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The little leaves and tips from high
mountain tea gardens, that are used
in SALADA eare much finer in flavor
than any Gunpowder or Japan. Tryit.
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Rit Rennedy

BY B. R. CROCKETT.
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CHAPTER XXIX.—(Cont'd.)

Heather Jock was on his way home
from the uplands of Carsphairn, whi-

with provender and local! information
couched in the raciest form o' Scots,
L only spn]{enhhy the folk ﬂi';lthe western
: upiands, where it is etill free from
ihﬂr h;yhl?a gﬂﬁg zﬂmlz*i‘iﬂfg; hézﬂﬁfglﬁi the defilements of Glasgow Irish, and
of his native air, and as he was wnntrigﬁgar]tﬁdu%agiﬁfﬂ potas by
to say, pointing proudly to his donkey The trja;m ut & question
as one might put forward a favorite “Wha lfélé 4 q#h;m 'Eﬂ? 011
child, “As soon as ever Billy-O gets| rled ‘Heathar.J EI;_:- e 2 tTk
his nose by Snuffy point and the wind’;:ﬂwk ; Ethe 9 %EE] ﬁl? t Ti 5 !Ye
o' Whinnyliggate blaws roond the hip &he Y1 : S =ad
o' the Bennan, he's 4 different hﬁaﬁt.‘“ﬁﬁ““h £ EJ Eﬁ'}re ﬁtmn%r no to ken,
It's graund air, that o’ the muirlandﬂ.lih el oo g a:{lﬁ;er leeves
Fowk canna dee up there. There’ﬂ! s S VALY e ong
: : tthe bit farm is Loch Spellanderie.
naebody has died fairly, up .amTﬁEfJﬂhn wad gie ye a bed and your
thae aT?thr{" Hills, within the breakfast—that is, gin he wasna
mﬁfg’ I?a's:l’?l;mﬁﬂna would put in }fﬂdd;fn c!cma tha Tfﬁ ) b t’E'H-
“how i it that whiles we will 560 & Yoo mair accooont’ up ot Loch 'Spel
funeral comin’ doon frae that gate?’|janderie than you or me—or asa yin

Heather Jock would shake his haadimicht say, puir Billy-0!

sagely, then nod a little knowing nod.

“There's ways—aye, there's ways. Walter. She wadna gie ve ony mut-

Whiles fowk has leeved lang eneuch. ', "}~ D A
Whiles it's better that they E.Enuid slip | to getnh'zéh E}‘IEE]{} Eh::ﬂ Gﬂhii«: E?dznf‘r
awa'l But that's no what ye ’t"ﬂdlyuur head.” |

caa deein'! I‘{al na!l '][?hat:ﬂ Juat,‘ “Would they be kind, think you, to
what they caa in Carsphairn ‘a kind | oo meone in service there?” asked the
providence'|"” tramp.

Heather Jock was in good humor.| “Ye needna think on't, my man!"
He had no wife waiting for him at gaid Heather Jock. “They keep nae
home. Billy-O would be the better of man at Loch Spellanderie.” A bit boy
& rest—he himself of a pipe. Here' (Guid peety him!) end a siip o &
Was company ready to his band under lassie indoors to provide Mistress Ma

& commodious tree. So Heather Jock, Walter wi’ em loyment for her hands |

& unmversally adaptive man, sat down and tongue. That's &' the service that
béside the tramp. Hh&y hae ony use for up at Loch Spel-
“Will ye hae a draw, honest man?” landerie.”
he said. “No, ye're richt No on an! Heather Jock was eyeing the tramp
empty stammack! Stand still, Billy-O! carefully.
I'Il' tak' aff your creels, Ye're mair' “Ye hae seen trouble in your day,”
trouble than twa wives that willna’ he said at length; “were ve seekin’
gree. I'll no say but ye are mair solid wark? I think I can put you in the
comfort too, though that’s neither here way o' some. T'ye see von white
nor therel” hoose on the hillside yonder? That’s
The tramp watched the pedlar as Rogerson’s o’ Cairnharrow. They are
he busied himse!f with his creels. (wantin’ an orra man, for the guidman
“I'se warrant, my lad, ye’ll no be has a sair hand, and fowk are ill to
ony the waur o' a bit whang o' mut- get up here. I think ve might hae g

- ton ham. It’s rare stuff, as I can tell chance, though ye dinna look verra

- — e — e ——

i

In this countryeide again, my man—-,r
you that hasna a ceevil word in your
head an’ a stolen muiton ham in your
' hand—gaun aboot the land burnin’
ricks wi’ your matches and abusing
| decent women wi' your black looks,

BEE

vermin that ye are!

