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| newspaper. lay, as if suddenly drop-| He wondered whether the bath
ped, in the seat of a low, comfortable- | room was in its old place back of th
| looking rocking chair, and there were | sitting room, No, it was not likely

| some new books, novels, with freshly-| The modernizing mania must have
cut leaves on a centre-table, under a|changed that—transferred it nean
green-shaded drop light to the bed chambers, The door wa

Against the wall opposite the win-|still there in the old place. H

dow, was a piano, and Carden stoop-|Would investigate what was beyonc
ed to read the title on the sheet of |And, so deciding, he crossed the floo
music, which was propped upon the [and, softly turning the knob, pushe:
rack. It was a new arrangement of |the door gently ajar. To his delich
he famaline nsider the lilies of |he found it really little altered, There §
he field,” and it brought back a long- | Was a new bath-tub, of course—a por
|forgotten childish error of under-[celain enamelled affair having xe
standine, He had heard this anthem [P d"'f' h“--”l x':m Iumdm "l‘:b Bl
sung in church, had subsequently |be had been lathered and scrubbed f -
had his mother repeat to him the|aD infant—but it occypied the sam:

words, and had puzzled for days as to l{)l:'“ and J'hf;;";.‘:*-";“::l Non. 48 \'"“‘

4 J 4 why ps sho be expected to whirl | ™ R o . o o]

Hs Wie See 3t why lilies should be expeeted to dated | —the explorer blinked his eyes and

It is only the way we look at life, It is only the way we hit our load «pin") and as to just what sort of a|looked hard at an object standing to
Whether our eyes they laugh or| Whether it's heavy or lignt, i Aade” could be, since Solo:|the Tight of the doorway. Then he
weep ; It is only the way we greet the day | (08 0 L0S0 CTang "y lily. was.  [closed his eyes for a moment, fancy

It is only the way we take the road | Whether it's stormy or bngnt He smiled as he recalled his puer-|iDg that his sight was playing him

Whether the hills are low or steep. Margaret Erskine. | 0 S on, and then frowned |ricks, but when he opened them once 8

more, the horse was still there—a
a little because the piano was occu- ) .
ISt & el spot. To this place |Prancing hobby horse, covered with
elong e o hair-cloth upholster-
¢7 pelonged 3 OB d ends of  rich |horsehair mane and tail O, no, it §
mahogany, which could with ‘acility [c0uld not be the same. That was im
Il events, of the horse he had
0 rred ering stage coach |3t & y .
(Coneluded from last week ) into a great lumbering age cc ridden with waving sword, on the §

natural horsehide, and having & real
1 ’ )8 B A g CC \{ t A
Backward, O Time! e at an instant’s notice |Possible. But it was the counterpart, §
drawn by four horses. A hundred ; n th
'l‘lll man thanked her. She re-|farther one his father was wont to|times or more he had driven such a|MOrning that nmews had come that

Richmo ha all to Federa
minded him of a servant who|sit in the mornings before breakfast, |coach, with imaginative passengers, |Richmond had fallen to the Federal
- army, when his father and all the
was there when the house was|reading the newspaper. And in the|(rusting their lives to the handling of .
h - -« | household had rejoiced, and he had
his home, and whose name, even, |early evenings, before the child’s bed-| lines and brake; and a hundred times | MOUSERO'C TUC RAIOICRS
recurred to him now, after all these |time his father sat there too, smoking | and more he had with all the marvel- | 2 .
M o He paused and counted back forty R
year She had been called Mary | his pipe and again reading the news-|ous power of the legendary fairies,
two years. It did not seem possible |
Doyle, and she, too, had been freck- | paper changed hassocks into valises, and \ > srvened
led, and her hair had been vividly| T} was very different now,|handed them down from his perch|Such & space could have intervened
ruddy £ course, but not so different 4 the | to alighting traveller Standing there in the same room,
e £ SONESS, DRE D00 10 CUNUEERt. 06 (he |t S A with the likeness of the toy horse be
Then the woman lifted a portiere of

