed to be soekln' information as If 
elie was hungerln' for't—strivln' for to 
draw it oot o' me. An' as for me, I can 
only say that 1 was tried as by a cork
screw!" 

"Whit wis she wantln' to ken? The 
wholesale prices o' yer groceries, or yer 
age, or yer"— 

•She was splerln' abqot David Hous
ton's affairs," he replied, and briefly re
lated his experience. 

I micht ha'e kent that," said Mrs. 
Wallace, with a wag of her head. 
"She's been at Jess twicet this week, 
and Jess thinks she wis offendlt the 
last time at no gettln' a' the answers 
shewantlt." 

But what business has she wi* Da
vid's affairs?" 

'Spier somethin' easier, Maister Ogil
vy. But It's naothin' new. She's been 
that wey since Jess got mairrlt She's 
boon curious aboot a lot o' folk since I 
cam' to Kinlochan. She wis curious 
aboot masel' yinst—jist yinst, though— 
but she's never been curious aboot 
onybody like Joss." 

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

"Baflle yer Aunty Kate! Ye've been 
readln' mair o' thae detective stories!" 

"It has been said by them as Is com
petent to gl'e an opeeulon that detec
tive stories is vera guid for tralnin' the 
mind to con sootier problems," said Mr. 
Ogilvy, nettled into dignity. 

"Mercy me! Then yfc canna ha'e read 
snffeeclent, Maister Ogilvy," she re
torted crushingly. "But," she contin
ued seriously and with less asperity, 
"I've been thinkin' aboot Miss Perk, 
an' I've got a"— 

"A clew?" ' 
"I've got a"— * • 
"A theory, Mistress"— 
"Can yo no' keep quate? I've got a 

notion." y 
"A notion, Mistress Wallace?" r 
"Aye. D'ye 110' ken whit a notion is? 

Weel, if ye'Il 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 1 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 intll her held, an' canna get it oot, 
cither, that David's affairs is In a bad 
woy. Noo, Maister Ogilvy, whit think 
ye 0' that notion?" 

"I—I thiuk ye're an exeeedln' fair 
mindit wumman," replied the grocer, 
"an' yer theory, or notion, is—is unco 
ulce. I jist wish I had thocht o' It a 
woe while syne." 

"Na, na! Ye wis faur hotter to dae 
as ye did. Miss Perk's no' gaun to help 
Jess by gaun roon Kinlochan an' spler
ln' aboot David's afTairs," said Mrs. 
Wallace. 

"Pm shair I tried for to show her 
that David's affairs was flourlshin', but 
she wudna believe me. She"— 

"Aye; I tell't ye she has gotten it in
tll her held an' canna get it oot. She's 
a stupit buddy, fur she micht ha'e kent 
at the vera bcginnln' that a young 
lass new mairrlt an' wl' ony speerlt 
wudna pit up wi' ony leddy aye pokin* 
hor nose Intil her man's affairs, no' 
even If she kent the leddy meant wool." 

"D'ye 110' think she's maybe gotten a 
spite at Jess noo?" 

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

Mr. Ogilvy supplied the details in 
full, finishing up with the hope that lie 
had not said too much to Miss Perk. 

"Yo micht ha'e boon mair discreet 
wi'oot bein* ta'en fur a complete dum
my," Mrs. Wallace replied. "But I din
na think yo've did muckle damage. 
That wis a guid joke about Tousle 
Tam," she laughed. "I'll ha'e to gfe 
him jeely on Ills piece the next time he 
comcs to ma door. \\ cel. ha e yo had a 
crack wl' the Wulkies since I seen ve?" 

"Ave. Mistress Wallace, but of course 
I was carcftr what I said. But them 
an lue s gettln* rale pack, llicy re 
dacent lads, air they're baitli that 
ta en up wi David an Joss. \\ hat 
dao ve think o' them yersel' noo that 
ve ve got better acquaint wi tliem / * 

"I think thon jumpln jako Dobbie 
cudna ha e pickit oot waur men fur his 
dirtv wark.** 

"I*m gled to hear ye say that!" 
"I wis speaklir to the lads the day, 

air they're comiir to their teas at ma 
hoose on Friday. III bo pleased to see 
yersol. Maister Ogilvy.* she added 
graciously, "if ve can thole shuttln* 
.ver shop sae early.*' 

"I wud shut 11111 shop at ony oor for 
sic a plecsure." ho returned, beaming 
with delight. "It's rale kind 0 ve to 
Invite me. Mistress Wullaco. air 111 be 
richt prood te attend. Ma satisfaction 
Is vera acute, an* I may sa.v I — 

"Is t settled that David s to get the 
job o' the new store at the pier?' she 
Interrupted. 

