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Mr '-r::- (- *rg-. h - earge-n at the
lUr:n ' -i . -S. ett:-iag- hopta!. had
il r;::- ! h -n f i':th impurty .f a tral-

v: y fat-! t -ri-r~s- he hail drawn
wh li v I. p;::;- fr.-m a clgg-d tube

in a r a-- f --h:h-ria ard hal suffereid no

Ii of:- i is a cnseuece. This was to
standl r.markbrl,-. nt for the art--whieh
had imime nble pI re.!,int but for its se-

que; y.thr- dis after tho event, the
y,-ung doctor wiobl recail his deed with
little Is,- th;an a wa:rmth of prfe-ssional
pri-de as -v. r the successful conduct of a

case.

But 0.i, It Is true. he had -ome engross-
Ing p-rs-r:al matters to occupy that much
of the attert'on he could spare from his
;altents. mratters that were to reach their
curious culminating point, during the
course of his third day. In a contretemps
that wou:d app-ar to have been designed of
Providence for the express acknowledgment
of merit. Introductorily and essentially to
the context. it may be premised that(;eorge
G-orge was young: that he was without
money ,r substantial interest; that he had
all the world t., win.
His -resent post. his first, was just ruf-

flicintiy rrnunrativie to einble him to live
unharas-d of crelitors. lie had been for-
tunatr- in procuring it through the recon-
3nendaton ,f a great uncle. who was also

'IHE LAMA ID ROOM Wo

an inhat-iar.t of Brantham andI a truste to
the es:atas iof th- ho-pital litspf; and iun!-r
tIh ..i .' t-:s w'-rthy th- house surge--!n
had a-r-td t-ed th. first f h> v-ar ,i'

ift-e. wan 5udly his patr--n ad r, 'a-
tive- died.

N-w. this. 1iub-s was a ma--r for il
d ,n T ---r.-: and it !- l b sa1 : i that the

dets- grand i-p--w was aff-ectting ni-
Irl- tan is f i-zr thant w as hwst

n--i-arv f-r hhail h-id a liking f-r t ! l
g-~~ a .wh n, h~ wNa, !nfrm:. t- his

it.,r ra -nthmn t, ii:., .- h d b ft
him hy I%; .-rythv:; 'f which 1.- had

ti-1;s.- os.d.
The :-. as as cor-ale si-tn.1:: as i.

un ix;, : t t us' t a nin:;-- t -rat-r;
the r--. ~- a - o- I- ;-r- rin t a; inight he the

dis-.-,er--n tit. I-art ,t such " r- tr that
lie had .n cr!oi up .rn-ay For. - it

ap~e,..i. sie-rg- I;, er-t ha-I b-n b -

h--r- ag. -f - --n:.he
li--w- this was s- -inn-m at -nei' ir-

rnt. T .- batdt.r hdb.nagv
t-rnmnt;-io-r. I I:- nn--m idi-ta wih

him. W :!i h.: 11- 1. 'his had -ither s f
flii-d Simlil-; f'r his W;nt. -r ilsehihad

bieein and .-a hi was his r--put.ati--n--a di-
plIri-:. ikir:t;nt. Re salt- h-w-v-r,wu-I
nio t ai; -t ti i-t-st intut-- the i-n.t--r
charv. N_ s--ir-, ni dividend war-

w-r r.---rr- dfr-m -h-st '-r i-urau- aft.-r
the ni-ot an- -mm. n in'.--siaii-n. His
I.-nsi--: it ap-peiar--d, la-I riu-a-- --ff at

arol th- -d---;--ut--d h-gat--- ioI at last to
-aIis -us: -- -nm- rat anil a - p t his in-

hea ritan- - f-a a wht it wa wor-th. This was

lia'- h Ml i-f a Ih-u-- in trilg-- stir--t and
thvfio:-- aral I. tre al i ft--its mii if in-

dif a t vaIm Iher-ini ~--a::-ni. Thre uri-
ha-: et- r-s rnime nta ry dramns iif bi-ing

abt- tt r--raz-- h:s ib-sr ambiition by p-ur-
eh:tig a i- -a- tici- at th.- ti-rminati-r of his
y-ear -f -rt - ei- w.-re dIri-lvedi irti thin air.

Nw, was no- g-od starting a grIevanee
a ~Inst fat- 1-rami.- his ro-liday moo~d had
ri---i-d- a dlr-nch-ine s- ti speak. It was
niot k-- him. m- r.-v-er, to d, sir. He. simlty
mra-- TI-- i-est -.f a dlsppriti'ng iib. ai
stranr:.iiy it aup ti al--ri-n rth. w.h-lh- of
the - I.-- h--Id rat aiphin-liai whir-h. in iew
i-f th: rnr iexp~irati-tn -f th.- h-aiso i-.-ili be
o-f r-- - artIIi s t-- him -. v.ith thie- bji-ct of
c--a:-rt- ng itint- at leasit an inc--nsiiderable

fl - u s -f -i- p1ital.
Ev-n h-r--. hiowive r, disoni-harntment

Ser ni-i t- wat up--n hIm. Thi- day of the
sale- ,-or-iii-d-u -in the prem-tises by Bull &
Hfa-kir was i-hill -and swampy; the- atte nd-
anci- was Iorr the bidding sp-iritle-ss and
Inlf-flilent.
The dociit-r--as bef--re Introduced, with the
modist miimoiry i-f his di-ed i-f heroism

oaver. !ail. d by present pri-occuptionrr---liiok-
&d In it-urimg the course -of the afternuon toi
see how matters were pirogrissinig. As ti
that. i-i Was $eized at once with a dlieum-
firtat--rnvictioin. The bits were being
knoia-k.-l doiwn with as cheap a jocularity
as If ii-.- were sklttle-s In an alley. Sev-
eral. whuli he waited. we-re soldl fir an "Old
song. andi It .'as the barh in the sting to
him. a alwiay s to the uninitiated, to ob-
5-.r~ -in i-anth that inc-ongrurus assiociationi

