
GOING WEST

reading a book by an electric lamp. When 
the supper was cleared away, he could have 
this room to himself. It was a cheerful room, 
with deep-red curtains drawn, and a deep- 
red cloth on the table. Lester entered with
out journeying through space, much as he 
had been in the habit of entering all his 
life. His sense of presence, of vitality, was 
so strong that he wondered his father did not 
look up.

“Father!”
But the father kept on reading.
“Father!”
There was no indication that he had been 

heard.
He went nearer. He placed himself where 

he must be seen. He spoke with more 
force.

“Father! I want to talk to you about 
Molly.”

The father turned a page. Lester could 
hear the rattle of the paper. He could hear 
the little cough when his father cleared his 
throat. He could see the dark shade in his 
father’s cheeks which showed he needed shav
ing. There was nothing about that well-
known face obscure or unfamiliar; but he 
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