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To
Tue Rev. HENRY HOWITT

DEeAR PARSON :—

For a lover of great books, you have
always shown remarkable indul
toward little ones. This, therefore, is
dedicated to you. If you detect any wild-
nesses in it, please blame them on the
gentleman who told corrupting tales of
how the devil flew over Boston Stump.
And please let it remind you of evenings
beside the fire, and of a friend among so
many others of yours in more than one
land, more than one generation.

H. M. R.
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AFTERNOON sun beat down on the quays of
Alexandria, making the air boil and dance along
stone-work, above dock water, among masts and
funnels. A crowd waiting under the sun found
it hot. Leonard Corsant, after some years in
the Far East, cared little for this heat of Egypt;
he had known worse ; but now he felt impatient to
go aboard, get out into good sea breeze once
more, and continue his journey. He was going
home to America.

Through her window in the little sentry-box
office, a girl passed him his papers, and smiled.
She was dark, pretty, and much more his friend
than the occasion demanded.

“Again, sir]l Ah, we always lose youl” she
mourned, in excellent French.

Leonard returned her smile, 2s he took her pen.
He had a good-humored face, sunburnt, careless,
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