- -f i -l. s.- p-risumtatly mrui h better offered
al art. t hat It is the irreverent humoir of

auta.rion.+ers to u-xhibit in their tabulating of
the h- aebh-Id gods.
Iten-: A i-ial scirttle, a scent fountain,

two --thea hi-rses andt sur.dries (the- lat-
ter trceusie. alipairently. o f charwomani's
bonrnit. arnd a franiii I-hotograpth of some-
body-s aunt, in a crinolire, standing by an

lonio P.-d- stal . six sillings Itemau: A
camp washetandl. thr-. tish coivir' rind a
pairdonium (whiich t urned. tout to be not hing
but th*- coal seutt -ii' -r -againh two. shil-
.inrs I tern: Plaiu-. "Thre Woa.dering
Jew" Ia fanciful d.-e-ri;,ton ev v le out of
the ti-a ge-nius of the au--tion r's ecrk.
lnasnmich as the fig-ure was5 obvliously and
r e n aggressively fi-mIt-are- prol-ably a
Hecat a). paInted in a ti-wer pot sauncer by
an itaai-ur. Bumt It fi tihedi a good pirice.
th-r. . an-i sixps-nce-. Item: An ormroiu and
brionz, -i three-lighat ga-atlier.
At this point somethingi of a brisk rally

Occurred in the bIddling. It was .it the in-
stan'-e of a stranger, who. upon the caitng
of the lit (1'9I was Its number), swiftly de-
tached himself from the gloom of ihe oute-r
rin-g of bystanders and pushed his way to
the front, wIth an evidetit e -e to husine-ss.
He wtas a man of a certain prjfessonual
cast, strongly bauit iiiud. in the style of
those who are accustomed to -app 'tl forc-
iblr to audIences. His face wats flaccid.
Eke- veal; his anointedl curis, his eyebrows
andC the bbot of haIr on hIs under lip were
of a Btrunswick black. His portly form
was encased.4n a long threadbare overecat
with a. ahamu 'Atrakhan~ cmlar_ andl on htm
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ea 'io he wore at a rakish angle a scrti-
Iul oisly groomed silk hat with a preposter-
WnS 'url of brim.
Mr. H ckr. the junior partner, who offi-
''in't at the rostrum in all second-Class

1ff irs, and who might even have pleaded
guilty to some little weaknesss of ol-
lusion in sales technically known as
knot kouts," noted the newcomer with the

tail of hi- eye and moistened his ferrely
19l in foretaste of the blood his instinct

told him he might expect to draw.
"For this excellent ormolu and bronze

three-light gasalier." said he. "Now, gen-
tlemen, name a price,"
"Three bob." said a facetious broker.
"Four." snapped out the stranger.
'Five." "six," "seven," "eight," "nine,"

"ten." was run up rapidly in a monosyllable
duel. Then came a pause, the stranger
having the last word.
"Ten shillings." said the auctioneer r-

proachfully; ''this particularly eiertit
three-light crrmolu gasalier going for ten
shillin's! Come, gentlemen. isn't there one
of you'll make an advance on the bid?
(;enuine ormoCu and bronze and fit for a
ducal drawing room!"

He looke,1 from face to face. and poised
his little mallet tentatively.
"Ton shillins''" he repeated. His tone

was that of a protestlng incredulity. He
might have been a convibtel innocent hear-
Ing himself senterced o ten years' penal
servituda. One longeC almost to assure
this good man that he .vas only being made

KE TO A SENSE OF THE HUMOi

the victim of a hoax. Then he essayedl
hum-or, th,- humior of the rost,rum, that.
lik- that (of the benc(h. sounds such a de-
pressingly blank catrtridge in the report.

Wr.the w*'gts alone are worth the
mn. v: Take 'emTr off my mind, gemulemen.VI me. Ca a sovereign. Won't any on" go

iun otlvaince 4Io 10 hillin's? it's without re-
r-rv.g- e. There's n<) call for this

e-xtrl-mri modesty."
111.... on,] th blank faces once more, and

shraiz,-1lhiis houilders as If to repuillhte

allirsoi; l

al r 11 niblty in so senseless alaso
The hittl,- ha;!Pmmer in h:F hand rose slowly
like that of a clock about to strike-lin-

h ur-, ,n th fall in a q ruck inspiratihm.

-'Tak- hilm on. Charley," whispered a
neIghbor brokr to the other. "Hie's sy."
"rn.- po nd.

"!- ornd t"en," said tho s'tra nger.
"Topourn.

Thr.. was a mnurmur of prot(est.The- auc-
:incr h-nt over his <lesk courteo.usly.
''n ho-n ditions of sale," he said, "above

-wr" ploun'ls, no advance under two this-

exrin's." 't *'

"Two Pound teniahen." aid themtranr.
Te thatarui' room woke to a sense of the

UMor nf the. situation.
"Th"e pounds," said the broker.

