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touched with sorrow only as all things that
fringe on the Infinite are so touched. It was
lore, the deep love that livus only in deep sonls.

Thejr were alon« under the hi^-arching
tropieal tmi. Th« eondor wlieeled teek over
Paraiso Hill uiBotioed; barefooted soldien in

ragged denim marched by under the Palace un-
seen; Ulloa's mounted band brayed itaelf into
the distance unheard.


