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Father Lawrence lowered his own,
for the look cut him to the heart ; h
longed to evade 19, but it haunted
him long afterwards to the destiuc
filon of hie pence of mind
Aocustomed to the presence of vico
in all ite forms, in the prisoner before
him he had discovered such
meagoanimity ag he could nof but
reverence. Thoughtfally etroking
his brown beard with one hand,
whilst with the other he held the
beads at hig side, Father Lawrence
ot last inqguired:

“Why 'tomorrow’' again? For
the last week it had been the same
ory. When tomorrow comes you will
gtill plead for twenty four honrs
more of harder labour than you can
endure. Do you want to dle at your
post ?"

*'Not to die, Father! It is not
that I may be overworked and die
that I psk more time. Belleve me,
there is no one in all this wretched
abode who courte death leéss than I,
or who fears it more. No! Bub
though men may fetter the limbs,
and bow the body down, yet no
earthly power can fettexr or cripple
the spirit of man when in unison
with the will of his Creator. Be
patient with me yet a little longer;
for hope burns bright within mae,
and I will not stifla it, This coarse
ghirt "—holding i8 between hls
fingers—'' with ite ornamental design
of ill- shaped arcows, shall yeb give
place to a softer garment. These
horny hands shall ba soft and white
a8 of old ; and oasting aside the plck
and spade, shall ply with joy the
pencil and brush, and draw forth
sweet musgic from a loved old inztra-
ment. Fear nol for me, then,
Father, nor seek to sadden me with
basgeless appreheneions; rather bid
me have courage, and remember that
no hear§ ever yet frusted its God in
vain,”

Father Lawrenca felt himself once
more bafllad. He knew well that
hope and faith in Ged alone had
sustained the strong epirit balfore
him, and yet he was awave that the
poor priconer's frame was 80 weak
that any undue bodily exeriion
might essily prove fatal; therefore
he paused ere he answered as cheer.
fally as he could :

“ At least you will allow me to
aek a day off for you tomorrow. I
hear that watex lias buret into one
of the quarries, and the work will

be both heavy and dangerous, Yon
cannot object to cne duy's rest, when
you know it fo be so eesential lur|
your healzu " ¢

scvex bowed his head etill |
lower he did noé wieh to mest the |
kind eyee of his {riend ; and angwered |
with glow, mdcmlmble persigtency ; \
‘" After tomorrow, dear Father—after |
tomorrow ; then I promise to listen |
to end cemply with your every
raquest. Ah, you do not realize how
sweet it is to me to feel the free air
of Heaven upon my brow. You have
not felt what joy it is to gaza upon
the faces of your fellow creatures, to
mark the pure innocent look of the
children, and tc note the pitiful eyes
cf the women ns they fall upon you,
and to be able to bless God that they
at least, are still free and unfettered.
And Father,” confinued the man,
burying his face in hie hands,
“gince you will hdve my reason
(which, bowever, remember, is sacred
between us), there is just a chanco
that on the way fo.or from the mines
tomorrow I may cstch a passing
glimpee of features that are dsaver
to me than aught elee on earib, I
have waited so long, almoat a year
now, yearaing for the sight once
again; you cannol deny me just one
more trial. Tomorrow is the anni.
versary of our wedding day, and I
feel certain that my wife will be
somewhexe near on that day.

With diffieulty Father Lawrence
forced back the tears that welled to
his eyes. Why had he been placsd
in such a position as chaplain to his
poor imprisoned fellow-creatures, to
gome of whom hig heavt went out in
guch overwhelming pity and com.
paeeion that he had often no power
to eat or sleep? Now, however, he
felt that the conversation was taking
a dangerous fturn; he must not
connive af any act contrary to prison
rules. Besides tha excitement of it
was telling upon the weak frame of
poor No. 75 ; he wae breathing too fast
and heavily, and the perspivation was
gtanding upon his brew. Moving
towards him the priest 1aid his hand
filrmly upon hia shoulder, saying in
an abrupt voice, as though the better
to recall the man #o himself:

‘““ Angwer me one question. You
have already recounted to me o0
many details of your history that I
geem to know it almost batter than
my own. But rouss up new for a
moment and endeavour #o resall to
your mind if any one visited your
apartments daring the time you had
that wretched cheque in your posses-
gion."”