Th usanr advkedaround detialy.
"T'wa Iun tn," he said.th "It'ranert

the rohom whe to ripnleof tauher
oumr tf hi fatusadmision
"TFiur' po'ud,." said the straner,mmv

h'rg Getratge lto rount deftisavtrrdz
it's wat w."hosidol.l o
Hoe hwad whilen thrane ithef"u

th'rm'we hris ofv"rer rer!" ofnth
Thn.pu::'s fcor wit fam rif ondfferenterl
mertl atuos a exhibiton.o eact l
upon 'hr indensat thde.s'ne, my

"Itese a by aintey res.'eentougd
t,od by h~ois toperunitly heiul paytimor
itnd ref ei. nifrnlatecnsr

tf eystat hmled theraon therifon up
frim al it,tenoverunds. tand thereereight-

prion lef thse unde -e giudseaofabhe
Thte biduvng, hateor the riometar ofte
vescene o forelemn frael o Inmre ds

mitleve of wain ectiveness thanitalluf
uere ithertno.n Ver soo teeso.ms
'nthrestra nge ittied nether reatetinor
lame conchsipopeand reuned col pay wor
mtlrimprese it.hniffertly thecynsur

of implsivea optmism.d theow buseriself
ovhimstt coertlan othat teere o n

hcou of two certngin toupatinalb thex
thresn wenthoe fornter theofteakhatle
th soing, afterc hric mdenterton.eHe
hadrscing quarxteent atl toe orae diut
his dlvl lodingsere netan at had, and-
th'edirterto, thaty wso hel humsor, halt
interin.e isi tired ofithe roomeratio oape

beated' sparkson andheturneda torned worwn
mnore inpsfedrable chaneier. th vaiy
fImlsivte otiism Geore buwed amoment
inerosipetion and theqrmatte epfode
houWort," letoight,ocut iotn alloutd tof
sdand moved o- this diosapitmento

tiht, and~ tohere eoimodeprten Heath
r~ ulllig were ert andn--a andsle-h
fartham subect ofd whi ewiostat o
He jmeties hatoldn' hlft henr hnalf

chsarn, istiny itting rfort, forcaedi
indrnessnder cothereoL uk oamr
"Wattark --n"the bgan-asund oped

inThe suffnera(blaccngnhdelarge hatthnhth
fingerson thes fromk hGeoudth a mfohener
Inr ngroutward onthe qendro ltl epis-
of th. Pftrosinalytiane f u

"tation, ha e thugtrpreted ten pondy the
eccentingty at asti apmase poenhpu
Iene hand akombo an-e the rothert nt
lghtandey tohe gasaorer his the.harh
r"You're Dr.aGeorg-man sad he. lerth

"hen doctr, e toodn' the itent ofa
b~rngin ue conitl. rsn.
"Bu'ht, the good hebeanan--ope"
"Hushtr"ngard(plecinganger;arge ht onte

tande oked, with nepniv oin

."rIt's.n aboutwardpthenendshoughtlone dis-
tayin mracteinterpretgedtodsiniay the
auctoing an kis"'toariatio. Ths per-
on hsand esaped auntwic," h ohe
grenstraelyrtoadheeturaedetothhiruaide,

the pror n tip-toe ncareful sut

He thrust one hand. Napoleonic, into the
breast of his coat.
"Sir," he began.
"There's nothing for it, then, but to hu-

mor him," thought the doctor.
He advanced and dragged forward his

old elbow chair--wintry as the evening, by
token of its long-vanished spring-from its
corner by tht. fire.

"Sit down' said he.
"No, sir," said the stranger, promptly,

"sooner In the presence of royhalty than in
yours!"
'0!" exclaimed the other, in a helpless

votce.
"I were scurvy tempted," said the visitor.

"I wtre scurvy tempted; I'll own up fair.
It's fortun' against the apple of my eye,
says 1: and thank God the man in me rose
to the occaion, and the apple wins."

Mtlr. George iecovered his decision and his
professional manner. "That'll do," he said.
"Now. my good fellow, come to the point
anti state your business."
"Immediately his hands were seized in an

emotinal grasp.
"I could kiss 'eml" cried the stranger;

"s'elp me, i could kiss 'em and cry!"
The -doctor wrenched himself free, so

roughly that the man staggered.
"Give me a moment, sir,' pleaded ths lat-

ter.
He passed the back of his hand across his

eyes. To George's astonishment theseewamt
with unmistakable tears.

"I'll come to the point," murmured the
visitor. Then he gulped, produced a crim-
son bandanna, blew his nose sonorously,
and spoke up over a cushion of handker-
chief:
"I'm own dad," said he, "to little Jemmy

Montagu as is down with the dipthiery."
With the words the doctor's fog of indig-

nant bewildrment began to dissipate. A
little flush came to his cheek.
"Why didn't you say so be-fore?" he pro-

test -d. "Well, the boy's mending."
"Thanks to you, sir-thanks to the noblest

act as ever merited a father's gratitood and
the applause of a full house of saints."
"Pooh!" said George.
"Ah!" said the man, gasping and wiping

his eyes. "Him was as was good to do it
is good to say pooh to it, no doubt. I've been
told the facts, sir. You saved my lad's life
at the risk of your own. I say, God bless
you for it, and I say He's blessed me, too,
by showin' me how to rise and reward you
out of the pit of my own temptation."
"I want no reward," said the doctor, rath-
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er sharply. "But it will be something of
one to me to hear your adequate explana-
tion of why you have not hitherto, to my
kn.wle dge, been near the hospital since
ycur boy was brought to it."
"Could I help it, sir? I must move on and

kt, the pot a billn'. I swear I never
gu1essei at Jemmy's danger. I come back
h're the moment I were free. S'help me,
you dunno what it is to tumble for a livin'
ant your heart burstin' with anxiety."
"To tumble? You are a mountebank,

then?"
"I'm a hacrolat, sir! a street hacrobat.

eIse I might never have been put in the
way to reward Jemmy's benefactor."

