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CASTLE YESTERDAY.

In the

Valley of Contentment, just beyond the Hills of O,

Where the streams are always sllver and the sunshine always gold,
Where the hours are ever morning and the skles are never gray,
In the yellow haze of springtime stands the Castle Yeaterday,

Ol the sensons that we spent there when the whole wide world was young;
Fhe friends we've had as mald and lad, the songs that we huve sung!

The ochoss of thelr musice

cannot quite have

iled away,

But still must thrill the rooftree of the Castle Yoesterday.

And the loving hearts we knew there in the time of trust and truth,

Surely still they walt belhind us in the

antheon of youth!

Dut the angel of the valley at the portal bars our way,

And a aming sword forbids us from the Castle

Yesterdny.

When the pilgeimage 1s ended, may we turn then, may we change,
To the vanished and familiar from the present and the strange?

Who go clhinoses to his heaven

I ahall be content to stay

Where the ghosts of dead yenrs wander through the halls of Yesterday,
Evening Post,

~-8uturday

THE JUNIOR PARTNER.

————— O T~

IRLIDING
fnto his private office one morn

ROBERTH walked

F ing about 10 o'clock,

pertiariasd mind.
a telegram in his hand,

“I'm In the greatest sort of a
ek he began, gloomily.

SO eonrse, s great I you're &n it
old boy,” declnred the long hlnlllh‘ man
lounging at o desk. *TPour out your
woes and I'1 shoulder my half, ke a
gentleman”

“Can't you take o thing serl
ously ' retorted  his companfon, with
mwore ievitation than he often showed,
“Hang it all! How ean a man be In
two places ot the same time?”

“By being bullt on a demi-geml, self-
detachable, double-acting  non-collips:
Able,  each-side-for-itself sort plan,
with

“You siw com
though he hadd
swer to hils gquery,

in n very
state of He ecarried

fix,

over

of

Tnued My,
not heard
“Maywood hns just
arrivead ot the Morris Houso about thnt
e Koven will ease.  tle s stopplog
over only for one day, and every min
ute counts, | shoply must 2o to him
1 il here Is Minnie's friemd
tue on the a1 o'clock express from
Washington, and 've promised to meet
her to arrange about a lot of tlowers
for a wedding in some villulnous lttle
country town or other,”

Raoberts,
the zlih

ns

il

Ol

T (A

The junior partner pleked np  his
U, girl in the question made lots

of differonce,
“What's the
he inguired,
“What
exclnimed
are
“Don't ged Mng.” put in Dick,
serenely, “hnt tell me, Hke o good boy,"
“Well, iff von must know, her name
Is Amy Cloverdale, nnd she's 25 years
old, a of  Wellesley, dark
eyes, falr halre, dresses well, ad 18 one
of my sister’s dearest felends.  Her an-

friend's name, Dipg?”
sitting p quite stralght.
earth has that to do?"
toberts, *You certalnly

LRI}

"
Iss,

. 1s
gradunte

coestors, on her moethers  shde, were
French HMuguenots, on her father's
English Cavollers. Ter father Is o

bauker In
18 fond of

Washington, 1
INinling,
CRTnmels,

n'lil‘\'ll ‘(lll'
and can make good
chovolate 1ier favorite eolor
{s blue, but she wears mueh brown,"”
This coatalogue of personal items wns
rattled off ot farions speed in such vio-
lent contrast to his  usual  dignified
utterance that Dick coald only stare in
wonder, Ile began to realize that his
fricid thought his dilemimag o tealy se
rious one,
e sl
you

“I'hank yon, Mog,™
gently, lidn't know
sonally interested,”

