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(Copyright, 1905, by McClure. Phillips & Co.)

XI.
Wo were fairly accustomed to re-

ceive weird telegrams at Baker street,

but 1 have a particular recollection of
one which reached us on a gloomy
February- morning, some seven or
eight years ago, and gave Mr. Sher-
lock Holmes a puzzled quarter of an
hour. It was addressed to him, and
ran thus:

“Please await me. Terrible mis-
fortune. Right wing three-quarter
missing, indispensable to-morrow. —-

Overton.”
“Strand postmark, and dispatched

ten-thirty-six,” staid Holmes, reading
it over and over. “Mr. Overton was
evidently considerably excited when
he sent it, and somewhat incoherent
in consequence. Well, well, he will
be here, I dare say, by the time I
have looked through the Times, and
then we shall know all about it. Even
the most insignificant problem would
be welcome in these stagnant days.”

Things had indeed been very slow
with us, and I had learned to dread
such periods of inaction, for I knew
by experience that my companion’s
brain was so abnormally active that
it was dangerous to leave it without
material upon which to work. For
years I had gradually weaned him
from that drug-mania which had
threatened once to check his remark-
able career. Now I knew that under
ordinary conditions he no longer

craved for this artificial stimulus, but
I was well aware that the fiend was
not dead but sleeping, and I have
known that the sleep was a light one
and the waking near when in periods
of idleness I have seen the drawn
look upon Holmes’ ascetic face, and
the brooding of his deep-set and in-
scrutable eyes. Therefore I blessed
this Air. Overton, whoever he might

be, since he had come with his enig-
matic message to break that danger-
ous calm which brought more perii
to my friend than all the storms of
his tempestuous life.

As we had expected, the telegram

was soon followed by its render, and
the card of Mr. Cyril Overton. Trinity
College, Cambridge, announced the
arrival of an enormous young man,
sixteen stone of solid bone and muscle,

who spanned the doorway with his
broad shoulders, and looked from one
of us to the other with a comely face
which was haggard with anxiety.

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes?”
My companion bowed.
“I’ve been down to Scotland Yard,

Mr. Holmes. I saw Inspector Stanley

Hopkins. He advised me to come to
you. He said the case, so far as he
could see. was more in your line than
In that of the regular police.”

“Pray sit down and tell me what is
the matter.”

“It’s awful, Mr. Holmes —simply
awful! 1 wonder mv hair isn't grey.
Godfrey Staunton —you’ve heard of
him, of couse? He’s simply the hinge
that the wnole team turns on. I’d
rather spare two from the pack, and
have Godfrey for iny three-quarter
line. Whether it's passing, -or tack-
ling, or dribbling, there’s no one to
touch him, and then, he’s get the
head, and can hold us all together.
What am I to do? That's what 1 ask
you, Mr. Holmes. There's Moorhouse,
first reserve but he is trained as a
half, and he always edges right in on
to the scrum instead of keeping out
nn the touchlinc. He's a tine place-
kick, it’s true, but then he has no
judgment, and lie can’t sprint for
nuts. Why, Morton or Johnson, the
Oxford fliers, could romp round him.
Stevenson is fast enough, but hq
couldn't drop from the twenty-five
line, and a three-quarter who can’t
either punt or drop isn’t worth a
place for pace alone. No, Mr. Holmes,

we are done unless you can help me
to find Godfrey Staunton.”

My friend had listened with amused
surprise to this long speech, which
was poured forth with extraordinary
vigour arid earnestness, every point
being driven home by the slapping of
a brawny hand upon the speaker’s
knee. When our visitor was silent
Holmes stretched out his hand and
took down letter “S” of his common-
place book. For once he dug in vain
into that mine of varied information.

“There is Arthur H. Staunton, the
rising young forger.” said ho, “and
there was Henry Staunton, whom I
helped to hang, but Godfrey Staunton
is a new name to me.”

It was our visitor’s turn to look sur- ;
prised.

“Why, Mr. Holmes, I thought you
knew things,” said he. "I suppose, !
then, if you have never heard of I
Godfrey Staunton, you don’t know
Cyril uverton either?”

Holmes shook his head good hu-
mouredly.

“Great Scot!” cried the athlete.
“Why, I was first reserve for Eng-
land against Wales, and I’ve skipper-
ed the 'Varsity all this year. But
that’s nothing! I didn’t think there
was a soul in England who didn’t
know Godfrey Staunton, the crack
three-quarter, Cambridge, Blackleath,
and five Internationals. Good Lord!
Mr. Holmes, where have you lived'”’

Holmes laughed at the young giant's
naive astonishment.

