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was as quick on the wing as that erstwhile poesy

muse.

The year passed, and while he had not wholly

given up the quest, the practical George agreed with

the romantic Percival to shelve it indefinitely. He
returned to New York with thirty-pounds sterling

out of the original thousand, a fact that rejuvenated

'iis paternal parent by some ten years.

"Jane, that boy is all right. Percival Algernon

oould not kill a boy like that."

"Do you mean to infer that it ever could ?" Some-
times a qualm wrinkled her conscience. Her
mother's heart told her that her son ought not to be

shy and bashful, that it was not in the nature of

his blood to suspect ridicule where there was none.

Perhaps she had handicapped him with those names;

but it was too late now to admit of this, and use-

less, since it would not have remedied the evil.

Jones hemmed and hawed for a space. "No," he

answered; "but I was afraid he might try to live

up to it; and no Percival Algernon who lived up

to it could put his nose down to a Shah Abbas and

tell how many knots it had to the square inch. I'll

start him in on the job to-morrow."


