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encompassed three sides of the mansion.

What a might that was for Cato!

And his basket!

Cato was needed for many things, notwithstanding
that there was an army of black servants. All of them
Cato white jackets, Cato was gor-
geous in buff voluminous white scarf, with
a standing collar of such dimensions and loftiness
that, in a way, it seemed to hide much of Cato,though
he was elephantinely elegant in an evenming dress-coat.
One that had done much service for Colonel John,
it 1s true; and while it was of ancient and honorable
vintage, it made Cato look the perfect old-time servitor
that of right he was.
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The reception was over; the hour was far after
midnmight, and the last carmage had long since shim
mered down the drive, and out through the vine-clad
gate, and rattled away on the white hhmestone street.
Colonel JTohn had nidden down to the gate with an
old friend 1 this last carnage, and was leisurely saun-
te back up the grass-bordered path beside the
drive
He met Cato basket-laden, and there was a friendly

talk, p antly patronizing on the master’'s part,
becomingly deferential as to the servant.
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and the clock having closed its performance was not
a gwde to its locality, thus he took out Aunt Nan's
kodak, which Cato had also “*borrered ™ for the purpose
of edifying Lucy-Jane and her brood.

“Ya-as, suh,” said Cato, “I heerd Miss Naney say
ez how she had pickshers in dat httle black box, en’
I 'lowed ter "zibit de pickshers same time 1 wuz showin’
de W'l clock, en’ I'd er had um back dar long 'fo
Miss Nancv wuz riz in de mawmn®’. Ya-as, suh.”

Colonel John beheved that Cato was honest about
this, and he said

“I have no doubt, Cato, that vou would have taken
your Miss Nancy's picture-box back; but if you had
taken the pictures out to show them to Lucy Jane
and the children you would have rmined them, and—"

*“No, suh!” Cato exclaimed, interrupting, 1 didn’
low to have nar one er dem brats—ner Luce-Jane, ez
to dat—ter put er han’ on um. No, suh!”

“Yes; but that isn't the idea. I can’t explain it
to you now. But if vou had taken the pictures out
they would have faded, and you would have almost
broken _\'n' Miss Nanc \\ heart."”

The old negro was appalled at the enormity of
the outrage, innocently contemplated, and he said:
“*Fo' de Lawd! Marse Joh! 1 would'n’
nuffen’ to worry Miss Nancy fer all de pickshers dey is
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on de plantation—en all de vuther things. [ gwine
tek dat box back, dis minnit!”

“Never mind,” said the Colonel. “I'll take it back.
Go on home now, and hereafter, if you wish to borrow
anything to “zibit’ to Lucy Jane and the children,
vou ask for it—hear me?"”

“Ya-as, suh, I hears youu. Um bleedged to vou,
Marse Joh'. Deed I 1s, suh. Thankee, suh. Good
mawnin’, suh.” And with an acceleration of his
slue-footed gait the ancient darky swung away mto
the other darkness. "

Colonel John slowly wended his way to the house
and to his own apartments. .\ feehng of wakefulne s
and restlessness that frequently came over him at
night had possession of him now. To enterta
himself he decided to develop the contents of Nan
kodak.

The process was a brief one, in Colonel John's pr
ticed hands, and when one of the films upon wi
was impressed Aunt Nan's attempt at photog
the lightning was examined there appeared, fammii.,
though with enough distinctness to tell the story =
scene that caused Colonel John to exclaim with m
expressiveness than elegance:

‘Bully for Jude and Tom!’
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“How is that?” he asked, and plainly chuckled
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