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Mrs. Robinson conveyed sundry dishes from
the oven, also the teapot from the hob, to the
table.

" w^""*
>^'^^''". *.* ^^ ^^^^y' ^^ herself.We 11 no wait for Macgreegor."

" Gi'e him five minutes, Lizzie," said Mr. Robinson.
Imm nae hurry,*' remarked Gran'paw Purdie

who had come up from the coast that afternoon.
Im awfu' hungry, Biaw," piped a young

voice. ^ ^
c
^^^^' Ji™sie," whispered daughter Jeannie.

Said Mrs. Robinson, a little impatiently : " Come
awa', come awa', afore everything gets spiled. Mac-
greegor has nae business to be that late" She
ganced at the clock. " He's been the same a' week.
Haste ye, John."
John opened his mouth, but catching his wife's

eye, closed it again without speech.
Excepting Jimaie, they came to the table rather

reluctantly.

!!
Ask a blessin', fayther," murmured Lizzie.
Shut yer eyes," muttered Jeannie to her Uttle
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brother, while she restrained his eager paw from
reaching a cookie.

Mr. Purdie's white head shook sHghtly as he said
grace

;
he had passed his five and seventieth biith-

day, albeit his spirit was cheerful as of yore ; in his
case old age seemed to content itself with an occa-
sional mild reminder.

John distributed portions of stewed finnan
haddie, Lizzie poured out the tea, while Jeannie
methodicaUy prepared a smaU feast for the impatient
Jmisie. Gran'paw Purdie beamed on the four, but
referred surreptitiously at brief intervals to his fat
silver watch.

It is eight y^rs since last we saw the Robinson
family. Nat^raUy we find the greatest changes in
the younger -n mbers. Jimsie from an infant has
become a schoolboy ; he is taUer, more scholarly
less disposed to mischief, more subdued of nature
than was Macgregor at the same age ; yet he is
the frank, animated young query that his brother
was, though, to be sure, he has a sister as weU as
parents to puzzle with his questions. At thirteen
Jeannie is a comely, fair-haired Kttle maid, serious
for her years, devoted to Jimsie. very proud of
Macgregor, and a blessing to V-r parents who
ctrangely enough, rarely praise . . her chief end
seems to be to serve those she loves without makine
any fuss about it.

^
As ior John, he has grown stouter, and to his wife's

dismay a bald spot has appeared on his crown ; his
laughter comes as readily as ever, and he is just as
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prone to spoU his children. But by this time Liwde
has become assured that her man's light-hearted,
careless ways do not extend to his work, that his

employers have confidence in their foreman, and that
while he is not likely to rise higher in his trade, he is

still less likely to slip back. She is proud of the
three-roomed modem flat in which she and hers
dwell, and her sense for orderliness and cleanliness
has not lost its keenness. In person she is but little

altered
: perhaps her features have grown a shade

softer.

" Ye see, Maister Purdie," John was explaining,
" Macgreegor's busy the noo at a job in the west-end,
an' that's the reason he's late for his tea."
" 'Deed, ay. It's a lang road for him to come

hame," said the old man. " An' is he still likin' the
pentin' trade ?

"

"Ay, ay. An' he's gettin' on splendid—jist
splendid !

"

" It's time enough to be sayin' that," Lizzie inter-
posed. " He's no' ony furder on nor a lad o' his age
ought to be. I'm no' sayin' he's daein' badly,
fayther; but there's nae sense in boastin' aboot
what's jist or'nar' ?—Na, Jimsie ! it's no' time for
jeelly yet. Tak' what Jeannie gi'es ye. laddie.—Ay,
the least said

"

" But his employer's pleased wi' him ; he tell't

me as much, wife," said John. " An' if ye com-
pare Macgreegor wi' that young scamp, Wuilie
Thomson "

Oh, if ye compare a man wi' a monkey, I

ti
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J^S-^'''
"°'

'**" ^^^ ^°' *^' °^- But,rcaUy,

" Maw where was the man wi* the monkey ?
"

S'JJf!
J"°^« ^o"«J» bread and butter.

with i^t f ^'
^^^f:'

.^^P«'«^ Jeannie, and forth-with set her mmd to improvise a story involving ahuman bemg and his ancestor
^

sul'w hT^ Tu'^.'i,^
Granpaw, once more con-sultmg his watch, " that Macgreegor's workin' for^ wages Surely he'll be gettin' overtime themcnt. I hope his employer's a kind man."

"W.l^' "^ **°°* *^* *^**'" Lizzie returned.

«^w^ ^ Macgreegor money for the car when he'sworkm' m the west-end."

whilJ^hn
^ ^'T' '"^t^^J" cried Mr. Purdie,

while John smiled as much as to say, " Ay I he kens
Macgreegor's value 1

" ^ "exens

"An' I'm thinkin'," Lizzie continued, "that

I L^^ ^ " exclaimed the old man ; " has the
laddie commenced the smr in' a'ready ?

"

"Oh, naething to speak aboof^aid John, a
tufle apologetically. " They commence earUer than

No ^that I wud smoke a ceegarett: if I was paid

Uz^^^
^^ °^^^ ^°^"^ ^^^ ^® smokin'," observed

"/can smoke." declared Jimsie indiscreeUv
Jeanme pressed his arm.

"i^reeuy.

John guffawed, Gran'paw looked amused until
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li^e ^demanded
: " What's that ye're sayin',

creitM^"
"" * "* '"^^^" nomWed Jimsie,

• '.'^^•"'"f J"*^' *'*''* )°<:"1« wink at his father,

mw " y*" '*»rt ye singe yer whiskers, ma

" John/' said Lizzie. " it's naething to joke aboot.
. . . . Junsie, If ever I catch ye at the smokin' I'll
stop yer Seturday penny, an gi'e ye castor ile instUd.D ye hear ?

"

" Hoots
!
" cried Gran'paw. " that's a terrible

severe-hke punishment, Lizzie I

"

qulT^^"
*^'

"' *™"* ""' ««* ""^^y"
" Hear, hear I

" from John.
lizzie was about to speak when the beU ram?Je^e slipped from her chair. "

I'll gangMaw, she said, and went out.
^*

"It's Macgreegor," remarked John. "Ha'e ve
kep' his haddie hot for him, Lizzie ?"

^

"What for wud I dae that?" retorted Mre.
RobmsOTi in a tone of frony, going over to the ovenand extracting a covered dish
-H^wl^'. laughed John. " I Icent ye had some-

" What for did ye ask then ?
"

She came back to the table as her son entered aveiy perceptible odour of his trade about him-4i
odour which she still secretly disUked though nearly
tiiree years had gone since her first whiff of it.What kep' ye ? she enquired, pleasantly enough.
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<«

t«

It is possible that Macgregor's dutiful greeting to
his grandfather prevented his answering the question.
He appeared honesUy glad to see the old man : yet
compared with his own the latter's greeting was
boisterous. He returned his father's smUe, glanced
at his mother who was engaged in filUng his cup,
winked at his young brother, and took his place at
the table, between the two men.

I'

Ye'll be wearied," remarked John.
" No' extra," he replied, stretching his tired legs

under cover of the table.
" Did ye walk ? " his mother asked, passing him

his tea.

Ay."

It'll be three mile," said John.
Jeannie came from the fire and put a fresh slice

of toast on his plate. He nodded his thanks, and
she went to her place satisfied and assisted Jimsie
who had got into difficulties with a jam sandwich
that ooxed all round.
" What way did ye no* tak' the car, laddie ?

"

enquired Lizzie.

" I'd as sune wal .," he replied, shortly.
** It's fine to save the siller—^h, Macgrcegor ?

"

said Mr. Purdie.

Macgregor reddened.
" It's something new for Macgreegor to dae that,"

lizzie quietly observed.
" Tits, wumman I

" muttered John.
** Wi' their cheap cars," put in JAt. Purdie, " Glesga

folk are like to loss the use o' their legs. It's terrible
to see the number o' young folic that winna walk if
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they've a bawbee in their pooch. I'm gled to see
Macgreegort no' yin o' them." He patted Mac-
gregor I ihoulder as he might have done ten years
ago. and the youth moved impatiently.

K '.'"J^'^o' complainin' o' Macgreegor walkin' when
he micht tak the car," said Lizzie, " but I wud Uke
to see bm puttin' his savin's to someguid purpose."
At these words Macgregor went a duU red. and

set down his cup with a clatter.

;' Ha'e ye burnt yer mooth ? " asked John, with
quick sympathy.

u !i ^*u ' .
^^^ *^® ungracious reply. " It's nae-

body s busmess whether I tak' the car or tramp it.
See's the butter, Jeannie."

^

IHiere was a short sUence. An outbreak of temper
on Maqjrcgor s part was not of frequent occurrence.
Then John turned the conversation to a big fire
that had taken place in Glasgow the previousSirht
and the son finished his m^in sUence.
At the earliest possible moment Macgregor left the

kitchen. For some reason or other the desire to £etaway from his elders was paramount. A few nl-
utes later he was in the litUe room which belonged
to hun and Jimsie. On the inside of the door was
a bolt, screwed there by himself some months ago.

?' K '^ u^J ^'^^ * *°^^ ^t ^^ on The

washed his hands m turpentine ere leaving the
scene of his work.

^
He donned a clean collar. As he was fixing his

bunday tie a summons came to the door. He went
and opened it, looking cross.
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]'

JJ[**^'
^^* *" y« wantm'. Jimsie ?

"

«. ?u ^T ^'^^ "** P"^*y* Macgreegor ?
"

Och, I clean foigot."

plC' '*'' ^*"- "^* P'°°^'" ^^ <^om.

Ma<^or patted the youngster's head. "
I'llbnng It the mom's nicht, as sure as death." he said.

I msony. Jimsie," he added apologetically.

retired!
^ "''' ^"""^^^ ^^'" *^^ ^^^' "^

Mapp^or closed the door and attended to his
tie. Then he looked closely at his face in the mirrorhangmg near the window. He was not T^u'My good-looking lad, yet his countenance si^estednothmg cowse or mean. His features as futures,
however, (hd not concern him now. From his ve7
pocket he brought a knife, with a blade thimied by

TL^^'^^'^^J^"^"^''- He tried its keeJ

swi tn K J^T**'^°^^^ ^**^' ^d applied the

upper hp. It pamed hmi, and he desisted. Not
for the first time he wished he had a real mor
wJ^ITf•

^""^ ^"^ ^^"^ ^^y* ^« ^°oJ^«d at hiswatch-his grandfather's prize for "good conduct " of
eight years ago-and proceeded hastily to brush his
hair. His hair, as his mother had often remarkeddunng his childhood, was " awfu' iU to lie

" Fora moment or two he regarded his garments. Hewould have changed them had he had time^rwas it courage ?

FinaUy he took from his pockets a key and two
penmes. He opened a drawer in the old chest, and
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placed the pennies in a disused tobacco tin, which
already contained a few coins. He knew very weU
the total sum therein, but he reckoned it up once
more. One shilling and sevenpence.
Every Saturday he handed his wages to his

hoard was the result of two weeks' abstinence from
agaxettes and walkmg instead of taking the car.He knew the job in the west-end would take at least
aiiother week, which meant another sixpence, and
the coming Saturday would bring a second sixpence.
Total m tte near future :-two shillings and seven-
pence. He smiled uncertainly and locked uo the
treasure.

*^

A minute later he sHpped oieUy into the passage
and took his cap from its peg.

f-—o
The kitchen door opened. - Whaur are ye gaun

Bfacgreegor ? " his mother asked.
* '

" Ooy he repKed briefly, and went. Going down
the stairs he felt sorry somehow. Sons often feel
soiry sonjehow. but mothers may never know it.Wh«i^e hiding her hurt, had shut the kitchen
door, BIr. Purdie said softiy :

" That question an' that
answer, ma dear, are as auld as human natur'."

As Macgregor turned out of the tenement close he
encountered his one-time chum, WilKe ThomsonMac^or might not have admitted it to his parents'
but dunng the last few weeks he had been folding
Wilhe 8 company less and less desirable.

Wiffie now put precisely the same question that
«rs. KoDinson had put a minute earlier.
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" I'll maybe see ye later," was Macgngor't evasivemp^, delivered awkwardly. He passed on.

-w« '* /* ^ ceegarette on ye ? " cried Willie,
taking a step after him.

« Na."
" Ye're in a queer hurry."
" 111 maybe see ye later," said Macgregor again.

^iw**^ *^'**^ *" ^ *^""°"* ^^^y fashion.
WUlie made no attempt to overtake him. He,

too, had been finding a certain staleness in the old
fnendship-Hspedally since Macgregor had stopped
his purchases of cigarettes. Willie was as often out
of employment as in it, but he did not realise that
he was m danger of becoming a mere loafer and
sponge. Yet he wa» fond of Macgregor.
Macgregor passed from the quiet street wherein

he hved into one of Glasgow's highways, aglow with
eirctnc hght, alive with noise out of afl proportion
to Its traffic. He continued to walk swiftly his
alert eyes betraying his eagerness, for the distance
of a couple of blocks. Then into another quiet
street he turned, and therein his pace became slower
and slower, -mtil it failed altogether. Beneath a gas
lamp he questioned his watch, his expression be-
tokening considerable anxi-ty.

It was a fine October night, but chilly—not that
he gave any sign of feeling cold. For a space he
remamed motionless, gazing up the street. Possibly
he would have liked a cigarette just then.
As though rousing himself, he moved abruptly and

I^oceeded slowly to the next lamp post, turned
about and came back to his first halting-place, where
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contmued to ttroU between the two ^t. F..
Pe»oa. pajsed him, „d he did not .^to JhZ

larthedidstop.itwaswithawrtofi^

toS Z."'
** """^ • <^' *»"««' ""> -»«

\



Mary fount! employment^yP' *°" "^"^ Jessie

weak moment he had sauMrf».7 ** *"=* «>at in a

Katie, his iiist love (so fafaTZL ^° **<*«^ for^e picnic was a thoronh '"'"'>• «<JhimseK
Mapgx^ornor Katie«St'"?r'' "«Sr
ttat anything came beSvl*- '*^»« so much^t had been betw^''^^'^^' «Jhat sometiTThtte was no quarrel ?^^VT^"^-^"^^to silence, increasing i^^J " <'"^««. » tenden«^
wore on. And, atbsT^^ =" «« "right ^t
on the way home, tSy St ' ^"^^ ^fflpartmentT
«owd, Katie dun^bvriTh^'

^^^ '<««ther byX'
« gloom. ™'' '"*'' *anay. Ma-^egor sti^^'

Opposite them sat Jessie Maiy uid h„
,t
^ """ "» escort, a
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sne was deserted mdeed
; perhaps Macereeor «penenced prickings of shame „ot7hathf^d ever"given or a.ked promises. Stii, it is to be hoS that

H^uradviroT^^vr -' °' ^^''' ^~"
Affection 'twixt youth and youth is such a delicate sensitive thing. fuU of pfomi^ L "^

p^ett"

of WilT *^ "=^"«''* •'y «>« ^^'"^ous dark eyes

hddTtf"^K '""*'' ^y ^" '"P-dent red mou^r

the htt^e brown mouse at his side I At briefer and

as to lessen his contact witT kL Anf k*°

a':^;o^^'fot^°"! -p^'^^niTt:t
" I ^>h i °^." "' ***P' 'ty^^h shoe, sayinK

•

wad^'^^fTrid^' ""^^'' M^'Sreegor." i st^a^e

could scarce ^;::?r*tS'ei^';S»^t'"r

n^r^iJtv^-Ji^^^raraaX^^^^
B

Tl^^:T»-3D^.siB.si[.». .^k m tt^-^^-TDMOK^
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she not been wearing a white frock with a scarlf c

belt ; but that was grossly unfair to Jessie Mary.

The animation and fresh coquetry of eighteen were

also hers.

Nigh three months had gone, autumn had come,

and here in a dingy side-street the captivated youth

had Hngered on the bare chance of a glimpse of the

same maiden in her every-day attire, his mind tor-

mented by his doubts as to his reception, should she

happen to appear.

And now she was approaching him. For the Ufe

of him he could neither advance nor retire. Still,

such of his wits as had remained faithful informed

him that it was " stupid-like " to do nothing at all.

Whereupon he drew out his watch and appeared to

be profoimdly interested in the time. At the

supreme moment of encoimter his surprise was, it

must be confessed, extremely badly managed, and

he touched his cap with the utmost dififtdence and

without a word.

"Hullo I" Jessie Mary remarked carelessly. " Fancy

meetin' yon, as the man said to the sassige roll 1

"

It had been a mutton-pie at their last meeting,

Macgregor remembered, trying to laugh. Some

comfort might have been his had he known that this

flippancy, or its variant, was her form of greeting to

all the young men then enjoying her acquaintance.

Jessie Mary usually kept a joke going for about

three months, and quite successfully, too.

" Did ye no' expec' to meet me ? " He stumbled

over the words.
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"I
Jessie Mary laughed lightiy. mockmgly

wasna aware yer best girl li^ed L this sU^^'
It-It s no the first time ye've seen me here "

he managed to s&y.
^®'

7^iA ^u *'• "^ ^°^^ have told her if he

"Oh, ye can come as far as Macrorie's " she

^nJT^ "?
^"^^^ ^^*"^^ ^°^ microscopic mercies

step with her. Jessie Mary was a handsomely built

^t7hir"^' ^-^h^-^derwasquiteonJwe
with his. There were times when he would faShave been taUer; times, also, when he woSd Shave been older, for Jessie Mary's years exceed^

^heri^'^TK* ^T^h^l^'^^^^owth^of her age without reference to his own. He^s^fact about to speak of it, when Jessie Ma^^^';"^
FH^ f* .*^ *^^ ^°^*^^ Iromnongers' dance onFnday week, after a'. When fayther was at^ teathe mcht, he said I could gang " *> ai nis tea

She might as weU have poured a iue of ir.water over him. "Aw did hT?
"

k ^^ ^®

feebly.
'^ ^^ murmured

" OnL^ f?'''^'^
.''*'?'^' Macgreegor," she continued^^Only three-an'-six for a ticket admittin' lad^^l

"Och, I'm no' heedin' aboot dancin'/' said

"SS^' -&-'ifi > <'M'^m-
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1
t

Macgregor, knowing full well that his going was out
of the question.

" It'll be a splendid dance. They'll keep it up
till three," she informed him.
With his heart in his mouth he enquired who was

taking her to the dance..
*' Oh, I ha'ena decided yet." She gave her head

a becoming little toss. " I've several offers. I'll

let them quarrel in the meantime."
Perhaps it was some consolation to know that she

had not decided on any particular escort, and that
the rivals were at war with one another. While
there is strife there is hope.

" Ay ; ye'll ha'e plenty offers," he managed to
say steadily, and felt rather pleased with himself.
"I'm seriously thinking o' wearin' pink," she

told him as they turned into the main street. "
It's

maybe a wee thing conmion, but I've been told it
suits me."

Macgregor wondered who had told her, and stifling
his jealousy, observed that pmk was a bonny colour...." But—but ye wud look fine in ony auld
thing." Truly he was beginning to get on.

So, at least, Jessie Mary seemed to think.
" Nane o' yer flattery I

" she said with a coquettish
laugh.

" I wud like fine to see ye at the dance," he said
with a sigh.

" Come—an' I'll gi'e ye a couple o' dances—three,
if I can spare them." Hitherto Jessie Mary had
regarded Macgregor as a mere boy, and sometimes
as a bit of a nuisance, but she was the sort of young
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woman who cannot have too many strings to her bowI can get ye a ticket." she added encfuiagi^y
For an mstont it occurred to MacgregoTto^W

to let him take her to the dance-he woid tod ttemoneysomehow-but the idea died in its birto h!~"" »<>''»«• go to the dance and do STwhS
she might laugh at him and refuse.

'

reeretMlT ^ '^'?^' ^^°°^ *^* *«=«." •>« saidr^tfuUy. Then abruptly :
•' Yer birthday's onTuesday week, is't no' ?

" "

pa^^4!*"?^^tS?,^iha^..«^—nthe

bodya^ ^cL^' *•-* >- ^^<^y to some-

" My I ye've a memory I
"

" But it's on Tuesday week—the twintv-thirf ?I was wantin' to be sure." ^^^ '

h^I^' '*'« the twinty-third, sure enough." Sheh^ved an affected sigh. "Nineteen! Tm getto'auld Majgreegor. Timelwasgettin-alad" Eh?^.She laughed at his confusion of face. " But wWfor d'ye want to ken aboot ma birthday" "S^.
innocently enqmred, becoming graver '^ **
The mgenuousness of the question helped him.

^fTo .aJTbu-^t^rSht^,^/^.-.^^
;^&:-''-s-d^--r^^£?
dec«,cy to .gnore the smile of the yoLgm»^JJ^
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!

the counter-the yoimgjman with the sharp nose and
exquisite black moustache ; nor did she appear to
notice another young man on the opposite pavementwho was also gazmg quite openly at her. " Here we
are an here we part-to meet again, I hope/' she
added, with a softer glance.

J^I^^f}' ^J^'""^
«ot yer messages," said Mac-

gregor, holding his ground.
She gave him her sweetest smile but one. " Na

Macgreegor
; it'll tak' me a while to get the mes-

sages, an Ive ither places to gang afterwards.
Maybe 1 11 see ye floatin' aroun' anither nicht."

But I'm no' in a hurry. I-I wish ye wud letme wait.

