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SyNoPsIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALLMENTS.

In order that new readers of THE Ex-
QUIRER may begin with the following in-
stallment of this story, and understand it
just the same as though they had read it
all from the beginning, we here give a
synopsis of that portion of it which has
afr y been published :

Lola Turrian, whose father, »n exile for
crime, is at the mercy of her husband,
goaded by Turrian, pushes him from the
Devil's rock and supposes him to be dead.
Sir Jaffray Walcote, partly pledged to his
cousin, Beryl Leycester, proposes to Lol
and is finally accepted. Beryl, though
she loves Sir Jaffray, magnanimously ac-
quiesces. Lola and Sir Jaffray are mar-
ried and leave England. Turrian makes
his appearance at the home of Beryl Ley-
cester and learns of Lola’s marriage. Sir
Jaffray and Lola return to England,
where Lola meets Turrian and ignores the
fact that she is his wife, introducing him
to Sir Jaffray as a musician from wiiom
she bad taken lessons, but secretly grants
him an allowance. Turrian tells of a
friend who was pushed fromn the Devil’s
rock by bis wife, and Beryl recognizes
those referred to. She declares to Turrian
that she has proof of his marriage to Lola
Crawshay and warns bim to leave the
house the mext morning. During the
night Turrian tries to murder Beryl Ley-
cester, but fails, He informs Lola that
their secret is known and proposes that
together they plan Sir Jaffray's death.
Indignant, she strikes him. A struggle
follows, in the midst of which Sir Jaifray
enters and drives Turrian from the house.

CHAPTER XVIL
FLIGHT.

It was useless to fight any longer.

That was the burden of Lola’s
thoughts as she sut with Pierrc's short,
peremptory note lying on her lap.

She had done ber utmost in the fight
for happivess. She bad striven bard to
retain it in her grasp, but the fules were
fighting against her, and there was
nothing left but to own herself beaten
and accept the defeat as best she could.

It was bhard to give it all up—haxdest
of all to lose Jaffray’s love and to feel
that be would know ber for o cheat and
a liar and worse.

She ran back in thought over the
events of the time gince her arrival in
England and smiled in self contempt as
ghe saw one after another the line of
false steps she had tuken, How paltry
and unworthy seemed now the littlo
ambitions which sbe had cherished then,
how utterly weak and poor the objects
for which she had striven!

To be the wife of a rich man she had
schemed and plotted and intrigued.
And what had it proved to be? The
one sacrifice that now caused her tho
least regret was that of her money and
position. The one thing she dreaded to
lose now was the oue thing which she
despised then—Juffray’s love. She had
traded on his love to win wealth and
honor for herself. The end was nothing
but dishonmor for him and a desolate,
broken life for herself.

Yet he had loved her—Iloved her like
the true, gallant man he wus. The
thought cheered her, though it brought
scalding tears to her eyes, which she let
gather and blur all her sight and then
fall unchecked. In all the ycars to
come and whatever might befall ber or
him he would never blot out from his
memory the love he had once bad for
her, and she loved the thought of that.

If only the truth conld be kept from
him for always! She would give her
life, she thought, if that could be.

What would he think of her if she
were to die? How would he feel if he
were tocome iuto the room und fiud
her dead?

Now she recalled sowe words thas
Pierre bad spoken abont drogs that told
no tale and left no sign. What wero
they? How could they be obtuined?

How would it be to go to Pierre us ho
said in his letter, to seem to fall in
with his plan to poison Jaffray, to get
from bim the drug for that purposo
and then herself tuke it? That would
be eusier than to find some poison by
hersclf. Yot stay—there was ro difli-
culty. It did not need any such elaho-
rate preparation as that,

She bad but to feign 2 bad headacha
with sleeplessness and take u sleeping
draft strong encugh—for her to wake
Do more.

No ove would think of poison. Her
life lay all before her, bright with «
dazzling premise of happiness, thought
the world. How little the world knew!
Two people would understand, however,
and know the truth—the man who held
her in his merciless power and Beryl,
who had guessed the secret.

