
MR. DONALD MACDONALD
VI6out a. Mysterious Letter and a Curiozis C/an.

HFelderly postmistress of Port SunartToffce was ln a quandary. The mail
which the bi-weekiy steamer had just
ashore contained seven letters and postca

The addressees of six of these were familiar to 1
the addressee, of the seventh was flot--or, rather,was too mucl so. The envelope, a tightly pac
business one, was directed in type-written char
ters to

"MR. DoNALD MACDONALD,
"iPort Sunart,
"Argyllshire, N.B."

The postmistress read these words aloud seve
tinies, also the postmark, which was "London, E.(
She turned the envelope and exarnined the back w
its Oblan postmark. With a sigh she laid the pac]
on the counter, and from a tin labelied "Fin
Cough Drops," took a pair of eye-glasses with
cracked lens. Sorne years ago these glasses h
been' iost by a tourist in the neighbourhood; th
had been advertised as "found" on a hlf-sheet
note-paper stuck on the littie window of the p«~
office, which was also theshop of. Port Sunart; s
months had passed witliout any dlaim; the soil
advertisement had been taken down, and the, poý
mistress had feit justified in regarding the glass
as lier own. Tliey made her eyes ache, but she p
themn on when lier officiai duties were eicceptional
trving.. Fortunately for hier sight this was flot ofte

Placing themn upon lier nose, whicli the sprir
gripped rather painfully, she again took the pack
in her liand and gazed upon it tili the tears cam
But no inspiration accompanied them.

"Father !" she called. '
A narrow door at the back of the shop opene,

and a very old man came slowly forth.
"Here iss a letter for Tonald Mactonald,"' si,

said speaking English, 'as she and her father aiwa)
did when the matter was officiai. "And I arn n(
knowing what I arn to do wis it."

She paused, and tlie old man looked inquiringlj
"There iss the letter. Can you read'it?"
He peered at the address, and siowly repeated iÎ
"It iss plain enougli,"he said., "Wliat iss wron,

wis it,- Piora ?"
"How many Tonald Mactonalds are in Por

Sunart?" she asked meaningiy.
The oid man began to laugli.
'Well, well,- that iss a, goot joke! Five Tona<

Mactonaids, and a letter for one 1 Got bless me
It'iss fine fun you wili be liafing, Flora. There i&~
Tonald Mactonald, Fesdale; and Tonald Mactonald
Iflverewe;- and Tonald Mactonaid,* the Ness; and-'2

"Will I flot pe knowing it F' cried Flora irritabiy
"Haf any of tliem peen puying. starnps the lasi

nions '(month) or tw9 ?" lier- father inquired.
The nogtrnistress sliook lier head.
"And there haf peen no letters for any of theni

Sifice littie Tonald Mactonald's sister tied in
Greenock. And that wili pe three years and more."

'Tlien what iss. to be done, Fiora? Could you
flot send pack the letter ?"

"Ilow could -I send pack the letter when there
's Plenty of peoples to teliver it to? Do not speak
s'ch fooiishness, father! If you will help me, you
will go to the five Tonald Mactonalds and tell theni
there iss a letter for one of theni; but they must ail
corne togesser to see who iss to get it.

"A very goot observation, Flora$" said the old
rnai. ,I wili pe going now. Maype there wîil pe a
fortune for one of theý Tonald Mactonaids."

The ifive members of the ancient clan gathered
a semi-circle before the counter, bebind which

the Postiistress, solemn and digriified, blinked
through lier glasses. The men replied to lier ques-

iiio Galc. None of them had sentp rtig
1eor They examined and touclied the packet.

«'The letter wass ýposted in London," said the
Postiistress. "Haf any of you got friends in
Lonldon ?

DOThere was a long silence, broken at iast by
naflad MacDonald, Iverewe.

