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. Our Scotch Corner

SANDY GOT “THE KICK."
p was a housemaid in Edinburgh,
d come home for a holiday to the

air of her native Kilouddie. Her
et was a well-to-do crofter. She was
clet T, trig lass, but as arrant a flirt
| $hé giddiest seaside summer girl. Eli-
fhle young men are scarce in the coun-

80 she resolved to try her powers
fascination on Sandy Birse, the plow-

n, who struck her as an  excellent

oon itself “at the lonely twilight hour.”
Ballochyle, on the road to Glen Lean,
was the scene of Fletcher’s song. “The
Lassie wi’ the Raven Locks.” In In-
nellan manse the Rev. George Matheson
composed his beautiful hymn, “0 Love
that wilt not let me go.” And the road
between Dunocon and Sandbank, by the
lovely, heron-haunted Holy Lock, inspir-
ed at least one description of Rabert
Louis Stevenson, who, as a young man,
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doot.”

» en a deid wecht aff my mind.

Sho |

L “Ay, he's a shop o’

for flirtation. AN the fun

to be on her side and all the sen-

and effection on his. Every wea-

 in the female armory was brought

into requisition, and poor, bashful, ob-

Sandy, under the spell of her win-

Ing ways, soon became her most ardent
dmi and willing slave.

It was rare fun, and Susie enjoyed

immensely. One night at the

of the byre she allowed Sandy to

& kiss. The crack of it was like

o lﬁg‘swnos in collision. It disturbed

pven ©cows ruminating in the byre.
" Boon Susie grew tired of canny San-
, and resolved to give him what in
parlance is called “the kick.” Like
e flirt she was eager to gloat over
broken heart,
met Sandy at the back of the
one might, as usual.
" “Gran’ nicht,  Susie! Hoo’s a’ wi' ye,
1" said Sandy, holding out his hand.
i But Susie drew her hand away, and
d dryly—“Yes, it's a  bonnie
? She was evidently in the huff.
fae clonded, and he looked like a
D ‘xhng for the dentist to draw a

L *“Did ye ever see a bigger, rounder,

fawer mune than

gently,

, wha cares for the mune? I'm
mune struck.”

Sandy was troubled. A long silence

The sudden change in her de-
nor puzzled him, and he was com-

tely gravelled for something to say,
last he said—“The morn's the flo’er
w. Will ye gang, Susie?”

‘Naw, yve can tak’ yere grannie,” she

that, Susie?” said

ued

feplied, iggling.

true state of affairs was now be-
g to dawn on even his dull intel-
He gave a low, soft whistle, and
oo i g : . A
- ‘Whit wye will ye no’ gang wi’
“Because my ain young man's comin’
ae Edinburgh the morn tae tak me,”

: gitd_l\‘usin, tossing her head.
didna ken ye had a sweetheart

re. He'll be a smert chappie, nae

“He is that, Sandy, tall an’ guid look-
F and."—looking at Sandy’s feet—*“he
8 wears No. 6 buits.”
Aguin Sandy whistled softly, and a
bstio smile sixteen inches to the foot
repread his broad face. “Ap’
aff, Susie?!”

his ain in the

is he | shores. Bowling gree

@ligh street, an’ we're gaun tae get mar- |
it at the New Year.”

Then pretty Susie looked at Sandy,
ing him to give a broken-hearted
, and fall over in a dead fairt. But
rose to the occasion. To her intense
ent, he gave a hearty laugh,

d said, gayly, “I'm rale glad. Ye've

Ye

r a bumbee

‘er.

htit ye micht gang intae a decline if
heard I was gaun wi’ Leezie Loney,

Barley Riggs. But since yer gaun to

® marrit there's nae herm dune. Gosh!

micht hae droo’t yersel’, an’ been

d oot o' the dam wi’ my photo in
er pooch. I'm rale gled yer gettin’
arit aff my haun’s!”

Then Susie sailed off with all the dig-

she could muster. “The kick™ had

b been the success she anticipated,

CHRISTMAS WITH HARRY
LAUDER.

As I sat emoking with Harry Lauder

er dinner on Christmas Day 1 not

ped he looked rather glum. “What's
ong!” I asked. “You don’t look hap

)

“My boy,” he rephed, ¢

ow the terrible trouble

Then he went on to explain.

