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twventy-five years ago. One day lately, at a fine party, the
gentleman of the house said ta an old lady at his aide, IlMother,
dear, P ve got two o!d chums here this evening ta present ta you,"
and presently a gentleman was bowing before the smiling old
lady, IlMr. josephi Hall," lie called himself, and hie %vas lcnown
as the organiat of the West, and he played in Chicago's grandest:
churcli. Soon after, the aid lady was bowing and smiling ta
anather of hier son's friends. He was Mr. William Hatherton,
the riaîng y.oung artiat ofthe lone-acar state.
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THE STORY 0F A

IlYou'l like ta talk together," said the matiter,"I l'Il go and sit
yonder." IlLet me take yau and sec you comfortable first, mother
dear," said the hast gîvîng her his armn, and Ieading ber away.

'the musician and the artist staad laaking after them, as they
crossed the zoom. Ilj ust the sanie aId Geardie," said the latter
with a littiesmile, "'poor ar ricli, lie isn't changed at ail." "Nat
a particle,"l said the muaician with a respansive chuckle. IlDan't
yau remember ltaw lie used to aay '1I jesa lielpins mither.'-- He'a
at it yet."
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