
TH E D EL UDE D F EM AL E
An Amnusing Story of Mr. Redhorn and a G4arming JJ4idow

THE litte village of Fairport-on-Cyde wasin a ferment. of speculative gossip. Since
the taking fire of the local police constable's
chimney (which event fiad, appropriately

enough, coincided with the local celebrations of
the great Queen Victoria's Diamond Jubilee) noth-
ing had occurred ta stir ta suoh an extent popular
exccitement. The arrest of a tiniker on a charge of
bigamy, the stranding of a dead whale, two parlia-
mnentary elections, tihe marriage of the mifister, the
[ong-cantinued fog of the year i905, the week-end
visit of a golf champion in the fallowing year, the
birth of a three-legged chicken-these events had
n their times given rise ta considerable and even
ieated discussions; but neyer during the last decade
iad tangues wagged as llhey were wagging now.

The Grey HRouse had found a tenant at last 1
Perhaps one ouglit ta say that a tenant had found
lie Grey House; but for years the latter, wifih its
liany blanc windows and 'big, neglected garden,
iad seemed ta be looking for the former. The Greyîouse was a good house-so everybody in Pair-
aort declared-but it would take mudlh -money ta
)ut it ini habitable condition. And Fairport was
vondering, among other things, how far Fairport
vould -benefit materially. The baker, the butcher,
und Peter Danks, the fish mercliant (lie objected
a "manger"), were inclined ta be optimistic,'vhiereas the grocer shoolc his head and quoted
iumerous instances of "swells" getting ail their
t'avisions fromn the city in order ta save seven-
ence-ha'-penny or thereabouts; and whilst the
amner and plumber prafessed tihemselves hopeful,
oseph Redliorn, the painter, expressed the glooniy
pinion that ail Fairport would get out of the job
7ould be the profits on board and lodging supplied
) the small army of tradestuen certain ta be im-

," said Mr. Redliorri, on being rallied
bis neiglibours, "it's noa' dypepsia this
presentiment, or forebodin', which ye'll
in due season."
=ç at the dictionarv aLyain." the nier-
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Weel, I've got a bit news for ye. Did ye notice a
yaung man wi' a bicycle, a wee while back? He
was sendin' a telegram, an' him an' me got on the
crack. He gi'ed me some information aboot Mrs.
Metliven."

"Did he? Whiat did lie tell ye ?"
The postmaster enjoyed the curiosity which lie

had aroused.
"Hurry up, man 1 Tell us what lie sýaid. Wha

is she? Wliaur does she came frae ?" came a shower
of questions.

«h cames frae some place near Edinburgh,"
he said at last. "She's been a weedow five year.
She writes books, but pits a different name an
them."

The faces of several of the mnen feli.
"Writes books 1" said one. "I doot that'll na'

bring siller ta Fairport."
"It'll maybe tac' siller out o' Fairport," said

another. "D'ye mind the man that rented Eden-
grave? He wrote books. You'll mind hirn, Rid-
horn ?"

"Five pound three an' nine" the painter re-
p4ied with a remniniscent sigh.'

"Aye needna be feart aboot 'the cash in thiscase," the postmaster resumed. "She's a weedow
wi' a fortune. She writes novelles for fun. But
tha't's no' a' aboot her."

"What else is there ?"
"She's been in jile," said the postmaster. Hewaited till the exclamations were exhausted, and

added: "S'lie's a female suffragette, if ye ken what
that means."

"Oh, criftens 1" murmured Mr. Redhorn, while
the others expressed them'selves more loudly in
varied fashion. "Ma worst forebodin' is aboot ta
be realised 1"

"Havers, Ridhorn 1" said the piermaster. "Ye
nleyer foreboded onything like this. Ye neyer kent
she had been in j ile. Dinna pretend y e did. An'
Whlat difference is it gaun ta mak' ta Fairport ?"

"Diffe'ence 1" cried Mr. Redbarn ini his high
vasce. "l tell ye,> lie said solemnlv. "it'il shk

iinal of the decp-
>art, on that fine
ve attracted more

was of a furtive
notice of a less

apprentiýce joined him, panting, and, after a glance
at him, took up pot and 'brush.

"What like time, is this ta corne back ta yer
wark ?" Mr. Redhorn demanded sternly. "If ye
canna eat yer dinner in an 'oor, ye best get oot o'
the pentin' business-an' become an artist. I'm no'
gaun ta pander ta yer luxuriaus notions-mind
'that 1"

*Willie was not unused ta reproofs, but theseverity of his master's tone on thîs occasion fairly
took him aback.

"I wasna eatin' a' the time," he replied; "I-I
was watchin' the boat commn' in."

"Ha'e ye neyer seen a boat comin' in afore?
The boy çlipped his brush and slopped it on a

-rail.
"See here, ma lad," Mr. Redhorn cried, "pent

costs money,-an' the grass is green enougli."
TItis admonished the boy painted carefully for

the space of five minutes. He was fond of ismaster, and, after the feeling of resentrnent had
passed, put down the latter's crustiness ta the score
of dyspepsia, for which, by the way, Mr. Redhorn
was famed in Fairport, and which seemed to the
boy a much superior complaint ta the mare popular
one of indigestion. As a matter of fact, the painter
was year by year becoming more and more im-
mune from the trouble, but in a place like Fairportreputations, liowever quickly they may be made, are
not lost in a day. At the end of the five minutes
Willie very casually remarked-

"I seen lier."
"Did ye ?-what are ye talkin' aboot laddie ?"The second query came fast on the heels of the

first.

"Thle leddy was in jile."
Mr. Redliorn frowned, but said nothing.
"Ye shaisld ha'e been at the pier," sai d Willie.
"I had neither the curiositty nor the ambeetion

ta see the deluded female ye refer ta," Mr. Red-
horn coldly returned. "Pey attention ta yer pentin',
or ye'll neyer live ta. taste' the sweets a' success."

'"Wlat's a deluded female, Maister Ridhorn ?"
"I'm. tellin' ye to pey attention ta yer pentin'
"inm peyin' attention!I. What for diii she

get the jile ?"
"Haud yer tongue, laddie 1"
For awhile the wark went on in silence. At

last-
"D'ye think we'll get the job at the GreyHoose?" inquired the apprentice.
"That," said Mr. Redliorn, "is a question, but

it's no' thie question I wud ask--Vhe burnin' ques-
tion, ta quote a famous poet-"

"What's burnin' aboot it ?"
Mr. Redhorn waved aside the impertinence with
"The burnin' question is," lie said ponderously,"1whether I 'could accep' the job at the Grey Hoose,

supposin' it was offered ta me an a silver salver
by a flunlcey on lis bended knees.. TPha's the
burnin' question!1"

"D'ye think she wudna pay lier accoont?" Wil-
lie asked after a sho:rt pause.

"Criftens !" ecclaimed the painter impatiently,
"diii ye neyer hear tell o' principles-high moral
-principles ?"

"Ay. I've heard ye gassin'-I inean speakmn'-
aboot 'then, but I didna' ken wliat ye was iirivin'
at. What wey wi*d ye no' talc' the job, if ye got
t~he chance ?"

.Mr. Redhorni sizhed. "I doot ve're ower vin


