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EEL—By O. HENRY}

AKELANDS Is not to be found

in the catalogues of fashion-
able summer resorts. It liés on a
low gpur of the Cumberland range
of mountains on a little tribu-
tary of the Clinch River. Lake-
lands proper is a contented vil=
lage of two dozen houses situ-
ated on a forlorn, narrow-gauge
rallroad line. You wonder wheth-
er the rallroad lost itself in the
pine woods and ram into Lake-
lands from fright and loneliness,
or whether Lakelands got lost
and huddled itself along the rail-
road to wait for the cars to carry
it home.

You wonder again why it was
named Lakelands. There are no
lakes, and the“lands about are
too poor to be worth mention-
ing.

Half a mile from the village
stands the Eagle House, a big,
roomy old mansion run by Jo-
siah Rankin for the accommoda-
tion of visitors who desire the
mountain air al inexpensive
rates. The Eagle House is delib-
erately mismanaged. It is full of
ancient instead of modern im-
provements, and it is altogether
as comfortably neglected and
pleasingly arranged as your own
home. But you are furnished witn
clean rooms and good and abun-
dant fare; yourself and the piney
woods must do the rest. Nature
has provided a mineral spring,
grapevine swings, and croquet—
even the wickets are wooden. You
have Art to thank only for the
fiddle and-guitar music twice =
week at the hop in the rustic
pavilion.

The patrons of the Eagle House
are those who seek recreation as
a necessity as well as a pleasure.
They are busy people, who may
be likened to clocks that need a
fortnight's winding to insure a
vear's running of their wheels.
You will find students there from
the lower towns, now and then
an artist, or a geologist absorb-
ed in construing the anclent
strata of the hills. A few quiet
families spend the summers there;
and often one or two tired mem-
bers of that patient sisterhood
known to Lakelands as “school-
marms.”

A quarter of a mile from the
Eagle ouse was what would
have been described to Its guests
as “an object of interest” im the
catalogue. This was an old, old
mill that was no longer a mill
In the words of Josiah Rankin, it
was “the only church in the Unit-
ed States, sah, with an overshot-
wheel: and the only mill in the
world, sah, with pews and a pipe
organ.” The guests of the Eagle
House attended the %ld mill
church each Sabbath, and heard
the preacher liken the purifiea
Christian to bolted flour grouna
to usefulness between the mill-
stones of experience and suffer-
ing.

Every year about the beginning
of autumn there came to the
Eagle House one Abram Strong,
who remained for a time an hon-
ored and beloved guest. In Lake-
lands he was called “Father
Abram,” because his hair was so
white, his face so strong and Kind
and florid, his laugh go merry and
his black clothes and broad hat
so priestly in appearance. Even
new guests after three of four
days acfuaintance gave him this
familiar title

Father Abram came a long way
to Lakelands. He lived In a big,
roaring town in the Northwest,
where he owned mills, not little
mllls with pows acd an organ in
them. but great, ugly, mountain-
like mills that the freight trains
crawled arourd all day like ants
around an ant-heap. And now
you must be told about Father
Abram and the mill that was a
church, for their stories run rto-
gecther.

In the days when the church
was a mill, Mr. Strong was the
miller. There was no jollier,
‘qustier, busier, happier miller m

all the land than he. He lived in
a little cottage across the road
from the mill. His hand was

heavy, but his toll was light, and
the mountaineers brought their
grain to him across many weary
miles of rocky roads.

The delight of the miller's life
was his little daughter, Aglaia.
That was a brave name, truly,
for a flaxen-haired toddler; buw®
the mountaineers love sonorous
and stately names. The mother
had encountered it somewhere in
a book, and the deed was done.
In her babyhood Aglaia herself
repudiated the name, as far as
semmon use went, and persisted
in calling herself “Dumt.'f/ The
miller and his wife often tried
to coax from Aglala the source

pf this mysterious name, but
without results, At last they ar-
rived at a theory. In the little

garden belhind the cottage was a
bed of rhododendrons 'in which
the child took a peculiar delight
and interest. It may have been

imerican Artists
Have Large Colony
In Latin Quarter

Paris, July 10, — Greenwich
Village is moving to Paris. The
American population of the
Latin Quartér is now larger
than tha: of any other foreign
element and more are coming
on every boat.

