
Primrose Hall

the chimney; and the cat looked as if she
had never been a kitten.

Out of doors it was just the same. The
carefully trimmed hedges would n't think
of poking out a stray leaf or twig, and
every blade of grass on the lawn measured
itself against its neighbor that it might
be exactly the same length and breadth.

One bright May morning the sun was
shining all over the place, and, out of sheer
curiosity, I suppose, was doing his best to

poke himself into the house. But it was
all shut up tighter than a drum, and he
could get in only at one little window, and
even that was a mistake, and ought not
to have been left open, for it was the next
window but one to where the ice-box stood.

But the sun was in a mischievous mood,
and he aimed his beams again and again at

the parlor windows in hopes that he could
squeeze himself in and fade a sofa or a bit

of carpet. And finally he did get in

through a tiny space at the side of a shade
which was pulled down crooked, when, to

his great di»- -,t. he found newspapers
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