What would they think? Nay, what
would they do?

Would Beryl tell? She thought of the
girl’s cold, firm, deliberate nature and
for a moment wavered how to answer

the guestion. No; Beryl would not
carry auy feeling, however keen, be-
yond the grave. She felt thut. If she
had paid the penalty with ber life,
Beryl would be as silent as the grave in
which she herself wus to bury the secret.

But what of Pierre? As she thought
of him she wus cold and sick. She knew
too well what he wounld do. He would
seek at once to trade on the shameful
knowledge. He would tell the whole
story to Jaffray, threaten him with ex-
posure if he were vot paid hush money,
and thus hold him in bondage by the
knowledge of her shame till Jaffray
should come to hate her very name and
cnrse the day when he had grown to
love her.

The gates of death were thus shut

against her, and she felt that she must
work out some other means of escape.

Not once in all her misery did she
think of telling Jaffray. She knew him
80 thoroughly and knew how he would
turn from her act and her shame that
the mere thooght of facing him at such
& moment was more than she could en-
dure. :

For this there was another reason,
known only to herself, and the knowi-
edge of it had set up in her mind hun-
dreds of confusing thouoghts, fears, im-
pulses and emotions. There was the
hope of a little life that was some day
to be born, and, like a sword piercing
the flesh and turning in the wound to
prolong the agony, was the knowledge
that the child—hers and Jaffray’s—
would be the child of shame.

She knew too well what Jaffray
would feel and think and say if once
this knowledge were forced upon him,
and the fear, and the shame, and the
love, and the misery all blended to drive
the wretched girl to distraction.

Gradually out of the blinding mist
and sorrow an idea began to take ehape.
If she were to see Pierre and lure him
on to delay any evil plans he might have
formed by promising to work with him,
something might happén to prevent bis
doing any harm.

Or, better still, if she were to fly
from the wanor house and let him know
that she had doue so, he might be driven
from his purpose altogether.

She counld see bim that night at the
time and place he had named, and then
she fell to pondering all the points that
occurred to her in this connection.

In the midst of this she was roused by
a knock at the door. She made no re-
sponse, but folded up the letter from
Pierre and put it in her pocket.

The knock came again, firmer and
more impatient, and then a voice—Sir
Jaffray's—called her.

She rose, and, wiping the tears bas-
tily from her eyes, opened the door.

“‘Here is a letter for you, Lola, from
Beryl,” he said, giving to her a letter
which Lola saw was fastened with a
seal. Then, seeing by her face that she
was troubled, he suid very gently,
“What is the matter, diarest?”’ And he
followed her into the room. “Youn have
been sitting here alone,’’ be added in a
cheerier voice,

“l am—not—not very well,”" she
gaid, ber lips trembling and half refus-
ing to frame any words at all.

““Well, read your letter. Perbaps
Beryl hus some good news for you
about her fatber. Read it and then let
me see whether I can’t cheer you up a
bit. You are so strong usually that you
startle me when you are like this.”

She broke the seal of the letter and
opened it and anlmost instautly shrank
together, while a look of intense puin
gpread over her strained face, which
turned as white as salt.

““What is the watter? Is he dead?"”
cried Sir Jaffray, alarmed and think-
ing of Mr. Leycester. ‘‘Beryl shouldu’:
gend news like that so suddenly. The
shock’s enongh to make any cone ill.""

By an effort Lola fought down eome
of her distress.

“No, he is—not dead," she answered
very slowly, us though the words
pained her. ‘‘It was not—not that. 1
am notwell, dear.”' She smiled faintly
and weakly, as if to reassore him. 1
bad a—a pain in my heart; that’s all
It’s not dear Beryl's letter or—unews,
There's nothing—uothing about . death
in it, only to say—she can't get here
again for a day or two and—would
like me—to go to—her; that's all."
She folded the letter and put it away iu
her pocket, where it luy against that
which she had bhad from Pierre.

