
(By J. Alvin Dean.)
_i darkness wae settling rapidly over 

of the humblest tenement districts 
Now York City John Sinclair climbed 
i front steps leading to the most in 
nificant looking building of the en- 

row and inserting his key was 
at to turn the lock when the door 

jr open, disclosing Mrs. Hickey, the 
jdlsdy, very red in the face and dry- 
7 h*r hands on her apron. She grasped 
Sn by the sleeve and pulled him into 

th* parlor before he could say a yrord. 
f*For the land aakee, Mr. John,” she 

ated, “what’s ever goin’ to happen 
['ye! I be a-cleanin’ up my kitchen a 

, it bein’ about noon, an* all to anc’t 
comes an awful knockin’ at the

good-natured grin.„____ 'Sweetheart send
you something'
/ “Yes, tell us about it,” added the red­
headed man who sat at the end of the 
table. “We’ve heard all about you gea- 
ting a big package to-day, and we’ve 
been betting nickels to dimes that it’s 
this, that or the other thing. We’ll all 
be----- ”

“Hoi Hi tell ye,” interrupted Mulkins, 
who sat opposite the speaker. “Hi don’t 
be carin’ so blamed much what’s hinside 
th* bloomin' thing as Hi’d like to kno’ 
who’s the gel, anyhow 1 Hi didn’t kno’ 
ye had a ladv frien’; leastways, ye nev­
er tol’ me about hit!”

“Luinp it, Mulkins,” interposed the 
first speaker, “you’re always daffy when
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fruit door. I be all écart at the frst, 
for I be thinkin’ that somethin’ be 
«■•happenin'. But I gets m'self together 
apd goes to th’ door. Well, you know, 
I opens the door and there be stand in’ 
one of them little byes what runs all 
over the whole town with packages an’ 
th’ »ech. He has on some nice blit’ 
clothes with gold buttons all down th’ 
front. Though I be a-thinkin’ thet they 
be brass instid of gol’. Anyhow, as I 
be a-sayin’, there he stands ne big as 
Hfe, an’ he says to me real perlite like: 
'Begs yer pardon, ledv. but does de 
’pnorabl’ Jo’n Sinclair live her*?’■gp-TT— -- - — — ___ ________J Then 1
he grins at me like all git out! An’ 1 
Jaffa at him, ’cause it ain’t every little 
tin like him thet can say it up so gran’ 
like. Well, I tell him you be «’livin’ 
here. Then he says thet he’ll just leave 
the package anyhow. So down the step 
he goes and up he goes with a package 
ho couldn’t well carry. An’ I must sav. 
it be plum’ past me how them big men 
down in them stores can send sech little chappies out with sech big. heavy pack- ! 
age*, and be havin’ any good feelin’s in , 
themsel’a fur so doin’. But up he comes ; 
and lays the package, all puffin’, at me 
feet. Then he says : ^t’s dooc’d heavy! 
Yott’se gotter be awfullest kerful o’ thet j 
package. De boss, he say to m’ he break 
m’ neck if Ah break de thing, an’ he 
shore do it.’ I tell the bye to wait. j 
I goes into the kitchen an’ 1 takes one , 
o’ them seed cakes, you kno’ the kind I i 
mean. I be mighty proud o’ them, an’ 
they be mighty good, as ye say yersel’, j Mr. John. Well, I takes one o’ them I 
cakes an’ gives it to th’ chappie, an’ off j 
he goes a-whistlin’ like sin!” Then Mrs. 
Hickey took the first perceptible breath , 
since she had begun to talk.

