A VISION SPLENDID

By MARY CARTER BLAKE.

(Copyright, 1910, by W, G. Chapman.)

Once Abel Day had a dresm that
he never forgol. From that hour he
‘was 4 changed man, He & not tell
of his dream to wife, son or neighbors,
but he cherlshed ita detalls until thera
'was a #ecret chamber In his mind to
which he c¢ould repalr when fancy
so (pclined, and revel in {ts Idealism
as might a poet, or a painter, or n
pure, innodent girl in her first rapt
love visions. .

Abel woas a carpenter, earning only
& falr living, getting old and only a
part of the bullding contracts golng.
Hig son, Alton, he had managed to
educate and Alton was ¢ut out for an
engineering career, Abeol gighed and
looked longlugly whenever he viewed
the spot thay called home. Never
was (here such a site. Hy fare good
fortune he had been able years ago
to secure a twenty-scre piat of ground
just st the edge of the town, It In-
cluded a lttle lake, some timber, A
rocky glen, and Its highest point over.
looked the landscape for ten miles,

A more ploturesque and command-
ing spot the whole countryside did
not contain, It becanme the dresm
of his life to some duy erect a house
warthy of those magnificent surround-
Ings, & house blg enough to take in
the poor widowed slater of hls wile
with her seven little ones, to spend
his Inter years amid the rarest beaup-
ties of nature, and this ideal was his
promised land,

But the years passed by and the
old ramshackle cottage remained as
It was, Abel got poorer and poorer.
His pians for old age began to fade.
To keop going he lhiad to ralse a few
extra vegetables for sale. He took

The Shout Aroused Him,

charge of the town opera house to
secure an added stipend. Thence, In
fact, came his “splendid vision.”

Perhaps conditions exactly united
to arouse his Imagination upon that
specinl evening. As the manager of
the country opern house, he had to
gee that It was opened and closed.
An opera was being given. It wor a
brilliant pleturesque composition, well
delivered and the slar, & Miss Amie
Winthrop, was the principal singer.

It hnd been restful and delighttul
to the old man to lsten to her beauti-
ful singing, The company had brought
with them some attractive scenery,
There was the glamour of vernal
beauty combined with palatial mag-
nificence. When the entertainment
was over, old Abel sat down on the
Stege to rest a bit before turning out
the Iast light, The glare and glitter
had made Abel dreamy. He slept,

There came a vivid vislon, It was
of the old homestead, replaced by a
roomy mansion. There were broad
porches, an observation tower. There
wig o lovely hedge, swings, a tennis
court. He dreamed that he sat in a
comforiable hummock, while his lit-
tle nephews and nieces disported on
the luwwn, Supreme contentment was
hig lot. Then, suddenly, shrilly, there
rang out the appalling scream of—

“ire!™

The shout aroused him. He ran out-
side Lo sce the hotel with which the
theater connected golng up In smoke,
Homeone gpoke of victims Imprisoned
on the upper floor, The brave old
man breasted the dense smoke to
reach the second floor. There he was
driven back by belching finme,

He staggered, choked, blinded, to
stumble over a senseless form lying
ncrogs the landing, It wis that of a
woman, He had just sulficient strength
to lift her and bear her to the street.

“fhe  singer—Miss  Winthrop!"
breathed s bystooder and she aroused
to wince with pain. Her ankls had
been broken in a fall down the third-
story stairs. She could not walk, The
hotel was doomed.

“Get n conveysnce of somo kind,"
orderod Abel, still supporting her.
“She must have shelter and she |s
welootoe to my poor home, if It's good
enough for her"”

8o, Highlands tnd & guest. M.
Day tended the stricken singer as
would a mother, Altan, home twice
a week, snw her and loved, but si-
lently. "The delight of old Mr. Day
wns to sif evenings and bear the pa-
tient-singer, fhe had to eancel her
engagement for the season and re-
malned at Highlands for slx weeks,
Her bright sympathetle nature won
the old man ecmpletely. Oné evening
when they two were alone, he told
her of hiz vision, After that, more
than once she made him tell it once
ngnin,

The day she laft, Mra. Day cried
over her an though an own daughter
wore going away. Alton was there,
She looked once into his eyes. She
rend thelr secret and lowersd hor
own, Then she flung her arms about
the old man's neck.

