
tell you everything, Granddad. I

always’ have, haven’t IT"

For answer Duncan .drew the little

figure to his side and held her tight, as

though he feared some danger. After a

little he said, brokenly and with effort:
' ’‘(Aiinee, lang, lang ago, when you was

A wee bairn, I said to mysel’, ‘Duncan,’

Bays I, ‘stay on the hills and rear that

.wee jewel away fra’ all the sin o’ the

.world, an’ keep her untouched by evil,
and when she’s growed up she'll be a

comfort to ye in yer auld age; she’s all

ye've got to cling to now or in the fu-

ture.’ So I just settles down ag’in, an’

teaches ye to love me, and ye soon be-

came' the very light o’ me e’en. Then,

dearie, when ye began to prattle yer wee

babbie’s talk, it nigh sent me daft wi’

j»y”.
He paused again, and tears slowly

trickled down his withered cheeks. Then
he continued:

“Aweel, ye went on makin’ sunshine

fur me. An’ later on the joy it was to

see yer bonnie een light up when the

auld man cam’ hame tired to his bit
dinner; an’ to feel yer wee soft arms

around my neck an’ yer sweet voice

a-singin’ sac sweet about yon bit hame.”

A low moan came from under Duncan's

arm. then—-

“Oh, Granddad, why do you say all

them things and be so sad? Isn’t things
always to go on the same as ever? An’

if you're not happy here, why can’t we

go home again? I'm just longin' to see

my birds and chicks again.” Then she

added:
“1 couldn’t help the man giving me

that. Grandad. Oh, you know I

couldn’t.” And Aimee burst into tears.

“I wasn’t cross wi’ ye, my ain wee

birdie. 0’ course ye couldn't help it.

Aweel, give yer auld granddad a kiss,
and we’ll just be gettin’ on to Rose

Cottage, an’ see what the little woman’s

got fur supper; something tasty, I’ll
.warrant.”

Aimee kissed her grandfather, and

smiled- through . her . tears. It was an

effort to do so, for the. poor girl felt

depressed with a vague unrest. A feeling
that things would never be quite the

same again oppressed her, and for the

rest of the evening she sat quietly in the

corner, watching her grandfather’ with

a wistfulness that was quite pathetic.
The same feeling, in a measure, was

shared by Duncan, but he tried to put
it from him, and his cheerfulness Was

i'orocjt, as
_

Aimee, with her keener wo-

man’s -instinct, knew.
,

The knowledge
made her unhappy,’ and for the first

time- in her life she went to bed and

could, not sleep.
When Duncan retired to his little

ro<ms—next to Ainiee's all his cheerful-
vanished, and he dropped dejectedly

into/a chair, leaned his elbows on his
knees, and buried his face in his hands.

J’ulljj,half an hour passed before he
chiuigpd his posture; then, with a drawn,

' o°k» ’ le rose an< -l blew out the

“I must think,” he muttered to him-
“and save the bairn at any cost.

Efen.it he was a single man he’d never

wedhrtjer, nor would I let her if he would.
.But he’s the devil himsel’—report ain’t
exaggerated about that. And to think
1 was so easy took in—me, a Scotchman,
an’-always reckoned sharp. He either
didn’t? go to Wellington to catch the
mail boat, or he came back from there,
art’ he's been skulkin’ around after my
ewe lamb, poor, wee, bonnie lamb.”

Another long pause followed these re-

flections, and then he quietly removed

his' boots and threw himself on his bed

.without undressing. Next morning he
awoke to find his beloved grandchild
bending anxiously over him with a cup
of tea in her hand.

T'Hey, dearie, what’s up ?”

*
“Oh, Granddad, what is worrying you

so? You’ve never undressed, an’ I heard

you mp so late last night; but you
• speak till you’ve drunk this nice
cup'.o’ tea.”

' Duncan took the tea and drank it at
a draught. As he set down the cup he

drew Aimee over and kissed her.

‘ *Aimee, tell me, are ye happy wi’ me,
an

’ content to go on the same
us fever on the, hills?”

“Happy? Content? Why, I’m longin’
.to.go home again, Granddad; longin’
ever/so.” >■

> f.thought.she was, but in
s ' le make any satjri-
Please ’>er grandfather. But then

»neAg>ved him more than anything on
* eftrth;- lie had i»een all sufficient for her

-El'k** now > an<l she thought he was still.
“S* n°t understand the strange

of unrest that possessed her.
©irnesn looked keenly at her as though
he.would read her very soul. She bore
•"* scrutiny, without flinching, and 'die
appeared satisfied.,

“I lay down wi' my clothes on; I was

a bit worrited like, thinkin’ as ye
wouldn't lie happy up yonder again. An’

now I’ve made up my mind to sell the
sheep an’ the wee hit house, anti shift

up country. How will ye like that,
Aimee ?”

