
The King of Arcadia

"No, it wasn't a dream," sdd Ballard. "The
th.rty-m.Ie, nerve-trying drive home in the carwith the half-wrecked railroad bridge ror a river'
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fessed, w,th the a.r of one who has seen chaos andcosmos succeed each other in dizzying altema-
fons; and when Ballard would have gone intoThe
particulars of that with her. the Kinfof Arcadia

sTeTJk^Jir'''""™"^^^"^™^^''^^--

rl^^'
^°7°""8"^'^''!" he said, with the note of

fatherly mdulgence in the mellow voice. "Outyondeh undeh the maples, I run across the Bigelowboy and Madge Cantrell;-' Looking to see wh«damage the water had done.' they Lid, as inno-

orcha'd t' ^"'m'^
t""'e-doves! Oveh in theorchad I stumble upon Mistuh Wingfield andDos.a. Idadn'tmakethemlietomefandl'm

not gomg to make you two. But I should greatly
appreciate a word with you, Mistuh Ballard "

Elsa got up to go in, but Ballard sat in the ham-mock a„d d,,^ h^^ j^^ ^^^.^^ ^.^

.

With your permission, which I was going to askmmediately after breakfast, Colonel CraigmiLs
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