
"So! That's the way you srenel my time,
fir. eh? As if you'd got a minute, any more

than a penny, of your own'. A pretty thin?;
my clients would call it if I t0

wastln' theirs like that-a- r.d tisht they'd
be!"

Hut that is open to quest: n. The clients
must have strange notions f taste to be-

stow the epithet "pretty" vspV t1 tua-tio- n,

had their solicitor bon substituted
for hi.--: son George. For Ge-org- was a re-

markably good-lookin- g youn-,- ' fellow, while
the father was corpulent as to tisure. apo-rUrt- i:

as to countenance, nnd probably
had never been young, certainly never poo 1

looking, since he was born. 'erv few peo-

ple would have called It "pT' ttv" had he.
instead of George, been canglr making love
to a nrctty girl (the eplth-- is all right
there) in a lane.

If. however, that be a guiltv waste of
time, there was no doubt of Grorge's being
a criminal of the deepest dye. He had been
caught rutins' from his sweetheart with
hii arm round a waist which wis certainly
r.ot of old Time, and, generally, in so af-

fectionate a manner that any commonly
wcli-bthav- ed father would have crept back
noiselessly behind a hedge and. after a
fich and a smile in one, have tncre waited
till he might enter otherwise than as the
unwelcome third. Whereas Georsre's father
had grimly watched the courtinr through. .1

pap in th brambles till what he considered
the critical moment for a pounce without
leaving the lovers a straw whereon to hang
r lie. For "all men are liars" was a part
of his creed, and if ever a man lived up to
his faith it was Simpson Valer.tyne, solic-

itor of Dullingford. and of Valentyne Hall,
the great new mansion in the great unmade
p.irk just beyond the edge of the little old
tow p..

"I can't agree with you, father," said
George bravely, but civilly enough, as ho
üsengaced his arm without a svmptom of

f nd'.irr -- ment at its having been seen
there. "My time doesn't belonr to the of-- ?:

till h !f-pa- ?t nine, and it isn't breakfast
tirr.e !'! another hour."

"Thn the more shame to you for r.ot be-- i
i b- - d or readin' up Blaekstone, or any-th- i:

:z but makin' love love! to a common
bfu'.irly music mistress, anl a bad un at
th 't. own daughter to the worst scamp in
U.wn. with writs out against him to fill"

glared from George to George's sweet-l.- f
art. but the latter part of the glare, at

uny rate, fell flat, for the giri was no longer
there. Indeed, she must have made her es-

cape out of earshot before what came after
"! ve!" or pride must have kept back her
Kars. Perhaps it was not brave of her to
take to flight before the beginning of the
battle, nor ivlse of her to have let her morn-
ing walk coincide with George's. liut who-
ever bfcimes her lack of pluck can never
h ive had to face Sampson Valentyne. and
as to want of wisdom long may it be be-

fore youth and love become what fools call
wise. For in that case story-telle- rs would
starve, which would a dreadful thing.

"SHAKESPEARE FAGANINI SMALL.
Professor of Music.

Harmony and b'ingintr."
was the largely ktterel legend on the
weather-staine- d brass plate that further
distinguished tho broken gate of the weedi-
est fmnt garden of the most dilapidated
stucco In the shabbiest back row of Dull-
ingford. Here George's sweetheart paused,
to transform her tears into a smile? morn-
ing suii.-dun-e to folljw mornine rain and
thusi passed through the broken-bliMerc- d

front door and tho lare yet stuffy passage
into a front parlor furnished in the hores-ha- ir

style, where a rneek, middle-age- d slat-
tern in curl papers sat at a table which
ndsht represent cither last night's un-ciea- nd

supper or this morning's unready
breakfast, or a mingling of both, while a
personage, long-haire- d, lank and sallow, in
a crce gorgeous dressing gown, leaned
against the man elpiece and harangued as
rr.en do who are listened to by ihelr wom-tnk.o.- d.

"It comes to this, Juliet. Here am I,
whom I leave others to call a genius if
they please at any rate a man with tho
aspirations of steh, and consequently with
tne brains requisite to obtain them in
short. Shakspeare Small; here am I, con-
demned by eny, hatred and malice, to
vegetate and stagnate in a hole. And
when I say 'ho'e,' I mean confounded hole.
The peg of genius in the hole of commer-
cialism, obscirantism, Philistinism, in
which Inspiration pints and smothers, and
tioes all but tie. It comes to this"

"Perhaps fc'hakspeire, dear," murmured
Mrs. Small, "if you did something taking
v. mild hymn that people could Join In, or a
polka they C3uld dance to"

"Polkas! Hymns! You're a rood crea-
ture, Juliet; but you'll never understand
that a race horte can no more drag a
plough than a plough horse can win the
Derby; that a Beethoven, say, cculd no
more make money hy a polka than Tomp-
kins of the music shop could make fame
by a symphony."