Among the recent arrlvais
who formerly held sway in the
Rabbit Hole or the Black Cat
are Miss Adele Kennedy, study-
ing sculpture at the Academie
de la Grande Chaumiere; Frank
Calvin Osborn, painter and
graduate of the Arts' Students’
League in New York, who has
just established a studio in Brit-
tany; John Barbour, the maga-
zine fllustrator, who has
moved his studios from 76 West
Fiftieth street to the Boulevarad
Raspail; Norman Mason, who
achieved speclal fame by his
Liberty loan advertising posters
and who is now installed at 17
rue Campagne-Premiere, near
the Luxembourg Gardens, and
Ottp Goenslin, the sculptor, who
abandoned clay during the war .
to undertake missions for the
United States Shipping. Board.

The American University
Union has moved from its arls-
tocratic quarters near the

' Palalg Royal to the Latin Quar- '

ter and is now at 1 rue de
Fieurus.

Another coirvert to Parisian
life is Prof. Bernard Moses, who
has forsaken the University of
California- for a chair in the
Sorbonne and who is regarded
as the greatest living authority
oa South A'uln. > ‘

that she perceived in “Dums" a
kinship to the formidable name
of her favorite flowers.

When Aglala was four years
old she and her father used to
go through a little performance
in the mill every afternoon, that
never failed to come ‘off, the
weather permitting. When sup-
per was ready her mother would

brush her hair and put on a clean §

apron and send her across to the
mill to bring her father home.
When the miller gaw her coming
in the mill .door he would come
forward, all white with the flour
dust, and wave his hand and sing
an old miller's song that was
familiar in those parts and ran
something like this: '

“The wheel goes round,
The grist is ground,
The dusty miller's merry.
He sings all day, ;
His work is play, -
While thinking of his dearie.™
hen Aglaia would run to him
laukhing, and call “Da-da, come
take Dums home:™ and the miller

would swing heh to his shoulder ¥

and march over to supper, sing-
ing the miller's song. Every eve-
ning this would take place.

One day. only a week after her
fourth birthday, Aglaia disap-
peared. When last seen she was
plucking wild flowers by the side
of the road in front of the cot-
tage. A little while later her
mother went out to see that she
did not stray tco far away. but
she was already gone.

Of course every effort was made
to find her. The neighbors gath-
ered and searched the woods and
the mountains for miles around.
They dragged every foot of the
mill race and the creek for =
long distance below the dam.
Never a trace of her did they find.
A night or two before there had
been a fggmily of wanderers camp-
ed in a grove nearby. It was
conjectured that they might have
stolen the child, but when thelr
wagon was overtaken and search-
ed she could not be found.

The miller remained at the mill
for nearly two years, and then his
hope of finding her *died out. He
and his wife moved to the North-
west. In a few Yyears he was the
owner of a modern mill in one of
the important milling cities _In
that region. Mrs. Strong never
recovered froma the shock caused
by the loss of Aglaja, and two
yvears after they moved away the

miller was left to bear his sor-
row alone.
When Abram Strong became

prosperous he pald a visit to Lake-
lands and the old mill. The scene
was a sad one for him, but. he was
a strong man, and alwuys ap-
peared cheery and kindly. It
was then that he was inspired to
convert the old mill into a church.
Lakelands was too poor to bulild
one, and the still poorer moun-
taineers could not assist. There
was no place of worship nearer
than twenty miles.

The miller altered the appear-
ance of the mill as little as pos-
sible. The big overshot-wheel was
left in its place. The young peo-
ple who came to the church used
to cut their initials in its soft and
elowly decaying wood. The dam
was partly destroyed, and the
clear mountain stream rippled un-
checked down its rock bed. In-
slde the mill the changes were
gre\ter. The shafts and mnt-
stones and belts and pulleys were,
of course, all removed. There were
two rows of benches with aisles
between, and a little raised plat-
form and pulpit af .one end. On
three sides overhead was a gal-
lery containing seats, and reach-
ed by a stairway inside. There
was also an organ—a real pipe
organ — In the gallery, that was
the pride of the congregation of
the Old Mill Church. Miss Phobe
Summers was the organist. The
Lakelands boys proudly took
turns at pumping It for her at
each Sunday’'s service. The ERev.
Mr. Banbridge was the preacher,
and rode down from Squirrel Gap
on his old white horse without
ever missing a service. And Abram
Strong paid for everything. He
paid the preacher $500 a year; and
Miss Phoebe $200,

Thus, in memory of Aglaia, the

old mill was converted Into a
blessing for the community in
which she had once lived. 1t

seemed that the brief life of the
child hagd brought about more
good than the threescore years
and ten of many. .But Abram
Strong set up yet another monu-
ment to her memory.

Out from his mills in the North-
west came the Aglaia” flour, made
from the hardest and finest wheat
that could be raised. "Fae country
soon found out that the “Aglaia”
flour had two prices. One was the
highest market price, and the oth~
er was—nothing.