Her very sweetest smile was reserved for the most
stubborn cases, and she gave it him now. But her
voice though gentle was quite firm. "

If ye want to
pl^se me, Macgreegor, ye'U no' wait the nicht."
He^ conquered. She nodded kindly and

entered the doorway.
" Guidbye, Jessie Mary," he murmured, and turned

away.

There were no other customers in the shop. JessieMaiy took a seat at the counter. The young man,

t^dS^
moustache, gave her a good-evening

"I'm to get to the dance," she said, solemnly.
Tlie young man's hand fell to his side. " Wi'me ? 'he cried, very eagerly.
"

} ^^'f?*
™a<^e up ma mind yet, Peter. I want

a pair o kippers—the biggest ye've got."



Ill

The outside of the shop had been painted but
recently. Above door and window were blazoned in
large gilt letters the words :

STATIONERY and FANCY GOODS.

Just over the doorway was very modestly printed in
white the name of the proprietor

:

M. Tod.

What the M stood for nobody knew (or cared)
unless, perhaps, the person so designated ; and it is
almost conceivable that she had forgotten, consider-
mg that for five and thirty years she had never
heard herself addressed save as Miss Tod.
For five and thirty years M. Tod had kept her shop

without assistance. For five and thirty years she
had lived in the shop and its back room, rarely going
out of doors except to church on Sunday mornings.
The grocer along the way had a standing order

:

practicaUy aU the necessaries of fife, as M. Tod
understood them, could be supplied from a grocer's
shop. A time had been when M. Tod saved money ;
but the last ten years had witnessed a steady
shrinking of custom, a dwindling in hopes for a

*3

fm^f^x '€:
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peaceful, comfortable old a^e a ci,«vi,-
dwindling in M. Tod her^If a S

'^'^^'^^ ^nd
fn-*.«^i X

nerseii. A day came when a

laugieS^t i^°i*^V° **' ^0 '*»<=« *« "everSr t!. '^ "^^ '=°"''^ not laugh at the

'pT^tT^tir n^ ^S:^Bfe 'Sfer^""'"'
""* "<>

sweet-sooner or later ' '

*"*^°'*' ""=* "^

favdvfco^d'iw"'
°'^*"^' *° *« doctor wouldmvoiye conaderable personal expenditure not tomenbon the engaging of an assktant.^r MTod had reckoned up the remnantc^* ^ '

and ^timated her 4ndJSn gene^HS
proceeded to prepare a two-line advertisen.pnt tZthe Evening Express. She was st^^XSS^ of
composition-endeavourini! to sav in t™™!,* ?
what she thought in twXdrXwhrMr Zf
^n^ri^L^""; ^<l"'^""=d with his Idndi;manner in the past, she ventured to confide to himher present diiEculties.

to hun
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you—in fact T'm «
™>'/"^^« Cnnstina might suit

her along to see you ^\yZLl^ ""*™ ""''

woman whni !?
P^asdy reassuring to the old

wCw^ ^ °° experience of you4 folk Mdwho had been her own mistress for si lonf

she said to her^lf whSe"atten4"Ke"uto^;
demureness to M. Tod's recital of th.^ *"

quired Of her assL^tant-" l7^°4t,X",

-

It was Saturday afternoon. M. Tod was about to
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leave the shop for an airing. Time takes back no
winklM, yet M. Tod seemed younger than a year ago.
aie had lost the withered, yeUowed complexion of
those who worship continuaUy in the Temple ofTannm

; her movements were freer ; her voice no
longer feU at the end of every sentence on a note of
hopelessn^ Though she had grown some months
older she had become years less aged. She glanced
round her shop with an air of pride.
From behind the counter Christina, with a kindly

faintly amused smile, watched her.
'

" Ay," remaiked M. Tod, " everything looks veramce—vera nice, indeed, dearie. I can see ye've
done yer best to follow ma instructions."

It had become a habit with M. Tod to express
observations of this sort prior to going out, a habit
also, to accept aU Christina's innovations and
miprovements as originally inspired by herself
Even the painting of the shop, which, when first
mooted by the giri, had seemed about as desirable
as an earthquake, had graduaUy become her very
own bright idea. Happily Christina had no diffi-
cultym tolerating such gentle injustices ; as a matter
of fact, she preferred that her mistress should be
managed unawares.

" Tak' a squint at the window when ye gang oot
"

she said, pleasantly. " Ye ha'ena seen it since it
was dressed. There's a heap o' cheap trash in it
but it's trash that draws the pubUc noo-a-days."

'

"Oh, I wudna say that, dearie," said the old
woman. " I've aye tried to gi'e folk guid value

"

"Ay! Ma aimt was like that—near ruined

{!
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hered* tryin' to gi'e the public what it didna want.
What the pubhc wants is gorgeousness^an' it wants
It cheap. Abyssinian Gold an' papermashy leather

^r.!^ ""^.'.u^
*^°° photo-frames I "-Christina

pointed— the best sellin' photo-frames ever we had I

In a week or so, they get wearit sittm' on the mantel-
pece an doon they fa* wi' a broken leg ; in a fort-
night they look as if they had been made in the year
ten B.C. I Behold thon purses I Safer to carry
yer cash m a paper poke, but the pubhc canna resist
tne real, genuine silver mounts. Observe thon "

Weel, weel," Miss Tod mildly interrupted.
It s maybe as ye say, an' I canna deny that custom's

l!?^w " * .?"* '*'^ * '^^ P^*y *^*t ^0^*^ ^^^a buyme Best' '

" Oh. let the folk pity theirsel's—when they eet
sense-an' that'll no' be this year. Gi'e them wL
they want, an' never heed what they need. That's
the motto for a shop-keeper. Come ower here for ammute till I sort yer bonnet, or ye'll be lossin' twa
o yer grapes. I hear figs an' onions is to be the
favounte trimmin' next Spring. Ye could dae wi'
a new bonnet. Miss Tod."
" So I could," the old woman wistfully admitted

as she submitted her headgear to her assistant's

"jr^JP*
" ^ ^°"^<^a say when I got this yin."

Uh, I m no' keen on dates. But "—encourae-mgly- we'U tak' stock next week, an' when weVe
struck the half-year's balance I'U no' be surprised
It ye tak the plunge an' burst a pound-note at the
miUmere." Christina administered a final pat to
the ancient bonnet. " Noo ye're ready for the road
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See an' no- catch cold. I'U ha'e the ketUe at theWe against yer return at five.

"

fr!2^
"""'

*^ ^!f'"
'^^^^ ^- "T^ ^ho. to tell the

^t'A T'^.u'^T^y ^^« ** ^«" t«a-time. andmoved to the door.

cau' it'T° p
" ^^^!^^^^' " ye wudna care to

cal^ at the Reverend Mr. McTavish's an' politelyask for payment o' his account-<:onsi8tin' chieflyo
,f
nnon-paper He's a whale for sermon-paper

f

''

Oh. deane. dearie, I couldna dae that," falteredM. rod, and made her escape.
"If that accomit isna paid sune." Christina

mmrnured, •' I'U ha'e to ganj^asel' an'put STl^o death mto the man. Business is business-even
when It s releegious."

-*«—^vcu

She looked round the shop to discover if aught

nS ^Z
^^^'^^i^^' then being satisfied thatnought could be miproved, she seated herself on the

stool and prepared to do a little book-keepinir
As she dipped her pen. however, the door of theshop was slowly opened, the beU above it bangedand a young man-so she reckoned him-cam^in'

^ her qmck way. though she had never seen him
before she put hun down in her mind as a purchaser
of a hdf-penny football paper. But having recovered
from the alarm of the beU and carefully shut the doorhe hesitated, surveying his surroundings

Christina flung back her thick plait of fair hair
shpped from the stool, and came to attention. '

Nice day, she remarked in her best manner.She contnved to get away from the vernacular inher business dealings.



J

COURTIN' CHRISTINA 29
•• Ay," The young man smiled absently.
Nice teeth," thought Christina. (That Mac-

gregors teeth were good was entirely due to his
mother s finnness in the matter of brushing themdumy his younger days. He was inclined to be
proud of them now.)

"Just take a look round," she said aloud.
Macgregor acknowledged the invitation with a

nod.

" Was it anything special you wanted to see ?
"

she enqmred.

Macgregor regarded her for a moment. " I had
a look at yer window," he said, his eyes wandering

*'"':!^Tf/
^""^ ^ ^^" naething dearer no. a shiUin'."

Oh I exclaimed Christina. Then recovering
her digmty^" The window is merely a popul^
•*?-^^;. ^* ^^""^ ^^^^y °^ °^<>r« expensive goods

withm She felt pleased at having said " within
"

instead of " inside."

" aILV"! r'"^
" ^'^P^n^ve " Macgregor shrank.

Aboot half-a-croon ? " he said diffidently, taking
a step towards the door.

'^

A'
"."^/-a-<^rown and upwards." said Christina very

distmctly As a matter of fact, the shop contained
lew articles priced as high as two shillings, the
neighbourhood not being noted for its affluence ; butone of Chnstina's mottoes was " First catch your
customei and then rook him." "Oh. yes "

she
added pleasantly. " our goods at half-a-cro^^^ are
abundant."

For a moment Macgregor doubted she was laugh-
ing at him, but a veUed glance at her earnest face

~;-- * -sr St
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reassured him—nay, encouraged him. He had
never bought a present for a lady before, and felt his
position keenly. Indeed, he had left his home
distnct to make the purchase in order that he might
do so imrecognised.

So with a shy, appealing smile he said :

" It's for a present."

;* A pr^nt. Certaintly !
" she rephed, lapsing a

tnfle m the excitement of the moment. " Male or
female ?

"

Macgrf gor gave her an honest stare.
" Is i^ for a lady or gent ? " she enquired, less

abashed uy the stare than annoyed with herself for
having used the wrong phrase.

" Lady." said Macgregor, with an attempt at bold-
ness, and felt himself getting hot.

" Will you kindly step this way ? " came the
polite in\'itation.

Macgregor proceeded to the counter and bumped
his knee against the chair that stood there.

" Useful or ornamental ?
"

*' I—I dinna ken," he answered between his teeth
I'U break that chair's neck for it some day !

"

cned Christina, her natural sympathy for suffering
getting the better of her commercial instincts. Then
she coughed in her best style. " Do you think the
young lady would Uke something to wear ?

"

"I dinna ken. I'm sure." Macgregor pushed
back his cap and scratched his head. " Let's see
what ye've got for wearin' an'— an' no' for
wearin'."

Christina, too. nearly scratched her head. She

^:tk \ W^.^'

'
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^^^I'^'T^ V ^^u
^^''' '^^ ^^^^ l^y hand* on

articles for which she could reasonably charge half-
a-crown. ®

Without very noticeable de^3v she turned to adrawer and presently displr , ed a snia]! ,^een oblong
box. She opened it.

^

^

''This is a nice founta.i-pen." sae explained.
It s pnce has been reduced "

ye l^th^^s^r''^'"'^'
^^°* '"^'"'"^ ^^'' *^^^

'' rU make it two shillings to you." Christina said
persuasively. '' That's a very drastic reduction."
Which was perfectly true. On the other hand ^epen was an old model which she had long despdred
of selhng " Nothing could be more suitable fTa
yornig lady," she added, exhibiting the nib. " Real

But Macgregor shook his head.

^^

With apparent cheerfuhiess she laid the pen aside.
It s for a young lady. I think you said ?

"

Ay. it's for a young lady, but she's no' thatyoung either. Aboot ma ain age, maybe."
Chnstma nearly said " about twelve. I suppose,"

but reframed She was learning to subdue h^rtendency to chaff. " I perceive,"^she said gravdy!
Is she fond of needlework ?

" ^

I think her mither's sewin' it for her "

iierself. Oh. Chnstopher Columbus!" Sheturned away sharply.
" Eh ?

"

,-priM./-^©y^
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" She'll be a brunette ? " said Christina calmly,

though her cheeks were flushed.
" I couldna say," said Macgregor again.
Christina brought forward a tray of glittering

things. " These combs are much worn at present,"
she informed him. " Observe the jewels."

*' They'll no' be real," said Macgregor doubtfully.
" Well—a—no. Not exactly real. But everybody

weers—wears imitation jewellery nowadays. The
west-end's full of it—chock-a-block, in fact." She
held up a pair of combs of almost blinding beauty.
" Chaste—ninepence each."
" Ay," sighed Macgregor, " but I'm no' sure "

" Silver belt—quite the rage—one shilling."

Macgregor remembered the scarlet belt at the
picnic. He had a vague vision of a gift of his in its

place. He held out his hand for the ghttering
object.

" You don't happen to know the size of the lady's
waist ? " said Christina in a most discreet tone of
voice.

'* I couldna say." He laid down the belt, but
kept looking at it.

" Excuse me," she said softiy, lifting the belt and
fastening it round her waist. She was wearing a
navy skirt and a scariet flannel shirt, with a white
collar and black tie. " My waist is just about
medium." She proceeded to put the combs in her
hair. "Of course they would look better on a
bnmette." She permitted herself the faintest of
smiles. "But you can see how they look when
they're being worn."

h^-'M-i-mj^
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«as he shocked by tte crudity and g^ess 'ofZ
ge„eral effect was not so shocldnc ChStinahavu^ previously experimented with the oraaS^'had a pretty good idea of how they apo^^^nh^ It would be difficult to dS";^S
fis^ve^tL^ T^'J"' '^^^'^ "^ unexpected

J-ii'^J^p^r-'-'^-^-^y.andputhis

tol?r^
^°"'" '^'* °^^"°='- " Will that be aU

tH:^^^p^!ft^;^,--ts^^s^nd.g
som^undefinable reason let the coin''K<^"Lt

..Chifetina proceeded to make a neat parcel

Ay. But I diiina live far awaV Now that thA

r^:^rp°s^^'-'^--*- ^^^v*
"Do you think so? I'm verv ^ua

got ^mething to suit you '^ it'^^TT^ y^^fHdf-a-crown-two-and-six exactly. G^^ iZ.
It may be that Macgregor would have stoooed mmake a remark or two on his ownaS K?then an elderly woman entered the sho™

C

mmw^:,^^'^r^mi!3t -^^^v'-mm
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" Guidbye, Miss/' he murmured, touching his capand departed with his purchase.

^'

Christina dropped the silver into the tiU To
herself she said

: "I doobt he's no' as green as he's
cabbage-lookin'." Aloud: " Nice day, Mrs. Dumi
Is your httle grandson quite well again ?

"

;.fe£
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hands l^f^^^fY j?'^*i*^°°
**« "^ °™>

that mav be l«ff tTlt
""y "ashful is a question

insighin«^M i?"^
'''° '"^^ *e profound

of a vS^ ^ 1*^°^ *^* '**"<=>te workings

2me C^h»^h k''''"?
imagination. At tS

^^^opes, but to divulge tliese in detail would be

hoS-S'l^'oS^df'"'*^ "'^ ^^'
forwanJ, wTuldS f^L

^.^("e and straight-

most miserable state, so much «n *w .7S1 "'^ *
much so that on this

35

very

M.ir»»T"JiJ
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^^!^^ ^"^^^^ "^""P^^ '° «>^«aten his aunt

„ ° ^ ,
customary penny for " the Dlate "

He jmgled the coins in hiTpocket whiShe c^^ded

to ao so whUe he waited for the sympathy which oastexpenence of hk friend led him t™expect
^

It was therefore somethinz of a 5in/.b ^,^ urn-
whe. Macgregor, privately fo^i%fet4 w^hhe had not spent on a birthday card, rephed -

Icould manage wi' the tuppence WiJhe An' T'npay ye back on Seturday fC''
"

coL^tightiy''"''
^*°PP"^ ^'^^"'^^ ^^ ^-tched his

Macgregor repeated his words hopefully.
Aw, but I canna len' ye the tupiince "

said

Wilhe shot at him a curious dance " \m..4. *

dWantthetup^ncePHa-e^S'^nS^:

^'?ofXriS3— rrc^o^i
puimg the other's sympathies and penil W,h
te7''''i

''^r^ered ^ith cautionT" 'rU ma^
Ijfr

'*r"> ™ «>« tuppence."
'^'^

WJhe laughed. " I'm no" sae green. Ye bestget yer fayther to gi'e ye the mone^"
^'
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an hour when Jessie Mary would be ceftoin to be

SS1,re-*"«»^'-STL'S

yMO>.'". I ?".:»»
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xrindow 1. **"8 glass panels at the back of thewndowjras open a few inches. This aperture

a scaWet shonlS^r'a^SS^^^^'^ur;:
expression veiy much in earnest yet Aeerful m^^Macgregor could not hel; watching the ^erand he contmued to do so fir several^uteT^tS
towZf^^"^f

^ ^**'^*- H" '^ ev^wondeS
^tT?Tav,W T".'^^' ^ ^tt*"- *hen^witer, having dipped her pen too deeply made a

Su^oA"t ""'
'T^''

^""^ '- - ^'-tput out her tojigue. Then, having reearded the

"ep^'^J^?^"',*
.thoughtful ^e^etiz^'

Wot tato^l v/"'"
''*" *°"'=''^ transformed thewot mto the semblance of a black beetle wi,J^

upon she smiled with such tran^^^d^hTtSMacgregor smiled also
-="1 aeugnt that

ell^r'*
"' ^' '^'^^' "' ' " ^^0 » '«*<=« at his

He turned to discover MWllie Thomson At n„toe m the who, ^^ „j ^^ ^^^ At no

gathamt;^^''"'""«^'«'*°^y- "^ y*

buIn^i'SfSr-far-;^^""?"'^""'
usual ix>ad hame."

^^ ^^ >»» yer

"Depends whaur I'm comin' frae" rctnm^iMacgregor, quickening his oace ••»!'. ,

"™*^
job vet Wiilli. J " 1, W' "* * y* got a
'

yet. Wulhe ? he enquired more graciously

S^^.
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" I tried yin the day, but it's no' gaun to suit me.

But Ive earned ninepence. I can len' ye thon
thruppence, if ye like."

" Aw, I'm no' neediu' it noo."
" Weel, ha'e a ceegarette." Willie produced a

yellow packet.
" Na, I'm no' smokin', W'!llie."
" What's wrang wi' ye ?

"

" Naething
. . Whatsortofjobwasyetryin' ?

"

Wilhe told hmi, and thereafter proceeded to re-
count as many grievances as there had been hours in
his workmg day. Macgregor encouraged him to
enter mto aU sorts of detail, so that home was
reached without reference to the shop window which
nad caused him amusement.
"So long," said WilUe, lighting a fresh cigarette.
Maybe see ye later."

S ^' '\'^
^^}^f ^^""SregoT repUed, and turned

mto the close, glad to escape.
" Haud on I

" cried Wilhe.
"What ?

" Macgregor halted with reluctance.

ith^'S^'??^
" I seen ye wi' Jessie Mary the

" Did ye ? " retorted Macgregor feebly.

tJ3^ '
an' if I was you, I wud let girls alane.

«?*u °?? v"^' ^ *^^y'" *^' expensive."
With which sage advice WiUie walked off
Macgr^or made up his mind not to leave the house

that evening, yet eight o'clock found him at the foot
of the street wherein Jessie Mary lived. But he did
not go up the street, and at the end of five minutes he
strolled the way he had taken two hours earlier.
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looking nX;?^t„o;ier''"' '•""' '•"'"y-

Tliat mght, however, fate willed it that Tnh«Robinson should run niif«**«K
"*''"," '*iat John

had been extremdTrZi ^''°* Macgregor, who

niey met near the tobacconisfs-on Macgregor's

F^-;-^
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If

ito^e^Ut^ ^-^'^^ ?o^^ not Je
machine. ^^^ ^®' ^ infernal

" Ti!^„"
"^ nfething," he stammered.

went'^'S/Saa'lS't^* '""°»^''"''" '^

ioo/^'tm'or'T;et.:^Vr'r '^ "-

'

frock An' fhJ 1 V '^^ " ^ lovely wi' ma pink

n«ute I got them." ^ *'""" °" *•>«

tlW^j; i^'^"'
^ ^-^ =""« 0»ce wi- you

uneasy. ^ **" P'*"^*' »<i yet he was

le^y""^"^^ flf? I^^""y- '^Me breath-

>iSS
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She paused
Macgreegor, if ye had a ticket
again.

The boy felt foolish and wretched. " But I canpa^ to the dance, Jessie Mary," he managed to
Say,

She leaned closer to him. " ItTl be a splendiddanc^t least "-she looked at him boldly-" it

T u? 'Pf^^^ ^ you and me was gaun thegether."
In his wUdest of wild dreams he may have thought

of kissmg this gurl. He might have done it now-
quite easily.

But he didn't—he couldn't.
" Na

;
I canna gang." he said. " An'—an' ma

fayther'U be waitin' for his tobacco. Guidnicht ''

?e;af!s!trtL,'"
"^^ ^ "^^'^^ ^^' -^

Poor Jessie Mary with her little natural vanities I

Poor Macgregor I He went home hot and ashamed-he could not have told why. He did not grudge
the gifts, yet vaguely wished he had not given th«S.

t^. a shop wmdow, a plait of fair hair on a
scarlet • a ilder. and a black beetle.