"I have told you I want no reward.
You can't undlrstand that, in a case like
this, su'css is its own."
The aerobat shook his head.
"It's your indlivirtual lawful property," heFairl. "I'm only the unworthy instrumenttowuler prvidence, whose ways is past tell-Itg. To think that you should be the halr'

to that very iden'tical house I've had nmyheye on a six-month. It were no chance,I'll Swear, but a tsiPensation as learned methe truth at the last moment."
He turned to the gasaller.
"Here it is," he went on. "I brought itdown in a cab the moment I could layhands on it. Now, look!"
The young doctor, still in two minds as to

hIs visitor's sanity, advanced no furtherprotest. but stood dumbly watching. From
the ancient lurtder the acrobat detached
one of the three bulky ormolu weights thaltlay upon the rug at the end of their chain.
He raised it in his hands.
'Heavy, ain't it?" said he; and, placing

it on the table, unho-tked and deposited Its
two companions by its sitde.
"Now," said he, "if this don't answer to

my expectations, I'm-"
Too suddenly flurried to finish the sen-

tence, he seized1 a w'eight and held it be-
tween his knees, with the action of one
drawing a recalcitrant oork ft'm a bottle,
"Ah!" he cried, triumphantly, and came

erect, rapidly unscrewing a sort of stopperfrom the~crown of the t'hing.
And then a "wonder came to light," for

before George George's astonished eyes a
clinking rain of gold pieces fell and scatter-
ed from a hollow vessel upon the table.
"Good!" chuckled the acrobat. "And now

for the other .two!"
"Nine hunidred and seventy-five pounds,"

said Mr. Montagu, looking up breathlessiyfrom a swift calculation. "All yours, sir,
every penny of it, by will. Oh, I've learned
the facts, and it's not a pooto fwayou deserve." pooto fw~

"Tell me how you knew,'' said George
George, speaking as if in a dream,
"That's explained in a sentence," answer-

ed -the aerobat, stoultly. "Top balancing ispart otf my business. D'ye know what thatmeans? No? Listen to this, then: Mymate holds a pole perpendicular from apockeot in his belt, a-nd -up it I goes and bal-
ances. I sees a-many things in course
through fust-floor winders-4hings not al-
ways meant for me. That was the case inthe present instance. We was comin' downBridge street last July in the dog days, andstopped outside yotur uncle's house, Thesash was up, for air. I see the old manshut into his room, gloatin' over his wealth,and I see the secret of his hidin' place. It
were an instantaneous pictur', revealed to
me in a flash; then the old screw made meout sudden, and rushed, w~th a heath, andsnatched down the blind. It struck a rare
impression on me. I t-hought of It formonths. When Jemmy was altumnblingwith all his little soul put into it: 'Ah, mylad!' I'd cog'-tste; 'if I could be present atthe sale o' that old lick-penny's effects some
day I don't doubt I could leave ye a for-
tun'.' The fancy so dwelt wlith 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 cometo~yourA horspitaL. Et's a facot, sir; and now
hear the end. This very mornin', huirryin'back fmom a week's tower on my way tovisit JTemmy, I passed the house that bad
been so long in my thoughts, and see the
sale of its effects advertised for 1 o'clock.
It caught mee by the throast like a shower
bath. 'By gum!' says I, 'now or never;'and I went in, took stock of the very ar-itliclestandJn' there, sure enough, as inno-
cent as emptiness-and felt mye'elf a made
man. Then I come on to the horspital and
learned the truth of everything. It was
common talk this of your barren windfaill.Jemmsy himself knew all about t, and told
me he 4k4. Very well, 'Mr. Montagu,'
thInks I. 'You're either' a devil or a human,
and you've got to prove yoursel-f.' Have I
done so, sir? But, after all, it ain't much
put-tir' you jn the way of your own in ex-fiangor J.enuny's )ife,"r' e intvestiga~tioni there seemed

to from obecm 4Qoumeoiary
aweden.. a hiitha't Genema Genement =r=.=t-

uncle had contemplated, amidst vain pro-
crastinat'ion, the draping up of a clue to
the treasure's hiding place.or the ultimate
benefit of his inheritor. Whether or no this
were the case, two itisputable claims fol-
lowed the discovery--he l1 ng young man's
to the property; .the:deaf m'iser's to a no
lorger disputed character fpr parsimony.
As for Mr. Montagu, beyond a. reluctant

consent to receive back the £10 ventured by
him in the service of Jemmy's benefactor,
he steadfastly &nd persistently declined to
accept for his probi.- any part, gTreat or
little, of the disin't er gcd. And in this
resolve we must hold fright.

SOME QUAINT EPITAPHS.

Old-Time Vernes Still to Be Seen in a
Connecticut Cemetery.

