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EEr A ROTHER ADINO kuelt at the foot of the
(‘ cross which towered high above the rank
A growth of grass spread in froot of the
mission buildings of Sants Maria del
Mar. Behind him were the gray stome
walls, which looked so hard snd cold
now that the red evening light came
down and rested on the mountains in the background,
A few vards io froot of where he knelt ran the clear
water of the San Lorenzo River. ) )

Brother Adino's head was bare and his face was buried
in the loose sleeves of his robe. He knelt and prayed
earnestly—prayed as he never had before, for he was
sick and weary and troubled, and in despair he had
thrown his arms about the great stone cross and clung
ta it, creing for relief. The vesper beil rang out from
the tali adobe belfry, aod a beauatiful, sad-looking
Spanish senorita drifted down the river in a canoe. As
slie passed she sang a low, soff song _in_her owt tongue
and looked long at the mission buildings. The bigh
grass hid the object by the cross from her view. The
hrothers were all filing into the chapel, and wl{en_the
last one had disappeared she sighed, ceased her singing,
and rested on the paddle that she might gaze longer at
the picturesqme walls of Santa Maria del Mar.

Brother Adino had beea ill, His handsome face was
pale and thin, and Father Benedicto had said that for
ote so young it was strange, and that he must rest and

ray for renewed streagth, There was a sad, sa_d took in
the old lather's eyes when he spoke of their young
brother. But lhe others did nol notice it, for often the
good old priest would grow pepsive and sigh, saying that
worldly thoughts always brought the soul unrest. Then
he would glance uneasily at Adino, bring his ebouny
cructfix to his thin lips. aud hurry to the secinsion of the
altar. He was there now, kceeling quietly; but out
from beyond ihe tall grass, which hid the cross from the
buildings, came a chokiog, sobbing soand, and then
Adina’s voice, weak from suffering, cried : i

' Qh, my God, my God! Teach me the right war—
deliver me from this sin. It is hard—so hard—" and
his voice sank as he slowly lifted his white face toward
the light. There was no answer from the sky aud mo
echo frout the earth, but the long grass was pushed aside
in front of the cross, aud Brother Adino, looking up, be-
held what to him seemed a beauifnl vision. He
stretched out bis arm to make sure, and his hand rested
on the shouliler of Carmen, a Spanish maiden whose
wother the fathers had rescued from the Iudiaos.

She was pretty, as most of her type are. Her dark,
liquid eves were wide open, for she was startled to find
that the cries she had heard while in her little canoe
catne from the mouth of Brother Adine. Hishand rested
on her delicale shoulder for a moment. Quic!ﬂly he arose
from his knees and muttered something huarriedly.

*Uh, I dida't koow it was you, or [ wouldn't have
—trespassed,’ she said,

Brother Adino looked up very much confused.

‘Is it late * Have the bells for vespers ruug, I
womiler > X

*Yes, and Father Bepedicto was looking from the
window a while ago.’ i

+Ah 7" said Adino, 'I tnust go io.
where I am.’ i

Eis face become sad for only one brief moment while
he stood with his eyes fastened upon those of the girl in
front of him. There was an awful conflict within himself,
The muscles aronod his mouth and eyes twitched, and
the expression on his face changed to mercilessiy hard,
bitter defiatce. He stepped mearer, bheld ont his trembl-
ing band, and, slmost hissing, said desperately,

«Carmen, do thou be near here to-morrow night when
thie bell rings for vespers.®

He kuows mpot

. L] - - » .

From the nuiet bay & heavy fog came roiling inland.
The sun bad disappesred behtnd the mountaios, sod the
night was coming on with silent speed, The bell which
hung over the chapel had struck for prayers, and the
priests, young and old, filed out of the large building
and eatered thie smaller ooe for worship. Their heads
were all reverently bowed—all except that of him who
came last in the line. FHis was turoed wilh nervous
auxiety toward the fielil of waving grass, and on towhere
the grey cruss stood ont indistinctly through the fog.
le was Hrother Adino, awl, being the laat iv line to pass

through the door, he took a seat back and a little apart
from the others.

