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" INTRODUCTION

THE LIFE of Bret Harte divides itself, without adventitious
forcing, into four 0(cjlluite distinct parts. First, we have the
recocious boyhood, with 1ts eager. response to_the intel-
ectual stimulation of cultured parents; young Bret Harte
assimilated Greek with amazing facility; devoured vora-
ciously the works of Shakespeare, Dickens, Irving, Frois-.
sart, Cervantes, Fielding; and, with creditable success, at-
tempted various forms of composition, Then, compelled
by economic necessity, he left school at thirteen, and for
three years worked first in a lawyer’s office, and then in a
merchant’s counting house. ' .
The second period, that of his migration to_California,
includes all that is permanently valuable of Harte’s liter-
ary output. Arriving in Califormia in 1854, he was, suc-
cessively, a school-teacher, drug-store clerk, express mes-
senger, typesetter, and itinerant joumnalist. He worked
for a while on the Northern California (from which he
was dismissed, for objecting editorially to the contem-
porary California sport of murdering i,ndla_ns , then on
the Golden Era, 1857; where he achieved his first moder-
ate acclaim. In this latter year he mamed Anne Griswold
of New York. In 1864 he was given the secretaryship of
the California mint, a virtual smecure, and he was en-
abled to do a great deal of writing. The first volume. of
his poems, The Lost Galleon and Other Tales, Con-
densed Novels (much underrated parodies), and The
Bohemian Papers were published in 1867. One year later,
The Overland Monthly, which had aspirations of becom-
ing “the Atlantic Monthly of the West” was established,
and Harte was ap{aointed its first editor. For 1t, he wrote .
most of what still remains valid as literature—The Luck,
of Roan’n% Cam]p, The Outcasts of Poker Flat, Plain
Language From Truthful James, among others. The com- .
bination of Irvingesque romantic glamor and Dickensian
bittersweet humor, applied to picturesquely novel ma-.
terial, with the addition of a tnck ending, was fantasti-
cally popular. Editors began to clamor for his stories; the
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” 8 " SELECTED STORIES OF BRET HARTE

University of California appointed him Professor of re-.
cent literature, and the Atlantic Monthly offered him the
practically unprecedented sum of $10,000-for exclusive
nghts to one year's literary output. Harte’s star was,
briefly, in the ascendant.

However, Harte had accumulated a number of debts,
and his editonial policies, excellent m themselves, but un-
diplomatically executed, were the cause of a series of argu-
ments with the publisher of the Overland Monthly.
_Fanly assured of profitable pickings in the East, he left
California (permanently, as 1t proved). The East, how-
sver, was financially unappreciative Harte wrote an un-
wuccessful novel and collaborated with Mark Twain on
m unremunerative play. His attempts to increase his -+
ome by lecturing were even less rewarding. From his.
ieparture from California 1 1872 to his death thirty years
lafer, Harte’s struggles to regam financial stability were
nnremitting: and to these efforts 1s due the rehinquish--
ment of his early ideal of “a pecularly charactenstic
Western American literature.” Henceforth Harte ac-
cepted, as Prof. Hicks remarks, “the role of entertamner,
and as an entertainer he survived for thirty years his
death as an artist.” T

The final period extends from 1878, when he managed
to get himself aﬁpomted consul to Crefeld in Germany,
to 1902, when he died of a throat cancer. He left for
Crefeld without his wife or son—perhaps mtending, as
his letters indicate, to call them to him when circum-
stances allowed, but save for a few years prior to his
death, the separation, for whatever complex -of reasons,
remained permanent. Harte, however, continued to pro-
vide for them as liberally as he was able. In Crefeld Harte
wrote A Legend of Sammerstandt, Views from a German
Spion, and Unser Karl' In 1880 he transferred to the
more lucrative consulship of Glasgow, and Robin Gray,
a tale oﬂScottgsh hfe, is the product of his stay there. In
1885 he was dismissed from his consulship, probably .for
political reasons, though neglect of duty was charged
against him. He removed to London where he remained,
for most part, until his death. “

Bret_Harte never really knew the life of the minin
camp. His miming expeniences were too fragmentary, an
consequently }}ls portraits of mining Iife are wholly mm-

pressionistic,. “No one,” Mark Twain wrote, “can talk
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- “INTRODUCTION .

‘the quartz dialect correctly without leaming it with pick
and- shovel and drill and fuse.” ' Yet, Twain added else-
where, “Bret Harte got his California and his Californians
by unconscious absorption, and put both of them into his
tales alive.” That is, perhaps, the final comment. Much
could be urged against Harte’s stories: the glamor they
throw over the life they depict is largely fictitious; their
pathetic-endings are obviously stylized; their technique is
overwhelmingly -derivative. Nevértheless, so excellent.a
critic as Chesterton maintained that “There are K more
than nine hundred and - ninety-nine -excellent reasons
which we could all have for-admiring the work of Bret
Harte.” The figure is perhaps exaggerated, but there are
* many reasons for admiration. First, Harte originated a'new,.
“and incalculably influential type of story: the romanti--
cally picturesque “human-interest” story. “He created the
local color story,” Prof. Blankenship remarks, “or at least
popularized it, and he gave new form “and intent to the
short story.” Character motivating action “is central . to
this type of story, rather than miood dominating incident.
~Agamn Harte’s style is really an-eminently skilful one, ad-
mirably - suited to his subjects. He can” manage the
humorous or thé pathetic excellently, and his restraint in
each is more remarkable than his excesses. His sentences
have both force and flow; hus backgrounds are crisply but
~ carefully sketched; "his- characters and -caricatures have
. their own logical consistency. Finally, granted the de-
sirability of .the theatric-finale, it is necessary- to admit
that' Harte always rings down his curtain dramatically
and- effectively. e o
ARTHUR ZEIGER






THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP

THERE was commotion’in Roaring Camp. It could not
have been a fight, for in 1850 that was not novel enough.
to have called together the entire settlement. The ditches’
and claims were not only deserted, but “Tuttle’s' grocery”
had contributed its gamblers, who, it will be remembered,
calmly continued their game the day that French Pete
and Kanaka Joe shot each other to death over the bar in.
the front room. The whole camp' was collected before -2
rude cabin on the outer edge-of the clearing. Conversa-
tion was carried on in a low tone, but the name of a
woman was frequently repeated.' It was ,a name familiar
enough in the camp—“Cherokee Sal.”. - - . ’
¢ Perhaps the less said of her, the better She was 4 coarse
and it is_to be feared-a very sinful woman. But at that
time she was the-only woman.in Roaring Camp, and was
just then lying in sore extremity, when she most needed
, the ministration of her own sex. Dissolute, ‘abandoned,
and irreclaimable, she. was yet suffering a-martyrdom
hard enough to bear even when veiled by sympathizing
womanhood, but.now ternble in her, loneliness. “"The
prumal curse had come to her in that original.isolation
which must have made the punishment of- the first trans-
gression so dreadful. It was, perhaps, part of the expiation
of her sin that, at a moment when she. most lacked her
sex’s intuitive tenderness and care,-she met only the half~
contemptuous' faces of her masculine associates. Yet a
few of the spectators were, I think, touched by her suf-:
ferings. Sandy Tipton thought it was “rough on Sal,” and,
n the contemplation of her condition, for a moment rose
superior to the fact that he had an ace and two bowers
in his sleeve. Co - v
- It will be seen, also; that. the situation was novel.
Deaths were by no means-uncommon in.Roaring Camp, .
but a-birth was a new thing: People had been dismissed
from the camp effectively, finally, and with no possibility of
return; but this was the first time that anybody had been
introduced ab imtio. Hence the-excitement. :
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12 SELECTED STORIES OF BRET HARTE

“You go in there, Stumpy,” said a prominent citizen
known as “Kentuck,” addressing one of the loungers.
“Go in thére, and see what you kin do. You've had ex-
perience in them things.”

Perhaps there was a fitness in the selection. Stumpy,
in other climes, had been the putative head of two
families; in fact, it was owing to some legal informality
in these proceedings that Roaring Camp—a city of refuge
—was indebted to his company. The crowd approved
the choice, and Stumpy was wise enough to bow to the
majority. The door closed on the extempore surgeon and
midwife, and Roaring Camp sat down outside, smoked
its pipe, and awaited the issue. '

¢ assemblage numbered about a hundred men. One
or two of these were actual fugitives from justice, some
were criminal, and all were reckless. Physically, they ex-
hibited no indication of their past lives and character.
The greatest scamp had a Raphael face, with a profusion
of blond hair; Oakhurst, a gambler, had the melancholy
air and intellectual abstraction of a Hamlet; the coolest
and most courageous man was scarcely over five feet in
height, with a soft voice and an embarrassed, timid man-
ner. The term “roughs” apphed to them was a dis-
tinction rather than a definition. Perhaps in the minor
details of fingers, toes, ears, etc., the camp may have been
deficient, but these slight omissions did not detract from
their aggre%a}te force. The strongest man had but three
fingers on his right hand; the best shot had but one eye.
uch was the })hysical aspect of the men that were dis-
persed around the cabin. The camp lay in a triangular
valley, between two hills and a river. The only outlet was
a steep trail over the summit of a hill that faced the cabin,
now 1lluminated by the rising moon. The suffering
woman might have seen it from the rude bunk whercon
she lay—seen it winding like a silver thread until it was
lost in the stars above. .

A fire of withered pine boughs added sociability to
the gathering. By degrees the natural levity of Roaring
Camp returned. Bets were freely offered and taken re-
garding the result. Three to five that “Sal would get
’%)hrough with it”; even, that the child would survive; side
Iets as to the sex and complexion of the coming stranger.

n the midst of an excited discussion an exclamation
came from those nearest the door, and the camp stopped



- ) ‘,4 1 \
THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP 13

16 listen. Above the swaying and moaning of the pines, the
swift rush of the niver, and the crackhing of the fire, rose
a sharp, querulous cry—a cry unlke anything heard before
. in the camp. The pines stopped moaning, the river ceased
toTush, and the fire to crackle. It seemed as if Nature had
- stopped to listen too. '
1e camp rose to its_feet s one man! It was proposed
to explode a barrel of gunpowder, but in consideration of
the situation of the mother; befter counsels prevailed, and
only a few revolvers were discharged; for, whether_owing
to the rude. Surgery of thé.camp or some-other reason,
Cherokee Sal was sinking fast. Within an° hour she had
chmbed, as"it were, that rugged road that led to the stars,
and so passed out of Roanng Camp, its sin and shame,
forever. I do not think that the announcement disturbed
them much, except in speculation as ‘to the fate of ‘the
child “Can he live now?” was asked of Stumpy. The
answer was doubtful. The ‘only other being of Cherokee
Sal’s sex and maternal condition 1n the settlement was an
ass. There'was some conjecture as to fitness, but the ex-
periment was tried. ‘It was less problematical than the
ancient treatment of Romulus and Remus, and appar-
ently as successful. T
en these details were completed, which exhausted
another hour, the ddor was opened, and the anxious
crowd of men, who had already formed-themselves into
a queue,.-entered in “single file. Beside the low bunk or
shelf on which the figure.of the mother was starkly out-
lined below- the blankets stood a pifie table. On this a
candle Box was placed, and within 1t, swathed in staring
ted flannel, lay the last arnval at Roaring Camp. Beside
the candle box was placed a-hat: Its use was soon indi-
cated. “Gentlemen,” sad Stumpy, with a singular mixture
of authority and ex-officio complacency—“Gentlemen will-
" please pass in at the front door, round the table, and out
. at the back door. Them as wishes to contribute anything
toward the orphan will find a hat handy.” The first man
entered with his hat on; he uncovered, however, as he
* looked aboutf him, and so, unconsciously, set an example.
to the next In such communities gooJ and bad actions
are_catching. As the procession filed in, comments were
audible—cnticisms addressed, perhaps, rather to Stumpy,
in the character of showman—"Is thdt him?”; “mighty
small specimen”; “hasn’t morn got the color”; “ain’t: big-

’



14 SELECTED STORIES OF BRET HARTE

ger nor a derringer.” The contrbutions were as character-
stic: A silver tobacco box, a doubloon; a navy revolver,
silver-mounted; a gold speaimen; a very beautifully cm-
broidered lady’s handkerchief (from Oakhurst the gam-
bler); a diamond breast-pin; a diamond ring (suggested
by the pin, with the remark from the giver that he “saw
that pin and went two diamonds better”); a slung shot;
a Bible (contnbutor not detected); a golden spur; 2
silver teaspoon (the imtials, I regrel to say, were not the
gvers); a pair of surgeon’s shears; a lancet; a Bank of
England note for £5; and about $200 in loose gold and
silver coin. During these proccedings Stumpy maintained
a silence as impassive as the dead on us left, a granty
as mscrutable as that of the newly bomn on his nght. Only
one incdent occurred to break the monotony of the
curious procession. As Kentuck bent over the candle box
half cunously, the child tumed, and, in a spasm of pain,
caught at lus groping finger, and held 1t fast for a
moment. Kentuck looked foolish and cmbarrassed.
Something like a blush tried to assert itsclf in his weather-
beaten cheek. “The damned httle cuss!” he said as he
extricated his finger, with, perhaps, more tenderness and
care than he might have been deemed capable of show-
mg. He held that finger a little apart from 1ts fellows as
he went out, and examined 1t curiously. The examina-
tion provoked the same omginal remark in regard to the
child. .In fact, he scemed to enjoy tcpeating it. “He
rastled with my finger,” he remarked to Tipton, holding
up_the member, “the damned httle cuss!”

It was four o'clock before the camp sought repose. A
light burned in the cabin where the watchers sat, for
Stumpy did not go to bed that night. Nor did Kentuck.
He drank quite freely, and related with great gusto his
expenience, vanably ending with his charactenstic con-
demnation of the newcomer. It seemed to relieve him of
any unjust implication of sentiment, and Kentuck had
the weaknesses of the nobler sex. When everybody clse
had gone to bed, he walked down to the mver, and
whistled reflectingly. Then he walked up the gulch, past
the cabin, still whisthing with demonstrative unconcern.
At a large redwood tree he paused and retraced his steps,
and agam passed the cabin. Halfway down to the rivers

ank he agan paused, and then returned and knocked at
the door. It was opened by Stumpy. “How goes it?” said

+



THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP 15

Kentuck, looking past Stumpy toward the candle .bong;
“All serene,” replied Stumpy. ‘}:‘&nyjchmg up?” “Nothing.
There was a pause—an embarrassing one—Stumpy stll
holding the door. Then Kentuck had recourse to his in-
ger, which he held ap to Stumpy. “Rastled with it—the
damned little cuss,” he said, and retired,

The next day Cherokee. Sal had such rude sepulture as
Roaring Camp afforded. After her body had been com-
mitted to the hillside, thiere was a fonmal meeting of the
camp to discuss what should be done with her infant. A
resoﬁm‘on to adopt it 'was unanimous and enthusiastic.
But an animated discussion in regard to the manner and
feasibility of providing for its wants at once sprung up.’
It was remarkable that the argument partook of none of
those fierce personalities with which discussions were usu-
ally conducted at Roaring Camp. Tipton proposed that
they should send the child to Red Dog—a distance of
forty miles—where female attention could be procured.
But the unlucky suggestion met with fierce and unani-
mous opposition. It was evident that no plan which en-
failed parting from their mew acquisition would for a
moment be entertained. “Besides,” said Tom Ryder,
“them 'fellows at Red Dog would swap it, and ring in
somebody clse on us,” A disbelief in the honesty of other
camEs prevailed at Roaring Camp, as in other places.

. The mtroduction of a female nurse in the camp also
met with objection. It was argued that no decent woman
could be.prevailed to accept Roarindg Camp as her home,
and the speaker urged that “they didn’t want any more
of the other kind.”” This unkind allusion o the defunct
mother, harsh as it may seem, was the first spasm of pro-

riety—the first symptom of the camp’s regeneration,
Stumpy advanced nothing. Perhaps he felt a certain deli-
cacy m intcrfering with the selection of a possible sue-
cessor in office. But when questioned, he averred stoutly
that he and “Jinny”’—the mammal before alluded to—
could manage to rear the child. There was something
original, mdependent, and heroic about the plan that
pleased the camp Stumpy was retained. Certain articles
were sent for to Sacramento. “Mind,” said the treasurer,
as he pressed a bag of gold dust into the expressman’s
hand, *the best that can be ot—lace, you know, and

A ¥ )
filigrecework and fnlls—damn the cost!”

trange to say, the child thrived. Perhaps the invigorat-
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ing climate of the mountain camp was compensation for
matenal deficiencies. Natuic took the foundling to her
broader breast. In that rare atmosphere of the Sierra
foothills—that air pungent with balsamic odor, that
ethereal cordial at once bracing and exhilarating—he may
have found food and nourishment, or a subtle chemistry
that transmuted asses’ milk to lime and phosphorus.
Stumpy mclined to the belief that it was the latter and
ood nursing. “Me and that ass,” he would say, “has
een father and mother to him! Don’t you,” he would
add, apostrophizing the helpless bundze before him,
“never go back on us.” .
By the time he was a month old, the necessity of giv-
ing him a name became apparent. He had generally been
known as “the Kid,” “Stumpy’s boy,” “the Coyote” (an
. allusion to his vocal powers), and even by Kentuck’s en-
dearmg diminutive of “the damned little cuss.” Bul these
were felt to be vague and unsatisfactory, and were at last
dismissed under another influence. 1éamblers and ad-
venturers are generally superstitious, and Oakhurst one
day declared that the baby had brought “the luck” to
Roanng Camp. It was certamn that of late they had been
successful. “Luck” was the name agreed upon, with the
prefix of Tommy for greater convemence. No allusion
was made to the 'mother, and the father was unknown.
“It’s better,” said the philosophical Oakhurst, “to take a
fresh deal all round. Call him Luck, and start him fair.”
A day was accordingly set apart for the christening. What
was meant by this ceremony the reader may mmagmme who
has already gathered some 1dea of the reckiess irreverence
gf Roan’ng Camp. The master of ceremonies was one
“Boston,” a noted wag, and the occasion seemed to prom-
ise the greatest facetiousness. This ingenious satirist had
. spent two days in preparing a burlesque of the church
service, with pomnted local allusions. The choir was
‘properly trained, and Sandy Tipton was to stand god-
father. But after the procession had marched to the grove
with music and banners, and the child had been deposited
before z}‘mogk’altar, Stumpy stepped before the expectant
crowd. “It ain’t my style 1o spo:]pfun, boys,” said the lit-
tle man, stoutly, eying the faces around him, “but it
strikes me that this thing ain’t exactly on the squar. It’s
playing it pretty low down on this yer baby to nng in fun
on him that he ain’t going to understand. And eg there’s
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" gomg to be any godfathers round, T'd like to see who:s
got any better rights than me.” A silence followed Stumlgls :
speech. To the credit of all humonsts be it said that the
first man to acknowledge its justice was the satirist, thus
stopped of his fun. “But,” said Stumpy, quickly, follow-
ing' up his advantage, “we’re here for a christening, and
we'll have-it. I proclaim you Thomas Luck, according to
the laws of the United States and the State of California, -
so help me God.” It was the first time that the name of
the Deity had been uttered otherwise than profanely in
the camp. The form of christening was perhaps even more -
ludicrous than the satirist had comnceived, but, strangely
enough, nobody saw it and nobody laughed. “Tommy” ,
was christened as seriously as he would have been under
a Chnstian roof, and criedy and was comforted in as ortho-
dox fashion. . N
,And so the work of regeneration began in Roaring
Camp. Almost imperceptibly a change came over the
settlement. The cabin assigned to “Tommy Luck”—or
“The Luck,” as he was more frequently called—first
showed, signs of improvement. It was kept scrupulousgr :
clean and whitewashed. Then it was boarded, clothed,
and papered The rosewood cradle—packed eighty miles
by mule—had, in Stumpy’s way of putting i, “‘sorter
killed the rest of the furniture.” So the rehabilitation of
the cabin became a necessity. The men who were in the
habit of lounging in at Stumpy’s to see “how The Luck
got on” seemed to appreciate the change, and, in self-de-
fense, the rival establishment of “Tuttle’s grocery” be-
stured 1tself, and mmported a carpet and mirrors. The
-teflections_of the latter on the appearance of Roaring
Camip tended to produce stricter habits of personal clean-
liness. Again, Stumpy 1mposed a kind of quarantine upon
Ehose who aspired to the honor and privilege of holding
The Luck” It was a cruel mortification fo Kentuck—
who, in the carelessness of a large nature and the habits
of frontier life, had begun to regard all garments as a
sccond cuticle, which, like a_snake’s, only sloughed off
through decay—to be debarred this prwvilege from certain
prudential reasons. Yet such was the subtle mfluence of
mnovation that he thereafter appeared regularly every
afternoon in a clean shirt, and face still shinmg from his
ablutxoni. Nor were moral and social sanitary laws ne-
glected. “Tommy,” who was supposed ta spenéy his whole
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existence m a persistent attempt to repose, must not be
disturbed by naise: The shouting and yelling which had
gamed the camp its infehicitons title were not permitted
within ‘hearg distance of Stumpy’'s The men conversed
in whispers, or smoked with Indian gravity. Profamty was
tacitly given up in these sacred precincts, and throughout
the camp a popular form of expletive, known as “Damn
the luck!” and “Curse the luck!” was abandoned, as hav-
ing a new personal bearing. Vocal music was not inter-
dicted, bemng supposed to have a soothin%i]tranquilii:ing
quality, and one song, sung by “Man-o’-War Jack,” an
English sailor, from Her Ma}esty’s Austrahan colonies, was.
‘quite popular as a lullaby. It was a lugubrious recital of
e exploits of “the Arethusa, Seventy-four,” 1 a muffled
mnor, ending with-a prolonged dying fall at the burden
of each verse, “On b-o-0-0-ard of the Arethusa.” It was a
“fine sight to see Jack holding The Luck, rocking from side
~ to side as 1f with the motion of a ship, and crooning forth
this naval ditty Either through the peculiar rocking of Jack
or the length of his song—it contamned mnety stanzas, and
was continued with conscientious deliberation to the bit-
ter end—the lullaby generally had the desired effect. At
",such fimes the men would lie at full length under the trees .
. 1 the soft summer twihight, smoking their pipes and
drinking in the melodious utterances. An indistinct-idea
that this was pastoral happmess pervaded the camp. “This
‘ere kund o think,” said the Cockney Simmons, medita-.
tively reclining on his elbow, “is ’evingly.” It reminded
him of Greenwich ™ )
~On the long summer days The Luck was usually car-~
ried to the gulch, from whence the golden store of Roar-
mg Camp was taken There, on a blanket spread over pine
boughs, he would lic while the men were working in the
ditches below. Latterly, there was a rude attempt to deco-
rate this bower with' flowers and sweet-smelling shrubs, -
and generally someone would' bring him a cluster of wild
honeysuckles, azaleas, or the painted blossoms' of las mar1”
posas. The men had suddenly awakened to the fact that
there were beauty and significance m these tnfles, which,
they had so long trodden carelessly beneath their feet. A
flake of’ ghttering muca, a fragment of vanegated quartz,
a brght pebble from the bed of the creck, became beaut-
ful to eyes thus cleared and strengthened, and were 1n-
variably put aside for “The Luck.” It was wonderful how
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many treasures the woods and hillsides yielded that “would
do for Tommy.” Surroundéd by playthings such as never
child out of farryland had before, it is to be hoped that

, Tommy - was content. He appeared to be securely happy, -
- _albeit there was an infantime gravity about him, a contem- . -
“plative-light in his round gray eyes, that sometimes wor-

ried .Stumpy. He was always tractable and-quiet, an@’ it
is recorded that once, having cregt beyond his “corral”’—
a hedge of tessellated pine-boughs which surrounded his
bed—he dropped over the bank on his head in the soft
earth, and remamed with his mottled legs in the air in
that position for at least five minutes with unflinching

" gravity. He was extricated without a murmur. I hesitate to

record the many other instances of his sagacity, which

‘test, unfortunately, upon -the statements of prejudiced

friends. Some of them were not without a tinge of super--
stition. “I crep’ up the bank just now,” said Kentuck one .
day, in a breathless state of excitement, “and dern my skin
if hé wasn’t a talking to ajay bird as was sittin” on his lap. _
There they was, just as free and-sociable as anything you
g}ease, a jawin’ af each other just like two cherry-bums.”

owbeit, whether creeping over the pine boughs or lying
lazily on his back blinking at the leaves above him, to him

_ the "birds sang, the squrrels chattered, and-the flowers

‘bloomed. Nature was his nurse and playfellow. For him
she. would let slip between the leaves golden ‘shafts of
sunlight that fell just within his grasp; she would.send

~ wandering breezes to visit him with the balm of bay and

resinous-gums; to him the tall redwoods nodded familiarly

-and sleepily,-the bumblebees buzzed, and' the rocks cawed

a slumberous accompaniment.

Such was the golden summer of Roarmg Camp. They
were “flush times”—and the Luck was with them. The
claims had yielded enormously.-The camp was jealous of
its privileges and looked suspiciously on strangers. No
encouragement was given to immugration, and to make
their seclision more perfect, the land on either side of the
mountain wall that surrounded the camp they ‘duly pre-
empted. This, and a reputation for singular ‘proficiency
with the revolver, kept the reserve of-Roaring Camp in-
violate. The expressman—their only connecting link with -
the surrounding world—sometimes told wonderful stories
of the camp, He would say: “They've a street up there in
Roar}ng’ that would lay over. any street in Red Dog.
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They've got vines and flowers round their houses, and
they wash themselves twice a day But they're ng}}ty
rough on strangers, and they worship an Ingmm baby.

With the prospenty of the camp came a desite for

- further improvement. It was proposed to bwld a hotel in
the following spring; and to inwite -one or two decent
famihies fo reside theré for the sake of “The Luck’—
., who mght perhaps. profit by female companionship.
The sacnfice that this concession to the sex cost these
men, who were fiercely skeptical in regard to its general
virtue and usefulness, can only be accounted for by their
affection for Tommy. A few still held out, But the re-
solve could not be carned into effect for three months,
and the minonty meekly yielded in the hope that some

thing mught turn up to prevent it. And 1t did. -

The winter of 1851/will long be remembered in the
foothills The snow lay deep on the Sierras, and every
mountamn creek became a nver, and every nver a lake.
Each gorge and gulch was transformed into a tumultuous
watercourse that descended the hillsides, teanng down
giant trees and scattering its dnft and debms along the
plan Red Dog had been twice under water, and Roar-
g Camp had been forewarned. “Water put the gold
mto them gulches,” said Stumpy. “It’s been here once
and will be here agam!”’ And that night the North Fork .
suddenly leaped over its banks and swept up the tnangular
valley of Roaring Camp. .

In the confusion of rushing water, crushing trees, and
crackling timber, and the darkness which seemed to flow
with the water and blot out the fair valley, but little could
be done to collect the scattered camp. When the morning
broke, the cabmn of Stumpy nearest the riverbank was gone.
Higher up the guich they found the body of its unlucky
owner, but the pride, the hope, the joy, the Luck of Roar-
g Camp had disappeared They were returning with sad
hearts, when a shout from the bank recalled them.

It was a rehef boat from down the river. They had
picked up, they said, a man and an infant, nearly ex-
hausted, ~about two muiles below "Did anybody know
them, and did they belong here? -

It needed but a glance to show them Kentuck Iymg
there, cruelly crushed and bruised, but still holding. the
Luck of Roanng Camp in his arms As they bent over

- the strangely assorted pair, they saw that the child was )
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cold and pulseless.."“He-is dead,” said ome. Kentuck
opened his eyes. “Dead?” he repeated feebly. “Yes, my
man, and you are dying too.” A smile lit the eyes of the
expiring Kentuck. “Dying,” he repeated, “he’s a taking
me with him—tell the boys I've got the Luck with me
now”; and the Strong man, clinging to the frail babe as
a drowning man is said to cling to a straw, drifted away
into the shadowy mver that Hows foréver to the un-
known sea. - i
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THE OUTCASTS OF POKER FLAT

As MR, JOHN OAKHURST, tiamblet, stepped into the main
street of Poker Flat on the morning of the twenty-third
of November, 1850, he was conscious of a change in its
moral atmosphere since the preceding night. Two or three
men, conversing earnestly together, ceased 'as he ap-
proached, and exchanged significant glances. There was
a Sabbath lull in the air which, in a settlement unused
to Sabbath influences, 16oked ominous.

Mr. Oakhurst’s calm, handsome face betrayed small
concern in these'indications. Whether he was conscious
of any predisposing cause was another question. “I reckon
they'te after somebody,” he reflected; “likely it's me.” .
He returned to his pocket the handkerchief with which

, he had been whipping -away the red dust of Poker Flat
from his neat boots, and quietly discharged his mind of -
any further conjecture.
n point of fact, Poker Flat was “after somebody.” It
. had lately suffered the loss of several thousand dollars,
two valuable horses, and a prominent citizen. It was ex-
periencing a spasm of virtuous reaction, quite as lawless
and ungovernable as any of the acts that had provoked
it, A secret committee had determined to rid '5]6 town
of all improper persons. This was done permanently in
regard of two men who were then hanging from the
bough of a sycamore in the gulch, and temporanly in the
bamishment of certain- other objectionable characters. I
regret to say that some of these were ladies. It is but due
to the sex, however, to state that ‘their im ropriety was ~
professional, and it was only in such easily established
stanctl:grds of evil that Poker Flat ventured to sit in judg-
ment. )
Mr. Oakhurst was right in supposing that he was in-
cluded in this category. A fewpgf the committee had
urged hanging him as a_possible example, and a sure
_:method of rembursing themselves from his pockets of
. -the sums he had won from them. “It’s agin justice,”

said Jim Wheeler, “to let this yer young man from Roar-
b

~
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ing Camp—an entire stranger—carry away our money.”
But a crude sentiment of equity residing in the breasts of
" those who had been fortunate enough to win from Mr.
Oakhurst overruled this narrower local prejudice.

Mr. Oakhurst received his

sentence with philosophic

calmness, none the less coolly that he was aware of the
hesitation of his judges. He was too much of a gambler
not to accept Fate. With him life was at best an uncer-

tain game, and he recognize
favor of the dealer.

d the usual percentage in

A body of armed men accompanied the deported'

wickedness of Poker Flat to

the outskirts of the settle-

ment. Besides Mr. Oakhurst, who was known to be a
coolly - desperate man, and for whose intimidation the
armed escort was intended, the expatriated party consisted

of a young woman famiharly

known as the “Duchess”;

another, who had won the title of “Mother Shipton”;
and “Uncle Billy,” a suspected sluice-robber and con-

firmed drunkard: The cavalcade provoked no comments -

from the spectators, nor-was any word uttered by the es-

cort, Onlg, when the gulch w
limit of Po

hich marked the uttermost

ker Flat was reached, the leader spoke briefly’

and to the point. The exiles were forbidden to return at

the penl of their lives.

As the escort disappeared, their pent-up feelings found

vent in a few hysterical tears from the Duchess, some bad
language from Mother Shipton, and a Parthian volley of
expletives from Uncle Billy. The philosophic Oakhurst
alone remained silent. He listened calmly to Mother
Shipton’s desire to cut somebody’s heart out, to the re-
peated statements of the Duchess that she would die in
the road, and to the alarming oaths that seemed to be

bumped out of Uncle Billy.as he rode-forward. With -

the easy good humor characteristic of his class, he insisted
upon exchanging his own riding horse, “Five Spot,” for
the sorry mule which the Duchess rode. But even this
act did not draw the parly into any closer sympathy. The
) somewhat draggled plumes °
with a feeble, faded coquetry; Mother Shipfon eyed the
__possessor of “Five Spot” with malevolence, and Uncle

young woman readjusted her

s

e road to Sandy Bar—a
. experienced the regenerating

Bﬂ%)’;lincludéd the whole party

in one sweeping anathema.

camp that, not having a

: s yet
influences of Poker F{at,

- consequently seemed to offer some invitation to the emi-

—

5
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grants—lay over a steep mountain range. It was distant a
day’s severe travel. In that advanced season, the party
soon passed out of the moist, temperate regions-of the
foothills mnto the dry, cold, bracing air of the Sierras. The
trail was narrow and difficult. At noon the Duchess, roll-
ing out of her saddle 11'1&3‘011 the ground, declared her in-
tention of going no farther, and the party halted.

The spot was-singularly wild and impressive. A wooded
amphitheater, surrounded on three sides by Erempltous
clié)s of naked granite, sloped gently toward the crest of
another precipice that overlooked the valley. It was, un-
doubtedly, the most suitable spot for a camp, had cam
ing been advisable, But Mr. Oakhurst knew that scarcely
half the journey to Sandy Bar was accomplished, and the

arty were not equipped or provisioned for delay. This
act he pointed out to his companions curtly, with a
philosophic commentary on the folly of “throwing-up
their hand before the game was played out.” But they
were furnished with liquor, which in this emergency stood
them in place of food, fuel, rest, and prescience CI};I spite
of his remonstrances, it was not long before they were
more or less under its influence. Uncle Billy passed rap-
idly from a bellicose state into one of stupor, the Duchess
became maudlin, and Mother Shipton snored. Mr. Qak-
hurst alone remained erect, leaning against a rock, calmly
surveying them .

Mr. Oakhurst did not drink, Tt interfered with a profes-

" sion which required coolness, impassiveness, and presence
of mind, and, in his own language, he “couldn’t afford it ” ;
, As he gazed at his recumbent fellow exiles, the loneliness
b;got’cen of his pariah trade, his habits of life, his very
. vices, for the first time seriously oppressed him. He be-
stirred himself in dusting his black clothes, washing his
h:_mds and face, and other acts characteristic of his stu-
diously neat habits, and for a moment forgot his annoy-
ance. The thought of deserting his weaker and more
pitiable companions never perhaps occurred to him. Yet
he could not help feeling the-want of that excitement:
which, singularly enough, was most conducive to that
calm equamimity for which he was notorious. He looked
at the gloomy walls that fose a thousand feet sheer above
the circhng pines ‘around him; at the sky, ominously.
clouded; at the valley belpw, already deepening into
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shadow. And, doing so, suddenly he-heard hisown name -
called. Y o ! :

A horseman slowly ascended.the trail. In the fresh, open
face of the newcomer ‘Mr. Oakhurst recognized Tom Sim-
. son, otherwise known as the “Inhocent” of Sandy Bar, He
had met him-some months before over a “little game,”
and had, with perfect équanmmity, won'the cntire for-
tune—amounting -to some forty dollars—of that guileless
youth.' After_the game was finished, Mr. Oakhurst drew -
the youthful speculator behind .the door and thus ad-
dressed him: “T'ommy, you're a, good little man, but you
can’t gamble worth,a cent. Don't try it over again”_He
then handed him his money back, pushed him gently
from the.room, and so made a devoted slave of Tom
Simson.” cTT T T T - :

* There was a remembrance of this in his boyish and en-
thusiastic greeting of Mr. Oakhturst. 'He had started, he ~-
said, to go to Poker Flat to seek-his fortune. “Alone?”
No, . not exactly along; infact (a'giggle), he had run away ,
with Pimey Woods, Dido’t .Mr. Oakhurst remember |
Piney? She that used’to.wait on the table at the Temper-
ance House?-They had been engaged a long time, but old
Jake Woods had -objected, and so they had run away,
and were going -to Poker Flat to be married, and here
they were. And-they were_tired out, and how lucky it
was they had found a place to ‘camp and company. All
this the Innocent delivered rapidly, while Piney, a stout,
comely damsel of fifteen; emerged from behind the pine-
iree, where she had been blushing unseen, and rode to
the side of her lover. ) -

Mr. Oskhurst seldom’ troubled himself with sentiment,
still 1éss with propmety; but-he had a vague idea that the
situation was ‘not fortunate. He retained, however, his’
presence of mind sufficiently to kick Uncle Billy, who
was about to.say something, and Uncle Billy was sober
enough to rccogmze in Mr. .Oakhurst’s kick a superior -
power that would not bear trifling. He then endeavored
-to dissuade Tom Simson from delaying further, but in
vam. He even pointed out the fact that there was no:
provision, nor means of making a camp. But, unluckily, -
the Innocent met this objection by assiring the party
that he was provided with an extra mule l6aded with pro-
visions and by the discovery of a rude attempt at a lo
house near the trail. “Piney can stay with Ms. Oakhurst,”
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said the Innocent, pointing to the Duchess, “and I can
shift for myself.” -

Nothing but Mr. Oakhurst’s admonishing foot saved
Uncle Billy from bursting into a roar of laughter. As it
was, he felt compelled to retire up the cafion until he
- could recover tus gravity. There he confided the joke to
the tall pine trees, with many slaps of his leg, contortions
.of his face, and the usual profanity. But when he returned
to the party, he found them seated by a fire—for the air
had grown strangely chill and the sky overcast—in anar-
>ntly amicable conversation. Piney was actually talking
in an impulsive, girlish fashion to the Duchess, who was
listening with an interest and amimation she had not
shown for many days. The Innocent was holding forth,
apparently with equal effect, to Mr. Oakhurst and
Mother Shipton, who was actually relaxing into amia-
bility. “Is this yer a damned picnic?”, said Uncle Billy
with inward scorn as he surveyed the sylvan group, the
glancing firelight, and the tethered animals in the fore-
ground. Suddenly an idea mingled with the alcoholic
fumes that disturbed his brain. It was apparently of a
jocular nature, for he felt impelled to slap his leg again
and cram his fist into his mouth.

As the shadows crept slowly up the mountain, a slight
breeze rocked the.tops of the pine trees, and moaned
through their long and gloomy aisles. The ruined cabin,
patched and covered with pine boughs, was set apart for
the ladies. As the lovers parted, they unaffectedly ex-
changed a kiss, so honest and sincere that it might have
been heard above the swaying pines. The frail Duchess
and the malevolent Mother Shipton were probably too
stunned to remark upon this last evidence of simplicity,
and so tumed without a word to the hut. The fire was
teplenished, the men lay down before the door, and in a
few minutes were asleep.

Mr. Oakhurst was a light sleeper. Toward moming he
awoke benumbed and cold. As I?e stirred the dying fire,
the wind, which was now blowing strongly, brought to
his cheek that which caused the blood to leave it—snow!

He started to his feet with the intention of awakening
the sleepers, for there was no time to lose. But tumng to
wher_e_Uncle Billy had been lying, he found him gone. A -
suspicion leaped to his bramn and a curse to his lips: He
1an to the spot where the mules had been tethered; they
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were no longer there. The tracks were already rapidly dis-
appeaning in the snow. -

he momentary excitement brought Mr. Oakhurst
back to the fire with his usual calm. He did not waken
the sleepers. The Innocent slumbered peacefully, with a
smile on his good-humored, freckled face; the virgin Piney
slept beside her frailer sisters as sweetly as though attended
by celestial  guardians; and Mr. Oakhurst, drawing his
blanket over his shoulders, stroked his mustaches and
warted for the dawn. It eame slowly i a whirhng mist
of snowflakes that dazzled and confused the eye. What
could be’seen of the landscape appeared magically
changed. He looked over the valley, and summed up the
present and future in two words=“snowed in!”

A careful inventory of the provisions, which, fortu- |
nately for the party, had been stored within the hut and
so escaped the. felonious fingers of Uncle Billy, disclosed
the fact that with care and prudence they might last ten
days longer. “That i5,” said Mr. Qakhurst, sotto voce to
the Innocent; “if you're willing to board us. If you ain’t—
and perhaps you'd .better not—you can wait t1ll Uncle

- Billy gets back with provisions.” For some occult reasomn,
Mr. Oakhurst could not bring himself to disclose ‘Uncle
Billy's rascality, and so-offered the hypothesis that he
had wandered from the camp and had accidentally stam-
peded the animals. He dropped a warning to the Duchess
and Mother Shipton, who of course knew the facts of
therr associate’s defechion. “They’ll find out the truth
about us all when they find out anything,” he added, sig-
‘nificantly, “and there’s' o good frightening them now.”

Tom Simson not only put all his woildly store at the
disposal of Mr. Oakhurst, but seemed to enjoy the pros-
pect of their enforced seclusion. “We'll have a gaod
camp fora week, and then the snow’ll melt, and we’ll all
go back together.” The cheerful gaiety of the young man,
and Mr. Oakhurst’s_calm, infected the others. The Inmno-
cent with the aid of pine boughs extemponzed a thatch
for the roofless cabin, and the Duchess directed Piney in
the rearrangement of the imterior with a taste and tact
“ that opened the blue eyes of that provincial maiden to
their fullest extent. “I reckon now you're used to fine

. things at Poker Flat,” said Piney. The Duchess turned
away sharply to conceal something that reddened her
cheeks through its professional tint, and Mother Shipton
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requested Piney not to “chatter.” But when Mr. Oakhurst
returned from a weary scarch for the trail, he heard the
sound of happy laughter echoed from the rocks. He
stopped in some alarm, and his thoughts first natura‘!?
reverted to the whisky, which he had prudently cached.
“And yet it don’t somehow sound hke whisky,” said the
ambler. It was not until he caught sight of the blazin
re through the still-blinding storm and the group aroun
ift that he settled to the conviction that it was “square
un. ,
Whether Mr. Oakhurst had cached his cards with the
whisky as something debarred the free access of the com-
munity, I cannot say. It was certain that, m Mother Ship-
ton’s words, he “didn’t say cards oncc” during that
evening. Haply the time was beguiled by an accordion,
ggoduced somewhat ostentatiously by Tom Simson from
is pack. Notwithstanding some difficulties attending the
manipulation of this instrument, Pincy Woods managed
to pluck several reluctant melodies.from its keys, to an ac-
companiment by the Innocent on a pair of bone castanets,
But the crowning festivity of the cvening was redched in a
rude camp-meeting hymn, which the lovers, joining hands,
sang with great earnestness and voaiferation. I fear that a
certain defiant tone and Covenanter’s swing to its chorus,
rather than any devotional quality, caused it speedily to
infect the others, who at last joined in the refrain:

“I'm _proud to live in the service of the Lord,
And I'm bound to die in His army.”

The pines rocked, the storm eddied and whirled above
the miserable group, and the flames of their altar leaped
heavenward as if in token of the vow.

At midnight the storm abated, the rolling clouds parted,
ﬁd gle stars glittered keenly above the sleeping camp.
A rl.. akhurst, whose professional habits had enabled him
to 1\tz§ on the smallest possible amount of sleep, in divid-
}tg]%e € watch with Tom Simson somehow managed to

upon himself the greater part of that duty. He ex-
%)léseilde}: l\?fl 86115 fo the I’mocer,‘t by saying that he 1?:;(1 “often
“Pokerl” ere ffvlthout sleep.” "Doing what?” asked Tom.

ets a streaip(;i? ilugakh‘.‘rst, sententiously; “when a man
%uck gives 1 first, ﬂ'lclgger luck—he don’t get tired. The

" continued the gambler, reflec-
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tively, “is a mighty queer thing- All you know about it
for certain 1s that 1t's bound to change. And 1t’s finding
out when it’s going to change that makes you. We've had
a streak of bad Tuck since we left Poker Flat—you come
along, and slap you get into it, too. If you can hold your

cards right along you're all nght. For,” added the gam-
bler, with' cheerful irrelevance, ‘

"“Pm proud to live m the service of the Lord,
And I'm bound to die in His army.’”

The third day came, and the sun, looking through the
white-curtained valley, saw the outcasts divide thieir slowly
decreasing store of provisions for the morning meal. It was
one of the C&)eculiantles of that mountain chimate that its
rays diffused a kindly warmth over the wintry landscape,
as if in regretful commuseration of the past. But 1t revealed
drift on_drift of snow piled high around the hut—a hope-
less, uncharted, trackless sea of white lying below the rocky
shores to which. the castaways still clung. Through the
marvelously clear air the smoke of the pastoral village of
Poker Flat rose miles away. Mother Shipton saw it, and
from a remote’ pinnacle of her rocky fastness hurled in
‘that direction a final malediction., It was her last vitupera-
tive attempt, and perhaps for that reason was invested
with a certain degree of sublimity. It did her good, she pri-
vately mformed the Duchess. “Just you go out there and
cuss, and see ” She then set herself to the task of amusing
“the child,” as she and the Duchess were pleased to call
Piney. Piney was no chicken, but it was a soothing and
" original theory of the pair thus to account for the fact that
she didn’t swear and wasn’t improper. -

When night crept up again through the gorges, the
reedy notes of the accordion rose and fell i fitful spasms
and long-drawn gasps by.the flickenng campfire. But
music failed to fill entirely the aching void left by insuffi-
cient food, and a rew diversion was proposed by Piney—
storytelling. Neither Mr. Qakhurst nor his female com-
panions caring to relate their personal experiences, this
plan would have failed too but for the Innocent. Some

- months before he had chanced upon a stray copy of Mr,
Pope’s mgenious translation of the Iliad. He now “pro-
Eose;d to narrate the principal incdents of that poem—
aving thoroughly mastered the argument and fanly for-
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gotten the words—in the current vernacular of Sandy
Bar. And so for the-rest of that night the Homeric demi-
gods again walked the earth. Trojan bully and wily Greek
wrestled 1 the winds, and the great pines m the cafion
scemed to bow to the wrath of the son of Peleus: Mr.
Oakhurst listened with quiet satisfaction. Most espe-
cially was he mterested n the fate of “Ash-heels,” as the
Innocent persisted in denommnating the “swift-footed
Achilles.” ‘

So with small food and much of Homer and the ac-
cordion, a week passed over -the heads of the outcasts.
The sun agam forsook them, and agamn from. leaden skies
the snowflakes were sifted over the land. Day by day
closer around them drew the snowy circle, until at last
they looked from their ‘prison over dnfted, walls of daz-
zhng white that towered twenty feet above their heads. It
became more and more difficult to replenish their fires,.
even from fallen trees beside them, now half-hidden .
in the drifts And yet no one complained. The lovers
turned from the drea¥ praspect and looked into each
other’s eyes, and were happy. Mr. Oakhurst settled him-
self coolly to the losing game before him. The Duchess,
more cheerful than she had been, assumed the care of
Piney. Only Mother Shipton—once the strongest of the
party—seemed to sicken and fade. At midnight on the
tenth day she called Oakhurst to her side. “T'm going,”
she said, in a voice of querulous weakness, “but don’t say
anything about it. Don’t waken the kids. Take the bundle
from under my head and open 1t.” Mr. Oakhurst did so.
It contamned Mother Shipton’s rations for the last week,
untouched. “Give ’em to the child,” she said, pointing to
the sleeping Piney. “You've starved yourself,” said the
gambler. “That’s what they call it,” said the woman,
querulously, as she lay down agamn and, turning her face
to the wall, passed quietly away.

