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I was called i"good" myself while outSAM JONESsupremely unconscious that his beast Was
hurrying.

And thus the excursion proceeded, un-
til suddenly a shote, surprised in his calm
search for roots in a fence corner, darted
into the road, and stood for an instant
gazing upon the new-come- with that
idiotic Stare which only a pig can imitate.
The sudden appearance of this unlooked-fo- r

apparition acted strongly upon the
donkey. With one supreme effort he col-
lected himself into a motionless mass of
matter, bracing his front legs wide apart;
that is to say, he stopped short. There
he stood, returning the pig's idiotic stare
with an interest which must have led to
the presumption that never before in all
his varied life had he seen such a singular
little creature. End over end went the

A BHLDERS LESSON.

John Boyle O'Reilly.!
.. How shall I a habit break "

habit make; !

As you did that
As you gathered, you mst lose;
Ac you yielded, now refuse.-Threa-

by thread the strand we twist
Till they bin! us, neck and wrist,
Thread by thread the patient band
Must untwine, ere free we stand.

As we builded, stone by stone, ' .

We must toil unhelped, alone, '

Till the wall Is overthrown.

But remember, as we try, ,

I.isht-e- every test goes by;
Waiiiug in, the stream grows deep
Toward, the centre's downward sweep ;

Backward turn, each step ashore
Shallower is than that before.

Ah, the precious years we waste "

Levelling what we raised in haste ;

Doing what must be undone
Ere content or love be won !

Fin-i-, across the gulf we cast '
Kite-born- e threads, till lines are passed,
And habit builds the bridge at last !

run the old man into the barracks. The
crowd, however, drew him laughingly into
the saloon and to the bar. The reaction
was too much for his half-rallie- d senses.
He yielded again. The reviving liquor
passed his lips. Gloom vanished. .Hebe-cam-e

one of the boys.
The company into which Elder Brown

had fallen was what is known as "first
class." To such nothing is so captivating
as 5m adventure out of the common run of
accidents. The gaunt countryman, with
his battered hat and claw-hamm- er coat,
was a prize of an extrordinary nature.
They .drew him into a rear room, whose
gilded frames and polished tables betrayed
the character and purpose of the place, and
plied him with wine until ten thousand
lights danced about him. The fun in-

creased. One youngster made a political
speech from the top of the table; another
impersonated Hamlet; and finally, Elder
Brown was lifted into a chair, and sang a
camp-meetin- g song. This was rendered
by him with startling effect. He stood
upright, with his hat jauntily knocked to
one side and his coat tails ornamented with
a couple of show bills, kindly pinned by
his admirers. In his left hand he waved
the stub of a cigar, and on his back was
an admirable representation of Balaam's
head, executed by some aitist with billiard
chalk.

As the elder sang his favorite hymn,
"I'm Glad Salvation's Free," his stentorian
voice awoke the echoes. Most of the com-
pany rolled upon the floor in convulsions
of laughter.

was a glow upon his cheek-bone- s, and a
faint tinge upon his prominent nose. He
nodded familiarly to people as she met
thein, and saw not the look of amusement
which succeeded astonishment upon the
ous faces. When he reached the neigh-
borhood of Balaam it suddenly occurred to
him that he might have forgotten some
one of his numerous commissions, and he
paused . to think. Then a brilliant idea
rose '.. his mind. He would forestall
blame and disarm anger with kindness

would purchase Hannah a bonnet.
What woman's. heart ever failed to soften
sight of a new bonnet?
As I have stated, the elder was a man of

action. He entered a store near at hand.
"Good morning," said an affable gentle-

man with a Hebrew countenance, approach-
ing.

"Good morninV good mornin'," said
the elder, piling his bundles on the coun-

ter. "I hope you are well?" Elder Brown
extended his hand fervidly.

"Quite well, I thank you. What "
"And the little wife?""said Elder Brown,

affectionately retaining the Jew's hand.
"Quite well,- - sir."
"And the little ones quite well, I hope,

too?":
"Yes, sir; all well, thank you. Some-

thing I can do for you?"
The affable merchant was trying to re-

call his customer's name. i

" Not now, not now, thankee. If you
please to let mv bundles stay untelllcome
back"

"Can't I show you something? Hat,
coat "

Balaam saw him comingJ-Poo- r Balaam !

Ho had made an early start that day, and
for hours he stood in tho sun awaiting re-

lief. When he opened his sleepy eyes and
raised his expressive ears to a position of
attention, the old familiar coat and bat-
tered hat of the, elder were before him.
He lifted up his honest voice and cried
aloud for joy.

The effect was electrical for one instant.
Elder Brown surveyed the beast with hor-
ror, but again in his understanding there
rang out the trumpet words:

"Drunk, drunk, drunk.drer unc, erunc,
-- unc, -- unc."

He stooped instinctively for a missile
with which to smite his accuser, but
brought up suddenly with a jerk and a
handful pf sand. Straightening himself
up with a majestic dignity, ho extended
his right hand impressively.

"You're a goldarn liar, Balaam, and,
blast your old buttons, you kin walk home
by yourself, for I'm danged if yon sh'll
ride me er step."

Surely Coriolanus never turned his back
upon Rome with a grander dignity than
sat upon the old man's form as he faced
about and left the brute to survey with
anxious eyes tho new departure of his mas-
ter.

He saw the elder zigzag along the street,
and beheld him about to turn a friendly
corner. 'Once more he lifted up his mighty
voice:

"Drunk, drunk, drunk, drer-unc- , drer-un- c,

unc."-- erunc, -- unc,
Once more the elder turned with lifted

hand, and shouted back :

"You're a liar, Balaam, goldarn you!
You're er iffamous liar." Then he passed
from view.

III.

The exhibition came to a close by the
chair overturning. Again Elder Brown
fell into'lm beloved hat. He arose and
shouted: "Whoa, Balaam!" Again he
seized the nearest weapon and sought sat-- j
isfaction. The young gentleman with po-ste-

litical sentiments was knocked under the
table nnd Hnmlpt onlv espanfd ininrv bv

'lInndi-Mari:i-.Ieiniin- y 1 goldarn and
blue blazes!"