"Tompkins pays his way"
"People who star.. I behind counters, I be-

lieve often do. They are not kept down
by tl. malice of peddling duns, of that in-

strument of unjust oppression, the county
court, or the poor-rat- e, or the water-rat- e,

cr the rest of the arch-conspiri- ng against
v.-or- k that the world would not willingly
et liv. I do work. Juliet. Nobody works
harder for his family than I. For hours

l was extemporizing things that
v.e-i-

. it Isn't for me to say what; and
th in there came that canting demand
lor something on account of something,
i" ju.-- in the very crises of an exquisite
modulation from A major to D minor that
the dir. must have been listening outside
so as to catch the exact moment to send
ir.spir itio.n Hying. And so another gem
v. as born to waste its sweetness on the

rt nir, while self-mad- e snobs, like
Cousin Vai'-ntyn- t for cousin he is, though
h 's ashamed to own it ride in their carr-

iage.--, and serve writs on their own rela-
tions that wouldn't touch them with a pair
of tor.gs. Don't mistake me, Juliet. Don't
mistake m Lucy," he added, so as to give
a re'oixnized place in his audience to
George's sweetheart, busied in parlour
i:: lid's labours. "I'm not envious. Envy
must find some other breast to harbour in
than mine. If there's one thing I'm not,
It's i de; and if there's another thing I'm
r. t. it's mean. I may have my faults, both
as artist and man; I may have I don't
Know; but not those. Ami so, as I was

.yii g. it comes to this I've thought the"
.Mt uation over, and, as we can't show our
howling pack of creditors the color of a

penny piece, we must show them
tl it of a clean pair of heels; three pairs
x::i Luey's and yours. We must bolt
ai.d I don't mean the door."

.Mr.-- 1. Small sighed; Lucy turned pale, for
ether reasons than pity for the butchers
tr.d bakers of Dullingford her life's at-n- v

,s; here had not been such as to saturate
b.r with thw sac-rednes-

s of a debt; indeed
her own half dozen pupils seldom paid on
the nail, even when there was no set-o- ff in
the form of milk or mutton.

"The postman!" she was luckily able to
exclaim, so as to hide a dismay that she
absurdly thought must be visible to' all the
world. There was nothing for her; nothing
for her mother, but a whole heap for her
fcuher, who, however, only scowled at them

r
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and went on with his rasher and his har-
angue. He knew well enough what they
were bills for account rendered, with moie
or less peremptory postscripts; lawyers'
letters, prospectuses and advertisements-ev- en

bankrupts get those; only the usual
things that will keep forever and a day
without opening.

But while Mrs. Small's ears dutifully Hs7
tened, her eyes were caught by one of thfc
heap that looked like a real letter; that is
to say, something that she had not seen
for years. The professor caught her glance.

"Well, one may as well look inside," he
said, with an effort; for the fight of S.
Small, 6 Hellavista Terrace, Dullingford, on
tho back of an envelope had become a hor-
ror. This particular envelope was addressed
merely to S. Small, Esq.. Dullingford; and
it bore the London postmark. "Perhaps it's
to ask for a subscription to a hospital," he
surmised. "Anyhow, it can't hurt. A beg-
gar's as good as a bill to a bolting man.
Good Lord! Saved! Uncle Zack's come
home!"

"Fnclc Zack?" asked Mrs. Small.
"Yes. dear old Uncle Zack long lost anti-

podes-read it out." said the professor,
leaning back with closed eyes, and in a
voice weak with emotion. "Read out the
joyful news-Tho- ugh lost to sight, to mem-
ory ever dear. "

" 'Dear Nephew-- It is an odd man's wish
to dive among his chilblains,' " she began

"Lucy, read it for your mother. Its pa-
thos is too much for her eyes," said the
professor, wiping his own.

"It is an old man's wish," read Lucy, "to
die among bis childhood's scenes. I am
that old man. No doubt you often heard
your dear parents speak of Uncle Zack. I
am he. You will be glad to hear things
hive prospered with me, as I trust they
have with you. Hut. without wife or child,
I begin to lind Winga something N. S. W.

north, south, west "
"No, no; 'New South Wales "
" 'cw South Wales, rather lonesome

for the close of my days. I propose, there-
fore, to arrive in Dullingford by the 2:2:
the day after w. I do not know If
there be a Mrs. S. Small; but if there be,
convey to her my affectionate greetings,
and my hope that she will find a night's
corner for her new and your old uncle
Zachary Small."

"Hut who is 'Uncle Zack,' Shakepeare.
dear? I never heard you mention his
name."

"Never heard ma speak of Uncle Zack
my long lost Uncle Zack? Pless my soul!
Of course, as an orphan while still in long
clothes, I never heard much of him to
speak of but there he Is 'Prospered; 'New
South Wales; 'without wife or child;'
'lonesome; 'affectionate' wants a 'corner'
here! Hy jingo, if he doesn't live here,
and die here, and make his will here, all the
rest of his dear old days!"

"Here? Shakspeare!" panted Mrs. Small
aghast and looking round. "Suppose the
bailiffs "

"That for the bailiffs!" exclaimed the
professor with a snap of his lingers. And
out of the room and presently out of the
house he went whistling one of his own
tunes, while the mother and daughter,
whose belief in him was without bounds,
embraced with glistening eyes.

II.
On the third afternoon after this great

news a r4uiet little old man. white-beare- d,

roäy-cheek- ed and blue-eye- d, carrying a
well-wor- n hand bag in one hand and a
badly worn umbrella in the other, and so
shabbily dressed as to suggest an indiffer-
ence to appearances rather than a want of
means to maintain them, strolled in an un-
decided, dreamlike manner from Dulling-
ford station towards the town. There was
a certain air of Hip Van Winkle about Ids
seeming to look for familiar local features
that he failed to find and stopping at turn-
ings as if he ought to know which to take
but could not remember, with his apparent
unwillingness rather than shyness about
asking. Presently, however, after a more
than usually long and puzzled pause, he
hesitatingly and deprecatlngly accosted a
somewhat hurried passerby.

