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a gran' thing it wud be ta stauny up an' say ta, this
deluded female: 'Mem, it is mia duty ta thenk ye
for yer offer; but as yer ritqus an' savage an' un-
seemly carry-ans, are entirely ag'in mia principles,
I respectfully decline ta pit a brusb ta yer hoose
for a' tbe cash in creatîanl' Wud that na' be a
gran' thing, a splendid thing, Wuliie ?"

For severai seconds t~he apprentice gazed wide-
eyed and apen-moutbed at bis master.

"But she wud jist get anither penter !" lie cried.
"dinua see any sense in-"

"That's enaugli, tliat's enougl " said Mr. Red-
liorn, witli a groan. "Pey attention ta yen pentin'.
Ye dinna understaun'. Ye dinna realise what harm
tliae deiuded females are daein' ta the nation for-
bye theirsel's. Their riats may be fargotten, an'
tbe broken winidows can be nepaired, but-"

"Davie, the glazier, was sayin' lie wished she
wuid ha'e a fling at sanie a' the windows in Fair-
port. It wud be a fine job for him. Was it for
brealcin' windows she got the jile ?"

Tbe painter did nat voudihsafe areply, and
anather speil ai worlç was doue in silence.

"Maister Ridbarn."
"'What r'
"She doesna laok a bad yin."
"I didna say she was bad. I said she was

deluded; an' wheén folk gets, deluded ye cati dae
naething wi' them. Pey attention-"-2

"But, Maister Ridborn."
'Criftens! What is it, laddie ?"
"Arn I ta mind ye ta talc' yer meddicine the

niokt?",
Mr. Redhorn irowned, then laughed mirthlessly.
The boy laoked hurt. "It wudna be the flrst

tume I bad minded ye," lhe said in an aggrieved
vaice, "an' ye was aye pleased wi' me for daein'

"'True, Wullie, true," said bis master more kind-
ly. "I had nae business ta expec' ye ta distinguish
atween nia moral aspirations an' ma pheesical in-
firmity. Jist mind me ta tak' nia meddicine-a
dooble doose, if that'll affard ye ony amusement-
an' l'Il be gled ta ha'e yer conipany at tea, in-
cludin' cake an' sardines. Meantime we'll baitb
pey attention ta the pentin' a' tlae railin's, which
was oreeglnailly erected by a gentleman reputed to
lie a great thinker-cbiefly aboct hissel', ta judge
frae the wey lie treated ither falk. But we're nane
a' us perfec', laçldie, an' I'm aye ready ta admit it.
Pro-ceed 1"
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she could quite easily get rid ai ber worliy goods
for the iurtberance ai the cause without the ex-
pensive advertisernent ai actual martyrdani.

TPle end ai May saw the completion ai ber
plans. Tliey were nat witbaut their subtlety.

"cGOOD-AFTtERNOON !"

Mr. Redliorn turned hastily from the bencli
whereon lie had been mixing certain colours. TPhe
dingy paint store was suddenly flaoded witli suni-
shine, and in the narrow doorway staad the "de-
luded fcmale."

"I trust I arn nat disturbinig yau," she said
pleasantly. "I learned irom, your assistant, whom
I met on the raad, that yau were ta, be found here.
Cati you spare me a few minutes, Mr. Redhorn ?"

For a moment Mr. Redhorn rernained speech-
less, petrified. As thraugli a mist lie saw a taîl lady
-ittie mare than a girl s'he seemed ta him then-
witli dark hair and eyes, ciad in a gown ai pale
grey, smiling upon him in the friendliest way pos-
sible. Fifty years had not blinded him ta beauty.

He remembered his manners ere lie recovered
his wits, and doffed bis cap.

"Wauld yau mind if I sat down, Mr. Redliorn?
Tlie sun was bot as'I came alang."

With bis cap, the painter awkwardly dusted
tlie oniy chair an the premises, and fiuding bis
vaice, apalogised for the chair's lack ai a back.