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

"FIoo did vo manage it? Did Maister 
Murdoch no think vo had air unco 
check Wngiir his boll last nicht?*' 

Maybe he did. but I wasna heed-
in. I Jist catched him hi time to keep 
him frae telilu his manager to gl'e the 
'ob to the \\ ilkles. He wasna gaun to 
ate mo at first, but I sent him word 
that I was 011 an errand o' Justice, as 
it were, an at last 1 seen linn. Ho 
wasna pleased at 1110 for Interfciin', 
though." 

-Whit did lie say?" 
I said it wud be a roaring shame 

no to gi e the job to David Houston." 
4 An whit did he say ? ' 
Ho spiert if I hadn't plontv to dae 

in ma shop, air he rang the boll (lout-
less to got mo pit oot." 

"Weel V" 
Ihon, in the strictest confidence, ye 

ken, I gi ed hlin a hint aboot Dobbie's 
Komin. It maun ha e been some lreen 
0 Duhbles that asklt Maister -Mur
doch to gl e the job to the Wilkies. It 
wasna Dobbie hlssel'." 

Air whit happened then?" 
Oh, thou I kent It was a* richt for 

David. Liter a few questions to see If 
1 wasna loolu he offers me a ceegaur 
an says, rale pleesant like: Tin gled 
ye tell I me in time. Ogllvv. The job's 
Ilouston s. air if I had the use o' inn 
legs—lies lame, puir man—i wud like 
a kick at that deevll Dobble!' " 

"Did he say deevll?" 

or 4 

"Aye, did he, an' waur nor that But 
her hert's lu the richt place, an' his 
jobs for David '11 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
bation. 

"Yo did no' sae bad," she said quiet
ly and smiled. 

And ho was satisfied. 
"Wool. Maister Ogilvy," she said 

later after some further conversation, 
"I'll awa' to Hazel Cottage, fur I'm 
kin' o' anxious aboot Joss. She's 110' as 
wool as she oclit to be. She's never 
got ower that nlcht when David gaed 
intll the sea efter the Wulkle lads. 
Hor spoerKs is ower changeable—up 
au' doou' wi'oot ony guid reason." 

I'm vexed aboot that. Wull she no* 
ha'e the doctor? She wlnna? That's n 
peety. I ken David was troubled the 
last time 1 had a crack wl' him, but he 
didna tell me. Wull she-no' tak' a 
tonic, as It were?" 

"Weel, ye see, Maister Ogilvy, I 
didna want to frichten the lass aboot 
hcrseP, an' I've never said to her I 
thocht she wlsna lukin' weel. But I 
doot somethin' '11 ha'e to be dune if she 
disna get better quick. She'll no' tak* 
care o' bersel'. She works aboot the 
hoose like a powny, an' then wee Ka
tie's ncedln' her mair every day—I'm 
Jist gaun alang to haud the wean fur 
awhile—an* .less disna sleep weel at 
nicht. She's ayo waukonin' up an' 
wantln' to dao things. David, puir lad, 
tell't me that the Ither nicht, or early 
In the morula', he waukened an' missed 
her, an' ho got up an' gaed to the paur-
lour, an' there slio wis, workln' at his 
books. I never seen a man as vexed as 
David. An' he disna want to frichten 
her either." 

"That's terrible!" said Mr. Ogilvy 
sympathetically. "She maun be made 
to tak* care o' herscl'. Does she no' 
understaun boo weel her man's daeln'? 
Ye sud tell her aboot the store. I 
wasna gaun to tell David, for he'll 
likely get the offeeclal Intimation the 
morn. But guid news is better nor 
medicine, ye keu.< Tell her, Mistress 
Wallace." 

"I'll dae that. But Jess has a great 
notiou in her young held—I'll tell ye 
aboot it some day—an' she canna help 
striving* fur it Weel, guid day to ye, 
Maister Ogilvy, an' see an' got us some 
extra nice ham fur Friday nicht." 

"Depend on me. Be shair an' tell her 
aboot Maister Murdoch spoakln' aboot 
Ither jobs furbye the store, but dinna 
let on I had onythin* to dae wl' the 
business." 