“D, she's a tairger, Mistress I\‘:[ﬂf]

And the mistress of Ioch Spellan- |
|derie took her way with the consciouns- |
| ness  of 'hﬂ'..'iu;.:; done a worthy and |
eminently Christian actioin in thus |
' ridding the bounds of so disreputable |
and even dangerous an c¢'ement as the |
|tramp in grey.
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CHAPTER NXX.
THE

|
|
!
NE'ER-DO-WFLL. |
|

A stormy voice broke the morning
silence of the farmhouse of Loch Spel- |
‘landerie some months thereafter.

' “Kit Kennedy, ye are a lazy neler-|
| do-weel, lyin’ snorin’ thera in vour bed i
on the back o' flve u'elock. Thinki
'shame o' yoursel’.” |
i And Kit did.
| He was informed o9n an average
'ten times a day that he was lazy. a

‘&kulker, a burden on the world, and 14
especially on the household of his!|
mothers sister-in-law, Mistress Mac |

makes rich soapy solution
s soaks dirt out

R-449

|  Walter of Loch Spellanderie. So, be-| = ——

Iing‘ an easy-minded bay, and moder- The HT"EHEIE;.EHW' .E!.-l'.‘ld. meléd- | ”Eut
ate.y cheerful,=he accepted the fact, [they took it up and up, just the same
and shaped his life accordingly. '

| -Get up this instant, ve scoondrel!” |{n church with the best. All save one,
jcame again the sharp voice. It was who dropped above the garret to drop

speaking from under three ply of something that might have been
1 | - : Yl 1 3 a
| blankets in the ceiled room beneath. l'pmlrl and might have been a tear.

| That is why it seemed a trifle more n rithi

R R T IE e e Then he aleo went within the Inner

kindly, but Kit Kennedy was not’ de- |gaen.

cetved. He knew better than that. But to Kit’s mind there was nothing
“Gin ye dinna be stirrin’, I'll be up (4o grumble about. He was pleased if

to ye wi’ a stick!” cried Mistress Mac any one was. His clogs did not let

Walter. . in the snow.
It was a ﬁreyish, ghmmering twi- | warm.
i

light when © Kennedy awoke. It |knew
seemed such a short time since he| g,

If any one was well and
t, it was Kit Kennedy.

e came downstairs, if stalrs

ly his mistress had called him the | prg
night before. Kit was no surprised.1
(She was capable of anything in the “Kee
way of extrocting work out of him. th]evin‘phuni
The moon, getting old, and yawning ve—takin’

in the middle as If tired of being ou |

so late, set a crumbly horn past the
edge of his !ittle skylight.

en rounds of a stable ladder. His
mistress heard him.

There’s nocht there for
ey upr"the bairns’ meat afore
re up!

- But Kit was not:hungry, which, in
1 ML Lk Et}l]‘?tg- the clreumstances, was as well. Mijs-
|E§“§ pa Rt a:i}id e H‘}'ﬂ :-fmet Iﬁl_.e"?: tress Mac Walter had caught him red-
;:. ite cmd ;! s o € put out his | handed on one occasion. He was tak-
'hand, and it went in 0 8 cold wreath |ing a bit of hard oatenke out of the
of snow up to the wrist. basket of “farles” which swung from

“Ouch!” said Kit Kennedy. the black, smoked beam in the corner.
e aipiies s sty ye,’ repeated his|Kit had cause to remember the ocea-
mistress, “ye lazy, pampered, guid- |sion. Ever since she had cast {t u
for-naething! Dinna think I canna|tc him. Bhe was a master hand at
hear ye grumblin’ and speakin’ ill ““EU'?E up,” as h‘ﬂ: husband knew.
words against your bhotters!” But K]iwt?' lir‘fe%.ti 1, and“h?]dkl not