It might well cause her pain, shorr
though it was. It ran thus:

Deankst LoLA—Come to me. 1 know the
dreadful load you are Learing, und my heart
{8 wrung for you. I know you are strong and
brave, but the trinl aliead of you would test
the sirongest and bravest. It breaks me down
to think that it is to me that this has come to
be known. Come to me nnd help me to shape
the course ahead. When I think of you in thut
desperate man's power, 1 shvink with fear.
Come to me. Your friend always, BERYL.

The end was closer than ever.

There was no mistaking either Beryl's
meaning or the kinduess with which
ghe wished to temper the blow which
she knew her letter must strike.

But the blow had to be struck.

“Come to me and help me to shape
the course ahead.” Lola knew well
enough the only meaning which those
words could have. The truth had to be
made known and thut at once,

She turned cold and shivered at the
thought, and, sceing her shiver Sir Juf-
fray, who had no clew to the mental
suffering which she was enduriug, set
it down to illness.

“You are ill, Lola,’’ he said very
gently aud soothingly, ‘T shull send
for Dr. Braithwaite.’” And he turned to
leave the roow,

“‘Don’t go,” she pleaded. *Don’t
leave me for a minute. Take me to
your arms once more, Juffray.”’

“‘Once more?” What do you mean,
sweetheart?”’ he asked in astonishment.
“*God forbid that my arms should ever
be closed to youn!"”

“Aye, God forbid it!" she cried.
““Now pet me and soothe me as you
used to wish to do in the days when I
wouldn’t let you."'

He took her in his arms, and then

sitting down in the long, Iow easy
chair where she had been he drew bher
on to his lap and held her there like a
tired child, holding her head to his
heart and emoothing her face and her
bair, kissing her and murmuring soft,
caressing words to her.

““You're not often like this to me,”
ghe murmured, opening her lovely eyes
and glancing up into his and smiling
faintly. ‘‘Your touch is like what the
wave of a mesmerist’s hand ' must be
when he wafts away pain."’

For answer he kissed her again.

“Have I made you happy, Jaffray?"
she asked after a long pause.

By way of answer this time he hum-
med the snatch of a song, “'If this be
vanity, vanity let it be,' an old, teas-
ing trick of his when she had geemed to
look for a compliment from him.

““Yes, 1 am vanity today, but an-
swer,'’ she urged.

“My darling wife, 1 have never
known since I was a child and felt the
preseuce of my mother’s love such hap-
piness as yon have brought into my life.
That from my soul,’” he said earnestly,
kissing her.

She kissed him in response and lay
for a moment quite still in his arms.

Then suddenly she acked:

“1f I were to die, Jaffray, would it
break your heart?"’

“Don't, Lola—don’t even think such
a thing.”

“But I mean it. Would it?"

“It would close it against ever hold-
ing such a love in my life again,”” he
answered, and his voice was like that
of one in pain.

“I am selfish, but I am glad of that.
I want no vne ever to tuke my place,
even to blot out the wemory of this
time, whatever happens. "

““You are talking very stramgely,
child. ‘Whatever happens’'—what cun
that mean?"’

“I am feeling very strange, Jaffray,"’
ghe answered, taking his hand and rub-
bing her soft cheek against it and kiss-
ing it. *“You laogh at my presenti-
ments, bnt you do vot laugh me out of
them. I believe that if we could lift the
veil that hides from us the next few
days we should see a tronble that might
make us both wish we were dead rather
than have to face it. No; hear me,"
she said, putting her hand on his lips
when he was going to break in and in-
terrupt her. *'It is this which is fright-
ening me, and it makes me anxious to
get a pledge from you of your love.
Don’t blame me and don't langh at me;
but, whatever happens, remember today
and remember our love,"

‘‘Are you fearing anything that can
happen, child?’ he asked earnestly.
Her words seemed more than a mere
presentiment.

