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what I can. Have you got your ticketT"
"In My pockot,"l answered Jack quickly.

"I bought lit yesterday.""Whiot (une is tho wedding telbeT"
"éAt apon."i
"Thon you have got to catch this nexcttrain," said the man flrmly. I don't

bolieve your grip is in this station, but
l'Il look., Are you 'eure you did'nt leave
it in the trolley car Il"

".Absolutely sure," answered Jack.
Thon a horrible though.t struck Min.
"But I might have left it in the lunch
rcom where I fiad my breakfa.st," ho
ventured.

"G'o (here-a.nd see," advised the station
agent. "Your train is due ini fifteen
miinutes. You'Il have to hurry."

Jack rau ail the way up the etreet to
where the trolley stopped end thon lho
remembered tbat ail his money was îin
his grip and ho ceouldn't ride. Ho began
to rua ail itho f aster now, for it was a
good hall mile to the lunch room, and ho
might have to runa~ll the way back
&gain. The snow was eoming down
faster now, and it .seemed as if the big
flakes (ook great deliglitcbasing each
other dowjn Jack's neck. But Jack
siprinted on in bis despair. Ail covered
with snow at last Nie dashed (lirougli the
door of the lunch room «id aisked the
pretty young lady at tlhe cashier's desk
if a grip hadl been left there.

The cashier pointed te the corner of
the room and said: "Thereat la." Jack's
heart juinped for joy. Hoe looked at bis
watch. Eight minutes left. Ho picked
up the grip and witheu't thanking the
pretty cashier, hoe rushed out of the lunch
room like a maxlman, sped across the
street and turned the corner leading te
thie depot. Ho badl run a block or VwxD
when ho realized (bat, now'ho liait the
grip safe once more, there was really no
reason why ho ahould not take a car. So,
voit1i the purpose of getting bis moaey,
hoe stopped in a doorway oend opened the
grip. Mueh to bis surprise hoe found
that it was not bis, but that of a total
stranger. By the l1ooke of its contents,
it muat .have belonged to some young
lady.

Jack groaned and pulled out bis watch.
Ho bad five minutes loft. If hoe returned
to the lunch room ho might be arrested
f or stealing, or miss the train ond-
horrible thought-never bie married!

Thi s was out of tbe question. So lie
set bis teeth firmly, picked up tho grip
and boarded (the noxt car bound for (ho
depot, putting thie grip carefully behind
tho seat in front of hlm.

Wben the conductor approached, Jack
alinoat broke down. "I haven"it any
lnoney," ho blubbered, "and P'm going te
bie married, and I must catch tho next
train that's due in three minutes, and ail
Mny monoy's.in My grip and I've liost it."1

"Wbýat do vou cail this ?" askoed the
0onductor,, kicking the grip with his foot.

"That isn't mine. 1 don't know who
it belongs to. I thouglit it was mine
when I picked it up, but I didn't l'ook at
it very carefully, and 110W I amn sure it
isn't mine, because mine was triimed
with red, white a'nd blue ribbons by the
folkis in the bouse where I rooxn."

The conductor looked at bim pit.yingly.
««You're a case for the bug-house ail
right," hie said, " but l'I lJet you go this
time andpay your fane myself. But 1'il
keep the grip as it lisn'ô yours."

"I don't care what you do with it,"l
replied Jack, taking mental note of the
conductor's nuniber, which was 13, witi
the -idea of befiending bim some tinie in
the future.

"Lots of tume," gneeted the station
vtgent as Jack rau into the depot. "Your
train's (ou minutes liate. An& 37011v gi
is found."1

"Thank Heaven!" cried Jack, dropping
into a seat, exhausted.

"It's rig'ht up at tho top of the blli.
1311 sendl a porter for it !iimediatelv,."
Tien lie continued, "Funny how it uap.)
pened-just before yv ot fth ack IJ eiv
ed a. telephonie cal! 1frorn the car ~v
saving a grip had been found on the car,
thait tallied wiNith vyour description of
ylours."1

Jack jumpcd to lis feet. "Don't send
for it," hie gasped. "Don't seud for it!
1it isn't mine," cried Jack.

"Not youns!"I
"'No. That'is the car I came dn on.

I-l-saw the grip oit the car i11vself and
-aind-it isn 't inie."

A low w~histle -ouadcdthrL1iloulîlt1je
Station.
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'Therers a Reason

«lére'e ylour traiin, _y0ung mwm,n" sWid
the officer. "You'd botter go anyway."1

"çYea,"> replied Jack, gathering himself
together manfully. -Hi took the man's§
hand i~n hifi. "1 want to thaik you for
ail yfcu've done for me,ý" he said. -"I1
appreciate it very much. tut I'M going
to get married if 1 bave to do it in My
pajmas And if you happen tio find that
grip of mine, aend it up (o the office
where I work. I've got a. card in my
pocket aomewhere." And with that lie
fished out a bedraggled bit of pasteboard.

The station agent 1ooked stunned for
an instant. "That isn't a. card, man.
That's a boggage check."

Into Jack's face came the illuxninating
ligit of memory. "Whyof course it is!"
he exclaimed. «q rexne'iber now I check..
ed my grip. G~oodbye."

Comfortably seated in the train, Jack
was at laest off for Hloffmans, New Yrk,
and aa the train flew along, the old
rhyme came to him of

Needies and Pins!1
When a. man marries,

His trouble bogins.

Wonderland of the Empire
By Fritz

Wonder land of the Empire,
Valleys, and plains of the West;

Foothulls, iand mountain pastures,
Up towards the Selkirk's crest.

Laend of the purpie sunset,
Land where the whestfiolds wave,

Home of a million freemen,
Sturdy, and true, and brave.

Land where the life blood quiens,
Land where the heart grows warm;

You~r noble sons have answered
The Empire's caîl in the atorm.

Thoy have answered the cSll of their
Sovereign,

From over the wreck-strewn ses,;
That Europe might not be fottered,

That Britain might stili be f ree.

They hav e off ered their all in the
etruggle.

Tney have heeded thie ties that bind
To England, whulo she and hor Allies

Are fighting for all nankind.

Their deeds 'elîl live in stonies told,
When tho purple sun is set,

And the world will pay them bornage
And the Empire will not forget.