He had suddenly remembered having
placed in that hat, and as-h-

studied its empty depths bis mind pic-
tured the important scrap fluttering along
the sandy scene of his early morning tum-
ble. It was this that caused him to graze
an oath with less margin than he had al-

lowed himself in twenty years. What
would the old lady say?

Alas! Elder Brown knew too well.
What she would not say was what puz-
zled

he
him.. But as he stood bare-heade- d

in the sunlight a sense of utter desolation at
came and dwelt with him. His eye rested
upon sleeping Balaam anchored to a post
in the street, and so as he recalled the
treachery that lay at the base of all his
affliction, gloom was added to the desola-
tion. f

To turn back and search for the lost pa-

per would have been worse then useless.
Only one course was open to him, and at

went the leader of his people. He call-
ed at the grocery ; he invaded the recesses
of the dry goods establishments; he ran-
sacked the hardware'stores; and wherever
he went he made life a burden for the
clerks, overhauling showcases and pulling
down whole shelves of stock. Occasion-
ally an item of his memoranda would
come to light, and thrusting his hand into
his capacious pocket, where lay the pro-
ceeds of his check, he would pay for it
upon the spot, and insist on having it
rolled up. To the suggestion of the slave
whom he had in charge for the time being
that the articles be laid aside until he had
finished, be would not listen.

"Now you look here, sonny," he said,
in the dry goods store, "I'm conducting
this revival, an' I don't need no help in
my line. Just you tie them stockin's up
an' lemme have 'em. Then I inoic I've
got 'em." As each purchase was prompt-
ly paid for, and change had to be secured,
the clerk earned his salary for that day at
least.

So it was when, near the heat of the
day, the good man arrived at the drug-
store, the last and only unvisited division
of trade, he made his appearance equipped
with half a hundred packages, which nes-tled'- in

his arms and bulged out about the
sections of his clothing that boasted of
pockets. As he deposited his deck-loa- d

upon the counter, great drops of perspira-
tion rolled down his face and over his
water-logge- d collar to the floor.

There was a something exquisitely re-

freshing in the great glasses of foaming
soda that a spruce yourig man was draw-
ing from a marble fountain, above which
half a dozen polar bears in an ambitious
print were disporting themselves. There
came a break in the run of customers, and'
the spruce young man having swept the
foam from the marble, dexterously lifted
a glass from the revolving rack which had
rinsed it with a fierce little stream of wa-

ter, and asked mechanically, as he caught
the intense look of the perspiring elder,
"What schrup, sir?"

Now it had not occurred to the elder to
drink soda, but the suggestion, coming as
it did in his exhausted state, .was over-

powering.. He drew near awkwardly, put
on his glasses, and examined the list of
syrups with great care. The young man
being, for the moment at leisure, surveyed
critically the gaunt figure, the faded ban-

dana, the antique claw-hamm- coat, and
the battered stove-pip- e hat, with a gradu-
ally relaxing countenance. He even call-

ed the prescription clerk's attention by a
cough and a quick jerk of the thumb.
The prescription clerk smiled freely, and
continued his assaults upon a piece of
blue mass.

"I reckon," said the elder, resting his
hands upon his knees and bending down
to the list, "you may gimme sassprilla an
a little strawberry. Sassprilla's good for
the blood this tinieer year, an strawberry
is good any time."

The spruce young man let the syrup
stream into the glass as he smiled affably.
Thinking, perhaps, to draw out the odd
character, he ventured upon a jest him-

self, repeating a pun invented by the man
who made the first soda, fountain. With
a sweep of his arm he cleared away the
swarm of insects as he remarked, "People
who like a fly in theirs are easily accom-

modated."
It was from sheer good nature only that

Elder Brown replied, with his usual broad
social smile, "Well, a fly now and then
don't hurt nobody."

Now if there is anybody in the world
who prides himself on knowing a thing or
two, it is the spruce young man who pre-
sides over a soda fountain. This particu-
lar young gentleman did not even deem a
reply necessary. He vanished an instant,
and when he returned a close observer
might have seen that the mixture in the
glass he bore had slightly changed color
and increased in quantity. But the Elder
saw only the whizzing stream of water
dart into its centre, and the rosy foam rise
and tremble on the glass's rim. The next
instant he was holding his breath and
sipping the cooling drink.

As Elder Brown paid his small score he
was at peace with the world. I firmly be
lieve that when he had finishedhis trad
ing, and the little blue-stringe- d packages
had been stored away, could the poor don- -

kev have made his appearance at the door,
and gazed with his meek, fawn-Iik- c eyes
into his master's he would have obtained
full and free forgiveness.

Elder Brown paused, at tne door as lie
. . . i i i iwas aDout to leave. rosy-cueuKe- u

school-gir- l was just lifting a creamy mix-

ture to her lips
.

before the fountain. It
T j i x a iwas a pretty picture, anu lie lurncu unen.

resolved to indulge in one more glass of
the delightful beverage before beginning
his long ride homeward.

"Fix it up again, souny," he said, re-

newing his broad, confiding smile, as the
spruce young man poised a glass inquir-
ingly. The living automaton went through
the same motions as before, and again
Elder Brown quaffed the fatal mixture.

What a singular power is habit! Up to
tbia time Elder Brown had been entirely
innocent of transgression, but with the old
alcoholic fire in his veins, twenty years
dropped from his shoulders, and a feeling
came over him familiar to every man who
has been "in his cups." Asa matter of
fact, the elder would have been a confirm-
ed drunkard twenty years before had his
wife been less strong-minde- She took
the reins into her own hands when sne
found that his business and strong drink
did not mix well, worked him into the
church, nnd sustained His resolutions by
making it difficult and dangerous for him
to get to his toddy. She became the busi-

ness head of the family, and he the spirit-
ual. Only at rare intervals did be ever
"backslide" during the twenty years of
the new era, and Mrs. Brown herself used
to say that the "sugar in his'n turned to
gall before the backslide ended." People
who knew her never doubted it.