Loft to himself, Mr. Ogilvy paced up 
and down the floor behind his counter. 
"Twa customers this efternune—an' 
what a difference! Samuel Ogilvy," he 
moralized, "ye're the lucky yin—gaun 
to yer tea on Friday! But, oh, that 
Miss Perk! Job hissel' wud ha'e cried 
oot at her Implddenco! But I'm vexed 
I lost ma temper. Loss yer temper, an' 
ye loss somethin' else—Mistress Wal
lace 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 
satisfied wi' perfection an' wantln' 
crodit for auld bashed tins that I've 
got to fling oot on the shore. An' there's 
hor orders lyin' on the coonter, an' 
she's no' gaun to tak' them noo. It's a 
peety I weoghed thein oot, but she aye 
Hket to sec her groceries weeghed. Oh, 
me, some leddles is ill to dae wi'! But 
P111 gaun to 111a tea on Friday nicht. 
That's whaur the siller linln' comes in. 
'Deed, aye!" 

lie gathered the items of Miss Perk's 
countermanded order together and 
made them into one parcel, on which 
he wrote, "Mrs.'Donald, from a friend." 

"The goods is sold, an' I refuse to 
tak* them back," he muticvcd. "I—I 
dinna deserve t» '1^ r:\ vl for them 
onywey. Miss Perk was uijybe no' as 
bad as I thocht she was, an' nae doot 
Mistress Wallace was rlclit aboot her. 
An1 it's no' for Samuel Ogilvy to think 
evil o' onybody that's fond o' Je.ss 
Houston. A11* it's A puir hort that 
never rej'lces, an' I canna help ro 
j'icln' to think"— 

Ills meditation was Interrupted by 
the entrance of his message boy. 

"Laddie," I10 said, "d'ye ken whaur 
Mistress Donald bides, her wl* her 
man awa' at the hospital?" 

"Ayo." 
"Aweel, tak' this paired, lay it on 

her doorstep, chap at the door an* rln 
awa' as hard's ye can. If she catches 
yo I'll think twice aboot raisin' yer 
wages next year. Awa' wl' yo!" 
• • 4> • * • 

To Mrs. Wallace's great but con
cealed relief she found her niece in a 
cheerful humor. 

Jess was busy in the kitchen and !:; 
reply to her aunt s inquiry rcgardiu 
the whereabouts of the baby laughed 
and said: 

Katies in the parlor with hor 
nurse." 

Ye moan David.' I thocht he wis 
extra busy the 1100." 

"So he is—just rather too busv. But 
he h not 111 the parlor. Katie has got a 
new nurse." 

Whats that." asked Mrs. Wallace, 
not looking overpleased. 

"Old Angus." 
-Angus: Mercy on us! Yero 110 

leavln the wean to him. Jess, shalrly! 
He 11 110 ken whit to dae wi' her." 

"Oh, but he does. lies been comin; 
for the last few days and sitting with 
Katie 011 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 vou would know he 
was a born nurse.'* 
i ll see fur masel'." muttered Mra 

Wallace. "Ye sud bo 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 

Implddence he gi'ed me aboot haudlu' 
a weau yin day when ye an' David 
wis awa' I wis feart Katie wud come 
to linirm. I wunner when he learnt to 
nurse." 

"He told David he used to carry his 
woo sister when he was a boy," said 
Jess gently. "And you know he took 
care of her until she died this year." 

"Aye, aye. Puir auld Angus! It's 
ruony a year since he wis a laddlo. 
Weel, Joss, an' hoo's things gaun wl' 
ye?" 

"All right, Aunt Wallace." 
"Is yer man daeln' his duly an* pey-

In' attention to his business?" 
"David always did that," said Jess, a 

trifle haughtily. 
"An' whit r.boot 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 
thiu arm. 

"Oh," cried tho young woman softly, 
"if—if I could only bo sure!' 

"Are ye still faur awa' frae whit ye 
want, Jess?" 

"No, no. But I'm so frightened some
thing will happen to spoil everything 
just at the very last. If I could only 
be certain of a little more I would be 
able to tell Davie all about it at the 
new year. But 1 can't be certain." 

But I think yo can." said her aunt 
quietly. 

Jess smiled sadly and shook her 
head. 

"Davie's doing his best, and I'm 
trying to do mine, but It would take 
something big in the way of work to 
make the little more of profit." 

Jess," said Mrs. Wallace, "ye've 
never let yersel' get bate yet." 

And I don't mean to get beat," re
turned Jess, looking up, with a defiant 
laugh. "But I—I'm a woo bit stupid 
Just now. I make things out worse 
than they are. But I won't give in!" 
And she laughed again. 

