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: gaily wardrobe. I flung the frieze coat
away with an exclamation of uisgnst

' and surveyed the various items folded
up in the Gladstone with something of
the distaste I had felt for their owner.
But I was wet to the skin and shiver-
ing like a spaniel. It was not a time to
st and cn ceremony. In five minutes I
had donned a complete suit from the
Gladstone bag of my unknown fellow
passenger, including the despised frieze
coat. Then I went down stairs and ate
a very fair s ipper of fried ham and
eggs, followed by a good jorum of ex-

cellent hot whisky tod ly.
Greatly refreshe-- by these consola-

tions, I returned to my chamber. The
experiences of the past four and twen-
ty hours had tired me out, and I was
far too sleepy to closely examine the bag
from which I had taken the warm and
dry clothes I had on. As I turned into
bed I wondered dreamily if my unknown
beme factor was at that moment taking
hi.s ease in my garments. My unreason-
ing dislike of him had abated, now that
he no longer vexed me with hi.s pres-
ence and obtruded on my notice the un-
welcome fact that in creating him na-
ture had chosen to infringe my copy-
right by duplicating my features and
figure.

My sleep that night was the sleep of
a wornout man. I did not wake until a
pale thread of winter sunshine filtered
in at the casement window. Then, with
a start, I remembered the circumstances
which had brought me thither. I sprang
quickly from my bed. I looked about
for my clothes and then saw that the
night be fore I had omitted to send the m
to the kitchen to bo dried and brushed.
There they were thrown down anyhow
on a chair. I could not possibly put
them on, for the-- y were still reeking
with damp.

There was nothing for it but to travel .

on to Glasgow in the clothes I had taken
from the Gladstone bag. My own gar-
ments could be properly dried ami sent
on to mo at Tighnabruaich.

I would then take steps to recover my
bag and return that of my fellow trav-
eler. Meanwhile, I argueel, exchange
was no rejbbery, ami since; he had made
a stupiil mistake in decamping with my
wardrobe there was no reason why I
shouldn't te mporariiy appropriate his.

After breakfast I went out into the
village to reconnoiter. The snow was
deep, but hard ami crisp with frost. The
winel had fallen, and the sky was blue
and cloudless. On inquiry I learned that
it would be possible to drive by rcad to
a station on the line beyond tiie p;int
where our unlucky train was imbedded
in the drift. Gangs of workmen were,
it was repeated, at work on tho line,
which would most likely bej clear by
midday.

I went back to the Rose ami Crown,
strapped up my borrowed Gladstone,
left orders with my lauellady for the

next t.i.iriaj. e aul voices siioutin in-

quiries.
The line was blocked, and we were

j stuck fast in a fe'igantie drift.
Here was a clmerful out! or k! I dash-- ;

ed down the window ami put my head
out. As far as I could see was a vast
field of Know. The air was alive with
swiftly desceadine flakes. Not a house
was in si'ht. The light from tho c;;r- -

riage windows alone illuminated the
all surrounding whiteness. The blast
bowled like a very bad tempered evil
spirit. It was a scene of uamitiyated
desolation.

No chance of reaching Qlasg'ow at
the appointed time! And very little
chance of e;.tint; my Christmas dinner
in Argyllshire.

"Surely we are not in Ohistrow yjt?"'
said a voice at my elbow.

I turned and oufr .r.tcd ii'.y fellow
traveler. Yes, I was rijrht; tiie brute
had pray ey s. My fancy had not run
away with me. Tl e fellow had the im-

pertinence to resemble me to a certain
extent, bat, I may add th.at he rather
than I had reuson to be nattered by tha
resemblance.