(

1

W^t ha e ye been daein' to yer face ? "

to «t^hl:t '?
*^' ''"*^*''»^"^ "taost

cheS-t ^ -'*"= *P°' "' Macgregor's left

" But it's cut."
"Tits, Lizzie I " muttered Mr. Robinson " Ar-ye for toast, Macgreegor ? " ^o'>»nson. Are

"m%^^ kin't'
^^

^^f^«"'" ^^ Jimsie.

Maw ? - h« *
Macgree^or's gettin' whiskers

get whisk^?^?^*'- ^^^'^ ^^^* ^*y <ia« folk

"Dear knows," returned his father bnVflvLizae, can ve no' tn'f^ iiro/.«.Jr
'*^"®'^ Dnefly.

Lizzie Wted 2ie c4 ZTf^' V"^ °' *^ ^
"

•• wu^ J-

J

*^°^y "^^™ the brown teanofWh«e did ye get the razor, Macgreego]^"
^**

Ar^u u^ ^°* ^ ""^or' Maw," said Timsie " H*.does It wi' a wee knife."
'»«"ajmsie. He

43
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way to speak to yer wee brither."

"Ay, Jeannie," said John quickly. " mak' him

^^S^ ^^ ^^ '^""^'^ *"*" *« Clyde ttat

h^f^H ^T'^t' 'r''
*•" ~P fr°« »^ -notWs

St:,*^ °°. ''^"' ™sentment taken such posses-

J^le ^d"".:^- "^^^^^ ^"'^ from his moKr
Jimae, and he would have retorted violently and

STLter ^di^^^n /"^ '^^ interventL'fms aster and father had saved a scene. ThouchhB face cooled, his heart remained hot • tho^h

Drrtf-'b^^ T!?*"^ *^"' " gracelessnL that

le^-i^ ^^ ^ '^*° '"ore than it hurt

h^^ti, if V- T*^"'' '"^ youth l-a hedge-h<^^with Its skm turned outside-in could not sX
Tnhn'^l^' *™* " *^* ^""^ of his married lifeJohn Robn^on really doubted Lizzie's discretion

r^^ !^t^, -""Oh diffidence, however,^t °^
referred to the matter after Macgregor had gone

tiling offended the nicht ?
" ^

iJS^i
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pot^**^ f^
"°t ^* i° her business of

Inhn.*„ 1 '
^''* ^•^' carelessly enough

fingeis "s^w . / "°* scorched his hardened
"Ss td'^ ^f,f

experience." he said slowly.

Wha's the young man ?
"

"acgreegor. ... Aw, Lizzie 1

"

Macgre^or's a laddie."
He's a young man—an' fine ye ken it wife I

"

"^^tifl, ^°T *^* P'**'' '"^ took up^o her.

^^what does he tak' serious-like ? » she enqui!^,'

stuZ'"*''''"
"^^ ^°^- '^^ ^ P«^t effort, and

.. r
^*''' ^ Preachin' a sennon directly " said <h,

Cf£ ye no' licht yer pipe an' speaHSerS^-

"

a mc^To^eV^ ""^'''^ ^'^^ ' ''*° y«'^« »»^'

fe^e v^!l!L 1/°"^^ .'"^'^ S^**^' ^^ on hislace, ye—ye shouldna notice it."
I didna notice it."

** Weel, ye shouldna refer to it."
It was the cut I referred to."

John sucked at his pipe and scratched bis head.
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"Thafs true." he admitted. " Still, if yer sistertad a «jrfden leg. ye wudna refer to theno^ortt^

•nTiJr . ;. . "^ Macgreegor's feelings l-She ?_
John nerved himself. "Thero". =.„ifi.„ *•.•

that ifs best no- to refer tol^er^t^f
young man tak's vera serious-like. vK^l^inanb^ to tak' an interest in the^IIT^

Oh, man, can ye no stop haverin' ? " she criedHa'e ye forgot the laddie's age ?
" *"* <=ne^.

•• M, K^'t.f^l^^*' ^' *^^ means "

a ra^t^^lraS!"'"* "" '^^^ =''»« ^ P"*

" Yct blither Rubbert was never what I wud ca'a female fancier. Of course that wasna his fa„Vhe was ,,st as the Lord made him, and heTtSi^'^a vera succ«sful man, an' for a> we k» hfc^feS^^ybebetter nor She's bom.y. Butyt^^^

ow^lS^" ^^"'" '~"' ''t «»« l^es. He's

J^eft " B^^tf"'.*^*
'''^'" '~"^ «»* leapsme turaest. But there's waur things in the woiM

Z^r^m'^'T'^" f*"*
JoH with a f^^Wetough an I jBt wanted to warn ye no' to askquestom, even though ye should see Macgree™^weenn' he Sunday tie every nicht in theS^ [hope ye're no' offended, Li^ie "

'"eweeKl I

But it is to be feared that Liaie was offended just
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47^ J^^ ^*f
""^^ ^^ *^^ ^^^ half for eighteenyears without knowin/e it • <ht^ h^A J7^

**«" ^^'iteen

her easygoing hi2^s' ch^^ T"^ *° '^^
practically all she did anA. ^.^^^^^^^^ "»

days seemed alwawto hi»if
^°'^"' "ho nowa-

but the ope^t^i^vo'^'^Ttrrnr*^'

impatience^'Su^ " ^»"? '""' ill-concealed

s^.intotttS°-^rS?^J

comer wi-me.^
"^ I. so ye can walk back to the

to the effect that

Macgregor mumbled something
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he was in no special hurry, and. possiWy in order to
give a touch of truth to his falsehood, turned and
accompanied her.

" YeVe no' been gi'ein* the girls a treat lately,"
she remarked. « I ha'ena noticed ye floatin' aroun\
iia e ye been keepin' the hoose at nicht ?

»

h^,f. «w" ^«. 5«P"«i' and enquired with some

jSsS ?
" ^^ ®°^°^ *^® ^^^ ^* ^^'

" Oh, dinna mention it !
" she cried, with a toss

of her head. " I didna gang to it."
^ ^ ^^

*| Ye didna gang to the dance !
"

" If I had went, it wud ha'e meant bloodshed "
she mipressivdy informed him. "Ye see, there
was twa chaps implorin' me to gang wi' them, an'
they got that fierce aboot it that I seen it wudnaha e been safe to gang wi' either. A riot in a baU-room IS no' a nice thing. An' if I had went wi' a
third party, it wud ha'e been as much as his life was
worth. So I jist bided at hame."
Macgregor began, but was not allowed to com-

plete, a sympathetic remark.
" Oh, I was glad I didna gang. The dance turned

oot to be a second-rate affair entirely—no' half-a-
dizzen shirt fronts in the comp'ny. An' I beUeve
there wasna three o' the men could dance for nuts,
an the refreshments was rotten."
They had now reached the appointed comer.

Jist as weel ye didna gang, then," absently said
Macgregor, halting.

^

" Come up to the close," said Jessie Mary. *• I've
something to show ye. Ay ; it was jist as wed. as

9m§,
-- -riFT-mp-VJ
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ye say. But there's a champion dance comin' oflon the nineteenth o» November-the young men o»the hosiery department are gettin' it up-naethine
Second-rate aboot ,/. Ye should come to it. Mac!
gre^or. She touched his arm—unintentionaUy
perhai». "Plenty o' pretty girls-though I wudna
guarantee their dancin>. IVe no' decidfd yet wJ!a

si^ak""^*^'! r' P^IJ?"^;. ^^^^^^ ^^ '^^t
speak. Ye see, I'm parteec'lar wha I dance wi'

"
^e went on softly. " an' I expec' you're the sam'e.Some girls are hke bags o' flour an' ithere are like
tele^aph poles, but therell be few o' that sort at
the hosiery danc.. An' onyway "-she laughed-
ye could aye fa' back on this girl—eh ?

"
"I dmna think ye wud be that hard up for a

partner said Macgregor. suddenly stimulated by afla^ of her eyes in the lamplight. « But I'm no'
awfu' keen on the dancin'."
"Ye danced fine when ye was a wee laddie. I mindwh^ ye danced the Highland Fling in the kitchen,

on Hogmanay. That was the nicht I had to kissye to get ye oot o' the ring. Ye was ower shy toki^ me An' you an' WuUie Thomson started inghtm
, because he laughed. D'ye mind ?

"
"That's an auld story," he said, with embarrass-

ment.

" I suppose it is." she admitted reluctantly. Then
cheerfuUy: " Weel. here we are 1 But w^t till ?
let ye see something." She halted at the mouth
of the dose and began to unbutton her jacket.

Ye ve never seen the belt since ye gi'ed it to me
Macgreegor. I weer it whiles in the evenin'. There

D
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ye are! It looks fine, does it no'? Maybcawee
tmngwide. I could dae wi» it an inch or twa tighter.
Fed." ^
She took his hand and sUd his fingers between the

metal and the white cotton blouse. Jessie Mary
had at least one quite admirable characteristic:
she doted on white garments and took pride in their
spotlessness. A very elemental sense for the beauti-
ful, yet who dare despise it ? In these grimy days
purity of any kind is great gain.

This girl's hunger for the homage and admiration
of the other sex was not so much abnormal as un-
restrained. Her apparent lack of modesty was in
reality a superabundance of simplicity—witness her
shaUow artifices and transparent little dishonesties
which deceived few save herself and the caUowest
of youths. Men "took their fun off her." And
even Macgregor was not to be entrapped now. There
is nothing so dead as the fallen fancy of a boy.
Moreover, Macgregor was stiU at the stage when a
girl's face is her whole fortune, when the trimmest
waist and the prettiest curves are no assets what-
soever.

For a moment or two he fingered the belt, awk-
wardly, to be sure, but with as much emotion as
though it were a dog's collar.

"Ay," he said, "ye're ower jimp for it." And
put his hand in his pocket.
Then, indeed, it was forced on Jessie Mary that

somehow her charms had failed to hold her youngest
admirer. The knowledge rankled. Yet she carried
it ofi fairly well.

""^tis'
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" Ye're no' the first to teU me IVe an extra sma'
waist," she said, with a toss of her head. Then, as
if struck by a remembrance of some duty or engage-
ment : " But IVe nae mair time to stan' gassin* wi*
you. So long!" She ran briskly up the stone
stair, humming a popular time.

" So long," returned Macgregor, and resumed his
mtOTipted journey, rather pleased than otherwise
with himself. He realised, though not in so many
words, that he had conducted himself in more manly
fashion than ever before. It did not for a moment
occur to him that he had left a big " Why ? " be-

?"l?r.!iV^'
°°* ^^y ^ *^® ^^^ o^ Jessie Mary, butm Wilhe Thomson's also.

His pilgrimage ended at the iUuminated window
of M. Tod's stationery and fancy goods shop. Jing-
Kng the few coppers in his pocket, he appeared to
be deHberating a weighty problem of extensive pur-
chases, while, as a matter of fact, he inwardly debated
the most profitable ways of wasting a penny. WhUe
he would now gladly have given aU he possessed—
to wit, ninepence--to wm a smile from the girl with
the scarlet blouse and the ripe-com-yellow pigtail,
he was not prepared to squander more than he could
help for the benefit of her employer. The opaque
panels at the back of the window were closed, the
door of the shop was composed chiefly of ground
glass

; wherefore he had no inkling as to which person
he was likely to encounter at the receipt of custom.
He was hoping and waiting for a customer to enter
the shop, so that he might gain a glimpse of the
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mtenor with the opening of the door, when suddenly
the lights in the window were lowered. Evidently
It was near to closing time.

Hastily deciding to " burst " the sum of one penny
on the purchase of a pencil—an article for which he
had more respect than use—he entered the doorway
and turned the handle. He had forgotten the
spnngbeU. When he pushed the door inwards
It struck one "—right from the shoulder, so to
speak. Who wiU assert that the ordinary
healthy youth has no nerves ? Tis a hoggishly
healthy youth who does not bristle with them.
The sturdy Macgregor wavered on the thres-
hold

; and as he wavered he heard behind him a
badly stifled guffaw.

Next moment a hearty push in the small of the
back propeUed hun into the shop. With a hot
countenance he pulled up. guessing who had pushed
him, and strove to look as if this were his usual mode
of entering a place of business. In his confusion he
missed the quick glance of tLo giri seated at the desk
on the wmdow-end of the counter. Her head was bent
low over her writing. He noticed, however, that
she was wearing a white blouse—which did not
remmd him of Jessie Mary—and that she had a
scarlet bow at her neck.

" Yes, sir ? " A mouse-Uke human being slipped
from the back of the shop to the middle point of the
counter. " Yes, sir ? " it repeated, with an accent
on the query. The giri at tiie desk took no
notice.

Macgregor approached. " I was wantin' a pencil,"
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h^aud in the tone of one requesting a pint of prussic

JLt P^°^''' exclaimed the mouse-Kke humanb^ as though she had a dim recollection Tfhearing of such a thing long, long ago. " AP«jal-oh, certainly," she Tdded,\oT hope

de^^^"^^
'''" ^^'^"^y'" murmured the girl at the

UkelZLZ'^^'^"^^^" ^^°^^«^ the mouse-
luce Human being, ahnost pertly
Men didn^t expect change out of a penny !

" Apenny ym," said Macgregor ^th an Spt ttmchfferen^. He tried to look at the girl, buTcouldnot get his eyes higher than her elbow.
A pemiy pencil

!

" TTie mouse-like humanbmg assumed an expression suitable to a person

^'noS, r/ f^°"''^ *^« P^«^ sititi^rofthe North Pole, but not the Pole itself.

the S'amTS^/"'" ''"• "^ '"^" -»^P"«1
" Quite so, Christina," Miss Tod repKed withd^ty. There were times when she XS ^i;

*r'„r^ °i
~P^ "^^ assistant^^LS^

fate^r ^' ^^r'' ^^"^ *" » deep one, peeiSinto It, groped, and brought forth three builS of^als. With sudden mildness she enqu^S oftlL
..»,

*"***' • • • Those?"
No

;
them I " said Christina, foigettin« hergrammar and grabbing the third bmidle " Wart

gently edged M. Tod from the position at the counter
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which had been familiar to the latter for five-
and-thirty years. " This/' she said to Mac-
gregor, laying the bundle in front of him, "is
a special line. One dozen— price threepence."
She looked over his head in a manner suggest-
ing that it was quite immaterial to her whether
he purchased the dozen or faded away on the
spot.

But he had his dignity too. Producing thr«e
pennies from two pockets, he laid them on the
counter, took up the bundle of pencils, said
" Thank ye " to nobody in particular, and marched
out. Nor did he forget to close the door behind
him.

The stationer and her assistant regarded each other
for several seconds.

" Dae ye think," said M. Tod slowly, " that that
young man is a newspaper reporter ?

"

" No," replied Christina, with a sniff or two of her
straight little nose.

" Or a pictur* artist ? " said M. Tod, conveying
the two bundles to the wrong drawer.

Christina, without a word, recovered them and
put them into their proper places. She mounted
her stool and whipped up a pen.
M. Tod sighed. "I never used to keep

pencils at that price. They canna be vera
guid."

" They're rotten."
" Oh, lassie !

"

" SeU—or gang bankrupt," said Christina with
enough bitter cynicism for twenty-one. "There's

rf.'.->s
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a penny profit on the bundle. £*-cuse me." She
dipped her pen.

As Macgregor was nearing his home, a prey to
misery and wroth, a grinning face popped fr<mi a
close-mouth.

are ^T"
^^

'
^acgreegor I So ye're courtin'.

As the dock incontinently strikes when the hour
has come, so struck Macgregor. And he struck so

(17^* i^^*^
afterwards necessary he should

see Wilhe Thomson to the latter's door. Alone
agam, he cast the bundle of pencils into a dark
entry and made his way home.

" wil/^i?^ °P*"*^ ^^ ^°^' ^"»^"^ a welcome.
Wed, Macgreegor "

" I'm wearied," said the boy, and passed straight-

'^^Jf.^'^^^^^^t^^^door, Jimsirwas

m'^tJ^U.'^'
"^' ""' " ""^' ^^^

Macgregor stood at the old chest of drawere that
served as dressing-table, his dbows planted thereon,
his face m his hands. He ir« wearied
But imder his tired eyes lay a smaU oblong padc-

age with a covering of newspaper. The iSata^
of It made him think of his mother ; shehadawav

hi rS^"*^*
*° °°*^*^ ^"^^ something important

^«sently, wondering a httle, he undid the paper
It contamed one of his father's old razors
Five mmutes later he was enjoying a real shave.
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h^filT^nT °fy
«~«l«i by the importance

of
?^?''' "" ""y •* '*»8<^ » » 'hort couple

But Macgregor was stiO without regret for haviiwflung the pendb into the dark entry.
*

<»

'i! i;

..V . -.J r'^.^>'^-
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.rS!?^yIfT' u"**' *^ circumspection was
^countable for the fact that Macgreg^ foUowed
the elusive, wmding trafl of love al,^e The tend«ad,^tures of our 'teens usually consfat in encounters
between two boys and two girU ; two friends whoUaUy admit that they want to meet the pTb

;

^o famds who pretend that they do not Wntto see the boys at any distance ; and to sum up,

h ° '^ fi
5'°"^ ^""^ l**^ with but a singte

thought-themselves. Also it may hapnen^w
«ud then, that for lack of likeBer co^^C^
Charmmg goes hunting with Master Fatheii, while

txxMeberry, which but adds plausibility to theassumption that neither sex has the couiige of^mdmatiMis. For, to be honest, there is no coward-^Uce ttat of lad-s love ; no hypocrisy Uke thaTof
lass s. But, surely you remember I And if so it

sontary to the chase, you will sympathise aU themore with the unheroic hero of this slight record.

hi,m,utT",J?*'«^'"^ '^ "°* '°rtunate in
his male fnends. The oldest thereof, Willie Thomsci,

sr

"Wk 4 .-^^^i. ^'F^ -fj-^^
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openly contemned the female sex, not omitting

^ aunt
;

the others confined their gallantries to

^Tii, 'iT^.P^^f'^ °^ P^^fi^ ^^ off the side,
walk, bawhng pleasantries after them, and gufew-
ing largely at their own wit or the feminine repartee.
TJeir finer mstincts were doubtless stiU dormant.The only mortals worthy of respect were sundry
more or le^ prominent personages whose feet or
fists were then: fortunes. In these days the adora-

w*?
t^e active by the inert is, one hopes, at itszemth of inflation. Again,toputitnowinQaphor,

Maqjregor s friends could do with a brass band in
scarlet umform aU the time, but they had no use for
a secret orchestra of muted strings. M of whichwas perfectly natural-just as natural as Macgregor's
mexphcaWe preference for the secret wdiwtra
Spring comes early or late ; the calendar neither
foretells nor records its coming. A lad and a lass-how and when and why the one first realises that
the other is more than a mere human beini? are
qu<»taons without answers. WeU, it is Tmercy
that the world stiU holds something that cannot l^

^fiS^^o*"^^- ^??«««^tWsboywasnomore
refined than his neighbours; in another they were

f^^^^^• R«°«^ «ie fact that he followed
tne trail alone—or thought he ''M.

Willie Thomson, for one, ras interested. Hehad been mterested to the extent of grinning in
Macgregor s early tenderness for little KatieTand to
the extent of sniggering in his friend's bashful pur-
suit of Jessie Maiy. But now the interest was Siat
Of the boy who discovers a nest just beyond his
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1

hand and wonders what sort of eggs he will get if,

somehow, he can reach it. On the whole, WiUie
resented his swollen nose and cut lip less than the
recent ill-disguised attempts to avoid his company.
The latter rankled. Truth to tell, without Mac-
gregor he was rather a lonely creature, a kind of
dereUct. No one really wanted him. He was not
without acquaintances, shirkers hke himself; but
in the congregation of loafers is no true comrade-
ship. Without admitting it even to himself, he
still admired the boy who had faithfully championed
his cause—not always virtuous—in the past, whose
material possessions he had invariably shared, whose
stohd sense of honour had so often puzzled his own
mischievous mind, whose home he had envied
despite a certain furtive ead of the woman who
ruled there. Altogether it may be questioned
whether Willie's grudge was directed against his
old friend and not against that which had caused
his old friend's defection. At all events, he began
to spare Macgregor any necessity for dodging, and
took to shadowing him on his solitary strolls.

On the grey Saturday afternoon of the week
rendered so eventful by his first real shave, Mac-
gregor was once more standing by the window of
M. Tod*s shop. He was endeavouring to prop up
his courage with the recollection of the fact that a
fortnight ago, at the same hour as the present,
there had been no old woman behind the counter,
and with the somewhat rash deduction that no old
woman was there now.
He was also wondering what he could buy for a

)
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penny without making a fool of himself. Thesoend-mgoi a pemiy when there is absolutelynoS^
rr^t 2"\f :" '^"^'^ ~ ^P'" » tran^ctifn Lat fast thought It may seem-unless, of course, theshop u packed with comestibles ; and evTth«^onem^ hesitate to choose. Beside, MacT^orwSobs^ by the memory of the peicOSSof three mghts ago. Had he but k^t hishS^and conlined his purchase to a sLle pSdl he^ht now have had a fair excuse'for*^^'

But who would believe that he had used, or IcwTawhole doza. within the brief space of thre^1™ ?

