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“ And order my mnle, Arturo. I 
will go alio,” Victoria laid.

Lloyd turned to her quickly.
“ Let me beg that you will do noth 

ing ot the kind," he «aid. “ The 
mine—to-night—ia no place for you."

“ You are mistaken," ehe answered 
quietly. “ It ia the place for me, 
not only because it is right to be 
there, but also because the men obey 
no one as they obey me."

" Nevertheless," he urged earnest
ly, “ there is no need—”

“ There is need," she interrupted, 
drawing her dark brows ttogether 
with the expression of determination 
he knew so well. “ And even if there 
were not, nothing could prevent me 
from going, Arturo, order my mule."

Halt an hour later—for Dona Bea
trix insisted that Lloyd should take 
some supper before leaving the house 
again—the saddled animals were 
before the door ; and be came out to 
them, carrying with him a sense of 
disappointment and pain ; for he bad 
looked around the corridors for Miss 
Rivers in order to say a farewell 
w.ird, and had failed to find her. 
Putting this avoidance—for he was 
sure it could benothingelse—together 
with the new coldness which he 
had heard in her voice and felt in her 
manner when they met at the time 
of his arrival, he felt a conviction 
that something had occurred tochange 
her feelings toward him—that frank, 
delightful friendly feeling which had 
been to him like water in the desert 
to the thirsty,—and to make her 
withhold even a word of interest and 
Godspeed when he was leaving on an 
errand which at another time would 
have commanded her keenest sym
pathy.

Many men would have found sol
ace for disappointment in recalling 
time worn and not wholly unjusti
fied sayings about feminine variable
ness and caprice ; but Lloyd knew 
Isabel Rivers better than to think, 
or even pretend to think, that such 
sayings could be applicable to her. 
Neither variableness nor caprice had 
place or part in her, he was sure ; so 
it followed that she must have a 
reason for this great change, and 
that reason he instinctively knew 
to be a serious one. It was, there
fore, with a keen consciousness of 
the disapointment and pain already 
mentioned that, having shaken hands 
with Dona Beatrix and assured her 
again that he would do everything 
in his power to fulfil her wishes, he 
walked out to the corridor where 
the horses waited—and there found 
two feminine figures already monnt-
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all its wealth, is as nothing, but, 
while he permits this, I am sure there 
is one thing He does not permit, and 
that is that 1 shall defend myself or 
my property by any act ot wrong
doing."

There was a moment's pause. 
Every one ot those present shared 
more or less in the indignant anger 
and protest which Arturo had so 
openly and vehemently expressed ; 
yet every one was touched, almost 
awed into silence, by the attitude of 
this woman, by the loftiness of the 
spirit with which she met the oui 
minatiog injury which confronted 
her. Lloyd, conscious of admiration 
and exasperation in equal proportion, 
tuned to the silent girl, who stood 
by the side of the noble figure, 
mutely supporting even while mutely 
protesting.

"Dona Victoria," he said, “can 
you not persuade your mother that 
there is no wrongdoing in defending 
her just rights?" In response to 
this appeal, Victoria lifted her eyes 
and met hie gaxe. throwing back her 
head a little as she did so. Her ex
pression was sad but proud

“ Sanor," she answered, “my 
mother has spoken for me in speak 
ing for herself. What ehe says. I 
must Bay also."

"Ah I" It was Isabel Rivers who 
uttered this quick, irrepre seible ex
clamation, which conveyed to one 
ear at least the passionate admira 
tion it expressed. For who knew so 
well as she what those words meant, 
—she who had won her way deep 
into the heart of the Mexican girl ; 
who had seen its fiery passion, its 
strength of fierce determination laid 
bare ? And having seen, having 
eympathixed with all which was in 
that heart, she now felt herself 
thrilled, as we can be thrilled only 
by that which touches upon the 
heroic, by this brief utterance, which 
expressed .such intense loyalty ot 
affection, such difficult submission, 
such hard self-conquest.