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

wi'oot ony tryln'. Listen to this." And 
Mrs. Wallace told hor little tale of 
good news forthv/Uh. 

But when had he.ird it all she 
sat down o •. list- li'-nivst ch«ir and 
wept helplo-s 'ly. 

fi' 

SuhHiltu.'c-i I'o* 'i'.il.Riro, 
Sailors on i -ng crui:o» i;:»motimea 

exhaust Jhcir to'.v.cv.). Thence unfold 
misery an.! inj.v-nlouu riVorts to 
create a toba* co oU?::d!ti;te. T*\i and 
coffee i;:aU«' th«.» be^t tobniv.) substi
tutes. Thty nmok;? fnv.'Iy in p!?.-* or 
cigarettes, aud tnolr ia te r.iv.i a;\>i«u 
are not unpleasant. But they burn ihe 
month and i\;ek the nerve.-:. ltj;>e yarn 
—tho untvNted parts of rone anl 
uiii—is s;::oIU".i l.y klIt.'s as a laat ;v-
sort. Bark, peeled from !h:? hoopa of 
salt bt-ef and pork barrel, la also 
smoked when the limit i.; reached. 
Those things smoke abominably, and 
the black fume-* that they give forth 
from the sailors' mouth* are alv.-nys 
accompanied by oaths and impreca
tions. Yet many a desperate sailor 
has smoked them In the hope of ap
peasing his tobacco hunger. 

"Laddie." he wild, "d ue ken wltnur 
Mistreats Donald bldcx /'' 

a man. cspayclaliv a single man. hos 
uo' bud.*' she admitted. "But efter tho 

St. Maurice. 
St. Maurice, in Switzerland, is tho 

namo of a little station 011 the railway 
that leads up the Rhone valley from 
the lake of Geneva. The place gets Its 
namo as follows: Maurice was tho offi
cer second lu command of the Thebaic 
legion, which the Emperor Maxlmian 
marched over tho Alps In A. D. 302 to 
quell a rising in Gaul. At Octodurum 
(Martlgny) the legion, every man of 
which was a Christian, was ordered to 
sacrifice to the Roman gods for tho 
success of the expedition. Headed by 
Maurice, they refused, marched off to 
Agaunum (St. Maurice) and there were 
twice decimated to enforce submission. 
But tln»y still refused, and finally tho 
remainder were surrounded and cut 
down by the rest of tho army. 

RAILROAD 
Time Cards. 

Manchester & Oneida Rv. 

TIME TABLE. 
1 "tin No.-j Mhiu heMei at B OO a 111. ar-

rlv«-> vtOiiolihuvi 3:3(1 n.in.Conuftcla 
*uh wt«.i hound <_». <i. \V. No- 5-

. V Imu«s Oneida utfts-JOft.io 
• ; nrftv<* at Manchester nt «;(&». tu 

4, ](-hvos Mtiuciicsier at 7;15 a. ro 
arm^s at OuefOu at 7:45 a. m„ coo 
ikhms wtih oust bound O. G. w. No 
11. KoturuiDK U-'uveu Oueltla at 7:H 

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

BIS DAUGHTER SUSPECTED OF THE CRIME 

Circumstantial Evidence Points Strongly to Her Quilt—Her Strange 
Conduct at Hearing Before the Coroner—Mystery Bafiles the 

> Police—Young Lawyer's Briiiiant Coup—Kidnaping and 
Pursuit Across the Seas as Told by Burton 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 seen Mr. ltoyco, our junior, so deeply shaken, 80 visibly dis
tracted, as lie was when he burst In upon us n moment Inter, a newspaper In 
his hand. Mr. Graham, startled by the noise of his entrnnce, wheeled arouuo 
from bis desk and stared at him In astonishment. 

;  :  -  -A- .  
* vv" v [From The Hplladay..Cjvsc.]„;. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

oiifLie 
Large chunks of partly consumed 

. coal in an ash pan simply mean that 
the stove is not doing its work right. 

J If a good grade of coalisused, the 
ashes from a Wilson Hot Blast Heater 

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

consumed. 
The reason Wilson Hot Blast Heaters differ from all 

j other heaters is because they are made on the patent Hot 
f Blast Down Draft principle by which the draft is taken from 
the top of the heater as (shown in illustration). The 

WILSON Hot 
Blast 

alone has this marvelous scientific feature 
which perfects the draft, causing an even, 
steady lire, burning all the fuel and in addi
tion turns into lieat all the gases which ill 
other stoves escape, thus effecting a great 
saving in fuel consumption. Start a fire in a 
Wilson and 111 ten minutes it will be roariug 
yet it can be 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. You only need to have 
one in your home to know that it is really 
the most wonderful heater ever sold-

Made In different styles for soft coal, and also for 
wood. Picture shows the soft coal licater. If your 
dealer does not sell Wilson Hot lllast Heaters write 
"B. We will tell you where you can get thein and 
•end you a book ou house heatiug. free. 

