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CHAPTER V—Continued 

“ 1 know well that it is not. I 
have never yet asked hospitality in 
the Sierra and had it refused.”

“ No, it is never refused,” she 
replied ; “ but sometimes it is very 
ill requited.”

There was a moment’s pause ; for 
Lloyd, who might have answered 
easily had he been ignorant of what 
special deed of ill requital was in 
her mind, felt all power of answer 
taken from him by his knowledge. 
And as he looked at her, in her noble 
beauty, her air of command, her 
pride and bar just resentment, be 
said to himself that the work which 
lay before Armietead was not only 
unenviable but doomed to failure, 
if this girl had the power, as she 
surely would have the will, to hold 
her own against the hand which 
came once more to return hospital
ity and trust by robbery.

This was the report which he 
made a little later to Armistead.

“ If I were in your place,” he 
added, “ 1 would go back to Trafford 
and tell him to come and do his own 
contemptible work if he wanted it 
done. But I should also warn him 
that he will never accomplish it ; 
for this girl will light like a lioness, 
and she will have the country 
behind her.”

Armietead smiled—a superior and 
not altogether pleasant smile.

“It’s not remarkable,” he observed,
“ that you haven’t—er—succeeded 
very well in life.”

“ if you mean that I am a complete 
failure,” Lloyd answered, “ I agree 
with you that it's not remarkable : 
but I don’t believe that it is abso
lutely necessary to choose between 
failure and doing such work as this.”

“ it is certainly necessary to choose 
between failure and carrying out the 
instructions of your employers. It I 
were foolish enough to go back to 
Trafford as you advise, do you know 
what would be the result ?”

“ I shouldn’t care.”
“ Probably not ; but the result 

would simply be that Trafford would 
send some other man to carry out 
his instructions with regard to this 
matter, and that I should lose a very 
valuable connection without doing 
any good to anybody—

“ Except to yourself. A man does 
good to himself when he keeps his 
hands out of such work.”

“You'll allow me to be the best 
judge of that,” returned Armietead, 
coldly. There was a moment’s pause, 
and than he added : “ We are going 
on with these people to-morrow.”

“ You mean—?”
“ The Santa Cruz party. I find 

that the administrador—what’s his 
name ?”

“ Don Mariano Vallejo.”
“Don Mariano is a very sensible 

man. My Spanish isn’t academic, 
but ho manages to understand it, 
and 1 can extract a good deal of 
information from him. When we 
reach Canelas I shall tell him that I 
have business with Dona Beatriz, and 
he will then prob tbly ask me to go on 
with them to Santa Cruz. It not, 
we will qüietly follow in a few days.
I suppose your chivalry has not been 
so deeply stirred by Dona Victoria 
that you will desert me at this stage 
of affairs ?”

“ My chivalry, as you call it, has 
been no more deeply stirred by Dona 
Victoria than it was stirred when you 
told me the story in San Francisco,” 
Lloyd replied a little coldly in turn.
“ Of course I will fulfill the agree
ment made then, which was that I 
should accompany you to Santa Cruz 
and act as your interpreter if you 
needed one ; but further than that 
I will not go.”

“ My dear fellow, I haven't the 
faintest intention of asking you to 
go further,” said Armietead carelessly, 
throwing away the end of the cigar 
he had been smoking. “ And now 
let us try to get a little sleep, since 
we must be up at daylight.”

At the time mentioned—that beau
tiful hour of dawn which is called in 
Spanish the madrugada — all was 
movement, bustle, noise, about Guas- 
imillae. Packs were being loaded on 
mules, blindfolded that they might 
stand still for the cords to be many 
times cast and then tightened about 
their aparejos ; mozos were shout
ing, bridles and spurs were jingling ; 
rolls of bright colored blankets lay 
on the ground ready to be adjusted 
behind the saddles of the riders. In 
the huer ta the Rivers’ tent had been 
struck, and mattresses, c ishions, 
blankets rolled in waterproof, to be 
placed with the canvas and poles on 
one of the mules standing by in the 
deep shade of the orange trees.

Isabel Rivers taking her way to 
the house, where breakfast was to 
be served on the corridor, was look
ing with such delighted eyes at the 
animated scene, that Lloyd, who met 
her, paused, struck by her expres
sion.

“ Buenos diaa, senorita ?" he said, 
smiling. “ You seem to bo enjoying 
something very much.”