‘“How strange!” exelaimed the
prisoner, losking up suddanly.
*“ How steange that you should have
hit upen the vewy keynole te the
whole mystexry! And yet, what is
gtranger still, is the facd that at my
wretched fxial all remembramce ef
the clreumstanses bad lsft mae.
Indeed, the bewwible swddenmess of
the whole fragedy upsel my health
go serieusly that for the fime bsing
my mind became a coniplete blamk;
go that in my endsavour to aid m)

delence I did but iavolve myself the
desper.”

“Yes, | remember well that for a
long time after your entrance here
you were too ill $o leave ths infiymary;
but now calm yoursslf for n moment
and endeavour to recall to your
mind who it was that visited your
apartments, and nd what hour of the
day or night this visid took placa.”

The prisoner crosssd his lege,
clasped hie thin bhands around his
knees, and looking eteadily in front
of him, anewercd oalmly :

‘' One evening, the second atler my
marriage, I took my wife o see &
play of Shakespesre's, snd on my
refurn my old landlady informed me
that during our nbsence a young
man hed called, wishing to sse me
on urgeni business regarding my
half brother. AN the same Sime he
pleaded fatigue, and begged to be
allowed to vest a little and wait for
ud. Good naturedly enough she
consented, aud begged him to take a
geat in 1y sitting-room, which
opsned into the bedroom. In about
twenty minutes he came ouf, and
after thanking her for her kindness,
said he really could not wait any
longer, but, if possible, would call
sgain the next day to see me.”

* Hal you the cheque in your own
poseession that evening ?”

* No. With my ueunal carelessness
I hod left it encloesd in my pocket-
book in my morning coat."”

" And who wae the visitor ? Were
you able to recignise Lim from the
description given of him by the
landlady ?"

My thoughts wers so happy and
pre occaupied at the time that I peid
little heed to the fach of his calling
st all; but Jater, in my hours of
deeory solitude, all she eaid bhas
roturned distinctly to my mind, and
now I see it all.”

* And whom do you conclude it to
bhave been ?"

"My one enemy, and my poor
brother's evil genius ; no other than
young Thomsas, the lawyer's son.”

" But why wae pot the fact ¢f this
vieit brought forward aé the time of
the trial ? Your defence ought to
have made much of it. Where was
the landlady ?"

‘* Ah, you gee, Father, everything
went dead sgainst me, 88 you know
by reading over a copy of the frial.
The very day after this mysterious
vigit my landlady fell in the street
and received a concussion of the
brain ; this was followed by o long
illness. In fact, I have often won-
dexed whether she ever recovered.
Sha was a kind, motherly old soul,
but very simple.”

" I suppose you have forgotien her
pame and address ?’ inquired the
priset oarclessly.

“ No, it was Mre. Lawson, King's
Street, W. The number I am not
positive about, but think it was 17.”
Father Lawrence drew fcom his
pocket an old envelops, and afler
jotting down the address raplaced it
| oarefully. At this juncture the
jailer slid back the pansl and peered
in, reminding the priest in a gruff
voice thal it was getting late.

‘ All right,” be answered cheer-
fully ; but continued in a hurried
tone, "' Do you think that your
brother was cognisant of this man’s
vigit ?' No. 75 hesitated ere he
answered ; then looking up sorrow-
fally, in a slow, steady voice he said :

* I would give mach to think that
my brother i@ innocent—butl ne! I
am certain he knew that his friend
had alterad the cheque. They wsre
both filled with envy towards mae,
and were determinad, it possible, to
gshare my uncle's estata. No, Father:
I am merally certain tha! I am here
with my brothse's connivance.”

Father Lawszence heaved a sigh.
He was convinced of the innocencs
of the man before him and of the
truth of his statement, and yet what
could he do ? I8 was almost bsyond
hie powsr to refxain from crying out
sgaingd the injuskice of the onss.
How, bhe thought, could the poor
prisonsr exisd through ftwo yenws
more of this suffering. Look at it
as he would, from no point of view
conld he diecern one ray of hope for
the long-sufferiog, innocend man, for
his country had found him gailty,
and the judge bhad coincided in the
view, condemning him a2 o ocriminal.
‘ How frail and erring are human
judgments aféer all,” he pondered,
‘““Alag, I eee nothing upon earth
whereupon to rest. Like the cour-
ageous oxample before me I must
placa unbounded confidence in the
mercy of Heaven.”