The setting sun, burnislng the golden
dome of Hartford's capitol and throwing the
angel on the apex as a silhouette against
the sky, made the whispering old elms cast
their lengthening shadows across the grass
of Hartford's oldest churchyard, where

"Each in his rarrow cell forever laid.
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep."
On several occasions I had gazed from my

hotel-room window, overlooking the peace-
ful scene, and longed for a space of time
to tread the "hallowed ground." This even-
ing the time was to spare. Passing up
"Gold street," a complete lucus a non lu-
cendo, as shown by the shabby, broken-
down houses, on one of which was the
legend, "Lodgings, 10 cents," I turned the
corner and came upon the front of the
church. Essaying entrance into the church-
yard on one side the way was barred by a
pretentious and forbidding iron fente. But
on the other side entrance was gained 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 quietly steal
amid the silent tombs, a black cat came
softly leaping about from stone 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 curiosity both were aroused

at the failing stones and the quaint epi-
taphs, messages from the long-forgotten
dead. Some were special to the one in-
terred; others were addressed to the indif-
ferent passer-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:

"Here Lies Interal
Ye Body of Mrs Sarah
Joy Wife of Mr
John Joy Who Pe
parted 'Irs Lifefarch toth 1764 in ye
84th Year of her Age.
Tho I should Go
To Foreign Lan,1
Hiere Lies my Dear
Once Southerland
Rut we shall meet
In God I trust
At ye Itesurrection
Of ye 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 lived in a shoe, she had so
many children she did not know what to
do."
Another epitaph, the oldest in the ceme-

tery, of "Captain Thomas Bull, who died
Oct. 1684." and who was "well sick, dead in
one hour's space. Engrave the remem-
brance 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 Meetingof the Just
Then rise Triumphant from the dark Abode
To Realmns of Light, to IAsve and Praise thy God."
One of the date of 1703:

"Death is a debt
to Nature Dne
which I have paid
& So Must You."

One of the date of 1777:
"TIme was like yet I life possessed
And time shall be *hen fou will rest."

Another, of the date of 1783:
"Behold my Friend as you pnss by
as You are now, so once was I
as I am now so you must be
Prepare for Death and follow me."

But the gem of the collection was an
epitaph above the grave of a young mar-
ried man of twenty-nine years, who was
drowned at sea:

"Drowned In the glory of his yearsA.nd left his mate
to drown herself in tears."

Leaving the old churchyard and its si-
lent tenants, next morning I sped to Say-brook, at the mouth of the Connecticut
river, to await a Shore Line train. Say-brook 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
die in Connecticut. She was buried on the
edge of the fort in 1648.

3ut time pissed on: the railroad, thatdestroyer of the antique and annihilator ofthe past. came to Saybrook. The fort wasdemolished tc make way for a round hous'.
Lady Fenwick's grave was desecrated. Her
remains, consisting of the larger bones andher philted hair in a wonderful siate ofpireservation. were removed to the old ceme-
tery on the hill, and above them placed theold tombstones. a semi-oval slab upon sev-
eral vcrtical supports, with the inscription:"Lady Fenwick, 1648."
In this c.-metery are many old grave-stones with inscriptions nearly obliterated.One in ood state of pieservation Is this:

"llere L.yeth the Body of the RevdMr. Azariah Mather Born atWindlsor Atugust 29th, 165. Expired inSaybirook F'ebry 11. 1736, Aetatis suae 52.
He was a faithful minister
a generull scholar an eminent
Christian a very great sufferer

- ut now in glory a triump1her.lie many weeks felt Death's attacks
Butt fervent prayers kept him Back
Hits faith and ptatience was to try
& ieartt us how to, LIve and ieHiaveing the wings of faith and Lovs
& Featht'r of an holy tDove
he tids this wretched wiril adieu
& swiftly up to hleaven flew
istutrh not thetn his P'recious fltstWitu censors that are most unjust."

If the deceased had beetn a "generall
scholar" it is safc to affirm that he did not
write his own epitaph: and yet, standing in
this old-time grav'eyard with the. dust of the
forgotten forei'athers 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 and
saw the clear light of the hereafter. S.

Many birds form their sounds without
opening theIr bills. The pigeon Is a well-
Ignown instance of this. Its cooing can be
distinctly heard, although It does not open
its biBl. The call is formed Internally in the
throatt and chest, and is only rendered audi-
ble by resonance. Simiar ways may be ob-
served in many birds and other animals.
The clear, loud call of the cuckoo, accord-
ing to one naturaldsat, is the resonance of a
note formed In the bird.- The whinring of
tihe snipe, which betrays the approach of
the bird to the hunter, is an act of ven-
triloquism. Even the nightingale has cer-
tain notes which ar& produced internally,
and which are audible *talle the bill is
closed,
Water is a very good tranimitter of sound.
A scientist by the naine qf Calladon made
some experiments on Lake'Geneva. Switzer-
land. to demonstrafe the power of sound to
travel a long way in, iwatef. A clock was
made to strike undeg thle ',water, and was
heard to a distance of twelve miles, In a
second experiment the str~dng of a clock
was heard to a distance of twenty-seven.

Mamma--"Dear me, Nellie! How have
you torn that great i-' in y-:- p1nafore?
It wasn't thzere tu.s morning." .

Neille-"Where do you suppose it was,thart. mmmnis, dear94-Punch.

PART X.
Hodo Gets His Blood Up.

