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sodden, her beautiful hair defiled by the mud of the high-

way. She had fallen face downward. As though some
evil omen warned him, Leon Valle hastening from the

rear anticipated them in raising the corpse.

It was that of the maddened Dolores. It had needed
no weapon to reach her heart; despair and agony had
summoned to her destruction the swift and fatal malady
that had killed her father. Those who saw her, he wh j

pressed her wildly to his breast and bade her live, accus-

ing himp^elf not her, called it a broken heart. As her child

had said, " Death wipes out every wrong." Only remorse,

pity, love survive.

They buried them both— the two of that sad name
Dolores— in the hacienda church. But one lies in a
nameless grave, and the other is marked by one that

recalls a vision of a beautiful girl, to whom a happier

destiny should have brought the joys of life, and whose
proud spirit should have conquered its cares ; yet its per-

plexities, its conllicting passions, had made the pilgrimage

so hard, so set with thorns, that she had been content)—
yes, thankful— to end it there :

*' Chinita."

In so short a life the unfortunate girl could not have
wandered far from heaven ;

yet for years there was one
on earth who spent upon each day long hours of prayer

and fasting at the tomb of her brother's child,— to the

memory and the name of Chinita uniting that of Leon, and
embracing both in the undying love which looked beyond
the grave for its perfection and its reward. At evening
would come one older, but more peaceful than the mourn-
er, to lead her home ; and hand in hand, the two would
pass out into the soft and tranquil air. Thus Doiia Isabel

and Feliz renewed with tears the friendship of their 3'outh

;

and thus— ended the ambitions, the passions, the im-

petuous pride, sources of such strange and grievous per-

plexities— they await together in peaceful gloom the light

of a perfect day.


