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IlAnd you think me guilty," she was saying in a l0w
voice. "lPeasant as I was when you took me from the street
and made me your wife, peasant as perhaps 1 amn stili, I would
sooner go back to my Castile than look at you again."

With a quick, passionate movement, half disdain, balf
supplication, she went forward, and, bending tili bier knees
touched the stone, she kissed bier husband's hands. The
Argentine, wbo liad iistened smilingly, thrust the woman
back with an oath. In less than three minutes lie had i3truck
off the bands she had kissed. At this point Providence
interposed. A beam of the wooden roof, falling, struck the
woman across the bead and crushed ber to the ground.

To Lepage it seemed that hie had ridden leagues beside
the Argentine and bis captive. They had not even noticed
bis presence, and bie could neyer remember afterwards how
be came to be riding tiiere at ail. Power of speech for the
most part had deserted him. Wben hie bad spoken, wlicn
bie bad striven to interrupt the scene on the verandab, none
bad appeared to be aware of him or bis words. Now, as hie
rode along in the moonlight and listened to the foui taunts
uttered by tbe native, hie spoke no more. He heard how
this revenge bad been planned, and whv. H1e was let into
the private passion and bate of tliis brute for lus nei 'ghbour's
wife. 11e heard lier innocence, before denied, acknow-
ledged. lie watchced the European's face quiver when hie
was told bow bis negro servant had been cut down by treach.-
ery. Yet whien Lepage reached out and tried to loosen tbe
cords about the captive, the latter did not secm to, notice.
Ail around them the clear, cold mooniight turned the endless
plains into ocean-like undulatmns, tili it began to dîm before
the far-off dawn,

They came suddenly upon wbat had been a bouse. It
]av in ruins. liere ail dismounted Tbe Englishman strug-
gled fiercely for an instant. It was the last effort. Ex.
bausted and weqkened bie fell to the ground. With a devilry
beyond words bis enemy explained to, tbe unconscious figure
that underneath the ruined house was a vault stored with
the dry biard biscuits eaten by the lower classes, and fed with
water by a spring. is fate lay tbere 1 Lepage rushed for-
ward, shouting aioud in bis intense agony of mi....

Sureiy a mist had floated down witlî the davin! Hiecould sec nothing, hear notbing, thoughlieh strained siglit
and bearing to the utmost.

Pedro stood beside the bied. "lYou called, sir," bie said.
Lepage raised himself heavily, and tiien felI back fainting.

"Lt was bere," Lepage said, drawing rein at last. Tire
negro tlirew bimself from bis mare and gazed eageriy round.ciTrue," lie replied in a shaking voice, "lthat there once
stood a bouse about here ; but you sec it now, oivergrown
like this, and it must be the growth of years."

"lPoob," said the traveiler, "lgrowth is rapid bere. Let
us get to work and searcli."

And searcli tbey did. When success came to thcm late
in tbe afternoon, both men stood trembiin g to beau their
knocks answered feeblv from beiow. Thev had discôvered a
kind of brick shaf c, very narrow, but wide enougli to admit
a ray of liglit to the vauit below. By the next dawn, Lepage
and the negro had achieved their end with pickaxe and
spade.

A prematuuely white-haired man, wrinkled and stooping
like the very old, staggered out Into the early morning suri.
sbine. Hie gazed, not at his deliverers, not at the green
plains around, but up at the blue of heaven. Stretching bisinutilated arms upwards, and calling aloud in1 a mufHied voiceto, the IDeity whose sunlight lie now feit for tht is tm o
years, lie feil forward, dead

"But," Lepage prote.sted, "wlY not take bier away froin
these surroundings, placelber where suuely lier wealth -- Y

Pedro interruted Iimii Il We bave tried," lie said
"there came once a lady and gentleman, calling themseîves

my master's cousins, who would bave loved lier, but she
slirank from thermi. Sometinies they write for news of ber,and send gifts. She lias rio thouglit for money, but she'
wants for notiiin'."