Lloyd, on hie part, quietly bowed.
" In that case," he said. “ I can 

offer no further advice."
“But my mother does not mean," 

Victoria went on. eagerly, "that we 
are ungrateful for your warning, or 
that we mean to disregard it. She 
has asked Arturo to go to the mine, 
to see that the men are in readiness 
for an attack—"

" But to forbid them to use their 
weapons—to request them to permit 
themselves to be shot down without 
resistance !" Arturo interrupted 
bitterly. "I refuse to carry such an 
order. You understand, senor. that 
it is absurd—that the men will never 
submit1-it is asking too much ot 
them. If they are forbidden to de
fend the mine in the only way in 
which it can be defended, they will 
throw down their arms and leave it, 
and no one could blame them."

“ It is true," Lloyd said, addressing 
Dona Beatrix. ‘ If you wish to give 
up your mine, you have the right to 
do so, but you have not the right to 
forbid these men who are in your 
service to defend themselves. That, 
as Don Arturo says, U asking teo 
much.”

Dona Beatrix looked at him with a 
sudden passion of appeal in her gaxe.

" Wha« am I to do, senor ?" she 
asked. " How can I endure to bring 
upon my soul the guilt of shedding 
blood ? Ab, you do not know," she 
cried, "what I have suffered from 
the fear of this 1 It has deprived me 
of peace by day and sleep by night ; 
but I have hoped and prayed that it 
might not come,—that, knowing we 
were prepared for resistance, those 
who thought to surprise the mine 
would not make the attempt. And I 
had begun to think that my prayers 
were answered and to have a little 
peace of mind and soul; and now— 
now—" she suddenly broke down 
and flung herself weeping into a 
chair near by. “ God bas not heard 
my prayer," she said, “ and I know 
not what to do 1"

Lloyd and Victoria looked at each 
other across her bowed head. If 
there had been appeal in the mother's 
eyes a moment before, there was 
a much deeper appeal now in the 
daughter’s—an appeal which Lloyd 
read clearly : “ Is there no way to 
help her ?—no way to lift this burden 
ot frightful responsibility which is 
crushing her who has already borne 
so much ?" Victoria’s gaxe asked 
with a mute passion which, together 
with the sobs of the woman whose 
self-control had so suddenly yielded 
under the strain laid upon it, stirred 
Lloyd's chivalry to its depths. And 
the girl, whose eyes were fastened 

his, was conscious of this,— 
ocneciooe that her appeal was under
stood and answered ; conscious of a 
magnetic current ot comfort and 
sympathy ; an assurance of the 
help she asked—a sense cf reliance— 
a conviction that he would relieve this 
senitive soul of the tears which tor 
tured it. She seemed to know what 
he would say when he bent down to 
Dona Beatrix.

“Don't be so much distressed, senor," 
he said gently. "There is—there 
must be a way out ot this difficulty 
without the bloodshed which you 
fear. Will you trust me to Audit for 
you ?”

Dona Beatrix looked at him, and 
words ever after failed her to say all 
that she read in the face bending 
over her.

“ Sanor," she replied, “ if you can 
find it, 1 will thank and bless and 
pray for you always."

"Then it is settled," he returned 
smiling — " especially about the 
prayers." He turned around. "Don 
Arturo,” he said, Dona Beatrix is 
good enough to entrust me with the 
management ot this matter. Will 
you order another horse for me—I 
fear mine is too tired to go farther, — 
and prepare yourself to accompany 
me.to the mine ? '

served, 978 ; 166 have lost their lives; 
9 are missing; 21 are prisoners of 
war; and 197 have been wounded. 
Of war honors the following have 
been awarded to Stonyhunt men: 
Victoria Cross, 8; Distinguished 8etv 
ice Order, 26; Military Cross, 66 
(six with bat); and 162 have been 
mentioned in dispatches for distin
guished service.—Catholic Bulletin.

It you had loved him as I loved him, 
you would understand why I can not 
forgive * * * Come, Delorme I" 

“ There ia concentrated firing upon 
our portions, sir, along the extent of 
a kilometre to a depth of five hun
dred yards. We are bringing up 
fresh batteries to the south of the 
Ridge."

“ Good I 1 will come and see."
All through the long day the Gen

eral came and went—a dogged, ener
getic figure, full of reserve force. 
Here be stood observing, silent ; 
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cate organism. Yet he stood erect, 
with the stamped ineffaceable train
ing of soldiership.

“ I must beg your pardon for forc
ing myself upon you, sir 1 But I had 
only one hour, stolen out of my 
trench, and I do not know when I 
can have another—perhaps never.”