Once more the tramp tramp of the
jailer was heard on his return
journey ; and after an earneet
entreaty that the prisoner would
take as much care of himsali as he
could, by endeavoring to swallow his
unftempiing allowance and resting
well during the night, the priest
departed.

(/HAPI ER XV

It was late bafore Father Lawrence
reached his humble abode. After
parting hogtlly from the poor pris-
oner, be loft the prison sud walked
he soarcily knew whither, not notie-
ing even tha friendly salutes of the
pagssrs-by a8 they recognised his
familisy flgure. With head bant
forward, eyes lowerad upon the
ground, and hande buried in the
sleaves of his bablt, he strode on,
his mind pesplexed by anxious
thought. He had walked sevewal
miles eve he realised the latensss of
the hourv aad the distawce he had
teaveraed. Avriving at lesi at his
heuse, ha mechanically drew forth
his Iatch-key, epsned the doox, and
passed at onee te his small gittieg-
rooma,

The town lay well bekind, for the
ehureh and heuss wera bulll by a
lane off fveam the high wead. The
roema was in dazkoegs bul for the

pale light of the moon. Nob even
noticing the cold supper which lay
upznll upon the table, Father
Lawrdnce threw himesl! wearily
into an armebair whioch etood facicg
the open, uncarteined window ;
then crossing his legs and throwing
his arme behind his head continued
bis painful reverie, Before him,
clearly defined in the moonlight, he
could see the well-kept paddocks
fencad round by low, thick hedges in
their flrst spring beauly ; the giant
trees like solemn gentinels moved
stiffly in salutation ss it were to the
night breeze, ne it ewept amid their
branches, rustling playfully their
freeh green leavee, The birda had
long since ceased thelr nolsy twitber;
the cattle and sheep were lying half
buried in the soft green meadows, so
tull now of closed daieies and butter-
cuaps, The voices of the childeen
were bushed : nll nature seemed ot
rest, save the heart of the silent
watcher. In the blue vault above
the staxe shone like myriads of
twinkling diamonds, whilet the
moon—her pela light unobstrucied
by the passage of clouds—looked
peacefully down upon this world of
oure, where virtue and vice ave so
strangely blended.

He knew that soon her gantle
beams would pass through the win-
dow of that prison csll, and would
linger over the features of that inno-
cent man : where would ghe ghine at
the same hour upon the gullty
brother, he wondered ? Where was
he hiding ? How could he be found?

How often, whilst sitting thus in
solitude thinking of our absent ones,
the longiog seizes our hearts, that
power were given us tc pierce the
distance ich separates us from
our loved dmes, and feast our eyes—
if only for an instant—upon their
daar faces, and see how they fars.
We feel that our res! and glesp
would be more secure and psriecl
could we but know that they are
well. Yet it is surely better for us
that & kind Providence bas blinded
our eyes and bid uws #rust ourselves
and them to Him, It is a thousand
mexcies we cannol ses our heroes
fall on the fleld of battle, or gaze
upon brave men struggling vainly
with the oruel elements ; fow, realis-
ing our own insbility to help them,
how could we endure the gight and
live ? No; things sre best ns God
has planned them. And yet, as we
wabch the sun or the moon, as they
pursue their steady course through
the heavens, or listen to the gay,
boisterous wind, as it hurries and
scurries anlong, we cafch oursslves
vainly longing that, like thoss great
orbe, power might be given ue, just
to have one wea psep ab our dear
ones—whose faces we have not seen
for years—or that the fiéiul wind
would pick up and besr to us, as it
passes, the sweef sound of volces

which for ngee we have listened for |

in vain,

Some such wisl: as this was para-
mount in Father Lawrsnce's heart.
He longed that a ray of this pale
moonlight would reveal to him the
exact hiding place of the gailty
brother. And ye#, had it done se,
what would have been his faslings ?
What would be have thought, could
he have peer:cd, nas a moonbeam was
then struggiing to do, into thald small
latticed window outside the walls of
the city of Paris, and discovered—
stretched on & bed of pain and suffer-
ing—tha very man whom his heart
was abl tha! momant condemning.
Surely, aleo, he would have turned
away more bewildered than ever,
had power been given him to glance
yoet azain—as the moon did—through
o semall orisl window in a convent,
and thers, amidst all the noise and
confusion resigning around, bave
caught the fexrveni words of prayer
a8 they fell from the lips of a little
Sister o Charity, and have detected
in nlmost every ssntence the name
the very prisoner for whom his own
henrt was then aching &0 sorely.
Marcifully, again sll thie was hidden
trom his eyes ; for, had he seen all
that was to ccyar on that fatal night,
and feld powerless to aid, hope
might well-nigh have been extin-
guished within him,

