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Lakelands is not to be found

in the catalogues of, fashionablesummer resorts. It lies on a

low spur of the Cumberland range
of mountains on a little tributaryof th* Clinch Rlvw. Lakelandsproper Is a contented villageof two dozen houses situatedon a forlorn, narrow-gauge
railroad line. You wonder whetherthe railroad lost itself In the
pine woods and ran into Lakelandsfrom fright and loneliness,
or whether Lakelands got lost
and huddled Itself along the railroadto wait for the cars to carry
it home.
You wonder again whfr it was

named Lakeland.-. There are no

lakes, and the'lands about are

too poor to be worth mentioning....

Half a mile from the village
stands the Eagle House, a big.
roomy old mansion run by JosiahRankin for the accommodationof visitors who desire the
mountain air at Inexpensive
rates. The Eagle House is deliberatelymismanaged. It is full of
ancient instead of modern improvements,and it Is altogether
as comfortably neglected and
pleasingly arranged as your own
home. But you are furnished witn
clean rooms and good and abundantfare: 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-gultar music twice a

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

year's running of their wheels.
You will find students there from
the lower towns, now and then
an artist, or a geologist absorbedin construing the ancient
strata of the hills. A few quiet
families spend the summers there,
and often one or two tired membersof that patient sisterhood
known to Lakelands as "schoolmarms."

. _ ...A quarter of a mile from tne

Eagle blouse was what would
have been described to Its guests
as "an object of interest" in 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 UnitedStates, sah. with an overshotwheel;and the only mill in the
world, sah. with pews and a pipe
organ." The guests of the Eagle
House attended the "bid mill
church each Sabbath, and heard
the preacher liken the purifien
Christian to bolted flour ground
to usefulness between the millstonesof experience and suffering.
Every year about the beginning

of autumn there came to the
Eagle House one Abram Strong,
who remained for a time an honoredand beloved guest. In Lakelandshe was called "Father
Abram," because his hair was so

white, his face so strong and kind
and florid, his laugh {so merry and
his black clothes and broad hat
so priestly in appearance. Even
new guests after three of four
days' acquaintance 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,1 not little
mills with pows and an organ in
them, but great, ugly, mountainlikemills that the freight trains
crawled arourd all diy like ants
around an ant-heap. And now

you roust be told about Father
Abram and the mill that was a

church, for their stories run to->

grther.
In the days when the church

was a mill. Mr. Strong was the
miller. There was no jollier.
Rustler, 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; but
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

mammon use went, and persisted
In calling herself "Dumt."^ The
miller and his wife often tried
to coax from Aglaia the source
of this mysterious name, but
without results. At last they arrivedat a theory. In the little
garden behind the cottage was a
bed of rhododendrons in which
the child took a peculiar delight
ind Interest. It may have been

American Artists
Have Large Colony
In Latin Quarter
Paris, July 10. . Greenwich

Village is moving to Paris. The
American population of the
Latin Quarter is now larger
than that of any other foreign
element and more are coming
on every boat.
Among the recent arrivals

who formerly held sway In the
Rabbit Hole or the Black Cat
are Miss Adele Kennedy, studyingsculpture at the Academie
de la Grande Chaumtere; Frank
Calvin Osborn, painter and
graduate of the Arts' Students'
League in New York, who has
just established a studio in Brittany;John Barbour, the maga«ineillustrator, who has
moved his studios from 76 West
Fiftieth street to the Boulevard
Kaspail; Norman Mason, who
achieved special fame by his
Liberty loan advertising posters
and who is now installed at 1"
rue Campagne-Premiere, near
the Luxembourg Gardens, and
Otto 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 aristocraticquarters near the
_' Calais Royal to the Latin Quar-

ter and is now at X rue de
Pieurus.
Another cot vert 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
ob South Ajnerica.
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that she perceived In "Duma" a

kinship to the formidable name
of her favorite flowers.
When Aglaia wu 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 supperwas 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 Aw 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."'

