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helped me. I want to be your friend, and above all things
I do not want to see your life wasted. I am going away
and it is quite possible I shall never see vou again, but
you will always be a help to me."

" I do not understand," she answered, "but I know you
mean to be very, very kind to me. Yes, I hope when you
come back—if you ever do—you will still be that. I do
not know why you should want to be so kind, unless—
yes, of course—you were my husband's dearest friend."
They talked a little longer, and at length Presley rose.
" I cannot bring myself to see Mrs. Derrick again," he

said. " It would only serve to make her very unhappy.
Will you explain that to her? I think she will under-
stand."

" Yes," answered Hilma. " Yes, I will."

There was a pause. There seemed to be nothing more
for either of them to say. Presley held out his hand.

" Good-bye," she said, as she gave him hers.
He carried it to his lips.

" Good-bye," he answered. " Good-bye and may God
bless you."

He turned away abruptly and left the room.
But as he was quietly making his way out of the

house, hoping to get to his horse unobserved, he came
suddenly upon Mrs. Dyke and Sidney on the porch of
the house. He had forgotten that since the aflfair at the
ditch, Los Muertos had been a home to the engineer's
wife and daughter.
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" And you, Mrs. Dyke," he asked as he took her hand,
" in this break-up of everything, where do you go? "

" To the city," she answered, " to San Francisco. I
have a sister there who will look after the little tad."
"But you, how about yourself, Mrs. Dyke?"
She answered him in a quiet voice, monotonous, ot-

pressionless
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