But Elder Brown's sin ' during the re-

mainder of the day contained an element
of responsibility. As he moved majestic-
ally down toward where Balaam slept1 in
the sunlight, he felt no fatigue. There

of the church. Oh, yes I was good 1 I
goodness on wheels. Laughter

But beholC the absurdity I We have all
known men out of the church of whom itA

said, " He lis good enough as ho is, !

he believe it." He thinks himself
perhaps, too good to join, but when pressed

join he says, '" I'm too mean." Laug-
hter. He is firs one thing and then an-

other; he is like a poor old ox in a long
lane all the grass he gets is what he

bites through the crack of the fence on
either side. Laughter. He is neither in

garden of God nor in the devil's planta-
tion. Laughter.

Every man, to occupy his true position,
must be on the Lord's side. Amen.
Amen.

I know a merchant by the name of Lee.
once saw a customer come into his store
buy a plow, and he asked whether the

blade was hard 'enough. " It seems to be
soft," was Mr. Lee's reply. Wasn't he

strange merchant ? I asked him why he
hadn't told the! man that perhaps it was
hard enough, or something of that sort,

he wouldn't tell a lie. I should sup-
pose a merchant of that kind would feel
lonesome in motet places lonesome about

spots. Laughter.
A man can lie: and never open his month.

That's the way, a horse-trade- r lies not.
knowing that tq keep his mouth shut is the
biggest sort of a lie. Laughter. I have
heard men brag about cheating conductors
out of a ride, nd then the conductors,
catching the disease, steal from the roads.
Some fellows think they have done a smart
trick if the conductor overlooks them and
they get a free ride. Before I would do
such a thing as that I'd hunt the conduc-
tor from the "smoker" to the "sleeper,"
and then chase him down with a pack of
hounds. Laughter.

It's ten thousand times harder to be just
than generons. i It is easy enough to give

poor woman a dollar, but when it comes
following a straight line, being just in
things, just tjo God, to your family, to

your children, to all men, it is a different
thing. Some mien are never just to their
wives. They pay their cook $5 very will-
ingly Saturday iight, but when the hard-
working, economical, painstaking wife
asks for a little money on Monday, the
brute will say: j "Oh, wife, what do you
want with money ? "

I knew a felloiv in Georgia, who had been
married 10 years, nis wife one morning
suggested that that was her birthday, and

said to himself, " I've got a good wife;
she has been kirid, and true

all respects; I must buy her a present."
So he went down town that day and walked
into a store and bought himself a new hat,
consoling himself that nothing would more
please a good wife than to make her hus-

band a present of a new hat. Great laugh-
ter especially among the married ladies.
He's the meanest man I ever saw, laugh-
ter and there are a great many men just
that way.

We are too often unjust to our children,
exacting of them things we don t do our-
selves, and berating them with our tongues
when they don't understand what we want.
And then we are too mean to say ten words
to make one of them happy. Oh, how un-

just we are to wives, husbands, children I

If you'll put a little downright justice in
your conduct with your children you'll
have happier homefT Did you ever start
anywhere with your wife and keep hurrying
her up when you ought to know she has not
only to dress herself, but five children be-

sides, while you have nothing to do but get
ready? "Hurry np, hurry up; I don't
want to be too late I If you don't hurry,
I'll go on by myself.'.' And after awhile
she tells you to "go on, husband; I'm
afraid I can't get ready in time for you; I
don't want to hinder you."

I've done just that way. Laughter. I
have walked off, out-th- e gate and fifty
yards down the road, and then I'd stop
and think. I'dlsay; "Sam Jones, you
are the meanest man living, and you shan't
go to church nor anywhere else till you
learn how to behave yourself." And then
I walk back and go in and find worry .in
my wife's face and tears in her eyes, and I
go up and put my arms around her and
kiss her there's; nooody mere duc us two

laughter a$d say, "Wife, I'm just as
mean as a dog; I know I am, and I want
you to forgive me ; " and she forgives roe,
and we get ready and go and find our-

selves the first ones there. Laughter.
The Lord havf mercy on us; how Unjust

we are to our iwives, our children, our
brothers and sisters, and our neighbors.

There are men in this very town who
meet a neighbor's wife on the street and
take off their hats and bow and smile as
sweet and tenderly, "How are you,
Madam ? " and hen go home and wound
their own wives With their tongues. Clever
to all wives but their own. And so it is
with some wives; they are all smiles and
kind words in company, and cut their hus-

bands to the heart with their tongues.
God pity the mam who has such a wife as
that. ? .,

I don't scold; Sf I do, I intend to scold
somebody else's wife. Laughter. I have
heard mothers say, when a neighbor's
child would break some article ofvalue,
"Oh, it doesn't matter," when, if their
own child were Ito do it, they'd slap him,
clean across the room. Laughter. Lord,
give us a religion that will make us good
to our wives andj children and friends and
neighbors. Anien 1 amen !

A Foreigner Fashion Freak.
New Yprk World Letter.

An attache of lone of the legations here,
a young Austriaa, has furnished no small
amount of amusement to society' folks in
the ' way that he attires himself. Last
winter was his firt in official society. He
made his entree at a reception given at the
residence of the English Minisfer, appear-
ing in a skin-tigh- t fitting suit of blue silk
tights, similar io those worn by circus
actors. He had ia' short, braided jacket,
of the same kind of blue silk. At other
entertainments he appeared in different
but equally benaational ' attire. He now
amuses his friends by changing his clothing
three times a day. He starts out with a
buff suit, follows with a slate color and
generally closes khe day with a' suit of
white stuff. He has immense English cloth
hats to match each suit. Besides this he
has three bull dogs. In the morning he
has a buff dog, fin the afternoon la slate
colored dog, and in the evening a pure'
white bull dog I follows him. lie never
has any companion but his dog:

A Oaf of Small Things
Belkvue Banner

It is the small! establishments, the small
industries, with! their ' low rates, cheap
wages, and moderate expenses, that pay
the" best returns on. the capital and labor
invested, New (York, which, with one ex-

ception, is the greatest manufacturing city
on the continent and employs over a quar-
ter of a million , of mechanics, has not a
cotton mill,. a r dling.mill, or a blast fur-
nace within her limits but ia almost ex-

clusively a city of small Industries.