Sien Aglaia would run to him
hing, and call "Da-da. come

take Dunn home:"' and the miliar
would awing 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 disappeared.When last seen she was

plucking wild floVers 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 atray tco far away, but
she was already gone.
Of course every effort was made

to And her. The neighbors gatheredand searched the woods and
the mountains for miles around.
They dragged every foot of the
mill race and the creek for a

long distance below the dam.
Never a trace of her did they And.
A night or two before there had
been a f^ynlly of wanderers campedIn a grove nearby. It was
conjectured that they might have
stolen the child, but when their
wagon was overtaken and searchedshe could not be foun<^.
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 Northwest.In a few years he was the
owner of a modern mil! in one of
the important milling cities Jn
that region. Mrs. Strong never
recovered fr»» the shock caused
by the loss of Aglaia, and two
years after they moved away the
miller was left to bear his sorrowalone.
When Abram Strong became

prosperous he paid a visit to Lakelandsand the old mill. The scene
was a sad one for him. but. he was
a strong man, and always appearedcheery and kindly. It
was then that he was inspired to
convert the old mill into a church,
lakelands was too poor to build
one, and the still poorer mountaineerscould not assist. There
was no place of worship nearer
than twenty miles.
The miller altered the appearanceof the mill as little as possible.The big overshot-wheel was

left in Its place. The young peoplewho came to the church used
to cut their initials In Its soft and
slowly decaying wood. The dam
was partly destroyed, and the
clear mountain stream rippled uncheckeddown its rock bed. Insidethe mill the changes were
grAter. The shafts and millstonesand belts and pulleys were,
of course, all removed. There were
two rows of benches with aisles
between, and a little raised platformand pulpit af one end. On
three sides overhead was a gallerycontaining seats, and reachedby a stairway inside. There
was also an organ.a real pip®
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 Kev.
Mr. Banbrldge 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. It
seemed that the brief life of the
child had brought about more
good than the threescore years
and ten of many. But Abram
Strong set up yet another monumentto her memory.
Out from his mills in the Northwestcame the Aglaia" flour, made

from the hardest and finest wheat
that could be raised. Tfce country
soon found out that the "Aglaia-*
flour had two prices. One was the
highest market price, and the otherwas.nothing.
Wherever there happened a calamitythat left people destitute.

a fire, a flood, a tornado, a strike,
or a famine, there would go hur-'
rylng a'generous consignment of
the "Aglaia" at its "nothing"
price. It was given away cautiouslyand judiciously, but It
was freely given, and not a pennypould the hungry ones pay for
it. There got to be a saying that
whenever there was a disastrous
fire In the poor districts of a
city the fire chief's buggy reached
the scene first, next the "Aglaia"
flour wagon, and then the nre
engines.
So this was Abram Strong's

other monument to Aglaia. Perhapsto a poet the theme may
se^tn too utilitarian for beauty;
but to some the fancy will seem
sweet and fine that the pure,
white, virgin flour, flying on its
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 cropa everywhere were
light, and there were no local
crops at all. Mountain floods
had done much damage to property.Even game in the woods
was so scarce that *he hunters
brought hardly enough home to
keep their folk alive. Especially
about Lakelands was the rigor
felt. |
As soon as Abram Strong

hi« messages flew;
ana the little narrow-gauge car®
began to unload "Aglaia" flour
there. The miller's orders were
to store the flour in the gallerv
of the Old Mill Church and tha^t
every one who attended tne
church was to carry home a >Kk
of it. T
Two weeks after that Abram

Strong came for his yearly visit
,t° V?" E^*,e House, and became
Father Abram" again.
That season the Eagle House

had fewer guests than uaual
Among them was Rose Cheater.
Mi*» Chester came to £akelaada

WITH A

He Heard the

from Atlanta, where she worked
in a department store. This was

the first vacation outing of her
life. The wife of the store managrerhad one© spent a 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 manager'swife 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
save her a brightness and spirit
that changed her wonderfully.
The time was early Septemoei
when the Cumberlands are at
their greatest beauty. The mountainfoliage »as growing brilliant
with autumnal colors; one breathCrippled