• This brief lapse gave John Sinclair time to clear his throat and venture the J 
Question : “What of the package? What , 
4M you do with it!”“Why. sure’n I tuk it right upstairs [ 
by meeel’. not a waitin’ fur ye to lug it [ 
Up when ye come home, as T kno’ many « 
a ledv wud! But it be so powerful j 
heavy that I be thinkin’ I might be 
lèttin’ it drop twic’t. But T didn’t. Well, I 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 I can see! But just a* I be 
gtttin’ it on th’ table I tears th’ paper 
a bit; I does it mistakenly, an’ it seems 
to be no more’n than a glass dish. 
Laastaways. it’s somethin’ glass, an’ so 
must be a dish. ’Cause there ain’t no 
glass usin’ roundish shapes’ eeptin’ fur 
dishes, as near as I be knowin’ of. But 
the thing be plum’ past me. I be a 
thinkin’.” Whereupon, having delivered 
herself of all that she knew Mrs. ITickey 
leaned back in her chair with a sigh of 
Mich evident relief that Sinclair smiled 
In spite of himself. Then he hastened 
to give his views.

“I think that my wonderful package 
Which is so round and hard and weighs 
fc whole lot will turn out to be some­
thing from the boys at the office. You 
¥now they all seem to like me awful 
Well, and this is Christmas eve, and we 
4®n’t have to work to-morrow. It’s a 
foliday, you know. But I’m most 
Starved and it must be time to eat. as 
W* »• dark as a pocket outside.”

“Sur’, Mr. John! Now ye be a runnin’ 
jp to yur room, an’ be right down. I’ll 
ba havin’ supper all ready fur ye. But 
f better lx* lookin’ in the package to 

what them office byes be givin’ ye. 
Its something awful nice, I be sur’ 
thinkin’.”

Sinclair acted upon his landlady’s 
suggestion and made his way hurriedly
ÎÎL*th? *ï*ire 0noe in the room he 
lighted the gas jet and glançed in the 

fction of the table upon which reeted 
he package. J here it was. large and 
Ate shaped. Moving to the table, he 

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

• W^, a Ioed for th« kid!" Then 
ring hie coat upon the bed he began 

I remove the outer wrappings of heavy 
own paper. Underneath the outer cov­
ing was a thick layer of tr’lliant blue 
•eue and he was about to tear this off 

he heard Mrs. Hickey call to him 
. ,foot of the stairs. Not wish- 
io delay her, he left the partially 

ked object upon the Uble and 
hk! j!?7 t0- Xth* dining room, 
beaming with good will and ex 
y, Mrs. Hickey w*« awaiting

tho Uble were ranted the other 
men composing the “pri-

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

‘Tf you’ll just give me about a minute 
to explain you’ll be saving your breaths! 
Mrs. Hickey called me down stai/a to 
supper before I got the thing unwrapped. 
So I don’t know any more id Mit it than 
you do.” John stopped talking, took a 
swallow of water and coa*«*mcd: ‘If 
you’ll let me' eat a bite of supp-r in 
pence I’ll take the whole outfit of y or, 
upstairs and let you watch me unwrap 
that package. Then you*1! kaoxv just. f»s 
much about it as I do.” ■

“But Hi be thinkin’ ye mightjfell we 
uns who the ledy is, any not»',” whined 
Mulkins. “Hit won’t be hurt: i’ v.o oi.e, 
an’ we’ll all be bloomin’ idad to Vsr.’

“I don’t know. Wish I did. 1 don’t 
know a girl in the whole burg, outside 
the stenographers in the office. They

him thet ye be not at home an’ he gives 
me one o’ them dirthy yello’ telegraphy 
message things. Well, I be puttin’ my, 
name down on th’ book thet he be hav­
in’, just like he be tellin* pi*» an’ off he 
goes. 1 be knowin’ thet ye’d be wantin’ 
me to be openin’ it so’d I’d be «endin’ 
fur ye ef it be needin’ fur it. Well, I 
opens it an’ cuddn’t be readin’ it with­
out me specs. So I be gettin’ them, an’
-------- Here, ye can be readin’ it fur
yereelf.”

After a short search in the expansive 
bosom of her dress Mrs. Hickey pro­
duced a very rumpled yellow envelope 
and handed it to Sinclair. With all eyes 
fastened upon him in breathless atten­
tion, he drew forth the small sheet of 
the Western Union Telegraph Company’s 
communication and silently scanned the 
following;

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

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

“Oh, come now, Mr. John! There lie 
no use of twin’ scart like that. It be an 
invitin’ to a good dinner, now, an’ a 
much finer dinner than I be havin’, I 
suspects. Though ef I do be sayin’ it, I 
be havin’ a mighty fine one to-morro’— 
a mighty fine one. Still, ye can be hav­
in’ one again, an’ there be nothin’ like 
ye havin’ a change even ef ye don’t W 
needin’ one!”

