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CHAPTER IV—CONTINUHD
They rode uuder the overhanging 

shade of trees, and dismounted be
fore a house of more pretension than 
most of the qaebrada residences : an 
abode structure, with a long, parti
ally enclosed corridor in front, in
stead of the usual ratnada. In this 
corridor one or two lamps were 
burning ; a table, covered with a 
cloth and bearing some dishes, stood; 
while various ligures, both mascu
line and feminine, were moving 
about ; aud as the newcomers rode 
up a middle aged man oiuie forward 
to meet them.

“ Ah, Don Pablo !—come esta Vd.t"
said Lloyd, putting out his,baud.

It was dark under the trees, but 
Don Pablo knew tue voice.

“ It is Don Felipe !" be announced, 
delightedly. “ Don Felipe himself 1 
A thousand welcomes, eenor. 1 knew 
you would come back, although you 
told us you were going away to 
stay.”

“ Yes, I am back," Lloyd answered. 
“And you are well? and Dona Maria? 
and all the family ? Good 1 This 
is my friend, tienor Armibtead, — 
another Americano. You can give 
us food for ourselves and our horses 
—pronte ?"

All that I have is yours, senor, 
and you shall be served as soon as 
possible ; but there are many people 
here to - night, and my wife and 
daughter have their hands full."

“ Who are the people ?"
“ The Garente of the Caridad, with 

a party, senor ; and the adminis- 
trador of the Santa Cruz, with hie 
condueta.”

“ We passed the conducts out yon
der, and—but what is that ?"
' ‘ It is the ladies in huerta. senor,
Binging."

“ The ladies ?"
“ Dona Victoria Calderon and the 

daughter oi the Garente of the Car 
idad.’

Lloyd turned to his companion.
“ Do you hear that ?" he a*ked. 
“The singing? Certainly," Armi- 

Btead answered. “ What doss he say 
about it ? *

“ He says that the singers are 
Misa Rivers and Dona Victoria Cal
deron."

“ Dona—who ? 1
“ The daughter of the owner of 

the Santa Cruz Mine,—if you under 
stand that better."

Armistead stared.
“ You don't mean it !" he said.
“ It does seem like overdoing the 

coincidence business," Lloyd ad
mitted. “ But since things always 
turn up when you want them, and 
it’s to be supposed that you want 
Dona Victoria, she has only followed 
the rule in obligingly turning up."

“ Rather prematurely," Armistead 
returned. “ I could have waited for 
the pleasure of meeting her ; but, 
after all, I suppose it is a lucky acoi 
dent. She doesn’t know who I am 
or why I’m here, and this meeting 
will give me a chance 6o study her a 
little. We'll wash our faces and 
join them."

A little later they came upon a 
pretty scene in the huerta. The 
aspect of this charming place — a 
grove of orange trees, forming de 
lightful vistas tor the eye, all green 
and gold in daylight and full of 
shadowy mystery at night—had so 
enchanted Mies Rivers that ahe in
sisted upon her tent being pitched 
here. A moon but little past the full 
was now risen over the heights and 
poured its radiance into the que- 
brada, showing every fold of the 
great hills, flashing on the swift 
current of the crystal river, and 
making a fairy lace-work of silvery 
lights and black shadows in the wide 
alleys of the huerta. The white 
canvas of the tent shone like snow 
under the broad boughs of glossy 
foliage ; and before its door, over 
which a Moorish lantern hung, with 
the light gleaming jewel like through 
ruby glass, a group was gathered in 
various easy attitudes—Miss Rivers, 
Dona Victoria, Thornton and Mac- 
Kenzie, on bright colored blankets 
and cashions ; Mr. Rivers and Don 
Mariano a litsle withdrawn to one 
side, and more sedately seated on 
chairs brought from the house.

Lloyd and Armistead, as they ap
proached under the trees, paused at 
sight of this group ; struck not so 
much by its general pictureequeness 
as by the central figure on which the 
moonlight tell most broadly,—the 
figure of the Mexican girl, who, 
she sat in the lustrous radiance, with 

# a guitar in her hands, seemed en 
flowed with a beauty altogether 
marvellous. She was singing at the 
moment, and what she sang was 
1 La Golondriana,"—that sweetest 
and saddest of Spanish airs, the very 
cry of an exile s broken heart :

Adonde ira, veloz y fatigada,
La golondrina que de aqui se va,
O si an el viento se hallara eetra 

viada
Buscando abrigo y no lo enconfcrara.