Boy
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34 Contestants Honored by
Judges in Selecting Best

Drawings.
Fourteen-year-old Eugene Wilhoit.of Alexandria, once more won

first prize In the Uncle Wiggily coloringcontest this week. A cripple
all his life, with never a chance to
attend school, Eugene not only colorsthe Uncle Wiggily drawings In
a way t-hat^ attracts attention as
soon as his envelope is opened, but
he sends in free-hand reproductions
that are still better than the originals.
Hundreds of boys and girls competedfor The Herald's cash prisesfor the Uncle Wiggily drawings

this week,. The winners of the contestare announced in today's
Herald and another drawing to be
colored is presented.
The awards for last week were

ninde fcy V'nele Wlgfrily'a Judges aa
fallows i

Flint prise, H2-OC.Eugenr F. Wllh»lt,14, St Fayette street. Alexandria,V».
Srennd prise.*1.50 . Mnrgnerlt'r

Sliellenberger, IS. M14 Tenth street
northweat.

Tlilrd prise. M.0A.Doria Major. 10.
420 Sixth street aorthwest.

Six prises, 90 rents encki
Floreaee Chambers, 11, 1400 Chambersstreet.
Dorothy Boibonr, 14, MIT Tenth

street northwest.
John Herbeeh, 8, ST It street
oriheast. \
Myrtle Saunders. 12. KM Fourteenthstreet northeast.
Edward Slduall. 13, 404 Fifteenth

street northwest.
Annn Asehenbneh, 1. 1007 L street

aorthwest.
Honorable Mention.

Peggy Dorset. 6. 1108 Jefferson street
northwest; Agnes E. Stock. 0. 3737 Mtchlga j
avenue northeast; Elsie Hurley. 10, School
street,. Ralston. Vs.; Trimble Sawtello, »,
3001 Eleventh street northwest; Agpes E.
Dowd. SOS Twelfth street northweal; VirginiaMikeaell. 9. S54o Tenth atreet northwest;John Milbarn, 9, 1018 Sixteenth street
northwest; BUlle Lowe, 9. 104 Carroll street
southeast; Gladys Holmes. 13. 918 Buchannonstreet northweat; Catherine Tucker. 14.1334 (ilrsrd atreet rorthwest; Beatrice R.Marsolf, 12, 1023 Otis place northwest;Evelyn Anderson, 12, 3610 Tenth atreetnorthwest; Marg.ir.-t Donovan. 10. 3619 Tentn
atreet northwest; AUtne McBrMe, 12, 3623Tenth street northwest; Maud Carrier. 12.3S10 Rosa pise#, Cleveland PaVk; MargSretSlater. 13. 715 8* tenth atreet southeast;Helen Oesry. IS. Woodstock. Vs.r CharlesWeber. . 149 Adams street northwest;Francis Waltemeyer, 12. Plney Park, Vs.;^velys Howard.. 12. 643 Fourteenth atreetnortheast; Clara Chandler. 7, 1007 L streetnorthwest; Brewer Flaherty. 14, WitterfCourt, SeresteesUi anJ Wlllard atrsetsnorthwest: Esther C. Smith. 12. 2700 Thirteenthstreet northweft; Lulia Loulae Behrlng.15. 1870 Wyoming avenue northweat.Girls and boys up to It years old
are Invited to color the Uncla Wiggilypicture on this page with
crayon or paint. All pictures must
be in The Herald office not later
than Wednesday noon, and must bo
addressed as follows:

Uncle Wiggily,
Sunday Herald,
Washington, D. C.

