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her hand toward the book—“does no more 
than describe the same old life on earth— 
with variations.”

“ But perhaps with variations they live the 
same old life on earth.”

“Then I don’t want to believe in it.” 
Cora’s manner was decisive and professional 
as such manners are depicted by actresses. 
“As a matter of fact,” she summed up, “the 
more I think, and the more I read, the less 
I’m inclined to accept a life beyond the grave 
as a possibility. Such books”—again she 
indicated that in her father’s hand—“ex
press a natural human yearning, as do also 
the myths of the New Testament, but—” 
She left her sentence there. The father, too, 
left it there, as if at heart he agreed with her.

“I wonder where mother is,” Lester asked 
himself, and immediately was in her room up
stairs.

She was seated before a mirror, trying on a 
hat. Another hat was on a chair beside her. 
Two bandboxes with a disarray of silver 
paper stood beside her on the floor. Ethel- 
ind, short-skirted, and moving with nimble, 
sylphlike feet, was standing back to get the 
effect.
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