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1 “Stop crying, little cousion,and T'H tel)
urned, this time to stay. | you what we'nl do. You hurry and get
true that Max von Krechnnn; and then we’ll go off and have a
ing to acquire a certain ce!v-'nk-e little supper somewhere, and then
he was doubly thankful forigo to the theatre. Will that please
after Gretchen's advent. He ac- you?™
! an offer to write a serial story | As he spoke, Max patted the soft ha'r
v one of the newspapers, an offer he ‘heneath his hand, and, pricking his fin-
had been too capricious to consider be- ger on one of the stubby curl-papers,
fore. This allowed him to change his grew it carefully off.
bachelor quarters for a larger ajart-| Suddenly a, deep and hearty burst of
ment, where there was room for Gratch- laughter filled the room. ‘
en, and, with an elderly housekacp“rf “Look, Gretchen,”, cried the young
installed, Max.felt that he had satisfieq _man. -
_his orphaned cousin ‘and Mrs, Grundy| Ang, Spreading out the paper before
4 ; 3 the eyes of ‘the astonished Gretchen,
5 Once settled, the young man almost  Max showed her the missing sonnet!
forgot Gretchen's existence, save dur-|  “Qn! Max! indeed I did ot mean—-
ing the mornings when she wro'e at “Hush, child, this poem was written
his dictation. He was vaguely AWAYT tn a cogquet. I was a blind fool then,
that it was pleasant to have her aroun L:hut now my eyes” are opened—oh!
but her girlish charms soon faded from Gretchen, dearest Gretchen, can yo1 be-
his mind. When his work was done he lieve me when I tell you how grateful
hastened to call on the charminy wid- | am to a merciful Providence which
ow, Frau Bettina ‘Rumpel, whose abjest 'y, preserved me from saying, ‘I love
slave he was. There is no passion so you!’ to one who will never know what

absorbing as that provoked by a DrPll)'; leve is, and who has brought you, litt'e |

and coquettish widow, and Frau Betting cne, back to your true place {n my
Was past mistress in the art! Accord- heart?” !
.ngly. Max knew that he was safe from | “My true place——" Gretchen repeateq
any danger of falliny in love “'"hislowly. : :
Gretchen, but ‘the young girl, a'as' h~q ! “Keep the poetry. sweekeart,” Max
no such preservative, and to his con- continued, as, meeting with no repulse,
stéernation the author's critical soul soon he drew the voung gzirl closely to his
noticed thatGretchen was betraying tre heart. “Keep the po:try if yo1 w'li -but
most dangerous symptoms. '1et me tell you in prose what has long
There was but-one thing, to do. and peen true, altho I realize it best to-day,
Max promptly made up his mind that, ! that I love you and only you!”
cruel as it was, he would tell his cous- | o eliboniion i
in of his love for the al'capiivating Passing of the Silk Hat.
widow. New York S
‘1 am very glad for vou, Cousin| __ s ;
Max.” said Gretchen, talmly. as he end- | The silk hat,” sald the manager of a
ed his confession. “Do you think you | fashionalde hat store, “has about run jts
will ‘Be married seon”' Her voice | course for day wear. Only elderly men,
scunded perfectly calm ahd vnmasved. | gna womparatively few of them, wear it in
and somehow Max felt distinctly vexed { the day time. ‘
that she took his news so quietly. i “Fifteén years ago we' often sold maore
“T am very glad,” Gretchen re~eated. | silk hats in a day than we now sell in two

as she took a papér from the desk and | Weeks.  Young men wore them then both |

twisted it into curl-papers about hep: 9aF and evening. You could  see proces-

pretty curls. She treated Max as sht_gsinns of silk hats on Broadway and anl the |
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Would have an elder brother, and the “But the silk hat will return. Its pass-

familiar action served to reassure hi:n,r Ing Is werely a whim of fashion.
completely. % 4
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The next day Max awcke with a light | 't
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his c(fum‘n. and um.l:x_\’ Fraun I}rnm'. h:\.!‘ hats for economy's suke A few do yet
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This study is lined from end to

umes, which his grace has ar
ranged himself, so that he can put his |
hand on any particular one without a
moment’s hesitation, The preparation |
of a sermon takes

~The late Charles Spurgeon’s methods
varied according to his mood. ‘On some
occasions he would write out his ser-|
mon from beginning to end, while at
other times he would go into the pulpit
without the faintest notion of what he
was going to preach about or what his ;
text would be. Sometimes ke found the |
preparation of a sermon a matter of |
great difficuity; and to this there js a
story attached.

One morning he had been sitting in
his study, pen in hand, for over two
hours, endeavoring to think .of a suit-
able subject for a'sémon to be deliver-
ed that -evening. when g stone, thm‘:n
by some boys playing in the street,
crashed thru the window, misseq the
preacher’s head by a few inches, ani
veboundell from the wall on to his writ-
ing desk. “Thanks,” he remarked:
“that is just what I wanted,” ang forth-
with his pen began to skim over the
paper. The incident haq given him the !
inspiration for one of his most brillisat
sermons. On another occasion a glar
ing blue bonnet, worn by a woman :n
| the congregation just beneath the pul-
pit, inspired a sérmon when he haq got
up to preaca without an idea.

Mr. Jowett, the popular Birmingham
rreacher, like the Archbishop of Can-
terbury, first thinks his sermon out |
carefully in his study; then, sitting
down at his desk, writes it out at length
On quarto-sized paper; while Fr. Stan-
| ton goes no further than a menta) pre-
| paration or a few notes on: pieces of
i scrap paper. “I never could trus: my- ;
l’selr to learn a sermon by heart,” hc:
| says, “for the least contretemps. such |
| as the slamming of a door, would break {
| the threaq of the subject irrevocably, |
| and the argument would be lost. ?
|
! ‘The Ol Timer.
| When any chap says, “Atfi'e it coldF’

To Uncie Abner West,

He'll give his coat & backward fold
|  An’ loosen up bis vest.

{ An’ then he'll answer, Why. my lag,
This weather makes me thrive:

| Ye ougliter seen the kind we had
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