He neither glanced at his prayer book nor followed in
the chanting. There was a strange, satisfied light in his
blue eyes and the ghost of a sarcastic stuile upon his lips
as he looked around ou the kneeling men. lost in their
devotion, 0ld Father Benedicto wus nearest him. Oance
he tnrped and saw that Adino's head was erect. The
same hopelessly sad look cate upon him again, and he
clutched his beads more tightly.  Adino moved his lips
mechanically and watched for a chance to slip out.
When they sang he crept to the aisle, then to the door,
and made his way ount through the darkness to the place
where he had prayed long the night before. The fog
was now deunse, and stare as much as he would, theobject
he sought conld not be seen. When he reached the
little beaten down patch of grass by the cross he stopped
and iistened. There was po sound. He looked around
once more andd then softly called :

' Carmen—oh, Carmen ! -

There was a little rustle of leaves aod then the grass
was parted, and a neat figure, clad in black, stepped
quickly up to him.

‘1 tried so hard to get here on time,’ said Carmen.
‘Auat Berta told e it was too late to go ount in my
boat, se [ pretended I wanted to see a sick woman, and
then rao over here as fast as [ could. * Oh,I'm a dread-
ful hypocrite! 1 most be back in a moment,” aod she
ended with a nervous little laugh.

The faces of the two were just visible to each other.
Carmen’s was not as rosy and happy as usual. She
tooked wonderingly at Adino, and said anxiously, ‘ You
look s0 solemn, Brother Adino. You're not going to be
romantic and ran off—escape—are yon ?°

‘yes, I am " he answered.

‘What! Adine. Adino, not going away!” she cried,
*0Oh, you're oniy jesting! No, oo, I see it in your face

* Hush, Carmen, some one will hear you, Itold you
that yon must keep my secret,” he sa’d firmly.

The shoulders of the Spanish girl shook, and she
stepped away from him, back inte the darkness, that he
might not see her cover her white lace with her hands.

But he did see it, and followe after her, snatching her
haunds from her moist eyes. * Yes, Carmen,” he began.
‘I'm going. It's usecless for me 1o stay here lomger.
Vou must koow why I tell you this. You must know
why 1 go away. I love you soc much.”

She had not resisted when be took her hands, and he
still held thewm tightly.

*Yes,” she said slowly ; but if that's the reason, why
do you go away ? I'll never see you agsain then ~

Her voice faltered. -

¢ Why, Carmen, you inpocent little angel; I'm going
away 5o that I can take vou ; take yon away-—over the
mountiaits and from the ocean, and off to my oid bome.
You'll go, won't yon, dear ?'

She sprang back from him. her beautifol dark eyes
flashing and her cheeks growing crimson.

* Do you think for one instant that I would stay here
without you? XNo, when I jove, I Jore /™

He drew her towards him with a bappy little cry.

*¥ell, thén, next week I ring the bell, and on the
night when I strike three iimes instead of two, you
meet we here, ready to go. Eleven will be the best and
safest time.

He stooped down to kiss ber, and there was a cautions
step dangerously near by. Some one was passing care-
fully through the grass. Carmen's hands grew cold
within his, and she slipped gunickly out by the way she
bad cowme.

Adino wept back, reachiog the chapel before the
priesta had left it. They were all there No—Father
Bevedicto! Where was he? If he had heard them,
every hing was spoiled. There would be such a cruel
watch put upon him ihat escape would be impossible.

In s few moments pravers were over and the fathers
returned to their bare rooms for the gight. They were
weary from the work of the day and were soon fast
ssleep. No one but Adino, 8s he sat in the darkness at
his open window, beard old Father Bevedicto enter st
the ront Jdoor and draw the creakiog bolt as he locked
it behind him,

1t seemed wa if the bolt vever wade such a grating,
rasping sound as it did tbat pight. Surely the locking
or unlockiog of the door was enough to arcuse tbe sleep-
ing inmates of the house.

Adino glanced out of his window and looked down
into the inky blackness helow, There was no possihility

of his getting out that way, for the amall eourt below
was surrounded by an immense adobe wall which it was
impossible to climb, But all that was of the future.
Now he could sit at the little window with the delicions
cool night air ¢oming in upon his hot brow, and think
and dresm exquisite thingsabout bis love, Before it had
heen a sin for him to think of it—now he was certain it
was right, and s new life thrilled throngh his veins at
thought ot it. Why bad it not come to him before, he
wondered > Perhaps it was becanse he had always been
used to the mopastry and ite inflnence since his boybood.
There had been no chance for him to choose the life he
wished to lead.

