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meditative, nol)le face, witli great, pure, penetrating

eyes, that made me almost fear their stare. Tom de-

clared ho was a born philanthropist or prophet, and
Helen made so free with Miss Muloch's lines as to

sing

" Ah, the day that flimt goest a wooing,
Budgie, my l)oy !

"

Toddie had seen hut three summers, and was a hap-

py little know-nothing, with a head full of tangled

yellow hair, and a very pretty fancy for finding out
sunbeams and dancing in them. I had long envied
Tom his horses, his t^anh'U, his house and his location,

and tli(! idea of controlling them for a fortnight was
particularly delightful. Tom's taste in cigars and
claret I had always respected, while the lady inhabi-

tants of Ilillcrest were, according to my memory,
much like those of every other suburban villag<!—the
fairest of their s<'X.

Three days later I made the hour and a half trip

between New York and Hillcrest, and hired a hack-

nuni to drive me over to Ti .n's. Half a mile from
my brother-in-law's residehjc, our liorses shied vio-

lently, and the driver, after talking freely to them,
turned to uk; and remarked :

—

" That was one of the ' Imps.'
"

'* What was ?
" I asked.

" That little cuss that scared the bosses. There ho
is, now, holdin' up that piece of brushwood. 'Twould
be just like his cheek, now, to ask me to let him ride.

Here he comes, runnin'. Wonder where t'other is 1
—

they most generally travel together. We call 'em the
Imps, about these parts, because they're so uncommon
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