"Pray, sir" his voice was very gentle
and soft "can you kindly direct me to
Hellavista Terrace? I ought to know, but
it's many a year since I was here and
there's been a great deal of change "

"No change for you, my man," said Mr.
Sampson Valentyne, for it was he; "not
a halfpenny." For he was, besides being
busy-minde- d, a trifle hard of hearing as
well as of heart and head; and a scornful
half glance at the old fellow's style and
bearing gave an instinctive interpretation
to the half-hear- d "change."

"I was asking, sir," said the other with
a slight infusion of sharpness into his tone,
"if you could direct me, who am a stranger
in this town, to Hellavista Terrace, the
residence of a gentleman of the name of
Small."

"Ah! A debt collector, eh?"
"No, sir. A relation."
"And you look it every inch, you do.

No, I cannot direct you to the residence
of any gentleman of the name of Small.
And I don't direct mendicants to the resi-

dences of rascals. You've taken my time,
and my time's money. He off with you.
We don't want any more Smalls here."

Off he swaggered, fuming, and no won-

der. For happy and prosperous as Samp-

son Valentyne had always been in his busi-

ness, in his wife's fortune, in her early
demise and till recently in his only son,
there had .ever been one cruelly hard lump
in his life's bed; that all Dullingford knew
of a couslnship between that bankrupt
scamp of a music master In Hellavista
Terrace and Sampson Valentyne, Hsqulre,
of the Hall. It was but a third couslnship,
it Is true; probably not a soul in Dulling-

ford cared; but rcne the less the very nme
of Small was to him as the red rag to the
bull. And for George's calf love to have,
taken the direction of that girl and now
for another shabby member of the same
shabby brood to have accosted him in the
public street, no wonder his wrath had
succeeded in the never difficult feat of get-

ting the better of his manners. In vain had
he (by royal license) changed his father s
humble name of Small into the more aris-

tocratic Valentyne and done all else he
could to bury the whole disgraceful con-

nection under public oblivion if his own son
was to turn traitor and he could not go

about his business without coming across
a Small at every corner of the town.

It was part aggravation of his ire, part
alleviation, to find waiting for him, on his
visit to his office next morning, the builder
who owned the whole of Hellavista Ter-

race. Aha!" thought he; "rent in arrear;
a case of ejectment from number six good!
Blidge can't know I'm his tenant's cousin,
or he wouldn't come to me. Well, Blidge

eh?" (
'Well. Mr. Valentyne I've considered

that little matter, and I think It may be

as well to suspend proceedings against
Professpr Small. We might give him a
quarter more. I suppose you've heard the
news?"

Mr. Blidge I know of no news that
should interfere with Justice to your prop

erty
you bavea't heard bow tho professor's
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uncle has turned up from Australia with
fifty thousand a yeat?'

"What?"
"It's true enough. Mrs. Blidge has just

seen him arrive. And they've new furnished
the best bedroom from Jarvis's and ho sees
his way to his money, you may be sure,
and they've got soup and cutlets for din-
ner, and that's not to be got for nothing.
It seems all square enough. A little old
gentleman, Mrs. Blidge says, with a white
beard 'Z. S.' . on his handbag, tho char-
woman says as they've, had in, regardless
of cost, as may say stands for 'Zachary
Small,' I gather from the young lady at
the Blue Lyon, where the professor's
known. Fifty thousand a year, they say
in tho town, but it'll be best to stop pro-

ceedings if it's but five. vGood-day.- "

Left to himself, Sampson . Small threw
himself back in his chair and groaned
aloud.

"If it Isn't my father's brother Zachary
come back from the bottom of the sea!
My uncle come homo with money and in
the clutches of the Smalls!"

It is not always prudent, when one is S.
Small, to become S. Valentyne when there
is another S. Small in the same town and
a far-awa- y uncle who has never heard of
one's change of name. Still, errors can
usually be corrected; though It was cer-

tainly a piece of ill-lu- ck that Sampson Val-

entyne hail forgotten how many million-
aires have had a preference for going afoot
in shabby clothes.

III.
The temperament of genius, as is well

known, is remarkably like every other tem-
perament in demanding congenial environ-
ment, freedom from domestic and financial
worry, leisure for self-expansi- on and an
occasional stimulus which may take al-

most any form, from contemplation of the
wonders of nature or art to whisky and
water. Professor Small found these de-

mands fairly well satisfied in a little non-

descript cheque at the Blue Lion, just
round the corner of tho Terrace not even
the smallest of tradesmen, whom ho ob-

jected to meet on various scores to use a
term of singular aptness but of good fel-

lows who could now and then, at least,
treat him at his own value; say, for prac-
tical purposes, half a crown when luck
was going. It was here that the professor
first announced a change of fortune, and
hence that the news spread outwards and
upwards till not a tradesman In the town
ventured to refuse to extend credit to the
actual nephew of even a reputed million-
aire. So far from her daily marketing be-

ing a humiliating penance, Lucy suddenly
found it a pleasure, so prompt and civil
had everybody become. And being, despite
her experiences, one of the simplest of
girls, she gratefully accepted the pleasure
without speculating as to the cause.