“You live in a different world to
me, Mr. Overton —a sweeter and
healthier one. My ramifications stretch
out into many sections of society, but
never, I am happy to say, into ama-
teur sport, which is the best and
soundest thing in England. However,
your unexpected visit this morning

shows me that even in that world of
fresh air and fair play, there may be
work for me to do. So now, my good
sir. 1 bog you to sit down and to tell
me slowly and quietly, exactly what
it is that has occurred, and how you
desire that I should help you.”

Young Overton's face assumed the
bothered look of the man who is more
accustomed to using his muscles than
his wits, but by degrees, with many
repetitions and obscurities which I
may omit from his narrative, he laid
his strange story before us.

“It's this way, Mr. Holmes. As I
have said, I am the skipper of the

Rugger team of Cambridge ’Varsity,
and Godfrey Staunton is my best man.
Tomorrow we play Oxford. Yester-
day we all came up. and we settled
at ttenuey s private hotel. At ten
o’clock I went round and saw that
all the fellows had gone to roost, for
I believe in strict training and plenty
of sleep to keep a team fit. 1 had
a word or two with Godfrey before
he turned in. He seemed to mo to
be pale and bothered. I asked him
what was the matter. He said ho was
all right—just a touch of headache.
I bade him good-night and loft him.

Half an hour later, the porter tells me
that a rough-looking man with a
beard called with a note for Godfrey.
He had not gone to bed, and the note
was taken to his room. Godfrey read
it, and fell back in a chair as if he
had been pole-axed. The porter was
so scared that he was going to fetch
me, but Godfrey stopped him, had a
drink of water, and pulled himself
together. Then he went downstairs,

said a few words to the man who was

all I have heard he would not have
much chance of getting it. Godfrey
was not. fond of tin* old man. He
would not go if lie could help it.”

“Well, we can soon determine that.
If your friend was going to his rela-
tive, Lord Mount-James, you lqive
then to explain the visit of this
rough-looking fellow at so late an
hour, and the agitation that was
caused by bis coining.”

Cyril Overton pressed liis hands to
his head. “Ican make nothing of it,”
said he.

“Well, well, I have a clear day, and
I shall be happy to look into the mat-
ter,” said Holmes. “1 should strongly
recommend you to make your prepar-
ations for your match without refer-
ence to this young gentleman. It
must, as you say. have been an over-
powering necessity which tore him
away in such a fashion, and the same
necessity is likely to hold him away.
Let us step round together to the
"hotel, and see if the porter can throw
any fresh light upon the matter.”

(Copyright 1904, by Collier’s Weekly.;
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waiting in the hall, and the two of
them went off together. The last that
the porter saw of them, they were al-
most running down the street in the
direction of the Strand. This morning
Godfrey's room was empty, his Vied
had never been slept in, and his things
were all .just as I had seen them the
night before. He had gone off at a
moment’s notice with this stranger,
and no word has come from him since.
I don’t believe he will ever come back.
He was a sportsman, was Godfrey,
down to his marrow, and Vie wouldn’t
have stopped his training and let in
his skipper if it were not for some
cause that was too strong for him.
No: I feel as if he were gone for good,
and we should never see him again.”

Sherlock Holmes listened with the
deepest attention to this singular
narrative.

“What did you do?” he asked.
“I wired to Cambridge to learn if

anything had been heard of him there.
1 have had an answer. No one has
seen him.”

“Could he have got back to Cam-
bridge?”

‘ Yes, there is a late train—quarter-
past eleven.”

“But, so far as you can ascertain,
he hid not take it?”

“No, he has not been seen.”
“What did you do next?”
”1 wired to Lord Mount-James?”
“Why to.Lord Mount-James?”
“Godfrey is an orphan, and Lord

Mount-James is his nearest relative—•
his uncle, 1 believe.”

“Indeed. This throws new light
upon the matter. Lord Mount-James

is one of the richest men in Eng-
land.”

“So I’ve heard Godfrey srfy.”
“And your friend was closely re-

lated?”
“Yes, he was his heir, and the old

boy is nearly eighty—cram full of
gout, too. They say he could chalk
his billard-cue with his knuckles. He
never allowed Godfrey a shilling in
his life, for he is an absolute miser,
but it will all come to him right
enough.”