"At (ilastrow, " I retorted irritably.
"No such luck; we are snowed up some-
where in the wilds of Dumfi iesshire, I
don't exactly know where. Eat nobody
in this train is likely to set eyes on
Glasgow for hours. "

"Snowed up good gracious me, you
don't say so!" rejoim d the fellow brisk-
ly. "That won't suit my lor k. "

"Nor mine either," I ".runted. "I
don't suppose any one in this train wr.nta
to spend Christmas in a snowed up rail-
way carriage. I'm hungry already," I
added, with a retrospective thought, of
the hasty dinner I had made .six or sev-
en hours ago and a prospective longing
for the splendid breakfast I had intend-
ed to make at Greenock. There was not
even a biscuit or a sandwich among
iny traps.

"Dear me, how unfortunate!'' re-
marked the other placidly. "Well, I
mean to jxet out (f this anyhow," he
added, with sudden rrsolv. He seized
the Gladstone hnjr lying nearest him
ami bundled out of the carri::,;e as sud-
denly as he had entered it and vanish-
ed into the whirling whiteness outside.

I heaved a high of relief.
The man must be made to face such

a storm, but that was his affair, not
mine, and I saw him depart wit boat
the smallest regret.

Well, not unduly to lengthen my
story, the upshot of this provoking in-

cident was that for 12 mortal hours we
were shut up in the imbedded train.
Tito stoker and one of the truards made
their way with infinite difficulty to the
nearest signal man's hut, only to - find
that the telegraph lines up and down
Were snapped by the furio is wind.
Some of the passengers had tea and wine
packed in their luggage, and one Christ-
inas hamper was ransacked and the con- - i

j in evidence against you, " answered the
j other in bi3 stillest Jack-in-offic- e man-- i

ner.
Seeing the fellow was hopelessly ob- -'

tu,se, I resolved to hold my tongue un- -'

til we got to the station. There I should
scon be able to set matters right. Still
it was annoying that I should be found
in possession of property that was not
mine. I racked my brain in trying to
remember if the clothes I had on or
those in the Gladstone had on theni any
name or mark to identify their rightfulowner. But the effort was made in vain.
Indeeel I probably had not noticed
whether the clothes were marked or not,
for I had been too preoccupied and too
fatigued to think of the matter.

At the station, in presence of the in-

spector, I made my statement, explain-
ing how the Gladstone bag had come
into my possession. I cemld see that not
a word of it was believoel. Then a mi-
nute discription of James Pennequicke
w:is read out, and with it my own per-
gonal appearance, I regret to say, exact-
ly tallied. Another piece of damnatory
evidence? was that the frieze coat I wore
was markeel inside! one of the sleeves
with the initials J. P.

Worst of all, the Gladstone bag was
turned out in my presence, and either ar-
ticles of attire were discovered to be
marked with the same letters, and to
my utmost astonishment and dismay the
bag itself was rippeel open and found to
have a false bottoifi. In it was concealed
a mass of jewels, brooches, necklaces,
rings sparkling with diamonds anel oth-
er precious stones. At sight of this
treasure the detective who had arrested
me, his colleague Campbell and the in- -

spector showed a profane glee.
"Better own the truth," said they

all. "You are James Pennequicke, and
on the night of Dec. 24 you abstracted '

these from Northside Hall, near Car- - '

lisle."
I asseverated my innocence, declaring

that until that moment I was even ig-
norant that the jewels were! in the bag.

"The fellow who went off with my
Gladstone bag may have stolen the
stuff," I said indignantly, "but I know
nothing of it. My name is Angus Gra- - '

ham, and I never heard
name until this morning. "

"So you say," remarked tho detect- -
ive tlrily, "but your description fits to
a T. You're wearing clothes that be-

long to Penneqnb-ke- , and you are f ound
to be in possession of stolen goods. You
will be detained in custody until in- - j

quiries can be made. "
And in this enlightened country I, an

innocent and peaceable citizen, was
marched off and consigned to a fire-les-

cell, there to meditate on the cusseelness
of things in general and my own ill
fortune in particular.

