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, squeeze through, the train was beginning to' move and
Andra was coming baek through the car-do-or '

Her hat was crooked, and the ribbon-tha- t ties her
hair behind had come' untied; and she had something

1 that wriggled and tried to jump out of her arm.
When she came near enough 1 saw that it was a cute

- little blue dog a puppy with long eats and thick, long
" hair hanging all over its eyes so you could just see

little twinkles through. , tv-- ,

: ' " It's, the miserable little girl's dog," said Andra, as
she sat down to get hef breath. - ."It's what she was
crying for. Her father wasn't going to let her take it,

' but just as I war looking out of the window h put it
- down. He was '.busy talking to another man, so I just

grabbed it up and here it Ul f , , 5

Now, as I have said before, Andra Is thoughtless at
times, and in spite of myself I couldn't help thinking
that this was one of the times. 1 thought that perhaps
the man might not like it, but little things like, this

. never seem to worry Andra.
. "Isn't it a dear?" said she. M Look at its beauty
eyes: When it lies down you can't tell which is head.

- Won't the miserable little girl be pleased! Let's go
and giteritto her." , .. '

The train was going pretty fast by this time, but we
' managed to get to the other end of the car, where the
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We both looked at the'dog and he certainly did fopld
different. But be was a nice dog. - :

i" I wonder if he can do any tricks? " asked Andra,
but before we could find out. the conductor came along
the aisle with the brakeman after him. - He saw the

. dog" at once. ''","No dogs allowed in the passenger coaches." he
said, as cross as. possible. " Here, Jim, take this p6p
into the baggage-car"- - . ? . t..

Andra took, the dog in her arms. : She saw that the
conductor meant what he said and that it was no usa
arguing, so she just looked as if she didn't see him-a- tl

all and . gave ttie dog into the brakeman's arms. :
Please be careful of him, Jim," he said..;

" Every ; one around laughed and the brakeman:
grinned, and instead of sayings "Yes, mis," ss Joha
does at home, he winked and said, " Sure." . Then ha
took the dog away. 1

"Where are you two going?" asked the conductor
in a very loud and impertinent manner.

Andra did not answer, but handed him our tickets-a-

if he were the dummy in front of a clothing-stor- e

1 don't know how she does it; I can't Anyhowvthe
conductor did not like it. f

" The charge for the dog is twenty-fiv- e cents,"!
' snapped, . -- ,

"Give the man a quarter, Jack," said Andra Jiuthsj
tone Aunt Eva uses when the cook gives notice. On
course I had to fork out. What else could I do? And!
it was the only change I had, too! Anyhow, it made
the conductor boiling mad, so I didn't care very much.)

' ...... .

HEN Andra tod I found out that really i? " Neither did they have railway trains," said Andra.
If they hid they wouldn't have used steeds. It's justhad to go os a visit to Aunt Belinda, wt

suDmittea to ine inevitable, r i ne inev-
itable" is something that Aunt Eva gets
Uncle Charles to say you've grot to "do.

the-sam- e thing,- - only different Anybody can make
silly Objections like that Are you going-- to be in the

ndtf " ''play or
I said. I was, for' I knew U I didn't Andra would be

a knight-erra- nt without me. and Andra is very thought'
less. Of course. Andra being: the older makes her ,r? CbeCloch and when you submit td it it means that you can't

"think of any way of getting out of doing it This kind cf bossy, but, after all, I'm a boy and a boy U' does not happen to us very often, but sometimes It

' 4f. ' ii.IL. --x
does., vTw f'.f i ' "yy .'V'"' y''r

We live at Toronto and Aunt Belinda lives at LelrhJ
At least Leith is her post-offic- e, and that U partly why

. we do not like the idea of going it must bo very curt- -.

ous to live sf a place that isn't a place at all, but just
a post-pfSc- e. - Aunt Belinda lives there m the old house
where grandpa's father lived when he first came to
Canada.; She fays it s historic and she likes its being;."
historic so much' that she lays she would feel " out of
drawing" anywhere else. Mir ad I looked up)
"out. of .drawing" in the Encyclopedia, but couldn't