*h„ '^ *f
^^^ *° •* ^' fo^ nothing dse in

^y to ask for as a pencil-unlessa—Why hadhe not thought of it before ?-a pen I Saved f H.would enter boldly, as one who^^'ev^htt
do so, and demand to be shown some pL^opens^of course There were many varieties af^^'

take tune-lots of time ! If only he were «<r* theold woman -sn't there.
'

And just tiien the bell rang, the door of the shon

out In spite of her hat Macgregor recognised herat once She turned her face skywards to u^l
t^r M '*

""^ * "'^'^- «*^* "^ satisfieds^!which Macgregor accepted with a fearful startthough rt was intended for the windTandtlcontents, and trotted up the street.
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c.^J'l "^11 °^ '^^^' ^ ** ^^^^' Macgregor was
earned from the window to the entrance. Yet hehad no sooner opened the door with its disconcerting
note of warning than he wished he had delayed aminute or two longer. To retire, however, wis out
of the question. He dosed the door as though he
were afraid of wakening a baby, and faced the
counter.

The girl was there, and wearing the scarlet blouse
agam. Laying aside the magazine which she had
just picked up. she smiled coldly and said cahnly

:

Good-afternoon. Nice day after the rain."
In mentaUy rehearsing his entrance the previousmght Mac^egor had, among other things, seen him-

self raise his brand-new bowler hat. To his subse-
quent shame and regret, he now omitted to perform
the httle courtesy. That he should forget hiTman-

S^iT^ ^^^P ^""^ ^^ surprising than that h
should forget the hat itself, which gripped his heaa
in a cruel fashion.

**Ay," he said solemnly in response to the poUte
greetmg, and advanced to the counter.

Jl^""^ I"^}
^ disagreeable as yesterday," she

added, a tnfle more cordially.

« t" ^Z"^^" ^e glanced up and down the counter.I—I was wantin' a pencil," he said at last.

irnJ" t^^r."^^ Christina; then in a voicefrom which aU the amazement had gone : "ApencU—oh, certainly." r ^"

Maqgregor r^dened, opened his mouth and-shut

1!; . 1
^. ?^°'^? ^^ ""^^ * ^'Sg^^^ f^l of himselfby explaining that he had meant to say " a pen ? »»

-;./?v vv -iss-
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Besides (happy thought !), the pen would be an
excuse for caUing another time.

Christina opened the drawer and paused, pursing
her lips. Her tone was casual as she said : "I hope
you found the dozen you bought lately quite satis-
factory."

"Oh—ay, they were— splendid." Macgregor
blushed again.

Christina smiled as prettily as any musical comedy
actress selling guinea button-holes at a charity f6te.
She said :

" I'll tell Bfiss Tod. She'll be ddighted.
It's a great saving, buying a dozen, isn't it ? " Her
hand went into the drawer. " Especially when one
uses so many. It's hardly worth while buying a
single penca, is it ? " Her hand came out of the
drawer and laid a bundle in front of Macgregor.
" Wonderful how they can do it for threepence !

"

He stared at the bundle, his will fluttering like
a bird under a strawberry net. Dash the pencils

!

—but she might be offended if

" Some shops sell those pencils at a ha'penny each,
I know," she went on ;

" and I believe some have
the neck—I mean the cheek to ask a penny. Would
you like me to put them in paper, sir ?

"

Recovering from the shock of the " sir," Macgregor
shook his head, and laid three coppers on the counter.

" Thank you," said she. " Is there anything else
to-day ?

"

^^
Before he could answer, the door opened and an

elderly man entered. At the ring of the bell Mac-
gregor dropped the bundle; the flimsy fastening
parted, and the pencils were scattered.

j.y^m:
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Christina checked an " Oh, crickcy I
" and turned

to attend to the second customer while the first

collected his purchases from the floor.

The elderly man wanted a newspaper only, but,
thanks to Christina's politeness over the transaction,
he went out feeling as if he had done quite a stroke
of business.

" I think you should let me tie them up for you."
she said to Macgregor, who was rising once more,
rather red in the face.

" Thank ye," he said apologetically, handing her
the pencils.

Accidents will happen," she remarked cheerfully.
If they didn't, there would be mighty little happen-

ing. I say, there's only eleven pencils here."
" The ither rolled ablow the counter. It doesna

matter," he said.

" Oh, but that won't do. See, I'll give you an-
other now, and get the one under the counter some
day--^lext stock-taking, maybe." She began to make
a parcel, then halted in the operation. " Are you
sure there's nothing else to-day, sir ?

"

Macgregor didn't want to go just yet, so he
appeared to be thinking deeply.

"Essay paper—not'^books," she murmured;
** notepaper—envelopes—indiarubber "
" Injinrubber," said Macgregor. (He would give

it to Jimsie.)

She turned and whipped a box from a shelf.
Do you prefer the red or the white—species ?

"

she enquired, and felt glad she hadn't said
"sort."

tt
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tt
Oh, I'm no heedin' which," he repKed gener-

ously, with a bare glance at the specimens laid out
for his inspection.

" All the same price—one penny per cake. The
red is more flexible." By way of exhibiting its
quality, she took the oblong lengthwise between her
finger and thumb and squeezed. To her dismay it
sprang from her grip and struck her customer on
the chin.

" Oh, mercy
!
" she exclaimed, " I didna mean—"

Recovering the missUe from the floor, he said
gravely :

" My I ye're a comic I

"

" I'm not I I teU ye I didna mean it. Did it
hurt ye ?

"

"No* likely 1 I ken ye didna try it." He smiled
famtly. " If ye had tried to hit me, ye wud ha'e
missed me."

" If I had tried, I wud ha'e hit ye a heap harder,"
she said indignantly.
" Try, then." His smile broadened as he offered

her the cake. " I'll stan' still."

Christina's sporting instinct was roused. "I'll
bet ye the price o' the cake I hit ye." And let fly.

It went over his left shoulder.
" Ha'e anither shot," he said, stooping to pick

up the rubber.

But as swiftly as it had gone her professional
dignity returned. Macgregor came back to the
counter to receive a stiff :

" Thank you. Do you
require anything else to-day ?

"

His mumbled negative, his disappointed counten-
ance reproached her.

"S.;!
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Of oonne," ibe nid pteajantly, as the put Ut

^^^.,?-V«. " I cannot cha.^ y„„ Z S

ha^ht^^" P«don ? ">thi, «ith .up«me

"Oh,yeneedna. An'yecankeepyeriniinrnbber

;:Si"K^T*^.'°*y"" With ttese CSs^'
wheeled about and strode for the door

Qhristina collapsed. A customer ^ paid forgood, and then practically threw them at h« was
?S^ '>«;,««penence and oomprehenston.

Urf^S*
?«'=ried. "Stop a minute I I-Iwa»

list joldn- Come back an' get yer things. VWUno* quarrel aboot the penny."
^^

Wtt hfa fingos on the handle he paused andr^rded her half angrily, half reproa<Sully. He^ed to saysomething very cutting, butit wouldn't

" af'*
''' "' " ^ dinna^' them."

"Miss Tod wud be vexed wi' me for lossin' a^d^customer. She wud gi'e me the sack,

ken she wud be vexed." Christina sighed "
Isuppose I'm to blame for "

"It's me that's to hhune," he interrupted.
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" Here 1 " he said in an unsteady whisper, " will ye
shake han's ?

"

After a momentary hesitation she gave him her
hand, saying graciously :

" I've no objections, I'm
sure. To tdl the truth," she went on, " I am not
entirely disinterested in you. sir."

Macgregor withdrew his empty hand. " I—^I wish
ye wudna speak like that," he sighed.

" Like what ?
"

That awfu' genteel talk."

Sorry," she said. " But it gangs doon wi' maist
o' the customers. Besides, I try to keep it up to
please ma aunt. But it doesna soun' frien'ly-like,

does it ?
"

«•

** That's why I dinna like it," he venttu-ed.
*' I see. But if ye was servin' in a shop ye wud

ha'e to speak the same way."
" I'm in the pentin' trade," he informed her, with

an air of importance.
" I've a nose—but I like the smell fine. Yc're

no' offended, are ye ?
"

"I'm no' that easyoffended. Is MissTod yer aunt?"
" Na, na ; she's nae relation. Ma aunt is Mrs.

James Baldwin." In the frankest fashion she gave
a brief sketch of her position on the world's surface.

While she spoke she seated herself on the stool, and
Macgregor, without thinking about it, subsided upon
the chair and leant his arm upon the counter. Ere
she ended they were regarding each other almost
familiarly.

Anon Macgregor furnished a small account of

himself and his near relatives.
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u ^ I??u*.^™"
'

" commented Christma when he
hadfinished.

" What ? " he asked, anxiously.
•* Ma Uncle James is a great frien' o' your Uncle

Purdie. Your uncle buys a heap 0' lancy things
frae mme an' he's often been in oor hoose. I hear

«!,5 r^.f *?!!"«3«*P o' ™oney. but naebodywud thmk it. I like him fine."

;;
Ye wudna like ma aunt fine," said Macgregor.
No bem acquamt wi' her. I canna say." Chris,

tina returned. " But I believe if it hadna been for
her yer uncle wud never ha'e made his fortune at
the grocery trade "

" Her I What had she got to dae wi* 't ?
"

" Dear knows
; but Uncle James says she earedhim on to mak' money frae the day she mim^

hun. But mony a woman does that. I wud dae
it masd'-no' that I'm greedy; I jist couldna
endure a man that didna get on. I hate a stick-
fa-the-mud. It's a fac'. though, that Bfr. Purdie fot
thepush-onfraehiswife. An' Uncle James says Im'sno n^ done yet

: he'U be Lord Provost afore he's
tettished. Yeshouldkeep in wi' yer Uncle Purdie "
Macgregor scarcely heard her latter words. His

Aunt Purdie responsible for his Uncle Purdie's
tremendous success in business! The idea was
abnost shocking. From his earliest boyhood it had
been a s(M:t of religion with him to admire his uncle

o^fote^rrp- ^"^<^ -y «-d thing come

w^ilJ-t^J^tl^j!'
^""" doesna ken ^ extra
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" Oh, ma unde'f a splendid judge o' character/'
the aMured him. "Especially female character/'
she added. " That's why he married ma aunt an'
adopted me. I took his name, like ma aunt did
when she married him. It was a love match, in
spite o* their ages. There's grander names, but nane
better, nor Baldwin. Inma youth I called it Bald-yin
to tease ma aunt when she was saft on him. But
never heed aboot that the noo. D'ye ken what
ast(mishes me aboot yersel' ?

"

What ? " asked Macgregor, startled.

That ye're no' in the grocery trade."
Me ! What for wud I be a grocer ?

"

What for are ye a penter? An* ycr Uncle
Purdie has nae offspring. My i if I had had a
chance like you I

" She heaved a sigh. *' I'm sure
yer uncle wud ha'e ta'en ye into his business. Ye
canna be sae stupid that he wudna gi'e ye even a
trial. Nae offence intended."

"I could ha'e been in the business il I had
wanted," Macgregor replied, with some dignity. " He
offered me a job when I left the schule. But, ye
see, I aye had the notion to be a penter. I like to
be movin' ma ban's an' feet."

" An' what did ytr parents say ?
"

" They canna thole Aunt Purdie. It was her that
brought the message frae ma uncle—as if it was a
favour. They said I was to choose for mascl'."

*' Pride's an awfu' thing for costin' folk cash,"
the girl remarked, with a shake of her head.
" Eh ?

"

"Naething," she replied. After a slight pause
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Pjmits. but I hope yell excuse me savin' oS
y»» a )jigger fool than ye look."

I'

Wha—what d'ye mean ?
"

" I didna mean to insult ye or hurt yer feelin's."
Anotiier pat«e ; D'ye no' want to ^upTSe
n^t"^ ^^ ^y« no' want to be a^Lure-or a thoosandaire, onywav ?

"

«««?—

"Me?" ^ ^
" Ay, you !

"

da^^^^h^ "^"^^Z
^* ''^^^^ her in a semi,dazed fashion, speechless. She was rather flushed

:

to «y« danced with eagerness. Apparently t?was all m earnest. ^

^j^^Areye gaun to be , penter a' yer Kfe ?
•• Ae

" li'Sd ';:,"''

'

"
"• "^'^'^ •** »«°« »p«t-

"Guidpayl IntenyearwhatTlyebemtldii'?"

"Aweek?"
" Ay

;
of course," he said, nettled. " 0*^ flunkI meant a month ?

" ^^^
JL"jy !'^ r' y«- uncle an' sUckin' to yer busi-ng, I wud ha-e said ' a day I Ma gr«:ious good-

sa)^ where ye wud be in ten year."

•• Iw"h^"' '^* " "»*"P* *' ««»'*»«•.

wiS^w 1°""*^ ""^ *^* ^d »»»*« *e counterwith such violence that he fairlyjumped on his s«S.
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" Ye*rc no» heedin' ! What's the tise o' bdn*
alive if yeVe no' hcedin' ? But ye're a' the same,
you young worldn' men. Yer rule is to dae the
least ye can for ycr wages, an' never snap at an
opportunity. An' when ye get aulder ye gang on
strike an' gas aboot yer rights, but ye keep dumb
enough aboot yer deserts, an' "

" Here, hand on !
" cried Macgregor, now

thoroughly roused. "What dae you ken aboot
it ? Ye're jist a lassie "

" I've eyes an' ears."

There was a pause.
" Are ye a—a suffragist ? " he asked, weakly.
" I ha'cna quite decided on that p'int. Are you

in favour o' votes for females ? Aweel, there's nae
use answerin', for ye've never thought aboot it. I

suppose, like the ither young men aboot here, ye
buy yer brains every Seturday done up in the
sports edition o' the evenin' paper. Oh, Christopher
Columbus ! that's when / get busy on a Seturday
nicht. Footba'—footba'—footba' I

"

Macgregor swallowed these remarks, and reverted
to the previous question. " What," he enquired a
little loftily, " dae you expec' to be camin' ten year
frae the noo ?

"

Promptly, frankly, she replied: "If I'm no'
drawin' thirty shillin's a week I'll consider masel'
a bad egg. Of course, it a' depends on whether I
select to remain single or itherwise."

This was too much for Macgregor. He surveyed
her with such blank bewilderment that she burst
out laughing.
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He went red to the roots of his hair, or at any
rate to the edge of his hat. " Oh. I kent fine ye
was coddin* me." he said crossly, looking hurt and
getting to his feet.

She stopped laughing at once. "That's the
worst ©• taUdn* phOn sense nooadays ; folk think
ye're only coddin*." she observed, good-humouredly.

I m sorry I vexed ye.»» Impulsively 'he. hfXd out
her hand. " I doobt well ha'e to shpke a ^ain."

This, also, was too much for Margr^j^/or. he
seized her fingers in a grip that maclf^ ^lei 30 .era.

And just then bang went the bU ai.ve ihe Jocr.
Christina bit her lip and smiled ;lirou^h !if r c'uus

as M. Tod entered the shop.
" Anything else to-day ? " she enquired in h^x

pohtcst voice, and placed the little pai cd under
Macgregor*s hand.
His reply was inaudible. His hand closed auto-

maticaUy on his purchase, his eyes met heis for the
fraction of a second, and then he practically bolted.

" Young men are aye in sich a great hurry nooa-
days," remarked M. Tod, beginning to remove her
gloves.

"He's the young man that bought the dizzen
pencils the ither nicht," Christina explained, examin-
ing the joints of her right hand. " I've just been
sellin' him anither dizzen."

" Dearie me ! he must be a reporter on yin of the
papers."

"He's a whale for pencils, whatever he is,"
Chnstina returned, putting straight the pUes of
penodicals that adorned the counter. " I doobt he

m'a .^Ttv-"



7^ COURTIN' CHRISTINA
wud need to rq)ort wi» his feet forbye his han*s to
get ttirough 4 disscn pencils in three days. It's awto a mystery aboot the pencils.**

.Z ^ yi^"^} " «*<=>»^«i M. Tod, who was justabout to blow into a glove.
Christina picked the ne^Med penny from the

counter and dropped it into the tifl. " Ifs a caseo eherd^ la femmr she said softly, with quite a
passable accent.

»f ^^ •

" What's that ? »• murmured M. Tod.
French,** sighed Christina, making a jotting of

h«r last Mies, and taking a long timeto do it.
M. Tod stared for a moment or two, shook her

to rfovr * ^'"*^*^' ^^ ^^ *^* *^* '""^"^^
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vn
tt^M0O« WM half-way home ere he compre-

He eased his hat and obtained reUef. But £«»

hl^^ f^
'""' ' i"^"' "' ideas-old ideas

Mrlmilf" l*™**^' »» it were, for existence

oi^ V~'^'' '
*^ *'»*^ convulsioM^they

ST™*^^*^"".""*"^ *»' <*»«««: but

«lLw 1T^ and we are left to dioose
Jj^w. Shan erect sturdy tower, or J^

crtotoHL"°*«'*'
"'"^'"^ that here was .

l^M h!^Jlt, u**'
'?' •''«8*^ »»<» disturbed.

Jnst as he wmld have been had the smooth, broad•treet on which he walked suddenly beci™^
««;^ I««.beset withrifts and bouZ.'^\;:

«^i^J2?^-. H« »»«» never heard a rid

tffilh^***??'^'^''^: tthadneveroccuiSd
tohmiaiataprlconldspeakso. But^rtute^Mthurt ««| vexed, he harboured no resentmmtT to

^^:^'^llMiK*i2i?-
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frank friendliness had disposed of that ; and while
he was humUed, he was not—^thanks to his modesty,
or, if you prefer it, lack of cocksureness—grievousi^
humiliated. It is not in the nature of healthy youth
to let misery have all its own way.

Before he reached home he was able to extract
several sips of comfort from his recent experience.

He knew her name and she knew his ; they had
discovered a mutual acquaintance (how we love
those mutual acquaintances—sometimes I) ; they
had shaken hands twice.

He spent the evening indoors—^he might have
done otherwise had not Christina said something
about being busy on Saturday nights. He was
patient with his little brother, ahnost tender towards
his sister. He played several games of draughts
with his father, wondering between his deplorable
moves when he should see Christina again. He
spoke in a subdued fashion. And about nine oVlock
his mother anxiously asked him whether he was
feeling quite well, and offered to prepare a homely
potion. One regrets to record that he returned a
rough answer and went of! to bed, leaving Lizzie to

shake her head more in sorrow than in anger while
she informed John that she doubted Macgregor was
" sickenin' for something." As Macgregor had not
condescended to play draughts for at least two years,

John was inclined to share her fears ; it did not occur
to him to put down such conduct to feminine in-

fluence ; and an hour later, at her suggestion, he
went to his son's room and softly opened the
door.

i;

tfr^l-m
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Oh ! yc're no' in ycr bed ytt, Macgrcegor ?
"

I'm jist gaun."
^^^lat are ye workin' at ?

"

" Jist sharpienin' a pencil. I'll no' be lang "—
impatiently.

^^
" Are ye feelin' weel enough ?

"

" I'm fine. Dinna fash yersel'."

John withdrew and reported to lizzie. She was
not satisfied, and before going to bed, about eleven
o'clock, she listened at Macgiegor's door. AU ^e
heard was: "Here, Jimsie, I wish to peace ye
wud keep yer feet to yersel'."

She opened the door. " Laddie, are ye no' sleep-
m' yet ?

"

" Hoo can I sleep wi' Jimsie jabbin' his feet in
ma back ?

"

She entered, and going to the bed removed the
unconscious Jimsie to his own portion thereof, at
the same time urging him into a more comfortable
position. Then she came round and laid her hand
on her first-bom's brow.

** Are ye sure ye're a' richt, laddie ?
"

*' Ay, I'm fine. I wish ye wudna fash," he said
shortly, turning over.

Lizzie went out, closing the door gently. On the
kitchen dresser she set out the medicine bottle and
spoon against emergencies.

Pernaps there is a mansion in Heaven that will
always be empty—a mansion waiting to receive
those who in their youth never snubbed their anxious
parents. Ere the door closed Macgregor was pricked
with compurction. He was sensitive enough for

I
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that. But it is the sensitive people who hurt the
people they care for.

In extenuation let it be said at once that the boy
was enduring a dire reaction. It now appeared
that Christina's friendliness had been all in the way
of business. SodaDy (he did not think the word,
of course) Christina was beyond him. Christina.'
for all he knew, sat at night in a parlour, had an
aunt that kept a servant (and. maybe, a grama-
phone), was accustomed to young men in high collars
and trousers that always looked new. Yes, she had
shaken hands with him simply in order to get him
to come back and buy another dozen of pencils.
He was very unhappy. He tossed from side to

side until the voice of Jimsie, drowsy and peevish,
declared that he had taken all the clothes. Which
was practically true, though he did not admit it as
he disentangled himself of the blankets and flung
them all at his brother. He did not care if he froze—
until he began to feel a little cold, when he rescued
vfiih difficulty a portion of the coverings from
Jimsie's greedy clutch. He would not go to the shop
again. But he would pass it as often as possible.
He would get Willie Thomson to accompany him,
and they would smoke cigarettes, and they would
stop at the door when a customer was entering, and
laugh very loudly. He would save up and take
Jessie Mary to the dance—at least, he wouW think
about it. After all, it might be mors effective to go
to the shop and buy more presents for Jessie Mary
and—oh, great ideal—demand that they should
be sent to her address t
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Tlie dock in the kitchen struck one. Wth any

sympathy at all it would have struck at least five.
It was hke teUing a person in the throes of toothache
that the di^ is not serious. By the way, one
wonders if doctors will ever know as much about
dis««e as patients know about pain. Speculation
apart It is a sorry business to flatter ourselves we
have been suffering aU night only to find that themght IS but beginning. Still, there must have been
something far wrong with the Robinsons' kitchen
clock. Macgregor waited, but to his knowledge it
never struck two. Indeed, it missed aU the hours
until nme.

