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CHAPTER 1,

The rambling, old-fashioned hostelry
of the “Royal George” had stood npon
the green hillalde overlooking the now
fashlonable watering-place of Salteliffe
from the time when that plcturesque
and progperous town congisted of little

more than a few fishermen’s huts and |

small lodging houseg,
tels and boarding houses—magnificent
structures which gave quite an appear-
ance of superfority to the small town
~~had sprung up on all sides, the little
hostelry itself still held its own. In-
deed the "“Royal George,” though quite
as retired, was still as preposterous as
it had been forty years before, when
the huge board upon which the mon-
arch after whom it was named was dis-
played, looking as gorgeous and king-
like as his crown and unlimited qnan-
Lty of somewhat stiff-looking ermine
could make him, bhung out over the

narrow little doorway, with the name ’

of the worthy proprietor, “Andrew GIl-
fibrand,” set out in gilded letters be-
low. And, as one stood in the lovely
quaint old garden and gazed around at |

the stretches of down and the heather- |

grown cliffs beyond, one could hardly
believe the changes which had been

But, thoingh ho- |

effected scarcely a mile away,
It was late one evening toward th: |
end of July when a stranger who had
Just arrived sauntered leisurely into |
the large dining room of the “Royal

George” and gave orders for dinner to | conceivable in the guestion, and the

be prepared for him immediately. |
He was a tall, dark, striking-looking |
man, with a soldierly bearing and de-
cidedly distinguished alr; and, as he
crossed over toward the bay-window
and sat down at a small table the
waiters paused involuntarily with
their white table napkins slung over
their arme and trays of jingling glas:
held up high above their heads, while
Josiah  Willilamson, under whose
charge that particular table happened
to be placed, mentally decided that he
was in for a little luck at last,
“What will yon have, sir?”" he he-
gan, with an air of expectation—

TIHIERE WAS A MOST BEWITCHING SMILE
SHE REPLIED TO SOME REMARK OF HER COMPANION,

“coupe a la Reine, Bouillabaisse or

Julienne?”

“HBring me anything you have ready,” |

said the stranger, brusquely. “Yet to
think,” he murmured to himself as he
took up the wine card and lazily stud-
jed the long list—"to think that the
Jast time 1 was here, twenly year
ago. Andrew Gillibrand was brewing
his own ale! It was certainly a prim-
ftive bill of fare that he had to offer
his customers then - only ham and «g%
or bread and cheese and a pint of his
‘prime October: today he has all the
delleacles of the season. How things
change, to be sure!”

Then he turned and looked ont of
the open window There, however
the change was remarkabir
The "Royal George” had always pos
sessed o lovely garden; and, If the
ETOSSE Was shorn & little closer, If th
paths had & neater appearance and the
fowers were more recherche, prim
yows of caleeniarias, geraniumas  and
stately dahlias taking the place of ths
quaint old clumps of sweet-williams
marigolds and pluks. the change was
not o great a8 (o strike him with th
rae foree as naturally did the inte
riar.

Thia evening the garden had a very
pevene, unruMed alr. The 1eanis courl
weie desarted, the chalrs under Lhe
tregs wnoccupled, and, excepling foo
ihe '..h u.ﬂ-. of the waves upn
'“ “..I’ w.‘ marvely ¢ sound
dinturted the dreamy stillness of 1»
July evening

“it s an Wylhle pace | suppos
wuted 'he siranger, but 1 woald
detve wo mad I 1 theusht | haa 1w
*’ e & Boment longer than
twant ‘our hours, Theo

woem o be & soul about.”