*“You know my popularity as a fun
. Well, now, I am the innocent
of great suffering to thousands.

iy come to hear me sing, atd Jaugh

they are lockjawe At every town
ed T leave the hospitals full of lock:
patients.”

“Well, Harry,” | said, “you must just

op your tickling.

“My boy,” he replied, “that’s just
I can't do. I ve signed con-
in advance for years to come.

fink of my predicament. I tickle the

tion till it is lockjawed! I have pro-
d to change my songs, substituting
Nlose the Shutters Willie's Dead,’” ‘“The
ftde One That Died,’ ‘Poor Old Jefl/
#q on, but the managers say this

. would only result in the people

g their jaws with yawnidg. I

‘ thought of {Nuiug the stage for

fe pulpit, but there again I fear my

; would bave the same disas-

as resuit. Every day I fear arrest

being a danger to the public.”

I'm a kin’ o’ butterflee

vou don't
in”

At this point we were interrupted by

arrival of a policeman.
“*You see,” said Harry, “the blow has
Sl

" He was then marched away to dur-
3 vile, folowed by a crowd of bis ad-
who had just come out of hos-

ABOUT DUNOON.
(By George Eyre Todd.)
ory, in the popular mind, still to
. p extent surrounds the person-
by of that pathetic figure of story,
p's Highland Mary. As a matter of
& indeed, probably few  ordinary
ps of the poet could give anything
‘& full account of the circumstances
girl's life. Nevertheless her cay-
connections are probably as
ined as those of any lass in
humble rank of life who at-
“the passion of the poet. By the
. tradition of Dunoon, Highland
iy is said to have been born in a
whose site is now occupied by
ore farmhouse, by the side of
ntiful i¢ Burn which comes
behind the town. It is for this
§ that the statue of  Highland
fy stands to-day on Dunoon Castle
“ ing wistfully away to the
ré coast and the scenes of the
inate love story that was to give
lying fame.
pon, indeed, and its neighborhood
gen the inspiration of not a few
productions. William Cameron,
merchant who had a house at
the charms of “Morag’s
Fy Glen,” the next enchanting hol-
fin the hills south of the Balgie
Thomas Lyle, the Glasgow surg-
thor of the f:

| lovely

| and smoke-pennoned steamers,
irxn-\\ n shores and green encireling hills
| remains in the mi

T was |

|

I

is said to have taken a part in super-
intending the building of Dunoon pier.
In the Yirst decades of the nineteenth
century there were in Dunogn, besides
the church and the manse,
than three or four houses wearing the
dignity of slated roofs: The place, in-
deed, chiefly existed as the station of
the ancient ferry from the Cloch to
Cowal, on the highway to Otter Ferry
on Loch Fyne, and the route to the Wes-
tern Isles. But the coming of the Comet
and other steamers on the firth made
the shores of Cowal more easily acces-
sible to Glasgow folk, and_some of the
most prominent citizens set an example
of building summer mansions there. At
Camusreinach, the “Bays of Ferns,” at
the mouth of the Holy Loch, James
Hunter built Hafton House and a pier,
from which the spot took the name of
Hunter’s Quay, At Toward the indomit-
able Kirkman Finlay, with his fortune
made from running the blockade of the
first Napoleon’s boyeott of  British
goods, built the modern Castle Toward,
and planted five million trees, the be
ginning of the finely afforested moun
tain sides of the region to<day. And at
Dunoon Mr. James Ewing, LLD., of
Strathleven, Lord Proveost and M. P.
for Glasgow, built his marine villa, since
known as the Castle House, beside the
Castle hill. The example of these three
was soon followed and from that day
Dunoon has grown and spread, till to-
day it is recognized as probably the
most thriving and enterprising of the
seacoast resorts on the Clyde.
,Within the last few years it hasspent
£50,000 on its handsome pier, and £40,
000 on its two mile esplanade, and has
bought the Castle House and Gardens,
and built there a fine pavilion, at a cost
of £15,000, where it carries on daily
concerts during the season, with fam
ous musicians like Kubelik on the plat-
form. The firth make some-
thing like one hundred calls at Dunoon
pier every ds and the place is the
most convenient centre for all the end
less excursions by sound and sea loch,
kyles and island shore, for which the
Clyde is fs Rowing boats and mo
tor launches play all day on the sunny
water of its bays. Hunter's Quay, at
hand, is the greatst yachting resort in
Scotland, and the famous regat-
tas of the morth take place off these
and tennis lawns
and golf course sh holiday accu
pation of the healthiest sort. And in all
directions lie drives and rambles, along
storied and through wild and
f the hills. The panor-
na itself from Dunoon of the glitter-
firth, with its white winged ‘hts
its town

steamers

most

shores

passes

1 of the most heed-
less visitor “a thing of beauty and a
joy for ever.”

