
larger type of manhood, grandmother?"
I asked.

"Oh, my dear, I do not know, I do
not know," returned grandmother.

I stopped talking to grandmother,
because she looked worried, but I could
not stop thinking,! ^rr, both the Yellow
Fearl, and the yellow peril! Why am
I here.? What were four hundred mil-
lions of us bom into the worid for? Is
yellow badness any worse than white
badness ?
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What a heavenly time we are having,
grandmother. Uncle Theodore, and my-

;

self, livmg our nice, quiet lives without
distraction! Sometimes we have Pn>-
fessor Ballington in to dinner, then he
drops m evenings quite often when he
IS not formally invited. Other old friends
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