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and gave place to a wide " corduroyed » path of rounded
japhngs, neatly levelled with a filling of .mall .tones.
Here, too the prospect, even at night, wa. decidedly
pleasant, for the vegetation was dense and luxurious, and
near y all the trees growing near the water had theii
trunks enwrapped in masses of creepers-wild convol-
vulus, niulberry, and the climbing date, the sub-acid fruit
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a r was filled with the rich perfume of many flower, and
plants, for there is no truth in the so often q, ted state-
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At the foot of the corduroyed road was the little jetty
and as Helen stepped down the bank she saw the figure
of Tim Doyle, an old "lifer." He was engaged in

b?llar?s
^ "" """*' ^^^""^ °" °"* ""^ '^* i**^

^^

" Good evening, miss," he said, in a rich Irish brogue.
bure, an I was just afther wondering if yeM becoming down the night."
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He limped-for he was very lame-toward. her
caroong an empty box in one hand, and set it down'
for her to sit on.
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"It is that
!
" and the old man sat down on the wharf

beside the girl and clasped his hands around his kneesA short clay pipe was in his mouth, and she could see
tnat It was empty.
" Isn't your pipe alight, Tim ?
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Helen laughed wftly a, she put her hand in her