The accordion and the bones were put aside that day,
and Homer was forgotten.. When the body of Mother
Shipton had been commutted to the snow, Mr. Oakhurst
took the Innocent aside; and showed him a pair of snow-
shoei, wlucl’a he he had fashioned from the old pack sad-
dle. “There’s one chance 1 a hundred to save her yet,” he

said, pomting to Piney; “but it’s there,” he added, point-

g toward Poker Flat. “If you can reach there in two
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days she’s safe.” “And-you?” asked Tom Simson. “Tll
stay here,” was the curt reply.

¢ lover parted with a long embrace. “You are not
going, too?” said the Duchess as she saw Mr. Oakhurst
apparently waiting to accompany him. “As_far as the
cafion,” he rephed. He turned’suddenly, and kissed the
Duchess, leaving her pallid face aflame and her trem-
bling limbs.rigid with amazement.

Night came, but not Mr. Oakhurst. It brought the
storm again and the whirling snow. Then the Duchess,
feeding the fire, found that someone had quietly piled
beside the hut enough fue]l to last a few days loriger.
The tears rose to her eyes, but she hid them from
Piney. - g ‘ i

Tge women slept but little. In the morning, looking
into each other’s faces, they read their fate. Nesther
spoke, but Piney, accepting the position of the stronger;

rew near and placed her arm around the Duchess’s waist. |
They kept this attitude for the rest of the day. That mght
the storm reached its greatest fury, and, rending asunder
the protecting pines, mvaded ‘the very hut.

Toward morning they found themselves unable_to feed
the fire, which gradually died away. As the embers slowly =
blackened, the Duchess crept-closer to Piney, anid broke
the silence of many hours: “Piney, can you pray?” “No,
dear,” said Piney, sumply. The Duchess, without knowing
exactly why, felt relieved, and, putting her head upon
Pmey’s shoulder, spoke no more. And so reclining, the
younger and purer pillowing the head of her soiled sister
upon her virgin bieast, they fell asleep.

The wind lulled as if 1t feared to waken them. Feath-
ery drifts of snow, shaken from the long boughs, flew
hike white-winged birds, and settled about them as they
slept The moon through the rifted clouds looked down
upon what had been the camp. But all human stain, all
trace of earthly travail, was hidden beneath the spotless
mantle merafully flung from above. . .

They slept all that day and the next, nor did they
waken when voices and footsteps broke the silence of the
camp And when pitying fingers brushed the snow from
their wan faces, you could scarcely have told from the
equal peace that dwelt upon them which was she that had
smned. Even the law of Poker Flat recognized this, and

turned away, leaving them still locked in each other’s
arms. -
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But at the head of the gulch, on one of the largest pine
trees, they found the deuce of clubs pmned to the bark
with a bowie knife. It bore the following, written in pen-
"¢, n a firm hand:

.?.

BENEATH THIS TREE
LIES THE BODY

OF
JOHN OAKHURST,

WHO STRUCK A STREAK OF BAD LUCK
ON THE 23D OF NOVEMBER, 1850,
AND
HANDED IN HIS CHECKS
ON THE 7TH DECEMBER, 1850,

T

And pulseless and cold, with a Derringer by his side and
a bullet m his heart, though still calm as m hfe, beneath

the snow lay he who was at once the strongest and yet
the weakest of the outcasts of Poker Flat.



MIGGLES

WE were eight, including the driver. We had not spoken
< during the passage of the last six mules, since the joltmg
of the-heavy vehicle over the roughening road had spoile
- the Judge'’s last poetical quotation. The tall man beside
the Judge was asleep, his arm passed through the swaying
strap and his head resting:upon it—altogether a limp,
helpless-looking object, as if he had hanged himself and
been cut down too late. The French lady on the back
seat was.asleep, too, yet in a half-conscious propriety of
attitude, shown even in the disposition of the handkerchief
which she held to her forehead and which partially
veiled her face. The lady. from Virginia City, traveling
with her husband, had long since lost all indwiduality in
a wild confusion of ribbons; veils, furs, and shawls. There
“was no-sound but the rattling of wheels and the dash of
rain upon the roof. Suddenly the stage stopped and we
became dimly aware of voices. The driver was evidently
in the midst of am exciting collo%uy with someone in the.
road—a colloquy of which such fragments as “bridge
gone,” “twenty feet of water,” “can’t pass,” were oc-
casionally- distinguishable above the storm. Then came a
Iull, and a mysterious voice from the road shouted the

parting adjuration: - - )
“Try Maggles’s.”. .

*'We caught-a glimpse of our leaders as the vehicle
slowly turmed, of a horseman vanishing through the-rain,
and we were evidently on our way to Miggles’s.

. Who and where was Miggles?' The Judge, our author-

- ity, did not remember the name, and he knew the country
thoroughly. The Washoe traveler thought Miggles must
kggﬁ a hotel. We only knew that we were stopped by
high water in front and rear, and that Miggles was our

rock of refuge. A ten minutes’ splashing through a
tangled by-road, scarcely wide enough for the stage, and
we drew up before a barred and boarded gate in a wide
stone wall or fence about eight feet high. Evidently
Mggles’s, and evidently Miggles did not keep a hotel.

33
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The driver got down and .tried the gate. It was securcly
locked. )
“Miggles! O Miggles!”

"No answer. ) L
“Migg-ells! You Miggles!” continued the driver, with

" ising wrath.” ) "

“Mlg%gsyl” joined the expressman, persuasively. “O

Miggyl Mig!” ) .

But-no reply came from the apparently insensate Mig-
gles. The Judge, who had finally got the window down,
put his head out and propounded a series of 3uestions,
which if answered categorically would have undoubtedly
elucidated the whole mystery, but which the driver
evaded by replying that “if we didn’t want to sit in the
Ic&gchi all night, we had better nse up and sing out for

iggles.” .
‘ Sgog we rose up and called on Miggles in chorus; then

-separately. And when we _had finished, a Hibernian
fellow-passenger from the roof called for “Maygellst”
whereat we all laughed. While we were laughing, the
driver cried “Shool” i

‘We listened. To our infinite amazement the chorus of
“Maggles” was repeated from the other side of- the wall,
> even to the final and supplemental “Maygells.”
“Extraordinary echo,” said the Judge. ’
“Extraordinary damned skunk!” roared the driver, con-
temptuously. “Come out of that, Miggles, and show your-
selfl Be a man, Migglest Don’t hide in the dark; I
wouldn’t if I were you, Miggles,” continued Yuba Bill,
now dancing about™in an excess of fury. .
“Miggles”™ continued the voice. “O Miggles!”

My good man! Mr: Myghaill” said the Judge, softening
the aspenties of the name as much as’ possible. “Con-
sider the inhospitality of refusing shelter from the in-
clengepcy’ of the weather to helpless females. Really, my
dear sir—" But a succession of “Miggles,” ending 1n a burst
of laughter, drowned his voice. ‘

’ Yuba Bill hesitated no longer. Taking a heavy.stone
from the road, he battered down the gate, and with the -
expressman entered the enclosure, We followed. Nobody
was to be seen, In'the gathenng darkness all that we
could dishinguish was that we were in a garden—from

the r?sebushes that scattered over us a minute spray from



MIGGLES L 35 ;

their dripping leaves—and before a long, rambling wooden
building. : -
B ‘iDo you know this Miggles?” asked the Judge of Yuba
ill. - : -
~ “No, nor don't want to,” said Bill shortly, who felt
the Pioneer Stage Company insulted in his person by
_the contumacious Miggles. - ’ ,
“But, my dear sir,” expostulated the Judge as he thought
of, the barred gate. - l
“Lookee here,” said Yuba Bill,-with fine irony, {‘hadn’t
¥Qu better go back and sit in the coach till yer introduced?
‘m gomg 1n,” and he pushed open the door of the build-
ing. Vo o -
" A long room lighted.only by the embers of a fire that
was dying on_the large hearth at-its.farther extremity;
-the walls curiously papered, and the flickering firelight
bringing out its gmtesque pattern; somebody sitting in
a large -armchair by the fireplace. All this we saw as we
crowded together into the room, after the driver and
expressman. - . . )

“Hello, be,you Miggles?” said Yuba Bill to the solitary
occupant. . L ;

The _figure neither spoke nor stirred. Yuba Bill walked
wrathfully toward it, and tumed the eye of his coach
lantern upon its “face, It was a man’s face, prematurely

. old and wnmnkled, with very large eyes, in which there
was that expression of perfectly gratuitous solemnity which
_. T hdd sometimes seen mn an owl’s. The large eyes wandered
-from Bill’s face to'thé lantern, and finally fixed their gaze
. on_that luminous object, without further recognition.

R

Bill restrained himself with an effort.

“Migglest Be you deaf? You ain’t dumb anyhow, you
know”; and Yuba Bill shook the insensate figure by the
shoulder. - - s

To our great dismay, as Bill removed his hand, the
venerable stranger apparently collapsed—sinking into half
his size and an undistinguishable heap of clothing. .

“Well, dem my skin,” said Bill, looking appealingly at
us, and hopelessly retiring-from the contest, -

The Judge now stepped forward, and we lifted the
mystenous jnvertebrate back into his origmal position.

- Bill was dismjssed with ihe lantern to reconnorter out-
side, for it was evident that from the helplessness of this
solitary man there must be attendants near at hand, and
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we all drew around the fire. The Judge, who had regained
his authority, and had never lost his conversational am-
iability—standing beforé us with his back to the hearth—
charged us, as an imaginary jury, as follows: -
“It is evident that either our distinguished friend. here
has reached that' condition described by Shakespeare
as ‘the sere and yellow leaf, or has suffered some pre-
mature abatement of his mental and physical faculties.
Whether he is really the Miggles—-” . )
. Here he was interrupted by-“Miggles! O Mi%\g/ilesl Mig-
lesy! Mig!” and, in fact, the whole chorus of Miggles in
very much the same key as it had once before been de-
livered unto us.” ‘ . -
We gazed at each other for a moment in some alarm.’
The Judge, in particular, vacated his position quickly, as
the voice seemed to come directly over his shoulder. The
cause, however, was soon discoyered in a large mmagpie
- who was perched upon a shelf over the fireplace, and who
. immediately relapsed into a sepulchral silence which con-
trasted singularly with his previous volubility. It was, un-
doubtedly, his voice which we had heard in the road, and
our-friend in the chair was not responsible for the.dis-
courtesy. Yuba Bill, who re-entered the room after an
unsuccessful search, was loath-to accept the explanation,
and still eyed the helpless sitter with suspicion. He.had
found a shed in which he had put up his horses, but he
came back drippidg and skeptical. “Thar ain’t nobody
but him within-ten mile of the shanty, and-that.’ar
damned old._skeesicks knows it.” ) ‘ -

But the faith of the majority proved to be securely

_based. Bill had scarcely ceased growling before we heard
. a quick step upon the porch, the trailing of -a wet skirt,

the door was flung open, and with a flash of white teeth, a
sparkle of datk eyes, and an utter absence of ceremon
or diffidence, a young woman entered, shut the door, and,
panting, leaned back against it. ‘

“Oh, if you please, I'm Miggles” - .

And this was Miggles! this bright-eyed, full-throated
young woman, whose wet gown of coarse blué stuff could
not hide the beauty of the feminine curves to which it
clung; ’from the chestnut crown of whose head, topped by

2 man’s oilskin sow'wester, to the hitle feet and ankles,
hidden somewhere n the recesses of her boy’s brogans,
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all was grace—this was Miggles, laughing at us, too, in the
most airy, frank, offhand manner 1maginable.
“You see, boys,” said she, quite out of breath, and hold-
ing one little hand against-her side, quite unheeding
the speechless discomfiture of our party, or the complete
- demoralization of Yuba Bill, whose features had relaxed
-into-an expression of gratuitous and imbecde cheerful-
ness—"you see, boys, I was mor'n two miles away when
ou passed down the road. I thought you might pull up
ere, and so I'ran the-whole way, knowing nobody was
home but Jim,—and—and—I'm out of breath—and—that
lets me out.” o
And here Miggles caught her dripping oilskin hat from
" ‘her head, with a mischievous swirl that scattered a shower
of raindrops over us; attempted to put back her ham;
dropped two hairpins in the attempt; laughed and sat
’gowil beside Yuba B/lll, with her hands crossed lightly on
ex lap. o
The Judge recovered himself first, and essayed an ex-
travagant compliment. - ’
“I'll trouble you for that thar hairpin,” said Miggles,
gravely. Half a dozen hands were eagerly stretched for-
ward; the missing hairpin was restored to its fair owner;
. and Miggles, crossing the room, looked keenly in the face
of the invalid. The solemn eyes looked-back at hers with
an expression we had never seen before. Lafe and intelli-
gence seemed to struggle back into the rugged- face.
Miggles laughed again—it was a singularly eloquent laugh
—and turned her black eyes and white teeth once more
. toward _us. - :
“This afflicted person is—" hesitated the Judge.
“Tim,” said Miggles. .
“Your father?” -
“NO." L A
“Brother?”
“NO'” - i -
“Husband? ‘ ) f -
‘Miggles darted a quick, half-defiant glance at the two -
lady passengers who I had noticed did not participate in
the general masculine admiration of Miggles, and said .
gravely, “No; it’s Jim.” T .
iere. was an awkward pause, The lady passengers
moved closer to each ‘other; the Washoe husband looked
abstractedly at the fire; and the tall man "apparéntly
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turned his eyes mward for self-support at this emergency.
But Miggles's laugh, which was very imfectious, broke the
silence. “Come,” she said briskly, “you must be hungry.
Who'll bear a hand to help me get tea?” —_—
She had no lack.of volunteers. In a few moments
Yuba Bill was engaged like Caliban in beanng logs for.
this Miranda; the expressman was grinding coftee on the
- veranda, to myself the arduous duty of slicing bacon was
assigned; and the Judge lent each man his good-humored
and voluble counsel And when Miggles,” assisted by ‘the
Judge and our Hibernian “deck passenger,” set the table
with all the available crockery,, we had becomie' quite
joyous, i spite of the rain that beat against the-windows,
_ the wind that whirled-down the chimney, the two ladies
* who whispered together in the corner, or the magpie
who uttered a satincal and croaking commentary on their
conversation from his perch above.-In the now bnght,
. blazing fire we could see that thé walls were papered with
illustrated journals, ‘arranged with feminme taste and dis-
crimination The furniture was extemporized; and adapted
from candle "boxes and" packing-cases,- and -covered with
gay calico, or the sk of some ammal. ‘The, armchair
of the helpless Jim was an-ingenious vanation of a flour
barrel. There was neatness, and even a taste for the pic-
turesque, to be seen in the few details of the long low
room.  ° \ BN
The meal was 4. culinary success But more, it was a
social triumph—chiefly, I think, owing to the rare tact
of Maggles in guiding the conversation, asking all the ques-
tions herself, yet bearmng throughout a frankness that re-
jected the idea of any concealment on her own part, so
that we talked of ourselves, of our prospects, of the
journey, of the weather,’of each other—of everything but
our host and hostess. It must be confessed that Miggles’s
conversation was never tlegant, rarely grammatical, and
that at times she employed expletives the use of which
had generally-been yielded to our sex. But-they were
delivered with such a lighting-up of teeth and eyes, and
were usually followed by a langh—a laugh peculiat. to
Miggles—so frank and honest that it seemed to clear
the moral atmosphere. ’
Once dunng the meal we heard a noise like the ru
bing of a heavy body agamnst the ‘outer walls of the house.
This was shortly followed by a scratching and sniffling at
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" “the door. “That’s foaquin,” said Miggles, in reply to our-
’ [

questioning glances; “would you like to see-him?” Be-
fore we could answer she had opened the door, and dis-
closed a.half-grown grizzly, who instantly raised himself

- on his haunches, with his forepaws hanging down in the

po;ﬁlar attitude of mendicancy, and looked admiringly
at Miggles, with-a verg singular resemblance in his man-
ner to Yuba Bill. “That’s my watchdog,” said "Miggles,’
in explanation.” “Oh, he don’t bite,” she added, as the
two lady ‘'passengers fluttered into a comner. “Does he,
old Toppy?” (the latter remark being addressed directly
" to the sagacious Joaquin). “I tell you what, boys,” con-
tinued Miggles after she had fed and closed the door on
Ursa Minor, “you were in big luck that Joaquin wasn't
hanging round when you dropped in tomght.” “Where
“was he?’-"asked the }'udgé.

“Lord love you; he trots round with -me nights 1

if he was a man.” - -

€ as

We were silent for a few moments, and listened to the

wind, Perhaps we all had the same pictiare before us—
of Miggles walking through- the rainy woods, with her
- savage guardian at her side. The Judge, -I remember, said
something about Una and Hler lion; but Miggles re-
ceived 1t as she'did other compliments, with quiet gravity.
‘Whether she was altogether unconscious of the admira-
tion she excited—she could hardly have been oblivious
of Yuba Bill's adoration—I know not; but her very frank-
ness suggested a perfect sexual equality that was cruelly
* - humiliating to the younger members of our pa
The incident of rﬁ

gles’s favot tothe-opinions of those of her own sex who
were present. In fact, the repast over, a chillness -radiated
from the two lady passengers that no pine boughs brought
_ in by Yuba Bill and cast as a sacriﬁ%e upon the hearth
- could wholly overcome. Miggles felt' it; and, suddenly-

declaring that it was time to “turn in,” offered to show -

the ladies to their bed in an adjoining room. “You boys
‘will have to camp out here by the fire as well as you can,”
she added, “for thar ain’t but the one room.”

Our sex—by which, my- dear sir, I allude 'of course o
the stronger portion of humanity—has been generally
relieved from the imputation of curiosity, or a fondness
for gossip. Yet I am constrained to say that hardly had
the door closed on Miggles than we crowded together,

With me,” said Mi]g(glesu

¢ bear did not add anything m Mig- ~
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whispering, snickering, smiling, and exchanging suspicions,
surmises, and a thousand speculations in regard to our
prétty hostess and her singular companion. I fear that we .
even hustled that inibecile paralytic, who sat-hke a voice-
less Memmon 1n our mudst, gazmmg with the serene in-
difference of the Past in his passionate eyes upon our .
wordy counsels In.the midst of an exciting discussion
the 'door opened again, and Miggles re-entered.

But not, apparently; the same Miggless who a few hours
before had flashed upon us. Her eyes were downcast,
and as she hesitated .for a moment on the threshold,
with a blanket on, her arm, she seemed to: have left be-.
hind her the frank fearléssness which had charmed us.a
moment before. Coming nto the room, she drew a low

stool beside thé parmalytic’s chair, sat down,-.drew the
" blanket over her shouldérs, and saying, “If it’s all the .
same to you, boys, as we're rather crowded, I'll stop here
tonight,” took the invalid’s withered hand m her own,
and turned her eyes upon the dying fire An instinctive
feehng that this was only premonitory to more confi-
dential relations, and perhaps some shame at our previous
curiosity, kept us silent. The ramn still beat upon the roof,
wandering gusts of wind stured the embers into mo-
mentary brnightness, until, m' a lull of the elements, Mag-
gles suddenly lifted up her head, and,~throwing her hair
ovlcj,rdhet shoulder, tumned her face upon the group and
aske - h C ) -

“Is there any of you that knows me?”

There was no reply. -

L “Think again! T lived' at Marysville mn ’53. Everybody
knew me there, and everybody had the right to know me.
I kept the Polka saloon until I'came to hive with Jim.
That’s six years ago. Perhaps T've changed some.”

The absence of Tecognmition may have disconcerted her.
She turned her head to the fire again, and it was some |
seconds before she again spoke, and then more rapidly: -

‘Well, you see I thought some of you must have known
me There’s no great harm done, anyway. What I was
gomg to say was this Jim here”—she took his hand m
both, of hers as she spoke—“used to know me; if. you-
dudn’t, and spent a heap of moncy upon me. 1 reckon

he spent all he had. And one day—t's six years ago this
winter—fim came mnto my back room, sat down on my
sofy, like '

as you sec him m-that chair, and never_moved
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again without help. He was struck all of a heap, and never -
seemed to know:what ailed him. The.doctors came and

-~ said as how,_it Was causéd all along of his way of life—for
Jim was mughty free and wildlike—and that he would -
_never get-better, and couldn’t last.Jong anyway. Théy ad-~
'vised me to send him to Fiisco o the hospital, for he wag'

“'no good-to anyone_and would' be a baby all his life:- Per-

~ haps it-was sométhing in_Jim’s €ye, perhaps it was_that
~ 1 never-had-a baby, but I said ‘No.:1 was tich then, for

1 was popular with-everybody—gentlemen like yourself,

~ sir, came to.see ‘me=and' I sold cut my business and
bought this yer place, betause it was soft of out of the
way. Of . travel, you.see, and 1 brought my baby here.”

- “With a-woman’s intuitive tact.and poetry, she had, as

‘she- spoke, .slowly shifted her-position so-as- to bring the:
‘mute figure of ‘the ruined man between her and her-
audience, hiding in the shadow behind 1t, as if she offered .

+ it a§ a tacit apology for her.actions. Silent and expression-
less, it yet spoke for 'her; -helpless, crushed;and smt- -
ten ' with .the Divine thunderbolt, it still stretched an”

- ‘invisible arm aroundrher., - -0 o 7 . o i

Hidden in the_darkness, but-still holding his hand, she .
wént-on: * - I T L

- “It'was a long time before I could get the hang of things

. ..about yer, for-I-was-used.to.company and excitement. 1
couldn’t get any' woman-to help me, anda man I dursen’t .

_ trust; but what with the Indians hereabout; who'd do odd
jobs for-mie;-and having .everything .sent from the North

, Fork, Jim. and ‘I"managed. to worry- through. The Doctor
would Tun up from Sacramento once in a while, He'd ask
to see ‘Miggles’s baby, as he called Jim, arid when he'd
go away, ‘he’'d 'say, ‘Miggles; you're a trump—God bless

: ‘y‘ou’; and 1t didn’t seerm so'lonely after that But the last
- time-he was here he said, as he-‘opened the door to go,

. ‘Do you-know, Miggles, your baby will grow up to be man_".
yet-and an honor to his mother; but not here; Miggles;

. not herel: And I thought he went away ~sad'—-amd——a{ng——”
-~ and here Miggles's voice 'and. head were-somehow both |
lost completely in the shadow. -~ =~ ™ D L
. “The Tolks abouit~here are very kind,” said Miggles,
after 'a pause, coming-a little mtq-the light:again. “The .
‘mefi from the fork used to hang around here, until the
-~ found they wasn’t wanted; and the-women are kind—and

don’t call. I was pretty lonely until I picked up Joaquin in .
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the woods yonder one day, when he wasn’t so high, and
taught him to beg for his dinner; and then thar's Polly—
that’s the magpie—she knows no end of tricks, and makes
it quite sociable of evenings with her talk, and so I don’t
feel like as I was the only living being about the ranch.
And Jim here,” sad Miggles, with her old laugh again,
and coming out quite-into the firelight, “Jim—why, boys,
ou would admire to see how much he knows for a2 man
ike him. Sometimes I bring lnm flowers, and he looks
at ’em just-as natural as if he knew "em; and times, when
we're sitting alone, I read him those things on. the wall.
Why, Lordl” said Miggles, with her frank laugh; “I've
read him that whole side of the house this winter. There
never was such a man for reading-as Jim.” L

“Why,” asked the Judge, “do you not marry this man
to whom you have devoted your youthful life?”

“Well, you see,” said Miggles, “1it would be playing it
rather low down on Jim, to take advantage of his being
so helpless. And then, too, if we were man and wife, now,
we'd both know that I was bound to do what I do now of
my own accord.” ’

“But you are young yet and attractive—"

“I's getting late,” said Miggles, gravely, “and you'd
better all tum in. Good night, boys”; and, throwing the
blanket over her head, Miggles laid herself down beside
Em’s chair, her head pillowed on the low stool that held

is feet, and spoke no more. The fire slowly faded from
the hearth; we each sought our blankets in silence; and
presently there was no sound n the long 1oom but the
pattering of the rain upon the roof and the heavy breath-
ingi of the sleepers. - - )

t was nearly moming when I awoke from a troubled -
dream. The storm had passed, the stars were shining, and
through the shutterless window the full moon, lifting
itself over the solemn pines without, looked into the
room. It touched the lonely figure in the chair with an
infinite compassion, and seemed to baptize with a shin-

" ing flood the lowly head of the woman whose hair, as in

the sweet old story, bathed the feet of him she loved. It
even lent a kindly poetry to the rugged outline of Yuba
Bill, half-reclming on his elbow between them and his
passengers with sava%ely patient eyes keeping watch and-
watd And then I fell asleep and only woke at broad day,

with Yuba Bill standing over me, and “All aboard” ring-
ing in my ears, ‘
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Coffec was waiting for us on the table, but Miggles
was gone. We wandered about the house and lingered |
long after the horses were harnessed, but she did not re-
turn. It was evident that she wished to avoid a formal
leave-taking, and had so left us to depart as we had come,
After we had helped the ladies into the coach, we re-
turned to the house-and solemnly shook hands with the
paralytic Jim, as solemnly settling him back into position
after each handshake. Then we looked for the last time
around the long low room, at the stool where Miggles had
sat, and slowly took our seats in the waiting coach. The
whip cracked, and we were off! ‘

But as we reached the highroad, Bill's dexterous hand
laid the six horses back on their haunches, and the stage .
stopped with a jerk. For there, on a little emincnce beside
the road, stood 1\/I,xg les, her hair flying, her eyes sparkling,
her white handkerchief waving, and her white teeth flash-
ing a last “good-by.” We wived our hats in return. And
then Yuba Bill, as if fearful of further fascination, madly
lashed his horses forward, and we sank back in our seals.
We exchan}g]ed nol a word until we reached the North
Fork, and the stage drew up at the Independence House,
Then, the Judge leading, we walked into the barrocom and
took our places gravely at the bar,

“Are your glasses charged, gentlemen?” said the Judge,
solemnly 1aking off his white hat.

“They were. . .

“Well,-then here’s to Miggles. Gop BLESS BERI”

Perhaps He had. Who knows?

-



TENNESSEE'S PARTNER

I po not think that we ever knew his rcal name, Our
ignorance of it certainly never gave us any social incon-
venience, for at Sandy Bar in 1854 most men were chris-
tened anew. Sometimes these appellatives were derived
from some distinctiveness of dress, as in the case of “Dun-
garec Jack”; or from some peculiarity of habit, as shown in
‘Saleratus Bill,” so called from an unduc proportion of
that chemical in his daily bread; or for some unlucky slip,
as exhibited m “The Iron Pirate,” a mild, inoffensive man,
who earned that baleful title by his unfortunate mispro-
nunciation of the term “iron pyntes.” Perhaps this may
have been- the beginning of a rude heraldry; but I am
constrained to think that it was because a man’s real name
in that day rested solely upon his own unsugportcd state-
ment “Call yourself Chfford, do you?” said Boston, ad-
dressing a timid newcomer with infimte scorn; “hell is
full of such Cliffords!” He then intrduced the unfortu-
nate man, whose name happened to be really Clifford, as
“Jay-bird Charley”—an unhallowed mspiration of the
moment that clung to him ever after..

But to teturn to Tennessee’s Partner, whom we never
knew by any other than this relative title; that he had
ever existed as a separate and distinct individuality we only
learned later. It seems that in 1853 he left Poker Flat to -
go to San Francisco, ostensibly to procure a wife, He never”
got any further than Stockton. At that place he was at-
tracted by a young person who watted upon the table at
the, hotel where he took his meals. One morning he said
something to her which caused her to smile not unkindly,
to somewhat coquetishly break a plate of toast over his
ugtumed, serious, simple- face, and to retreat to the kit
chen. He followed her, and emerged a few moments later,
covered with more toast and victory. That day week they
were married by a justice of the peace, and returned to
Poker Flat. I am aware that something more might be
made of this e%'sode., but I prefer to tell it as it was cur-
rent at Sandy Bar—in the gulches and barrooms—where

H“
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all sentiment was modified by a strong_ sense “of humor.
Of .their married felicity but httle 15 known, perhdps-
for the reason that Tenriessee, then living with his Partner, -
one day took occasion_to say something t6 the bride on
his own account, at which, it 1s said, she smiled not un-
kindly and chastely retreated—this time as-far as Marys-
ville, where Tennessee followed her, and where they went
to housekeeping without the aid.of a’};.lstlce of the peace.
Tennessee’s Partner took the loss of his wife simply and
seriously, as was his fashion. But to everybody’s surprise, -
when Tennessee one day returned from Marysville, with-
out his Partner’s, wife—she having ‘smiled and retreated .
with somebody else—Tennessee’s Pariner was the first man -
to shake his hand.and %reetfh'im with affection. The boys
who had ‘gathered 1n the cafion to see the shooting were
_natutally indignant. Therr mdignation might havé found
vent in sarcasm but for a certain look in Tennessee’s
-Partner’s eye-that indicated a lack of-humorous apprecia- .
tion: In:fact, he was a grave man, with-a steady applica-
tion to practical detail which was unpleasant in a'difhculty. .
"~ Mednwhile a popular feeling -against Tennessee had -
.grown up on the Bar. He was known to be a gambler; he
was suspected-to be a thief. In these suspicions Tennes-
.see’s Partner was equally compromised; his continued in-
timacy-with Tennessee after the affair above quoted could
only be accounted for on the hypothesis of a copartner- -
ship of crime.-Af last Tennessee’s gult becamie Hagrant.
One day he 6vertook a stranger on his way to Red Dog.
The stranger afterward related that Tennessee beguiled the |
- time with interesting anecdote and reminiscence, but il-
logically concluded the interview 1n the following words:
“And now, young man, I'll trouble you for your knife,
your pistols, and -your money. You $¢e your weppings
- ‘might get jou into trouble at;Red Dog, and your money’s -
a-temptation to-the ewilly dislgosgd. I think you said your
_address was San Francisco. I shall endeavor 6 call ” It may
be stated here that Tennessee had a fine flow of humor,
which no business preoccupation could wholly subdue.
This exploit was his last. ﬁed Dog and Sandy Bar made
- common cause against the highwayman, Tennessee was
hunted in very much the same fashion as his prototype,
the grizzly, -As the toils closed around him, he made a
desperate dash through the Bar, emptying his revolver at
‘the crowd before the Arcade Saloon, and so on up Grizzly
, Carfion; but at its farther extremmty he was stopped by a
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small man on a gray horse. The men looked at each other
a moment m silence. Both were fearless, both self-
possessed and independent; and both types of a civiliza-
tion that in the seventeenth century would have been
called heroic, but, in the nineteenth, simply “reckless.”
“What have you got therc?—I call,” said Tennessee,
quietly. “Two bowers and an ace,” said the stranger, as
quietly, showing two revolvers and a bowie knife. “That
takes me,” returned Tennessee; and with this gamblers’
epigram, he threw away his useless pistol, and rode back
with his captor. .

It was a warm night. The cool breeze which usually
s;;rang up with the gommg down of the sun behind the
chaparral-crested mountain was that evening withheld
from Sandy Bar. The little cafion was stifling with heated
resinous odors, and the decaying driftwood on the Bar sent
forth faint, sickening exhalations. The feverishness of
day, and its fierce passions, still filled the camp. Lights
moved restlessly along the bank of the river, striking no
answering teflection from its tawny current. Against the
blackness of the pines the windows of the old loft above
the express office stood out staringly bright; and through
,their curtainless %anes the loungers below could see the
forms of those who were even then deciding the fate of
Tennessee. And above all this, etched on the dark firma-
ment, rose the Sierra, remote and passionless, crowned
with remoter passionless stars. _ -

The tnal of Tennessee was conducted as fairly as was
consistent with a judge and jury who felt themselves to
some extent obliged to justify, in their verdict, the pre-
vious 1rregularities of arrest and indictment. The law of
Sandy Bar was implacable, but not vengeful. The ex-
citement and personal feeling of the chase were over; with
Tennessee safe in their hands they were ready to listen
paheptly to any defense,-which they were alréagy satisfied
tvirlas insufficient. There beinﬁ no doubt in their own minds, -
they were willing to give the prisoner the benefit of any
t a%) m;lgaht exist. Secure in the hypothesis that he ought
. O'the nged, on general principles, they indulged him
with more labtude of defense than his reckless hardihood

iizmet% to ask. The Judge appeared to be more anxious
% ﬁ e pusoner, who, otherwise unconcerned, evidentl

‘%0 a gnm pleasure 'in the responsibility he had created.

- don’t take any hand in this yer game,” had been his
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_, invariable but good-humored reply to.all questions."The'
Judge—who was. also his, captor—for a moment vaguely’

. Tegretted that he had not shot him “on sight” that mom- -
ing, but fpresergtgr. dismissed this human weakness'as un-
_worthy of the judicial mind. Nevertheless, when there was

a tap at the door, and it was said that Tennessee’s Partner
was there on behalf of the prisoner, hie was admitted at
once without question. Perhaps the younger members of
the jury, to whom' the proceedings were becoming irk-
somely thoughtful, hailed him as a relief.- )
For he -was not, certainly, an imposing figure. Short and
stout, with a square face sunburned -into a preternatural -
“redness, clad in” a- loose duck “jumper” and trousers’ -
- streaked and splashed Withj'red‘_soﬂ}, his aspect under any
“tircumstances  would--have been quaint, and -was now
even ridiculous. As he stooped to deposit at his feet a
- heavy carpétbag he was carrying, it became obvious, from
“paitially ‘developed legends and inscription, that the -
" material with which his trousers had been ‘patched had -
“been originally intended for a less ambitious covering Yét ..
he advanced with great gravity, and after having shaken ,
the hand of each person in the room with labored cordial- ' ;
ity, he wiped his serious, perplexed face on a red bandanna
handkerchief, a shade: lighter. than his complexion, laid
his powerful ‘hand upon the table to steady himself, -and

. thus addressed the Judge: = - . .

- “I was passin’_by,” he began,. by ‘way of apology, “and
I thought T'd just step in and see how things was gittin’ -
on with Tennessee thar—my.pardner. It’s a 'hot night. I

~ disremember any sich weather- before on thie Bar”

. He paused a moment, but nobody volunteering -any
-other ‘meteorological , recollection,-he again had recourse , -
- to his-pocket handkerchief; and for some moments mopped .

- his face diligently. L i o

, “Have you anything to say in behalf of the prisoner?”
-said the Judge finally. . ) o N

- “Thet’s it,” said Tennessee’s Partner, in a tone of re- -
lief. “I come yar as Tennessee’s pardnei—knowing him -
nigh on four year, off and on, wet and dry, in luck and’
out 0’ luck. His ways ain’t allers my ways, but thar ain’t

- ‘any pints in_that young man, thar ain’t any liveliness as
_he’s been up to, as I don’t know. And-you sez 'to me,

sez you—confidentialdike, .and between .man, and man—
'sez you, ‘Do you know anything in his behalf?’ and I'sez to |
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you, sez I—confidentiallike, as between man and man—
“What should a man know of his pardner?”” i

“Is this all you have to say?” asked the Judge impa-
tiently, feeling, perhaps, that a dangerous sympathy of
humor was beginning to humanize the Court. .,

“Thet’s so,” continued Tenncssee’s Parlner. “It, ain’t
for me to say anything agin’ him. And now, what’s the
case? Here's Tennessee wants money, wants 1t bad, and
doesn’t like to ask it of his old pardner. Well, what does
Tennessee do? He lays for a stranger, and he fetches that
stranger. And you lays for him, and you fetchics him; and
the honors 15 easy. And I put it to you, bein’ a far-minded
man, and to you, gentlemen, all, as far-minded men, ef
this isn’t so.”

“Prisoner,” said the Judge, interrupting, “have you any
questions to ask this man?’ )

“No! nol” continued Tennessce’s Partner, hastily, “I
play this ﬁer hand alone. To come down to the bedrock,
1t's just this: Tennessee, thar, has played 1t pretty rough
and expensive-like on a stranger, and on this yer camp. And
now, what's the fair thing? Some would say more; some
would say less. Here's seventeen hundred do%lars in coarse
gold and "a watch—it’s about all my pile—and call it
square!” And before a hand could be raised to prevent
him, he had emptied the contents of the carpetbag upon
the table. - ‘

For a moment his life was in jeopardy. One or two men
sprang to their feet, several hands groped for hidden

_weapons, and a suggestion to “throw him from the win-
dow” was only overridden by a gesture from the Judge.
Tennessee laughed And apparently oblivious to the excite-
ment, Tennessee’s Partner improved the opportunity to
mop his face again with his handkerchief.

When order was restored, and the man was made to
understand, by the use of forcible figures and rhetoric, that
‘Tennessee’s offense could not be condoned by money, his
face took a more serious and sanguinary hue, and those
who were nearest to him noticed that his‘rough hand trem-
bled slightly on the table. He hesitated a moment as he
slowly returned the gold to the carpetbag, as if he had not
yet entirely caught the. elevated sense of justice which
swai,;ed the tribunal, and was perplexed with the belief that
he had not offered enough. Then he tumed to the Judge,
and saying, “This yer 15 a lone hand, played alonc, and
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- without my pardner,” he bowed to the jury and was about
to withdraw when the Judge called him back. “If you have
anything to say to Tennessee, you had better say it now.”
For the first time that evening the eyes of the pnisoner and
his strange advocaté met. Tennessee ‘smiled, showed his
white teeth, and, saying, “Euchred, old man!” held out his
“hand. Tennessee’s Partner took it i his own, and saying,
- “1 just dropped in as I was passin’ to see how things was
gettn’ on,” let-the hand passively fall, and adding that it
was a warm night, again mopped his face with his hand-
kerchief,-and without another word withdrew.

_“The:two men never again met each other alive. For the
. unparalleled insult of a bribe offered to, Judge Lynch—who,
_ whether bigoted, weak, or narrow, was at least mncorruptible
—firmly fixed i the mind of that mythical personage any
wavering- detetmination of Tennessee’s fate; and at the
“break of day he was marched, closelyguarded, to meet it at
. the top of Marley's' Hill.

How he-met 1t, how cool he was, how he.i refused to say -

.anything, how perfect were the arrangements of the com-

mttee, were all duly reported, with the addition of a -

warning moral arid example to all future evildoers, in the
Red Dog Clarion, by its editor, who was present, and to
whose vigorous English I cheerfully refer the reader. But
‘the beauty of that midsummer moming, the blessed amity
of earth and air’and sky, the awakened life_of the free
woods and hills] the joyous renewal and promise of Na-
. ture, and above all,, the infinite Serenity that thrilled
through each, was not reported, as not being a part of the

social Jesson. And yet, when the weak and foolish deed was
done, and a life, with its possibilities and responsibilities,

had.passed out of the misshapen thing that dangled be-

tween earth and sky, the birds sang, the flowers bloomed, -

_the sun shone, as cheerily as before; and possibly the Red
- 'Dog Clarion was right. ~ -, R
Tennessee’s Partner was not-in the group that sur
- rounded the ominous tree. But as they turned to disperse
attention was drawn to the singular appearance of a motion-
less donkey cart halted at the side of the road. As the
approached, they at once recognized the venerable “Jenny”
and the two-wheeled cart as the property of Tennessee’s
Partner—used by him 1n carrying dlrtﬂom»his claim; and a
few paces distant the owner of the equipage himself, sitting
under a buckeye tree, wiping the perspiration from his
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lowing face. In answer to an mquiry, he said he had come
or the body of the “diseased,” *if 1t was all the same to
the committce.” He didn’t wish to “huiry anything”; he
could “wait.”.He was not working that day, and when the
gentlemen were done with the “diseased,” he would take
him “Ef thar is any_present,” he added, in lis simple,
serious way, “as would care to jine in the fun’l, they kin
come.” Perhaps it was from a sense of humor, wiich I-
have already mibimated was a feature of Sandy Bar—pet-
haps 1t was from something even better than that; but
two-thirds 'of the loungers accepted the mwitation at once. -
It was noon when the body of Tenessee wds dehvered
into the hands of lis Partner. As-the cart’drew up to the
fatal tree, we noticed that it contamned a rough, oblong box
" —apparently made from a section of slwcing and half-
filled with bark and the tassels of pine. The cart was fur-
ther decorated with slips of willow, and made fragrant .
with buckeye blossoms. %V'hen the body was deposited
the box, Tennessee’s Partner drew oOver 1t a piece of tarred
canvas, and gravely mounting the narrow seat mn front,
with his feet upon the shafts, urged the little donkey for-
ward. The equipage moved slowly on, at that decorous
pace which wds habitual with' “Jenny” even under less
solemn circumstances. The men—half curiously, half jest-
ingly, but all good-humoredly—strolled along beside the
cart; some in advance, some a lhittle in the rear of the
homely catafalque.’ But, whether from the narrowing of
the road ‘or some present sense of decorum, as the cart
passed omn, the company fell to the rear m couples, keepin
step, and otherwise assuming the external show of a formal’
procession. Jack-Folinsbee, who had at the outset played a
-funeral march m dumb show upon an imaginary ‘trom-
bone, desisted, from a lack of sympathy and appreciation—
not having, pérhaps, your true humorist’s capacity to be
content with the enjoyment of his own fun, -
The way led through' Gnzzly Cafion—by this time
‘clothed 1 funereal drapery and shadows. The redwoods,
burying_their moccasined feet n the red soil, stood m
Indian file along the track, trailing an uncouth benediction
from their bending boughs upon the passing bier. A hare,
surpnsed 1nto_helpless inactivity, sat upright and pulsating
in the ferns by the roadside as the cortege went by. Squir-
xels hastened to gain a secure outlook from higher boughs;
and the bluejays, spreading their wings, flittered before



s

TENNESSEE'S PARTNER 51

them like outriders, until the outskirts of Sandy Bar were
reached, and the solitary cabin of Tennessee’s Partner.

Viewed under more favorable circumstances, it would
_ not have been a chéerful place. The unpicturesque site, the
rude and unlovely outlines, the unsavory details, which dis-
tinguish the nest-building of the California miner, were
all here, with the dreariness of decay superadded. A few
paces from the cabin there was a-rough enclosure, which in
the brief days of Tennessee’s Partner’'s matnimonial felic1tthy
had been used as a garden, but was now overgrown wi
fern. As we ap]iroac ed it we .were surprised to find that
what we had taken for a recent attempt at cultivation was
the broken soil about an open grave.
The-cart was halted before the enclosure; and rejectin
. the offers of assistance with the same air of simple self-
reliance he had displayed throughout, Tennessee’s Partner
lifted the rough coffin on his back and deposited it, un-
‘aided, within the shallow grave. He then nailed down the
board which served as a lid; and mounting the little mound
_ of earth beside it, took off his hat, and slowly mopped his

face with his handkerchief.-This the crowd felt was a pre-
liminary to speech; and they disposed themselves variously
‘on stumps and boulders; and sat expectant.

“When a man,” beﬁan Tennessee’s Partner, slowly, “has
been running free all day, what's the natural thing for him
to do? Why, to come home.-And if he ain’t 1n a condition
to go home, what can his best friend do? Why, bring him
home! And here’s Tennessee has been running free, and
we brings him home from his wandering.” He paused, and
{‘)\I'Cked up a fragment of quartz, rubbed 1t thoughtfully on

is sleeve, and went on: “It ain’t the first time that I've
]gackegl him’on mg back, as you see’d me now. It ain’t the
st time that I brought him to this yer cabin when he
couldn’t help himself; it ain’t the first time that I and
Jinny’ have waited for him on yon hill, and picked him up
and so fetched him home, when he-couldn’t speak, and
didn’t know me. And now that it’s the last time, why’—
/}}e paused, and rubbed the quartz gently on his sleeve—
ou see it’s sort of rough on his pardner. And now, gen-
tlemen,” he added, abruptly, picking up his long-handled
shovel, “the fun'l’s, over; and my thanks, and Tennessee’s
thanks, to-you for your trouble.” .

