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CHAPTER X
ARMISTEAD 18 CONFIDENTIAL

Stop, Lloyd!—you are going off | Pictures, photographs, a tortoise
surely ! lsabel, why don't you ghell kitten ourled up in a work

m ake bim stay to supper ?

uries. Now there were not only
windows, but these windows were
hung with the draperies which gven
trom the outside he had remarked ;|
rugs wers spread on the floor: in one |
corner abroad divan was covered with |
o gaily-striped Mexican blanket and
heaped with cushions. In another
corner & bockcase stood; a large
table loaded with magazines and |
papers bore in its'midst a tall braes
lamp, with & crimson silk shade.

basket,—Lloyd took it all in, and

This wase Mr. Rivers' cheerful shout | then turned his gaze on the girl who

from the rear,

when bhe saw Lloyd | had created it.

taking leave of Miss Rivers at the . For up to this time he had never
door of the house which cuntained | seen Isabel Rivers except in outdoor |
under one roof the offices of the Car- | costume; and charming as she had
idud Company and the reaidence of | been in that, and well as it had

its Goeneral Manager.

seemed to suit her, he saw now that |

1.4 all right, papa,’ Isabel agsared | ghe was one of the women who are |

him. “Mr. Lloyd is going after Mr. [supremely at home and supremely
Arnistead. He'll be back presently.” | charming in & woman's own realm
‘Be sure and bring Armisteand | —the drawing-room. Gowned in
with you! Mr, Rivers called after | sgome sof gilken fabric, in which |
the departing Lloyd., " Tell him we | blue and _wh:m were mingled, her

won't take any refusal,

slender waist clasped with a gilver

There's not the least probability | girdle, the whiteness of her neck and
of a refueal,” Lloyd answered with a | arms gleaming through the Ilace
laugh, as he strode on at a rapid | which covered them, she was, in her
pace; for the Caridad hou ccu- | dnintiness, fineness and grace, in the

pied a position midway between the | delicate rustle of her draperies, in |
1d | the faint fragrance which hung about

village and the mountain which h
the mine, FKFrom its door the ro

ran slightly downward for several
hundred yarde, between stone wall
bayond which lay green fields ; a

1 | her, an enchanting vision to the man
| who had been loug exiled feom all
those influences of civilization of

d | which such & woman 18 the fiaest

then,crossing by a bridge over a sma'l | flower.

stream that ia the eeason of the rair

grew intq a ragiog torrent, became |

8 She met his eyes with the pleasure

| of achild in her own.
b

:Alv- Sn.‘-‘n d thoroughtare of the village, ‘It is & great change, ien't it ?
ine d; I “"'L A “' das "’II h na r“ o | she gaid. “And you can't imagine
EALNE sidewalks and closed €€t | Lo | enjoyed making it, and how 1

houses, until the plaza whiea forms |

1

the csnire of every Mexican tow

was resched.

enjoy it now that it is made. Gener
ally one doesn't think of furniture

one takes carpele and tables and

n

|N”.l” ) f"“‘»b ""'f’ coarming "’ ‘“:" ecouches for granted, But when one
plazy of Tophia ; for il is a perfect | yag had to create them, one's point
bo ver of green f liage and hedgas ot | of view radically changes

roses, that fill the air with wheir | ,.ond asa peacock of my little o
rich fragrance. Here, 88 Lloyd bad | ¢ 4 an prettinesses.

anticipated, he found Armistead
seated on & vench nnder the shadow
of the church, which, with its wide,

“So you ought to be. You must
have worked very hard to create all
’

these.”
ever-open door, occupies one side of “Ob. no—there were £0 many will
the ; 1 “"\"' . ik ing hands to help me ! But I think I
! ve been .\u;u sring v l‘ had am most proud of my book-case. I
v ‘”":1’ of you,” he obgerved, In 81 | Groy the design for it and the
injured tone, as Lloyd walked up.| gompany'scarpenter—anold French

' You must know this place,—isn't

| man whom you probably rerhember—

there any better fonda to be found | ;544 it. Papa doubted it he could,

than the one where we went

brough |
the form of dining when we came |

but when I sbowed him my drawing
he was simply delighted Tbat is

fa o) ;
o P T . " | my trade—cabinet making,’ be said.
i lm re ‘,‘“ 8 much ]r J; £ onse. You will see. I will do a nice job
Loy »d ( 7a be e