There was a pause, in which no 
one stirred ; and then, like honey 
dropping from the honeycomb, the 
low, rich notes fell again on the 
listener’s ears :

Ave querida, amada peregrina,
Mi oorazon al tuye estrechare 
Oire tu canto, tierna golondrina, 
Raoordare mi patria y llorare.

With a cadence full of tenderness 
and pathos, the voice died into 
ailenoe over the last

after a moment it was Mise Rivers 
who spoke :

“ I never heard those words of 
‘La Golondrina’ before. They are 
exquisite. And one might fancy 
that >ou had been an exile like 
Aben lia tried in the other version, 
senorita,—you sing them so feel
ingly."

" 1 have been enough of an exile 
to understand them, senorita, ’ Vic
toria answered, in a voice almost as 
musical as her singing tones ; “ but 
I learneda these words from ray 
mother, who has felt all that tney 
express."

“ Why, Lloyd—Armistead 1" Mr. 
Rivers suddenly perceived the two 
figures now advancing from the 
shadows. “ So you two fellows have 
caught up with us 1"

“ It hasn't been very hard to do," 
Lloyd remarked as they shook hands.
“ Your progression seems to have 
been most leisurely."

“ Why not ? Haven’t we left the 
Land of Hurry behind ? Isabel, you 
remember Mr. Armistead and Mr. 
Lloyd ? And we have some Mexican 
friends with us. Lloyd, you know 
Don Mariano Vallejo, of course ?
Don Mariano,"—lapsing into Span
ish—“ let me introduce Mr. Armis- 
stead, a distinguished mining expert 
from the States, come to examine 
the mineral resources of your coun
try in the interests of capitalists.
And this is the Senorita Dona Vic
toria Calderon. Dona Victoria, these 
senores Americanos desire.to place 
themselves at your feet."

It was all over piesently — the 
hand shaking, bowing, complimente ; 
and the senores Americanos dropped 
into their places,—Armistead by the 
side of Miss Rivers, and Lloyd near 
Thornton, who expressed hie pleas
ure at seeing him again.

“ I was afraid yon had grown dis 
gusted and left us,” he said. “ I'm 
glad to see you haven't. There are 
great chances here, once this region 
is opened np ; and you have spent 
too much time in the Sierra to let 
other men come in and win the 
prizes."

“ They are likely to do that any 
way," Lloyd answered. “ I have 
long since made up my mind that 
I'm one o£ the unlucky dogs of the 
world, who win no prizes."

“ It's your own-fault if you are— 
but it doesn't look like it just now.
To have got bold of Trafford’s expert 
is prêt y good luck."

“ The boot is on the other leg—he 
has got hold of me."

“ Whichever leg it is on, you can 
make use of him can't you ? He's 
here to look up mines, isn’t he ?"

“ To some extent."
“ Oh, I’m not asking you to violate 

confidence ! One knows tho mystery 
in which these gilt edged experts 
enwrap their business. Diplomatists 
settling the affairs of nations aren’t 
in it with them. Soma day I intend 
to begin to put on such airs myself.
It seems the only road to success."

“ Don’t begin yet. You are too 
good a fellow to be spoiled. And 
really Armistead doesn’t put on the 
airs to which you allude to any offen
sive extent. But tell me how things 
are going with you, and how you 
come to be with these people of the 
Santa Cruz ?"

“ Purely by accident. They came 
up with us at the noon rest to-day, 
and we’ve travelled together since.
I wish they were—elsewhere."

Why?"
Well, Miss Rivera has taken a 

great fancy to Dona Victoria, and 
devotes all her attention to her. 
This makes things rather tiresome 
for the rest of us."

Meaning Mackenzie and your
self,—1 see. Bui Mai is putting in 
his time very well just now, and 
the girl is magnificently handsome."

Tiiornton glanced at Dona Victoria 
and Mackenzie, who were talking to
gether.

