
ard rowed his b a t  over l o  us i n  t l~ere i f  Signor Paulo ever gets her t o  sit 
:xcuse me. Mrs.  13urr. I ' l l  have sti l l  long enough." 
mlno\%,' . ~~~-1 I1 i r l y . "  Mrs.  Sliepard slarted conversalion a1 

Come L'. 1'11 race you once: "Do you like i t  here, Celeste?" 

Ile pml. "It 's wonderlul." I answered. "Why.  

In, and l l ~ e  cocker spaniel lol- when Iwas walking back l rom tlie swimming 


CI 
vasa clow race all the ~vi iy ,  and p o l ,  1 saw a hummingbird." 

anaged to win. The spaniel was "A Miss Stebbins re-
I i t~~~i~ni~i~l, ird. ' .  
s third. As we werc leaving, I peated. " Il'hcrever was i t ?  " 
ard I y lngup t l i eba l .  "Olivia." "On a I~oncysuckle vine." 
a1 lileguard necessarl?" " \\'list k ind of hummingbird was i t ? "  
inly is!" Olivia said. "Ilhe Mrs .  Shepard aslird. 
here one day lhere mig l i l  lrave "1 don't know. I t  had ii l i t t le red patch 
ly." around its throat." 
qwned? \\'ho was rescued?" "That's l l ie ruby-throaled hummingbird. 

Arckiluclrtrs co/~rl~ris. They are very common. 
You'll sre many birds lierc. Celeste, il you 

lutes olseven. Olivia tapped on keep a sllarp eye. \\'alching and identifying 
said. "Mother is \ va i t i n~on  the l l i c r i~  is a rewarding paslime. N o  wonder 

lhey inspired IWLS like Shelley, a d  I<eals. 
~wnstairs and tlirougli lhe long and \\'illiam Cullen Bryan1 !"  
y which served as a sorl of Mrs. Sliepard was voluble on any subject 
gallery l o  I l ~ e  large one on (he to do wi t l i  Nalure-a1 limes, even lyrical. 
On i ls  walls, hung in  l l ie mosl This \\,as so dilferenl lr0111 her l imited con- 
shion. were a lew oil  paintings, versalion in l l i e  city. On al~iiost every subjccl 
hograplis. A n  I lal ian 11riniilive a1 579 slie talked in  imlated words and 
a Chinese scroll. A lour1eentl1- 1,lirases. But  ;I[ Lyndhursl, among t l ~ e  liirtls 
lonna !!,as alongside a laded ;incl llrc flowers. sllc was al\vays a( IIOIIIC. 
t i  Jay Gould. T l ~ r r c  was ;dso "Of course, Celeste," she went hubl,linc 
,icture: a cliarcoal d r a l r ~ i n ~  oo. "you know wli;~t we are a l l  w z ~ i l i n ~  o l  	 ior?"  

dedicated and s i~ned  b y  tlie "Ithink so--the nigl i l-bloon~ing cereus." 
bfo~lier. Love Iron) 1:iciley Jay "Esaclly, m y  dear, the ffy/oc~rrtrr tr~r- 
\." ~ l~ l l l l s . "  
salon at tlie end o l  l l ~ e  hall a)>- "Lasl  year Uie blosx)nis werc rall11.1 
a combination l iving rani1 and small." Louis said. 
sinsl l l ie walls were \voude~i "Yes," slie said. "but  l l iey d id their hcst " 
ded will1 curios and souvenirs. Louis apologized. "Imeant no ol'iense." 
1111 w r e  reniembrances of  mure "Of courw you didn't, but  \ve shoulc l~~' l  
ze: trophies o l  l l ie I iun l ,  pre- le lk  a b u l  our Ilo\\-ers withc~ul t l i i n k i ~ ~ g .  
pbrers and missionaries lr0111 s l~ould \vc?" 
Congo and the Nile. Tl le glass 
.a lion aial an alliaalor lollowerl AFTEIt dinner on  tlie \my out of the cl ini l~g 
nd Louis Quinze chairs and a r ~ x ~ mMrs.  Shepard aakcd Ine il IIiiidr1'1 ior- 
sk. gotten so~nell i ing; and I rcl~l icd."Ir l o n ' ~  
~ g l ithe salon was like going l o  l l i i r ~ l iso, but  I'llgo hack in  [he dining rmim 
I iy  way oldarkesl Africa. Once and Imk." 
r, thv at,-- where \\,as relresli- "Imean, dear." she said, "have you sianccl 

l o~n in i~n t  the guest book? "niotils:;~;%. Sl~epard's smile. "No," I answered. "bu1 I wil l  immedl- 
ie room w~~ l ia rmsou ts t re~c l i ed  and I went t o  the dcslr ;In11 ately." ovcr 

on the cheek. "Celesle-niy sig~icdin. Then \\-e saul~ lcrrd hack l o  the SLIII 


h o w  sweet o l  you to conle." ~ m r c l i  l o  have col'iee. 

a n t  to be here,'' 1 slanirnered. There wasn't much l o  do a t  1.yndliurst at 

down," she conlinurd. "\Ve night, so bedtime was early. A1 ten o'clock. 