“ I am enjoying everything,” she 
replied. “ Do you wonder ? I have 
left the nineteenth century — the 
ugly, prosaic nineteenth century— 
behind, and am in the fifteenth or 
sixteenth, when life was full of color, 
romance, picturesqueness. This is 
a perfect page out of those times.”

“ So it is,” he assented. “ And 
you like it ?”

“ Like is too faint a word. I have 
never enjoyed anything so much I 
for I have never been in a country

with natural features so marvel 
ously beautiful, and a life and cue 
toms that seem a perfect mingling 
of medieval Europe and the East. 
Don't you like it, or are you one 
of the Americans who pine for 
locomotives and trolleys ?”

“ 1 am not,” he assured her with 
commendable gravity. “ I believe I 
appreciate all the charm you are 
feeling ; although, of course, it is 
not so fresh to me as to you. But 
1 have lived in the Sierra a long 
time and it has laid its spell upon 
me.”

“ The Sierra 1” she repeated.
“ Somehow, when you and Dona 
Victoria utter that name it has a 
kind of magical suggestivonese. You 
speak of it as if it were a land 
apart.”

“ it is a land apart—one of the 
few untouched regions of primeval 
wildness and grandeur yet remain 
ing on earth.”

“ And you want to bring a rail
road into it and destroy it 1”

“ 1 want to bring a railroad into it! 
Who has been traducing me to 
you ?”

“ Somebody—papa or Mr. Thorn
ton—said yesterady that is what you 
are here for—you and Mr. Armis
tead.”

“ Mr. Armietead may be contem
plating such an enormity, but I am 
quite guiltless of it. The useful 
mule suffices me.” then, as they 
walked toward the house, he added :
“ 1 am glad you admire the country 
so much ; but do you think that 
you may grow a little tired of Topia 
—after the novelty has worn off ?”

“ No, I don’t think so,” she an
swered. “ That is papa's fear ; but, 
then, he does not know me very 
well. You see,” she went on con
fidentially, “ we have not lived to
gether for years—cotsince my mother 
died when I was quite a child. Since 
then 1 have lived with my aunt in 
San Francisco, or been abroad with 
another aunt. So papa regards me as 
simply one of the genus young lady, and 
credits me with what he supposes to 
be the tastes of that genus. I had 
to insist upon coming with him to 
Mexico.”

“ The Insensibility of fathers to 
their privileges is sometimes 
astonishing.”

“ Is it not ? But I hope to make 
him acquainted with me before I 
leave Topia. You know he can not 
get rid of me for at least six months. 
When the rainy season comes, it 
seems that this river rises and the 
way down the quebrada is closed.”

“ I suppose you are the only person 
who anticipates that event with 
pleasure. But you know you can 
always, if you like, go out over the 
Sierra.”

“ So Dona Victoria told me. Bv 
the by” — she paused again, — “ 
do you know Dona Victoria very 
well ?”

“ On the contrary, I met her for 
the first time last night.”

“ Oh ! but perhaps you can tell 
me if 1 am not right in thinking that 
she is very—typical ?”

“ Of her people, do you mean ? 
Yes : she has all the finest physical 
traits of her race.”

“ And more than the physical 
traits. It is difficult to express, but 
it seems to me that I have never 
before known any one so perfectly 
in harmony with her environment— 
all this, you know.” And Miss Rivers 
waved her tiding whip comprehen
sively In a gesture which included 
all the magnificence of the great 
gorge, as well as the varied and 
picturesque human life around 
them.

“ She makes the same impression 
upon me," Lloyd said, “ as if she 
were an impersonation of the wild, 
sylvan charm of the Sierra.”

” I thought you would feel it, too,” 
said Miss Rivers. “ 1 can always tell 
whetber or not it is worth while fio 
mention a thing of this kind to 
any one. There are people who 
would laugh at such fancifulness, 
you know.”

Lloyd answered quite truthfully 
that he knew very well.

“ But she keeps Wordsworth con
stantly in my mind—I mean, of 
course, some of his poetry,” Isabel 
went on, “ I find myself murmur
ing as I look at her :

“ And her’s shall be the breathing 
balm.

And her e the silence and the «aim 
Of mute, insensaie things.”

“ There is fire under the silence 
and the calm,” said Lloyd. “ 1 saw 
a flash of it last night.”

