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eareasing 8 siray raven lock, | [)id some vBe scTeaER
:#;nmmudm' Homph™ “Oh, Jook ot that assless Lhing!™ erigg
“But she's & lovely girl” sighed Ger- Et
but | tie; “or she was (w0 years ago.

| haven't met ber since then. 1 was
< You ean't help liking|

several hist: of the 1o Wasningron ey, aud be Righ
. Tm'sm.‘. vy peh | added a line of pra er meetings iru

s power
church and the Mol b e P the Atlantic to the Pacific coast, =
Dx. Talmage preached the following
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DER ALTE (HAPERON.

They all thought Lie was a fool;
then they often make mistake like that-

He brushed the women aside like 5

Lke women |Cape May.

L Ar.

nstrated. o
from oa high been demc from the Lawrence to the Gull -
sergmmn from the text, Luke xxiv., 49:

. after a greal
the seventeenth century Merice
*Tusty yo ins the city of Jerusalem un-
til yé bo endued with power from on

Fur a fow months, in the providence
ef God, I have two pulpits, ope iu
Broekiyn and the other in New York
and through the kindness of the print-
ing press an everwidening opportunity.
To gl such heascrs and readers I come
with an especia! message. The time
has girived for a forward movement ;
M.:‘lho chured and the world have | The infidel writings of Shaftesbury

o seer. Toat there is & need for|and Hobbes aud Chubb had done their

a religious movement is evident | work  Bat power from on high came

of the highest mountains of sin. In
the eighteenth century, in Eugiand and
America, religion was al 3 low waler
mark. William Cowper, writing of
the clergy of thosedays, said:

Faoept fewwith B 7 sonit bles:

Hughni and Phiness may describ the reet.

from the fact that never since our

season of moral depression. this power
from on high came down Gpen John
Tillotson, and Owen, and Flavel, and
Baxterand Bunyan, and there was @
deluge of mercy higher than the Llops

worla was swung out from the planets
has there been such an organized

and determined effort to overthrow | Tepnant and [)avid Brainerd on thislrawked brains of business roen have al-
rigl#eousness and make the Ten Com- | .. vo asyjantic, and both hemis- [most or entirely given away.

mandments obsolute snd the whole
Bible a deristen. Meanwhile alcholism
Is taking down its victims by the hun-
dreds of thousands and the political
parties get duwn on their knees, prac-
tically saying: ‘O thou almighty Rum
jug, we Low down before thee. Uive
us the city, state and national

‘T'Lint is one side of the condict now
raging. On the other side we have the
most magnificent gospel machinery
hat the world ever saw or heaven ever
nvented. In the first place, in this
oustry more Uisn 50,000 ministers of
eligion and, tuke them as a class, mere
sonsecrated, holier, more consistent’

more sclf denying, more faithful men plied, “for a chureh” For wh-a-a-t#" | if I were in trouble I would go to them

never lived, 1 know them by the thous-
ands. 1 have met them in every city.
1 am told, not by them but by peopls
outside our profession, people engaged
in Christian and reformatory work,
that the clergy of America are at the
head of all good enterprise and, who-
ever alse fai’ they may be depended on.
The truth of this is demonstrated by
the fact that when a minister of re-
fglon doesfall, it is so exceptional
Jhat the newspapeas report it as some-
thing startling, *vbile & hundred men
in other callings m1y go down without
the matter being considered as especi-
illy worth mentioning. In addition
© their eugipment and moral character
the clergy of this courtry have all that
the s#hools can give. So much for the
Christisn muustry of all denomina-
tions. In the neat lace on our side of
the conflicc we have the grandest
churches of all time aud higher style
of membership, and more of them, and
and s host without number of splen-
did men and women who are doing
their to have this world purified,
elevated, goapelized. But we all feel
that somcthing is wanting. Enough
hearly sungs have been sung and
enough earnesl sermons preached
withif the last eix months to save all
the cities of America, and, saving the
cities] you save Liv2 world, for they over-
flow dll the land citter with their re-
ligion or their iafamy.