1,ýTwelve years ago, lie explained, lie liad tried the
lobterfising an Ldsent a consignmýnt' of the
Crutaean t a anin London, who hdneyer

"Peiiaps,» he 'Concluded, "the man lias reformed,
ads ni e the money at long iast."

bOal 5 vMr likely, indeed 1" said Donald Mac-
WliQsti vhse roft was called Sflgaclian. He spoke

beI the Ietter ha4 been froni Campbeltown,"
enDonald MacDonald, IF.sdale,

sub- By1. 1. BELL, author of
bag 'Wee MacGreegor.'
put
rds. "Or California," put in Donald MacDonald, theier; Ness. "'I once had a cousin-"

hie "The letter is from London," interrupted littieked Donald MacDonald, who had no special address.*ac- He dwelt alone in a small hut on the shore, and
was no great favourite in Port Sunart. "The letteris froni London," lie said dryly, "so there is no usespeaking about other Places. I arn the only Donald
MacDonald whose address is nothing but Port
Sunart, and I will take the letter."

rai A murmur rose from the others.
"Do you know anypody in London ?" demandedith the postmjstress as a tear roiled from under thecet cracked lens.

est "How can I tell tili I see the letter ?" retorted tliea littie man, holding out his rough weather-bitten
ad hand.
.ey The postmistress looked at the others. With oneof accord they forbade lier to delîver the packet.st- "What amn I to do ?" she said helplessly.
;ix A tremendous discussion arose among the fiveed and seemed lîke to continue ind 'efinitely, wlien the;t- father of the postmistress, who liad been watchinges the proceedings with an aSnused grin, lield up lisut hand and cailed for silence. He was highiy respect-ly ed by the Port Sunart folk, ail of wliom wýere bis
n. customers, and not a few his debtors.
ig "If you cannot agree wlio iss to get the letter,".et lie said, "we wili send it pack to tlie Post Office ine. London. Will not one of you open it and seewhat-"

Five liands were outstretclied.
d' "One of you."

But that could not be arranged.
ie "Draw lots wlio is to open it," cried Donald Mac-'s Donald, Sligadlian. "If it is not for him, lie wihl)t give it to, the riglit man."

After mucli talk the suggestion was accepted.i. The old mercliant cut out five pieces of paper,marked a cross on one, 'folded tliem up and sliookt. tliem long and vioiently in an empty tin.
9 "The biggest man wiil draw first," lie said, andthis was agreed to in spite of little Do0naid's protest.t "I arn the oldest," said littie Donald, vainly.

"Fibid on 1" exclaimed Donald MacDonald,
Shigclia, wlose md ,as fertile in ideas. "1 propose that tlie man who gets tlie letter stands a!glass of Zood whisky to, eacli of the otliers befores lie opens it. That wili make it fair for everybody. "

1This suzzestion was also- carried in the face oflittJe Donald's frantic protests.
The postmistress rnay not have approved of thetmetliod for tlie delivery of a portion of Hi1s Majesty's

mails, but the glasses were causing lier sucli dis-comfort that she could liardly think o 'f anything else.LSt.îli, she was determined to keep theni on until the
business was conciude

The dramving proceeded, and the crossed papert
was the last in the tin.% Little Donald took the letter,'and sulkily led the way to, the inn, while Flora doffedber glasses and wiped lier streaming eyes. She wasdoubtful as to wbether she liad done riglit, but, theoîd mnan reasslpred lier by saying:

"cIf it iss for none of tliem, you can stili sendit pack."
At the inn little Donald stood treat in a surly y

fashion. Thbe others laughed as the glasses ofTalisker were set before theni. Never before had a
man in Port Si.mart been treated by little Donald,
wlio was reputed to be a miser, thougli wbat lie could
liave found in bis po>or fisherman's life to amasa
wvould have been liard to tell.-You can open the letter now,> said Donald Mac- c
Donald of Fesdale. DLittle Donald said nothing, but betook hiniseIf n
to the 1fartliest corner of the taprooni. Thlere lie gturned lis back, and the others heard the tearing g
of p2tper. It took birn soie time to understand the ct'
contents of the envelope. Wben lic did so hie swr ac
undêr bis breath and scowled blackly. Gradual1y, be
liowever, a siy smile dawned on bis bronzée&, bearded th.countenafice. Hle returned the contents to the enenvelope, and turned towards the four, wlio liad now halgrown miglitily curiotis. foa"~For whom is the letter ?" said two of tbh fo
toLyetler, ý1 m

knew it woudb for myself." Nn ftefu- here was a, shoIrt silence. Nmn t e- oukne, etlYwatto ay Thon ±, t arnasc
-ýmntIitieDoaldcaled orfive glasses of the lest

Talisker.

