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CHAPTER XIH. 

He took the nther hand and klsoed tt. 
Exultation is the only word which will 

at all describe Don Mauri zio’s sentiments 
when he heard of that morning’s work. 
Ha could scarcely think of Derwent's 
narrow escape, or of the terrible necessity 
laid upon Dona Zarifa, in his gratifi- 
cation at having the would be assassin 
in his own hands. 

“Now we shall know all!” he said; 
“now the mystery will be cleared up! 
Nothing better could have happened—if 
only the scoundrel can be kept alive un- 

til he confesses.” 
“I am afraid," said Derwent, “that 

will be difficult. He looks to me as if 
he were sinking fast." 

They had just left the hospital, where 
the subject of their conversation was 

lying in a state of apparent insensibility, 
with the doctor on one side of his bed 
and Padre Francisco on the other. 

“I do not think he is so near death as 

you imagine,” Don Maurizio answered. 
“These Indians have wonderful powers 
of vitality. He will rally sufficiently to 
speak, and that is all we want. 1 have 
told the doctor to spare no effort to keep 
him alive and give him strength to do 
this. Our best hope, however, is from 
the influence of Padre Francisco. He 
will bring him to contrition and con- 
fession.” 

“Do you believe it possible! 
“Yes; I have seeu it too often not to 

believe it possible. Men like this are 
different from your criminals, inasmuch 
as they are not aide to rid themselves of 
the saving principle of faith. Like the 
devils, they believe ami tremble. The 
justice of God is a very real thing to 
them—the comfortable delusion that 
there is no such justice not having yet 
reached them; and when death comes, 
their overmastering desire is to make 
their peace with God as far as possible." 

"I hope, for Dona Zarifu's sake, that 
this man may uot die,” said Derwent, 
after a short pause. “Does the doctor 
think there is any hope for him?” 

“Not the least. The bullet is in his 
lung. It was a good shot—no man could 
have made a better. Why should she 
regret it? If she had not shot him you 
would be dead; and there cannot be 
much doubt of the relative value of the 
two lives. And it will save him trouble 
if lie dies now—after having spoken— 
for if he were to recover it would only 
be to be marched out and shot as a high- 
way robber. Such crimes ure dealt with 
summarily here.” 

Derwent could not but smile. “In 
that case it will be better for him to dio 
comfortably in your hospital, with Padre 
Francisco's gentle ministrations," he 
said. “But I am grieved beyond meas- 
ure that Dona Zarifa should have been 
forced to an act so painful to herself in 
order to save my life. It almost makes 
mo regret that I ever came to Mira- 
floree.” 

“Nonsense!” said Don Maurizio, good- 
naturedly. “If she feels any pain on 
the subject—which I cannot believe—it 
shows a morbid spirit that 1 would not 
have snspected in her. I am proud, my- 
self, that she rose to the occasion so well. 
She should be grateful to have had the 
opportunity not only to save your life, 
hut also to clear Senor Barr»ra if a cry 
dark suspicion; as 1 am sure this man's 
confession wilK'lear him.” 

“I hope it will,” said Derwent; “but 
to take human life—that is hard even 
for a man!” 

“To take human life—the life of a 

cowardly assassin—when it is to save 
the life of un unconscious man at whose 
back he has leveled his gun!" cried Don 
Maurizo with impatience, not uu- 

mingled with scorn. “I should feel no 
more regret for that necessity than for 
shooting a tiger in a jungle. Neither 
would you. Neither, I am certain, does 
Zarifa. The marvelously fortunate 
thing is that she came upon the ground 
just at that moment when her presence 

was neenea.' 

“Yes,” said Derwent; “if she had 
been a minute later I should not be 
walking here with you now.” 

He looked around, as if with a sudden 
sense of how near the peril had been, 
and how narrow the chance that he 
would ever look again npon the beauty 
of earth. Never had that beauty seemed 
to touch him more keenly than in con- 

nection with this thought. The long 
shadows of late afternoon were now 

stretching across the grounds through 
which he had watched Dona Zarif a walk- 
ing in the morning, unconscious, as most 
of us are when the dark wing of Azrael 
most nearly overshadows us, that he 
might be looking his last upon that 
gracious form; the wide plain stretched 
into magical blueness afar to meet the 
luminous sky, the distant pnrple heights 
had a more mystic charm than ever in 
hie eyes, and the fresh, delicious air 
seemed fraught with blessing. He had 
a feeling as if a new life were given to 
him—a life divided from that of yester- 
day by the gulf of a great danger, and a 

life which was the gift (after God) of 
Zarifa. “It is owing to her that I am 

here!" he thought, after a rush of emo- 

tion, a sense that existence had become 
something dearer and more precious for 
that fact. ''.She will tell me that she 
would have done the same for any one, 
and I know that she would have done it 
for the poorest peon in Mexico. No mat- 
ter. 11 was for me that she did do it. 
Nothing can alter that.” 