His dng seRleRe® Was ohen
m .-dh‘.. M “ s the wurda et

Nl i

his lips, as though to disprove the

truth of them, a bandsome hlack
French poodle came trotting into the
middle of the room with an air of

unruffled composure decidedly at vari-
ance with the aspect of his mistress
who a moment later suddenly
peared in the open doorway wiih o}
rather bewildered expression upon her |
face,

“You bad dog, Sambo! 1 was Juet |
vondering if vou could have founid
your way here, Could you give him a
bone, Henry 7

But here her care of Muster sambo
was unceremoniously cut short, as,
raiging her bhead, she suddenly encoun-
tered the: gave of a pair of amuscd
gray eyes, und for tho first time be-
came awgre of the presence of a
stranger in the room,

As for the owner of the gray cyes,
he carefully surveyed the figure in the
doorway for the space of about three
seconds  longer, and then, looking
away, tried to become absorbed in th=
merits of Mr. Andrew Gillibrand's wine
list.

But, after studying it intently for
five minuteg, he toseed the card aside
and steadily regarded the doorway
through which the fantastically c¢lipped
poodle and its mistress had just dls-
appeared,

“By the bye, who Is she?”

There was something strangely in-

Wi

waiter, who had made his appearance
with the first course, paused to stare
In astonishment.

“She, sir?” he repeated,
pardon, what she?"

“Oh, the young lady with the dog!
Surely you know whom I mean!”

“The young lady with the dog? Ah—-
that is Miss Evelyn! Oh, yes, sir—of
course [ know Migs Luttrell”—here a
placid smile expanded the walter's face
—“and a very uice yvoung lady she is.”

“She Is staying here, 1 suppose?”

“1 beg your

There was commendable indifference
in the speaker's tones.
“Yes, sir—with her aunt, Lady How-

UTON HER LIPS WHEN

ard. They have been here more than |
a fortnight now: as they generally d- |
remaln for a month when they come |
I don't suppose they will be going til
the end of that time.
Misa Lutty

Her ladyship s |
I's guardian.”

“Alh—-she |s an orphan, then?"
“Yer, slr. '"Squire Luitrell died just
thout two years ago, You will no

doubt have heard tell of him."
“Luttrell of Luttrell, do vou mean?

O, yes—of course | have! He was o
Gf the largest land-owners In Biank
shilre Who has Inherited the Prop
erty® Had he a son?*”’

No, Evelyn is the only child, and

has come in for everything. | bl ey

They say she will have something |k
“h or twelve thousand a year.”
Really! and the spraker turned
' ihe contempiation of the Jullenne
up. considernbly astonished at dis
overing in the curly headed mistio
f the black poodle Miss

far-famed Luttrell
of the

nwaer of

L

Luttrell of
court  and

O Anest eatales n

the evunly

e bad almost fnlshed his dinner
nd was  quletly contep ating o
peiveetul stroll reand the ground with
ne uf his best Havanas, when o sha n
bark made bim ook up Just o Lime 1o
hehald the bhlack posdle ance more
lashing across (e lawn in hot Plarsut

uf & butterily
in and instant he was all Interes
it the dug wern there his misics

woild not e far away. and sven as
he thought passed through his mind
e same laughing tones which aad
bet i vinging n his sars for the pas
hall hour were burne distinetly toward
i Bending forward, he saw the
wirl hersell & slight, gracelul faure
caning back in ane of the low bamben
vhalre whieh stand s lavitingly be
neath the shiade of \he Lreea

| and sent me down four
| naturally curions

She was not alone, however. In
ciose altendance this time was a man
in evening dresg, who had seated him-
self by her side on a straight iron-
backed form, which he had evidently
chosen in preference to a more lux-
urious =eat half a yard farther avay.

Yes; at a second glance he came to
the conclugion that Miss Luttrell was
even prettier than he had imagined her
to be at first, There was nothing stat-
vesque about her beauty, nothing ab-
solutely perfect ‘n her features; but
the face before him was one which,
onee geen, could never he forgotten,

