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no chairs under the balcony which f;avc a shady roof

to the front door. Instead, a few odds and ends of

broken crockery and disorderly wisps of straw lay

scattered here and there. Despite the welcoming

charm of the garden, there was an air of desolation

about the place, which struck at the woman's heart.

Hesitating no longer, she walked quickly up the

path, and paused only at the oi)cn door of the little

pink house.

Even there she stopped only for a few seconds.

The room inside was stripped of furniture. There

was no need to knock. The woman walked in and

looked through the door of the "parlor" into the

kitchen where a child had once cooked dinners for

her dolls. It also was empty.

"Gone I" The word dropped from her lips. She

did not know that she had spoken until a whispering

echo of emptiness answered. Suddenly she realized

that she was very tired, more tired than she had

ever been in her life before. She seemed to have

come to the end of the world, and to have found

nothing there but a stone wall.


