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“Three bob.” eaid a facetlous hroker.
| “Four." snapped out the stranger. i
“Five,” *“six,"” “seven,” "elght,” ‘‘nine,

| “ten,’”” was run up rapldly in a monasyllable
"dnel. Then eame a pause, the stranger
!

having the last wornid.

“Ten shilling=s,"”" sald the auctloneer ro-
| proachfully; “this particularly elepant
| three-licht crmolu gasalier going for ten
fp‘irtillr:'-:.’ Come, gentlemen, 1sn’t there one
| of you'll make an advance on the bid?
!‘;t'nlll'lli‘ ormedu and bronze and fit for a
ducal drawing room!”

He lnoked from face to face, and polsed
his little mailet tentatively.

“Ton shilling'!” he repeated. His tone
was that of a protesting Inceredulity. He
might have been a convisted innocent hear-
tng himseif senténeed o ten vears' penal
servituds., (ne longed almost to assure
this good man that he was only belng made

chief:

“I'm own dad,"” said he, *“to little Jemmy
Montagu as is down with the dipthlery.”

With the words the doctor’s fog of indig-
nant bewilidlrment began to dissipate. A
little flush came to his cheek.

“Why didn't you say so before?' he pro-
testad. *Well, the boy's mending.'

“Thanks to you, sir—thanks to the noblest
act as ever merited a fath:r's gratitood and
the applause of a full house of saints.'’

“Pooh!l” said George,

“Ah!" said the man, gasping and wiping
tis eyves. “"Him was as was good to do It
is good to say pooh te it, no doubt. I've been
told tha facts, sir, You saved my lad's life
at the risk of vour own. 1 say, God bl:as
vou for It, and I say He's hlessad me, too,
hy showin’ me how to rise and reward you
out of the pit of my own temptation.”

*1 want no reward,” said the doctor, rath-
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The doctor—as before {ntroduced, with the
modest memory  of deed of heroism
OVEr « by present preoccupation—look-
ed In ring the course of the afternvon to

his

Be¢ how matters were progressing. As to
that, he was selzed at once with a discom-
fortable conviction. The lots were being
knocked down with as cheap a jocularity
as If the were skittles In an alley., Sev-
€ral, while he walted, were sold for an *“old
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ght gasaller.
point something of a brisk rally
ling. It was at the

e lot (lid was its number), swiftly de-
tached himself from the gloom of the outer
ring of bystanders and pushed his way to
the front, with an evident eye to husiness.
He wis a man of a certaln professional
cast, strongly built, loud, in the style of
thoese who are accustomed to app=al fore-
ibly to audlences.” His face wils Naccld,
Hke veal; his ancinted curis, his eyebrows
and the blot of hair on his under lip were
of a Brunswick black. His portly form
was encased |n a long threadbare overcoat
 With & sham ‘Asirakhan collar, and on his
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He conned? the blank faces once more, gnd
! hi= shoulders as if to repudfate
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a murmur of protest.The aue-
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ioneer hent over his desk courtenusly.
“The ns of sale,'" he said, "above |
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no advance under two 5-}111—\

“Two pound ten, then,"
The

eaid the stranger.
Languid room woke to a sense of the |
14 situation.

e pounds,” sald the broker.
stranger louked around detiantly,
what T want.,” he sald. “It'll soot
w, and I m=an to have f1."

were cries of “Order! Order! and |
s T echoed with o ripple of laughter |
er this fatuous admission.

wir pound,” sadd the stranger, Immov- |

the

‘to profit by this victimiz- |

Greorge

ing of a fool”

He walted while they ran the fool up
{from si o ten pounds, and there, fright-
ened, aps, by the magnitude of the
ki< let the joke lapse and chuckied
th s hoarse over the richness of the

X,
Ten pounds for a frame of indifferent old

metall
uy

It was an exhibition of tenacity all
wil the insensate side,

The stranger seemed nelther elated nor
depressed by the result. He went and
stood by his property until he could pay for
and remove It, indifferently the cynosure
of eyes that humored thelr own derision of
him a little covertly, in that they were con-
scious of & certain truewdence In the ex-
pression of those under the unspeakeble
hat brim.