CHAPTER I1,

Thoere was a most bewitching smile
upon her lips now as =he langhingly
replied to =ome remark of her com-
panion, who was leaning
swinging hiz stick backward and for-
ward and trying to knock off the head;
of some dalsfes; but his head \!f'}ls
thrneed tovward the girl hesile him, at
whem he gazing in rapt atten-

wWae

| tion,

“Who i3 the fellow,” murmiured the
giranger, as he put up his cye-glass
and surveyed the ladividoal in ques-
tlon with an alr of curiosity not un-
mingled with envy, “Her bhrother?
Fiddlesticks! More likely her father!”
with & shrug of Liz ghoulders, thongh
aa unmisiakable cloud gathered upon
his face ax be noted the uvmpaterna!l
manncr in which he had laid his hand
on the Lack of her chair and was list-
ening to her words, “] can always
come within a year or two of any-
body’s age, aud that fellow is either 44
or 45 if he 15 a day!"

The man to whom the stranger sl
the window set down so decidedy to
play the unromentis part of parent
had the word “Bachelor” writlen upos
every line of his countenance. At the
same t!me he was a noticeable-looking
personage, gentlemanly in appearance
rather than handsome, with a clean-
shaven face, clearly cut features and
daik, almost fascinatingly determined
e¢yes set deep beneath overhanging
brows which gove character to an
otherwise unrewws:wable fase,

For the past few minutes, however,
the spreading branches of the trees
had thrown everything Into shade, But
the sun was setting in a crimson glory,
and one golden shaft strayed beneath
the dark, heavy follage, where it lin-
gered for a few seconds to bring out
the lovely blending of tints in the girl's
nut-brown hair and to light up every
feature of the man by her side.

“The deuce!” broke involuntarily
from the stranger’s lips.
“Yes, sir—beg your pardon, sir!

Cheddar cheese or Stilton?" The waiter
wis engaged brushing erumbs from the
next table, but in an instant he was
at his post,

“Neither!” was the brusque reply.
“But”—with a detaining gesture—
“have you such a thing as a visitors’

list? If you have, let me see it.”
“Certainly, sir. 1 will bring it at
once."”

And the waiter smiled to himself as
he followed the direction of the
stranger's eyes and then turned away.
It was astonishing what an amount o!f
interest he could raise by the mere
mention of Miss Luttrell and her ten
or twelve thousand a year!

(To be continued,)
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OLD WINE.

May Decome Too Old and Unfit to Drink
by Deterloration.

New  Orleans Times-Democrat:
“There |8 such a thing as a wine being
too old,” sald a member of the board
of trade, chatting with some friends in
the front offives. *'I had that illustrat-
ed at my house the other day under
rather interesting circumstances, Back

in 1848 Gen. John M. Lewis, who was’'

then sheriff and afterward mavor of
New Orleans, gave my uncle a basket
of four-year-old champagne. My un-
cle afterward moved north, taking that
and other wines with him, and on his
death, in the early sixties. the basket
was still intact. There had possibly
been some agreement about opening it
at a certain time, and, at any rate, the

| champagne remalned in the famlly cel-

lar untouched, and only last month my
cougin, now in New York, broke the lot
| was
to know how the old
and mste, and a few
of a little an-

botiies

wine would look
dayvs ago, on the occasion

niversary at cur house, | opened one
of the botlles 1 had considerable
Meuity in removing the cork with
ut hreaking |t t It fAnaily gave
Wiy There was b a vestige of pop
and the wine ran out perfectly dead
and Hmpid. 1t was pa's amber in coloe
anild had a falni, p easant bounguet, but
the imprisoned gas that had onee given

life and sparkle were gone forever

It was Interesting as & relic, bhoat not fit
Irink, and friends who are
onnolsseurs sald that it hind evidentiy

iRg Eildds LR i ]

s e

et deteriora
reatl pity my BOFLAYrD rMative
in (00 mu h veneralion (o iiepie |

Wit that tims

Ciara Narton o ©abe

eivr MoQueen wiriten I
Leslie's Monthly the following
pecdote of this energetic and practical
woman, One night, away in the
Bilis. | asked & Third cavalryman
Whom do you think the greatest hero
of the war at Santiage e changed
Bis yuld toak outl of his mouth an old

ym-vah plpe. locked away. ot the red
rioa of Wills which ihe sun was eolor

Hew
Frank

gt

g and reflectively replisd Well
Il ¢ you want & know Y
cas la thel thet thepe littie nid lady
pnamed Miss MHartvum r Battom. o
Mlartam ofr whalsver ke v name
he o the Lot uf all Hhe 1o a sliricotly
Proaper « Naia by neighbur | senn her
g hein’ thinugh taa feet sin Inches o
mad o e up & thap s i hiesdin
ta death.  Bhe vomrade. s ‘s my eas
Re hato wu (Bie y¥ Vi falEn

forward .

