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DE MORTUI&.

A living dog (ns said of old the Wizo)

1« better than a lion that is dead,

When carrion things sre ronnd hie fallen bead,
And with thair damnéd creed tear vut the eves
Which onee had sent thew bowling to their lair.

But if, on rotting Hon surfeit-fed, .

Some bird or beast with standercus surprise

Sheuld vex the world and, boldly shameless, swear
Base, baseless things against his wild career—

Sueh as e was & cowarnd or a knave."—

Woulid not the forest howl and seveam Al les 7"
And the ferce eagle, swoeping from the skies

With elangorous rage, would shield the perished brave,
Albeit his rival, from thoe venomed sneer.

Junx ReAnr,

KITES AND PIGEONN

A Novelette, in Two Parts,

den Saciely)

CHAPTER IV,

WINNING A WAGKR THAT NEVER WAS MADE.

Mr. Pigeon senior soon tived of Tom's gallop, and returned
to the hotel, while Tom tricd to visit Miller's farm by a short
cut acroess the felds,

“ Who are the Millers, in this neighbonrhood 2" eld Pigeon
ssked of the walter,

“ The farmer, you means ? ™ askod the waiter,

# Yes, my son spoke of Mitler, the farmer”

- Well, he was warmish once,” said the walter. A snug
farm. and firsterate land @ but the Colonel's been and had him,
sir; had him at ‘ess-racing, 1 think ; and he’s going to leave
the farm.”

¢t Lost all his monsy on the turf, b 77

w Yor, money and turf too)” said the waiter: ¢ for he's got
to turn out of the farm ; and that's a fact ax will go again the
Coionel & zood deal when the eleetion cotmes on”

Further conversation was interrupted by the entrance of a
messenger with & letter for Theophibus Pigeon, Esquire.

© Thank seu, young man,” said Mr Pizeon, with the prac-
tised obsequiousness of half a century.

= Thank you, sir” suld the messenyer.

# My respects to vour master,” said the old mar, cpening
the letter—+ proud to serve him.”

“ Yes, sir.”

# No, no; 1don't mean that,” said Mr. Pigeon—* proud to
see him."

“ I= that the apswer, &ir 77

“ Yes, that's exactly it,” zaid old Pigeon, wishing
his heart that Tom wonld retnren,

The trnth was Mr. Pigeon bad only met Colonel Tippits
once, and that was prior to the retirement of Pigeon and Sen
to the slassic regions of Relgrave Square.  He had no difioulty
in meeting the Colenel then: but sines the Pigeons had be-
come gentlemean, the head of that ilinstrions house of tailors
feit that ke had all the manners and babits of his life to re-
learn.  Tturing the first few montls of his residence in Bel-
wrave Sguare he had been cavght in the act of touching his
Lat to zome of the inhabitants of the Incality, and twice had
been seen shaking hands with a valet,

“ Lok ot and soe i my son’s s-coming, will sog, waiter ;

cith all

=

there's a cood fellow. said the old man.
Toem rashoed into the room as the waiter was leaving it,

meich 1o the physical discomiornt of both, &
caree into violent collision.

ng that they
When Tom had sufliciently re-
coveriad from the shoek to eall the waiter a 9 stoopid ass,” he
provecded te take off his coat, which waz covered with mud,

“Why, what have vou been daine 77 asked his father,

soeretting through & fed Udidn't know there was a ditch
in the war. Not mach damace done. Only torn a hols in
my favourits voat. Mud wiil brush oif—bole will mend.”

S Why the Colonel nnd bis davebier will be here directls)”
satd the father, taking Tom's ccat and examining the torn
,\'lrv"\’t'.

sThe deire, 7 sabd Tom

“In a quarter of an hour”
his overcoat,

< By Jove. What's ta be done?
with a hole in v coat”

¢ T always carry a neadls
-erfully.

Tom shrugged hiz Rhonlders, and =aid he knew it.

saild the old man, fumbling in

I can't go into society

and thimble” said the old man,

ch

The implements of his craft were speedily produced, and
ol Pigeon was preparing to commence work, The old man's
face lighted up with pleasure at the thonght of plyving his
needle onee more,

“ {t's many a long year,” he said,  gince really did a stiteh,
but——-"'

Y And it will be many a long year before yon do another,”
exelaimed Tom, taking the torn coat away from his father.
“ What! do you think I would permit the wealthy progenitor
of my being to mend my coat. Never! I will do it myself,”

The old man was more delighted at the thought of Tom
“doing a bit of tailoring ™ than if he hal been permitted to
mend the coat himself.