The bidaing, after this momentary effer-
vescence of excltement, fell to 4 more dis-
mat level of Ineffectiveness than it had suf-
fered hitherto. Very soon the person most
interested In it tired of the reiteration of
fame concluslons and returned to his work,
more impressed than ever with the vanity
of impulsive optimism. He busied himself
over his cases and other matters for an
hour or two, losing in occupation all but the
shadowy memory of his disappointment,
then went home for the cup of tea that is
the solace to much herole desperation. He
had ro living quarters at the hospiwal, but
his dull lodgings were near at hand, and
for them he made with a new distaste for
their meantesa that was half humor, half
chagrin. His tiny sitting room was lapped
in darkness, for the fire was sunk to a mere
belzted spark, and the gas was turned down
in the insufferable chandelier. With his
fingers on the cock, George dwelt & moment
in retrospection on the queer little episode
of the afternocn.

“Well™ he thought, “it is ten pounds of
eccentriclty, at least, in my pocket.”

His hand moved — the room leapt into
light, and there before him on the hearth-
rig were standing—man and gasaller—the
actual subjects of his meditations,

He jumped, he couldn’t help it, then in an
tnstant, with a wviolent effort, forced his
nerves under control,

“What, the —!" he hegan—and stopped.

The stranger (placing his large hat on the
tible) bowed, with an expansive motion of
his finzer tips from bls mouth, as if he were
carvesing outward the ends of a long mus-
tache. Professionally this manner of salu-

' may be interpreted to signify the
wing a kiss" to gpplause. Then he put
hand akimbo and waved the other
wilosely to the gasaller at his side.
You're Dr. George?" said he,

*Certainly.”

“Then, doctor, I've took the liberty of
bringing you a lttle present.”

“But, my good sir—"
“Hush)™ zatd the stran
to the door on tip-toe and carefully shut

and locked ft.

. I's absolutely plain,” tho t the d,g—
mayed practitioner, I guesséd it at the
auvetion, and Here's confirmation, This per-
son is an escaped lunatie,” ;

The stranger had returped to the rug apl

Iy

r; and he went

I

bis preJorty. An odd smile was on his face,

THE SITUATION,

er sharply. “DBut #t will be something of
ane to me to hear your adequate explana-
tion of why you have not hitherto, to my
knowledge, been near the hospital since
Yeur bay was brought to it

“Could I help It, sir? I must move on and
Keep the pot a bLilin'. 1 swear I naver
puessed at Jemmy's danger. I come back
here the moment I were free. Shelp me,
You dunno what it is to tumble for a livin'
and your heart burstin® with anxiery.”

“To tumble? You ar: a mountebank,

all responsibility In so eenseless a flaseon. | then?”

The l¢ hammer in his hand ross Fl:.r“"\'| “I'm a haecrohat, sir! a street hacrobat,

Tikee mt of a clock about to strike—lin- | eise I might never have been put in the

geredd on the fall In a quick Inspiration. wayv to reward Jemmy's henefactor.”
“Tiake him on, Charley,” whispered ﬁl “I havs told you I want no reward.

nelghbor broker to the other. “He's fly.” Yon ean't understand that, in a case like

this, success is (ts own.”
acrobat ghook his head.

our Individual lawful proparty,” he
salll. “I'm only the unworthy instrument
vnder providence, whose ways is past tell-
ing. To think that yeu ghould bLe tha heir
to that very identical house I've had my
heve on a six-month. It wer: no chance,
1I'll swear, but & dispensation as learned me
the truth at the last moment."

He turned to th: gasalier.

“Hers it 15," he went on.
down In a cab the moment I could lay
hands on it. Now, look!"

The voung doctor, still in two minds as to
his wvisitor's sanity, advanced no furthar
protest, but stoed dumbly watching. From
the ancient lumaber the acrobmt detached
one of th: thres bulky ormolu weights that
lay upon the rug at the end of their chains,

“TI brought it

| He raised it In his hands,
t my consclence,’” thought |

“Heavy, ain’'t 117" said he: and, placing
it on the table, unhooked and deposited its
two companions by {ts side.

“Now,” sald he, “If this don't answer to
my expectations, 'm——*'

Too suddenly flurried to finish the sen-
tence, he selzed a welght and held it be-
tween hls knees, with the action of ona
drawing a recaleitrant eork from a bottle.

“Ah!" he cried, trivmphantly, and came
erect, rapldly unscrewing a sort of stopper
from the crown of the thing.