Vet allhe hod safd cas « 1 | care. Ick stick wae all he cared
'in the iircumstancﬁs, a ﬂ::nmeg;ll'lg;t na- for, and th-ﬂt only for thr-% B e
PR but he minded when Mistress Maa

| Kit took the corner of the scanty wnﬁl}frfgzﬂig;ifﬂ:ﬁ?h;; the front

coverlet, and, with a well-accustomed )
llarm'gw‘éﬁp' sent the whole swirl of | 320" ’zv?:-fciil;im%zgtifﬂ?;;ﬁjﬂﬂ:rlsﬂﬁi

snow over the end of his bed, getting ; :
across the side at the same time him. | ©ne elbow in bed to assure herself

seif. He did not complain, All he|that he did not go into the kitchen
|said, as he blew upon his hands and ﬂf%frs?]“;; hﬂh*i hﬁﬂI&d E}!:a E!tliEk -::rtf the
slapped ﬂ.“h.][“ b gams}t lhiH Blee, e dggﬂ aaﬂTweitl énﬁnTykaﬁmsse I}rgm E]}:g
:ﬁ‘?ﬁs :;ﬂlrnii”tz?u ¢ at the turnlp | o oo to follow him. There was still
_][1' ' St : a little red ash gleaming between the
| It had been 5”'3“’1”5 in the night bars, and Kit would dearly have liked
since Hitiayiaawn, and the snow had|to:ge in and thaw out his toee on the
sifted in through the cpen tiles of |gtilf warm hearthstone. But he knew
|the farmhouse of Loch Spellanderie. [that his task-mistress was listenin

| That was nothing. It often did that, | He was twelve now, ard big for his
'but sometimes it rained, and that was age, so he wasted no pi;;;.r on: himsalf
worse. Yet Kit Kennedy did not but opened the door and went out.

'as if Kit Kennedy had been praying'

Court, and told that which he had,

His coat was rnugh but |
Ol1,

went to bed that he thought that Surﬂ‘-]thﬁﬁ could be called that were but the|

awa’ frae the kitchen, ye!

for this is nae braxy, but a graund strong—and mair like your bed than |

yve

anld yow (ewe). A rale snow-breaker,
abune fifty year auld, they say she
was. I gat it up at the Glenhead frae
Mistress Mac Millan, and says she,
‘Jock, that’ll haud your teeth gaun
tell ye win hame—that is, if ye hae
guid teeth and they last ocot. We hae

takin’ on Wi’ farm wark.” much mind even that. He had a cun-
“I haye been ill—very ill.” acknowl. | MiNg arrangement in old umbrellas
e tramp, “but I am better|20d corn-sacks that could beat the

< 4 |rain any day. Show, in-his own words,

| 1 e T S el e S

“Fegs, T was thinkin’ that, by thﬂjherd}:ﬂ.rm}t give a En:::ﬁ.i-..}-a: ~_1'1::+1.
haun ye hae made o' the mutton ham. 'lﬂufr ? ,tr,w',:} : ‘]rhf ?h:t_l.ll:;fituiiéflf
[t's fair astonishin'! Honest Geordie |} 20, & creaXxing ol the anc OLELE,
Saeord It was Kit putting on his clother: He

edped
now."

Self-pity is bad at any time. It is

fatal at twelve.

At the door one of the dogs stopped,
sniffed the keen, frosty air, turned
quietly and went back to the hearth-
stone. That was Tweed. But Tyke was
a'ready out rolling in the snow when
Kit Kennedy shut the door.