“ Did you ? But, after all, the fire 
should be there to typify perfectly 
the people and the country, should 
it not ?”

He laughed.
“ If you are determined to make 

a type of her, I suppose it should,” 
he replied. “ At all events, it gener
ally is there in both.”

“ She interests me very much,” 
said Miss Rivers. “ I shall ask her 
to come to see me in Topia, and I 
hope she may some. Do you think 
she will ?”

“ Unless she is as insensible as 
Mr. Rivers to a great privilege, she 
certainly will. And it she invites 
you to her home in the Sierra, let 
me advise you to go. That would 
interest you immensely.”

“ Oh, nothing would prevent my 
going,—nothing 1 If she only asks 
me—yes, papa, here I am ? Is break 
fast ready ? Come, Mr. Lloyd 1” "

CHAPTER VI.
LAS JO<AH

As the quebradas are but Nature's 
gates of entrance to the Sierra, and 
their enclosing heights but stepping- 
stones to the greater heights, sisters 
of the sky and the clouds beyond, 
so when the traveller, climbing up

ward by one of these wild gorges, 
has tracked its rushing river to its 
source high in the everlasting hills, 
he finds himself in the vast Alpine 
world of mountains and valleys, of 
hanging woods and singing waters, 
of abounding freshness, greenness 
and delight, which forms the|crest 
of the mighty Mother Range. In* 
these solitudes the homes of men 
are few : but now and then the bills 
open and on some uplifted plain are 
Arcadian breadths of productive 
fields, and cattle in Biblical num 
here, — a picture like a pastoral'hdyl, 
set in the frame of the surrounding 
mountains.!

It was such a jficture that Lloyd 
and Armistead saw before them us 
they drew up their horses on a bill 
side, which they were descending 
along a winding trail ; and, at a 
point where the wooded steeps fell 
sharply away, looked out between 
the tall stems of giant trees, and 
through their great crowns of 
verdure, at a wide, cultivated 
valley, on either side of which 
bold, green hills rolled up ; 
while a crystal stream, shining just 
now with sunset reflections, flowed 
through the levels. In the distance 
a cluster cf buildings stood embow
ered in shade, and the whole scene 
breathed an air of exquiete tranquil
ity.

“This,” said Lloyd, “ is Las Joyas.”
“ Las Joyas !" Armistead replied.

“ I thought it was Santa Cruz.”
“ The Santa Cruz Mine id two or 

three leagues distant, among the 
hills,” Lloyd answered. “This is 
the Calderon hacienda, which is old
er than the mine and bears a differ
ent name.”

“ Its a very prosperous looking 
place,” said Armistead, taking in 
with sweeping glance the far strech- 
ing fields and the stone walls, miles 
in length, which enclosed them. “I 
suppose that it was here Trafford 
found the—er—lady of whom we are 
now in search.”

“ No doubt,” Lloyd responded dry
ly, “ since it was her father’s proper
ty. He was what we would call a 
felf made man, coming from some 
small ranch among these mountains; 
but he must have had uncommon 
abilities, for he died owning a prin
cipality in land.”

“ If its all in the Sierra, it can’t 
be very valuable.”

“ It will be valuable if this country 
is ever opened up, for the timber on 
it alone is worth a fortune ; and 
meanwhile there are ranches enough 
besides this hacienda, to produce a 
fine income—from the point of view 
of the Sierra ”

‘ ‘Man Wants but little bore below,’
I should judge, whether he wants 
that little long or not,” said Armi
stead as they rode on. ' But, now 
that we have reached here, the ques
tion is how shall we be received ?”

“ Better than we deserve, I haven’t 
the least doubt,” Lloyd replied. “I 
spoke to Don Mariano frankly when 
we parted at Canelas, and told him 
that you had business to transact 
with Dona Beatriz on behalf of her— 
husband.”

“ Her husband l Trafford has 
been divorcad from her for at least 
fifteen years.”

“ Such trifles are not recognized 
here. In the eyes cf these people 
and as they believe in the eyes of 
God, Trafford is simply an unfaith
ful husband.”

“ At least Dona Beatriz has recog
nized the divorce sufficiently to re
sume her maiden name.”

