
MOTH AND RUST

CHAPTER I

"Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth, where
moth and rust doth corrupt, and where thieves break
through and steal."

THE Vicar gave out the text, and pro-
ceeded to expound it. The little con-
gregation settled down peacefully to
listen. Except four of their number,

the "quality" in the carved Easthope pew, none of
them had much treasure on earth. Their treasure,
for the greater part, consisted of a pig that was
certainly being "laid up" to meet the rent at
Christmas. But there would hardly be time for
moth and rust to get into it before its secluded
life should migrate into flitches and pork pies.
Not that the poorest of Mr. Long's parishioners
had any fear of such an event, for they never asso-
ciated his sermons with anything to do with them-
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