With all these attractions there can
be llit{le marvel at the popularity and
populousnass of this capital of Cowal
At the same time, amid all its sunshine
and music and joyous iety, Dunoon
has a eilent story of the past which is
thrilling and dramatic enough. These
shores have smoked with the fires of
Baal, and rung with Roman bugles, and
shone with the royal train of Mary Stew
art, and been reddened with the blood
of a massacre more dreadful than that of
Glencoe.

““The remains of the pagan cromlech,

or altar of the Baal worshippers, are

still to be seen on the hillside above the

at Ardenadam. That altar probably

ive the name of Loch Seante, or

Loch, to the sheet of water on

it looks down, and something of

s remained in evidence so

ain betrothal

rites deemed inviolable among the na-
tives of the countryside,

The site of the Roman camp, again, is
pointed out at Ardenflate—the “Height
of Slaughter,” above Kirn—and one can
fancy the sunset flashing there upon the
brass-clad sentinel as he kept his out-
post on the Cowal hills.

It seems to have been to beat the
hardy Norsemen back that David the
First settled the House of Stewart at
Renfrew. At any rate the Stewarts did
that service, wrested Cowal and Bute
from the Norse power, slew the famous
Somerled, and were made lords of Bute
and Cowal by Malcolm the Fourth. Du-
noon was still their possession two cen-
turies later when Edward Baliol over-
ran the country and scized the strong-
hold with nearly all others in Scotland.
But there came an eventful night when
Robert the Stewart—he was Bruce’s
grandson and the promise of Scotland—
escaped in a little boat from hiding in
Bute, gathered his vassals about Dum-
barton, and eweeping down upon the
Cowal shore, took Dunocon by storm.
That was the signal for Scotland to
shake off the English yoke, and soon the
land was free again.

Queen Mary on her return from France
paid a visit here to her favorite half-
sister, the Countess® of Argyll. It was
that sister who was presently to be her
companion in the turret chamber of
Holyrood when the ruffian crowd of no-
bles burst in and slew the shrieking Riz-
zio at her knee. And it was Argyll him-
self, that sister’s husband, whose faint-
ing or falseness on the field of Langside
was to, lose that crucial battle for the
Queen. But nothing of all this was fore-
seen in that July weather when the fair
young Mary Stewart came riding to Du-
noon and spent two days hunting in the
Cowal glens and made merry with her
sister and the earl

Mary and her grandson Charles had
both bent their heads to the block when
the next historic incidemt, the blackest
in its record, took place at Dunoon. It
was 1646, Montrose had fallen, and Ar-
gyll was master of Scotland. Forthwith
the clans who were Campbell enemies
were made to dree their weird. In par-
ticular, the Lamonts of Cowal, seized in
their castles of Ascog and Toward, were
hailed to Dunoon, and on the Tom-a-
mhoid, a spit still pointed out beside the
kirkyard wall, some two hundred were
done to death by hanging, dirking and
burying alive. It was that terrible trans-
action which, more than any other, per-
haps, brought the Marquess of Argyll
to the block after the Restoration in
1661.

From that time, as if they shummed
the place, the family of Argyll no longer

the frequent scene of

lyric on

sang the charms of Dun-

ided at Dunoon. But in 1685 their
castle here was to pay its own forfeit,

not more |

when it was |
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MODISH PRINCESS GOWN.

No. 6136—An unusualy attractive model is shown in this de-
sign fo a Princess gown, handsomely developed in biscuit colored
broadecloth, with a trimming of buttons and silk soutache braid.

The mode closes in the back, the

panel front extending up to the

square neck, the long graceful lines rendering the mode exceed-

ingly becoming.

chine, wool ecrepe and

The design is suitable for chiffon voile,, crepe de
broadeloth.

For 36 inches bust measure

7 3-8 yards of 44-inch material will be required.