TALMAGES SERMON.

"MUSICIN WORSHIP,"SUNDAY'S
SUBJECT.

Nehemiah 5: 63: “And They lad Two
Hundred Forty and Five Singing Men
and Singleg Women"'—Chilldren of the
Heavenly King.

(Coprright 1889 by Louls I5lopsch.)

I'he best musi¢ has been rendered
under trouble, The first duel that 1
Know anything of was given by Paul
and Sllas when they sang praises Lo
God and the prisoners heard them. The
Scoteh covenanters, hounded by the
dogs of persecution, sang the psalms of
David with more spirit than they have
ever since been rendered. The captives
in the fext had music left in them, and
I declare that if they could find, amid
all thelr triale, two hundred and forty
and five singing men and singing wom-
en, then in this day of gospel sunlight
and free from all persecution there
ought to be a great multitude of men
alhd women willing to aing the praises
of God, All our churches need arousal
on this subject, Those who can sing
must throw their souls into the exer-
clse, and those who cannot sing must
learn how, and it shall be heart to
heart, voice to volce, hymn to hymn,
anthem to anthem, and the music shal!
swell jubilant with thanksgiving and
tremulous with pardon.

Have you ever noticed the construc-
tion of the human throat as indicative
of what God means us to do with it?
In only an ordinary throat and lungs
there are fourteen direct muscles and
thirty indirect muscles that can pro-
duce a very great varlety of sounds.
What does that mean? It means that
yYou should sing! Do you suppose that
God, whe gives us such a musical in-
strument as that, intends us to keep
It shut? Suppose some great tyrant
should get possession of the musical
lustruments of the world, and should
lock up the organ of Westminster Ab-
bey, and the organ of Lucerne, and the
organ at Haarlem, and the organ at
Freiburg, and all the other great mu-
sical Instruments of the world—you
would call such a man as that a mon-
ster; and yet you are more wicked If,
with the human volce, a musical in-
strument of more wonderful adapta-
tion than all the musical instruments
that man ever created, you shut it
against the praise of God.

“Let those refuse to sing
Who never knew our God;
But children of the Heavenly King
Should speak their joys abroad.”
L] L] » -

I congratulate the world and the
church on the advancement made (n
this art—the Edinburgh societies for
the improvement of music, the Swiss
eéinging socleties, the Exeter Hall con-
certs, the triennial musical convocation
at Dusseldorf, Germany, and Birming-
bam, England; the conservatories of
music at Munlch and Leipsic, the Han-
de] and Haydn and Harmonic and Mo-
zart socieities of this country, the acad-
emies of music in New York, Brooklyn,
Boston, Charleston, New Orleans, Chi-
cago, and every city which has any en-
terprise,

Now, my [rlends, how are we to da-
cide what is appropriate, especially for
church music? There may be a great
many differences of opinion, In some
of the churches they prefer a trained
choir; In others, the old-style pre-
centor, In some places they prefer the
melodeon, the harp, the cornet; in
other places they think these things
are the invention of the devil, Some
would have a musical instrument
played €o loud you cannot stand it, and
others would have it played so soft you
cannot hear it. Some think a musical
instrument ought to be played only in
the interstices of worship, and then
with indescribable softness, while
others are not satisfied unless there be
startling contrasts and staccato pas-
sages that make the audlence jump,
with great eyes and hair on end,as from
a vielon of the Witch of Endor. But,
while there may be great varieties of
opinion in regard to music, it seems to
me that the general spirit of the Word