"You have good news ?" they exclaimred.
"It will flot be bad news," said little Donald

pleasantly. "But it will be private."
The whisky was brought and paid for.
The little man raised lis glass. "Your very goodhealths, ail you Donald MacDonalds 1" lie said. Hegulped the neat spirit and left the tap-room.

Alas for the four Donald MacDonaids 1 Withthe second- glasses of whisky four fieuds, morepotent than the fiery spirit, entered into tliem andwould not be at rest. In two bosoms the flends wereCuriosity; in the others they were Suspicion. Wliatwas the letter about? Was it really for the man
who now posseýssed it? Ere long the entire adultpopulatîon-happily, in this case, a siali one ofthirty souls-of Port Sunart was stirred to its miuds'depths. The farming and the fishing were no longerthe chief topics of conversation; the kirk contro-
versy then raging was, for the time being, ailowedto lapse; the hatchet was buried' under an avalanche
of suggestions and suppositions regarding, the mys-terious lette r; whule the possibility of a visit frornthe royal yacht during the approaching summer was
scarcely discussed.

Little Donald kept more 'aloof than ever, but itwas observed, by those wlio contrivedi to sec lisface at close quarters, that lie smied the smile of one
who knows something.

His entering and lis leaving the lonely hut wereclosely watcbed, and at niglit the men sneaked alongthe shore in the hope of making discoveries. But
nothing liappened.

By the end of a week the situation had becomedesperate. It was rurnoured then *that the littleman liad been seen' purchasing a postage starnp,thougli no confirmation of lis liaving posted a lettercould be obtained. One bld spirit made enquiriesat the post-office, but the postmistress, donning lierglasses in a hurry, sent him out in quick tume. isMajesty's mails, sIc informed him with crushingdîgnity, were private.g
Prom being desperate tlie situation soon becameintolerable. The suspicious party called for action',the îerely curious eclioed the cmli. Some suggestcda deputation,' others pointed out that a deputationwouid either alarn or irritate the holder of thesecret.
Then camne Donald MacDonald, Sligadhan.
"Leave it to me," said lie. "I will find out wliatis in the letter." N e was of the, curions pmrty.

And that evening Donald MacDonald, Sligadlian,caiied on Donald MacDonald, Port Sunart. To bissurprise lie was received in quite a friendly fashion.Fe was no hypocrite, and lie came to tIc point atonce.
"Is it a fortune ?" lie asked.
Little Donald stroked bis grizzled beard, smilingknowing smile.
"Weil," lie said slowly, "it mugît: be a fortuneo somebody."

Wlat in ail the world did be mean? tbougbtthefigadlian Donald. Had the letter flot been for theittle man after ail?
"I would gie a bottle of the best.Talisker to sec'Eie letter," lie said, hlf to hîmself.i wîil let you sec it for that, Donald Mac->onaid, of Siigaclian," said the other quietly. ,"Butou must swear to keep it a secret."e
The crofter jumped at the offer.
"Wliere is.the letter ?" lie cried eagerly.
"Wlierc is the best Talisker ?"
Eventuaîîy> it was agreed that thc bargain sliouldScomnpletcd the following niglit."iBut wlat amn I to, say to, tbe others ?" asked the
"Oh, you cmxi tell tliem that I gave notbing forthing," the fisherman caliy repiied.
The indignation aroused'by this message was~eat, but it did flot <'verdome the suspicion andEiosity, whicb, indfeed, becarne more than everute wlien the crofter repeated the words, "It miglita fortune to soinebody." One or two advocatede extreme measure of cmliing in the policeman wliosited Port Sunart twice a wcck, but tbey were flotcouraged. After ail, little Donald had neyer reallyrmed anybody, and, moreover, lie lad once stoodur mcen two glasses ecdl of the best Talisker.
Early on thc followixig cvening the Sligaclaxiin recded the lonely but, bis jersey bulging witlifec for kxiowledge.
"Corne in, Donald MacDonald," said tIc fisher-Ln. "You swear never to tell an>' soul wbat Iow you?"

(Continued on age 17)