Can it bo wondered at that I have ev- -

er since disliked Christmas and its cant j

phrases of hilarity and mutual good j

will?
In the solitufle of my cell I meditated

on the most advisable course of action
I could adopt under the circumstances,
I asked feir and obtained writing ma- -

terials and wrote several letters one
to Annie at Tighuobruaich. She was
an only daughter and motherless, sei to
he r as my hostess that should have been
was adelressed an apob.igy for my non- -

appearance. The second letter was to
Mr. Macpherson, Annie's fathe'j-- , an
old friend of my father's. Tea him I
wrote a detailed accemnt of my-misad- -

venture ami begged him to ree-omn- nd
me a respectable solicitor in Glasgow,
A third letter was to a "pal" of mine
at tho Inner Temple, whom I entreated
to come and identify me with as little
delay as possible.

a :m?isTMA.s sTimr bt denzil vans.

' (Vpyrisrlit, 33-4- by the Author.
A merry Christmas and a happy New

"Year! How I Late the conventional
greeting ! What associations of personal
discomfort aii' I vexation tho phrase
awakes in my mini! For at that fes-

tive fc.scii I, c in e upon a timo, found
royelf in a very tight place indeed. My
difficulties writ aiiswl not by duns or
d4.-t.s- L- -t the re vh r judge whether or
rut my misfortunes wera of my own
T.i.i'r.'.V.J.

I am a lawyer, and at the time of
hii.ii I vvrite I ri f wero neither plen-

tiful uor proiitablo. Tho work I did was
j I i neipal! y "devil ii-- " and the sueoess-tn- l

ram f r whom I deviled caused me
many a j an;' f mitt; 1;o was so

pr-pe- i ous and overworked
and patronizing, Fortunately I was not
qui r without jriv-rtt-

e means. When I
in calm moments, my lot

with his, I was al le to see just where I
tad the pv.H over lirn. I was young; he
had li-- ft 1 I nd 1 i m many a year the
''mrzzfi eel eamiain " on the dreary
highway youth and age. I I
may say it without vanity was quite
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A MM.?". PAS-KVG- -- ETTLKD HIMSELF.

good looking eiiutuh for comfort. To
Hjkiii tin! glurs when I shaved pave

me no imp 'cas-an- feeling, rather tho re-
verse. Towsher was short and squat of
f.gure, red of frvo and going bald at
top. His features were blunt and ple-
beian, mint distinct, and,-- flatter my-
self, arisf. tcratic. 1 'Wsin-- r was man iod,
and his wife was like himself, middle
aged and personally Mot well favored.
1 was a bachelor of the temporai-- and
voluntary, net of the confirmed or of
the oft rejt eteri, type, f.r I was in love,
and as good as e;::;.ed to a lovely,
sweet ft 'ii i pored Scotch lassie, whose
pedigree w .is L tr g, if her ''tot her" was
small.

We were just i t 1 1 e ohariuingest timo
of com-tship-

. Th"vo was no formal en-l.'K-

between ns, hut I had given
Annie to nndert.--i- th.at she va the
on girl in the world for me, and she
had somehow con veved to me that when
tho time came when 1 should bo able to
t H her so 1 should not be refused.

1 w as goi tig to sp T.d Christmas with
Annie's p:iints, when I got myself iu
ti.e terrible fix I an about to narrate.

My destination wa- - Argy ieshire. As
I sped northward on the memorable!
Christmas eve- I f lt io prfsentiment of
f!ie n.iiiV I may briefly
say that I was untroubled even by jeal-
ous qualms regarding Towslier's irri-

tating prosperity.
I 1 f Ihi.-to-n by the mail train for

Glasgow. Although it was Chri-tm- as

eve, the carriage w; s not overcrowded,
and I manured to secure a rner scat
in a tirst class compartment. My lug-g:ig- e

consisted of a 'Uad-toii- e ki;,' and l

bundle of wraps. The weather was bit-t- .

rly cold. threafo-iin- snow, but I
made myself tob i at ly siiur. and by tho
time we ;. it tn P.'rtiy snoozed off bliss-full- y.

1 v.-3- dream n, of Annie's blue
ye-- . wh'i!. some lours later, I was

awakened by tile-- . ptiiin of the carriage
d. vr and a ireeii!- - inrush of cold air.