It was Mr, Robertz' turn to stare,

“Why, I'm not; I've never
bt x

“Nover
with
plelon.,

“No, "

quite

W [wr

seen her,
her!" ejnenlated Dick,
amazement  amnd  a sudden sus-
“Drad you make that all up?"”
his rriemd, rather
the romancer of this
Minnle talk of her."”
forgot o ward ! Ding, 1
seant Justice your
mental  powers, Ity
ol 0 lie ©Xx

tnodnent S LIS

sivrll

rosponded
grimly, *1'im not
firm. I['ve heard

“Amd never
fear
extraorilinary

I've doue Lo
seheme ™
Inter,
up In great exeifenment,
lhis chair hie did =
never seen her, Ding, why ean't 1 go
to et - and attend to the errand,

Goorge ! I 'ver

clalmed o nnil

s

si,

whutever It 8%  Haven't you a photo-
graph of her, so I can recognize her?
And then you can mosey over to sen
De Koven, and stay a week If you
want to. Amy Cloverdale—I ke the
sound of that pome "

For the flest tlhme Fielding's brow
clearal,

“T wonder how that would work,
Dick?" he sald with anlmation. *You
know, It really doesn't make any (i

ference who sees about the flowers, so
long a% they are sent out to Roxhury
on the morning of the twentleth, A
cousin of Miss Cloverdale, living there,
15 to murrinl.  She I8 coming on
now to the wedding, and T was to meet
her to get the detalls of the order frow
her In person, besldes showing a little
elyility to Minie's friend. You under-
gland?"

“"Porfectly,” was Dick's grave

by

re.

knovking over |
.\'illl'\'f' i

Jolnder.
Iblli‘lk.
Amy Cloverdale— Ay
What a lovely name,
suggestive of dusky
nothing of gentleness and Innocence,
Amy-—Amy - —Amy Clover £S

The senlor party burst ont laughing.
All his burden of anxlety removed, he
wis free to enjoy, ns he never failed
to do, the absurdities of his whimsical,
irrepressible,  big-hearted, dearly-loved

“I'll tnke nlong
and 'l be as civil as In me les.

my note-
Cloverdale

s0 musical and

coolness, to say

Achntes,
“T'hunk  heaven  for that  laugh,
Ding!" excelalmed Dick. “I thought

I'd heard your last one, Are you never
going to learn that I am yours for het-
ter and for worsge, and that that means
'm slwnys to be depended on to make
the worse over into the better? Have
I ever yel failed to get you out of a
hole?”

“You never

have," laughed Flelding,
bundling up n.lot of legnl-looking pa
pers, “but you will fail to meot Miss
Cloverdale If you don’ nuarry yvourself
a bit,  She's to wear a smnll bow of
biue ribbon pinned on her lerft sleeve
as a means of identifleation. Oh! 1
belteve 1 have a photograph of her,
after all—taken with Minnle. There!

look st It well In ease the blue bow
should happen to have been lost,”

The big blond fellow regarded the
phlmml face attentively. It was flne

“MISS

CLOVERDALE, 1T AM sunpe”

and strong, with a pair of well-opened
gray eyes looking stralght joto his,

“Nhe Isn't

exactly my liea of an
Amy,” he snfd at length, “Amys are

to me Httle and cuddly and elinging,™

Again Fielding laughed.

“You can't always tell about people
from thelr pictares. Maybe she
‘trddly' and all the rest.  As she
vnly twenty minutes here befors
tratn for Roxbury leaves, you'll
to make good use of your thne,
don't you appear us Mr, Roberts?
Know,

is
hiis
LTV
haitve
Why
You
ghe I8 expecting to meet me, and
i1l save lots of  explanations and
hother.  And you really are my legal
reprosentative amnd alter It Isn't
we'll elther of us ever see her
s she Is to be marrled herself

eg0,
ll:\l'!"-'

il '.'.-'l-.a'l.

in October, and go directly to the 1Phil
ippines to Hye”
“NYour order of selectlon Is not al

wiys the most Judietous, meln beste,”
remarked Dick, “Why «idn't vou tell
e that to start with, before [ got her
name ringing in my ears Hke a-—well,
never mind- ghve me g couple of your
cards and your blessing, Au revolir!”