Contestants shonld fill out the
blank below the Unci# Wiggily picture.
The Herald qffers 12 for the best

drawing; ll.SO for the second best;$1 for the third best, and SO cents
each for the next six best. Age of
the contestants will be consideredin awarding prises. $
The award* made for last week's

drawings went to boys and girlswho showed plainly that they had
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Sound of Someone Within Weepinj

ed aerial champagne, the nights
were deliciously cool, causing one
to snuggle cosily under the warm
blankets of the Eagle House.
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 her own w»*
in the world.
The mountain country was ne*v

to Miss Chester. She had lived
many years in the warm flat
town of Atlanta; and the grandeurand variety of the Cumberlandsdelighted her. She was determinedto 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
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"Dear me!" exclaimed Uncle W if?"
glly, as he stood in his hollow
stump bunfftlow, wfth his pink,
twinkling nose pressed aaglnst the
window glass, "I believe it is going
to rain again all day."

"It does seem so." agreed Nurse
Jane Fussy Wuszy, his muskrat
lady housekeeper. "And I need some
things from the store, too."

Well, then. the only thing for
me to do is to get them." said the
bunny gentleman. "If I had Susie
Littletail's grass boat, which she
made yesterday so we could get
away from the Pipslsewah. I could
almost paddle to the store. But. as
it is, I'll put on my rain coat ana
my rubber boots and go that wayWhatdo you want from the store,
tfurse Jane?"

"Oh, I want some butter and eggs
and flour and sugar and mustard

been studying the Uncle Wigglly
pictures and storlea. By reading the
stories they learned that yncie
Wlggily's rheumatism crutch is alwaysred, white and. blue. Youthful
readers are advised to rollow this
feature closely 1* both the Sunday
and Dfcily Herald for suggestions
that will help them in the coloring.
The Uncle Wigglly contest has

uncovered at least one real artist
among the hoys and girls who take
part every week. This la Eugene r.

Wilholt, of Alexandria. Va.. who
this week enclosed some line freehanddrawings. He" Is a cripple,
and never has been to schuoL
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I Inconsolably.
syrplus would be when she returnedto work.

Miss Chester wan fortunate in
gaining: Father Abram for a friend
and companion. He knew every
road and peak and slope of the
mountains near Lakelands.
Through him she became acquaintedwith the solemn delight
of the shadowy, tilted aisles oi
the pine forests, the dignity of
the barf crags; the crystal, tonic
mornings, the dreamy, golden afternoonsfull of mysterious saeness.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
them were natural optimists; and
both knew how to present a sereneand cheerful face to the
world.
One day Miss Chester learned

ncle Wiggily /
More Cash j

K
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and vinegar and cocoanut and lard !j
and

*

"Stop! Stop!" begged Uncle Wiggily,holding his paws over his ears.
('I'll never remember all that. Give .

it to me on a piece of pape'r.*V f'
So Nurse Jane wrote It down, and

Uncle Wiggily started oft through
the rain, twinkling his pink nose,

w

as happy aa never was. For Nurse ?
Jane said she'd bake him a cAke
wheil he came home from the store.
Uncle Wiggily was hopping along 81

through the wet woods, thinking c

how nice the cake would taste when
Nurse Jane had baked It. when, an .

at once, he heard a grumbling,
growling voice saying: v

"Oh,- how cold and wet and mis- *

erable and shivery I am! Never *

was I so cold before! I don't be- 01

lieve I'll ever get warm, not if tbie
sun were to ahine all summer!" j*
Uncle Wiggily looked around ana

there, trying to keep dry under a °

toadstool, was Mr. Croaker, the old *

gentleman toad himself. 81

"Well, well!" exclaimed Uncle *'
Wiggily, in as Jolly a voice as no h
could speak. "You seem to be In C
trouble. Mr. Croaker."