She'e handsome certainly—to 
anybody who likes the style," he 
agreed temperately. “ As for Mao- 
Kenzie, he's more of a Mexican than 
anything else, and always gets on 
with these people. She’s a great 
heiress, you know. Her mother’s the 
sole owner of the Santa Cruz 
Mine."

“ Ah!"
“ Rather a remarkable young 

woman for a Mexican," Thornton 
continued “ Manages the business 
herself and does it uncommonly well. 
Even gives orders to Don Mariano 
yonder, who looks as if he could take 
President Disz’s job with credit to 
himself ; and who is as shrewd as he 
looks, judging from our business ex
perience with him. We part with 
them to-morrow, I'm glad to say. ] 
How about Armistead and yourself ? 
You are going on to Topia, I 
suppose ?"

“ The cordiality of the supposition 
is so great that I regret nob being 
able to say positively that we are, 
but we may go instead to Canelas. 
There’s some property in that neigh
borhood we wish to look at."

“ Then you’ll travel with thé Santa 
Cruz party, no doubt ?"

“ Possibly—if we like to do so."
“ Oh, I should think you’d like 1 

Dona Vietoria, ae you’ve said, is 
tremendously handsome and the 
Santa Cruz Mine is the best ore-pro- 
duoer in this part of the Sierra."

“ 1 fail to see the connection."
“ Many men would see it quickly 

enough. The time has been when 
Armistead would, but I suppose he’s 
too prosperous now for that sort of 
thing. Bu.t, prosperous or not’—and 
the speaker rose with an air of deter
mination,—“ I don’t see why he 
should be permitted to monopolize 
Mies Rivers, and I'm going to join 
them. Will you come ?"

Lloyd looked at the girl who was 
talking to Armistead. Had he never 1

magnetism, which her presence dif
fused. But as it chanced he, too, 
had talked with her under the stars 
in the patio of the hotel at Guaymas, 
he knew by personal experience the 
delighbtulnees of her companionship; 
and he was conscious, therefore, of a 
temptation to share, even with others 
in the conversation, so sweet, so gay, 
so full of that quick comprehension 
and sympathy which is the fine flow
er of culture. But duty Intervened. 
As they were entering the huerta, 
Armistead had said :

11 You know my Spanish isn’t good 
enough for conversational purposes, 
so I wish you would cultivate the 
Santa Cruz young woman. Try to 
find out, as far as possible, what 
kind of person she is."

“ I didn’t engage for diplomatic 
service," Lloyd reminded him.

“ But you engaged to do my talk
ing, and this is a case where it’s 
very important that it should be 
done," Armistead responded impat 
iently. “I’d like to exchange some 
of my French and German for a little 
Spanish just now : but, since that 
isn’t possible, I must use yours—and 
I want the benefit of all the brains 
you have in the bargain."

It was the recollection of this which 
moved Lloyd when, in reply to 
Thornton’s last words, he answered 
a little reluctantly :

" Thanks !—no. Miss Rivers will 
be quite sufficiently monopolized 
with yourself and Armistead. I be
lieve I’ll join Mackenzie and culti 
vate the heiress of the Santà Cruz."

CHAPTER V.
UNDER THE ORANGE TREKS

1 There is no merit in hospitality 
toward those who come to ruin and 
rob," she said. “ And if they did not 
rob," she added, with a keen instinct,

they would change all things. It 
would be no longer our country after 
many Americans came into it. »f I 
could I would make them all stay 
away T

‘ You would banish us all—even 
Miss Rivers, who admires the coun
try so much ?"

Victoria hesitated an instant. 
Plainly Isabel Rivers’ charm had 
been potent even here. But potent 
as it was it did not make her waver.

“ Yes," she said, “ 1 would wish 
that even Miss Rivers did not come, 
because she may bring others ; 
and, whether they admire our coun
try or not we don't want them."

“ If admiration of a country ic not 
a pat sport, then there is clearly no 
place for me," said Lloyd, who was 
at the same time amused and sym 
pathetic. It is possible that these 
sentiments might have yielded to a 
sense of natural offence at such 
plain speaking but for his remem 
brance of the story which justified 
i.oth the feeling and the manner in 
which it was expressed. A mingling 
of curiosity and interest made him 
probe a little farther. “ I suppose 
that with these sentimsnts you 
would close the gates of your 
hacienda in the face of all Ameri
cans ?"