Ma<^or, however, presented himself in good
time for the Sunday breakfast. His punctuality
was too much for his mother, and she insisted on hi
taking a dose from the bottle on the dresser. Even
youth 18 sometimes too tired to argue. "Onythin«
for peace, was his ungracious remark as he raised
the spoon to his lips.

^^

Scotland in its harshest, bleakest period of reliirioui
obsmance could not have provided a more dLial

Aul \v*?^ Macgregor provided for himself.
Although his mother gave him the option of staying
at home, he accompanied his parents to church •

although he came back with a good appetite he
refused to let himself enjoy his dinner ; although hedes^d to take the accustomed Sunday afternoon
walk with his father down to the docks (they hadgone there weather permitting, for years), he shut
liunself up m the solitude of his bedroom.

m^
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He spent most of the afternoon in putting points
to his stock of pencils. How the operation should
have occupied so much time may be explained by
the fact that the lead almost invariably parted from
the wood ere a perfect point was attained. Indeed,
when the task was ended, he had comparatively
little to show for his threepence save a heap of shav-
ings, fragments and dust. His resentment, however,
was all against M. Tod : he wished she had been of
his own sex and size. He also wished she had kept
an ice-cream shop, open on Sundays.—No. he didn't I

Christina wouldn't like working on Sundays; be-
sides, an awful lot of chaps hung about ice-cream
shops. He wondered what church Christina

attended. If he only knew, he might go there in the
evening. (What our churches owe to young woman-
hood will never be known.) But there were scores

of churches in Glasgo . It would take years to
get roimd them—and in he end she might sit in the
gallery and he under it. In the unlikely event of
his again entering Miss Tod's shop, there would be
no harm in asking Christ !u about her church and
whether she sang in cue chdr. But stop I if she
didn't sing in the choir, she might think he was
chaffing her. That wouldn't do at all. Better
just find out about the church, and if he didn't get a
view of her on his first visit he could try again.

There appears no reason why Macgregor's spirits

should have gradually risen throughout these and
other equally rambling reflections; but the fact

remains that they did so. By tea-time he was in a
comely condition of mind. He made young Jimsie
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happy with the cake of rubber and presented Jeannie
rorreptitioiiily with a penny, " to buy sweeties."
He seemed mterested in his father's account of a
vessel that had been in collision the previous day.He did not scowl when his mother expressed sat^
faction ^th the way in which he was punishing the
bread and butter, and openly congratulated herself
Ml havmg administered the physic just in time.
Nay. more

; he offered to stay in the house with
Jimsie while John and Lizzie took an evening stroU
Mid Jeanme went witii a friend to evening service
No people are quite so easUy made happy as parents
and when out of doors. John suggested that
Macgregor s weekly aUowance should be raised to
one sWlling. Lizzie actually met him half-way by
promising to make it ninepence in future.
During their absence Macgregor did his utmost

to amuse Jimsie. who was suffering from an incipient
cold, but shortiy after their return he became restiess.
and ere long announced (rather indistinctly) his
mtention of going out for " twa-tiiree " minutes.

Lizzie was about to ask "where?" when John
remarked tiiat it was a fine night and tiiat he would
come too. Thus was frustrated Macgregor's desire
to take one look at tiie shuttered shrine with " M.
led over the portal—a very foolish sort of desire,
as many of us know—from experience.

In the circumstances Macgregor accepted his
fatiiers company with a fairly good grace, merely
submittmg that the walk should be a short one
On the way home, at a comer, under a lamp, they

came upon Willie Thomson in earnest and appL^tiy
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mkaUe ccmversatiMi with Jamm lUiy. Such
friendhneis ttmck Ma^gngor as peculiar, lor t«nft
the days of their childhood the twain had openly
expressed contempt and dislike for each other, and
he wondered idiat was " up/' especially when the
sight of him appeared to cause Willie, at least, con-
siderable emhanrassment. But presently the happy
idea flashed upon hun that Willie had suddenly be-
come " sweet " on Jessie Mary, and would accordingly
need to be dodged no longer. He felt more friendly
towards WiUie than for some time past. His feelings
with regard to Jessie Mary were less definite, but he
was sure his face had not got " extra red " under her
somewhat mocking glance.

" Ye're no' as thick wi' Wullie as ye used to be,"
his father remarked.

'• Oh, we've nae quarrel," he returned. " What
did ye say was the name o' that damaged boat ye
saw the day ?

"

He went to bed not unhappy. He would find a
way of getting to know Christina better and of
proving to her that the painting trade was as good
as any.

-'

-A
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•t the «J,ule, an-TCdtflT?^ yi«~ back

ye km whai dX^e^S^^f^ ""^e^-
answer ? " "«u»—wnat «pud be yer

I* it fun ye're after > " i# -r-j
trifle suspidoiMly. "**" "• Tod enquired, a
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vernacular for the moment. " And I merely desired
to know if your definition of business was the same
as mine.**

It always made M. Tod a Uttle nervous when her
Msistant addressed her in such correct speech.
Business,** she began, and halted. She set the

ink-pot on the counter, and tried to put the duster
in her pocket.

"A few words wiU suffice," the giri remarked
encouragingly, and took chaige of the duster.
" Business," resumed the old woman, and quite

unconsciously put her hands behind her back,
" business is jist buyin* and sellin*.** And she gave
a little smile of relief and satisfaction.

Christina shook her head. "I suppose that*a
what they taught ye at the schule—jist the same
as they taught me. If it wasna for their fancy
departments, sich as physiology an* Sweedish drill,
the schules wud be oot o* date. * Jist buyin* an*
sdlin* I *—Oh. Christopher Columbus 1

**

M. Tod was annoyed, partly, no doubt, at dis-
covering her hands behind her back, but ere she
could express herself Christina added

:

" In HM honest opinion business chiefly consists
in folk coddin* yin anither.**

M. Todgasped. " Coddin* I D*ye mean deceivin* ?
*»

** Na
; there's a difference between coddin* an*

deceivin*. Same sort o' difference as between war
an* murder. An* they say that all's fair in love—
I ha*e ma doobts aboot love—an' war. Mind ye,
I*m no* sayin* onything against coddin*. We're a*
in the same boat. Some cods wi' advertisin'-



COURTIN' CHRISTINA
-I .

»3
daily papers; Mine cods wi' talk . .«^. .^ ..

me when I^2L^J^
world-«nce codded

me to buy thing, •g^t^'^bet^Tt^^f"^ I was .ore wS nevJtu iThllfe'"dumb an' I had been Win!! i J^j " •» •»d been

the puwhasT^i"^' vor;^'lr''!!5'*™«'«
Afdidna want »« ~1. ^^.y"""* then. Of coune

gotlTj^^tureU"^t ••"«' '•* »^
she wmf /^ \I!r 1

ousmcss. But there's nae doobt »»

?ogra*c^i:f??cs/ii^t'>-'"^

.hat^.'^^'-l^^^in^^h.H.

conS!'"'^' ^-P«^«ifnX7;.d.

thr,Ly'^rt^:;"'n,":f'»u/i'ep>y. -ifs
though 8o«7fSki^J„ ^ S"" •^'y«^'^-
FoacoC/^ere^li^tTo'^dL"

to
^'^-

fair coddip' I inM«i oT .
*^*'"™* "> business—

oweSriy.S-To?"* '^ "• *""•" ™ «»"'»
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" I never heard sich remarks in a' ma days."

" I'm sorry IVe annoyed ye."

" Ye ha*ena annoyed me, dearie. But I'm vexed

to think ye've got sich notions in yer young heid."

M. Tod sighed.

Christina sighed ako, a little impatiently, and

picked up the fancy ink-pot from the counter.

" Hoo lang ha'e ye had this in the shop ? " she

enquired carelessly.

M. Tod shook her head. " Ten years, onyway.

It wudna sell."

** It*s marked eighteenpence."
" Ay. But when I had a wee sale, five year back,

I put it among a lot of nick-nacks at threepence, an*

even then it wudna sell. It's no' pretty."

" It's ugly—but that's nae reason for it no*

sellm'." Christina examined the glass carefully.

" It's no' in bad condition," she observed. " Wud
ye part wi' it for ninepence ?

"

*' Ninepence ! I'll never get ninepence I

"

"Never say die till ye're buried! Jist wait a

mmute." Christina went over to the desk and

spent about five minutes there, while M. Tod

watched her with intermittent wags of her old

head.

The girl came back with a small oblong of white

card. " Dinna touch it, Biiss Tod. The ink's no*

dry," she said wamingly, and proceeded to place

the inkpot and card together in a prominent position

on the glass show-case that covered part of the

counter. " Noo, that'll gi'e it a chance. Instead o'

keepin' it in a comer as if we were ashamed o' it,
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nappens. YeTl get yer nmepence yet."

h^^ ^?^*^ admirably, and her employerhad no difficulty m reading the card a yard awayeven without her glasses. It bore these wordsT
ANTIQUE

NOVEL GIFT
MERELY 9D.

••
folk 'Jtr^/I"°*,'""''"*'"' '^P'^^^ Christina.

thta?i°? 'tf,"8>H'«s. An- the public Kkes a

jw If ye said It was new. An' as for ' rift '—weel
that adcb to the inkpot's chances o' findi,' a^
tomer. D'ye see ?

" >™ a cus-

"Ay," said the old woman. " Ye're a clever
lassie, but I doobt ye'U never get ninepence."

Gie me a week," said Christina, "an' if itdo^ disappear in that time, we-U keep it till

.^iTsi^ce":^"" " *° ' ^' «-'
^
^

M. Tod hesitated ere she gently said ; " But vc'Uao try to cod onybody, dearie ? " -

r.S^'^.^nir''^'^^ ^^^ ^ *^« «^ection of the

^^r. JV^""^ ^^ P"^^^ *° ^°<^ '*sel'," she said.Noo It s time ye was gettin' ready for yer walk "

It may have been that Christina, in the back of
htt mmd. saw m Macgregor a possible customer for
^eugtymkpot. At any rate, she was disappointed
when the evenmg passed without his ent«r^ the



96 COURTIN' CHRISTINA

shop ; she hoped she had not spoken too plainly

to him on his last visit—not but what he needed

plain speakmg. She was not to know until later

how Macgregor's employer had unexpectedly decreed

that he should work overtime that night, nor how

Macgregorhad obeyed joylessly despite the extra pay.

He called the following evening—and found M.

Tod alone at the receipt of custom. He had yet

to learn that on Tuesdays and Thursdays Christina

left business early in order to attend classes. He

must have looked foohsh as he approached the

counter, yet he had the presence of mind to ask for

a ha'penny evening paper. Fortune being fickle-

thank goodness 1—does not confine her favour to

the brave, and on this occasion she had arranged

that M. Tod should be sold out of that particular

evening paper. So Macgregor saved his money as

well as his self-respect.

On the morrow M. Tod, who still clung to the

behef that the young man wrote for the papers,

reported the incident to her assistant. Possibly

Christina could have given a better reason than this

for her subsequent imcertainty of temper, and

doubtless it was mere absent-mindedness that

accounted for her leaving the sliding panel to the

window a few inches open after she had thrown it

wide without any apparent purpose. And it is

highly probable that Macgregor would have taken

advantage of the aperturehad he not been again work-

ing overtime on that and on the two following nights.

So it was not until Saturday afternoon that they

met once more. Macgregor held aloof from the

ti i
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shop unta M. Tod appeared-of course she was later
than usual I—and, after an anxious gaze at the skv
proceeded to toddle up the street. Then he apl
proached the window. He was feeUng fairly hopeful.
His increased allowance had come as a pleasant
surprise. Moreover, he had saved during the week
fouipence in car-money and had spent nothing.we nad fifteenpence in his pocket—wealth !

As he halted at the window, the panel at the back
was drawn tight with an audible snap. For a
moment he felt snubbed ; then he assured himself
there was nothing extraordinary in the occurrence,
and prepared to enter the shop, reminding himself,
firstiy, that he was going to purchase a penholder,
secondly, that he was not going to lose his head
when the bell banged.

Christina was perched at the desk writing with
much dihgence. She laid down a pencil and dipped
from her stool promptly but without haste.

Good-aftemoon,Mr.Robinson,"shesaiddemurely.
If anyone else in the world had caUed him " Mister

Robmson " he would have resented it as chaff, but
now, though taken aback, he felt no annoyance.

Ay, It's a fine day," he returned, rather irrele-
vantly, and suddenly held out his hand.
Th^ was a Uttle more than Christina had expected,

but she ^ve him hers with the least possible hesi-
tation. For once in her life, however, she was not
ready with a remark.
Macgregor having got her hand, let it go imme-

Oiately. as though he were doubtful as to the
propriety of what he had done.
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every day this week"I've been workin* late

cxcep' Tuesday," he said.

For an instant Christina looked pleased ; then she

calmly murmured :
" Oh, indeed."

" Ay, every day excep' Tuesday, till nine o'clock,"

he informed her, with an effort.

"Really!"
He struggled against a curious feeling of mental

suffocation, and said :
" I was in here on Tuesday

nicht. I—I didna see ye."

" I attend a shorthand class on Tuesday nights."

" Oh ! " He wanted very much to make her

smiie, so he said :
" When I didna see ye on Tuesday,

I was afraid ye had got the sack."

Christina drew herself up. " What can I do for

you to-day, Mr. Robinson ? " she enquired with stiff

politeness.
**

I was jist jokin'," he cried, dismayed ;
" I didna

mean to offend ye."

Christina's fingers played a soundless tune on the

edge of the counter ; her eyes gazed over Jus head

into space. She waited with an air of weary patience.

" I was wantin' a pen—a penholder," he said at

last, in a hopeless tone of voice.

"Ha'penny or penny? " she asked without moving.

" A penny yin, please," he said humbly.

She turned and twitched a card from its nail, and

laid it before him. " Kindly take your choice," she

said, and moved up the counter a yard or so. She

picked up a novelette and opened it.

Macgregor examined and fingered the penholders

for nearly a minute by the clock ere he glanced at
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her. She appeared to be engrossed in the novelette,
but he was sure he had hurt her feelings.

** I was jist jokin'," he muttered.
"Oh, you wanted a ha'penny one." She twitched

down another card of penholders, laid it before him
as if—so it seemed to him—he had been dirt, and
went back to her novelette.

Had he been less in love he would surely have
been angry then. Had she seen his look she would
certainly have been sorry.

There was a long silence while his gaze wandered,
while he wondered what he could do to make amends.
And lo I the ugly inkpot caught his eye. He read

the accompanying card several times ; he fingered
the money in his pocket ; he told himself insistently
that ninepence was not worth considering. Once
more he glanced at the girl. She was frownmg
slightly over the page. Perhaps she wanted him
to go.

"I'll buy that, if ye like." he said, pointing at
the inkpot.

<( D
^^ **

"^^ Christina, and dropped the novelette.
Beg your pardon," she went on, recovering her

digmty and moving leisurely towards him, " but I
did not quite catch what you observed." She was
pleased that she had used the word " observed."

" I'll buy that," repeated Macgregor. " What's

" It's for keeping ink in. It's an inkpot. The
pnce is ninepence."

" I can read," said Macgregor, with perhaps his
first essay in irony.
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Christina tflteJ her chin. " I presume you want

it for a gift," she said haughtily.

"Na; I'm gaun to pay for it."

" I meant to give away as a gift." It was rather

a stupid sentence, she felt. If she had only remem-

bered to use the word " bestow."

The boy's clear eyes met hers for a second.

* It holds a great deal of ink," she said, possibly

in reply to her conscience.

"
I'll buy a bottle o' ink, too, if ye like," he said

recklessly, and looked at her again.

A flood of honest kindliness swamped the business

mstinct of Christina. " I didna mean that I " she ex-

claimed, flopping mto homely speech ;
" an' I wudna

sell ye that rotten inkpot for a hundred pound I

"

It will be admitted that Macgregor's amazement

was natural in the drcumstanoes. Ere he recovered

from it she was m fair control of hersdf

.

" It's as good as sold to the Rev. Mr. McTavish,"

she explained. Her sole foundation for the state-

ment lay in the fact that the Rev. Mr. McTavish

was to call for a small pared of stationery about

six o'clock. At the same time she remembered her

duty to her employer. " But we have other inkpots

in profusion," she declared.
^ ^^

The limit of his endurance was reached. "Oh,' he

stammered, " I wish yewudna speak to me like that."

" Like what ?
"

" That fancy way—that genteel English."

The words might have angered her, but not the

voice. She drew a quick breath and said i

" Are ye a frien' or a customer ?
"
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Ye—ye ken fine what I want to be,** he answered,
sadly.

Now she was sure that she liked him.
"Well,** she said, slowly, "suppose ye buy a

ha*penny penholder—jist for the sake o' appearances
—an» then**—quickly—"well drop business." And
she refused to seU him a penny one, and, indeed,
anything else in t\e shop that afternoon.

It must be recorded, however, that an hour or so
later she induced the Rev. Mr. McTavish to buy the
ugly inkpot.

"It wasna easy,** she confessed afterwards to
M. Tod, " an* I doobt he jist bought it to please
me

;
but it*s awa' at last, an* ye'U never see it again

—unless, maybe, at a jumble sale. He was real
nice aboot it, an* gaed awa* smilin*.**

" I hope ye didna deceive the man,** said M. Tod,
trying not to look gratified.

" I told him the solemn truth. I told him it was
on ma conscience to sell the inkpot afore anither
day had dawned. It*s no' every day it pays ye to
teU the truth, is it ? ** The last sentence was happUy
inaudible to the old woman.

" But, lassie, I never intended ye to feel ye had
ta*enavowtoseUtheinkpot. I wud be unco vexed
to think **

Christina gave her employer's shoulder a little
kmdly, reassuring pat. " Na, na

; ye needna fash
yersel* aboot that,** she said. Then, moving away

:

"As a matter o* fac*, I had compromised myself
regardin* the inkpot in—in anither dir-ction.*'
Which was all Greek to M. Tod.
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For a fortnight it ran smoothly enough. There
were, to be sure, occasional ripples : little doubts,
little fears, little jealousies : but they passed as
swiftly as they appeared.

Macgregor, having no overtime those weeks, con-
trived to visit the shop nightly, excepting Tuesdays
and Thursdays, Christina's class nights. He paid
his footing, so to speak, with the purchase of a
ha'penny evening paper—which he could not well

take Lome since his father was in the habit of making
a similar purchase on the way from work. M. Tod
was rarely in evidence; the evenings found her
tired, and unless several customers demanded atten-
tion at once (a rare event) she remained in the
living-room, browsing on novelettes selected for her
by her assistant. She was given to protesting she
had never done such a thing prior to Christina's

advent, to which Christina was wont to reply that,

while she herself was long since " fed up " with
such literature, it was high time M. Tod should
know something about it. Only once did the old
woman intrude on the young people and prevent
intimate converse; but even then Macgregor did
not depart unhappy, for Christina's farewell smile

9»
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wonderful wavof^,.^- !^ ''°""""' "^^ l^ve a

WM a definite S' '^r'"^'''^' *"" kindling

over one barriT^* .^ '^'^y ^«^ a leap

her Jips had renr^i if"

*"^ »«'ther her face nor

call hS "Ma^:^»..^,'-..S?J^,t'0 her to

it, »d she had^^^ir
" s"^Jt it

"''"'*"^

hisX to'trte^r'^';
'^*'™~° >« -- o-

shouidX^%o*^,^ir >?r* *"' *•
day's work waTovJii "?*'' •" *hen her

WmseU. fc^,^- «* 'r^„'^ from sure of

stoiy now 1-^i^ 1/?^* Ma^r-what an old

nissioi., but wo,rwt '^^^"I^y craved per-

of meetCto .Sol^^ •"^ "•""* °° ** ckibce

he couldlotL ri^^rK ?^* ''"°'»"- But
as indinrtion^rev^f^ ^*'"\ ^"'"""^t « weU
been wit^^" rrdli^"- "°'^°^*'' "« had
lingered n^thT.L^^ '"^'^ *hen he had

oni^ft^^te t^^^^Tilf
*« =«« her with her hat

customer to^ riTri^ ^ f.''°"^ "^ (a regular

dared trj^:-.^*"' *°'^^ afterwi-ds)Vho

^?ybS^t^T^°^-^^- ChristiniLdW halted, turned and pointed, as one might
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Doint for a dog's guidance, and after a long mom«jt

^e young man had gone in the direction oppowte

to thatiS which he had intended. Tf Macgr^r

Se UtUe scene had been gratifying yet d«t^bii^(.

The memory of it chiUed his courage now. But he

wa!^meboy to relinquish a desire simply because

he was afraid. , ^.^v-r

He broke his Journey at a sweet^Oiop. and rather

surprised himself by spending sixpence, although he

had been planning to do so for the past week. He

had not yet given Christma anything: he want«^

badly to give her something; andjiavmg bought

it he wondered whether she would take it. nc

c^uld not hope that the gift would affect the answer

to his tremendous request.
. ^ • u* ^4

Coming out of the sweet-shop he caught sight of

the back of Willie Thomson, whom he had not seem

for two weeks. Involuntarily he gave Uie boyish

whistle, not so long ago the summons that woidd

have ciled the one to the other with express spwd.