fore him, he had come very close to
rolling Time backward, And, then,
in mental flight, he spun the years
through, realizing, alas, that much,
very much, had happened in them. i
Quite lost in thought, utterly un
conscious for the moment of where he
was Carden stood for one moment
resting upon the neck of he carven
steed, his eyes lowered and fixed on
its red morocco saddle He was
standing thus, when a voice, low and
musical, avakened him not rudely
but rather pleasantly, from his rev-
erie

maroon damask, and, bending his|
head, Carden entered what in his|
day, at least, had been called the par
lor. He halted for a moment on the |
threshold, while the curtains dropped |
behind him, and he tried in the dim
light—for the inside blinds were clos
ed—to find something familiar. The
white marble mantlepiece ,which con
fronted him, was doubtless as old as
the house, but he did not lrlmmlux‘
On the wall to its right, he re
lled, there had beem a portrait of
his father's first wife, a sombre-look
ing woman ,with hair parted and
worn low over her ears. In its place
now he descried an old line engrav
ing, which even in the dim light he
recognized as a Raphael Morghen
and on the rear wall, where his fath
er's portrait was hung—a portrait by
Rembrandt Peel, painted when Car
den, pere, was in the prime of his
young manhood—was a black-framed
mezzotint

If 1 can be of any service,"” he
heard, ““I hope you will permit me."
He saw that a lady was standing in
the doorway. She was a very win-
some-faced lady with chestnut hair,
like his mother’s, and hazel eyes that
were veritable orbs of kindliness,
though even as Carden glanced at
her, he detected something akin to
roguishness in their expression. But
her mouth seemed tender and sensi-
tive to an uncommon degree, which
might give to her whole countenance
at times an aspect that savored of the
pathetic

He bowed in a courtly fashion to
which she was unused, but it pleased
her, nevertheless, for she smiled, and
when he spoke she told herself that
she liked his voice

“You can, indeed,” he said, with
much cordielity, “and T shall be only
too happy to call upon you, Mrs, —
he paused. “Did 1 understand the
maid to say Penfield?" v
“Mrs. Penfield, yes,” she answered|
affably ‘You are looking over the
house with a view to renting ?"

“With a view to buying,” he re
turned

She shrugged her shoulders,

With these memories uppermost, he
stepped back into the little cramped
hall, and stood for a little at the foot
of the narrow, straight stairs and
as_he paused there, his hand involun
arily sought his chin and, while his
fingers traced out the line of a scar,
still palpably present, his eyes drop
ped to the wall's wooden sub-base,
at the stair end. And again the
years had rolled back, and he saw
himself a child of five or six, lying
there upon he floor, with little white
skirt buttoned to little white waist,
spattered with blood from a ragged
cut, where in falling down those
stairs, his chubby chin had come in
sharp and forceful contact with the
edge of that mopboard

Carden drew his hand across his
eyes as though he would brush away "1 should like to sell,” she said,
the scene and began slowly to mount g “but I doubt if anyone would care to
the stairs. At the top of the flight o e 1, and T"f "“‘;“'h o g
to the rear, was what was known as S " i blood. 310 O, LG R 18 BNt 08 TV
the sitting-room. His recollection of - PO SIS AN o SN oy v e pair, and 1 fedr that 1 am asking
it, as it had existed in his childhood, | parlor, because, though the furniture, And the stage coach, having be-|more than you, or anyone else,
was much more clearly defined than|was not the same, there was still|come a sofa once more, made such|W%ould think fair
his recollection of the parlor; and,|much the same atmosphere of domes-|a convenient napping place for tired | He stroked the neck of the play-
because he had spent the better part|tic comfort. He saw a woman’s work | father, whose habit it was to throw |thiug steed, as though it were flesh
of his days there, the memories that|basket on a little wicker table be.|himself down there on returning from |and blood, and she looked at him a
clustered about it were numerous and | tween the windows, and lying be-| his office, dozing sometimes until din-|little curiously, He was very distin-
varied. It was there that he could|neath it, a boy’s blue and white ner was announced, when mother EUished looking, she decided, and she
see his mother most clearly. This|striped pajama jacket, which had evi- [ would knerl beside him and kiss him |liked his thoughtful, gray eyes
window was hers; and there at the|dently been undergoing mending. A |to wakening T have not asked what valuation




