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'I don't like those glMMs/' she said indig-

nantly, laying them down. "They are horrid I

My father doesn't look like that."
'

"My chfld," said Penry, very genUy. "will

you look through another pair of glasses? You

see so much that perhaps you can see what is

to be» as well as what is. Perhaps you can

catch some glimpse even of the future."

He selected another pair and handed them

to the child. There was a hush of ezpeaancy

in the court; people who had sco£fed at Penry

before and smiled contempt, now leaned for-

ward to hear, as if something extraordinary

were about to happen. All eyes were riveted

on the Uttle girl's face; all ears strained to

hear what she would say. Round and round

the court she looked through the strange glasses

and then o^an to speak in a sort of frightened

monotone:

"I see nothing," she said. "I mean there

is no court and no people, only reat white

blocks, a sort of blucy-white powdered as with

sugar. Is it ito^ There are no trees, no ani-

mals; all is cold and white. It is ice. There

is no living creature, no grass, no flowers,

nothing moves. It is all cold, all dead." In

a frightened voice she added: "Is that the

future of the world?"

Peniy leaned towards her eageriy:


