by’ the sleeve and pulled him into

@ parlor before he could say a word.
or the land sakes, Mr. John” she
alated, “what’s ever goin’ to happen
! T be a-cleanin’ up my Kkitchen a
it bein’ about noon, an’ all to anc’t
e comes an awful knockin’ at the

th’ bloomin’ thing as Hi'd like to kno’
who's the gel, anyhow! Hi didn’t kno'
ye had a lady frien’; leastways, ye nev-
er tol’ me uﬁouc hit!”

“Lufp it, Mulkins” int d  the

first speaker, “you're always datfy when

TOO LIGHT; TOO LIGHT!

A lawn bowling scene at Thistle

’
Rink, in the Times Trophy series.

t door. T be all seart at the f'rst,
¢ 1 be thinkin’ that somethin’ be

a-happenin’. But 1 gets m'self together
and goes to th' door. Well, you know,
1 opens the door and there be standin’
one of them little byes what runs all
over the whole town with packages an’
th sech. He has on some nice blw’
clothes with gold buttons all down th’
front. Though I be a-thinkin’ thet they
be brass instid of gol'. Anyhow, as 1
be a-sayin’, there he stands as hig as
fife, an’ he says to me real perlite like: |
fBegs yer pardon, ledy, but does de
fonorabl’ Jo'n Sinclair live her’?” Then
hé grins at me like all git out! An’ 1
laffs at him, ‘cause it ain’t every little
un like him thet can say it up so gran’
fike. Well, I tell him you be a’livin’

re. Then he says thet he’ll just leave
he package anyhow. So down the step
Be goes and up he goes with a package
he couldn’t well carry. An’ I must eay,

upstairs and let you watch me unw

you talk about girls. It's none of our
business who it is. But you ought ‘o
let us know what'’s in the package, Sin-
clair.”

“If you'll just give me ubout a minute
to explain you’ll be saving your breaths!
Mrs. Hickey called me down staics to
supper before I got the thing unwrapped.
So 1 don’t know any more apont it than
you do.” John stopped talking, took a
swallow of water and coativued: “If
you'll let mé eat a bite of snpper in
peace T'll take the whole ouths of you

P
that package. Then you”l kaow just as
much about it as I do.” £

“But Hi be thinkin’ ye migat fell we
uns who the ledy is, anyhew,” whmed
Mulkins. “Hit won't be hurtiy’ no oue,
an’ we'll all be bloomin’ ; to ‘ear’

“I don’t know. Wish il 1 don’t
krow a girl in the whole burg, ontsi’e

the stenographers in the office. They

tion, he drew forth the small sheet of
the Western Union Tel Company’s

ng
neee looked frankly up at
int; TS, y

rude
“Gad! It’s th’ ledy!” gasped Mulkins,

communication and silently d the
following

“Take dinner wifh me to-morrow at 5.
Cab will call. Betty.”

John leaned. back in his chair and
breathed so heavily that the sound of
crumching teeth and clattering table
utensils suddenly ceased. Eyes rolled
and jaws fell apart in astonishment.
“Reddy” muttered an oath under his
breath and Mulkins choked on his last
mouthful. The strained silence was soon
broken, however, by the irrepressible
landlady :

“Oh, come now, Mr. John! There be
no use of bein’ scart like that. It be an
invitin’ to a dinner, now, an’ a
wuch finer dinner than I be havin’, 1
suspects. Though ef I do be sayin’ it, I
be bavin’ a mighty fine one to-morro’—
a mighty fine one. 8till, ye can be hav-
in’ one again, an’ there be mothin’ like
ve havin’ a change even ef ye don’t be
needin’ one!”

For reply John straightened himself
in his chair and made an attack upon
the steaming dish that had been placed
bejore him. He was too much occupied
with his own thoughts to give much at-
tention to his companions, who with
jests and witty sallies about the “girl”
endeavored to stimulate his flagging in-
terest.

The meal well over, John arose, push-
ed his chair back to the table and with
a half-hearted tone of voice said:

“Come on, boys; I've promised to let
you in on this package business and
now's the time to go atter it!”

Mulkins and “Reddy” started to their
feet, but there was a stern cry of “Sit
down, you fools!” and Smith from the
head of the table ealled out: “Leave him
alone!” He had better unpack  this
paicel himself. It’s probably got some-
thing in it that he don’t want us to see.
At any rate, there’s no use of buttin’
in where you're not needed.”