Old Scar-Face would have had quite a

shivery feeling if he had known that the
walling cry he heard was the voice of Mr.
Collingsworth's Mrsic, telling the rest of
the hounds that she had discovered the
drag of a fox. Although Joe Maxwell. with
Buster John behind him, and Hodo trotting
in a dignified way at his horse's heels, had
gone directly into the public road by way of
the gate near the spring, the rest of the
huntsmen, led by the White-Haired Master.
went through the gin house lot. The dogs,
aelighted to be free once more, and enthu-
siastic over the prospect of a chase, went
galloping about the place, nosing in every
corner; not because they expected to find
the scent of a fox thercabouts, but because
it is their nature.

It fell to the lot of Music to pass near the
spot where Old Scar-Face had caught the
hen the night before. A few feathers were

lying scattered about. These Music investi-
gated, and immediately her nose made an
Important dizcovery. A fox had passed that
way! Whereupon she lifted up her voice 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. Collingsworth stopped his horse and

listened. "That's the fox as sure as the
world," said he.
"Pooh!" cried Mr. Dennis, contemptuous-

ly; "you've been training your dogs with a
catskin. Call the silly creature off, or you
will have all the (logs going at full cry af-
ter a neighlorhood tomcat."
Just then Mr. Dennis' Ruth put in.

"What did I tell you?" he insisted. If
there's a fox within a radius of five miles
this chase of a tomcat will scare him out of
the country."
"Wait!" said Mr. Kilpatrick; "I hear

Whalchone trying to whimper. and I know
mighty well he's not interested in cats."
The rain had taken a good deal of the

snap rut of the drag, Joe Maxwell ex-
plained to Buster John afterward, but the
hounds knew their business. They flung
themselves about, trying to bit 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 quietly. Music's warning
wails had no. been repiated. but she. as
well as the rest. knuckled down to bus~ness,
working with occasional whines and half
barks.
Joe Maxwe:l and Buster John had al-

ready arrived at the bars that opened into
the sedge ield. When iedo saw that all
the rest of the hounds were coming in his
direction he lost his dignity so far as to
e'xamine the ground near the bars.
"If that fox was fool enough to go down

to the barn during the night he's fool
enough to stay in this field until he heard
Music hark awhile ago. If that's so, he'll
never run aheal of the dogs any more."
This was Joe Maxwell's conclus.'n.
Old Fountain, some-what belated (for his

going had not been decided on till the last
moment) came gall..ping up. riling a mule,
dismounted and flung down the bars. Some-
how it veemed to Buster John that flinging
down the lars had brought daylight, for
as the last one fell he looked albout him and
everyt hing was plainly v!sible. ie cou'd
see the rest of the hunters coming along
the lane that led from the gin house lot,
and he could see Hodo ca.itering rapidly
toward the pine thicket, where he had
seen Old Scar-Face.
"When he's up, where does he run?" Joe

Maxwell asked Fountain.
"Straight to'rds de p'int er woods 'cross

yander. an' den he b'ars ter de lef', allers
ter de lef'."
At this instant lodo gave a fierce chal-

lenge. to which Joe Maxwell responded
with a cheerful haloo that brought all
the dogs into thr- 'lt.d with their heads
up. The crlouds hadinlw blown away from
the etst. and the level brams if the rising
sun fell upon the tol s of the pin4s."Name er do Lord: Look at dat dog:"exclaimed 01.1 Fountain. Iodo h:ad issued
from the (lump of pities and was now trap-ing in the air above the P.v.e of th ,edge
nnd running wildly alrut. The tt of thel
dogs w,ere even more ex4itel. T!,-y ran
around, giving tongue and octing as if the
fox was right under their ne.s. But lodo
suhenly c'asedi his antis, challnged twiceand was away, folowed by tht.whkoi' pack,their vo'ices rhyming amnd chiming in the
crisp mornitg air. Involuntarily Huster
John squeezed Joe Maxwell as hard as he
coul. ie was delirously happy.He felt a pang. however, w6heni he saw
the rest of the hunters galloping helter-
skelter after the diogs, while he and Joe
Maxwell were ambling along in a direction
that seemed gradually to lead away fromthem. Buttefly, however.,was runningtoward a hill in which the sedige field cul-
minated, anl from this point a wide ex-
panse of country lay under the eye.Jot' Maxwell looked at his w-atch and
found that only Ive minutes htad nassed
since Hiodo had ledt the hmunt arway f'rnm the
clump of pitnes tnear which old Scar-Face
made his home. The 3'oung man gave But-terfly his head, and In a few moments had
reachedl the top of the hill, whlch, though
not high. was the highest proint for many
miles. The sun, shining at their backs,
threw a flood of yellow light on the hunt.
Butster John could see his grandfather, tall
and straight. riding after the houtnds. flank-
ed otn either side by the rest of the hunts-
men, while Old Fountain brought up the
rear, belaboring l is mount with a brush
broken from some convenient tree.
The dogs cotuld be heard. but they were

not In sight. They were running through
the point of woods to which Old Fountain
had referred. While Btuster John was look-
ing at the httnters Joe Maxwell ran his aye
along the horizon to the left and caught
sight of t.'e fox giing as swiftly as the
shadow of a flying bird. He tried to show
this swiftly moving shadlow to Buster John.
and finally succeeded, and then it vanished.
"Great goodness!" exclaimed Maxweli,