Bufloek at some of the startling
facta, It is nearly 1900 years since
Jesus Christ came by the way of Beth-
lohem caravansary to save the world,
yet the inost of the world has been no
more touched by this most stupendoys
fact of all eternity than if on the first
Christmas night the beasts of the stall,
amid the bleating of their own young
kad ot leard the bleating of the
Lamb that was to be slain.  Out of the
slghteen hundred million ot the human
race fourteen hundred are without God
and without hope in the world, the
camel driver of Arabia, Mahomet, with
his nfpe wives, baving half as many
deaciples ns our blessed Clrist, and
more people are worshiping chunks of
paintkd wood and carved stone than
are worshiping the living and eternal
Gol: Meanwhile, the most of us who
are engaged in Christian wors—I sprak
for myself as well as others—are toil-
ingup to our full eapacity of body,
mindand soul, harneased up to the last

‘not able to draw a pound more
than we are drawing, or lift an ounce
more than we are lifting.

What is the matter? My text lets
out the secret.  We all need more of
the power from on high. Not muscu-
Iar power, not logical power, not scien-
tie-power, not social power, not brain
jpower, but power from on bigh. With
it ge could accomplish more in one

@ik than without it in & bundred years

A few men and wonien in  each age
of the world have possessed it. Caro-
Mae Fry, the immortal Quakeress, had
§t, and 300 of the depraved and suffer-

last days, as honest and pure and good
asany old Chatham theater as the
acto s were clogsing their morning re-
hearsal and sald:

and then gave out and sang with such
people as wers there, the old hymn:
The voioce of free grace cries, secape to L e

upon both the Wesleys and Lady Hunt-
ington on the other side the A tlantie,
and upon Willism Tennant and Gilbert

|

phieres felt the tread of a pardoniug
God- Coming to later date there may
be here and there in this aodience an |
aged man or woman who can remem- |
ber New York in 1531, when this|
power from on high descended most |
wondrously. It came upon pastors|
and congregatious and theaters and
commercial establishments.  Chatham
Street theater, New York, was (he
scene of a most tremendous religious
awakening. A committee of Christian |
gentleman called upon the lessee of
the theater and said they would like to
buy the lease of the theater. He said,
“What do you want it for*" They re-|

said the owner, “Fora church” was
the reply. The owuer said® “You may |
have it and 1 will give you 81,000 to|
help you on with your work."  Arthur
Tappan, a man mightily persecuted in
his time, but & man, as saw him in his

preaching here tonight on this stage’'

mouatin.
For all that believe Christ has opesed s foaun-
inin.

The bar room of the theater was
turned into a prayer room, and 500 per-
sons were present at the first meeting.
For seventy suceessive nights religious
services were held in that theater, and
such scenes of mercy and salvation as
will be snbjects of conversation and
congratulalion among the ransomed in
glory as long as heaven lasts. But 1
coma to a later time —1857—remem-

“There will h_‘liglll hand on their one shoulder, and

That was thi*ty-three years ago, i1
though there Lave been in variot
parts of the land 1any stirrings of tb.
Huly Ghost, ther.. have been uo gene. a
awakening. Do% 5 n cseemto ¥y
that we ought to bues snd may hace
the scenes of power in 1550, eclipsed 1y
the scenes of power in 1301%  The cir

| cumnstances are somewhat sim
While we have not had national panic’
and universal prostration as in 1857
|there has been & stringency in the
| money marke’ thit has put many of
the families of the earth to their wits
; end. Large commercial iuterests col-
lupsing have left multitudes of em
| ployes without means of support. The

New
illustratirms all over the land of the
fact that riches have not only feet on
which they walk slowly as they come,
but wings on which they speed when
they go. Eternal tiod! Thou knowest
how cramped, and severe and solemna
time it is with many. And, as the
business ruin of 1857 was followed by,
the glorious triumph of grace, let the
awful struggles of 1890 be fallowed by
the hallelujahs of a nation saved in
1591,

Many of my hearers today are what
the world calls, and what I would call
splendid fellows, and they seem happy
enough and are jolly, and obliging, and

with as much confidence as | would 1o
my father, if he were yet alive. DBut
when they go to their rooms at night
when the excitements of social and
businesa life are off, they Are not con-
tent, and they want something betler
than this world can offer. 1 under-
stand them so well 1 would, without
fear of being thought rough, put my

my left hand on their other shoulder
and push them into the kingdom of
tiod. But 1 cannot. Fower from on
high, lay hold of them.

Atthe first communion after the
dedication of our former clurch, 32%
souls stoed up in the airles and pulr
licly espoused the cause of Christ. At
another time 400 souls; at another time

| when the women are jumping at €of |

| eabin of the yacht.

