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The air had cleared! The cloud had lifted! Thev.«.onary had caught the first full sight of that visionwh,ch was to make the world less real to him thereafterthan the matter of his .houffht. The idealist had figh

t.es to his possession of the great ideal. The dreamerhad made hfe .tself the dream. Don, full-grown, , sready to achieve his destiny.
At the ringing of the electric bell of his apartmenthe rose mechanically; and still staring before hin withblind eyes, he went to open his door
Bert Pittsey was shaking the snow from his hat brimn the outer hall. "They 've operated on Conroy "Tsaid in a manner that was roughly apologetic. "lie '11

recover. I thought you 'd like to know "
Don passed his hand across his eye... "YesIhanks," he said thickly. "Won't you come inf'
Bert studied him. "Were you asleep?"
No-o."

"Walt was afraid you might be. He would n't comeup. He s downstairs."
Don shook his head, meaninglessly
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He disappeared down the stairs. Don went back intohis room and sat down to wait, in a sort of numb indif-
terence. He reached an empty pipe and held it with

he s^d
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Walter Pittsey smiled down at him. "I was afraidthat y..u might be in bed. I saw Po'l: this evening
'

says there 's 'something' i„ your 'Winter '-something