“Have you heard from Lord Mount-
James?”

“No.”
“What motive could your friend

have in going to Lord Mount-James?”
“Well, something was worrying him

the night before, and if it was to do
with money it is possible that he
would make for his nearest relative
who had so much of it, though from

Sherlock Holmes was a past-master
in the art of putting a humble wit-
ness at his ease, and very soon, in
the privacy, of Godfrey Staunton’s
abandoned room, he had extracted all
that the porter had to tell. The visi-
tor of the night before was not a
gentleman, neither was be a working-
man. He was simply what the porter
described as a “Medium-looking
chap,” a man of fifty, beard grizzled,
pale face, quietly dressed. He seemed
himself to he agitated. The porter
had observed his hand trembling
when he had held out the note. God-
frey Staunton had crammed the note
into his pocket. Staunton had not
shaken hands with the man in the
hall. They had exchanged a few
sentences, of which the porter had
only distinguished the one word
“time.” Then they had hurried off in
the manner described. It was juri
half-past ten by the hall clock.

“I*ot me see,” said Holmes, seating
himself on Staunton’s bed. “You are
the day porter, are you not?”

“Yes, sir, I go off duty at eleven.”
“The night porter saw nothing, I

suppose ?”

“No, sir, one theatre party came in
late. No one else.”

“Were you on duty all day yester-
day?”

“Yes, sir.”
“Did you take any message to M t*.

Staunton ?”

“Yes, sir. one telegram.”
“Ah! that’s interesting. What

o’clock was this?”
“About six.” •

“Where was Mr. Staunton when he

received it?”
“Here in his room.”
“Were you present when he opened

it?”
“Yes, sir I waited to see if there

was an answer.”
“Well,/was there?”
“Yes, sir, he wrote an answer.”
“Did you take it?”
“No, he took it himself.”
“But he wrote it in your presence?”
“Yes, sir. I was standing by the

door, and he with his back turned
at that table. When ho had written
it. he said: ‘All right,' porter, I will
take thin myself.' ”

“What did he write it with?”
“A pen, sir.”
“Was the telegraphic form one of

these on the tabic?”
“Yes, sil it was the top one"
Holmes Aose. Taking the for ray.

he carried them over to the window

and carefully examined that which
was uppermost.

“It is a pity he did not write in
pencil,” said he, throwing them down
again with a shrug of disappoint-
ment. ”As you have no doubt fre-
quently observed. Watson, the im-

pression* usually goes through--a tact
which has dissolved many a happy
marriage However, l can find no
trace here. I rejoice, however, to

perceive that be wrote with a broad-
pointed quill pen, and I can hardly
doubt that we will find some impres-

sion upon this blotting-pad. Ah, yes,
surely this is the very thing!”

He tore off a strip of the bltoting-
paper an turned toward us the fol-
lowing hieroglyphic;'-*—

[theory to accounh-for this young man’s
I disappearanceV”

“No, sir, i have not. He is big
enough and old enough to look alter
himself, and if he is so foolish as to
lose himself, I entirely refuse to ac-
cept the responsibility ol' hunting for
him.”

"I quite understand your position.”
said Holmes, with a mischievous

twinkle in his eyes. “Perhaps you
don’t quite understand mine. God-
frey Staunton appears to have been
a poor man. If he has been kid-
napped, it could not have been for

anything which he himself possesses.

The fame of your wealth has gone
abroad, Lord Mount-James, and it is
entirely possible that a gang of thieves

' have secured your nephew in order to

Cyril Overton Was much excited.

“Hold it to the glass!” he cried.
“That is unnecessary,?’ said Holmes.

“The paper is thin and the reverse
will give the message. Here it is.” Ho

turned it oVp.r, and we read: —

go in from him some information as
to your house, your habits, and your
treasure.”

The fa#e of our unpleasant little

visitor turned as white as his neck-

cloth.

“So that is the tail end of the tele-
gram which Godfrey Staunton dis-
patched within a few hours of his
disappearance. There are at least six
words of the message which have
escaped us; but what remains—‘Stand
by us lor God’s sake!’—proves that
this young man saw a formidable dan-
ger which approached him, and from
which some one else, could protect
him. T's,’ mark you! Another per-
son was involved. Who should*it be
but the pale-faced, bearded man, who
seemed himself in no nervous a state?
What, then, is the connection between
Godfrey Staunton and the bearded
man? And v/fea* is the third source
from which each of them sought for
help against pressing danger? Our
inquiry has already narrowed down to
that.”