So, unconscious of the flight of
time and of the chilly night air,
Father Lawrevca sat busied with
troublsd cogitations. Sometimes he
clasped his hands tightly togather
snd looked sternly out into the
night; then, leaning his elbows
upon a emall table near, he would
rest his chin upon his hands, still
thinking—thinking.

‘I3 is impossible that the man
can stand two years more of hard
prison life,’ he pondered. " My
God,” he cried, ‘' he cannot do ib,
and he will die and bas buried in a
felon’s grave!—the saintad prisoner
whom I have learned to love almost
a8 8 dear brother.,” The cool night
pir blew gratefully on the priest's
heated brow as he ran his fingers
hastily through his thin brown hair,
Waa it impossible that any honest
man could be found to come forward
In the name of justice and lend a
halping hand in this good cause. He
oould think of no one to whom he
could taen for aid or advice. Would
they not all smile and tell him that
they had listened to many such tales
before ; that men of his stamp and
calling were too suscepiible, too
ensily gulled ; thet a jury did not
eoftsn esr when they condemned a
man; aod so on? Then his
thoughts flaw to the little bride wife
as the wenda of the prisoner recurred
to his mind: ' Tomorrow is the
snniversary of our wedding day, and
I s coertain my wife will be semae.
whene neav on thal day.” ‘' Where
would she be ? hew contriva to see
her .hwsband ?' he wondeved. ' Ab,
I will watch the priseners on theis
walk %o and fvom the quarries, and
pee if 1 car deteocd anything out of

the common, Evidently it is not the
flest time that they have thus met.
Poor, faithful little wife! No one
shall prevent me t:om comforting
her af least.”

Thus planning, btoodlng. hoping,
ond fearing, he still ent until the
clear sweet tones of a nightiogale
suddenly fllled the night air with
melody. As a harbinger of hope the
thrilling notes struck upon the ear
of the watcher snd roused him from
his reverie. Rising hestily, he
pushed back his chair and stood
listening ; then with a fesling akin
to hope and gratitude in his heawt he
reloctantly dvew down the window,
snd discovered that he was both
faint and hungry. The little room
wos flooded with moonlight, and
teking out bis watch Father
Lawrencs found that it efill wanted
sixteen minutes to twelve.

A very few moments sufficed in
whica to appease the inner man ;
then, fceling it use'ess to seek hia
couch, he opened the door and
groped his way 8o the eilent church.

And all the while the object of so
much c¢.re and solicitude was rest-
ing upon his hard prieon couch,
gleeping the calm sleep of the inno-
cont. And surely Heaven's angels
hovered near, and with proteoting
love fanned his weary cheek and
aching brow, buildiog up in his
heart bright hopes for the morrow.
For he smiled ns the gentle moon-
beams kissed bhis brow, the hard
deep lines formed by toil and care
gseemed smoothed away, and in their
place a look of nlmost youihfal
grace played around his mouth,

Thua the twc brothers lay on
their separate couches that memor
able night. Near the side of one,
though he had given his heast's
blood #o win her, still relmctant acd
unwilling, stood " Renown.” Ever
axd anon the advanced, then mourn-
fully withdrew. How could she
crown the brow with valour, and
leave exposed a coward's heart?
Bat hanging over the bed of the
other—whom: men had condemned
a8 wortblses apd unworthy—hung
her sister, ' Honeur,” Fondly she
bent over the patient prisoner, and
proudly she kissed bis cawe-worn
brow, pouring into his heart the
while the sweetest balm ef hope.
He forgot that he rested on a hard
prison paor, that he was gist around
by walle so thiek, no friend could
hear hig call. For in his dveams he
saw his unele's face beaming upon
bim with deep and pitylng love, and
bis heart leapt within him as a
gentle veiss whispered : " Feer nof,
there is One who couwnts your svery
pigh. Patlence yst a liitle longer;
nof always shall you linger thus !”

