CHAPTER XXVIL

A YEAR and three months had gone by whén
Riverius and his wife stood in & terraced
windings of & little Saxon river, }

which is
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“Ah1” he said, “there is Paul on his pony. " He
will ride well in time. There is & good soldierdn
“that boy. &-dqwdlwvﬂmwy

“No, no,” she said. “His career will be at home,
not here. lﬂh‘-whmd\lﬁ’
when the time comes.”

“Ah, well” returned Riverius, “the day is not
_ yet, and to harden thy heart when it e
“haps. What of mine? Klove the boy, well” R

The woman smiled. 1 shall have my way. !5' ]
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