Now it had the reverse effect, for WilUe started, half

turned, and then walked quickly up a convwuent

side^treet. The flight was obvious. ^J^'

^

moment Macgregor was hurt and angy. p^wi^^

sudden sympathy he gnnned. thinking.
^^

HeU he

after Jessie Mary, an' doesna want me.
««
J™

dra^quiteilateful to WilUe. for although he

^ rSuStered Jessie Mary several times of late,

she had not reminded him of the approachmg dance,

and he gav^- Willie credit for that.

A few minutes later Macgregor stood at «ic

counter that had become a veritable altar, wot
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many of us manage to greet the girls of our dreams
precisely as we would or exactly as we have rehearsed
the operation, and Macgregor's nerves at the last
moment played him a trick.

In a cocky fashion, neither natural nor becoming,
he wagged his hesd in the direction of the living-
room and flippantly enquired :

" Is she oot ?
"

To which Christina, her smile of welcome passing
with never a flicker, stiffly replied :

" Miss Tod ij
out, but may return at any moment."

•' Aw I " he murmured. " I thought she wud
maybe be takin' her usual walk."
" What usual walk ?

"

His hurt look said: "What have I done to
deserve this, Christina ?

"

And she felt as though she had struck him. " Ye
shouldna tak' things for granted," she said, less
sharply. " I didna think ye was yin o' the cheeky
sort."

" Me I
" he cried in consternation.

" Weel, maybe ye didna mean it, but ye cam*
into the shop like a dog wi' twa taUs. But "—4»
with a sudden inspiration^" maybe ye've been
gettin* a rise in yer wages. If that's the case, I'll

apologise."

He shook his head. *'
I dinna ken what ye're

drivin' at. I—I was jist glcd to see ye "
" Oh, we'll no' say ony mair aboot it. Maybe I

was ower smart," she said hastily. " Kindly forget
ma observations." She smiled apologetically.

" Are ye no' gaun to shake ban's wi' me ? " he
asked, still uneasy.
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i

"Surdyl" she answered warmly. "An* I've

got a bit o' news for ye. Mac." The name sUppcd

out; she reddened.
^

Yet her cheek was pale compared with the boy s.

"Oh!" he exclaimed under his breath. Then

with a brave attempt at carelessness he brought

from his pocket a small white package and laid it

on the counter before her. " It—it's for you." he

said, forgetting his little speech about wanting to

give her something and hoping she would not be

offended.

Christma was not prepared for such a happenmg

;

still, her wits did not desert her. She Uked sweets,

but on no account was she going to have her ac-

ceptance of the gift misconstrued. She glanced at

Macgregor. whose eyes did not meet hers; she

glanced at the package ; she glanced once more at

Macgregor. and gently uttered the solitary word

:

" Platonic ?
"

•' Na." he rephed. "Jujubes."

Christina bit her lip.

•• D'ye no* like them ? " he asked anxiously.

The matter had got beyond her. She put out

her hand and took the gift, saying :
" Thank ye.

Mac; they're ma favourite sweeties. But—ye're

no' to dae it again."
" What kin' o' sweeties did ye thmk they was ?

he asked, breaking a short silence.

" Oh. it's o* nae consequence." she lightly rephed.

" D'ye »o' w^"^* *° ^®*^ "^* ^^* °' "^^^^ ^

'

" 'Deed, ay, Christina." Now more at ease, he

settled himself on the chair by the counter.
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Wed,—yell excuse me no' nmniin' k- • v

tte noo
; ft micht be awWdTv^ .

^"'""^
«»«;in;-weel, yer Unci^ S^^^s^"" ^»

^^IfS"*' -"•-«-* d'ye SUTdidT""" ""

" I asked him for a job I
'*

,
".* }°^ '

" exclaimed Macereeor " r- .•

o' his shops ? " "'•Hsregor. In—m ym
'' Na

; in his chief office."
My I ye've a neck-I mean, ye're no* afraid "

for itr
'^ «•* ""*•* » «•* world" .^ot^W

paiLT**
did he say ? " the boy enquired, after a

Oh, I've been workin' at ft for n»r .I «jn only get practisin' afor"J^t'̂ f":!;'"
wtheevenin'. Still I «,mi, iniT^ ^ '*^*»
Office aboot the S.'u'^J^J?. ^y *" the

here ? » he cri^ an ,. '^ ^^ "^^ *" 'we
change wo^ld^^t ^°"~ ^""^ ^^^t *"«

0«ce'*i^'''mTC5:^ SI*
'^ '^'^ •*« «^-

chances. I Wt ^'J^* ''" """''»• '*" ««
secretaiy—-.. *° ** y*' ""de's privlte

Ye're ower youog.
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"
I didna say in six months." Her voice changed.

" Are ye no' pleased, Mac ?
"

. . u ^
" Hoo can I be pleased when ye're leavin here ?

Can ye no' stop ? Ye're fine where ye are. An*

what'll Miss Tod dae wantin' ye ?
"

"
I'll get unde to find her another girl—a pretty

girl, so that ye'll come here for yer stationery, eh ?
"

"If ye leave, I'll never come here again. Could

ye no' get a job behind the counter m yin of ma

uncle's shops ? "—clutching at a straw.

"
I'll gang furder in the office. If I was a man I

daresay I wud try the shop. If I was you, Mac, I

wud try it."

" I corldna sell folk things."

" In a big business like yer uncle's there's plenty

work besides sellin'. But I suppose ye'll stick to

the pentin'."
" Ay," he said shortly.

^^

" Wed, I suppose it's nane o' ma busmess, she

said good-humouredly. "But, bein' a frien', I

thought ye wud ha'e been pleased to hear ma news.

Ere he could reply a woman came in to purchase

note-paper. Possibly Christina's service was a

trifle less
" finished " than usual ; and she made no

attempt to seU anything that was not wanted.

Macgregor had a few minutes for reflection, and

when the customer had gone he said, a shade more

hopefully:
, ^ ,

" Ye'll no' be kep' as late at the office as here.

Yell ha'e yer evenin's free, Christina."

**
I'll ha'e man- time for classes. I'm keen on

leamin' French an' German. I ken a bit o' Frendi
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jJready
;
a fri^,' o> ma uncle's, a Frenchman, has

r^i^^"' '^*. *?T " ~nve«ation every Sunday^ht for a whUe back. Ifll be useful if I^ecome I

n.l?'"''*".'"'''.'
^^ Macgregor, gloomily, "yeVenever ony time for fun."

}< y=v<!

" Fun ?
"

"^f *'^'°"' "'^o* an'—an' that."

in ihhr ™**" ~t there." She swung her hand

mo™l^ *'°'' °' •!''* '*'***• " ^ *»"' here in themormn -near a mile-an' hame at night ; an' I'vetwo hours free in the middle o' the day-mde bi!

As for loafin' aboot on the street. I had plenty o' thesteeet when I was young, afore ma aunt took me tobide w,' her at Kilmabeg. The street was 21°
the only place I had then, an' I suppose I wuHe^e yet tf ma aunt hadna saved Se. D'ye ken^Mac, she went on ahnost passionately, "it's no'

agmd square meal.
. . . Oh, Icould tellyethings-but amther tmie, maybe. As for spendin-l^^yer

tr^^'f•.*?* '*'***' *>» yo'^e ony other plice

t^ril m«l. "^/^ ?y*^8 wi* ma spare timethat U m^ me mdependent later on, I'm gann todae .t. That's flat!" Suddenly she SedAre ye afraid 0' me, Mac ? "
«ugneo.

inrtif"!-
'**'^. » ^^ '•^"^' «^th rather feeble

^thi?K f"*.""*^
y«'™ -'^'-^jueer."

baavJ^, <!
^"^^^ ^^ain. "But I'm no' sobadly off for fun. as ye call it, either," she resumed
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presently. " Noo an* then xinde tak's auntie an*

me to the theatre. Every holiday we gang to the

coast. An' there's always folk comin' to the

hoose
"

" Auld folk ?
"

" Frae your age upwards. An' next year, when

I put up ma hair, I'll be gettin' to dances. Can ye

waltz ?

"

Macgregor gave his head a dismal shake. " I—

I

doobt ye're ower high-class," he muttered hope-

lessly. " Ye'U no' be for lookin' at me next year."

*' No' if ye wear a face like a fiddle. I like to

look at cheery thmgs. What's up wi' ye ?
"

" Oh, naething. I suppose ye expec' to be terrible

rich some day."
" That's the idea."
" \'>1 at'll ye dae wi' the money ? I suppose ye

dinna ken."
•• Oh, I ken fine," she returned, with an eager

smile. " I'll buy auntie a lovely cottage at the

coast, an' unde a splendid motor car, an' masel' a

big white steam yacht."
*' Ye're no' greedy," he remarked a little sulkily.

"That'll be merely for a start, of course. Ill

tak' ye a trip roun' the world for the price o' a coat

o* pent to the yacht. Are ye on ? Maybe ye'll be

a raaster-penter by the:'

" I—I'll never be onyuiing—an' I'm no' carin','*

he groaned.
" If ye lie doon in the road ye'U no' win far, an'

ye're likely to get tramped on, forbye. What's

wrang wi' ye the day ? " she asked kmdly.
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no' jist as hLdt I s^ l""^^-
' '?PP*^ =

•>»»

caS'mt!3iT°,!?' "" ^ ^<"^' «d » man**?* f f"d bought a weekly paper;

I^t me walk hame wi" ye the nicht " mMMacgregor, who ought to have fell eraSto^

fShT-^d'^SS.^'''-
Ill wait for ye as long as ye like

"
Some seconds passed ere Christiila SDoke " T'mnot m the habit of being escorted—'' SebegarJFor ony sake dinna speak like that." ^

IdimiTnJf'^^**^^*^'"^^- But, seriously,idinna think It wud be the thing."
^'

What way, Christina ?
'*

" Jfet because an' for several other reasons

SS'uo^^U5%«1*^' ^^- Time r^S
InnT? ^' ^^^ ^*^^^ * "^tcJ^' applied it to a

Slg^ "^^' "^^ ^°^*^- Then ihe turned

"Mac."

»P
«'''^'^^ ^'. "" }'^ «P^ ye to comeP an see ma aunt an' unde. Ye see. I made a
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sort o' bargain wi* them that I wudna ha'e ony

frien's that they didna ken aboot.'*

Macgregor's expression of happiness gave place to

one of doubt. " Maybe they wudna Uke me." he

said.
" Aweel, that's your risk, of course. But they'll

no' bite ye. I leave the shop at eight." She

glanced at her htUe silver watch. " Mercy !
It's

time I was puttin' on the kettle. Miss Tod'll be

back in a jiffy. Ye best gang, Mac."
"

I'll be waitin' for ye at eight," he said, rising.

" An' it's awfu' guid o* ye, Christina, though I wish

ye hadna made that bargain
"

•* Weel, I like to be as honest as I can—ootside

o' business. If ye dinna turn up, I'll forgive ye.

Noo "

" Oh, I'll turn up. It wud tak* mair nor your

aunt an* uncle "

"Tits, manl" she cried impatiently, "I'll be

late wi' her tea. Adieu for the present." She

waved her hand and fled to the living-room.

Macgregor ' mi home happy in a subdued fashion.

He found a letter awaiting him. It was from Grand-

father Purdie ; it reminded him that his seventeenth

birthday was on the coming Monday, contained a

few kindly words of advice, and enclosed a postal

order for ten shillings. Hitherto the old man's gift

had been a half-crown, which had seemed a large

sum to the boy. But ten shillings !—it would be

hard to tell whether Macgregor's feeling of manliness

or of gratitude was the greater.

Mrs. Robinson was not a little disturbed when her
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son fafled to hand over the money to her to take care
of for hun, as had been the custom in the past, and

"L I!! ^i^ "^^^ "^^"^^ ^ persuading her to
let the laddie be m the meantime."
Macgregor had gone to his room to make the most

elaborate toilet possible.

" i^yr»i™'* ^"' ."!' ^®'" *™^* y°"'" said John.
Dinna be aye tieatin' him Uke a wean."
"It's no' a case 0' no' trustin' him," she returned

ahtllesharpty." Better treat him like a weantH^ let hun thmk he's a man afore his time."
" It's no' his money in the bank that tells what a

chap s made o', Lizzie. Let us wait an' see what he

fr w '^:.-^^ y^' ^*'' ^ *° ^^ ^J^at he likes

^iJf^V^ *^® "'°"*» ^' ^he'i I*U back ye upm gettm him to put a guid part o' it. onyway, ii
the bank. No' that I think ony backin' up'U be
necessary. If he doesna want to put it in the bank.

ur^r l^
*° P^*^® "^- ^'" guarantee that, wife."

If I had your heart an' you had ma heid," she
said with a faint smile, " I daresay we wud baith
be near perfec', John. Aweel, I'm no' gaun to bother
the laddie noo. But "-seriously-" he's been oot an
awfu lot at nicht the last week or twa."

" Courtin'," said John, laughing.

II

Havers I » she retorted. " He's no' tLe sort."
Neither was I," said John, " an' look at me

noo I

And there they let the subject drop.

At seven o'clock Macgregor left the house. At
the nearest post^ffice he had his order converted
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into coin. In one of his pockets he placed a couple

of shillings—for Jeannie and Jimsie. He had no
definite plans regarding the balance, but he hoped
his mother would not ask for it. Somehow its pos-

session rendered the prospect of his meeting with
the Baldwins a thought less fearsome. He would
tell Christina of his grandfather's gift, and later on,

perhaps, he would buy—he knew not what. All at

once he wished he had a §iteai deal of money>-wished
he were clever—wished he could talk like Christina,

even in the manner he hated—^wished vague but
beautiful things. The secret aspirations of lad*s

love must surely make the angels smile—^very

tenderly.

He reached the trysting place with a quick heart,

a moist brow, and five and twenty minutes to spare.



FRoiievetoseveno'dockonSaturdaysM.Todand

fe^^;."-.*^"™**"*
°"*° *»"«''' but refrSl^

Zr^^' 't *» »carcdy worth whUe keeping the*^<Te>i. A stray customer or two was Vuthat

ir^^^* 'f."*°W ''*'«" '^ " by tidying upto amday. whUe M. Tod from the rittii^^^ed her convictton, based on nothing but a fcdr^^i»t.on and a bad memory, that the Satur<by

^^^."S ""'* ''^* it had been twentj

*l^X J^'^rr «^^Wy sot depressed
attte«doltheweek; she had come to grudge theprl's absence even for a day.
Oristina iras counting up some unsold periodicalsd«tt«tB« dieerfuUy the while on the rt^ ofmodem hght Bterature. The door opened wtth asnddem««, that suggested a pounce/^d a^n^jroman^whom Christina could not r;»Uect iS««n before, started visibly at the bang of theM^v«red herself and d<4i the door L^ef^- It

St^ *?^*^'?^'* »* "«* «»stomets almostbefore they reached the counter. In the presot
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^ ;

dark eyes

She threw

case her estimate was as follows :
** Handsome lor

the money ; conceited, but not proud.*'

" Good-evening," she said politely.

"Evenm\" replied the other, her

making a swift survey of the shop,

open her jacket, already unbuttoned, disclosing a

fresh white shirt, a scarlet bow and a silver bdt.

Touching the belt, she said : " I think this was got

in your shop."

Christina bent forward a little way. " Perhaps,"

she said pleasantly. "I couldn't say for certain.

We've sold several of these belts, but of course we

haven't the monopoly."

It may have been that the young woman fancied

she was being chaffed. Other customers less un-

familiar with Christina had fancied the same thing.

At all events her tone sharpened.
" But I happen to ken it was got here."

" Then it was got here," said Christina equably.

" Do you wish to buy another the same ? I'm

sorry we're out of them at present, but we could

procure one for you within
"

" No, thanks. An' I didna buy this one, either.

It was bought by a young gentleman friend of

mines."
" Oh, indeed

! " Christina murmured sympathet-

ically. Then her eyes narrowed slightly.

" I came to see if you could change it," the young

woman proceeded. " It's miles too wide. Ye can

see that for yersel'."

"They are worn that way at present," said

Christina, with something of an effort.
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"Maybe. But I prefer it tight-fittin*. Of course
I admit Fve an extra sma' waist."

Yes^-smaller than they are worn at present."
I beg your pardon I

"

Granted," said Christina absently. She was
tryingtothinkofmorethanonemalecustomertowhom
she had sold a belt. But there had been only one.
The dark eyes of the young woman glimmered

with malignant relish.
•• As I was sayin'." she said, " I prefer it tight-

fittin*. I've a dance on next week, an' as it is the
belt is unsuitable, an' the young man expec's me to
wear it. Of course I couldna tell him that it didna
fit me. So I thought I would jist ask ye to change
it wi'oot lettin* on to hi a." She gave a self-con-
scious giggle.

" I see," said Christ ja, dully. " But I'm afmid
there's only the one size in those belts, and, bes* .,

we can't change goods that have been worn for a
month."

" Oh, so ye mind when ye sold it I " said the
other maliciously. " Ye've a fine memory. Miss I

But though I've had it for a month—it was part o'
his birthday present, ye ken—I've scarcely worn it-
only once or twice, to please him."

^^
ITiere was a short silence ere Christina spoke.

" If you are bent on getting the belt made tight-
fitting, a jeweller would do it for you, but it would
cost as much as the belt is worth,'* she said coldly.
" It's a vwy cheap imitation, you know," she added,
for the first time in her business career decrying her
own wares.
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It was cerUinly a nasty one, but the young woman
almost succeeded in appearing to ignore it.

"So ye canna change it—even to please ma
young man ? " she said mockingly.

" No/' Christina replied, keeping her face to the
foe, but with difficulty.

Said the foe :
" That's a pity, but I daresay 111

get over it." She moved to the door and opened
it. She smiled, showing her teeth. (Christina was
glad to see they were not quite perfect). " A sma'
waist like mines is whiles a misfortune," she
remarked, with affected self-commiseration.

Christina set her lips, but the retort would come.
"Ay," she said viciously; "still, I suppose you
couldn't grow tall any other way."
But the young woman only laughed—she could

afford to laugh, having done that which she had
come to do—and departed to report the result of
her mission to the youth known as Willie Thomson.
"Wha was that, dearie?" M. Tod called from

the living-room.

Qiristina started from an unlovely reverie.

"Merely a female," she answered bitterly, and
resumed counting the periodicals in a listless fashion.

The poison bit deep. The cheek of him to suggest
walking home with her when he was going to a dance
with that tight-laced girl next week I No doubt
he admired her skimpy waist. He was welcome to
it and her—and her bad teeth. And yet he had
seemed a nice chap. She had liked bim for his

shyness, if for nothing else. But the shy kind were
always the worst. He had very likely been taking
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•dvMUje M hii Aynew. WeU, Ae wm glad theh^ fojmd hun out brfore he could walk hoLe JS
L.^v '"**'">' because she vas glad but

J^S^*? T^""*^ ^*^ P^' M. Tod, missiMthe ^wful chatter, toddled into the shop
^^

^A^s^wnmg. dearie ? Preserve us I Ha'eye

"l^TJJ.'u*?."^^*^ ^^*^* ^th contempt,

head so ye best keep awa' frae me in case ye «t

S? 1^1 ,^*^ ^^ «^°* ^« feebly protesting
old woman back to the fireside, and left hath^

»n^*„!^^Vl'il^^u^^T^^^ ^^ *^« ^ndow lights

d^1n^^i;.Tl!^'''^r«' '' good-nights and theclosmg and boltmg of a door. Then Christina
appeared, her head a Uttle higher even than^S?
on? ^ ^""^^^ ^^'^y- ^« ^^^ out his handand-it receiv^h« gift of the afternoon unop3

I ve dianged my mind. I'll bid you good^ht

Presently he overtook her.
" Christina, what's up ?

"

•• Kindly do not address me any more."
Any more ? ^Never ? ^What way ? "

She was gone. ^

He dashed the httle package into the gutter and
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Strode off in the opposite direction, his face white,

his lip quivering.

If Macgregor seemed in the past to have needed
a thorough rousing, he had it now. For an hour
he tramped the streets, his heart hot within him,

the burden of his thoughts
—

" She thinks I'm no'

guid enough."

And the end of the tramp found him at the door

of the home of Jessie Mary. For a wonder, on a
Saturday night at that hour, she was in. She
opened the door herself.

At the sight of the boy something like fear fell

upon her. For what had he come thus boldly ? _^ ,

He did not keep her in suspense. " Will ye gangS*
wi' me to that dance ye was talkin* aboot ? " he
asked abruptly, adding, " I've got the money for

the tickets."

A curse, a blow even, would have surprised her less.

" Will ye gang, Jessie ? " he said impatiently.

For the life of her she could not answer at once.

Said he :
" If it's WuUie ye're thinkin' o'. I'll

square him."

"Wullie!" she e> :laimed, a cruel contempt in

the word.
** Wed, if raebody else is takin* ye, will ye gang

wi' me ?

"

Dae—dae ye want me, Macgreegor ?
"

I'm askin' ye."

She g?anced at him furtively, but he was not

looking at her ; his hands were in his pockets, his

mouth was shaped to emit a tuneless whistle. She
tried to laugh, but made only a throaty sound.

i(

({
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whZ*^ ^ " ' '*T«"' '*~^ l*'"" her, one of

.^^1,5 .u""** "°*'^e ^^« "^ name- And yetshe liked the stranger and wanted much to go tothe dance with him. *

The whistling ceased.

liftW^r**^"?
** '°'^<'^y^ ? " he demanded.Wtmg his face for a moment.

