
The front door of the bungalow was ajar and

Mrs. Redfield crossed the piazza and peered in.

The place was clean and freshly papered; a

fire burned in the firqplace— no mere careless

blaze of litter left by workmen, but flaming

logs that crackled cheerily. Her memory dis-

tributed her own belongings; here had been

the table and there the couch and chair; and

she saw restored to the bare walls the pictures

that now cluttered the attic of the home she

had established with M n, that had once

hung here—each with its ^pecial meaning for

the occupants.

She stood, a girlish figure, with her hands

thrust into the pockets of her sweater, staring

with imseeing eyes at the mocking flames.

The Poet had spoken of the visits he paid

in fancy to his house of dreams, and she half-

wondered whether she were not herself a dis-

embodied spirit imprisoned in a house of shad-

ows. A light, furtive step on the piazza
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