
CANADIAN COURIER.

The -M.an on the
Grandma Sheldon Little Dreamed That on Her Firsi Railway.Journeg She Was

"Entertaining an A ngel Unawares"

W HEN the telegrm came from William
George, Grandma Sheldon was ail alonewitb Cyrus and Louise. And Cyrus andLouise, aged, respectlvely, twelve andeleven, were nlot very mucli good, grandma thougbt,whlen it camne to advlsing what was to be done.Grandina was "ail ln a iiutter, dear, oh dear," assho sald.

The telegrani sald that Delia, William George'swlfe, was seriously 111 dow at Green Village, andWilliam George wanted Samuel to bring grandmadoWn lmxnediately. Della had always tbougbt therewas nUObodY like grandmna 'when it came to nursingsick folks.
But Samuel and bis wife were botb away-hadbeen a'way for two days and Intended to be awayfor live more. Tbey had driven to Sinclair, twelltymiles away, to visit wlth Mrs. Samuel's folks fora week,
"Dear, oh dear, wbat shahl I do ?" sald grand-ma."ýGo rlgbt to Green Village.on t»e evenlng train,"saldCYrus, briskly.
"Dear, ob dear, and leave you two aloiie!" crledgrandma.
"Louise and I will do very rwell until tO-morrow,"said Cyrus, sturdlly. "«We will send 'word to Sinclairby to-day's mail and father and mother will be homeby to-morrow night.*"I
"But 1 neyer was on the cars ln my life," protested,grandma, nervously. "'1m-im so frightened to startalone.ý And You neyer know what kind of peopleYOu may meet on the train."

t"You'Iî be ail riglit, grandma. l'il drive you tothe station, get Yeu your ticket, and put you on thetrai Then you'll have nothIng to do until the trainRO1ts to Green Village. l'il send a telegram to UncleWilliami George to meet you."1
"I shall faîl and break my neck gettlng off thetrain," saîd grandma, pesslmlstlcally. But she was'WOIdering at the same time wbetber she, had bettertake the black valise or the yellow, and whetherWilliami George would be llkely to have plenty Of01118eed in the bouse.
It was six miles to the station and Cyrus drove9ý1daOver In time to catch a train thatrecdQr en Village at nine o'clock."'Dea.r, oh dear," sald grandma, "what If WilliamýCýresfolks aln't there to meet me? It's ahl verywel Cyrus, to say tbat tbey wlll be there, but youeOli't kinOw: And lt's ail very well to say not to benervous becaluse everythîng wlll be ail rlght. If youViere sevelntyfIlve years old and had neyer set footon th5 cars in your lfe you'd be nervous, too; andyou caf't be sure that everytblng wll be ail rlght.P'l 'lever kllow what sort of people yeu'll meet ontetrain. I mjay get on tbe wrong train or lose mytike o get carrled past Green Village or get myDektPlek-ed. Wehî, no, I won't do that, for not onecent Will 1 carry wltb me. You shall take fback home

althe niOney You don't need to get myý ticket. Then1 shall he eaier in my mind. Dear, oh dear, if itWantthat Dela is se serlously 111 1 wouldn't goDzlO Ste"n»
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like one, but you can neyer be sure of the peopleyou meet on the train. Grandma remembered wltba sigh of tbankfulness that she had no money.
Besides, bie seemed really very respectable andbarmless. He was quietly dressed In a suit of dark-blue serge wltb a black overcoat. He wore bis batwell down on bis forebead and was dlean shaven.His bair was very black, but bis eyes were blue-"nice eyes"--grandma tbougbt. She always feltgreat confidence In a man wbo had brigbt, open, blueeyes. Grandpa Sheldon, wbo had died sO long ago,four years after their marriage, bad bad brigbt blue

eyes.
"To be sure, hie bad fair hair," refljected grandma."It's real odd to see such black hair wltb sucb lightblue eyes. Weil, be's real nice-looking, and I don'tbelieve there's a mite of barm in hlm."l
The early autumn nigbt had now fallen andgrandma could not amuse herself by watcbing tbescenery. She betbougbt ber-self of the paper Cyrusbad given hier and took It out of bier basket. It wasan eld weekly at fortnigbt back. On tbe first pagewas a long account of a xnurder case 'wltb scarebeads, and Into this grandma plunged eagerly. Sweet.

old Grandma Sheldon, wbo would not have barmeda fiy and hated te see even a mousetrap set, slmplyrevelled In the newspaper acceunts of murders. Andthe more shocking and'celd-blooded tbey were themore eagerly dld grandma read of tbem.

T I-I murder story was particularly gffod fromngrandma's point of vlew; It was full of "tbrills."A man bad been shot down, apparentiy In coldblood, and bis supposed murderer was still at largeand bad eluded ail tbe efforts of justice to capturehlm. His name was Mark Hartwell and bie was de-scribed" as a taîl, fair man, wlth full auburn beardand curly, Ilgbt bair.
"Wbat a shocking tbing!" said grandma, aloud.Her companion looked at bier wltb a kindiy, amused

smile.
"WhÏat Is It?" hie asked.

