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glonouB land, through the sweet air the skylarks fill with
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^^°Z ' " ""^ °°* ^ I'-^i^da to feel noheabng to her wounded soul, no counter-stress to her

^7fo\'"uu* "T^o'-'d exultation; with all heryouth to back her, and a love she could not quench for
ttie man who rode beside her stiU poisoning-if you willhave It so-the sources of her being
And yet, when he and she reined in their steeds at the
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in, she felt disloyal to the dead !
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profit from the lamentations of their survivors, each boundto take his turn of Death in the end ? But if those lamen-
tations reach them still, powerless to make us hear their
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Such a thought would have seemed to Lacinda an aggrava-twn of disloya ty, a«d she shut the door of her mind
agamstit. But it hung about the threshold

It was not the only plea in waiting there, on the watchto unsettle her resolution to remain with OUver no longerthan was needed to gain her end. It had been easy to putaside their unexplame.. talk about her supposed forrive-
ness by saying it wa« an haUucination of Oliver's, andcalhng in Susan Trant's necromancies to help. But it washard to beheve it heart-whole. May not she herself have
sa^^d something to warrant the delusion, or produce it ?Could she be sun of anything she said or did in so terribleA time I

Anyhow, her bewilderment at this story came back to
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above the old bndge that thefloods had sparedforcenturies

Z S* r u P'°P^f«d <Ji«*'ter. It became unendurable
as she dwelt upon the man beside her, and tried to see in