"I am. and I'm cold," was th« an- *
swer, "and when I'm shivery I'm »

always In trouble. I'll never get
warm as long aa It rain*. Oh. it I ^
only had a nice warm (Ire to sit fee- *

side I'd feel better." ci
"Ha! I know just the place for *

you!" crld the bunny rabbit gentle- o
man.' "Nurae Jane has a hot Are, P
for abe ta going to bake a cake as t<
»oon aa I get back with the egga. a

flour, sugar, lemons, mustard and (<

WHEEL
rrom on* of the guests the bls:oryof Father Abratp's lost child,
quickly she hurried away and
found the nitller seated on his
favorite rustic bench near the
chalybeate spring.- He waa surprisedwhea his little friend
lipped her hand into his, and
looked at him with tears in her
eyes.
"Oh, Father Abram." she said,

I'm so sorry! I didn't know untiltoday about your little daughter.You Fill find her yet some
lay.Oh, I hope you will."
' The R|lller looked down at her
with his strong, ready smile.
"Thank you. Hiss Rose," be said;

In his usual cheery tones. "But I
do not expect to And Aglala. For
& few years I. hoped that she had
been stolen by vagrapta, and that
she still lived; but I have lost
that hope. I believe that she was
drowned."

"I can understand," skid Miss
Chester* "how the doubt must
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

the miller, smiling. "Who thinks
of others more- than you do!"
A whimsical mood seemed to

strike Miss Chester.
"Oh. Father Abram," she cried,

"wouldn't It be grand If I should
prove to be your daughter?
Wouldn't it be romantic? Ana

wouldn't you like to have me for
a daughter?"

"Indeed, I would." said the
miller, heartily. "If Aglaia 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 you are Aglaia,"he continued, falling In
with her playful mood; "can't you
r«member when we lived at the
mill?"

Miss Chester fell swiftly Into
serious meditation. Her large
eyes were fixed vaguely upon
something in the distance. FatherAbram was amused at her
quick return to seriousness. She
sat thus for a long time before
she spoke. '

"No," she said at length, with
a long sigh. "I can't remember
anything at all about a mill.
I don't think that I ever saw a
flour mill In ray life until I saw
your funny little church. And if
I wore your litle girl I wo*ild
remember it. wouldn't I? I'm so

sorry. Father Abram."
"So am t-eid Father Abram.

humoring her. "But if you cannot
remember that ycu are my little
girl. Miss Rise, surely you caa
recollect being someone else's.
You remember your own parents,
of course."

"Oh. yes; I remember them
very well.especially my f.-ither.
He wasn't a- bit like you. Father
Abram. Oh. I was only rnaklni?
believe. Come, now, you've rested

Drize;
for Colorings
outhful Artists Score in
Competition With Older

Children.
4ot of other things. You just hop
ong to my hollow stump bungaw.tell Nurse Jane I sent you In.
id she'll let you get warm by the
itchen stove."
"Thank you most kindly!" gruntIMr. Croaker. Then he broke off
toadstool to use for an umbrella,
)d away he splashed through the
tin storm, shivering every step of
ie way.
Uncle Wigglly. In his rain coat
id boots, kept on to the store,
here he bought the things Nurse
me needed.
"Is there a friend of mine here,
urse Jane?" asked the bunny rabtgentleman, as he shook the rain
rops off his pink nose, so it would
>t get rusty and stop twinkling.
"Yes, Mr. Croaker is in by the fire
stting warm," answered the muskitlady. "I never saw such a cold
>ad. He can't seem to get close
lough to the fire." ,

"Yes, he likes to be warm," said
r. Longears "Well, I'll go in and
ilk to him while you make the
ike, Nurse Jane. And please make
tough so that he may have a
ice."
"I will." promised the muskrat
tdy. and so she began to beat up
ie flour, sugar, eggs, mustard, pepsr,cinnamon, cocoanut. lard and
Ineapples.you know, whatever,
oes in a cake, while Uncle Wiggi',taking off his wet coat, hopped
i to talk to Mr. Croaker.
'Are you getting warm yet?"
sked the bunny of the old toad
entleman.
"Yes, I'm just beginning." was the
nswer. "And I am very thankful
lat you let me come in your nice
arm bungalow.- and "