Kangaroos can't jump

clusions. You see, the trouble was
that Collis Beattie -Collie they called
him when they wanted to be funny—
did not have much to say. He used to|
lie about the hotel veranda in a big
sleamer chair and real novels, He
wore a yachting suit and cap and a|

silk shirt. Ile did not look a bit salt. |

|
|

because the ski: of his face was as
white and as smooth as & baby's™ S0
they laughed at him for wewring &
sachting suit. All the other fellows
sore them, because it was a yachting
sort upon the sound, and pretty mu_r:h
:very one went in for saling, which
vas about all there was to do at the
idmce, Colile went sailing once or
wice when sone generous fellow took
ity on him aud invited him. Then
he women laughed at him more, and
u strange German called him Der Alte
‘haperon—the Old Chaperon —b:cause
¢ always went down into the cabin,
itretched himself on & locker and feul
sleep. They said he was afraid the
pray would spoil his complexion,

Collie didu't seem to know that he
vasbeing laughed at. If he did know
t he did not mind it. e never said
wnything, but went on reading novels.
.erman novels, too; and he read them
n the original. 1t was most exaspera-
ing. What business had & wan &t &
ay, active summer regort to wear nau-
ical toggery, have a skin like a queen’s
aby and read German novels? Unce
ome one said to him:

“Come and play a game of billiards"”

“Thank you," he replied, “it's & little
o0 much for me you know."

He certainly was a fool —and a lazy
e, too, They tried him on several
hings, but e lay in the steamer chair
ind read German, And thers were at
‘east six beautiful girls in the hotel.

And every one of them had been piqued |

.nto trying to interest him. Dut he
just staid in the steamer chair and
read German, or wenkte sleep in the

He didn’'t get seasick. They remem-
bered that after he was gone, as one of
lis good qualities. They had him out

500, and our 5400 membership were |
but a sma'l part of those sacred walls, |
took upon themselves the vows of the [
Christian. What turned them? Wt :
saved them* Iower from the level?
No. Power from on high. |
The history of these unanswered
prayers for yon God only knows, They

bered by many who are here. 1 re-
member it especially as [ had just en
tered the oftice of the ministry. It was
ayear of hard times A great panuic
had flung bundreds of thoussuds of
people penniless, starvation entered
babitations that had uever before
known a want. Domestic life, in
many cases, became & tragedy. Suicide
garroting, burglary, assass ination were
rampant. What an awlul day that
was when the banks went down. There
has been nothing like it in thirty years,
and I pray God there may not be any-
thing like it in the next thirty cen-
turies, Talk abouat your Black Fri-
days! It was Black Saturday, Blaock
Sunday, Black Monday, Black Tues
day, as well as Blaek Friday,

This nation in fits exwremity fell help-
less belore the Lord and cried for par-
don and peace, and upon ministers and
Iaymen the power from on high de-
scended. Engine houses, waie rooms,
hotel parlors, museums, factories from
12 to 1 o'clock, while the operatives
were resting, were opened for prayers
and sermons. and inquiry rooms and
Burton's old theater on Chambers
sireet, where our ancestors used to as-
semble tolaagh at the comedies, and
all up and down the street: and out on
the docksand on the de k) of ships ly-
ing at the wharf people sang “All hail
the power of Jesus' name,” whileothers
cried for mercy. A greal mgss meet-
of Christians on a week day it Jayne's
hall, Philadelphis, telegraphed to Ful-
ton street prayer meeting in New York
saying: “What hath (tod “wrought?”
and s telegram went back, saying:
“Two hundred souls saved at our meet-
ing today,” A ship came through the
Narrows into our harbor, the captain
reporting.hat himself and all the crew
had beew converted to God between
NewOrlesns and New York. In the
busiest tharts of our busiest American
cities, where the worshipers of Mam-
mon had been counting their gelden
Leads, men began to calculste, “What
shall it profit & man if he gain the
whole world and lose his soul” The
waiters in restaurants aftsr the clos-
ing of their day's work knait
the tables where they had served. Po-
licemen asked consent of the commise-
ioner of police to be permitted to at