“ Perhaps ! And after five years 
of hoars, you have suddenly found 
yourself with something eo pressing 
to say that it cannot wait one mo
ment r

“ You have expressed it exactly,

my confession yesterday, kneeling in 
the mad of the trench, which seemed 
to me the same as my own soul, I 
had not thought twelve years of sin 
could have been wiped ont eo quickly 
or so easily. But as God pardoned 
me, as I never deserved it, so I have 
dared to hope that perhaps I could 
win your pardon, too, my father 1”

The old man's eyes were wide open, 
tense in wonder. It was the boy 
himself—the boy Raoul whom he had 
lost, who would come in tbe old days 
(fo£ tbe confidence he had in him) 
and tell him hie inmost thoughts. 
His breath ebbed short in the labor 
of untold anguish.

“ You offended me cruelly, Raoul, 
in the thing that I hold most dear— 
my honor, the honor of my regiment. 
You brought disgrace upon us all. I 
paid your debts and hushed the scan
dal, and you never thanked me. It 
has been five years of hell.”

“ Father, you might say even 
harder things to me. It ie true I 
have been a thankless cur, but 1 was 
almost mad with the pain of the 
thing yon did to me. I deserved it, 
but it broke my very eoul. If I live, 
you will see that you have a new 
son. I have always loved you— 
nothing could make any difference to 
that.”

The old man turned away his face, 
white to the lips ; and between them, 
in their profound trouble, the whole 
past swept in a tide of emotion, that 
flooded and submerged all other 
things. What was the underground 
hole with the mattresses upon the 
floor ? What those sounds that still 
came at intervals, awful and ominous, 
from without ? What the whole 
material world surrounding them, 
and war or peace, or life or death ? 
It was the spirit that mattered—the 
two living, anguished souls with 
their long record, photographically, 
phonographioalfy distinct — new as 
things that have but just happened, 
old as with the everlaetingness of 
eternity : memories, sorrows, love— 
those things that mattered most. 
Each felt the vivid nearness of the 
other in some intimate poignancy of 
grief, but neither moved ; and the 
averted face of the father, haggard 
and convulsed showed some tremen 
dous agency of pain that pierced the 
depths of the son’s being.

“ Father !" he cried at last desper
ately, and threw himself upon him 
as in the days of old, in some boyish 
trouble—“ father, you must forgive 
me !”

In an instant, over the mask hard 
ened by long ytare of self restraint, 
austere and iron like from a habit of 
command, at the touch of those 
hands, at the contact of his son’s 
body, the storm of pent-up sorrowing 
b*oke. Tears poured from the ach 
ing eyes, rained down over the 
month, and npon the cloth of bis 
coat and the ribbons of bis decora
tions. His arms flung open, and, the 
years ot manhood forgotten, be 
strained to his heart fiercely, passion
ately, this child whom he had loved 
eo much.

“ My boy—my boy—my Raoul !"
Ttie young man did not weep. He 

could not. But all the agony, all the 
remorse and self hatred that can 
concentrate in a human face were 
crowded into bis ; also the immense 
shame and pity of having broken 
down bis father’s strength through 
pain. His hands still clung lovingly, 
sorrowingly, upon bis father s arms 
while the unspeakable anguish of his 
ey*e yearned over him.

“ O father, if I could only make 
amends---- ”

“ General, if you please !”
The voice sounded close behind 

them, precise and cool.
The young man turned, picked up 

bis cap and vanished.
l he older one, caught in the act, 

with tears upon bis face, did not 
attempt to conceal them. The new
comer stood dumbfounded.

"I beg your pardon, General-a 
thousand pardons !” be stammered at 
length.

“ Don’t, my dear friend—don’t ! 
This is no place for ' scenes intimes.’ 
Bat it was unavoidable. 1 he poor 
boy—the poor, poor boy—he was ask
ing my pardon 1”

“ He did well, parbleu I It is the 
act of a man end a gentleman. He 
is a very fine lad, your Raoul, Gen
eral, you know. We all have the 
greatest regard for him. But I am 
deeply sorry to have intruded upon 
the all too little we get of family life 
in these precarious days, 
telegrams seemed so important that 
I wanted to coneult you about 
them.”

