
*^ PENNY PLAIN
over r,.y a di^ifio,! Imly with black lace on her head. Iromem )er«l Mrs. Jowett's passion for stncco sainte in
her b^lroom, and picke.! o„e up, remarking, that it would
be a nice rcmcmbran<.o of Stratford. 'Oh, surely not,
madain, H«,d the shoc-ke,! voice of the shoj>h,dj, 'surely
a nobler memory -and I found .7 «.a,v a figure of Christ}*

Jean simply rushed out of the shop," said Jock, "and
sne hain't paid, and I Im.i t« „^ • • i ,

^ ^^

piuu, HU(i i iiuu to go in again with the

from h,, pocknt. Ho unwroppod it, revealing a small bust
01 Shakespeare.

"It's a wee Shakespeare to send to Mrs. M'Cosh—and

rIIHJ
^'' ^'"' Bathgate^a funny one, a pig.

He handed the card to Lord Bidborough, who read
aloud the words issuing from the mouth of the pig:

Vou may push me
tou may shovp,

But r novcr will be druv
From Stratford-on-Avon."

"Excellent sentiment, Mhor—Miss Bathgate will be
pleased."

"Yes," said Mhor complacently. "I tJiought she'd like
a pig better than a Shakespeare one. She said she won-
dered Jean would go and make a fuss about the place a
play-actor was bom in. She says she wouldn't read a word
he wrote, and she didn't swra to like the bits I said to
her.

. . This isn't the first time, Richard Plantagenet,
I've sat up for dinner." ^ '

"Isn't it?"

"No I did it at Penrith and Shrewsbury and last
night here."

"By Jove, you're a man of the world now, Mhor."
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