“ Don’t you know Mexican (which 
is Spanish) custom better than that ? 
DonaBfcatrixhatnotresumedthename 
of Calceron, because she never gave 
it up. A Spanish woman when she 
marries does not part with her fami
ly name. She simply adds her bus- 
hand's to it with a preposition. She 
becomes, for example, Calderon de 
Trafford. And her children are 
Trafford y Calderon ; and if the last 
name is better known than the first, 
are likely to bo called by it, as in the 
case of Dona Victoria. It is a custom 
too common to excite remark, both 
ancient and legal ; not a new affec
tation, like the doubling of names 
in the States.”

“ Oh, with us there’s nobody aspir
ing to ba, fashionable who is so poor 
as to own but one name now Armi
stead laughed. “Well^to return to 
our subject. What did Don Mariano 
say you when told him why we were 
coming to see Dona Beatrix?”

“ Replied with the air of a hidalgo 
that Dona Beatrix would receive us 
if we came to her house, and would 
hear what we—that is, you—have 
to eay.”

“ You did not hint anything about 
the mine ?”

“ Certainly not. I only opened 
the way for our reception, without 
any misunderstanding of the busi
ness on which we corns. I don't 
know how you may feel, but I 
shouldn’t care to take advantage 
of their hospitality on tbe pretence 
of being merely travellers in the 
Sierra.

“ I sbould’fc call it a pretence ; 
we are travellers in the Sierra. 
And if you hadn’t been so frank, we 
should bave been at least sure of a 
night’s lodging. Now they may 
close the door in our faces.”

“ There ie no fear of it,” Lloyd re
plied. “ But since the door ia still 
rather far off, and night falls quick
ly here, we had better press on a 
little faster.”

They had now descended to the 
plain : and although their horses 
were tired from a day’s hard wo«k 
among the mountains, they quick 
ened their pace in response to the 
spur, as they found themselves on a 
level road, running by the side of a 
stone wall which bounded the oui 
tivated fields, spreading so far and 
fair and green toward the heights 
which closed the valley at its farth

er end. In the west, on a sky of 
pellucid acquamarine, a few clouds 
of pure, interne gold were floating ; 
and above them the evening star 
gleamed like a diamond. The crys
tal bpe clearness of the atmosphere, 
with its inexpreètible coolness and 
freshness, gave the sense of great 
elevation anid every breath taken 
into the lungs wus laden with the 
baliamic odors of the surrounding 
foiests.

After a ride of about a mile they 
reached the gates of the hacienda, 
from which a bread road led across 
the verdant expanse to where the 
white aeches of the dwelling shone, 
under toll tri es. On this road their 
figured were of course marks for ob 
servation from the time they entered 
the gates ; so when they finally drew 
up before the corridor that ran across 
the front of the long bouse they 
were not surprised to find Don Ma
riano awaiting them there,—a 
wonderfully dignified and pictures 
qua figure, with hie bronzed eagle 
face and gray hair.

He greeted them with the courtesy 
which never fails any stranger at 
the door of a Mexican house, mak 
ing them welcome with a hospitality 
which was not apparently lessened 
by the knowledge that they came on 
the errand of one who could only be 
regarded as an enemy. Then, while 
their horses were lead away, he bowed 
them through a great doorway—the 
massive, nail studdied doors of which 
might have served for a fortress,— 
into an inner court, surrounded by 
a corridor, or gallery, on which the 
apartments of the bouse opened. 
From this it was evident that there 
had lately been an exodus. A group 
of chairs near a table were not only 
empty, but one lay overturned ae if 
from the hasty flight of some one 
who had occupied it ; and there were 
traces of feminine presence in a 
work basket filled with materials for 
sewing, which had been left on the 
brick-paved floor of the corridor.

“ Be seated, seuores,” observed 
Don Mariauo, replacing the chair on 
its lege. “ If you have been riding 
all day in the Sierra, you are no 
doubt much fatigued and in need of 
refreshment.”

Lloyd, on whom the burden of 
conversation fell, responded that 
they were certainly fatigued, but 
hoped that their arrival at Las Joyas 
was not an inconvenience. While 
Don Mariano was assuring him to 
the contrary a servant approached 
with a bottle and several small 
glasses on a tray, and be broke off 
to beg that they would take some 
tequilla. Knowing this to be a rite 
of hospitality, the new corner 
drained each a glass of the fiery 
transparent liquid : and Don Mariano 
having himself tossed off one, the 
tray was placed on the tab'e. He 
then offered cigarettes : and these 
being accepted, opened conversa
tion,

“ You are from Canelas today ?” 
he asked, as he replaced in its box 
the unburnt end of the ma^ch with 
which he bad lighted hie cigarette.