“ Americans do not come to our 
hacienda, senor," Victoria answered. 
“ But if they should—our gates are 
never closed to strangers. It ie not 
the way o! the Sierra."

TO BE CONTINUED

That Mackenzie was quite ready 
to resign hie place by the heiress of 
the Santa Cruz became apparent as 
soon as Lloyd approached them. He 
arose with alacrity, commending the 
newcomer to Dona Victoria's consid
eration, and then himself made haste 
to join the group around Miss Rivers.

Lloyd looked after him with a 
smile : and the emile was still on his 
lips when bis glance returned to the 
Mexican girl, as she sat on her Or
iental-like pile of cushions, with the 
Moorish lantern hanging from the 
end of the ridge pole of the tent above 
her head. These accessories—frag 
monte of the modern craze for things 
Eastern and bizarre,—which had 
been brought by Mies Rivers for pur
poses of decoration, seemed to 
lose their note of strangeness, aud 
to fit into the scene as perfectly as 
the Hispano-MoreEque architecture 
of the country, or tue ancient lamps 
of wrought iron swinging in so many 
Ehadowy arcades and dim chapels 
since the sixteenth century. Espec
ially they suited this girl, who be 
longed to the world they suggested, 
or at least to a world remote from 
all that is classed under the term 
modern. With his knowledge of the 
widely differing strains of blood 
which met in her veins, and of still 
more widely differing hereditary in
fluences which might be supposed to 
have aided in moulding her charac
ter, Lloyd found himself regarding 
her curiously ; but, except in the fair
ness of her skin, he could perceive 
no trace of alien blood. Otherwise 
she seemed to him a perfect type of 
a race he had always admired, a sup 
erb imparsonation of the finest phy
sical traits of her people.

“ She is a true daughter of the 
Sierra," he said to himself : and then 
he spoke aloud : “ I suppose tuat 
you ara on your way home, senorita?"

“ Si, senor," she answered court
eously but briefly.

“ I had once the pleasure of see 
ing your home. It is very baauti- 
fu," Lloyd went on, chosing the only 
topic which seemed available.

She looked at him surprised.
" You have seen my home, senor ? 

It is very far in the Sierra."
“ But I know the Sierra well," he 

answered. “ I have been in it a 
great deal, and I like it extremely."

Her surprise was now mingled 
with the same incredulity she had 
shown when Miss Rivers declared 
her admiration of the quebrada.

“ You like the Sierra 1" she re
peated. “That is not common with 
Americanos. They think our coun 
try rough and ourselves uncivilized, 
—at least that is what I have heard 
for I know very few of them."

Her tone so plainly added, “ Thank 
God !" that Lloyd smiled again.

“ All Americans are not alike, sen 
orita," he remarked. “ Theie are 
some who measure everything by 
what they know as home, and who are 
rude in their criticism of things to 
which they are not accustomed ; 
but these are uncultivated and what 
we call provincial. There are others 
who not only admire all that is pio 
turesque, but who would not it they 
could change foreign manners and 
customs, beotuee they jgive variety 
and color to the world."

“ The senorita is like that," said 
Victoria, glancing at Miss Rivers. “I 
did not suppose there wore any 
Americana of that kind until I met 
her. She admires even the queb
rada."

“Se you see I tell the truth. There 
are Americans and Americans. Un
fortunately, not many like Mies 
Rivers have ever to and their way 
into this part of Mexico."

“ But you are like her if you ad 
mire the Sierra."

“ In that respect, yes. Ai^d there 
are many others who would be wild 
with admiration over its baauty."

“ I should be sorry for Americans 
of that kind to come," said Victoria, 
deliberately. ” We do not want 
them."

“ Is not that very inhospitable?" 
Lloyd remonstrated.

The girl looked at him, frowning
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i aiea into Been her before he would have felt, unooneoionely until her black brows 
worde : and attracted by the charm, reeietlca» ae I ma^e aatraight line aoroea her face.

By Leslie Moore in St. Anthony's Messenger
I.

“He died, Madam, like a soldier 
and a gentleman."