When his parents died the {athers had taken him,
bringing him with them oat into the frontier, and only
now, after dull years of sindy and work, did he realize
that there was another life, and that he was his own

] . Father Benedicto bad indeed bren a father to
him, snd now he was begivning 1o totter when he
stepped, and Adino sorrowed atleaving him. Hisgood old
voice, which had comforted and cheered spo many, wasnow
feeble, and his hair was white—so white that it seemed
a halo around his head. What would he do when be
found that Adino had gone? Would he tnrn sgainst
him and denounce bim 45 a sinner?  Adino had pever
heard him speak an nnjost word, and he did not believe
he would.

The coyoter howled from the near mountains, and
Adive came to himself with a start. The wind had
turoed ¢older and he was chilled through, so, with only
the moonlight to see by, he disrobed, lay down upon his
narrow couch, and slept.

He waited patiently until the second night of the next
week, and then he walked ont to the chapel and ascended
the narrow stairs to the belfry. He grasped the rope
and pulled so vigorously that 1he old bell rang out its
three notes louder than it bad for many a day, Then he
descended the stairs and walked quickly over to the
main buildiog and np 10 his own room. He snatched
up his worn prayer book and hurried out to join the
others on their way 10 service,

This would be the last time he would kneel in the
mission chapel. He gazed all around, taking farewel] of
all the old familiar objects, but in his heart he was im-
patient to get out into the air,

 Father Renedicto was in his regular place, apd upon
his face there rested a happy, contented look. Surely
there was nothing to fear from him.

The prayers were finally over, and Agdino, with
mechanical movements, went hack to his room and sat,
again looking out of bis window, until the big, old-
fashioned cltock down in the lowerhallway struck eleven.
He listented at his door. There was no sound except the
heavy breathing of the priests who had left their doors
open. He needed no light to gather np the few articles
which belonged to bum. He lingered for a moment at
Fathel: Benedicto’s room, his head bowed, and then went
ot npiselessly down the stairs and to the beavy door.
This was the only place where he was afraid of being
heard. The bolt always creaked, and on this particular
night it wonld be sure to awaken sonte light sleeper. He
tried to push it back, It wounld not move. Then he
grasped the door, thinking that if be pulled at this with
ooe hand and pushed at the bolt with the other, it might
move. And it did move. The great door swung noise.
lessly open. for it had not been locked,

He had no time to stop and wonder, His only thought
was that perhaps some one bhad gone ont before him, so
he rushed to the edge of the high grass and pushed on
through it to the opening around the cross He hardly
dared think Carmen wonld be waiting for him. It
would be too good. But she was, aod gave a low, happy
little cry as she advanced to meet him.

‘Oh ['m soglad you're here,’ she said, drawing a long,
relieved breath. ‘I've been so nervouns that I'm faint.'

Adino took her cold hands between his,

‘ Carmen, dear, you're trembling,’ he said gently,
putling her wrap more ¢'osely around her. * We'll sit
down here just a moment antil you are rested ?

‘Yes,' she aoswered, “we have plenty of time. I
brought the beat, and we can row to the next town and
catch the train which comes through there shortly after
midnight. And oh, Adino, Aunt Berta told me some-
thing so strange this aftesopoon. 1 know yon'll be sur.
prised. Sbe said that when my motler wss very young
she paddled on this creek just as I do, and one day—I
don’t exactly nnderstand how it was—some Indiaps way-
laid her, and Father Renedicto—he was s young priest
then—rescued her—and, Adino, what do you think ?
He fell in Jove with her and told her so. [ expect may-
be Lhey wonld have run off just as we are doing, but she
was so proud that, although she knew she loved him, she
would not listen, and after a while she married my
father. He was the haudsomest and richest man in the
town then, but mother, poor mother—she died, and then
my father left me with Aunt Berta—"

‘There was a sound, and they hoth sprang to their feet,
Adipo put his arm around Carmen, and was just going
to push her into the shadows when a third figure stepped
feebly out beside them.

Carpieo gave a smothered scream. The figure came
closer, and then Father Bepedicto—for it was he—put a
hand apon the shoulder of each, and, looking first at one
and then at the other, said :

* My children, may the peace and blessing of the
Father rest upon your souis.’

He turned as slowly and as quietly as he cawme, and
disappeatred in the darkpess before snyone could speak.
He went back to the old, cheerless life which he had led
from duty, and Adino and Carmen went forth, beyoand
the mountains and away from the seas, seeking m new
life and taking his blessing with them.
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