Ja Zt!l°^f?'^^ *° Suess that something acutehad happened to him very recently lessi? M,Z
suddenly experienced a %ty p^g.^'Tt^Macgr^or should have come back to\er now^bey™«l her comprehension. Yon yeUow-hX^m the shop could not have told him anythinl-

wit^h'^K'^,-
^^ *''°"8h she had n^y

f!^ t^h^ V*' "°* '"='* "' ^^ «""e *e wifam to hold hun once more. Such thoughts made^nft,aon m her mind, out of which twol^S
h^ft '", 'T?*^; '•" ^^ not eare if she^hurt the ydlow-haired girl ; she could not go to thdance on Macgregor's money.

*

So goitly, sadly, she told her Ke; "Av there'ssomebody else, Macgreegor." Which su^^tfriltno wajst fa too smaU to contain an f^p,^Meamount of heart and conscience.
^ppreciawe

A bnef pause, and Macgregor said drearily :
Aweel, It doesna matter. I'U awa' hame

"

And went languidly down the stairs.
It doesna matter." The words haunted lessie

wX^d"^";^'' '* ""^ ""^ beforelhi^:wnoUy nd of the uncomfortable feeline that
Jfapgregor had not really wanted her to^to ftedance, and that he had. in fact, been " coddkg " to!
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Whereas, poor lad, he had only been " codding **

himself, or, at least, trjnng to do so. By the time
he reached the bottom step he had forgotten Jessie
Mary.

Once more he tramped the streets.

At home Lizzie was showing her anxiety, and
John was concealing his.

When, at long last, he entered the kitchen, he
did not appear to hear his mother's " Whaur ha*e
ye been, laddie ? " or his father's " Ye're late, ma
son." Their looks of concern at his tired face and
muddy boots passed unobserved.

Having unlaced his boots and rid his feet of them
more quietly than usual, he got tip and went to the
table at which his mother was sitting.

He took all the money—all

—

from his pockets
and laid it before her.

"There's a shillin' each for Jeannie an' Jimsie.

I'm no' needin' the rest. I'm wearied," he said,

and went straightway to his own room.

John got up and jomed his wife at the table.
" Did I no' tell ye," he cried, triumphantly, " that

Macgreegor wud dae the richt thing ?
"

Lizzie stared at the little heap of silver and bronze.
" John," she whispered at last, and there was a

curious distressed note in her voice, "John, d'ye
no' see ?—^he's gi'ed me ower much I

"

iii
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As a rule tonics are bitter, and their effects voy
gradual, often so gradual as to be hardly noticeaUi«Btd one's strength is put to some tj.TS^ itw««M be unto to deny the existence of « backbone "
m Maegregor, it i, but just to grant that the "

back-bone " required stiffening. And it is no discredit toW^or that the tincture of Christina's hardi"

™~l''^'?' u^?« "**^ •>" <t<> J^) abundantsw^e^he had been absorbing during' these^
wthout which he could not have acted as he didon tte Monday night foUowing his dismissal,

it ^.- ""^f*""
one may say. at first thought, that

rt WM amply the outcome of an outrag^ prfde.Yet ifacgr^rt pride was at best a dr^y?^
Ifaiys door, but there Med him. Throughout the

^aM. And though he went with it to the encounter

^ "?^^' '^ **^*<^ 't a* a burden. His realsupporters were Love and Determination, and^

He did not go to the shop, for he had nether
"» a

I -3

i -I
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money nor the petty courage necessary to ask it

of his parents. On the pavement, a little way from
the door, he waited in a slow drizzle of rain. He
had no doubts as to what he was going to do and
say. The idea had been with him all day, from
eaiiy in the morning, and it had to be carried out.

Perhaps Ins nerves were a little too steady to be
described as normal.

When eight o'clock struck on a neighbouring

tower, he did not start or stir. But across the street*

peering round the edge of a close-mouth, another

boy jerked his head at the sound. WiUie Thomson
was exceedingly curious to know whether Saturday
night had seen the end of the matter.

Christina, for no reason that she could have given,

was late in leaving the shop ; it was twenty minutes
past the hour when she appeared.

She approached quickly, but he was ready for her.
" No 1 " she exclaimed at the sight of him.

He stepped right in front of her. She was com-
pelled to halt, and she had nothing to say.

He faced her fairly, and said—neither hotly nor
coldly, but with a slight throb in his voice

:

" I'll be guid enough yet." With a little nod as

if to emphasise his words, and without taking his eyes

from her face, he stood aside and let her go.

Erect, he followed her with his eyes until the

darkness and traffic of the pavement hid her. Then
he seemed to relax, his shoulders drooped slightly,

and with eyes grown wistful he moved slowly down
the street towards home. Arrived there he shut

himself up with an old scLool dictionary.

Dull work, but a beginning. ...
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" Guid enough yet." Christina had not gone farwhen through aU her resentment the full m^"^

of the words forced itself upon her. " Oh/' she
told herself crc^y. «. i „ever meant him ti tSe^tway." A httle later she told herself the samethmg but merely impatiently. And still laterlying m the dark, she repeated it with a sob

'

^^JT ^^ T**'^^"'
^'^^ Thomson, he set outvathout undue haste to inform Jessie Mary that on^more Macgregor had been left standing alone on

tile pavement. Somehow Willie was not particu-
larly pleased with himself this evening. Ere Uslaggmg feet had borne him half way to tl^ appointed
place he was feeling sorry for Macgregor^Sonce he decided to spy n^ore. ItTXbe^ther
awkward just at present to intimate such a decision
to Jessie Maor. but he could " cod " her. he thought

!!,T* i^u^'^ ^y ^ ^"0^ resolutions, heqmckened his pace.

Jesae Mary received him in the close leading to

w^„!^*^'^
^^® :^^ ^ ^ extraordinarily badt^per and cut short his report ahnost at the out-

set by demanding to know when he intended repaying
the shilling he had borrowed a fortnight previously

Next week." mumbled Willie, with that sad lack

b^rro^
^^ e^bited by nearly aU harassed

VOiereupon Jessie Mary, who was ahnost a head

lil tS^'"'
^"^^^ ^y ^'^^^ ^^ soundly cuffed^e other until with a yelp he broke loose and fled

into tiie night, never to know that he had been
punished for that unfortunate remark of Macgregor's
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—" it doesna matter." Yet let us not scoff at Jessie

Mary's sense of justice. The possessors of greater

minds than hers, having stumbled against a chair,

have risen in their wrath and kicked the sofa—
which is not at all to say that the sofa's past has been
more blameless than the chair's. Life has a way of

settling our accounts without much respect for our
book-keeping.

Jessie Mary felt none the better of her outbreak.

She went to bed wishing angrily that she had taken
Macgregor at his word. The prospects of obtaining

an escort to the dance were now exceedingly remote,

for only that afternoon she had learned that the

bandy-legged young man in the warehouse whcmi
she had deemed " safe at a pinch," and who was
the owner of a dress suit with a white vest, had
invited another girl and was actually going to give

her flowers to wear.

WiUie went to bed, too, earUer than usual, and lay

awake wondering, among other things, whether his

aching ear entitled him to a little further credit in

the matter of his debt to Jessie Mary—not that any
length of credit would have made payment seem
possible. For Willie was up to the neck in debt,

owing the appalling sum of five shillings and nine-

pence to an old woman who sold newspapers, paraffin

oil and cheap cigarettes, and who was already

threatening to go to his aimt for her money—

a

proceeding which would certainly result in much
misery for WilUe. He was " out of a job " again

;

but it isn't easy to get work, more especially when
one prefers to do nothing. To some extent Mac-
gregor was to blame for his having got into debt

•a- i,i-:'Ms.>^j'*ja
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with the tobacconist, to if MacerMmr t„A _ .
.topped smoking, Willie would .Kve^tZ
wiiL'U^L^H-r': ?«"*"- Ne^Swuiie s tHoughts did not dwell lonie or bitfArh, «««^t point Rather did they dw^ VnM^eZJumself And after a while Willie di^up^Wsand puned the insnifident bedclothSTvw'^fe h^and lay very still. This he had done^ce he^a smaU boy when lonesomeness got tKto S
m,^,r^ »-^ » ^'^ and^-«.:r'

ea^iri"^ '^'*'' "''''•' '^ Cl^'toa at

j^St^iT-rrin^^L-SLX^tS^
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On the fifth night, at the seventh page of words
beginning with a "D," Macgregor closed the dic-

tionary and asked himself what was the good of it

all. His face was hot, his whole being restless. He
looked at his watch—a quarter to eight. He got up
and carefully placed the dictionary under a copy
of " Ivanhoe " on the chest of drawers. He would
go for a walk.

Ke left the house quietly.

In the kitchen Lizzie, pausing in her knitting, said
to John :

" That's Macgreegor awa* oot."

"It'll dae him nae harm," said John. "He's
becomin' a great reader, Lizzie."

" I dinha see why he canna read ben here. It's

cauld in his room. What's he readin' ?
"

"The book he got frae his Uncle Purdie three
year back."

" Weel, I'm sure I'm gled if he's takin' an interest

in it at last."

" Oh, • Ivanhoe ' 's no' a bad story," remarked
John. " Whiles it's fair excitin'."

Said Jimsie from the hearthrug: "He doesna
seem to enjoy it much. Paw."

Weel, it's no' a funny book."

Ii8

(C
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"It»i time ye was in yer bed, Jimsie," said Mrs.Robinson. " It's ower late for ye."
" Aw. the wean's fine," said John.

J^t^^^^'^^^^^^'^- "ComeQn,Jimsie,

Chai» ye I Junsie replied, getting up.
Wh«i «ie twohad gone, Lizzie observed casuaUy •

It s the first nicht Macgreegor's been oot this week."

smil^ ^^ ^ P^*'^^' wumman." John

A pause.

Se^uIdiriSl"''*
""'^^ ^'^ "P ^' ^ ^^- on

She shook her head. " I tried to, on Sunday, butsomeway I couldna. He's changin'."
" He's growin' up, Lizzie."
" I suppose ye're richt," she said reluctantly, andresumed her knitting.

^*

From the darkest spot he could find on the oppo-
site pavement Macgregor saw Christina come Sut
of the shop, pass under a lamp, and disappear. He
felt sorely depressed during the return journ^ The
(hctionary had failed to increase either his know-^e or Im self-esteem. He wondered whether
Histoiy or Geography would do any good : there
were books on these subjects in the house. Hereal^that he knew nothing about anything except
his trade, and even there he had to admit that hehad learned less than he might have done. And yet
he had always wanted to be a painter.
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The tame night he started reading the History of
England, and found it a considerable improvement
on the Dictionary. He managed to keep awake
until the arrival of Julius Cesar. Unfortunately he
had taken the book to bed, and his mother on dis-

covering it in the morning indiscreetly asked him
what he had been doing with it. "Naething
special," was his reply, indistinctly uttered, and here
ended his historical studies, though for days after

Lizzie left the book prominent on the chest of
drawers.

The day being Saturday, the afternoon was his

own. Through the rain he made his way furtively

to a free library, but became too self-conscious at
the door, and fled. For the sum of threepence a
picture house gave him harbourage, aifd save when
the scenes were very exciting he spent the time in

trying not to wonder what Christina would think of

him, if she thought at all. He came forth ashamed
and in nowise cheered by the entertainment.

In the evening he went once more to watch her
leave the shop. M. Tod came to the door with her,

and they stood talking for a couple of minutes, so
that he had more than a g^pse of her. And a
spirit arose in him demanding that he should attempt
something to prove himself, were it only with his

hands. It was not learning, but earning, that would
make him " guid enough yet " ; not what he could
say, but what he could do. There would be time
enough for speaking " genteel English " and so on
after—well, after he had got up in the world.

For a moment he felt like running after Christina
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ad makiiig ha hearken to his new hope, hat self-
coniaouMiess prevaUed and sent him homewards.H^o !

" From a dose came a husky voice,
apdogetic, appwling.

^ '

" HuUo, Wullie I » Macgregor stopped. He was
no* sonry to meet Willie; he craved companion-
ship just then, though he had no confidence to give.

Are ye for hame ?
" *

" Ay."
"J-m come wi' ye, if ye like, Macgrecgor ?

»
" Come on then."

^
Wmie came out, and they proceeded along the

'^wiT °"* '®™*^^^^ Macgregor enquiiwJ
Where are ye workin* the noo, Wullie ?

"
" I'm no* workin'. Canna get a job. Dae ye ken

o onything ?

" Na. What kin* o* job dae ye want ?
"

"Onything" said Willie, and added quickly,
An^ rn stick to it this time, if I get the ch^ce."

" I ken. But I wud stick "
" Honest ?

"

Willie drew his hand across his throat
;' Wed," said Macgregor, " I'U tcU ma fayther.

"'-^ift"
gang an' see him at the works on Monday."

1 11 be there. Ye're a dacent chap. Macgreegor."
Weitlier seemed to have anything more to say to

tHe other, but their parting was cordial enough.
Next day, Sunday, was wet and stormy, and there

was no afternoon stroU of father and son to the
docks. John was flattered by Macgregor's iU-con-
cealcd disappointment-^t was like old times. Per-
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hapt he would not have been less flattered had be
known his boy's desire to tell him out of doors a
thing that somehow could not be uttered in the
house. Macgregor spent the afternoon in studying
secretly an old price-list of Purdie's Stores.
The following night, while returning from the

errand of previous nights, he again encountered

" So ma faythcr's gaun to gi'e ye a job. He teU't
me it was fixed."

" Ay," said Willie, " but he canna tak* me c^ or
a fortnicht."

" Weel, that's no lang to wait."
For a few seconds Willie was mute ; then he

blurted out—" I'm done for !

"

" Done for I
" exclaimed Macgregor. startled by

the despair in the other's voice. " What's wramr.
Wullie ?

"

^
" I'm in a mess. But it's nae use tellin' ye. Ye

canna dae onsrthing."
" Is't horses ? " Macgregor asked presently.
" Naw, it's no' horses

!

" Willie indi^antly iopj .4.

How virtuous we feel when accused of the one sin
we have not committed !

The next moment he clutched Macgregor's arm.
"*' Come in here, an' I'll tell ye." He drew his com-
panion into a close. " I—I couldna tell onybody else."
From the soi^ewhat incoherent recital which

followed Macgregor finally gathered that the old
woman to whom Willie owed money had presented
her ultimatum. If Willie faUed to pay up that night
she would assuredly not fail to apply to his aunt
first thing in the morning.
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" Nevw heed. Wullie/' said Macgregor, taking his
mend s ann, and leading him homewards. " Yer
aunfU no' IriU ye."

" I wish to she wud I
" mattered WiUie with a

vehemence that shocked his friend. " She's aye been
in to hve wi'. but it'U be a sight harder noo."

'• Wud the auld wife no' believe ye aboot gettin'
a job m a fortnicht ? She wudna ? AweeU, she'U
beheve me. Come on. an' I'U speak to her for ye

"
But the "auld wife" was adamant. She had

been deceived with too many promises ere now
At last Macgregor, feeling himself beaten, discon-
solately joined Willie and set out for home. Neither
spoke until Macgregor's abode was reached. Then
Macgregor said

:

•; Bide here tiU I come back." and ran up the
stair. He knew his father was out, having gone
back to the works to experiment with some new
machmery. He found his mother alone in the
kitchen.

" Mither," he said with difficulty, '*
I wish ye wud

gi'e me five shillin's o' ma money."
He could not have startled her more thoroughly
" Five shillin's, laddie ! What for?"
*• I canna tell ye the noo."
" But "

" It's no' for—for fun. If ye ask me, I'U teU yem a secret this day fortnicht. Please, mither."
She got up and laid her hands on his shoulder and

turned him to the fuU Hght of the gas. He looked
at her shyly, yet without flinching. And abruptly
she kissed him, and as abruptly passed to the dresser
drawer where she kept her purse.
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Without a word she put the money in his hand.
Without a word he took it, nodded gravely, and went
out. In one way Lizzie had done more for her boy
in these three minutes than she had done in the
last three years.

Macgregor had a sixpence in his pocket, and he
added it to the larger coins.

"She can wait for her thruppence," he said,
giving the money to the astounded Willie. " Awa'
an* pay her. I'll maybe see ye the mcm's nicht.
So long I " He walked o£E in the direction opposite
to that which Willie ought to take.

But Willie ran after him ; he was pretty nearly
crying. " Macgreegor," he stammered, " 111 pay ye
back when I get ma first wages. An' 111 no* forget
—oh, I'll never forget. An' I'll dae ye a guid turn
yet!"

" Ye best hurry in case she shuts her shop," said
Macgregor, and so got rid of him.

While it is disappointing to record that Willie has
thus far never managed to repay Macgregor in hard
cash, though he has somehow succeeded in retaining
the employment foimd for him by Tohn, it is com-
forting to know that his promise to do Macgregor
a good turn was more than just an emotional utter-
ance. When, on the following Wednesday and
Friday nights, he stealthily tracked Macgregor to
the now famihar watching place, his motives were
no longer curious or selfish, but benevolent in the
extreme. Not that he could bring himself to sym-
pathise with Macgregor in the latter's devotion to
a mere girl, for, as a matter of fact, he regarded his

;.#"
Tr^^\
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ttend's behaviour as "awfu* stupid"- but if

^y^^r ""? T^y " ^^ " ^" *^« «i^l» it behoved
^, Wmie, to do what he could to put an end to
the existing misunderstandmg.
On the Friday night he came regretfuUy to the

conclusion that the "saftness" was incurable, andhe accordm^y d-te-:nJued to act on the foUowing
afternoon. By tms tune las knowledge of the
movements of M lod oDd .'^ assistant^ practi-caUy as complete as AiuC-regor's, so that he had

k^T!1! i"""
'" "^"^^^ *^^ ^0^ for action. He

kTdaySht
°^ Macgregor's coming near the shop

So, having witnessed the exit of M. Tod he
crossed the street, and examined the contents of
the wmdow. as he had seen Macgregor do so often.He was not m the least nervous. The fact that
he was without money d d not perturb him : it
would be the simplest thing in the world to introduce

iJ^..^.^
his business by asking for an article

which stationers' shops did not supply. A glance
at a druggist s window had given him the necessary
suggestion. '

On entering he was seized with a most distressing
co^gh, which racked him while he closed the door
and until he reached the counter.
"A cold afternoon," Christina remarked in a

sympathetic tone.

" Ay. Ha'e ye ony chest protectors ? " he
hoarsely enquired.

For the fraction of a second only she hesitated.
Not ea^ctly." she replied. " But I can recommend

uus. From under the counter she brought a quire

v^b. rjss}- 3^«r»i»iai*P'.T=.ifliy: ":

"
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of brown paper. "It's cheaper than flannel and
much more sanitary," she went on. "There's
nothing like it for keeping out the cold. You've
only got to cut out the shape that suits you." She
separated a sheet from the quire and spread it on
the counter. " Enough there for a dozen protectors.

Price one penny. I'll cut them out for you, if you
like."

"The doctor said I was to get a flannel yin,"

said Willie, forgetting his hoarseness. "Ha'e ye
ony nice ceegarettes the day, miss ?

"

" No."
" Will ye ha'e ony on Monday ?

"

" No."

"When d'ye think ye'U ha'e some nice ceegar-

ettes ?

"

Christina's eyes smiled. "Perhaps," she said

solemnly, " by the time you're big enough to smoke
them. Anything else to-day ?

"

"Ye're no' sae green," he said, with grudging
admiration.
" No," said she ;

" it's only the reflection." She
opened the glass case and took out an infant's rattle.
" Threepence !

"

Willie laughed. " My I ye're a comic ! " he
exclaimed.

" Children are easily amused."

There was a short pause. Then Willie, leaning

his arms on the edge of the counter, looked up in

her face and said

:

" So you're the girl that's mashed on Macgreegor
Robi'son." He grinned.

A breath of silence—a sounding smack.

-^^^^m-^m
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^A^T^uT^' ^y^ Slittering, teeth gJeaming,nands clenched, drew heredf up
~™"8.

Gel ^-!°!.°'
*^

'

" ^« 'ried- " D'ye hear me

!

" Be quiet !
"

J'-you're the girl Macgreegor's mashed on-

^^Christina stamped her foot. "Qear oot. I teU

K-Ir^ "^^ ** Macgreegor for a thoosan' pounds I

Y'^^rtrhSl!!!?.- ^^ sang When it s^ me.

" ^oS^L^**?-" • ^5? P"* •'" '^'^^ to her ears.

!« u *^ '•
^^^ ""y- '°°'' a rise oot o' yelast week an' it was me that put her up to it. M^^

was atore he got saft on you "

jj^i^"!."?.'. I
*=*™'°' ^^ a word you say"

declared Chnstina, recovering herself and her more

n^*^ ^^- *^°"«'' ^^ "'o'"' »'"<* had faded,now bloomed again.
*«•««*,

" rU cry it loud, if ye like, so as the folk in the

Sar':rT'r"^^- " ^'- -' ^eedin^whether

^^wish you would go away, you impertinent

" Macgreegor » he began.
Once more she covered her ears.
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" Bfacgreegor," proceeded Willie, with a rude

wink, ** never had ony notion o* takin' Jessie Mary
to the dance. She was jist coddin' ye, though I

daursay she was kin* o* jealous because ye had cut

her oot. So I think 3re should mak' it up wi* Mac-
greegor when ye get the chance. He*s awfu* saft

on ye. I wudna be him for a "

" Go away 1 " said Christina. " You're simply

wasting your breath."
" Dinna let on to Macgreegor that I tell't ye,"

he continued, unmoved, "an' if Jessie Mary tries it

on again, jist you put yer finger to yer nose at her."
" If you don't go at once, I'll

"

" Oh, ye canna dae onything, miss. I'll forgi'e

ye for that scud ye gi'ed me, but I wud advise ye

no' to be so quick wi' yer ban's in future, or yell

mayb; get into trouble." He turned towards the

door. " I daursay ye ken fine that Macgreegor

watches ye leavin' the shop every nicht "

" What are you talking about ?
"

" Gi'e him a whistle or a wave the next time.