The Washington express was  ap
proaching Rochiester,  Miss Cloverdale
detached a small blue bow from the
lnside of her jacket and plnned it to
Lher left sleeve Just above the wrist
She smiled a little as she did so,

“I feel as thongh I were ticketed off
for a falr, 1'd a deal rather walt over
a troln and see the florlst myself, but
dear Minnig I8 never so happy as when
arranging things in all sorts of Intrl-
cate ways, It lso't likely that Mr,
Itoberts will enjoy this performance
uuy more than I shall”

As the traln rolled into the statlon,
she moved toward the door, and was
one of the first to step upon the plat-

form. 7The blue bow showed off beau-

tifully against the darker blue of lm-
trim
eatching the watehful eye of the tall
blond gentleman on alert lookout.
nn Instant,
hnt \n hand, polnting to the little silk-
en badge,

tallor-made gown, very soon
In

he waa bowlng before her,

“Misgs Cloverdale, 1 am sure,” he
murmured, “And you were expecting
Mr. Roberts? Allow me”

A look of surprise, followed by an
Instantly suppressed glimmer of amuse
ment, flagshed over her face, but was
not notleed by her companion as he
took the bag and umbrella from her
L,

“Thank you, We are Just on time,
I believe.  When we loft Elmira we
were ten minutes late, 1 was wonder
ing whether I might not have to wreite
yvou, after all, on reachiie Roxbury, 1
told Minofe It was a shame to futer
rupt your morning i this way.”

“It Is a real pleasude 1o meet one of
whom 1 have heard so rocently —er 1
moean 8o frequently, T assure you, Miss
Cloverdale,” replied Dick, “And this 1s
not one of my busy days, Suppose we
sit down In here while | make a note
of your order at the torist's,”

e led the way to o less erowded
purt of the walting-roomn,

“She 18 charming,” thought, ns
he took In every fintshed detall of her
nttire and belongings from her WWtle
thick -solid shoes to the curling strands
of golden-brown halr,

"Thoronughbred,” was his final men-
tal verdict, “Every perfection of volee,
figure, face and personality s hers,
handed straight down from those fine
old Huguenot and Cavalier forebears,
I wonder who the lucky dog over In
the Philippines can be!l”

By this tlme they were sented, and
he was Indosgteiously wrelting In his
note-book from her dletation,

“All this comes of my «ister’s having

buried  herserlt alive in the country,
anmd of our own brothers’ having gone
off to serve thelr conntry at  Manila,

to borrow those of our
“On! by the way,
are the children?”
“The chilldren!™  repeated ik,
Blankly. “What ehildren?”
Then he blushed fire red and called
IWanself all manner of naomes inwardly

We are foromsd
friemls,"” she
Mr., Hoberts,

snid,
Ilil\\'

Why had he been sach an idiot as to
forget that he was Iolerts, and that
Roberts  lved  with  aonother  sister

whose offspring Minnle wdored?

“Why, Maud's children, of ecourse,”
responded  Miss  Cloverdale, watcehlng
s confusion with elear eyes.

“Oh, yes,” he answered, smoothly,
giving the band around his note-hook
a vicious snap.  “They are all quite
well, thank you. I believe they've been
having a time with the
or other—1I forget “Ilut o

“I shonld think So!t exclaimed the
yvoung lady, bestowing on him a re
proachful  glance. “Minnle told me
they'd been quarnntined for slx weeks
with searlet fever™

“Yes, that was It," afirmed Dick,
ahsently,  He had been endgeling Wi
brains to reeall the nuwiues of  the
voungsters he saw but rarely, Flelding

nhat was  one numesake of  his
unele, of course,

“Fielding is
ventured,

a fine little fellow,” he
with guite an alr of proprie
torship. *lle grows more like me ey
ery day, they all say.”
He was gazing openly
he found more attractive,

into the face
ns he made

this perfectly safe remark, The big,
gray eves were ralsed to his;  their

owner spoke demrely :

“Fielding was n girl, Mr. Roberts
when I saw her photogeaph last week.”
And then she
at him,

sat there looking stralght

grave as o nun to all appear

nnee,

Agidn he Mushod searlet, his whole
attitude and manuer expressive of &
discomtiture which il acecorded  with

the personnel of so elegant a gentle

man, Buat he mmie o gallant strogele.