With a look of earnest thanks Sinclair
walked out of the room and they could
hear him elimbing the stairs and shortly
afterward enter the room directly over-
head. Then for nearly an hour the group
of men at the table discussed and ar-
gued upon the probable contents of the
big package. They expected every mo-
ment to hear Sinelair’s voice summoning
then: to his room to examine the pre-
sent. But as time passed on and not a
sound was heard uneasiness began to

SCIENTIFIC PROBLEM,

Do the picturesque contortions of
the bowler effect the ball after de-

livery?

would somelimes
seeing each other}o They lived on the
banks of the same river, but on oppo-
site sides of it. And during that season
of the year the river was at times
swollen very hi at places where in
summer the little girls could often cross
barefoot by jumping from one stone to
another.

Dolly and Prue used to think it great
sport to cross it in that way; in fact,
they did not mind if there was consid-

water in the river, for that only
made it more exciting. In winter when
the river was frosen solid they ecould
walk across it on the ice, and those
were happy times for these two little
friends. t the current at that point
was very strong, and it was usually

The others merely acquiesced with nods.
know a whole bunch of girls whers you
came from. You're too good-13ok™n" nut

to.”
“I suppose that’s a compliment.

On account of her excessive

enter the room.

out & word. Returning a

But
you're away off, old man. The only girl
lumpness
Mrs, Hickey was the last to follow the
daring leader, and it took her nearly five
minutes to recover sufficient breath vo
elbow her way to the bed. Here Lig
Smith, contrary to his rough voeation of
freight “rustling,” had passed a brother-
ly arm around Sinclair and was endea-
voring to find out what it was all about.
The latter’s face bore tear stains and he
blushed like a boy who hated to be
caught erying when he saw Mrs. Hickey
She, in turn, compre-
hended the situation at a glance and con-
trary to her usual custom departed with-
ew minites
Jater with a small-sized flask and a little
pot of hot water she foreed down the

after Christmas before the children
were allowed to venture on it.

Now, on this Christmas that I am
going to tell you about, Prue had made
Doly a pretty white apron for a Christ-
mas present. Her mother had cut it
out, but Prue had done every stitch of
the sewing herself, and her mother as-
sured her that she had done it very
n . There had been a great deal of
rain all through the fall, and Roaring
River was swollen very high, so that
there seemed no way of getting the gift
to her friend except by the road, a dis-
tance of more than three miles.

“Why don’t you, let Duke take it
across!” suggested Prue’s brother, Ralph.
“He enjoys nothing better than a swim
in the river, and he likes to carry things,
you know.”

At first Ralph’s proposition was
laughed at by both Prue and her
mother. The idea of letting a dog
swim across that leaping, dancing water
with an apron in his mouth,! — for
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young man’s protesting throat a whisky
concoction which instantly livened him
up.  But in reply to the many questions
ut. to him Sinclair merely pointed to
e beautiful medallion upon the table
and then at the white card which inclined
against the golden frame.
“Thine—at last!—Betty,” it read.
Although unused to situations of dehi-
cacy, the young men of Mrs, Hickey's
estublishment were, nevertheless, possesa.
ed of that true gentlemanly instinct
which forbade a too eXtreme questioning
after facts. Comsequently, with mutter-
ed lr)lugiws for their abrupt intrusion
and hearty expressions of sympathy for
Sinclair, they trooped out of the room,
the good landlady bringing up the rear.
Ohristmas morning dawned with a|
bright sun piercing the city’ haze and
even penetrating to the depths of the
rumbling streets and turning to glitter
the lazy shift of flake and frost. And a
true Charistmas feeling had dawned with
in the heart of oJhm Sinclair, expanding
and warming it until he fairly radiated

it be plum’ past me how them big men
rn them stores ean send sech little |
ehappies out with sech big, heavy pack- |
, and be havin’ any good feelin's in ,
emsel’s fur so doin’. But up he comes
and lays the package. all puffin’, at me
Then he says: It's dooc’d heavy!
gotter be awfullest kerful o' thet
package. De boss, he say to m’ he break
m neck if Ah break de thing, an’ !w
shore do it. WN, 1 tell the bye to wait.
T goes into the kitchen an’ 1 takes one |
o' them seed cakes, you kno’ the kind l
n. T be mighty proud o' them, an
hey be mighty good, as ye say yersel’,
Mr. John. Well, T takea them
eakes an’ gives it to th’ chapple, an' off
he goes a-whistlin’ like sin!” Then Mrs
Hickey took the first perceptible breath
fince she had begun to talk
~'This brief lapse gave John
Hme to clear his throat and ventnre the |
nestion: “What of the package? What
id you do with it?” :
“Why, sure'n I tuk it right upstairs

usually that was Duke’s way of carry-
ing_packages.