There's nae use in bein' hufiy."
" That's enough !

"

WiUie opened the door. " An* ye best hurry up,

or ye'll maybe loss him. So long. I'll no' tell him
I seen ye blushin'."

Christina opened her mouth, but ere she could

speak, with a grin and a wink he was gone. She
collapsed upon the stool. She had never been so

angry in her life—at least, so she told herself.
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had been
f^ iortl^^'J^^^^^^John replaced his watch in his^oS "If.

" Ay " said the boy, without stirring.

aJ^t!^
now or never. Macgregor cleared his

Jto oC*^'
"^"'^ "«»•'" "« -iO - a vdce

"Eh?" said John, rather staggered hv *h^^^to^t which was without relev^^y J, ^,P^^^^e^taon. " What's rotten ab^tltf"

. IJ^^'^ *^ first I've heard o' 't. In fac' I'™tent ae pentm- to.de is extra brisk the ni"
'""

j^to sT; "f ' Tf '* «"^^- "^^r^ 'o say- I meant it was a rotten trade to
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John gave a good-hiimoured laugh. " Oh, I see

!

Ye diiina like the overtime ! Aweel, that's nateral

at your age, Macgreegor"—he patted his son's

shoulder
—

" but when ye're aulder, wi' a wife an'

weans, maybe, ye'll be gled o' overtime whiles, I'm

thinkin'."
" It's no the overtime," said Macgregor.

"What is't, then? What's wrang wi' the

trade ? " The question was hghtly put.
" There's—there's nae prospec's in it for a man."
" Nae prospec's 1 Hoots, Macgreegor ! there's

as guid prospec's in the pentin' as in ony ither

trade. Dinna fash yer heid aboot that—^no' but

what I'm pleased to ken ye're thinkin' aboot yer

prospec's, ma son. But we'll speak aboot it on the

road hame."
" I wish," said Macgregor, with the greatest effort

of all, "I wish I had never gaed into it. I wish I

had gaed into Uncle Purdie's business."

John sat down again. At last he said :
" D'ye

mean that, Macgreegor ?
"

" Ay, I mean it."

For the first time John Robinson felt disappointed
—^in a vague fashion, it is true, yet none the lees

unpleasantly disappointed—^in his son.
" But ye've been at the pentin' for three year,"

he said a little impatiently.
" I ken that, fayther."
" An' ye mind ye had the chance o' gaun into yet

uncle's business when ye left the schule ?
"

" Ay."
" But ye wud ha'e naething but the pentin'."

Macgr^or nodded.

-^-m^^i^mssm^-:
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offld^H"^
''*.'""'*

i""* y" A™' P*"** w« uncoOBended for it was her notion-at least it was herthat spoke aboot it-an' she declared^* ll^ever

mini T 1 "*'.°°' '•'^ "^^ °ff«"ied, but I dinnan^d aboot-the ither thing." Macgr;gor a-L^d

nil?"* /.?"'? "• '" ^ "^ rale nesty to verwther at the time. In fac". I dinna ken ho^ ver

T:!-l1t ^^^P'-'O^- An', in a wTy."was a ma fau t, for it was me that said ve wi to

sdM ^.i^ ,""''*. *'^' ^^"^ I had seen lads

a7 I r ^!"l
'""-"^ "*° 'rades they didoa fancyAy, I thocht I was daein' the richt tW-_ An-'

nooye'retellin-meldidthewrangti^-
"^

" Bn'^T^;^ *?°»,™PI«»e ye did," said John sadly.

t„ IV ' .^' "* ° n>e I camia see hoo ye can ho^to get mto y^ uncle's business at this timeT
»; ,L ,?*''*" '^«*?»' yef ™tl>er waitin'."He r^e slowly and Macgregor joined him. At the^te John apparently forgot to !i >ht his pipe. -Theywere half way home ere he spoke.

^
Za l^^-

«»<«^e«g°^. that I wud Stan- in ye^road when ye want to better yersd'. No' likely

.

naethm wud nuk' me prooder nor to see you ^gup m the world
; an' I can say the same for%^?mither. An' 1 can see that ye micht gang far in veruncle's business, for yer unde was aye fond ? ye

Mmit^mi^ ^ .dn> •:
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an' I think ye coiild manage to please him at yer

work, if ye was tryin*. B«*—y? wud need ycr

aunt's favour to begin wi', an' that's the bitter

truth, an' she's no' the sort o' body that forgets

what she conseeders an affront. Wed, it'll need

some thinkin' ower. I'll ha'e to see what yer mither

says. An' ye best no' expec' onything. Stick to

the pentin' in the meantime, an' be vera certain

afore ye qv t the trade ye're in. That's a' I can say,

mason."
Macgregor had no words then. Never before had

his father seriously spoken at such length to him.

His heart was heavy, troubled about many things.

Eight o'dock on Monday night saw him at the

accustomed spot ; on Wednesday night also he was

there. If only Christina had been friends with him

he would have asked her what he ought to do. Yet

the mere glimpse of her confirmed him in his desire

to change his trade. On the Wednesday night it

seemed to him that she walked away from the shop

much more slowly than usual, and the horrid thought

that she might be giving some other " man " a chance

to overtake her assailed him. But at last she was

gone without that happening.

On the way home he encountered Jessie Mary.

She greeted him affably, and he could not but stop.

" Lovely dance on Friday. Ye should ha'e been

there. Ma belt was greatly admired," she remarked.

"Was it?"
" I think I've seen the shop where ye bought it,"

she said, watching his face covertly.

" It's likdy," he replied, without emotion.
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Jessie Mary was relieved ; evidently he was with-
out knowledge of her visit to the shop. Now that
the world was going weO with her again she bore no
lU-wiU, and was fain to avoid any. For at the
deventh hour—or, to be precise, the night before
the dance—«he ha! miraculously won back the
allegiance of the young man with the exquisite
moustache, who served in the provision shop, and
for the present she was more than satisfied with
herself.

So she baJeMacgregor good-night, a little patronis-
ingly perhaps, and hurried oflE to reward her re-
covered swain with the pleasant sight of herself and
an order for a finnan haddie.
Macgregor was still in the dark as to whether his

father had mentioned to his mother the subject
of that conversation at the docks. John had not
referred to it again, and the boy was beginning to
wonder if his case was hopeless.
On the Friday night, however, just when he was

about to sUp from the house, his mother foUowed
him to the door. Very quietly she said

:

" When ye come in, Macgreegor, I want ye to tell
me if ye»re stiU set on leavin* the nentin*. Dinna
teU me noo. Tak* yer walk, an** think it ower,
seriouslike. But dinna be late, laddie."

She went back to the kitchen, leaving him to shut
the door.

It was not much after seven o'clock, but he went
straightway in the direction of M. Tod's shop. For
the first time in what seemed an age, he found him-
sdf at the familiar. gUttering window. And lo t

the glazed panel at the back was open a few inches.
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Quickly he retreated to the edge of the p vement,

and stood there altogether undecided. But desure

drew him, and gradually he approached the window

again.

Christina was sitting under the lamp, at the desk,

her pretty profile bent over her writing, her fair

plait falling over the shoulder of her scarlet shirt.

She was engaged in pencilling queer UtUe marks on

paper, and doing so very rapidly. Macgregor under-

stood that she was practismg shorthaiid. No doubt

she would be his uncle's private secretary some day,

while he
.

All at once it came to him that no one m the world

could answer the great question but Christma. If

the thing didn't matter to Christina, it didn't matter

to him ; it was for her sake that he would strive to

be " guid enough yet," not for the sake of bemg
" guid enough " in itself. Besides, she had put the

idea mto his head. Surely she would not refuse

to speak to him on that one subject.

Now all this was hardly in accordance with the

brave and independent plan which Macgregor had

set out to follow—to wit, that he would not attempt

to speak to Christina until he could announce that

he was a member of his uncle's staff. Yes, love is

the great maker of plans—also, the great breaker.

Coward or not, it took courage to enter the shop.

Christina looked up, her colour deepening sUghtly.

" Hullo," she said coolly, though not coldly.

It was not a snub anyway, and Macgregor walked

up to the counter. He came to the point at once.

" Wud ye advise me to try an' get a job frae ma

unde?" he said, distinctly enough.

':^^^£?^2%F
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" Me ? " The syllable was fraught with intense
astonishment.

" Ye advised me afore to try it," he said, fairly

steadily.
*• Did I ? "--carelessly.

It was too much for him. " Oh, Christina !
" he

whispered reproachfully.

"Well, I'm sure it's none of my business. I

thought you preferred being a painter."

The pity was that Christina should have just then
remembered the existence of such a person as Jessie
Mary, also the fact of her own slow walk from the
shop the previous night. Yet she had forgotten
both when she opened the panel at the back of the
window a few inches. And perhaps she was annoyed
with herself, knowing that she was not behaving
quite fairly.

He let her remark concerning his preference for
^e painting pass, and put a very direct question.
" What made ye change yer mind aboot me that

t»night?
" What night ? " she asked flippantly, and told

herself it was the siUiest thing she had ever uttered.
She had gone too far—she saw it in his face.
" I didna think ye was as bad as that," he said in

a curiously hard voice, and tiuned from the counter.
Quick anger—quick compunction—quick fear

—

and then

:

" Mac 1

"

He wheeled at the door. She was holding out her
hand. Her smile was frail.

" Are ye in earnest ? " he said in a low voice,
but he did not wait for her answer.

'^W&n
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She dxc dway her hand, gentiy. " Dinna ask
me ony questions," she pleaded. " I—I didna
really mean what I said that night, or this night

eithtf. I think I was off my onion "—a faint laugh—" but I'm sorry I behaved the way I did. Is that

enough ?
"

It was more than enough ; how much more he
could not say. " I've missed ye terrible," he
murmured.

Christina became her practical self. " So ye're

for tryin' yer uncle's business " she began.
It $0

If hell gi'e me the chance.'
" Wed, I'm sure I wish ye the best o' luck."
" Then ye think I ought to try ? " This with

great eagerness.
" If ye've made up yer mind it's for the best," she

answered cautiously.

He had to be satisfied with that. " Will I let ye

ken if it comes off ?
"

She nodded. Then she glanced at her watch.
" Can—can I get walkin' hame wi' ye, Christina ?

"

It was out before he knew.
She shook her head. " Unde said he wud come

for me ; he had some business up this way. If ye
wait a minute, ye'll see him. I'll introduce ye.

He'll be interested seein' ye're a nephew o' Bfr.

Purdie."
" Oh, I couldna. I best hook it. But, Christina,

I can come to-morrow, eh ?
"

She laughed. " I canna prevent ye. But 111

no' be here in the afternoon. Unde's takin' auntie

an' me to a matinee, an' I'll no' be back much afore
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.. ,^S?'

^'? "*** y* ** **8^* ^' ^"^a"^ hame wi' ye.
Will ye ?

"

" Oh, Christina, say ' ay.'
'*

" 111 consider it."

And he had to be satisfied with that, too, for here
the noisy door opened to admit a taU, dean-shaven
pleasant-featured man of middle-age.

'

*' HiUlo, uncle I
" cried Christina.

Macpgor fled, but not without gaining a quick
•mile that made all the difference in the world to him
Ten mmutes later he hurried into the home

kitchen.

" Mither, I've decided to leave the pentin'." The
moment he said it his heart misgave him, and the
colour flew to his face. But he need not have
doubted his parents.

" Weel, ma son," said John soberly, "we'll dae
the best we can wi' yer Aunt Purdie "
" Jist that," said Lizzie.

And that was all.

An urgent piece of work had to be done the
following afternoon, and he was later than usual
for a Saturday, in getting home. He found hi^
mother preparing to go out, and his father looking
strangely perplexed.

^

" She's gaun to see yer Aunt Purdie." said Johnm a whisper.

Macgregor looked from one to the other, hesitated
and went over to Lizzie. He put his hand on her arm!

Mither, ye're no' to gang. I—I'U gang masel'."
Then, indeed, Lizzie Robinson perceived that her

boy was in danger of becoming a man.
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To press the little black button at the door of

his aunt's handsome west-end flat was the biggest

thing Macgregor had ever done. As a small boy he
had feared his Aunt Pinrdie, as a schoolboy he had
hated her, as a youth he had despised her ; his

feelings towar^ her now were not to be described,

but it is certain that they included a well-nigh

overpowering sense of dread ; indeed, the faint

thrill of the electric bell sent him back a pace

towards the stair. His state of perspiration gave
place to one of miserable dullness.

A supercilious servant eyed his obviously " good "

clothes and bade him wait. Nevertheless, a sting

was what Macgregor needed just then ; it roused

the fighting spirit. When the servant returned, and
in an aloof fashion—as though, after all, it was none
of her business—suggested that he might enter, he

was able to follow her across the hall, with its thick

rugs and pleasantly warm atmosphere, to the

drawing-room, without faltering. Less than might
have been expected the grandeur of his surroundings

impressed—or depressed—^him, for in the course of

his trade he had grown familiar with the houses of

the rich. But he had oiough to face in the picture

without looking at the frame.

Mrs. Purdie was seated at the side of the glowing
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hearth, apparently absorbed in the perusal of a
chjuitable society's printed hst of donations.

" Your nephew, ma'am," the servant respectfully
announced and retired.

Mrs. Purdie rose in a manner intended to be languid.
Macgregor had not seen the large yet angular figure for
two years. With his hat inhislefthandhewentforward
holding out his right. Astiff, briefhandshakefoUowed.

"Well, Macgregor, this is quite an unexpected
pleasure," she said, unsmiling, resuming her seat.
"Take a chair. It is a considerable period since
I observed you last." Time could not wither the
flowers of language for Mrs. Purdie. "You are
getting quite a big boy. How old are you now ?

Are your parents in good health ? " She did not wait
for answers to these inquiries. " I am sorry your uncle
is not at home. His commercial pursuits confine him
to his new and commodious premises evenonSaturday
afternoons." (At that moment Mr. Purdie was smok-
ing a pipe in the homely parlour of Christina's unde,
awaiting his old friend's return from the the?.tre.)
" His finance is exceedingly high at present." With
a faint smack of her Ups she paused, and cast an
inquiring glance at her visitor.

Macgregorsaw the ice, so to speak, before him. The
time had come. But he did not go tapping round the
edge. Gathering himself together, he leaped blindly.

In a few ill-chosen words he blurted out his petition.
Then there fell an awful silence. And then—he

could hardly beUeve his own ears

!

There are people in the world who seem hopelessly
unloveable until you—perforce, perhaps—ask of
them a purely personal favour. There may even
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be people who leave the world with their fountains
of goodwill still sealed simply because no one had
the courage or the need to break the seals for them.
Until to-day the so-called favours of Aunt Purdie
had been mere patronage and cash payments.
Even now she could not help speaking patronis-

ingly to Macgregor, but through the patronage
struggled a kindliness and sjrmpathy of which her
relations so long used to her purse-pride» her affecta-

tions, her absurdities, could never have imagined
her capable. She made no reference, to the past

;

she suggested no difficulties for the present ; she
cast no doubts upon the future. Her nephew, she
declared, had aone wisely in coming to her; she
would see to it that he got his chance. It seemed
to Macgregor that she promised him ten times all

he would have dreamed of asking. Finally she bade
him stay to dinner and see his unde; then per-
ceiving his anxiety to get home and possibly, also,

his dread of offending her by expressing it, she
invited him for the following Sunday evening, and
sent him off with a full heart and a light head.

He burst into the kitchen, bubbling over with
his wonderful news. During its recital John gave
vent to noisy explosions of satisfaction, Jeannie
beamed happily, Jimsie stared at his transformed
big brother, and Lizzie, though listening with all

her ears, b^gan quietly to prepare her son*s tea.

"An* so she treated yewed, Macgreegor,"saidJohn,
rubbing his hands, while the speaker paused for words.

" She did that I An* I'm to get dooble the wages
Vm gettin* the noo, an' I've to spend the half o'

'T^iW^"
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everythtng aboot the business, an' then "

nr^i^*. ^^^y • " Wud ye like yer egg biled
or fried, dearie ? " J' ^-56 ^"^

It was nearly eight o'clock when he reached the

^^, and he decided to wait at a short distance
from the wmdow until Christina came out. He wasnot going to nsk interruption by the old woman
or a late customer

; he would teU his wonderful
tale m the pnvacy of the busy pavement, under
the secrecy of the noisy street. Yet he was desper-a^y unpatient, and with every miiiute after ttie
strjang of the hour a fresh doubt assailed him.
At last the lights in the window went out, and

the world grer. brighter. Presently he was moving
to meet her noting dimly that she was wearing!
bigger hat than heretofore.

^

^^f'l ?f^^^ ^^^rise at the sight of him, but
not at his eagerly whispered announcement

;

I've got it !
"

J' ^"^
for you," she said kindly, and refrained

from askmg hun, teasingly, where he thought he

remarked, steppmg forward.
" Dae ye no' want to hear aboot it ? " he asked

disappomted, catching up with her.
"Of course," she said cheerfully. "Was yer

uncle nice?" ^ ^

"It was ma aunt." he explained somewhat rduc-

^L "" 5® ^^^ ^® °^^t ^a"gJ»- B«t she only
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" Ye've done fine," she said when he had finished

—for the time being, at anyrate. " I'm afraid it'll

be you that'll be wantin' a private secretary when I

get that length."
" Dinna laugh at me," he murmured reproachfully.

" Dinna be ower serious, Mac," she returned.

" Ye'll get on a' the better for bem' able to tak' a

joke whiles. I'm as pleased as Punch aboot it."

He was more pleased, if possible. " If it hadaa

been for you, Christina, I wud never ha'e had the

neck to try it," he said warmly.
" I beUeve yp !

" she said quaintly.

" But it's the truth—an' I'll never forget it."

" A guid memory's a gran' thing ! An' when dae

ye start wi' yer uncle ?
"

" Monday week."
" That's quick work. Ye've beat me a' to sticks.

Dinna get swelled heid !

"

" Christina, I wish ye wudna "

" I canna help it. It's the theatre, I suppose.

Oh, I near forgot to tell ye, yer uncle was in when

we got hame frae the theatre. I hadna time to

speak to him, for I had to run back to the shop.

Hadna even time to change ma dress. I think j^er

uncle whiles gets tired o' bein' a rich man an' Uvin'

in a swell house. Maybe you'll feel thatway someday."

He let her run on, now and then glancing wistfully

at her pretty, animated face. The happiness, the

triumph, he had anticipated were not his. But all

the more they were worth working for.

So they came to the place where she Uved.

" Come up," she said easily ;
" I tell't auntie I

wud maybe bring ye up for supper."
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'S^^^tl^tf^'' of gratification as mach

„
Maybe yer aunt winna be pleased—

-°°

shei?n^J;„t^J°''"=^^'-*'^-o'M'"
Jhey went up together.

doSST •"' " '"*-''^- -<^ - oP-^8 the

walk°i',™ ^
""»'* ~'"« """"e yet- Out for a

"Ail T' f* ^<'- """^ting an ^^^Auntie and uncle won't be long " ^y<oaa.

atS*^ '^ '"^'^^' »<! ««d hard to look

Matfrto^--rtoo«=?

«^^'^
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continued, patting her hair, " and shcTl be ddi^ted

about you gomg into, your uncle's business 11^
it was splendid of you managmg your aunt so wefl.

JSsor smilid faintly. " I doo^^.'* J^ T?l
thkt^^ed me," he said. " But Chnstma, 111

no'letherbesorry-nor-noryouather.
" Oh I'm sure youTl get on quiddy, she said,

gravely, bending to unbutton her long coat.

"
I ^tend to dae that." he cried uphfted by her

words.
"Gi'emeayearortwa,an'ITlshowyel

She sHpped out of the coat and stood to a

moment.Sy smiling, in her b^t frock, a ampte

Lig of pale irey lustre reUeved witii white, to

^black shi«, her best thread stockmgs. her

heavy yellow plait over her left shoulder.

^^.^^a^ul^^T^d^ and left the room to

^^li:^^SS^t^^^hlschair.^his^
uponle back and pressed his brow to his wnst.

So she found him on her return.

"Sore head, Mac ?" she asked gently, recovermg

from her surprise, and going dose to him. _
"Let me gang," he whispered; "I-ITl never

^StlS^dofakeyintheouterdoorreachedAe

«rrs^. She gave her eyes an impatienthttlerub.

She laid a hand on his shoulder.

" Cheer up I
" she said, ahnost rougWy, and

stooping quickly, she touched her hps to his hair,

so lightly, so tenderly, that he was not aware.

Wymm Sent Lt^L, Prixtm, Lcndom »nd Rmdimg.
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