Wherever there happened a ca-
lamity that left people destitute—
a fire, a flood, a tornado, a strike,
or a famine, there would go hur-
rying a‘*generous consignment of
the “Aglaja"” at its “nothing”
price. It was given away cau-
tiously and judiciously, but 1t
was freely given, and not a pen-
ny could the hungry ones pay for
it. There got to be a saylng that
whenever there was a disastrous
fire In the poor districts of a
clty the fire chief's buggy reached
the scene first, next the “Aglaia”
flour wagon, and then the fAre
engines.

S0 this was Abram Strong's
other monument to Aglaia. Per-
haps to a poet the theme may
se®*m too utilitarian for beaurty;
but to some the fancy will seem
sweet and fine that the pure,
white, virgin flour, flying on 1ts
mission of love and charity,
might be likened to the spirit or
the lost child whose memory it
signalized.

There came a year that brought
hard times to the Cumberlands.
Grain crops everywhere were
light, and there were no local
crops at all. Mountaln flooas
had done much damage to prop-
erty. Even game in the wooas
was so scarce that Ahe hunters
brought hardly enough home to
keep their folk alive. Especidlly
about Lakelands was the rigor
felt. i

As soon as Abram Strong
heard of this his messages flew;
and the little narrow-gauge cars
began to unload “Aglala” flour
there. The miller's orders were
to store the flour in the gallery

of the Old Mill Church and that
every one who attended tne
church was to carry home a k
of it.

Two weeks after that Abram
Strong

ti;r tt't;.o Eagle House, and

“Father Abram” again,
That E

had fewer guests than

as Rose
was. Re

came for his yearly visit
became

usual.

season the Eagle Housa. :

omsgo.

He Heard the Sound of Someone Within Weeping Inconsolably.

guests the his-

Ateiis woviag. Fp. win

chal spring. - He was sur-

prised when his little friend
slipped hér hand into his, and
‘looked at him with tears in her
eyes.

“Oh, Father Abram.,” she said,
“I'm so sorry! 1 @idn't know un-
til today abou$ your little daugh-
ter. You will find her yeét some
day—Oh, T hope you will.”-

# The myiller looked down "at' her
with his strong, ready smile.
“Thank you, Rose,” he said;

“But I

a few years I hoped that she had
been stolen by vagrapts, and that
she still Hved; but I have lost
that hope. I belleve that she was
drowned.”

“l can understand” shiid Miss
Chester, “how the doubt maust
have made it so hard to bear.
And yet you are so cheerful and
so ready to make other people's
burdens - light, Good Father
Abram!™

“Good Miss Rose!”" mimicked
of others more than you do!"

A whimsical mood seemed to
strike Miss Chester.

“wouldn’'t it be grand if I should
prove to be your daughtér?

Wouldn't it be rédmantic? Ane
wouldn't you llke to have -me for
a daughter?”

“Indeed, I would,” =sald the
miller, heartily. “If Aglala had
lived I could wish for nothing
better than for her to have grown
up to be just such a little woman
as you are. Maybe yYou are Ag-
laia,” he continued, falling in
with her playful mood; “ean’t you
remember when wé lived at the
min™ .

Miss Chester fell
serious meditation. Her large
eyes were fixed vaguely wupon
something in the distance. Fatn-
er Abram was amused at her

swiftly into

from Atlapta, where she worked
in a department store. This was
the first vacation outing of her
life. The wife of the store man-
ager had' once spent 4 summer
at the Eagle House. She had
taken ,a fancy to Rose, and had
persuaded her to go there for her
three-weeks' holiday. The man-
ager's wife gave her a letter to
Mrs. Rankin, who gladly received
her in her own charge and care.

Miss Chester was not very
strong. She was about 20, and
pale and delicate from an indoor
life. But one week at Lakelands
gave her a brightness and spirit
that changed her wonderfully.
The time was early Septembpe:
when the Cumberlands are at
their greatest beauty. The moun-
tain follage was growing brilliant
with autumnal eolors; one breath-

ed amerlal champagne, the nights
weare deliciously cool, causing one
to snuggle cosily under the warm
blankets of the Eagle Housé.

Father Abram and Miss Chester
became great friends. The old
miller learned her, story from Mrs.
Rankin, and his Interest went out
quickly to the slender, lonely girl
who was making bher own way
in the world.

The mountain coumtry was n
to Miss Chester., Bhe had lived
many Years in the warm flat
town of Atlanta; and the gran-
denr and variety of the Cumbher-
lands delighted her. She was de-
ermined Lo enjoy every moment
of her stay. Her little hoard of
savings had been estimated so
carefully in connection with her
expenses that she knew almost
to a penny what her very small

quick return to seriousness, She
sat thus for a long time before
she spoke. .

syurplus would be when she re-
turned to work.