Lloyd replied that they bad left 
Canelas the day a t r parting with 
him, and in the interval had been 
visiting one or two mines.

“ We wished to be sure that you 
had reached home before we pre
sented ourselves at Las Joyas,” he 
added.

“ You have business, then, with 
me,"ténor ?”

“ Not directly, senor. You may 
remember that 1 told you in Canelas 
that the business of Mr. Armistead 
is with the Senora Dona Beatriz Cal
deron. But he wished that she 
should be informed of his coming 
before his arrival ; and also that you, 
her administrador and adviser, 
should be with her.”

“ Your friend is very considerate ” 
—Don Mariano bowed toward Armis
tead, who acknowledged the saluta 
tion with the air of one modestly 
receiving his due. “ Is his business, 
then, so important ?”

“ I think I mentioned to you senor, 
that he is the bearer of a communi
cation from Mr. Trafford."

“ Ah !” Don Mariano looked at 
the cigarette held between his brown 
fingers for a moment. “ And this 
communication is for Dona Beatriz?”

‘ For Dona Beatriz—yes, senor.” 
Don Mariano rose. It was as if 

a chill breeze had blown over his 
whole air and manner.

“ 1 will inform Dona Beatriz,” be 
said, ceremoniously, and walked 
away.

“ We are in for it now, I suppose !” 
said Armistead, wearily stretching 
out hia lege. “ You might have told 
him that we are dead tired and would 
like a little rest before discussing 
business. Where ’the d< uce shall we 
betake ourselves if Dona Beatriz 
answers my communication by turn
ing us out of doors ?”

“ There’s nothing more unlikely.” 
“ You can never tell what will 

happen when you are dealing with— 
er—uncivilized people. We must 
manage to defer the discocsion of 
the matter until to-morrow. I am 
aching in every muscle, after ten 
hours in one of these confounded 
saddles, riding up and down moun
tains ; and 1 don’t want to talk busi
ness,—I want rest and food !”

“ Hero comes Don Mariano,” said 
Lloyd, glancing toward the door lead
ing into one of the apartments where 
Don Mariano had disappeared ; “ and 
Dona Victoria !”

It was indeed Victoria who came 
along the corridor toward them with 
the administrador. She was dressed 
with the utmost simplicity, and wore 
over her head and about her shoul
ders the rebozo which Mexican 
women seldom discard even in the 
house ; but her striking beauty, with 
its noble characteristics and absolute 
naturalness of manner and bearing, 
lost none of its impressiveness by

the lack of setting and adornment. 
As she approached the two men, who 
rose to their feet, she held out a 
slender, sunburnt hand, and gave 
the tips of her fingers for an instant 
to each.

“ Sientese ustedes 1” she said, with 
a queenly gesture ; and as they seated 
themselves again, she also eat down 
and regarded them with her dark, 
proud eyes. “We learn from Don 
Mariano, senores, that you wish to 
see my mother."

“ Yes, senorita,” Lloyd replied.
“ Mr. Amietead is charged with a 
matter of business to present to the 
consideration of the tienora your 
mother.”

“ She requests that he will present 
it to me, senor.”

Lloyd glanced at Armistead, who, 
comprehending the words, shook his 
head.

“ I never do business except with 
principals, if it can possibly be 
avoided,” he replied. “ Bay to Dona 
Victoria that it is necessary I should 
deliver my communication to her 
mother, but that I will veiy willingly 
wait until it is quite convenient for 
Dona Beatriz to see me.”

Victoria frowned slightly when 
this was repeated to her.

“ It is not a question of conveni
ence,” she said, with a note of anger 
in her voice. “ It is that I wish to 
spare my mother something which 
can not but be painful to her.”

“ I understand,” Lloyd answered ; 
and if there was anger in her voice, 
there was unmistakable sympathy in 
his. “ But although Mr. Armistead 
must state his business to you if you 
insist upon his doing so, it will be 
better that he should speak with 
your mother directly. Then there 
can be no doubt of her answer.”

“ When I speak for my mother, it 
is os if she spoke for herself, senor.”

