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A LIKELY STORY

"^ at Sotheby's, or Wilkinson's, or PuttickT

Koom. Some believe Mr. PeUyinunortal

north hM to show against the music and the voiceso the south. It can listen to the endless to3

^rp;^;rer:--X:.^^^^^

^^a^tlti-iS^
the wmter nights, and the avalanches in miniat,Jetha come faUing from the roof above when Zwo Id awakes to fight against its shroud of snowBut there « one thing it heard in our story it maybsten for m vam-the bark of the great dog C«J

^t h ^ I'r
^'""^ ^^ •"^^ *« ^^-' "^ thegreat bark shakes the Universe no more. Otherdogs eat small sweet biscuits now from the hand ofthe mistress who loved him, with precisely the same

previous examination of them, with the identical
appearance of condescension in taking them at aU.But C«ssr hes-his mortal part-in a good-sized
ffrave behmd the lawn, where it can be pointed outfrom the hbraxy. and his hospis come^^e carpori,may be among the shades, may have met for any-
thing we know the liberated soul of Marta's poodte