A male passenger, well umtlled in a
!. avy yi eat coat, we r a deer stalker
hat well tied down oer hi ears, bnti-il- h

d in wit'i ids li faf-'- e mid settled
liiinsvlf in the opposite corner farther
from me. t'ntil tlen I lind hud tho
compart rm tit to my.-elt- ". I turned round
drowsily and in a b;-.- temper,
to.- - my drea:u had b-e- a pleasant one,
and I rather objected to the thread of
it boii;ar 1 roken.

My fi How travele-"- s c at was flecked
with suow, and w hen the train glided
out of the station 1 looked out of the
window nar me and saw that Kreat
white t'.ake-- , slants d p. 1st the pane,
driven ly a furious wiml. The fields
and .tone walls wore deep in snow.

"I 'oufound it nil!" I muttered lo my-- p.

If. Tiie an itlu ma my fellow
traveler, who serf in ly ensconced him-
self in ids corner a-- mi: ids rti's and
Hppan-ntl- r f- 11 aslo. It seemed as if
lie i j,, 1 t.Icht fl from ni" the comfortable
nap I had I een en joy oii.-- , for Irom tho
moment of hi.s ititr ision sleep forsooU
me uttvily. So I ft 11 to watchiinr him
wit!i a mixture of curiosity ami dislike.
He was yoiunj, abo it u:y own ape, 1

thought, with Kood features, anl clean
siiaveii save for a slight wliisker. On
the floor of the cairiaee, close at his
feet, he had deposit"! a iladstone bag
cf about the same dimensions as my
ov n.

" '.jnfi Hind him! Wliv didn't he cc6
into ano'her carriage I t h' fULrlit ns I
jiot-- th'-s- detail-- . Ilis placid slumber
was intensely irritating to me. I felt in-

jured because he wis youns? ami well
favorrd. because he slept white I was
eleepless, bei ause hi had a (iladstouo
la; that was twin brother to mine, be-

cause a few flakes ' snow had insinu-
ated themselves midtr the carriage win-
dow. I felt a restless desire to chuck
my fellow traveler at d his tiresome lng-gaK- '"

Dnt f 'ay compartment.
My fellow traveler seemetl serenely

oblivions of all the discomforts I was
ill tempered !y en J ni iii-.- '. He slept
Soundly, as only very tired men sleep.

As I for the third iioe mtntally con-
founded him the carriage joltexl up on
cue side, and the wbola train was sud-d-ml- y

arrested. The whistle sounded in
a shriek as if the engine yelled in an-

ger at its defeat in tl e battle it had been
tj.-htin-g with the v ind and snow. I
Letrd a woman bLiiik an echo in the

i ' .... - i . ; - -
.......art1 1. mJB Tl
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ONt CHRISTMAS EVE.

IiMftuled a a lu-egti- the C'!irft Child
ht-ek- s Shelter A OSeruifm l.?aremi.

Hero is a Christmas story that ha&
been told the little children in Germany
for many liuimrects or years:

'Twas the night before Christmas. A
i little child was wandering all alone

through the streets of a grr at city. iVo-- .

pie were hurrying hither an 1 thither,
and express wagons wero boiug rattled
through the streets. Eveu the suow-- I

flakes seemed happy with the expecta-
tion of the coming Christmas morning.

But the littte child seemed to havn
no home and wandered on from street
to street. No one noticed him except
perhaps Jack Frost, who bit his bare
toes and made his fingers tingle. The
north wind, too, pierced hi.s ragged gar-
ments and niado him shiver with cold.
Home after homo he passed, looking-wit-

longing eyes through tiie windows
in upon the happy children who were
trimming Christmas trees and hanging-stocking- s

for old Santa Clans to fill.
Cold and alone the little wanderer

softly tiptoed his way up to a beautiful
window through which be con hi see a,
tree loaded with gifts and glittering-wit-

lights. He tapped em the glass, b it
a little girl coming to the window
frowned and shook her head, saying:
"Go away. We are too busy to taka
care of you now. "