Resisting any proffers of assistance, he began to fill in

the grave, turning his back upon the crowd that after a
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few moments’ hesitation gradually' withdrew. As they
crossed the hittle ridge that lud Sandy Bar from view, some,
looking back, thought they could sce Tennessee’s Partner,
his work done, siting upon the grave, his shovel between
his knees, and his face buriéd in his red bandanna hand-
kerchief. But it was argued by others that you couldn’t tell |
his face from his handkerchief at that distance, and this
point remamed undecided, - '

In the reaction that followed the fevenish excitement of
that day, Tennessee’s Partner was not for%otten. A secret
investigation had cleared him of any complicity in Tennes- -
see’s guilt, and left only a sxé:ﬁicmn of his general sanity.
Sandy Bar made a point of calling on him, and proffering
various uncouth, but well-meant kindnesses. But from that *
day his rude health and great strength seemed visibly to .
decline; and when the ramy season fairly set in, and the
tiny grass-blades were beginning to peep from the rocky
mound above Tennessee’s grave, he took to his bed. -

One night, when the pines beside the cabin were sway-
ing in the storm, and trailing their slender fingers over the
roof, and the roar and rush of the swollen river were heard
below, Tennessee’s Partner lifted his head fom the Plllow;' N
saying, “It is time to go for Tennessee; I must put “Jinny
in the cart”; and would have risen from his bed but for
the restraint of his attendant. Struggling, he still pursued
his sinig-ular fancy: “There, now, steady, ‘Jinny—steady, '
old gu . How dark it is! Look out for the ruts—and look
out for him, too, old gal. Sometimes, you know, when he’s
blind-drunk, he drops down right in_the trail. Keep on
straight up to the pine on.the top of the hill. Thar<I told
you sol—thar he is—coming this way, too—all by himself,
sober, and his face a-shining. Tennessee! Pardnerl” .

And so they met. -0
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THE IDYL OF RED GULCH -

. -Saxpy was very drunik. He was lying under an azalea bush,
in pretty much the same attitude in which he had fallen |
some hours before.JHow lorig Hie had been lying there he
could not tell, and didn’t care; how long he should le
there was a matter equally indefinite and unconsidered. A
tranquil philosophy, born of his physical condition, suf-
fused and saturated his'moral being. .

The spectacle of a driznken man, and of this drunken
man in particular, was not, I grieve to say, of sufficient
novelty m Red Gulchr'to attract attention. Earher in the
day some local satirist had erected a temporag tombstone
at Sandy’s head, bearing the inscription, “Effects of Mc-
Corkle’s whisky—kills at forty rods,” with a hand pointing
to McCorkle's saloon. But this, I imagine, was, like most
local satire, personal; and was a reflection upon the un-
fairness of the process rather than a commentary upon the
impropriety of the result. With this facetious exception,

* Sandy had been undisturbed. A wandering mule, released
from his pack, had cropped the scant herbage beside him,
and sniffed cuiously at the prostrate man; a vagabond dog,
with that deep sympathy which -the species have ‘for

~ drunken men, had, licked his dusty boots, and curled him-
self up at his feet, and lay there, blinking one eye in the
sunlight, with a simulation of dissipation that was ingen-
ious and doglike in its implied flattery of the unconscious
~man_beside him. ' .

Meanwhile the shadows of the pine trees had slowly
swung around until they crossed the road, and their trunks
barred the open meadow with gigantic parallels of black
and yellow. Little puffs of red dust, liftecf by the plunging .
hoofs of passing teams, dispersed in-a grimy shower upon
the recumbent man. Thé sun sank lower and lower; and
still Sandy stirred not. And then the repose of this phil-
osopher was disturbed, as other philosophers have been, by
the intrusion of an unphilosophical sex.

‘Miss Mary,” as she was known to the little flock that
she had just dismissed from the log schoolhouse beyond

53
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the pines, was taking her afternoon walk. Observing an un-
usually fine cluster of blossoms on the azalea bush oppo-
site, she crossed the road to pluck it—picking her way
through the red dust, not without certain fierce little
shivers of disgust and some feline circumlocution. And
thicn she came suddenly upon Sandyl o
Of course she uttered the httle staccato cry of her sex,
But when she had paid that tribute to her physical.weak-
ness she became over-bold, and halted for a moment—at,
least six feet from this prostrate monster—with her white
skirts gathered in her hand, ready for flight. But neither
sound nor motion came from the bush. With one little
foot she then overturned the satirical headboard, and mut-
tered “Beasts!”—an epithet which probably, at that mo-
ment, conveniently classified in her mind the entire male
population of Red Gulch, For Miss Mary, being possessed
of certain rigid notions-of her own,-had not, perhaps, pro-
perly appreciated the demonstrative gallanty fgr which the -
Californian has been so justly cclebrated by his brother
Californians, and had, as a newcomer, perhaps fairly earned
the reputation of bemg “stuck-up.” ,
 As she stood there she noticed, also, that the slant sun-
beams were heating Sandy’s head to what she judged to be
an unhealthy temperature, and that his hat was 1gying use-
lessly at his side, To pick it up and to place it over' his
face was a work requiring some courage, particularly as his
eyes were open. Yet she did it, and made good her retreat.
But she was somewhat concerned, on looking back, to see
that the hat was removed, and that Sandy was sitting up
and saying something. - - -
The truth was, that in the calm depths of Sandy’s mind
he was satisfied that the rays.of the sun were beneficial and
healthful; that from childhood he had objected to lying
down in a hat; that no people but condemned fools, past
redemption, ever wore hats; and that his right to dis-
pense with them when he pleased <was inalienable. This
was the statement of his mner consciousness. Unfortu-
nately, its outward expression was vague, being limited to
a repetihon of the following,formula—*“Su’shine all 'l
Wasser maar, eh? Wass up, su’shine?”” - ;

Miss Mary stopped, and, taking fresh courage from her

} vantage of distance, ask ;
he wanted, » asked hll? if there was anything tha_t



THE IDYL.OF RED GULCH _ 55

“Wass up? Wasser maar?” continued Sandy, in a very

- high key. ; IR ] - 2

“Get up, you-hormid man!”~said Miss Mary, now thor-

oughly incensed; “get up, and go home,” - )

- Sandy staggered to his feet. He was six feet high, and

Miss Mary trembled. He started forward a few paces and
then stopped: o

' “Wass' I go bome for?” he suddenly dsked, with great

gravity. « T L L '

“Go and take a bath,” replied Miss Mary, eying his
.grimy person with great disfavor, . Cos

To her infinité dismay; Sandy sudden 31 Eulled off his
coat and vest, threw them on the ground, kicked off his
_ boots, and, plunging wildly forward, darted headlong over_
the hill, in the direction of the nver. ( S

" “Goodness heavend!—the -man will .be drowned!” said
Miss Mary;-and then, with feminine inconsistency, she ran
back to the schoolhouse and locked herself in.

That might, while seated at supper with her-hostess, the
blacksmith’s wife, it came to Miss Mary to ask, demurely,
if her husband ever got drunk. “Abner,” responded Mis.
Stidger, reflectively, “let’s_see: Abner hasn't been tight
since last "lection.” Miss Mary would have hiked to ask if
he preferred lying in the sun on these occasions, and if a
cold -bath -would have hurt him; but this would have in-

volved an explanation; which she -did not then care to .
" give. So she contented herself with opening her gray eyes
widely at the red-cheeked Mrs. Stidger—a fine specimen of
Southwestern efflorescence—and then dismissed the sub-
ject altogether. The nest day she ‘wrote to her dearest
friend. in Boston: “I think I find the intoxicated portion of
‘this community the least objectionable. I refer, my dear,
“to the men, of course. I do not know anything that could
make the women tolerable.,” . . - -
© .In less than a week Miss Mary had forgotten this epi-
sode, except that her afternoon walks took thereafter, al--
_most unconsciously, ' another direction.- She noticed,
 however, that every morming a fresh cluster of azdlea

blossoms appeared among the flowers on her desk. This
was not Strange, as her hittle flock were aware of her fond-
ness for flowers, and invariably kept her desk bright with
. anemones, syringas, and lupines; but, on questioning them,
- they one and all professed ignorance of the azaleas. A -
few days later, Master Johnny Stidger, whose desk was

~ <@
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necarest to the window, was suddenly taken with spasras of
apparently gratmtouns laughter that threatened the disci-
sime of {he school. All that Miss Mary could get from
izim was, that someone had been “looking in the winder.”
Irate and indignant, she smled from har hive to do battle
with the intruder, As she turned the comer of the school-
house she came plump upon the c{uondam drunkard—now

c:}cht]y sober, and ineapressibly sheepish and  guilty-
O0KIng ' )

These facts Miss Mary was not slow to take a fermmine
advantage of, i her present humor, But it was somewhat
confusing to observe, also, that the beast, despite some
faint signs of past dissipation, was amiable-looking-—in
fact, a kind of Iblond Samson whose corn-colored, silken
beard apparently had never yet known the touch of bar-
ber's razor or Dehlah’s shears. So that the cattng speech
which qmvered on her 1cady tongne died upon %)cr lips,
and she contented herself wifh rccciving hi$ stammenng
apology with supcrcilious cyehds and the gathered skirls of
uncontammation When she se-enfcied.-the schoolroon,
her eyes fell upon the azaleas with a new sense of revela-
tion “And then she laughed, and the little people_all
lnughed, and they were all unconsciously veiy happy.

It was on a hot day—and not long after t]i.s'wfl]mr two
short-legged boys camie to grief on the threshold of the
school with a pail of waler, which they had laboriously
brougit from t{m spring, and that Miss Mary compassion-
ately scized the pm& and started for the <pring herself. At
the toot of the Il a shadow crossed her path, and a blue-
shirted arm dexterously but gently relieved her of her
burden. Miss Mary was both embarrassed and angry, “If
you carned more of that {or yoursclf,” she said, spitefully,
to the bluc arm, without deigning to raise her lashes o its
owner, “you'd do better” In the submussive silence ihat
followed she regretted the speech, and thanked him so
sweetly at the door that he stumbled, Which cansed the
children to langh agam—a laugh in which Miss Mary
jomed, unbl the color came faintly into her pale check.

Phie nest_day a banel was mysteniously placed beside the
doot, and as wmystedously filled with  fresh spring water
(?‘alf) morminge

~orwas s supenior young person withoul other quict

v é Y . o
:5! hi n}t}nm. Profane Bill”" daver of the Slumgullion Stage,
widedy hnown in the nowspapers for his “eallantry” in in-
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vatiably ‘offering the box seat to the fair sex, had excepted
Miss Mary from this attention, on the ground that he had
a habit of “cussin’ on - upgrades,” and_gave her half
the coach to hersclf. Jack Hamlin, a gambler, having once

- silently ridden with her in-the same coach, afterward threw

_a decanter_at the head of a-confederate for mentioning her
pame in.a barrooni. The overdressed mother of a pupil
whose paternity was doubtful Kad often lingered near-this

- astute’ Vestal's temple,-never daring to enter its sacred
precinets, but content-to worship the priestess from afar.’
. 'With such unconscious intervals the monotonous pro-
cession of “blue- skies, ' glittermg sunshine, bref “twilights,
and starhit nights passed over Red Gulch Miss Mary grew
fond of ‘walking 1 the- sedate and ‘proper woods. Perhaps.

. she believed with Mrs. Stidger, that the balsamic odors of
the firs “did her chest good,” for cettainly her slighit cough
was less frequent and her step was firmer; perhaps she had
learned. the unending lesson which the patient pines are
never-weary of fepeating to héedful or listless ears. And

~'so, one day, she planned a picnic on Buckeye Hili, and took -

the children with-her. -Away from the dusty road, the.
straggling shanties, the yellow ditches, the clamor of rest-
less engines;-the cheap finery of shop windows, the deeper
glitter of gaint'and colored glass, and the thin veneenng

_ which barbanism takes™upon 1tself in such-localities—what
- infinite rclief was theirs! The last heap of ragged rock and

‘clay passed; the last unsightly_chasm crossed—how the

waiting woods opened their long files to receive them! How.
the children—perhaps because “they. had not yet grown
iLcgnte*_away“ from the breast of the bounteous Mother—
rew themselves face downward on her brown bosom with -
uncouth -caresses, filling’ the "air with_theirlaughter, and |
how Miss Marif1 herself—felinely fastidious and intrenched -
as she was in the purity-of spotless skirts; collar, and cuffs

—forgot all, and ran like a crested quail at the head of her -

brood until, romping, laughing and panting, with a

loosened braid of brown hair, a-hat hanging by a knotted

tibbon from her throat, she came suddenly and violently,
in the heart of the forest, upon—the luckless Sandy!

. The explanations, apologies, and not overwise conversa-
JHon that ensued meed not be indicated- here. Tt would
seem, however, that Miss Mary had- already established
some acquaintance with this ex-drunkard. Enough thdt he
was soon accepted-ds one of the party; that the children,
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with that quick intelligence which Providence gives the
helpless, recognized a friend, and cg)lalyed with his blond
beard and long silken mustache, and took other liberties—
as the helpless are apt to do. And when he had built a fire
against a tree, and had shown them~other mysteries of
woodcraft, their admiration knew no bounds. At the close
of two such foolish, idle, happy hours he found himself
lying at the feet of the schoolmistress, gazing dreamily in
her face, as she sat upon the sloping hillside weaving’
wreaths of laurel and syringa, in very much the same atti-
tude as he had lain when first they met. Nor was the simil-
itude greatly forced. The weakness of an easy, Sensuous
nature that had found a dreamy exaltation in liquor, it is
to be feared was now finding an equal intoxication m love,
1 think that Sandy was dimly conscious of this himself.
I know that he longed to be doing something—slaying a
gnzzly, scalping a savage, or sacrificing himself in some way
for the sake of this sallow-faced, gray-eyed schoolmistress.
As I should like to present him in a heroic attitude, I stay
my hand with great difficulty at this moment, being only
withheld from introducing such an episode by a -stron
conviction that it does not usually occur at such times. An
I trust that my fairest reader, who remembers that, in a
real crisis, it is always some uninteresting stranger or un-
romantic policeman, and not Adolphus, who rescues, will
forgive the omission. P Lo -
0 they sat there, undisturbed—the woodpeckers chat-
tering overhead and the voices of the children coming
leasantly from the hollow below. What they said matters
little. What they thought—which might have been interest-
ing—did not transpire. The woodpeckers only learned how _
Miss Mary was an orphan; how she left her uncle’s house,
to come to Califormia, for the sake of health and inde-
endence; how Sandy was an orphan, too; how he came to
California for excitement; how he had lived a wild life, and
how he was trying to reform; and other details; which,
from a woodgecker’s viewpoint, undoubtedly must have
scemed stupid, and a waste of time. But even in such
trifies was the afternoon spent; and when the children -
were again gathered, and Sandy, with a delicacy which the
%&molmmtrqu well understood, took leave of them quietly
at the outskirts of the settlement, it had seemed the
sh(}rtcst day of her weary life,
xs the long, dry summer withered to its roots, the school
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.term of Red Gulch—to use a local euphuism~—“dried up”
also. In another day Miss Mary would be free; and for a
season, at least, Red Gulch woild know her no more, She
was seated alone in the schoolhouse, her cheek resting on
her hand, her eyes half-closed in one of those day-dreams in

_ which Miss Mary-—I fear to the danger of school discipline
~was lately inﬁgxe habit of indulging. Her lap was full of
mosses, ferns, and Sther woodland memories. She was so

. preoccupied with these and her own thoughts that a gentle
tapping at the door passed unheard, or translated itself into
the remembrance of fir-off woodpeckers. When at last it
asserted 1tself more distinctly, she started up with a flushed

_ cheek and opened“the door. On the threshold stood a
woman the self-assertion and audacity of whose dress
were in singular contrast to her timid, irresolute bearing.

- Miss Mary recognized at-a glance.the- dubious mother
of her anonymous pupil. Perhaps she was disappointed,

« Eerhaps shé was only_fastidious; but as she coldly invited
er to enter, she half unconsciously settléd her white cuffs
and collar, and gathered closer her own cliaste skirts. It
was, perhaps, for this reason that the embarrassed stranger,
after a moment’s hesitation, left her gorgeous parasol open
and sticking m the dust beside the door,and then sat
down at the’farther end of a long bench. Her voice was
husky as she began: < o -

*T heerd tell that'you were goin’ down to the Bay to-
morrow, and I couldn’t let you go until I came to thank
you for your kindness to my Tommy,” ‘

Tommy, Miss Mary said, was a good boy, and deserved
more than the-poor attention she could give him.

- “Thank you, miss; thank yel” cried the stranger, bright-
-ening even- throdgh the color which Red Gulch knew

- facetiously as her “war paint” and striving, mn ‘her em-
barrassment, to drag "the long bench nearer the school-
mistress. “I ‘thank you, miss, for that! and if I am his
mother, there-ain’t a seeter, dearer, better boy lives than
him. And"if T am’t much as says it, thar ain’t a sweeter,
dearer, angeler teacher lives than he's got.”

Miss Mary, sitting primly behind her desk, with a ruler
over her shoulder, opened her gray eyes’widefy at this, but
said nothing, - . '

“It am’t for you to be complimented by the like of me,
1 know, she wenton, hurnedly. “It ain’t for me to be
comin’ here, in broad day, to do it, either; but I come to

n
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some of its-light-on her pure young férehead, on her white
~collar, on her clasped -white”hands, but all fading.Slowly

%wagr. 'Iﬁle suppliant had dragged herself, still on her knees,

gside her. - - " -

+ “I know it takes tine to-consider. I will wait here all

night; but I cannot go.until you speak. Do not deny me

now: You willl—I see it in your sweet face=such a face as

I have seen mn my dreams. I see it in your eyes, Miss Maryl

-,

. —you will take my boyl” .-

The last red beam’ crept higher, suffused Miss Mary's

, eyes ‘with something of its glory, flickered, and faded, and

" went out. The.sun had set on Red Gulch. In the twilight

and silence Miss Mary’s -vorce sounded pleasaritly.
“I will take the boy. Send lim to me tomght.” -
The happy mother raised the hem of Miss Mary's

. skirts to hei-lips. She would have buried her hot face in 1ts

. Mary, suddenly.

" ment, and then closed and locked the door. | -

. 1 A\

vitgin folds, but she dared.not. She rose to her feet.
. “Does—this man—know of your intention?” asked Miss
“No, nor cares:, He has never even seen the child to
know-it.” . s~ sor o
“Go to him-at once—tonight—mnow! Tell him what you
have done. Tell him I have taken his child, and tell him—.
he must-never see—see—the ‘child again. Wherever it may
.be, he’must not ‘come;-wherever I may. take-it, he must
not follow! There, go now, please—I'm Wweary, and—have
much yet to dot” ’ ] - :
They walked together to the door. On the threshold the
‘woman turned. - )
“Good night.” S T
She would have fallen at Miss Mary’s feet. But-at the
same moment the young girl reached out her arms, caught
the sinful woman to her own pure breast for one brief mo-

>

- It was with a sudden_sense of great responsibility that
Profane Bill took the reins of the Slumgullion Stage the ..
next morning, for the schoolmistress was one of his passen-
gers. As he entered the hi%uoad, in obedience to a pleasant
voice from the “inside,” he suddenly remed up his horses
and respectfully waited as Tommy hopped out at the com- -
mand of Miss Mary., - )

“Not that lqush,r%‘ommy—the next.” 7
Tommy whipped out his new pocketknife, and, cutting
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A suspuEp tone of conversation, and the absence of cigar
smoke and boot heels at the windows of the Wingdam
stagecoach, made it evident that one of the inside passen-
" gers'wasa woman. A disposition on the part of loungers at
the stations to congregate before the window, and some
concern in regard to the appearance of coats, hats, and
collars, further indicated-that she was lovely. All of which
Mr. Jack Hamlin, on the box seat, noted with the smile of
cynical philosophy. Not that he depreciated the sex, but
tK;t he recognized therein a deceitful element, the pursuit
“of which sometimes drew mankind away from the e%ually
uncertain blandishments of poker—of which it may be re-
.rharked that Mr. Hamlin was a professional exponent.
— So that when he placed his narrow boot on the wheel
_and Jeaped down, he did not even glance at the window
~ from which a green veil was fluttering; but lounged up and
down-with that listless and grave indifference of his class
which was, perhaps, the next thing to good breeding. With
 his closely buttoned figure and self-contained air he was a
marked contrast to the other passengers, with their fever-
. ish restlessness and boisterous emotion; and even Bill Mas-
ters, a graduate of Harvard, with his slovenly dress, his
overflowing vitahty, his intense appreciation of lawlessness
and barbarism, and his mouth filled with crackers and
cheese, I fear cut but an unfomantic figure beside this
lonely calculator of chances, with his pale Greek face and
Homeric gravity. )
The dnver called “All aboard!” and Mr, Hamlin re-
"~ turned to the coach. His foot was upon the wheel, and his
face raised to the level of_the open window, when, at the
same moment, what appeared to him to be the finest eyes
in the world suddenly met his. He quietly dropped down
. again, addressed a-few words to one of the mnside passen- .
gers, effected an exchange of seats, and as quietly took his
place inside. Mr. Hamlin never allowed his philosophy to
. interfere with decisive and prompt action.
I fear that this irruption ofp {ack cast some restraint upon

the other passengers——-partic% arly those who were making

-
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themselves most agrecable to the lady. One of them leaned
forward, and apparcntly conveyed {o her information re-
garding Mr. Hamlin's profession in a single epithet.
Whether Mr. Hamhn heard it, or whether he recognized
in the mformant a distinguished jurist from whom, bul
a fow evenings before, he had won several thausand dollars,
I cannot say. 111s colorless face betrayed no sign; his black
cyes, quictly obscrvant, glanced indiffciently past the legal
gentleman, and rested on the much morce pleasing features
of lus neighbor. An Indian sloicism~-said to be an in-
heritance from his maternal ancestor—stood him i good
service, until the rolling wheels rattled upon the river
gravel at Scott’s Ferry, and the stage drew up at the Inter-
national Hotel for dinner. The lcgal gentleman and a
member of Congress leaped out, and stood ready to assist
the descending goddess, while Coloncl Stnrbottic, of Sis-
kiyou, took charge of her parasol and shawl, In this 'mul-
tiplicity of attention there was a momentary confusion and
delay. Jack Hamhn c}uietly opened thic opposite door of
the coach, took the lady’s hand—with that decision and
Fositwcness which a hesitating and vudecided sex know
1ow to admire—and m an mstant had dexterously and
gracefully swung her to the ground, and again lifted her to
the platform. An audible chuckle on the box, I fear, camne
from that other cynic, “Yuba Bill,” the driver. “Look
keerfully arfer that baggage, Kerncl,” said the expressman,
with aftected concern, as he looked after Colonel Star-
bottle, gloormly bringing up the rear of the triumphant
procession o the waiting-room.

Mr. Hamlin did not stay for dinner. His horse was al-
ready saddled, and awaiting him. He dashed over the ford,
up the gravelly hill, and out into the dusty perspective of
the Wingdam road, hiké one Jeaving an unpleasant fancy
behind hum. The inmates of dusty cabins by the roadside
shaded their eyes wath their hands and looked after im,
recogmzing the man by his horse, and speculating what

was up with Comanche fack” Yet much of this mterest
centered 1 the horse, in a commumty where the time
made by “French Pele's” mare m lus run from the Sheriff
of Calaveras eclipsed all conceri m the ultimate fate of
tthtTh worthy.
¢ sweating flanks of his gray at : i

himself. He checked his sPee(%, a¥1d, gﬁﬁ%t},‘grfﬁglgdb?ﬁgagf
sometimes used as a cutoff, trotted lewsurely along, the
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reins hanging listlessly from his fingers. As he rode on, the
~ character of the landscape changed and became more

pastordl. Openings in groves of pine and sycamore disclosed
some rude attempts at cultivation—a flowering vine trailed
over the porch of one cabm, and a woman rocked her
cradled babe under the roses of another. A little farther on
Mr. Hamlin came upon some barelegged children wading
in the willowy creek, and so wrought upon them with a
badinage peculiar to himself that they were emboldened
to climb up his-horse’s legs and over his saddle, until he

was fain to develop an exaggerated ferocity of demeanor,

and to escape, leaving behind some kisses and coin. And

then, advancing deeper into the woods, where all signs of-

habitation failed, he began to simng—uphfting.a tenor so

singularly sweet, and shaded by a pathos so-subduing and -

tender, that I wot the robins and linnets stopped to listen.
" Mr. Hamlin’s voice was not.cultivated, the subject of his
. Song was some sentimental lunacy borrowed from the Ne-
. gro minstrels; but there thrilled through all-some occult

-quality”of tone and expression that was unspeakably touch-

- ing. Indeed, it.was a wonderful sight-to see this sentimen- "
tal blackleg, with a pack of cards in his pocket and a- -

‘revolver_at his back, ‘sending his voice before him through

the dim woods with'a plaint about his “Nelly’s grave” in a
way that overflowed the eyes of the listener. A sparrow
“ hawk, fresh from his sixth victim, possibly recognizing in
Mr. Hamhi-a kindred spint, stared at him in surprise, and
' “was fain to confess the superiority of man. With a superior
predatory caﬁacity,»he couldn’t sing.

But Mr. Hamlin presently found himself again on the
highroad, and at his former pace. Ditches and banks of
gravel, denuded hillsides; stumps, and decayed trunks of
trees, took the place of woodland and ravine, and indicated
his approach to civilization.-Then a church steeple came
in sight, and he knew that he.had reached home 1n a few
moments he was clattering down the single narrow street
that-lost itself-in a chaotic ruin of races, ditches, and tail-
ings at the foot of the hill, and dismounted before the
gilded windows of the “Magnolia” saloon. Passing through
the long barroom, he pushed open a green-baize door, en-
tered a dark.passage, opened another door with a passkey,
and found himself in a dimly lighted room whose furniture,
though elegant and costly for the locality, showed signs of
- abuse. The inlaid center table was overlaid with stained
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disks that werc not contemplated in the original design,
The embroidered anmchairs were discolored, and the green
velvet lounge, on which Mr. Hamlin threw hamsclf, was
soiled at the foot with the red soil of Wingdam,

Mr. Hamlin did not sing in his cage. He lay still, looking
al a highly colored painting above him icpresenting a
young creature of opulent charms. It occuried to hum
then, for the first time, that he had never seen cxacil{ that
kind of a woman, and that if he should, he would not,
probably, fall ‘in love wath her. Perhaps e was thinking
. of another stylc of beauty. But just then somcone knocked

at the door. Without 'nising, {m ulled a cord that ap-
parently shot back a bolt, for the door swung open; and a..
man entered. . -

The newcomer was broad-shouldered and robust—a
vigor not borne out in the face, which, though handsome,
was singularly weak, and disfigured by dissipation. He ap-
peared to be also under the influence of l'hquor, for he
started on secing Mr, Hamlin, and said, “I thought Kate
was here,” stammered, and seemed confused dand em-
barrassed. ‘ -

Mr. Hamlin smiled the smile which he had before worn
on the Wingdam coach, and sat up, quite refreshed and
ready for business. .

“You chdn’t come up on the stage,” continued the new-
comer, “did you?” . (

“No,” rephed Hamling “T left it at Séott’s Ferry, It isn't
due for half an hour yet. But how'’s Juck, Brown?”

“Damn -bad,” said Brown, his face suddenly assuming
an expression of weak despair;.“I’m.cleaned out again.
Jack,” he continued, in a ‘wlining tonc that formed a
pitiable contrast to lus bulky figure, “can’t you liclp me
with a hundred till tomorrow’s cleanup? You sec I've got to -
send moncy home to the old woman, and—you've won
twenty times that amount from me.” ’

The conclusion was, perhaps, not entirely logical, but
Jack overlooked it, and handed the sum to-his visitor.

The old-woman busmess is about played out, Brown,” he
added, by way of commentary; “why, don’t you say you
want to buc%: agm’ faro? You know you amn’t married!”

"“Fact, sur,” said Brown, with a sudden gravity, as if the
‘mere contact of the gold with the palm of the hand had

mmparted some digmity to hus frame. “I've got a wife—a
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damned good one, too, if I do’say it—in_the §tat’<£.' It’s .
three year since I've seen her, and a year since I've writ to
her. When things is about. shaxiht, and we get down to
the lead, I'm going to send for her.” =~ T

“And Kate?” .quetied Mr. Hamlin, with his previous -
smile. =~ . - T T e

~M. Brown of Calaveras essayed an archness of glance,
to cover his confusion, which his weak face and whisky-
muddled ‘intellect but poorly carried out, -and said: (,

“Damn it, Jack, a man must have a little liberty,-you
know. But-come, what do you say to a little game? Give us
a show to double this hundred.” . -+ .
_Jack Hamlin looked curiously at his fatuous friend.
Perhaps-he knew that the man was predestined to lose
the money, and preferred that it-should flow back into his -
own -coffers rather than afg; other. He'nodded his head, -
and drew his chair toward the table. At the same moment -
there came a rap upon the door. = - . -

“It’s Kate,” said'Mr. Brown. - oL
. Mr. Hamlin shot back the bolt, and the door opened:.
~ But, for the first Hime in hus life,-he stdggered to-his feet, -
utterly unnervéd and abashed,-and for the -first time in
his hife the hoét blood crimsoned his. colorless cheeks to -
his forehead. For before him stood the lady he had lifted
from the Wingdam coach, whom Brown—dropping his.
cards with_a hysterical laugh—greeted as- «

“‘My old woman, by-thunder” - ~ —~ .

‘They say that Mrs. Brown burst into tears, and -re-
proaches of hef-husband. I saw her, in 1857, at Marysville,
and disbelieve the story. And the Wingdam Chronicle,
of the next week, under the head of “Touching Reunion,”
said:- “One of "those beautiful and .touching incidents,

eculiat toCalifornia life, oc¢urred last week in our city,

e wife of .onc of Wingdain’s emment pioneers, tired of
the effete civilization of the East and its inhospitable
chmate, resolved to join her noble husband upon ‘these
_ golden shores. Without-informing him_of her mtention, -

she undertook the long’ journey, and amived last week.
The joy of the husband may be easier jmagined than de-
scnbed. The meeting 15 said to have been indescribably
affecting. We trust her example may be followed”

Whether owing to Mrs. Brown’s influence, or to some
more successful speculations, Mr. Brown’s financial for-
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tune from that day steadily improved. He bought out
Jhis partners in the “Nip and 'ngck” lead, with money
which was:said to have been won at poker, a week or.
two after Jus wife’s arrival, but which. rumor,-adopting
Mrs ~ Brown’s theory that Brown had forswormn - the
gaming-table, declared to have been furnished by Mr.
{gck Hamlin: He buwilt and.furnished the “Wingdam

ouse,” which pretty Mrs. Brown’s great popularity k‘elpt
overflowing with guests He was elected to the Assembly,
and gave largess to churches. A street in"Wingdam was
named in his honor X . .

Yet it was noted that in pfoportion as he waxed wealthy
and fortunate, he grew pale, thin, and anxious. As his
. wife’s populanty increased, he became fretful and irpga—
tient. The most uxornous. of husbands, he.was absurdly
jealous If he did not interfere with his-wife’s social liberty,
it was because 1t was maliciously whispered that his fist’
and only attempt was met by-an outburst from Mrs.
Brown that temmfied im into silence. Much of this kind
- of gossip came from those of her own sex whom she had
supplanted m the chivalrous attentions of Wingdam,
which, like “most popular chivalry, was devoted to an |
admiration of power, whethér of masculine force or fem-
inmne beauty. It should be remembered, ‘too, 1 her ex-
tenuation- that since her  arrival, - she had been. the
unconscious prestess of a mythological worship, perhaps
not more ennobling t0 .her womanhood than that -which
distinguished an older Greek democracy. I think that
Brown was dimly conscious of this But his only confidant
was Jack Hamlin, whose infelix reputation naturally ‘pre- .-
cluded any open intimacy with thé family, and whose
visits were infrequent. ) ' ~ T

It was midsummer, and a moonlit mght; 'and Mrs.

Brown, very tosy, large-eyed, and pretty, sat upon the ~
piazza, enjoying the. fresh incense of the mountain breeze,
and, it 15 to be feared, another incense which was not $o
fresh, nor quite as innocert. Beside her sat Colonel-Star-
bottle and Judge Boompointer, and a later addition to her -
g;urzs in"the shape of a foreign tourist. She was, in good

171 N - T .

What do you see down the r0ad?” inquired the gallant

Colonel, who had been conscious, for the last few minutes,
that Mrs. Brown’s attention was diverted, -

-



" Anne’s ‘flock of sheep”” , y . -
" . The.Colonel, whos% literary recollectionsdid not extend

-
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“Dust” said Mrs. Brown, with a_sigh. “Only ‘Sister

22 - «

farther back than last week’s paper, took a more practical

view. “It_ain’t sheep,” he continued; “it’s a,horsemfmh

" Judge, ain’t that Jack Hamlin’s gray?’ - .
) B%zt the Judge didn’t kiow; and as Mis. Brown suggested

the air was growing too cold for-further” investigations,
they-retired to the parlor. :

.Mr. Brown was in the stable, where he generally retired -

after dinner. Perhips it was to show his contempt for his -

wife’s companions; perhaps, like.othér weak natures, he
found pleasure in_the exercisé of absolute power over in-
ferior animals. He  had a certain gratification” in the
training of a chestnut. tare, whom_he could- beat or
caress as pleased . him, which he couldn’t do with Ms.
Brown. It was here that he reco%nized a certain -gray
horse which had just come-in, and, looking a little farther

‘on, found his rider. Brown's greeting was cordial and

~hearty, Mr, Hamlin’s somewhat restrained. But at Brown’s -,
urgent request, he-followed him up the back stairs to a-
narrow corridor, and thence to a-small room Jooking out-

upon the stable yard. It was plainly futnished with a bed,
a table, a few chairs, and a rack for guns and whips.
“This yer's my home, Jack,” said Brown, with a sigh, as
he threw himself upon the bed, and motioned his com-
panion to a chair. “Her room’s Yother.end of the hall. It’s

more’n six-nonths since we've lived together, or met, ex-

. cept at ‘meals. It’s mighty-rough papers on the head of the
house, ain’t it?” he said, with.a forcéd langh. “But I'm

glad to see you, Jack, damn glad,” and he reiched from

the bed, and again shook-the unresponsive hand .of Jack
Hamlin. = - - T v

' I broughtye up here, for'I didn’t want to talk in the
stabl,e; though, for the matter of that; it’s all round town.
Don't strike a light. We can talk. here in the moonshine.
Put up your feet on that winder, and sit hefe beside me.
Thar's ‘whisky in that jug™ - -

Mr. Hamlin -did not avail himself of the i}lfonﬁaﬁon. g

Brown of Calaveras trmed his face to ‘the wall and con+’

Hnued:

“If 1 didn't love the woman Jack, I wouldn’t mi
; ; , mind,
But 1t’s loving her, and seeing her, day arter day, goin’ on
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at this rate, and no one to put down the brake; that’s
what gits me! But I'm glad to see ye, Jack, ‘damn glad.”

In the darkness he groped about until he had found
and wrung his companion’s hand again. He would have de-
tained it, but Jack slipped it into the buttoried breast of
his coat, and asked, histlessly, “How long has .this been
going on?” - Cow L )

“Ever since she came here; ever.sincé the day she
walked into the Magnolia. I was a fool then; Jack, I'm a
fool now; but I didn’t know how much I loved her till
then:, And she hasn’t been the samé woman since.

“But that ain’t all, Jack; and it's what I wanted to see
- you about, and I'm glad you've come. It ain’t that she
doesn’t love 'me any more; it.ain’t that she fools with
every chap that comes along, for, perhaps, I staked her love
and lost 1t, as I did eyéryﬂ%ing else at the Magnolia; and,
perhaps, foolin’ is nateral to some women, and thar ain’t
no great harm done, "cept to the fools.-But, Jack, T think— -
I think she loves somebody else. Don’t move, Jack; don’t
move; if your pistol hurts ye, take it off. .
© “It’s been more’n six months now that she’s seemed un-
happy and lonesome, and kinder nervous and scared-hke;
And sometimes I've ketched her lookin’ at me sort of timid
and pitying. And-she writes to somebody. And- for the
last week .she’s been” gatherinig her own things—trinkets,
and furbelows, and jew’lry—and, Jack, I think she’s goin’

off. I-could stand all but that. To have her steal away
like a thief—"" He put his face downward to the pillow, and
for a few moments there was no sound.but the ticking of
a clock on the-mantel. Mr. Hamlin it a cigar, and ‘moved
to the open window. The moon-no longer shone into the
room, and the bed and its -vccupant were in shadow. -

‘What shall I do, Jack?” said the voice from the darkriess.

' The answer came promptly .and cléarly from the -
window-side: “Spot the man, and kill him-on sight.” )

“But, Jack?” - 2 LT

“He’s took the. riskl” -

“But will that bring her back?” ' -
th]agk did not reply, but inoved from the window toward
e door. ’ oo

~“Don’t go yet, Jack, light the candle, and sit by the table.
It's a comtfort to see ye, if nothin’ else.” R

Jack hesitated, and then complied. He dre ck of
cards from his pocket and shuHFed them, glrar\:,ci?lgpglt ﬂ(l)e‘

#
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bed. But Brown’s face was turned to the wall. When Mr.
Hamlin had shuffled the cards, he cut them, and dealt one._
card on the opposite side of the table and toward the bed,

" and another on his side of the table for himself. The first

-was a deuce, his own card, a king. He then shuffled and
" cut again. This time “dummy” had a queen, and himself
a “four-spot. “Jack brightened up for the third deal. It
- bronght his adversary a deuce, and himself a king again.
““Two out-of three,” said Jack, audibly.
. “What's that, Jack?” said Brown.

“Nothing.” . - g .

Then Jack tried his hand with dice; but he always -
~ threw, sixes, and his imaginary opponent aces. The foice -
-of habit-is sometimes.confusing., . -
., Meanwhile, some magnetic influence in Mr. Hamlin’s
’ presence, or the anodyne -of. liquor, or both, brought sur-

cease -of sorrow, and Brown slept. Mr. Hamlin moved his
“chair to the window, and looked out on the town of Wing-
dam, now sleeping -péacefully—its harsh outlines softened
and subdued, its_glaring colors mellowed and sobered in |
the moonlight that flowed over all. In the hush he could *
- hear the gurgling of water in the ditches, and the sighing
of the pines beyond the hill. Then he looked up at the
firnament, and as he did so a star shot across the twinkling
-field. Presently another, and then another. The phenom-
enon suggested-t6 Mr. Hamlin a fresh. augury. If in
another fifteen minutes another star should fall— He sat
there, watch in hand, for twice that time, but-the phe-
nomenon was not repeated. - - -
_ The clock struck two, and Brown still slept. Mr. Hamlin
“approached the -tablé and took from his pocket a letter,
which he read by thé flickering candlelight. It contained
only a single line, written in pencil, ini a woman’s hand:
“Be at’ the corral, with the buggy, at three.”
. The sleeper moved uneasily, and then awoke. “Are-you -
- there, Jack?” | - : ’ -
“Yes” -~ I _ -
“Don’t go yet. I dreamed just now, Jack—dreamed of
old times. I thought that Sue and me was being married
agml,”and that the parson, Jack, was—who do you think?—
youl” - . .
The gambler laughed, and seated himself on the bed—
‘the paper still in his hand. . :

f
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“It’s a good sign, ain’t it?” queried Brown. L
“1 reckon. Say, old man, hadn’t you better get up?” .
The “old man,” thus affectionately appealed to, rose,
with the assistance of Hamln’s outstreched hand.
“Smoke?” - ‘
Brown mechanically took the proffered cigar.” .
. “Light?” . o - -
Jack had twisted the letter into a spiral, lit it,and held it.
for his companion. He continued to hold it until it-was
consumed, and dropped the fragmént—a fiery star—from.
the open window. He watched it as it fell, and then ye-
turned to his friend. . o N
“Old man,” he said, placing his hands upon Browir's
shoulders, “m ten mmutes I'll be on the road, and gone
like that spark. We won’t see each other agin; but, before -
1 go, take a fool’s advice: sell out.all you've got, take your
wife with you, and quit the country. It ain’t no place for .-
you, nor her. Tell her she must go, make her go, if she -
won’t. Don’t whine because you can’t be a saint, and she
ain’t an angel. Be a man—and treat her like a woman.
Don’t be a damn fool Good-by.” ST
~ He tore himself from Brown’s grasp, and leaped down
the stawrs hike a deer. At the stable door he collaréd the-
half-sleeping hostler and -backed him _against the wall. -
“Saddle my horse 1 two minutes, or I'll—" Thé ellipsis ~
was frightfully suggestive. . . LT
“The mussis said you was to have the buggy,” stammered .
the man. - T S -
“Damn the buggy!” - ) ' -

The horse was saddled as fast,as the nervous hands~of
the astounded hostler could manipulate buckle and strap.’
“Is anything up, Mr. Hamlin?” said the man, who, like -
all his class, admired the élan of his fiery patron, and was
really concerned 1 his welfaye. .- ~ . T 0 -
“Stand asidel” - - . - -
"The man fell back. With an oath, a bound, and clatter,
Jack was mto the road. In.another moment, to the. man’s
half-awakened eyes, he was but a moving cloud of dust in --
the distance, toward which a star ‘just loosed from its
brethren was trailing a stream of fire. -
But early that morming the dwellers by the Wingdam’
turnpike, miles away, heard a voice, pure as a skylark’s,
singmg afield. They who were asleep tumed over on therr ’

~
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rude couches to dream-of youth and love and olden days.
Hard-faced men and anxious gold-seekers, already at work,
ceased thewr labors and leaned upon their-picks, to hsten
to a romantic vagabond ambling away against the rosy sun-
zise. S - . {

-



HIGH-WATER MARK .

WxeN the tide was out on the Dedlow Marsh, its extended
drearmess was patent. Its spongy, low-lying surface, slug-
gish, inky pools, and tortuous sloughs, twisting therr
slimy way, eellike, toward the open bay, were all hard
facts. So were the few green {fussocks, ‘with their scant
blades, their amphibious flavor and unpleasant dampness.’
And if you choose to indulge your fancy—although the
flat monotony of the Dedlow Marsh was not inspiring—the
wavy line of scattered drift gave an unpleasant conscious: -
ness of the spent waters, and made the dead certainty of
the returning tide a gloomy reflection which no present
sunshine could dissipate. The greener meadowland seemed
oppressed with this 1dea, and made no positive attempt at
vegetation until the work of reclamation should be com-
plete. In the bitter fruit of the low cranberry bushes one
might fancy he detecled a naturally sweet disposition cur-
dled and soured by an injudicious course of too much reg-
ular cold water. ' =
The vocal expression of the Dedlow Marsh was also
melancholy and depressing. The sepulchral boom of the
bittern, the shriek of the curlew, the scream of passing
brent, the wranghng of quarrelsome teal, the sharp, queru-
lous protest of the startled crane, and syllabled complaint
of the “killdeer” plover, were beyond the power of written
exlpressxon. Nor was the aspect of these mournful fowls at
all cheerful and inspiring, Certainly not the blue heron |
standing mid-leg deep in the water, obviously catching cold
in a reckless disregard of wet feet and consequences; nor
the mournful curlew, the dejected plover, or the- low-
spinted snipe, who saw fit to join him m his suicidal con-
templation; nor the impassive kingfisher—an ornithological
Marius—reviewing the desolate expanse; nor the black
raven that went to and fro over the face of the marsh con-
tinually, but evidently couldn’t make up his mind whether
the waters had subsided, and felt Jow-spirited in the re-
flection that, after all this trouble, he wouldn’t be ableé to
give a definite answer. On the contrary, it was evident at
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a olance that the dreary expanse of Dedlow Marsh told-
ﬁn%)leasanﬂy on the birds, a}}dithat the season of migra- -
+ion was looked forward to with a feeling of rélief and sat-, .
isfaction by the full-grown, and of extravagant.anticipation
by-the callow, brood. But.if Dedlow Marsh was cheerless
at The slack of;the-low tide, you should have séen it when
-the tide was stfong and full. Whenthe damp air blew
chilly over the colg,iglitteting expanse,”and- came to the
faces of those-who_looked seaward hike another tide; when
a’steel-like glint marked-the low. hollows and the sinuous
line of slough; when the great shelldncrusted trunks of
-fallen trees arose-again, and went forth on their dreary,
purposeless wanderings, -dnfting-hither and_thither, but
getting no father toward any goal.at the falling tide or
the day’s decline than the cursed -Hebrew-in the legend;.
when the glossy ducks swung silently, making neither tip-*
ple nor furrow on the shimmering surface; when the fog
came in with the tide and shut out the blue above, even
, as the green below had been obhiterated;"when boatmen
lost in that fog; paddling-about in a hopeless way, started .
at what seemed the brushing of. merrhen’s fingers on the
boat’s keel, or shrank from the tufts of grass spreading
around. like the floating hair of a ‘corpse, and:knew by
these_signs that they were lost upon ‘Dedlow Marsh and
must make a night of it,-and a_gloomy one at that—then
_yox; might know something of Dedlow Marsh at high
water, ~L- . e T
-+ Let me récall a story connected with-this latter view.
which never:failed to zecur to my mund in ‘my long gun-
ning excursion§ upon-Dedlow Marsh. Although the event
‘was briefly técorded in the county -paper; I had the story,
in all its eloquent detail, frofii_ the-lips of the prncipal
actor. I-canmot~hope to_ catch.the -vafying emphasis-and
+ peculiar Coloring of feminine delineation, for my narrator
"was a-woman; but 1l try to giveat least its substance. )
‘She hived midway of the great slough of Dedlow Marsh
and a good-sized river, which debouched-four miles beyond
nto an estuary formed by thé Pacific Ocean, on .the long
sandy pemmnsula which constituted the southiwestern boun-
dary of a-noble bay. The house 1n which she lived was a
small f;ame c;abm raised from the maish a few feet by
stout piles, and was three miles distant from the settle-
,fflents .upon- the nver. Her husband was a logger—a
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profitable business in a county where the principal oc-
cupation was the manufacture of lumber.

t was the season of early spring when her husband left
on the ebb of a high tide, with a raft of logs for the usual
transportation to the lower end of the bay. As she stood
by ‘the door of the little cabin when the voyagers departed
she noticed a cold look in the southeastern sky, and she
remembered hearing her husband say to his companions
that they must endeayor to complete their voyage before
the coming of the southwesterly gale which he saw brewing.
And that night it began to storm and blow harder than
she had ever before experienced, and some great trees:
fell in the forest by the river, and the house rocked like
her baby’s cradle. 3

But however the storm might roar about the little cabin,
she knew that one she trusted had driven bolt and bar with
his own strong hand, and that had he feared for her he
would not have lcft her. This, and her domestic duties, and
the care of her little sickly baby, helped to keep her mind
from dwelling on the weather, except, of course, to hope

* that he was safely harbored with the logs at Utopia in the
dreary distance. But she noticed that day, when she went
out to feed the chickens and look after the cow, that the
tide was up to the httle fence of their garden-patch, and
the roar of the surf on the south beach, though miles
away, she could bear distinctly. And she began to think
that she would like to have someone to talk with about
matters, and she believed that if it had nat been so far
and so stormy, and the trail so impassable, she would have
taken the baby and have gone over to Ryckman’s, her
nearest 'nelihbor. But then, you see, he might have re-
turned in the storm, all wet, with no one to see to him;
ayi.d it was a long exposure for baby, who was croupy and
ailing.