“ I have not the least doubt of 
that, senorita ; but unlefs your 
mother absolutely refuses to eee-Mr. 
Armistead, he has no right to deliver 
his communication to any one else. 
You see be is only the messenger of 
—another person.”

“ Say that I would much prefer to 
wait until to morrow," Armietead 
broke in. “ And do give a bint that 
we should like a room and some 
supper.”

“ Dice el senor que el quiere mucho 
un ouarto y cena,” said an unex
pected, disdainful voice, which made 
eveiyone start and turn around. In 
a door way just behind them a tall, 
extremely good looking young man 
was standing, curling the ends of his 
dark mustache, as he eyed the two 
strangers with a glance of distinct 
disfavor.

“ My son, Don Arturo Vallejo,” 
said Don Mariano, with a wave of 
the hand. “ He understands Eng
lish.”

“ I no epik it well,” said Don 
Arturo ; “ but I comprehend when 
others spik it.”

“ So it appears,” remarked Lloyd, 
dryly. “ We are much obliged by 
your kindness in making ua aware 
of the fact.” Then, turning to Vic 
toria : “ I hope you will pardon my
friend for expressing the desire Don 
Arturo has so abiuptly tr nslated. 
We have no right to trespass on your 
hospitality.”

“ Our house is yours, senor,” she 
said in the familiar formula of wel
come cf the country. “ And, as I 
told you once before, in the Sierra 
hospitality is never refused.”

“ I remember, senorita,” Lloyd 
replied ; and it did not need the look 
in her eyes to assure him that the 
words she had added in Guasimillas 
were aa present in her memory 
as in his.

TO 13K CONTINUED

FROM COUNTRY LANES
By Ellen E. McPartlin in Roeary Magazine

“ In the hull city there's none that 
I know—not one,” sighed old Dinny 
Garrity, rocking to and fro in the 
sun parlor of his fine new home on 
the fashionable avenue. He was 
lonesome for the farm he had recent
ly sold, for the old friends, and the 
familiar sights and sounds of the 
country. Wistfully he gazed down 
the beautiful elm shaded boulevard, 
reviewing in thought the years of the 
past.

A poor immigrant, he had settled 
in the peaceful farming community 
known to its inhabitants ae Tyrone 
Valley ; there, with Bridget his wife, 
he had toiled through many hard 
>ears, wrestling a living from the 
soil. Times had grown easier as the 
years went by, and the Garritys had 
been able to give their children a 
tine education, even sending them 
away to colleges in the city. The 
young people were bright and in
dustrious, and had done well, but 
they had become widely scattered, 
too, slipping at last into houles of 
their own in far away places. When 
Bridget’s death left Dinny alone, his 
children had begged him to sell the 
farm and make hia home with some 
one of them, but he clung tenacious
ly to the place that held memories so 
dear to him. Then Anne, the only 
unmarried daughter, had given up 
the brilliant musical career that was 
open to her to keep her father com
pany. She had tried to give up her 
ambitions and alapt herself to rural 
surroundings, but her father could 
see that she still yearned for a differ
ent life from1 the one she was living ; 
and so, after a few years, he consent
ed to sell and move to the city.

The fertile valley acres sold for a 
great price, and D nny Garrity was a 
rich man. He rewarded his daugh
ter s loyalty by allowing her the 
choice of the home, and Anne had 
promptly chosen a beautiful home in 
the neighborhood where lived sever
al of her old college acquaintances ;

they were people of wealth and 
social position—and Anne was ambi
tious.

The old man tried hard to be con
tented in the grand new home. 
Anne was good to him, but she was 
trying hard to emulate her friends ; 
there was a maid in the kitchen, the 
meals were served in style. Dinny 
would have preferred the old fash 
ioned ways. It seemed to him he 
could be content if only be could 
have his supper out in the kitchen, 
and sit with bis feet on the hearth 
of the cook fctove, reading the paper 
by the light of a kerosene lamp ; it 
would seem “ natural ” he told him
self. But it was no use wishing for 
that, for the maid would have no one 
in her kitchen—and what good was a 
gas range anyway ? In the old days 
Dinny h last move each night before 
getting ready for bed was to get 
down the old drawing knife and the 
soft pine board to make shavings for 
the mornin? tire. There was no 
need of shavings for the gas range, 
nor was there comfort in locking into 
its blue flame.