,

"So am I!" suddenly cried a rough,
arsh voice, and there stood the bad
Id Skuddlemagoon. "You left the
ront door open,- Uncle Wlggily."
ent on the Skuddlemagoon, "so I
lought you wanted me to come in
nd get some of your souse."
/'Oh, no! No! I didn't at all!" e*lalmedthe bunny gentleman.
Please go out!"
"I shall do nothing of the sort!"
as the impolite answer. "At least
ot until I get some of your souse.
came for that and "

"How would some of mine do. lntead?"suddenly asktd Mr. Croakr,hopping out from behind the
tove, where the Skuddlemagoon '
ad not seen him up to this time.
Do have ssome ot my souse!" inItedMr. Croaker, sarcastic like,
'ell knowing he had no ears on

rhlch souse grew. For a toad's
»rs are inside his head.
"Take your souse! Well. I guess

ot!" cried the Skuddlemagoon.
Take your soAse, and get all warts
n my tohgue? No, indeed! On.
row!" he cried. "Fooled again I'm
o afraid of warts!" and away he
kipped out of the window, not

urting the bunny at all. Mr.
roaker Jaughed.
"How silly of him!" said the toad
ontleman. "I never give anybody
'arts!"
"Well, I'm glad he thought you

id," said Mr. Longears. Then He
nd Mr. Croaker ate Nurse Jane's
ike, and were happy. And if the
»se bush doesn't scratch the eyes
ut ot the potatoes when they are

laying ball with the gold fish. I'll
sll you next about Uncle W\ggily
nd the comb music.

ri«i»«. tt», ki Tkt McUwie aj ndUats.1
i0 jgfiiWi/i'

.By O. I
Ion* en6ugh. Tou promised to
show me the pool where you can
nee the trout playing, this afternoon.I never saw a trout."
Late one afternoon Father

Abram set out for the old mill
alone. He often went to stt and
think of the oM days when he
lived In the cottage acrcfts the
road. Time had smoothed away
the sharpness of his grief until
hi) no longer found the memory
of those time* painful. But
whenever Abram Strong sat in
the melancholy September afternoonon the spot Where "Dunn"
used to run in every day with her \
yellow- curls flying, the smile that
lakelands

t always saw upon his
face was not there. *

The miller made his way slowlyup the winding, steep road.
The trees crowded so close to the
edge of It that he walked in their
shade, with his l^at in his hand.
Squirrels ran playfully upon the
old rail fence at his right. Quails
were calling to their young
broods in the wheat stubble. The
low sun, sent a torrent of pale
sold up the ravine that opened to
the west. Karly September!.It
was wltljtn a few days only of
the anniversary of ^Algaia's disappearance.
The old overshot wheal, half

covered with mountain Ivy,
caught patches of the warm sunlightAltering through the trees.
The cottaae across the road was
still standing, but It would doubtlessgo down before the next winter'smountain blasts. It was
overrun with, morning glory ana
wild gourd vines, and the door
hung by one hinge.

Father Abram pushed open the
mill door, and entered softly.
And then he stood stiH, wondering.He heard the sound of someonewithin, weeping inconsolably.
He looked, and saw Miss Chestersitting in a dim pew. with her
head bowed upon an open letter
that her hands held.

Father Abram went to her. and
laid one of his.strong hands firmlyupon hers. She looked up,
breathed his name, and tried to
speak further.
"Not yet. Miss Rose." said the

miller, kindly. "Don't try to talk
yet. 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 drivingit away from others. Miss
Chester's sobs grew easier. Presentlyshe took her little plainborderedhandkerchief and wiped
away a drop or two-that had fallen-from her eyes upon Father
Abram's big hand. Then she
looked up and smiled through her
tears. Miss Chester could always
smile before her tears had dried,
just as Father Abram could smile
through his own grief. In that
way the two were very much
alike.
The miller asked her no questions:but by and by Miss Chesterbegan to tell him.
It was the old story that alwaysseems so big and important

to the young, and thut brings
reminiscent smiles to their elders.Love was the themo, Vs
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 showed Father
Abram the letter over which she
had been weeping. It was a manly,tender letter, a little superlativeand urgent, after the style
of love letters written by young
men full of goodness and the
graces. He proposed for Miss
Chester's hand in marriage at
once. Life, he said, since her departurefor a three weeks' visit,
was not to be endured. He
begged for an immediate answer;
and If it wer lavnrable he promisedto fly. Ignoring the narrowgaugerailroad, at or.ee to Lakelands.
"And now where does the

trouble come in?" asked the millerwhen 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 "