0yd replit ana 1ve Desh & for you, and I shall take pleasure in

quested to take you t> it. It is the
Cain de la Caridad, which well de

gerves ite name from the wide ¢
tent of it8 bospitality
“Casa de la Caridad! Tbhal's

an asylum, isn't it ? I don't care
go to a place of that kind.”
‘" You'll care very, very much to

when you understand that the Casa |
de la Caridad in this case means the
Company house of the Caridad Mine,

It'san old joke of the employees

reter to it as an institution of chari

vy.”

1

Armistead remarked that poor

jokes did noiin his opinion guin

| doingit' He did take pleasure in it,
| I am sure; and 1 would go to the car
| penter's shop and talk to him as he
worked. Hp was very interesting.”

X-

cdd, irascible old Frenchman

to “1 should not have credited him

with that quality,” he said.

go

%0 | hig youth in France, and how he in

® Lloyd lau§hed as he thought of the
charitable institation,—what we call

* Perhaps you never talked to him.
There are very few people who sre
interesting when they really open
themsslves to one. He told me about

tended, a8 eoon as he had made
enough money—as socn as he sold a
mine he had out in the Sierra,—to go

may not ariee during years of inter-

course, or it may ariee within the

first hour of meeting & new acquaint

ance. He looked at the bookease and
then he looked again at the face

before him,

‘Do you always understand like

this ?” he said, "It is a rare gift."”

“I think,' she replied simply,
“there i# n great deal in taking
interest enough to understand. You
gee | alwaye take interest—but here
comes Mr, Mackenzie with the mail !
I am sure you haven't forgotten what
an event the arrival of the mail is in

Topia "

Mackenzie entered as she spoke,
tollowed by a mozo ecarrying a large
k over his shoulder. Mr, Rivers

8
turned from the examination and dis
cuseion of ore samples with Arm

istend, and directed the pouring out
of the contents of the sack on the
| table, where it formed an attractive

pile of matter under the lamp.
“The carrier is very late in get

ting in to-day,” he sbserved, "I am
atraid it is your fault, Isabel, for
making the mail so heavy. . Here are
two packages of books for you, be-

sides a dozen or so other things.'

“How delightful!” exclaimed Migs
Rivers. She came forward with
shining eyes and stood by the table,
the softened radiance of the lamp
light falling over her graceful figure
and charming face, and oatching a
gleam of jewels on the white hands
untying strioge and tearing open
11 the men,
except Mr., Rivers, found themselves
watching her, with a sense of |
pleasure in her besubly and grace.

Could anything be more delightful
than to .get halt a dczen new books
all at once, when one is so happily
situnted nae to be in Topia with any
amount of time to devote to them ?" |
she nsked, glancing up at Armis

wrappers. Involuntarily

tead

“There are not many people who
would describe themselves under
vh circumstanes as 'bappily situa-

Bl
ted, be answered, smiling.

But how it teaches one the value
What do
people live within easy range of
libraries and bookeellers know of the
threill with which one opens a pack
sge of volumes that bave been |
brought on a mule two hundred miles

1 '

| of books !" she insisted.

over the Sierra !”

| * Tohear you, one would think the |
mule gave them a special value,”

said her father.

“ And so it doee,” she answered. |
To a person without imagination—
and [ regret to say that you haven't, a
bit papa,—the thiog is indescribable;
but, as a matter of fact, the mule

does add a value.”

* It is & pity he couldn't know it ;
for I am sure that if he were able to |
express bhimself be would wish that |
vou had less taste for literature.

| Won't you look at some of these
papers, Armistead ? —and you, Lloyd ?
he 18th—you've seen nothing later
than that in the way of a paper from

the States.

nounced
“ Ya esta la cena, senorita |

X . 0 | paek and vieit his childhood's home
humor by being iv a foreign language ; in Burgundy
hen 1 qd 11 agtk | o
acd then having made his pr n..L,( | Lloyd shook his head
aguinst trivial jesting, professed his “I am afraid be will pever visit
readicess to proceed immeadiately to Burgundy it be waits to sell that