TO BE CONTINUED

GUARDING THE
HEADGATE

By Hope Daring in Rosary Magazine

Miss Estber Whitney, owner of The
Coitonwoode, was sitting ot o leis.
urely breakfass, when Andre, her
hired man, cams slowly aslong the
path that led from his adobe shack.
To hersalf she ea'd: ' If once, just
once, he would hurry,”

‘“Good morning, senorita! The
day it is so be a beaatifal cne,”
Andre called ns he approashed the
open window.

" Yes, but hot.
key.”

Andre waited outside the scrsen
door until she handed him a big
key. Then he asked, hesitalingly :
“ What il the Senox Smith makes
trouble ?"

“ Why there is no daunger of that.
It ig my turn to uee the water from
tbe reservoir, and I notified Mr.
Smith that I would have it tuwned
inte my ditches today.”

‘ And what did he say, senorita ?"

Miss Whitney frowned. It was
not necessary for Aundee to know
that hex letécr wan still,
paseage of & wesk, unansweved,

“1 did not ses Mr. Smith, bubd
notifled him by nots. You open the
headgate, Andre, and remsin thexe
until I come, o make sure the water
runs freely.”

Eather wend aboul her work, talk.
ing in the half-whisper thal women
who live alone use: " That man
Smith, whom I've never seen, has
besn very free to eay he doss not
approve of a woman owning and
runving a ranch. In town they say
he objects becauss during the years
this house was empty he had all the
water from the resesveoir to irrigate
hia flelds. According to the agrea-
ment made yeara ago, halt the water
belongs to the owner of The Cotton-
woods. In my note I had told him
that be wes welcome to the flrat,
bud that I would take my turn
today.”

Esther's eyes looked out through
the window to her long rows of
vegetables, How much hard work
they represented | Thus far, because
of the winter rains, they had nod
required watering, but now {hey
nesded a good soaking.

For ten years Eather had faught
school in a little Middle- West town.
Then she darad all on a new ventare,
Coming Wesd, she had purchased the
tiny ranch, deciding %o raise vegeta-
blsa for a near by city masket. She
wns thinking over what her littla
home and her dreama of the future
meand to her when Andre reap-
peaved.

“I told you o stay at the head-
gote until I came, Andre.”

* But, senovita, I was 800 late ; the
Senow Smith was sitting en tha head-
gate when I got there. He had
tusnad the waler on hie land.”

“ How dawed he do that!
did he oay ?"'

“ That hie youmg alfalia needed
water."”

I'll bring you the

What

after the |

' You did not leave him in possss-
sion ? Burely you opened my sluice
and cloged Smith's 2"

" No senorita., He gat on the
hendgate, and ordered me off, I
come 'way."”

A wave of flexce anger swept over
Eether Whitney, This was the
Weslern man's sense of justics and
fair play ! She did nof speak uniil
she had control of her veics: “ You
may weed the beets, Andre. Be sure
you do not upreot the young plants,
I ghall gee Smith myseltf.”

It toock some time to get Andre
started on the new task, Then
Esther took from a nall a punbonnet
~no? the beruffied and bewitching
thing of which poets sing, but a
practionl article made of brown
glngham

This will hlde my face. Iwishl
looked older,” she thought, gazing
critically at the reflection of her pink
ohnkl nuq long lashed brown syon

‘I'll not give up! Indeed I'll not !'

The headgate that conirolled the
water supply for the $wo ranches was
nod far away. As Esther hastened
elong, her eyes went on across her
neighbor's fislde to where the dis-
tant low mountaing shul in the
valley, Their bases were heavily
wooded, while their heads were
crowned with gold-flacked lavender
misf,

‘It is 80 quied, so peaceful, Well,
I'll have pence, if I have to fight fer
it,”” she said to herself, smiling whim-
sically.”

The system of irrigation was one
of the oldfashioned, makeshift
sffaire that had been adopted yenrs
befors. From =& little mountaic
etrenm that loitexed along threugh
the valléy the walexr wae collected
into & reservoir, oue hollowed out
from the rxocks and cemented. It
wad necessnry fo colleet the water,
a8 even through the rainy eeasen the
flow was not great. The reserveir
was nearly full, and ‘the water con-
Vinued to come in, There was
enough to fill the ditches on one
side or the other. and by the time
that was gone the headgate would be
shut for a few days, to allow mowe
waler to rocumulate.