Down went iier head and she
sobbed again.
"Come. Miss Rose." said the

miller; "you can give me your
confidence. I do not question
you, but I think you can trust
me."

"I do trust you." said the girl.
"I will tell you why 1 must refuse
Ralph. I am nobody; I haven't
even a name: the name I call myselfis a lie. Ralph is a noble
man. I love him with all my .

heart, but I can never be his."
'"What talk is this?" said FatherAbram. "You said that you

remember your parents. Why
do you say Vou have no name?
I do not understand."

"I do remember then^" said
Miss Chester. "I remember them
too well. My first recollec£ions
are of our life somewhere in the
far South. W'c mived mcny times
to different tow ns and States. I
have picked cotton, and worked
in factories, and have oft^n gone
without enough food and clothes.
My mother wag sometimes good to
me; my father was always cruel,
and beat me. I think they were
both idle and unsettled.
"One night when w'e were livingIn a little town on a river

near Atlanta 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 understand?I had no right even to
a name. I was nobody.

"I ran away that night. I
walked to Atlanta and found
work. I gave myself the name
of Rose Chester, and have earned
ray ow-n living ever since. Now
you know why I cannot marry
Ralph.and. oh, I can never tell
him why." /

Better than any sympathy,
more helpful than pity, was FatherAbram's depreciation of her
woes.
"Why. dear, dear! is that all?"

he said. "Fie, fie! I though i

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,
it is yourself he cares for. Tell
him frankly, just as you have
told me, and I'll warrant that he
will laugh at your story, and
think all the more of you for It"

"I shall never tell him." said
Mlaa Chester, sadly. "And I shall
never marry him nor anyone else.
I have not the right."
But they saw a long shadow

come bobbing up the sunlit road,
ad Uien cam* a fchort on* bob-

1ENRY {
........

bins by IU »ide; and presently
two strange figures approached
the church. The long >h«4»«
wag made by Miii Phoebe Sui*..
mers, the organist, come to pCae..
Use. Tommy Teague. aged
twelve, waa responsible for tM
shorter shadow. It was Tommy's
day to pump the organ for Hiss
Phoebe, and his bare toes proudly*
spurned the dust of the road.
Miss Phoebe, In her lilac-spray

chintz dress, with her accurals
little curls hanging over each
ear, courtesled low to Father
Abram, and shook her curls cer«J"
moniously at Miss Chester. Thro'*
she and her assistant climbed '

the steep stairway to the org«t:1
loft.

In the gathering shadows'below,Father Abram and Mtas
Chester lingered. They weA
silent; and It is lilcely that they
were busy with their memories.

Cb!*terv ~t- »«'
head on her hand, with her eyea
fixed far away. Father Abrajm
stood in the next pew, lookiM
thoughtfully out of the door at
the road and the ruined cottaga. '

Suddenly the scene was transformedfor him back almost a
score of years Into the past. For,
a* Tommy pumped away. Mlas
Phoebe struck a low bass note
on the organ and held it to teat
the volume of air that it contained.The church ceased to
exist, so far as Father Abram
was concerned. The deep. boomingvibration that shook the little
frame building was no note from
an organ, but the humming of"
the mill machinery. He felt sure
that the old overshot wh»>| «.
turning; that he was back again
a dusty, merry miller in the old
mountain mill. And now eveningwas come, and soon would"

AKlaia WUh flyin* «»orsV.
toddlin/r across the road to take
him home to supper. Father
Abram s eyes were fixed up ,n thobroken door of the cottage
And then came another Wonder.