a' had a turn at Auld Granny, and the Breerie himsel’ couldna bae beat ye!|

teeth in this hoose is a’ dune!” she “Weel, guid-day till ve—What did
says, ye say your name was! Smith? Daod,
_ “But I daresay ye'll no quarrel wi’ | yince kenned a man 9’ the name o
it." They are awfu' particular fowk|Smith. Maybe he was some friend of
aboot their eatin’ up in the Glen o' |yours. It's no a common name here
Trool. Kind fowk too.
the guidwife o’ the Trostan. She fair and Mac Quhirrs an’ Mae Landshor-
fleeched on me to bide wi' her. I wad oughs. Aye, man, and ye're a Smith.
hae gien ye a bed, and welcome, Jock,”| Weel, a heap o' decent fowk hae had
says she, ‘but there is a horse in't!’!que-er ootlandish names in their day,.
Terrible kind fowk thev are up at!iAnd I daresay ve’ll no be a penny
the head end o' yon plen. How are the waur o yours!”
ye managing wi' the mutton ham—no
that ill, T houp? Awye, man, I wish I|in all sincerity, Heather Jock took his
had teeth like you. T declare to peace way down the strath of Kells, and soon
ye could tak’ to stanebreakin’ withoot Billy-O was sniffing the fine Whinny-
a hammer. It's fair divertin’ to watch liggate air, and beginning to think
yel” how good it would be to get off creels
So Heather Jock plied the tramp |and saddles and leathorn bellybands
and indulge in a long seratehy satis-

mo# factory roll among the hLeather.
*r | The tramp sat awhile at the foot of
EQ”GW*JOHT I the little loaning that wound its way
from the main road up to the farm
e, Torget miy Wrigleys ;

of Loch Spellanderie. He was think-
Slip a pac in

ing whether he should accept the ad-
your pocket when vice Heather Jock had:given him, or
remain in a position of greater free-

il s Wa
.{'" e

e W\ o home lo-

M%EE}L flgh? 'dom, when he heard heuvy f:.mt.ete?s
\\\\\" \hq.:ﬁ'-l 'fl]nliﬂg d[:‘.r“"n thE aveliyge, }'.I{,, coul
- 'lm |T A/ Oivethe youndsters not see the wearer of these weighty
e this wholesome boots, but presently the black-pitched
/l’ laﬂing sweet - fo gate was opened, and a tall, dark-

alLb i pleasure and benefit. r browed, wmosculine-looking woman

came out with the swing of a gren-
adier. She caught sight of the
Aramp's grey coat and instantly stop-
ped.

“Get awa ool o' here!” she cried.
pointing to his little bundle. which lay
on the grass beside him. “We want

1..:‘5|r-1' .I' Ti.-l":‘i,'!. l,"-'.E!-"‘{ E;L:'\.l- l!-:-:_-'-\-.. :-\.
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There was|away'—Smith. Thev's a’ Mac Millans |

And so with this farewell, uttered |

thieves and useless reprobates enough
. comin' intil a decent woman’s hogss
', without gangrel vaigabonds sitting on
her verra doorstep. Ave, an’ whaur
S B gat ye that mutton ham? I missed j3
i Hnadi the day before vesterday. I wish th:
g}'}'t’r? was a polissman here. Tak’ your ways
\ i nd na d look zs
@ PPY &8 or I'll set th g
_'._:!,.'.'. | LT :'.-'1
. The. & 2

always knew where each article lay Then his mistress went to sleep. She
—dark or shine it made no matter to knew how Kit Kennedy ‘did his 1.;.:1:;1'1(
him. He had not an embarrassment| 4 that there would be no cause to
|f1f apparel._ If‘e had a suit f"m‘ wear- | complain. But she meant to tr-:;rm:plain
\ing—and his “other clothes." These| .11 the same. Was he not a lazy, de-
| latter were, however, now too small ceitful hound, an enrumbrance,]ﬂnd
an interloper among her bairns?
(To be continued.)
—— e

Elsie and the QOyster.

Oysters. like olives, are an acquired
taste, and a taste that some persons
never acquire. There are many says
Mr. E. E. Whiting, who
with the oft-quoted woman who said:
“I'm glad I don’t like oyvsters because
iIf I liked 'em I'd eat 'em, and I hate
‘em.” There are many also who will

for him, and so he could not go to the
'kirk at Whinnyliggate. But his mis-
|tress had laid them aside for her son
‘Tammas, a growing lad. Bhe was a
thoughtful, provident woman.

“Be gettin’ doon the stair, my man,
and look slippy,” cried Mistress Mac
Walter, as a parting rhot. “and see
carefully to the kye. It'll be as weel
for ye.”