| distinetion

of God indicates what ought to be the
great characteristics of church musle,
And 1 remark, in the firet place, o
prominent characteristic ought to bhe
adaptiveness to devotion. Music that
may be appropriate for a concert hal!
ar the opera the drawing
room may be inapproprate in chy-ch

house or

Glees, madtigal ballads, may be a
innocent us peaims in thelr places
But church music has ouly one de
sign, and that Is devotion, and that

which comes from the toss, the swiag
and the display of an opera house (s

| famil'es,

souls. how they used to sing? When
they were cheerful our grandfathers
and grandmothers used to sing "“Col-
chester.” When they were very medi-
tative, then the boarded meeting hons?
rang with “South Street” and “St. Kd-
mund's.”” Were they struck througo

with great tenderness, they sang
“Woodstock.” Were they wrapped in
visicns of the glory of the church,

Were they over-
borne with the love and glory of
Christ, -they sang “Ariel” And in
those days there were cértain tunes
married to certain hymus, and they
have lived in peace a great while,
theee two old people, and we have no
right to divorce them. “What God
hath joined together let no man put
nsunder.” Born as we have heen amid
this great wealth of church musie,
augmented by the compositions of art-
ists in our own day, we ought not to
be tempted out of the sphere of Chrls-
tian harmony and try to seek uneon-
secrated sounds. It 15 absurd for a
millionaire to steal,

I remark also that correclness cught
to be a characteristic of church musle,
While we all ought to take part in
this service, with perhaps a few ex-
ceptions, we ought at the same time
to cultivate ourselves in this sacred
art. God loves harmony and we ounzh!
to love it. There I8 no devotion in a
howl or a yelp, In this day, when
there are so many opportunities of
high culture in this sacred art, I de-
clare that those parents arve gulity of
negleet who let thelr sons and daugh-
ters grow up knowing nothing about
musgic. In some of the Buropean ea-
thedrals the choir assembles every
morning and every afternoon of every
day the whole year to perfect them-
selves in this art, and shall we be-
grudge the half-bour we spend Friday
nights in the rehearsal of sacred seng
for the Babbath?

Another characteristic must be spirit
and life. Music ought to rush from
the audience like the water from a
rock—clear, bright, sparkling. If all
the other part of the church service iz
dull, do not have the music dull. With
€0 many thrilling things to slng about,
away with all drawling and stupldity.
There Is nothing that makes me so0
nervous as to sit in a pulpit and look
off on an audlence with their eves
three-fourths closed, and their lips al-
most shut, mumbling the praises of
God. During one of my journeys 1
preached to an audlence of two or

they sang Zion."”

three thousand people, and all the
mugic they made together did not
equal one skylark! People do not

sleep at a coronation; do not let us
sleep when we come to a Savior's
crowning.

In order to a proper discharge of
this duty, let us stand up, save as age
or weakness or fatigue excuse us.
Sealed in an easy pew we cannot do
this duty half so well as when upright
we throw our whole body into it, ILet
our song be like an acclamation of vie-
tory. You have a right to sing; do
not surrender vour prerogative. If in
the performance of your duty, or the
attempt at it, you should lose your
place In the musical scale and be cne
C below when you ought to be one
C above, or yvou should come in half
a bar behind, we will excuse you! 8 {il,
it Is better to do as Paul says, and
sing “with the Epirit and the under-
standing also.”