"

In the gallery overhead the urk,
of 1"ur were stacked in Ion*,
lows. Perhaps a mouse had been,atone of them, anyway the lar
of the deep organ note shoo*
down between the cracks of the
gallery floor a stream of flour
covering Father Abram from head
to foot with the white dust. And
then the old miller stepped inti,
the aisle, and waved his arms and
bf gan to sing the miller's song:
"The wheel go»« rounil.
The grist is ground.
The dusty millers merrv."

and then the rest of the miraclehappened. Miss Chester was'
leaning forward from her pew,,
as pale as the flour itself. >t«r

Ahtt PeiVye" 'tarin» at Fatiiaav
Abram like one in
dream. When he br^an the sotiR*shestretched out her arms t<r>nim;her lips moved: she .ailed tv
him in dreamy tones: "Da-da.
come take Duins home!"
Miss Phoebe released the low

key of the organ, p.,it her work
had heen done. The note that
she struck had beaten down the
doors of a closed memory; ana
father Abram held Ills lost Aglaia.
close in his arms.
When you visit Lakelands ther

Will tell you more of this story.
They will tell you how the linns
of it were afterward traced and
the history of the miller's daughterrevealed after the gypsy wanderershad stolen her ^ on that
September day. attracted bv het
childish beauty. But you should
w-ait until you sit comfortably on
the shaded porch of the Eagle
House, and then you can have the
story at your ease. It seems beat
that our part of it should cloaewhileMiss Phoebe's deep bass
note was yet reverberating sdftly.
And yet, to my mind, the finost

thing of it all happened while.
Father Abram and his daughter
were walking back to the Eagle
House In the long twilight, almost
too glad to speak.

&ther'" 8he 8a'<l- somewhat
timidly and doubtfully, "have yoy
a treat deal of mpney?"
..^lA.Kreat dea17" "a'd the miller.
Well that depends. There i»

plenty unless you want to buv
the moon or something equallv
expensive."
"Would it cost very. very

much." asked Aglaia. who had
always counted her dimes so carefully.'<to send a telegram to Atlanta?"

"Ah." said Father Abram. with,
a little sigh. "I see. Tou want to
ask Ralph to come."
Aglaia looked up at him with s.

tender smile.
"I w-ant to ask him to wait."

she said. "I have just found mv
father, and I want it to be Just'
we two for a while. I want to
tell him he will have to wait " J
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Yolande ofSicily
. Is CalledInspirer

. OfOrleans Maid '

By CATHKRISK GROTH.
Paris, July 10..The real heroine

of France was not the .Maid of Orleans,but > olande of Sicily, daughterof the King of Aragon. motherin-lawof Charles VII. of Fraacjt
according to Krnest Lealgne. author
of "The History of the Heal Joan of
Arc." He writes:
"Yolande of Sicily was a clear- "

sighted, intelligent woman, who
had great influence on the weak
King of France. Charles VII. In
spite, of court intrigues she
strengthened the alliance of France '

with Castile and the Duchy of'
Milan, with Brittany and Lorraine.
If was she who surrounded the
King with clever ai.d valiant captain-.Dunois.Lai Hire. XaintrailUDukeof Alencon. Richemont.who
reorganized fhe army and became.
l>y their exploits, the terror of the
English. It Was she who stirred up
the towns to a realization of the
peril to their country and created
a militia.

"It was" Yolande
v of Sicily who.

connected with the houses of Bar
and Lorraine, conceived the idea of
stimulating the King's morale l«y
invoking the miraculous, and called
Joan from Domremy, the maid, already'knownto the Duke of Lorraine.

hile the presence of Joan of
Arc crystallized the resistance of
the French, the truth should be told
about Yolande of Sicily. The legendof the Maid of Orleans Is a*
beautiful one and cherished in
Prar.ce. but the wise policy of Yolandeshould be taugftt as an exampleof'the power of wIsdoA and
Judgment la saving a mtr~ "