_But that night, she never could tell why, she didn’t feel
like sleeping or even lying down. The storm had some-
what abateq, but she still “sat and sat,”” and even tried to
read. I don’t know whether it was a Bible or some pro-.
fane magazine that this poor woman read, but most prob-

* ably the latter, for the words all ran together and made
such sad nonsense that she was forced at last to put the
book down and tum to that dearer volume which lay be-

+fore her in the cradle, with its white initial leaf as yet
unsoiled, and try to look forward to its mysterious future.
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And, rocking the cradle, she-thought- of everything and_
everybody, but still was wide-awake as ever. f
-. It was nearly twelve o’clock when she at last lay down
in her clothes How long she- sg?z‘t she-could not remem-
‘ber, but she awoke with a dreadful choking in her throat,
and found herself standing, trémbling 2ll’ over, in the.

- middle of ‘the rgom, with 'her baby'clasped to her breast,

-and she was “saying ‘something.” The baby coed and
sobbed, arid -she walked "up_and down- trying to hush it
when she heard a scratcHimg at the door She opened it
“fearfiilly, and was glad to see it was-only. old Pete, their
dog, who crawled; dupping with water, into the room. She
_would like t6 have looked out, not in.the faint hope of her -
husband’s coming, but to see how- things lookéd; but the
wind shook thé door so savagely that she could hardly hold

¢ it. Then she-sat down_a little while, and then walked up
and down a little while, and then she'lay down agamn a

_ Iittle"whule, Lying close by-thé wall of the little cabin, she
"thought she heard once or tiice something sciape slowly -

agamst _the'clapboards, hke the -scraping of branches.
Then thefe was a~little gurgling sound, “like the-baby

- made when it wds swallowmg”; then something went

-“clicksclick” and “cluck-cluck,”- so, that she sat up'in bed. ~

- When she did so-$he was attracted by something elée that
_seerfied creeping from-the back door toward the center of

- the room. It wasn’t-much wider than her little finger but:
= soonit swelled to the width of her hand, and began spread-

ing all over-thefloor, It was’ water. : =~
~ She man to the front door and:threw it-wide open, and
saw nothing but water. She ran to the back door and tlirew -

- it open,’and saw, nothing but ‘water. She ran to the side
-window, and throwing” that open, she saw-nothing but

- ‘water. Then she remembered hearing her husband once say’

. that there was ‘no danger in the tide, for that-fell reg-
" ularly, and peoplé could calculate on 1t, and that he would -

~-rather live neat the bay than the-niver, whose banks might
overflow at ‘any time. But was it the tide? So she ran. again
to the back deor, and threw out a stick of wood. It drifted
. away toward the bay. She scooped up some of the water
and put it-eagerly to her lips. It was fresh and sweet. It
‘was the tiver, and not the tidel -’- -
It was then—O God be praised for his goodness!-she did
" neither faint nor fall,-1t'was then—blessed be the Saviour,
- for it was.hus merciful hand that touched and strengthened

-
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her in this awful moment—that fear dropped from her like
a garment, and her trembling ceased. 1t was then and
thereafter that she never lost her self-command, through all
the trials of that gloomy night.

She drew the bedstead toward the middle of the room,
and placed a table upon it and on that she put the cradle,
The water on the floor was already over her ankles, and
the house once or twice moved so perce{)tibly, and seemed
to be racked so, that the closet doors all flew open. Then
she heard the same rasping and thumping against the wall,
and, looking out, saw that a large uprooted tree, which
had lain near the road at the upper end of the pasture,
had floated down to the house. Luckily 1ts long roots drag-
- ged in the soil and kept it from moving as rapidly as the
current, for had it struck the house in 1ts full career, even
the strong nails and bolts in the ﬁxles could not have
withstood the shock. The hound had leaped upon its
knotty surface, arid crouched near the roots shivering and
whining. A ray of hope flashed across her mind. She
drew a heavy blanket from the bed, and, wrapping it about -
the babe, waded in the deepening waters to the door. As
the tree swung a%ain, broadside on, making the little cabin
creak and tremble, she leaped on to its trunk. By God’s
mercy she succeeded in obtaining a footing on its slip-
})ery surface, and, twining an arm about its roots, she
1eld in the other her moaming child. Then something
cracked near the front porch, and the whole front of the
house she had just quitted fell forward—ijust as cattle fall
on their knees before they lie down—and at the same
moment the great redwood tree swung round and drifted °
away with its lLiving cargo into the black night. )

For all the excitement and danger, for all her soothing
of her crying babe, for all the whistling of the wind, for
all the uncertamty of her situation, sie still turned to
look at the deserted and waterswept cabin. She remem-
bered even then, and she wonders how foolish she was to
think of it at that time, that she wished she had put on
another dress and the baby's best clothes; and she kept -
Eraymg that the house would be spared so that he, when

e returned, would have something to come to, and it
wouldn’t be quite so desolate, and—how coiuld he ever °
know what had become of her and baby? And at the
thdught she grew sick and fant. But she had something
else to do besides worrying, for whenever the long roots
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of her ark_struck an obstacle, the whole trunk made half
a tevoluhon, and twice dipped her in the black water.
The hound, who kept distracting her by running up and
down the tree and howling, at last fell off at one of these
collisions. He swam_for some time.beside her, and she
tried to get the poor beast up'on the tree, but he “acted
,silly” and wild, arid at last.she lost sight of Tum forever.
Then she and her baby were left alorie. The light which
had burned for a few minutes 10 the deserted cabin was
-quenched suddenly. She could.not then tell whither she
was drifting. The outline of the white dunes on the
peninsula siowed dimly ahead, -and she judged the tree
wds moving in a line with the rivér. "It must be about
slack water, and she had probably reached the eddy formed
by the conflience.of the tide and the overflowing waters
of the river. Unless the tide fell soon, there was present
danger of her dnfting-to its channel, and bemng carmed
“out to sea or,crushed 1 the floating drift That peiil aver-
ted, if she were cafned out on the ebb toward the bay,
she might hope to strike one of the wooded promontories of
the peninsula, and rest till- dayhight. Sometimes she
thought she heard voices and shouts from the river, and
the bellowing of cattle and bleating of sheep. Then agam
it was only the ringing in her ears and throbbing of her
heart. She foind at about this time that she was so chilled
and stiffened in her cramped position that she could
scarcely move, and the baby cried’so when she put 1t to her
breast that she noticed the milk refused to flow; and she
was so frightened at that, that she put her head under her
"shawl, and for the first time cried bitterly.

When she Taised her head again, the boom of the surf
was behind her, and she knew that her ark had again
swing round. She dipped up the water to cool her parched
throat, and found that it was salt as-her tears. There was
a relief, though, for by this sign she knew. that she was
dnfting with the tide. It was then the wind went down,
and the great.and awful silence oppressed her. There was

_Scarcely a ripple against the furrowed sides of the great
trunk om* which she rested, and around her all was black
gloom and quiet. She spoke to the baby just t6 hear herself
speak, and to know that she had not lost her voice. She
thought then—it was queer, but she could not help think-
Ing 1t—how-awful must have been the mght Wﬁen the
great ship swung over the Asiatic peak, and the sounds of
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creation were blotted out from the world. She thought, too,
of mariners chinging to spars, and of poor women who were
lashed to rafts, and beaten to death by the cruel sea. She
tried to thank God that she was thus spared, and lifted her
eyes from the -baby, who had fallen mto a fretful sleep.
Suddenly, away to the southward, a great light lifted-1tse
out of tze gloom; and flashed and_flickered, and flickered
and flashed again. Her heart fluttered quickly against the
baby’s cold cheek. It was the lighthouse at the entrance
of the bay. As she was yet wonderng, the tree suddenly
rolled a liftle, dragged a little, and then seemed to lie quiet
and still. She put out her hand and the current gurgled
against it. The tree was aground, and, by the position of
tl%e light and the noise of the surf, aground upon the
Dedlow Marsh. _

Had it not been for her baby, who was ailing and croupy,
had it not been for the sudden drying up of that sensitive

fountain, she would have felt safe and relieved. Perhaps 1t

was this which tended to make all her impressions mourn-

ful and gloomy. As, the tide rapidly fell, a great flock of -

black brent fluttered by her, screaming and crying. Then
the plover flew up and piped mournfully as they wheeled
around the trunk, and at last fearlessly lit upon it Iike a
gray cloud. Then the heron flew over and around her,
shrieking and protesting, and at last dropped its gaunt legs
only a few yards from her. But, strangest of all, a pretty
white bird, larger than a dove—Ilike a pelican, but not a
pelican—circled around and around her. At last it Iit upon
a rootlet of the tree, quite over her shoulder. She put out
her hand and stroked its beautiful white neck, and it never
appeared to move. It sta%ed there so long that she thought
she would lift up the baby to see it, am? try to attract her
attention. But when she did so, the child was so chilled and

cold, and had such a blue look under "the little lashes-

which it didn’t taise at all, that she screamed aloud, and
the bird flew away, and she fainted.

Well, that was the worst of it, and perhaps it was not so
much, after all, to any but herself. For when she recovered
her senses it was brnght sunlight, and dead low water.
There was a confused noise of guttural voices about her,
and an old squaw, singing an Indian ‘“hushaby,” and
rocking herself from side to side before a fire built on the
marsh, before which-she, the recovered wife and mother,
lay weak and weary. Her first thought was for her baby, and

.
[P
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she was about to speak, when a young squaw, who must:

- have been a mother. herself, fathomed her thought and
brought her- the “mowitch,” pale but living, in such a
queer little willow cradle all bound up, just like the squaw’s
own young one, that she-langhed and cried together, and
the young squaw and the old squaw showed their big white
teeth and glinted their black eyes and said, “Plenty get
well, skeena mowitch,” “wagee man conie plenty soon,”
and she could have.kissed their brown faces in her joy.
And.then she found that they had been gatherning berries
on the marsh in their queet, comical baskets, and saw the
skirt of her gown fluttering on the tree from,afar, and the
old squaw.couldn't resist the temptation of procuring a
new garment, and came down and discovered the “wagee”

woman and child. And of course she gave the garment to-
the old squaw, as you may imagine, and when he came at-

last 'and rushed up to her, looking about ten years-older in
his anxiety, she felt-so-faint again that they had to carry
her to the canoe. For, you see, he knew nothing about the
flood until-he met the Indians at Utopia, and knew by the
signs that the poor woman-was his wife. And at the next
high tide he.towed the tree away back home, although it
wasn't worth the trouble, and built another house, using
.the old tree for the foundation and props, and called it
after her, “Mary’s Ark!” But you may guess the next
house” was built above high-water mark. And that’s all.
- Not much, perhaps, considering the malevolent capacity
of the Dedlow Marsh. But you must tramp over if at low
water, or paddle over it at high tide, or get lost upon it
" ~once or twice in the fog, as I have, to understand properly
, Mary’s adventure, or to appreciate duly the blessings of
- living beyond High-Water Mark. - -

3
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-A LONELY RIDE

As T stepped into the Slumgullion stage I saw that it was’
a dark might, a lonely road, and that I was the only pas-
senget. Let me assure ‘the reader that I have no ulterior
design 1 making this assertion. A long course of light
reading has forewarned me what every expenenced mtelli-
gence must confidently look for from such a statement.
The storyteller who'willfully tempts Fate by such obvious
beginnings; who 15 to the expectant reader in danger of
bemg robbed or half-murdered, 67 frightened by an escaped -
lunatic, or mtroduced to his ladylove for the first time,
deserves to be detected. T-am reheved to say that non€ of .
" these things occurred to me. The road from -Wingdam to
"Slumgullion knew no other banditti than the regularly .
licensed hotelkeepérs: lunatics had not yet reached such
depth of imbecility as to ride of thewr ‘own free -will in
Califorma stages, and my Laura, amiable and long-suffer-
ing as she always 15, could not, I fear, have borne up
aganst these depressing circumstances long enough to have
made the shightest impression on me, .o

I .stood with my-shawl and carpetbag in hand, gazin
doubtmg\]% on the vehicle. Even 1 the darkness the red
- dust-of Wingdam was wisible on its roof and sides, and
the red slime .of Slumgullion clung tenaciously to its~
wheels 1 opened the door, the stage creaked uneasily,”
and m the gloomy abyss the swaying straps beckoned me,
l.ﬂce ghiostly hands, to come in now.and have my suffer-
ings out at once’ LT o -

I.must not omt to menhion the occurrence of a circum-
stance which struck me -as appalling and mysterious. A--
lounger on the steps of the hotel, who I-had reason to
suppose was not m any 'wac%r -connected with the stage
company, gravely descended, and walking toward - the
conveyance, tried the handle of the door, opened it, ex- --
pectorated n the carnage, and returned to the hotel with -
-a serious demeanor. Hardly had he resumed his position -
}vhen another individual, qually disinterested, impassively

2 - - N

-
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" walked down the sieps, proceceded to the back of the
stage, lifted it, expectorated carefully on the axle, and
returned slowly and pensively to the hotel. A third specta-
tor wearily disengaged himself from one_ of the Tonic
columns of the portico and walked to the box, remained
for 2 moment in serious and expectorative coniemplation
of ihe boot, and thén retumned to his column. There was
something so weird. in this baptism that I grew quite
neLvous, . Lo

Perhaps I was out of spirits. A number of infinitesimal
annoyances, winding up with the resolute persistency of

" the clerk at the stage office {o enter my name misspelt

on the waybill, had not predisposed me to cheerfulness.

The inmates of the Eurcka House, from a social view-

point, were not attractive. There was the prevailing opinion

" —so common to many honest people—that a scrious style
of deportment and conduct toward a stranger indicates

high géntility and elevated-station. Obeying this grinciple,

. all hilarity ceased on my entrance to supper, and general

remark merged into the safer and uncompromising
chroriicle of several bad cases of diphtheria, then epidemic
at Wingdam. When I left the dining-room, with an odd
feeling that I had been supping exclusively on mustard
and tea leaves,‘I stopped a moment at the parlor door.
A piano, harmoniously related to the dinner bell, tinkled

" responsive to a diffident and uncertain touch: On the
white wall the.shadow of an old and sharp profile was

. bending over several symmetrical and shadowy cuils. .“I

.sez to Mariar, Mariar, sez I, ‘Praise to the face is open

- ~disgrace.” " T heard no more. Dreading some susceptibility

-to sincere expression on the subject of female loveliness,

I walked away, checking the compliment that othérwise

might have risen unbidden to my lips, and have brought

shame and sorrow to the household.

It was with the memory of these experiences resting

heavily upon me that I stood hesitatingly before the stage

door. The_driver, about to mount, was for a moment
illuminated by the open door of the hotel. He had the

_ Wwearied look which was the distinguishing expression of
Wingdam. Satisfied that I was properly waybilled and re-

ceipted for, he took no further,notice of me. I looked

longingly at the box seat, but he did not respond to the
appeal. 1 flung my-carpetbag into the chasm, dived reck-
lessly after it, and—before I was fairly seated—with a great
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sigh, a cfeaking of unwalling springs, complaining bolts,
and harshly expostulating axle, we moved away Rather
the hotel door shipped behind, the sound of the piano
sank to rest, and the night and 1ts shadows moved

“solemnly upon us. i i . )

To say 1t"was dark expressed but faintly the pitchy
obscurity that encompassed the vehicle. The roadside trees
were scarcely distinguishable as deeper masses of shadow;
I knew them only. by the pecuhar sodden odor that from
time to time sluggishly flowed in at the- opén window
as we rolled by. %\/e\proceeded slowly; so lewsurely that,
leanmg -from tﬁ‘e camnage, I more than once-detected the
fragrant sigh of some-astomished cow, whose ruminating
repose upon the highway we had ruthlessly disturbed. But

_ in the darkness our progress, more the gudance-of some
mysterious ‘instinct than any apparent volition of our own,
gave an indefinable charm of secunty to our journey that

a moment’s hesitation or indecision on the part of the
driver would have -destroyed. - .

I had indulged a hope that.in the empty vehicle I might- .
obtain that rest so often denied me 1 its crowded condi-
tion. 1t was a weak delusion. When 1 stretched out my -
limbs it was only to find that the ordinary conveniences
for making several people distinctly uncomfortable were-
distnibuted throughout my individual frame. At last, rest-
ing my arms on the straps, by dint of much gymnastic
effort I became, sufficiently composed to be aware of a
more refined species of torture. The springs of the stage,
nsing- and falling regularly, produced a rhythmical beat
which began to absorb” my attention painfully. Slowly
‘this thumping merged into a senseless echo of the myster-
ous female of the hotel parlor, and shaped itself into -this .
awful-and benumbing axiomi—*“Praise-to-the-face-is-open- _
disgrace.-Praise-to-the-face-is-open-disgrace.” Inequalities of
-the road only quickened its utterance or drawled itto an
exasperating length. ) - -

» It was of no use to consider the statement seriously. Tt
was of no use to except to it indignantly. It was of no
use to recall the many instances where praise-to the face
‘had redounded to the everlasting honor. of praiser and
bepraised; of no use to dwell sentimentally on modest . -
genius and courage lifted up and strengtheéned by open
" commendation; of no use to except to the mystenous
fefnale,\»tg picture her as rearing a thin-blooded generation
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on selfish and mechanically repeated axioms—all this failed
to counteract the monotonous repetition of this sentence.
There was nothing to do but to-give in—and I was about
to accept it weakly, as we too often treat other illusions
of darkness-and necessity, for the time bemg, when. I
became. aware of some other annoyance that had been
" forcing itself upon me for the last few moments. How
quiet the driver- was!

Was there any driver? Had I any reason to suppose
that he was not lying gagged and bound on the roadside,
and the lughwayman with blackened face who did the
thing so quietly driving me—whither? The thing is per-
fectly” feasible, And what is this- fancy now being joited -
out of me? A story? If’s of no use to keep it back—par- .
ticularly in this abysmal vehiclé, and here it comes: I
- am a4 Mirquis—a French Marquis; French, because the
peerage is not so well known, and the country is better
- adapted to romantic incident—a Marquis, because the
democratic reader delights in the nobility. My name is
something ligny. I am coming from Paris to my country
seat at St. Germain. It is a dark night, and-I fall aslecp °
and tell my honest coachman, André, not to disturb me,-
and dream of an angel. The carriage at last stops at the
chdteau. It is so dark that when I alight I.dd not recognize
the face of the footman who holds the carriage door. But
what of. that?—peste! I am heavy with sleep. The same
obscurity also hides the old familiar indecencies of the
statues on the terrace;.but there is a_door, and it opens
and shuts behind me smartly, Then I find 'myself in a trap,
.in ‘the presence of the brigand who has quietly gagged
poor Andié and conducted the carriage thither. There
15 nothing for me to do, as a gallant French Marquis,
but to say, “Parbleu!” draw my rapier, and.die valorously!

I am found a week or two after outside a deserted cabaret -
near the barrier, with a hole through my ruffled linen and
my pockets stripped. No; on second thoughts, I am res- |
cued—rescued by the angel I have been dreaming of, who -
is the assumed daughter of the brigand but the real daugh-
ter, of an intimate friend. 3 -

Looking from the window again, in the vain hope of
distinguishing the driver, I found my eyes were growin
accustomed to the darkness. I could see the distant hon-
zon, defined by-India-inky woods, relieving a lighter sky.
A few stars widely spaced in this picture glimmered sadly.
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I noticed again the infimite depth of patient sorrow in
their serene faces; and I hope that the vandal who fitst
applied the flippant “twinkle” to them may not be driven
melancholy-mad by their reproachful eyes I noticed again
the mystic charm of space that imparts a sense of indi-
vidual solitude to each nteger of the densest constellation,
involving the smallest star with immeasurable loneliness,
Something of this calm and solitude crept over me, and
I'dozed 1n my gloomy cavern. 'When I awoke the full
moon was rising. Seen from my window, 1t had an inde-
scnibably unreal and theatrical effect It was the full moon
of Norma—that remarkable ccleshial phenomenon which
rises so palpably to a hushed audience and a sublime
andante chorus, until the Casta diva 15 sung—the “in-
constant moon” that then and thereafter remains fixed
in the heavens as though 1t were a part of the solar system
inaugurated by Joshua. Again the white-robed Dnnds filed
past me, again I saw that improbable mistletoe cut from
that impossible oak, and agam cold chills ran down my
. back with the first strain of the recitative. The thumping

springs essayed to beat time, and the private-box-like ob-
scurity of the vehicle lent a cheap cnchantment to the
view. But it was a vast improvement upon my past ex-
perience, and I hugged the_fond delusion.

My fears for the driver were dissipated with the rising
moon. A familiar sound had. assured me of his presence in
the full possession of at least one of his most important

functions. Frequent and full expectoration convinced me
that-his lips were as yet not sealed by the gag of high-
waymen, and soothed my anxious ear. With this load
hifted from my mind, and assisted by the mild presence
of Diana, who left, as when she visited Endymion, much
of her splendor outside my cavern—1I looked around the
empty vehicle. On the forward seat lay a woman’s hair-
pin. I picked it up with an interest that, however, soon -
abated. There was no scent of the roses to cling to it still,
not even of hair o1l. No bend or twist in 1ts ngid angles
betrayed any trait of its wearer's character. I tried to
think it might have been “Mariar’s.” 1 tried to imagine
that, confining the symmetrical curls of that girl, it
‘might have heard the soft compliments whispered in her
ears which -provoked the wrath of the aged female. But
In vain It was reticent and unswerving m 1ts upright
fidelity, and at last slipped bstlessly through my fingess.
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-1 had dozed repeatedly—waked- on the. threshold of
“oblivion by contact with’ some of the angles of the coach;
_and feeling that I was unconsciously assuming, 1n imita-
- tion of a humble insect of my childish recollection, that
spherical shape "'which could best resist those impressions,
when I perceived -that the moon, nding high in the
heavens, had begun to separate the formless- masses of
the shadowy landscape. Trees isolated, in clumps and
-assemblages; changed” pla¢es before my 'window. The
sharp outlines of the distant hills came back, as in day-
hight, but hittle softened ;in the dry,.cold, dewless air of
a Californid summer- night. I was wondering how late it
was, and thinking that if the horses of the might traveled
as slowly as the team before us, Faustus might have been
. spared his_agomuzifig prayer, when a sudden spasm of ac-
tivity attacked m{l, dnver. A stccession of whip-snappings,
like a pack of Chinese crackers, broke-from the box be-
fore me. The stage leaped forward, and when I could
leck myself from under the seat, a long white building
_had in some mysterious way rolled before my window. It
must be Slumgullion! As I descended from the stage I
addressed the dnver: ' T

“I thought you changed -horses’ on_ the road?”
~.“S6 we did, Two hours ago.” . ~ . -
. “That’s odd. I-didn’t notice jt.” : .

“Must have been asleep, sir. Hope you had a pleasant
n.a%a. Bully. place-for a nice quiet snooze—empty stage,
sitl” : S



THE MAN OF NO ACCOUNT

His name was Fagg—David Fagg, He came to California
in ’52 with us, m the Skyscraper. 1 don’t think he did it
in an adventurous way. He probably -had no other place
to go to. When a knot of us young fellows would reaite

" what splendid opportunities we resigned to go, and how
sorry our fniends were to have us leave, and show dagucerreo-
types and locks of hair, and talk of Mary and Susan, the
‘man of no account used to sit by and hsten with a pamned,
mortified expression on his plain face, and say nothing. I
think he had nothing to say He had no associates except
when we patronized im; and, m point of fact, he was a
good deal of sport to us. He was always scasick whenever
we had a capful of wind He ncver got his sca legs on,
either. And 1 never shall forget how we all Jaughed when
Rattler took him the piece of pork on a stnng, and—
But you know that tme-honored joke. And then we
had such a splendid lark with him. Miss Fanny Twinkler
couldn’t bear the sight of him, and we used to make Fagg
think that she had taken a fancy to him, and send him
Ihittle delicacies and books from the cabin., You ought to
have witnessed .the nich scene that took place when he
- came up, stammering and very sick, to thank her! Didn't
she flash up grandly and beautifully and scornfully? So
Iike “Medora,” Rattler said—Rattler knew Byron by heart
—and wasn't old Fagg awfully cut up? But he got over
it, and when Rattler fell sick at Valparaiso, old Fagg used
to nurse hum. You sec he was a good sort of fellow, but
he lacked manliness and “spirit. ,

He had absolutely no 1dea of poetry. I've seen him sit
stolidly by, mending his old clothes, ‘when Rattler de-
livered that stirring apostrophe of Byron’s to the ocean.
He asked Rattler once, quite seriously, if he thought By-
ron was ever seasick, I don’t remember Rattler’s reply,
but 1 know we all laughed very much, and I have no

. doubt 1t was something good for Rattler was smart,
5 .When the Skysczaper arrived'at San Francisco we had’
: 88
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“a grand “feed.” We agreed to.meet every year and per
etuate the occasion, Of course we didn’t,nvite Fagg.
{ ~Fagg was a steerage passenger, and it was neces$ary,- you
see, now we were ashore, to exercise a little discretion.
But Old Fagg, as we called lnm—he-was only about
twenty-five years old, by the wzg'-——was the source of im-
mense amusement to us that day. It appeared that he
had- conceived the idea that hé could walk to Sacra- .
‘mento, and actually started off afoot. We had a good time, .
and- shook hands with one another all around, and so
parted. Al me' only eight> years ago, and yet some of
those hands. then clasped in amuty have been clenched
at each other, "or have dipped furtively in one another’s
pockets. 1 know that we-didn’t dine together the next
'year,. because young Barker swore he wouldn’t put his
feet under the same mahogany- with such a very con-
temptible scoundrel as that Mixer; and Nibbles, who bor-
rowed money at Valparaiso of young Stubbs, who was
then a-waiter in a restaurant, idn’t like to meet such
people. - - - " -
When I bought a number of shares in the Coyote Tun-
nel at Muggmsville, in ’54, I thought I'd take a run up
there and see it. I stopped at the Empire Hotel, and after
dinner I got a horse and rode round the'town and out to
the claim. One of those individuals whom —ne\ﬁlspaper corI-
respondents call *“our intelligent ~informant,” and to
“whonv in all small. communities the right'of answering
questions 1s tacitly yielded, was quietly pomnted out to
‘me. Habit had enabled lum to work and talk at the same
time, and-he never pretermitted ecither. He gave me a
history of the claim, and added: “You see, stranger,” (he
addressed the bank 'before him) “gold 15 sure to come
sout'er” that theer claim, (he put in a comma with his
pick) but the old pro-pri-e-tor (he wriggled out the word
and .the point of his pick) wam’t of much account (a
long stroke of the pick for a period). He.was green, and
let the boys about here jump him”—and the rest of-his’
sentence was confided to his hat, which he had removed
to wipe his manly brow with his red bandanna.
= -1 asked him who was the origmal proprietor.
. “His name war Fagg” T
I went t0 see him; He looked a little older and, plainer.
\ He had worked hard, he said, and was gething on “so0-s0.”
I took quite a hiking to him and patronized him to some

P T e
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extent. Whether I did so because I was begmning to have
a distrust for such fcllows as Rattler and Mixer 18 not ne-
cessary for me to state. . .

You remember how the Coyote Tunnel went in, and
how awfully we sharcholders were donel Well, the next
thing 1 heard was that Rattler, who was one of the heav-
1est shareholders, was up at Mugginsville keeping bar for
the proprietor of the Mugginsville Hotel, arid that old
Fagg had struck 1t rich, and didn’t know what to do with
his money. All this was told me by Mixer, who had been
there, settlin ug matters, and likewise that Fagg was
sweet upon the daughter of the proprictor of the afore-
said hotel. And so by hedrsay and letter I eventually gath-
ered that old Robins, the hotel man, was trying to get
up a match between Nellie Robins and Fagg. Nellie, was
a pretty, plump, and foolish little thing, and would do
yust as her father wished. I thought it would be a good
thing for Fagg if he should marry and settle down; that
as a married man he might be of some account. So I ran
up to Mugginsville one day to look after things.

It did me an mmmense deal of good to make Rattler
wix my drinks for me—Ratiler! the gay, brilhant, and
unconquerable Rattler, who had tried to snub me two
years ago I talked to him about old Fagg and Nelle,
particularly as I thought the subject was distasteful. He
never liked Fagg, and he was sure, he said, .that Nellie
didn’t. Did Nellie hike an?;body else? He turned around
to the mirror behind -the bar and brushed up his hairl I
understood the conceited wretch. I thought F’d put Fagg
on his guard and get him to hurry up matters. I had a
long talk with him. You could see by the way the poor
fellow acted that he was badly stuck. He sighed, and
promised to pluck up courage to hurry matters to a
cnsis. Nellie was a good girl, and I think had a sort of
?met respect for old Fagg’s unobtrusiveness. But her

ancy was already taken captive by Rattler’s ‘superﬁcial

- quahities, which were obvious and pleasing. I don’t think
Nellie was any worse than you or {J We are more apt to
take acquaintances at their apparent value than therr in-
trmsic worth. It's less trouble, and except when we want
to trust .them, quite as convenient. e difficulty with
‘women is that therr feelings are apt to get interested
‘sooner than ours, and then, you know, reasoning is out of
the question. This is what old Fagg would have known
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had he been of any account. But he wasn’t. So much the
worse for him. . =~ -7 -, .

-It was a few months afterward and I was sitting in my
office when m walked- old Fagg. 1 was, surprised to see
him down, but we talked over the current topics in that
mechanical manner of-people who know that they have
something elsé to say, but are obliged to get at it in that
‘fbréna] way. Afer an interval Fagg in his natural manner
said: - . '
© “P'm, going hoinel”

*Gomng home?” . =7 . e o
_ .“Yes—that is, I think-I'll take 2 trip to the Atlantic
States. I came to see you, as you know I have some little
property, and I have executed a power of attorney for

ou-to. manage my affairs..I have some papers I'd like to
leave with you, Will you-take charge of them?”

" “Yes,” 1 said. “But what of Nellie?” » -

His face fell” HE tried to smuile, and thé-combination
- resulted in’one of-the most startling and grotesque effects
I ever beheld. At length he said: =~ .

“I shall not. marry “Nellie—that is”—he seemed to
agologize internally for the positive form of expression—
"“T think that T had better not.” -

“David Fagg,” 1 said with sudden severity,-“you’re of -
no account! -, _ - . : -~
- To my astonishment his face brightened. “Yes,” said
“he; “that’s.iti—I'm of no account! But I always knew it.
You seé I thought Rattler loved that ‘girl as well as I
did, and I“knew she liked him better than she-did me,
and.would-be happier'I dare say with him. But then I
knew_that-old Robins would have preferred me to him,
as I was better"off—and the girl would do“as he said—
and, you see, I-thought I was kinder m the way—and so .
I left. But,” he continued, as I was.about to interrupt
him,. “for. fear the old man might object to Rattler, I've -
_lent him enough to set him up in businéss for himself in
=Dogtown. A. pushing, active, Il)nl'ﬂliant fellow, your know,
dike Rattler can- get along, and will soon be in his old
position again—and you needn’t be hard on him, you know,

- 1f he doesn’t."Good-by.” - L L

I ' was too much disgusted with his treatment of that
,Rattlerl_to be at all amiable, but as his business was profit-

- ‘able, I"promised to attend to it and heé left. A few weeks
passed. The-return steamer amived, and a terr .| inci-
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dent occu%:ied the papers for days afterward. Pecople in
all parts of the State conned eagerly the details of an aw- -
_ful shipwreck, and those who had friends aboard went
away by themselves, 'and read the long hist of the lost
under their breath. I read of the gifted, the gallant, the
noble, and loved ones who had perished, and amon

them [ think I was the. first to read the name of Davi

Fagg. For the “man of no.account” had “gone homel”
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“Just where the Sierra Nevada begins to subside in gentler
undulations, and theé nvers grow less rapid and yellow;
on the.side-of a' great red mountdn, stands “Smith’s -
Pocket.” Seen from the.red road at*sunset, in the red
hght-and the ted dust, its ‘white houses look like the out-
croppings of quartz on the mountainside. The red stage
topped with ted-shirted” passengers.as lost to view half a .
dozen times~in thé tortuous descent,” turning up, unex-
pectedly -in out-of-the-way places, and “vanishing alto-
gethgér within-a hundred yards of the town..It 1s probably -
owing to this sudden twist.in the road “that the advent -
of a'stranger at Smith’s Pocket is ustally attended with .
a pecuhar circumstance. “Dismounting from the' vehicle

~-atthe stage office, the ‘too-confident traveler is apt to walk

- straight out of town under the impression that it lies in

_ quite another direchon.. It 1s related that one of the tun-
nel men, two miles from town, met one of these self-
reliant” passengers with a carpetbag, umbrella, Harper's
Magazine, and-other evidences of “Civilization and Re-
finement,” . ploddirig along over the road hé had just rid-
dexi,-vainly endeavoring to find the settlement of Smith’s _
*Pocket. ~ . Tt . o -

Ab observant traveler anight “have- found some ‘com-
pensation for his .disappomntment 1 the, weird aspect of
that vicimty:"There were huge fissures on thé hillside, and
.displacements of the red soil, resembling more the chaos -
of some primary elemental upheaval’ ﬂgman the work ~of
man; while halfway down, a’ long flume straddled its nar-
10w body and disproportionate legs ovér the chasm, like
an ‘enormous fossil. of some -forgotten  antediluvian. At
every step smaller: ditches crossed ‘the road, hiding in
their sallow depths unlovely streams that crept away to -
2 clandestine -union with-the great- yellow torrent below,
and here and” there were the rums of some cabin with

the chimney alone left intact and the hearthstone open -
to the skies. - :
- 93
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The settlement of Smith’s Pocket owed its origin to-
_the finding of a “pocket” on its site by a veritable Smith.
Five thousand dollars were taken out of it in one half-
hour by Smuth. Three thousand dollars were expended
by Smith and others in erecting a flume and in tunnel-
ing. And then Smith’s Pocket was found to be only a
pocket, and subject like other pockets to depletion.
Although Smuth pierced the bowels of the great red moun-
tamn, that five thousand dollars was the first and last re-
turn of his labor. The mountain grew reticent of-its
golden secrets, and the flume steadily ebbed away the
remainder of Smutl’s fortune. Then Smith went into
guarizzmining; then mto quartz-milling, then into hy--
draulics and ditching, and then by ecasy degrees into
saloonkeeping. Presently it was whispered that Smith
was dnnking a great deal; then it was known that Smith
was a habitual drunkard, and then peo&e\began to think,
as they are apt to, that he had never been anything else.
But the settlement of Smith’s Pocket, like that of most
discoveries, was happily not dependent ofi the’ fortune
of its pioneer, and other parties projected tunnels and
found pockets. So Smith’s Pocket became a settlement,
. with its two fancy stores, its two hotels, 1ts one express °
office, and its two first families. Occasionally its one long
straggling street was overawed by the assumption of the
latest San Francisco fashions, imported per express, ex-
clusively to the first families; making outraged Nature,. -
in the ragged outline of her furrowed surface, lock still
more homely, and puttifig personal insult on that greater
portion of the population to whom the Sabbath, with a

change of linen, brought merely the necessity of cleanli-
ness without the luxury of adornment. Then there was -
a Methodist Church, and hard by a Monte Bank, and a
little beyond, on the mountainside, a graveyard; and then
a little schoolhouse. = ° : ; -
, “The Master,” as he was known to his little flock, sat
alone one night in the schoolhouse, with some open copy-
books before him, carefully making those bold and full
characters which are supposed to combine the extremes
of chn'c‘)‘ aphical- and moral excellence, and had got as
‘far as “Riches are deceitful,” and was elaborating the
noun with an msincerity of flourish that was quite in
the spirit of his text, when he heard a gentle tapping. The
woodpeckers had been busy about the roof dunng the day,
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and the noise did not.disturb his .work. But the.opening
of the door, and the. tapping continuing from the inside,
¢aused_him to look up. He was shghtly startled by the
figure of a young gul, dirty-ahd shabbily_clad Still; her
great“black “eyé€s, her_coarse, .uncombéd, lusterless, black
Rair falling over-her sumburned_face, her red arms and
feet streaked with the red-soil, weré all famibiar to him.
It was Melissa Smith—Smith’s mothérless child. -
" “What can she want here?” thought the master. Every-
body knew ““Mlss;”> -as’ she was calledy throtighout the
Jength and height of.Réd. Mountain: Everybody knew
“her as an incotrigible girl Her fierce;. ungovernable dis-
position, her-mad—freaks arid lawless -character, were in
therr way #s proverbial as ‘the story of her father’s weak-
nesses, and"as philosophically atcepted by the townsfolk,
She wrangled with and fought the schoolboys with keener
mvéctive and quite-as powerful arm. She followed the
trails with a woodman’s “craft, -and the master had met
“her . before, rinles . away, shoeless, stockingless, and Bare-
headed 6n the mountam road..The miners’- camps along
the stream -supplied her ' with /Subsistence ‘during” these
voluntary pilgnmages; in fieely offered ‘alms. Not but
that a larger-protection had been previously extended to
"Mliss. *'Thé Rev.-Joshua McSnagley, - “stated” -preacher,
had placed her'in jthe hotel ds servant, by way of pre-
- himipary refinerient, and had introduced her to his schol-
ars at Sunddy school: But she threw plates-occasionally. at
the Jandlord,-and quickly.rétorted to the cheap witticisms
of the i\ieS'gs; and created in the' Sabbath school a sen-
sation that was so inimical to the_orthodox dullness and
}ﬂamdzty of that institutien that, with a decent regard
dor_the starched frocks and unblemistied ‘miorals of the
- two pink-and-white-faced :children, of the first families,
"the reverend -gentleman had her “ignominiously expelled.
- Such were the antecedents, and sich the character of Mliss
as she stood before thé master. It was_shown in the
raiged dress, the unkempt-hair, and bleeding feet, and
o as egl his pify. It, flashed from ‘her black, fearless eyes
anvﬁlcommaxilded his rcl:lspect. o -
-, 4 come. here tonight,” she said rapidly an ;
keeping het hard glange on his, “becausg I newdyggligzé
Iong::. 1, wouldn't come here' when -them gals. was here.
hite "em and they hates me. That's why. You keep
school, don’t you? I want_to be teached!” -
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If to the shabbiness of her appaicl and uncomeliness

of her tangled harr and dirty face she had added the
humility of tears, the master would have extcnded to
her the usual moiety of pity, and nothing more. But with
the natural, though illogical, nstincts of lus specics, her
boldness awakened m lim something of that respect
which all ongimal natures pay unconsciously to one an-
other in any grade And he gazed at her the more fixedly
as she went on sull rapidly, her hand on that door latc
and her eyes on lus.
" “My name’s Mhss—Muhss Smith! You can bet your life
on that, My father's Old Smith—Old Bummer Smith—
that's what's the matter with him. Mliss Smith—and I'm
comng to school!””’ .

“Well?” said the master.

Accustomed 1o be thwarted and opposed, often wantonly
and cruelly, for no other purpose than to excite thé violent
mmpulses of her nature, the master’s phlegm cvidently took
her by surpnise. She stopped, she began to twist a lock of
her hair between her fingers; and the ngid hne of upper
ip, drawn over the wicked hittle teeth, relaxed and quiv-
ered shghtly. Then her eyes droEpcd, and somethmg like
a blush struggled up to her cheek and tried to assert itself
through the splashes of redder soil, and the sunburn of
years. Suddenly she threw herself forward, calling on God
to strike her dead and fell quite weak and helpless, with
her face on the master’s'desk, crying and sobbing as if her
heart would break. - .

‘The master lifted her gently and waited for the par-
oxysm to pass. When, with face still averled, she was re-
peating * between her sobs “the mea culpa of childish
penitence—that “she’d be good, she didn’t mean to,” etc,,
it came to him to ask her why she had left Sabbath school.

Why had she left the Sabbath school?—why? O, yes.
‘What did he éMcSnagley) want to tell her she was wicked
for? What did he tell her that God hated her for? If God
hated her, what did she want to go to Sabbath school for?

ﬁhe didn’t want to be “beholden” to anybody who hated’
er.

Had she told McSnagley this?
Yes, she had. gley h

The master laughed It was a hearty laugh, and echoed
5o oddly m the httle schoolhouse, and seemed so incon-
sistent and discordant with the sighing of the pines with-
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out, that he shortly corrected himself with a sigh. The °

sigh was quite as sincere in its. way, however, and-after a
moment of serious silence he asked about her father.
Her father? What father? Whose father? What had he

ever done for her? Why did the girls hate hér? Come now! .

what made the folks say, “Old Bummer Smith’s Mliss!”
when- she passed? Yes; oh yes. She wished he was dead—
she was dead—everybody was dead; and her sobs broke
forth anew. i L -

The taster then, leaning over her, told her as well as he
could what you or I might have said after hearing.such
unnatural theones from childish lips; only bearing in mind
perhaps bettér than you or I the unnatural. facts of her
ragged dress, her bleeding feet, and the omnipresent shadow
of her drunken father. Then, raising her to her feet, he
wrdpped his shawl around her, and, bidding her come
early mn the moming, he walked with her. down the road.
-There he bade her “good night.” The moon shone brightly
on the narrow path before them..He stood and watched
the bent hittle ggh;e as it staggered down_the road, and
waited until it had passed the httle graveyard and reached
the curve of the hiﬁ, where it turned and stood- for a mo-
ment, a mere atom of suffering outlined against the far-off
Fatient -stars. Thenh he went back to lus work. But the
ines of the copybook thereafter faded into long parallels
of never-ending road, over which childish figures seemed to
pass sobbing and crying into the might. Then, the hittle
'schoolhouse seeming lonelier than before, he shut the
door and went home. - N

The next morming Mliss came to school. Her face had
been washed, and. her coarse black hair bore evidence of

_recent struggles with the comb, in which both had ew-
dently suffered’ The old defiant look shone occasionally
in her eyes, but her manner-was tamer and more subdued.
Then began a series of hitle, trials and. self-sacmifices,
it which master and pupil bore an equal part, and which
increased the confidence and sympathy between them. Al-

_though obedient under the master’s eye, at times during
_tecess, if thwarted or stung by a fancied slight, Mhiss would
rage 1 ungovernable fury, and many a palpitating young
savage, finding himself matched with his own. weapons of
torment, would seek the master with torn jacket and
scratched face and complamts of the dreadfial Mliss. There
was a serious division among the townspeople on the sub-

¢
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ject, some threatening to withdraw their children from
such evil companionship, and others as warmly upholding
the course of the master in his work of reclamation. Mean-
while, with a steady persistence that seemed quite aston-
ishing to lum on looking back afterward, th¢ master drew
Mliss gradually out of the shadow of her past hfe, as
though it were but her natural progress down the narrow
path on which he had set her fect the moonlit might of
their first meeting Remembenng the éxpcrience of the
evangelical McSnagley, he carefuﬁy avoided that Rock of
Ages on which that unskillful pilot had shipwrecked her
young farith. But if, mn the course of her readmg, she
chanced to stumble upon those few words which Have
lifted such as she above the level of the older, the wiser,
and the mote prudent—if she learned sometlung of a faith
that 1s symbolized by suffering, and the old light softened
m her eyes, it did not take the shape of a lesson. A few
of the plainer people had made up ‘a little sum by which
the ragged Mhss was enabled to assume the garments of
respect and civilization; and often a rough shake of the
hand, and words of homely commendation from a red-
shirted and burly figure, sent a glow to the check of the
- young master, and set him to thinking if it was altogether
deserved.