| sousty, wes elected justice ot the ponce

may have been offered in the solemn
{ birth hour. They may have been of- |
{ fered when you were down with sear.
let fever or diphtheria, or membrane. f
ous croup, They may have been of- |
| fered some night when you were sound
| asleep in tne trundle bed and your |
mother came in to see if you were
| rightly covered in the cold winter
night. They may have been offered at
that time which comes at least once in
almost every one's life when your
father and mother had herd work o
make a living, and they feared wnntll
would come to them and you. They
may have been offered when the lips I
could no longer move and the eyos
were closed in the long sleep, O, un-
answered prayers of father and mother-
where are you? In what room of the
old homestead have they hidden? ),
unanswered prayers, rise in a mist of
many tears into a cloud and then break
ina shower which shall soften the
heart of that man who isso hard he
cannot cry, or that woman who is
ashamed to pray. O, arm ehair of the
aged now empty and in the garrel
among the rubbish, speak out. O, staff
of the pilgrim who has*%nded; his
weary journey, tell offthe parental an
xieties that bent over thee. O, fa: il
Bible, with story of births and dea as
rustle some of thy time worn leaves
and let as know of the wrinkled hands
that once turned thy pages and explaim
that spot were a tear fell npon the pass,
age: "0, Absalom, my son. my son
would God 1 had died for thee!”

Good and gracious God! What will
‘become of us, if, after having had such
8 devout and praying parentaga we
never pray for ourselves! We will
pray. We will begin now. Oh, for
the power from on high, pawer to move
this assembled power to save Brooklyn
and New York, power of evangelism
that shall sweep acroes this continent
like an ocean surge, power to girdle the
riund earth with a red girdie dipped
in the blood of the cross. If this for-
ward movement is to begin at all there
must bu some place for it to begin, and
why not this place? And there must

be some time for it to , and
not this time? And :‘T l:“und w’!g

your ears & rhythmic invitation,
unti! 8 fow ago, never came m

m but it sobbing
'{ﬁ% 0 gu:lm t'o'ltllf joy,
of be-

that who ever chimed it. {nstead
Ing anonymous, oat to be immortal,

Work will scon begin st Fairbary o
ibe pew court higuss, the architect hay-
lng completed arrangements for ship-
ping the stoas for the foundation. The
building isto be of stose throughout
The bonds wers 0ld st par value,

Fred Patterson of Rook Bluffs, Ose
s road oversser lest fall. Laler he

one day when it blew fresh and there
was a lively sea on, but he went to
sleep like a rocked infant. He certain-
Iy was the most torpid man that ever
lived.

“Never mind,” said Mrs. Bisbee one
mnorning, "Miss Silver is coming here
next week. Perhaps she'll wake him
ap,”

“You don't mean Mattie Silvers, do
you ¥ exclasimed Gertie (ireer.

| Ethel as they roe o go down to the

|vited all bauds to go sailin

| to sleep,

“Yes, I do."

“Oh, dear!™

And Gertie's mouth went down at
the corners.

“What's the matter with Mattie Sil-
vers *" Inquired Ethel Brisket.

“Oh, nothing,” snswered Gertle, de-
jectedly; “only I was at & place where
shie was once.”

“Well, what of it¥" demanded Sybi;
Vane, that tall, white girl, you remem-
ber.

“Well," sighed Gertie, “overy man in
the house droppedright down at her
feet.”

“Oh, my! is she #o very wonderful ¥"
asked Ethel.

“Oh, nothing much,” replied Gertie;
“just the most beautiful woman I ever
saw, and with two little millions in her
own right.”

There was a painrul silence and all
the young women looked glum. Gertie
was not a girl to be sueezed at, and she
used her mirror. Her dejection was
omninous. The girls gazed anxiously
at Mrs. Bigbee,

“I'don't want to be disagreeable”
she said smoothly, “but I am afraid it's
true"

“What's her style " asked Sybil.

“Brown,” re;aliu?Mn. Bisbee, senten-
Liously.

“Brown

"“Yes; burnt sienna. Burat sienna
hair and eyes, dusky pinksheeks, durky
crimson lips, silk plush complexion—
all cream and coax— and two millions
from her uncle,” said Harole Beaver
who had just come up.

There was & general biting of lips.

“liaven't seen her for three ymars
he continued, “and”

“Ah! Perhaps she has faded!” ex-
claimed Ethel

“The dusky brown don't fade much,'
sald Harold,

“No," said Mra. Bisbee. “T saw her
in 8 box at the Metropolitan last win-
ter, and she was radiant.”

“Why she doesn't belong in New
York,” SBybil said

“No, Baltimore,” responded Harold.

“I don’t see what she wants. to come
awsy up bere for,” grumbled Ethel
spitefully. “Whats the magter with
Cheaspeake bay "

“Well, she's coming next week ”
sald Mrs. Bisbee, moving away with
Harold. *Ihad s letter from her noth-
er today."

“I hope she'll like him," said Ethel
Jooking scorntully at Coilie in his
sleamer chair.

