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Within

the week ho went home. IIo had always meant
to g(» as soon as he saw the i)lain. He saw

it now

He was settled in his old )onis, seated before

his old secretary, with sheets of paper strewn

around, and two pictures mounted on easels, in

thtiir old places, looking down on him. One was

a photograph of Elizaboth; he L.id not laid it

away, why should he? Elizabeth was his cousin;

her photograph had stood there ever since he oc-

cupied the room, he - 'iitirely willing to have

it there. He had on dness in his heart for

Kliziilx'th. The othei .is the pictured face of

Truth. The eyes weii; ( crtaiidy very like, he told

himself, gazing at it earnestly ; but they did not do

hei-s justice.

Seati'd in his old place near the south window
was Fletcher; he had bc^en there all the evening,

he had asked a thousand (jnestions, he liad been

answered heartily, and with apj)an'nt fnlncss

;

but there was something about his old friend that

he did not undei-stand.

»' He has taken strides," ho told himself; "he
is changed ; it evidently imi)roves one to become

a tramp! I feel as though he had gone out of my
vision, or up (mt of my horizon. I wonder what

it means ?
"

" Did you make any .icquaintanees that will

last?" he as\ed j)resently, continuing his cross-

examination. '* Any kindred s[)irits, I mean?"