Back into the dark street ho went.
Coming to another happy homo, when
he heard tho song anel laughter of mer-
ry children, he climbed up the bmnd
steps and gently tapped em the door. If,
was opened by a tali footman in whitu
hat and gloves. Ha looked at tho child
then sadly shook his head and said.1
"Go down oft" tho steps. There) is n
room for such as you here. "

Again and again the little child rap-
ped se)ftly at door or window pane. AS
each xhace bo was refused admission.
Bater grew the night and colder blew
tho wind. Farther and farther the lit-
tle one wantiered. The strict was
lengthy, when suddenly there tjlumu
ahead of him a single ray e;f bright
light. Ho hurried on, saying, "I will
go where the little light beckons mo. "

Ho soon reached the end of the street
and went straight up to the window
from which the light was streaming.
It was a poor, little, low house. What
elo yon suppose tho light came from? A
tallow candle. Booking in, tho little
ono saw standing upon n small wooden
table a branch of a Christmas trie.
Near the firo sat a lonely faced mother,
with a baby on her knee and an older
child besiele her. She was telling them
a Christmas story.

Tho little wanderer crept, closer and
closer to the window pane. So sweet
seemed the mother and so loving th
children that ho took courage and tap-
ped gently, very gently, on tho door.
The mother stopped talking; tho littlo
children looked up. " What was 1 hat,
mother?" asked the little girl. "I think,
it was some one at tho door. Kan
quickly, dear, for it is too cold a nigh
to keep any one waiting in the storm. "

The chilel ran to the door and threw
it wide open. Tiie mother saw the littlo
stranger, cold and shivering, clothed in
rags, anel bis littlo feet almost bare.,
"Oil, you poor, elear child! Come in.
quickly ami get warm. Have you lie
home;? No Christmas to celebrate?"

The mother put her arms aroumlth
strange child and drew him close to
her. She sat beside the fire with the lit-

tle ono fin her knee, and her own two
little ones warmed Ids half frozen hands
and, bending low over bis head, kissed-th-

littlo wauelerer's brow. They gave
him the bejwl e;f bread and milk that
had been put away for their own break-
fast, and when he hael eatejii it the little-gir- l

said, "Now let us light tho Christ-
mas tree and share our presents with:
this littlo child. "

So busy were they lighting tho tree
and getting the pri-sent-

s ready that they
did not notice that tbo room hae! filled:
with a strange and beautiful light.

They turned ami looked at the spot:
where the little wanderer was. His
raggeel clothes had changed to garments
wbito and beautiful. His tangled curls
seemed like a halo of golden light, and
his face shone with a light that they
could scarcely look uion.

The little room seemed to grow larger,
tho rexjf of the low house to expand and'
rise until it reached the sky.

With a sweet smile the child looked
upon them for a moment anel then slowly,
rose and floated through tbo air, higher
even than the clouds themselves, until
Le appeared like a shining star in the
sky and at last disappeared from sight.

The wondering children turned and
whispered to the mother, "Oh, motlver,
it was the Christ child!" And the
mother said in a low tone, "Yes, my
children. " Exchange.

UNION i'ACii'iU itOUTE.
HOLIDAY EXCL'KSIOXrt.

The Union Pacific will sell tickets ac-

count holidays to points within 2UU m.les
at open ratos of ou and one-thir- d far
for the round trip. Date of sal8 Dec.
22, 23, 24, 2M, :il and Jan. 1, limited for
return passage Jan. 2, 1H'J.

A. M. Filler, City Agent
liock Island

Playing- Cards.
No. GUI hans. Ave.

The State Journal's Want and Mis-
cellaneous columns reach each working
day in the Weele more than twice a

m.ny Topeka people aa caa be reached
trough, auy otuer paper. TUia i a fact- -

FATHER'S CHRISTMAS PRESENTS.