For reply John straightened himself 
in his chair and made an attack Upon 
the steaming dish that had been placed 
lieiore 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-

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

“Come on, boys; I’ve promised to let. 
von in on this package business and 
now’s the time to go alter it!”

Mulkins and “Reddy" started to their 
feet, but there was a stern cry of “Sit 
down, you fools!” and Smith from the 
ltead of the table called out; “Leave him 
alone!” He had better unpack this 
parcel 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 climbing 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 Sinclair’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

any longer ! We don’t know what’s go-1 
ing on up there and we’d better find 
out! Come onl” And striding out the 
room he was followed by the others.

Up the stairs and across the hall tjO 
the plosed door rushed the impetuous 
leader, with the othçr young men at his 
heels. With a push and a kick the door 
flew open and in they stumbled. Sin­
clair was lying face downward on the 
bed, perfectly still ! On the little table 
at the window stood an exquisitely 
painted medallion of large aise, framed 
In a heavy velvet gold. A
human head, fife size, was dimly outlin­
ed by a mass of tumbled dark hair and 
a face of surpassing beauty and sweet­
ness looked frankly up at the astonished 
intruders.

“Oad l It’s th’ ledy ! ” gasped Mulkins.

mW». So’tKn., now!" Aod tile Mush, 
ing Petty nestled closer within Use losing 
arms.

“Y<m*re not worth a penny more to 
me than if you Ain’t here a not.”

“Oh, yea, I am. What did yen think 
of the* modsHhm Wasn’t I good to 
get It made for you. and tant it sweet T” 

“It’s not. half as sweet as yon are. 
Why, you’re oasotm*n ssnotsTn—
eweet—tnan-----"

“Oh, please dont, deartsl"
“Bad case in there!" hissed the lodem- 

itable Jehu of the bo* through hta sot 
teeth.

“Mamed tacky dog!" retorted Ms stal­
wart partner m «very, through his 
pressed hpa.

SCIENTIFIC PROBLEM.
Do the picturesque contortione of 

the bowler effect the ball after de­
livery?
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Lawn bowling scene at the Vi ctoria Rink in club tournament.

wouldn’t be sending me anything. It‘e| 
the boys down at the offi-?, 1 tel* yvV/’ J

“She wouldn’t have to five right nere 
jin New York, would ihe ‘v •mostlonod 
the red headed individual. 4 I'll 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 a man 
and six children.”

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

“Did I? 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! I 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. 
I’ve always had it in mind to hunt her 
up when I make my pile, but it looks 
like all day for me. Twenty per—don’t 
cut any figure in little old New York, 
you know. Still, I liked the girl, and I 
know that she wasn't so sour on me.”

“Ye don’t want to be so beastly down 
in yer luck," consoled the little English­
man. “Yer likely t’ take a turn for the 
better most «Ay 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’, tbet’s as fine a Laermick pud- 
din’ as ever ye be eatin’. I be thinkin’ 
thet I be not lettin’ ye taste it till to­
morrow, then bein’ Christmas, ye kno’. 
But bein’ thet Mr. John won’t be e.atin’ 
with us to-morrow I be thinkin’ I’ll be 
givin’ ye some to-night.”

“Ill not lie eating with you to-mor­
row!” exclaimed John Sinclair in sur­
prise. “Why, where will I be eating? 
You’re not going to çhase me out, are 
you?"

“Ha! ha! ha!” laughed the landlady, 
her homely face transformed with good 
humor. “No, I be not throwin’ ye out, 1 
but It’s eatin’ ye’ll be with the one thet 
sent th' package. I be clean ' 
teMn’ ye. After the little

creep over thoee 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 
pretty 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 
mon 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 bouse that it seemed as 
though the nervous tension of the 
watchers must, soon give way. Thrise 
sixty measured ticks of the mantel 
clock had alone broken the silence, when 
suddenly springing to his feet Smith 
shouted: "Rang it! T can’t stand this

The others merely acquiesced with nods, 
know a whole bunch of girls when you 
came from. You’re too good-lo iK'.n* not 
to.”

