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Wee Macgreegor
CHAPTER L

"“Maw 1" said the sinall boy, for the twenty-
third time since the Robinson family began
their perambulations in Argyll street—"maw!"

“Whit is't ye're wantin’ noo, Macgreegor?”
asked his mother, not without irritation in her
voice.

“Maw, here a sweetie shope.”

“Weel, whit aboot it? Ye'll get yer gundy

‘\}lhl‘: morn, ma mannie.”
4 *Deed, then ye'll jist ha'e to want. Ye
~ micht think shame o' yersel’, wantin’ gundy
efter ye've ett twa aipples an’ a pie furbye.”
“But I'm hungry yet.”
This seemed to amuse his mother, for she

laughed and called to a big man in front of
g L
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her, who was carrying a little girl, “John, Mac-
greegor's sayin’ he's hungry.”

“Are ye hungry, Macgreegor?” said John,
halting and turning to his son, with a twinkle
in his eye. “Ye'll be wantin' a scone, maybe."”

Macgregor looked offended, and his mother
remarked, “No' him! It's thae sweetie shopes
that's makin’ him hungry. But I've tell't him
he's to get nae gundy till the morn's mornin®.”

“D’'ye hear whit she's sayin’, Macgreegor "
said his father. Then, “Come on, Lizzie, an’
we'll get him a bit sweetie to taste his gab.”

“Ye jist spile the wean, John," said Lizzie,
moving, however, with a good-natured smile
to the shop-window. “But mind, it's to be
baurley-sugar. I'll no ha'e him filin’ his
stomach wi’ fancy things. See an’ get baurley-
sugar, John, an’ wee Jeannie 'll get a bit o’ 't
Wull ye no’, ma daurlin’?” she demanded
sweetly of the child in her husband’s arms.
Wee Jeannie expressed delight in sounds unin-
telligible to any one but her mother,
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“I want taiblet,” said Macgregor to his
father, in a whisper rendered hoarse with emo-
tion at the sight of the good things in the win-
dow.

His mother was not intended to hear him,
but she did. “Taiblet!” she exclaimed.
“Weans that gets taiblet gets ile efter.”

The boy’s nether lip protruded and trembled
ominously.

“Och, Lizzie,” said John, “ye’re aye thinkin’
zboot the future. A wee bit taiblet 'll dae the
laddie nae hairmi. Deed, no! An' fine I ken
ye like a bit taiblet yersel'”

“Ay, that’s a’ richt, John. But ye've shairly
no' forgot whit the doctor said when Mac-
greegor wis lyin” badly efter ye had him at the
Exhibeetion. He said Macgreegor had a wake
disgeestion, and we wis to be awfu’ carefu’
whit he ett. An' I wis readin’ in the Com-
panion jist the ither nicht that there wis nac-
thin waur fur the disgeestion nor nits, an'
thon taiblet’s jist fu' o' nits.”
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“Aweel,” said her husband, evidently over-
come by her reasoning, “I'll get baurley-
sugar. Haud wee Jeannie,” And he entered
the shop.

When he rejoined his family, he handed the
“wholesome sweetmeat” to his wife, who first
of all extracted a short stick for wee Jeannie,
wrapping one end of it in a scrap of paper torn
from the “poke.” Macgregor accepted his
share in gloomy silence, and presently the party
resumed their walk, John again carrying his
daughter, who from time to time dabbed his
countenance with the wet end of her barley-
sugar in a filial desire to give him a taste.

Having proceeded west about one hundred
yards, they were called to a halt by Lizzie at
the door of a big warehouse.

“I'm gaun in here, John," she said. “I'm
wantin’ a bit rid flannen fur a goonie fur wee
Jeannie,”

“Iaethin® fur yersel’, Lizzie ?"

His wife looked at something in one of the



