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dog, climbed the steep path, when the wrinkled eraqwr

flung its new spUudi id leariet, uid tlcmg th» trail to the

Koeb» mdar ibe aea&d iSBf at tte ndwoods. Then

in the dappled diade flood Jenioa'i raek-statne, and

now it looked upon two mounds. The Prodigal had re-

turned at last, father and am leited fide b; fid^ and

that, too, was well.

He went slowly through the brown hollows to the

winding mountain road, crossed it, and entered the

denser forest. He wanted to tee «ice more the dear tpot

where he and Jetaiea had mefr-^Uial deep, tweet day be-

1^ ibe mde mrakening. Be waUBed on is a merie;

hit ihoii(^tf were very far away.

He stopped suddenly—^there before him was the little

knoll where she had stood waiting, on the threshold of

his Palace of Enchantment, that one roseate morning.

And she was there to-day—not standing with parted

lips and eager eyes under the twittering treas, but lying

face down on the BMff, her red Inwae hair^aa^^
gold of the faHes leamt.

Tbm WW a gertiae in the outsl^retched arms that

can^ at his heart. He stepped i<award» and at ikm

sound she looked up startled.

He taw tiie cre^j^Bg color tiut mounted to her brow.


