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Itý was w earl' that- some birds were with a golden wedding ring-a littlç
y

,'yet 'asleep, In the middle of the laughing girl, snub-nosed, blue-eyed

elearing, a robin *as having a de- and fair a slippery deck-a cold,
ligious salad ofslugs on elover kaves fiercewind and a driving sleet-a tap-

with pearf-dew dressing. room hung around with blue-ringed

The Waýrfarer had already risen, mugs--a sword hilt-deep in a velvet-

and, ýnunching a piece of stale bread, broidered vest-a caravan and a;

-with,.oceulonal nibbles at à lump of moonlit Sphynx-a gypsy dance--a
equally stàle eheese, he smilingly con- grinning face, skinny and paie an

templated the, verses he had just iceberg gliding like a ghost-a tall Old

.Written. clock at the foot of an oaken stair-a
'I'Now for a tune to set them to," he flying kite-a wonian who smiled like

said. a gargoyle-a field of daisies- 1 à
Ile botrowed, au old sailor's air that wounded man crawling in the mire--a

had stick in his, memory, and, by broad white sail and a silver inoon----a
dwelling -on certain notes for some tinkling sleieh seudding across the
syllables of his second lines, found it snow-a valley of vinevards and olives
tuneful enough for his fancy. -a row of grinning ieeth-a pewter

ééHQW1 you like that, Madame Of foaming ale-a little man nailing
" inl" he mocked. 'I)Oes not your notices on trees.
dainty breakfâAt slide down that deli- He shook himseif.
Catp gullet with greater gusto to the "Lord, that was a quick journey-7
Meter Of'MY mellifluous ditty 111 fifty years in a few minutes. 1 must

àWame Robin -continued tu devote be declining to a sentimenta 1 dotage.ail her attention to her suc wuP-culent HoweVer, to proceed. The day da
fair and portends well. 1 think 1

."Pbilistiiie I" he growled, ývrapping Fý1â11 find- a haven ere sunset, anj
up the remainder of hig bread, and
Chgese. Then lie logked :rüef ully at
theempty flask. 11,11,sit in the barwhére the PewteT.% are

And. stày'tM, the lut drop's done.11
Provident man," bc said, "would

have saved a sup for the moreow. But Éé sta:àed off along the trail, but,
I have the philosophy of the savage after a'fe*'yards stopped.
in affairs.of the thirat, and c' 'di arPe le.in "eltniay be uzeful," he said.
is My creed". 1 Ëë turhed. baok, picked up the

Day aw'akened quickly, The air IàMk and then reiÙmed his way.
was full of songs. The mista had He had 4iot walked very far, wheü
curled themselves from. the valley, and tÉetoad again divided. To hîs left a
hung like pillows on the..tQps of the &6âd, _#ýéR.beaten trail went acro8à
hills, and the sun -éame and lustred ýthýevàlley, and n a straight 17me

A râbbit to the top of,'r>rîýh
them.like golden fleece. a, hill, on *hosé
skipped almost across his: feet. crest loomed rugkéd 'erags, gray and

But the Wayfarer heard nor saw dégblat6. ý The valley -trail went on,
not any of these things. Ile was rough a*nd seeming eùdlése, so, with-
wrapped in refrospect; no orderly re- out aliy ýuýther appeala to the family
view, but a turbid fancy that flew doctor he-turne'd tc, hisi lucky left,
from. youth to manhood, from mid- g1àd of a'sinoother'road for hâ leet.
dle-age to eUdhood, like a bewilder- The rbad was precipitous, long and
ed kaleidoseope. dustý, ý A breeÉe from the hffitops

A swin!ing gate-a raft- on a toss- blew 1he fine sand into his eyes, ýand

ing sea bloody swords--a honey- he made for' the summit with, aU

suckle hedge-two, dark eyes peeping spee4.
through an Arabian veil-a dead "Curse the ýçiùÈ1 1»ý he wdd.,:

white face and, a dead white band C4T he valley. *m kW as',dea th".