And then a “wonder came to light,"" for
befora George George's astonished eves a
clinking rain of gold pleces fall and scatter-
ed from a hollow vessel upon the table.

“Good!"” chuckled the acrobat. *“*And now
for the other two!”

“Nine hundred and seventy-five pounds, "
sald Mr. Montagu, looking up breathlessly
from a swift calculation. “All yours, sir,
every penny of it, by will. Oh, I've learned
the facts, and it's not a proportion of what
you deserve."

“Tell me how you knew,” said George
George, speaking as if in a dream.

“That's explained In a sentence,” answer-
el the aerobat, stoutly. *Top balancing is
part of my business. D've know what that
means? No? Listen to this, then: My
maie holds a pole perpendicular from a
pocket in his belt, and up it T goes and bal-
ances, 1 gees a-many things in course
through fust-floor winders—things not al-
ways meant for me. That was the case In
the present instance. We was comin’ down
Bridge street last July in the dog days, and
stopped outside your unele’s house.  The
sash was up, for air. I see the old man
shut Into his room, gloatin® over his wealth
and I gee the secret of his hidip’ place. It
were an instantaneous pletur’, revealed to
me in a flash; then the old screw made me
out sudden, and rushed, with a hoath, and
snalched down the blind. It struck a rare
Impression on me. 1 thought of it for
months. When Jemmy was a-tumbling
with all his little soul put into it: ‘Ah, my
lad!” 1'd cogitate; ‘If T could be present at
the sale o' that old lick-penny's ¢ffects some
day 1 don't doubt T eould leave y¢ a for-
tun'.’ The fancy so dwelt with me that
somehow I've made out my season ever
since in the neighborhood of this here wa-
tering place; and that's how my boy come
to your hmj\ila.!. It's a fact, sir; and now
hear the end. This very mornin’, hurryin’
back from a week's tower on my way to
vizit Jemmy, I passed the house that had
been so long in my thoughts, and see the
sale of s effects advertised for 1 o'clock.
It caught me by the throat like a shower
bath. ‘By gum! says I, ‘now or never;’
and I went in, took stock of the very ar- 4
ticle—standin’ there, sure enough, as inno-
cent as emptiness—and felt myself a made
man. Then I come on to the horspital and
learned the truth of everything. It was
common talk this of your barren windrail
Jemymy himself knew all about it, and told
me ha did. Very well, *Mr. Montagu,
thinks I. *You're either a devil or a human,
and you've got to prove yourself.' Have I
done so, sir? But, after all, it ain't much
puilin’ you jn the way of your own in ex-
change for Jemmy's life.”

Upon minute investigation there seemed
to @ ifself, from obscure documentary
evidence, & hint that George George's great-

corner and came upon the front of the
church. Essaying entrance into the church-
vard on one side the way was barred by a
pretentious and forbidding fron fence. DBut
on the other side entrance was galned by a
breach in a brick wall. To the right was
the church; to the left the ruined buildings
on Gold street. The place, the hour, the
view, brought to mind the scene In Bleak
House, In which Joe pilots Lady Dedlock,
in the “gownd and wale,” to the old ceme-
tery where her lost lover sleeps. As I en-
tered the place of rest, where the gloom of
twilight was beginning to quletly steal
amid the sfient tombs, a black cat came
softly leaping about from sione to stone—
the superstitious might think a familiar of
some one long gone, for it has been many
years since this Intra-mural graveyard has
been used.

Interest and curlosity both were aroused

at the failing stones and the quaint epi-
taphs, messages from the long-forgotien
dead. Some were special to the one in-

terred; others were addressed to the indif-
ferent nasser-by.

A bereaved widower, In his effort to find
a rhyme for his wife's maiden name, leaves
it to be inferred that her remains will stay,
though he should go on his travels, thus:

C“Tere Lies Interod

Ye Dody of Mrs Sarah

Jiy Wife of My

Jolin Joy Who De
rted This Life
farch 10th 1764 in ye

841b Year of her Age.

