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ART INTHE COUNTRY.

A Glimpse of the Young Ladies o
the School of Design on Their
Outing at Wurlemburg.

BKETCH OF THE QUAINT OLD TOWN.

1ts Curious Collection of 0ld-Time Houses,
Burromnded by All That is Lovely
in Nature's Gift

BOW THE VISITORS SPENT THEIRE TINE.

Eketching, Fisking and lavestigniing Ruraidem Made
Time Pass Bwifiiy.

TWRITTEX FOR TRE DISPATOR. |

ples were somewhat too youthful to be
tem Presently the short cut resched
the once more, and the village of War-
temburg b‘f“ slowly to unfold itself. First
appeared a la sdvertisement, which Tan
somewhat in this etyle: *“Aungust Blaok’s

| jewelry establishment. Cheapest in Amer-

OME, then, my lovely

. fair,

Those rural dellcacies!
—Froancis Quaries.
He stood alope and

uodaunted on the

threshold of therural
railway station. The
train whieh bad
| whirled him thus far
from city li‘e and its
jovidions civiliza-
tion, wss alresdy
speeding down a dis
tant gorge, irailing
long smoke wreaths
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above the sun-lit river, and waking every
fsun and dryad in the echoing woods of
Connoguenessing.

The silent Besators of the neighboring
wvillage hud assembled, as was their wont, to
witpess the arrivel and departure ol this
moondsy train. 'With them were many red-
cheeked mrehins arrayed in sostumes pictur-
esque and cool withsl, though decidedly
stanty and somewhat insecure.

Notone face it the little crowd was known
to the adventurous explorer. As he looked
around with disconsclate eves he felt like
Cassbianscs on the burning deck, and even
essayed a pose expressive of heroie despera-
tion. Meanwhile the village fatbers had
been scrutinizing the newcomer to their
hearis’ content, and still were puzzled to de-
termine his avocation.

THE ONLY VISITOHS.

Commercial travelers, amateur fishermen
and artists are the staple visitora to their
locality, and this sad-faced youth was
peither sketehist, rod-weilder nor drummer.
He earried no spgpestive gripsack, shoul-
dered no fishing-rod and bore neither paint-
box nor easel. The Senators were waxin
curious; the small boys were already wil
with excitement. Finally s bold resolve
filled the breast of the mysterious stranger.
He addressed the most important-looking of
the staring council and requested to be told
the shortest cut to Wurtemberg.

At this name the reader muost not permit
kis imsgiostion to ran riot among the foam-
ing beer flagons sod mrsterious gutturals of
the ““Vaterlund.” For this Wurtemberg
wanted by the loge voyager was not the one
we wot of in distant Germany, but merely
s quaint little vi:lue‘e on the banks of Slip-
pery Bock creek, 'way up in Lawrence
county.

The eilderly Benstor addressed, smoothed
out his gray
beard, and swmil- =
ing cunningly %7
upon his feliows F-Z

1

gave the required
information.
Then another gen-
tleman, who irom
the air of impori-
ance he assumed,
might bave been
mayor, or er
burgomeister  of >
Wartemburg,
lified wup his
voice and said:
“Comin" to ﬁlh,
haiot you?” The
stranger shook his
hesad deprecating- |
1y. “Trar'lin’
man then?
qguersed his bor
gomeistership.
Agaio the strang- = S
er replied in the -J-
pegative, and be- The Only Male A-tist
gan to edge slowly away from the in-
quisitive senator, Butthe burgomeister was
not going to vield up his prey withont 8 last
effort. “P'raps your goin' to make pic-
tures? he cried. The stranger vigor-
ously denied any practice in art, and leav-
ing the statioo, hastensd down the foliage-
shaded road in the direction of lesser Wur-
temburg.

NATUEE I¥ HEE SUMMER LOVELINESS

He bad been lonely during the voysge
from Pitlsburg, smong the morose, um-
spesking passengers, buried behind their
mewspapers or slumbering sonorously alang
the coshioned seats. But bere, on the yel-
Jow road track, under the swaving branches,
hiz lovelivess d The winds whis-
pered to bim through the leaves; the biras
saog for bim from the treetops. Down in
the glen, below the undergrowth, Bli v
Boek creek langhed and prattled, bounding
merrily over every obstacle to join its swirl-
ing playicilow, the Connoguenessing,

There was a short cut through the fields
to the town, and this track the explorer fol-
Jowed. Climbing over a queer, old-fushioned
stile be found nimself in the midst of 5 new=
m- meadow, where the scentof the bay
E all the air with fragrance. A ligtle
further on there was sn orchard, but the ap-

.
g

ion. Watches, silver plate and tinware re-
paired here. Also photographing and shoe-
making.**

PRIMITIVE LITTLE WURTEMBURG.

Wurtemburg, like most villages of the
kind, ean boass of only one sireei, nor ean
thas single causeway boast any srchitectural
eplendors. The eottages, however, are preily
if primitive, and the principal merchants
offer an exasmple of space-saving to their
brethren in big towns by condensing some 60
different kinds of ware and business into one
small store. Trim gardens slope dowa io the
road irom the cottage doorways. Thereisa
suggestion of Rbineland about these gar-
dens, with their tulips and bollyhocks; and
this need not be surprising, seeing that
Wurtemberg is one of the oldest Peunsyl-
vania Dutch colopies in the State.
place still teems with German and Holland-
ish names, and wany old Deusteh customs,