Talk About Truth to Tenneaseana. was
Nashville American.J

An idea is a thought worked into shape was
ready for hand, tongue, or foot. As you and
think, so you are. Tell me what you are
thinking about to-da- y and I'll tell you what to
you'll be doing ; so, let me tell
you, brethren, you'd better mind what you
are thinking about to-da- if you know hot
what's good for you if you would have
any respect to what you may be doing to-

morrow. a
You partake of the nature of men and

things by which you are surrounded. You
are very much like the world around you

like youi circumstances and associates.
Place the worst man in Murfreesborough
in good company and he'll be as good as I
anybody. No man can stay with me for to
an hour and not be as good as I am and
I don't mean to say that I am over good. too
I only mean to say that in my presence or a
in the presence of any other minister of the
Gospel he will not swear. I know no good
man would or, I should say, no gentle-
man

but
would. I have overheard men swear

who, on noticing my presence, would be-

gin to beg my pardon. "Poor man," I in
have answered such. " You'd a great deal
better be on your knees begging God's pa-
rdonnot mine."

It is the world that shapes us up morally.
We partake of the nature of the things we
associate with? Bring hither a corpse and
a coffin, and I will soon be perfectly satu
rated with gloom; but surround me with
the aroma of the beauty of flowers, and
their sweetness melts into my heart. The
man who puts his mind and his eye on the
truth and lives in an atmosphere of truth,
will as naturally speak the truth as syrup
will flow from a jug filled with syrup. It
is what cometh out that defileth the man.
It is these outgushings that show what we
are. a

If there is one character I despise above to
all others, it is a liar all towns have their all
regular " town liar " and I'd rather be the
lowest town dog that roams the street at
night than to be a man you can't rely on a
word he says ; one who couldn't tell the
truth to save his life at three fair trials.

How I love a truthful man truthful- in
every act and word of his life 1 one who
lives in, by, with, and for the truth! His
life becomes so wholly saturated with truth
that he couldn't tell a falsehood if he were
to try.

I know an old fellow down in Georgia he
who thinks it no harm to tell a lie about
some things. He makes the best witness in
in the world, for he always testifies in be
half of the lawyer that calls him. His ex
cuse is that directly after the war he swore
that he had willingly set his slaves free,
which was a stupendous lie, and he hasn't
cared for lying since. A truthful man
always tells the truth, whether under oath
or not.

Truth, my brethren and sisters, is better
than money oh, so much better than
money. I never saw a real truthful man
who couldn't get all the money he wanted,
however poor he might be, while I have
6een wealthy liars who couldn't get accom-
modation at all.

There are (turning to the colored pews)
darkies here who can get credit at any
store in Murfreesborough. This is because
of their reputation for truth. There are
others who couldn't get credit for a paper
of pins, because they are known as the
biggest liars out of purgatory. Dat's so

yah-yah-ya- h ! And the darkies are not
the only liars in Murfreesborough, either,
I'm sorry to say. Laughter.

Oh, how I love the man who is true to
his word, to his friends, to his God who
is true to truth I I have heard reports that
I earnestly believed until some common
liar would come along and repeat it, and
then I wouldn't believe a word of it.
Laughter.

Christianity demands truth in our in-

ward hearts Christianity is truth 1 I and
you, and you, my brethren, are truthful
only as we are true to God, to ourselves,
to humanity. Better die than tell a lie.
It doesn't take ten, a hundred, nor a thou-
sand lies to constitute a liar. He who tells
one lie is as much of a liar as the man who
tells a thousand. A truthful child is the
greatest earthly blessing. Many children
teiriies from fear of the switch. How
gratifying to a parent to have one truth--

telling child, on whose word he can rely
implicitly. I have known such a little fel
low, and when you take him on your knee
and say, "You tell your father all about
it," he'll split a hair a mile long to get at
every truth in detail.

We've got a little one-hors- e Methodist
preacher down in Georgia by the name of
Dillard. He's not very smart, but when
he tells a thing he neither adds to nor
takes from, and all the neighborhood be-

lieves him whatever he savs. Such a man
is like a pair of balances he weighs every
word he utters.

I am sorry for that husband who cannot
rely implicitly on every word his wife says.
And I am sorry for that wife who cannot
trust her husband's every word. When
between man and wife the veracity of one
is doubted by the other there can be but
little love left and nothing whatever of re-

spect. Much as I love my wife, I'd rather
weep over her dead body than to know she
would prevaricate as to any statement she
might make to me. Oh, brothers ! oh, sis-

ters ! if we die in a poorhouse, let us tell the
truth while we live.

Imbibe the truth in its best sense, and
you will live a pure life. Some men are
true in different respects, but I want a man
who is true in all.

There are two characters in Murfrees- -

boroufirh. one of whom is a Methodist. I
say Methodist, for I never refer critically
to any other denomination. I feel free to
rebuke Methodists, and I find that keeps
me as busy as I want to be kept. Laugh-
ter!. It's all I can find time to do to tote
my own Methodist skillet around. Laug-
hter.

Well, of those two characters I am speak-
ing about, one is a Methodist. He prays
in his family, pays the preacher, and .goes
to prayer-meetin- g. In fact, he does every-
thing the church requires of hints But he
swindles his neighbors every chance he
gets! '

The other character is an outsider, out-
side

L

of the church, but he won't swindle
any one out of a penny. He is charitable
and kind-hearte- and gives liberally to
the poor. Which is the better man of the
two ? you ask. Why, I'd better be like the
big-hearte- generous, manly sinnei, you
say. And so would I." "And on this excuse
many keey 'Oot ef the" ehureh.Butf why
be a fool and be exactly like cither of hose
characters t Laughter As for' me, I'll
come into the church and pay God what is
due him ; then I'll pay the world its dues.
If I rob anybody it will .be you I won't
rob God and every man out of the church
who hasn't given his all to God is robbing
God of all the dear Father wants. Amen.
Amen. But I'll do right toward God and
my neighbor for such a man is in the
army of Jesus Christ and trying to do right
by all.

man or prayer, finally bringing up full
length in the sand, striking iust as he
should have shouted "free v. for the fourth
time in his glorious chorus. ;

Fully convinced that his alarm had been
well founded, the shote sped out from it
under the gigantic missile hurled at him
by the don key, and scampered down the
road, turning first one ear and then the
other to. detectXany sounds of pursuit.
The donkey, alsc? convinced that the ob
ject before which he had halted was super
natural, started back violently upon seeing

apparently turn to & man. But seeing
that it had turned to nothing but a man,

wandered up into the deserted fence
corner, and began to nibble refreshment
from a scrub oak.