“Dear, dear friend!” ghe sald fer
vently, “1 shall never forget you."
And then, between klsses, she whis
pered in his ear:

“ihe wvislon splendid—walt, hope!
it shall come true!” and wns gone,
and with her sunshine seemed to de-
part from the lonely house,

One year went—iwo years. Alton
had gecured work with n construction
firm, but libernl compensation and &
permanent establishment were a long
way ahead. He never forgot the beao
tiful songstress, Mra, Day mourned
for ber, The old man recalled her
bonny face with love and longing.

One stormy day a great cyelona
swept through the distrlet. The Day
fumily chanced to be in town. When
they returned home they found the
old house g heap of ruins,

Then the old mwan and his wife
sought a temporary home with the
widowed slster of Mrs. Day. They
were made dearly welcome, though
the flour barrel was not always full,

It was four months Inter when an
automobile halted oulside the lowly
home where the old couple [retted
and pined to get onece more upon an
independent domestic footing, A flash-
ing form leaped from the machine.

“Father Day!” she cried, “dear, dear
mother of mine, the only one 1 can
remember, I am back to you! You
ure to come—come—come! Oh! the
joy of this moment!™

Amle Winthrop was so exclted she
was incoherant. She had won wealth
and fame. Bhe had arranged for &
néew home for her dear old friends,
ghe said, back in thelr native villnge.
They must come and cee It

As they neared old familiar scones
tha eyes of Mr. Day became misty.
Then, as they turned past a dense
grove, there was Highlands,

“Look, oh, my cherished dear!™
eried the exultant Amie,

"The splendid vision!' gnsped the
old man, spelibound.

Yes, there, upon the old slte, was
the mansion he had dreamed of—
porches, hedges, swings, tennls court
—aull ready for the children! Money
had done wonders in the way of
spsady construction,

“It 18 your home—yours!™ spoke
Amle, “and enough behind it to make
your last years the best years of your
lfe."

He could soarcely comprehoend It
all, He could not realize the deep
love and devotion of this peerless
friend, who had devoted lher life to
reward him for all he had done for
her,

The days went by, the children
camuo, then Alton, Amie lingered. She
was walting—walting for the man she
hnd worshiped for over (Wo Years,
to tell her that she was to him the
one star in his firmament of love!

Cruel Treatmaent,

Thomns A. Edison smiled when ref-
erence was mode at o dinner to cruel
and barbarous treatment, and sald
he was reminded of an incideny along
that line,

Some time since u pretty young
wife brought suit agalnst her hus
band for divorce on the grounds of
ernelty, and when the cage was cnlled
the fale petitioner was put on the
wllnehr\tlnd.

“You gay In your petition, madam,”
interrupled the fudge at one interval,
“that your husband treated you with
great cruelty.'

“Yes, sir,'' was the soft snd meek
rejoinder of the witness, “he was
cruel to me very often.”

“ln what particular way?" asked
the judge. “I want to hear some spe
cifie cases."”

“In many ways'" answered the pe-
titioner. “One of the worst things he
usod to do wons to say things to me
on the telephone, and then hang up
the recelver befors 1 could answer
bock."—Philndelphia Telegraph.

Couldn't Feaze Her,

“Someone played a8 dirty trick on
Widow Jenkins,™

“hm,"

“Yen, They turned out the lights
in the church at her third wedding
and then gave her the laugh when she
found her way up to the pulpit in the
dark.”

PROBLEMS OF COMMON LAW

Times Have Changed Since the Great
Authorities Wrote Learnedly on
the Subject.

In the early history of the common
law, when recorded precedents were
far less numerous than they are to-
day and when learned glosses and com-
montaries were few, it was more near-
1y possible for an industrious lawyer
to know them all, Just as Dr, Samuel
Johuson ventured to write a diotlonary
of the Englleh language out of his own
head, so did Willlam Binckstone and
James Kent attempt to state the en-
tira common law. He would bé a boeld

and an {lladvised man who would at-|

‘tempt to do either today.