“Ah, that will gladden my old eyes, Tommy,” he aaid,
stooping down, the better to take in the full picture of Tom
at work,

S Will it, then they shall be gladdened with a last final
grand saxhibition.”

With which remark, Totn leaped upon the table and reatid
hitmself crose-legged, at which old Pigean roared with langh-
ter and stamped hix feet with delight,

U Never wak o glad in all my life, Well done, Tommy ; ah,
your heart's in the right place after all®

Tommy stitched away and nodded ut his fath -, while the
old man langhed and danced, and declared To: s his own
ren, #od an hanonr to the family,

‘1 am like the picwre of old Penn Holder in the play now ;
but look here, governor, keep your ¢ye on the window; it
would be an awful seil if the Colonel turped up,)' said Tom.

“ All right, I'm looking——not such Jong stitches, Tommy—
not s long,” said the father, watching Tom's work with criti-
~al carefulness, )

##0Gh, bother ! they're splendid stitches; hanged if 1 don't

enjoy the work myself,? said Tom, drawing his arm to and
fro briskly, and bending his head to the garment on his knee,

¢ Rless you, my boy; if you spends all the money we can
S00N CATIL SOME nore,”

© Now look here,” said T'om, suddenly stopping :\n«{ con-
templating his enmaptured parent: @ no vulgar memories on
account of the treat I am giving you; forget it the moment
it's over.”

« Al right, Tommy,” said the olid man, @ all right, my boy,
I'll never disgrace you.”

“ 11 the Colonel and his daughter only saw us now,." said
Tom,

‘The old man went into fits of langhter at the idea,

@ What would society say 7 gasped the old man between
his Joud gutfaws,

Tom lauched heartily, too, bnt stopped all in 2 moment.
He was sitting nearly facing the door; aml he saw behind his
father a tall, pompons gentleman, ina light overcoat, with a
lady on his arm, standing in the doorway.

tWhy, Tommy, what's the matter 7—what are you staring
at?” exclaimed the father, in the midst of what otherwise
would have been a tremendous peal of laughter,

Tom making no reply, it naturally occurred ta the old man
to turn round and judge for himself of the nature of the sight
which had startled hixson, Meanwhile, Tom Pigeon earefully
drew up his legs and slipped from the table,

o Gentlenien,” sald Celonel Tippits, in a round, unctuous
voice, and smiling blandly, « Vand my dawachter, Miss Tippits,
bave done ourselves the honour of calling upon you: but we
bheg that we may not disturb your amusement.”

Tom Pigeon took the Colonel's cue inoan instant ; leaping
to his feet, and bowing to the lady, he began to Inugh,

1 beg vou will excuse us, miss said Tom, feeling for his
eyeoglass, “must keepmoving you sce—it s onr fumily motto;
I apologise most bumbly, vas”

Then turning to his father, he exelaimed, @ 1 have won, sic
I have won, Mr, Pigeon ™

Old Pigeon lookaed at the Colone], thenat Tom, and, tinally,
at Miss Tippits for an explanation.

© He says he has won,” observed Miss Tippits,

Cohot said eld Pigeon, staring at Tom, who had meanwhile
slipped on his ceat; ~Che has won, has b

“ Yes, 1 have wan”" sald Towm, -+ hia, ha! he, hoet?

The Colonet tavehied as heavtily as Tom, whoo while langh-
ing at one <t:ds of his weuth, on the otler side, in stage whis-
pers, was nrging his father to langh. & Why don’t you laugh,
governor?”

Old Pizeon thinking that, by some eanon of seecdety, it was
necessary to laush, made an effort to comply with Ton's ur-
gent roqiiest o but he made a melancholy failnre of it

sCoulInttde it te save my fife, sabd the ob] man,

S You see, Miss Tippits,” sald Tom, ¢ 1 had torn my enat .
so I zaid, Mr. Piceon, senfor, [ will bet yortmv operabox against
vour drag that T mead it in dve minutes—I, who never had a
needle inmy band—1I, voor son, will mend that eont in @
mintutes "

Here old Pizeon pnt his head into a cupleacd, and began o
have a viclent it ot bughter,

“ DI it within the time—won the wager casily ™

eapital idea—very good Tudeed,” sald the Colonel| tooking
at hiz danghter for approving recognition,

s How very adroll” satd Miss Tipjits.

6 Yeg, life i3 droll—everything is droll in dts way
Towm, © vas, yas.”

Then he thought Miss Tippits was s very fine woman - and
s0 kbe was.  She wore o Hekt Dollv-Varba costume, which
fet off to perfection her wealth of golden hair from Vigo
Striat.