The words seemed to come from 
an immeasurable distance. Where 
had sbe heard them before ? At 
some time in her life she had heard 
those very worde spoken, and on just 
such another sunny day. They had 
not affected her then ; they had held 
no significance. But now — wait ; 
when was it they had been said ? 
Someone else had spoken those 
words. It had been a woman ihat 
time, not a man. A woman who— 
yes ; that was it.

A sc>ne began to form itself slowly 
in her mind—a room with dark green 
curtains, a book case with glass 
doors, a table covered with much- 
thumbed books, and, outside a gar
den bathed in sunlight.

“He died, my dear, like a soldier 
and a gentleman."

They had been a few words spoken 
by her governess at the end of a les
son on one of the world’s heroes. 
How little a man’s life and death had 
mattered in comparison with a few 
hours in the open air, a meado v 
sweet with hot hay, and alive with 
the myriad sounds of summer. Was 
not that the end of the lesson. 
Could she not now escape into the 
sunlight, away from the darkness of 
the closed zoom? But that was 
years ago. What was she thinking 
about? Had that man a mother, 
too ? She had not thought about his 
mother. Was that why she had not 
cared then ?

What was it? This was not the 
old schoolroom at home. This was 
her house in London, and that man 
opposite her had just said something, 
the same kind of thing her governess 
had said on that Bummer afternoon 
so long ago. Well, she muet make 
an effort to be polite, to attend to 
him.

She turned towards him. He could 
see her face, and, though he was an 
old soldier and had seen many 
battles, the gray numbness of it 
struck terror to hie heart.

“You — have understood?’ he 
atked.

He had been there half an hour. 
He had told the whole story from the 
beginning , but, after the first few 
words, he did not know if she had 
realized what he had said.

He waited ; he saw her eyes wan 
dar slowly round the room, seeking 
the everyday objects that were a 
reality, striving by the realization uf 
them to force her mind back out of 
that grayness which had so suddenly 
clouded it, aud to take hold of the 
present with a firm grasp.

It was the barking of a dog in the 
street which roused her. He saw 
the numbness break, give way before 
the realization of overwhelming sor 
row, and the pain in her eyes as she 
raised them to his face, cut him like 
a knife.

“ I have understood. Thank you, 
Colonel Graham, for coming yourself 
to tell me. It cannot hava been an 
easy task."

She was looking at him bravely 
now, the charm, the grace, of the 
reserved woman of the world strug 
gling to hide for a moment the sor 
row of the mother.

She held out her hand. He took 
it, pressed it hard, then stumbled 
awkwardly from the room, swearing 
softly to himself as he went down 
stairs.

And in the room he had left, the 
woman sat still by the window.

She knew it all now, everything he 
had come to tell her—the story of a 
life given for a lile, her boy dead that 
another man might live. The other 
man had recovered from his wounds, 
and was doing well. She had asked 
that. The trained politeness and 
tact of years does not easily desert 
ono even in a crisis. She was glad 
of it. She was glad, too, that Ihat 
other mother was not to suffer as she 
was suffering. Yet, was she really 
glad ? Perhaps that woman had 
other children, and hers had been

the only one. He had been brave; 
she must ba brave, too. Bet it is 
easier to be brave for a moment in 
the heat of battle than through the 
gray monotony of long years. It is 
from women such courage is demand 
ed.

She rose slowly from the window 
and went up to her room. It was 
time to dress for dinner.

Her maid looked at her with sym
pathetic eyes. The news that trouble 
was in the air bad traveled to the 
servants’ hall.

“ My black drees, please, Newman. 
And, Ncwrnan, Colonel Graham 
brought bad news. Mr. Jack has 
been killed in action."

The woman stopped halfway across 
the room, the dress in her hands. 
Sfce looked at her mistress for a mo 
ment, then let tho dross fall, and 
buret into tears.

“And "I have not even shed one 
tear," thought the mother.

When her husband came in later, 
she knew from hie face that Colonel 
Graham had been to the club with 
the news. It was good of him to 
save her what pain he could.

“Graham has been here?" said 
Sir John. His eyes did not meet 
hers.

“ Yes," said Lady Mitchell.
Sir John coughed. “ I’m—I'm cut 

up," he said. '* But, bless me, I feel 
it worse folk you, Di ; I know what he 
was to you."