Three months had passed from the time of their first
meeting, and the master was sitting late one evening over
the moral and sententious copies, when there came a tap
at the door and again MIliss stood before him. She was
neatly clad and clean-faced, and there was nothing perhaps

. but the long black hair and bnght black eyes to remind
him of tus former apgarition. “Are you busy?” she asked.

Can you come with me?”—and on his sigmfying his
readi\r'lgss, m her old willful way she said, “Come, then,
quick f <

They passed out of the.door together and into the dark -
road As they entered the town the master asked her ~
whither she was going. She replied, “To see my father.”

It was the first time he had heard her call him by that
filial title, or indeed anything more than “Old Smith” or

‘the “Old Man.” It was the first time m three months that
she had spoken to him at all, and the master knew she had
kept resolutely aloof from him since her great change.
Satisfied from her manner that 1t was fruitless to question
her purpose, he passively followed. In out-of-the-way places, -
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low groggeries, restaurants, and saloons; in gambling hells .
and dance houses, the master, preceded by Mliss, came and
went. In the recking smoke and blasphemous outcries of
low dens, the child, holdimg the master’s hand, stood and
anxiously gazed; seemingly unconscious of all i the one’.
absorbing -nature of her pursuit. Some of the revelers, -
recogmizing MIiss,.called to the child to sing and dance for
them, and would have forced liquor upon her but for the
interference of the master. Others, recognizing him mutely,
made way for them to pass. So an.hour slipped by. Then
the child whispered in his ear that there was a4 cabin on
the other side of the creek crossed by the long flume
-where she thought he still might be. Thither they crossed
—a toilsome half-hour’s walk—but in vain. They were re-
turming by the ditch at the abuiment of the flume, gazing
at the lights of the town_on the opposite bank, when, sud-
denly, sha’fgly, a quick report rang out on the clear night
air. ‘The echoes caught 1t, and carried 1t round and round
Red Mountain, and set the dogs to barking all along the
streams. Lights seemed to dance and move quickly on the
outskirts- of the town for a few moments, the stream -
rippled quite audibly-beside themi, 'a few stones loosened
themselyves from the hillside and splashed into the stream,
2 heavy wind seemed to surge the granéhes of the funereal
pines, and then the silence seemed to fall thicker, heavier, .
.and deadlier. The master-turned toward -Mliss with an un-
conscious’ gestire of protection, but the child had gone.
Oppressed by a-strange fear, he ran quickly down the trail
to the river's bed, and, jumping-from boulder to boulder,
‘reached the basé of Red Mountain and the outskirts of the
village.-Midway of the:crossing he looked -up-and held his
breath in awe. For high above him on the narrow flume
he saw the fluttering hitle figute of his.late companion’
crossing swiftly. in the darkness. ] ‘
He climbed ‘the bank, and, guided by a few lights mov-
ing about a centrdl point orn the mountam, soon found
“himself breathless among -a crowd .of awe-stricken and
_sorrowful men. Out from among them the child appeared,
and, taking the master’s hand, led him silently before what
_seemed a ragged hole in the mourntamn. Her face was quite
white, but her excited manner gone, and her look that of -
one to whém some long-expected ‘event had at last hap-
pened—an expression that to the master in his bewilder-
ment- seemed almost like relief. The walls of the cavern
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were partly propped by decaying timbers. The child
pomted to what appeared to bc some ragged, cast-off
clothes left in the holc’ bi’ the late occupant. The master
approached nearer with his flanung dip, and bent over
‘dgcrn. It was Smith, alreddy cold, with a pistol n his hand
and a bullet in lus heart, lying beside his cmpty pocket.

QnAPn:R 1I

‘T opinion which McSnagley-cxpressed in reference to a
“change of heart” supposed to be experienced by Mliss
was more forcibly described in the gulches and tunncls.
It was thought there that Mhss had “struck a good lead.”
So when there was a new grave added to the little en-
closure, and at the expense of the master a little board
" and inscription put above it, the Red Mountain Banner

came out quite handsomely, and did the fair thing to the
. memory of one of “our o%dcst Pioncers,” alluding grace-

fully to that “bane of. noble intellects,” and othcrwise
genteelly shelving our dear brother with the past, “He
leaves an only child to mourn. his loss,” says the Banner,

“who 15 now an exemplary scholar, thanks to the efforts

of the Rev. Mr. McSnagley.” The Rev. McSnagley, m

fact, made a strong point of Mlss’s conversion, and, in-

“directly attnibuting to the.unfortunate child the suicide of

her father, made affecting allusions in Sunday school to

the beneficial effects of the “silenl tomb,” and in this
cheerful contemplation drove most of the children into
speechless horror, and caused the pink-and-white scions

?f ghde first famihes to howl dismally and refuse to be com-

orted.

_ The long dry sumimer came. As each fierce day burned -

itself out m httle whiffs of pearl-gray smoke on the moun-

tain summuits, and the upspringing breeze scattered its

ted embers over the landscape, the green wave which n

early spring upheaved above Smith’s grave grew sere and

dry and hard In those days the master, strolling in the
httle churchyard of a Sabbath afternocon, was sometimes
surprised to hind a few wild flowers plucked from the damp
pine forests scattered there, and oftener rude wreaths hung

.upon the httle pme cross. Most of.these wreaths were

formed of a sweet-scented grass, which the children loved

tbo keep m their desks, mtertwined with the plumes of the
~ buckeye, the syringa, and. the wood anemone, and heré

-~
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. and there the master noticed the datk-blue cowl of the
monkshood, or deadly aconite. There was something in the
odd association of this noxius plant with these me-
morials which occasioned a painful sensation to the master
deeper than his esthetic sense, One day, during a long walk,
in crossing a wooded ridge he came upon Mliss in the

“ heart of 516 forest, perched upon a prostrate pine on a
fantastic throne formed by the hanging plumes of lifeless
branches, her lap full of grasses and pine burrs, and croon-
ing to herself one of the Negro melodies of her younger
life. Recognizing him at a distance, she made room for

_-him on her elevated throne, and with a grave assumption

* of hospitality and patronage that would have been ndicu-
lous had 1t not been so terribly earnest, she fed him with
pine nuts and crab apples. The master took that oppor-
tunity to pomt out to her the noxious and deadly qualities

. of the monkshood, whose dark blossoms he saw in her lap,
and extorted from her a promuse not to meddle with it as .
long as she remamed his pupil. This done—as. the master
had tested her integrity before—he rested satisfied, and the
strange feeling which had overcome him on seeing them
died away. ’

Of the homes that were offered Mliss when her conver-
sion became known, the master preferred that of Mis.
Morpher, a womanly ‘and kindhearted specimen of South-
western efflorescence, known in her.maidenhood as the
“Per-rairie’ Rose.” Being one of those who contend reso-

~lutely against their own natures, Mrs. Morpher, bg a long
series of self-sacrifices and struggles, had at-last subjugated
her naturally careless disposition to principles of “order,”
which she considered, in common with Mr. Pope, as
“Heaven’s first law.” But she could not entirely govern the
orbits of her satellifes, however regular her own movements
and even her own “Jeemes” sometimes collided with her.
Again her old nature asserted itself in her children. Ly-

7. curgus dipped into the cupboard “between meals,” and
Aristides came home from school without shoes, leaving
those important articles’on the threshold, for the delight
of-a barefooted walk down the ditches. Octavia and Cas-
sandra were ‘keerless” of their clothes. So with but one
exception, however much-the “Prairie Rose” might have
trimmed and pruned and trained her own matured lux-
uriance, the.little shoots came up defiantly wild and strag-
gling. That one exception was Clytemnestra Morpher,

¢

“
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aged fifteen. She was the realization of her mother’s im-
maculate conception—neat, orderly, and dull. .
1t was an amable weakness of Mis. Morpher to.imagine
that “Clytie” was a consolation and model for Mliss. Fol-
lowing this fallacy, Mis. Mogpher threw Clytie at the head

.of Mhss when she was “bad,” and set her up before the
child for adoration m her glemtentlal moments. It was
not, therefore, surprising to the masterto hear that Clytie
was coming to school, obviously as a favor to the master -

_and as‘an example for Mliss and others. For “Clytie’” was
quite a young lady. Inhenting her mother’s physical pecu-

" hanties, and 1 obédience to the climatic laws of the Red
Mountam region, she was an early bloomer. The youth of.
Smuith’s Pocket, to whom this kind of flower was “rare,
sighed for her in Aprl and languished 1n May. Enamored -
swains haunted the schoolhouse at the hour of dismissal. A

. few were jealous of the master, "~ .

Perhaps it was this latter circumstance that opened the
master’s eyes to another. He could not help noticing that

- Clytie was romantic; that in school she required a great -

deal of attention; that her pens were umiformly bad and

wanted fixing; that she usually accompanied the request.
with a certain expectation in her eye that was somewhat
disproportionate to the-quality of service she verbally re-
quired, that she sometimes allowed the curves of a r6und,
plump white arm to rest on his when he was wnting her

copies; that she always blushed and flung back her blond °

- curls when she did so. I dor’t remember whether I have

stated that the master was a young man—it’s of little con-

sequence, however, he had_been severely-educated in the -

school in which Clytie'was taking her first lesson, and, 6n .

the whole, withstood the-flexible curves and. factitious

glance hike the fine young Spartan that he was Perhaps an”_
msufficient quality of food may have tended-to this asceti-
asm He generally avoided Clytie; but one evening, when
she returned to the schoolhouse after ‘something she had
forgotten, and did not find it until the master walked
home with her, I hear that he endéavored to make himself
gartxcu]arly agreeable—partly from the fact, I imagine, that -
15 conduct was adding gall and bitterness to the already
overcharged hearts of Clytemnestra’s admirers. .~ - < - °

‘ ‘The morning aftér this affecting episode Mhss did nét
cColme to school. Noon came, but not Mliss Questioning _
yue on the subject, it appeared that they had left the .
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school together, but the willful Mliss had taken another
road. The afternoon brought her not. In the evening he
called on Mrs. Morpher, whose motherly heart was really
alarmed. Mr. Morpher had. spent all day in search of her,
without discovering a’ trace that might lead to her dis-
covery. Aristides was suminoned as 2 probable accomplice,
but that equitable infant succeeded in impressing the
household with his innocence. Mrs. Morpher entertained
a vivid impression -that the child would yet be found
drowned in a ditch, ‘or, what was almost as terrible,
muddied and soiled beyond the tedemption of soap and
water. Sick at heart, the master returned to the school-
house. As he lit his lamp and 'seated himself at his desk,
he found a note lying before him addressed to himself, in
Mliss’s handwriting. It seemed to be written on a leaf tom
from some old memorandum book, and, to prevent sacri-
Jegious irifling, had been sealed with six broken wafers.
Opening it"almost tenderly,-the master read as follows:

‘RespECTED StR—When you read this, I am run away. Never

amrea

to-come back. Never, NEver, NEVER. You can give my -

beeds to Mary Jennings, and my Amerika’s Pride [a highly
colored lithograph from a tobacco-box] to Sally Flanders. But
' don’t you give anything to Clytie Morpher. Don’t you dare to.
. Do you know what my opinion is of her, it 1s this, she is
_ perfekly disgustin. That is all and no more at present. from
. ) Yours respectfully, i
. MEevrissa SmaTe
The master sat pondering on this strange epistle till the
moon lifted its bright face above the distant hills, and
"illuminated the trail that led to the schoolhouse, beaten
* quite hard with the coming and going of Tittle feet. Then,
more satisfied in mind, he tore the missive into fragments-
and scattered them along the road. ) =
At sunrise-the next morning he was picking his way
through the palmlike fern and thick underbrush of the pine
forest, starting the hare from its form, and awakening a
querulous protest from a few dissipated crows, who had
evidently been making a night of it, and so came to the
wooded ridge where he had once found Mliss. Thete he
found the prostrate pine and tasseled’ branches, but the
throne was vacant. As he drew nearer, what might have”
been some frightened animal started through the crackling
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. Lissy remembered. s 2 - -

. “You asked me if you might come to school, for you -
wanted to learn something and be better, and 1 said—"
~ “Come,” responded the child, promptly. -
_ “What would you say ‘it the master now came to you
and said that he was lonely without- his little scholar, and

_that he wanted her to come and teach him to be better?”

_The child hung her head for a few moments in silcnce.
The master waited patiently, Tempted by the quiet, a hare

- ran close to the couple, and raising her bright_eyes and
velvet forépaws, sat and gazed-at them, A squirrel ran half-

way d%wp the furrowed bark of the fallen iree, and there

stopped: S PN 5
“We. are -waiting, Lissy,”, said the master, in a whisper,

"and the chnld smiled. Stirred by a passing breeze; the tree-

. -tops rocked, and a long pencil of light stole through their

- interlaced boughs-full .om the doubting face and 1rresolute
" httle figare. Suddenly she took the master’s hand in her-

quick way~"What she said was scarcely dudible; but the
master, putting the black hair back. from her forehead,
~ kissed her; and so, hand-in hand, they passed out-of the -

. damp aisles and forest odors info the open $unlit road.

~ -

g o

. Cuaprer HIN .

-SomewHAT less spitefil 1n her intercourse with other schol-
ars, Mliss still fetained -4n_offensive attitude mn regard to
, Clytemnestra. Perhaps the jealous element was-mot en-
> tirely. Julled m her, passionate little breast- Perhaps it was
" _only that the round curves and plump ontline offered more
- extended pinching surface, But while such ebullitions were”
--under the aster’s ‘control, her enmity occasionally took a
-new and ariepressible form |- S o ;
~ The master in-his first estimate of the child’s character
could not conceive that she had ever possessed a doll. But
thie mastet, like many other prgféssed readers of character,
_was safer 1n'a posteriori than a priori reasoning. Mliss had
- "a doll, but then it was emphatically Mliss’s doll—a smaller
copy of herself. Its unbappy existence had been a secret
" discovered accidentally by Mrs. Morpher. It had been the
old-time com%)amon of Mliss’s wandenngs, and’ bore evi-
dent marks of suffening - Its origmal complexion was long
smce washed -away by the .weather and ‘anointed by the
shime of ditches. It looked very much as Mliss had in days
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ast. Its one gown of faded stuff was dirty and ragFed, as
Eers had been, Mliss had never been known to an y to il
any childish term of endearment. She never exhibited it
in the presence of other children. It was pul scverely to
bed in a hollow tree mear the schoolhouse, and only al-
lowed exercise during Mhss’s rambles Fulfilling a stern
duty to her doll, as she-would to herself, it Tnew no
luxures.

Now Mis. Morpher, obeymg a commendable impulse,
bought another doll and gave it to Mliss. The child re-
cewved it gravely and curiously. The master on looking at
*it one day fancied he saw a.slight resemblance 1n 1ts round
red cheeks and mild blue eyes to Clytemnestra. It became
evident before long that Mhss had’ also noticed the same
resemblance. Accordingly she hammered its waxen head
on the rocks when she was alone, and sometimes dragged
it with a string round its neck to and from school. At
other times, setting it up on her desk, she made a pin-
cushion of its patient and mnoffensive body. Whether this
was-done in revenge of what she considered a second
figurative obtrusion of Clytie’s excellences upon her, or
whether she had an intuitive appreciation of the nites of
certain other heathens, and, indulging in that “fetish”
ceremony, imagined that the original of her wax model
would pine away and finally die, is a metaphysical question
I shall not now consider. ‘

In spite of these moral vagaries, the masier could not
help noticing in her different tasks the working of a quick,*
restless, and vigorous perception. She knew neither the
hesitancy nor the doubts of childhood. Her answers in
class were alwagrs shightly dashed with, andacity, Of cotise
she was not infallible. But her courage and daring i pass-
ing beyond her own depth and that of the flounderin
little swimmers around her, in therr minds outweighed al%r
errors of judgment. Children are not better than grown
people 1 this respect, I fancy; and whenever the little red
hand flashed above her desk, there was a wondenng silence,
and even the master was sometimes oppressed with a doubt
of his own experience and judgment. . ,

Nevertheless, certain attributes which at first amused
and entertained his fancy began to afflict him with grave
doubts. He could not but see that Mliss was revengeful,
wreverent, and willful. That there was' but one better
qQuality which pertamed to her semisavage disposition—
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the faculty of physical fortitude and self-sacrifice; and an-

- other, though not always an attribute of the noble savage—
Truth. Mliss, was both fearless and sincere; perhaps. in
such a character the adjectives were synonymous.

- The master had been doing some hard thinking on this
subject, and-had arrived at that conclusion quite common
‘to all who think sincerely, that he was generally the slave
of his own préjudices; when he determmned to call on the
Rev. McSnagley for advice.-This decision was somewhat
“humuliating to his pnde, as he’and McSnagley were not
friends. But he thought of Mliss, and the evening of their
-first meetmg; arid perhaps with a pardonable supérstition
-that it was not chance alone that had guided her willful

~feet to the schoolhouse, and _perhaps with a complacent
consciousness of the, rare magnanimigf_ of the act, he
choked back his dishike.and went to-McSnagley. - ’
The-feverend gentleman was glad to see him. Moreover, -
“he observed that the master was looking “peartish,” and
hoped he had ago‘t over the “neuralgy” and “rheumatiz.”
He himself had been troubled with a dumb “ager” since -
last conference. But he had learned to “rastle and.pray.”
Pausing’ a2 moment_to enable the master to.write his
certain method of curing-the dumb “ager” upon the book
and volume of his brain, Mr. McSnagley proceeded to in-
quire after Sister Morplier. “She 15 an adomment to Chris-
tewanity,, and has,a likely growin’ young famuly,” added
Mr McSnagley; ‘“and there’s that mannerly young gal—so
well behaved—Miss -Clytie.” In fact, Clytie's perfections’
seeemd to affect him’ to such an.extent that he dwelt for
several mmutes upon them. The master was doubly em-
barrassed. In the first place, there was an enforced contrast
with poor”Mhiss-in all this praise of Clytie. Secondly,
there was somethirg-tnpleasantly confidential in his tone’
of speaking’ of Mrs. Morpher's earliest. born. So that the
~master, after a few futile efforts to say something natural,
“found it convenient to recall another engagement, and
left without- asking the information reqmre?c% but in his
after” reflections somewhat unjustly giving the Rev. Mr.

McSnagley the full benefit 6f having refused it. -

" Perhaps this rebuff placed the mastér and pupil once
‘more m-the close communion of old. The child seemed to

notice the change in the master’s manner, which had of~
“late been constrained, and in one of theif long postprandial

walks she stopped suddenly, and mounting a stump, looked



108 SELLCTED STORIES OF BRET HARTE

fall in his face with big, scarching eyes. “You ain’t mad?”
said she, with an nterrogative shake of the bl’gck braids.
“No.” “Nor bothered?” “No.” “Nor hungry?” (Hunger
was to Mliss a sickness that might attack a person at any
moment.) “No.” “Nor thinking of her?” “Of whom,
Lissy?” “That white girl.” (This was the latest epithet in-
vented by Mliss, who was a very dark brunetle, to_express
Clytemnestra.) “No.” “Upon your word?” (A substilute
for “Hope you'll diel” proposed by the master.) “Yes)
“And sacred honor?” “Yes.” Then Miliss gave him a fierce
little kiss, and, hopping down, fluttered off. For two or
three days after that she condescended to appear more like
other children, and be, as she expressed it, “good.”

Two years had passed since the master’s advent at
Smith’s Pocket, anc{) as his salary was not large, and the
prospects of Smith's Pocket eventually becoming the capi-
tal of the State not entirely defimte, he contemplated a
change. He had informed the school trustees privately of
his intentions, but educated young men of unblemished
moral character being scarce at that time, he consented to
continue his school term through-the winter to early
spring. None else knew of his intention except his one
friend, a Dr. Duchesne, a young Creole Phgisiman known
to the people of Wingdam-as “Duchesny.” He never men-
tioned it to Mrs. Morpher, Clytie, or any of his scholars.
His reticence was partly the result of a constituhonal indis-
position to fuss, partly a desire to be spared the questions
and surmises of vulgar curiosity, and partly that he never
aeally believed he was going to do anything before it was

one.

He did not like to think of Mliss. It was a selfish in-
stinct, perhaps, which made him try to fancy his_feeling
for the child was foolish, romantic, and unpractical. He
even tried to 1ma§me’ that she would do better under the
control of an older and sterner teacher. Then she was
nearly eleven, and in a few years, by the rules of Red
Mountain, would\ be a woman. He ﬁad done his duty.
After Smith’s death he-addressed letters to Smith’s rela-
tives, and received one answer from a sister of Melissa’s
mother. Thanking the master, she stated her intention of
leaving the Atlantic States for California with her husband
in a few months. This was a slight superstructure for the
airy castle which the master pictured for Mliss’s home, but
1t was easy to fancy that some loving, sympathetic woman,
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-with-the claims of kindred,-might better guide her way-
ward ndture Yet, -when- the master, had read the letter,
Mliss_listened to 1t carelessly, received it submuissively, and
afterward cut figlres out of it with her-scissors, supposed to’
represent Clytemnéstra, labeled “the white'girl,” to prevent
muistakes, and mmpaled them upon the outer walls of the
schoolbiouse. - o IS - ’
"..When the'summer was about spent, and the last harvest
had béen gathered in the valleys, the master.bethought him
of gathefing ifi a few ripened shoots of the youngidea,
:mdg of having his Harvest Home, or Examination. So the
savants and professionals of Smith’s Pocket were gathered
to witness that time-honored custom of placing timud chil-.
dren in-a constramned position; and bullying- them as™mn
a witness box.” As usual in such cases, the most audacious
and self-possessed were the lucky recipients of the honors.
The reader will imdgine that in the present.instance Mliss
and Clytie were pre-eminent, and divided public attention;
Mliss with her cledtness ‘of material perception and self-
reliance, ‘Clytie with her placid self-esteem and santlike
correctness of deportment. The other little ones were timd
and blundening. Mliss’s readiness and brilliancy, of course, -
captivated the greatest number and provoked the greatest
applause. Mliss’s antecedents had unconsciously awakened
e-strongest sympathies of a class whose athletic forms
were ranged agamst the walls, or whose handsome bearded
faces-looked 1n at the windows. But Mbhss’s popularity
was overthrown by an unexpectéd circumstance. - - .
_ McSnagley had invited himself, and had been gom
through the pleasing entertainment of frightening the
more timid pupils by the vaguest and most ambiguous
questions delivered m an_impressive funereal tone; and
Mhss had soared-into astronomy, and was tracking the
course of ourspotted ball through space, and keeping time
with the music of the spheres; and defining the tethered
orbits of the planets, when McSnagley impressively arose. i
“Meelissy! ye were speaking of the revolutions of this yere
~yearth and the move-ments of-the §un, and I think ye said
it had been a doing of it since the creashun, eh?” Mliss -
nodded a scornful affirmative. “Well, war that the truth?”
said McSnagley, folding his arms. “Yes,” said Mlsss, shut-
ting up-her little red lips tightly. The handsome outliries
-at the windows peered further 1 the schoolroom, and a
saintly Raphael face, with blond beard and soft blue eyes,
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belonging 1o the biggest scamp in the diggings, t,l,Jmed
towar%l1 t}gle child and whispered, “Stick to it, Mliss!’ The
reverend gentleman heaved a deep sigh, and cast a com-
passionate glance at the master, then at the children, and
then rested his_look on Clytie. That young woman softly
elevated her round, white arm. Its seductive curves were
enhanced by a gorgeous and massive specimen bracelet,
the gift of one of her humblest worshipers, worn in_honor
of the occasion. There was a momentary silence. Clytie’s
round cheeks were very ]innk and soft. Clytie’s big eyes were
very bright and blue, Clytie’s low-necked white book mus-
lin tested softly on Clytie's white, plump shoulders. Clytie
looked at the master, and the master nodded. Then Clytie
spoke softly: , . - ‘ )

“Joshua "commanded the sun to stand stll, and it
obeyed him!” There was a low hum of applause in the
schoolroom, a trumphant expression on McSnagley’s face,
a grave shadow on the miaster’s, and a comical look of dis-
appomtment reflected from the windows. Mhss skimmed -
rapidly over her astranomy, and then shut the book with
a louc{, snap. A groan burst from McSnagley, an expression
of astonishment from the schoolroom, a yell from the win-
dows, as Mliss brought her red fist down on the desk, with
the emphatic declaration:

‘“It's a damn lie. I don’t believe it!”

CrzapTER IV

- e

Tue long wet seavon had’drawn near its close. Signs of
spring were visible in the swelling buds and rushing tor- |
rents: The pine forests exhaled the fresher spicery. The
azaleas were already budding, the ceanothus gettmg read

its lilac livery for sping On.the green upland whic
climbed Red Mountain at its southern aspect the lon
spike of the monkshood shot up from its broadleave
stool, and once more shook its dark-blue bells. Again the
billow above Smith’s grave was soft and green, its crest just
tossed with the foam of daisies and. buttercups. The little
graveyard had gathered a few new dwellers in the past ear,
and the mounds were placed two by two by the Kttle
paling until they reached Smuth’s grave, and there there
was but one General superstiion had shunned it, and the
plot beside Smith was vacant., o

ere had been several placards posted about the town,
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intf:n‘éting that,- at a certair;;p-eriod, a celebrated dramatic
‘company would perform, for a few days, a senes of “side-
_ sphtting” and “screaming farces”; that, alternatmg”pleas-

antly with this,” there “would-be séme melodrama-and a -

grand - divertisement -which- would -include singing, dan-
cing; etc. These announcements occasioned a great flutter-
ing-among the little folk;-and were the theme of much
excitement’ anid great speculation among  the’ aster's
scholars, The mastér had promised Mhss, to whom this
sort of thing-was 'sacred and rare, that she should go, and -
on that momentons, evening the master’ and Mliss® “as-
sisted.”- .. — S S ’
" The performance was the'prevalent style of heavy medi-

ocrity; the melodrama’was not bad enough to-laugh at nor
good enough 16 excite But the master; turning - wearily to

the child; was astomished”and felt something like self-
accusation in noticihg the peculiar-effect_upon her excit-

stroke of her panting little heart. Her small passionate lips
were slightly parted to give vent to her hurried breath. Her
widely opefied lids ‘threw up and arched her black eye-
brows. She did not-laugh ‘at the dismal comicalities of the.
“funny ,man, for Mliss seldom’laughed.- Nor was she~dis-

‘creetly affected to the delicate extremes of the. corner of

d white-handkerchief, as was the tender-hearted “Clytie,”
Avho-was talking with her “feller” and ogling the master
dt the same ‘momient. But when the performance was over,
and the green. curiain {ell-on the hitle stage, Miiss drew
-a long, deep breath, and turned to-the master’s-grave fdace
with a half-apologetic smile and weared gésture.gf'h‘en she
said, “Now take me home!” arid dropped the_ lids of her

black eyes, as if to dwell once more in fancy on the mimic
stage.~- - - T - T e
n -their. way_ to Mis. AMorrEpherfs" ‘the master’ thought
_proper to ridiculethe whole performance. Now he shouldn’t
“wonder 1f Mhliss thought that the young lady ‘who actéd so

-

beautifully was really in earnest, and n love with the gen-", .
_tleman who wore such fine clothes Well, if she were in.™

Jove with hum it was a very unfortunate- thing! “Why?”
-$aid.Mliss, with an upwayd sweep of the drooping lid. “Oh!
~well, he couldn’t support his wite at his present salary, and

pay so-much a week for tus finé -clothes, and then they

wouldn't, receive as much wages if .they. were married as
if they were merely lovers—that is,” adc{ed the master, “if

PR

-

i

able natire; The réd blood flushed 1n Her cheeks at each - °

H
¥
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they arc not already married to somebody else; but I think
the husband of the pretty young countess takes the tickets
at the door, or pulls up the curtam, or snuffs the candles,
or does something equally refined and elegant. As to the
young man with mice clothes, which are yeally nice now,
and ‘must cost at least two and a half or three dollars, not
to speak of that mantle of red drugget which 1 happen to .
know the price of, for I bought some of it for my room
once—as to this young man, Lissy, he is a pretty good
fellow, and if he does drnk occasionally, I don’t think
people ought to take advantage of it and give him black
eyes and throw him 1 the mud. Do you? I am sure he
mght owe me two dollars and a half a long time, before I
would throw 1t up in lus face, as the fellow did the other
nmght at Wingdam.”

Mliss had taken his hand in both of hers and was trying -
to'look 1n his eyes, which the young man kept as resolutely
averted. Mliss had a faint 1dea of wony, indulging herself
sometimes 1 a species of sardonic Lumor,‘ which was
equally visible 1n her actions and her specch. But the young
man continued in this strain .until they had reached Mrs,
Morpher’s, and he had deposrted Mhss m _her maternal
charge. Wawing the invitation of Mrs Morpher to refresh-
ment and rest, and shading lus eyes with his hand to kee
out the blue-eyed Clytemnestra’s siren glances, he excus
himself, and went home. .

For two or three days after the advent of the dramatic
company, Mliss was late at school, and the master’s usual

- Friday afternoon ramble was for once omitted, owing to
the absence of his trustworthy guide. As he was putting
away his books and preparing to leave the schoolhouse, a
small voice piped at his side, “Please, sir?” The master
turned and there stood Anstides Morpher.

“Well, my little man,” said the master, impatiently,
“what 15 1t? quick!” .

“Please, sir, me and ‘Kerg’ thinks that Mliss is going
to run away agmn.”

“What's that, sir?” said the master, with that unjust
testmess with which we always receive disagreeable news.

Why, sir, she don’t stay home any more, and ‘Kerg’

. iand, me see her talking with .one of those actor fellers, and’

she’s with hum now, and please, s, yesterday- she told

Ceﬁg and me she could make a speech as well as Miss
clierstina Montmoressy, and she spouted right off by
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héart” and the little fellow paused in a collapséd condi-
tion. - .

“What actor?” asked the master. - )

“Him a§ wears the shiny hat. And hair. And gold pin.
And gold chain,” said the just Aristides, putting peniods
for commas to eke out his breath. )

The master put on his-gloves and hat, feeling an un-
* pleasant tightness in his chest and thorax, and walked out
m the road. Aristides trotted along by his side, endeavor-
ing to keep pace with his short legs to the master’s strides,
when the master stopped sudden&, and Aristides bumped
up aganst him. “Where were they talking?” asked the
master, as if continuing the conversation.

“At the Arcade,” said Aristides’ -

When they reached the main street the master paused.
“Run ‘down home,” said he to the boy. “If Mhss is there,
come to the Arcade and tell me. If she 1snt there, stay
home; run!” And off trotted the short-legged Aristides.

The Arcade was just across the way—a long, rambling
-building containing a barroom, billiard room, and restau-
rant. As the young man crossed the plaza he noticed that
two or three of the passers-by turned and looked after him.
He looked at his cﬁ)thes, took out his handkerchief, and
wiped his face before he entered the barroom. It contamed

the usual number of loungers, who stared at him as he
entered. One of them looked at him so fixedly. and with .
. such a strange expression that the master stopped -and
looked agam, and then saw it was only his own reflection
.in a large mirror. This made the master think that perhaps
he was a little exated, and so he took up a copy of the
Red Mountain Bauner from one of the tables, and tried to
recover his composure by reading the column of adver-
tisements. . —

He then ‘walked through the barroom, through the res-
taurant, and into the billiard room. The child was not
there. In the latter agartment a person was standing by one
of the tables with a broad-brimmed glazed hat on his head.
The master recognized him as the agent of the dramatic”
company; he had taken 2 dislike to him at their first mest-
ing, from the peculiar fashion of wearing his beard and
hair. Satisfied that the object of ‘his search was not there,
he turned to the man with a glazed hat. He had noticed
the master, but tried that common trick of unconscious-
ness m which vulgar natures always fail. Balancing a billiard

Al
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cue in his hand, he pretended to play with a ball in the

center of the table. 'l%e master stood opposite £0 him un-

til he raised his eyes; when their glances met, the master -

walked up to him. o
He had intended to avoid a scene or quarrel,-but when

he began to speak, something kept nismg n s throat and

retarded his utterance,-and his own voice frightened him,”
it sounded so distant, low, and resonant. “I understand,”
he began, “that Melissa Smith, an orphan, and one of my"

-scholazs, has talked with you about adopting your” pro-

fession. Is that so?” . ) I
The man with the glazed hat leaned over the table and

made an mmaginary shot that sent the ball spinning round

the cushions. Then, walking round the table, he recovered ~
the ball and placed it upon the spot. This duty discharged,

_ getting ready for another shot, he sasd: -7~
“S’pose she has?” . <0 <
The master choked up dgain, but, squeezing the cushion

of the table in his gloved hand, he-went on: T
“If you are a gentleman, I have only to tell you that I:

am her guardian, and responsible for her career. You know

as well as I do the kind of life you offer her. As you may
learn of anyone here, ] have already brought her out of an
existence worse than death—out of the streets and the con-
tamination of vice..1.am trying to do so again. Let us talk:

- hke men. She has neither father, mother, sister; or brother.-
Are'you secking to give lier an equivalent for these?”™

_ The man with the glazed hat exammed the point of his -

cue, and then” looked around for somebody to -enjoy

the joke with him. - - -~ - . , o -
> “l know thatshe is a strange, willful girl,” continued -
the master, “but she is bettér than sheiwas. 1. believe-that

I have some influénce over her still. I beg and hope; there-

fore, that you will take no further. steps in this matter,

bu’f_ as a man, as a gentleman, leave her to-me. I am willing
~—" But here something rose agam in” the master’s throat,

and the sentence remained unfimshed: _- . = °
‘The man with the glazed hat, mistaking the master’s sit

lence, raised his head with a coarse, brutal Jaugh; and said

in a loud voice: - ‘ . ’ ‘

“Want her yourself, do-you? That cock won’t-fight here, -
young man| - ST

. 'The insult was more in the tone than in the words, more
in the glance than tone, and more 1 the man’s mslinctive



MLISS 115

siature than all- these. The best appreciable rhetoric to
this kind of animal is a blow. The master felt this, and,
with his pent-up, nervous energy finding expression in _the
one act, he struck the brute full in his gnnning face. The
blow sent the glazed hat 6ne way and the cue another, and
tore the glove and skin from the master’s hand from
knuckle to joint. It opened up the corners of the fellow’s
mouth and spoilt the peculiar shape of his beard for some
time to come. _. B
There ‘'was a shout, an_imprecation, a scuffle, and the
. trampling of many feet. Then the crowd parted right and
left; and two sharp quick reports followed -each other in
rapid succession. Then they closed agamn about his op-
onent, and the.master was standing alone, He remem-
‘gered picking bits of burmng wadding from his coat sleeve
with his left hand. Someone was holding his other hand.
Looking at 1t, he saw it was still bleeding from the blow,
but his fingers were clenched around the handle of a ght-
tering knife. He could not remember when or-how he got
it . * .
-The man who was holding his hand was Mr. Morpher,
He hurried the master to the door, but the master held
back, and tnied to tell him as well as he could with his
K/atlrched throat about “Mliss.” “It’s all right, my boy,” said
r. Morpher. “She’s homel” And they passed out into
the street together. As they walked along Mr. Morpher
said that Mliss had come running into the house a few mo-
ments before, and had dragged him out, saying' that some-
body was trying to kill the master at the Arcade., Wishing
to be alone, the master promised Mr. Morpher, that he
would not seek the agent again that night, and parted
from him, taking the road toward the schoolhouse. He was
surprised in nearing it to find the door open—still more
surprised to find Mliss sitting there,
The master’s nature, as I have hinted before, had, like
- most sensitive organizations, a selfish .basis. The brutal
taunt thrown out by his late adversary still rankled in his
_ heart. It was possible, he thought, that such a construction
- might be put upon his affection for the child, which at
best was foolish and Quixotic. Besides, had she not volun-
tarily abnegated his authority and affection? And-what had
everybody else said about her? Why should hé alone
- combat the opinion of all, and be at last-obliged tacitly to
confess the truth of all they predicted? And he had been
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"a participant m a -low barroom fight -with a_common
boor, and risked his life, to prove what? What had -he
proved? Nothing? What would- the people say? What
would his friends say? What would McSnagley saX? .

In his self-accusation the last person’ he should have
wished to meet was Mliss. He entered.the door, and
gomng up to his desk, told the cluld; in a few cold words,
that he was busy, and wished to be alone. As she rose he
took her,vacant seat, and, sitting down, buried lis head
in his hands. When he looked up agam she was still stand-
mg there. She was looking at his face wath an ankious
€XpIEsSIon: , v o

‘Did you kill him?” she asked. . L

“No!” said’ the master. \ ‘

“That's what I gave you the knife forl” said the child,
quickly. 7 o P

' “Gave me the kmife?” repeated the master, in bewilder-
ment, , ) 5 ‘ ST
- “Yes, gave you the knife. I was therc under the bar.

Saw you hit him. Saw you both fall. He dropped his"old
knife. I gave 1f to you. Why didn’t you'stick him?” said
Mliss rapadly, with an expressive twinkle of thie black eyes
and a gesture of the little red hand. -

The master could only look his astomishment,

“Yes,” said Miliss. “If you'd asked me, I'd told you I
was off with the play-actors. Why was I off with the play-
actors? Because you wouldn't tell me you was going away.
I knew it. 1 lieard you tell the Doctor so.-1 wasn’t goin’
‘icio stay here alone with those Morphers. I'd ‘rather.die -

rst” . coe .

With a dramatic gesture which was perfectly consistent
with her character, she drew, from her bosom.a few hm
green leaves, and, holding them out at arm’s length, sa1
m her quick vivid way, and n the queei pronunciation of *
bher old hfe, which she fell into when unduly excited:

“That’s the poison -plant you said would kill me..I'll go
with the Iplay-actors, or I'll eat this and die here, I don’t
care which. I won't stdy here, where they hate and-despise
me! Neither would you let me, if you didn’t hate and
‘despise me tool” LT

The passionate little breast heaved, and two big tears
peeped over the edge of Mliss’s eyelids, but she whisked"

em away with the corner of her anron ac if thev had
been wasps.
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“If you lock me up in jul,” said Mliss, fiercely, “to
keep me from the play-actors, I'll poison myself. Father
killed himself—why shouldn’t 17 You said a-mouthful of
that roat would-kill me, and 1 alwa{;s carry it here,” and
she struck her breast with her clenched fist.

The master thought of the vacant plot beside Smith’s
%rave, and of the passionate little figure before him, Seizing
hex,h%ncis in his and looking full into her fruthful eyes,

e said: - :

“Lissy, will you go with me?”

"~ The child put her anms around his neck, and said

joyfully, “Yes.
“But now—tonight?”
- “Tonmght.”

. - -And, .hand in hand, they’ passed into the road—the

narrow road that had once brought her weary feet to the
master’s, door, and which it seemed she should not fread
agawn alone. The stars glittered brightly above them. For
good or ill the lesson had been learned, and behind them

-~ the school of Red Mountamn closed upon them forever,

*



THE RIGHT EYE OF THE CO,MMANDER
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Tue year of gragejl79‘7 passed away on the coast of Cali-

formua m a southwesterly gale The little bay of San Carlos,
albeit sheltered by the headlands of -the-blessed Trinity,
was rough and tutbulent; its foam clung quivering to the
seaward wall of the Mission garden; the arr was filled with
flying sand and spume, and as the Seilor Commandante,

ermenegildo Salvatierra, looked from the decp embra-
sured window of the Presidio guardroom, he felt the salt
breath of the-distant “sea buff%t a color into his smoke-
dried cheeks. - ; -

The Commander, I have said, was ﬂazing thoﬁghtfully N

from the window of the guardroom HHe may have been
reviewing the events of the year now about to pass away.
But, like the garrison at the Presidio, there was Iittle to
review, the year, like 1its -predecessors, had been uneventful
—the days had shpped by in a delicious monotony of
simple duties, unbro)ien by mcident or interruption. The
regularly recurning feasts and saints’ days, the half-yearly
cournter from San- Diego, the rare transport ship and rarer
foreign vessel, were the mere details of his'patrarchal life.
If there was no achievement, there was certamnly no fail-
ure Abundant harvests and patient industry amply sup- -
plied the wants of Presidio-and Mission Isolated from the
family of nations, thé wars which shook the world con-:
cerned them not so much as the last earthquake, the
struggle that emancipated their sister colonies on the other
side of the contnent to them had no suggestivenéss. In ~
short, 1t was that glonous Indian summer of Califorma
history around which so much poetical haze still lingers—
that bland, indolent autumn of %par;ish rule, so-soonto be
followed by the wintry storms of Mexican independence
and the reviving spring of American conquest. o
-The Commander turned from the window and-walked
toward the fire that burned brightly on the deep ovenlike
hearth. A pile of copybooks, the- work-of the Presidic
school, lay on the table. As he turned over the leaves with
a‘paternal interest, and surveyed the fair round Scnpture
’ 118 :
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text—the first pious pothooks of the pupils of San Carlos-
_—an-audible commentary fell from Tus lips:  ‘Abimelech
_ . took her from Abraham’—ah, little one, gxcellent!——‘{(acob
sent to see his brother—body of Christ! that upstroke of
*  thine, Paquita, is marvelous; the Governor shall see it!” A
- film of honest pride dimmed the Commander’s left eye—
the right, alas! twenty years before had been sealed by an
_ Indian arrow. He rubbed it softly with the sleeve of his
- 1eathecx1: jacket, and continued: “ “The Ishmaehtes having
* arrived—" "7 - . g
" He stopped, for there was a step in the,courtyard, a
, foot upon’the threshold, and a stranger entered. With the
mstinct of an old soldier; the Commander, after one glance
at-the intruder, turned quickly toward the wall, where his
trusty Toledo hung, or should have been hanging. But it
was not there, and as he recalled that the last time he had
seen that weapon, it was being ridden up and” down the
gallery by Pepito, the infant-son of Bautista, the tortilla-
maker, he blushed and then..contented himself with
frownir;lg] upon- the intruder. ‘ ’
- But the stranger’s amr, though irreverent, was decidedly
- peaceful. He was unarmed, and wore the ordinary cape of
tarpaulin and sea boots of a mariner. Except a villamous
f.mejl of codfish, there was little abont him, that was pecu-
- nar, e " -
-His name, as he informed the Commander, in Spanish
that was more fluent than elegant or. precise—his name
was Peleg Scudder. He was master of the schooner General
Court, of the port of Salem in Massachissetts, on a trading
voyage to the South Seas, but now driven by stress of
weather into the bay of San Carlos, He begged permission
to ride out the gale under the headldnds of the blessed
.Trinity, and no more.’ Water he did not need, having
taken in a supply at Bodega. He knew the strict surveil-
lance of the Spanish port regulations in regard to foreign
véssels, and would do nothing against the severe discipline -
and good order of the settlement.-There was a slight tinge
of sarcasm in his tone as he glanced toward thé desolate '
- parade ground of-the Presidio and the openv unguarded

gate. The fact. -~ "“he sentry, Felipe Gomez, had dis-
creetly, refir 4 b at tha heainning nf the-.

and was

. The Cu+

severe, bn
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authority, and beyond an old order issued ten years ‘be-
fore, regarding the -American ship Columbia, there was no
precedenit to guide him. The storm was -severe, and 2
sentiment of humanity urged him to grant the stranger's
request. It is but just to the Commander to say that his
inability to enforce a refusal did not weigh® with lus deci-
' sion. He would have denied with equal disregard of con-
‘sequences that nght to a seventy-four-gun ship which he
now yielded so gracefully to this Yankee trading Schooner.
He shipulated only that there should be no communica-
tion between the ship and shore: “For . yourself,” Sefior
Captain,” he continued, “accept my hospitality The fort
is yours as longrasyou shall grace it with your distinguished
presence”’; and with old-fashioned courtesy, he made the
semblance of withdrawing from the guardroom. o
Master Peleg Scudder smiled as he thought of the half-
dismantled fort, the two- moldy brass cannon, cast in
Manila a century previous; and the shiftless garrison. A
wild thought of accepting the' Commander’s offer literally,
conceivéd in the reckless spirit of a man who never let
slip an offer for trade, for a moment filled hus brain; but a
timely reflection of the commercial unimportance of ‘the
transaction checked.-him. He only took a capacious quid of
tobacco as the Commander gravely drew-a’ settle before
the fire, and in honor-of his guest untied-the black-silk
handkerchief that bound his gnzzled brows. .
What passed -between - Salvatierra® and his guest - that
mght it becomes meé not, as a grave chronicler -of the
salient points of history, to relate I have said that Master
JPeleg Scudder was a fluent talker, and under the influence
of dwvers strong waters; furnished by his host, he-became
still more loquacious. And-think of a man with a- twenty
.years’ budget of gossip! The Commandet learned, for the
first time, how Great Bntain -lost her colonies; of the
. French Revolution;'of the-great Napoleon, whose achieve-
ments, perhaps, Peleg colored more highly than the Com-
mander’s supenors would have liked.. And when Peleg
turned questioner, the Commander wa$ at his mercy. He
gradually made himself master-of the- gossip of the Mis-
sion and Presidio, the “small-beer” chrénicles rof that
pastoral age, the conversion of the heathen, the Presidio
schools, and even asked the Commander how he had lost
_lus eye! It is said’ that at this pomt of the conversation
aster Peleg produced from about his person divers
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small trinket$, kackshaws, dnd newfangled triffes, and even
forced some of-them upon this host. It is {further alleged
~-that under the malign influence” of 'Peleg 'and several
glasses, of aguardiente, .the Commander lost somewhat of
-Tis decorum, arid behaved in a manner anseemly for ome
m his, position; -reciting high-lown *Spanish poetry, and
even pipmng.1n <a thin; high voice diver madrigals and
heathen canzonets "of- afi amiorous complexion; chiefly m
regard £6 a “little one” who 'was his, the Commander’s,
“soul”f> These-allegations, dperhaps unworthy the notice of
a senious chronicler, Should be received with great caution;,”
and are intréduced here as simple hearsay, That-the Com-
mandgr,; however; took a handkerchief ‘and attempted to
show his-guest"the mysteries of the semicuacua, capenng
in an agile but.mdecorous manner dbout the apartment,
has been denied. Enough for the purposes of this narrative
that.-at mudnight Peleg assisted his host .to bed with
many _protestations of undying friendship, -and then, as
the ‘gale- had abated, took his leave.of the Presidio and
humed aboard the General Court.-When the day broke
the ship was gone., - R
- I know not if Peleg Kept his word with his host. It is |
said that the holy fathers at_the Mission that mght heard
a loud chanting 'in .the plaza; as of the heathens singing '
psalms through-their noses; that for many days after an
odor” of salt codfish prevailed in the settlement; that a
dozen hard nufmegs, which were unfit fof spice or seed,
were found 10 the possession of theswife of the baket, and
that several bushels- of-shoe pegs, which:bore a pleasing
‘resemblarice to oats, but- were quite inadequate to. the
purposes of provender, were discovered in- the stable of
the blacksrith, But when the reader reflectsupon the -
sacrédness of a Yankeé trader’s word; the stringent dis-
ciphine of the Spanish port régulations, and the proverbial
indisposition of my .countymen to mmpose upon the con- °
fidence of a simple people, he will at once reject this part
of the story.. . -~ - - - -

r ~ .