Almost oppressed with these thoughts, 
and also with the passionate desire to 
express them (in a modified form), he 
sought Dona Zarifa when he entered the 
house, but sought her in vain. He had 
by this time 1 iruod most of her haunts, 
but in none of them was she to be found. 
No one had seen her for hours—not 
since, after having done everything 
that it was in her power to do for the 
wounded man, she had returned to the 
house mid gone to her own apartments. 
She was not there, however, wiieu Der- 
wmt, waylaying her maid, asked for 
her. “No, the senorita lias gone out,” 
Marcella made him understand. '‘I saw 
her pass across the court a short time 
ago." 

It will not say mnch for Derwent a de- 
votional Instincts that it was only when 
he was altogether balked in his desire to 
express his gratitude to Zarifa that he 
thought of offering the same sentiment 
to God. Perhaps he would not have 
thought of it at all—certainly not of 
taking his wtiy to church for the pur- 
pose—had not the atmosphere of Mira- 
tions begun to tell on him. But he had 
a nature reauily impressed by all things 
beautiful, and most readily by those 
which were beautiful in the moral rather 
than in the physical order. When he 
saw tho whole household of Miraflores, 
ami all those oil the hacienda who were 
able to do so, gather every morning in 
tlie beautiful chapel for the most august 
of all acts of worship—when he saw all 
uay long men, women and children pass- 
ing through its oi>»n doors, seizing a few 
moments from their toil to offer a peti- 
tion, to leave a thanksgiving, or simply 
to rest soul ami body as in the shelter of 
a father's house—the beauty of it struck 
him more than words can express. The 
lovely church, with its never dying altar 
flame and its atmosphere of infinite calm, 
seemed like the heart of all the busy life 
around—a heart ever turned to God. yet 
also open ever to man, and full of holy 
thoughts and words as a censer is of 
fragrance. 

Thither, then, he took his way, as the 
sun of the day which might have been 
his last on earth was slowly sinking be- 
hind the western mountains. Crossing 
the quiet, cloisterlike court which led to 
the church, he entered by the side door 
and found himself in the soft, mellow 
gloom, with which he was by this time 
familiar. As usual, two or three figures 
were kneeling here and there over the 
nave; but it was n >t until he had been 
in the church for several minutes that 
he identified one of them as Zarifa. She 
was kneeling on a prie-dien just before 
the altar, her bowed head covered anil 
her form partially concealed by the 
black drapery thrown around her. She 
seemed absorbed in prayer, and Der- 
went watched her for some time before 
she made the faintest movement. It 
was not until the dusk had deepened 
and the only light in the church was 

that of the flickering, golden radiance 
from the tabernacle lamps that she 
lifted her head and rising glided across 
the nave toward the door by which he 
Had entered. He followed her at once, 
anil, when she paused for a moment un- 

der the pointed archway outside, reached 
her and spoke. 

"Senor Derwentl" she exclaimed with 
a start. “I did not know that you were 

here.” 
“Could I lie in a better place?” he 

asked, in a voice that trembled a little 

from emotion. "l came nere to umna 

God for my escape from sudden and 
violent death. And, having thanked 
God, senorita, will you now let me thank 
you? Thank youl Ah, what a word 
that is to express such a debt! If I could 
only utter what I feel—if there werp 
only words in which 1 might venture to 
utter it!” 

She lifted one hand with a slight, si- 
lencing gesture as she turned her face 
toward him. There was still light 
enough from the blue sky overarching 
the court to show him that it looked like 
a pale, beautiful cameo in the setting of 
the soft, black drapery of China crape 
which surrounded it. Yet, beautiful as 

It looked, Derwent was almost shocked 
to see what a change the last few hours 
had wrought. It was not only the pal- 
lor of the skin and the purple shadows 
under the eyes—those shadows which 
come so quickly in a sensitive organiza- 
tion from illness or mental pain—but 
the very features looked chiseled and at- 
tenuated, as if by suffering. 

