
GOING WEST

have come to her. Stop her. Call her back. 
She’s my child. Nothing shall take her away 
from me.”

Lester saw the two girls pause, while Ethel- 
ind whispered :

“Go back. She’s calling you.”
Slowly Molly turned round. Slowly she 

mounted the steps of the veranda. The 
vision faded out as Lester saw his mother’s 
arms go round the neck of his young wife and 
draw her close. '

But it faded out in radiance. It also faded 
out in confidence. He was not only at peace, 
he was at peace with the certainty of a vast 
readjustment.

It was readjustment in himself first of all 
—the adaptation of the “fan” at ball-games, 
and of the broker of The Street, to the eter
nities of which he could just discern the 
beginnings.

Then it would be the readjustment of his 
family—to each other—to Molly—to their 
memory of him. A new kind of tenderness 
would settle down among them with a new 
and farther outlook.

It would be the readjustment, too, of his
country — to a new world - position — to a 
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