Agaln, I remark church music must
be congregational, This opportunity
must be brought down within the
range of the whole audience. A song
that the worshipers cannot ging is of
no more use to them than a sermon
in Choctaw. What an easy kind of
church it must be where the minister
does all the preaching and the elders
all the praying and the cholr all the
singing! 'There are but very few
churcheg where there are“two hundrel
and forty and five singing men and
ginging women.” In some churches it
is almost considered a disturbance if
a man let out his voice to full eom-
pass, and the people get up on tiptoe
and look over between the spring hats
and wonder what that man is making
all that noise about. In Syracuse,
N. Y., in a Presbyterian church, there
was one member who came to me
when 1 was the pastor of another
church In that city, and told me his
trouble—how that as he persisted in
singing on the Sabbath day, a com-
mittee, made up of the scssion and the
choir, had come to ask him If he
wonld not just please to keep still!
You bave a right to sing.  Jonathan
Edwards uged to set apart whole days
for singing let us
Let us sing alone, sing in our
sing In our schools, sing in
ur churches,

1 want to rouse you 1o & unanimity
in Christah sorg thut has never
been exhibited, Come, now, elear yous
throats and get ready for thin duty, or
vou will pever hear the end of thle
I never shall forget hearing a French-

duty

| man sing the Muarselllalse” on the
Champs Elysees, Paila just befo e the
| -

battle of Sedan in I5ST0. | never saw

a hindrance to the worship. From |
such performances we go away sa
ing: “What splendld execution! Ind
you ever hear such a shprane?
“Which of thore solosa did yo Ik
the betler? When, it he had hean
rightly wrought upon, we would nas

gOlE away saying Oh, how my scu

was Hited up in the presence of God
while they were singing that syst
hyma'" “| never had such rapturous
views of Jesus Christ as my Savior s
when they were sloging that last 4 x-
ology

My friends, thoere s an everiast na

hetwern music as ab
and musie as & help 10
Though a Hohumann
though a Mogart
Sontag sang I
doea Bt
hanor Christ.  Why should we rab the
programmes of worldly
we have o many appropriite songs
and tunes composed In sur own day
As well as that magnifiven! inh ritance
of chureh pralmody which has
down fragrant with the
cihey general one

nrt
de votion
composed |t
played It
AWAay with 1t 1w

devpllons o!
Liihes RO @ors = of
eul than they when our great
grandfathers limbed up va them  on
ihe ¢hureh pew o wiary? ear ol

though a l
make the heart betier and |

salely when |

| |
oo |

such enthusiasm before or sinee.  As
he sang that paticna! air. oh, how th
Frenchmen shouted! Have
nan English assemblage heard a Land
play “Guad Save the Queen"* If you
have, you know something about ths
enthusinem of & national alr. Now, !
teil you that these songs we sing Sab
bath by Sabbath are the national alrs
f the kingdom of heaven, and il you
do not learn o sing them here, how
do you ever expect to s ng the song
of Moses and the Lamb® | shou'd re

be surprised at all if some of the et |
anihems of heaven were made up o |

some of the bert songs of earth. Ma
tiod increase o r reverence for Chr s
Han psalmady, and kesp us from di-
gracing it by our indifference and [ v
willy

When Cromwell's srmy senl jut
batile he slood al the head of 1t pe
day and gave out the long meter doy

by 1o the tunse of the "thid M
deedih.” and that greal hast. cumpan s
by company, tegiment by reglinen!

wake up to this |

ver |

division by division, joined In the dox-
ology :

“Pralge God, from whom all bicssings
flow;

Praise Him, all creaturce here below

Praise Him above, ve heaverly host--

Praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost.”

And while they sang they mardched,
and while they marched they fought,
and wh!le they fought they gzo! the
victory. O, men and women of Jesus
Christ, let us go into.all our conflicts
singing the praises of God, and then,
instead of falling back, as we n'ten do,

from defeat to defeat, we will bhe
marching from victory to victory.
“Gloria In Excelsig” §s written over

many organs, Would that by cur ap-
preclation of the goodness of God and:
the mercy of Christ and the grandeur
of heaven, we could have “Gloria in
ixcelsis” written over all vur sculs.
“Glory be to the Father, and to the
Son, and to the Holy Ghost; as it was
in the heginning, is now, and ever
ghall be, world without end. Amen!”

THE COMING CENSUS.,

On the first day of next June, census
enumerators in the varlous districts
asslgned to them will start forth to
count the population and to acquire
guch other Information as congress *as
decreed shall be a part of the twelfth
decennial census of the United States.