Miss Chester was fortunate in “No,” she said at length, with
galning Father Abram for afriend a long sigh. “I can't remember
and companion. He knew every anything at all about a mill
road and peak and slope of the 1 don’t thiak that I ever saw a
mountains near Lakelands flour mill in my life until T saw

Through him she became ac- vour funny little church. And {f
quainted with the solemn delight I were your -litle girl I wolld
of the shadowy, tilted aisles o1 remember it, wouldn't 1?7 I'm =so
the pine forests, the dignity of . ,rrv Pather Abram.”

the bare cragsy the crystal, tomic
mornings, the dreamy, golden ar-
ternoons full of mysterious sae-
ness. So her health improved, and
her spirits grew light. She had a
laugh as genial and hearty in its
feminine way as the famous
laugh of Father Abram. Both of

“Bo am #" s2id Father Abram.
humoring her, *But i{ you cannot
remember that ycu are my little
girl. Miss. Rose, surely you caa
recollect being romeone else's.
You remember your own parents,
of course.”

them were natural optimists; and “Oh, yes; 1 remember them
both knew how to present a se- very well—e:specially my father.
rene and cheerful face to the He wasn't a- bit like you, Father
world. Abram. Oh, T was only making

One day Miss Chester learned belleve. Come, now, you've rested

Crippled Boy Wins First Uncle Wiggily Prize;
 The Herald Offers More Cash for Colorings

34 Contestants Honored by
Judges in Selecting Best

Drawings.

Fourteen-year-old Eugene Wil-
hoit, of Alexandria, once more won
first prize In the Uncle Wigglily col-
oring contest this week. A cripple
all his life, with never a chance to
attend school, Eugene not only col-
ors the Uncle Wiggily drawings in
a way that  attracts attention as
soon as his envelope is opened, but
he sends in free-hand reproductions
that are still better than the orig-
inals.

Hundreds of boys and girls com-
peted for The. Herald’s cash prizes
for the Uncle Wiggily drawings
this week, The winners of the con-
test are announced In today's
Herald and another drawing to be
colored is presented.

The awards for Iast week were
made by Uncle Wiggily’s judges as
follows:

First prize, $2.00—Eugene F. Wil-
holt, 14, 31 Fajyeite street. Alexan-
dria, Va.

Seeand prize—=21.50 — Marguerite
Stellenberger, 13, 5614 Tenth street
noarthwest.

Third prize, 81.00—Deoris Major, 10,
420 Sixth sireet northwest.

Six prizes, 50 centa ench:

Florenee Chambers, 11, 1400 Cham-
bers street.

Doreothy Bsibour,
strect morthwest,

John Herbeck,
northeast.

Mrrtle Saunders, 12, 634 Foeour-
ternth street mortheast. ‘

Edward Siddall, 13, 404 Fifteenth
street northwest.

Anna Aschenbach, 1. 1007 L street
northweat.,

Honorable Mention.

Peggy Dorset, 6, 1108 Jefferson street
northwest; Agnes E. Stock, 9, 3737 Michign i
avenue northeast; Elsie Harley, 10, School
street, Ralston, Va.; Trimble Sawtello, 9,
3001 Eleventh street northwest; Agpes E.
Dowd, 303 Twellfth wstreet northwegf; Vir-
ginia Mikekell, 9, 354) Tenth street north-
west; John Milburn, 9, 1018 Sixtesnth street
northwest; Billle Lowe, 0, 104 Carroll street
southeast; Gladys Holmes, 13, 918 Buchan-
‘non street northwest; Catherine Tucker, 14,
18368 Girard street rorthwest: Beatriee R,
Marzolf, 12, 1023 - Otis place northwest:
Evelyn Anderson, 12, 3610 Tenth streat
northwest; Margar:t Donovan, 10, 3619 Tentn
street northwest; Alline McBride, 12, 23
Tenth street northwest; Maod Carrier, 12,
8310 Ross plac:, Clevelagd Park; Murgaret
Slater, 13, 713 Beventh street southenst:
Helen Geary, 18, Woodstock, Va.; (harles
Weber, 6, 140 Adams wstrest northwest ;
Francis Waltemeyer, 12, Piney Park, Vg .
JEvelyn Howard, 12, 648 Fourteenth  strest
northeast; Clara Chandler, 7, 1007 L sireet
northwest; Brewer Flaberty, 14, Willard
Court, Beventeénth and Willard streets
northwest: Esther C. Emith, 12, 2700 Thir
tecnth street northwest; Lulin Loulse Beh-
ring. 15. 1870 Wyoming avenve northwest.