“That will not do any good” an-
swered Gertle; “the other
s mea will all

“Of courss,” aaid ! “inio not
wrorth two millions, :::Iéf "

L *And we're not ¢noky,igowae® map.)

fver.” .
“Ob, yes, | cau, and 1 will” decided

walter,

The day before this paragoen of beir-
esses was expected Phil Partridge lo-
g on his
sloop. And then be gt a_lelegarm
which compelied him ta go to the f-ily.
But he insisted on their going uuan;[
just the same. 11is sailing mm-
would take them, and they could in-
vite Der Alte Champeron to go along
as his substitute. That made them |
laugh. Bat they got Collie out of his
steamer ehair and took him along just
the same. ('f course, he went right
down in the cabin and preparel o go

=
“Hless my soul!” exclaimed Mrs, Bis- |

bee, “that’s a little too bad. ‘I he un_ly
man in the party. 1 wouldnt stand it,
goris”
“Man!" exclaimed Ethel
pudd_ng faced gelatine a mas!
forgive us.”
“Oh, 1 say, Ethel,” remonstrated Ger-
tie, “you ought not to talk like that.” |
“Don’t say ‘ought’ to me. 1I'm tred |
of doing what Tonght to do.” I
Ethel was 26 and b r skin was grow:
ing yellow under her eyes.
“(;o down into the cabin and keep
Der Alte Chaperon awake,” suggested |
Sybil.
“Du it yourself.”
“Not such a bad idea” said Sybil,
slipping down the compauiouway.

Collie Beattie was not asleep yet. |
He sat up and stared as the tall, white |
girl came below.

“Awful good of you, you know,” he
murmured,
“0h, it’s not so very geod; but what
do you mean "
“| mean your coming down hera to
keep me awake.”
Nybil turned just a trifle pink under
theears. Had he been listenlug to
their conversation on decs? It must
hiave edified him, she thought.
“] came down to keep mysell awake,"”
she said hastily, and then added, incon-
sistently, “Why don.t you go on deck
and enjoy the breeze?"

“Because 1 ean't enjoy the breeze”
he answered.

“It's tuo strong for you, I suppose,”
said Sybil, with a torch of scorr.
“Yes, much too strong."”
“Makes you chilly.”
“Yes, makes me chilly.”
“Might spoil your complexion.”
“My what ¥
“Your complexion.”
“Didn't know I had any.”
“You're as whiteand pink as a baby.”
“That's true, but I don’t think that's
much of a complexijon for & man, yon
know."
“Neither do T, I should think you'd
get a little sunburn on yon just from
shame.” -
Collie laughed. Ile seemed to be Im-
mensely amused. He had s funny way
of being amused at things that didn't
amuse other people. It was jolly for
him, but it made the other people

angry.
“If you're going to laugh at my con-

“Call that
Lord

many flies and pulled the skipper inty
the cockpit Thea helet go thejip
sheet, and the yacht righted partly.

“Here, my Iad,” be called to the boy,
“take the wheel.” The bov obeyed, and
Collie pulled off his ssat. There wasy
red spot in esch of his choaks.

“What's be going to do¥ inquired
Gertie, awesiruck,

“Lord knows I'm glad to see him de
anything,” said Ethel.

“Hard down upon your helm!™ oz
claimed Der Alte Chaperon. “Mm

Bisbee, you and Miss Sybil please hold
u:wlneyl there & minute. Now, lad

main sheet; in with it!™
(ollie and the boy got the main boom
trimmed fat as the yacht came up futo

[the wind. The jib flapped madly.

“Ibight your helm!™ eried Collie.

The boy obeyed the order.

“Keep your head 10 it," was the next
order.

Then forward and

Collis sprang

'slacked the jJib balvards, unbent the

sheet, alid out on the bowsprit, which
was plunging into the young seas like
a crazy porpoise, reefed the jib, cama
back, bent on the sheet and hoisted
away again, while the women huddiel
in the cockpit like petrified mummies,

“Now let hier blow,” sald Collie as be
went aft, put on his cost and took the
wheel.

“(jet the caplain below,” said he to
the boy, “and give himu s good horn of
brandy. He's coming to.

The boy dragged the skipper down
stairs, the women all following in i
lence 1o see if they cquld do anything
Sybil Vane asked the boy when they
were below whether he hadn't better
go up and sall the yacht.

