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The Hold-Up Man
By C. Fox Smith

f l ]O I su ppse that setties it?"
Phiip osssaid dully.
HePstoofd holding Ibis borse's

bridie, and looked down with
a hurt, questioning -gaze at

Ursula's averted head. He was unwilling
to realize the finality of her answer al
at once, even had he been quite able to
do s0.

"i suppose it setties.. . every-
thing?" h.e repeated.

His voice was level and steady. H1e
wus a man 'Who had learned to control
himaef through a stern and arduous life.
The only sign of the mental storm which
wua ragmng within him was the nervous

fri1P of his sinewy*hand on the rein he

For a minute Ursula did not speak.
"iYes" she said presently, "it setties

everything."
She lifted her head now and looked at

him. Her look was steady, and so was
ber voice. That minute of silence had
given her time to rally her forces.

f«I'm sorry," she added quickly, "you
don't know how sorry."

"4And ,ou're wrong," Rosa said dog-
gedly, "I'm sure you're wrong. But 1
ouppose. it's no use talking."

She shook ber head, trying te smile.
"Not a bit," she said.
The man seemed to be about to mount

and ride away without more words; but,
after a pause witli his foot in the stirrup,
be flung the rein on the horse's neck and
came back once more to the girl's side.

"Ursula," he said,' "Ursula . . 1"
Ber face looked very pale-àw she stood

11%cm him, slim and erect in ber dark
nurss dress.

"Ursula," he broke out, "think-think
what you're doing. Youi're-you're break-
img my heart, if peopl's hearts do really
break. You're spoiling my life-spoiling
yours, for the sake of nothing but a mem-
ory. A man you haven't seen for years.
Be may be dead-or anything. He's
treated yo'u shamefully. And yet you
stick to him in this-yes, this blind, crazy
way. It's not right. It's not reasonable

Ursula sbook her head.
"I can't see it that way," she said

steadily. "Two blacks can neyer make a
white. I gave my promise. It bas neyer
been given back to mie. 1 daren't break
it. Think-if he should come to me,
some day-if I did what you have asked
me to-if he came and said: 'l have been
faitliful to you.', And 1 . . . No, I

can't do it, Mr. Ross. Can't you let it'
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alone? It bas hurt me terrihly to have te
tell you.",

"You will neyer sec hini agaili,- said
Ross.

"Soîne day," said tU rsula "I may ineet
him, face to face, in this great, new
country. Strange things happen-strange
meetings. It is a strange new world.""AUnd if you do meet him," Ross said

*almost savagely, "suppose you sbould
not know him. Or know hîm, and flnd

*you don't even like him. You can't tell.
I have seen nmen change a great deal i
five years, living as some do in this coun-

itry. It's a shadow you're following, Ursula
3-a dream."

"iit ivas a promise," she replied; "I
cani't break it. Oh, Pbilip! Don't tempt
me. It isn't brave. It isn't like you."

H1e gave a short, bitter laiîgh.
"Well, it's scttled then I'd l)etter get

a move on. Not much sense in Ioafing
around here. It'l1 bc late before you get.
home."

He turned away witb a jerk of his
head.

"'Good-bye," said Ursula. She field out
bier hand; hie took it, and wrung it in a
nervous grlp.

"Godbye."'
Thethud of hîs horse's hoofs died away

over the prairie in the fast-falling dusk.
A strange new land; a strange sad woo-

ing! Ursula's beart wvas full of trouble ana?
regret keener than she had known for
ycars, as she walked quickly aIuIîg the
rough trail in the direction of the prairie
town. She had been to visit a sick woman
ini a shack on the outskirts, in the course
of lier duty as mission nuirse; and, return-
ing, lad met Philip Ross riding out te
his farm.

Ursula had first seen Philip Ross, weak,
lean and liollow-cheeked with fever, on
lis bed in tbe long hospital ward where
hier career as a nurse in Western Canada
had begun. Phlip said that Nurse Niel
had saved bis ife: and, liowever that may
be, lie lef t the hospîtal with a set purpose
before- hiîn, the purpose of making a
home and a fortune that hie might ask
Ursula to share.

And now the hope was gone which had
nerved him te overcome so many hiard-
slips and difficulties. No wonder, poorfellow, that bis beart was veir luW of
bitterness as bie rode away. He had made
very sure. He lad thought hie knew she
cared for him. And lie lad neyer even
wondered if there were anyone cIsc.

And behold! the shadowy memory of a
*lost lover lad risen up between them!

It had been a bitter moment for Ross
wlen le heard the story of Ursula'.4L romise to the wild lad klie bad loved.t ws five years since sle liad bidden
Maurice Field good-bye, and sbe was
true to him stili; or truc, at any rate, to
lier promise. Whlen she bad found lier-
self lef t aJonc in the Old Country on ber
fathcr's deatb, an opportunity had offered
itself of finding scope for lier energies and
training in the far Canadian WeT st. She
lad taken it, with a vague hope ingcring
in bier mind that she miglit one day meet
Maurice there.

t liad been bitter for Ross: but lie
could not guess liow mucli more bitter
for Ursula herself.

If she could bave truly "iiL.ýNo
other man can be to me whattlMat other
is," she might almost have rejoiced te say
it. But more and more often during the
past few rnontbs, she had found Maurice' s
memory becoming a more vague and
sbadowy thing. It was no ronger the
burning, living reality it lad been. She
could not caîl te mind at m-ill bis voiee,
lus face, lis features. The Jet ters lie bad
wl-itten to lier did net thrililiher as
thcy hadl once donc.

If shc had neyer given that promise-!
B3ut, once given, there was a strain of
almnost fanatical leyalty in Ursula's nature
whicl forbade bier te break it.

A sudclen shiver man through bier as she
walked aJonc across tie prairie. She
wondercd if sbc ouldl always be aJonc.
Wby; qlluldllie net bave given way?
M'as it lot the streîig, kindi rcality of
Ross's presci-ce wvIii<liwas blurring out,
in spi c f erself, the dreaim te which
she lit loeen trie so lSgh~e had been
se busy w%ýitb ber tbougbfs tbat she had
not taken any bced of a shabby-looking
man loitering aleflg the il-ail a little ahead
of bier; and she was taken titteýrly hv sur-
prise wheci bc turned s1idcldeiîly'a
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