For a moment the elder gazed up into
the sky, half impressed with the idea that
the camp-mectin- sr platform had eiven
way. But the truth forced lits way to the
front in his disordered understanding at
last, and with painful dlgnif, he staggered
into an upright position and regained his
beaver. He was shocked again. Never be
fore in all the long years it had served him
had he 6een it in such shape. The truth

Elder Brown had never before tried to
stand on his head in it. As calmly as pos
sible he began to straighten it out, caring
but little for the dust upon his garments.
the beaver was his special crown of dig-
nity. To lose it was to be reduced to a
level with the common wool-h- at herd. He
did his best, pulling, pressing, and push-
ing, but the hat did not look natural when
he had finished. It seemed to have been
laid off into counties, sections, and town
lots. Like a well-cu- t jewel, it had a face
for him, view it from whatever point he
chose, a quality which, so impressed him
that a lump gathered in his throat, and
bis eyes winked vigorously.

Elder Brown was not, however, a man
for tears. He was a man of actiou. The
sadden vision which met bis wandering
gaze, the donkey calmly chewing scrub
buds, with the.green juice already oozing
from the corners of his frothy mouth, act-

ed upon, him like magic. He was, after
all, only human, and when be got hands
upon, a piece of brush, he thrashed the
poor beast until it seemed as though even
its already half-tanne-d hide would be
eternally ruined. Thoroughly exhausted
at last, he wearily straddled his saddle,
and with his chin upon his breast resumed
the early morning tenor of his way.

'il.
" Good mormn', sir."
Elder Brown leaned over the little pine

picket which divided the book-keeper- 's

department of a Macon warehouse from
the room in general, and surveyed the
well-dress- back of a gentleman who
was busilv fitruring at a desk within. The
apartment was carpetlessr-an- the dust of
a decade lay deep on the old books,
shelves, and "the familiar advertisements
of guano and fertilizers which decorated
the room. An old stove, rusty with the
nicotine contributed by farmers during
the previous season while waiting by its
glowing sides for their cotton to be sold,
stood straight up in a bed of sand, and
festoons of cobwebs clung to the upper
sashes of the murky windows. The lower
sash of one window had been raised, and
in the yard without, nearly an acre in ex-

tent, lay a few bales of cotton, with
iagged holes in their ends, just as the
sampler had left them. juaer mown dhu
time to notice all these familiar points,
for the figure at the desk kept serenely at

task, and deigned no reply.
"Good-mornin- ', sir," said Elder Brown

again, in his most aigninea tones. i
Mr. Thomas in?"

'Good-mornin- sir," said the figure.
' I'll wait on you in a minute." The min

ute passed, and four more joined it. Then
the desk man turned.

" Well, sir, what can I do for you?
The elder was not in the best of humor

when be arrived, and his state of mind
had not improved. He waited full a min
ute as he surveyed tne man oi ousmess.

I thought I mout be able to mate some
, 0f0 ;th fr. t somemonev.
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house man came nearer.

"This is Mr. Brown, I believe. I did
not recognize you at once, l on are not
in often to sec us."

"No; my wife usually tends to the town
bizness, while I run the churcn ana iarrn.
Got a fall from my donkey this morning,"
he said, noticing a quizzical, interrogating
look upon the face before him, "and fell
squar' on the hat." He made a pretence
of smoothing it. The man of business had
already lost interest.

"How much money will you want, Mr.

Brown?"
'Well, about seven hundred dollars,"

said the elder, replacing his hat, and turn-

ing a furtive look upon tho warehouse
man. The other was tapping with his
pencil tipon the little shelf lying across
the raiL"

"I can get you five hundred."
"But I oughter have seven."
"Can't arrange for that amount. Wait

till later in the season, and come again.
Money is very tight now. How much cot-

ton will you raise?"
"Well I count on o hundr'd bales.

An' you can't git the sev'n hundr'd dol-

lars?" .

"Like to oblige you, but can t right
now ; will fix it for you later on."

"Well," said the elder, slowly, "fix up
the papers for five, and I'll make it go as

far as possible."
The papers were drawn. A note was

mi1 out for 2552.50. for the interest was
at one and a half per cent, for seven
months, and a mortgage on ten mules be- -

lnrnTincr to the elder was drawn and sign
ed. The elder then promised to send his
notion to the warehouse to be sold in the
fall, and with a curt "Anything else?" and

that's all." the two parted.
1 . .

Elder Brown now made an enort to rc-rn- ll

the supplemental commissions shout- -

pA to him uoon his departure, intending
n PTPfute them first, and then take his

written list item bv'item. His mental re
solves had just reached this point when a
new thought made itself known. Passers-b-

were puzzled to see the old man sud-

denly snatch , his head-piec- e off and peer
with an intent and awe-struc- air into its
irregular caverns. Some of them were
shocked when he suddenly and vigorously
ejaculated, ,

ELDER BROWN'S BACKSLIDE.

The toad that Sometime Follows Evil it
Harper's Magazine for August.

he
Klikr Brown told his wife good-b- y at

the farm-hous- e door as mechanically as
though his proposed trip to Macon, ten
miles away, was an every-da- y affair,
while, as a 'matter of fact, many years had
ehipsud since unaccompanied he set foot
in the city. He did not kiss her. Many
verv good men never kiss,- - their, wives.
But small blame attaches to the elder for
his omission on this occasidn, since his
wife had long ago discouraged all amorous
demonstrations on the part of her liege
lord, and at this particular moment was
tilling the parting moments with a rattling is,

list of directions concerning thread, butt-
ons, hooks, needles, and all the many
etceteras of an industrious housewife's
basket. The elder was laboriously assort-in- "

these postscript commissions in his
memory, well knowing that to return with
:tny one of them neglected would cause
trouble in the family circle.

