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of the chase and the capture, of how he and the girl
had seen the canoe drift out into the clutch of the eddy
and swirl out into the river and away. He told her
of how they laughed and Alix shrank. Gerry paused,
his brow puckered. He wished he could tell in words
the battle of his spirit, the utter ruin of his downfall
He could not and instead he sighed.

There was something in that sigh so eloquent of de-
feated expression that it succeeded where words might
have failed. It called to Alix with the strong cairof
helpless things. It drew back her mind to Gerry.
With him and the girl she threaded the path to Fazenda
Flores.^ Its ruin sprang upon her through his eyes.
With him she discovered the traces of an ancient ditch,
with him and the old darky she dug along that line
through long, hot months. She met Father Mathias
and found no flaw in his logic, she grew to know Lieber
as the tale went on and finally to love him because of all
things Lieber seemed to need love— somebody else's
love— most. She amused herself with Kemp and his
drawl. She tried to keep her thoughts away from Mar-
garita and at the coming of Margarita's boy, she winced.
As he finished telling of the coming of the Man

Gerry stopped short. The thought came to him with
tremendous force that Alix too had gone through that
for him. The impulse to get up and throw himself be-
fore her and on his knees to thank her almost tore him
from his seat but he fought it down. He hurried on
with his story. He told of the coming of Alan and of
the revelation he had brought. And then in a choked
voice and only because he had set himself to tell the