"We have only to find to whom that
telegram is addressed,” I suggested.

“Exactly, my dear Watson. Your
reflection, though profound, had al-
ready crossed my mind. But 1 dare
say it may have come to your notice
that, if you walk into a post-office and
demand to fee the counterfoil of an-
other man’s message, there may be
some disinclination on the part of
the officials to oblige you. There is
so much red tape in these matters.
However, 1 have no doubt that with
a little delicacy and 'finesse the eiqj
may be attained. Meanwhile, 1 should
like in your presence, Mr. Overton,

to go through those papers which have
been loft upon the table.”

There were a number of letters,
bills, and note-books, which Holmes
turned over and examined with quick,
nervous lingers and darting, penetrat-
ing eyes. "Nothing here,” he said,
at last. "By tfic way, I suppose your
friend was a healthy young fellow—*

nothing amiss with him?"
“Sound as a bell.”
“Have you ever known him ill?”
“Not a day. He has been laid up

with a hack, and once he slipped his
knee-cap, but that was nothing.”

“Perhaps he was not so strong as
you suppose. I should think he may
have bad some secret trouble. With
your assent, I will put one or two of
these papers in my pocket, in case
they should bear upon our future in-
quiry.”

“One moment —one moment!” cried
a querulous voice, and we looked up
to find a, queer little old man, jerking
and twitching in the doorway. He
was dressed in rusty black, with a
very broad-brimmed top-hat and a
loose white necktie —the whole effect
being that of a very rustic parson or
of an undertaker’s mute. Yet, in
spite of his shabby and even absurd
appearance, his voice had a sharp

crackle, and his manner a quick in-
tensity which commanded attention.

“Who are you, sir, and by what
right do you touch this gentleman's
papers?” he asked.

“I am a private detective, and I am
endeavouring to explain his disap-
pearance.”

“Oh, you are, are you? And who
instructed you. eh?”

“This gentleman, Mr. Staunton’s
friend, was referred to me bv Scotland
Yard.”

“Who are you, sir?”
“I am Cyril Overton,”

“Then it is you who sent me a tele-
gram. My name in Lord Mount-
James. I came round as quickly as
the Bayswater ’bus would bring me.
So you have instructed a detective?”

“Yes, sir.”
“And are you prepared to meet the

cost?”
“I have no doubt, sir, that my friend

Godfrey, when we find him, will be
prepared to do that.”

“But if he is never round, eh? An-
swer me that!”

“In that case, no doubt his family

“Nothing of the sort, sir!” scream-
ed the little man. “Don’t look to me
for a penny—not a penny! You un-
derstand that, Mr. Detective! I am
all the family that this young man
has got. and I tell you that 1 am
not responsible. If he has any ex-
pectations it is due to the fact that I
have never wasted money, and • do
not propose to begin to do so now.
As to those papers with which you

are making so free, I may toll you

that in case there should be any-
thing of any value among them, you
wil: be held strictly to account for
what you do whip them.”

“Very good, sir,” said Sherlock
Holmes. “May 1 ask, in the mean-
while, whether you have yourself any

“Heavens, sir. what an idea! I
never thought of such villainy! What
inhuman rogues there are in the
world! But Godfrey is a fine lad —a
staunch lad. Nothing would induce
him to give his old uncle away. I'll
have the plate moved over to the
bank this evening. In the meantime
spare no pains, Mr. Detective! I beg
you to leave no stone unturned to
bring him safely back. As to money,
well, so far as a fiver, or even a
tenner goes you can always look to
me.”

Even in his chastened frame of
mind, the noble miser could give us
no information which would help us,
for he knew little or the private 'ini''
of his nephew. Our only chic lay in
the truncated telegram, and with a
copy of this in his hand Holmes set
forth to find a second link for his
chain. We had shaken off Lord
Mount-James, and Overton had gone
to consult with the other members
of-his tean\ over the misfortune which
hart befallen them. 1

There was a telegraph-office at a
short distance from the hotel. We
halted outside it.

“It's worth trying, Watson,” said
Holmes, “Os course, with a warrant
we -could demand to see the counter-
foils, but we have not reached that
stage yet. I don’t suppose they re-
member faces in so busy a place. Let
us venture it.”