“Do not thank me, senor," she said, 
with grave gentleness. “Thank God if 
you will, and as you truly should, that I 
was there in time. But how could I 
have helped doing what I did? It was 

no merit on my part. I saw and I fired. 
The two things were simultaneous. 
There was not an instant to be lost. I 
stepped down upon that path—ah, how 
lightly, how unconsciously!—and some 
instinct caused me to glance up at the 
hillside. The rest was like a flash of 
lightning. I saw the sunshine reflected 
on the barrel of that gun, I saw the man 

leaning over the rock and taking aim at 
you so intently that he did not perceive 
me. To see was to act. I had still in 
the pocket of my habit the little pistol 
we used yesterday, and do you think it 
was an accident that I bad not taken off 
that habit? I felt one thrill of passionate 
indignation as I saw you sitting so 

quietly, so unsuspiciously and that cow- 
ard drawing his gun upon you behind 
your back on the very soil of Miraflores!” 
he saw the flash that came into her 
eyes at the recollection. “I fired, and I 
was glad to see him drop. Yes; I could 
not have believed it if I had been told of 
it beforehand, but I was glad! The hor- 
ror of what I had been forced to do did 
not come over me until I saw the poor 
creature bleeding to death. Then—oh, 
then it was awful! I do not think I 
can ever forget the sight!” 

As she lifted one hand, with an invol- 
untary gesture, to her eyes, as if to shut 
out the memory, he took the other and 
kissed it—the hand that had saved his 
life—so gently and so reverently that it 
was like offering homage. 

“What can I say?” he exclaimed. “To 
spare you such pain I would have done 
anything. Would to God 1 had never 
come to Miraflores, since my coming 
was to cost you what you have suffered 
today!” 

She withdrew her hand and looked at 
him with a very sweet and pathetic re- 

gard. “You must not think that,” she 
said. “I should be very sorry if you be- 
lieved that X regretted it. How could 
that be possible? It was a great privi- 
lege to be allowed to interpose to save 
the innocent from the guilty. But that 
I am a little unnerved is surely natural. 
The peril was so awfully near. In an- 
other instant it would have been you 
who lay bleeding, dying, before me. 
The piteous sight of the other helps me 
to realize that. And then, while I thank 
God that it was spared, the picture of 
the poor wretch yonder in the hospital 
comes liefore me, and I shudder at the 
thought that he is suffering, that he will 
die from a wound inflicted by my hand.” 

He saw that she was indeed thorough- 
ly unnerved. Something in the tragedy 
had certainly stirred her nature to its 
depths. The fire that he had suspected 
was there: he had seen it blazing in her 
eyes as she stood with the uplifted 
weapon that had struck the destroyer 
down, but how soon it was quenched by 
gentlest pity and divinist compassion! 
His heart melted within him in the stress 
of his love and sympathy. Yet what 
could he say or do? Never had he felt 
more keenly how wide were the barriers 
between them than as they stood alone 
together in the soft twilight and the 
cloistral quiet. 

“I feel for you more than I can or 
dare express,” he said. “I understand 
what a shock it is to have had such a 

necessity laid upon you, and to have 
seen the result with your own eyes. It 
is vain to rejieat that I would have done 
anything—anything whatever—to spare 
you. But we were both powerless; it 
was the work of fate”- 

“No,” she interposed, “it was the 
mercy of God that sent me there and 
placed the duty before me. That being 
so, what reason have I for regret? None; 
believe me, none. If I shudder at the 
memory of what I have seen, I am never- 
theless very grateful—grateful beyond 
measure—to have been allowed to save 

your life.” 
He longed to take and king her hand 

again, as she said those words with the 
most earnest emphasis; but never could 
he less have dared anything that savored 
In the remotest degree of presumption. 
Not cnly the greatness of his obligation 
overpowered him, but, as she revealed to 
him (with unconscious reliance upon his 
sympathy which touched him to the 
heart) all the depths of her feelings, he 
was like one taken into a sanctuary, 
where the very atmosphere rebuked any- 
thing that incliued to selfish pasRi-n. 