Tho 1 shonld Go

To Foreign Land

Here Lica my Diear

Onee Southerland

But we shall meet

In God 1 trust

At ye Hesurrection

Of ve Just.*

Another epitaph informs us that the de-
ceased was a mother who was buried in
1772, “with 10 of her children by her side
who all Died Soon After they ware Born.”
This must have been the veritable “old
woman who Hved in a shoe, she had so
many children she did not know what to
da.™

Another epitaph, the oldest In the ceme-
tery, of “Captain Thomas Eull, who died
Oct. 1684, and who was “well sick, dead in
one hour's space, Engrave the remem-
branee of death on thine heart whenas
thou dost see how swiftly Hours Depart.”

Another, dated 1757, Is:

*‘May faithful Angels guard thy mouldering Dust
Until the general Meeting of the Just

Then rise Triumphant from the dark Abode

T Healms of Light, to Love and Pratse thy God."

One of the date of 1703:

“Itesth 1s n debt
to Nature Due
which I hawe paid
& So Must You."
One of the date of 1777:

“Time was ke yor | life posscssed
And time shall be when fou will rest.”

Another, of the date of 17583

“"Behold my Friend as you pass by
B8 YOU &Te NOW, BO Glice wWas 1

a8 I am now so you must be
Prepare for Death and follow me.”

But the gem of the eollection was an
epitaph above the grave of a voung mar-
ried man of twenty-nine vears, who was
drowned at sea:

“Drowned o the glory of his seurs
And left his mate
10 drown herself in tears."

Leaving the old churchyard and its si-
lent tenants, next morning I sped to Say-
brook, &t the mouth of the Connecticut
river, to await a Shore Line train. Bay-
breok was the original location of Yale
College, and near the river brink stood an
old fort. Its first commander was Col
Fenwick. His wife, Lady Fenwick In her
own right, was the first white woman to
dle in Connecticut, She was buried on the
edige of the fort in 1048,

But time passed on: the rallroad, that
destroyoer of the antique and snnihilator of
the past, came 10 Sayvbrook. The fort was
demolished te make way for a round house,
Lady Fenwick's grave was desecrated. Her
remalins, consisting of the larger bones and
her plalted hair in a wonderful siate of
prescrvation, were removed 10 the old cemea-
iery on the hill, and above them placed the
old tombstones, a semi-oval slab Upon §ev-
eral vertleal supports, with the insceription:
“Lady Fenwiek, 1648

In this cometery are many old Erave-
stones with inseriptions nearly obliterated,
One in ood state of preservation Is this:

“Here Lyeth the Body of the Revd
Mr. Azariah Mather Born at
Windsor Auvgust 20th, 1655, Explred in
Sayhrook Febry 11, 1736, Aetatls suae B2,
He vwas o falthful minister
# generall seholar an eminent
Christian a very great sufferer
« But now In glory a triumpher
He many weeks felt Death's attacks
But fervent prayers kept him Hack
His faith and paticnce was to try
& learn us how to Live and Dije
Haveing the wings of fatth and Love
& Feathers of an holy Dove
Le bids this wretehed world adlen
& swiftly up to Heaven flew
Iieturh not then his P'recious Dast
Witn censors that sre most unjust.'’ -

If the deccased had been o “renerall
gcholar' it Is =safe to affirm that he did not
write his own epitaph: and vet, standing in
this old-time graveyvard with tht dust of the
forgotten forefathers moldering around, the
man of today must overlook the faults and
errors of composition In the epitaph and
consider only that old-world spirit which
looked up through the mist of death und
saw the clear light of the hereafter. 8.

— .

Many birds form thelr sounds without
opening their bills. The pigeon is a well-
known instance of this. Its cooing can be
distinetly heard, although it does not open
its bill, The call is formed internally in the
throat and chest, and is only rendered audl-
ble by resonance. Simdlar ways may be ob-
eerved in many birds and other animals.
The clear, loud eall of the cuckoo, accord-
ing to one naturalist, i8 the resonance of a
note formed in the bird. The whirring of
the snipe, which betrays the approach of
the bird to the huntér, 1s an act of ven-
triloguism. ¥Even the nightingale has cer-
tain notes which aré produced internally,
and which are audible while the bill 1=
closed.

Water is a very good transmitter of sound.
A sclentlst by the name of Calladon made
some experiments on Lake Geneva, Bwitzer-
land, to demonstrate the power of sound to
truvel a long way in wateT. A clock was
made to strike under the water, and was
heard to a distance of twelve miles. In a
second experiment the striking of a clock
was heard to a distance of twenty-seven,

Mamma—""Dear me, Nellie! How have
you torn that great *'c In v ur pinafore?
It wasn't thore th.s morning.”