“I suppose that’s a compliment. But 
you’re away off, old man. The only girl 

On account of her excessive plumpness 
Mrs. Hickey was the last to follow the 
daring leader, and it took her nearly five 
minutes to recover sufficient breath do 
elbow her way to the bed. Here Big 
Smith, contrary to his rough vocation 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 lore tear stains and he 
blushed like a boy who he tod to be 
caught crying when he saw Mrs. Hickey 
enter the room. She, in turn, compre­
hended the situation at a glance and con­
trary to her usual custom departed with­
out a word. Returning a few minutes 
later with a smnll-sized flask and a little 
pot of hot water she forced down the 
young ma n’s protesting throat a whisky 
concoction which instantly livened him 
up. But in reply to the many question* 
put to him Sinclair merely pointed :o 
the 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 situation* of deli­

cacy, the young men of Mrs. Hickey’s 
establishment were, nevertheless, possess­
ed of that true gentlemanly instinct 
which forbade a too extreme questioning 
after facts. Consequently, with mutter­
ed apologies for their abrupt intrusion 
and nearly expressions of sympathy for 
Sinclair, tbev trooped out of the room, 
the good landlady bringing up the rear.

Christmas morning dawned with a 
bright sun piercing the city haw and 
even penetrating to the depths of the 
rumbling streets and turning to glitter 
the lazy shift of flake and frost. And a 
true Christmas feeling had dawned with­
in the heart of oJhu Sinclair, expanding 
and warming it until he fairly radiated 
good cheer. Thus with happiness in 
every stride and with the day free from 
office grind, Sinclair made his way into 
the street for a morning walk. Then 
back to -hie room, a frieaidlv chat with 
the “boys,” a bit of lunch, a half hour 
spent in getting "some clothes on,” and 
he stationed himself in parlor tv
wait for the aib. To him^efc. he kept

"Betty is wise. She’s a oov little 
thing! 5*hc will have things arranged 
just so. She didn’t give me any address 
and there isn’t a nr chance to see her 
until she’s ready—just like her! Won­
der what she’s doing here in New York! 
Probably those mines have—Gee I 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

There were two men on the box of the 
fitylmh barouche. One of these quickly 
dropped to the ground and managed to 
throw open the carriage door just as 
John hurled himself inside. The door 
slammed, the carriage began to move, 
and then——

“Gracious sakee, John! If you don’t 
stop I’ll have to call for help.* Why, I 
won’t be fit for dinner . You’ve kissed 
me too much already!”

“Darling, I could jiist eat you alive 1” 
fairly shouted the ardent youth.

“You’d better not, though, or you’ll 
1 since poor pap^diod I’m worth over a

A DOG SAUTA GLAUS.

* Pretty Story of Now Hompehlre 
Lifo Many Yotro Ago

(Helen M. Richard-on in December St 
Nichole.,)

Many year, ago, in the State of New 
Hempehire. there lived two young girl, 
named Dolly and Prne. They were 
greet friends They went to the lame 
school, attended the seme ohnneh .-a 
Sunday school, end during the sommer 
were almost constantly together.

But in the winter s whole week 
would sometime» go by without their 
•seing each other/ They lived on the 
bonk* of the some river, but on oppo- 
■Ite eidee of IL And during that mew* 
of the year the river wae at times 
swollen very high at places where In 
•nramer the little girl, could often crone 
barefoot by jumping from one stone to 
another.

Dolly and Pros need to think It gnat 
•port to cross It In that way, ia fact, 
tnav did not mind if there wae cooed- 
craMe water In the river, for that only 
made it more exciting. In winter when 
the river wae frown solid they «raid 
walk across It on the ice, and thoee 
ww happy times for the* two little 
friends. But the current at that point 

very strong, and it was usually 
after Christmas before the children 
were allowed to venture on It.

