
THE CUSTOM OP THE COUNTRY
Moffctf, jovial shout of "Paul MarveU. ahoy there'"
and roused himself to run downstairs.
A^ he reached the landing he saw that the ballroom

doors were open and all the lustres lit. His mother andMr Moffatt stood in the middle of the shining floor
looking up at the walls; and Paul's heart gave a won-
dermg bonad. for there, set in great gilt panels, were
the Upestnes that had always hung in the g^Jlery at
Saint Desert.

"Well, Semitor. it feels good to shake your fist
agam- his step-father said, taking him in a friendly
grasp; and h,s mother, who looked handsomer and
taUer and more splendidly dressed than ever, exclaimed

:

Mercy! how they've cut his hair!" before she bent to
Joss him.

"Oh mother, mother!" he burst out. feeling, be-
tween his mother's face and the others, hardly less
famihar. on the walls, that he was really at home again
and not in a strange house.

"Gracious, how you squeeze!" she protested,
loosening his arms. "But you look splendidly-and
how you ve grown!" She turned away from him and
began to inspect the tapestries critically. "Somehow
they look smaller here." she said with a tinge of disap-
pomtmen*.

Mr. Motfatt gave a slight laugh and walked slowly
down the room, as if to study its effect. As he turned
back his wife said: "Ididn't think you'd ever get them."
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