“To be sure,” be assented, “to be
sure she is, bless Ler sweet heart! sou
know," he went on, recovering confi

denee with every syllable, “1 tind  §
the bhardest thing in the world to tell

boys amd glirls apurt in these days
when they dress so much allke. Don't
you ever have trouble, Miss Cloveer
dule?”

His manner was lmpressively confi
dlentil,

“Never, Mr. Rolerts,
with Maud's ¢hilds
girls, you know."

“The, dickens, they

and especially
eny for they are ull

aral’ he ejacu

hited mentally, “ileavens! what a
mess! Why ean't cEwliteh on to Iob-
erts? I could tolk ns straight as n

string about him! DBut, why, I'm Rob-
orts myself! Jove! I'll try Frank,
“I guess T don't know much about

chlldren, to tell sou the truth, Misy
Cloverdale,” he confessed, Ingenuously,
“But I know Muud's husband to be
the best fellow In the world, Have

yYou ever met him?"”

“No: but I've heard a great deal of
him from Minnle. He aas one quality
I simiply adore & a man, and must
have in all my man friends, and that
s stralghtforwardness.”

The beantiful clear gray eyes were
agaln looking stralght Into hls, just as
they bad done in the photograph. At
first he returned the glance, but big,
bhonest fellow that he was, he soon was
unable to meet It, and dropped the

fearless blue eyes which never before

some disense

had qualled.  Another minute and he

" would have hlurted out the whole truth

in an agony of self-condemantion and
mnbnrrnsuuwut. but at that Snstant the
[ train official marched In and roared
out hils endless enumeration In such
voluminous totnes that further speech
was out of the question.

“My train sald  NMiss
rizing.

They mingled (i the erowd pushing

Cloverdnle,

| which.

For how could a man be ex-
| pected to know or see anything else
: when Amy Cloverdale stood befors him
with baby Maud in her arms, a ver-
ftable Madonnn?

“And you're sure you've forgiven
me?’ she sald, when she bade him
good by ot the train ten days later,

“T will forgive yvon on one  eondls
Cton” he responded, bending  nearer.
“Let me come 1o Washington  next

through the gute. He walked beside her | week.” - Waverley Magazine,

in stlence down the  long platforin, .

When, finally, she was seated S tlmi OUR SILENT CHURCHES,

ciir, she sald, graclously, giving him

her hand Sl Days Ont of Seven These Edls
“Thank you very, very much, Mr, fMoes Are Closed,

Roberts, for all your Kindness, You I suppose many readers will  be

may be sure that Bessle and T, as well | gigptiod and some offended, at loast

as Minnie, uppreciate It thoroughly. | hetr first Impression, when they

Give my love to Mund, plesse. Good- | qon gupe chiurehos arranigned as misusers

by 1" of wealth,  Iow Is that possible? they
He could not bear to leave her 8000w protest,  Are not onr churches ob-

Henven only knows what wild Impos: | ciausly and conspienously devoted to

sible  thoughts  surged  through WIS | 0 soperal good?  Are they not guld-

braln.  But the traln began to move. | o4 by abhle and unselfish men who de

He pressed her hand closely, and turn:
ol away without a word.

