
ao A DOOMED MANSION.

It was the morning after the opera. The sunhad just peep«i above the horizon, Arowing forthh.s «^ft hght over the vast plains to the ea^w^A calm, gentle breeze was astir, fillinTie^

w .1"^ "•• " ««""y "^' through the citymto the mansion garden, carrying away wift ^^th^deLcou, scent, from .he nuLrouf i^^,:,'

.hA5'''''' •''*"'i"
*»"" *" »««" landing over*e Stone nm of the fountain, her loose, g^Zhair npphng m the breeze, while the sun'fraw

h« hat, and slowly twmed the strings around h«
togers. She was gazing at the water below herwatehmg the spray, which glittered in the su":««ime like many rainbows, fall into the fountain

h.^Z r^er favorite spot; she oft«, came

from the h.mse so as not to disturb anyb,2ly, toindu^ .n "ma,d«, meditation." Many though"

nait dehned. To her there seemed to be a sad
undertone in life, something that made her M
hrlT'r' '^•.^'^ "^' Why was she un-
happy ? Was not the beautiful world before her,