In thetr day it was possible to re
gurd thi opinion of a judge n a lith
gated cade as the last word upon the
wubject of ks declulon. Bo, also, the

[ the few learned commenta:

The modern judges and writers ure
often compared much to thelr disad-
vantage with these venerable musters
of the pust. But this is far from being
whally due to the superior learning
and abllity of the nnclents; it is due
in part to the greater simplicity of
thelr problem, and In part to thelr
lnok of competitors on the top rounds
of the lndder.

! Charma for Good Looks.

EING LIEE with
.4y George V.Hobart

John

Henry Has a Musical

AY! DID you ever stray awny from
home of an avening and go to one
of those parlor riots?

Friend wite called 1t a musicale, but
to me it looked mora like a sesslon of
the Mexican congress In a boller fac-
tory.
They pulled it off at Mrs, Luella
Frothingham's, over on the Drive.
1 Wke Luells and I 1ike her busband,
Jack Frothingham, so It's no seoret
conclave of the Anvil Assoclation
when 1 whisper them wise that the
next time they glve a musienl evening
my address Is Forest Avenue, corner
of Follage Streot, in the woods.
The Frothinghams are nice people
and old friends and they have more
money than some folks have hay, but
that doean't give them a license to
apoll one of my perfectly good eve-
nings by sprinkling a lot of canned
musle and fricasseed recitations all
over It,

The Frothinghams have a skeleton
in thelr closet. Its name Is Uncle
Heck and he weighs 207-—not bad for
n akeleton. Uncle Heck ia & Joe Mor-
gan. His wole ambition in life s to
become politely plokled and full asleap
draped ovar s gold chair in the draw-
ing room when there's high<class com-
pany presant.

Far that reason the Frothinghams
on state occaslons put the akids under
Uncle Heck and run him off stage till
after the final curtain,

On some occasions Unele Heek
breaks through the bars and dashes
into the scene of refinement with
merry quip and jest to the confusion
of his relatives and the lll-concealed
amusement of thelr guests,

This was one of those occaalons,

Early in the evening Jack took
Unecla Heck to his room, sat him in
front of a quart of vintage and left the
old geeger there (o slosh around in the
gurf until sleep claimed him for Its
own.

Biit befors the wine was gone Uncle
Heck put on the glovea with Mor-
pheus, got the decision, marched down
gtairs and into the drawing room,

Rufue npologized and eald he'd do
the trick over again i romeone would
lend him n hat, but mothing dolng. We
all preferred our eggs boiled,

Then we bad Claribel Montrose in
geloct recitations.  Bhe was all the
mMoney., }

Claribel grabbed *The Wreck of the
Hesperus” between her pearly teeth
and shook it to death. Then she got
a half-Nelson on Pou's “Raven” and
piit It out of business.

Next she tried an imitatlon of the
balcony wscens from “Romeo and
Juliet.” 1f Juliet talked like that dame
did no wonder she took poison.

Then Claribel let down her back halr
and started in to give us o mad scene
—and it was. Everybody in the room
got mad,

When pesce was finnlly restored,
Mre, Frothingham informed us that
the rest of the “paid” tnlent had dinap-
polnted her and she'd liave to depend
on the volunteers. Then she whispered
to Miss Gladlola Hungerschnlts, where-
upon that young Indy giggled her way
over to the plano and began to knock
ita teeth out.

The way Gladiola went after one of
Beethoven's sonatas and slapped s
ears was pitiful.

Gladiola learned to injure a plano at
a conservatory of music. She can take
a Hungarinn rhapsody and turn it ioto
a goulash In ahout 32 Liars,

At the finish of the sonata we all
appiauded Gladiola just ms loudly as
wa could, in the hope that she would
faint with surprise and stop playing,
but no such luck.

Bhe tied a couple of chords together
and swung that pilano llke a palr of
Indian clubs.