“I don’t believe 1 want to send Dolly
such & wet Christmas present as that
would be,” Prue rejoined, with a toss
of her head.

But when her brother produced some
rubber cloth that had been used on 2
camping expedition and offered to cut
off a small piece for Prue’s benefit, she
decided that boys were sometimes wiser
than girls, and joyfully accepted his aid,

On Christmas morning the apron was
carefully wrapped in the oilcloth, with
= string tied tightly around it, and this
was fastened to Duke’s collar and the
dog led to the bank of the river, which
{ was leaping in little waves, instead of
| lying placid and serene as on summer
days. He enjoyed a swim, however,
even if he did have to struggle aguinst
odds for it. So when Prue led him by
his collar with the words: “In, old boy!
Carry my Christmas present te Dolly!”

one 0

Sinclair

Canadian Canners

' not a-waitin’ fur ye to lug it
ﬁp when ye come home 1 kno' many !
a ledy wud! But it so powerful |
fieavy that T be thinkin’ T might be
fettin’ it drop twict. But T didn't.
Well, T gets it to th" room. It be kind
o hardfee lin', just like it may be a
dish or somethin’ sech. But what a
man like ye be wantin’ with dishes be |
more'n [ can see! But just as I be
gettin’ it on th’ table I fears (I’ paper |
% bit; T does it mistakenly, an’ it seems
6 be no more'n than s dish.

glass

Jeastaways, it's somethin’ glass, an’ so
st be a dish. ’Cause there ain’t mo |
glass usin’ roundish shapes’ ceptin’ fur |
dishes, as near as  be knowin’ of. But |
the thing be plum’ past me, 1 be a
thinkin’.” Whereupon, having delivered |
self of all that she knew Mrs. Hickey

back in her chair with a sigh of
ch evident relief that Sinclair smiled
apite of himself. ~Then he hastened

u give his views.

. T think that my wonderful package
jeh is s0 round and hard and weighs
whole lot will turn out to be some-
ing from the boys at the office. You

w they all seem to like me awful
I, and this is Christmas eve, and we
’t have to work to-morrow. It's a
iday, you know. But I'm most
rved and it must be time to eat, as
's as dark as a pocket ontside”

T #Sur’, Mr. John! Now ye be a runnin’
to yur room, an’ be right down. Tl
havin’ supper all ready fur ye. But
better be lookin’ in the package to
what them office byes be givin’ ye.

s something awful nice, I be sur’

kin'.”

'Sinclair acted upon his landlady’s
suggestion and made his way hurriedly
“ the stairs. Once in the room he

d the gas jet and glanced in the
irection of the table upon which rested
package.. There it was, large and

8 Moving to the table, he

d the package to ascertain its weight
muttered: “Mighy heavy! No won-

r it was a load for the kid!” Then

ng his coat upon the bed he began

ove the outer ngs of heavy
 paper. Underneath the outer cov-

was & thick layer of Lr'lliant blue
and ke was about to tear this off

hen he heard Mrs, Hickey call to him

y the foot of the stairs. Not wish-
] u:{h::r, he left the partially

| wouldn’t be sending me aaything.

COMIN' A WE E BIT STRONG!
Lawn bowling scene at the Victoria Rink in club tournament.

It's
the boys down at the offizs, ' teli yov.”

“She wouldn't have to live right here
in New York, would she™ wuustioned
the red-headed individual. ‘Uil bet you
that I ever knew or that I ever cared a
rap for went off west. The Lord knows
where. 1 bet she’s dead or has & man
and six children.”

“Beastly shame for ye,” ejaculated
Mulkins.  “Didn’t ye ’ave a likin’ for
her?”

“Did 1? Why, I'd have given my—
but—hang it! You see, her mother died
a while before I came to the city and
then the old man pulled up stakes and
hiked out for the west. He had some
mining interests somewhere. Of course,
I made a strong pull for the girl to stay.
Wanted to marry her and all that, But,
Lord! 1 was too young. Just got out of
school, I didn’t make much of a crush
on the old gentleman, anyway. My
folks passed away, then I struck out.
T've always had it in mind to hunt her
up when T make my pile, but it looks
Jike all day for me. Twenty per—don’t
ent any figure in little old New York,
you know. Still, T liked the girl, and 1
know that she wasn’t so sour on me.”

“Ye don’t want to be so bentl%ndown
in yer luck,” consoled the little glish-
man. “Yer likely t’ take a turn for the |
better most any time.”