By this time old Pigeon had come out of the capboand and
ont of his fit) o and Colone] Tippits, making a preat show
of hiz respect for the old man, ald how codifving {6 was to
himself amd Miss Tippits that his son had consentod to aconm-
pany him.  Gld Pigeon sald Tom bad some business of his
own in the neichbourbond : bt Tom tnmedintely nssured hix
father that this was only his an, and the Culoned
that they should now adjourn to the Castle

“ Mr, Pizean junior, will veu take wy danghoer
carriage 77

s With great pleasnre—yas,” sabd Tow, <trefching ont his
left arne, pulling down hiv cufls, and off-ring hiz rieht arm to
the lady,

Mizs Tippits accepted the cscort with a <twiper, and Tom
was more and more convineed that she was & vers tine woran
indeed. For the time being she o mpletely colipsed poor
Hitthe Jessie Miller, who Lad made such adeep impression
apon Tom's heart during the Cattle Show week nearly a year
ago. yan

Me. Pigeon took
party were rolling
Castle,

Bl
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the Colotiel's arm, and presently the whele
gaily along the highway towards. Tinsell

CHAPTER V.,
IN THE TOILA.

Tinsell Cartle was a bran-new house of a mixed order of
architecture, It had been Lujlt chirily from the design of
Colonel Tippits himself.  The Blue wage of hml'-m,nk'; who
were oppored to the Cotonel’s candidature for the horough,
enlled the honse Juglenook Ganl, A commereial traveller
onee told the boots at the Dragon that he Lol mistaken it for
the Little Tinsell railway station,  The eactle wad, indesd
the subject of much humorons eriticism, and not witheut
reason, It was suggestive of prisons, milway stations, alms-
honses, and model cottazes ) though it did not look unpictu.
regque on the bright September day throueh the olms which
had not been evceted by the Colonel,  The old treen, with
their leaves slightly browned by the first tints of antmmn
tried to shut aut the great staring brick and glass hange hu{
the castellated towers and the curions gables obtrided them-
gelves here and thers; and thus it was that the cartle Inoked
far more picturesque and imposing than it had sny right to
do. -

The interior of Colone) Tippits' residenca had had a narrow
escape from ingufferable valgarity.  When the Colondl com-

meneed to furnish it Lord Verrier died, and thers wis aoande
by anction at the hall. The Colonel bonght wany of the
principal articlex of furniture ; and it was cary to e whers
the takte of the nobleman had neutralized
the sham aristocrat. :

Seated at the piano in the drawing-room, ou the morning
after the arrival of the Pigeons, was a pretiy young lady in a

the assumption of

She was playing the accompaniment of
a new song, and wishing hersolf a hundred miles away from

light morning Jdress.

Tinsell Castle.  Instead of humming the words of the ROng,
she was saying to herself that she envied the independence of
covks and housemaids, She was wishing, in her poor little
heart, that her @uther had never sent her to school 1t ha
had not,” she said, slmost aloud, “1 shonld now be a happy
cook or kitehen-maid, instead of o stupid, unhappy companion
to a stuck-up noboldy”

This was Jessie Miller, o fair example of the modern fag.
mer's damehter of this age of planos and sceomplistunents,
Phe English ngriculturist alwavs prumbled at the weather
and market prices ever since the world began. In the pre.
gent sday he sends hix gons to public schools, has Freneh
g(x\'c‘x'm:ss‘vﬁ for his danghters, indules himselfin all kinds of
modern uxuries, snd still makes money and grombles. Hewty
Sorrel has long ceased te existe She bas converted Mes,
Povser's dairy into a drawing-room, learnt Frenceh Jdouned i
chignon and dress-improver, and openly st her Dally Varden
cap at the youny squire. Tiless hoe heart, whyv should she
not ? Show me a fairer face, & brighiter oye, or rounder
armas!

ow it was that Jessie Willer foll In love with Tow Pigeony
isa mystery which the writer of this veritable histary will not
m.t,vmi\l tn.sul\‘v,:llx‘\,‘ meoere than he will attempt to expiain
why o many pretty girls are marriad wougly and common.
place men,  Pitania is vot the ouly woman who bns not seen
the asses’ ears ; not that Tom Pigeon was an ass. 11 he hind
been cdueated, nud had lived in good seciety, he might have
been a dashing, cloever fellow o buat e was a tatlor. Thangh
he always vowed he had aosond above buttons, vor conbd s
e was a tatlor, e owatked ke aoadion swapgered ke a
tailor, and had a tailor's netions of soctety, et it net de
thonsht that 1 am cirding st a uselud ared respectabile elasonof
industeial artists. 1 biave reason to sespect the cruit They
are patient, loneesulerimg ;o and T hoow members of the
fession whe are centiemanbike and i of noble amlation,
Rt Tom Pigeot wias nonone worthy of Josste MiTTer than that
schiemming Miss Pippits was warthiv of Tom Phovons and yet
Jessie Miller vl civen ber heast o the voloar, thoaoh e