First she did “My 014 Kentucky
Home,” with variations, untll every-
body who had s home began to weep
for fear it might ge. to be llke her
Kentucky home.

The variatione were where she made
a mistake nud struek the right note,

Then Gladloln moved up to the
squenky end of the plano and gave an
fmitation of & Bwiss musle box,

whers he immediately insisted upon
being the 1ife of the party.

Uncle Heck moved and seconded
that he sing the swan song from “Lo-
hengrin,” but his ldea of a swan was
so much like & turkey gobbler that
loving friends slipped him the mocen-
slon and elbowed bim out of the room.

Then he went out in the butler's
pattry hoping to do an Omar Khayyam
with the grape, but not finding any he
began to reclie, “Down in the Lehigh
Valley ma and my people grew; I was
& blacksmith, Cap'n; y¢s, and s good
one, too! Lét me sit down & minute,
u stone's got into my shoe—"

But it wasn't a stone, and it didn't
get into his shoe. It was a potato
enlad and it got into his face when the
Irish cook threw It at him for interfer
ing with her work.

“T'm discouraged.,” murmured Uncle
Hoeck, and presently ho was sleeping
with magnificent nolses on the sofa
in the Hbrary.

There were present at the battle in
the drawing room Uncle Peter Grant
and Agot Martha; Hep Hardy and hin
diamor.d shirt ntuds; Bunch Jefferson
and his wife, Allce; Bud Hawley and
his second wife; Phil Merton and his
third wife; Dave Mason and hls sta-
tionary wife; Stub Wilson and his
wife, Jennle, who I8 Peaches' siater,
and a foew others who asked to have
their names omitted.

The mad revels were |nnugurated
by the Pippin brothers, who attempt-
od to drag some grouchy musle out of
gultars that didu’'t want to give up.
e Plppin brothdra part their halr in
the middle and always do the march
from "The Babes in Toyland" on t(heir
mandoling as an encore,

If Vigtor Herbert ever catches them
there'll be & couple of shine chord.
chokers away to the bad.

When the Plppin brothers took a
bow and backed off into a vase of
flowers we were all invited to lisien to
n soprano solo by Miss Imogeno Gluss-
face.

When Imogens sings sbhe makes
faces at herself, When she noods a
high note she goes after it ke a hen
after n ladybug, lmogene sang “Sleep,
Bwoeetly Bleep,” and then kept us

L4
Then Claribel Let Down Her Halr and Proceeded to Give Us a Mad Scene
—and It Was.

It sounded
cheese,

Presently Gladiola ran out of raw
material and subsided, while we all
applauded her with oir fingers crossed,
and two very thoughtful ladies begun
to talk fast to Giadlela so as to take
her mind off the piano,

This excitement was followed by
another catastrophe bamed Minnehaha
Jones, who pleked up a couple of so-
prano songs and screeched them at
us,

Minnehabn Is one of those fearless
singers who vocallze without a safety
valve, She always keeps her eyes
closed, so she can't tell just when her
sudlence geta up and leaves the room.

The next treat was a mixed dust on
the flute and trombone between Clar-
enca Smith and Lancelot Diffenberger,
with a violin obligato on the side by
Heetor Tompkins

Never before have I seen music so
roughly bandled,

It Jooked Hke n walk-over for Clar-
ence, but in the fifth round he blew a
couple of green notes and Lancelot Eot
the decislon,

Then, for a consolation prize, Hee-
tor led out in the middle of the room,
where he assassinated Mascagni's
“Cavalleria Rusticana® so thoroughly
that it will never be able to enter a
fifty-cent table d'hote restaurant again.

Almost bhefore the sudience had
time to recover Peaches' aister, Jen-
;h. waus copxed to slpg Tostl's “Good-

¥

I'm very fond of sister Jennle, but
U'm afraid If My. Tostl ever heard her
slog his "Ggod-by" ha would say, “The
same to you, and here's your hat.”