scrans of pottery mod pi i

et !)::the'ha pieces of furniture
As the explorer was proceeding leisurely

up the single street, be became nware of &

genltl‘:r;an nireued dmm.:nd after the fashion of

an ian ri, nd, a

portiolio, and ag;un' wu..l.“ - S
“An artist of coursel” Here was &

son who ecould give some valuable in‘orma-

tion anent the wwn, its principal hotels and

to remark that he never liked pigs till they
were cooked; and then to break up the con-
versstion vil.h the statement that dioner
time st the inn was approsching. This 1
proved to be a quaint old boilding, bearing
every sign of having been an fmportant road
house at one time. sign, with its dove-
cote on top, was what Bchool of Design
with one aceord termed “‘cute.” Butthers

was little time for observation. The dinner

bell had un to clang in the hands of &
stalwarth as s wash was necessary,
the artist the way throwin
sway his coat and wear an

plunging his head into a basin which stood
on the inn-porch. When he had sorubbed
himself to his satisfaction with a wery
rough towei, the reporter took a refreshing
wash. Then a rush was made for the dinner
table and what the country eam do in the
way of cresting an appetite was amply
exemplified by the way both men “'pite
into" the viands.

It was a really country dinner; plenty of
everything, and everything good to est
The “diniogroom was quite & curiosity In
itself. The lurniture was brown with ag
and contrasted strangely with the floor an
tablecloth, which were almost of snowy
whiteness. An old cupboard towered
gﬂmlr from a distant corner, and a cursory
exsmination ‘of the carving thereon was
sufficient to satisfy both srtist and news-
paper worker, that it was not built upoen
American soil, but perbaps carried hither
trom far-off Holland or Bavaria.

THE ARTISTS AND THEIRE HABITS.
After dinner a tour was made to the dif-

ferent houses where the ladies were staying,
The following were the names of Miss Hean.

A Munefan as Well

derson’s pupils on the oceasion: Misses
Bessie Young, Bertha Gill, Mary Reinhart,
N. L, Shields, Annie Gray, Fannie Agnew,
Margaret Farrell, Cora , M. M. Laog-
ley, Bertha MeCracken, Mary Morrison,
Aunnie Robinson, Tillie Whitmore and Lot-
tie Ford.

Every morning, after breakinst, which
began at 7 A. M., the class separated into
parties; each division being assigned toa
particular point. Then the sketching com-
menced. Miss Henderson proved an inde-
fatigable insiructor. Bhe hurried from
group to group, correcting, altering or com-
mending the work done bv thoss under her

The puopils must bave eotered
heartily into their teacher's spirit, for their
sketeh boois and portfolios were filled with
exoellent “bits™ 1rom the neighborhood.
‘When the gloaming set in and supper had
Leen disposed of, it was customar
to take short strolls by the river or throug
the town; and to wind up the evening with
music. Altogether the week spent by these
bydding Bonheurs and Butlers in drowsy

urtemburg must bave been a delicious
one, after the stiff mnnﬂomll:]y of their
winter existence. Indeed they all declared
;l;:t they had never felt 80 near fairy land
ore.

That artist in the brigand elothes proved
to be quite a fneetious fellow. He sketehed

5 and everyibing. Winsome
maiden and village gamin, picturesque hill-
side and tomble-down bars, sll were re-

ints of juterest. It was the work of an
iustaot to cross the road, and s moment

later the artist and the stranger were in con-

versation. The latter individual introd:oc:a

bimself as a Pittsburg reporter anxions to

glean some information relative to the artists

;:;: in Wurtemburg, their mode of life and
T.

PRETTY LADIES FEOM PITTSEURG.

The man of brush and le

uite a pleasant fellow, Bavl:::r r:n]:i?;lei

ort briar-root pipe from his mouth he re-
merked d;:lm th? welve-Mile Inn was his
present p of abode, and & ve
ope 8t that He was lhr: .gsm.bh
male artist in town, bot the ladies
of the Pittsburg BSchool of Design
bad come up to Wurtemburg in tull foree
for & week's lkeh:hini.[ They were upder
the surveillsuce of Miss Hendersop the
desizn _school principal, sad bad located
themselves in several of the prettiest
houses. Up the Connequenessing there
was a camp of Philadelphia art students,
snd s few well-known lundseape painters
were staying in larm houses down the same
river.

During thus conversation the re
his new friend pursmed their r;!::-r;‘; .tidg
sireet, and presently reached the bridge
which spans Blippery Rock creck, and
Jeads to the more elevated part of the town,
From the bridge there was & splendid view,
A cluster of houses, umu:ﬁ‘ which was the
ino referred to, erowned bluff summi;
while the creek wound through e u].ley'
torning an ancient mill wheel on jis -ay'
snd finally taking & great veudto the Jeft
and being lost to sightin the woods, Op
the right of the valley rose hills cloibed 1o
the top with trees of every size and bue,
while through s ravine, 8 small, but noisy,
mouutsin rivulet came romping down to
wrestle with the ereek,

THE ARTISTS AT WORK.

The artiss esught sight ofa f
lhl.ct_unx on the brow N::’: hl?lilf
and immedintely lod the way thither
Aftera shqn BECERL * 0P was mchgd,
aod th:d::bjnt of the ladies’ endeavor were

Toey were drawing a smgl]
boy wverched lor the nopce on“ad EE:T:;
rﬂndmne. The reporter baving been
ntroduced, there was s temporary saspension
o/ work, and the iair sketchers talked
tarcusly about the glorious time they were
baviog. One was cuchanted with the river
aod the j another with the rambiing
mhi;:gu;'&' the 'ﬂhl:ﬁ‘. But the third
o iy uite s
S S et S vy
course, o lifti
pretty face and s pair of lhqnme;u to-
ward the intruders, “'ol course the scenery
is charming and the town & dear old place;
but oh, you should see the little pigs!’ Mr,
Leilendorfer has such a lot of them, and
they’re the sweetest, [unniest little things
you ever saw!”
DINXER AT THE INN,

It was really eruel of that dreadful artist |

produced in hissketchbook.
FULL OF STORIES, T0O,

Then his stories! There was one pleasant
tale sbout Mr. George Hetszel, Pittsburg's
well-known landscape painter. It appeared
that while Mr. Hetzel was in Wartemburg
with some otber artists, not long ago, a
practioal joke was played ou bim. A sign
was earefuily painted and hungupona
serted (rame but by the roadside. The sign
read: ‘‘George Hetzel, cobbler. Old boots
snd shoes mended while you wait.”” On the
day after the banging of this sign, the bhut
wes besieged by bordes of good people with
broken footwear. They ware all sent down
to Mr. Hetz=1"s residence, and the Juckless
artist had to flee to the woods in order to
esoape them.