For &« moment the issue to tell or not
to tell hung in the balance, and ehe al-
most nerved herself todare all and open
out her confession while he was in this
mood.

But he spoke and breke the spell.

“I sometimes think, as I huve told
you, that there is something,” And the
tone in which he spoke drove back the
impulse and made her silent. She
seemed to read in it an unwillingness
to forgive, a sternness that she knew
was in his character, and it chilled the
words even as they rose to her lips.

S0 the moment passed, and nothing
tvas said save that she turned the ques-
kion with an evasion.

] amn fearing something,” she said,
“‘and if only I could guess what it was
and what shape it would take and what
it would do I shon'd be better again
As it is you must not scold e, but love
me, Jaffray, always love me, alwags,
and Lenr with me when I am like this,
but alwars think of me with love.”

Then shie was silent, aud after a
time, when he had soothed her aud
petted her, ¢he {ell asloep in his arms,
her Jast thought of him being that
which a kiss suggested.  He held boer
while she slept—it was not long—and
thought of aull she had said aud wou
dered whether it bad auy hidden mean-
ing, and, if o, what.

And he leoked at her as she slept and
was pleased when asmile flickered over
her face, aud he kissed it before it was
gone, end kissing her he woke Ler, awd
ghe smiled still more  broadly and
Ewertly

“That is the sweetest sleep 1 bave
ever had in my life, Joffray,” she said
—"*in your stroug, sufe urws, kissed to

“When did this come and how? he asked
shortly.

sleep and kissed to wukening. It makes

me strong for whatever may come. "’

With that she rose, and, with a laugh
and a last kiss that his recollection of
her might be all of love and bright-
ness, she rent him down stairs happy
and loving.

In all the time of stress and pain
that followed that last look of her
huunted his memory always, and be
learned to blame himself sorely for hav-

ing been o dull and blind as not to
have geen before him the stormeloud of
trial and trouble and suffering that was
about to burst.

As it was be thought chiefly of ber
love for him aud only speculated ina
vague and general way as to the cause
of the moodiness in which he had found
hes.

At dinner time Lola did not appear,
but a message came from her that she
bad felt unezsy about Bersl and had
determined to go over and see her.

*How odd Lola is!"" exclaimed Mrs.
De Witt when she heard this. *‘Why,
this afternoon she got me to go over to
Beryl, and then when I got back I
couldn’t find her anywhere to give
Beryl’s message.”

“She is anxious about Beryl; that’s
all, "’ said Sir Juffray, and so the sub-
jeot passed, but the dinmer without
Lola was very constrained, and Sir
Jaffray was more distnrbed than he
cared to show.

As soon as it was finished and he was
alone he told the butler to find out what
time the carriage was ordered to bring
Lola back. The reply was that the car-
riage had been sent back without any
orders, and that Lola was to return in
one of the Leycester Court carriages.

This snrprised him very much, and
he ordered out a saddle horse and rode
to Leycester Coort, saying nothing to
any one of his intention.

When he came back, his face was
very stern and pale.

““Has Lady Walcote returned?' he
asked instantly, and the servant told
him she had not and handed him a let-
ter. Glancing at it, he recognized Lola’s
handwriting, and he caught his breath
a8 if in pain,

““When did this come and how?’ he
asked shortly.

‘A messenger bronght it about an
hour ago, Sir Jaffray,’’ answered the
man. ‘‘He said he had been paid to
bring it over on horsebuck.”

“From where? Do you know the
mun?"’

“'He did not say where he came from,
gir, and he’s a stranger to me,”’

““Yon should have asked him,”’ re-
plied the baronet angrily.

He held the letter in his grasp, and it
seemed to burn his hand.

Holding himself in restraint, he went
quietly to the library, and, having sbut
the door carefully behind him, tore open
the envelope with fingers that shook.

The first words were enongh.

He went to the door hurriedly and
locked it to prevent any ome surprising
him in his hoor of agony and bhumilia-
tion and disgrace.

Lola’s letter told him in plain words
that she bad fled from bome, never to
return.

