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KITTY ALGCNE
-
CHAPTER XIX
SUGGESTIONS OF EVIL

HE crowd in the market-place and in the streets of
Ashburton began to thin as the afternoon crept on.
In vain did the showmen blow their trumpets, ring thetr
balls, and invite to their entertainments. Those whe had
come to the fair had spent theirloose cash.  The proprietors
of the stalls offered thelr wares at reduced prices, but
found {few purchasers, Young men wha bad been hired by
the farmers swaggered about singing or shouting, some
tipsy, others merely on the road to tipsiness, The ostlers
in the inns were harnessing horses to the traps, market
carts, gigs, dog-carts, that had brovght in the firmers and
their wives.  Empty waggons were departing,  The roads
were full of streams of people Nowing homeward to the
surrounding villages.

Pasco Peppertl] started with the schoolmaster. He had
surrendered Kate to her father. The reins were in his
hand, and he had whipped the cob, when he saw Coaker,

.
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the man from whom he had bought the wool, coming
towards him,

The blood rushed into Pepperill's face,

“How d'ye do?” asked the farmer.  “ Going home? "

“1 be,” answered Pasco, with constrained anger,

“You'll find all the wool there. 1 sent off the lot this
morning—three waggon-loads.”

“Why did you not inform meP—and T would have
waited for it, and not come to the fair.”

“I did not know how the weatber might be—and 1
wished to be rid of it" Coaker laughed.

This angered Pasco further, and, losing command of
himself, he said, “*Twas scurvy—that selling me at such a
price when you knew wool was down.”

“That was your concern, Each man for himself, But
I reckon you've made a worse bargain at Brimpts, if, as
they tell me, you have bought the wood.”

“How so? TIsnot the timber firstrate? "

“0h, the timber is good enough”

“Then what i= wrongz 2"

‘Have you been to Brimpts 2"

U No—but Quarm has”

UThen vou don' know the coad, It is thos "—Cosker
made a motion with his hand up and down.  **The waves
of the sea mountains high is nothing to it—and bad-—the
road is! Lor' bless y'! the cost o' moving the timber when
cut will swallow up all the profits,”

“Pshaw! The distance from Ashbarton is only three miles.”
“TDetter ten on a decent road. You'll never get the