Now. on thin Christmas that I am 
going to tell you about, Prue had made 
Doly a pretty white apron for a Christ 
maa present. Her mother had cut it 
out, but Prue had done every stitch of 
the sewing herself, and her mother as 
§ured her that she had done it very 
neatly. 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 
•rrossr suggested Prue’sbrother.Ralph. 
“He enjoys nothing better than a swim 
In the river, and he likes to carry things, 
you know.”

At first Ralph’s proposition 
laughed at by both Prue and her 
mother. The idea of lettlag a dog 
swim across that leaping, dancing water 
with an apron In hta mouth,! — for 
usually that was Duke’s way of carry 
fng packages.

*1 don’t believe I want to send Dolly 
such a wet Christmas present as that 
would he.” Prue rejoined, with a 

1 of her head.
But when her brother produced some 

rubber cloth that had been used on a 
camping expedition and offered to eut 
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 
carefully wrapped in the oilcloth, with 
a string tied tightly around It, and this 
was fastened to Duke’s collar and the 
dog led to the bank of the river, which 
waa leaping in little wav*, instead of 
lying placid and serene as on sums 
day*. He enjoyed a swim, howei 
even if he did have to struggle against 
odd* for it. So when Prue led him bv 
his collar with the words: "In. old hov! 
Carry my Christmas present to Dollv!* 
with one straining wrench he ë * 
himself and leaped bravelv into the 
turbulent water.

Prue watched him until he reached 
the other shore; saw him shake the 
water from his tawny aides and then 
dash up the hank. 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 wav. 
Dolly was with him and waver her 
handkerchief at her little friend, and 
IVue waved hers back, while Duke 
plunged into the water again 
soon dancing around hta little mtatresa. 
shaking the water from his body until 
Prue laughingly declared that she might 
about aa well have swum aero* herself 
she was * wet

But Duke was uneasy, and fawned 
persistently around Prue until she dis­
covered that he .till had. tied to his
£artüdthe bUDdk‘ With whick h* had 

“Why, Duke! what made you bring 
cried i. » tmmrt

“Open it! open i!” the dug-. «paient 
ïniLd'ïfJfr l* ie,i,tiee “ « wUdlv

Eagcr-cycd, he watched hie little mis- 
tree» a. .he untied the .Mug. And 

fold. of
the o'loloth covering there fell . r*„ 
»«k chain made of bond, and iani-
hIrW^TtJi“T’ ,ro- D-i'J
*T. Pnm heraelf,
t~WjoT°»ly. — ‘he dog wav

iTÜCèdT "“* 1 — * **
, P™-’ Mr, hot no longer voang still 
h!^-L<*7“hü. “-t Dol e
brought to her on that Christmas 
morning so long ago.

Bot there Is another little Prie that 
°*ro. ia a while is allowed to wear the 
precious chain around her own seek 
and who often wishes that she had a’ 
dog aa brave and faithful as her era ad 
mother’s dog Duke,

Henry Gladstone's Courtship 
Mm. Gladstone in well known to he 

»™pped up i, her hmbaad ami Bin ear- 
“r H« w“ *7 —haw he first mt Jtim 
..‘y1,.®? **<—« Home Secretarv sews 
,fUt .their marriage, and though he ia •n print perhaps the maetTbZed
■a the. Government ha has to those whoh»w him peraoMU, both ohm, ^ 
humor, a glad aje" and a delightful —mg voie. He ban on —ttsTI.,
ereuse for km father'.____  ^to hi. Wit. fov w "^7 *- «V»
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Also issnea TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES in convenient de­
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Aylmer Preserves
Every glass jsr or package of “AYLMER” Jams 

or Jellies is guaranteed absolutely pure, put up from 
FRESH FRUITS when in season and FINEST GRANU­
LATED SUGAR.

The flavor and high quality of “AYLMER” pre­
serves cannot be obtained in preserves msde from pulp.

No Preservatives No Coloring
At every process cleanliness is reduced to a science.

Fresh Friits Fine Grannlated Sugar
Cleanliness Up-to-Date Methods

3 Canadian Canners
limited

Hamilton, - Canada
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