Egther eyed her own ditches. She
bad bad them cleaned ou#, but the
years they had remained unused had
killed the plants thaéi once had
berdered tham. On the ethex ranch,
known as " Smith's Place,’ the
ditckes were bordered by a rank
growth of willows and flowering
plante.

The heandgate was a primitive
affair, built of heavy timbaers. Across
the tep was a wide plank, and on
it ead aslalwarl man. His battered
hat was deawn low, separated from
his dark beard only by a pair of
sleely blue eysr. In ouse hand that
vosted on kis knes was a revolver.
He did not losk areund aé the sound
of Eosther's foel pteps, snd she said
criaply :

“ Thig js Mr. Smith I presume. I
am Mise Whitney fram The Cotton.
woods,"

“Eh? Yes, I sae."

- 3 . |
For a moment there was silanoe : |
| comes ef
| "
| & ranch,

each wished to make the othex
explain, Then, because she was a
woman, Esthex spoke firet.

‘" Will you #sll me what you mean
by turniog the water into your
ditches ?"

" Why, my alfalfas needes a good
soaking.”

Esther's engex was burning fto
white heat, but she managed o
speak quietly : " You had the water
last week. According to the ferms
ol the contrmef, whkich came to me
when I purchased The Cotlonwoods,
I am entitlad 8o it evesy other wesk.
I nofified you that I expected to wss
it today.”

" Ses here, madam.” Joe Smith
lanned forward, his wowds coming
rlowly. * That corntract’s all blamed
nonsenss. For four years no ome
has lived ad Ths Cottonwoods. 1've
kept the resexvoir in xagair, and last
yeaxr I puf in & new headgate. Yeu

might as well underatand that I'll |

usa the water as I pleass.”

" It you have had all the watar for
four years, you could sffosd fo maks
the few necsssary repaixs, I am
within my lesal rights whan I
demand thad you shut off that waiex
and led me turn whal theve is left
of 18 into my main ditek.”

I shan't do it
alfalfa.”

The gleam cof Esthex's eyes was
flamelike ns she asked : " Will you
do what [ ask ?'

‘ No, I shall not.”

“ Do yeu think {8 manly te steal
my walex ?"

The man moved uneasily. " You've
no right to use the word ‘steal’ in
connection with Jos Smith, Fathex
Vincent will tell yeu tkal, My alfalia
must have the waler this week and
nex?, Maybe aflsy thad—"

“ By that time my vegsiablas will
be dead,” sha infersupled him, add.
ing, hotly : ' We shall see what the
lnw g verdief will ba.”

‘The law's never in a hurey; by
the time it moves my nllultn will be
out of danger. A woman has no
husingss running a »anch anyhew."”

Without fasthsy wonds Eathex
turnad and hurried hemewsard.

Renching the houss she did the
obvieus thing—dropped down en the
couch and oxied fox ten minubdes,
Then she st up and began o plaa,
for she was not beaten, Hex gavden
was suffering, snd it would be a
weak bafore the resseveir would fill
again.

“We'll have $0 caryy waler —Andre
and I—yes, and be, toe! If
Smith has the flust instined of »
gentleman ho will be ashamed whem

o8 me lugging waler in this
unligk?. He ealls himsoll Jeo—
but it eam'l ba !”

An hems latex Huther, Andve, nnd
Jacobe, his wife, were onurying wales

It would wyuim my |

from the well to the garden, The
well was equipped with & windmill,
aind the supply of water was a boun-
tiful one. Jacoba was more energedio
than her husbend, and she was
devoled to Esther,

" Tomoarew my brothex shall come
and help, senoxite. Then you can
g0 fo Dunstan and set the law on
that pig, Smitk. If he will not heed
that, theve is always an appeal to
Fathex Vincent, He will hslp.”

The next day Esther rode on horse-
back over to Dunstan. Her com-
plaiod was listened to with polite-
ness. The smiling « Meial sald ;

“Oh, Smith's all right, 1 assure
you he is, Mies Whitney. 1 know it
ssoms o little high-handed, but it ie
o critical time with his alfalls.”

KEsther stiffened. ' Is the law
npologizing tor the offender ? Am I
to understand that you intend to
walt for Smith's alialfa to maturs, at
the expense of my owop, befoxe you
take action in the mattex 7'

" Ob, no, Miss Whitney. I assurs
you thal your interests skall be pro-
tected. I'll call Smith on the tele-
phone o little later.”