' find it. So we. asked Uncle Chrles, who said that, in
simpler words' ft meant that Aunt Belinda .couldn't

."fit in. anywhere else.' .This seems simpler but it's'
not very simple, either, because though Aunt Belinda
is very tall, the it not big around, and there are heaps
of places in Toronto where she would fit in quite nicely.
Uncle Charles said it, wasn't her body but her tnfnd.
He explained that she bad an. " historic mind." That
is another reason why we didn't want to go. But we
both felt that trying to get out of it was useless. , v f i

"It's the hand of ate " said Andrf, gloomily.
" Since our runaway plan ended in a fiasco" ,

5

"A what?" I asked politely. Usually I don't bother
about Andra's words, tor she doesn't like explaining,
but I felt ,cross myself. - v ,

" A fiasco," said Andra, " is a fire-erack- er that wen'
gO Off." ,

' - .:' V";- , '

Hut worse was to come, ihings otten seem to save
the worst till the last; and anyhow it happened that
jnr, this time. . .

Andra had just opened Susan's nice lunch at a sta-
tion where the train stopped for dinner, when the eon-- f
ductor came in again with another man. The other:

. man did not seem cross like the conductor, but he had'
a worried look. . They both came straight up to where'
we were sitting. Andra had just set out the cream- -!
puffs. There were four. . . ,

" There they are, officer," said the conductor. .

"Impossible!" exclaimed the worried-Iookip- g man.
"I guess not,", said the conductor, and he put his1

hand on Andra's shoulder. Somehow I just got hot!
all in a minute, and I struck his hand off with all my,
might. , ..-- - ,

" Leave the lady alone! " I said.
The conductor turned red with rage, but the other,

man said quickly: , ;

"There is some mistake here, I think." He sat(
down on the opposite seat. Andra looked at him as
Aunt Eva would look if the butler had sat down at the'
table; then, when she saw that he wasn't like the con--'

ductor, she stopped doing it a,t once, t

. The man bowed to her.
" With your permission," he said, gravely.
Andra smiled at him. The conductor was wild by

this time.'. v , ''.,.'

'
. Hx ttandt in a corner from morning till night,

A' patient old thing; with no feet,

His fact It as solemn.' and round at a mooa :.-.- .

' vAnd, oh, so exceedingly neat
' From breakfast to supper, " ."

Right on through the day, " "

VTick-toc- k, tick-tot- k, I am only the clock;
'

Tick-toc- k, tick-tock- ," he'U say.

His hands are quite tidy they grow en bis face; . '
When X grow .to be big I shall know. v . . .r

Why one is so long and the other so short -

And one he moves fast, and one slow. ; - '

From breakfast to' supper,- - ' -

Right on through the day, '

"Tjck-toc-k, tick-toc- k,' I am only the clock,
"

Tick-toc-k, tick-tock.- "- he'll say.

'.. ' - ' , --

At night when I'm sleeping, he keeps wide awake

To see what the little mice do; V ! ;

" He watcher the brownie creep-in thr,pugh the blind, -

His little red shoes wet with dew. ,
From night-tim- e, to daytime, ;

Right on through the day,
Tick-toc-k, tick-toc- k, I am only the clock, '

Tlcfc-toc- k, tick-tock- ," hell say. ,

; And when it comes morning I wish he would tell, -

I ask him, but never a trace v

Of the wonderful things which he saw in the night

Does he show in his sober old face.

From breakfast to! supper,

. . Right on through the day, ' ':
. '

" Tick-toc-k, tick-toc- k, I am only the clock,
'

Tkk-toc- k, tick-tock- ," he'll say. -

here forever. These are the kids that had the dog."
And then, suddenly, I partly guessed what had hap--j

pened. I got cold all over; The other man did nott
appear to notice the conductor, he just began to talki
to Andra. V ' . '

"There was a dog," he said, "picked up at the last!
stop. A, thoroughbred Skye Ormoud. The owner
is a Mr. Cyril Murray. It seems that you children
have a Skye with you. Of course you can account!
for him." ' ;; .

