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Much ^pathy was, of course, exercisemy behalf, and as no one made claim to
corpse, it was ordered that I should be inte
in a public vault.

Here, after due interval, I was deposited,
sexton departed, and I was left alone. A lin
Marston's "Malcontent"—

Deattt's a good fellcw tnd ke^w op«i bo«a»—

Struck me at that moment as a palpable lie.
I knocked oflF, however, the lid of my co

and stepped out. The place was dreadfi
dreaiy and damp, and I became troubled t
ennut. By way of amusement, I felt my i

among the numerous coffins ranged in or
around. I lifted them down, one by one, i

breakmg open their lids, busied myself in spe
lations about the mortality within.
"ThiV* I soliloquized, tumbling over a c

cass, puflfy, bloated, and rotund- "this' has beno doubt, m every sense of the word, an unhar
--an unfortunate man. It has been his tern
lot not to walk but to waddle-to pass throi]
life not like a human being, but like an elephi—not like a man, but like a rhinoceros.

His attempts at getting on have been mi

t^^au?%^^^ ^'^ circumgyratory proceeding!
palpable failure. Taking a step forward, it i
been his misfortune to take two toward the rigl

flV !r**^.T^'^
*^® *^**- H« studies have be

confined to the poetry of Crabbe. He can ha
no Idea of the wonder of a pirouette. To him
pas de papxllon has been an abstract concoptio