These enumerators will have {wa
weeks In the cltles and four weeks in
the country In which to gather their
informatlon, and will count each per-
son as belonging to the city or town
of which he was a legal resldent on
June first,

Whether this js the best time in the
year to take the census has long been
in dispute, Previous to 1830, August
first was the date on which the count
hegan. Thls shows that the summer
vacation habit had not then developed.
June Is now almost too late. Most
students of statistical science think
April or May would be a better time,
and Mr. Carroll D. Wright, in a cen-
sus bill which he drafted a few years
ago, made Aprll first the date for be-
glnning. Congress was conservative,
however, and preferred to make no
change; but by 1910 it Is probable an
ecrlier month will be chosen,

The objection to beginning the enu-
meration on June first comes from the
cities, most of which are ambitious to
show as great a growth as possible.
When the census reports are not as
favorable as had been expected, the
cry of "Inaccuracles in the census' Is
usually raleed. It Is doubtless true
that the summer migration to the
country does result in some errors and
oversights in an enumeration begun in
June,

The Christmas holidays are a fa-
vorite time for census taking in Eu-
rope, but In America the heavy snows
of the Northern states would make
any winter month impracticable. Even
in Aprll the country roads In the ex-
treme North are heavy with mud, and
travel 18 almost impossible.

The difficulty in fixing a date adapteq
to all parts of the great republic Is a
foreible reminder of the extent of jts
territory and the diversity of its cli-
mate and physical conditions,

A Henry Clay KStory.

An old negro and his wife, who had
found freedem through Clay's efforts,
made their home In Washington,
where the old man, with the assist-
ance of some white folks, turned an
unused barn into a meeting-place tor
ligious services. He was ind:fatigable
in his e:orts to collect a sufficient
fund to supply a pulpit, and =0 cn.
One Sunday morning he was walking
along Pennsylvania avenue, when he
happened to meet the great Kentucky
sepator. “Well, Bob,” said the sen-
ator, “what are you doing ou! 81 early
Sunday morning?” “Sarvant, Marse
Henry: sarvant, sah. You know de
carly bird ketches de worm.” “Oh,
you are worm-hunting, are you?”
“Yes, Marse Henry. 1 wanis to ax of
you, won't you help me =ome ‘bout
my little church.,” *“No, Indeed,” sald
the senator; "I'll not give you u cent.

I gave yon something not long ago
to help you with that church.' ‘Yes,
Marse Henry, dat's so, sah; vou did
indeed, sah, an’ dat's a treasure lnld
up for you in hebben, sah' Oh, It
g, 18 It?" and Clay moved on, Turn-
ing suddenly, he sald: “Comno here,
Bob, come here.” Taking from his

pocket a roll of bills, he continued
Here Is 830 | won at cards wfter sit-
ting up all last night., Now, il you

can reconcile the use of money gotten
in that way to church purposes, take
It wlong.” Ol Bob bowed and pulled

his cap. “Sarvant, Marse lenry;
| thankee, sah. God do move ln o mya-
terus way His wonder to perform!

You evwi |

| talning five eges

Thankee, Marse Henry; thankee, sah!

The Argonaut

Mullt Mer Nest on & Pulpit

Cinclannatl BEuguirer: GUlbiuv lle W
Via. - At Vadis, this county, a member
of the congregation found a bird's neat
on the pulpit of the M. P church con-
The nest was ballt
of & variety of Rowers that had been
placed on the gravea of soldiers on
Decoration Day. The bird s now el
ting, and & glass of water has been
placed near the nest for the bird 1o
deink  The members are greatly agl-
tated and think the appearance of the
Bird Is & token of death

Hond of Friends. ip
“1 nevey can forget Mabel Meadows,
whoin | went o sehool wilth
Was she s studious*”

“Noe. bul ahe always brought sueh
lovely cucumber plekiea wilh  bor
lunebhoon. ™
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