A roll of drums, ushéring in the year 1798, awoke the
Commander The sun was shining brightly, and the storm
Had ceaséd. He sat up m bed, and through-the force of
habit rubbed his Teft eye. As the remembrance of the pre-
vious might came back to hiin, he jumped from his couch
and ran to the window. There was no ship i thé bay. A

EA -
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sudden thought seemed to strike him, and he rubbed both
of his eyes. Not content with this, he consulted the metal-
lic mirror which hung beside his crucifix. There was no
mistake; the, Commander had a visible second eye—a
right one—as good, save for the purposes of vision, as the
left. - ) - -
Whatever might have been the true secret of this trans-
formation, but one opinion prevailed at San Carlos. It
was one of those rare miracles vouchsafed a pious Catholic
community as an evidence to the heathen, through the
intercession of the blessed San Carlos himself. That their
beloved Commander, the temporal defender of the Faith,
should be the recipient of this miraculous manifestation
was most fit and seemly. The Commander himself was
reticent; he could not tell a falsehood—he dared not tell
the truth. After all, if the good folk of San Carlos believed
that the powers of his right eye were actually restored, was
-it wise and discreet for him to-undeceive them? For the
first time in his life the Commander thou%ht of policy—
for the first time he-quoted that text which has been the
lure of so many well-meaning but easy Christians, of being
“all things to all men.” Infeliz Hermenegildo Salvatierral
For by degrees an ominous whisper crept through the
little settlement. The Right Eye of the Commander, al-
. though miraculous, seemed to exercise a baleful effect upon
the beholder. No one could look at it without winking. It
was cold, hard, relentless, and unflinching. More than tghat,
it seemed to be endowed with a dreadful prescience—a
faculty of seeing through and into the -inarticulate
thoughts of those it looked upon. The soldiers of the
garrison obeyed the eye rather than the voice of their
commander, -and answered his glance rather than his lips
in questioning. The servants could not evade the ever
watchful but cold attention that seemed to pursue them.
The children of the Presidio school smirched their copy--
books under the awful supervision, and poor Paquita, the
ﬁnze pupil, failed utterly in that marvelous upstroke when
er patron stood beside her. Gradually distriist, suspicion,
self-accusation; and timidity took the place of trust, con-
fidence, and security throughout San! Carlos. Whenever
th‘eth Rtxght Eye ‘of the Commander fell, a-shadow fell
with 1 )

Nor was Salvatierra entirely free from the baleful in-
fluence of his miraculous acquisttion. Unconscious of. its
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effect upon others, he only saw in their actions evidence of
~certain things that the crafty Pelég had hinted on:that-
eventful New Year's eve -His most trusty retaineis stam-
-.mered, blushed, and faltered béfore him. Self-accusations, -
confessions of munor faults and delinquencies, or extrav-
.-agant excuses and apologies met his mildest-inquiriés. The
very children that. he : loved—hispet--pupil, Paquita—
.séemed t6-be cofiscious: of some hidden-sin. The result of |
“thisconstant irftation showed itself<more plainly. For the
-first halfeyear -the -Commander’s ,voice and- eye were at
-.variance. He was shll;kind, tender, and" thoughtful in
- speech, Gradually, however, hi§ voice took upon itself the
~hardness of his glanceand-its-skeptical; impassive quality, .
* andas the year again neared its-close it was plain that the
_Commander had fitted himiself to tlie eye, and not the eye
"to the Commander. -~ : - - 7 o TR C. T
It mai be-surmised-that, these changes did not escape
the watchful solicitude of the Fathers Indeed, the few who
* were first to ascribe the right eye of Salvatierra to:mir-
_aciilous ongin’ and’ the special-grace of the blessed San
-~ Carlos, now-talked openly of witcheraft and the. agency.
5 of Luzbel,-the evil one. It would have fared il with Her-
- menegildo Salvatierra had lie been atight but Commander
, or amenable-to local authority. But the reverend father,-
« Fnar-Manuel de Cortes, had no power over the political
.executive, and all attempts at spiritual advice failed signally
~He retired-baflled 'and confused from his first interview
" with the Commander,~ who seemed now to0.take a grim
~satisfaction-in the fateful power of his glance: The’%nrc‘)ly
, Father-contradicted fhim’seff, exposed_the fallacies' of his
“own arguments, and even, it 15 asserted, committed himself
", to severdl undoubted heresies.-When  the.Commander
§tood up at “mass; if .the -officiating priest cdaught that
skeptical and ‘searchiing- eye, the service-was inevitably
rumed Even the power of the Holy Church seemed to -
be lost, and the last hold upon tlie affections of the people
. %idl the good order of the settlement: departed from San
.~ Carlos. NI T .
- ..As the long dry summer passed, the low hills that sur-
rounded the white-'walls of the Presidio grew more and
-more to resemble in hue the leathern jacket of the Com-
mander, and Nature -herself seemed to have borrowed his’
< dry, hard glare The.earth was cracked and:seamed with -
drought, a blight had fallen-upon thé orchards-and vine-

1
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_yards, and the rain, long-delayed and ardently prayed for,
came not. The sky was as tearless as the right eye of the
Commander. Murmurs of discontent, insubordination, and

lotting among the Indians reached his cars; he only sct
Eis tecth the more firmly, tightened the knot of his black-
silk handkerchief, and Iooked up his Toledo.

The last day of the year 1798 found the Commander
sitting, at the hour of evening prayers, alone in the guard-
room. He no longer attended the services of the Holy
Church, but crept away at such times to some solitary s'?%t,
where he spent the interval in silent meditation, The
firclight played upon the low bcams and rafters, but left
the bowed figure of Salvatierra in darkness. Sitting thus, he
felt a small hand touch his arm, and looking down, saw the

_figure of Paquita, his little Indian pupil, at his knee, “Ah,
littlest of all,” said the Commander, with something of
his old tenderness, lingering over the endearing dimmu-
tives of his native spcech—"‘swect one, what doest thou
here? Art thou not afraid of him whom everyone shuns
and fears?”

“No,” said the little Indian, readily, “not in the dark, I
hear your voice—the old voice; I feel your touch—the old
touch; but I see not your eye, Sefior Commandante. That
only I fear—and that, O sefior, O my father,” said the
child, lifting her little arms towards his—“that I know is
not thine own!”

The Commander shuddered'and turned away. Then,
recovering mself, he kissed Paquita gravely on the fore-
head and bade her retire. A few hours later, when silence
had fallen upon the Presidio, he sought his own couch and
slept peacefully.

t about the middle watch of the-night a dusky figure
crept through the low embrasure of the Commander's
apartment. Other figures were flitting through the parade
ground, which the Commander might have seen had he
not slept so quietly. The intruder stepped noiselessly to
the 'couch and hstened to the sleeper’s deep-drawn inspira-
tion. Something glittered in the firehght as the savage
hfted his arm; another moment and the sore perplexities of
Hermenegildo Salvatierra would have been over, when
suddenly the savage started and fell back in a paroxysm
of terror. The Commander slept peacefully, but his right

+ ey, widely opened, fixed and unaltered, glared coldly on
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.- the would-be assassin. The man fell to the earth in 2 fit,
and the noise. awoke the sleeper. . -
“To rise*to his_feet; grasp his sword, and deal blows
. - thick and fast upon -the” mutinous _savages who now
: . thronged the room was the work 'of a ‘moment. Help op-
portunely arrived, and undisciplined Indians were speedily
driven beyond the walls, but 1n the scuffle the Commander
" ~received a blow tipon his right eye, and, lifting his hand .
" to that mysterious oigan, it was gone. Never again was it
" - _found, and never again, for bale or bliss, did it adorn the
- right .orbit of -thé Commander. - ‘
: _~With it passed away-the épell that had fallen- upon_
"« San Carlos- The rain yeturned to invigoraté the langmd
soil,. harmony. was restored between priest and soldier, -
_ . .ihe green grass ‘presently waved over the sere hillsides,
the children flocked agamn to the side of their martial pre-
ceptor, a Te Deum.was sung in-the Mission Church,
» _'and pastoral content once more smiled upon the gentle”
- valleys of San Carlos. And-far. southward: crept ‘the Gen-
- eral Court with its master,” Peleg Scudder, trafficking in:
, beads and peltnies with the Indians, and offering glass eyes,
. wooden legs, and other Boston notions to the c%nefs.

-



NOTES BY FLOOD'AND FIELD

PArT I——h} THE FIELD

It was near the close of an October day that I began to be
disagreeably conscious of the Sacramento Valley. I had
been riding smce sunrise, and my course through the de-
pressing monotony of the long level landscape affected me
more like a dull dyspeptic dream than a business journey,
performed under, that sincerest of natural phenomena—a
California_sky. The recurring stretches of brown and
baked fields, the gaping fissures in the dusty trail, the hard
outline of the distant hills, and the herds of slowly moving
cattle, seemed like features of some ghttering stereoscopic
picture that never changed. Active exercise might have
removed this feeling, but my horse by some subtle in-
stinct had long since given up all ambitious effort, and
had lapsed into a dogged- trot. -

It was autumn, but not the season suggested to the At-
lantic reader under that title; The sharply defined bound-
aries of the wet and dry seasons were prefigured in the
clear outlines of the distant hills, In the dry atmosphere the
decay of vegetation was too rapid for the slow hectic which
overtakes an Eastern landscape, or else Nature was too
]szactical for such thin disguises. She merely tumned the

ippocratic face-to the spectator, with the old diagnosis of -
Death in her sharp, contracted features. ] ]

In the contemplation of such.a prospect there was little
to excite any but a morbid fancy. There were no clouds
in the flinty blue heavens, and the setting of the sun was
accomtianied with as little ostentation as was consistent
with the dryly prachcal atmosphere. Darkness soon fol-
lowed, with'a rising wind, whiclg increased as the shadows
deepened on the plam. The fringe of alder by the water-
course began to loom up as I urged my horse forward. A
half-hour’s active spurnng brought me to_a cormal, and a
little beyond a house, so low and broad it seemed at first
to be half-buried n the earth. .

My second impression was that it had grown out of the -
soil, like some monstrous vegetable, its dreary proportions
were so in keeping with the vast prospect. There were no
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" “tecesses along.its toughly boarded walls for vagrant and -
. unprofitableeshadows™ to lurk in the daily ‘sunshine No ™
projection for thé wind by night to grow musical over, to
wai};'whistle, or whisper to; only'a long wooden shelf
containing a chilly-looking tin basin and a bar of soap.”Its
uncurtained- windows were red- with "the sinking sun, as
though bloodshot and’inflamed from a too-long unlidded
existence. The tracks of-cattle led to its front door, firmly.
closed against the ratthng wind. ._<." - .- . . . .
- To-avoid being confounded with this familiar element,
I walked to-the rear of the house; which was connected
with a smaller building by .a slight platform. A grizzled,-
hard-faced old man was standing there, and met my saluta-
tion with a'look of inquiry, and without spéaking, led the
way to the principal - room. As L entered, !%ur oung men
who- were reclining. by. the-fire Slightly altered their ath-
tudes -of -perfect repose, but beyond-that betrayed neither_
~curiosity nor interest. A hound started from a dark comer _
“with a-grow], but was immedsately kicked by the old man
into obscurity, and silenced again. I can’t tell why, but I
instantly-received the mmptession that for a long fime the
group by -the fire thad not_uttered' a word or moved a .~
muscle.” Taking a seat, I briefly stated my -business. .
Woas a-United States surveyor. Had come on account of
the Espifitu Santo Rancho. Wanted to correct the; éxterior
- boundaries -of township lines, so as to connect with the
near exteriors of private grants. There had been.some in-
tervention to the old survey bya Mr. Tryan who had pre-
~empted adjacent—=settled land warrants,” interrupted the
%1'd ‘rr;a?x,r}: “Ah;.yes! Land warrants—and then this was Mr. -
an?”™ A R
“had spoken- mechanigally, for I was pieoccupied in
connecting- othér public lines with private surveys as I
-looked n-his face. It was certainly. a-hard-face, and re. -
minded me of the singular effect of that muming operation
known as “‘ground sluicing”; the harder lines of underlying
character were exposed, and what were once plastic curves
and soft "outlines were obliterated by- some - powerful
agency. - - T A ]
. There was a dryfiess in his voice not unhke.the prevail- -
ing atmosphere of the-valley, as he launched into an ex
-parte-statement of the contest, with a fluency, which, like
the wind without, showed frequent and unrestrained ex-
pression. He told me—what I had already learned—that the
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boundary linc of the old Spanish grant was a ereck, de-
scribed in the loose phrasc:ologgy of the desentt as beginning
in the valda or skirt of the hill) its preaise localion long the
subject of litigation, T listened and answered with hitle
interest, for my mind was stil distracted by the wind
which swept violently by the house, as well as by hic odd
face, which was again refiected in the resemblance that the
silent group by the fire bore toward him, e was still taik-
ing, and the wind was yet blowing, when my confused at-
tention was aroused by a remark addressed to the
recumbent fignres,

“Now, then, which on ye'll see the stranger up the creck
{o Altascar’s, tomorrow?’ . '

There was a general movement of opposition in the
group, but no decided answer.

“Kin you go, Kerg?”

“Who's to look up stock in Strarberry peravie?”

This seemed to imply a negative, and the old man
turned to another hopeful, who was pulling the fur
from a mangy bearskin on which he was Iying, with an ox-
pression as gJmugh it were somebody’s hair,

“Well, Tom, wot’s to hinder you from goin'?”

“Mam’s goin’ to Brown's store at sunup, and 1 s'poce
I've got to pack her and the baby agin”

1 think the cxpression of scorn this unferfunate vouth
exhibited for the filial duty into which he had becn cvi-
dently beguiled was one of the finest things I had ever
seen. | -

“Wise?”

Wise deigned no verbal reply, but fiuratively thrust a
worn and patched boot into the discourse. The old man
flushed quickly.,

“I told yc to get Brown to give you a pair the last time
you war down the river.”

‘Said he wouldn't without’en order. Said it was like
pulling gum teeth to get the money from you even then™

"There was a gnm smile at this local hit at the old man's
parsimony, and Wise, who was clearly the-privileged wit of
thc‘:‘ family, sank back in honorable retirement.

Well, Joe, ef your boots are new, and you aren’t pes-
tered with wimmin and children, p'r'aps you'll go,” said
Tryan, with a_nervous twitching, intended for a smile,
about a_mouth not remarkably mirthful.

Tom hfted a pair of bushy eyebrows, and said shortly:
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“Got no saddle.”

“Wot's gone of your, saddle?”

“Kerg; there”—indicating his brother with a look such
as Cam might have wom at the sacrifice.

“You he!” returned Kerg, cheerfully. L

Tryan sprang to us feet, sewizing the chair, flourishing it
around his head and gazing furiously in the hard young
faces which fearlessly met his own. But it was only for a
moment; his arm soon dropped by his side, and a ook of
hopeless fatality-crossed his face. He allowed me to take
the chair from his hand, and I was trying to pacify him
by the assurance that I required no gwmde when the ir-
repressible Wise again lifted his voice:

“Theer's George comin’l why don’t ye ask him? He'll
go and intfoduce you to Dori Fernandy's darter, too, ef
you ain't pertickler.” o

The laugh which followed this joke, which evidently had
some domestic allusion (the general tendency of rural
pleasantry), was followed dy a hight step on the platform,
and the young man entered. Seeing a stranger present, he
stopped and colored, made a shy salute and colored again,
and then, drawing a box from the comer, sat down, his
__hands clasped lightly together and his very handsome
bright blue eyes turned frankly on mine.

thaps I was m a condition to recewve the romantic
impression he made upon me, and I took it upon myself
o ask his company as guide, and he cheerfully assented.
But some domestic duty called hum presently away.

. The fire-gleamed brightly on the hearth, and, no longer
resisting the prevailing influence, I silently watched the
S{)urting flame, listening to the wind which continually
shook the tenement. Besides the one chair which had
acquired a mew imporfance 1 my eyes, I presently dis-
covered a crazy table in one comer, with an ink bottle and
}nen; the Iatter in that greasy state of decomposition pecul-
1ar to country taverns and farmhouses. A goodly array of
rifles and double-barreled guns stocked the comer; half a
dozen saddles and blankets lay neas, with a nmld flavor of
the horse about them. Some deer and bear skins completed
the inventory. As I sat there, with the silent group .
around me, the shadowy gloom wathin and the dominant
wimd without, 1 found it dificult to beheve I had ever
known a different existence My profession had often led
me to wilder. scenes, but rarely among those whose un-
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restrained habits and easy unconsciousness made me feel
so lonely and uncomfortable. I shrank closer to mysclf,
not without grave doubts—which I think occur naturally
to people in like situations—that this was the gencral
rule of humamty, and 1 was a solitary and somewhat
gratuitous excephion. - .

It was a rehef when a lacomc announcement of supper
by a weak-eyed girl caused a general movement in the”
farmly. We walked across the dark platform, which led to
another low-ceiled room. Its cntire length wa$ occupicd
by a table, at the farther efid of which a weak-eyed woman -
was already taking her repast‘as she at the same time gave
nounshment to a weak-eyed baby. As the formalitics of
introduction had been dispensed with, and as she took no
notice of me, I was enabled to shp into a scat without
discomposing or mterrupting her Tryan extemporized a
grace, and the attention of the family became absorbed
bacon, potatoes, and dried apples.

The meal was a simcere one Gentle gurghngs at the
upper end of the table often betrayed the presence of
the “wellspring of pleasure ” The conversation generally
referred to the labors of the day, and comparing notes as
to the whereabouts of missing stock Yet the supper was
such a vast improvement upon the previous intellectual
feast that when a chance allusion of mine to the business
of my visit brought out the elder Tryan, the interest grew

uite excaiting. 1 remember he nveighed bitterly agamst

1e system of ranchholding by the “greasers,” as he was-
pleased to term the native Califormians. As the same
wdeas have been sometimes advanced under more pre-
tentious circumstances, they may be worthy of record. -
- “Look at ’'em holdin’ the finest grazin” land that ever
lay outer doors. Whar's the papers for it? Was it grants?
Mighty fine grants—most of ’em made arter the "Mem-
kans. got possession More fools the "Mernkans for lettin’
‘em hold 'em. Wat paid for 'em? "Memkan blood and
money. - - -
. “Didn’t they oughter have suthin’ out of  their native
country””Wot for? Did they ever‘improve? Got a lot of
- yaller-skinned diggers, not so sensible as niggers to look
arter .stock, and they-a sittin~ home and smokin’. With
thewr gold and silver candlesticks, and missions, and cruci-

fixens, priests and graven idols, and sich? Them sort -
things wurent allowed 1 Mizzoon.”
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At the mention of improvements, I involuntarily lifted
my eyes, and met the half laughing, half embarrassed look
of George. The act did not escape detection, and I had at
once the satisfaction of seeing that the rest of the family
had formed an offensive alliance aganst us. -

“ITt was agin Nater, and agin God,” added Tryan. “Gad
never intended gold in the rocks to be made into heathen
candlesticks and crucifixens. That’s why he sent "Merrikans
here. Nater .never mtended such a climate for lazy lopers.
She never gin six months’ sunshine to be slept and smoked
away.>- )

- I-f:)w long he continued and with what further.illustra-
tion I could not say, for I took an early Opc}laortunity to

" escape to the sitting-room. I was soon followed by George,
who called me to an open door leading to 4 smaller room,_
and pointed to a bed.

“You'd better sleep there tonight,” he said; “you’ll be
more comfortable, and I'll call you early.”

‘I thanked him, and would have asked him several
questions which were then troubling me, but he shyly

- shpped to the door and vanished. ’

A shadow seemed to fall on the room when he had
gone. The -“boys” returned, one by one, and 'shuffled to
their old places. A larger log was-thrown on the fire, and
the huge climney glowed %ike a furnace, but it did not
seem-to melt or subdue a single line of the hard faces that

-it lit. In half an hour later, the furs which had served as’
. chairs by day undertook the nightly office of mattresses,
and each received its owner’s full-length figure. Mr. Tryan
had -not returned, and I missed George. I sat there until,
wakeful and nervous, I saw the fire fall and shadows mount
the wall. There was no sound but the rushmg of the wind
and the snoring of the sleepers. At last, feeling the place
insu%portable, I seized my hat and opening the door, ran
out briskly into the night. )

‘The acceleration of my torpid pulse in the keen fight
with the wind, whose violence was almost equal to that of

.- a tornado, and the familiar faces of the bnight stars above
me, I felt as a blessed relief. T ran not knowing whither,
and when I halted, the square outline of the iouse was
lost in the alder bushes. An uninterrupted plain stretched
before me, like a vast sea beaten’ flat by the force of the
gale. As I kept on I noticed a slight clevation toward
the horizon, and presently my progress was impeded by the
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ascent of an Indian mound. It struck me forcibly as re-
~ sembling an 1sland m the sea. Its height gave me a better
view of the expanding plaint But even here I found no
rest. The ndiculous interpretation Tryan had given the
chmate was somehow sung in my ears, and echoed in my
throbbing pulse as; guided by the star, I sought the house
again. - -
’gBut I felt fresher and more natural as I stepped upon
the platform. The door-of the lower building was oper,
and the old mar was sitting beside the table, thumbing the
leaves of a Bible with a look mn hus face as though he were
hunting up prophecies agamst -the “Greaser.”. .1 turned
to enter, but my attention was attracted by a blanketed -
figure lying beside the house, on the platform. The broad
chest heaving with healthy slumber, and the open, honest
face were familiar. It was George,’ who had given up his .
bed to the stranger among his people. I was about to wake _
him, but he lay so peaceful and quiét, I felt awed and
hushed. And 1 went to ‘bed with a pleasant impression of
his handsome face and tranquil figure soothing me to sleep.

I was awakened the next morning from’ a sense of lulled
. tepose and grateful silence by the cheery voice of George,
wﬁo stood beside my bed, ostentatiously twirling a rata,
as if to recall-the duties of the day to my sleep-bewnldered ™
eyes. I looked around nie The wind had been magcall
laid, and the sun -shone warmly through the windows.
" dash of cold water, with am extra chill on from the tin -
. basin, helped to brighten me. It was still- early. but the ~
family had-already breakfasted-and dispersed, and a wagon’
winding far.in the distance showed tﬁat the unfortunate
‘Tom had already “packed™ lus relatives away. I' felt . more
__ cheerful—there are few troubles Youth cannot distance
~-with the start. of a good night's rest. After a_substantial
breakfast, prepared by George, in a few moments we were
mourited and dashing down .the plain, L. -
- -We followed the Iine of aldet that defined the creek,
- now ‘dry and baked witli summer's heat, but which in
. winter, George told me, overflowed its banks. I still retain
a viid impression of that morning’s ride, the far-off
motintains, hike silhouettes, against the steel-blue sky, the
crisp dry air, and the expanding trdck before me, animated - -
often by the well-kmt figure of George Tryan, musical
with jingling spurs and pictmesque with-flymg nata. He -
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rode a powerful native roan, wild-eyed, untiring-in stride
and unbroken.in nature, Alas! the curves of beauty were
concealed by the cumbrous machillas of the Spanish sad- -
dle, which levels all equine distinctions. The single rem
lay loosely on-the cruel bit that can gripe, and if need be,
crush the jaw it controls. ~ - )
Again the illimitable freedom of the valley rises before
me, as we again bear down-into sunlit space Can this be
" “Chu Chu,” staid and respectable filly of American pedi-
gree—Chu- Chu, forgetful of plank roads and cobblestones,
wild with “excitement, twmkling Her small white feet
beneath me? George laughs out of a cloud of dust. “Give
her her head; don’t you see she likes 1t?” and Chu Chu’
seems to like it, and whether bittén by native tarantula
into native barbarism or emulous of the roan, “blood”
asserts itself; and in 2 moment the peaceful servitude of
years is beaten out iu the music of her clattering hoofs.
The creek widens to a deep gully. We dive mto it and ﬁ})
on the opposite side, carrying a moving cloud of impal-
pable powder with us. Cattle are scattered over the plain, -
grazing quietly or banded together. in vast restless Eerds.
George makes a wide, indefimite sweep with the riata, as.
lfO to mclude them all 1 his vaquero’s loop,- and says,
N 19 urs!” B ~
.« “About how many, George?” -
“Don’t know.” -~ ]
“How- many?” _ B
~ “Well, gg’aps three thousand head,” says George, re-
flecting. “We don’t know, takes five men-to look 'em up
_and keep run.”- . )
“What are they worth?”
“About thirty dollars a head”, - - .
I make a rapid calculation, and look my astonishment at
_-the laughing George. Perhaps a recollection of the domes-
tic economy of the Tryan household 15 expressed in that
look, for George averts his eye and says, apologetically: -
~ “T've tried to get the old man to sell and buld, but -
you know he says it ain’t no -use to settle down, just yet.
We must keep movin’, In fact, he built the shanty for .
that purpose, lest titles should fall through, and we'd -
-have to get up and move stakes further ‘down.”
Suddenly his quick eye detects some unusual sight in
. a herd we are passing, and with an exclamation he puts
his Toan into the center of the mass. I follow, or rather

~—
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Chu Chu darts after the roan, and in a few moments
we are in the midst of apparently inextricable horns and
hoofs. “Toro!” shouts George, with vaquero enthusiasm,
and the band opens a way for the swinging riata. I can
- feel their steaming breaths, and their spume is cast on

Chu Chu’s quivering flank. -

Wild, devihsh-looking beasts are they, not such shapes
as Jove might have chosen to woo a goddess, nor such
as peacefully range the downs of Devon, but lean and
hungry Cassius-like bovines, economically got up to meet
the exigencies of a six months’ rainless” climate,-and ac-
customed to wrestle with the distracting wind and the
blinding dust. -

“That’s not our brand,” says George; “they’re strange
stock,” and he points to what my scientific eye recognizes
. as the astrological sign of Venus deeply seared in the
brown flanks of the bull he 1s chasing. But the herd are -
closing round us with low muttenings, and George has
again recourse to the authoritative “Toro,” and with
swinging nata divides the “bossy bucklers” on either side.
When we are free, and breathmig somewhat more easily,
I venture to ask George if they ever attack anyone.

“Never horsemen—sometimes -footmen. Not _through
rage, you know,-but curiosity. They think a man and his
horse are one, and if they meet a chap afoot, they un
him down and trample him under hoof, in the pursuit
of knowledge. But,”-adds George, “here’s the lower bench
of the foothills, and here’s Altascar’s corral, and that
white building you sée yonder 1s the casa.”

A whitewashed wall enclosed a court containing an-
other adobe building, baked wath the solar beams “of
many summers. Leaving our horses in the charge of a -
few peons in the courtyard, who were basking lazily in
the sun, we entered a Jow doorway, where a deep shadow
and an- agreeable coolness fell upon us, as sudden and
grateful as a plunge in cool water, from its contrast with
the ‘external glare and heat. In the center of a low-ceiled
apartment sat an old man with a black-silk handkerchief
tied about his head, the few gray hairs that escaped from
its folds relieving hus gamboge-colored face. The odor of
cigarritos was as incense, added to the cathedral gloom
of ft\lslesbuildgxlg. . T S .

efior Altascar rose with well-bred gravity to receive
-us, George advanced with such a heigh%er:negy color, -and
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such a blending of tenderness and-respect 1n his manner,
that I was touched to the heart by so much devotion in
the careless youth. In fact, my eyes were still dazzled by the
effect of the outer sunshine, and at first I did not see the
white teeth and black eyes of Pepita, who slipped into
the corridor as we entered. ) ]
It was no pleasant matter to disclose particulars of busi-
ness which wotild "deprive the old senor of the greater
part of that land we had just ridden over, and I did it
with gréat embarrassment. But he hstened calmly—not a
muscle of his dark face stirnng—and the smoke curling
lacidly from his lips showed his regular respiration. When

_? had finished, he offered quietly to accompany us to the
line of demarcation. George had meanwhile disappeared,
but a suspicious conversation in broken Spanish and Eng-
tish, m the corridor, betrayed his vicimty. When he re-
tumned agam, a Little absent-minded, the old-man, by far
the coolest and most self-possessed of the ifaﬂ:y, extin-
guished his blacksilk cap beneath that stiff, uncomely
sombrero which all native Californians affect. A serape

“thrown over his shoulders hinted that he was waiting.
Horses are always ready saddled in Spanish ranchos, and
i half an hour from the time of our arnval we were again
“loping” in the staring sunlight.

. But not as cheerfully as before. George and myself were
weighed down by restraint, and Altascar was gravely quiet.
To break the silence, and by way of a consolatory essay,
I-hinted to him that there mught be further interven-
tion or appeal, but the proffered o1l and wine were returned
with a careless shrug of the shoulders and a sententious
“Que bueno?—Your-courts are always just.” .

The Indian mound of the previous might’s discovery
was a bearing monument of the new hine, and there we .
halted. We were surpnsed to find the old man Tryan
waiting us. For the first time during our mterview the old
Spamard seemed moved, and the blood rose in his yellow

. cheek. I was anxious to close the scene, and pomted out-
the corner-boundaries as clearly as my recollection served.

- “The deputies will be here tomorrow to run the lines
from this initial point, and there will be no further
trouble, I beheve, gentlemen.™

Sefior Altascar had dismounted and was gathering a

- few tufts-of dned grass mn his-hands. George and I ex-

changed glances. He presently arose from his stooping
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osture, and advancing to within a few paces of Joseph
li‘ryan, said, in & voice broken” with passion: )

‘And I, Fernando_Jesus Maria Altascar; put you in
possession of my land in the fashion of my country.

He threw a sod to cach.of the cardinal points.

“] don’t know your courts, your judges, or your cor-
regidores. Take the Ilanol—and take this with it. May the
drought seize your cattle till their tongues hang down as
long as those of your lymg lawyers! May it be the.curse
and torment of your old age, as you and yours have made
it of minel” ' o e

We stepped between the principal dctors in this scene,
which only the passion of Altascar made tragical, but Tryan,
with a humility but 1l concealing lus triumph, mterrupted: -

“Let hum curse on He'll find "em coming home to him
sooner than the cattle he hds lost through his sloth and
pride. The Lord 15 on the side of the just, as well as agin
all slanderers and revilers.” \ ) .

Altascar but half guessed the meaning of the Missourian,
-yet sufficiently to drive from his mind all but the extrava-
gant power of his native anvective.. - .

~ “Stealer of the Sacrament!-Open notl—open not, I say,
your lying, Judas lips to me! Ahl half-breed, with the soul
of a coyotel—Car-r-r-rambal” - C

With s passion reverberating among the consonants
Iike distant thunder, he laid his hand upon the mane of
his horse as though it had been the gray locks of his ad-
- versary, swung himself into the saddle and galloped away.

George turned to me: )

“Will you go back with us tonight?” - ~ - )

1 thought of the cheerless walls, the silent figures by
the fire, and the roaring wind, and hesitated. -

< >

“Well -then, ‘good-by.” . - -~

“Good-by, George.”? =~ - -

_ Another wring of the hands, and we parted I had not
' ridden far when I turned and looked back. The wind had
nisen early that afternoon, and was already sweeping across
the plain. A cloud of dust traveléd before it, and a pictur-
esque figure occasionally emerging therefrom was my last
indistinct impression of George Tryan. -

H
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' Part II—Ix 1HE FLroop ., AN

‘Tarex months dfter “the survey of. the Espiritu Santo’"
-Rancho, I was:again inthe valley of the Sacramento. But |
a general.dnd_terrible visitation had erased the memory
* of that event as coinpletely as I'supposed.it had obliterated
the boundary monuments I had planted. The great flood
of 1861-62 was at its height when, obeying some indefimite -
yearning, I took ‘my cdrpetbag and ‘embarked for the m-
.undated valley. ... ; .o o7 N~ i
< “Thére was nothing’to be seen from the bright cabin.
- windows of the Golden City but night deepening over the -.
- water” The only scund was the pattering-rain, and that
-had grown monotonous: for the fast two_weeks, -and did
- not disturb the.national gravity of my countrymen as they .
. silently -sat around the cabm stove. Soine.op errands of -
‘relief to friends and relatives wore anxious .faces,. and
converséd soberly on the one absorbing .topic. Otheis, like
myself, attracted by .curiosity listenéd eagerly-to -newer
. details. But with that human disposition to seize upon any
circumnstance that might give chiance event the exaggerated |
importance of .instinct; I wa$ half-conscious of something
' more than turnosity as an ampelling 'motive, -
' -The drippmg-of ramn, the low’ gurgle of water, and a
leaden sky ‘greeted us the next morning as we lay beside
“ the half-submerged-levee of Sacramento. Here, however,
-the novelty of boats to convey us to the.hotels was an
-appeal that was irresistible. I'resigned myself to a dripping
- rabber-cdsed mamnner called “Joe,”.and, wrapping myself
-. in a shining cloak of the like material, abott as suggestive
- of warmth as .court plaster might have -Been, took my
- seat in the stern sheets of us boat. It was no slight inward
struggle to part from the stedmer that to most of the pas- .-
- -sengers was the only, visible connecting link between us
- and _the dry habitable earth, but we pulled away and
?ntered the city, stemming'a rapid-current as we shot the -
devee, " -7 o T T Lo S
‘We glided up the long level of K Street—once a cheer-
ful, busy thoroughfare, now distfessing in its silent deso-
. lation. The turbid -water which seemed to meet the < -
. horizon edge before s flowed at nght angles m sluggish +
-11vers ‘through the ‘streets. Nature had revenged herself on -
" the local taste by -disarraying the regular rectangles by
buddling houses on street ‘corners, where they presented -
- 137 / s
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abrupt gables to the current, or by capsizing them in com-
pact ruin. Crafts of all kinds were g iding in and out of
low-arched doorways. The water was over the top of the
fences surrounding well-kept gardens, in the first stories
of hotels and private dwellings, trailing 1ts slime on velvet
carpets as well as roughly boarded floors. And a silence
quite as suggestive as the visible desolation. was in_the
voiceless streets that no longer echoed to carriage wheel
or footfall. The low npple of water, the occasional splash
of oars, or the warning cry of boatmen were the few signs
of life and habstation. )

With such scenes before my eyes and such sounds in
my ears, as 1 lie lazily in the boat, is mingled the song
of my gondolier who sings to-the music of his oars. It 1s
not quite as romantic as his brother of {he Lido might
improvise, it my Yankee “Giuseppe” has the advantage
of earnestness and energy, and gives a graphic description
of the terrors of the past week and of noble deeds of self-
* sacrifice and devotion, occasionally pomnting out a balcony
from which some California Bianca or Laura had been
snatched, half-clothed and famished. Giuseppe is other-
wise peculiar, and refuses the proffered fare, for—am I not
a citizen of San Francisco, which was first to respond to
the suffering cry of Sacramento? and is not he, Giuseppe,
a member of the Howard Society? No! Giuseppe is poor,
but cannot take my money. Still, if I must spend it, there
is the Howard Society, and the women and children with-
out food and clothes at the Agnicultural Hall.

I thank the generous gondolier, and we go to the Hall—
a dismal, bleak place, ghastly with the memones of last
year’s opulence and, plenty, and_here Giuseppe's fare is
swelled by the stranger’s mite. But here Guseppe tells
me of the “Relief Boat” which leaves for the flooded
district in the interior, and here, profiting by the lesson
he has taught me, I make the resolve to turn my curiosity
to the account of others, and am accepted of those who
go forth to succor and help the afflicted. Giuseppe takes
charge of my carpetbag, and does not part from me until
I stand on the slippery déck of “Relef Boat No. 3.”

An hour later I am in the mlothouse, looking down
upon what was once the channel of a peaceful river. But
its banks are only defined by tossing tufts of willow
washed -by the long swell that breaks over a_vast inland
sea. Stretches of “tule” land fertilized by its once regular
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channd and dotted by fourishing ranchos are now eleanly
erased, The cultivated profile of the old landscape had
faded. Dotted lines in syromielrical perspective mark or
chards that are buned and chilled in the {urbid flood, The
roofs of a few fanuhouses aie visible, and here and there
the smoke curling from chimneys of half-submerged tene-
ments shows an undaunted life within. Cattle aud sheep
“are gatheied on Indian-mounds waiting the fate of thar
companions whose carcasses drift by us, or swing in eddics
with the wrecks of barns and outhouses. Wagons are
stranded everywhere where the' tide could carry them. As
I wipe the moistened glass, T sce nothing but water, patter-
ing on the deck from the lowering clouds, dashing against
the window, dripping from the willows, hissing by the
wheels, everywhere washing, coiling, sapping. hurrying in
rapids, or swelling at last into deeper and vaster lakes, awful
in their suggestive quict and concealment.

* As day fades into night the monotony. of this strange
prospect grows oppressive, 1 seek the engine room, and
m the company of some of the few half-drowned sufferers
we have already picked up from temporary rafts, T forget
the geneial aspect of desolation in their individual misery.
Later we meet the San Francisco packel, and transfer a
number of our. passengers. From them we lcarn how in-
ward-bound vesscls report to have struck the well-defined
channel of the Sacramento, hfty miles beyond the bar,
There is a voluntary contribution taken among the genernus
travelers for the use of our afflicted, and we part company
! with a hearly “Godspeed” on cither side. But our signal
lights are nol far distani beforc a familiar sound comes
back to us—an mdomitable Yankee checr—which scatlers
the gloom. " ] '

QOur course-is allered, and we are stcaming over the
obliterated banks far in the interior. Once or twice black
objects loom up near us—the wrecks of houses fioating by,
There is a slight vift in the sky toward the north, anda
{ew bearing stars to guide us over the waste. As we pene-
trate into shallower water, it is decmed advisable to divide
our party into smaller boats, and diverge over the sub-
merged }mxrie. 1 borrow 2 peacoal of one of the ciew,
and in that practical disguise am doubtfully permitted to
pass 1nto onc of ‘the boals, We give way northerdy, Tt is
guite dark ;'(:t, although the rift of cloud has widened.

It must have been about three o'dock, and we were
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lying upon our oars in an eddy formed by a clump of
cottonwood, and the light of the steamer is a solitary,
bright star in the distance, when the silence 15 broken by
the “bow oar”’:

“Light ahead.” K U ‘ -

All eyes are turned in that direction. In a few seconds
a twinkling light appears, shines steadily, and again dis-
appears as if by the shifting position of some black object
apparently drifting close upon us. ) : -

“Stern, all; a steamer!l” .

“Hold hard therel Steamer be damned!” is the reply of
the coxswain. “It’s a house, and a big one too.”

It is a big one, looming m the starlight like a huge
fragment of the darkness. The light comes from a smée
candle, which shines through a window as the great shape
swings, by. Some recollection is dunfting back to me with
it as I listen with beating heart. -

“There's someone in it, by heavens! Give way, boys—
lay her alongside, Hanidsomely, now! The door’s fastencd;
try the window; nol here’s another!”

In another moment we are trampling in the water which
washes the floor to the depth of several inches. It is a
large room, at the farther end of which an old man is
sitting wrapped in a blanket, holding a candle in one hand,
and ap{)arently absorbed in the book he holds with the
other. I sprng toward him with an exclamation:

“Joseph Tryan!” - .

He does not move. We gather closer to him, and I lay
my hand gently on his shoulder, and say:~

“Look up, old man, look Lgl Your wif}é and children,
where are they? The boys—George! Are they here? are
they safe?” e "

He raises his head slowly, and turns Lis eyes to mine,
and we involuntanly recoil before l$ look: It is a calm
and quiet glance, free from fear, anger, or pain; but it
somehow sends the blood curdling through our veins. He

bowed his head over his book agam, takimg no further
,notice of us. The men look at me compassionately, and
hol‘d their peace. I make one more effort; '
“Joseph 'T'tyan, don’t you know me? the surveyor who
surve;xed your ranch—the Espintu Santo? Look “up, old
.man
He shuddered and wrapped himself closer in his blanket.
. Presently he repeated to himself “The surveyor who sur-
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veyed your ranch—Espiritu Santo” over and over again,

as  though it_were a lesson he was trymng to fix in his

memory.. ° Pt . o
I'was turning sadly to the boatmen when he suddenly

caught 1?6 fearfully~by the hand and said:' = ..

P us !’7 “oo0 e - N Lo I - . -

g

~

Wewere sllent. . - -7 " T -0 - -
- "“Lasten!” He puts his arm'around my neck and whispers
.in my ear, “I'm a moving off/” . Co. R

“Mowving- off?”™ - - - s
" “Hush! Don’t-speak so loud. Moving off. Ah! wot’s that? .
" Don't you hear?—there! listen!”. ST
"“We listen, and-hear the water gurgle and click.beneath

Cthefloor” o T - e oL 0o
. “It's them. wot he sent!l—Old Altascar sent. They've -

been here all night. T heard "em Tfirst in- the creek, when

. they cameé to.tell the old man to move farther off. They

came-nearer ‘and nearer. They- whispered under the door,

and I'saw their eyes on the step—their cruel,"hard eyes.
. Ah,why don't they quit?”. . . L e
* 1 tell the men to search the room and-see if they can-

find any-further traces of the-family, while Tryan resumes
~his-old athitude. Tt is So ‘much like the figure I remémber
~ on the breezy night that a superstitious feeling 1% fast over-
coming.me. When thiey have returned, I tell them briefly

-what 1 know of-hiim, and the old man murmurs agamm: _,

- “Why don't they_quit, then? They have the stock—all

: %t_)txzejl—gone; gone, for the hides and hoofs,” and he groans

1tterly. e T e - e

. “There are other. boats_below us.”The shanty cannot -

<-have drifted far, and perhaps the family aré safe by this

_time,” says the coxswaimn, hopefully.” >~ - ' =~

We hLft the old man up, {or he is quite helpless, and

_ carry him to. the boat. He 15 still grasping' the ‘Bible-in his

- right hand, though its strengthening grace 1s blank to his
_~ vacant ‘eye, -and he cowers, in the stern as we pull slowly

to the steamer while a pale gleam-in the sky shows the °
coming day.” -~ -~ = T ¢ L -

~ I was weary with excitement, and when we reached the

" steamer,. and -1 had- seen Joseph Tryan cémfortably be-
stowed, 1. wrapped myself in a blanket near the boiler and ~
presently fell asléep. But even then the figure of the old
man- often started before me, and a sense of uneasiness
about George made a strong undercurrent to my drifting

P



142 SELECTED STORIES OF BRET HARTE

dreams. | was awakened at about eight o'clock in the
morning by the engincer, who told me onc of the old
man’s sons had been picked up and was now on board.

“Is it George Tryan?” I ask quickly. o

“Don’t know; but he’s a sweet one, whoever he is,

adds the engmeecr, with a smile at some luscious remem-
brance. “You'll find him for'ard.”

~ 1 hurry to the bow of the boat, and find, not George,
but the repressible Wise, sitting on a coil of-fope, &
little dirtier and rather more dilapidated than I can re-
-member having seen him. o

He is examning, with apparent admiration, some rough,
dry clothes that have been put out for Ius disposal, I
cannot help thinking that circumstances have somewhat
exalted his usual cheerfulness. He puts me at my ease by
at once addressing me: |

“These are high old times, ain’t they? I say, what do
ou reckon’s become o’ them thar bound’'ry moniments
you stuck? Ah!”