L ( i v Caridad. . ‘ £
- \ sy ,‘l o | mine,” besaid. “Itisaprospectinto | . q3.,,¢6 elevation, the temperature
i 8een y have 3 C me noderate yvation, t era ) |
1 seem (0 have 108V no time | g)hich, when I wae here, he wae > - . nE
in s f there he 2 1 i A - of the nigbts is much milder than
: " putting all bis savings ; though your | ;oo v oo  Whati SSRpeE
wer sly, as they | ¢, ) ) .88 Joyas ; 80 when supper was over,
. drtiod ) i er him there was nothing in | ., o oo eo tound it \].” to li -
wa ogether it and advised him to deop i The | R© party found i$ pleasant to linger
it and advise to ¢ )
myself 3 1 : in the corridor running along the
1a'e - ;
Lloyd answ But 1 14 o rear of the house. 1ts arches framed
werein th wands of the barber I s {" whadia o ok To Bos at all times a wide and beautifal
: t el C ) DACK ( YUrg
strolled up to th n | . fas “'“ His lif 210 cture of the wvi v rolling away
ou ¢ L] als | wak
used to be on the et rd and witbhout satietacti 30 1 the towering oaste heights ; but at
" ~ . ia w 1out sat wction ; 80 e 4 . 45
mebt Mr. and M Riv b P’ 4 g either bathed 1 »ods of silver
ch thed one beautiful dres: to 2
ed on our ymi g L Fimaos Belin & i moonlight, or in the still more ex
St 41 g0 back ) rauce before he aiec -
with them. She paused a mo nt. and Liovd did | Auistve E& liance of the stars which
1@ paus X Jovd did S :

‘It is cerbainly very kind of them

and—ah-—charitable too. I

appreciate the point of tha
How is Mis: Rivers?
She looks extremely well

She must be getting tired of this

g
place.”

Shadida't express any fesling
the kind.'

"Ob, she must be ? What
earth is there here for a woma

her stamp ? 1 can't imagin C "
i ' 2 imagine DOW | ¢, g country more remote
she has endured it even as long this, |  “p vou mean that he is dead ?”
+ Doy 8 aat he is ¢ ?
and you may be sure she's dying to “Yes. he is dead The bookcase
> ad, ] ¢ )

to get away.

Lloyd did not feel called upon to
tradict the opinion. Miss Rivere,

not understand the look which came

| by ite sweetness and sadness. It is |
Y o loveliness,—a poetic suggestiveness
a good thing, perhaps, that be did not 1 |
2 “ and majestic repose imposeible
go, after all, 3 went on. He
13 b . 1 ok express in words
would, no doubt, have been disap A :
R : , The corridor which commanded
pointed there. Things~would not 5
of d . this wide o#tlook over valley and
bave beenso beautiful as they seemed | . y
2 . ¢ mountains and sky was iteelf a de
to him by the light of memory. And | P
on + | lightful place: and in one of
1| go it is well that he was calied, :
of corners Miss Rivers had fitted up a

was his last work, I am glad that

X ted, was able to ansy ”
s oy . ‘(‘ ' | memories and dreams. He died sud
€ y an af all, it w ithar - .
reell ; and, aller all, 16 was nelbier | gonly juet after he finished it.’
his business nor Armistead’s whetherx

gshe was or was not dying to
away.

[he young lady, however, g: ;
th e l* ¥, howe er, Rave | jho to verysimple words? Lloyd did
y contrary assurance wiil o Y, 1 +
2 g e wiilh €on- | nqy know ;e only knew that as she
vincing positiveness when they fou

her in her sittiug-room a little

Tired l'opia |—anxious to

away !” she exclaimed in reply

Armistead’'s condolences. ‘' But

Topia. Life hear is an experience I | Rivers had not only d
would nat have missed for anything ;

and I shall certainly not go away

til after las aguas, as the people

cull the rainy season.”

‘" It's hard to understand how you
cwn possibly be contented in such s
place,” Armistead wondered with

evident incredulity,
‘1 have always said I had a ¢

of the gypsy in me,” she laughed.