gleefully, "he must have stopped to catch
a rat. WVhat Is he thinking about? He
Won't last forty minutes."
"Why, ho's a mile or more ahead of the

dogs," said Buster John.
"A mile and a quarter." admitted Max-

well, measuring the distance with his eye,
"Wait till I send word to Hodo."
Prompt as an echo a black shadow burled

itself from the woods and went careering
across the open country. Joe Maxwell rais-
ed himself in his stirrups, placed both hands
to his mouth, and uttered three short, sharp,
shrill yells that cut through the air like 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 Music,
were by this time well out of the woods,
and the hunierB, who were not far away,
cheered them on. They were running beau-
t'fully, and Joe Maxwell could afford to
say so.
"They'll not be far away when the end

comes," he remarked. "And if that old fox
has any grit in him, he'll be caught some-
where between this hill and the point of
woods the dogs came out of,"
"Why, he's running away from here,"

cried Buster John,
"Of course," said 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'l:l never see the dogs catch him. They'll
be conung back presently, and we'll have
to see if there's any hair between their
teeth. If It Is the old fox, he'll run away
till he hears Hodo close at hand, and then
he'll get scared and try to reach home
again."
"The retit are following the dogs," said

Buster John, ruefully, as he saw them!
gal-loping in the sunlight.
"And you are sorry you'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 we
a.re after the right one, we'll probeibly have
him ready for their inspection by the time
they get bak. But we're not going to
stand here," he said; reassuringly, "We are
gotng to gallop over there and be ready
to put Hodo right at his heels when he
comes back."
This they did. In fact, as Sutterfly was

chafnner at the bit, Joe Maxwell let him
have isa bead on the firm Bermuda turf,
and he went fiying al9ng away the±t
thrilled Buster Jobs, AniOef this inort
ne trnannu- min m..anwa +o ab.lf nute-

0000

Joel Chand
Il*s ambition for awhile. and he wIs wil-
ng to stan I quietly when his ri.dr 1inaiy
drew rein.
The dogs could he heard running far

away. their voices itoe tack on the nin-
ing breeze like the echoes of m
complaitinin's. Jo.e Maxweil kedj ;t h.:
watch again. The hunt had ie-n go'vig -n

twenty minutes.
"That's the right fox." said the young

fellow. *'an lie's pretty game. or he would
have made his doubl-e before this."'
Finally the dogs went out of hearing alt-

gether, and Mister John took advantage
(of that fact I follow with his finger on
Maxwell's leg the entire outline of the
triple loop by means of which "Id Scar-
Face had been in the habit of throwing his
pursuers of.
"If he had an hour's start," said Max-

3ODO CAREERING ACIR

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 his loops beyond the point of
woods yonder.. Yes, sir' That's just what
he was up to! The dogs came out of the
woods not twenty-live yards from where
they went in.''
"Suppose the does have caught hm?'

suggested Buster John, who was all for
action.
"No; they're coming back," replied Ma,, -

well.
"I don't hear them." said Buster John.
"Nor I." Maxweliadmitted: "but Butter-

fly do-s."
And sure enough the thin and sensitive

ears of the horse pointed forward, and he
was listening intently. Presently a mur-
miuring, singing sound was heard. like the
humming of bees. It grew louder by de-
grees, and seemed to be coming nearer and
nearer.
'He's due here pretty soon. if he's on

schedule time," said 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 their

voices sounded like a clash of cymbals,
with full brass hand accompaniment. They
seemed to be nearer than they really were.
"Yonder he comes," said Buster John.

under his breath. He had hi hand on Joe
Maxwell's arm, and he indicated the posi-
tion of Ol Scar-Face with his thumb.
The old fox was running bravely. He

showed none of the usual symptoms of de-
feat or even fatigue. His brush was well
Ip. and hte was going very nimbly and
rapidly. He soon dIsappeared, and the
music ')f the pack died away as the dogsd'-scenled into the depression below the
hill. Then came the sharp, eager cry of
Hodo, close at hand. TI. , watchers saw
him come over a fence DO yards away,
like a bird, and he rani toward then with
head up and tail down. Evidently his
blood 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 all. Joe Maxwell made no reply,lut gave to Hodo the signal which told
the d-g that the f 'x was not far away.
Again, as before, the dog increased his
speed, tearing closer to the drag, and this
time Joe Maxwell. with Buster John be-
hind him, rode rapidly in a Ierallel direc-
tion.
"I give him five more minutes," said

Hodo's master; "but he's certainly a game
old fox.
Faster and faster went Butterfly for sev-

eral hundred yards. and then suddenly
drew rein. The valley before them affordel
a plain view, except for a ditch which ran
through the middle. The dampness there
had attracted a growth of alders. brtam-
bl(es and such weeds and shrubbery as
thrive where the ground is wet. 'n ('ither
side of this ditch there was a eb-ar space
of Bermuda tutrf, dott-i here and there
with stmall pine brushes. tin the furt her
side of this ditch Hodo was rnnng. Sud-
dienly he turned, crosse.! the dtitch and
came flying hack, while Joe Maxwell rode
toward him as fast as Butterfly could go.
Again Hodo exssed the ditch, and as he
did so old Scar-Face came out on the op-
posite side and went careering across the
open held, In a series of wild yells Joe
Maxwell gave Hodo the view halloo, and
in another moment the dog had been

The @1d Fox Wasn Ruumig Brat-ely.