Supper at the inn proved much the same
ss dinner had been, and after supper the
broad-shouldered host requested his two
guests to join in & “gigging’ party. To the
upinitisted it may - wﬁe]il, t{‘ state that
‘gl *" means spearing fish. The giggers
wade o:f into the river, toward eveming,
some with lanterns, othersiarmed with long
tridents, or three-pronged spears. When
the gigger sees a fish by the lamplight he
strikes at it with his spear, and a good deal
of precision is requi The artist and the
reporter were the veriest tyros ut the busi-
ness. They jabbed unsuccessiully for a fall
bour, st the end of which the newspaper
man sccidentally drove his spear into the
other’s foot. This ended the gigging experi-
ment forthwith,

Night had now began to fall upon the
little village, and there being no lamps the
roads were soon in utter darkuvess, The inn,
however, was alwavs c:rn. and thither the
amatenr giggers hied them, as fast asthe
artist’s wounded foot would allow.

BEATUTY WITH ROD AND LINE

Due by one the cocks were crowing along
the valley, and slowly the sun was lifting
over the forest-clad hills, when the artist
sad reporterarose refreshed from their slum-
bers. After another bath in the inn perch
tney sanotered forth for a stroll beiore
breakfast. Under the old mill on the ereek
several of the young ladies were fishing,
their dainty tennis bats and out-o/-door eos-
tumes being sdmirably suited to the place,
Further down there was another party
sketching under Miss Henderson's direction,
and two or three were attempting the ascent
of the opposite bluffl The two inn guests
surveyed the scene jor fully hall an hoar,
and finally took courage to saunter down
into the valley to admire the sketohes and
ssuist in thefishing., Buttbey had scarcaly
reached level ground when the clanging of
a bell disturbed the peaceful scene and sent
sketches, fishes and climbers, alike in hot
haste toward their various boarding bhouses,
It was the summons to breakfast and break-
fast oiten proves more interesting even than

art.

About 9 o'clock it came time to bid good-

to Wurtemburg, its sketching club, and

| its other pretty features, its Lisben-
dorfers, Hicksenbaughs, Hengstellars and
Houghs, those stalwart scions of old Hol-
lander families, w:ihm !uhannﬁnﬂll:o-
Hasrlem years and years ago. But “must
ismust,” snd bidding all the available
members of Miss Henderson's class goodby,
our reporier hasiened toward the railway
station, in compapy with bis two days'
friend, the artist, §

man was in the act of
when be felt a touch on his
oarm. It was the Burgomelster, the villsge

“nll“" I"Ifdﬂﬂ'" h!il
father, "I:mmhaht u & laod surveyor?”
“Qertainly not, sir,"" replied the reporter,
in injured tones.
v o the Burgomeister, “‘von
-u-;.'h ronnin’ for office. Now haint
,‘;‘Il the reporter had fled inko the oars,
and m‘ﬂhﬂ waa left unanswered, As

forth Irom his coign or vantage

he found that the Burgomeister bad
captured the nrtist sod was apparently

o Sikdereiie, Warteag

DOWN IN VIRGINIA.

Chatty Character Sketches Along the
0ld Valley Turnpike.

THE FARMER AND HIS COMPLAINT.

Stery of & Wooden Monument That Stands
Alone in a Broad Field.

AURT JAMIMA AND HER POOR POLLY

[WRITTEN FOR THE DISPATCOE.]

EAUTIFUL old Vir-
ginla never grows weary
of being talked sbout,
and here sre some of her
unusual features. The
soene was on the old
Valley turnpike; the
time was noon, and very
warm,

“Wall, stranger, how’s
the araps down in your
districk? The' ain’t
good up year, this year.
The rain 15 jes" been
swoopin’ down so, I was
jes' sayin' ter Mandy
this mawnia’, s'I: ‘Ef
“Marks a Tragedy. we don’ hev somethin’
*sides them rains,’ 8'L, ‘we’ll all hev ter go
ter the po’ house, we will.” Thet’s what I
say; en Mandy, she—"'

“But will you tell us how far itisto
Mt Jackson?"

"“Wall, I don* know; "pearing fter me,
though, stranger, that you is got a goll-
durned ways ter go vet, en I wus jes sayin'
ter Mandy, s'L: ‘It's a swful way ter Mt
Jackson, {mt *twouldn’ seem fur e’ it hedn't
been tur them rains washin’ all the roads
awsy that s way, Eao the craps, stranges, is

Jes—
“But, my dear fellow, will you not tell
about ;," ,fu- 1t is to ML Jnlmn?" "
THE FORKS IN THE ROAD.