The tastes of self-mad- e colonists are also
mostly simple, and Uncle Zack's (as he
took very kindly to being called) were no
exception to the rule. He seemed positively
grateful for any little attention to his com-
fort or consultation of his wishes; he was
content to spend his days in pottering
about the town, and comparing it with the
Dullingford of his boyhood, and to occupy
his evenings as an admiring audience to the
professor, or in homely chat about every-
thing except himself with Mrs. Short and
Lucy. He gave no trouble nay, nothing
semed to gratify him more than undertak-
ing little Jobs and errands so as to save
trouble to others. He bored the professor
horribly, who set up an exacting profes-
sional engagement, without adding that it
was at the Blue Lion. In order to escape
for a while from those evenings at home,
and to brag of Uncle Zack and the expecta-
tions so soon to be fulfilled. But Mrs. Small
became quite smart and happy, being one
of those who live In and for the day; and
Lucy struck up quite a friendship with her
kindly and gentle old uncle, wit which her
father was mightily pleased.

And presently a truly wonderful thing
happened that sent the credit of No. C Bel-lavis- ta

Terraee up simply sky-hig- h. Mr.
Sampton Valentyne paid a visit, in person,
to Mr. Zachary Small.

"Sir," said he, with an attempt nt genial
jocosity that became him worse than the
worst of his manners in ordinary "it takes
a wise man, they say, to know his own
father. How much wiser a man, therefore,
must it take to know his own uncle! If
there was any want of warmth of welcome
on my part when I first had the pleasure of
meeting you well, all I can do is to say I'm
sorry; and no man can do more. Uncle-welc- ome

home!"
"Pardon me, sir," said Uncle Zack; "I

think you must be in error. I have no rela-
tions of the name of of

"Valentyne? Aha I se the muddle;
that's only a nom de what-you-ca- ll it; an
alias, as we lawyers say, to distinguish our
branch of the family from goe with prop-
erty, you see. It went to my heart, I can
assure you, to change our ancient and hon-
ored name of Small but there's nothing to
prevent Its resumption by my boy George;
a fine young fellow, sir, of whom any great-uncl- e

may be proud, and who is longing to
welcome you with open arms."

"Kverybody is very kind; but still "
"You don't see it yet? I can put it In a

nutshell. I'm the only son of your only
brother reter Small. What woeful conca-
tenation has enabled our distant happily
distant cousin Shakspeare Small to palm
himself off on you for me. Me4! the Lord
knows. But 'tis never too late to mend.
Let me Implore you, my dear uncle, to
leave these squalid surroundings and to
hasten to the welcome, the comfort, the
HfeMoi?-r-i .iffection that is waiting yon at the
Hall! Iow often have I and George talked
of Uncle Zachary how we have longed to
see this happy hour!

"My word!" exclaimed Uncle Zack, whose
eyes had been widening and whose face
lengthening until they could lengthen and
widen no more. "My word! my broth-
er"

"Peter? Yes I'll have th brougham
round In the twinkling of an eye"

"My brother" Something was evidently
wanted to wake up his wits, and the some-
thing seemed provided by Lucy's voice sing-
ing past the parlor door and up the stairs.
"My brother hirf name wasn't Peter!
"Miss Lucy, there she's1 mv nle; though
you're very kind; everybody's very kind."

It was no use. Sampson could make no
more impression upon his unauestionable
uncle than upon an India rubber ball. He
had to return to the Hall alone and in a
bewildered and helpless amazement at such
an unnatural, unaccountable, astonishing
lie.

IV.
"And now there's this uncle come between

us, dearest as if there wasn't enough al-

ready," said George bitterly. "I wish with
all my heart he had been drowned on his
way home and his money with him"

The two had met by accident their meet-
ings were always accidental in a side walk
of the new public park, that noble gift to
the town, which no townsman, apart from
such accidents, was ever known to enjoy.

"George," exclaimed Lucy, "you mustn't
say a word against Uncle Zack he is the
sweetest, dearest, gentlest, humblest, most
affectionate old man"

"I dare say," said George, with proper
scorn of such unmanly virtues, "but that
doesn't mend matters. My quarrel with my
father"

"You've quarreled with your father,
George?",

"Of course I have, after that scene in the
lane anyhow, he's quarreled with me. Bub
that wouldn't matter I'd onlv come tcKy A

as a man with hl3 own way to make and
ask you to make it with me. But how can I
ask you to give up your prospects for my
sake or any sake"
"As if I cared thought as If minded being

poor! But, oh, George you mustn't quar-
rel with your father because of me!"

"I must, though. It seems; and for that
matter I'd quarrel with anyone because of
you. Besides, that's all done. But I can't
and t won't bo such a mean beast as to
don't you see? You know your father would
only show the door to a poor man; I can't
go whining to your rich uncle lust because
he's rich, and that's what it would be; and
I can't come between you and whatever Is
to be yours. Oh, I'll work for you; if one
man's made a million the other side of the
world, another may make a living and,
maybe, when I'm as old as Zachary Small
I'll come home and and find you waiting
still."

At such a forlorn prospect what wonder
that tears welled into Lucy's eyes? I fear
she will be pronounced but a tearful sort of
heroine, for the drops were still glisten-
ing on her cheeks when, after again part-
ing with George they semed forever par-
tingshe came face to face with Uncle Zack,
who, in the course of his dally prowl, had
just discovered the People's Park and was
wondering where wero the people until ho
caAght sight of two one approaching and
the other striding away.