They Were Csefnl to the Family, iuid Urn
Saw Little of Tliem.

We were talking about Christmas
presents, the girls anel mother and I,
when father came in. Then we changed
the subject just a little bit, because it
was fatiier's presents we were dis-

cussing, .father sat down by the stove
and rubbed his hands he had just been
out at the barn and a queer expression
slowly settled upon his features.

"Say, mother, anel Ned and girls,"he saitl, ' 'I don't want any of you to get
me any presents. 'Tain't no use, you
know. "

"Why, father," said Bena in an ag-
grieved voice, "we always get you use-
ful presents, don't we? I don't myself
believe in things that are not useful."

Father's eyes twinkled. "Yes," he
said, "but I sometimes think they are a
little too useful, you know."

Nell shruggeel her shoulders impa-
tiently, but mother sairl: "Let father
have his little joke. What is it thia
time, father?"

The old gentleman, having warmed
his hands, settleel himself back comfort-
ably in his big chair, and his eyea
twinkled more than ever.

"Well, let's see," he went on in a
ruminating manner. ' 'Do you rem em bet
the dozen hemstitched han'kerchiefs
that you gave me last Christmas, Leny!
I guess I used one on 'em just once.
Some way or other," with a genial, im-

partial glance at the company, "Beny
and Nell have been usin of 'em, and
I've been nsin of Beny anel Nell's olel
torn ones. He, he! I don't know jest
how 'twas, but it's a fact. Then, Ned,
elo you remember the compass you got
me for a birthday present last June? It
was a nice little compass, and I guess a
feller about your size thought so, too,
for he's been tisin of it ever sence.
Then, lot's see, there was the silk han'-kerchi- e

f that mother give me at birth-rla- y,

and I put it away choicelike, and
tho fust thing I knew Beny was

of it inside her jacket. Yes, iny pres-
ents are all useful, a leetle bit too use-

ful, mebbe. See the point, don't you?"
Father's next pre-sent- s had his name

written on e;ach of them, and none of us
ever again thoughtlessly used tho dear
old man's things. American Agricul-
turist.

A Legend of the 3Iistletoe.
Shakespeare certainly knew of the mis-

tletoe legends, feir he speaks emphatical-
ly of "baleful mistletoe," as do other
writers of his day. Among the many
legends told this has no tragic feature.
A prince is 'the here), and he got sepa-
rated from his friends while hunting.
Ho wandered about for a long period
anel finally discovered a humble cottage.
Here lie took shelter feir a time antl fell
in love with the occupant's lovely
daughter. His ielentity was not suspect-
ed, and owing to his shabby appearance
resulting from his long wandering he
was regarded as an undesirable suitor
and was summarily ejected. Broken
hearteel, he again resumed his apparent-
ly endless journey and at night slept
under' an oak tree. There a ge)od fairy
tohl him that a twig of mistletoe would
recoucilo the irate parent to the match,
but it must be gathered from a hollow
oak tree growing by the side of a streiam
opposite a peculiarly dwarfed weeping
willow.

In the morning he was preparing to
search for the tree, but found, to his ele-ligl-

that it was evidently the one ho
had been sleeping under. Climbing to
the topmost brauches, ho found the mis-
tletoe, tore it off and desceneled tho tree
in triumph. He found the cottage with-
out difficulty, presented his peace offer-
ing and was promptly given the young
lady, with whom he returned to the
palace, where he lived the remainder of
his days in the usual legendary condi-
tion of bliss. The story is told in other
ways, but the power of the mistletoe is
enlarged upon, and the ending is always
happy. St. Bonis Globe-Democra- t.