The aged soldier wined his eyes.
“ I am at your service, Colonel. 

Pray overlook this moment of weak
ness. I have not wept for twenty 
years—not since my little daughter 
died. Is there something new ?”

Tbe two grey heads m*t together 
under the radiance of the lamp ; 
telegrams first, then maps and offi
cial record*, then figuring. And at 
length the General was alone, in a 
silent spot, where he flung himself 
down to rest. He did not even re
move his bouts. The hours were too 
tense for ease. And he could not 
sleep. There was the anxiety of the 
morrow. Eighty batteries gathered 
there across tbe plain ; ttio ridge 
threatened again ; the first line 
trenches likely to be levelled, and tbe 
men hemmed in when they went over 
the tops. Reinforcements were com
ing up—be knew that.

And most of all before him was 
Raoul : years of winning childhood ; 
light, gay hearted years of boyhood ; 
years full of enthusiasm and promise 
of the cadet at St. Cyr. And always 
they were Rtoul’s eyes that haunted 
him—superb dark eyes, flashing in
telligence, so swift to message joy, 
and so proud, so incredibly proud of 
the soldier father. He had had the 
boy’s confidence as few fathers have
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It wax a scene Isabel Rivers never 
lorgnt—that which awaited them 
when they entered the great court of 
the house. Here deeper shadows 
than those outside had gathered ; 
and the lamps hanging at intervals 
in the corridors had been lighted, 
bringing out the massive walls, the 
forms of the arches, the dim distances 
where silent draped figures passed to 
and fro,—the whole atmosphere of 
almost Oriental strangeness, mystery 
and pictuiesqueness which always 
appealed to her eo strongly. And 
under one ot the swinging iron lamps 
stood a figure which seemed to 
embody every suggestion of the back
ground--the stately figure of Dana 
Beatrix ; the folde ot the re box c 
which covered her head and draped 
her shoulders lending a statuesque 
grace to her aspect; while her finely 
cat face and deep, dark eyes were 
fall of expression of some strong 
emotion. Near her, leaning against 
one ot the pillars which supported 
the arenes, was Arturo, his whole 
attitude, as well as the look of his 
handsome countenance, eloquent of 
anger, protest, indignation. The 
eoene appeared to Isabel's quick 
imaginative sense as it set tor a 
drama, alive with the strife of strong 
wills and vital issues ; but, with the 
consciousness ot having herself no 
other part to play than that ot 
spectator, she sank down on one ot 
the benches ranged against the wall, 
while her companions went forward 
into the mingled radiance and shade w 
of the lamplight.

Dona Beatrix held out her hand to 
Lloyd with a gesture of cordial greet 
ing.
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HennesseySenor,” ehe said in her fall, sweet 
voice, “ you are always welcome at 
Las Joyae, but never more welcome 
than when yon come as a true friend 
to bring ue a warning.”

“ I am happy, senor, if my warning 
has come in time to be of service.” 
Lloyd answered, with a deference 
and grace of manner which the epee 
tator thought altogether worthy of 
the occasion. “ But 1 would suggest 
that Don Arturo should lose no time 
in going to the mine—”

“ 1 should have been on the road 
now," Arturo interposed abruptly, ‘if 
Dona Beatrix had not interfered and 
said—said—oh, I cannot repeat it! 
It is past patience !” the young man 
cried, with all the indignation which 
clearly possessed him finding exprès 
sion in his voice.

Dona Biatriz turned with an air of 
gentle command and laid her hand 
on his arm.

“ Be quiet, Arturo !” she said. Then 
she looked at Lloyd. “He is not 
willing to go,” she explained, 
“ because he does not wish to carry 
my orders to the mine.”

“No!’- Arturo -said violently. ‘ I 
will not carry such orders ! If we are 
forbidden to defend the mine, I for 
one, will not go near it!"

“ Forbidden'to defend the mine!” 
Lloyd repeated with astonishment. 
Ha glanced from Dona Beacriz to 
Victoria. The girl had stepped to her 
mother’s side, as it to support her in 
whatever she might say ; but her eyes 
were downcast, so that she did not 
meet his glance ; and it was plain 
from her compressed lips that she 
found it difficult not to echo Arturo’s 
indignant protest. Lloyd looked 
again at Dona Beatriz. “ That surely 
can not bo your order, senora ?” he 
said. “It is impossible !”