She tbanked him witb a pretty smile, seated
herseli gx'aceiully, and loaked him full in the eyes.

"Do you knaw, Mr. Redharn," 'slie said quietly,
"I did not expect ta be sa kindly received. Indeed,
I was almost afraid ta oeill upan yau."

"Afraid, mern'
"Yes. But I'm nat afraid naw. Yau are not

sa--sa terrible as I expeoted ta find, yau."
"Me terrible ?" said Mr. Redliorn heiplessly.

"Maybe ye've corne ta the wrang place. l'in
josephi Ridhoru, the penter." Frarn sheer farce
ai habit le was about ta add "paper-hauger and
decaratar,' but she cantinued-

"Terrible, but just."
"Somebody's been tryin' ta cad ye, mern," lie

cried invaluntarily. "Was it Peter Danks, the fieli-
manger? Thlat mian's bad bis kuif e in me ever
siice-",

"Mr. Redbarn, pray uinderstand at once that I
bave not been discussing yau witb your neiglibaurs.
'Terrible, but just' was the impression 1 liad fanm-
ed ai you, and I arn onlyr tao glad ta find that it
was partly wrang. Stijl, I fancy yau could be
terrible."

Mr. Redhorn rubbed bis long nase, and.stale
a glance of mingled gratification and suspicion at
bis visitar. "Terrile, but justl" Undaubtedly, lie
bad been called worse nines in his time.

"It may be," she went on, "that yau and 1
differ as regards a certain matter muicb befare the
public at present, but I earnestly hope not. Iu
eitler case, I arn about ta, tbrow myself an your
mercy."

At this the painter cauld not help stepping back
a pave, in doing which lie came juta violent con-
tact with the bench. Nevertheless lie accepted tbe

"How goad af you !" Certainly this was the
mast agreeable prospective customer of the painter's
career, but he was now taa confused ta appreciate
the agreeableness as he ought to have done.

"l'Il tell you what I want in as f ew words as
possible," she continued briskly. "Before convert-
ing Grey liouse froma its present condition, I very
much wisb ta convert the people of Fairpart frani
theirs. You understand ?" (Mr. Redhorn didn't,
but he made an inarticulate sound which was cheer-
fully accepted as -indicating assent.) "I arn simnplY
determined ta gain the sympathy af Fairport ta-
wards aur cause. With a coiany of sympathisers
around it, Grey House will indeed be a happy rest-
ing place for aur tired labourers. So, ta begin
with, a fêw f riends and myseli are going ta liald
a meeting in the hall, on Friday evening of next
wýeek, when we shall do ail we can ta put aur
aims and sa on, clearly before the peaple of Fair-
part. I arn confident that the people will 'under-
stand our position from aur brief speeches as they
cannot be expected ta do from the newspapers.
And s0 I have corne ta the man whom ý believe ta
be respected by the people, the man whom I knoW
ta be just, the man wbom I know ta be gifted with
much intelligence and the power.of expressing lim-
self-I have came ta you, Mr. Redhorn, ta, asic yot'
an Friday evening ai next week, ta take the chair."

It is no exaggeration ta say that at these wards
the brain of joseph Redliorn reeled, and, that he
reeied slightly himself. He put -out a biand tLO
steady himself *and knocked aver a pot oi Piil<
paint.

Too late Mrs. Methven sprang irorn ber seat.
A spirt ai paint reaclied bher peariy grey skirt. For
a moment she iooked tliaroughiy angry, but the ex-
pression ai the luckless painter's cauntenance Was
too much. for her sense ai dignity. Stijl flushed,
slie broke into a kindly laugli.

"Oh, mem! Wbat ha'e I dont *e cried Mr.
Redliarn in liorror and dismay. 'Eediotat
arn !" he added, securing turpentine and a hai4t1

ai dlean rags, and falling on his knees.
"Don't distress yourself," she said gently an

1initruthfully;1 "it's a very aid one, really."
Witl babblings af apaiagy andl seli-reproachlie
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