She could not answer, and together 
they went into the dining room. It 
was a very silent meal. When their 
glasses had been filled with port aud 
the butler had withdrawn, Sir John 
looked across the table at his wife. 
Every night since their eon had left 
Woolich with flying colors the same 
toast had been drunk.

“Jack, God blest him."
But tonight Sir John’s hand 

trembled, and he raised the glass un 
steadily. By an effort be straight 
ened himself.

“ To the man our boy saved." he 
said huskily.

And then she broke down.
II.

It was the beginning of a long ill 
ness, one to which the doctors could 
give no definite name, and daring 
which she was conscione only on 
fatigue. Even the moments between 
sleeping and waking ceased to t<*r - 
rify her. She did not actively with 
to die, but neither did she wish to 
live. Life, death, everything, had 
become a negation ; fatigue was the 
only active force within her, if any
thing so languid can be termed act 
ive.

The illness lasted for six months, 
and the first signs of a recovery 
showed themselves in the wish that 
she were less tired. Fatigue became 

monotony, and gradually—very 
gradually—her mind roused to resent 
it. She bad been moved from Lon 
don to their house near the sea, and 
whenever his work in town allowed 
of Lis escape, Sir John came down to 
her.

The window of her room faced 
south, and from her bed she could 
see the blue water, and the boats as 
they went sailing by.

How long was it since that day 
Colonel Graham had stood in the 
London drawing room? She would 
count the boats ; that would tell her 
how many months had passed.

She began to watch, dreamily, Jaz 
ily. There was a cutter with red 
sails, that was one. Next came a 
yaw), that was two ; then a fishing 
smack, then another yawl ; that 
made four. Then came a ketch, and 
after that a little fussy, spluttering 
steamer, vomitiug forth clouds of 
black smoke. Its chimney wanted 
sweeping. No ; it wasn’t chimneys 
on a steamer, it was something else

Nurse, where doss all the smoke 
from that steamer come from?"

The pleasant faced, white-capped 
nurse turned to the window.

“ Why, from its funnels, Lady 
Mitchell. The coal they are using on 
board must^e very dirly stuff,"

Lady Mitchell laughed a little.
“ 1 thought its chimneys wanted 

sweeping. How Billy of me 1 It was 
the sixth boat, but I don't know 
whether 1 was going to oount uteam 

only sailing boats. Nurse,
how long is it since that day—that 
day—since—"-she broke off.

“ Since you were taken ill ? It's 
just six months. But you are going 
to got well quickly now."

Lady Mitcaell looked at her.
“ Yes." she said, with a little sigh, 

“ I fam going to got well. Bnt 1 am 
not quite sure that it will be quick
ly.”

It was not ; at any rate not so 
quickly as the white capped nurse 
had hoped. At first there was a 
great improvement. She could hi 
read to for two or three hours at a 
time, and she looked forward quite 
eagerly to the doctor's visits. But 
then again came lassitude, and that 
old utter fatigue.

“ Nurse," she said one day, “ I sup
pose a lot of letters came for me after 
—just after I was taken ill ?"

“Yes; a great many," replied the 
nurse. “ I read some of them to you 
and Sir John answered moat of them. 
But you were really too ill then to 
take much notice, though you asked 
to hear them."

“ Was there any special letter—one 
I asked to keep ? I seem to remem
ber something."

The nursed crossed to a drawer 
and took ont a little folded piece of 
paper.

“ This came from Mrs. Desmond, 
with a great box oi violets. They 
were in a bowl near your bed till 
they faded. I pressed two for you ; 
they are between the paper."

Lady Mitchell unfolded it. On it 
was one line of writing, slightly 
stained by the color from the flow 
era.

Yon are both in God'e hands.
H. D."

Lady Mitchell looked long at the 
paper. Yea ; Helen understood. 
Aloud she said to the nurse :

“ Mrs. Desmond understands. Her 
little son was—was taken away when 
he was only five. OÊ course, people 
must say they are sorry for one, and 
I know they are. But she really 
understood, and so she didn’t say 
anything."