Kit had on his trousers by this time.
| His walistcoat followed. But before
he put on his coat he knelt down to
say his prayver. He had promised his
mother to say it then. ?f he put ON'l roel akin in Spivit 'with  the lithle: gir]
'his coat he was apt to forget it, in h:si 1 3 Srea o
\haste to get out of doors, where at|W40 Was making her first appearance
least the beasts were friendly. So be-|&t & home dinner at which there were
| tween his walstcoat and his coat he|grown-up gusts.
| prayed. The angeis were up at the The first course was ovsters on the
\time and they heard, and went and|half shell Her mother observed ap-
told One who hears prayer. They said | provingly the placldity and exemplary
(that in a rgﬂrl'{*_tﬂ::il 1.“ }:‘ﬂgari':l i-lgff,y'dfﬂ”':”“’r of her daughter, and thought
| WAS Praying wi 113 Knees in 8Now- 1 S SRR e E
'dri_ft.pa Em'gwithnut father or I‘Ilﬂfh{'rl[ﬂ I€INove some of the solemnity and
| near to h@fp or listen to him. |
. “Ye lazy guid-for-naething! Gin ye|
are no doon the stairs in three meen- |

its, no a drap o' porridge or a sup c:’g
| milk shall ye get this day!l” |
| So Kit got on his feet, and made a|
queer little shuffling noise on the floor |
with them, to induce his mistress to
think that he was bestirring himself. |
So that is the way he had to finish
his prayers—on his feet, shuffling and |
} - =
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sympathize |

restraint of the occasion by letting
the child into the joys of the dinner, So
ghe said:

“Would Elsie like a nlce oyster?”

Elsle looked doubtful, but dutifully
opeéned her timid mouth, and mother
popped an oyster into it. Elsie closed
her lips, and the mother turned her at-
tention to her guests and her oysters.
She got to the last oyster on her plate
‘and then remembered her child, whosa
gllence and sustained good manners
' continued to make a most delightful
impression. 8o she turned to the child
and asked: “Would Elsle ke another
nice oyster?”

A look of anguish came into the face
of the patlent little girl. She gently
and cautlously parted her Hps just far
enough to reply: “I don't 'ant ’is 'un!”
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Minard’s Liniment for Backache.

,‘L_
Sentence Sermons.
You Can Have More—Leisure 1f you
do your work well for the first time.
—Freedom if you break the chalns
of your own enslaving habits.
— Influence if you will confine your

P statements to the facts.

| —"Drag” with the boss if vyou boost
more for the businessg.

—Help in bad timez if you have been
dependable In good times,

—PFrlends if you are wlilling to take
time to make them.

—Bympathy from the community if
| you waste no pity on yvourself.

£ -
Ominous.

Jones had lost his fourth wife, but
It was not long before it was under-
stood that he had plcked out his fifth,

who was some thirty yvears Bill's
junior. One day a fried met him and
sald:

“Well, BIill, I suppose getting mar-
ried comes natural to you by this time,
doesn't {tt7"

“Well,” sald BIill, after due reflec-
tion, “this fifth marrfage ain't golng
to seem so natural.
off'on a trip, and he's never falled to
tle the knot for me. I sald to Mary
that I didn't think it would feel like a
wedding without Parson Beggs: but
she sald 1t was her turn to choose, and
that she meant to start off with that
yvoung minister that has just come to
town, and that if he did well ghe’d
stick to him. B8he didn't explain what
i‘ she meant, but it eounded omlnous to

me.,"

—-
For First Ald—MIinard's Liniment.

e
Bricks in Britain.
Bricks dre produced in Great Britain
by grinding clinkers and ashes and
' mixing them with lime and water.
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| Take REAL

Mustard

to Your
Sunimer Home

Be sure to include one
or two tins of KEEN'S
MUSTARD in the sup-
plies you take to your
Summer Cottage or
Camp,

Only real Mustard — freshly
mixed — can give you that
savoury zest and tang in your
food that you appreciate so
much. Andonlyreal mustard
— freshly mixed with cold
watzr— furnishes real aid to

i
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Mzlke a note now to remem- ¢

}  ber Keen's Mustard"” when
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Parson Beggs is
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