The pause which succeeds this outburst 4s the effect
of a spasm of admiration at a pair of high boots, which,
by great exertion, he has at last pulled on his fect.

“g) youw've picked up the ole man in the shanty, clean
crazy? He must have been soft to have stuck there instead
0 leavin’. with the old woman. Didn’t know me from
Adam, took me for George!”

At this affecting instance of patemnal forgetfulness, Wise
was evidently divided between amusement and chagrin. 1
’gok advantage of the contending emotions to ask about

eorge. - ceme

“Dont know whar he is! If he’d tended stock instead '

of runnming about the prairde, packin’ off wimmin and
children, he might have saved suthin He lost every hoof
and hide, I'll bet a cooky! Say you,” to a passing boatman,
“when are {ou goin’ to give us some grub? 'm hun
nough to skin and eat a hoss. Reckon I'll turn butcher
when things is dried up, and save hides, homs, and taller.”

I could not but admire this indomitable energy, which
under softer climatic influences might have borne such
goodly fruit. ) -

“Have you any idea what you'll do, Wise?” T ask. -

Th‘:}zr’ ain't much to da now,” says the practical young

man. “I'll have to lay over a spell, I reckon, til things
comes straight. The land ain’t worth much now, and won't

£Y ¢
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" be, I dessay; for Some time. Wonder whar the ole man'll

.drive stakes next.” = . - - o :
~“T meant as to your father and George, Wise.” o
_ “Oh, the'old man and I'll goion.to ‘Miles’s,” whar Tom -

- packed the old woman.and babies last week. George'll

_.tumn up somewhar atween, this and Altascar’s ef -he ain’t
‘tharmow.s- — - . ;. .0 . e .

.+ I ask how_the-Altascars-have suffered. | ; -
““Well, I reckon he ain’t lost much in stock. I shouldn’t’
wonder if George. helped him drive ‘em up the foothills. .

And .his casa’s ﬁmilt«tqo high,” Oh,. thar ain’t any water
-thar, you bet.- Ah,” says Wise, with reflective admiration,

" “those greasers mn"t_—tie ‘darned fools people thinks 'em.

- Tl bet thar ain’t one swarnped out in all "ér Californy.”
_ But the appearance of. grub” -cut' this: thapsody short. -
- - “I'shall*keep on a hitle farther,” I say, “and try to find
. George.”, - oM -

- Wise stared a'moment’ at this eccentricity until a new

- light dawned upon him. -. .~ , BRI "

“I"don’t think, you'll savé much. What's_the percentage

-——workin’ on shares, eh!”. - = - o

I answer tiat-1-am only curious, which I feel lessens ~

.“his -opmion-of- me; and. with_a sadder feeling than his

- assurance of George’s safety might warrant, I'walked away.

. - From ‘others- whom ‘we ‘picked up from time to time
‘we heard of- George’s self-sacrificing. dévotion, with the
> praises of the many he had helped and rescued. But I did
-not feel disposéd to return until I had Seen him, and soon -

. ¥repared myself ‘to .take d'boat to the lower valda of the

. foothills, and visit ‘Altascar. I soon perfecled my arrange-

~ments, bade farewell to 'Wise, and took a last-look at the

-, 0ld man,"who was sitting by the furnace fires quite passive
“and composed Then our boat head swung round, pulled

- by'sturdy and willing hands. - -

-... It was again ramning, and-a-disagreeable wind had risen.”

... OQur course lay nearly Wwest, and we soon knew by the

{  strong current that we were in.the-creek of the Espiritu

[ Santo. From time to"time the wrecks of barns were seen,

, and we- passed many half-submerged - willows “hung ,with

‘farming mmplements. 7 oo T

. ~We- emerge at last into a broad, silent sea; It is the

+" “llano de’ Espititu Santo.” As' the wind whistlés by me, -
iling the-shallower fresh water mto mimic waves, I go -

ack, in fancy, to the Jong mde of October over that

—~ L
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boundless plain, and recall the sharp outlines of the
distant hulls, which are now lost 1 the lowering ¢louds,
The men are rowing silently, and I find my mind, released
from its tension, growmg benumbed and depressed as the,
The water, too, 15 geting morc shallow as we Icave the
banks of the creeks, and with my hand dipped listless
over the thwarls, I detcct the tops of chimisal, which
shows the tide to have somcwhat fallen. There 15 a black
mound, beanng to the north of the line of alder, making
an adverse current, which, as we sweep lo the right to
avoid, I recognize. We pull close alongside and [ call to
the men to stop.

There was a stake driven ncar its summit with the
initials, “L. E. S. 1.” Tied halfway down was a curiously
worked riata. It was George’s. It had been cut with some
sharp mstrument, and the loose gravelly soil of the mound
was deeply dented with horses’ hoofs. The stake was
covered with horschairs. It was a rceord, but no clue.

The wind had grown more violent as we still fought
our way forward, resting and rowmg by turns, and oflener
“poling” the shallower surface, but the old valda, or bench,
is still distant. My recollcction of the old survey cnables
me to guess the relative position of the meanderings of
the creek, and an occasional simple professional experiment
to determine the distance gives my crew the fullest faith
in my ability. Night overtakes us m our impeded progress.
Our condition looks more dangerous than it really is, but
I urge the men, many of whom arc still new 1n this mode
of navigation, to greater exertion by assurance of perfect
safety and speedy relief ahead. We go on in this ws Ly until
about eight o’clock, and ground by the willows. We have
a muddy walk for a few hundred vards before we stake a
dry trail, and simultaneously the wiite walls of Altascar’s
appear like a snowbank before us Laghts arc moving in
the courtyard; but otherwisc the old tomblike repose
characterizes the building.

One of the peons recognized me as I entered the court,
and Altascar met me on the corridor.

I was too weak to do more than beg his hospitality
for the men who had dragged weanly with me. He looked
at my hand, which still unconsciously held the broken
nata. I began, wearily, to tell him about George and my
fears, but with a gentler courtesy than was even his wont,
he gravely laid his hand on my s?xouldcr.
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“Poco a poco, sefior—not now. You aré tired, you have
hunger, you have cold, Necessary 1t 1s you should have .
eace) - - ’ . : ,
i He took us into a small room and poured out some
“French cognac, which he gave to the men that had ac-
-companied me They drank and threw themselves before
the fire i the larger room. The-repose of the building was
intensified” that night, and I even fancied that the foot-
steps on the comidor were lighter” and softer.. The old
Spaniard’s habitual gravity was deeper; we might have
been shut out from the world as well as the whistling
storm, behmnd those ancient walls ‘with their time-wom
inheritor, © | ™ ' o T e
Before 1 could repeat my inquiry he retired. In-4 few
“minutes two smoking dishes of chupa with coffee were
placed before us, and my men ate ravenously. I drank
~the coffee, but my excitement and weariness kept down
“the ipstincts of hunger. = . = S
"1"was sitting sadly by the fire when he reentered:
"“You have eat?” : . - - .

-

1 said, “Yes,” to please him. . .o
“Bueno, eat when you can—food and appetite are not ™ .
alvays.” - - - . .

_ He said this with that Sancho-like simplicity with which
_most of his countrymen ufter a proverb, as though it were
‘an expernience rather than a legend, and, taking the riata
“from the floor, held it almost tenderly before him,
“It was made by me, sefior.” - -
< “I kept it as a clue to him, Don Altascar,” I said. “If
- I could find him—"" S ’ -
“He is here.” ~ - I -
- “Herel and”—but I could not say “well?” I understood
the gravity of the old man’s face, the hushed footfalls, the.
tomblike repose of the building, in an electnc flash of |
consciousness; I held the clue to the broken mata at last.
Altascar took my hand, and_we crossed the corridor to a |
somber apartment. A few tall ‘candles were burning in
sconces before the window., - . - S
In an alcove there was a deec‘}) bed with its counterpane,” |
{
i

pillows, and sheets heavily edged with lace, in all that
splendid luxury which the humblest of these strange
people lavish upon this’single item of their household,
I stepped beside it and saw George lying, as I had seen -
him once before, peacefully at rest. Buat a greater sacnfice

ra
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than that he had known was here, and his generous heart
was stilled forever. )

“He was honest and brave,” said the old man, and
turncd away. ‘

There was another figure in the room; a heavy shawl
drawn over her graccful outline, and her long black hawr
hiding the hands that buried her downcast face. 1 did not
seem to notice her, and, retiring presently, left the loving
and loved together.

When we were agamn beside the crackhng fire, in the
shifting shadows of the great chamber, Altascar told me
how he had that mornimg met the horse of George Tryan
swimming on the praine, how that, farther on, he found
him lying, quite cold and dead, with no marks or brinses
on his person, that he had probably become exhausted
in fording the creek, and that he had as probably rcached
the mound only to dic for want of that help he had o
freely given to others; that, as a last act, he had freed his
horse. These ncidents were corroborated by many who
collected n the great chamber that evening—women and
children—most of them succored through the devoted
energies of hun who lay cold and lifeless above,

He was buried in the Indian mound—the smgle spot
of strange perennial grecnness which the poor abongines
had raised above the dusty plain. A little slab of sandstone
with the initials “G. T.” 1s his monument, and onc of the
. bearings of the imtial comer of the new survey of the

“Espintu Santo Rancho.”
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AN EPISODE OF FIDDLETOWN

In 1858 Fiddletown considered her a very pretty woman.
-She had a quantity of light chestnut hair, a good figure,
a dazzling complexion, and a certain languid grace which
gassed easily. for gentle-womanliness She always dressed
*becomingly, and in what Fiddletown accepted as the latest
fashion.” She had only two blemishes: one of her velvety
eyes, when examined closely, had a shght cast; and her
left cheek bore a small scar left by a single drop of vitnol
—happily the only drop of an entire-phial—thrown upon
her by one of her own jealous sex, that reached the pretty
face it was intended to mar. But when the observer had
_studied the eyes sufficiently to notice this defect, he was
enerally incapacitated for criticism; and even the scar on
. her cheek was thought by some to add piquancy to her
. smile. The youthful editor of The Fiddletown Avalanche
had said privately that it was “an exaggerated dimple.”
Colonel Starbottle was instantly “reminded of the beauti-
fyin¥ liatches of the days of Queen Anne, but more par-
. ticularly, sir, of the blankest beautiful' women that, blank
you, you ever laid your two blank eyes upon—a Creole
- woman, sit, :n New Orleans. And this woman had a scar—a
line extending; blank me, from her eye to her blank chin.
And this woman, sir, thnlled you, sir; maddened you, sir;
i absolutely sent your blank soul to perdition with her blank
fascination! And one day I said to her, “Céleste, how in
blank did you come by that beautiful scar,’ blank you?’
And she said to me, ‘Star, there 1sn’t another white man
that I'd confide in but you, but I made that scar myself,
purposely, I did, blank me.” -These were her very words,
sir, and ];erhaps you think it a blank e, sir, but I'll put
up any blank sum you can name and prove it, blank me.”
Indeed, most of the male population of Fiddletown were -
or had been in love with her. Of this number, about one-
half believed that their love was returned, with the ex-
ception, possibly, of her own husband. He alone had been
known to express skepticism.
The name of the gentleman who enjoyed this infelic-

- 147
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itous distinction was Tretherick, He had been, divorced
from an excellent wife to marry this Fiddletown enchant-
ress. She, also, had been divorced; but 1t was hinted that
‘some previous experiences of hers m that-legal formah
had made it perhaps less novel, and probably less sacri-
ficial. I would not have 1t inferred from this that she was
deficient m sentiment, or devoid of 1its highest moral ex-
pression. Her intunate friend had wrtten (on the occasion
of her second divorce), “The cold world does not under-
stand “Clard -yet”; and Colonel Starbottle had remarked
blankly that with the exception of a single woman in
Opelousas Parsh, La, she had more soul than the whole
ca]i:;oodle of them put together Few mdeed could read
those lines entitled “Infelissimus,”. commiencing “Why
_ waves no cypress O'er this brow?” ongmally published in
the Avalanche, over the signature of “The Lady Clare,”
without feeling the tear of sensibility tremble on his eye-
Iids, or the glow of virtuous indignation mantle his-cheek,
at the low brutality and ‘pitiable joculanty of The Dutch
Flat Intelligencer, which-the next week had suggested the
exotic character of the cypress, and 1ts entire,absence from
Fiddletown, as'a _reasonable answer to the query.
Indeed, it was this tendency to elaborate her feelings
in a metncal manner, and deliver them to the cold world
through the medium of the newspapers, that first attracted
the attention of Trethenck. Several poems desériptive of
the effects of California scenery upon a too-sensitive soul, -
and of the vague yearnings for the infimte which an en- !
forced study of the heartlessness of Califorma society -
produced i the, poetic breast, impressed Mr Trethenck, |
who was then dnving a sik-mule freight wagon between
- Kmght's Ferry and Stockton, to seek out the unknown
poetess. Mr Trétherick was himself ‘dimly conscious of a -
certain hidden sentiment m his own nature, and it 1s-
possible.that some reflections on the vamty of his pursuit”
—he supplied several mming camps with whisky and to- |
bacco—in conjunction with_ the dreariness. of -the dusty
plam on which he habitually drove, may have touched
some chord m sympathy #ith .this sensitive woman.
Howbert, after a bnief-courtship—as brief as was consistent
with_some previous legal formalities—they were married;
and Mr Tretherick brought his blushmg bnde to Fiddle-

town, or “Fidéletown,” as Mrs. Trethenck preferred to
call it m her poems.
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p——

fore Mr. Tretherick discovered that the sentiment he had
fostered while freighting between Stockton and Knight's

Ferry ‘was different from that which his wife had evolved .
from the contemplation” of California scenery and her -

own soul..Being a2 man of imperfect logic, this caused him
to beat her; and she, being equally faulty 1n deduction, was
“impelled to a certain degree of unfarthfulness on the same
remise; Then Mr. Tretherick began to drink, and Mirs.
%‘retherick to contribute regularly to the columns of the
» Avalanche. It was at this_time that Colonel Starbottle

discovered a similanty in Mis. Tretherick’s verse to the -

emus of Sapphio, and pointed it out'to the citizens of
%‘1ddletown n a two-columned cnticism, signed “A. 8.
also published in fue Avalanche, and supported by ex-
tensive quotation. As the Avalanche did not possess a font
of -Greek type, the editor was obliged to reproduce the

" Leucadian numbers in the ordinary Roman letter, to the .

,intense disgust of Colonel Starbottle, and the vast de-
light of-Fiddletown, who saw fit to accept-the text as an

_._.excellent , imitation of Choctaw—a language with which |

““of 35 colonel, as a whilom resident of the Indian Territories,
¢ wasesepposed to be familiar. Indeed, the next week’s In-
<tligencer contained some vile doggerel subp osed to be

+ PR £ pwer to Mrs. Tretherick’s poem,: ostenst ll;wntten by

- some Oufe of a Digger Indian chief, accompanied by a

* "pedom foplogum signed “A. S-S - . -

.-vivid sunlightlt of this jocularity was briefly given in a later
wlock, as if tly Avalanche. “An unfortunate rencounter took

i farthesvionday last, Between the Hon Jackson Flash of

_ The Dutch Flat Intelligencer and the wellknown Col.

¥ Starbottle of this ﬁplace, in front of the Eureka Saloon.

< Two shots were fired by the- parties without injury to
« either, although it is said that a passmg Chinaman re-
ceived fifteen buckshot in the calves of his legs from the
colonel’s double-barreled shotgun, which were not intended

_. for him, John will leamn to Keep out of the way of Melican

"% man’s firearms hereafter. The cause of the affray is not
. €Oz, although it 1s hinted that there 1s a lady in the case.
smartlfamor that %oint& to a well-known and beautiful
mit255 Whose lucubrations have often graced our columns
(~seems to gain credence from those that are posted.”
~ _ Meanwhile the passiveness displayed by Tretherick un-

der these trying circumstances was fully appreciated in

The union was not a felicitous one. It was not long be-

1
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the gulches. “The old man’s head is level,” said one long-
bootgelgi philosopher. “Ef the colonel kills Flash, Mirs.
Tretherick is avenged: if Flash drops the colonel, Trether-
ick is all nght. Either way, he's got a sure thing.” During
this delicate condition of affairs, Mrs. Trethenck one day
left her husband’s home and took refuge at the Fiddle-
town Hotel, with only the clothes she had on her back.
Here she staid for several weeks, during which period it
is only justice to,say that she bore herselt with the strictest
‘propriety. .-

It was a clear morning in early spring that Mrs. Treth-
erick, unattended, left the hotel, and walked down the
narrow street toward the fringe of dark pincs which indi-
cated the extreme limits of Fiddletown. The few loungers
at that early hour were preoccupied with the departure of
the Wingdown coach at the other extremity of the street;
and Mrs, Tretherick reached the suburbs of the settlement
without discomposing observation. Here she took a cross
street or road, running at right angles with the main thor-
oughfare of Fiddletown and passing through a belt of
woodland. It was evidently the exclusive and aristocratic,
avenue of the town. The dwellings were few, ambitio¥,
and uninterrupted by shops. And here she was joraed_by
Colonel Starbottle, A ;

The gallant colonel, notwithstanding that he bof*'th
swelling port which usually distmgwished him, tPYVve
coat was tightly buttoned and his boots tightly FI°HIVe S
that his cane, hooked over, his arm, swun 'a{c“’hwh an .
not entirely at his ease. Mrs. Tretherick, how ‘orfifa iof’f
safed him a gracious smile and a glance of“her:ﬁmrégguﬁs
- éyes; and the colonel, with an embarrassed cough and a'{
slight strut, took his place at her side. -

: “The coast is clear,” said the colonel, “and Tretherick
is over at Dutch Flat on a spree. There is no one in the
house but a Chinaman; and you need fear no trouble from
him. I, he continued, with a slight inflation of the

chest that imperiled the security of his button, “I will ;a
see that you are protected in the removal of your propereiian.

“I'm sure it’s very kind of you, and so disinterconsistent
simpered the lady as they walked along. “It's so plemarned;
‘to meet someone who has soul—someone to sympathize

with in a community so hardened and heartless as this.”
And Mrs, Tretherick cast down her eyes, but not untl
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. . 2
" they wrought their perfect and accepted work upon her
companion. e ) .
“Yes,” certamnly, of course,” said the colonel, glancing .
" nervously up and down the street—"yes, certainly.” Perceiv-
ing, however, that there' was no one in sight or hearing, he
. proceeded ‘at oncé to inform Mrs. Tretherick that the great
* frouble of his-life, in fact, had been the possession of too
much soul. That many women—as a-gentleman she would
- excuse him, of course, from mentioning names—but many
beautiful women had often sought his society, but_being
-deficient, madain, absolutely deficient, in this quality, he
could. not reciprocate. But whén two natures thoroughly
in sympathy, despising alike the sordid trammels of a low
- .and vulgar community and the conventional restraints of
a hypocritical sotiety—when two souls in perfect accord
met and mingled in -poetical union, then—but here the
"."colonel’s speech; which had been remarkable for a certain -
. - whisky-and-watery” fluency, grew husky, almost inaudible,
and decidedly incoherent. -Possibly Mrs. Tretherick may
- havé heard something like it before,and was enabled to -
fill the hiatus. Nevertheless, the cheek that was on the side
* of the colonel was quite-virginal and bashfully conscious
until they reached their destination. - - ‘
. It was a pretty little cotiage, quite frésh and warm with
- paint, very pleasantly relieved against-a platoon of, pines,
some of whose foremost files had been displaced to give -
freedom to the-fenced enclosure in which it sat In the
vivid sunlight and perfect silerice, it had'a new, uninhabited
-+1ook, as if the carpenters and painters had just left it. At
- the farther end 'of ‘the lot, a Chinaman was-stolidly_dig-
.- ging; sbut. there was- no -other sign of occupancy. “The
; coast,” as the colonel had said, was indeed ““clear.”” Mrs.
?«‘ Tretherick paused at the gate. The colonel would have en-
~ tered with her, but was stopped by a gesture. “Come for
-+ me_in a’couple of hours, and-I shall have everything .
\ acked,” she said, as she smiled, and extended her hand. -
\ e_colonel seized and pressed it . with great fervor. Per-
ha]ps the pressure was-slightly returned; for the gallant
. colonel was impelled to inflate his chest, and trip away as
, smartly as his stubby-toed, high-heeled boots would per-
mit When he had'gone, Mrs. Tretherick. opened the -
door, listened a moment in the deserted hall, and then ran -
quickly upstairs to what had been her bedroom. -
EYerythmg there was-unchanged as on the night she.

[
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left it. On the dressing-table stood her bandbox, as she re-
membered to have left 1t when she took out her bonnet.
. On the mantle lay the other glove she had forgotten in her |
flight, The two lower drawers of the bureau were half-open
(s%le had forgotten to shut them); and on its marble top,
lay her shawl pin and a soiled cuff. What other recollec-
tions came upon her I know not; but she suddenly grew
quite white, shivered, and listeried with a‘beating heart,
and her hand upon the door. Then she stepped to the mir-
ror, and half-fearfully, half-curiously, parted with her fin-
gers the braids of her blond hair above her little pink ear, -
until she came upon an ugly, half-hcaled scar. She. gazed
at this, moving her pretty head up and down to get a better’
light upon 1t, until theslight cast 1n her velvety eyes became’
very strongly marked ingeed. Then she turned awdy with
a hight, reckless, foolish laugh, and ran to the closet where
hung her precious dresses. These she mspected nervously,
and missing suddenly a favorite black silk from its accus-
tomed peg, for a moment, thought she should have famted.
But discovering 1t the next mstant lying upon a trunk-where
she had thrown it, a feeling of thankfulness to a superior
Being who protects the friendless for the first time sin-
cerely thrilled her Then, albeit she was hurried for time,
she could not resist trying the effect of a certain lavender
neck nbbon upon the dress she was then wearing, before
the mirror And then suddenly she became aware of a
child’s voice close beside her, and she stopped. And then
the cluld’s voice repeated, “Is it Mamma?

Mrs. Tretherick .faced quickly about. Standing in tha™
doorway was a little girl of six or seven. Her dress had
been origmally fine, but was torn and dirty, and her hais,
which was a very violent red, was tumbled senocomically
about her forehead. For all this, she was a, picturesque
httle thing, even through ‘whose childish timidity there
was a certain self-sustamned air which 1s aptto come upon
children who are left much to.themselves. She was hold-
ing under her arm a rag doll, apparently of her own work-
manship, and nealy as large as. hersclf—a doll with a -
cylindrical head, and features roughly indjcated with char-
coal. A long shawl, evidently belongmg to a grown person,
dropped from her shoulders and swept the floor. ..

The spectacle did not excite Mrs. Tretherick’s delight.
Perhaps she had but a small sense of humor, Certamly,

- when the child, still standing 1n the doorway, again asked,
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“Is, 1t ~Mamma?” she . answered sharply, ,“No, it 1sn 't
and turned a severe look upon the intruder.
The child retréated a step, and then, giining courage
with the drstance said in dehcrously rrnperfect speech?
: “Dow 'way then! why, don't you dow away?”
. But Mis; Tretherick wds eying the shawl. Suddenly she
' whr ed 1t off-the child’s shoulders, and said, angnly:
ow, dared you take. my.things, you bad child?”
, “Is it yours? Then you-are ¥ mamma; am’t you? You
are Mammal” she continued gleefully; and before Mrs.
- Tretherick could avord her, she had dropped her doll, and,
catching the woman's skirts with both hands, was dancmg
- up and down befdre her. -
. “What's yout name, child?” said Mrs. Tretherick coldly, |
remowng the small and not very whxte hands from her gar-
mer'rrts - e - -
‘*’ “TaITY?’/ . 1: ' . -
T Yeth Tarry Tarowlme N -
f “Caroling?” = -~ LT :
g “Yeth -Tarowline Trethend\ v =
““Whose.child are you?” demanded Mis. Trethenck str]l
more coldly, to keep down a rising fear.
“Why, yours, sald the little creature witha laugh “I'm
éur little durl. “You're my mamimng, My new mamma.
on't you_khow my ol mamma’s dorn away, never to
“tam-back atiy more? 1 don thve wid 1 my ol mMImma now.
1-Tive 'wid you and Papa.”.
- “Hovlvﬂlong have ‘you, been here?” asLed Mrs Trethenck
Sna 15 -
b 21iﬁnkfr‘cs free days, saxd Carry reﬂectrvel -
©++ “You thinkl Don’t you know?”-sneered Ms. TrethencL
, “Then “where did you come from?” -7
Carrys lip “began - to work, under. this - -sharp cross-
examination. With a. greateffort and- a small gulp, she got!
" the better of it, and answered.
“Papa,’ Papa fetched me——from Miss. Srmmons—-from
Sacrarnento last week:”
“Last weekl' You said three -days just’ now, returned
"Mis. Tretherick. with severe dehberation. ‘
“I"'mean a monf,” said Carry, now utterly adrrft in sheer -
' helplessness and’ confusron
“Do you know. what you are talking about?” demanded
: Mrs Trethenck shn]ly, restrarmng an lrnpulse to shake

— . -
-



154 SELECTED STORIES OF BRET HARTE

the little figure before her and precipitate the truth by
specific~ gravity. -
PBut tﬁfa ﬂgyming red head here suddenly disappeared
in the folds of Mrs. Trethenick’s dress, as if it were trying
to extinguish itself forever. - .
“There now—stop that smffling,” said Mis. Tretherick,
extricatmg her dress from the moist embraces of the
child and feeling exceedingly uncomifortable. “Wipe your

face now, and run away, and don’t bother. Stop,” shs ’
continued, as Carry moved away. “Where’s your papa?” -

“He’s domn away too. He’s sick. He’s been dom”—she
hesttated—“two, free, days.” .

“Who takes care of you, child?” said Mrs, Tretherick,
eying her curiously. -- e

“John, the Chmnaman. I tresses myselth. John tooks and
makes the beds.” | S

“Well, now, run away and behave yourself, and don’t
bother me any more,” said Mrs. Trethenick, rémember-
mg the object of her visit. “Stop—where are you going?”
she added as the child began to ascend the stairs, dragging
the long doll after her by one helpless leg. )

“Doin’ upstairs to
Mamma.” .- ..

“l1 ain’t your mamma,” shouted Mrs. Tretherick, and
Ehen she swiftly re-entered her bedroom and slammed the

0Or.

Once inside, she drew forth a large trunk from the
closet and set to work with querulous and fretful haste
to pack her wardrobe. She tore her best dress in taking
it from the hook on which 1t hung: she scratched her
* soft hands twice with an ambushed pin..All the while,

she kept up an indignant commentary on the events of
the past few moments. She said to herself she saw it all.
Tretherick had sent for this child of his first wife—this
child of whose existence he had never seemed to_care—
ust to insult her, to fill her place. Doubtless the first wife

erself would follow soon, or perhaps there would be a
third. Red hair, not aubum, but red—of course the child,
this Caroline, looked like its mother, and, if so, she' was’
. anything but dpre{;ty. Or the whole thing had been pre-
ared: this red-haired child, the image of its mother, had
een kept at a convement distance at Sacramento, ready
to be sent for when needed. She femembered his oc-
casional visits there on—business, as he said. Perhaps the

play and be dood, and no :bother‘_
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- 'mother already was there; but no, she had gone East.
-~ Nevertheless, Mrs. Trethenck, in her then state of mind,
-preferred to dwell upord the fact thatshe might be there. |
\ ghe was” dimly. conscious, also, of a certain satisfaction in-
exaggerating her feelings. -Sarely no woman had ever been
so shamefully-abused. In fancy, she sketched a_ picture of
herself sitting alone and deserted, at sunset, among the
fallen columns of a riined temple, m a melancholy yet
_graceftil attitude, while her husband_drove -rapidly away
i a laxurious coach-and-four, with a réd-hared woman -
at-his siderSitting upon the -trunk she had just .packed,
she partly composed a_lugubrious poem descmbing her -
sufferings as, wandering alone and poorly clad, she came -
-upon her-husband and-“another” flaunting in “silks .and
.dilamonds: She pictured herself dying of consumption,
brought on by sorrow—a beautiful wreck, yet-still fascinat-
ing, gazed upon- adoringly by the-editor of the Avalanche,
and Colonel Starbottlé. And where was Colonel Starbottle
all this while? Why didn’t he come? He, at-least; under-
stood ‘her.-He—she laughed the reckless, light laugh of a
few "moments before; and then -her face suddenly grew
“grave, as it had’not a _few.moments before. S
What was that little red-haired 1mp doing all this time?
Why was she so -quiet? She opened the door noiselessly,
and listened. She“fancied.that she heard, above the mul-
titudinous ‘small noises and creakings and warpings of -
the vacant housé,.a smaller voice singing on the floor
aboye. This,,as she remembered, was only an open attic
- that had beéeri.used as'a storeroom. With-a half-gmlty--
consciousness, -she crept softly upstairs and, pushing the
_door partly open;-looked within. L e
-~ Athwart" the long,.low-studded -attic; a 'slant sunbeam
from a smgle small window lay, filled with-dancing motes,
and only ‘half illuminating the barren, dreary apartment:
“In thé ray of.this sunbeam she saw.the child’s glowing -
~hair, as’if crowned by a red- aureole, as she sat-uponithe -
floor _with her. exaggerated doll between her knees..She -
appeared to -be talking to it; and it was not long before -~
Mrs, Tretherick® observed--that she” was rehearsing the ~-
- interview of a half-hour before.~She catechized the doll
severely, cross-examining -t in regard to the duration of
its stay there, and generally on the measure of time. The
" imitation of ‘Mrs: Trethenick’s manner was .exceedingly
- successful, and the conversation almost a literal reproduc-- -

Id
3
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tion, with a single exception. After she had informed the
doll that she was not her mother, at the close of the inter-
view she added pathetically, “that if ‘she was dood, very
dood, she might ge her mamma, and love her very much.’

I have already hinted that Mrs. Tretherick was deficient
in a sense of humor. Perhaps it was for this reason that
this whole scene affected her most unpleasantly; and the
conclusion sent the blood tmghng to her cheek. There
was something, too, inconceivably lonely in the situation.
The unfurnished vacant room, the half-hghts, the mon-

“strous doll, whose very size seemed to give a pathetic
significance to its speechlessness, the smallness of the one
animate, self-centered figure—all these touched more or
less deeply the half-poetic sensibilities of the woman, She
could not help utilizing the impression as she stood there,
and thought what a fine poem might be constructed from -
this material if the room were a little darker, the child -
lonelier—say, sitting beside a dead mother’s bier, and the
. wind wailing in the turrets. 'And then she suddenly heard
- footsteps at the door below, and recognized the tread of .
the colonel’s cane.

She flew swiftly down the stairs, and encountered the
colonel in the hall. Here she poured into s astonished
ear a voluble and exaggerated statement of her discovery,
and indignant recital of her wrongs. “Don’t tell me the
whole thing wasn’t arranged beforehand; for I know it
was!” she almost screamed. “And think,” she added, “of
the heartlessness of the wretch, leaving his own child
alone here in that way.” '

“It’s a blank shamel” stammered the colonel, without -
the least idea of what he was talking about. In fact, utterly
,unable as he was to comprehend a reason for the woman'’s
excitement, with his estimate of her ‘character, I fear he
showed it more plainly than he intended. He stammered, ..
expanded his chest, looked stern, gallant, tender, but all
unmtelligently. Mrs Tretherick, for an instant, expe-
rienced a sickening doubt of the existence of natures in
petfect affinity. - ~

It's of no use,” said Mrs. Tretherick with sudden
vehemence, in answer to'some ipaudible remark of the
colonel’s, and withdrawing her hand from the fervent
grasp of that ardent and sympathetic man. “It’s of no use: -
my mingd 1s made up. You can send for my trunk as soon
as vou like; but I shall stay here; and confront that man
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with the proof of his vileness:'I will-put him face to_face -
with his “infamy.” - -~ o -

" T do not~know whether Colonel Starbottle .thoroughly
appreciated -the convincing proof of Tretherick’s unfaith-
fulness and malignity afforded by the damning evidence of -

- the- existence of Tretherick’s own™child in his own house.
- He was dimly aware; however, of some unforeseen obstacle

1o the perfect expression of the infinite longing of his own
sentimental. nature. But, "before he could" say anything,
"Carry, appeared ‘on the landing above ‘them; looking

.. timidly, and- yet half-cntically, at the gau. T
" “That’s her: Mis. Tretherick ‘excitedly: Tn_her deepest.
- emotions; m either verse or prose, she rose above a-con-
sideration sof grammatical construction. . ..-2. 7
_,"“Ah!” said the colonel, with"a sudden assumption of
- parental -affection and jocularity“that was” glaringly unreal
and affected “‘Ah! pretty little girl, pretty hittle girl! How
_do you do? How are you? You find yourself pretty well,
-do you, pretty little girl?”-The colonel’s impulse also was
_to-expand his. chest and swing his cane, until it occurred
-to_him ‘that this action miught be'ineffective with a child
of-six or seven. Carry, however, took no immediate notice
- of .this ddvance, but further discomposed the chivalrous
._colonel by running quickly to Mis. “Tretherick and hiding
“herself, as, if for protection, in~the folds. of her gowm.
"_.Nevertheless, the ‘colonel was not vanquished. Falling back
into an attitude of tespectful admiration; he pointed out
.a marvelous yesemblance to the “Madonna and Child.”
" - Mirs: Tretherick simpered, -but did not dislodge Cairy as
. -before. There was-an awkward _pause for a moment; and
- then Mrs. Trethenck, motioning significantly to the child,
- said in a whisper: “Go now. Don’t come-here agam, but
.meet me_tonight-at the hiotel?” -She extended her hand: -
-_ the_colonel bént over it gallantly and, raising his hat, the

next moment was gone.. - T R

- “Do you 'think,” said' Mrs. Tretherick with an em-
barrassed voice and a.prodigious blush, looking down, and
.addressing the fiery curls just visible 1 the folds of-her

dress—*‘do you think you will-‘be “dood’ if I let vou sta

D 4 on L : - y 4
in.here and sit with me?” . . . v
“And let me tall you Mamma?” queried Carry, looking

A ~

uwp., . - > . .
... “Andlet you call me Mammal” assented Mis. Treth-
erick with an embarrassed laugh. S :

- T e
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“Yeth,” said Carry promplly. ’ .

They entered the bedroom  together, Carry’s eye in-
stanily caught sight of.the trunk, .

“Ate you down’ away adain, Mamma?” she said with
a quick nervous look, and a clutch at the woman's dress,

“No-0,” said Mis. Tretherick, looking out of the win-
~ dow. : . . .

“Only playing your dowin’ away,” suggested Carry with
a laugh. “Tet me play t0o.” . :

Mrs. Tretherick assented. Carmry flew into the next
room, and presently teappeared dragging a small trunk,
into which she gravely procceded to pack her clothes. Mrs.
Tretherick nioticed that they were not many. A question or
two regarding them brought out some’ further replcs
from the child; and before many minutes had elapsed,
Mrs. Tretherick was in possession of all her earlier history.
But, to do this, Mrs. Tretherick had been obhgcd to take
Camry upon her lap; pending the most confidential dis-
closures. They sat thus a long time after Mis. Tretherick
had apparently ceased to be interested in Carry’s disclo-
sures; and when_lost in thought, she allowed the child to
rattle on unheeded, and ran her fingers thrqugh the scarlet
curls.

“You don’t hold me right, Mamma,” said Carry at
last, after one or two uneasy shiftings of position.

“How should 1 hold you?” asked Mrs. Tretherick with a.
half-amused, half-embarrassed laugh.

“Dis way,” said Carry, curling up into position, with
one arm around Mrs. Tretherick’s neck and her cheek
resting on her bosom—“dis way—dere.,” After a little
preparatory nestlinc%, not unhke some small animal, she
closed her eyes, and went to sleep. '

For a few moments the woman sat silent, scarcely
daring to breathe in that artificial attitude. And then,
whether from some occult sympathy in the touch, or God
best knows what, a sudden faney began to thnll her. She
began by remembermng an old pain that she had forgotten,
an old horror that she had resolutely put away all these
years. She recalled days of sickness and distrust—days of
an overshadowing fear—days of preparation -for somethin
that was to be prevented, that was prevented, with morta
agony and fear She thought of a life that mght have
-been—she dared not say had been—and wondered, It was
Six years ago; if 1t bad lived, 1t would have been as old as

{
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* Carry. The arms which ‘were folded loosely around the
sleeping child began to tremble, ‘and tighten ‘their clasp.
And then the deep potential impulse came; and _with a
half-sob, halfsigh, she threw her-arms out and drew the
body of the sleeping child down, down, into-her breast,
down_agamn-and dgamn as if she’would hide it in the grave
~dug thiere years before. And the gust that shook her passed,
and ‘then, al me!” the ram. . - - )
" - A drop or two fell upon the curls of Carry, and she
- moved uneasily’in her sleep. -But-the woman’ soothed her
“again—it_was so'easy to do it now—and they sat there
quiet and’® undisturbed,-.so -quiet that they might have .
~ seemed-wicorporate of the lonely silent house, the slowly
declining ‘sunbeams, and the general air of- desertion-and
abandonment, yet a desertion that had in it nothing of |

I -

age, decay, or despair S

.. €olonel Starbottle waited at ,the Fiddletown Hotel.all
+ that night 1" vain.. And. the next ‘morning, when Mr.
© Tretherick -retutned to “his- husks, he. found the house
_ vacant and ‘unteénanted, except by motes and sunmbeams.
" When' it was fairly " known that Mrs. Tretherick had .
“tun away, taking:Mr. Trethenck’s own.child with her,
there was-some excitement and much diversity of opimion,
. in Fiddletown. The Dutch Flat Intelhgencer openly
- alluded t6_the “forcible abduction” of the child with the
- same_-freedom, and-it i§ to be feared the same prejudice; -
;with which it had_cnticized the abductor’s!poetry. All of
"Mis: - Tretherick’s own_.sex, and perhaps a few -of the
. opposite sex, whose -distinctive quality. was-not; however,
-~ very strongly indicated, fully -coincided in -the views of
- the Intelligencer. The ~majonty, however, evaded the
- -moral Jssue; that Mss. Tretherick had shakeén the .red
. dust of Fiddletown, from her damty-shppers was endugh_
- for_them to know. They mourned :the loss_of the fair
_abductor more than her offense ~ They -promptly. rejected
- _Tretherick as an.injured’ husband .and discomsolate father,
and:even went so fdr-as to openly cast, discredit on the.
sincerity of his grief -“They reservéd an jronical condolence
_for_Colonel Starbottle; overbéaring fhat excellent man-
. with untimely and demonstrative sympathy in barrooms,
 saloons, and other l6calities. not generally deemed favoi-
able to the display of sentiment “She ‘was alliz a’ skittish
~ thing,"Kernel,” said oné svmpathizer.  with a fine affecta-
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tion of gloomy concern and great rcadiness of illustration;
“and it’s kander nat'ril thet she'd get away someday, and
stampede that theer colt: but thet she should shake you,
Kemel, thet she should jist shake you—is what gits me.
And they do say thet you jist hung around thet hotel
all night, and payrolled them corriders, and histed your-
self up and down them stairs, and mecandered m and out
o' thet piazzy, and all for nothing?” Tt was another gen-
erous and tenderly commiserating spirit that poured ad-
ditional o1l and wine on the colonel’s wounds. “The boys
er let on thet Mrs Tretherick prevarled on ye to pack
;;cr trunk and a baby over from the house to the stage
offis, and that the chap ez did go oft with her thanked
you, and offered you two short bits, and sed ¢z how he
hked your looks, and ud employ vou agin—and now you
say 1t am’t s0? Well, I'll tell the boys 1t an't so, and %’m
glad I met you, for storics do get round.”

Happily for Mrs Tretheniek’s reputation, however, the
Chimaman m Tretherick’s employment, who was the only
eycwitness of her flight, statcd ‘that she was wnaccom-
pamed, except by the child. Ie further deposed that,
obeying her orders, he had stopped the Sacramento
coach, and sccured a passage for hersell and child to San
Francisco. 1t was true that Al Fe's testimony was of no
legal value. Bul nobody doubted it. Tiven those who were
skeptical of the pagan's ability to recogmize the sacredness
. of the truth admitted his passionless, unprejudiced un-
' concern. But it would appear, from a hitherlo unrecorded
passagc of this veracious chronicle. that hercin they were
mstaken.

Tt was about six months after the disappearance of Mrs.
Trethenick that Ah Fe, while working in Tretherick's lot,
was hailled by two passing Chmamen. They were the
ordmary muning coohes, equipped with long poles and
baskets for their usual pilgnimages. An ammaied conversa:
tion at once ensued between Ah Fe and his brother Mon-
golians—a conversation characterized by that usual shrill
volubility and apparent animosity which,was at once the
delight and scorn of the intelligent Caucasian who did
not understand a word of it. Such, at lcast, was the feehn
with which Mr. Tretherick on his veranda and Co]one%
Starbottle, who was passing, regarded their heathenish
ﬁrgon The gallant colonel simply kicked them out of

1s way, the rate Trethenick, with an oath, threw a stone

\
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at the group, and dispersed them, but not before_one or
two slips of yellow rice paper, marked with hieroglyphics,
were exchanged, and a.small parcel put into Ah Fe's

_hands. When Ah_Fe opened this in the dim solitude of
his kitchen, he found a little girl’s apron, freshly washed,

- ironed, and folded On the'corner of the hem were the
imtals “C. T.” Ah Fe tucked 1t away in a corner of his
blouse, and proceeded to wash his dishes m the sink with
a smile of guileless satisfaction.’

‘Two days after this, Ah Fe confronted his master. “Me
10 likee Fiddletown..Me belly sick. Me go now.” M.
[retherick, violently suggested a profane locality. Ah Fe .
razed at him placidly, and withdrew. _

Before leaving 'Fiddletown, however, he accidentally
net Colonel Starbottle, and dropped a few mcoherent
shrases which apparently interested that gentleman. When
1e concluded, the colonel handéd_him a letter and a
-wenty-dollar gold piece. “If you bring me an answer, I'll
louble that—sabe, John?” Ah Fesnodded. An interview
>qually accidental, with precisely the same result, took
place between Ah Fe and another gentleman. whom I
suspect to have been the youthful editor of the Avalanche. -
Yet I regret to state that, after proceeding some distance
on his journey, Ah Fe calmly broke the seals of both
letters, and after trying to read them upside down and
sideways, finally divided them into accuraté squares, and
in this condition disposed of them to a brother Celestial
whom he met on the road, for a tnfling gratuity. The
agony of Colonel Starbottle on findmg his wash bill made
out on the unwritten side of one o% these squares, and
delivered to him with his weekly clean clothes, and the
subsequent 4iscovery that the remaining “portions of his
letters were circulated by.the same method from the
Chinese laundry of one Fung Ti of Fiddletown, has been”
described to me as peculiarly affectiig Yet I am satished
that a higher nature, rising above the levity induced by
the mere contemplation of the insignificant details of this
breach of trust, would find ample retributive justice m
the difficulties that subsequently attended Ah Fe's pil-
grimage X } -7 4

On the road to Sacramento he was twice playfully
thrown from the top of the stagecoach by an intelligent
but deeply intoxicated Caucasian, whose moral nature was
shocked at nding with one addicted to opium-smokmg.
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At Hangtown he was beaten by a passing stranger—purcly *
an act of Christian supererogation’ At Dutch Flat hé was.
robbed by well-known hands from unknown motives At
Sacramento he was arrested on suspicion of being some-
thing-or other, and discharged with a sevete repnmand—
ossibly for not being it, and so delayng the course of
justice. At San Francisco he was freely stoned by children

. of the public schools; but by caretully avoiding ‘these

monuments of enlightened progress, he at last reached, .
in comparative safety, the Chinese quarters, where his,
abuse was confined to the police and limited by the strong -
arm of the law. . ' - - . -

The next day he entered the washhouse of Chy Fook
as an assistant, and on the following Friday was sent with

" a basket of clean clothes to Chy Fook’s scveral chients. ~

It was the usual foggy afternoon as he climbed {he long

. wind-swept hill of Califormia Street—one of those bleak, -

gray intervals that made, the summer a misnomer to any
but the liveliest San Franciscan. fancy. There was no

 warmth or colorin earth or sky, no-light. nor shade

within or without, only one monotonous, universal neutral
tint over everything. There was a fierce unrest in the wind-
whipped streets: there was a dreary vacant quiet-in the
gray houses. When Ah Fe reached the top of -the hill,
the Mission Ridge was already hidden, and the chill sea’
breeze made him shiver. As he pput down his basket to
rest himself, it is possible that, to his defective intelligence
and heathen experience, this “God’s own climate,” as
1t was called, seemed to possess but scant tendernéss, soft-
ness, or mercy. But it 15 possible that Ah Fe illogically
confounded this season with his old persecutors, the
schoolchildren, who, being released from studious con-
finement, at this hour were generally most aggressive. So
he hastened on, and tumning a comer, at last’ stopped
before a small house -

It was the usual San Franciscan urban cottage. There was
the little strip of cold green shrubbery before 1t; the chilly,
bare veranda, and-above this, again, the'grim balcony, on
which no one sat. Ah Fe rang the bell A servant appeared,

; reluctantly admittéd him, as
if he were some necessary domestic animal Ah Fe.silently
mounted the stairs, and entering the open door of the

front chamb )
on the threslelglg“lt down the basket and stood passwvely
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A woman, who was sitting in the cold gray light of the
window, with.a child in her lap, rose listlessly, and came
toward him. Ah Fe instantly recognized Mrs. Tretherick;
.but not a muscle of his immobile face changed, nor did
his slant eyes lighten as_he met her own pldcdly. She
evidently- did not recognize him-as she began to count
the clothes. But the child, curiously examining him, sud-
denly uttered a short,. glad crir. )

“Why, it'’s John, Mamma! Its our old John ‘what we
had in ¥Fiddletown” . . ' )

Foran instant’Ah Fe’s eyes and teeth electrically light-
ened. The child ‘clapped her' hands, and -caught at his
blouse. Then he said shortly: “Me John—Ah Fe—allee
_same. Me know you. How do?” - -

" 7 Mrs.” Tréetherick “dropped the clothes nervously, and
looked Hard at Ah Fe. Wanting the quick-witted instinct

" of affection that sharpened Cafry’s .perception, she even
then-could not distinguish him above his -fellows. With
a recollection ‘of past pam, and an obscure suspicion of -
impending danger, she asked him when he had left Fiddle-
town.- -~ el .
. “Longee time. No likee Fiddletown, no likee Tlevelick.
Likee San FTisco. Likee washee. Likee Tally.” ’

Ah Fe'slaconics pleased Mrs. Tretherick. She did not
stop to consider how much an imperfect knowledge of
- English added to his curt directness and sincerity. But
she said, “Don’t tell anybody you have seen me,” and
took out her pocketbook. . '

Ah Fe, without looking at it, saw that it was nearly
empty. Ah’ Fe, without examming the apartment, saw
that 1t was scantily furnished. Ah-Fe, without removing
his eyes from blank vacancy, saw that both Mis. Tretherick
and Carry were poorly dressed. Yet it is my duty to state
that Ah ¥e’s long fingers closed promptly and firmly over,
the"half-dollar which Mis. Tretherick “extended t6 him.