Ladies’ Princess gown. No.
40 and 42 inches bust measure.

6136. Sizes for 32, 34, 26. 38

A pattern of the accompanying illustration will be mailed

to any address on receipt of ten

cents in silver or stamps.

Address, “‘Pattern Department,’’ Times Office, Hamilton.,
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Protects You From Colds!

Just Breathe ** Catarrhozone ”
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The Earl of Argyll, son of the beheaded
marquess, had risen against the perse-
cuting Government of James the Sev-
enth, and had failed—he had slept that
“last sleep of Argyll,” since made the
subject of a famous picture, in the same
State prison above the gateway of Edin
burgh Castle where his father had slept
his last sleep before him—when his feu-
dal enemies, the Atholl men, burst like
a fiery torrent over his estates, and,
along with many another humbler abode,
the Castle of Dunoon was committed to
the flames,

Since that day the strong
a ruin, and at the present hour nothing
but a green mound remains to mark the
scene of s0 much splendor, cruelty and
pride. Its memories make a strange and
striking contrast to the gay and bril-
liant life of the modern watering place
which in these last years has sprung up
about its foot.—Scottish Review,
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“This seems like old times,” re-
marked the facetious customer as he
gazed at the grandfather’s clocks in
the antique shop.

| 17 Certainly, I have.

| that

.The Heart of a Piano

* Is the reproducer of its tone.
The heart of the New Scale Williams Piano is the Harmonic Tone-

Prolonging Bridge.

This new and exclusive invention isolates the tone from the late—and i
treble and bass being of the same quality and carrying power. * coiias dhosi
. The ““New Scale Williams™ is made in musical atmosphere. “The men who create and
design and improve, and even build, the ‘‘New Scale Williams” are musicians in the truest

sense of the word.

They have the artistic soul—the sclence of tone production—and the mechanical skill—
to give to the musical world, that masterpiece of harmony—the New Scale Williams Piano.

R. Wafkin Mills, One of England’s Greatest Baritones, Praises the New Seale Williams Piano.

Gentlemen —I have heard your New Scale Williams Plano and consider it a
is most satisfying and of beautiful quality. Both for solo work and general use |
best Pianos made on this continent,

Beautiful booklet—illustrating and describing these Pianos,
THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO. LIMITED

Fait! ly yours,

sent free on request,

fine instrument. Its tone
t holds its own with the very
R, WATKIN MILLS,

OSHAWA, Ont.

G. W. CAREY, 90 King Street West

LOST OPPORTUNITIES.

The Aggressive Man Lectures His
Threadbare Friend.

The rather threadbare man smiled sad-

ly.

to make,” he said.

“I haven’ any particular complaint
“I think I have done
prety well, considering my opportuni-
ties, I've a large family, you know,
and that makes a difference.”

The aggressive lnu!\in?' man with Hn'.
massive gold watch chain said “Pooh!
explosively, “Opportunity,” he growled.
“What are you talking about? You've
had as much opportunity as I have, and
more, too. I've got a famly, haven't
No, my friend,
the trouble. The trouble is
haven't taken advantage of
your opportunities. \When opportunity
came knocking at your door you didn't
hear her, You thoug
up and sit your Well, she

isn't
.\nll

that

doesn’t do that. Sl too much of a
lady. If you want to embrace her (h:\l'sl
all right, but she isn’t going to do the|
embracing herself, Whenever she’s been
around to see me I've been watching at|
the keyhole and I've had her yanked |
inside before chance to see
whether she’s got the right number.”
“It seems to me that’s rather .|::h‘nl‘
d , isn't o
too ardent,”

looking man. ! he {

she got a

gressive

| she likes to be treated. Mz
| of her

and be sure to tell her to call
again. Talk about. opportunity! Wasn't |
Bondson living within half a block of |
you when you were a young man, and |
Qdidn't he have a girl as good |
enough for anybod I remember your
telli about | She got a mil-
lion and a half under the old man’s will
when he died last year. There was your
opportunity, but you didn’t
you l

“Well, no,” admitted the threadbare
man. “I can't say that I did. I didn't
know her, you know. 1 suppose [!
might have sent in my card and pro-|
posed.”