There was a little pause.
“ Do you know why she sent me 

violets ? But ol course you don’t. I 
always loved violets, and be—Jack— 
used to say, ‘ I know why you love 
violets, mummy ; they are like me, 
modest and retiring.’ We laughed 
often, and called him my little violet.
He was so absurdly big. you know. I 
suppose no one would like to give me 
violets again for fear of hurting me. 
But Helen—Mrs. Desmond—under 
stands. Since 1 have begun to get 
better 1 hava lain here remembering, 
and there are so many things to re 
member. I'd like you to write and 
ask Mrs. Desmond to come and see 
me. She knew him."

And Nurse Joan wrote, a thankful 
little smile on her lips.

III.
At the beginning of November 

Lady Mitchell went into the country 
with Helen Desmond.

The day before her departure she 
turned out a small box in her room.
In it she found three or four very old 
letters from Jack. There was a 
school letter, written when he was 
eleven years old. It told her that he 
had exchanged his two white rabbits 
for an aeroplane, as he thought the 
rabbits were going to die. A hasty 
postscript had been added to the 
letter.

“Jones Minor knows I think the 
rabbits look rather ill, but he says he 
can cure them. Ho means to be a 
doctor, and he makes pills out of 
rhubarb roots, but he can’t get any 
of the fellows to try them."

Evidently he had thought that, 
without the explanation ses forth in 
the postcript, the transaction might 
appear a trifle dishonorable on his 
part. Whether pills made from rhu 
barb roots had been used on the rab
bits with good effect she did not 
know ; but they evidently had not 
succumbed as Jack had feared they 
would. A later letter told b*-r that 
they were still living while the aero 
plane had met ins fate against a 
master's study window. She gath
ered that the window also had euf 
fared; but learning that the direc
tion of the aeroplane’s flight had 
bean the result of pure accident, the 
master had proved magnanimous. 
He had even defrayed the expenses 
of the broken window frem his own 
pocket. He was—so the letter in
formed her—“a decent fellow."

She followed the letters carefolly 
and put them back in their enve 
lopes.

there were two other documents 
belonging to hia very early years. 
From babyhood he had had a mania 
for carpentering. Tables, chairs .doors, 
were alike maltreated —be called it 
mended—by him. And the bills for 
the work done were sent in to her. 
She looked at one of the papers be
fore her. 1$ was written in an un
steady round hand :

“ Mother detter to Jack. For mak
ing a door shut that wudent. Four 
bulls eyes."

The second paper, written in the 
same unsteady ronnd baud bore the 
statement :

“ Mother detter to Jack. Mending 
a tabul leg. I don’t want balls eyes 
this time. I’m giving yon this ; you 
do such a lot for me.”

Sbe put them gently back, and her 
hand shook a little. There lay the 
deepest pain—she could do nothing 
more for him. And she bad, as Jack 
had written, done such a a lot.

Sir John saw them off at the sta
tion. He had engaged a reserved 
carriage, provided papers and novels 
for the enlivenment of the journey, 
and ordered two luncheon baskets. 
The stuffiness of the dining saloon, 
he considered, might be trying for 
Di.

Lady Mitchell looked tenderly at 
his little arrangements for her com 
fort. He was very fond of her, and 
she knew it. It was not his fault that 
just something was lacking, the thing 
that makes affection love, that binds 
two souls by the completesfc cord of 
understanding. Jack had had it. 
The link between them had been 
more than the ordinary tie between 
mother and sou. It had been one of 
perfect sympathy. All the worde, 
tbe thoughts, the silences, they had 
had in common kept returning to her 
mind in an overwhelming rush of 
memory.

“ I think I shall always live in the 
past now," she said one day to Helen 
when they were sitting for a few mo 
ments on the moorland together. 
“ It holds so much for me. And, you 
see, 1 am not like the women who 
can look forward to the future. ‘ A 
sure and certain hope.’ It is neither 
sure nor certain to me."

Helen was a Catholic, but she 
knew that Di had quoted from the 
Protestant burial service.

“ One day it will be sure and cer
tain,” she replied confidently.

Lady Mitchell was silent. After a 
few moments she spoke.

“ I think," she said, with an odd 
little weary smile, “ that the hardest 
thing of all to bear is the knowledge 
that 1 can do nothing more for him. 
1 was always doing things for him, 
and now there is nothing loft for me 
to do.

She was looking across tho valley 
as she spoke. Helen looked up 
quickly, a sudden flash of illumina 
tion in her eyes.

IV.
The following Sunday, Helen per
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