“Them raios, ] wus er sayin’, is been the
ruination ter the eraps this year. Bul, vas,
oh yas—wall, stranger, it er "bout nine miles
down that. I nin’t been down thar sence
the war, 1 sin’, an’, I don’ know how fur 't
is, I don’. DBut you jes keep right on, sir,
tell you come ter a fork in the road down
thar, en they'll be three roads thar, stranger,
Which lesds to Jackson’s? Wall, thut's it;
ef you go down the road to the right erbout
o mile you come ter a big bhickory tree
down thar; wall, that ain’ the road,
stranger. El vou go down the one ter the
left hand, "0 long you'll come ter my Betsy
—that’s the nle sow and seven the purtiest
pigs—wall, 8’ I wus sayin’, she’ll be eatin’
*long down thar *bout three miles, she will;
bus thet ain' the right road, stranger. 1It's
the middle one you’ll take ter Jackson's;
&n’, yas, you keep right on ter yer come fer
# young gyrl thar ridin® a horseback name’
Belle—she's mos’ always ridin’ out thar in
the road—an’, , she'll fix you; she's
a jimdendy, she is. 'Wall, & I was sayin’,

The Home of Flelcher,

that's Jackson’s, right thar. Wall, good
day, siranger; I go up this & wav.”

Nine miles from Mt Jackson, and he
had oot “been down thar seuce the war,”
he hadn't!

*“Wall, now, hello thar]! I say, stranger,
ef you eome across a black heifer cow down
thar, with five tits, one smaller than the
res’, an’ & bob tail, vou'll drive her back
this a way, won't vou?”

A SWEET VIRGINIA BELLE.

Bat we did not, ba assured. For we had
not gone far before we came upon another
phage sod coiocident noteworthy. There,
direetly in froot of us, riding down throngh
the beautiful country toward Mt. Jackson,
was one who answered eminently to the de-
scription of *‘that young ‘gyrl down thar
name’ Belle' *’; and we quickly discovered
the interpretation of Uncle 's *jim-
dandy" 1o mean simply a dream of loveli-
ness, One indeed she was whose beauty and
personal attractions were truly remarkable.
And there was such a hearty, healthful
ireedom of grace and manner in the saluta-
tion of this typical Virginia girl that the 10-
quiry about the distance to Mt. Jackson led
to an interesting conversation; and one hour
after that, at sundown, we rode slowly, very
slowly, into the village, and were already
the best of friends. It was an interesting
episode, indeed, but more’s to follow.

That night was beautiful and moonlit,
and we—this friead of the aiternoon and I—
went loping along the roadway by the banks
of the Shenandosh. Quoce she checked her
rein and E::a vent foa little, light laugh.
We had been talking of some of the local
provincialities, :

“Tast full,”” she said, “over yonder in the
valley between those mountains nearly
everyone was ill with chills and fevers, and
papa and I drove over one day with a few
little comforts, for they were very destitute.
At one of the eabins every member of the
family was ill—Iather, mother and seven
children.

HOT UP IN BIBLICAL MATTERS.

“Well, we went in—but I am not going
to try to tell you what & miserable hovel it
wae; and in the room with a dﬁ:ﬁwmn
was a great, big, hungry-looking fellow who
had come from a distance out of the mount-
ains. But this is the fuony : Btriding
up to a picture on the wall—the familiar
print of tgo head of Christ and the thorns—
he inquired, *Who thet wur?’ thinking it
the liguuuol' some member of the family.
And when we told him who it was Iris eyes
opened wide. Burely he had never of
D e e P

evin’ & meity o’ it, ain’ he

And then my little (riend laughed; but it
was odd, witchy. On the river k, on the
most beautiful night of a year, in the most
besutiful land of Ameries, in halloo dis-
tance of some of the purest Old World
aristoc yet in the land, and within three
miles omh. people who had never heard of
Christ |

Over in the mountains not far from Mt
Jackson lives su old desperado, Fletcher
is the name he mow bears; but & number
have gone before it snd were each in their
s gt + - Herre Mmcondiie-
the State’s two men an
one 'owu,’;r::a&_l.rl a record of ““little”
crimes nuequalled, it is said, by any of his
class sow living and free. He has done
g now lor which he is

wasaway,” conveniently
away; while she kept the hotel with two
long shining revolvers dangling from her
belt. These monntains have long been a

Jack-

| Thres miles somthward

sate retreat for eriminals, and they are now |

tull of retired boys with shady and
old men d of maoy kinds and |
| much eunning.

son there stands in an open field by the
roadside s small woodem monument. The
fast that no bLattle was ever fought there
I'l:::n:l:nrlad&y. Over ri:“ the ﬁe}d thi:
stan ne; but one ean upon it the |
following story, for it is a story, snd what
is not told 1s easily imagined:

Ca; . Summers snd Sergeant
N. Koontx, of Gompany D, Seventh Virginia
Cavalry, wore here executed on June %7, 1865,
E’ o Lisutenant Colonel Huzzy, Uns

undied and Secona 0. V. M, L, without tha

B T o g St
T '
brought here, and shot.

Yes, it was on s besutiful Bunday morn-
ing, they say, while visiting the homes of
their parents in adjoining counties, that
they were arrested—n0 One ever Knew upon
what charge—and carried to that little hill.
The tragedy, then, occurred st sundown.
And when the pareots came over the next
morning, no one was near. This killing
had attracted no attention; and they found

Aunt Jamima's Tale of Woe.

but the lijeless bodies of their boys. It was
murder, eold, base, devilish, say the good
people of Shenandoah; for their sequel to it
is that these three men—the two killed and
the captor commanding—were rivals for the
hand of & beautiful Southern girl.