When Filelding Roberts returned to
his oMce, ahout 3 o'clock, he found his
purtner seated ot his desk hard  at
work. Books were plled about him;
pupers were scattersd everywhere he
did not glance up from his writing,

“Mow did It go off, old chap?” askwld
Flelding, hanglng up his hat,

“Like o ship afire!”  replied Dick,
suviagely, “She's the dearest, sweetest
gl n the world-—square amd stralght
and trae as hesven-—and I made the
biggest ass amd fool and delt and block
head of myself my worst enemy conld
wish, 1 ean't talk of It, Ding, even to
you, 8o don't ever refer to It agiin,
or 'l have elther to plteh you ont of
the window or leave myself, for good
nod all"”

Flelding Roberts thought that e
knew his Diek thoroughly . but here

o new #lide to the lov
friendd,

no reply save o

WIS I nesw note,
uble character,
hll\\i'\i'l'_

He wus o wise
amid he made

hearty |

AN right, DYyoksie!™

Two weeks lnter he came over o
THek's desk one morning,

SEHeR b sadd, -|11h-'|\ “Mawmd and
I have hisen avited ount to Bessio Clo
vordale’s wedding, amd we ave going
next week, Thursday, 1 want to tell
vour that 1T was mistaken about Miss

Amy's heing enguged to i
the Philippines. 1t nnother fefend
of Minnie's who s to marey Amos Clo
verdale, an officer In our army ot
there, and Amy's brother,  The slmll
arlty of the names made the confu
slon Inomy mind, And, Dick, yon Know,
(L was on my aecount and by my sug
gstion that vou went (o the trafn that
day and |u-|-mm|l--al me. \nn Joust let
e help right whatevdr fvenf \Emug
wikth you then, It is my right, Dieksle,
and you know whatever touches your
heart touches mine, too,

There was no resisting the loving ap
pal of this loving, loyal comeade, and
w0 the whole wreteched story

“It would
not for
truth-compelling  oyes,
Lzt with thely
they always will.”

“Alwnys Is o long road, my boy. You
will feel hetter now that you have mnde
v clean breast of It to me, and when
Miss Cloverdale comes over for a little

SO Ol

is

cume out,
all be pure comedy 1 1t
lovely,
They
il

Woers serching,
1hing

reprosch,

those

e

Vislt to Manwd next month you'll have
to "fess up to here™

“1s she coming here?' eried Dick,
his face allght, “and there lsn't any
leky dog o the Phillppines? 1 feel
lHke o new man already !

But it was, notwithstaunding, a very
litnnble amd apprebensive man who
went out to Mawd's to dinner  one

ovening,
ul' henuty
wius this st

sitle Mund,

And what bowildering viglon
In a4 charming white gown
ntely erenture who stood be
und who «ld not walt for
an Introductlon before she stretehsd
ot hier hand to him, saying, with a
charming smile:

“I've a confession to mnke to
Mr. Alllson, for 1 decelved you
day; I knew you all the time”

Such a mixture of surprise and de
Hight as his bhandsome face expressoed !

you,
that

“How could you?' he ingulred,
breathlessly, clasping her hand,
“When Minnie came down to  the

train in Washington to see me off she
handed me a photograpnh of Mr, Iob
erts, as she supposed, so that T might
be sure of recognizing him, DBut when
I took M from the envelope, aftor we
had started, I found it inscribed on the
haek, ‘Fielling's adorable  partoer,
Richard Alllson,' in Maud's haud., And
Wi} g

“And s0" continued Mr. Roberts,
“a8 she had nothing better to do with

her time, ghe studied his  handsome
phiz until she knew it by heart; and
when his lordship appearsd on the
scene pretending to be a short, dark
man, with eye glasses, ghe had  her
own quiet fun at his expense”

“It was such a temptation, Mr. Alll

son, I slmply couldn’t resist glving
you n bit of a lesson, especlally when
you got so hopelessly muddled over
these children, Where are they, Maud?
Do you know that Mr. Alison bus no
Idea whether they're boys or girls?"”
The ¢hildren were sent for and duly
lutroduced to the hopelessly iInfatuated
Dick, who thanked his stars that he
was not called sn to tell t'other from

vote thelr llves to the spiritual needs
of thelr fellow men? And Is it not
preposterous to charge them with mis-
using wealth, either shamefully or oth-
erwise, when everyone knows that
most of our churches nre struggling
under a burder of debt