“You could
just the same,
ing man. “You
you were a ]llx'(!_\
and you dressed well in those da)
vou needed was nerve, If I'd have been |
the ladies’ man you were 1'd have tried
it, T know that. There's that suburb|
you're living in. When you bought your |
lot why didn’t you buy three or four|
" You'd have been independent to- |

who

1 me

see it, did

ve worked it all right, |
\id the aggressive look- |
brother and
good looking boy— |

AlL|

knew her

acres?
day if you had.”

“I hadn't the money to begin with” |
said the threadbare man,

“That's You could
got some options anyway.”

“I suppose I could.”

“And when I wanted you to take li\.w(,'
appointment on the Board of Works you |
wouldn’t do it. It wasn't a great deal,|
but you could have got a stand-in with |
some of the big guns and got a good |
thing sooner or later Polities is all
right when you know the game and get |
on the inside. Yon had a good chance
there. The man who took that job I
wanted you to take is drawing his §5,000 |
a year right along now, to say nothing
of what he makes on the side.

“P've had others, if I could think of |
them,” said the threadbare man. “If I
had bought wheat the right time uml|
sold at the right time I might have been |
rich a dozen times over. [Lve had op-
portunities of that kind every day. I
might have worked my way out to Alas-
ka and got in before the big rush if my

N0 excuse. have |

foresight had been as good as your hind-
sight is. T bad an opportunity to help

King and Crown Prince of Portugal will lie with their. dead an-

{ for society at all.

you out of a hole once, if you recollect,
and I've been wanting an opportunity
to see you for a week., Now if you
could %

“Excuse me,” said the aggressive look-
ing man, “there’'s a fellow in the car
ahead I want to talk to a minute. See
you later.”—Chicago News,

——————
WHEN ROBERTS' CHANCE CAME
He Returned From the Party, Bring-
ing His Sheaves With Him.

Little Robert, aged four, presented his
mother with & large sized shock the other
day. It was a case of sowing a mild
little breeze and reaping a full grown
whirlwind, says the New York Sun.

Robert is Mrs. B’s. first, and has al-
ways had a large front seat in her affec-
tions. Even when Mrs. B. attended
parties she remembered Robert, and
would slip a bit of-candy into her hand-
kerchief to carry home to him.

Not that Robert did not have as much
candy of his own as was good for him—
and more, too—but he took an awed de-
light in anything which came from a
party. So hiz mother always produced

”

| some souvenir of her modest social dis-

sipations with which to satisfy Robert.
A few weeks ago Robert himself went

to a party; his very first. A maic

brought him home and left him, to-

welcoming mother.
The first rapture of description had
scarcely begun when Mrs. B, became
conseious of the bulky bag.

“Why, Robert, what’s this?”

“It’s for you. I brought it to you
from the party.”

With some misgiving Mrs. B. opened
the bag. It contained a large orange,
nuts, candy, grapes, cakes—in fact, a
very respectable assortment of refresh-
ments suited to the juvenile taste.

Robert had supposed it was quite the
usual thing to take little consoling items

eager arms of his

|1n the uninvited members of one’s fam-

ily, and he had taken a generous delight
in securing & truly noble collection for
his mother.

I'hat lady faced the double problem
of explaining the situation to Robert’s
and of presenting to Robert a

hostess

clear reason why what was sauce for the |
| goose, so to speak, was totally different |

{ ' R. B. GARDINER,

thing for the gander. The explanation,
which simmered down, of course, to a
question of size and quantity, was far
from being clear to Robert, who is low
in his mind and thinks he doesn’t care

- ———
TO IDENTIFY BEER MUGS.

Queer Markers Used by Munich Con-
noisseurs.

The German people are great beer
drinkers, and Munich especially is noted
for the excellence of its beers, One of
the most celebrated of its beer houses is
the Lowenbraukeller, and enormous hall
gayly decorated with evergreens and
closely packed with tables, at which na

| tives and visitors sit over their “bock,”

while the band discourses sweet music.

Both the beer and the music are of
good quality, but what gives the house
its distinctive character are the “beer
markers,’ ’

These are little puppets of knitted
wool about four inches high., The mark-
ers are placed on the mugs by the beer

drinkers so that when the mug goes out |

to be refilled it will come back to its
proper owner. Each man, therefore, by
simply placing his beer marker upon his
mug, always gets his own back and not
somebody else’s,

The markers, says the Baltimore Sun,
are nearly all caricatures of prominent
people, including the Emperor, the
Czar, Bismarck, Caprivi, the late Shah,
and also local celebrities,

The figures are knitted by an old
woman, who goes around among the
beer drinkers selling them at 10 cents
each.,

—t P
Passing of Script Cards.