«'Why, this murder at Charlotteville,"l answeredgrandma, forgetting, ln bier excItement, that it 'wasflot safe to talk to people you meet on the train. "Itjust makes my blood run cold te read about It. Andto tblnk that -the man wbo dld It; Is stilI around thecountry somewbere-plotting otber murders, Ihaven't a doubt. Wbat Is the good of the police ?""They'r-e dull fellows," agreed the dark man."But I don't envy that man bis conscience," I saldgrandmaa, solemnly-and some'wbat lnconsistently, Inview of ber statement about the other murders thatwvere being plotted. "Wbat mupt a man feel like who

has theblood of a»
fellow creature on
bis bands? De-
Pend upon It, is
punishment bas
begun already,
caugbt or neot."

"That is true," »
said tbe dark
man, quietly.

"Sucb a good-
lookng man, too," 4
s a id grandma,
looking wlstfully
at te murderer's 1
picture. Ilt ý
doesnt seema pos-
sible that bie can
bave kllled any.
body. But the
paper says there
Isn't a doubt."1

"Hle Is probably
gulty," ad tbe
dark man, "but
notblng Is known
of is provoca- /~
tion. The affair
may not bave
been se cold-blooded as the ac-
counts state.
Those newsPaper "lAnybody here te moet Mrs.fellows neyer err Sheldon?" ho ajeked of theon tbe side of un.st io a erdercolourîng." t to-a t r"I really tbink," sald grandma, slowlY, "that I wouldlike te see a murderer-just one. Whenever 1 sayanytbing lke that Adelalde--Adelaide Is Samueî'swife-looks at me as If she tbought tbere was saime-thlng wrong about me. And perbiaps there Is; butI do, ahl tbe sanie. Wben I was a little girl therewas a man In our settlement Wbo was suspected ofpolsoning bis w1fe. She dled very suddenîy. I nsedte look at bim wltb sncb l'nterest. But It wasn'tsatisfactory, because yon could neyer be surewhetber hie was really gulty or not. I neyer couldbelleve that hie was, be-cause be 'was sncb a nice manin some ways and so good and klnd to chlldren. 1don't belleve a man who was bad eneugb te poisonbis wlfe could have any good In hlm."l'TPerbaps nlot," agreed the dark man. He hadabsent-mIndedly folded up grandma's old copy ef theArgus and put It ln bis pocket. Grandma did flot likete ask hlm for It, altbough sbe would bave llked tesee If there were any more murder stories ln ItLBesides, Just at that moment the conductor cameround for tickets.

r' RANDMA looked in the basket for ber handker-ichief. It was net tbere. She !ooked on thefloor and on the heat andi under the scat. Itw'as flot there. She stood np a.nd sbook berself-till ne handkercblef.
"Dear, oh dear," exclaimed grafida, Wldly, "I'veest mry ticket-I always knew I Would_... told Cyruswould! Oh, where can It be 7"The conductor scowled unsympathetlcally. Tbe.ark man got lup -and belped grandma searcb, îbut neicket was to be found.
"You'l hbave te pay the meney, thon, and soinsbing extra," sald the cenductor, gruffly.
-1 can't-î haven't a cent ef meoney," walledrandma. 1I gave It ail te Cyrus, because I vasfi-aid my pocket wonld be plcked. Oh, what shahidoe1"
"Don't worry. ll make It aIl rlght," sald -the darkIan. Ho took ent bis poçket-book: and banded theonductor a bill. That functIonary grumblngly madebe change and marched enward, Whlle grandma,ale wltb excitement and relief, sank back Intor seat.i
«"I can't tell you bow mucb I amn oblged te yen,r," she said, tremnuiously. 'I don't know what Iiould have done. Would ho have put me off right~re in the snow?"'
"I hardly thlnk hoe would have gene te sncbhngths," sald the dark man, wlth a amile. "But he'scranky, disobliglng fellow eneugb..I know hM etd. And yen must net feel overiy grateful te rue.am glad ef the opportnhty te help yen. I had and grandinother myseîf, Once," ho added, wltb a s1gli."You must give mie your name and addross, ofurse,"I said grandma, "and my son-Samuel Shel-n, of Mldverne, viii see that the monoy la9 retur-nejyou. Well, tbis le a lessen te me! M'I flevor trustyseIf on a train again, and all I wish la that I vasfely off this one. This fusa bas worked my 'loi-esup again,"
'Don't werry, grandma. F'h soe Y on safehy off thein when vo get te Green Village."'Wll yen, though? Wil Yen, nov?" sad grandma,gerly. "l'Il bo reai easy la my mmnd, thiio," s(Cenciuded on page 21.)

Train