"Lucy, my dear, do my eyes deceive me
or Is that a young man?"

Something, somehow, in his thin and gen-
tle voice told Lucy, though it might have
told none else, that he, even he. had once
been a young man.

"It's George!" she cried, and then, all at
once, out burst all her story; it. was all over
before she knew that she had begun.

"Poor little girl!" said Uncle Zack; and
again, "Poor little girl!"

There had been a curious, instinctive sym-
pathy between these two from their very
first meeting like love at first sight under
other conditions. Neither was good at
words, and assuredly neither possessed a
single Idea that the commonest and fewest
words would not amply serve. Perhaps,
after all. the full completeness of sympathy
is only known to simple souls that never
heard the word.

Bitter, surely, nay cruel, was the old fel-

low's disappointment on discovering for of
course he knew his dead brother's name
as well as his own how, by some blunder
through which he could but dimly see, his
family affection had all the while been due
to a Sampson Valentyne. Then, let family
affection go to the winds! With Lucy's
voice singing in his cars, to be carried off
to a Valentyne Hall! No! Brother Peter
was dead and buried; let him be forgotten,
too.

Yet In nothing was Zachary Small's sim-
plicity of soul more singular, for a man
who had fought his battle with the world,
than in his sincere belief in the sincerity
of his nephew's, desire for his lifelong com-
pany. He knew how warmly he would have
welcomed a kinsman, any kinsman, for the
mere sake of kinship; he judged others by
himself, and took every word of Sampson
for the expression of honest affection. It
had gone to his heart to reject It but then
Lucy sang.

An now Lucy was unhappy. Perhaps she
would never sing again as she ran upstairs

perhaps never even run. He thought and
thought how to help her; but his old brain
was slow. At length there evolved Itself a
scheme of Mich elalwrate craft that one
would call it downright diabolic, did it not
include as heroic ;t piece of self-abnegati- on

as a man ever made.

v.
"I have taken the liberty, my dear

nephew and niece," said Uncle Zack one
afternoon, as the family at number six
were finishing their midday meal, "of ask-
ing Mr. Sampson Valentyne I believe you
know him to drop in this evening, just In
a friendly way."

Had the pudding turned Into a bombshell
and exploded on the table, no greater
amazement, amounting In the case etf the
professor to consternation, could have en-

sued; especially when Unelft Zach quietly
added "And I have also taken the liberty
of asking Mr. George."

And then Lucy's amazement left even the
professor' far behind. As for Mrs. Small
but there are no words to express hers.

"I needn't tell you. sir," said the profes-
sor, as soon a.H he had recovered half his
breath, "that this house Is yours, and that
your frhnd? even your designing, treach-
erous and mercenary friends, are welcome
to Its resources, whether of mind and body,
even when they are my foe. But little can
you know of Sampson Valentyne If you
think that even for the enjoyment of your
delightful society, my dear sir, that sordid
Philistine attorney would face a man whom
he has wronged, or desert his champagne
and his Madeira for the purely intellectual
and artistic repast which save a modicum
of what Is ever the chosen beverage of
geidus; that whisky of which you are
pleased to approve Is all he will find here.
He will not, h dare not come!"

"I think," said Uncle Zack, "he will. 1

elon't like him myself; but the more blame
to me, for he has a warm, kind heart; and

he will come."
The professor smelled peril. Still, a visit

from Sampson Valentyne to Bellavlsta Ter-
race was so essentially and preposterously
Impossible that .a single dose of the bever-
age of genius sufficed to restore him to his
normally sanguine mood; and It was with
a redoubled amazement that he heard the
last stroke of 8 by the church clock, fol-

lowed by a knocking at his own door that
seemed to proclaim to all Dullingford, "I
am Sampson Valentyne, of Valentyne
Hall."

For Uncle Zack's note of Invitation had
been as effectual as a royal command; and
of a royal command In which a royal prom-

ise was legibje. to hopeful eyes, between
the lines.

It was not a jovial party, nor one from
which the Vnost zealous of peacemakers
could luve drawn much encouragement.
The two third cousins glared at each other
with one eye apiece and courted Uncle
Zack with the other. Mrs. Small divided
hers between the two rivals feebly. George
looked silently at Lucy; Lucy did not look
at George. Uncle Zack looked for a long
while at a broken bit of cornlco of the
ceiling and then he began.

"My dear Shakspeare, my . dear Mrs.
Small, my dear Lucy I ask you to hear a
confession. You have given a welcome do
a lonely old man, and a tlull, stupid old
man, too, such as he I don't deserve, and
can never repay. No please let me go on;
my wits aren't good at fences well I
thought it was goodness to a lone old uncle,
and so I took it, being well able to pay for
my keep, and a bit over. But 'twas all a
mistake. I made a muddle, 33 I've a way
of doing: and I'm not your uncle, my dears.
That's my nephew, Sampson there, and my
great nephew, George. Son to Brother
Peter, poor fellow, whose grave I went to
see the first day I came. So, as my nephew
Sampson wants me, for his father's sake,
I've got to go. Blood's thicker than water,
but I'll never forget the kindness I've had
here, never, till I'm where Peter Is now."