Nellie—"Where do yvom suppose it was,
then, mammie, dear?’—Punch.

huntsmen, led by the White-Haired Master,
went through the gin house lot. The dogs,
aclighted to be free once more, and enthu-
siastic over the prospect of a chase, went
galloping about the place, nosing in every
corner, not hecause they expected to find
the scent of a fox thereabouts, buf because
it iz thelr nature.

It fell to the lot of Music to pass near the
spot where Old Scar-Face had caught tha
hen the night before. A few feathers were
lying scattered about. These Music investi-
gated, and immediately her nose made an
important diccovery. A fox had passed that
way! Whereupon she lifted up her velce to
warn the whole pack. Some responded,
while others thought it was a piece of folly,
and went trotting along about their bus-
iness. But Music persisted.

Mr. Colllngsworth stopped his horse and
listened. *That's the fox as sure as the
world,"” eald he.

“Pooh!” cried Mr. Dennls, contemptuous-
Iyv: “you've been training vour dogs with a
catskin. Call the silly creature off, or you
will have all tha dogs going at full ery af-
ter a neighbiorhood tomeat.'

Just then Mr. Dennis’ Ruth put
“What did I tell you?”" he insisted.
there's a fox within a radius of five miles
this ehase of a tomeat will scare him cut of
the country."”

“Wait!" said Mr. Kilpatrick; *I hear
Whalebone trying to whimper, and I know
mighty well he's not interested in cats”

The rain had taken a good deal of the
snap out of the drag, Joe Maxwell ex-
plained 1o Buster John afterward, but the
hounids knew their business, They flung
themselves about, trying to hit upon a
fresher scent, but finally worked back to
the gin house, from the gin house to the
road, and along the road to the bars. They
worked very quiletly. Music’'s warning
wails had no. been repeated, but she, as

in.
f

well as the rest, knuckled down to busjness, |

working with occaslonal whines and half

harks=.

Joe Maxwe’l and Buster John had al-

ready arrived at the bars that opened into |

the sedge field. When Hodo saw that all
the rest of the hounds were coming in his
direction he lost his dignity so far as to
examine the ground near the bars,

“If that fox was fool enough to go down
to the barn during the night he's fuol
enough 1o stay in this field until he heard
Music bark awhile ago. If that's so, he'll
never run ahead of the dogs any more.”
This was Joe Maxwell's conclusion.

Old Fountain, somewhat belated (for his
going had not been decided on ti)! the last
moment) came galloping up, riding a mule,
dismounted and flung down the bars. Some-
how it €eemed to Buster John that flinging
down the bars had brought daylight, for
as the last one fell he looked about him and
everything was plainly visible. He could
see the rest of the hunters coming along
the lane that led from the gin house lot,
and he could see Hodo caatering rapldly
toward the pine thicket, where he had
seen Old Scar-Face.

"When he's up, where does he run™' Joe
Maxwell asked Fountain,

“Stralght to'rds de p'int er woods ‘cross
yander, an' den he b'ars ter de lef, allers
ter de lef™.™

At this instant Hodo gave a fleree chal-

lenge, tu which Joe Maxwell responded
with a cheerful halioo that beought all
the dogs into the fle'd with their heads
up.  The clouds had now blown away from |
the east, and the level beams of the rising
sun fell upon the tops of the pines.

“Name er de Lord! Look at (dat dogt™
exclaimed O Fountain, Hodo had jssued

from the elump of pines and was

ing In the air above the leve! of the sedee
and running wildly about. The rest of the
dags were even more excited, T) ey ran

around, giving tongue and ;
fox was right under their n
suddenly ceased his anties
and was away, Tollowed by
their voices rhyming and chiming in the
crisp morning  air. Involuntarily Buster
John squeezed Joe Maxwell as hard as he

Az if the
But Hodo
chaliengoed twice
the whole rack,

-

could, He was delirlousty happy.

He felt a pang, however, when he saw
the rest of the hunters eatloping  helter-
skelter after the dogs, while he and Joe

Maxwell were ambling along in a dirceton
that scemed gradually to lead away from
Lhem. Butterfly, however, wis running
towiard a hill in which the sedge field cul-

minated, and from thiz point a wide ex-
ranse of country lay under the eyve.