Lepage looked at him, His simple, straiglitforward wayof telling the qtory, and the pathetic puide lie showed in his
mititress,'sj dependence crn }im, touclied the traveller deeply,
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Tbe negro was evidently a man of some cul ture; probably
bie had been a very constant companion of a clever master.

I watch hier at ail times," hce added, Iland ail throtigh
the nigbt you dreamed I was conscious of somiething happen
ing, for she was sô restless, and wandered in and out Of the
house, listening always. That night was the samne one as'
tbat on which it bappened s, long ago. Perhaps spirits-
and he crossed bimself. Z

H1e was interrupted by a plaintive caîl. Wben hie rose
to answer it, Lepage sougbt bis borse. A few momIents
later, Pedro and bis mistress bade him fareweli on the
verandah. Ske stood with bier sightlcss eyes flxed upofl
Lepage, and lie, advancing, took bier band in bis, asking her
tbe commonplace courtcsy as to how she bad passed the

night.
"INo hay ni dia ni noche para nui," she answered gel"

tly, Iles una larga y continua noche." Then she turned
away, and saying a soif Iladios," was led in to the orange
grove.

Afterwards, as Lepage rode *slowly down tbe eucalyptUS
avenue, tbe negro accompanying bim a little distance, lie
turned back once or twice to sec Pedro's charge stili building
Up bier sbining lîeaps of golden fruit Shle had not îooked
up as the traveller passed lier. Bending fî'om the saddle,
Lepage shook the negro's band. Tears glittered in Pedro's
cyes as lie returned the Ilfarewell." Then bie went back to
bis neglccted cage-making, and Lepage saw him no more. j
x'ou scoif at the story of the traveller's dream, lie liolds Ot1ý
to vour bis scarrcd band. IlDream or not," lie says alWaâYsi

there is the, s'car for wlich 1 cari account in no other eaY

Stei)hen Gwytin, in the Spectator.

Ireland, oh Ireiand! centre of my iongings,
Country of my fathers, home of îny heurt

Overseas yen cail me: Why an exile from me
Wherefore sea-severed, long leagues apart?

As the -shiniing salmon, lieiess iii the sea depthis
Hears the river caîl him, scents out the land,

Leaps and rejoices in the meeting of the waters,
Breasts weir and torrent, nests him in the sarnis

Lives there anti loves;. yet wjth the year's return ing,
Rusting in the river, pines for the sea,

Sweeps back again to the rippie of the tidie way,
Roamer of the waters, vagabond and free.

W7anderer arn I like the salmnon of thy rivers
London is my ocean, murmnurons anti deep,

Tossing and vast ;yet th rough the roar of Londonl
Conies to me tlîy suimnnions, calîs me in sleep.

Pearly are the skies iii the country of my fathers,
MPurpe are thy mountains, home of my heurt.
Mother of my yearning, love of ail mny longings,

Keep me in reniembrance, long leagnes apart.

Letters to the Editî.

81t, -- In a recent issue of TUEp WEEK, tue 11ev. Johnl
Burton discusses the Lamnbethi Quadrilateral f ro ad,byterian standpoint. ' He throws no new liglituonhe 8 b
ject. H e simnply re-echoes what lias been said by m'anY le '1
ing ministers9 of the various Protestant bodies. -Ba' t 1radier surprising to find a muan of [Dr. Burtonl5ler
mejecting the doctrine of our Lord's descent into I-Iell0Oti
ground thiet it forms ro part of Il our couriion hIitliY
It is not a wise thing 'o begin tinkering with the Ap,, for
Crced. It is Il the Faith once delivered to the Sa1ntsthrowr
whîich we uiust earnestly contcnd (JudIe 3). If Youf unde.
one article of the creed as a sop to the Cerbemils O whOle
nlom inational ism, you wîîî soon uhave to give Ilim the.e 00

cred peceeal aswe plainly sec f rom the co)ntrOoersies OUý
the London Scbool Boîard. If you are willing to strk is

Hle de3cended into 11el1," on wliat grounids couîd YOU Ireaô
to omit IliHe rose again froîn the dcad "? There are c
some Chiristians (if you cari call Mus. HuinphreyWa