SIMIIONS HARDWARE CO., St. Louis, Mo. 
Wilson Rsacm are built correctly for 

«mi perfectly dlstrltmtod oven beat. 

S HOME 
ON 

We have nmde arrangements whereby we can, for a limi
ted time, give to all new, or paid 111 advance, subscribers, 

.anivti&ftt MRiicliastor at 8:2C 

at 0:45 a. m. 
Train No. 8, leaves Manchester at m. ar-

. . rives at Onotilu at S:U0 p. ci. coo* 
necta \vUI> C. G. W., No. 4. east 
bound and No. 9, wcit bound Re* 
tuiuliiKloavos Ouelda at 8:83 p. m* 
nrrlvuK at Maachestor at 8:45 p 

Train No io. loaves Manchester at 4:45 p. m. 
itrrhi k at Ont»h1a at 5:15 p. in. Con*~ 
iiwis m >th south hound 0. M.ftSt. 
P Mi. 21. koturulug luaveiOneldft a* r> p. in., arrives at Manchester 

\ 5:40 p. ui. 
J. L. KAJJSEY, 

tien. Traftlo Mnuager. 
TiirotiKh tickets for sale at Mindicator to all 

points in North America. 
-TKA.IN8 WILL STOP ONLY AT— 

Hclkmps Crossing. IMatfonu at Quakw Mill 
Swiluh, Kraukllu Streut Crossing, elj's Oross-
luir. Miller's Crossing, Twin OrossfiiK. Weal 
hiOJk'ti Crossing. 

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

For which the regulur price would be §8.00. Here is a 
chance to pet your year's readme matter at a price within 
the reach of all. Remember, this oiler is for a reasonable 
time only. 

THE MANCHESTER DEMOCRAT. 

$4.75 

ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R. 
TIME TABLE. 

Wain Line Passenger Trains. 

WRflT 1JOUND MAIN LINK 

Nol*U:l3a ni 
No A* 2:18 pin. 
No8.1 +8:03 pm 
No5 tU:OOa m 
So »8t 2:ixi p m 

..lrast Tratu.. 
Thro Express-
....('Upper.... 
Local Kxpress 
•Way Freight. 

KABT BOUND 
No 2* ii:42 a m 
NO 4* 8:161) to 
No 8tt9:00 a m 
So6t 8*40 pm 
No 9411:45 a m 

'vKUAH KAPlDS UKANOtt. 
North Bouud I liet uedar Rpds i Houtb Bound 
—Arrive—' and Manohe»ter I —Leave—— 

No.300 tt;Mlp.m 
No 834 6.4(ia.m 
No.a<Kil:00p.ni 

..1 Passenger.. 

.tPassenger... 

.. tFrelgnt.... 

No.8«59:ioa.in 
No.38b6:20p.m 
No.8003:80 p. m 

All above trains carry passengers. 
•Daily. 
•Dally ExcoptSnnday. 

H. O. PIERCE. Station Art. 
No. 5 Runs to Sioux City only. ' 
No. 3 Huns to Omaha only. 
No. I has connections to Omaha, Htoux City 

and Sioux Falls and No. 2 from same points. 

CHICAGO GREAT WESTERN RI 
"The Maple Leaf Route/* 

Time card, Oncidu. Iowa. 
Chicago Special, Dally, Going East 7:47 a.m 
Day Express dally „2:S9 p m 
Way Freight dally ex. Sunday .11:90 a.m 

(if r g West, North and Boat)). 
Way Frelgh'. daily ex. Sunday 11:20 a.m 
0»y KxpresB daily J :t0 p.m 
St PaulftKansas City Exp, dally 5:81 am 

For Info-mat'on andilokets apply to 
(J. A. HoblnsonrAaent, Oneida. 