Twelfth Xight Iu Scotland.
And at last all winds up with Twelfth

Night itself, and "alms" and spicy
cake are given in the daytime to all tho
children that come for them singing:

Ilegmany, trollolay.
Give ua your whit bread, and none of your

gray.
And in the evening there are games;

gay games of snap dragon, where raisins
are snatched from the flames of burning
brandy, and impromptu charades, and
thre shall be conjuring and fortune tell-

ing and riddles, and perhaps a little
play will be given, and stately histor-
ical tableaux, and in their pictorial
senses break and eat the Twelfth Night
cake. All the little children come in,
bearing a lighted taper to be stuck in the
top of it. The hidden ring is found with
much sport, and all drink the wassail
bowl, no longer compounded of hot
wines and spices, but freshly foaming
cider taken through straws or tho stems
of new clay pipes. .And then the whole
company say good night, all going our
separate ways, singing:

Yule's come and Vuls's
An we hae wei-1- .

Bre Jock maun to hid fuul ugin.
An Jenny to her wheel.

St. Bonis Republic
ituck Ilaud

Piayiug Cardi
No. GUI Kan. Ave.

Read the "Wants." Many of thera are
as iatereuug an news items. See if it
ig not a a.

"Win-lo- Glass at Ilolme'l Drug Store.

'---o sr.' I
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If i .'t-.:-iff
IX IT WEIiF. CONCEALED MASSES OF .JEWELS.
transmission of my pre:perty, hired ;

conveyance ami drove off in the direc-
tion of the nearest railway station. I
arrived there in elue course, and when
I was seatefl in a compartment labeled
Glasgow-- 1 congratulated myself that my
disagreeable adventure was ovt-r- . Alas,
it was only in its first stage.

The train drew up in tlm Glasgow
station. 1 gathered up my traps and
stepped out of the carriage. But I had
not got many paces before an individ-
ual of the easily recognized private

type accosted me. Behind him
was a colleague whose movements were
accompanied by an ominous clink of
metal.

"James Pennequioke, I arrest you in
the queen's name," said the! first man,
giving me at the same time a light tap
on tho shouleier.

I stared at him anel drew myself up
to my full height.

"My name is Graham Angus Gra-
ham of the Innr Temple," I said.
"Yon have made a mistake, my man."

The fellow smiled in tho most aggra-vatingl- y

superior manner.
"No mistake; you're James Pennc-quiek- e

fast enough. It's not the first
time we have me t. Anyway I'll trouble
ycu to go with me to the station. You'll
ge quietly, eh?"

"I'm hanged if I will. "I retorted
angrily. "I've ou appointment to keep
ami don't mean to go fooling around
at police stations. There's my card''
I fumbled in my jiocket for my card-cas- t

"and my luggage to prove my
identity."

"Ah, I've heard of that doelge; paste-boar- d

is cheap, and so is printing. As
for yeur luggage here you, Campbell,
just call a cab, will you, anil we'll have
a look at that down at the station.
Now, will you come quietly, or must
we put the bracelets on you?"

Wroth though I was, I was forced to
comply. A cab was hailed; I, the two
detectives, took our seats inside1, and
that unlucky Gladstone bag was eiepos- -

ited cn the front seat.

tents cooked on a tru kindled on the
15ut what Mas one fat turkey

ami a ham among so many? Of course
we fed the ladies an 1 children first, and
we did our best to keep the n warm
with all the rugs we could muster.

But we spent a wretched Christmas
day. Tiie snow still fell at intervals.
Fortunately tho wind dropped lafce in
the afternoon. We had made out that
we were 10 miles from the village of
Whitecross and some 0 miles from the
nearest station.

The thought of spending another
night penned up i:i that c- nuforth ss
compartment filled nswiih dismay. Toe
rumor of our plight had reached White-cros- s,

for al-ou- f 4 o'clock in 'he after-
noon a couple C'f stalwart lads, with a
rough pony laden v.-it- provisions, ap-
peared tipon the scene. I a.-k- if there
was any decent aee mnuodarion to bo
had iu the village, ailt receiving an
affirmative answer negotiated with the
relieving party for the trampoit of my
belongings thither. Tiie snow reached
our knees. Lilt with the pleasant pros-
pect before me of sleeping in a bid and
getting something decent totat X trin!

or ratlier waded, on in the wake of
the lads. My Gladstone bag mid bundle
of rags were hoisted on thep niv'sknu.
After three or four hour.--.' walking we
got to Whii ecross, and my guides de-

posited me at the door of a very small
village public house, where they told
me I could put up for the nijot. My
clothes were soaked thr v.:gh wbh snow,
but the contents cf my Gladstone would
afford me a change of attire, and my
depressed spirits rose as I entered tho
Hose and Crown.

