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dreamed not of heaven but of earth, of a

red rose in soft black hair, and of a passion-

ate little face whose large eyes glowed upon

him.

And suddenly he was wide awake, and

found.his dream a living truth.

Jos6 was no longer in the room. The

moonlight made everything clear, and upon

the floor beside him knelt Pepita, her eyes

fixed upon his.

"Dios! Dios! ' he murmured.

"Hush!" she said. "Do not speak. It

is Pepita. Look at me. They said that

perhaps to-night you would die. I have

prayed until I can pray no more, and when

I came to Jose the tears were falling from

his eyes, and he said perhaps you would

not see the day. Then I showed him the

little knife hidden in my breast, and told

him if he did not let me come to you alone

I would not live. I said I could force you

to remain on earth. I love you—I love you.