“ And yet I like civilization too
gee you are looking at the room,
Lloyd. Don't you think I have ¢
lized it a little 2"

‘I am trying to recognize it as

ind

80 | from many eyes and minds. .Wha
(o

un

. I|and she now paid his memory the
Mr. | tribute of a feeling so kind, eo gentle,
ivi- | that Lloyd felt as if it should make

|
i
wsh l stand that the call of death spare
|
\
|
|

the old Frenchman rest more easy i

the old room in which we used to | Santo.

camp,’ answered Lloyd. " You have | I'he little story seemed also to
moks him comprehend herself batter

simply transformed is.”

In fact, be had found it difficult to
balieve that it was the sams place
with which he had formerly been
familiar. It had been a large, brick | certain self-revelations—always un-
floored, windowless apartment,

mostas devoid of comforts as of

than & long acquaintance migl

al- | ponsoiously ma

into her tace, although be was struck

instead, to go on a far longer journey |

gave him the pleasure of doing it,
and of talking to me the while of his

There was a short silence. What
L:‘L M * *

| wns there in this girl's voice which
seemed to give such exquisite mean

spoke he had a comprehension of
things which would have been veiled

| had he, for instance, ever geen in the
on | old carpenter but a good workman I
the contrary | am enchanted with | and ecc:ntric man? But Isabel |

iscovered ln‘
him the ability to do filrer work than E
any one else had ever suspected his !
power to execute, but she had dis 1
cerned the pathos of hig life and of |
his hopes ; had sympathized in his
yearniog to see once more the vine-
clad glopes of his native Burgundy, |
yet had been wiee enough to under l “ Sen.level would about suit your
d }

him, perhaps, a last disappointment ;
| his foreign grave out in the Camp

possibly have done; for we mﬂy“
know people in any real sense by |

»—which do not very
lux- | often ocour. The ocoasion for one

At Topia, from its comparatively

shone with such marvellous

yright
ness out of the vast field of the violet
sky, it was touched with a mystical

steamer-chairs invited to loungi

around her; and there was
gay talk and laughter, chiefly
people a1
world wh

G|

gtar-set heaven,

f

the Sierra.”

Mackenzie, with gentle sarcasm,

0

those of admiration.”

said Mackenzie, warningly.
first came to Topia, it was by hhut‘
route, and 1 thought I should never
Such mountains | such |

for t be ber special providence that day,
8 we travelled through forests |
sre the trees ehut out the sun !" ‘

“It's & way trees have, Mackenzie,"”
said Thornton. “ I don't wonder at| ‘' Anda doll to open and shut ite
your surpriee, since you come from ‘

a region where they are very scarce |

and guite incapable of such conduct. ‘I things.” |
But it that is the worst you can “A nature baby?' | suggested |
charge againgt the Sierra—"

LED BY A LITTLE

Charles ) 3
books. ‘1'e not dirty

It was Christmas

Study was beginning to pall on him, |

Wisdom is an exacting mistress ; but )
her | curled—

roysl presence secémed on that day to * And tied with blue ribbon ? Den

| be full of a particula at

window
snowflakes

bare
trees in the equare opposite his win

dow, and fell softly on the pavement
before the house. Two orthree poor |
children, oblivious apparently of the
damping influences of the~scene, and |
in spite of their scanty clothing, Wwere

earnestness

litle

girl, five or six years old, was clagp-

ing a towridly dressed doll.
two baby boys by her side, innocent
of the mother instinct 10 which such
ecstacy might ba due, who surveyed
critically enough the object of her
adoration, the toy appeared to offer
and

To the

Charles looked down and smiled.
The little scene was not without its
humanizing effect;
back to his mind with a rush many
forgotten,
amoug others that it was Christmas
Gazing out at the snowflakes
playing
under his window, he reflected rather

and it brought

meaning for him anyway. was
an exile and alone, and to give or to
receive presentes was a joy be could
not hope to share
awoy from family and friends; he
Had algo drifted away from his child

had dritted

memories
which he could not lightly set aside,
—recalled the need of human sym
pathy and human kindness;
him feel acutely the neceesity of tak
ing some human being to his heart,
or of sharing with some fellow crea-
ture that love ok his kind which
gpite of all his sophistication, had
not quite died out of his heart.
Charles put on his hat and great
The children he

made

So the little group gathered round
the table, reading letters, glancing |
over papers and books, for a pleas
ant half hour, until Lucio appeared |
in the curtain hung doorway, and,
with his most impressive air, an- |

| coat and went out.
bad watched from the window had
disappedred. but he knew other chil
The
and a little child shall lead
pt repeating themseives in
v conscious
acquiescence on his part; though he
search of