Before Jennle marrled and moved
‘West 1 remamber she had a very protty
mezzp-concerting volee, but she's been
#0 long away helping Stub Wilnon to
make Miwaukee famous that now-
adays her top notes sound like a
ouckoo clock after It's been up all
night.

1 suppose It's wrong for me ta pull
this about our own fleal and blood,
but when o married woman with six
fine children, one of them alt Yale,
walks sidewnys up 0 8 plano and be-
gins o squesk, "Good-by, summer!
Good-by, summer!" just as if she wers
calling the dachshund in to dinner, |
think it's time she declined the nomi-
nstion. !

to me like n Swiss
-

Then Bud mz-&.nmrmmu

:

all out that there was no chance of his
| planc #tool aud made a & :;Iu-

\
1

H

marks, which In thelr original state
form the basls of a Scotch ballad
ealled, “Loch Lomond.”

Bud's system of speaking the Eng-
lah Jangunge ls to eay with his volee
a8 much of & word as he ean remem-
ber and then finlsh the rest of it with
his hands,

Imagine what Bod would do to a
song with an ostmweal foundntion Uke
"Loch Lomond.”

When Bud barked out the first few
bars, which say “By yon bonnle bank
and by yon bonnle brae," everybedy
within hearing would bave oried with
Joy It the plano had fallen over on
lilm and flattened his sguator.

And when he reached the plot of tha
plece, where It says, “You take the
high road and I'll take the low road”
Uncle Peter took s drink, Phil Merton
took the same, Stub took an oath and
1 took a walk.

And all the while Bud's wife sat
there, with the glad and winning smile

He Immediately Insisted Upen Being
the Life of the Party.

of a swordfish on her face, lUstening
with a heart full of pride while her
erime-laden husband chased that help
less song all over the parlor, and final-
Iy left it unconsclous under the sofs.

At that point Hep Hardy got up and
volunteered to tell some funny stories
and this gave us all a good excuse to
put on our overshoes and say “Good
nlght” to our hostess without offend.
ing anybody.

Hep Hardy and his funny stories are
always used to close the show,

“John," sald Peaches after we got
home; “1 want to glve a musical. May
1

“Certainly, old girll™ 1 answered.
"We'll give one in the nearest moving:
pleture theater. If we don't ke the
ahow all we have to do Is to close our
eves and thank our lucky stars there's
nothing to lsten to."

“Oh! aren't you
pouted.

Maybe 1 am, at that.

hateful!™ she

HE very name of Afrlon has
been 4 sublect of much discus-
slot. It Is belleved that the
namea i derived from the Latin
word “aprien’ (meaning
sunny ), or from the Oreeck word "aph.
rika” (without cold),
The nicknnme ‘Dark
e lost much of its significance.

Continent”
The

Bible long ngo cnlled Afries “the Land
Shadowed with Wings."” Mr. Henry
M. Stanley stamped It as the Dark
Continent. Another man called It the
Land of Blinding Sunshine. As 1 have
traversed it jungles and pathways,
many times I have ealled It the Land
of Winding Ways, writes Jamea [
Morris in the Christian Herald. When
the persplration has Nlowed down over
my face and body aotil every thread
upon me has been drenched in the
warm, moist ¢limate, I have named
the couniry “the Land of Natural
Baths” |
Afrlea 18 a remarkably beautiful
country Its coast lines are plotur-
eifue, graceful, fasclnating, alluring

It seaport towns and citfes are usunl- |
Iy clewn, pretty and reasonably
heaithful. Equatorial Africa has, un
til the lust two decsdes, been called
the White Man's Graveyard, but clean
living, quinine, mogquito netting, =o-
briéty and esanitary Improvements
have made Africa a place where one
cannot only exist, but Hve in as much
comfort, take It all in all during the
year. an in the clty of New York, and

ily be printed on one single shoet of
puper

The rivers of Liberia abound with
fish, and were it not for the series of
fine falls or raplds, from fifteen to
twonty miles back from (he nes, the
rivers might be navigable for hun-
dreds of miles. The woods abound
with gnme of many varisties—the vi
clous bush-cow, deer, leopiards, «ln-
phants, civet cils, golden cats, mon-
keyn in almost endless varietion, and
other game In the far interior llons
and other big game abound,