OLD AUNT JAMIMA,

Yesterday we heard of & siogular thing.
And the result was a ride of four miles
under o sweltering wmidday sun to see old
Aunt Jamima. ?d, the side of a panel
fence, smoking, nodding, half asleep, we
found her. Not far tn{lin an old weedy
pasture was an old well; and it was the
mystery of this well which smeit to us and
to heaven more profoundiy ghastly than all
the oily fumes exhaling from the chinks of
the old darkey’s cabin nearby. For here
was a suicide, eruel, intentional and willful
snicide. In the middle nf the night he had
gone down into that green hideous well snd
tield his head deliberately under water until
dead, quite dead. Polly was his name, aod
poor old lonely Jamima tells how it was
and gives expression to her grief in heart-
brokeu tones; for Polly, poor Polly, was her

only companion.
‘xmem“' know, marster, hu come he

do dat thing. I'se been ter him all
dese yeahs, I is; dat dee knows, dea do,
I puv «ll de po’ ole migwer had ter esat, I
did, many’s the time, en—baut yisterdy Folly
kip pelwrluﬁtel I whip him—I jes drest
him down ighuy; marster, I did’n" beat
bhim much, I did'n’. "Fo' Gord I did'n’
marster; "deed I did’n’. Ea Polly jes did’n’
git over dat, All de evenin’ he look
wow'ful like. I giv'im ecracker, an’ hoe-
cake, an’ de bes’ de wus in de house; but he
would’'n’ eat, sub; he would’n’eat nuffin,
he would'n".

“'Long in de middle of de wmight I year
sumpin strange, metty strange; en dreckly
it come ter me dat dee was sumpin done got
in de well, en wus plashin’ in de water.
Sho’ nuff, when I git dar, dar wus Polly
sittin’ oo & rock in de water em pokio’ he
hude in en out, en screamin’ ter de top o’ his
ﬁh‘... 1 jesdid'n’ know whut ter do, I

n'. I jes call ter him.,

i “Polly,

POLLY IX TME WELL.
Polly, whut {ur yo’ mek all dat
racket; wul yo' doin’ down dah?’

“But he did’n’ pay no "tention, suh; he
jes kep hollerin®, Dreckly I say: 'Poi}y_
po’ good Polly, eome out o' dar, an’ shet
yo' mouf; chile, whut in the worl’ do yo'
mesan by du?

“Bat, subh, ha did’n’ pay no 'tention ter
me, sub, he did’n’; en den I ‘member "bout
de whippiog. I say: ‘Polly, do come ont
fer yo'old mammy. Please, Polly, 'deed,
I ain’ nuver gwine whip yo' mo’, Polly, yo'
mos’ brek yo'olse mammy's heart eryin’
dah. Polly, ei:‘;le.opo' Polly, sin't yo'
gwiné come ou ome t0 yer mammy
while she hol’ her abms.’

“Enp, marster, 'fo Gordl I—I—I dunno
whut ter do, **Well, Polly, look up en say,
“You whipped Polly, Polly goin’ ter drown
hisself.”

“En, marster, dat he did. He wouldn’
come out o’ dah, he wouidn’. It de Lord’s
trufl, sub, he wouldn’, He jes kip pokin’
he hade down in de water, twill he was dead
_dm.il

And Jamima laid her head back against
the fence panels, the pipe again sought her
mouth and she cried in low, swothered tones
about *“Polly, “Po" Polly,” “Polly gwine
drown hisse’f.”” And thus we leit her,

This is true, and very ﬁ:‘ngnllr indeed,

Wirmer WELLINGTON,

A COURTEOUS FRISONER.

On Escaplog Jall He Apologizes by Lotter
for Net Visltlog the Sheriff

The other night the only prisoner in fhe
jail of Tattnall county, Ga., opeped the jail
door with a wooden key bhe had whitiled
from o broom stick and walked out, He
left this letter for the sheriff:

“Before suarise to-morrow I will be out
out of your county, Aslam in somewhst
of & hurry you will please excuse me for
not calling and paying my respecta, If I
stay here in jail all summer my muscles
will get soft and I will not be able to doa
good day’s work when I get out in the fall.
Then, there is no use in my being at an ex-
pense to Tattnall’s taxpa; for months,
when I might just as veﬂr‘; out making
wy own living snd a littla for my family,
who live in another State. For your uni-

form courtesy please accept my sincers

thanks. The peopph of !I:nt:.:ll {lﬂ been

kind to me snd I appreciate it. Yours re-
FRABER.

spectfully. Joux F.
“P. B.—I will be back in October to
stand my trial, and I hope to be acquitted.”

FIRE IN FLOURING MILLS

1l the Firemen Try to De Is to Save the
Adjelslug Preperties

“When & flouring mill gets on fire,” says
John Lindsay, ahief of the Bt. Louis firs de-
partment, in 8 Globe-Democrat interview,
“the department is satisfied to save the ad-
jacent property. There is nothing outside
of a powder mill or & paiot shop that is as
combustible ss & flour mill. I bhave beard a
¢ deal about the explosive nature of
mdm but I know mothing on the smb-
,Lu:i. My own idea of the reason whya
uar boros like & bonfire is that it is

elevators,
“Start o fire in any one portion of a mill
and within five minutes the whole structure
isin flames, The department never did
save but one mill. In that case the fire

besn
in flour mill fires in St Louis wi ten
vllu”ﬂlnln-d.loﬂm'lunlolhuc

e is o in the world so timid as &
e 'ﬂﬁlml Imh:n m&
| & ot on your peen "\ you

THE SUNDAY LESSON.

Fifteen Millions of the International
Series Published

AND DISTRIBUTED EVERY WEEK.

The Work Done by a Committee of the
Bunday Bchool Convention,

AN ERTERPRISE IN BIBLE TEACHIKGS

: CWRITTEN YOR THE DISPATCH.]