Elder Brown mounted his patient steed
that stood sleepily motionless in the warm
sunlight, with his great! pointed ears dis- -,

played to the right and left, as though
their owner had grown-tire- of the life
burden their weight inflicted upon him,
and was. old soldier fashion, ready to
forego the once rigid alertness of early
trainiug for the pleasure of frequent rest
on arm. I

And. elder, don't you forgit them cal-ik- er

scrips.' or you'll be wantin' kiver soon
an' no kiver will be

Elder Brown did not turn his head, but
merely let the whip hand, which bad been
checked in its backward motion, fall as
he answered mechanically,; The beast be
In trude responded with a rapid whisking
of its tail and a great show of effort, as it
ambled off down the sandy road, the rid-
er's loDr legs seeming now and then to

. touch the ground. .
But as the zigzag panels of the rail fence

crept behind him, and he felt the freedom
uf the morning beginning to act upon his
well trained blood, the mechanical manner

f the old man's mind gave place to a
mild exuberance. A weight seemed to be
lifting from it ounce by ounce as the fence
panels, the weedy corners, the persimmon
sprouts and sassafras bushes, crept away
behind him, so that by the time a mile lay
kiwi-e- him and the life partner of his
joys and sorrows he was in a reasonably
contented frame of,, mind, and still im-

proving. ;

It w as a queer figure that crept along
the road that cheery May morning. It,
was tall and gaunt, and had been for
thirty years or more. The long head,
bald on top, covered behind with iron-L'ra- y

hair, and in front with a short tan-
gled growth that curled and kinked in
every direction, was surmounted by an

stove-pip- e hat, worn and stained,
but eminently impressive. An old-fas- h

ioned Henry Clay cloth coat, stained and
threadbare, divided itself impartially over
the donkey.'s back and dangled on his
sides. This was all that remained of the
elder's wedding suit of forty years ago.
Only constant care, and use of late years
limited to extra occasions, had preserved
it so long. The trousers had soon parted
company with their friends. The substit-
utes were red jeans, which, while they
did not well match his court costume,
were better able to withstand the old
man s abuse, for if, in addition to his fre
'1'itnt religious ' excursions astride his
beast, there ever was a man who was fond
i .f eT.ft'n.. .1 r . : 1. LI- - r V Z t. V r.uu miu ui, ix iiiguti i.unu
ms head . t was this self-sam- e Elder
Brown

The morniDg expanded, and the old
man expanded with it; for while a vigor-
ous leader in his church, the elder at home
was, it must be admitted, an uncomplaini-
ng slave. To the intense astonishment
of tlie beast he rode, there came new vigor
iato the whacks which fell upon his flanks ;
:nd the beast allowed astonishment! to
surprise him into real life and decided
notion. Somewhere in the elder's ex-
panding soul a tune had beffun to ring.
Possibly he took up the far faint tunc that
tame from the straggling gang of negroes
away off in the field, as they slowly

nopped amid the thread like rows of cot-plan- ts

which lined the level ground,
';t the melody he hummed softly and
'hen sung stronglv. in the quavering,
"itchy tones of a good old country church- -

'in, was, glad salvation's free.
It was during the singing of this hymn

r.nier Brown's regular; motion-inBpir-"i- ?

strokes were for the first time varied.
in- ucan to hold Ins hickory up at cer- -

p'iUM-- s in the melodv. and beat the
' " "'ii l OIUvO sl lilt? nin'uuuv

stecd 1 he chorus under this arrange- -

"lent

I'm ifhid salvation's rw,
Vm jlnn salvation's frte,
I'm ijlad salvation's frte for ,
I in ijlad (,alvation'sre.

K iever there is an italic the hickorv
Winded. H fell n liii r. an recrnlnrlv and
ilftr the fashion of the stick beating upon
the ofs" drum during a funeral inarch,
Hut the I least, nlthomrh convinced that
""'" ihii serious was impending, did not
onSider a funeral march appropriate for

off iision. He protested, at first, with
''Korons whiskings of his tail and a rapid
''"Hint' of his ears. Findhfg these dem-'"'stiHtio-

unavailing, and convinced that
",V:"i. d the elder's sercnitv as it had his
fr:,

niis that would have surprised
os owner could he havi realized what was

on. Hut Elder Brown's eyes were
elose-,- and he was singing at the top

o! IIS voice. T.osr in a trnnoa ht divine
ltiition, for he felt the effects of the

g motion, bent only on making
air ring wjth the line, whfch he dimly

' wgiued were drawing upon him the eyes
'he whole female congregation, he ws

"Not now. Be back bimeby."
Was it chance or fate that brought Eld-

er Brown in front of a bar? The glasses
shone bright upon the shelves as the swing-
ing door flapped back to let out a coatless
clerk, who passed him with a rush, chew-
ing upon a farewell mouthful of brown
bread and bologna. Elder Brown, beheld
for an instant the familiar scene within.
The screws of his resolution had . been
loosened. At sight of the glistening bar
the whole moral structure of twenty years
came tumbling down. Mechanicnlly he
entered the saloon, and laid a silver quart-
er upon the bar as he said :

"A little whisky an' sugar." The arms
of the bartender worked like a fakir's in a
side show as he set out the glass with its
little quota of "short sweetening" and a
cut-gla- ss decanter, and sent a half-tumbl- er

of water spinning along from the up-
per end of the bar with a dime in change.

"Whisky is higher'n used to be," said
Elder Brown ; but the bartender was tak-

ing another order, and did not hear him.
Elder Brown stirred away the sugar, and
let a steudy stream of red liquid flow into
the glass. He swallowed the drink as
unconceraodlv as though hfe morning tod
had never been suspended, and pocketed
the change, "But it ain't airy better than
it was," he concluded, as he passed out.
He did not even seem to realize that he had
done anything extraordinary.

There was a millinery store up the street,
and thither with uncertain Step he wended
his way, feeling a little more elate, and
altogether sociable. A pretty black-eye- d

girl, struggling to keep down her mirth,
came forward and faced him behind the
counter. Elder Brown lifted his faded
hat' with the politeness, if not the grace, of
a Castilian, and made a sweeping bow.
Again he was in his element. But he did
not speak. A shower of odds and ends,
small packages, thread, needles, and but
bns, released from their prison, rattle
down about him.