Joe Maxwell looked at  his watch and
found that only five minutes hadd passed

sinece Hodo had led the hunt away from the
clump of pines near which old Sear-Face
made his home. The young man gave Dut-
terfly his head, and In a few moments had
reached the top of the hill, which, though
not high. was the highest poilnt for many
miles. The sun, shining at their backs,
threw a flood of yvellow Heht on the hunt.
Buster John could see his grandfather, tall
and straight, riding after the hounds, flank-
ed on elther side by the rest of the hunts-
men, while Old Foumain bhrought up the
rear, belaboring lis mount with a brush
broken from some convenient tree.

The dogs could be heard, but they were
not in sight.  They were running through
the point of woods to which Old Fountain
had referred. While Buster John was look-
ing at the hunters Joe Maxwell ran his eye
along the horizon to the left and caught
Bight of tae fox golng a=s swiftly as the
shadow of a flving bird. He tried to show
thls swiftly moving shadow to Buster John.
and finally succeeded, and then it vanished,

“Great goodness!”"  exclaimed Maxwell,
gleefully, ““he must have stopped to cateh
a rat. What is he thinking about? He
won't last forty minutes.”

“Why, he's a mile or more ahead of the
dogs,'" sald Buster John.

A mile and a quarter,” admitted Max-
well, measuring the distance with his eye.
“Wait 1i1l 1T send word to Hodo.”

Prompt as an echo a black shadow hurled
itself from the woods and went careering
acrnss the open country. Joe Maxwell rais-
ed himself in his stirrups, placed both hands
to his mouth, and uttered three short, sharp,
shriil yells that cut through the air llke a
whip lash. Hodo answered with a roar
and seemed to grow smaller. Certainly he
increased his speed. The rest of the dogs,
headed by Whalebone, Ruth and Musie,
were by thls time well out of the woods,
and the hunters, who were not far away,
cheered them on. They were running heau-
t'fully, and Joe Maxwell ecould afford to
SAY SO0,

“They'll not he far away when the end
comeg,"” he remarked. “And If that old fox
has any grit in him, he’'ll be caught some-
where between this hill and the polnt of
woods the dogs came out of.”

“Why, he's running away from here,”
cried Buster John.

“0Of covrse,” sald Joe Maxwell, “and be-
fore many minutes have passed he'll dis-
cover that he can't play the old game. Of
course, If this isn't the old fox we're after
we'll never see the dogs catech him. They'll
be coming back presently, and we'll have
to see {f there’s any hair between their
teeth. If it Is the old fox, he'll run away
1111 he hears Hodo close at hand, and then
he'll get sBcared and try to reach home
agaln.”

“The rest are following the dogs,” said
Buster John, ruefully, as he saw them
galloping in the sunlight.

*“And you are sorry yvou're not with 'em,”
suggested Joe Maxwell, “Well, they'll see
no more of the race than we have seen,
even if we're after the wrong fox. If wa
are after the right one, we'll probably have
him ready for thelr inspection by the time
they get back. But we're not going to
stand here,” he said, reassuringly. *“We are
going to gallop over there and be ready
to put Hodo right at his heels when he

comes back."

This they did. In fact, as Butterfly was
chafing at the bit, Joe Maxwell let him
have his head on the firm Bermuda turf,
and he went flying along z way that
thrilied Buster John, A e Of this sort
of iraveling was enough to satisfy Butter-

of that fact to follow with his finger on
Maxwell's leg the entire outline of the
triple loop by means of which old Scar-
Face had been in the habit of throwing his
pursuaers off.

“If he had an hour's start,” s=ald Mnax-
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well, “this would have been a pretty per-
| formance, but he's had his work cut out
for him this morning. Maybe he was mak-
ing one of hizs loops beyond the point of
woods vonder. Yes, sir! That's just what
he was up to! The dogs came out of the
wooids not twenty-five vards from where
they went in.”

“Suppese the doags have
suggested Buster John,
action,

**No; they're coming back,” replied Max-
well,

“1 don't hear them,” sald Duster John.