The spproaching Iuternational Sunday
School Conveutions naturally excites some
curiosity as to the “how” of the Interna-
tional Lesson Series, now so popular. Al-
moat every tot old enough to “‘make the
riffle"* with two or three schools for Christ-
mas candy, knows that the same lessons are
used in all, and perhaps many adults know
little more of the mysterious source, except
that thers iz some sort of & commitiee,

The Ioternational Lesson Committee is
the creature of this couvension. It is com-
posed of representatives of nearly all of the
Evanpgelist denomioations. The present
committes was appointed in 1884, though
many of its members bad served beiore, and
is constituted as follows: President, Rev.
Warren Randolph, D, D. (Baptist), Biahop
J. H. Viocent (M. E.), Rev. John Hall
(Presbyterian), Mr. B, F. Jacobs (Baptist),

.| Rev. D. Berger, D. D. (United Brethren),

Chancellor 8. H. Blake (Protestant Episco-
pai), Mosss Hoge, D. D. (South Presby-
terian), W. G. E. Cunayogham, D. D.
(Southern Methodist), Prof. John A.
Broadus, D. D. (Bapust), Pro.. H. L.
Baugher, D. D. (Lutheran), John Potis,
D. D. (Canadian Methodist), Rev. E. A,
Dupning, D. D. (Congregstional), Prof. J.
1.D.Hinds(Cumberlsnd Presbyterian),Rer,
Isasc Errett, D. D., deceased (Christian),
with five corresponding members in Europe.

BEVEN YEARS IN A COURSE.

This committee maps out the lesson for a
seven-years' course, covering the entire
Bible, The present course, which is the
third, began in 1883. Seven times 52 is 364
Getting nr that many lessons isa formidable
task, but it is not all done by the committes
a8 & whole, or at one session. A meeting is
held at which different paris of the work are
pssigned to the respeciive members, and,
after agreeing on the general features, they
separate to complete the work assigned,
meeting annuslly, or as required, at their
homes. Ouly one year's lessons are com-
pleted and published at a time. This list is
printed by hr. L. H. Bigelow, the treasurer
of the committee, and furnished the various
concerns publishiog lesson-helps.

The Lesson Committes does not prepare
the lessons ready for printins and teaching.
It does just four things: It designates what
verses shall coustitute the lesson text, it
namen the lesson or gives it a title, it selects
s golden text and appoints certain verses to
be memorized; only this and nothing more,
The members of the committee receive noth-
ing for their services; ouly travelingex
ses are paid, and these not after the fashion
o! Congressional committees. This expense
and others of the convention is met by vari-
ous resources. First, there is the fund
raised by popular subscriptions in the con-
vention. Then each publishing house using
the lisy 0’ lessons is asked to contribute. In
addition to this the statistical secreiary of
the convention receives in his report the ad-
dresses of a large number of superintendents
ull over the country, and it has been pos
sible to dispose of this lor advertising pur-
poses Lo dealers in muosic bocks and other
supplies for quite & round sum. -

THE MILL BEGINS TO GRIND,

The list of lessons for the ensuing year
comas into the hands of the varions editors
and compilers of help on the lessons some-
time in the :;m?;:o Now the real work of
preparing the ns as they appear in
printed form begine with the ususl ameunt
of fanlt-finding and kicking over the com-
mittee’s Some of the titles are ob-
jeoted to as misleading; the Golden Texts
may be pot metal in some instances, so far
as adaptation to the particular lesson is con-
cerned, or the lesson text itself too frag-
mnuzarmlong. In 1888 the Coagre-
gational, Methodist Episcopal and others of
the leading denominational Bunday sehool
editors ““put their heads together” and de-
¢ided that their pages were being imposed
upon by the inconvenient length of some of
the texts, and agreed to print only so much
as they had room for. Ounly one house in
the country, it is believed, was enterprising
enongh to add the exira pages necessary and
print the whole text. 3

The number of copies of the prepared
iesson in circulation every Sundsy is some-
thing snormous. The Methodist Episcopal
Church alone put ous about 3,000,000 Bun-
day school papers and belps, 1 for ever 13
persons in the land. The Southern Metho-
dist Charch publishes about 1,000,000, the
Presbyterian (North) Church about 500,000,
the Lotherans 250,000, the Baptists over
1,000,000. Altogether, therse must be dis
tributed every Suanday not less thaa 15,000,-
000 Sunday school pa and lesson books,
so that by two bholdineg on and two more
looking over their shoulders, fellow
of the 60,000,000 might stady his lesson if
he wanted to. But the bution is not
so equal as that, It is estimated that only
10,000,000 are engaged in Sunday school
work.

THE FINANCIAL PARET OF IT.

Think of the capital invested in such a
business! When the International lessous
first began to eall for s0 much prioting it
was nearly all done by the ehureh publ
ing bouses, But a shrewd Illinols Yankes
saw & chance for profit, and went into busi-
pess on bis own hook. He used cheap
tinted paper, flashy, illuminated covers,
and cut rates away down as a
bid for patronage. And he got
it at first. Then the denominational houses
had to come down in their prices and up in
the quality and aftractiveness of ir

to hold their own trade. This they
gracefully and readily until now the
modern Bunday school lesson help is o
thing of beanty mechanically, sas hsady in
arrangement as 8 pocket in s shirt, and a
marvel of cheapness. For about one-fifth
of a cent one may bave the lesson text for
the Bunday, all the cross references an §8
Oxford Bible gives, a section of & $5 Bible
dictionary, the cream of a hundred or two
dollars’ worth of commentaries, an iostal-
ment of catechism and & pieture or two and
someé nice songs thrown in,mh? him
from being a heathen and help him live in

the image of his Maker.

oF DIVINITY.