He walked on towards the church

fime
arge
wanted a

an hour to the appointed

| belonging ae he did to the
the land, waited patiently

something
eveneof a smile upon hig ruese

childlike,
and it was pleasant

Oharles did not like priests;
particularly objected to their meek-
that
moment the patient flgure standing
in the porch, waiting evidently to
surprise the children by some a3t or |
word of kindness

nook, where swung the Moorish lan
tern which had done duty before the |
door of her tent on her journey up
1 sbrac 1€ he ) : k
the quebrada, and where long geemed to be part of a desired fitness |
Here the group of men, with cigars
and cigarettes lighted, gathered

He walked up to the priest.
i said
When the children come out, will |
you let me have the very poorest of
the lot, just for an hour or so? I
promige to take good care of her.”
over
shrewd
which left him apparently

1 events in"the distant
h they called home. But |
guddenly Miss Rivers paused, and,
turning her graceful head, looked
| out over the silent valley, where
| only o few lights,gleamed here and
there, toward the great encircling
ramparis of the cliff crowned hi'le
their mighty outlines cut against the

i
|
|

At that moment the school doors |
opened, and the children came tum
like a
water which had broken

We are frightfully frivolous,” she its dam and was free to flow where it |

said with a lhittle sigh, " in the face
of anything so grand as this ecene.”
“ What would you have us do ?
quote Wordsworth ?" asked Thorn-
ton. ' Iconfess I've never tried
living up to scenery ; put it I should
gelect something lesd elevated than

He knew per
mtley

watched the children

gseparated her from her
companiong; then another and an-
other, until a little group remained |
: ) in the porch with Charles and the
capacity, I should think, l'fll\ﬂl’lxl‘tl‘ I
“Make your choice, sir,” said the | other things
only one |
who has designs on these youngsters |

“This is a very good distance from
which to admire the Sierra' said
| Armistead, leaning comfortably back
y \ in his chair. ''At nearer range one's

: ; in their behall
sentiments toward it are not exactly )

*Oh, I can't imagine that!” eaid
ot | Mise Rivers, quickly, "I am sure
my sentiments of admiration would
increase the nearer I came to it.
{ shall never be satisfied ""—she glanced
gmilingly at Lloyd—" until I bhave
climbed the Eastern pass yonder and

coal and faded cap, ar

found myself in the sierra—'pura | thought with pleasure of the trans-
Sicrra, as the people here say.

“You'll find it an awfulwilderness,” | in her appearance by pretty clothes.
“When I The child trotted by his side, quite

formation which could bs effected

unabashed by her sudden change of
circumstances ; and, taking it for
granted that the young man wae to

expressed to him with frank sim
plicity all the desires nearest to her |
heart.

eyes, and with pink clothes to come
| off,—real clothes with buttons and |

‘('lmrlts. vainly trying to remember |
| where he had got hold of the term of |
| ite significance

“No\ Me like a real doll, with a
pice face, and blue eyes and yellow
hair,"”

fhe wyas evidently an epicurg-in
dolls.

‘ Well, you can choose for yourself
But first you must come and have a |
bath

“But a nice, warm bath,” said
Charles, soothingly; " and your hair

¢ | I won't mind the bath.'

He gave the child in charge to one
of the bathing women at the publi
baths, and then went his way, with
the intention of procuring a complete
outfit for his poricges,

He wae beginning really to enjoy
his whim. Going into a large, store,
| he gave an order for an entire euit of
clothing for a girl of gix, naming an |
approximate price. But so general
an order could not be carried out
without some personal choice; and
when it came to selecting between
lace-befrilled garments the existence
of which he hardly suspected, he felt
that it wae time to draw the line
Compromise, he saw, must enter into
the best intentions; and he decided |
discreatly to withdraw from the
choice. confiding the whole matter to
a competent and motherly looking
saleswoman, whose sympathy saved
the young man from further embar
rassment. At last only the coat and
hat and the inevitable blue ribbon
remained for his personal taste to
decide upon ; and, these being chosen
Charles emerged from the shop with
a goodly sized parcel and a freshly
grown crop of parental feelings in
his heart. He now smiled indulg
ently at what, a week ago, seemed
utter folly.