All that s true enough, yet the
briefest conslderation makes it clear
that the hundred thousand churches In
Amerien et us take that number for
the sake of argument) are trying to do
toeir  work  under  conditions  that
wonld be conglderad foolish and waste-
ful if they existed In any ordinary en!
terprise.  Tmaglne o hundrad thousand
department stores dolng active busl
ness only one day In seven and re
maining closed for the other six days
ar, nt doing a languld bhusiness
on one or two odd afterncons! Imag:
ine o hundred thousaid theaters giving
performanees two or three evenlngd
ioweek amd then remaining elosed and
silent for four or five evenlngs! Imag
fne a hundred  thousand  factoried
working ten hours n day for n single
dpy In seven and perhnps working five
hours a day for two oflier days, and
then letting thele e englnez nmd ma
chlnery e fdle oll the rest of the timel
W should eall It <taphl amd extrava
gant folly, we shoulil expect such fool
fshh factories, theaters ad department
stores to loxe bhoth Inowoney and in
general esteem pnld, I such conditions
persisted, we shanld conclhude either
that the directors of these actiyities
were hopelessly  Ineompetent, or that
there was o very small demand for
what they were l:\luv Lo rulnl-cll {

nr CONESE W lm\o LIowWh up ln tho
flea that It is the vight and natural
state of churches to he closed and
-.Il.u-tlt mnsl of the thue, Ju-t why n
oné &t 847, bul, ﬂ-[ug Troaturfs #

st

hablt, we accept things as we find
theni. We expdet ourr houses to be
used every day, our barns to be used
every day, our shops, libraries, hos-
pitals, ofiee buildings, all the strue-,
fures on 018 soll we expect to be used

every day, save only the flnurt-hcrl
which are the most costly and the most’
benuliful. These we expect to bhe used
occaslonally, less than half the tlme,
probably not one third of the time, yet
the churches represent a huge mote-
rinl investment based on Infintte labor
und saving, n value, far greater than
all the gold coln In the United States,
novalue, countlng land and bulldings,
that certalnly exceeds two thousand
million dollars! ©On which the money
interest ot 5 per cent wonld bhe $250,000
a day! And the spirltual equivalent—
weli that 1s beyond our reckoning, but
it should be very great and preclous to
offset so huge a sum.  And most of the
days It ls wasted ! From “The Shame-
ful Misuse of Wenlth,” by Cleveland
Moffett In Sucecess Magazine,

A Deceptive Attliade,

Fvery one knows how quickly gos-
alp spreads,  Sometimes there is a small
kernel of truth which 18 specdily en-
veloped In n thick wrapper of conjec-
ture, but In many there 18 no
kernel at all,

I'hey say your brothere-in-law
of —of pecentrie,”
Manser's frieuds

Clxirs

s sort
sald one of Mrs,
She hod begun her
sentence briskly enough, but as usual
her courage bhad  waned at a glance
from Mrs., Manser's steel gray eyes.

“Do they, Indeed " suld Mrs, Manser,
stifly.  “What do they base such storles
an, I should like to be told?"

“1  understand his  actlona
queer,” said the ealler, faintly,

“It all ecomes from Nathan Wait's
bringing me that express package,”
sald Mrs, Manser, scornfully. *I knew
well there'd be a ball of talk roll up!
e walted for his change in the frunl.J
hall, and that's the only place In um‘
honse long enough for Sam to take
his exercises 1n,

“Sam's an Independent man, and It's
his own house, amd 4 an expressman
happens to ring the bell when Sam's
In the middle of his exercises, he keeps
right on.

“You tell Nathan Walte from me that
Just because he sees a man in a red
and black gymnasium sult lylng on
his back lu his own front hall with
his legs in the alr he needn't go and
spread the word that the man's ec
.-e;l'trk He's too smart by far, Nathan
Is !

were