The girl laughed. She could not help
it. And the elder, leaning his hand on
the counter, laughed too, until several other
girls came half-wa- y to the front. Then
they, hiding behind counters andssuspend-e- d

cloaks, laughed and snickered until
they the elder's tu-a-v- i, who
had been making desperate efforts to re-

sume her demure appearance.
"Let me helryyou, sir," she said, com-

ing from behind the counter, upon seeing
Elder Brown beginning to adjust his spec-
tacles for a search. He waved her back
majestically. "No, my dear, no; can't
allow it. You mout sile them purty fing-
ers. No, ma'am, No gen'I'man '11 'low er
lady to do. such a thing." The elder whs
gently forcing the girl back to her place.
"Leave it to me. I've picked up bigger
things'n them. Picked myself up this
mornin'. Balaam you don't know Ba-

laam; he's my donkey he tumbled me
over in the sand this mornin'." And Eld-

er Brown had to resume an upright posi
tion until his paroxysm of laughter had
passed. "You see this old hat:" extend-
ing it, half full of packages; I fell clear
inter 'it; jes' as clean, inter it as them
things that fell out'n &" He: laughed
again, and so did the girls. "But, my
dear, I whaled half the hide ofTn him
for it."

"Oh, sir! how could you? Indeed, sir,
I think you did wrong. The poor brute
did not know what he was doing, I dare
say, and possibly he has been a faithful
friend." The girl cast her mischievous
eyes toward her companions, who snickered
again. The old man was not conscious of
the sarcasm. He only saw reproach. His
face straightened, and he regarded the
girl soberly.

"Mebbe you're right, my dear, mebbe I
oughtn't."

"I am sure of it," said the girl. "But
now don't you want to bay a bonnet or a
cloak to carry home to your wife?"

"Well, you're whistlin' now, birdie;
that's my intention; set 'em all out."
Again the elder's face shone with delight.
"An1 I don't want no one-ho- ss bonnet
neither."

"Of course not. Now here is one ; pi nk
silk, with delicate pale blue feathers. Just
the thing for the season. We have nothing
more elegant iu stock." Elder Brown held
it out, upside down, at arm's length.

"Well, now, that's suthin' like. Will it
soot a sorter red-heade- d 'ooman?"

A perfectly sober man would have said
the girl's corsets must have undergone a
terrible strain, but the elder did not notice
her dumb convulsion. She answered, he-

roically :

"Perfectly, sir. It is an exquisite
match."

"I think you're whistlin' agin. Nancy's
head's red, red as a woodpeck's. Sorrel's
only half-wa-y to the color of her top-

knot, an' it do seem like red mighter to
soot red. Nancy's red an' the hat's red ;

like goes with like, an' birds of a feather
flock together." The old man laughed
until his cheeks were wet.

The girl,beginning to feci & little uneasy,
and seeing a customer entering, rapidly
fixed up the bonnet, took fifteen dollars
out of a twenty-dolla- r bill, and calmly
asked the elder if he wanted anything else.'
He thrust his change somewhere into his
clothes, and beat a retreat. It had occur-
red to him that he was nearly drunk.

Elder Brown's step began to lose its
buoyancy. He found himself utterly un-

able to walk straight. There was ah Un
certain straddle in his gait that carried'
him from one side Of the walk to tne otner,
and caused people whom he met to cheer-
fully yield him plenty of room;

Mrs. Brown stood upon the anx- -

iouslv awaiting the return of her liege
lord. She knew he had with him a large
sum of money, or should have, and she
knew also that he was a man without busi-
ness methods. She had long since repent-
ed pf tho decision which sent him to town.
When the old battered hat and flour-covere- d

coat loomed up in the gloaming and
confronted her, she stared with terror.
The next instant she had seized him.

"For the Lord sakes, Elder Brown,
what ails you? As I live, if the man ain't
drunk!. Elder Brown! Elder Brown! for
the life of me can't I make you hear? You
crazy old hypocrite! you desevin' old sin-

ner! you black --hearted wretch ! where have
you ben?"'

The elder made au effort to wave her off.
"Woman," he said, With grand digni-

ty, "you forgit yussef; shu know ware
I've ben 'swelPsI do. Ben to town, wife,
an' see yer w'at I've brought the fines'
hut, ole woman, I could git. Look rt the
color. Like, goes 'ith like; it's red an'
you're red, an' it's a dead match. What
yer mean ? Hey ! hole on ! ole woman !

you Hannah ! you 1" She literally shook
him into silence.

"You miserable wretch! yon low-dow- n

drunken sot! what do you mean by com-
ing home and insulting your wife ? " Han-
nah ceased shaking him from pure exhaus-
tion.

"Where is it, I say ? Where is it ? "
By this time she was turning his pockets

wrong side out. From one she got pills,
from another change, from another pack-

ages.
"The Lord be praised, and this is better

luck than I hoped! Oh, elder! elder!
elder ! what did you do it for ? Why, man.
where is Balaam i '

Thought of the beast choked off the
threatened hysterics.

"Balaam? Balaam?" said the elder,
groggily. "He's in town. The infernal
ole fool 'suited me, an' I lef him to walk
home."

His wife surveyed him. Really at that
moment she did think his mind was gone;
but the leer upon the old man's face en-

raged her beyond endurance.
" You did, did you ? Well, now, I reck-

on yon'll laugh for some cause, you will.
Back you go, sir straight back ; an' don't
you come homo 'thout that donkey, or
you'll rue it, sure as my name is Hannah
Brown. Aleck! you Aleck-- k k!"

A black boy darted round the corner,
from behind which, with several others,
he had beheld the brief but stirring scene.

"Put a saddle on er mule. The elder's
gwine back to town. And don't you be
long about It, neither."

"Yessum.'" Aleck's ivories gleamed in
the darkness as he disappeared.