"Nor 1."" Maxwell admitted; “but Butter-
iy does.™

And sure encugh the thin and sensitive
ears of the horse pointed forward, and he
was listening intently. Presently a mur-
muring, singing sound was heard. ke the
humming of becs. It grew louder by de-
grees, and seemed to be coming nearer and
nearer.

‘He's due here pretiy
schedule time,” sald Joe Maxwell, in a low
voice, “Keep perfectly still. Don't move
I want you to see how Hodo manages this
sort of thing.

As the dogs topped a distant hill thelr
voices sounded llke a clash of cymbals,
with full brass band accompaniment. They
seemed tg be nearer than they really wera,

“Yonder he ecwmes,” sald Buster John,
under his breath.
Maxwell's arm, and he indleated the posi-
tion of Old Scar-Face with his thumb.

The old fox was running bravely., He
showed nane of the usual symptoms of de-

e

him™*
all for

caueht
who wus

soon, if he's on

feal or even farigue. His brush was well
up, and he was golng very nimbly and
rapidly. He soon i=zappeared, and the

musie of the pack died away as the dogs
descended into thée depression below the
hill. Then came the sharp, eager cry of
Hodo, close at hand. TL» walchers saw
him come over a fenee 100 yards away,
like a hird, and he ran toward them with
head up and tail down. Evidently his
blgod was up.

He swept by some distance from the
point where the fox had passed and Buster
John declared *hat he was not on the
track at ail. Joe Maxwell made no reply,
but gave to Hodo the signal which twid
the dog that the fox was not far away.
Again, as before, the dog Inereased his
speed, bearlng closer to the drag, and this
time Joe Maxwell, with Buster in be-
hind him, rode rapidly in a parailel direc-
tion.

"I give him five
Haodo's
old fox.

Faster and faster went Butterfly for sev-
eral hundred wyards, and then suddenly
drew refn. The valley before them afforded
a plain view, except for a ditch which ran

more minutes, said
master; “‘but he's certainly a game

through the middie. The dampness there
had attracted a growih of alders, bram-
bles and such weeds and shrubbery as

thrive where the ground is wet, O either
side of this diteh there was a clear space
of Bermuda turf, dotted here and there
with small pine brushes. Gn the fur

side of this diteh Hodo was rannine.
denly he turned, crossed ditch
came flving back, while Joe Maxwell rode

the

toward him as fast as Butterfly could go.
Again Hodo ecrossed the diteh, and as he
did so Old Secar-Face came nut on the op-

posite side and went careering across the
open field. In a series of wild yells Joe
Maxwell gave Hodo the view halloo, and
in another wmoment the dog had been

The 01d Fox Was Running Bravely.

across the ditech agaln, and had Old Scar-
Face In plain view.

It Is safe to say that never In the course
of his life will Buster John ever experienca
such sensations as he then had, or behold
such another spectacle as was there enact-
ed before his eyves. He could only vaguely
remember that he heard the cry of dogs be-
hind kim, and that the veice of Hodo
sounded like a deep and continuous mur-
mur, Within the course of fifty yvards the
dcg overran the fox and turned and caught
him before Old Scar-Face could get himself
ivnder way again.

And the funny part of it was that all the
other dogs were up in time to give the dead
fox a good shuking before he got cold,

Whea the bunters came up Wr. Collings-
worth pretended to believe that Music had
killed the fox, and Buster John was aston-
ished to gee that Joe Maxwell claimed noth-
ing for Hcl>. 2Xr. Dennin inslsted that
Rowan or Ruth was the guiity pa:iy, whils
Mr. Kilpatrick declared that if killing foxes

was a hanging crime he wouldn't give &

ACROSS THE

He had his hand on Joe |

thurt, Jog Maxwell turned to hin., Inughing
| “They re valy Joking.” be explaned. “They
| know very well that thelr dogs would never
| have caught this fox.”

O UWhy, Hoedo was running him

all around
jhv:v like @ rabbit before

the rest of the

e e

OPEN  COUNTRY,

dogs were in siglt, and before they 41 get
in sight he had killed him,” exclaimed Bus-
ter John.

“T belfeve you,” cried Mr. Colllngsworth.
“That deg of yours i a freak, Maxwell:
there’ll never be another like him (ot
couree, we'll have dogs that can eateh red
foxes; this pack here can Jdo 1t ans day in
the week, but we'll never see another dog
with the ‘g0’ In him that your dog's Rot.
Why, he's venomous Back wyonder he
crashed through a briar pateh Just lke he'd
been shot out of a cannon, and his nose—
well, he doa’t have to run on the drag at
all. much less put hig head to the ground.