s r  any moment now-irnrnedl- we a l l  kiswd Mrs.  Sl~epard good n~g l i t  cere-
:whip lmrwi l l  calls." t~loniously and awn1 up  to  our rooms. 
, and Mrs. Sl~eliard continued Iu~iclrcssed and \vent to  I lcd and srmn was 
l i t t le sentences. "1  hope you fast asleep. Idreamed tlrat Iwas walLing in  

81 journey. Iwe that you and a grra l  garden, and the garden was lilled 
:ady acquainted." will1 ~nonslrous honeysi~ckle vines. Feeding 
1 said on the honeysuckle were thous;inds and 
!" Then she paused. Suddenly lliousands o l  ruby-throated t~ummi~igbirds. 
inie animated. "Do you like making a terrible hun~ni ing noiw. 

' n ~ e  drean~ ended abruptly, and Iawoke 

fgocrimsor~ a1 thedirect ques- wi th a start. Isti l l  heard I l ic buzzing of llir 

answered wit l ioul hesi ta l i~~g,  birds, but as n i y  head cleared I re;llized i t  

ory much indeed." was really (lie lelepla~nc, Ireacl~edover and 

d. Finley Jay and Helen Anna l i i led tlic rcccivel-. I t  was L*)i~is. "Celeste." 

:unl i l  next week." he said er;ci(edly. "11s nialil-bloominn ce- 


i n  i r o ~ i i  l l ~ e  salon and said. reus it's blcx)n~ing! 'l'l~ron, on an~ l l i i n r :  

poorwi will gone olY ye1 ? "  hlcet us downstairs in lro111. \\.'c'rc all goinp 

Miss Stebb~ns sad. "hut  	il 10 (lie creeuliousc." 


"~ll';i~lil.
Louis." 

from a clunip o l  hushes near Inslinclively I Iu)l;ctl at t l ic clocli. I 1  wi~s 

heard Nature's dinner hell : ~ l i ree- t l r i r ly1 Suddenly Lhe hclls ill the 1uwe1 


#ill, whip-pmr-~vil l .  tvl l ip-pwr- began 10 ring lilie an alarm i n  l l le dead ol tlic 

niUI11. I daslied cold willcr over m y  lace. 


iedialely Sitwell al l lrared and llirew a coill over IIIY I~IKIII~CI\VI~.:111tl s l i~r le t l  

nned i t :  "Dinner 1s served." ~k,wnslnirs. Every l igl i l  ill l l le castle lrad 


hcrn lurnedon. Iran Lllrouyll 1l1e Ill;lln II~III 
.oom was Llie only r n i i  i n  t l ~ c  ~IICI 1I1c fro111 d w r  10 l l ic  ~W~~C-C~ICII~I-~ OIII 

which nl~proaclicd sinipl ic~l y I.ouis wi~s ;~lrcatly llicrc will1 Ul iy~;~.  'l'l~cy 

ind airy roorn !villi an i~ i i n ie~~sr -  i n  tlressin,: g<,wris, and l l ~c re  w;is 
\\-ere l x ~ l l ~  

ge cryslal chandelier Iiunr: over cscilenicut wri l lel i  1pl;llnly c r l l  I l lcir klces. 

'Ire l u r ~ i l l l ~ r e  \'ic~ori;~n hliss
\\,:IS 'l'ls dcx~r olwncd ;111d out s l u ~ i ~ l ~ l c c l  
rencl~ windows lr;~lncd ;I I~;IIII- Slebbins still i n  llre process oi wr:~l,liinl: :I 


whicl~ flmdetl l l ie r tunl  \ v i l l ~  blankel around Iier. 

This evening llie sun dlsap- Then \\re lieard Mrs. Shepard's voiic: "Al  

than usual; Sitsvell came in last ! Isn' l  and she 
il l I i ~ i l l i ~ ~ # ? "  ruslietl 


zurlains. t l~rougl i  tlie door. Slic wore ;I wliitc, \voolly 

b c o c h e r e  was a~i i i ' ie  1,atllrobe. and on licr heed ;I Incc nigl~tcal, 

Cured 11 a bl:tcli ~ r ~ a r b l e  'To tiell, guidelier lhrough l l ~ e  niyl i l ,  slie cat.- 

?(I at tl ,learesl i11c. Yes, rietl an enorlllous I las l~ l ig l~ l .  

that lace anywliere. I t  was "'l'lieru is nut a liiollielit to lose," slie cried. 

bronze. Ilmked at  llie head in "Follow me." 

-il was Finley Jay. 'The next, 'Tlie strcel lamps long [lie cinder pa t l~s  

31 niclie, however. was empty. had been l i t ,  and il was as brigl i t  as day. We 

explained, "Helen Anna gms hurried after hlrs. Sliepard. w l ~ o  trotted as 

THE JOY OF 

CHAMPION O F  THE BEAN LEAGUE 

-Van Camp's. ..packer of more beans 

P 
...more kinds of beans .. . 

than any one else in the world. 

Favorite of all-Van Camp's 

Pork and Beans. . . rich with 

secret, savory sauce ... 
ready to  heat--eat-enjoy. 