"Ah, blood is thicker than wate my
dear, dear sir!" cried Sampson, wiih a
rapture that was unmistakably sincere,
while the poor professor felt his dreams
of wealth and -- glory tumbling about his
ears. "I knew it I felt it the first time
I saw you something said to me, 'Sampson

that's your father risen from the grave!'
Shall we be going, Uncle Zachary? The
carriare is close by. George, embrace your

uncle this minute ah, the boy's feelings
are too much for him "

"Thank you, Nephew Sampson," said
Uncle Zach. "But before I take up my
abode with you, there's something I want
you to do "

"Name it and It's done!"
"My Lucy must marry your George, And

if they're not engaged within five minutea
from this well, I'll go back to Winga-Wong- a,

and be a lonely old man for tho
rest of my days."

It was the professor's face's turn to
brightcn-- of Sampson's to fall. But the
latter knew his profession te.o thoroughly
to be astonished at a rich man's whim; and
though such an alliance meant gall and
wormwood, he managed to wreathe his
face In a fairly successful though very ugly
smile.

"George," he exclaimed, "go this minute
and embrace your bride. Cousin Shak-
speare," he said, "let bygones be bygones.
I'll forget your past here's my hand."

"It is very, very good of you all," said
Uncle Zack with a sigh, for none there
could guess what it meant to him to give
away Lucy and to go and live with Samp-
son, whom every moment he was getting
to abondnate more and more. He had
been so happy as he was, and now that
was th heroism of his self-abnegati- on,

for nothing youth can do or dream of is
fit to be named In the same breath with
an old man's surrender of the only thing
he has ever cared for when it Is too late
ever to care for anything again. "Very
good of you all. But indeed I never
dreamed of such hearty goodness to a
poor, lonesome, stupid old man whom
none of you had --ever seen. Good-by- e,

cousins no, not good-by- e. We're all
friends now. Nephew Sampson, I'm at your
service. I'll try to be of some use. There'll
be little work about the office that an old
clerk can do, and, anyway, I've the com-
fort of knowing that I shan't cost you a
renny. My little annuity "

"What?" shrieked the professor.
"What?" thundered Sampson.
"Just a hundred and fifty a year. Not

much, but more than enough for me."
"Go back to Winga-Wong- a you miser-

able old Impostor!" thundered Sampson,
more furiously still; and the next and the
last that was heard was the slamming of
the front door and the crunching of his
carriage wheels as he drove off, even for-
getting in his fury that he had left George
by Lucy's side.

Shakspeare Paganlni Small burled his
face in his hands and burst into tears
"Take him away," he moaned; "take away
the antipodean viper whom I have warmed
at my hearth to be the ruin of me .and
mine." While the poor old viper gazed
round at the ruin of his own illusions con-
cerning kindness and such like stuff with
bewildered amaze.

But ?

"Sir," said George, stepping forward
with Lucy's hand In his clasp, "you don't
know me but I think I know you. You've
brought us together, Lucy and me, and
nothing's going to part us now. So if you'll
throw in your lot with us please God,
we'll manage to make a home for ourselves
and for you, too."

And so he did, and so did they.

OUT. OF THE ORDINARY.

The Germans are a safe and cautious
people. There are IT.OjQKK) people Insured
lr the empire.

William the Conqueror's castle at Bonne-
ville. In Normandy, was sold at auction re-
cently for $P.(KM.

It is said that l") pounds of poultry will
cost les to raise than 1. pounds of beef
ami will sell for almost twice as much.

To display a crest in stationery and plate
In England costs each family a tax of a
guinea a year. About D.Oi people pay it.

Of three wires of the same thickness one
made of gold will sustain pounds, one
ol copper .'JTJ pounds, one of iron 511) pounds.

In lf the free distribution of seeds by
the government amounted to P.io.(x0 pack-
ets, and now it has reached SI.O'mj.Ox) pack-
ets.

In Atchison county. Kansas, a farmer's
wife sold flKO worth of butter last year.
Another one sold tfi worth of butter and
eggs.

A Roman Journal estimates the value of
the libraries In Italy at $12,n(W.l), and that
of the paintings, statues and vasts at

Nazareth has now its telegraph office,
where an Armenian operator, in ordinary
European dress, keeps the village commun-
ity in touch with the gre.a world.

Rice, raw eggs and boiled venison require
only one hour to digest. At the other end
are pork, roast beef, cabbage and hartl
eggs, which require four to five hours.

Taking Into consideration the number of
ships that are on seas and navigable waters
of the world, it is estimated that about
l.T'XXOoi) of the world's population are con-
stantly atloat.

As a curiosity of the recent German cen-
sus it is recorded that the returns showed
the vllliage ef Reutenbourg contained 114

inhabitants. 222 being of the masculine
and 222 of the feminine gentler.

Iron mining is now earried on extensively
ir. northern New York. One shaft in Clin-
ton has already passeel through a small
vein of pure ore, and five feet below has
entered a twenty-three-fo- ot vein.

A revolutionary war claim for $ltX, the
special value of which was $4t.03, contract-
ed under the net of 17Ti, has Just been
li.pdelatrd by the Treasury Department.
The interest and principal amounted to

An old tin pan with a $3 bill pasted on the
bottom was found in a pile of rubbish in
Bowdoinham. Me. The finder cut the bot-
tom out of the pan and sent it to the United
States treasury in Washington, ami later
re ceived a new five in return.