“Yes, you have saved my life,” he 
said. “And I beg you never to forget 
It. for it is a thoueht uoon which I shall 

always be glad to dwtll. Life given to 
me through your hands seems to have a 

greater value than ever before, as a gift 
is cherished according to our feeling for 
the giver. God knows, I would gladly 
give this life to you, if you had any use 
for it, even the least. There is no serv- 
ice I could render you that I would not 
perform at any cost. I know this as I 
Snow that 1 exist; yet how idle the 
words must sound to you! For your life 
is so full to overflowing of every good 
gift of fortune—nay, let me say, every 
good gift of God; for fortune is blind, 
but God, seeing how worthy you are of 
these things, has given them to you in 
such abundant measure that there is no 
room for anything that I can do. It 
seems hard to owe so much and to be 
able to give nothing; yet there is a 

sweetness even in that. If one cannot 
give, the next best thing is to take, 
from—from one so gentle, so noble, so 

worthy of a man’s best homage as your- 
self.” 

He had no idea how his voice was be- 
traying him in the treacherous twilight 
that threw its soft veil of shadow into 
the pillared archway where they stood. 
At the last sentence he stopped himself 
abruptly and substituted other words 
for the passionate ones that trembled 
upon his tongue; but, as his voice fell, 
there was a minute’s silence that seemed 
still to vibrate with the deep thrill of 
feeling in his tones. 

Zarifa, standing motionless in her 
clinging black draperies, with her statue- 
like face and her eyes of soft gloom, had 
asked herself at one moment what she 
should do. But it was only for a mo- 
ment She had felt the next Instant 
how entirely unconscious was his be- 
trayal, and the strong self restraint 
which was evident in his last words 
touched her deeply. She had to pause 
for a moment to imitate that self re- 
straint before she could answer. Then 
she said, with something wistful in the 
sweet music of her tones; 

“You are a little wrong. No life can 
be so prosjierous, so well filled with the 
good gifts of God, that there is not 
room in it for the kindness of a friend. 
1 have been*able to save your life. That 
is true. But it was an accident. Some 
day you may be able to do for me what 
will outweigh it as much as an act of 
deliberate intention outweighs an act of 
impulse. And if not—if the opportunity 
is not given to you, for one does not 
make these things for one’s self—I shall 
know at least that you have the will to 
serve me, and that is enough.” 

“Surely,” he said, moved almost be- 
yond his power of self control, yet quiet- 
ed, too, by those exquisitely gentle 
words, “you must know it. I feel that 
my life belongs to you; you may never 
have any use for it—that is most likely 
—but nevertheless at any time you sum- 
moned me, though it were from the end 
of the world, to do your bidding, be- 
lieve me, 1 should come." 

“1 do believe it,” she said, thrilled by 
the passion of his tone. “But let us say 
no more of this. All is understood, if 
not expressed. I, too, have thanked God 
for your safety. And now 1 must go 
and find how it is with that poor creature 
in the hospital." 

Ha could not utter another word, but 
he walked by her aide across the court in 
the lovely twilight stillness, and at the 
entrance they met Padre Francisco. He 
paused at sight of them, and Zarifa 
looked into his pale, moved face with a 
startled entreaty in her eyes. 

“He has made his confession,” said the 
priest, "and he has promised to repeat 
the part relating to his attempts on Senor 
Derwent’s life to the proper officials. 
They are taking his testimony now, and 
it exonerates Senor Barrera entirely. 
But he is sinking fast.” 

“Ah, my GodI” said Zarifa, putting 
her hand to her heart. 

Padre Francisco extended a gentle 
hand and laid iton her arm. “My child,” 
he said gravely, “stop and think what a 

good thing such an end as this is for 
him. What is the natural life when it 
is spent in forgetfulness of God and 
stained so deeply with crime that a vio- 
lent death at any moment might send 
the soul into perdition? When such a 
life as that ends, by the mercy of God, 
with contrition, with penitence and 
with reparation is it not something for 
which to be devoutly rejoiced? Try to 
look at things by the higher light—the 
light of God’s eternal purposes. Your 
promptness and your courage saved a 

life. You are grateful for that, 1 know. 
But, beiieve me—and 1 speak who have 
seen the depths of this poor soul—you 
should be far more grateful that your 
bullet has saved a souL Never might 
such a grace have come to him other- 
wise—the grace that sends him forth to 
the bar of eternal justice contrite, ab- 
solved and fortified by the sacraments. 
Come with me now. 1 am going to the 
church for the holy eucharist. 

[TO BE CONTINUED. 1 
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C. A. SNOW & CO., 
Opp Patent Office. Washington, l>. 0. 

“August 
Flower” 

Biliousness, 

Stomach 

Pains. 

