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III sincerely hope that noure of the men who proposed
to me ineant it. If ýthey did, it's going to make the
end of the week busy."1

The atmosphere had been distinctly suiphurous at
dinner-time, when she fancied fer the flrst time those
four seif-complacent beings had become aware of each
other's presence in the field of action. Pork Sausage
passed plates frigidly to Clubs, while lie, Clubs, was en-
joying the discomnflture of the Telegrapli-pole and imiagin-
ing the reason thereof. The Mad Galloway tore at his
hair distractedly, and ate littie. Hilda ate nothing, but
sat sulent, cowed, and frightened.

She was sitting on the floor lacing her boots madly,
with the notion that she would dress and pack in tirne
for the eight o'clock train that went somiewhere away
from Winnipeg, and that she would write back explain-
ing ail, when there arose a commotion, iu the sitting-
roomn. An alien voice mingled wîth the drawl of the
Westerners, a decisive, comnmandlug voice that could
only corne from a very big and a very irate man. It
curdled every drop of guilty blood in I{ilda's velus, 'Un-
consciously, she pressed lier ear to, the keyhole, but the
blood thumped o in, lier head, that she cauglit only
fragments of the conversation.

"Yes," she heard the drawl of Clubs, "lwe have a
lady boarder here. Rau away? You don't sayl"'

"lHer brother?" presumned the poet in a purring voice,
and the girl heard the man's decisive "No."

SShe opened the door and fled down the stairs, bump-
ing Înto every object that_ chanced in lier way- On the

threshold, she stood transfixed by bis accusing eyes,
blue-lipped,' terror-stiil.

"Jack ! Jack P"
The man swallowed liard.
"Hilda, you foolish Jittle thing, corne."
The boarders feil back respectily before a scene of

mnuch tenderness, and wlien tlie girl took the man into
tlie library and gently closed the door, there was no
demur. Every one of themn had been fighting fairly, and
there were no liard feelings in their defeat. They had
done -what they had doue as a. mere show of politeness
to a stranger. If the Pork Sausage regretted lis mnad
outlay of cash, lie refrained from saying so. The poet
was ln a state of positive exultation. "She lias given
me the theme for iny mnasterpiece,"1 he confided to the
Telegrapli-pole, who liad tears somrewliere away back in
his eyes.

"'Dust and ashes.
Trust not a woman's smile,
For lu a littie while, etc."

Finaily, Clubs went arouud the crowd and pocketed
somnething lie got fromi eadh. Ou Hilda Hurd's wedding
day this took the shape of a substantial present, with
best wishes fromn Winnipeg.

"Wliat the dickens do those feilows mean?" inquired
Jack.

"They mnean what they say-best wishes%," said Hilda
complacently.

"Westerners have a quick, impulsive way," lie mused.
"They have," agreed Hilda.

Our Mean Member
By Y. BLAKE~ CROFTON

THE mieanest member of the United Club of Philas-
ton was a decidedly clever fellow, and lis cool-
neas somnetixues extricated hinm fromn an awk-
ward position. On one occasion, a soft scion

of the plutocracy fancied lie had discovered him clieating
at poker and iuforrned the habitues of the card-room
that ie~ would expose hlmn at the next session. There
was a large and expectant gathering, and young Softie
opened the pro ceedings by asking, "What wQuld you do
F'lint, if you found that a man you were lu the habit of
playing with stacked the cards?"

"Does lie wiu or lose?" inquired Flint, promptly.
"Oh, of course lie wins ail the timne."
"Then," said Flint, calmily, "Il should stand by and

back hi-i."
A roar of laugliter, in which Softie could not help

joinlug, greeted this unexpected turu. And, as you can-
not crucify a mnan you are laughing with, the incident
closed there, and Flint did not win 80 regularly here-
after.

It is true that the ruse which thus couve rted a lra-
g edy into a farce illustrated Flint's coolness rather than
his wit, for a silnillar escape fromn a sirnilar danger was

recorded lu a book of card anecdotes publislied mnany
years earlier.

When the laugh was not with Flint, but agant hiim,
the mnembers enjoyed it all the mnore, for Fait was a
close-flsted feilow. He was not averse to accepting
liqiiid hospitaiity froin a feilow-mnember, but lie was
neyer kuowu tq ring the waiters' bells in the billiard or
card roomis, except once or twice when lie had a guest
fromn outside. Once, at a special club dinner, a humourous
speaker had exceiled himnself and Flint comnplimented
Jin across the table.

"It nst have taken you sonie timne to get up that
speech," observed Flint.

"Oh, yes, quite a timie," said the humnourist, disingen-

a Christmas box lu the club, and lie used bis influence to
prevent a subscrîption list for the servants being posted
lu the morning-room at Yule time. HIe argued that
gratuities to domestîcs were coutrary to the constitu-
tion of the club and induced servants to wait more
promptly on sonie mnembers than on others. Hie only
served a single term on the directorate, as it'transplred
that lie had induced the steward to order some cigars
which lie himiself lad ilmported and which his fellow-
niembers did not appreciate at the price charged.

One eveniug Flint's horse was frigliteed by an auto-
mobile, upset the boy who was holdig it and started
to mun away from the club door. A waiter who had
iust left the club seized the reins and, thougli puiled off
biis feet and run over by the trap, lie pluckily lield on
and saved the hiorse and vehicle. Hie was bruise-d, bis
liat was traimpled an~d bis coat tori. On this occasion
it 18 said that Flint actuaily went so far as to tlank
himi I

Fliut's bets on misceflaneous subjects were dead cer-
taluties. Whether on the correct version of a fainiliar
quotation, or on the ruile of a gaine, or ou a date, a
namne or a statistic, bis wagers were based on positive
and usuaily on receut information.

Sortows corne lu battalidus. Trhree old mnibers of
the club, which was founded in the sixties, lad died
within a week, wvýheu Flint got a cablegrain. announcing
the deatli of bis eider brother, who was one of the
original miembers. Hie did not mention bis private
affliction wheni lie sougît the smoking rooni and began
conimienting on the recent mnortality among the old
members.