TO BE CONTINUED.

Miscellancous Reading.

NEGRO POSTMASTER MURDERED.
Horrible Crime of a Mob In Willlamsburg
Connty.

News reached here early this morn-
ing, says a Kingstree special of last
Tuesduy to The News and Courier,
that the Negro postmaster, Frazier B.
Baker, of Lake City, about whom so
much has been written and printed,
had at last come to his death.

The news of the killing of Baker
spread rapidly ; but no one dreamed
of the awfuluess of the crime until
later in the day, when we got full
particulars revealing the fauct that
Lake City was the scene of one of the
most awful crimes ever comwitted in
the state. Frazier Baker was a coal-
black Negro nbout 40 years old, and
was appointed and took charge of the
Lake City postoffice about six months
ago, He was a native of Florence
county and had never lived at Lake
City until he went there to take charge
of the postoffice. The people of Lake
City were justly indignaut at the ap-
pointment of this Negro as their post-
master,

The authorities at Washington had
been notified of their mistuke and er-
ror in appointing this man, they knew
of his incompetency. And the people
of the whole United States ought to
be made aequainted with the fact that
the postoffice authorities in Washing-
ton are largely responsible for the
death of Frazier B, Baker.

And now to go back to the tragedy.
About 12 or 1 o'clock last night u mob
of 300 or 400 people gathered around
the Luke City postoffice, which was
ulso the dwelling of Buker's fumily.
Buker's house had been fired into be-
fore and even the postoflice had been
burnt not more than a month ago, but
the mob was determined to do their
work effectually this time, und they
surronnded the little shanty, and at
once set fire toit. Baker’s whole fam-
ily was in the house. It consisted of
Frazier Baker, his wife, a son, two
danghters and a babe of 12 months,
Baker was killed outright and his body
left. in the burning building. As the
mother attempted to leave the build-
ing with her children, surrounding
her, wild with fear and excitement,
and her innocent babe in her arms,
they were all fired upon and the babe
was killed in the mother's arms, and
it dropped by the side of the dying
father 1 the burning house, Each of
the others was shot, and while they
are all still alive yetitis said that they
are all seriously wouuded. The wo-
man was shot down by the side of the
burning building, and would bave
been burned to death had she not been
taken up and carried away by other
Negroes living nearby.  The two
daughters are about grown and it is
said they are both seriously wounded,
and even if they recover each will lose
a limb. The boy is about 12 years

old, and is shot through the abdomen
and cannot live,

The father and youngest child were
burnt to a crisp, and some parts of
their bodies were found among the
charred remains of the cabin. It is
hard to conceive of a more horrible
ending to the Lake City postoffice
muddle, and all right thinking people
are bound to condemn it. Coroper
Burrows empanelled a jury of inquest,
with H., H. Singletary as foreman,
who, after viewiog the scene, adjourn-
ed to meet again on Saturday next.
There is no excitement whatever in
Lake City. Everything seems to be
going on in the even tenor of its way.
Stores all open and business going on
just as if nothing had happened, ex-
cept that all are now perplexed as to
bow they will get their mail. The
general impression is that the Lake
City mail will go to Scranton, three
miles distant, until a new postoffice
can be established at Lake City. Lake
City is on the Northeastern railroad,
about 20 miles below Florence. The
people are noted for their sobriety,
and it is coosidered ome of the most
moral towns in eastern South Caro-
lina. Very few people seem to think

that any of the citizens of Lake City |P

had anything to do with this unfor-
tunate affair or that they were in the
mob at all. Lake City has always
been known as a white man’s town,
not over a dozen Negroes living in the
place, and not one owning a foot of
land in the corporate limits of the
town, and this makes it all the more
strange that a Negro should have been
appointed postmaster at Lake City.