St. Paul and Minneapolis, it is said, have
the lowe st eleatb rates of any cities in the
United States. St. Paul, with a population
of 1CUS2, has a death rate of 10.79. whil
Minneapolis, with a population of 202,718,
has a death rate of 11.05 per thousand.

W. J. White, inspector of Canadian im-
migrant agencies, states that the American
settlers who went into the Canadian North-
west last war took with thim cash and ef-
fects valued at $i!.UUO.0O0. Between H.OuO and
13.000 settlers from the United States
crossed the border.

There Is a great demand for reading mat-
ter amonc the troops stationeel at distant
posts in the Philippines and in Alaska. The
Army and Navy League of Washington is
endeavoring to meet th! want as far as
possible, anel has invited contributions of
books and magazines.

At Essex, Conn., the other day a wam-
pum belt owned by a descendant of Her-
man Garret, who was appointed Governor
over the Pcquots in 1653, was sold for $320.
The relic is composed of a string of shells
formed into a belt two and one-ha- lf inches
wide and thirty-thre- e Inches long.

One of the curiosities of last year's elec-
tion In respect to the vote cast by the Pro-
hibitionists was furnished by South Caro-
lina, which is literally In the liquor busi-
ness under the dispensary system, and in
which there was not a solitary vote ca3t
for the Prohibition ticket in November.

In the dialect of Greater New York a
"siller" is one who is always at the win-
dow; to "sill" is to lean over the window
sill and watch the happenings in tho
street, and "silling" is the act of continu-all- v

leaning over the window Fill. These
words are the outgrowth of the elevated
railroad system.

There will be only one building at the
Pan-Americ- an Exposition in Buffalo ele-sign- ed

in its entirety by a womanand that
ore is the structure which will represent
the States of New England. The woman
whose brilliancy as an architect has gained
for her this honor is Miss Josephine
Wright Chapman, of Boston.

Now It is claimed that the book bacilli
are harmless. Dr. Reynolds, of Chicago,
who made an examination of the books In
the public library of that city, in his report
says: "No disease-producin- g 'bacteria were
found on any of the volumes only the ordi-
nary bacteria usually to be found upon the
human skin, and upon everything handled
by human hands."

A mammoth black walnut tree on the
farm of E. P. Gaus, ,in Williams county.
Ohio, has Just been sold for $4.000. Several
lumber dealers have examineel chips from
this tree, and all have declared it to be the
finest specimen of that kind of wood they
ever saw. The tree was eight feet in diam-
eter, forty feet above the stump and ex-
tended seventy-tw- o feet from the butt to
the first limb. ,

The strong bond that unites members of
the Masonic fraternity showed itself in
caveral Dlacea in Goad Africa, where thtj

Itclkg Burning Sealj
lotehy
Unstantly Relieved

and Speedily Cured

The itching and turning I suffered In my feet and limbs lor three years
rere terrible. At night they were worse and would keep me awake a

greater part of the night. I consulted doctor alter doctor, as I was travel-

ling on the road most of my time, also one of our city doctors. None of the
doctors knew what the trouble was. I got a lot of the different samples of
the medicines I had been using. I found them of so many different kinds
that I concluded I would haw to go to a Cincinnati hospital before I would
get relief. I had frequently been urged to try CCTJ.CURA REMEDIES,
but I had no faith in them. My wife finally prevailed upon me to try them.
Presto! What a change I I am now cured, and it is a permanent cure. I
feel like kicking some doctor or rayseif for suffering three years when I
could have used CUTICURA remedies, o II. JENKINS, Middleboro, Ky.

Complete Treatment $1.25,
Consists of Cuticura Soap (fee), to cleanse tho skin of crusts and Bcales and soften
the thickened cuticle, Cuticura Ointment (50c.), to instantly allay itching, irritation,
and inflammation, and soothe and heal, and Cuticura Hesolvext (50c.), to cool and
cleanse tho blood. A Single Set is often sullicient to cuve tho most torturing, dis-

figuring skin, scalp, and blood humors, rashes, and irritation with loss of hair, when
physicians, hospitals, and all else fail. Sold throughout the we-rld-. Potter Drug
AD Cheü. Cokt., Sole Props., Boston. ' How to Curo Itching Uumors," freo

Millions of Women Use Cuticura Soap
Exclusively for preserving, purifying, and beautifying the ekln, for cleansing the 6calp of
crusts, scales, and dandruff, and the fctopplng ot tailing hair, for softening, whitcnic?, and
healing red, rough, and roi e hands, in the form of baths for annoying irriUUons, inflam-

mation, and coalings, or too free or offenElve perspiration, in the form of washes for
ulccraUve weaknesses, and for many sanative antiseptic purpose? which readily tapfre-e- t

themselves to women, und especially mothera, and for all the purposes ot the toilet, bath,
and nurßery. Ho amount of pertuasion can Induce tho?e who have incc used it to use any
other, especially for preserving and purifying the skin, scalp, and bair of infants and
children. Cuticura Soap combines delicate emollient properties derived from CUTI-

CURA, the great siia cure, with the purest of clcantlng Ingredients acd the oott refresh-
ing of flower odors. No other medicated or toikt eoap evcrcompuunded i? to be compared
with It for preeervins, purifying, and teauUfying the fckln, ecalp, hair, aud hands. .

other foreign or domestic toilet soap, however expentlve, Is to be compared with it for til
the purposes of the toilet, bath, and nursery. Thus it combines In One S3ap at One
ruiCE, viz., Twentt-fiv- k Cents, the CiST 6ln aai complexion feoap, aud the 5r UiileS

Oodt EE3T baby eoap la the world,

Peers ransacked and destroyed property
belonging to tho hated liritisher. Invari-
ably Masonic lodges were left undisturbed.
Indeed, the maurauding visitors generally
signed their names in the visitors' books.
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IIccm, GliOKtN and "HoKKnrtN' in the
i:iiIih 31IdlHudM.

