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thing of gilt frames, high mirrors and 
stiff furniture—was softened by heaps of 
cushions, low stools and soothing 
chairs, while Miss Felicia's 
lar room

bone in your back— 
looked the length of the uneven porch,
run your astonished eye down the damp, 
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drifting snow heaped up on the door­
steps of her house outside—some of it 
still on your shoes) that 
Miss Felicia’s tropical garden attached to 
Miss Felicia’s Geneseo house, and not in 
the back yard of some old home in the 
far-off sunny South.

56YOU BUY IT FOR OVER $100 LESS
in Player-Pianos are found in some of the best homes H

Canada. Write Dept. 4 for information and handsome art catalogue L.

the sherlock-manning piano CO.
(No Street Address Necessary)

you were in chubby-cheeked babies (all 
souvenirs of her varied and busy life), 
that it was some minutes before I could 
throw myself into one of her heavenly 
arm-chairs, there to be rested as I had 
never been before, and never expect to 
be again.
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present and expected guests were Ruth 
MacFarlane, who was already upstairs; 
her father, Henry MacFarlane, who 
to arrive by the next train, and last 
and by no means least, his confidential 
clerk, Mr. John Breen, now two years 
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glow of an overhead lantern lighting up 
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into the cold world.
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Major,” interrupted Miss Felicia, point­
ing upward. "Come and let me show 
you my frog pond—” and away we went 
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