“ My order,” Dona Beatriz replied, 
“ ie that no blood shall be shed to 
defend my property. If those who 
come to take the mine can be re 
pulsed without bloodshed, let it be 
done ; but I will not incur the re
sponsibility ot sending any soul ont 
the world for such a cause."

“ But the responsibility will not 
be yours,” Lloyd said. “It will 
belong to those who are the aggres
sors in the matter.”

“It would be theirs chiefly,—I 
know that.” she answered. “ Bat it 
will be mine also, it I suffer myself 
to be forced into deeds of .violence. 
I have thought much of this, senor; 
I have suffered much add prayed 
much and it is very clear to me : I 
can not allow blood to be shed in 
this struggle.”

‘Do you, then, intend to give up 
your mine to those who are probably 
now on their way to surprise and 
seize it ?” Lloyd asked.

‘ I would rather give it up than 
that any one should be killed either 
in its defence or among those who 
come to take it,” she replied firmly.

“ But they come knowing the risk 
they run ; and they come, senora—do 
not forget this,—with arms in there 
hands. They are ready to kill, and 
therefore it they should be killed it 
would be more than justice.”

Djna Beatriz’ eyes were full ot a 
strange., lovely light as she looked at 
him.
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and startled. H hen he walked up to 
the side of the one whom even ob
scurity of night there was no mistak
ing.

"Miss Rivers,” he said gravely, 
“ Pardon me for telling you that this 
is. a great mistake. You should not 
think of going to the mine tonight.”

" I supposed you would probably 
say so,” Miss Rivers replied calmly ; 

“and so 1 took care to be mounted 
and ready to start when you came 
out. Since Victoria goes, I am going 
with her.”

“ 1 must remind you that the cases 
are very different. I disapprove of 
Dona Victoria’s going, but she has 
the right, of the owner to be there.”

"And I have the right of the friend 
of the owner.” Isabel returned lightly 
and coolly. “ Please don’t delay us 
by arguing the matter, Mr. Lloyd. I 
am going.”

“ I am sure that your father would 
never permit—”

“ My father, unfortunately, is in 
Topia,” the young lady interrupted, 

“and I am not aware that he has 
delegated his power to—any one. 
Frankly, I would not miss this for 
anything ; so it is really quite useless 
for you to say another word.”

Still Lloyd persevered in saying 
another word.

“ Don’t you understand—have yon 
no idea—what may take place there 
tonight, in spite of anything I enn 
do ?” he urged in a low tone. “ I 
beg that you will stay! I beg that 
you keep Dona Victoria here if 
possible!”

Isabel leaned toward him, and he 
saw the glow of strong excitement 
dilating and shining in her eyes.

“Do you mean,” she whispered, 
“ that there may be danger ?”

Lloyd made the great mistake of 
misunderstanding her.

“ Yes,” he answered, “there may 
be danger. It will certainly be no 
time—no ' place for women. Most 
earnestly I beg you—”

Miss Rivers straightened herself in 
her saddle.

“ Danger is not exactly an argu 
ment with me for deserting my 
friends,” she said. “ On the contrary 
it is an added reason for staying with 
them. Nothing, I am sure, can pre
vent Victoria from going, and I 
shall certainly go with her. I think 
you had better mount, Mr. Lloyd. 
This is waste of time.”
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“ I wish you bad me called, Gen 
eral ; though I have not undressed 
for three weeks now, and I am so 
sleepy I can scarcely keep one open 
eye. But let me tell you, before 
De;orme returns, that I have a mes
sage for you.”

“ You have a message for me and 
you don’t deliver it ?”

“ It would have been impossible 
before, sir. I saw Raoul yester
day.”

In a moment the light had gone 
from the old man a face, leaving it in 
its physical reality—worn, suffering, 
full of anxiety and care.

“ You saw Raoul, and then ?”
“ He seemed to be very sad, and 

spr>ke of his great wish to see you.”
“ What does he want to see me
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sir.”

“ May I inquire what this impera
tive need is ?”

“ I have a curious feeling that I 
am not to live. I may be making a 
mistake. But you, better than any
body else, know what an officer’s life 
is worth in the first line trenches.”