It is said that one Edmund Deas, of
Darlington, wrote Baker a letter a
few days before his death, and com-
mended him for his bravery, advising
him to hold on to the office, and tell-
ing him that his name would go down
the corridors of time as obe of the
bravest and most patriotic men of his
race. Il is but just to add that the
wounded Negroes are receiving every
altention in the way of ealables, as
well as medical attention, from the
white people of the town, most of
whom seemed to be shocked that so
horrible a deed could have occurred
in their usually quiet little town.

G. 8. B,

UNKNOWN INSULTS.

Persons Must Be Careful When In a For-
elgn Country.

Recently a complaint was received
by the authorities through the Chinese
Legation that the gentleman represent-
ing Her Majesty in China had been
guilty of conduct unbecoming an am-
bassador and & gentleman; that he
had insulted the Chinese cabivet, says
a writer in Tid-Bits. Investigation,
however, showed that the only conduct
of which he had been guilty was
thumping the table at which he was
sitting to empasize a remark, Of
course no notice was taken of the af-
fair ; but all the same, the diplomatists
of China were offended, for in that
country it is an insult to the ussembled
company to thump the table.

It only shows how careful one should
be in a foreign country. In England,
if a friend is visiting another, and
stays to dinner, he may ask for the
loan of a hairbrush without giving of-
fence; but in Hungary he may not,
To attempt to borrow that useful arti-
cle is one of the greatest insults which
can be offered to a Hungarian, and one
whieh will in most cases cause a duel,

In Frapce there are several insulls
which the unwary foreigner may offer
without knowing it. For example,
he may be visiting a friend, and may
put his hat upon the bed. This is a
grievous form of insult, but why it is
not kpown; it is a very ancient one,
and so, probably, resulls from au vld
superstition.

Aguin, there are two ways of pour-
ing out wine in France, as every where
else.  One of these is to hold the bot-
tle so that while pouring the thumb is
facing the tablecloth.,  The sceond
way is to hold the hand reversed—
that is, with the knuekles downward—
and this is a greut insull to the assem:
bled guests and the host—a far greater
insult than drinking a health in water,
and that is pretty serious in France,

Germany has some curious forms of
insult. To begin with, to offer a rose,
or any otber flower, without any green
or leaves with it to a lady, is to deep-
ly insult her, though why this should
be s0 is not known precisely.

The German students are formed
into corps, some of which are fighting
corps, nnd others not. Bach corps has
ite distinctive cap, and when a mem-
ber of one meets another in the street
it is etiquette for each to doff' his cap.
Should the other not respond, a com-
plaint is made to his corps, and a duel
is fought—n real duel, with sabres or
pistols, not the fencing duel which is
pastime in Germany, just as foiling or
single-stick is in Englaud, for the
insult is nearly the worst than cau be
offered.

There is one worse, and that is spill-
ing or flicking beer uver another stu-
dent purposely. Noapology will wipe
out this offence ; nothing will except a
duel to the death, or a duel which is
continued until one of the combatants
is too badly wounded to continue the
fight. A minor insult is to refuse Lo
drink with a student if invited, or to
refuse to respond with “Prosit” when
he raises his glass and says, “Ich Kom-
me vor ;" but this is more a breach of
good manners than an actual insult.

We might finish with two Spanish
examples of curious insults in South
America, The first of these is to re-
fuse to smoke a cigarette which an-

other man offers you after he has had
it in his mouth ; and the second is to
refuse to drink out of the same glass
that a man bhas just drunk from, or,
worse still, to wipe it before drinking.

SOMETHING IN THE EAR.

The ears of children are favorite
receptacles for small sticks, pebbles,
beans and the like. Insects may also
occasionally erawl into the ear, and
flies are sometimes put there by chil-
dren who enjoy the buzzing sound and
the tickling which the prisoners cause
in their efforts to escape. Sometimes
the fly, despairing of exit by the way
he entered, this being closed by the
little hand, will crawl in the other
direction, and if he chances to reach
the drum membrane his revenge on his
tormentor will be complete.