Now he was trying to console him
self with arguments : “ Bure, I’m al- 
ways dressed up, an' have nothing to 
do,” he told himself with an attempt 
at cheerfulness. “ What more should 
I want ?” Then he began thinking 
about the work he used to do on the 
farm—the chores around orchard 
and stables. “ I’ve not even a wood
shed now,” he thought sadly. He 
got up from bis chair and took a 
roundabout way to the rear of the 
bouse. Anne had a “ roomful o' 
company ” he knew, aud he didn't 
want to see them.

“ What good is their ta'k,” he mut
tered contemptuously. He was re
membering the fcrov.p cf his old 
friends that used to galber about tne 
yard on a Sunday afternoon ; some 
one would produce a copy of “ The 
Irish World,” and Tim Calvin would 
open the discussion of Home Rule. 
That was talk indeed 1

He stole up the stairs that led to 
the attic. Here were stored many 
old relics that Dinny had not tbe 
heart to part with. He sank down 
into the rocking chair that had been 
hie particular favorite for many 
years ; automatically his elbows 
foend the supporting curves of the 
padded arms.

It was strangely still in the attic ; 
the little shaded windows made a 
twilight in the room, friendly shad
ows filling the corners. Near him 
was tbe bench that he himself had 
put together when he and Bridget 
had first begun housekeeping in the 
New World ; there was the small 
hair trunk that had brought their 
scant possessions from the old coifn 
try ; there was the old book case with 
its treasure of dusty,_ time stained 
volumes. The frieudly shadows 
shifted further into the room, like 
old familiar shapes seen dimly. 
Dinny could almost believe tbe ears 
of corn swung by their husks from 
the rafters ; he could imagine the 
faint sweet fragrance from festoons 
of dried apples. He went over to the 
old bair trunk and took out the bat 
tered violin that had been his treas
ured possession through life. A 
little tremulously, ho slipped it into 
position and began to play “ Tne 
WTind that Shakes the Barley but 
the bent old fingers were even less 
nimble than usual and the tune died 
quaveringly away as the old man sat 
with head bowed low.

Presently he arose and tip toed 
down the stairs, through the immac
ulate kitchen, into the yard in the 
rear of the house. A wire netting 
fence ran along the edge of the yard. 
A wide gateway gave egress to the 
alley, or driveway, that cleft the 
square. With a sudden overpower
ing longing for the byways of the 
world, the old man opened the gite 
and wandered down the alley way. 
He walked slowly, with his shoulders 
a little more bent than usual. Once 
he stopped to pull a straggling weed, 
naming it over to himself as some
thing familiar. It seemed as alien 
to the fashionable equate as himself.

After a while he had passed out of 
the square in which he lived and into 
another, still keeping to the byways, 
then suddenly he “ stopped in his 
tracks” as he himself afterward said. 
He was standing in the alley-way be
hind a grand stone hot ■)—finer than 
his own, it was—and coming toward 
the Jilley, stealthily, with many a 
har-Kward look, was one whom Dinny 
insfc ntly describee to h m&elf as “the 
cut an’ likenets av Patrick Case , 
my good old friend.” There was the 
long, slightly aquiline nnse, the 
pointed white chin-whisker thrust 
forward as he walked with neck a 
trifle outstretched, and even the 
walking stick, clasped in both hands 
behind his back.

Dinny stood waiting, a pathetic 
eagerness gripping him. He knew it 
was not Patrick Casey—but it was 
some one that looked like him.

The newcomer upon the alley 
paused, and looked at Dinny in sur
prise and uncertainty.

Then Dinny staked his all :
“ Thigga thu Gaelic ?”
It was the old cry of the Celt heart- 

hunger in alien land.
The newcomer reached for Dinny’s 

hand :
“ Thigga thu, shanvar, thigga 

thu 1”
Then followed questions and 

answers. Dinny gave the outlines of 
hie story, trying not to mike it seem 
like complaining ; but Cavanaugh 
slipped an arm through his and fell 
into step.

“ Don’t t know, then ? Didn’t I 
farm it thirty years an’ more, an’ 
then didn’t we come here to tbe city, 
and the old woman an’ the girls go- 
tng in for style an’ all 1”

Dinny listened with mouth half- 
agape ; there was growing in his 
heart the joy of a comrade found.
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