“I am sorry to trouble you,’’ said
he. in his blandest manner, to the
young woman behind the grat-
ing: “there is some small
mistake about a telegram I
sent yesterday. I have had no
answer, and I very much fear that I
must have omitti d to put my name
at the end. Could you tell me if this
was so?”

The young woman turned over a
sheaf of counterfoils.

“What o’clock was it?” she asked.
“A little after six.”
“Whom was it to?”
Holmes put his finger to his lips

and glanced at me. "The last words
in it were ‘for God’s sake,’ ” he whis-
pered, confidentially; “I am very anxi-
ous at getting no answer.”

The young woman separated one of
the forms.

“This is it. There is no name,” said
she, smoothing it out upon the coun-
ter.

“Then that, of course, accounts for
iny getting no answer,” said Holn.cs.
“Dear me, how very stupid of me, to
be sure! Good morning, miss, and
many thanks for having relieved my
mind.” He chuckled and rubbed his
hands when we found ourselves in
the street once more.

“Well?” I asked.
“We progress, my dear Watson, we

progress. I had seven different
schemes for getting a glimpse of that
telegram, but I could hardly hoi e
to succeed the very first time.”

“And what have you gained 7”

“A starting-point for our investi-
gation.” He hailed a cab. “King's

Cross Station,” said he.
“We have a journey, then?”
“Yes, I think we must run down

to Cambridge together. All the indi-
cations seem to me to point in that
direction.”

“Tell me,” I asked, as we rattled up
.Gray’s Inn Road, “have you any sus-
picion yet as to the cause of the dis-
appearance? I don’t think that
among all our cases I have known one
where the motives arc more obscure.
Surely you don’t really imagine that

he may be kidnapped in order to give
information against his wealthy
uncle?”

“I confess, my dear Watson, that
that does not appeal to me as a very
probable explanation. It struck me,
however, as being the one which was
most likely to interest that exceedingly
unpleasant old person.”

"It certainly did that; but what
are your alternatives?”

“I could mention several. You
must admit that It is curious and
suggestive that this incident should
occur on the eve of this important
match, and should involve the only
man whose presence seems essential
to the success of the side. ft may,
of course, be a coincidence, but it is
interesting. Amateur sport is free

from betting, but a good deal of out-
ride betting goes on among the pub-
lic, and it is possible that it might
be worth some line's while to get at a
player as the ruffians of the turf get

at a race-horse. There is one expla-

nation. A second very obvious one is
(Continued on Page Two.)

“Look or here, Mister, what yo’

means er cornin’ fer dinner dis time er
day? Din’ I tell yo’ I’se gutter turn
out dis atternoon ? Seem to me laker
pusson doant never have no time fer
nothin’ count er white folk's ways!—
Yassir, thanke sir—l'se sorter got er
misery in mah haid, yassir!

“Nawsir, I doant never tech hit
lessen I’se sick. Dat ain’t right ceppen
fer sickness. Nawsir! Hit stings lak
er rattle snake, dat’s what de preacher
say. Dey turns yo’ outen de church.
Nawsir, I doant tech no dram ceppen
fer er misery. I doant lak de stuff
nohow, nawsir!” —and the ameliorated
cook laughed the mellow gutteral of
the old issue and started for the kitch-
en, glass in hand, every ivory display-
ed, and her eyes wrinkled with anti-
cipated pleasure.

“Whut’s dat? Whyfer We goin’ to
turn out? Kase hit’s er annerversi-
ty?”

“A what?”
“Er annerversity. All de members

uv de Lodge—dey gutter turn out fer
de annerversity. ‘When wuz de Lodge
founded?’ 1 dunno, sir, who hit wuz
dat found hit, sah. ‘Whut is de anni-
versity?’ I done tole you dat dey all
hatter turn out. ‘Whut dey do when
dey turns out?’ Rides, yassir, rides in
kerriges, all er round. I gotter go put
on mah close. Yo’ jest leave yo’ din-
ner whar hit is; I ain't got no time to
clean up. I gotter turn out.

“Sah? Nawsir; yo’ knows I can’t
er tell de secruts er de Lodge.”