“Guess not” sald the boy. “That
feller don't need no help. [ ecan wee
that without a telenscup,”

The boy's judgment appeared to be
right. 1t was blowing great guns. Bul
the Clover was riding like s canvasback
duck. Collie looked very composed at
the wheel, The girl stared up the com
panionway at him. He seemed to be
enjoying it. The caplain recovered his
senses presently and hurried on deck.
“(;o0 below and lie down, captain,”
said Collie; “your bead must be rattling
like a locker of shot in a gale.”

The eaptain looked surprised.

“Who reefed the jib 7" he asked.

“I did," said Collie, humloring her
neatly with the helm.

The caplain watched him do it. Then
e went below and stretched himself
on Collie’s favorite locker,

“That man's the best ameteur sailor
I ever saw,” he said.

The women looked at ons snother
and heaved long sighs of relief,

“That useless thing appears tole
some good after all,” sald Mrs. Blabes
te Ethel.

“Hum!" said Ethel.

Collie salled the Clover back to bher
anohorage off the hotel after the squall.
They sl went aghore and he immedi
alely retired Lo his room aid was secn
no more until the next day. About
noot) ke was discovered in the steamer
chair with an unusually formidable
German novel, They surrounded him

versation I'm goihg back to the—the
girly” exclaimed . Bybil, springing up
the steps.

Collie lsughed some more. Then ke
stretched himself on the cabin locker
and laughed again. Next he closed
his eyes and smiled. A minute later
he was sound asleep. All the women
came down and looked &t him half an
hour Jater., He didn’t seem much to
look at. Ile had desep lines under his
eyes when he slept, and a worn appear-
ance. Yet they all looked at him and
despised him. Ife just slept on” and
didn't mind It.

“Valuable persons to have on a yacht-
ing excursion, isn't he?” whispered
Ethel, with 8 genuins growl in ber
pretty volecs. “If 1 had a thing like that
for & husband I'd —bu I'd never have
mﬂ

“Let's goon deck. I do bellaveit's
fallen doad calm,” said Mrs. Blsbee.

8o ithad. The Clover's mast was
plumb perpendicular. So were her
mainsail and ber jib, The water looked
like molasses. - And it was sesming bot.
The skipper sald there was going to be
a8q and sent the one sailor, a boy,
aloft to furl the topsall The skipper
was right. There was golngto bagn
squall. Big blue black clouds were pil-
ing upin the northwest. Lightning
played around their lower edged. The
skipper said it would not be = bad
squall. The Clover would stand it
under Jib and mainsall. It eame along
in &few minutes. You could see it
strike the waler over near the (on-
necticut shore. It made the surfsce
six shades darker. The girls Lad their
rubber goods on, but the skipper said
it would not rain. However, they had
benrd skippers say that before, The
squall came bounding over the sound.

Then, they never knew how it bap-
pened, butthe boom gave a terrifie
i:rv right mthou:"m It hit the

pper on and k

o nocked him
halfway over the les rail with seven
sbrisking women pulling st him. Tie
yacht was pretty nearly on ber beam
ends snd the sallor boy wae panslysed.

Then Cellie
mmumh'::.';'.["‘?"'“l

next moment .be was |/

and began to thank him for bringing
them in safely. He dida't mem to pay
much attention to them. Jumt keep
listenring for something down the road.
Presently the hotel stage came rattling
up from the station,

“Jlere she is,” said Mrs. Bisbes, beck-
sming the girlsa And they all deserted
{their preserver to see the besutiful heir-
vss. She was beautiful. There was no
mistaking that, The girls groaned in-
wardly. BShe came airily up the steps,
hes brown eyes afisame with expects
tion. Nhe caught sight of Der Alte
Chaperonlying in his steamer chair
She ran right to him, threw both arms
about his nack and publicly kissed him
on the lips.

“Collie dear!” she said passionately.
“Bat, dear old fellow, yon look real
done up, and I expected to find you o
much better.”

Better? e must have been nick,
then, when he came down.

“Well, sweotheart,” he replied laugh-
ing “I have been mending slowly but
sugely till yesterday, when [ had 0 do
8 little work aboard a boat and”—-

“Aboard & boat! Now, dear, you
know the doctor said you wers not W
exert yourself, and when you sail 8
boat you always™-—

“£ut we got caught in & squall and
the captain—well, perhaps thase young
iadies will explain. Let me introduce
you all to my flances.”

And then the whols crew of them
tiguratively got right down op thel
knees and worshipped Der Alte Chap-

eron.
It isn't mnehof & foit? Bat
then it s 8 moral -u_ﬂh.-
W. J. Penderson in New York Time
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