THE BPOTTED IRON FRAUDS.
How One of Our Comanls nt 5t, Potersburg
Baved Uncle Sam Big Monoy.
It was William Hayden Edwards, writes
Fraok G. Carpenter, one ot our Consuls at

BEussian iron is the best in the world, It
mm&mlgﬂ’mhuhhma“
a . The ahi
seeiakiing wife v I made 1 Mok &
though it waa rotten, and it entered our
ports a8 iron,

Onee

g
wnd?l.:.lbhu
tens of thousands
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To the Wake ay Tim O"Hars
company;
Al Bt, Patrick's alley
‘Waa thers to see.
—The Wake av Tim O’ Hara.

There ia 8 writer scross the seas, called
Mr. Rabert Louis Stevenson, who make
most delicate inlaywork in black and white,
sud files out to the fraction of a hair. He
has written® a story sbouta Bunicide Olub,
wherein men gambled for death because
other amusements did oot bite scfficiently.
My friend Private Mulyaney knows nothing
about Mr. Stevenson, but he once assisted
informally at s meeting of almost sueh a
club as that gentleman has deseribed, and
his words are absolutsly and literally true.

As the Three Musketaers share their sil-
ver, tobacco and liquor together, as they
protect each other in barrascks or im eamp,
and as they rejoice together over the joy of
one, so do they divide their sorrows. When
Ortheris’ irrepressible tongue has broaght
him into eells tor a season, or Learoyd has
run smuck through his kit sod accoutre-
ments, or Mulvaney bas indulged in strong
waters, and under their influence reproved
his commanding officer, you can see the
trouble in the faces of the untouched twain.
And the restof the regiment koow that
comment or jest is unsafe. Generally, the
three avoid orderly-room and the coroer-
shop that follows, leaving the young bloods
who have not sown ir wild oats; bus
there are occasions

For instance, Ortheris was sitting on the
drawbridge of the main gate of Fort Amara
with his bands in his pockets and bis pipe,
bowl down, in his mouth, Learoyd was
lying st full length on the turf of the
giacis, kicking his heels in the sir, and I

A STORY OF THE REGIMENT.

WEITTEN FOR THE DISPATCH BY

RUDYARD KIPLING,

One of the Most Taled-0f Writers

of the Day.

The footsteps within censed. I heard the
dull thud of a knapsack falling on & bed-
stead, followed by the raitle of arms. Ten
minutes later Mulvaney, faultiessly sttired,
his lips compressed and his face as blsck a8
a thunderstorm, came into the sunshine on
the drawbridge, Learoyd and
sprung from my side and closed in npom
bim, both leaning toward as bhorses laan up
on the pele.  In xa instant they had disap-
peared down the sunken road to the canton=-
ments and [ was leit alone. Mulvaney had
not seen fit to recognize me; wherefore I
::iit. that his trouble might be beavy upon

.

1 climbed on one of the bastions and
watehed the figures of the three musketeers
grow smaller and smaller noross the plain.
They were walking as fast a8 could put
foot to the ground, nod their beads were
bowed. They fetchied a great compass sroand
the parade ground, skirted the cavalry
lines and banished in the belt of trees that
fringes the low land by the river. I lol=
lowed slowly and sighted them, dusty,
sweating, butstill keeping up their long,
swinging tramp on the river bank. Thay
erashed thropgh the forest reserve, headed
toward the bridge of boats and presently es-
tablished themsalves on the boy of one of
the pontoons, I rode eautiously till I saw
three pufls of white smoke rise and die ont
in the clear evening sir mod knew that
pence had come aguin., At the bridge head
they waved me forward with gestures of
welcome.

“Tie mp your ‘orse,”” shouted Ortheris,
“‘an’ gome on, sir. We're all going "ome in
this "ere bloomin’ boat.”

From the bridge head to the forest offi-
cer's bungslow is but s step. The butler
was there, and wquid see that & mao beld
my horse. Did the Bahidb require aught
else? a peg or bear? Ritchie Sabib bhad lefe

THERE WAS THE TWELVE AV THEM.

came yound the corner and asked for Mul.

vaney.

Ortheris spat Into the ditech and shook his
head. “No good seein’ 'im now,” said
Ortheris; " 'a's & bloomin" camel, Listen]"

I heard on the flags of the verandah oppo-
site the cells, which are close to the goard-
room, = measured step that Icould have
identified in the tramp of an army. There
were 20 paces crescendo, & pause, and then
20 diminuendo.

“That’s *im,"” said Ortheria. "My Gawd,
Tha's 'im. All for s bloomin® button you
could sea your face in an’ a bit o’ lip that &
bloomin’ barkangel would "a guv back.”

Mulvaney was doing pack-drill — was
sompelled, that is to u{. to walk up and
down for certain hours in full marching
order, with rifle, bayonet, smmunition,
koapsack and overcoat. And his oifense
was being dirty on paradel I nearly fell
into the tourth ditch with astonishment and
wrath, for Mulvaney is the smartest man
that ever mounted guard, and would as soon
think of turning out uncleanly asof dis
pensing with his trousers,

“Who was the sergeant that checked
him?”

*3ullins, ©° course,” said Ortheris.
“There ain’t no other man would whip “im
oo the peg so. But Mullins ain’ta man.
"E’s a dirty little pigscraper; that’s wot ‘e

“What did Mulvaney say? He's not the
make of :nan to take that quietly.”

“Said! Bin better for "im er’e’d shut ’is
mouth. 'Ow we laughed] *SBargint,’ "e sez,
‘ve say I'm dirty. ‘Well," says "¢, ‘when
your wife leta you blow your own nose for
yourself perhaps you'll know wot dirt is."
"You're him perfectly edaicated, {nt,”
sez ‘e, an’ then we fell in. Bui after p'rade
‘s was up, an’ Mullins was swearin” "imself
black in the face at Ord’ly Roown that Mal.

