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CHAPTER XX: U
McTagcart glanced at his watch.
"Ten minutes more. Are you very tired

'"

"Not a bit." Jill turned with a bright face from thewmdow m he comdor where she stood, gazing outIts all so lovelv. Look at that hill rising up like a
fir cone agamst the sky. And isn't it blue ! I never sawsuch colounng Those silvery trees !-01ives. did you say

nn7ll""'- /^"7 '^''"? °"^^^ grow!-and orangesand lemons too. It sounds like the game we used toplay m our nursery days."
In a low voice, Sweet as a thrush

:

"Oranges and lemons
Said the bells of St. Clement's,
I owe you four farthings
Said the bells of ft. Martin's . .

."

Jill sang happily.

R^rthf^- Tu^ ^""^ ^^^. '^y""'^'" McTaggart smiled.But the girl had turned to the window again. "It'sbeautiful" She slipped a hand through his arm. "Aslong as I hve 1 11 never forget those vines with theirearly Autumn tmts-blood red; and the little towns
perched on the hills like Robber Castles . . Peter !
what s that?" She broke oflF excitedly, pointing out

'

McTaggart followed the line of her hand.

H.ru T' ^t*^'"^-I can't be sure. You know, it was

the matter"?"
^°*

""- ^^^' J'" '" Whatever's

For the girl's face had suddenly changed. Fear andamazement were written there. She could not take her

fwi^"^?^'
^'' ""^ *^^ '*^^P ^'" to the south, a cluster ofslender towers rose up, ivory-white, against the sky.

305


