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IN THE MIDST OF LIFE

THE SUITADLE SURROUNDINGS

THE NIGHT

O5E midsammer zight o farmer’s boy living about
ten miles from the city of Cincinnati, was following
a bridle path through a dense and dark forest. He
had been searching for some missing cows, and ab
_ nightfall found himself a long way from home, and in
a part of the country with which Le was only partly
familiar. Buot he was a stout-hearted lad, and, know-
ing his general direction from his home, he plunged
into the forest without hesitation, guided by the
stars. Coming into the bridle path, and observing
that it ran in the right direction, he followed it.

The night was clear, but in the woods it was ex-
ceedingly dark. 1t was more by the sense of tonch
than by that of sight that the lad kept the path. He
could not, indeed, very easily go astray ; the under-
growth on both gides was so thick as to be almost
impenetrable. He had gone into the forest & mile
or more when he wns surprised to see o feeble gleam

It



2 IN THE MIDST OF LIFE

of light shining throngh the folinge skirting the
poth on his left.  The sight of it startled him, and
set his heart beating andibly,

“The olid Breede house is somewhere about here,'
he spid to himself. *This must be the other end of
the path which we reach it by from onr side.  Ugh'!
what should a light be deing there ¥ 1 don't like it

Nevertheless, he pushed on, A moment later
and he had emerged from the forest into a small,
open space, mostly uwpgrown to brambles, Theve
were remunnts of a votling fence. A fow yards
from the trail, in the middle of the clearing, was the
house, from whiclh the light came throngh an un-
glazed window. The window had once contained
glass, but that and its supporting frame had long
ago yvielded to missiles flung by liands of venturesome
boys, to attest nlike their courage and their hostility
to the supernatural ; for the Dreeds house bore the
ovil reputation of being hannted, Possibly it was
not, but even the hardiest seeptic conld not deny
that it was deserted—which, in rural regions, is
munch the same thing.

Looking at the mysterions dim light shining from
the ruined window, the boy remembered with appre-
hengion that his own hand had assisted at the
destruetion.  Ilis penitence was, of course, poignant
in proportion to its tardiness and ineflicacy. Hae
half expected to be set upon by all the nnworldly and
bodiless malevolences whom he had - outraged by
nesisting to break alike their windows and their
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peace. Yeb this stubborn lad, shaking in every
limb, would not retreat.  The blood in hiz veins was
gtrong and rvieh with the iron of the frontisrsman.
He was but two removes from the goneration which
had subdued the Indion, Ile started to pass the
house.

As he was going by, he looked in at the blank
window space, and saw o strange and terrifying
gight—the figure of 8 man seated in the centro of
the room, at a table upon which lay some logse
shests of paper. The elbows rested on the table,
the hands supporting the Lead, which was nneovered.
On each side the fingers wore pushed into the hair,
Tha face showed pale in the light of o single candle
a little ta one side. The flame illuminated that side
of the face, the other was in deep shadow. The

" man’s eyes were fixed npon the blank window space

with o stara in which an older and cooler observer
might have discerned something of apprehension,
but which seemeil to the lad altogether soulless, He
believed the man to be dead.

The situation was horrible, but not without its
fascination. The boy paused in his flight to note it
all. He endeavoured to still the beating of his
heart by holding his breath until half suffoented.
He was wealk, faint, trembling; he conld feel the
deathly whiteness of his face, Nevertheless, he set
his teeth and resolutely advanced to the house. He
had no conscious intention—it was the mere courage
of terror. He thrust his white face forward into the

ni
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illominated opeming. At that instant a strange,
harsh cry, a shriek, broke upon the silence of the
night—the note of a sereech owl, The man sprang
to his feet, overturning the table and extinguishing
the candle. 'The boy took to his heels.

THE DAY EREFORE

¢t Good-morning, Colston. I am in lnek, it seems.
Yon have often said that my commendation of yonr
literary work was mere civility, and here you find
me absorbed—aetually merged—in your latest story
in the Messenger. Nothing less shocking than your
touch npon my shonlder would have roused me to
conscionsness.,’

‘The proof is stronger than you seem to know,' .
replied the man addressed; ‘so keen is your eager-
ness to read my story that vou are willing to re-
nounce =eHish considerntions and forego all the
pleasure that you could get from it.'

‘I don't understand you, said the other, {olding
the newspaper that ke held, and putting it in his
pocket.  “You writers are a queer lot, anyhow.
Come, tell me what I have done or omitted in this
matter. In what way docs the pleasure that I get,
or might get, from your work depend on me 2’

fIn many ways. Let me ask you how yon wonld
enjoy your dinner if yon tock it in this street ear.
Suppose the phonograph so perfected as to be able to
give you an entire opera—singing, orchestration