" Do you mean that you would like to hear how we
got him?" asked Andra, graciously. " My brothers
will explain.". She began-t- eat one of the creami
puffs. ., 4'

Now what was I to do? Of course I just had to. t

By the time I had finished she was eating the second
,:! cream-puf- f. ' v ,

- The worried-lookin- g man seemed more worried than'
'ever. . ' y- - , l

"Remarkable!" he murmured.
"Not at all," I said as grandly as I could, for I felt'

I had to protect Andra.
"Oh, yes it was. Jack," said Andra, in the sweetest (

tone, looking "tip from her cream-puf- f, "It was the
strangest thing! I don't see how you ever came to be.'ao silly." - 1

Tbr n'ir& man rnntrheA and the ronmirfnr aatd ftm:

Andra looked at me as if she was thinking- - hard, and
then she said " Fiasco is French for squib.': j ' '

I haven't started French yet and I told Andra I did
not think it nice to talk in that language when I was
present; but she only said: " Don't be present, then,"'

' as snappy as possible. " 1 -

All this is a kind of "introducer" to let you see
how hard it is, most of the time, to reason with a girt
Uncle Charles says that Andra is the "eternal femi-
nine," whatever that means. But the real thing I am-goin- g

to tell about began to happen when the time
came for us to make up our minds how we could get
the most fun out of the journey to Aunt Belinda's.

" Have you anything in your mind? ". asked Andra.
She always asks me if I have anything in my mind.

' but it doesn't mean anything. It is just politeness.
The . kind of things I have in my mind do not seem to
suit Andra; she prefers to use her own mind as a rule.
You will see what I mean when I tell you that she did

'not wait for me to answer, but went right on to ask
me about the bump on the back of my head. She
came over and felt if. .

It's a good siae yet," she said. "Is it very sore?"
y t got the bump the last time I fell down-etair- s, but

that was two days ago, ao I said it didn't hurt as long
'as I didn't sleep on it; '.. v.u , '; .,.(.:' .

"Doesn't that hurt?" asked Andra, giving it a good
pnneh. , t -

"No, it doesn't,'! I said. "But you needn't do it
again." ' - .. :.v . .

" Well, that's one good 'idea gonel " she said, dis- -
appointed "If your bump was hurting badly I
thought we might play pilgrims Pilgrims are people
who go to shrines, and pools, and things, to get cured.

"Old Mike O'Neil did. Don't you remember, he had

Hlonzo and the JVRlhmati
Br Fiances A Schueide.

ndN'T car," said anda,
SITTING DOWH BESIPK HEX.

"HEa IS TOPX BOO, MT

MAS,"
S

4." '

a bone in his leg. He said it was most excrusiting.' - f . . v

But we can't play pilgrims if your bump's better, un- -
Jess unless you would care to bump it again J"

I said it might be just as well to think of something i ' 1 v " ;
else. " v ; V ' i - boy even when he is younger, and I can't help feelinsr

"Have you anything in your mind? "asked she, and responsible for'Andra. Besides, if I stayed out anct

4

then, just as I was going to tell her What 1 had in my nf r w i a oe sorry.
We talked it all over and tookra solemn nledire ofmind, she went rieht on.

thing I didn't catch. ; L
" I don't know just what to do," said the nice man.j

looking worried again. i

" You don't believe that yarn, surely?" Said the conx
ductor, sharply. .' . " j

Andra picked up the third puff. There was on!y one,
left, I thought that even if we were going to be ar-
rested I might as well make, sore of that, but just a4
I stretched out my hand to take it, the nice man turned
to me and said: t ,. '

" What is your name, my boy? " -

"Musgrave," I said. " Mr. John' Harrington Mus;
grave and Miss Alexandra Musgrave. Iam sorry II
haven't my cards with me." -

Andra was mean enough to laugh. The conductor!
and the nice man looked at each other and then at us. I

" Are you-- " began the nice man and then he paused,'
" Yes, we are," said Andra, calmly.
For a minute I didn't know what she meant, an&L

then it suddenly struck me that they probably knew
Uncle Charles. . ; v

1
;

. "We sometimes get in a scrape," explained Andrati
to the nice man, " but we don't steal dogs. Our uncle'
the Hon. Charles Musgrave, doesn't approve of it" i

The conductor made a. remark he shouldn't have.;
The nice man-smiled- .'