'•That’ll lie splendid, Granddad.” and
Aimee clapped her hands with affected
glee. “When shall we go? But don’t

sell Humpty-Dumpty, please, Grand-

dad.” Humpty-Dumpty was her pet
lamb, a name she had given it from one

of the few picture books she had pos-
sessed when a child, and which were

still prized.
“No,” replied Duncan, “I won’t sell

it, nor the birds, nor Dodger. An’ we’ll

have to keep Rosa; she's a good cow,

and yields a deal more milk than t’other

one we sold.”

CHAPTER IX.

The New Home.

Before going out with Aimee to call

on his old friends, the Jones’, Duncan

just remembered the note in his pocket.
Drawing it out, he opened it, and slowly
read aloud:

“Aly Dear Child,- —Can I see you alone

for a few minutes? 1 wish to give you

a little keepsake in memory of our

meeting on Port Hills. I will be at tile

cottage gate at eight o’clock to-morrow

evening. 1 saw you in Cashel-street yes-
terday, and followed you, intending to

speak, but remembered in time that

your grandfather would not like it. 1

am sorry he does not like me, but I hope

you do not share the unkind feeling to-

wards your friend.—B.L.”

The old man’s hand shook with agi-
tation as he crushed the paper; then he

struck a match and burnt it. Just then

Aimee came in with her hat on, and

although she saw the burnt paper she
said nothing.

“Ain’t you ready. Granddad, dear?

I’ve been waiting ever so long. Are we

going to have dinner at the Jones?” She

tried to look interested as she perched
herself on the side of the bed, and won-

dered what had been written on the
burnt paper.

“After all, Aimee, I don't think we’ll

go to Papanui to-day; I ain’t feeling so

well,” and the old man passed his' hand

wearily across his brow. “I think as

we’ll be gettin’ hame again, and fix up
the bit place fur auction:' then we’ll

come back and have a longer spell on

our way up country.”

An idea had suddenly occurred to

Aimee since receiving Langstone’s note

that she would like to .earn to read and

write. Previously she hail not favoured

the idea when her grandfather had-sug-
gested it, but now a great longing to
learn possessed her.

“Granddad, won’t you lie down if you
don’t feel well? You didn’t have any

sleep last night, you know; and then, if

you feel better, this afternoon p’raps we

could go an’ peep into one o’ them big
schools where all the children are learn-

ing'to read and write.” ■ '

■ “Aye, we can do that, lassie; but I’ll

no lie down just now. I've got some

business to see to, so I’ll leave you with
Airs. Aliller for an hour or two,” and,
kissing her tenderly, he left the house..

When he returned he did not forget
Ainiee’s wish, and after the mid-day din-

ner the two proceeded along the Belt,
- which brought them to Richmond, and.

turning into the Stanmore road, they
found themselves close to the Public
.School. The couple attracted much at-

tention. The fair young girl, just bud-

ding into womanhood, although uncon-

scious of the fact, with her short curls

and large, limpid eyes looking out from

under beautifully marked brows, and the
old Tam-o’-shanter; the old man. tall,
gaunt, with a nose like an eagle’s, and

piercing, deep-set . eyes under shaggy
white brows, pursed up lips, and elean-

shaved, rugged face, on every feature of
which individualilty was strongly stamp-
ed. Stealing into the school-yard, they
entered the porch and peeped in. At
first they were unobserved, but after a

‘ few minutes one of the teachers came

forward and inquired their business.

“I’m only fur lettin’ the wee bairn

have a peep, mem ; we’re down for a bit

holiday, ye ken, an’ she’s never seen

inside a school afore.”

The young lady smiled, and, taking
Aimee by the hand, led her into the

school, and offered the old man a chair.
Aimee was delighted with the singing,
but the lessons tried her a. little. They
confused her mind, and she was glad to
be once more outside in the free, cool
air.. , \

> “Well, -.Aimee, so . ye’ye beeu in

t “'fichool, an’ how do ye like it' t"

“Not much. Granddad; it’s too craruje
eu up. 1 don’t want to go to school, but

I do want to learn to read and write."

"That ’minds me, Aimee, that we’ve
just got time to walk to High-street, aid

buy ye son* lesson books."

They crossed the Stanmore Bridge,
and turned to the right along Avon-

side, then crossed the East belt into

Armagh-afreet. For the time living they
appeared to have forgotten their de-

pression, and chatted gaily to each other

until they turned into t’olombo-street.
Then, all at once. Aimee stood still, her

eyes riveted on a man who was walking
on the opposite side of the street.

Dunean was a few yards ahead before

he noticed that Aimee was not at his
side, and he turned round in some alarm.

Just then Aimee recollected herself, and
hastened up to him.

“Ye mus’n’t lag, Aimee, ye might get
lost, dearie. What were ye lookin’ al

sae scared like?”

“I at least, the people make me

sort of silly, Granddad, and I forget
what I’m doing.”