“ A soldier must take the ritk.”
“ I do not object to it, sir. But if 

I am to go out, there is something I 
want to eay before I go. And I have 
a letter from my mother that I want
ed to show you.”

“ D d your mother tell you to come 
to me ?”

“ No, sir, ehe did not ; though* ehe 
has often urged me to, at other tithes. 
But this is about other things. She 
knows my danger ; and, a future life 
being very real to her, ehe is trem
bling for my soul. It is a wonderful 
letter—I think the most wonderful 
that I have ever received from her ; 
and you know how she can plead. 
She has been pressing me for a long 
time to return to my religious duties. 
You will see here bow she reminds 
me—how she rings upon my very 
heart the remembrance of our Feb 
ruaries in that happier, sunnier nook 
of France when I was a child. She 
says my faith and my love for Christ's 
Holy Mother were so great that on 
this day I used always to go out into 
the woods, eager for the first violet, 
and sure that its blue mystery and 
fragrant breath would be there un
failingly, either on the 2nd of Febru 
ary or in the days immediately suc
ceeding it, in honor of Our Lady’s 
Candlemas. It seems that I was 
never disappointed. Mother remem 
berg it all. And I decided to do 
what she wished, just because she 
wished it.
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“ I do not know, sir. He did not 
tell me. If I may venture to express 
an opinion, it is perhaps that your 
long displeasure weighs upon him.”

“ He has had five full years where 
in he might have said that he was 
Born, if he Were sorry. He has 
never said it.”

“ He felt with intense keenness, 
sir, your having him removed from 
your own regiment, and transferred 
to another.”

What else could I do? He had 
disgraced the regiment — my own 
regiment, of which 1 was so proud, 
and which was mine beforè he him
self was born. For two years he 
satiated me with bitterness by his 
gambling and misconduct. I did not 
stop him. And when the crash came 
I paid his debts and pulled him out 
of tbe quagmire. But he could not 
remain in the regiment. I was too 
proud of its good name—and of my 
own.”

The adjutant bowed his head.
“ He was very young, sir, and un

fortunate in his associates. Bat I 
think I may say that he has retrieved 
his past. His conduct has been un
impeachable ; and from the b=gid- 
ning of the War up to the present 
moment, he bas never ceased giving 
proof of courage and devotednets. 
In fact, you will forgive me for say
ing so, we—some of us—wonder that 
you can still keep him at arm's 
length.”

“ I know, Vernay—I know. What 
do you think of me, of what I felt 
when I saw him tbe other day, re
ceive the Cross of War with Palms ? 
My son, who was my son, enstrangf-d 
from me, not speaking to me 1 In 
five years I have had no word of 
gratitude from him, no slightest sivn 
of affection, though I ruined my 
modedt competence to pay his debts.
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y The Jesuit college at Stonyhurst 
in England is to inaugurate a mem
orial to commemorate the past and 
present students who have served in 
the great war. The proposed mem 
orial is to take the form of (1) the 
foundation of an annual solemn re 
quiem Mass ; (2) the setting up at the 
college ot some commemorative de
sign, and the establishment of facili
ties for the education, at the college, 
of eons or dependents ot past stu
dents, who have fallen ; and (8) the 
erection and equipment of science 
laboratories. For these objects a 
fund of £20,000 ($100,000) is to be 
raised.

The war record of Stonyhurst is as 
follows ; alumni serving or who have
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BRONCHITIS CATARRH COLDS“ Even it so,” she said, “ it is not 
for me to deal justice to them. That 
I leave to God. Let him judge 
between me and those who come to 
injure me. My cause is in His hands, 
and I desire nothing—nothing—but 
that His will may be done.”

“You cannot think,” Lloyd urged, 
“ that it is the will of God that 
should be robbed.”

“ That senor, she returned quietly, 
“ I do not know, and neither do you. 
It is often the will of God that we 
should suffer loss of many things. 
He has already permitted me to lose 
much, to which the Santa Cruz, with
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“ I attended our military Mass last 
Sunday. It was the first time in 
many years. Something about it—I 
know not what, the little rude altar 
under the fir boughs, the bowed heads 
of my men as they knelt, (they who 
believe) or some other secret thing 
that came over me at the Elevation 
of the Host—made me res live to 
satisfy my mother in fall. I made

\you


