
6 A BEAUTIFUL POSSIBILITY.

deprive the assembly of such an edifying speci
men of sanctimoniousness.”

“ Yes, sail, I’se bery sanktimonyus. I’se 
’bliged to you, sah.”

With a last obsequious flourish the palm-leaf 
was restored to its resting-place upon the snowy 
wool, and the negro shambled away. When 
he had gone a few yards a sudden thought 
struck his master and he called,—

“ Methusaleh, I say, Mcthusalch 1 ”
“Yes, sah,” and the servant retraced his 

steps.
“ What about that turkey of mine that you 

stole last week ? You can’t go to camp-meet
ing with that on your conscience. Come, now, 
better take oil your finery and repent in sack
cloth and ashes.”

For an instant the negro was nonplused, 
then the palm-leaf was ilourished grandilo
quently, while its owner said in a voice of 
withering scorn,—

“Laws! Mass Ilildreff, do yer sposo I’se 
goin’ ter neglec’ do Lawd fer one lil’ turkey? ”

Ilis master turned on his heel with a low 
laugh. “ Of a piece with the whole of them ! ’ ’ 
ho said bitterly. “ Hypocrites and shams !

“ Evadne! ” he exclaimed impetuously, as 
a slight girlish figure came towards him, ‘ ‘ never 
say a single word that you do not mean nor