With this tip, it was natural that I
should be on the qui vive
for the “turning out.” An ex-
perience with certain funerals
of “de Lodge” gave promise
that the spectacle would be one well
worth the time and effort. The fun-
eralfe had been things of pomp and cir-
cumstance. but nothing to the “turn
out.” In the one case, there were the
habiliments of grief in clothes, if the
shining light of pride in the teeth-
lightened features of the mourners. In
the “annerversity” parade, how-
ever, joy was unconfined, un-
detached from any chill of
decorum. True, the spectacu-

lar feature of the
Thu black-'plumed horses constituted a
glory which it was sad to miss," the
woe-stricken countenance of the
preacher in the van-guard had
changed to a splitting smile which had
run utterly beyond control from ear
to ear, but the dinity of sorrowful
pride had changed to the frank dis-
play of joyous conspicuousness.

Slowly, the procession turned into
the principal street. In the front car-
riage was. the preacher, two deacons
and an ancient sister of the faith, pos-
sibly a charter member of the lodge.
The patriarchs- were in long tailed
black coats, white ties, one beaver
and two clerically “round” hats, the
elder sister in faded weeds of widow-
hood, grim reminiscence no doubt of
a gala funeral of the past, and on
the arm of each was a white ribbon
with a red star. Truly, there was
“glory enough here to go round.”

The front carriage was an open one,
so that all might see the occupants.
The minister held on to his grin, tvs it
were, with both hands. He nodded
with painful gravity to his friends as
he noted them on the sidewalk. The
deacons, less removed from earthly

affairs, waved exultant hands to the
throng along the street. The old sister,

dead to the world of levity, and par-
ading now as a stern religious duty,
kept sedate eyes to the front, a pic-

true of militant humility. The coach-
man, erect on his high seat as became
the importance of the occasion and
yet nervous with the idea of serving

hiss own race in an apparently servile
capacity, flicked the gray horses ffo a
trot and jerked them back into a
walk alternately, the while he spat

into the street with forced nonchal-
ance.

Behind there followed more car-
riages, hacks, and buggies, packed all
of them to repletion with the rank and

file of “de Lodge.” The funeral ban-
ner or emblem, an affair of gold silk
splashed with red and with a white
lamb eating up a pine tree in the
centre, was conspicuous in the fore-
front. But there were banners and

cheese-cloth signs galore. These the
participants waved constantly along
the slow progress of the route, fearful
less some one might see.

“Twenty-Fiftieth Annerversity,”
said one of these to the gaping crowd
along the high-way.

“ SISTERS OF MERCY AND qRUTIIERS
OF TH E BIEST,” proclaimed another.

“Good Samaritins,” announced the
next; “the wool of the black sheep
shall be whiter then snow.”

Followed a startling sign which had
evidently been prepared by some
white friend of the Lodge:

“EMANCIPATION—1» R O P A G V-
TION!” it challenges in vivid black
capitals.

“Ladies of Virtues and Nites of Do-
spare,” was the equivocal pronounce-
ment of the following placard.

“Beware of Fario's Army,” warned
another, and at the end, his bare legs
dangling from the rear of a single
wagon, tagging like a poor relation
to the skirts of opulence and display,
a small boy waved frantically a pole
on which a cheese-cloth device por-
trayed this prophetic denoument:

“HE EATETH THE PHILIPBANS
WITH A TUNG OF FIRE.”

Truly it was a gorgeous pageant.

One felt a town pride in “de lodge”
no matter how mysterious its power
or how sharply it may have fixed its

talons in the labor situation among

the. cooks. Prouder than any was I
in the particular cook of this narra-
tion. She was a symphony in blacks
and purples, as became the dignity of
her position and her girth. On her
head was a hat filled with violets like

the Easter window of a city florist.
Her flowing skirts filled the carriage
in which she rode in state. On her
hands were black mits of lace, half
way down the fingers; over her face a
white veil, tied with purple ribbons
around her dusky throat; and on her

I ncidenLs and O bservatio ns
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“DE ANNERVERSITY ”

breast, unique distinction in all the
throng: that lilled the carriages, a
flaming' miniature device such as that
blazoned upon the big banner made
of silk—the white lamb, browsing in
the midst of a desert, on a flourishing

pine tree!
As the cavalcade slowly wound its

way down the principal street peo-
ple stared and the irreverent boot-

blacks running beside the carriages
made flippant remarks and vented
themselves in cat-calls. No one of

the paraders paid the least attention
to these outrages on devotion —least
of all the cook in the purple hat. She
was serious, the ride was a rite, her
mouth was set in sombre lines. She
was almost awful in her dignity. As
her carriage passed close to the curb,
however, 1 detected recognition in her
eye. For a moment pride fought a
losing battle with the desire to grin,
the upstarting muscles labored in vain
to spread, and then the whole face
gave way in a contagion of smiling

self-consciousness like the sun shining
through black clouds.