Girls and boys up to 16 years old
are invited to eolor the Uncle Wig-
gily picture on this page with
crayon or paint. All pictures must
be in The Herald office not later
than Wednesday noon, and must be
addressed as follows:

Uncle Wiggily,
Sunday Herald,

Washington, D. C.

Contestants should fill out. the
blank below the Uncls Wiggily pic~
ture. B!

The Herald qffers 32 for the best
drawing; $1.50 for the second best:
§1 for the third best, and e
each for the n _best.

h‘

14, 3617 Tenth

8, 3 R street

Age of

Address

Jane
lady housekeeper.
things from the store, tovo.”

”

I

“Dear me!” exclalmed Uncle Wig-

gily, as he stood in his hollow
stump bungalow,

twinkling nose pressed aaginst the
window glass, “I believe it is going
to rain again all day.”

with his pink

“It does seem s80,”” agreed Nurse
Fuzzy Wuszy, his muskrat
“And 1 need some

“Well, then, the only thing

“Jf 1 had Susle
which she

But, as

“Oh, 1 want some butter and eggs

and flour and sugar and mustard

been
plctures and stories.
stories they
Wiggily's rheumatism crutch is al-
ways red, white and_blue. Youthful
readers are: advisea to rollow this
feature closely Im both the Sunday
-and Dally Herald for "suggestions
that will help them.in the coloring.
Uncle

6o’ ¥

Withott. of Alexandria.

ncle. Wigglly
y reading the
learned that Uncle

studying the

The Wigglly contest has

red at least.one real artist

ng the boys and girls who take
in

RBugene F.
Va.. who
fine free-
“eripple,

for
me to do is to get them,” said the
bunny gentleman.
Littletail's grass boat,
made yesterday so we could get
away from the Pipsisewah, 1 could
almost paddle to the store.
it is, I'll put on my . raln coat and
my rubber boots and go that way.
What do you want from the store,
Nurse Jane?’

soon as I

Youthful Artists Score in
Competition With Older
Children.

a dot of other things. You just hop
along to my hollow stump bunga-
low, tell Nurse Jane 1 sent you fin,
and she'll let you get warm by the
kitchen , stove.”

“Thank you most kindly!"™ grunt-
ed urOlkor, Then he broke off
at ool to use for an umbrella,
and away he splashed through the
raln storm, shivering every step of
the way.

Unele Wigglly, in his rain coat
and boots, kept on to the store,
where he bough( the things Nurse
Jane needed.

“Is there a friend of mine here,
Nurse Jane?' asked the bunny rab-
bit gentleman, as he shook. the rain
drops off his pink nose,.so it would
mot get rusty and stop twinkling.

“Yes, Mr. Croaker is'in by the fire
getting warm,” answered the musk-
rat lady. “l1 never saw such a cold
toad. He can’'t seem to get close
enough to the fire.” .

*“Yes, he likes to be warm,” said
Mr. Longears. “Well, I'll go in and
talk to him while you make the
cake, Nurse Jane. And please make

enough so that he may have a
slice.”
“I will,” promised the muskrat

lady, and so she began te beat up
the flour, sugar, eggs, mustard, pep-
per, cinnamon, cocoanut, lard and
pineapples—you know,
goes in a cake, while Uncle Wiggi-

in to talk to Mr. Croaker.

‘Are you getting warm yet?"
asked the bunny of the »ld toad
gentleman. )

“Yes, I'm just beginning,” was the
answer. “And I am very thankful
that you let me come in your nice
warm bungalow, and " "

“So am I!" suddenly cried a rough,
harsh voice, and there stood the bad
old Skuddlemagoon. T

LY - n e .
3"3 vinegar and cocoanut and lard s:::: o‘::ootl;ueogir::'ddt!eniagoon.‘ﬁs: 1
) . > r wanted me to come in

“Stop! Stop!"” begged Uncle Wig- :l::iu:t: :::‘:m :f" ;our Rl
gily, holding his paws over his ears. “Oh. no! No! I didn't at all!” ex-
1"l never remember all that. Give clatisad 'tt‘w‘ bunny gentleman.
it to me on a pie¢e of paper.”\ “Pleas o out!"