INVESTMEMTS 
IN 

SOUTHERN LANDS 
Such investments are not speculative. The 

South 1b not a now country. Markot and shipping 
facilities are adequate aud first class. The , 
climate Is mild ana favorable. Notwithstanding 
these and other advantages, southern lands are 
selling frr prices fur bc-low their real value, and ; 
at present prices t.ut large returns ou the II* 
vestment. For a free set of circulars No«. 1 to * 
us Inclusive, cosiccrmntc the irascibilities of lauds 
Ui Kentucky, V.'tPt Tennessee, Mississippi and 
(.ouiKiauH, tiuniid near tie Illinois Oeutral Rail* 
road, for bouicseukers and Investors, address '• 
Che undersigned. .I.F. MKRKY. 

/ss'Uifij'Pass'r Aseut 1. C*. R.B* . 
Dubuque, Iowa. 

Compound Vapor and Sham
poo Baths. i 

5S& 

Baths 
Vapor 
and 

Mast oil dli-: 
eases are caused 
by poisonous seo : 
rations, whichJ 

clog the wheeh r 
of NATURE. 

TEe name an. . 
;5 ihe s.vjmtums 

may be different, ; 
Shampoo, but the eauie of ! 

disease oen ut 
ually be traced •. 

to the imperfect action oi the mlllioiii 
of pores of tLe hunan body. A bath In < 
accordance with scientific require-
merits ia the best preventative and' 
remedy knuwe. The methods employ 
jd by me are tne most scientific ever ' 
•nv n:od or discovered for disponing 
disease. KeBults tell the story. Give ' 
me a trial. This Is the Conant system ' 
of bums. A competent lady attendant 
in charge of tho ladles department. 

Office and bath roomB on Franklin 
sireet. cppo4te G'.obe Hotel. 

Q. D. QATCS. 6tf 

Why do jrou I 
Why don't yo 
Use Beacom's Picnic mils. 
They will drlvo aw*y your 111a 

Try them. 35 centi. All druitiliti, GOtt 

Illinois Central 
Excursion Rates. 

Kxcurslon tickets will bo nolil by Ihellilnoli 
Central, to the points, end at rates, as follows: 

SL'MMlCli TOUKIST ltATES. 
Tickets <.11 sale dally during the lummer 

'.','0!'L|1S.'s|- A'"111 ""'I Mlufieajiullj, JllDU :; 
Hot Siirluits i.ud D«ii iwooil, ro. Ijak.: Deuwr 
OoMtvta Kj. Inns I'll, bin, and uienwooii * 
iprlnxs. Colo.; ctiilen aud Si.it Lake rily, uub-
ami many aher bummer Kciorls both Kant au<i. 
ttBft, II Iti-il jo Out. n i Also to Yellow- '. 
rail's' ' 1,1 u'uoty days. Wtlte for 

HAltE A.M) ONE-TIIIHD [ON CKltTlFJ-
CATI5 PLAN. : 

Cedar I'R»S. In Iowa St-te Norraul Knmmcr 
School, June in, July Ji, Tickets on sale only ; 
oo certaiu ; 

ONE FA UK TJ.US $2.00. 
Home-seeker*' Rxcurslous, West, South. 

outli'L'Hst aod Southwest. 
Tiketson sale the flrst and third Tuesday of 

each month uutll Oct >bor. To cert%ln doIdm Id 
low.*, Vlunesota. South Dakota, North Dakota ' 
» it ud .no Northwestern States. Tickets 
Alii b-j sola every Tuesday until October Slit 

HnfTalrt N. Y , oetlng Grand Lodge. B. P •" 
'). iiihs. .July IMS. O 

J-KSS THAN ONE FAltE. 
rnrtlaml. Or«, San Francisco. Lo»Aoeele« 

.ud Miii lilepo. C»i.- Levis £ Clark Centennial 
tixjuisiilon »t !'• rllutid, and other meetlim at ' 
above poiuts. Tlcbuis on sale on certaid dates 
evory month until and lnc udtog September, 
limited to ulnet) days (or return, not to exceed ;-
November aoth Write for rates and Illustrated 
folders about the Portland Exposition, 

For particulars as to dates of sale, rates, ete * rtnltt In utitf It 1ii#itu Punthil fT*l. - t- *"»• w unteo ui Haio, rates, i 
apply to any ll.tnols Central Ticket Agent or 'tj IU nil/ IIIIUUIQ VOL 

Iress the uucorKlxoed 
, J P MKRKY, 
Asst. Gen'l Fass. Agent 

DutiUque, Iowa. 

Residence Property for Sale. , 

We are authorized to offer for 
sale the Dr. Sherman residence pro
perty on Butler street. For terms 
ajijily to DitoNsoN & CASE. 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. |\/LALEY. 
Over Atkinson's Blacksmith Shop. 

H' 
MS 

* * 
- ̂  

Art i 