Somewhat ashamed of his parcel
he returned to the baths, reflecting
that even if he did meet any fellow
students they could not poseibly
know what was in the parcel. It

wag duly given to the bathing
woman and a quarter of an hour
later the little girl emerged so trans-
formed as to be hardly recognizable.
Her dark, damp curls glistened under
the blue cap; her eyes and cheeks
glowed with new life; the blue coat
set off her well knit little body; and
the brown shoes and stookinge
showed to advantage her straight,
shapely legs and feet. Charles’ taite
| had made no mistake : as she was
now dressed, the child was really |
beautiful. She sprang in bis arms
and kissed him on both cheeks

“Ten't I fine? And I has lace and
fwills ingide! I's just love now, I
know !

no

of

n

She kissed bim again before he
put her down, Charles was unaccus
tomed to such demonstrations, and
the childs embraces produeed on

him & strange effect He could’ not |
say if it were pleagure or pain, but
felt more human, nearer to the
v 1d of his fellow-beings than he
had felt for years.

He took the child's hand and they

his

rds
1;]; started on a to 11'.\.1' inspection of the
his shops. He wasaltogether iadifforer
now ahout meeting  his fellow-st
curé, -
X of lents or any one else I'he ¢
‘ looked as if she might really be
tace, | COUSID oOr any kind of conveni nt
man's | 1 lative T'he young man lulit proud
of bis little companion; she, still
prouder of her newly found protec
he | tOF bounded gaily by his side, chat

ting unceasingly all the time, aa if
the bliss of the o casion needed an
overflow of words.

Her imagination had evidently
never etrayed beyond the merest |
necessities of life, or such luxuries
as 8 few pence could procure
| Charles’' generosity appeared to her
the wildes% prodigality, and she |
gought to restrain him, Only on|
one point was the exacting—that of |
tje doll, which was to be her own
| pacticular possession a dol! with
blug eyes, a pick drebs, and yellow |
| hair. The exact shade of the hair
presented a diffioulty; but at lnmyy
| ehe was fully satisfied |

And it's my own—my very own

| forever and forever ? And Marie is
not to take it away from me

“‘No, bnt Marie must have some
thing, too—something for herself.
What would she hike ?|

“ Marie would like a book—a big
book with lots of stories in it; and

the
and

he : .
s Oh, it'll be lovely !

“And you will let her play with |
your doll sometimes ?"'

* Yeg, pwap on Sundays after cate
chism, and nights when we have @&

opon

‘eause mother goes to sleep.”
The book was bought, and some
—for mother and father, |
and Aunt Louise, and even the baby.
At last, when Charles and his little
very | compauion had énded their pur

Ohristmag. | chases, he asked her where she

lived.

children,| ‘' Oh, it's not far from the church
and, as many a man in his place
would have done, chose the prettiest | comes on Sundays ?"

a dark-eyed, curley-headed mite of | (,arles did not tell her th
in her dingy, threadbare
i broken ghoes |
wae sfill a pleasant

Won't you come to see me when you

at ha did
not go to Mass on Sundays or ahy
other day; but she seemed to“have
gome misgivings on the eubject, for

[
Charles : ghe repeated her invitation.
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“Yes, I'll come to see you,
you must go home now."”

She saddened vieibly, and trotted
on in silence by his side.
" Bverything stops,”’
"1 want something that keeps |
Does things stop up |
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on all the time.
in heaven, too ?"
‘You mean do things come to an |
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thinge laet forever and ever.’
{ wants to go to
and | wants you to go,.too!
you want to go to heaven ?
Charles blushed and hesitated,
* 1 believe I do now, for your sake
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lights and flowers and things!
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They had reached a dingy street
| and at the door of one of
houses the child stopped

"I lives here, up at the top of that
big house whers
dwying in his window.

T'hen I must say goodby here, but
I'l] come to see you
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won't forget the Crib to

his arms to those of
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' Say really, truly

The little Jesus will give you lots
she whispered

give you myself,”

lagt adieu; and
there as o thing of beauty and sweet
a flower fresh fromn

decay and dirt and ugliness. oy '
St, Jerome's

along life's dusty highroad just for
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