On a recent trip to the hinterland,
where | had been invited by King Mo-
mah, son of the powerful King Pom
oporah, ne we galled up the river in
the little boat, with our serlous friend,
Solomon Hill, the owner sad captain,
u elerieal and  solemndooking  Httle
man In a frock coat so long that
reached to the tops of hiz shoes, and
whose coliar and gorb stamp him as
u preacher, came to me and intro
duced himsel! as a presiding eldor,
having a large number of ehurches un-
der him

He asks very
might your name be?™

“My nume is Morris™

*“Where you be from?

The United States,” | suswered

"1 live ut Louisiana.”

"Where Is that?" 1 ank

On the St. Paul river.” Just thea
everybody jumped up at the report of
a gun aod o heavy splash was heard

cordinlly "What

Didn't Wait to Learn Details.

A gentlemnn, clad in a plug hat and
an“air of determination, together with
sundry other garments not necegsary
to enumerate, uprose on a dry goods
box at the most prominent corner in
the village and, holding aloft a vile and
wriggling serpent, Invited, in sten-
torlan tones, all good people within the
gound of his volce to gather around
him for profit and entertainment.

“What d'ye g'pse i comin’ off?" in-
guired a eitizen, addressing the 014
Codger.

“D'know!" snarled the veteran.
“Prob’ly he's some infernal office.
secker who 18 golng to promise, if we
elect him, to get rid of all the snakes
in the county by eating "em. Anyhow,
I'm going home! G'day, Ellsworth!"™
—Kansas City Star.

Lost the Point.

Jones, who appreciates a joke, but,
like many others, cannot repeat one
with any degree of success, heard for
the first time the joke about the dog
boing the most musical of animals,
“because he wears a brass band round
his neck,” and determined to spring it
on the fArst party of friends to which
he was invited. The time came, nod
be electrified hig victims with the ex-
clamation, "I say, I've a really good
one!” He asked, “Why {8 a dog the
moet musical of animals?" They gave
it up. “Because,” announced Jones,
triumphantly, “he weuars a brass collar
round his neck.”

Slightly Mixed.

The ex-bishop of Manchester, the
late Doctor Moorhouse, was one of the
bapplest and wittiest of churchmen,
and was never more pleased with him-
gol! than when telling & good story.
One of his favorites was that of the
old lady who startled a missionary on
his return from Indéa with n question
which showed how dangerous a little
knowledge I, “Pray, my lord,” sald
ghe, “is it true that in India you ecall
the female converts zsenauas and the
male converts bananas ™

Black Foxes Hard to Ralse.
Cannibalistio tendencies developed
in captivity by that valuable fur-bear
gr, the black fox, have proved a serl
ons deswhack to the fox-ralsing indus-
try of Prince Hdwards lsland, whers
300 farmers are engaged In the busi
ness, Pups are frequently eaten by
thalr parents, and there are aleo in
stances of females being killed and
partially eaten by their mates.

One Explanation.

A reporter on a country paper had
visited the court for a number of days
In suctession without ralsing a story
and he complained: “What's the rea.
son there ls ne crime stulf around
here any more, judge? “Ealnt tell,
bab, less'n th' constable ls gittin' &
leetle bit laxative,” answered the jus-
tice, -

sineore and opensible

r

with some advantages In favor of Af
rica,

Life Is simple, placid, calm, and not
g0 complex. The work life Is not
strenvous. The people do not rush
and drive as they do here at home
If you try to hurry a man who {8
working for you, he will calmly tell
you: "One day be not all de days,
daddy’" And you stand rebiked, for
you know he is telling you the truth

Likteria Most Attractive.

