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fotind iLcro'll

ever waut'a be

a don't \»auta

?d look in hij

cep LoBt Man,

itained oaka. Tnc whistle of quail sounded from a rid^e
of brown ^ ..uachH. Up the hill, across the deep valley,
where wu^/rgrecn berries gleamed like drops of bl(K)d

amoD« tho ;.i0^se«, he passed slowly and ou to the beech-
crowrit 1 ri'l'."^.

Iler^ he paused and his searchinf? eyes sought the lower
sweep f.f woodland. A clump of tall poi)liirH Klcamcd
silvery-white agp.inst the dark jrrecn of the boedies; far
.'.own kL the end of tho sweep the yellow tops of hardy
willov • stood silhouetted apaitist the undying greon of
massO (odars and pinon. Billy ga/ed down upon it all

and h;s heart swelled with the deop joy of life, his nerves
tiiifc'ha 10 the tang of thf woodland scents. Something
deep, f! iring, mysterious, had come to him. He did not
know \. at that something was— it was too vague and

icnsible for definition just yet.

r.n about the trunk of a tree, he lauf'hod Koft!y,

tyes, sweeping the checker-board of autumn's
rtstcd at last on the grove of eoniiorous trees.

was the haunted giove? That dark, silent, .spicy

; tc'd loneliness far below was the spot Iic had so
Hut he feared it no longer. She had cured him
»s7j.c had said that fear of the supernatural was
and of course she was riglit.

red-squirrel frisked down a tree close beside him
and halted, pop-eyed, to gaze upon him. " I tell you,"
Billy addressed it gravely, " it takes a good woman to
steady a man." The statement was not of his own crea-
tion. He had heard it somewhere but he had never under-
stood iu meaning before. It seemed the fitting thing to
say iKw and there was nobody to say it to except the
squirrel

A blu&.jay and a yellow-hammer flashed by him, side by
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