"Well, well," he said, "perhaps we had better let
it go at that But I suppose you will allow me to rel
store the' lost Ormond to his distracted owner, will'
you not, Miss Musgrave?"

"I shall be much obliged if you will do so,"" said'
Andra. 'And please tell Mr. Murray that Miss Alex--)
andra Musgrave is very Sorry to have troubled him.!
But really it's the dearest little dog! It's in the bag---

One day Alonio went to walk,

- Just as the sun wss rising, '

'And met a milkman, who remarked1,

t- "You're really most surprising t

Perhaps you're not the early bird,

: Out catching, worms," said he; ,v
But if you are, go back to bed,;
And let the poor worms be."

I'm "country bred," Alonzo said,'

"And being wise and witty,? , .

I rise at five; perhaps youH guess . ...

"'My home's near Boston City."
'' i - "- .'

"If you are bread," the milkman saiv

t And rise at such n hour, : ,

Pray tell me, when you're in the easV

Are you little flower?"

"The only other plan I thought of was-fo- r us to
be knights-erra- nt Knights-erra- nt were people who

- didn't have any regular, work to do, so they just
mounted their steeds ana rode all over the place, help- -'

ing people who had wrongs and were too busy to at-
tend to them," - ' .l

. " What did they get out of it?" I tsked. I can't
help thinking of these things. - v--v

Andra looked at me ia a way I wished she wouldn't
"I hope you are not going to be like your Uncle

Thomas," was 'all she said. Sly Uncle' Thomas made
lots of money, but nevertheless is not considered a
credit to the family. I didn't want to be like my Uncle
Thomas, but I didn't like the knight-erra- nt idea either,
so I said:

" We haven't any steeds, to we can't do it" .

little girl wss. without accident She was still crying,
and one handkerchief was spread out on the window-si- ll

to dry. I began to feel that, after all Andra had
done a noble thing.

" Don't cry," said Andra, sitting down beside her.
" Here is your dog! my dear

Aftdra always talks as if she were about fifty years
old. The miserable little girl gave a jump and looked
up. At first when she saw the dog she began to look
happy and made a grab for it then, quite suddenly,
she started to cry harder than ever.

.
" Oh oh." she sobbed. " It isn't rny dog. G 'way
I want my own dog. I want my Togo! "
I looked at Andra. It is never my way to say, " I

told you so." It is a mean, thing to say;' besides it
makes Andra madder than anything I know. I just
looked at her. Looks say a lot if you know how.
But I will say this for Andra, if she a girl she's got

.. grit.
"Stop crying I" she said, and the miserable little

girl stopped. Andra took her handkerchief from her
and spread it on the window-si-ll beside the other.

- " Now," she said, " look at this dog."
The little girl looked.
" Isn't it your dog? " r ,

"No." .
"Weren't you crying for a dog?"
" Y es," the little girl began to blubber harder. '

"Wait a minute!" said Andra, firmly.- - "Was the
dog yon were crying for'anythmg'-fik- e thisrdog?"

"Oh, yes. But I want my own dog. . I don't want
your horrid dog!" 'The little girl slapped the puppy,
away and began to cry all over again. I could have
shaken her with' wilL ; She didn't deserve to have a
dog! - - '

l Andra turned to me. She looked sympathetic, but
reproach fuL . . ' :'. 'V -

Well, you Jkovr done it this time," she said, j
.Now what would you think of that? ?