‘ad ealled "'m s swine an’ Lord koows
wot all. You know Mulling, "E'll "ave "is
‘ead broke in one o' thess days. °"E's too
big a bloomin’ liar for ord’nary consum
tion. ‘Three hours’ can an’kit.” ses t
Colonel; ‘not for bein” dirty on p'rade, but
for *avin’ said somethin® to Mullins; the' I
do not belleve,” sex e, ‘you said wot e said
you said.” An’ Malvaney fell awsy sayin’
nothin’. You know 'e never speaks io the
Colonel for fear o' gestin’ imsell fresh

ugrd."

uiling, & very young and very much
married t, whose manners were partly
the result of innate depravity snd partly of
Imper.'u:tl{ di board school, came
over the bridge and most rudely asked
Ortheris what be was doin';.

“Me?" said Ortheris, “'Owl I'm wait-
ing for my c'mission. Seed it comin® along

1"

"nnmm turned purple and passed on,
There was the sound of 8 geotle chuckle
from the glacis where Learoyd lsy.

e . to get his ¢'mission some
ed Ortheris. *‘Hivea "elp the
mess that "ave to put their "ands into the
same kiddy a8 'im! Wot time d’you make
it, sie? werl Mulvagey ‘Il out in
*arf an hour. You don't want to buyws

rg, sir, do vou? A pup you ean trusi—
'u’. Rampore b{ the nel’s grey'ounnd.”

“Ortheris,” 1 snswered sternly, for I
hu'hut'll”il his mind, “do you mean
to sa
“I! dida't mean fo arx m o' you
sny'ow,” said Ortheris. “I'd a sold you
the dorg good aun’ cheap, but—bat I know
Mulvagey ‘Il want somethin’ aiter we've
walked "m orf, an’” I ain’t got nothin” nor'e
ssn't neither, I'd soomer sell you the dorg,
su's trewth I would!™ 2

shadow

half a dozen bottles of the Ilatter, but sines
the Sahib was a friend of Ritehie Sahib and
the butler was a poor man—

I gave my order quietiy and returned lo
the bridge. Mulvaney had taken off his
boots and was dabbing his toes in the water,
Learoyd was lying on his back on the pon=
toon and Ortheris was pretending to row
with a big bamboo.

“I'm su ould leol,” said Mulvaney, re-
flectively, “dhraggin’ you two out here be-
kage I was under the Black Dog sulkin’
like achild. Me that was soulderin’ whin
Mullins was shquealin’ oo a counterpin for
foive shillin’s a week, an’ that not paidl
Bhoys, I've tuk you four miles out of nat-
ural pervarsity. Phew!"

*“Wot's the odds as long as you're "sppy?™*
said Ortheris, applying himsell afresh to
the bamboo, *“As well 'ere 23 snywhers
else.”

held up & rapee and an eight
anun bit, and shook his head sorrowiuliyt
“Fower mile from t' canteen, all along o'
Mulvaney’s blarsted pride."

“Y know ut,” said Mulvaaey penitently.
“Why will ye come wid me? Az’ yetl
wud be mortial sorry if ye did not —any time
~—though Iam ou{d enough to know bet-
ther. ButI will do penasce. I will take
s dhrink of wather."

Ortheris squeaked shrilly. The butler of
the forest bungalow was standiog oear the
railing with a basket, uncertain how fo
clamber down to the pontoon.

*“Might & knowd you'd a got ligunor out o'
s bloomin’ desert, sir,”” said Ortheris grace-
fully to me. Then, to ths butler: “Eas
with them there bottles, They're wort
their weight in gold. Jock, ye long-armed
beggar, get out o” that an® hike "em down?"

Learoyd bad the basket on the pontoon
in so instant, and the three musketeers

thered sround it with dry lips. They
i:ml my health in due and sacient form,
snd therealter tobaeco tasted sweetor than
ever. They sbsorbed all the beer snd dis

themselves in picturesque attitudes to
asdmire the setting sun, no man s ing for
a while.

Mulvaney’s head dropped upon his chest
and we thonght that he was asleap.

““What oa earth did you come so far for?™*
I whispered to Ortheris

“To walk *im orf, o’ course. Whan “"¢"s
been checked we allus walks 'im orf. "B
ain’t fit to be spoke to those times, nor ‘s
ain’t fit to leave alone, geither. So we takes
*im till 'e is.”

Mulvaney raised his head and stared
straight into the sunset. "I had my rill!"
said be, dreamily, “an’ I had my bay'nif,
ao’ Mallins came round the corner, an’ he
looked in my face an’ griuned cishpiteful.
‘You ean't blow your own nose,” ses he.
Now I cannot tell iwhat Mullins’ expayri-
ence may ha' been, but, Mother av God, be
was pearer (o bis desth that minut’ than I
have iver been to mine—an” that's less than
the tickness av a hair."

“Yes," said Ortherls, calmly, “you'd look
fine with all your buttons toek orf an’ the
band in front o' you walkin’ round slow
time. We're both trout rank men, me an”
Jook, whea the rig minst’s in "ollow sqaare.

Bloonl“ in’ fine you'd look.” s
slowly. "“AR" 3 a compn'y o Mak
linses—ma baad behind me. Mal-
ua}dunnat be & fool.”

“You were not checked for fwhat you did

not do, an’ made & mock av alther, "Twas
for less than that the Tyrooe wud ha' send
O"Hara to hades instid av lettin’ him go by
his own choosin’ whin Rafferty shot him for

soTTY
sbtick the pig, Malline" His besd

Wheu be raised it he shi
put his hand on the shoulders of his two

—




