
260 THE MATE OF THE VANCOUVER.

drawing so near the end of my story that

I must say what I have to in a few words.

She had remained at the ranch until the

doctor had declared I was going to recover

(it was no fault of his that I did), and then

she went away. What she told Elsie I have

never known, nor shall I ever ask ; but they

parted good friends—yes, the best of friends

—and she returned home to Melbc rne. I

never saw her again, at least not to my

knowledge, although once, when Elsie and I

were both in that city—for I returned to my

profession—I thought, nay, for the moment I

made sure, that she had come to know of our

presence there. For Elsie had presents of

fruit and flowers almost every day she was at

Melbourne. I part with her now with a

strange regret, and somehow I have never

confessed to anyone that I was very vexed

at her not waiting until I was well enough

to recognize her before she went. For, you

see, she loved me.
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