“Lawde,” said the cook to her com-
panion, “es dere ain’t my Mister.
Ain’t he jest natcherly er circumscrib-
ous man!”

At the supper table, the cook circu-
lated about in nervous attentions. Her
hat and mits had of course been re-
moved and the red silk badge was
missing. Her waist of jet, however,
still testified of the glory of the “an-
nerversity.” Plainly the desire.for com-
ment was upon her, like the thirst for

drink.
“What did that badge you had on

mean ?”

The smile again illuminated the
face of the cook. “De Lawde,” she
exclaimed, “did you see me, Mister?
What dat ’bout dat badge? Dat’s de
secrut er de Lodge. I dassent tell dat
ter nobody—dat’s de secrut.”

Recalling the white lamb and his
remarkable forage, I was inclined to

believe it a mystery of parts.
The cook still lingered. Finally it

came out. ‘‘Does yo’ reckon yo’s

got er superspurious dime er ’bout
yo’? D3y’s goin’ ter be er entertain-
ment at de Lodge. ‘What dey do?*
Shells things—sells things ter eat. yas-
sir, thankee sah!”

“ ‘Goin’ ter be any dram drinkln’?’ ”

she repeated indignantly. “Din’ I tell
yo’ de Lodge was er ’ligious instertu-
tion ?”

The entertainment came off. It
was a matter of record, duly evinced
from the rambling testimony of some
dozen of witnesses herded on a Satur-
day morning in the Mayor’s court.
The preacher was there, a central
figure in the resulting catastrophe as
he had been in the original rueus.
Details came slowly except as the
police told of the exciting raid and the
hair-breadth escapes. It turned out
that the preacher had a wooden leg

That defect, however, had not cooled
his ardor for the fray. Witness one
of the rouud-hatted deacons, whose
features were as green as envy where
the preacher had landed with the
gavel of the Lodge. Sisters and broth-
ers crowded the room as witnesses.
Strange to say, not one of them knew
anything of the fight or its causes.
They had heard “sumpin’ er nuther
'bout er rueus,” but as to where, when
and by whom the turmoil had arisen,
they were in the ignorance of the be-
nighted lands without the Lodge. Only
the deacon would talk.

“Dat preacher,” said he, was “er
miscontruetionist.” What business
did he have to go “trapassin’ er
’bout wid de women folks on er wood-
en laig? Dat’s what he wanted to

know" —and, “fore de Lawd, when he
misappropriated him er ’bout hit at de
festibul, es he didn’t up and hit him
on the haid wiser wooden hammer
wddout norating er word, —and dat’s
the Lawd's troof!

“Well, yassir, he mout have been er
little dramy—leastways dey wuz er
bottle broke in his pocket in de scrum-
mage an’ hit-smelt lak kawn.”

“Nawsir,” concluded the deacon as
he left the stand. “I want nowise
drunk kase I doan’t never tech hit
ceppen I’se sick.”

From which it may be inferred that
the preacher had a “misery in his
haid.”

TEETH A DEADLY WEAPON.

Negro Hit the Sheriff on His VaeeL
'

noted Arm.

(Bayboro Sentinel.)

Sheriff Campen with a warrant to
arrest one King, a colored man. upon
a charge of false pretense. The negro
was at work on the P. O. & W. R. It.
when the sheriff made the arrest.
King’s brother came to his rescue with
a drawn axe, one got away while the
sheriff was tieing King. In making
the arrest the negro bit the sheriff
severely on the arm where he had
been vaccinated, and on the hand.
Mr. Herbert Riggs who came io the
rescue of Sheriff Campen, was bitten
by the negro. King is now in jail
under two charges, false pretense r«r»d
resisting an officer.

Convenient.

There was once in a North Carolina
court a cast* that has gone down as
history in the judicial annals of the
State. It appears that a debtor named
Jenkins, when solicited to close an old
open account by note, agreed to do so
provided he should be allowed to draft
the instrument. This was granted
him, whereupon he presented the
creditor with the following:

“I, Samuel Jenkins, agree to pay
John Huggins S2OO whenever conveni-
ent: but it is understood thac said
Jenkins is not to be pushed. Witness
my hand and seal this day of

”—Harper’s
Weekly.

It is the man who talks most about
his wine closet that goes home and
hunts through the ce liar for a bottle
of beer.