8o Nurss Jase wrots 3 down, akd *3 n:algl do :{othing of the sort!™
Uncle Wigslly siarted off through was the impolite answer. “At least
the rain. twiskiing his sink uese, not until I get some of your souse.
as happy as never was. For Nurse £ eonia o7 that and =
Jane sald she'd bake him a cdke ":‘H 2% acme of ilie &b s
wher he came home from the store. '“ld‘f,‘;f’ :'uc:;:len?: =ty il it
m‘rj,.,n:;; “t':l‘e'“‘:etw‘;o‘:)zph::l::?[:‘ er, hopping out from behind the
how nice the cake would taste 'h.: stove, where the Skuddlemagoon

' *S had not seen him up to this time.
Nurse Jane had baked it, when, all B Bive weiee: of 107 - sasse)™ -
;:o:n::: \l::[c.h‘:::in;: Srumbling. vited Mr. Croaker, sarcastic like,

“Oh, how' cold and wet and mis- Well knowing he had no ears on

R Y TR R )

erable and shivery I am! Never Which aouseld gl;::tw.h Ft';r a toad's
' . oars are inside s head.
i Sl A e ““Take vour souse! Well, 1 guess

lieve I'll ever get warm, not if the

sun were o shine all summer!™
Uncle Wiggily looked around ana
there, trying to keep dry under. a
toadstool, was Mr. Croaker, the old

gentleman toad himself, q

“Well, well!” exclaimed Un
Wiggily, In as jolly a voice as he
could speak. "“You seem to be in
trouble, er.” ooy G
“I am, and I'm cold,” was the an-
swer, “and when I'm shivery I'm
always In trouble. I'll never get
warm as long as it-rains. Oh, I:_.I
fire to sit be-

not!" cried the Skuddlemagoon.
- “Take your sofise, and get all warts
on my tongue? No, indeed! On,
wow!" He cried. “Fooled again I'm
s0 afraid of warts!” and away he
skipped out of the window, not
~hurting the bunny at all. Mr.
Croaker Jaughed.

“How silly of him!"” sald the toad
gontleman. “I naver give anybody
warts!"™

“Well, I'm glad he thought you
Aid,” sald Mr. Longears. Then he
and Mr. Croaker ate Nurse Jane's
eake, and were happy. And if the
rose bush doesn’t scratch the eyes
out of the potatoes when they are
" playing ball with the gold fish, I'll
tell you mext about Uncle Wiggily

only had.a nice. warm
side I'd feel better.” 5
“Ha!/I know just the place
you!” crid the bupny rabbit ge
" “Nurse Jane has a hot
for she ia

whatever,

1y, taking off his wet coat, hopped

“You left the

the miller, smiling. *“Who thinks ~

“Oh, Father Abram,” she cried, .

long enbugh. You promised to
show me the pool where you can
sce the trout playing, this after-
noon. I never raw a trout”

Late one aftermoon Fathcer
Abram set out for old mill
alone. He often to sit and

think of the old days when he
lived in the cottage acrows the
road. Time had gmoothed away
the sharpmness of his grief until
he no longer found the memory
of those timeg palnful. But
whenéever Abram Strong sat In
the melancholy Beéptember after-
noon on the spot wWhere “Dums'
used to run in every day with her
yvellow curls flying, the smile that
Lakelands salways' saw upof 'hln

‘face was mot there

The miller made his way slow-
ly up the winding, steep road.
The trees crowded so close to the
edge of it that he walked in their
shade, with his hat in his hand.
Squirrels ran playfully upon the
old rall fence at his right. Quails
were ‘calling to_ their young
broods in the wheat stubble. The
low sun, sent & torrent of pale
gold up the ravine that opened to
the west. Early Septesnber!—It
was  wi a few days only of
the anniversary of Algaia's dis-
appearance.

The old overshot wheel, hall
covered with mountain ivy,
caught patches of the warm sun-
light filtering through the trees.
The cottage mcross the road was
still standing, but it would doubt-
less go down before the next win-
ter's mountain blasts. It was
overrun with, morning glory anae
wild gourd vines, and the door
hung by one hinge.

Father Abram pushed open the
mill door, and entered softly.
And then he stood sti wonder-
ing. He heard the sound of some-
one within, weeping inconsolably.
He looked, and saw Miss Ches-
ter sitting in a dim pew, with her
head bowed upon an open letter
that her hands held.

Father Abram went tb her, and
laid one of his strong hands firm-
Iy upon hers. She looked up,
hreathed his name, and tried to
speak further.

“Not yet, Miss Rose,” said the
miller, kindly. “Don’t try to talk
vet. There's nothing as good for
you as a nice, quiet little cry when
you are feeling blue.”