I have been afflict- 
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_ ..... ‘and constipation Consti Ration, <• for fifteen years; 
“ first one and then 
“ another prepara- 
“ tion was suggested 
"tome and tried but 

“to no purpose. At last a friend 
"recommended August Flower. I 
" took it according to directions and 
“ its effects were wonderful, reliev- 
“ ing me of those disagreeabla 

stomach pains which I had been 
“troubled with so long. Words 
"cannot describe the admiration 
"in which I hold your August 
“ Flower—it has given me a new 

lease of life, which before was a 
" burden. Such a medicine is a ben- 
efaction to humanity, and its good 
“qu alities and 
"wonderful mer- Jesse Barker, 

its should be 
"made known to 

"everyone suffer- 
" ing with dyspep- 
sia or biliousness 

Printer, 

Humboldt, 
Kansas. «9 

G. G. GREEN,Sole Man’fr,\Voodbury,N.J. 
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AND 

Elder Flower 
Cream 

Is not a cosmetic in the sense in which that 
term is popularly used, but permanently beau- 
tifies. It creates a soft, smooth, clear, velvety 
skin, and by daily use gradually makes the 
complexion several shades whiter. It Is a con- 
stant protection from the effects of sun and 
wind and prevents sun burn and freckles, and 
blackheads will never come while you use it 
It cleanses the face far better than soap and 
water, nourishes and builds up the skin tissues 
and thus prevents the formation of wrinkles. 
It gives the freshness, clearness and smooth- 
ness of skiu that you had when a little girl. 
Every lady, young or old, ought to use it, a* it 
gives a more youthful appearance to any lady, 
and that permanently. It contains no acid, 
powder or alkali, and is as harmless as dew 
and is as nourishing to the skin as dew is to a 
llower- Price 91, at all druggists and hair- 
dressers, or at Mrs. Gervaise Graham’s estab- 
lishment, 103 Post Street, San Fratici.-co, where 
she treats ladies for all blemishes of the fare 
or figure. Ladies at a distance treated by let- 
ter. Send stamp for her little book, “How to be 
Beautiful.” 

So/Tip/o Bott/o n)ane(j free to any lady 
on receiptof 10 cents in stamps to pay for poa- 
tag and packing. Lady Agents wanted. 

Mil*. GKAHAn 
FACE BLEACH 

Cures the worst cases of Freckles, Sunburn, 
Sallowness, Motn patches, Pimples and all skin 
blemishes Price 91.50. Harmleas and ef- 
fective. No sample can be sent. Lady Agents 
wanted. 

PHYSICIANS COULDN'T CURE HIM. 10 
Skdamsvillx, Hamilton Co., Ohio, June,’89. 
One bottle of Paster Koenig s Nerve Tonic 

rured me entirely, after physicians had tried 
It unsuccessfully for S months to relieve me 
of nervous debility. W. HVENNEFELD. 

Alamosa, Col., Jan. *89. 
My wife was troubled with nervousness 

about one year before »h« took Pastor Koe- 
Hig’S Nerve't onic, and ut that time had very 
f>e ere attacks of spu.sw*. convulsions, anu 

pains in different parts of the body. When 
in thic >tue her lower jaws would act vio- 
lently and set sometimes, bite her tongue, 
breathe heavily, then short, then seemed to 
stop entirely, get a wild look in her eyes and 
rolling around, then stop sometimes, it would 
take 2 men to uold her in bed, otherwise her 
t .xly would crauip and bo so for 9 hours. She 
took but two bottles of the Nerve Tonio 
which ourod her entirely of all those torments 
which myself ami w ife gladly testify, it truly 
bail the desired effect. 

D. S. MCGILLI3. 
A Valuable I took on Nervous 
Diseases sent five to any address, 
and poor patients can also obtain 
this medicine free of charge. 

This remedy has been prepared by the Rever- 
end Pastor Koenig, of Fort Wayne.Ind.. since 187€, 
and Is now prepared under his direction by the 

KOENIC MEO. CO., Chicago, III. 
Sold bjr Urumcists at 01 per Bottle. 6 for 

•5. Lariro sue. *1.75. 6 Buttle. for Sl>. 

[Zapitol Salooq. 
TUNNEL AVENUE. 

Suti'u, Nevada. 

Gil Bennett, Prop. 
WINES, 

LIQUORS, 
and CICARS 

Of the finest quality always in stock. 

We respectfully solicit your patronage, an# 
guarantee courteous treatment to all. 

OIL. DENNETT. 