The ear is usually very tolerant of
any inert substance which bas found
entrance, the presence of which may
be discovered only accidentally during
the child’s bath ; and then the trouble
generally begins with the nurse’s at-
tempt to extract it. If the body isa
pea or a bean, however, it will absorb
moisture and swell, causing severe
aln.

The chief danger of a foreign body

in the ear is that it tempts unskillful
persons to try to remove it, for almost
invariably the only result of such ef-
forts is to jam it farther in, perhaps
even so far as to break the drum mem-
brane and cause irreparable injury to
the delicate structure in the drum of
the ear.

It is so hazardous, indeed, to attempt
extraction in these cases, that it is al-
most wiser to advise that the offending
object be left alone, no matter how
much pain and distress its presence
may cause, Certainly if a physician
can be reached, even with some delay,
the work should be left to him; buta
doctor may be inaccessible, or the
pain, as from the presence of a live
insect, may be so excruciating that
something must be done at once.

The first rule for removing anything
from the ear is a ““‘don’t"—don’t poke
in the ear! If the trouble is due to
an insect, let the child lie on the oppo-
site side and then pour a little luke-
warm water into the ear; the insect
will almost always come to the surface
of the fluid and crawl out of the
opening.

Syringing the ear with lukewarm
soap-water will usually suffice to dis-
lodge a hard body which is too tightly
wedged in; if, however, this is some-
thing-that will absorb waterand swell,
we must refrain, for the only result
will be to fasten it more securely.

Sometimes a loop of very thin wire
can be slipped behind the iutruder,
which can then, by a dexterous man-
ceuvre, be pulled out. But this is
one of the measure that had better be
left to the doctor, if one can be found
without unreasonable delay. Indeed,
nothing should be done by either moth-
er or nurse if it possible to wait.

Very seriousinjury, resulting in per-
maneut deafoess, has been caused by
bungling efforts to extract a little peb-
ble that was for the time being doing
absolutely po barm, beyond causing
the mother needless nlurm.—Youth's
Companion,

IMITATORS OF THE IMMORTAL G. W.
A pocketknife wus returned to the
hurdwareman with a blade broken off
short, says Hardware. “How did you
break the blade?” asked the hard-
wareman. “I broke it while cutting a
little soft pine stick,” said the mun,
who, like our beloved Wuashington,
never told lies about hatchets, knives,
or other articles of hardware. *Very
well,” said the hardwareman, "I will
give you another, and relurn your
broken kuife to the manufacturer,”

Soon after this, a small, well-dressed
boy came in and threw down a 25-cent
knife, which also had a blade that had
come to grief, and the boy said,
“Kunife's no good.” “What is the
trouble 27 asked the hardwareman,
oI broke it whittling on a little pine
stick,” said the boy, who was a regu-
lar attendant at a Sunday school.
“You shall have another, my boy.”

During the week there were three
additional knives returned, all of
which had been broken cutlting little
pive sticks, and each of the purchasers
was given a pew knife. But one day
a ragged little fellow came into that
store and said, *‘I broke that knife you
sold me, and I want to buy another.
It was a good knife, hut dad tried to
get a cork out of a bottle with the
small blade, and I broke the large
blade trying to split a big hickory
stick.”

The hardwareman threw his arms
around the little boy’s neck, and in a
voice choked with emotion, said,
“Take a dozen knives, my dear little
fellow, a bicycle, a fishing-rod, a sled,
and anything else that you would like
to have. You are the first one to re-
turn & pocketknife to me that did not
say it was broken by being used to
whittle a little pine stick.”

——— S

WHERE WAS THE SQUINT ?—An il-
lustration of the ridiculous and annoy-
ing way in which a church choir will
sometimes run together the words of
a hymn is afforded by the remark of a
small boy in one of the front pews of
a large and fashionable church. The
hymn beginning “The consecrated
cross I'd bear” had just been sung,
and in the momentary guiet which fol-
lowed, the small boy turned to his
father and asked, in an earnest whis-
per: “I say, pa, where do they keep
the consecrated cross-eyed bear?"—
New York Journal,