I knew it was no-us- saying anything, so I picked
up the dog and we went back to our seat. ,

"It is a most remarkable thing," said Andra after,
a minute. " I don't see how you ever made such a silly
mistake.1 " - -

I said I didn't see either. ' r
"I suppose I am partly to blame in a way," .she

went on ia the mild tone of a martyr. for I saw the :

little girt and her father and her horrid dog just as we
were getting on the cac But it was not until you
drew my attention to her that I remembered our vow
about people in distress. And then I saw the same
man and the same dog, but suppose," here she sjghed,
deeply, "I suppose the dog was different"

knighthood--no- t to mind ourselves at all, but just to
help everybody in distress. I wanted to put in ",esfe- - '

,

dally girls," but Andra wouldn't She said girls didn't
need it any more than other-people- .

-

There is something truly annoying in the idea of two
children being sent off Into the country when they
don't want to go, but nobody seemed to mind a bit

Aunt Eva, who is an invalid, was not able to see xS .

to say good-by- , and Abby, who looks ajter us, had
gone down to Aurft Belinda's the night before, but
Susan gave us a nice lunch to eat oir the train, and
uncle, came to the station to see us off. ' We could :

never have found the train alone, for it was the big-Uni-

Station, where both the Canadian Pacific and
the Grand Trunk trains come in.: He was quite cheer--"
ful. The train was all ready, but would not start for '

another ten minutes; so ancle just put us in a seat and
told us to watch out and behave ourselves like Mus-grav- es

and gentlemen. Then he had to go, for he is
a member of Parliament at Ottawa and had a commit-
tee meeting. '

Andra gave a long sigh. '" Now," she said, " we can
begin. Have you seen any one in distress yet?"

" Yes," I said. " I saw a man on the platform in it
At least I believe he was. The baggageman smashed
his trunk and it had sixteen jars of preserves in it
He was taking them home to his wife there he is
now!".. :

Andra put up the window and leaned out Then she
suddenly put it down again. I imagine she'd heard
something the man. was saying. Anyway she didn't
think we had better be knights-erra- nt to him.

"You see," she explained, "a jar of preserves isn't
like anything else, When it's smashed, it's smashed. '.

I suppose we'd better look out for something else."
I looked out as hard as 'I could, but every one

seemed to be having the best kind of a time; every
one, that is, but one little girl, who was very miserable. ,.
She appeared to be going away alone, and was crying
the way girls do. I supposed .she was being sent to
ber aunt n the country, as we were, and J did not see
any way of being knignt-erra- nt to her when we hadn't
been able to help ourselves. r: t .'--

,

. It was almost time for the train to start when An- - :

dra caught eight of the miserable little girl. It seemed ito excite her very much and the next minute, before
I had time to reason with ber, she was out of the car.
I tried to go after her, but there was a fat woman with ;
two valises in the aisle and,' by the time I managed to

. ....
"Then, X think " said the man, rising and snuling",

at us, "we may consider the episode closed." And hot
and the conductor left the car.

Andra looked after them and 'her eyes .were all
twinkly as they, are when she just e'oy something;
then she said:. f

" Did you see the conductor's face, Jack? " '

. "Why?1 . -
. - '

... " Oh, nothing. , Only Uncle Charles is a director of
this railroad." , , -

V "Well?" I said. -
'

".Well stupid!" , "

I didn't see exactly what she' meant, for Uncle
Charles doesn't take the least interest jo 'conductors,
but I was too relieved to want to argue. t
me that we were well out of a rather awkward scrape,1
and there was ascertain thing that 1 wished it would
not have been mean to say. It's-all very well to be1
reckless when you have brother along to kelp you
out, but supposing Andra hsd been alone!

" Have a sandwich, Jack? " said Andra.
"Give me a cream-pu- ff to start on," said I, for I

was beginning to be hungry," I glanced down at tVm
luncheon that Andra had spread out on the suit-cas-

Then I looked at Andfa. It was a dreadful look
,"Oh. Jack," she said; "I am so sorry. lint f vi

so excited and nervous I ate them ail an 1 rr

, thought.
, How what do you think al that!
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