It was a queer looking little place,
but the sight cf a bla.'.ing tire in the par-
lor behind the bar made me forget, the
bare', sanded floor and the smell tjf
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ftale tobacco ami beer that pervaded the
air. In a trice I found myself installed
in the one guest chamber the1 hons.j
boaste'd. A fira was kindled in the high
old fashioned grate. Having ordered a
meal to be cocked, I unstrapped my
Gladstone and dragged out the first
garment that came to hand a rough
short coat of Irish frieze. That ceiat
was certainly not built by my excellent
tailor. I staretl at it in dull surprise.
And then it was suddenly borne en ruo
that neither the coat n r the Gladstone
was mint;. That wretched fellow who
had traveled with me from Carlisle Lad
made off with my property and left mo
in possession of a portion of his Leg- -

Th.at done, I felt easier in my mind,
and when night came, in spite of the
discomfort of my surroundings, I was
able to snatch a few hours' sleep.

My appearance at the police court
next morning was the next incident in
my tale of weie. There had been no an-
swer to either of tlm letters I had sent
to Tighnabruaich, anel to my disgust my
story diel not obtain the credence in
court I had counted on. I was remand-
ed for a week that further inquiries
might be matle.

Sullen and dispirited, I returned to
my cell. Bate that evening Mr. Mac-
pherson and a friend of his, erne Mac-gowa- n,

a big limbed Scotchman, prac-
ticing as a solicitor in Glasgow, appear-
ed on tht! scene. To them I recounted
my adventure. Mr. Macpherson seemed
to be immensely ticklel thereat and
laughed until the tears came into his
eyes at the sight I presented dressed in
tho burglar's frieze coat. If he ha 1 not
been Annie's father, I should have ex-

pressed the indignation I felt. But I
put a check on myself and reminded
him that my situation for the coming
week would be somewhat unpleasant.

"Tut, my lad! Macgowan and I will
see to that," he replied. "I'll prove
that you are Angus Graham, and you
shall bring an action fer damages
against Campbell if you like. As for
the jewels, mark my weirds if they
elon't win you a friend worth having."

"What do vou mean?" I asked sharp-
ly.

"Why, don't you know who lives
at Northsiele Hall, Carlisle?"

I muttered a surly negative.
"Why, old Bady Mere-swell- , my late

wife's aunt anel Annie's goelmother.
She's wealthy, she's eccentric, and she's
as fc nel of her jewels as she is of her
life. Mark my worths if she doesn't in-

demnify you for the disagreeable Chris-ma.- s

you have spent and reward you for
saving her jewels. I shall write to her
by tonight's post and tell her what you
told me. "

When I did obtain my liberty and at
last reached Tighnabruaich, I was able
to think philosophically of my misad-
venture. My unknown double, James
Pennequicke, got safely to America.
Presumably he took my Gladstone bag
with him. I own I should have liked to
see his face when be opencd.it.

As for the jewels, I see them when-
ever iit wife goes to a big reception or
ball. For six months later old Laely
Mereswcll eleparteel this life, and she
bequeathed her jewels to Annie and a
legacy of $20,000 to me "as a mark of
her sincere gratitude."

"If you have arrested me for being
in peissession of that," I said, indicat-
ing the bag contemptuously, "I can
easily give you an explanation that
must secure my release from custody.
The bag is not mine. ''

"The contents are not, anyway," re-
torted the detective meaningly.

"What are you hinting at? No, of
couise; the contents aren't mine. They
belong to a person who traveled with
me tho night before last."

"Oh, indeed. It's my duty to warn
you that anything you say will be used


