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One of the most populue of woemen authors, noted for her books

" -and mdgazine. stories, is Ursul Parrott (vight).

She is @ native of -

o Brookitine, Massechusetts, and dttended Radeliff. Ohew dogs and roses .-
. are her hobbzes at her wttﬂ active home in Wilton, Connecticut. She spends .
awinters in' News York avith: her ditorney husband. She likes the West -
"Indics, Uridge and Jing -auiomoadbiles. Her preforence of her own works

is “T'he’ Tumult. and the Shoutmg,” @ novel about three gefnemmons of

) b‘ost:m Irish.

'. HE - Lreeze_ that " ToSe’
- Grenada . towards - subdown
was sweet with the scent of
full’ spnnvumc, ‘nut coo?
acmsa her ‘still lovely face as she Sﬁt
waiting. by a high.window in .the
palace, -in a tall chair,: waiting, ve-

garding the doorish roofs of the city. -

that were pink in the last night, and
the high Sierras far off that were ai-
ready :blue with dusk.

She who had been Isabella, Queen
of Qastile and-Leon in her own right
since she was a girl in her first twen-

ties, long Queen of Aragon by her mar-

riage to TFerdinand, and sometimes
since Queen ofall'Spain.-that mattered,
since he and she had driven the Moors
from this same ecity of Grenada, was
long schooled in the composure of her
face, the steadmess of her hands, that
were so whxte agamst the wine colour
of her dress. As for the tumult in her

heart, shp.told herself with a faint’

smile, -she was long used to that too.
Sixteen. years since, at Cordova, in
the mldst of ‘the Moovish wars, the
young m'm Christopher
first eame ‘to ‘her with a letter. Was
it from the Duke of Medina Celi? She
could not 1emember that, but she could
1'emember Jerself as in a portrait not
much dimnied’ by time, a young queen
in a-‘winé-eoloured dress (so had she.
chosen : that -colour - to- -day). and a tall
yound' man, and pelsonable -with the
most- eager eyes she had seen in het
whole lite - Tong, talkm of thingg far
from the Moonsh wars that weighed
upon - her spirit, talLlu" of a round
worlrl of a'short way to the rich, ¥n-
dies, -of - the gold and- the pearls he
would bmw back in her honour.. Not
much ' interésted thel, . in ‘gold and
pearls for hemelt—though Spain conld .
use the gold, heaven knew, with the
War. -Gosts mounnng ‘and - mountm5
something reac¢hed out from her shel-,

on boy WllO had” seen far no1th
ern seas,-.and" dreamed of seas beyoud

‘thelil. - Sheswas & gredt diieen; -he wak o

Just as much more than a common

gyer -

. Lurned since that first ‘day.
' to-morrow was to g0 for the fourth

Columbus -

teg:e Tife! “then,. that ;ﬁrst day, to 'Lhe ;

sailor’ as she-chose vto consider . him. -

but, he made her world seem litfle, ‘

She -wanted to help him then, to
_send him to find hig dream’s truth,
“bug could not. Duty and patuotlsm
compelled - her and Feldm&ud ‘alike to
conserve Spain’s money for the war,’

It was six years till Grenada fell
(and Ghmstopher there {o see that
summoned . by her), Chmstopher stiil)
sure of hig.dream as ever, .ar ooant
as 2 boy is arl'ovaut .but- honest, as
few in-Dier lifé she’d known. So, after
the court . dxcl\ermﬂ for terms, she qenf
him on his way, )

. Phree times he had 0fone, and 1c~
“And now

© time.

The first time, he hdd returned to
his triumphal procession in Barcelona\
where the court held then. "(In the
stillness.of the town ai singet, Isabella
could hear the chieers -of that proces-
sion. echoing in her heart,. - She had
greeted him With’dignit‘y, 484 queen
should, but snatched odd hours after-
ward to talk to him, to listen:to- hig

" stories of that world so far from any

“iworld she would ever sce)

S0 she had loved hins, he had loved
he1, but wxi.h honour; with honour
" through the years. Herself married,
to a good king, Christopher married,
their duty plain Dbefore them They
~had held to that duty. Give that cem-
. fort {o her heart that-was grown tired.
- She would seg him af the State ban-
‘quet to-night, would see him, if she
chose to rise early, riding out from
Gaenada to Cadiz with the dawn but

. How in’ phis 'small room, far from ‘her -

0wn apm'tments, 'she would, see him
alone, have for the last -tirie pnvate
speech with him before he sailed. For
the last time have a chance to telI
h1m e P

‘His  quick,: footsteps échOea alon,
.the. corridor, a little. uneyen, they Were,
" from that old bullet woui

and she would kKuow thest: ¢he thought, :

should they walk over her tomb.

_'my’ admiral)
‘Isabella,’
Say ‘Isabella’ to your queen. -

.

Fridajf,b May 3, 1935.

~ Weritten by . 3
Ursula Parrott |

He stood in the doorway, bromzed,
tall, lean, hig bright hair a litile faded

by time and hot suns, his eyes as
ardent as ever,

She remembered, absurdly, the month
theyd quarreled over his bringing
back of o many miserable slaves
No man of 1115 time could understand
her odd pity for those poor wretehes.
But he had tried to understand, be-
cause he loveq ler. .

He closed the door, said “Your
Highness,” knelt and kissed .her hand.
There had never been any closer ges-
ture of intimacy between them in all
of their lives. o

She thought, “To-morrow he goes for
years again, perhaps never to returu.
With him goes my heart. Now we
grow old, perhapz X could ‘tell him
that in words

She spoke qulchly, “Not to- aav hke
aIl the other days, ‘your highness’ and
-but *Christopher’ }md
very old friends pultm"
Time
goes fast for us, any to-morrow:we .
may meet is far or never. We Dhave
just these minutes.” i

He said “Isabella.” He said “There
with the ‘sunset colour behind your
hair, there with your grace and gentle-
ness you. stand, and I ghall see you
S0 in many still nights when the dark
sea’s quiet, and the stars over Spam
shlnev(lown T have loved you as a
man may love a queen, and 4.8 man
may love & woman in his héart,.a love »
kept far from the hurry ‘and the tuy-
nioil of Ilvmg. Now that we ‘may ot
meef again, I may tell you.. Since to°
you I owe any small fame FPye won,
anything’ T've’ done heyoncl the vun of
what. mex do, But; for -you, T never

(Continvied on next page.) =