across the ditch again, 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 experience
such sensations as he then had, or behold
such another spectacle as was there enact-
ed before his eyes. He could only vaguely
rememuber that he heard the cry of dogs be-
hind hitm, and that the voice of Hodo
sounded like a deep and continuous mur-
mur. Within the course of fifty yards the
dog overran the fox and turned and caught
him before Old Sear-Face could get himself
t.ndcr 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 samking before he got cold.
Whenx the hunters camne up Ir. Collings-

worth pretended to believe that Music had
5:illed the fox, and Buster John was aston-
ished to see that Joe ?axu elI claimed noth-
ing for Hob. Mr'. ennis Insisted that

ownor Ruth was the guilty pas ty, 7:hI11
Mr. tr~aickdecsared that if killing foxes

=== aeineminn 1a wno=Ldn't gt.e £

ler Harrs
1hri f. r W n lif. T1., , r kP
WI :t jok '.. Srueof 1L n i S the

ninthst r'1m! t'w n1. liumt ilter~ Johnr
didn't k:m w tI It.
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OSS THE OPEN COUNTRY.

dogs were ir sigl t, and before they did getin sight he had killed him," exclaimed Bus-
ter John.

"I believe you." cried Mr. Collingsworth."That ding of yours is a freak, Maxwa.l,there'll never h, arother like him. If
course, we'll have dogs that can cait'h reLfoxes; this pack here can do it any day in
the week, but we'll never s,- another dogwith the 'go' in him that your dog's got.Why, he's venomous. [ack yormler he
crashed through a briar patch just like he'dbeen shot out (f a cannon, ai his nose-
well. h- doat havte to run on the drag atall. much less put his h.atl to th.- groind1.I never saw anything like it in my life.
Th-re ain't a fox in the world that can
stand up before him tifty minutes. Look at
him! The mther logs are tir-A out. and he's
walking around as fresh as a daisy. No,sir' we'll never see his like again."
"What's your opinion, Fountain?' askedthe White-haired Master.
Fountain shook his head and dismountedfrom his mule, under pretense of fixing a

buckle or strap.
"Will, sah,' he said with fervnr. "I has

seed d'mgs in my time'; I has sed dem what
dey said could run. an' I has seed dem wha~tI b'lleved could run, but not befo' dis dayhas deze eyes reed a dig what roul reely
run. O(less, suh, twuz dem ar gr'yhoumn's
what biong ter Marse 11!y Iopss. Dem
dogs has got de body an' de legs, but dey

Hodo Catches Old 8ear Face.

ain't got de head an' de win' er dish yer
Hodo. Give um a mile dash in, open groun'
an' maybe dey' could git dar 'to' dish yer
dog, but whein it come ter brush an' briar
and canebrake, dey wouldn't show up no-
whimr close ter dat dog dar. Yes-yes, sub!
'-ef you'd 'a' Eeed what I seed you'd 'a'
rubbed yo' eyes like I did."
"What did you see, Fountain?" inquired

the White-haired Master.
"Well, suh. a breif of win' will tell it, but

a preacher wouldn't wake you b'leve it."
Fountain threw his head back and placed
the forefinger of his right hand in the
palm of h's left. "When ol' Scar-Face
wade his turn fer ter come back, he made
it like a muie shoe--a wide sweep at do 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 mec-but at de narrer part a man~stan'-
In' In de mIddle could 'a' seed do dogs
gwine, an' could 'a' seed um comin'. I
know, bekaze I seed whar dey went down a
gully, an' I wuz settin' on dish yer mule in
sight er de' gully when I hear dat ar dog
fetchin' o1' Scar-Face back.
"De fox, suh, come by me not twenty

yards off, an' by de time he make his dis-
appearance I hear dat dog open up not a
hundred yards beh-ind, an' he cowe by me,

suh, des like a bird a-flyin'. I fetched a

whoop er two-you know how I kin holler,
suh, an' de dog tuck a seven-rail fence an'
never tetched it; no, sath, he never tet'ched

It. You'll not b'lieve it. suh, an' I don't

blame you; but I kin show you whar do
dog riz, an' whar he lit. You Won't skacely
b'llive de t'ale yo' eyes'l tell you when you

see it; but dar's de signs. suh, printed, as

you way say, in de groun'. I fully spected

he'd ketch de fox right den an' dar; but o1'

Scar-Face wuz a terror, sub, w'hen it come

ter gittin,' over the groun'. But dat dog-
you may look at 'im yo'se'f; suh;: all de rest
pantin' lit ter kill, an' layin' down, an' him
paradin' 'roun' here, smellin' de bushes an'
lookin' like he ain't been In no chase, I
said dien, wheni he flung hisse'i over de
fence, 'I'll look at you right close de fust

chanoe I git, kaze day ain't no mu' like yuu,
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 phenomena~l gifts

of nose and head dnd speed, and he left no

posterity to succeed, lHe stands alone

among foxhounds, unique and incompar-
able,

(END PART X.)

The Last Straw.
From Peck,
Parson Hardecrabble-"I hear you had a

disgraceful fight wit Deacon Skinner yea-
terday, and I am very mch shocked-very
mruch shockedr"
Deacon Goo4mnan-"WaL, parson, IPd Jess

got back from Newr York with a gold brick
and a package of aawduat when BrotherSkitmer rides up and wants to swap homs
-that was 'vhat yu migat. call the laststr-aw and I sakedra lme's