Discouraged, Esthex vode #o the
bhome of the kindly priest. She
learned that Fatbexr Vincent was
away, and that his housekesper did
not know when he wonld return,

She rode home. On coming in
sight ef hex garden she esaw four
persons at work, caswying weter.
" One i Jacoba's brother, but who is
the ofher ?° Relning her horse close
wp to the dry ditoch thas ssparated
her gorden from the highway, she
called: “Jacoba! Come hers,
please.”

The Mexican woman came, smiliog,
" Swci & help as he iv, senovita ! It
is Tom Spearks, and the Senor Smith
send him o help us water the
garden.”

" What de ysu mean, Jaceba ?’

“ Why, Sparks says Smith did it
bscause ke used yowr water for his
erop- And he says for you to waber
the vegetables this way is most
sensible.”

The hot blood dyed Esther's
checks. To be called sensible by
Smith for doing the thing he had
driven her to do was oo much,

* Jacoba, send that man tc me.”

I8 was five minuies before Sparks
came eleuching slong to whese
Esther stoed. She nsked :

“ How does it coms that I find you
wosking in my gaxden ?’

“ Joe Smith sent me. He said—"

“1 do not understand why he
should take #he liberty of sending
you to work for me.”

‘" He's & bit sorry he has to have
all the water from the reeervoir for
a while. Hae eaid to tell you—"

“That will do. Get off my land

and never puf your fook on it again,
as long ns you are employed by |
Smisth, Te!l him l regaxd hie gend. |
m( you here o8 one msre lunl'

But ioat's not the
menot i4."

“Did you hear what I said ? A
man who robs me canuol intexfewe
in wy businesr.”

Spasks waent reluctantiy.

I nll‘
a woman #sying to x'.:nl
ke volunteersd to Andwe, |
who secretly agreed with him,

Twa days later Esthex saw thoi
truth of what the Msexican had teld |
ber from the beginning. Weataring |
fvom the well might kasp the vegeln-
bles from suffering fox a faw dsys,
bul they badly needed s tho:ough
sonking. Each day Esther rode tn]
Dunstan, to sssk adviee and aid fyom |
Fasther Vinesent, only to fiad that |
he had not yet veturned.

Joe Smith roge early on the day
when the reservois was again full,
The east was bsginning to flush and
glow when he topped the rise of
ground that separated his home from
the epot whewe the headgate wae
situated. In the semi gloom he was,
for a moment, visible to the eye of
» wateher. As he descended the hill,
his sar cawgh? an unexpected sound.
He stopped shezd.

“ Now what's that?
lika—I baliove it is.”

He stazted on & run. He was
right ; the headgats was open, and
fhe watex was »unning, not into his
main ditch, but into that which led
to The Coltonwoods. He caughl
sight of a figuse seated on the head
gate. ‘' You blamed Mexican !’ he
shouted. ' Get off that headgate
and go home, ox I'll pump you fall ef
lead.”

“Teke yeur hand out of your
pocket, My, Smith,"called Hather in a
elenr voice.

" You—Why, i} is—"

“ The owmex of Tha Cottonwoods.
I bave epend the night hewe, My,
Smitk, altheugh I did not furm on
the waler until I saw youm coming.
And I shall spend the day heve.”

“My seul! Yom dido't stey here
all night, aione, I hope.”

Jaceba wha lay on the ground,
volled in a blankaet, sad wp. "' No,
ehe didn'd; I weomld nod led my
wenorita do thad. Msn are pige.”

“I felt safler hera in the night
than gsince you came in sighd/’
Esther gald, pointedly. " Yeu might
as well give up, Ms. Smith, I have
possession, and I intend to keap id."

Fex a moment Smith steod atill,
pessing at hex in the dim light
Then he tusned and stweds away,
without speaking.

I8 waas 10 o'cleck when he refurmed.
Jacebka had served the walcher with
geaps fvuil, muflins, bacon and seifes.
A gnaxled live-oak cast a bif of shada
over the plsce where Hsthax sal.
She had remeved her sunbonnet and
was leaning against a posd thad »ase
fvern 8ha cenfax of the hesdgate.
Heox send was coveved with a blanked,
and fhere was an embreldoved
cushien o8 hex bmek. AV hex side
was & velume ol poems and n pisse

id
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