It seemed that the old miller,
who had known so much sorrow
himself, was a magician in driv-
ing it away from others, Miss
Chester's sobs grew easier. Pres-
ently she took her little plain-
bordered handkerchief and wiped
away a drop or two-that had fall-
en ~from her eyes upon Father
Abram’'s big hand. Then she
looked up and smiled through her
tears. Miss Chester could alwavs
smile before her tears had dried,
just as Father Abram could smite
through his own grief. In that
way the two were very much
alike.

The miller arked her no ques-
tions; but by and by Miss Ches-
ter began to tell him.

It wa= the pld story that al-
ways seems so big and important
to the young, and thut brings
reminiscent smiles to their el-
ders. Love was the theme, “as
may be supposed. There was a
young man in Atlanta, full of all
goodness and the graces, who had
discovered that Miss Chester also
possessed these qualities above
all other people in Atlanta or
anywhere else from Greenland to
Patagonia. She ghowed Father
Abram the letter over which she
had been weeping. It was a man-
I¥v. tender letter, a little superla-
tive and urgent, after the style
of love letters written by voung
men full of goodness and the
graces. He proposed for Miss
Chester's hand in marriage art
once. Life, he said. since her de-
parture for a three weeks' visit,
was not to be endured. He
begged for an immediate answer:;
and if it wer iavarable he prom-
ised to Ay, ignoring the narrow-
gauge railroad, at once to Lake-
landz.

“And npnow where does the
trouble come in?” asked the mil-
ler when he had read the letter.

“I cannot marry him,” said Miss
Chester.
“Do you want to marry him™

asked Father Abram.

“Oh, I love him,” she answered,
but iy

Down went
sobbed again.

“Come, Miss Rose, said the
miller: “vou can give me Yyour
confidence. I do mnot question
you, but I think you can trust
me.”

“] do trust you.,” s=aid the girl.
“I will tell you why I must refuse
Ralph. | am nobody; 1 haven't
even a name; the name I call my-
self is a lie. Ralph is a noble
man. 1 love him with ail
heart, but 1 can never be his.”

“What talk is this?” said Fath-
er Abram. “You said that you
remember your parents. Why
do you say “Grou have no name?
1 do not understand.”

her head and she

“l do remember them,” said
Miss Chester. “I remember them
too well. My first recollections

are of our life somewhere in the
far South. W¢ moved many tlmes
to diffeyent towns and States, I

- have picked cotton, and worked

+ing in a

‘it is yourself he cares for.

in factories, and have oftén gone
without enough food and clothes.
My mother wag sometlimes good to
me; my father was always cruel,
and beat me. I think they were
both idle and unsettled.

“One night when we were llv-
ittle town on a river
near Atlahta they had a great
quarrel. It was while they were
abusing and taunting each other
that I learned—oh, Father Abram,
I learned that I didn't even have
the right to be—don't you un-
derstand? I had no right even to
a4 name. [ was nobody.

“I ramn away that night. 1
walked to' Atlanta and found
work. 1 gave myself the name
of Rose Chester, and have earned
my own living ever since. Now
vou know why 1 cannot marry
Ralph—and, oh, I can never tell
him why.” '

Better than any sympathy,
more helpful than pity, was Fath-
er Abram’'s depreciation of her
wWoes.

“Why, dear, dear! is that all?
he said.. *“Fie, fle!. I thought
something was in the way. If
this perfect young man is a man
at all he -will not care a pinch or
bran for your family tree. Dear
Miss Rose, take my word for it,
Teall
him frankly, just as you have
told me, and I'll warrant that ne
will laugh at your story, and
think all the more of you for it”

“I shall never tell him,” said
Miss CHester, sadly. “And I shall
never marry him nor anyone else.
I have not the right.”

But they saw a long shadow
ome bobbing up the sunlit road.

my .

mle of “‘the po

bing by its side; and pre
two strange figures app
the church. The long zhadow
was made by Miss Phoebe 8
_mers, the organist, come to
tise. Tommy Teague,
iwelve, was responsible for
shorter shadow. It was Tomn
day to pump the organ for
Phoebe, and his bare toes proudl;
spurned the dust of the road.
Miss Phoebe, in her lilac-sp
chintz dress, with her accurat
little curls hanging over ecach
=car, courtesied low to Fatk
Abram, and shook her curls cere

moniously at Miss Chester. Thes

she and her assistant climb
the steep stairway to the o
lofL

low, Father Abram and
Chester lingered. They
silent; and it is likely that

were busy with their memories,
leaning ‘Her .
head on her hand, with her eyes |
Father Abram '
#tood in the next pew, looking,
thoughtfully out of the door at-
the road and the ruined cottage.

