‘Winnipeg, October, 1909.

week. k:
theré in the house, even.

Mrs. ‘Callender stopped,
ed. The shops were all
that hour.

“Why, I saw Jack

lightning  her

it was written the address of a new-

comer who lived across the track at
the other end of the village. The

marketing had gone there!
“Well, I never heard of

thing !”

as usual, laughed.

It was but a brief ten minutes later

that her husband was presenting his

guests to her—they had come! She
had been hoping against hope that

they could not. .

“Cynthia, I want to introduce Mr.
Warburton and Mr. Kennard. I have
persuaded them to dine with us to-
night.”

“It was awfully good of your hus-
band to invite us,” said Mr. Warbur-

ton, who was the elder, pleasant-fac-

ed and gray-haired, with the refined
accent and accustomed manner of a
gentleman. “I hope we'll not incon-
venience you, Mrs. Callender.”

“we

“No, I hope were not incon-
veniencing you,” murmured the other,
Who_ looked nineteen and was twen-
ty-nine, who spoke fro m somewhere
down in his throat and blushed with
every word. '

“Not in the least,” said Mrs, Cal-
lgngler, immediately and intrepidly
rising to the occasion. She was a
stanchly hospitable little soul, and to
ave refused a welcome to the guests
fo:sted on her would have been as
Impossible to her at any time as to
the proverbial Arab. There was an
Inscrutable defiance in her eyes, how-
ever, when they met her husband’s,
which puzzled him uncomfortably.

“Mr. Nichols wished us all to dine
at_the Waldorf-Astoria,” he explained
—Mr. Nichols was the senior partner
of the firm. “But I found, accident-
ally, that these gentlemen were ex-
tremely tired of living at hotels, and
longed for a little home-like dinner,
by way of variety.”
“We have been so much
big hotels,” said Mr. Warburion,
apologetically.  “It makes one very
_dull,_after a time, I think. You can’t
Imagine, Mrs. Callender, our joy
when Mr. Callender so kindly offer-
ed to take us in. It's so uncommon-

in your

Not an egg nor a potato is

confound-
closed at

Rand myself,
after he had given the order!” she
exclaimed, and then—she knew: like
association with the
sheet of blue writing paper was re-
vealed to her; on the other side of

such a
she commented blankly, and

{Mr. Callender
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ly jolly of you both to treat us in
this way.”

"I remembered that you said we
were to have a particularly good din-
ner tomight, so I didn’t telegraph you
when I found that they could come,”
said Mr. Callender when the party
had  separated to dress and he and
fus_ wife were alone in their 100m.
‘Nichols is very anxious .to have
them_ pleased—I told you that before,
I think. They’re looking at machines,
and -if they take the London agency
for them it will make a big difference.
Why on earth did you look at me in
that way down-stairs? Is there any-
thing wrong?”

“No; nothing is wrong,” said his
wife ~ironically, “except that we
haven’t any dinner—to(speak of. Oh,
dear, if you make me laugh I’ll nev
er be able to hook this gown. No,
it isn’t the least bit tight, it’s almest

too loose, in fact—but I can’t hook it !
Chauncey, the order |

when I laugh.
went wrong in" some way, this morn-
g, and the, marketing never came at
all.  Just stand and take that in. If
you had only helped me at breakfast
when 1 asked you to, it wouldn’t
have happened. I was away all the
afternoon, and, of course, Cathzrine
never sent for anything— just sat
and waited. There’s nothjng in the

I WANT YOUR DINNER,”’

house but some cans of mock-turtle

soup and tomatoes, and one can of

corned beef, and a small one of plum
pudding. Catherine is going to warm
the beef in the tomatoes, and make
a sauce for the pudding. I'd die te-
fore I'd apologize beforehand to those
men; they'd never forgive themselves
for coming.”

“Mr. Callender whistled. “Good
gracious! ‘And to think we’ve' come
from the Waldorf-Astoria for ‘this!
But I don’t see yet how it happened,”
he incautiously objected. “I should
think you could have managed better
in some way, Cynth.”

“Oh, you do, do you ” said Mrs.
Callender. “Well, I don’t. If you
had the housekeeping to look after in
a place like this, Chauncey, where
you never can get anything you
want, and there’s not a shop open af-
ter half-past’ six——"

“Yes, I know, I know,” interposed
hastily, dodging the
subject with the ease of long prac-
tice. “But couldn’t you knock up an
omelet, or Welsh rarebit, or some
sort of a side dish? Couldn’t you
borrow something?”’

Mrs. Callender shook her

head |
tragically.
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Illustrations ¥4 length and width of articles,

We illustrate a page of necklets and pendants taken from
our new catalogue. - This handsomely illustrated catalog-
ue will be sent on request. = Write for it to-day.

D. R. DINGWALL

LERS AND SILVERSMITHS
424 MAIN ST 588 WIN

___A BOON TO THE SETTLER—

IS THE

" READY-MADE HOUSE

A COMPLETELY-FITTED PORTABLE HOME

Absolutely Wind and Cold Proof
Buil in all sizes and ready to occupy in a few hours after delivery at your station,

CHEAPEST BUILDING MADE

There is nothing like it on the market and you couldn’t buy the material at the money.
Large sfock always on hand—Standard size like cut, 22 x 22 feet—-four fine rooms.

SIX thicknesses of material in walls with &inch air space, finished and painfed for

$400 f.0.b. WINNIPEG.

There are several surprising details you would like to know about this wonderful inven-
tion. These will be furnished (FREE) on request by the Selling Agents

William 3. King Go., 232 Portage Ave, Winnipeg
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