Four and a half years ago the New
York Colonlzation soclety sent me to
the west coust of Africa to study the
conditions of life in America’s MHitle
colored child over the sea, Liberia

Moroeco, Alglers, Senegal, Bathurst,
Konakry, Slerra Leone, Togoland,
Nigeria, Kamerun, East and South Af-
rica are boautiful and attractive, but
the little strugeling republie of Ll
berin {8 1o me the most attractive wpot
in Africa

Monrovia, the capilal city of the re
public, & pleturesquely sitosted on
Cape Mesurado, and s a eity with
about 16,000 Inhabitants, many of
whom llve In beautiful homes, somoe
vary costly

Liberia has a number of fing settle-
ments, peopled by elther colorad
Americans or thelr descendants, who
have done a remarkable work in plant-

ing farms, bullding homes and estab-
Hehing a civillzed community and a
decent government on the west coast
of Afrlen. They have been groeatly

condemned by both Europeans and
rome short-slghted Amerieans, whose
actusl knowledge of Liberin could ens

AT CAPL PALMAS, LIBERIA

us u large alligator, badly wounded,
flopped into the water,

Rev, Presiding Elder borrows my
fountain pen and begins to write vig:
orously. But only for a few moments,
when he gets into a theological hoxing
mateh with several men, who 1 learn
wre “Reve' aleo. Thie title has a pe-
culiar fascination for muny in Africa
Everybody loves a title, and {f one
who has “Rev."” to his name can ralse
evight A4ollars and send o Texas or
some other place and get a “D. D"
he adds six inches to his coat-talls,
und his importance and egotism grow
to the proportion of a foot to the Inch

In a Revival Meeting.

Friends meet me at the headquar-
ters of the river, and an invitation je
extended to attend a revival meeting
in & little church nesr by at night. A
serious Young man was preachlng
from the text, "Strive to enter in at
the atrait gate"” ete. We were late,
pnd misged part of his eloguent ses-

mon, but we heard him say: “What
fo' you dun cuom heah? Why yo'
gwine cum to dis meetin'? Is yo' po’

wanderin® feets In de way dat leads
to distraction? 1Is yo' feots on de
Roek ob Agee? Whar |8 vo' gwine
to Uib fo'ebber? In de place whar de
Good Hook say de saints am gwinal
Or 1s y0' gwine to be shut up In de
fire an' de flames?

“Yo' must git all combusted toged-
der and seek de Lawd wif dll yo'se
hearts, an’ bring yo' piecan (children)
an’ yo' frens to de Lawd, Do it one
time (at onee) befo' it am ebberlastin’
too late,”

e

How to Live.

It {s the hardeat thing to lve just
the right way on this green ecarih.
For Ilpstance, here Is one of Thomas
Davidsot’s twenty maxims, “Be on
earth what good people hope to be
in heaven;" that (s, be without a flaw.
But if 1t were poseible, and one saw
wherever he went what ls good be
cause he himself ia good, this old
worid would change to heaven imme
dintely—to him. BSo the way for one
to Le happy, rich, noble, pure, honest,
brave, true, cilm and all the other
virtues is just to start a lttle heaven
on hig own account and f11 it full of
his own boautiful lfe, People will
laugh at thisg iden, but it i» wll as prac-
tical as plcking up & stone or break-
ing & stlek. The great =in of this
world is putting off to heaven what
g:: be dove on earth —Columbug (0,)

Had No Faith in Lawyers.

little man, bitterly. “No, ®ly: 1 do
not.” “Why not?" saked his

“Do 1 belleve in lawyers?™ sald the |

compan-
fon. “Because & lawyer never says | (o
mmmhm"mh £l

"WUWW
gmall man, viclousty. “He twists
things nbout so. Suppose he wanled
o Wil you that two and two make
four, be'd begin: 'If by that partiou-
lay arithmetical rule known as addi-
tion we desire to arrive at the sum
of two added to two, we should find
—und | say this boldly, without fear
at contradiotion—I repeut. we should
find by that partioular arithmetics)
formuls herelnbefore mention

sir, 1 take all responsibility for the
statement 1 am abopt to make—that

other two would be four! No, sir)™
fiplahed the little man, coldly; “1 de
not belleve In lnwyers.” 1

To M »
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the sum of the two glven added io the "
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