London Mail.
It is curious how the eerie tale and tho

blood-curdlin- g superstition still linger along
the countryside. Tales that would make
the townsman curl a contemptuous lip are
true as gospel to the countryman's simple
faith. Here, for instance, are a few of the
weird stories, which still find currency
among the good folk of Staffordshire. They
were told the other day by Mr. V. Wells
Uladen, an ex-presid- ent of the North
Staffordshire Field Club and Archaeologi-
cal Seciety:

It Is iirmly believed down Staffordshire
way that if the owner of a bee hive should
die the bees, too, would die, or at any rate
take French leave unless the formal an-
nouncement of their owner's death were
duly communicated to them. The notiiica-tlo- n,

it appears, is made by fastening a
piece of crape to the hive and pouring a
little port wine on it, the idea being that
as soon as the bees clap eyes on the crape
they go Into mourning and remain in their
old quarters. A lady, it seems, once tor-g- ot

to convey the usual obkuarj' notice.
"My father," she says, "died on the 2Mh
of March, and the bees, which were not
told of his death, all died. When
my brother died the bees were not fold
and they all died. At the same house three
years after an uncle died, and just the
same thing happened." Whether the bees
succumbed to offended dignity or to grief
the lady does not say. Hut certainly a
good deal of fable and superstition center
round the busy bee.

Needless to say, ghosts play a prominent
part in the Staffordshire imagination. For
instance, 'twas in LSGO; a dark night; two
ladies passing through the peaceful village
of Weston-on-Tren- t, when to them ap-
peared a man (to wit, I'reston Moore.)
Moore being an undesirable acquaintance,
the ladies step off the footpath on to the
road to allow him to pass; they journey
on past Moore's cottage. Some one 5teps
out of the cottage and cries, "So Freston
Moore's gone at last."

"Gone! What do you mean? We have
just seen him."

"Then you have seen his ghost, for he
died just half an hour ago."

And two women saw the ghost with their
own eyes!

Have Londoners ever heart! of "bog-
garts?" A boggart Is "the spirit of a hu-
man being in tho ghostly form of an ani-
mal." One night a Milwich farmer Was
drlvlns home, when a white cow crossed

Efomoi

his path. The farmer stopped fof it to
move out of the road, and as he iä;wi' .
"whipped the beast as a parting salute,"
when lo! the whip passed through and
tnrough the cow!

More of the Staffordshire superstitions!
Mr. Uladen was told by an old lady of
ninety-thre- e that a witch lived in Cran-
berry, near Cotes. "All the farm servants
in the neighborhood declared that they
always had bad luck if they met her on
their way to work. And there seems t
have Ik en some reason for this-- , for one
of their number, a man named Plant, was
once fixed by h'T on a stile for an hour.

A strange superstition among country
folk is that a person cannot die without
prolonged agony in a bed stuffed witl
feathers from pigeons or other game turds.
Another is, that a bird Happing Its wins
against a window foretells a death in the.
house.

A strange talc is told a propos of this
latter superstition. It was given to the
newspapers a short time since, but as tho
worldly wise may have shaken their brads,
be it hereby known that Mr. Iiladen, in
repeating the tale, was "authorized" to
state that the story I corrtct. It con-
cerns a great county magnate. Mr. Francis
Stanier, of Feplow Hall, Market Drayton.
Mr. Stanier had collected a large hock ot
Japanese and American geese. These ha
kept in a pond, and very carefully tended
them; so that the birds came to know him
well and look out for him. One day Mr.
Stanier fell grievously sick; and as he lay
on his deathbed the birds seemed strangely
dispirited. Then, as the hour of death
drew nigh, they Hew up to his window and
commenced to flap their wings against it,
uttering weird, unearthly nois-es- . When tho
death ag(nies had come the birds Hew aloft
into space, and were forever lost to mortal
sight. It is the tlrm belief of the villager.
that they accompanied the sjuirt's spirit
into the other world. The fact remains,
Mr. Iiladen says, that the birds, a hundred
in number, have not since been seen.

Many, of course, are the miraculous cures
known only, to the countryman. Thus,
wearing a single hair plucked from the
cross on a donkey's back Is a certain cure
for whooping cough. In 14 a woman le-longi- ng

to Stone boldly opened a charm
which a "wise" woman had given her to
cure her child's fits. The charm as foundy
to contain nothing but a mole's foot. "l;i
1S43 an old Barlaston lady obtained posses-
sion from a lady in that neighborhood of
a small bag said to contain a gypsy charm
for tho cure of toothache. On opening tno
bag she found a scrap of paper inscribed as
follows: 'Feter, sitting upon a marbla
stone, wept bitterly. Jesus, passing by,
said unto him: ".nat alleth thee, Feter?"
He answered: "Master. I have the tooth-
ache!" Jesus said: "He that beheveth oa
Me shall never after have toothache." "