It was the first time she had equivo-
cated when asked a question, ami it was

solely for her grandfather’s sake that
she did so. She would much rather have
discussed the subject of her thoughts
with him; indeed, she was longing to

do so, but dared not.

“Aweel, we're not fur off the shop
now,” said Dunean, as he took hold of
the girl’s arm.

They soon reached the shop, and, to
the old man’s surprise, Aimee showed

very little interest in the purchases.
After paying for the books, Dunean said:

“Come along, lassie. Poor wee bairn,
she’s tired out,” and, tucking the little

brown hand under his arm, they made

their way back to Rose Cottage.

*****

Christmas had come and gone, and the

Hills knew the old man and the girl
no more. They were now settled far up

country, in an out-of-the-way place
called Salt Water Creek, and had al-

ready resumed their usual occupations.
Duncan had a large piece of ground un-

der cultivation, and Aimee had her pets
and flower garden, which had licen a

source of pride to the previous tenant.
Roses covered the: picturesque little cot-

tage, hung over the doors, and peeped
lovingly into Aimee’s bedroom window,
while huge boxes of mignonette adorned

the sills. Apparently there had been

done to make, the girl's life happy all
that a loving heart and willing hands

could do. There was even a pony.-which
Dunean had bought with a view to

bringing in his products to the city, and

which Aimee was learning to ride. It

had been offered to Duncan for a few

pounds; and he decided to buy it and

teach Aimee to ride. Later on he in-
tended to get a spring eart, but not just
yet, for he had crippled himself a little

through his change of residence. And

so matters continued for three months.

Election Curiosities.

Two curiosities -wre recorded by. the

London papers in connection with the

reeent election. In the annual election

of one-third of the members of the Chis-

wick Urban District Council, Mr E.

Stone and Air Arthur Buckingham, the

two candidates for the vacancy in the

Old Chiswick Ward, entered into.'an

agreement not to canvass the electors,

either personally or by agent; not to

print or cause to be printed, or cause to

be exhibited in any house or window,

any window-card or bill seeking voles;

and not to use on the polling-day any

vehicle for the conveyance of voters to

the poll. The penally for any breach ot

this agreement was the payment by the

offender of the whole of the election ex-

penses of the other, the agreement to be

null and void in the event of any other

candidate being nominated for the ward.

No other candidate was nominated, and

the conditions of the agreement were

faithfully observed. Air Stone was .re-
turned by 364 votes to 124.

In the West Ward and Finchley.
Alessrs Bennett and Harveyson tied for

second place on the jxrll with 355 votes

each. Mr Harveyson was the siltfug
member. The retiring officer decdined-to

give his casting vole, and the two names

were written down and put in a police-
man's helmet. The 'one drawn, by a

police-sergeant, was the slip of paper
bear jpg," Mr Bennqtl’J name, and Mr
Jlennlett was declared elected. '4 ,

Do not envy tU »» y
th o beautiful
hair of others,
but possess it

yourself. Some
are born with / jr?'/ . tsRH
beautiful hair, \ lal'A
others acqu ire ydMA, }yjfc
it, but nono/ y-'-ytr-'Y'J IT*. Al|X\
have it thrust \/\ ' I I
upon them, /r Xl /<W. ImjldJ
Those who ac-' Jy <\-'TW /
quire it do so, / 111 Ijj.Y
for the most * I

part, by |' jlj ’

discovery that
there is a remedy for locks thinned
by disease, or which may have be-

come prematurely gray; and that
remedy is

jtqer’s
%air Vigor

Have you lost your hair? It will
restore it. Has your hair faded or

turned gray? It will bring back the

color and gloss of youth. In brief,
there is uo condition, short of abso-

lute destruction of the roots, in

which Ayer’s Hair Vigor will not

produce luxuriant hair.

Do not bo deceived by cheap imita-

tions which will only disappoint you.
Alake sure you get AYER’S Hair

Vigor.

Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., I-owell.Hass., 6.S.A.

MOTHER’S
FAVORITE

For Baby’s
Skin & Scalp
Because of its delicate

Medicinal, Emollient,
Sanative, and Antiseptic
properties combined with

the purest of Cleansing
Ingredients and most re-

freshing of Flower Odors.
Complete External and Internal Treatment for every

Humour,from Pimplee to Scrofula.fro»u fancy to Afa,

raneirtlng of Cuiicura Seep. OUiWuea: t - wt-u.venl

FUle. me* he had afall ehemfete. Vmte.' brug u chceu.

Core-. Tu.e I’rope ,Boeten, Maea.,I.’. M. A.
rMT dI-tc •. “ How to Cure Diiflgunn Inmcure.**

s I*. 1uirna ft Co., Sydney, S. " •

THE cold weather Is here, and plenty ot

It. You waul a vroteitioK’ from

cold*. Prink OT PIIXCi,. von have not

tried It yet. l»o so, aiul be su..- you

0.T., an there are many. Imp attout.. ,
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