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if T saved you, why of course you must have
been in danger, Dear?’’

She saw that he had the best of the ar-
gument, forgetting that he had talked other-
wise at the time, so she replied in a per-
fectly relevant way:

‘It all seems so wonderfully long ago,
Jim! And it’s only four days! And now
tell me really and truly, Dear. Where was
the first time you really loved and wanted
me?’’

And Jimmy replied with perfect truthful-
ness:

‘“The night you sent me away, down the
steps of the Roman House.’” And she said:

““I’'m so sorry! I’ll mever forgive my-
self—never! But you have forgiven me,
quite, haven’t you?’’

So he forgave her again, but his style of
forgiving was inaudible in a Record of Ro-
mance,

* % %

It was only yesterday while T was at
Jimmy’s rooms, (where he is packing up,
preparatory to his honeymoon to Devon)
and where I was admiring the Trophy Cup,
which now stood the piece de resistance in
the centre of a score of other trophies of
Jimmy’s prowess,—that a maid ushered in
an expressman with a box, addressed to Sir
James Carew, Bart, and lettered This Side
Up With Care.

It was a stout enough box, containing
undoubtedly a wedding present, I surmised,
And Sir James Carew, Bart, had to get a
hammer and a chisel, and a regular com-
bination carpenter’s and burglar’s outfit, be-
fore he could get mext to the lining, which
proved to be of zine. And after that there
was stout brown paper, and then more paper,
and then some; and at last—Jimmy was in
a perfect fever of impatience and curiosity
by this time, and I felt that T was catching
it—at last he came to the pearl, the prize
package, within,

(Hell!”? was all Jimmy said.

For ‘it’ was the olive-green trousers—
again.

There was a nice, meatly-written Ilittle
card attached to them, which read: ‘‘Found
in the St. Lawrence River, somewhere be-
tween Gannannock and Ogdensburg. The
finder, having no use for them, returns them
to the owner, whose name is on the band.’’

‘I see the fine Ttalian hand of Charles
Stevens, with a dash of the Duchess’s and
Gannon’s thrown in!’’ Jimmy said grimly,
as he threw the olive-greens at me.

Jimmy said you couldn’t lose those trou-
fers, no matter how hard you tried to, and he
Wasn’t going to try again. He said he was
going to hang on to them mnow, -so they
couldn’t be lost and sent back to him again
by any one, though may be perversely they
Would get lost on account of his trying to
ang on to them now. But he said he be-
lieved that nothing short-of a Cataclysm—
though he wasn’t sure what a Cataclysm
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was—or the Bottom of the Universe Falling
Out, or Kingdom Come Has Came—could
put those olive-greens out of business, he
said. So he put them on a pair of wire
stretchers, and hung them up, with a Beauti-
ful London Roll, and underneath he placed
the inseription:

Always Turning Up At

THE END.
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“Why,’’ said the young lady, who
was watching a game of golf for the
first time, ‘‘is the man with the club
shouting ‘fore’?”’ Her companion,
another lady, answered, ‘I suppose
that is the number of times he has
missed the ball. And doesn’t he
seem annoyed over it too!’’

Prints by Gaslight

For clear, snappy, bril-
liant prints from your Ko-
dak negatives insist on
Velox—the only paper that
is made exclusively to meet

the requirements of the

amateur negative.

The best finishers of Kodak

work use Velox exclusively.

_ Canadian Kodak Co L'td.

OFFICEAND FACTORIES 582-592 KINGSTW.
TORONTO,CANADA.