rons, Httle tailor wha woubd cointo Society,

it Jito-

S Well, dessie, bove vet learnt that accompaniment
aaked  Miss Tippits, leenking  mdely in oupen e

thonalits,

¥ es, miss,

Ceun von play it perte We bave wore company at
the Onstie toewtay, aned | el thisl songe thic evendng ™
T ean play i Miss Trppitg said Jewste,

Sitdewn, ther, wt tus try it

Jessiers roanad dimpled fitthe Sncers wandered over the Levs
boaed, aid Miss Tippote commenced fo sing one of the ey
srgar-atdowater deoof Virgd

remarkable powse b regquested an evidently stabbarn caide
to = Uome back te Brin” promisng Bimoon Lis retirn tha
Rillarney shnuld ning with the mirth of a0 harge parte of
friends and rolatives the tavitatiot in
Tond chards and mttling octaves, The ez L however,
deaf to the vhrrmers, Miss Tippits was pot o}
own shure in the performance, and rogquested
the somg herseld, which shie sdid) g swest, oygathe
that would tost assurediy bave meltad the cxils B
could enly have been bhroneht within the mace
the protty gt

S Charmingly
ing the roon as
gquite an artist”

st is a peed thing she 1907 wabd Miss Tippits. » What
wonld the poor thinge do of she had po aceomplishinmngs Al
cilueation is s great blessing 17

0T e dndeed sabd Miss Austin, 2 These 14
secm to have had amneh acgnaintancs with the se

Jessie started at tue ame of Prrean,

They can doowithout the s heolmaster,”
sooprniniiv, 3 : '

T nndderstand the

“Rh They rofl

A e Ul v
with abont as mn- b 2o

COWhiat nocoarse expreg<ion, Miss Austin
Tippits.,

“Anapprapriate simile " said Mizs Austin .
to the window as old Pigeon sutered the reeon,

Miss Tippits wis richt, nevertiedess, in chanetericing
Miss Austin's remack soppewhad coarse JCowas coarer,
though (1t did not sound ebjectionabile, rotaine from Miss Auss
tin, whise ladvlihe manner and musical volre would hase
sanctified almost any exprosston in the languag..

Emmediately on belug discovered Mo Pireon senior said,
0L my son ik not hereebeg vour pandon, hwlies

“Pray de not wo away, Mro Pigeon,” said Miss Tippits,
bouncing up to the old man with n lond demonsteation of
hospitality. <1 am sure we hope yon will make yonesolt
quite at howe,” )

“ Certainly o thank yoor, miss,” said the old man, loaking
straight at Jessic Mitler, who, nt a distaner, was Letraving an
erpecial interest in Mr. Phzeon. ‘

“ Have you been intradneed to Migs Austin 7" paked Misa
Tippits,

©The lndy i the windowe—had the pleasure of merting et
on the stairs,” said the old man, nervously,

Miss Austin bowed,

CThis i Mise Jessic Miller, my companion ™ said Miss Tip-
pite, waving her arm in the direetion of the fanmers protty
danghter,

“CAnd a very nice companion, too, i T may make bald to
ay ke sabd odd Pigean, 1 think that is the vouny by s
my #on wis ruauing afler before break fast this l.ll()l‘llillﬂ~.l.

SRR what? excliimed Mizs Tippits,
what i the menning of thisc 7"

HRame miktake sin” sadd Jossie, hanghtily. A rldiculous
mistake” .

“Well, maybe it ik, ez pardon, 'm jure | mistakes will
ocenr iu the best ngendnted establishments poyYou ean't alwavs
onmnre s good fit; 1 nean, that yon do not know when—
Kxense mp, Miks Fippits ; 1 will g0 aml see after my son.”

HARE My Pigeon” said Mr, Thornton, sntering the room
at thix moment | ¢ yon do not take long to dress,” :

¥ Nu, thauk you,” said old Pigeons 4] was wondering where

walsl Fomsten,
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H Jerniv, Llendie,

Iy ron s,

tHe said T wae to fake earm of you nutil he came M
Thornton . but you are in excellont hands, T aee.? .
" We were talking about riches shortly befora you Ry
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