Further discourse was stopped by the
appearance of Mrs. Hickey bearing a
steaming dish above her head. She
placed it in front of “Reddy,” and with
an imperious wave of her hand said:

“There, me byes, if I do be sayin' it
meself’, thet's as fine ‘2 Laermick pud-
din’ as ever ye be eatin’. I be thi n’

thet I be not lettin’ ye taste it till to- |,

morrow, then bein’ Christmas, ye kno’.
But bein’ thet Mr, John won’t be eatin’
with us to-morrow I be thinkin’ I'll be
givin’ ye some to-night.”

“T1 "ot be eating with you to-mor-
row!” exclaimed John Sineclair in sur-
prise. “Why, where will 1 be eating?
,Yov’n__r not

p&ng_to ghu'ilg out, are |

creep over those at the table. What
could it mean? Was there anything par-
ticularly significant or threatening
about the package? Did a simple invi-
tation to dinner, although sent in a tele-
gram, hold any dark meaning? These
unexpressed thoughts having  become
preity general, it was not long until
the nervous individuals of the group be-
gan to pace up and down the dining-
room and the adjacent parlor, while the
more conservative ones merely twirled
their  thumbs or moved restlessly in
their chairs. Still there was no sound
overhead. Finally, when those who had
been walking back and forth resumed
their seats such an ominous calm per-
vaded the house that it seemed as
though the nervous  tension of the
watchers must soon give way. Thrise
siaty measured  ticks of the mantel
clock had alone broken the silence, when
suddenly springing to  his feet Smith
shouted: “Hang it! T can’t stand this

good cheer.

the street for a momming walk.

himself in ~
cab. To himsel

he stationed
wait for the
saying:

“Betty is wise,
just so.
and there isn’t
until she’s ready—just like her!

staps.

There were two men on the box of the
One of these quickly
dropped to the ground and managed to
the carriage door just as

The door
slammed. the carriage began to move,

stylish barouche.

throw open
John hurled himself inside.

and thea——
“Gracious -sakes, John!

won’t be fit for dinner .
me too much already!”

“Darling, T could just eat you alive!”

fairly shouted the ardent youth.

“You'd better not, though. or you'li
since poor mp:a,di«l I'm worth over a

Thus with happiness in
every stride and with the day free from
office grind, Sinclair made hs way into
Then
back to his room, a friendly chat with
the “boys,” a bit of Tunch, a half hour
spent in getting “some clothes on,” and
parlor te

he kept

3 She's a coy little
thing! She will have things arranged
She didn’t give me any dddress
any chance to see her
Won-
der what she’s doing here in New York?
Probably those mines have—Gee| there's
the rig!” John raced into the hall, threw
on his overcoat, caught his hat from the
hall tree, nearly ran over the smiling
Mrs. Hickey and dashed down the front

If you don’t
stop I'll have to call for help. Why, I
You've Kissed

with onme straining wrench he freed
himself and leaped bravely into the
turbulent water.

Prue watched him until he reached
the other shore; saw him shake the
water from his tawny sides and then
dash up the bank. Then she wandered
slowly along the shore, waiting to weel
come him on his return journey.

Half an hour passed before a sharp
bark from across the river announced
that Duke was on his homeward way.
Dolly was with him and waver her
handkerchief at her little friend, and
Prue waved hers back, while Duke
plunged into the water again and was
soon dancing around his little mis E
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shaking the water from his body wuntil
Prue laughingly declared that she might
about as well have swum across herself,
she was so wet.

But Duke was uneasy, and fawned
persistently around Prue until she dis-
covered that he still had, tied to his
collar, the bundle with which he had
started.

. “Why, Duke! what made you bring
it back again?” ghe cried in a tone of
vexation.

“Open it! open i!” the dog's impaient
tail seemed to be insisting as it wildl
lashed the air. g %

Eager-eyed, he watched his little mis-
tress as she untied the string. And
when out from the protecting folds of
the oilcloth covering there fell a pretey

neck chain made of beads and.a pair

of warm mittens, gifts from Dolly and
her mother for Prue herself, Duke
barked joyously, which was the dog way
of saying: %
“I hope you see now that I am a dog
ﬂn;tm?n be trusted.”
, fair, but no longer young, still
fondly cherishes the mecklace that Duke
brought to her on that Christmas

so long ago.

But there is another little Prue that
once in a while is allowed to wear the
‘precious chain around her own meck,
and who often wishes that she had a
dog as brave and faithful as her grand-
mother's dog Duke.

g Srgu RN R
Henry' Gladstone's Courtship.
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