Suddenly the scene was transg-

Miss Chester sat,

fixed far away.

formed for him back almost .
score of years into the past Fo
as Tommy pumped away,

on the organ and held it to test
the volume of air that it
tained.
exist, so far as
Was concerned.

frame building was no note fromr
an organ, but the

turning; that he was back again,
a dusty,
mountain mill.
ning was come,
come Aglaia with
toddling across the road to take
him home to supper.

And now eve-

broken door of the cottage.

And then came another wondor.--

In the gallery overhead the sacks
of flour were stacked in
rows.

&t one of them, anyway the jar

of the deep organ note shook ~
down between the cracks of fhe |
zallery floor a stream of four,

covering Father Abram from head
to foot with the white dust !

then the old miller stepped into.
the aisle, and waved his arms and-
miller’s song:

began to sing the
“The wheel goss round,
The grist is ground,
The dusty miller's merrv.™
—and then the rest of the n

In the gathering shadows”bes.

Mine "
Phoebe struck a low bass note"

cone
The church ceased o
Father Abramy
The deep, boomis'
ing vibration that shook the little

‘ humming of“
the mill machinery. He felt sufe
that the old overshot wheel way ,

merry miller in the old

and soon wou},a‘:
flying colors,,,

. Father
Abram's eyes were fixed opon the, .

long..
Perhaps a mouse had beeme

miras-
cle happened. Miss Chester was”
leaning forward from her pewse
as pale as the flour itself, Ly,

wide-open e¢yes staring at

Fatheasw
Abram like one in W i K e
dream. When he began the songe
she stretched out her arms (o
him; her lips moved; she called to
him in dreamy tounes: “Da-day
come take Dums home'™
Miss Phoebe released the low
key of the organ. But her work
had been done. The note thuat
she struck had beaten down the
doors of a closed memory: ana

Father Abram held his lost Aglaja
cloge in his arms.

When you visit Lakelands they
will tell you more of this story,
They will tell you how the lines
of it were afterward traced, and
the history of the miller's daugh-
ter revealed after the gypsy wan-
derers had =tolen her ~on that
September day, attracted by het
childish beauty. But you should
wait until you sit comfortably on
the shaded porch of the Eagle
House, and then you can have the
Etory at your ease. It seems beat
that our part of it
while Miss Phoebe's deep bass
note was yet reverberating s#ftly.

And yet. to my mind, the finest
thing of it all happened
Father Abram and his daughter
were walking back to the Eagle
House in the long twilizht, almost
too glad to speak.

“Kgather,” she saild, somewhat
timidly and doubtfully, “have yon

a great deal of money?"
“A great deal?” said the miller
“Well that depends. There is

plenty unless
the moon or

yYou .want to buy
something equally

expensive.”

“Would it cost very. ver»
much,” asked Aglaia, who had
always counted her dimes so care-
fully, “to send a telegram to At-
lanta?"

“Ah said Father Abram, with,

a little sigh, “I see.
ask Ralph to come.”

You want to

Aglaia looked up at him with »,

tender smile, ¢
“l want to ask him to wait"™
she said. *“I have just found my
father, and I want it
we two for a while. 1 want to
tell him he will have to wait.”

(Copyright, 1920, by Doubleday, Page & O
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Yolande of Sicily
Is Called Inspirer

Of Orleans Maid-

By CATHERINE GROTH.

Paris, July 10.—The real heroine
of France was not the Maid of Or-
leans, but Yolande of Sicily, daugh-
ter of the King of Aragon. mother-
in-law of Charles VII, of France,
according to Ernest Lesigne, author
Of “The History of the Real Joan of
Arc.” He writes:

“Yolande of Sicily
sighted, intelligent
Lhad great influence
King of France,
spite of court

was a

wWoman,
on the weak
Charles VII. In
intrigues she

strengthened the alliance of France !

with Castile and

Milan, with Brittahy
It was she whe surrounded the
King with clever ard valianiL cap-
tairs—Dunois. La Hire, Xaintrailla~
Duke of Alencon, Richemont—who
reorganized the army and became,
by their exploits, the terror of the

the -Duchy of
and Lorraine.

English. It was she who stirred up
the towns Lo a realization of the
peril to their country and created

a militia.

“It was Yolande of Sicily who,
connected with the houses of Bar
and Lorraine, conceived the ldea of
stimulating the King's morale
invoking the miraculous, and called
Joan from Domremy, the maild, al-
ready ' known to the Duke of Lor-
raine. -

“While the presence of Joan of
Arc crystallized the resistance of
the French, the truth should be told
about Yolande of Sicily.

beautiful one and cherished In
Frarce. but the wise policy of Yo-
lande should be taught as an &%
S TN

by,

The le-
gend of the Maid of Orleans is a

clear- "~
who