I never saw anything like it in my life,
There ain't 2 fox in the world that can
stand up before him fifty minutes. Look at
him! The other dogs are tired out, and he's
walking around as fresh as a dalsy. No,
sir! we'll never see his like again.”

“Whai's your opinion, Fountain?' asked

the White-haired Master

Fountain shook his hend and dlsme unted
from his mule, under pretense of fixing a
buckle or strap

“Well, sah,” he sald with fervor, “I has
ecd dogs In my time; T has seed dem what
ey gald could run, an’ 1 has seaed dem what
b'lieved could run, but not befo' dls day
| has deze eves seed a dog what could resly
run. Onless, subh, twuz dem ar greyhoun's
what blong ter Marse Billy DEE Dem
dogs has got de Loudy an’ de ldgs, but dey

|
|
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Hodo Catches 0ld Sear Face.

ain't got de head an' de win’' er dish ver
Hodo. Give um a mile dash in open groun’
an’ maybe dey could git dar 'fo’ dish yer
dog, but when coms ter brush an’ briar
and carebrake, dey wouldn't show up no-
whar cloge ter dat dog dar. Yes—yes, suh!
—ef you'd 'a’ geed what I seed you'd ‘o’
rubbed yo' eyes like I &id.”

“What did you see, Fountain?"' inquired
the Whalte-haired Masjer.

“Well, suh, a breff of win" will tell it, but
a preacher wouldn't make you b'lieve 1t."
Fountain threw his head back and placed
the forefinger of his right hand In the
palm of h'e left. *“When ol' Scar-Face
made his turn fer ter come back, he made
it like a mule shoe—a wide sweep at de top,
but narrer, as you may say, at de heels.
De top er de turn mought 'a’ been a mile
broad—you all may know better 'bout dat
dan me—but ut de narrer part a man stan’-
in’ in de middie could ‘s’ seed de dogs
gwine, an’ could ‘a’ seed um comin’. I
know, bekaze 1 seed whar dey went down a
gully, an’ I wuz seitin’ on dish yer mule in
sight er de gully when 1 hear dat ar dog
fetchin' ol' Scar-Face back.

“De fox, suh, come by me not twenty
yvards off, an’ by de time he make his dis-
appearance 1 hear dat dog open up not &
hundred yards behind, an’ he come by me,
suh, des like a bird a-fiyin’. 1 feiched &
whoop er two—you know how 1 kin holler,
suh, an’ de dog tuck 8 seven-rall fence an'
never tetched 1t; no, enh, he never tetched
it. You'll not b'lleve it, suh, an’ I don't
biame you; but I kin show you whar de
dog riz, an® whar he Iit. You won't skacely
b'lieve de tale yo' eyves'll tell you when you
see it but dar's de signs, suh, printed, as
you may =ay, In de groun'. I fully spected
he'd ketch de fox right den an’ dar; bt ol'
Scar-Face wuz a terror, suh, when it come
ter gittin® over the groun’. But dat dog—
you may look at "tin yo'se'f, sub; all de rest
pantin’ fit ter kill, an’ layin' down, an’ him
paradin’ ‘roun’ here, smellin® de bushes an’
lookin® like he ain't been in no chase. [
sald den, whea he fluug hisse't over de
fenee, ‘I'll look at you right close de fust
chanee 1 git, kaze dey aln’t no mo' like you,
an’ never is ter be!" ™

In this matter Old Fountain's judgment
was as good as the best. Hodo had no for-
bears to account for his phenomenal gifts
of nose and head #nd speed, and he left no

posterity to succeed. He stands alone
among foxhounds, unlgue and Iincompar-
able.
(END PART X))
—,ee
The Last Straw.
From Puck,

Parson Hardscrabble—"1 hear you had a
disgraceful fight with Deacon Skinnsr yes-
terday, and I am very much shocked—very
much shocked!” -

Deacon Goodman—*“Wal, parson, I'd jess
got back from New York with a gold brick
and a package of sawdust when Brother

Skinner rides up and wanis to swap horses
—that was vhai yoa might cali the last
straw, and I soaked him""*