Shaded old English is now the most
approved form of engraving for visiting
cards, says the New York press. The
seript style, time honored and artistic
though it be, has had its day, according
to stationers who speak with authority,
Fashion dictates a graduated scale in
the matter of shading effect, young folks’

cards showing but delicate lines, while |

those adapted to the middle-aged and old

persons bears medium and heavy trac- |

ings respectively. A movel
imitation of expensive plate
has lately been introduced in the metro-
politan market. The promoters of this
project state that results equal to high-
priced tool work are available at about
half the figures usually charged.

e
TOO0 MUCH POLITICAL GRAFT.

Many say it can’t be prevented, neither
can corns or warts, but they can be cured
by Putnam’s Corn Extractor. It cures
corns and warts without pain in twenty-
four hours. Use only “Putnam’s.”

—— el

At a fashionable wedding the bride-
groom generally gets his name in th
mr_»um those present, ¥

process in

' HAMILTON

! gether with a large paper bag, in the |

printing |

A Brazilian Convict Colony.

The penal colony of the State of Per-
nambuco, Brazil, is on an island threa
hundred miles off the coast, There are
600 convicts at present, They arise at
6 a. m., and work till 2 p. m., for the
State, cultivating cotton of a superfine
quality. After two o’clock they
for themselves. The island is one
most orderly and productive bits
in Brazil. It is a model cony colony
and the cheapest run of any in the
world. The group of islayds to which tha
penal one belongs is where the equator-
ial and south equatorial currents
vide, and it is surrounded by a triangu.
lar sheet of quiet sea full of all kinds of
fish valuable commercially.—Chicage
Tribune.
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of soil
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I you want a woman

voa absolutely and implicitly, keep

telling her that she i3 thae sweetest
thing that ever happened.

to believe

List of Agencies
where the

TIMES

may be hadjy

€. J. WARTHUR, Stationer,
JRnboea St., 4 doors from. James

“

| ® W. SCHWARTZ,
Ropal Hof2l News Stand,

" THO8. FRENCH, Stationer,
g0 James Street North,

G. B. MIDGLEY, Printer,
282 James Street North,

A, F. HURST, Tobacconist,
294 James Stxeet North,

A. A. THEOBALD, Tobacconist,
358 James Street North,

" JAS. WEENZIE, Newsdealer,
834 James Street North,

D. MONROE, Grocer,
James and Simcoe.

Waldorf Hotel
I JOHN HILL, Tobacconist,
17t King Street East.

"'W. B. FLEMING,
Barber and Tobacconist,
243 King Street East.

TH. P. TEETER, Druggist,
King and Ashley.

2. J. \’BRIDE,
666 King Street East,

["H. R. WILSON, News Agent,
King and Wentworth Streets,

J. WOODS, Barber,
401 Barton East,

"H. HOWE,
587 Barton East.

" A.W. SWAZIE,
647 Barton Street East.
3. A. ZIMMERMARN, Druggist,
Barton and Wentworth, also Vio
toria Avenue and Cannon,
H. E. HAWKINS, Druggist,
East Avenue and on,

["A. GREIG, Newsdealer,
10 York Street.

JAMES MITCHELL, Confectioner, '
97 York BStreet.

A. NORMAN,
103 York Street.

| MRS, SHOTTER, Confectioner,
244 York Street,

""NEW TROY LAUNDRY,
357 York Sireet.

& WOTTON,
376 York Stregt.

T2, 8. MDONNELL,
374 King Street West,

' M. WALSH,
244 King Street West.

D. T. DOW,
172 King Street West.

JOHN MORRISON, Dru
1ra Main Stre;t Wgax:.n'

A, F, HOUSER, Confecﬁonet,
114 James Street South,

BURWELL GRIFFIN,
Queen and Charlton Ave,

MRS. SECORD,
Locke and Canada.

CANADA RAILWAY NEVS CO,
G.T. R. Station,

" H. BLACKHURN, News !
T, H & B, ohuu.‘m" i
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