Elder Browu was soberer at that mo-

ment than he had been for hours.
" Hannah, you don't mean it ?"
"Yes, sir, I do. Back you go to town,

as sure as my name is Hannah Brown."
The elder was silent. He had never

known his wife to relent on any occasion,
after she had affirmed her intention, sup-
plemented with "as sure as my name is
Hannah Brown." It was her way of
swearing. No affidavit would have had
half the claim upon her as that simple
enunciation.

So back to town went Elder Brown, not
in-th- 'order of the early morn, but silent-
ly, moodily, despairingly, surrounded by
meutal and actual gloom.

The old man had turned a last appeal-i- n

plance noon the angry- - woman, as he
with Aleck's assistance, and satmounted,

. . ...( 1 m i x I

in the Hgnt tnat streamea irom out me
kitchen window. She met the 'glance
without a waver.

"She means it, as sure as my name is
Elder Brown," he said, thickly. Then he
rode on.

IV.
Tp say that Elder Brown suffered on

this long journey back to Macon would
only mildly outline his experience. His
early morning's fall .had begun to make
itself fielt, ..IIq. was sore and uncomforta-
ble. Besides, his stomach was empty, and
called for two meals it had missed for the
first time in years.

When, sore and weary, the elder entered
the city, the electric lights shone above it
like jewels in a prown. The city slept;
that is, the better portion of it did. Here
and there, however, the lower lights flashed
out ,into the night. Moodily?" the elder
pursued his journey, and as he rode, far
off in the night there rose and quivered a
plaintive cry. Elder Brown smiled weari-
ly ; it was Balaam's appeal, and he recog-
nized it. The animal he rode also recog-
nized it, and replied, until the silence of
the city was destroyed. The odd clamor
and confusion drew from a saloon near by
a group of noisy youngsters, who had been
making-- night of it. Tliey surrounded
Elder Brown as he began to transfer him-

self to the hungry beast to whose motion
he was more accustomed, and in the "

rnet" of the day, began to ban-
dy jests upon his appearance.' Now Elder
Brown was not in a jesting humov. Posi
tively he was in the worst humor possible.
The result was that before many minutes
passed the told man was swinging several
of the! crowd by, their collars, and break-
ing the peace, of, :the ;city$; A policeman
approached, and but for the good-humore- d

party,, upp whom the elder's pluck had
made a favorable impression, would have

beating the infuriated elder into the street.
What next? Well, I hardly know.

How the elder found Balaam is a mystery
yet : not that Balaam was hard to find, but
that the old man was in no condition to
find anything. Still he did, and, climb-
ing laboriously into the saddle, he held on
stupidly while the hungry beast struck out
for home.

V.
Hannah Brown did not sleep that night.

Sleep would not come. Hour after hour
passed, and her wrath refused to be quell-
ed. She tried every conceivable method,
but time hung heavily. It was not quite
peep of day, however, when she laid her
well-wor- n family Bi ble aside. It had been
her mother's, and amid all the anxieties
and tribulations incident to the life of a
woman who had free negroes and a mis-
erable husband to manage, it had been her
mainstay and comfort. She had frequent-
ly read it in anger, page after page, with-
out knowing what was contained in the
lines. But eventually the words became
intelligible and took meaning. She wrest-
ed consolation from it by mere force of
will.

And so ort this occasion when she closed
the book the fierce anger was gone.

She was not a hard woman naturally.
Fate had brought her conditions which
covered up the woman's heart within her,
but though it lav deep, it was there still.
As she sat with folded hands her eyes fell
upon what ?

The pink bonnet with the blue plume!
It may appear strange to those who do

not understand such natures, but to me her
next action was perfectly natural. She
burst into a convulsive laugh; then, seiz-
ing the queer object, bent her face upon it
and sobbed hysterically. When the storm
was over, very tenderly she laid the gift
aside, 'and, bare-heade- passed out into
the night.

For a half-hou- r she stood at the end of
the lane, and then hungry Balaam and his
master hove in sight. Reaching out her
hand, she checked the beast.

" William," said she, very gently,
" where is the mule ? "

The elderhad been asleep. He woke
and gazed upon her blankly.

"What mule, Hannah ?"
" The mule you rode to town."
For one full minute the elder studied

her face. Then it burst from his lips:
"Well, bless me! if I didn't bring Ba-

laam and forgit the mule!"
The woman laughed till her eyes ran

water.
"William," said she, "you're drunk."
"Hannah," said he, meekly, "I know

it. The truth is, Hannah, I""Never mind now, William," she said,
gently, "you are tired and hungry. Come
into the house, husband."

Leading Balaam, she disappeared down
the lane; and when, a few minutes later,
Hannah Brown and her husband entered
through the light that streamed out of the
open door, her arras were around him, and
hor faqe upturned to his.

Longing for Utopia.

BY EARNEST.

How numerous are the storms
That on us beat through life,

In various ways and forms
Alike in calm and strife.

Nor do they cease to fall
While here on earth we 6tay,

Both on the great and small,
Till all have passed away.

Oh, is there not a place '

In some far distant dell
That may be found, if sought,

Where man in peace may dwell ?

And all Is pure and bright,
Where naught will know decay,

But ever give delight,
Nor dim or fade away.

I long for such a home
Of rest and sweet repose,

Where sorrow ne'er can come,
And joy forever Bows

In a perpetual stream,
Bringing delight to all

Like music in a dream
With pleasures that never pall.

I'm sure there's such a place
Prepared for man by God,

Of which we see some trace
On this sod ;

And for that home I sigh,
Where tempest never blows

Where none can sicken or die.
But life in beauty grows.

But where, I ask, oh where,
Can Utopia be found ?

Tell me, and thither I'll fly
Swifter than fleeting sound,

Through sunshine and through storm,
O'er land and o'er the sea,

On ever, I'll sweep on,
Utopia, till I've found thee.

For thy sweet bowers I sigh,
And hope therein to rest,

Beneath a cloudless sky,
And there be ever blessed.

Oh, who can tell me where
Lies the enchanted ground ?

Tell me, lest I despair
Before tt has been found.

When lo 1 a geutle breete
Softly whlsper'd in mine ear :

" Here, nor beyond the aeas,
Nor on island anywhere

Beneath the shining- sun,
Will Utopia be given

: Till you with earth are done
Then you'll find tt in Heaven. "