‘Then he began to fumble in his blouse’ with a séries
of extraordinary contortions. After a few. moments, he

- extracted from apparently no ‘particular place a child’s
. apron, which he laid upon-the basket with the remark:
“One piece washman flagittee.” . -

Then he began anew his fumblings and contortions. At

last his efforts were rewarded by his producing, apparently
from Iis right ear, a many-folded piece of tissue paper.
Unwrapping this carefully, he at last disclosed two twenty-
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dollar eold pieces, which he handed to Mrs. Tretherick.
“Yoxgl lcm}z:c moncy topside of blulow, Fiddietown. Me

findeec moncy. Me felchee money to you. All lightee.”
“Byt I left no moncy on the top of the burean, John,”

said Mrs. Tretherick carnestly. “There must be some
mistake. It belongs to some other person. “Take it back,
ohn.” : ;

) }Ah Fe's brow darkened. He drew away, from M.

Trethenck’s extended hand, and began hastily to gather

up his basket. L Lo

“Me no takee it back. No, no! Bimeby plcesman he
catchee me. He-say, ‘God: damn thiefl—catchece flowty
dollar: come to jailee” Me no takee back. You leavee
money topside blulow, Fiddletown. Me fetchee money

you. Me no“takee back.” .

© 7 Mis. Tretherick hesitated. In the confusion ‘of her flight,
she might have left the money in the manner he bad
said. In any event, she had no right to jcopardize this
honest Chinaman’s safety by fefusing it. So she sad:
“Very well, John, T will keep 1t. But you must come again
and see me—" here Mis. Tretherick hesitated with a new
and sudden revelation of the fact that any man could

_ wish to see any other than herself—“and, and-—Carry.”

Ah Fe's face hghtened. He cven ullered a short ven-
tnloguistic laugh without mowving his mouth. Then,
shouldering his basket, he shut the door carefully and
slid quietly down stairs. In the lower hall he, however,

. found an unexpected difficulty in opening the front door,
and, after fumbling vainly at the lock for.a moment, -
looked around for some help or instruction. But the Irish

-handmaid who had let him in was contemptuously ob-
hivious of his needs, and did not appcar. N

There occurred a mysterious and painful incident, which
I shall simply record without attempting to explam. On: -
the hall table a scarf evidently the property of the servant.
before alluded' to, was lymg. As Ah Fe tried the lock
with.one” hand, the other tested lightly on the table.
Suddenly, "and apparently of its own ' volition, the scar
began to creep slowly toward Ah Fe's hand; from Ah-Fe's
hand 1t began to creep up lus sleeve slowly, and with an’
Insinuating, snakelike motion; and then disappeared some-
where 1 the recesses of s blouse. Without bétraying
the least mterest or concern m this phenomenon, Ah .Fe
still repeated hus expenments upon the lock. A moment -

% -
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later the tablecloth of red damask, moved by apparently
the same mysterious impulse, slowly gathered itself under
_ Ah Fe's fingers, and -sinuously disappeared by the same
hidden channel. What further mystery might have fol-
lowed, I cannot say; for at tliis moment Ah Fe discovered -

the secret of the lock, and was enabled to open the door ~

.coincident with the sound of footsteps upon the kitchen
stairs Ah Fe did .riot hasten his movements, but-patiently
shouldering his basket, closed the door carefully behind
" him again, and stepped forth into the thick encompassing
fog that now shrouded earth and sky. ° :
O%mm her high casement “window, Mis. Tretherick
watched Ah Fe's figure until it disappeared in the gray -
.cloud. In her present loneliness, she felt 'a keen sense of
atitude - toward him, and may have ascribed to the
igher~emotions and the consciousness of a good deed
that certain-expansiveness of the-chest, and swelling of
-the bosom, that was really due to the hidden.presence .
_ of the scarf and tablecloth under his blouse. For Mrs.
Tretherick was still poetically sensitive: As the graJ fog
deepened into might, she drew Carry closer toward her,
and, above _the-prattle of the child, pursued a vein of
sentimental -and egotistic recollection at once-bitter and
dangerous. The sudden apparition of Ah Fe linked her
- again with her past hfe at Fiddletown. Over-the dreary
interval between, she was now wandering—a journey so
<_piteous, willful, thomy, and useless that-it was no wonder
" that at last Carry stopped suddenly in the midst of her
voluble confidences to throw her small arms around the
“woman’s.neck, and bid her not to cry. T
Heaven forefend that I should use a pen that should |

be ever dedicated-to -an exposition of. unalterable moral

~ principle to transcribe Mrs: Tretherick’s own theory of
- this interyal and episode, with its feeble palliations, its
- illogical deductions, its fond excuses, and weak apologies. It
would seem, however, that hrer experiénce had-been hard.”
Her slender stock of money was soon €xhausted. At Sacra-
mento she found that the composition of verse, although
appealing to ‘the highest emotions of the human heart,
and compelling the-editorial breast to the noblest com-
mendation. in the editorial pages, was, singularly inade-
quate to defray the expenses 6f herself and Carry. Then ~

. she tried the stage, but failed signally. Possibly her con-
ception of the passions was different from that which
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-obtained with 2 Sacramento audience; but it was certain ~
that her charming presence, so effective at short ran%;e,ﬂ /
was not sufficiently pronounced for the footlights. She .
had admirers-enough in the greenroom, but awakened
_ no abiding affection among the audience, In this straif,
‘it occurred to her that she had a voice—a contralto of
no very great compass or cultivation, but singularly sweet
and touching, ~and she finally obtained position in a
church choir She held it for three months, gredtly to her
pecuniary advantage, :and, it is said, much to the satisfac-_
tion of the gentlemen in the back pews, who faced toward
her during thé singing of the last hymn. _ -
1 remember her. quite distinctly at this time. The light.
. that slanted through: the oriel of St. Dives’s- choir was ~
wont to fall very tenderly on her beautiful head with its
-stacked masses of deerskin-colored- hair, on the low black
arches-of her brows, and to deepen the pretty fringes that
shaded her eyes of Genoa velvet. Very pleasant it was-to-
watch the opening and shutting of that small -straight
~mouth, with its quick revelation of-httle white teeth; and
- to see_the foolish blood faintly deepen her -satin check
as you watched. For Mrs. Tretherick was- very sweetly
- - conscious of admiration and, hke most pretty women,
gathered hefself under your eye like a racer under the
spur. - )

And then, of course, there came trouble I have it from
the soprano-—a little lady who possessed even more than
the usual unprejudiced judgment of her- sex—that Mis: .
Tretherick’s conduct was simply shameful; that her conceit
was unbearable, that, if. she considered the rest of the’

, choir as slaves, she (the soprano) would ke to know it;
that her conduct on Easter Sunday with the basso had
attracted the attention of the wholé congregation; and that’
she herself had noticed Dr. Cope twice look up dunng_
the service;. that her (the soprano’s) friends_had objected
to her singing 1n the-choir with a person who had been
on the stage, but'she had waived this Yet she 'had-it from
the best authonity that Mrs. Tretherick had run away from |,
her husband, and that this-red-haired child who sometimes ¢
came m the chorr was not her own The tenor. confided
to me behind the organ that Mrs Trethenick had a way =
of sustaining a note at the end of a line 1 order that her
voice might lnger longer with the congregation—an act
that'could bg attributed only to a defective moral nature;
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that as 2 man (he was a very popular drygoods clerk on
weekdays, and sang a good deal from apparently behind
his eyebrows on the Sabbath)—that as a man, sir, he
would put up with it no longer. The basso alone—a short
“German-with .a heavy voice, for which he seemed 're-
luctantly responsible, and rather grieved at its possession
—stood up for Mis.” Tretherick, and averred that they
were jealous of her because she was “bretty.” The climax
was at last redched .in-an open quarrel,- wherein Mis.
Tretherick’ used*her tongue with such precision of state-
menf and epithet that the soprano burst into hysterical
teats, and had to be supported from the choir-by her
husband and the tenor. This act was_marked intentionally
to the congregation by the omission of the usual soprano
solo. Mrs: Tretherick went home flushed with triumph,
but on reaching her room frantically told Carry that they:
were beggars henceforward; that she—her mother—had
just taken the very bread out of her darling’s mouth, and
-ended by bursting into a flood of penitent tears. They
did not come so quickly as in her old poetical days; but
when they cdme they stung deeply. She was roused by a -
_formal visit from a-vestryman—one of the music commit-
. tee. Mis. Tretherick dried her long lashes, put on a new
neck ribbon, and went down to the parlor. She staid there
two hours—a fact that might have occasioned some re-

" mark ,but that the. vestryman wa$ married, and had a

family of grown-up daughters. When "Mis.” Tretherick
. teturned to her room, she sang to herself in the glass and
scolded Carry—but she tetained her place in the choir.

- _ It was not long, however. In due course.of time, her

enemies received a powerful addition to their forces in
the committeeman’s wife.” That lady called upon several
of the church members and on. Dr. Cop¢’s family. The
result was that, at a later meeting of the music committee,
“Mrs. Tretherick’s voice was declared inadequate to the
size of the building and she was invited” to resign. She
did so. She hdd been out of a situation for two months,
and her scant means were almost exhausted, when Ah
Fe's unexpected treasure was tossed into her lap.

‘The gray fog deepened into night,'and the street Tamps
started mto shivenrig Iife as, absorbed in these unprofitable
memories, Mis. Trethernick still sat drearily at her window.
Even Carry had shpped away unnoticed; and her abrupt
entrance with the damp evening.paper in her hand roused

Y

-
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Mirs. Tretherick, and brought her back to an active reali-
zation of the present. For Mrs, Tretherick was wont-to
scan theé advertisements in the faint hope of finding some
avenue of employment—she knew not what—open to her’
needs; and Carry had noted this habit. -
Mis. Tretherick mechanically closed the shuttérs, lit
the lights, and opened the paper. Her eye fell instinctively
on the following paragraph in the telegtaphic column:
, . S e ) b
FropLerown, 7th—Mr James Trethenck, an old-resident of this
place, died last:right-of delirium tremens. Mr. Trethenck was ad-
dicted: to intemperate habits; said-to have been mduced by domestic
. trouble. S T s
Mis. Trethetick did not start. She quietly turned over’
another , page of the paper, and glanced at Carry. ‘The
child was absorbed 1n-a book.- Mrs. Tretherick uttered no
word, but during the-remainder of the evening was un-
usually silent and cold. When- Carry was undressed and
in bed,”Mirs. Tretherick-suddenly dropped.on her- knees
beside the bed, and, taking Carry’s. flaming head betweernt
her hands, said: - — T

“Should you like to have another papa, Carry, darling?”’
“No,” smd Carry, after a moment’s thought. -~ -
“But a papa to Help Mamima take care of you,-to love
you, to give you nice clothes, to make a lady of yon when
you grow up?’ = ‘ -
... Carry’ turned her. sleepy eyes toward the quesHoner..
“Should you, Mamma?” . e
Mrs Tiretherick suddenly flushed to the roots of her
hair. “Go to sleep,™ she said sharply, and turned away.:
_But at midmght the child felt two white arms cldse
tightly around her,~and was drawn down mto a bosom
thg‘t hea’ved, fluttered, and at last, was broken up by sobs.
Don’t ky, Mamma,” whispéred Carry, with a.vague .
;c;,lt;oidpelci of their recent fcolilversation “Don’t ky. I fink I-
uld l1ke a new papa, i 3 —_ )
Sl o] p pa, if he loved you very, IPP_CE very,
month afterward, to ‘everybody’s astonishment, Mrs. -
Tretherick was marned. The_ happy bndegroom’ was one’
*Colonel Starbottle, recently’ elected to represent Calaveras
County m the: legislative councils of the: State. -As 1-
%annot record the event m finer language than that used
y the correspondent of The Sacramento Globe, I venture
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to quote some of his graceful penods “The relentless
shafts of- the sly god have been lately busy among our
allant Solons. We quote ‘oné more unfortunate.” The
atest victim is the Hon, C. Starbottle of Calaveras. The
fair enchanttess ini the case is a beautiful widow, a former.
votary of Thespis, and lately a fascinating St.-Cecilia of
one of the most fashionable .thurches of San Francisco,
. wheré she commanded a high salary.”

The Dutch Flat Intelligencer saw fit, however, to com-
ment upon the fact with that humorous freedom charac-
teristic of an-unfettered press “The new Democrati¢ war

_ horse from Calaveras has lately advented_in the legislature
- with_a little bill to change the name of Tretherick to
Starbottle. They call it a marriage certificate down there.
. ~Mr. Tretherick has been, dead just one month; but we.
-presume the gallant colonel is not afraid of ghosts.” It
is but just to Mrs. Tretherick to state that.the colonel’s
victory was by no means an easy one. To a natural degree_
of-coyness on the part of thelady was added the impedi-
meént of a rival—a “prosperous undertaker from Sacra-
mento, who had first seen_and loved Mrs. Tretherick at
the theater and church,-his professional-habits debarring
him from ordinary social intercourse, and indeed any
- other than the most formal public contact with the sex.
. As this gentlemhan had *made a snug fortune during the
felicitous prevalence of a severe epidemic, ‘the colonel
regarded him as a dangerous rival Fortunately, however,
- the .undertaker was called in professionally to lay out a
_ brother senator, who had unhappily fallen bv the colonel’s
pistol in an affdir of honor; and cither deterred by physical
. consideration from "rivalry, or {viscly .concluding that the
colonel ‘was professionally valuable, he withdrew from
the field. . . - ’ . -
The honeymoon was brief, and brought to a close by
an untoward incident During theiwrbridal trip, Carry had .
been placed in the charge of Colonel Starbottle’s sister.
On their retdrn’ to the city, immediately on reaching their
- lodgings, Mrs. Starbottle announced her mtention of at
once procecding to Mrs Culpepper’s to bring the child
home. Colonel -Starbottle, who had been exhibiting for
some time a certain uneasiness which he had endeavpred
to overcome by repeated stimulation, finally buttoned his
coat tightly across his breast, and after walking ups  Fly

tl
N
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once or twice up and down thie rdom, suddenly faced his.
wife with his mosl imposing manner.

“1 have deferred,” said the colonel with an exaggeration
of port that increased with his inward fcar, and a growin
thickness of speech—*I have deferr—I may say poshponc
statement o’ fack thash my duty ter dishclose ter gc. I
did no wish to mar sushine mushal happ’ness, to bligh
bud o’ promise, to darken conjuglar sky by unpleasht
revelashun. Musht be done—by God, m’m, musht do it
now, The chile is gonel”

“Gonel” echoed Mirs. Starbottle.

There was something in the tone of her voice, in the
sudden drawing-together of the pupils of her eycs, that
for a moment nearly sobered the colonel, -and partly
collapsed his chest. - .

“I'll splain all 1 a minit,” he said with a_deprecating
wave of the hand. “Everything shall be splained. The-
the-the-melencholly event wish preshipitate our happ’ness
—the myster'us prov'nice: wish releash you—releash chile!
hunerstan?—releash chile The mom’t Tretherick die—all
claim you have in chile:through him—die too. Thash law.
Who's chile b'long to? Tretherick? Tretherick dead. Chile
can’t b’long dead man Damn nonshense b’long dead man.
T'sh your chile? no! whose chile then? Chile b’long to

" ’ts mother. Unnerstan?” -
“Where is she?” said Mrs, Starbottle, with a very white
face and a very low voice. o

;“I'll splain all Chile b’long to ’ts mother. Thash law.
T'm lawyer, leshlator, and American sis'n. Ish my duty as
lawyer, as leshlator, and "'menkan sis'n to reshtore chile to
suff’rin mother at any coss—any coss.” .

“Where is she?” tepeated Mis. Starbottle, with her eyes
su}}Gﬁxed on the colonel’s face. S

one to 'ts m’o’r. Gone East on shteamer, yesserday.
Waffed by fav'rin gales to suffnin p’rent. Thasg sal” ¢
Mis. Starbottle did not move. The colonel ‘felt his

chest slowly collapsing, but steadied himself agamst a

chair, and cendeavored to beam with chivalrous gallantry-

not unmixed with magisteral firmness upon her as she sat.

.. Your feelm’s, m'm, do honor to yer sex, but conshider
situashun. Conshider m’or’s feelings—conshider my feel-
ll?s. The colonel paused, and flourishung a white hand--

erchief, placed it neglgently n his breast, and then
smiled tenderly above it, as over laces and ruffles, on the



. . AN EPISODE OF FIDDLETOWN - - - 171

. woman before him, “Why should dark shéd-der cass bligh
on two sholes with “single beat?” Chile’s fine chile; good
- -chile, -but summonelse chile! .Chile’s gone,- Clar’; but all
cmel” s o0 . . .
" Mis. Starbottle -started to her feet. “You!” she: cried,
~ bringing, out a-chest note_that made the chandeliers ring
. =“you thdt I married to-give.my darling food and clothes
~you! 4 dog that.I whistled-tc.my side to-keep the men
- .Off, me—youl” , - - - -

---She choked up;*an’& ftiieﬁ dashed :pést him into the -

. inner toom, which had been Carry’s; then she swept by

_him again into her 6wn bedroom, and then,sudderily re-

- “appeared before him, erect, menacing, with a burning fire
- over_her cheekbonés, a quick straightenmg of her arched
- brows and 1nouth, a squaring of jaw, and ophidian flatten-
-iig of the head. -. "~ - - . . .~ ;o
= - “Listen!” she said .in a hoarse, half-grown boy’s voice.

ish'n’t gone, .Clar’. Conshider -dearesht, you all’s- have ..

A

"“Hear me! If you ever expect to set eyes on me again,

¢ you must find the child. If you -evér “expect to spéak
to me again, to touch me, you must bring her back. For
where she-goes, I go; yott hear mel Where she has gone,
ook for;me” U7 .7 7 L P -
.~ She struck out past him ‘again with a quick feminine
= thmv"vingﬂgt' of "her ‘arms from the elbows down,~as if
- freemng herself from some” imaginary bonds, and dashing
_ into her chamber, slammed and locked the door. Colonel
- Starbottle, although no coward, stood in, superstitious fear
"~.of an:angry woman,-and, recoiling as she swept by, lost

“his unsteady, foothold and rolled helplessly-on the sofa. -

.+ Here, -after one or_two unsuccessful ‘attempts to regain
-his foothold,.he remained, uttering fiom time to time

- profane but not entirely coherent or intelligible protests,”

. until at last'he succumbed-to_the exhausting quality of

his emotions, and the narcotic quantity of his potations. .

" -~ Meantime, within; Mifs. Starbottle was excitedly-gather- -

” 7-ing her valuables‘and packing her trunk, even as she had -

done once before in the tourse_of this remarkable history. .

- - Perhaps some recollection of this- was in. her mind; for
~.. She stopped-to lean hér burning cheeks upon her hand,
> as if she saw again the figire of the child standing in the
~"doorway, and heard once  more a childish "voice -asking,

Is it Mamma?”. But'the epithet now stung her to the

- quick, and with a-quick, passionate gesture she dashed it
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away with a tear that had gathered in her eye. And then
it chanéed that, in turning over some clothes, she came
upon the child’s slipper with a broken sandal string. She
uttered a great cry here—the first she had uttered—and
caught it to her breast, kissing it passionately again and
agam, and rocking from side to side with a motion peculiar
to her sex And then she took it to the window, the better
to see it through her now sireaming eyes. Here she was
taken with a sudden fit of coughing that she could not .
stifie with the handkerchief she put to her feverish lips.
And then she suddenly grew very faint. The window
seemed to recede before her, the floor to sink bencath
ber feet; and staggering to the bed, she fell prone upon it
with the sandal and handkerchief pressed to her breast.
- Her face was quite pale, the orbit of her eyes dark, and
there was a spot upon her lip, another on her handkerchief,
and still another on the white counterpane of the bed.
The wind had risen, rattling the window sashes and
swaying the white curtains in a ghostly way. Later, a gray
fog stole softly over the roofs, soothing the wind-rough-
ened surfaces, and inwrapping all things in an uncertain
light and a measureless peace. -She lay there very quiet—
for all her, troubles, ‘still a very pretty bride. And on the”
other side of the bolted door -the gallant bndegroom,
from his temporary couch, snored peacefully. |

A week before Christmas Day, 1870, the little town of
Genoa, in the Stateof New York, exhibited, perhaps
more strongly than at any other time, the bitter. mmony
of its founders and spensors, A driving snowstorm that
had. whitened every windward hedge, bush, wall, and tele-
graph dpole, played around this soft Italian Capital, whirled
in and out of the great staring wooden Doric columns
of its post office and hotel, beat upon the cold green
shutters of its best houses, and powdered the angular,
stiff, dark figures in its streets. From the level o% the
street, the four principal churches of the town stood out
starkly, even while thewr misshapen spires were kindly
hidden 1n the low, driving storm. Near the railroad sta-’
tion, the new Methodist chapel, whose resemblance to
an enormous locomotive was further heightened by the,
.addition of a pyrarmdal row ‘of front steps, like a cow-
catcher, stood as if waiting for a few more houses to be
hitched on to proceed to a pleasanter location. But the
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-pride.of Genoa—the great Crammer -Institute for Young
Ladies—strétched its bare brick length and reared .its-
‘cupola plainly from the bleak Parnassian -hill above the
principal avenue. There was-no evasion in the Crammer
Institute of the fact ‘that it was aZpublic institution A
visitor upon it5 -doorsteps, a-prétty Tace at its window, were .
clearly -visible all over the township.” - i

" -The shriek of thé engine of the four-o’clock Northern .
express brought but few. of the usual loungers to the
-depot. Only a single passénger alighted, and was dniven  °

- away in-the solitary waiting sleigh toward the Genoa Hotel.

_ And then the tram speéd away again, with that passionless -
‘indifference to human sympathies or curiosity pecular
to express trains; the one baggage truck was wheeled into
the.station again; the station door.was-locked; and the

' “stationmaster went home. . co-

- The locomotive whistle, however, awakened the guilty

"-consciousness of three young.ladies of the Crammer In-

, stitute,~-who werer even then surreptitiously regaling them-
selves in- the bakeshop -and confectionery saloon of -~
Mistress Phullips in a by-lane. For even the admirable -

< regulations of the Institute failed to entirely develop the

. physical and moral natures of its pupils They conformed

" to the excellent -dietary rules in public, and in-private

. .drew upon the.luxdtious rations of their -village caterer.

They attended “church with - exemplary forality, and
flirted informally during-service with’ the village beaux. ™ -
They recéived . the best and most judicious instruction
durinig school hours, and devoured thé trashiest novels
during ‘recess. The result of which was an aggregation of

- quite-healthy, quite human, and_ very charming young

- creaturés that reflected infinite credit on “the- Institute.
Even Mistress Phillips, 16 ‘'whom they owed .vast sums,

- exhilarated by the- exuberant spirits and_younthful fresh- -
ness of her guests; declared that the sight of “them yourll(gl -,

ield

Hiings” did her good, and had even been known to sh
them by shameless equivocation. = . - . :
“Four o’clock; gitls! and, if we're not back to prayers
by five, we/ll be'missed,” said the tallest of thesé foolish
virging, with-an aquiline nose, and certain qaiet élan that
bespoke the leader, as she rose from her seat “Have you -
§ot the books, Addy?” Addy displayed three dissipated-
- ookmg novels under her waterproof. “And the provisions,

Carry?” Carry showed a suspicious parcel filling the pocket ]

i

-~
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of her sack. “All night, then. Come, girls, trudge—Charge
it she added, nodding to her host as they passed toward
the door. “Ill pay you when my quarter's allowance
comes.”
*No, Kate,” interposed Carry, producing her purse, “let
me ‘pay; it's my-turn.” - .
“Never!” said Kate, arching her black brows -loftily,
“even if you do have rich rclatives, and regular remittances
from California. Never! Come, gitls, forward, march!”
As they opened the door, a gust of wind nearly took
them off their ‘feet. Kindhearted Mrs. Phillips was
_ alarmed. “Sakes -alive; galls! ‘ye mussn’t go out 1 sich
weather. Better let’ me send word to the Institoot, and
make ye up 2 nice bed tonight in my parlor.” But the
last sentence was lost 1n a-chorus of half-suppressed shrieks
as the girls, hafhd in hand, ran’ down the steps into the
.storm, and were at once whirled away.
* The short December day, unlit by any sunset glow.
was failing fast. It was quite dark already, and the air wg’
thick with dnving snow. For some distance their higa}(
spirits, youth, and even inexpenience kept them bravel:
up; but, in ambitiously attempting a short cut from thé
highroad across an open field, their strength gave out
the laugh grew less frequent, and tears began to $tand in
Carry’s brown eyes. When they reached the road again,
they were utterly exhausted. “Let us go back,” said Carry.

“We'd never get across that field again,” said Addy.

“Let’s stop at the first house, then,” said Carry.

“The first house,” said Addy, peering through the
gathering darkness, “is Squire Robinson’s.” She darted s
mischievous glance at Carry that, even in her discomfort
ang fear, brought the quick blood to her cheek.

Oh, yes!” said Kate with gloomy irony, “certainly;
stop at the squire’s by all means, and be mvited to tea,
and be driven home after tea by your dear friend Mr.
Harry, with a formal apology from Mrs. Robinson, and
hopes that the young ladies may be excused this time No!”
continued Kate with sudden energy. “That may smit you,
bui;’I m going back as I came—by the window, or not at
all.” Then she pounced suddenly, like a hawk, on Carry,
who was betraying a tendency to sit down on a snowbank

and whimper, and shook her briskly. “You'll be gomg to

Sleep next. Stay, hold your tongues, all of you=what's
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woman had detected the pitable subterfuge For what
else did she stand at the head of her class, and had doting
parents paid three yeais tuition? ‘

‘The storm had passed, and the sun was shining quite
cheerily m the eastern recitalion room the next morming
when Miss Kate, whose seat was nearest the window,
lacing her hand pathetically upon her heart, affected to
lf)all in bashful and extreme agitation upon the shoulder
of Carry, her neighbor. “He has come,” she gasped ma
thalling whisper. “Who?” asked Carry sympathetically,
who never cledrly understood when Kate was in carnest.
“Who?—Why, the man who rescued us last night!t 1 saw
him dnve to the door this moment. Don’t speak; 1 shall
be better 1n a moment—there!” she said, and the shameless
hypocrite passed her hand pathetically across her forehead
with a tragic air. .. T

“What can he want?” asked, Carry, whose curiositywas
excited. , . \t

“I don’t know,” said Kate, suddenly relapsing in
gloomy cynicism. “Possibly to put his five daughters to,
school; perhaps to fnish ;}ns young wife, and warn her
against vs.”

“He didn’t look old, and he didn’t seem like a married
man,” rejomed Addy thoughtfully.

“That was his art, you poor creature!” returned Kate
scornfully. “You can~never tell anything of these men,
they are so deceitful Besdes, it's just my fatel”

, “Why, Kate,” began Carry, in serious concern,

“Hush! Miss Walker 1s saying something,” said Kate,
laughing, - . .

“The young ladies will please give attention,” said a
slow, perfunctory voice “Miss Carry Tretherick is wanted
in the parlor.” ) .

Meantime M. Jack Prince, the name given on the card,”
and various letters and credentials submitted to the Rev.
Mr. Crammer, paced the somewhat ‘severe apartment '
known publicly as the “reception parlor” and privatcly to
the pupils as “purgatory.” His keen eyes had taken in the
various nigid details, from the flat steam “radiator,” like
an enormous japanned soda cracker, that heated one end
of the room to the monumental bust of Dr. Crammer
that hogelessly chilled the other, from the Lord’s Prayer,
executed by a former writing master in such gratuitous
variety of elegant calligraphic trifling as to abate con:-
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siderably the serious value of the composition, to three
views of Genoa from the Institute, which nobody ever
recognized, taken on the spot-by the drawing teacher;
from two illuminated texts of .Scripture in an English
letter, so gratuitously. and hideously Temote as to chill all
human interest, to 4 large photograph of the senior
‘class, in which the prettiest-girls were Ethiopian in com-
plexion, and sat, apparently, on each other’s héads and
shoulders " His fingers had turned listlessly the leaves of
school-catalogues, the Sermons of Dr. Crammer, the
Poems of Henry Kitke White, the Lays of the Sanctuary
and Lives of Celebrated Women. His fancy, and it was
a’nervously active one, had gone over the partings and
greetings that must have taken place here, and wondered
wWhy the apartment had yét caught so little of the flavor
of humamty; indeed, I am afraid he had almost forgot-
ten the object of his visit when the door opened, and
Carry Tretherick stood before him.” .

It was one of those faces he had seen the night before,

tettier even than it had seemed then; and yet I think

. he was conscious of some disappointment, withoit know-
ing exactly why. Her abundant waving hair was of a
guinea-golden tint, her complexion of a peculiar flower-

_hike delicacy, her brown eyes of the color of seaweed in
deep water. It certainly was not her beauty that disap-
pointed him. LT '

"Without possessing his™ sensitiveness to impression,
Carry was, on her part, quite as vaguely ill at ease. She
saw before her one of those men whom the sex would
vaguely generalize as “nice,” that is to say, correct in all
the superficial appomtments of style, dress, manners,
and feature. Yet there was a decidedly- unconventional
quahty about him: he was totally unlike anything or any-
body that she could Temember; and as the attubutes of
ongmality are often as apt to alarm as to attfact people,
shc?‘ was not entirely prepossessed in his favor.

_~ "I can hdrdly hope,” he began .pleasantly, “that you
remember me. It is eleven years ago, and you were a very
hitle gil. T am afraid I cannot even claim to have en-
joyed that famiharity that might exist between a child
of six and a young man of twenty-one. 1 don’t think I
was fond of children. But I knew your mother very well.

-1 was editor of the Avalanche n Fiddletown when she
took you to San Francisco.”
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“You mean my stepmother; she wasn’t my mother,
you know,” interposed Carry hastily. - (
< Mr. Punce looked at her curiously, “I mean, your step-
mother,” he_said gravely.-“I never had the pleasure of
meetmg your mother.” o Lo T
-~ “No; Mother -hasn’t been in California these twelve
ears.” R
y There was an-intentional emphasizing of the title and
of its distinction that-began to iiterest coldly Prince
after his first astonishment was past. - T )
“As I come -from your-stepmother now,” he ‘went on
" with a shight laugh, “I must ask you to go back for a few,
'moments to that point. After your father’s death, your
mother—I mean your stepmother—iecognized the - fact
that your mother, the first Mrs. Trethenck, was legally
and morally-your guardian and, although much against
hﬁr inclination and affections, placed you agdin in her
- charge.” - o Lo e -
“My stepmother married again” within a month. after
father- died, and“'sent me_home,” said Cargy with great
directness, and the faintest toss of her head. e
Mr. Prince smiled so sweetly, and apparently so sym-
pathetically, that Carry began to like him "With no other
. notice of the interruption-he went on, “After your step-
" mother had performed this act of-simple justice, she en-
tered 1mnto an agreement with your mother-to defray the
expenses of your education unfil your eighteenth -year,
when.you were to elect and choose which of the .two
" should thereafter be your guardian; and with whom you
would make your home This agreement, 1 think, you are
already aware of, and, -1 believe, knew at the time.” )
“l was a mere child then,” said Carry. - ] )
, “'Certamly,”.sazd Mr. Prince, with the same smile,
‘Still the conditions, I think, have never been oppressive
to you nor your mother; and the only time they-are hkely
to iwe you the least uneasiness will be. when you come to.
make up your mind in the choice of -your -guardian. .
That will be on your eighteenth birthday—the twentieth,
I think, of the present month.” . .
Carry was silent : et
.. Pray do not think that I am here to receive your de
cision, even 1if it be already made. ] only camé t5 inform
you that your stepmother, Mrs Starbottle, will be, in-
town tomorrow, and will pass a few days at the hotel. If

~

e

1
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it is your wish to see her before you make up your mind,
she will be glad to meet you. She does not,-however,

-wish to do anythirg to influence your judgment.”: .

“Does Mother know shie is coniing?” said Carry hastily. -
~ “T do not know,” said Prnince gravely. “I only know
that if you conclude to see Mrs. Starbottle, it will be

,with your mother’s permission.-Mrs. Starbottle will keep

' sacrecﬁy this part of the agreement, made ten years ago.
But her healtg is very poor; and the change and country
quiet of a few days may benefit her.” Mr. Prince bent his

- keen, bright. eyes -upon: the young girl, and almost held
his breath until she spoke agam. -~ R

““Mother’s commg up today or tomoirow,” she said,
looking up. _ - . . ] ’ J
" “Ah!” said 'Mr Prince with a sweet and languid smile.

“Is.Colonel, Starbottle here too?” asked Carry, after a

pause. . ° Lo .
“Colonel Starbottle is dead. Your stepmother is again

a-widow.” R -

~ “Dead!” repeated Carry. .

“Yes,” rephed M. Prince. “Your stepmother has been

ingularly unfortunate in surviving her affections.”

"Carry did not know what he meant, ‘and looked so.
-Mr, Prince smiled reassaringly. - :
Presently Carry began to whimper. - - - -

Mr, Prince softly stepped beside her chair.

. “T'am afraid,” he said with 4-very pecuhar light in his
eye, and a singular dropping of the Corners of his mus-
tache—“I am afmaid you are taking this too deeply. It will

. be some days before you are called upon to make a de-
cision. Let us talk of something else. I hope you caught

~-1n0 cold last-evening.” ’ -

Carry’s face shone out again in dimples. .

" “You must have thought us so queer! It was too bad
o give you so much trouble.” I

. _“None whatever, I assure you My sense of propnety,”
he added demurely, “which might have been outraged had
I been called upon to help three young ladies out of a
schoolroom window at night, was deeply gratified at be-
Ing able to assist them n, again.” The doorbell rang
loudly, and. Mr .Pnince rose. “Take your own hme, and
think well before you make your decision” But Carry’s
ear and attention were given to the sound of voices 1n
the'hal}. At the same moment, the door was thrown

S
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open, and a servant announced, “Mrs. Tretherick and

Mr. Robinson.” .

The afternoon train had just shricked out its usual in-
dignant protest at stopping at Genoa at all as Mr. Jack
Prince entered the outskirts of the town, and drove to-
ward his hotel. He was wearied and cynical. A drive of
a dozen miles through unpicturesque outlying villages,

past small economic farmhouses, and hideous villas that .

violated his fastidious taste, had, I fear, left that gentle-
man in a captious state of mind. He would have even
avoided his taciturn landlord as he drove up to the door;
but that functionary waylaid him on the steps. “There’s

a lady in the sittin’-room, waitin’ for ye.”- Mr. Prince -

hurried upstas, and entered the room as Mrs. Starbottle
flew toward him. . .
She had changed sadly in the last len years. Her figure
was wasted to half its size. The beautiful curves of her
bust and shoulders were broken or mverted. The -once
full, rounded arm was shrunken in 1its sleeve; and the
olden hoops that encircled her wan wrists almost slipped
%rom her hands as. her long, scant fingers closed convul-
v swely around Jack’s. Her cheekbones were painted that
afternoon with the heclic of fever: somewhere in the
hollows of those cheeks were buried the dimples of long
ago, but their graves were forgotten. Her lustrous. eyes
were still beautiful, though the orbits were deeper than
‘before. Her mouth was “still sweet, although the Iips
parted more easily over the little teeth, even in breathing,

and showed more of them than she was wont to do be- _

fore. The glory of her blond hair was shil left: it was
finer, more silken and ethereal, yet it failed even in its
p}emtude to cover the hollows of the biue-veired tem-
ples. . ) . )
““Clara"’ said Jack reproachfully. .
Oh, forgive me, Jack!” she said, falling into a chair,
but still chnging to his hand—“forgive me, dear; but I
could not wuit longer: I should have died, Jack—died be-
fore another night. Bear with me a little longer (1t will
not be long), but let me stay. I may not see her, I.know;
I shall not speak to her: but it's so sweet to foel that I .
am at last near her, that I breathe the same air with my
darling. T am better already, Jack, I am indeed. And you
have seen her today? How did she look? What did she
say? Tell me all, everything, Jack. Was she beautiful?
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They say she is. Has she grown? Would you have known . -
"her agan? Will she come, gack? Perhaps ‘she has been
here .already; perhaps”—she had risen with tremulous ex-
citement, and was glancing at the door—“perhaps she is
here now. -Why don’t you speak, Jack? Tell me all.”
The keen eyes that looked down into hers were glisten-
ing with an infinite. tenderness that none, perhaps, but
" she would have” deemed them capable of. “Clara,” he
said gently, and cheerily, “try and coimpose yourself. You
-are trembling now with-the faﬁﬁue’and excitement of -
our jourriey. I have seen Carry; she is well and beautiful.
t that suffice you now.” . . - -
. His gentle firmness composed and calmed her now, as
it had often done before. Stroking her thin-hand, he said,
. after a pause, “Did Carry ever write to you?”
. “Twice, thanking me for some presents. They were
only” school-gir] letters,” she added, nervously answering
the interrogation of his eyes. - ) -
- “Did she ever know of your own troubles? of your
poverty, of the sacrifices you made to”"pay her bills, of
your- pawning your_ clothes and jéewels, of yotr—"
"“No, no'” interrupted the woman quickly: “no!- How
glcl)uld she?- I have no enemy cruel enough to tell her
at” S -
~ “Bat if she—or if Mrs. Tretherick—had heard of it?
If Carry thought you were poor, and unable to support
her properly, it might influence her decision. Young girls
are fond of"the’ position that wealth can give. She may
have rich friends, maybe a lover.” - ° .
Mrs. Starbottle winced at the last sentence. “But,” she
-said eagerly, grasping gack’s hand, “when you found me
sick -and helpless at Sacramento, when you—God bless -
“you.for it, Jackl—offered to-help me to the East, you said :
you knew of something,. you had some plan, that would -
make me and Carry independent.” 1

“Yes,” said Jack hastily; “but I want you to get strong
and well" first. And, now that you are calmer, you shall
listen, to my visit to the schooﬁ”

Tt was then that Mr. Jack Prince proceeded to- describe -
the interview already recorded, with a_singular felicity
and discretion that shames-my own account of that pro-
ceeding. Without suppressing a single fact, without omit-
ting a. word or detail, he yet managed to throw a poetic
veil over that prosaic episode, to invest the heroine with
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a romantic roscate atmosphere, which, though not pet-
haps entircly imaginary, still, T fear, exhibited thal genus
which ten years ago had made the columns of The Fid-
dletown Avalanche at once fascinating and ' instructite,
It was not until he saw the heightening color, and heard
the quick breathing, of his cager listencr, that he fcli 2

ang of self-reproach. “God help her and forgive -met”
ﬁc muttered between his clinched iteeth; “but how can
I tell her all now!” ‘

That night, when Mrs Starbottle Taid her weary head
upon her pillow, she tried to picture to hemelf Carry at
the same moment sleeping peacefully m the great school-
house on the hill; and it was a rarc comfort {o this yeamn-
ing, foolish woman to know that she was so ncar. But at
tlus moment Carry was sitling on the edge of her bed,
half-undressed, pouting her pretty lips and twisting her
long, leomme locks between her fingers as Miss Kate Van
Corlear—dramatically wrapped in a long white counter-
pane, her black eyes sparkling, and her thoroughbred
nose thrown high in air—stood over her like a wrathful
and indignant g%lost; for Carry had that cvening imparted
her woes and her history to Miss Kate, and that young
Jlady -had “proved herself no friend” by falling into a
state of fiery indignation over Carry’s “mgratitude,” and
-openly. and shamelessly espousing the claims of Mus.
Starbottle. “Why, if the half you tell me is true, vour
mother and those Robmsons are making of you not onl

_ a little coward, but a little snob, miss. Respectability, for-
sooth! Look you, my farmly ave centurics before the
Trethericks, but if my family had ever treated me in this
way, and then asked me to turn my back on” my best
friend, I'd wiistle them down the wind;” and here Kate
snapped her fingers, bent her black brows, and glared

: izround the room as if in search of a recreant Van Cor-
ear
.- “You just talk this way because you have taken a
fancy to that Mr. Prince,” said Carry. .

In the debasing slang of the penod, that had even
found its way into the virgin closters of the Crammer
Institute, Miss Kate,, as she afterward expressed it, in-
stantly “went for her.” ’

First, with a shake of her head, ‘she.threw her lon
olfagcl}i hair over one shoulder, then, dropping onme en

€ counterpane ?rom the other like a vestal tunic,
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" she stepped before Carry with a purposely exaggerated
classic s%:lr)ide. “And what if I have, miss! What if I hap-
en 'to know a gentleman when I see him! What if I
~happen to know that among a thousand such traditional,
conventional, feeble editions of their -grandfathers as
Mr.- Harry Robinson, you cannot find one original, inde-
pendent, ifidividualized gentleman like your Princel Go
to bed, miss, and pray to-Heaven that he may be your
“Prince 'indeed. Ask to have a contrite and grateful heart,
and thank the Lord in‘ particular -for having sent you
such a friend as Kate Van Corlear.” Yet, after an impos-
ing dramatic- exit, she reappeared the next moment as a
straight white flash, kissed Carry between the brows, and
was gome: U - -
. The next day was a weary one to Jack Prince. He was
convinced in his mind that Carry would not come; yet
to keep this consciousness from Mis, Starbottle, to meet
her simple hopefulness with an equal degree of apparent
faith, was a hard and difficult task. He would have tried
to divert her mind by taking her on a long drive; but
she was fearful that Carry might come during her db-
.sence; and her strength, he was obliged to admit, had
failed greatly..’As he looked into her large and awe-in-
spiring clear eyes, a something he tried to keep from his
mind—to put off day by day .from contemplation—kept
asserting itself directly to his inner consciousness. He
began to doubt_the expediency and wisdom of his man-
agement. He recalled every incident of his interview with
Carry, and half-believed that its failure was due to him-
self. Yet Mis. Starbottle was, very patient and confident; -
her very confidence shook his faith in his own judgment.
When her strength was equal to the exertion, she was
propped up in her chair by the window, where she could
see the school and the entrancé to the hotel. In the in- .
tervals she would elaborate pleasant plans for the future,
and would’ sketch a country home. She had taken a
strange fancy, as it seemed- to Prince, to the present lo-
cation; but 1t was notable that.the  future, always thus
outlined, was oneé of quiet and repose. She believed she
would get-well soon; m fact, she-thought she was now
. much better than she had been, but it might be long
before she should be quite strong again. She' would
whisper on in this way until Jack would dash madly
down into the barroom, order liquors that he did not
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drink, light cigars that he did not smoke, {alk with men
that he did nol listen to, and behave generally as our
stronger scx is apt to do in pertods of dclicate trials and
perplexity. - .

.The day closed with a clonded sky and a bitter, scarch-
ing wind. With the night fcll a few wandering flakes of.
snow. She was still ccontent and hopeful; and, as Jack -
whecled her from the window to the fire, she explained
to him how that, as the school term was drawing near its
close, Carry was {)robab]y kept closcly at herlessons dus-
ing the day, and conld only lcave the school at night.
So she sat up the greater-part of the cvening, and
combed her silken hair, and as far as her strength would
allow, made an undress toilet to reccive her guest. “We
must not frighten the child, Jack,” she said apologeti-
cally, and with somcthing of her old coquetry.

It was with a feeling of relicf that, at ten o'clock, Jack
seceived a message from .the landlord, saying that the
doctor would like to,sec him for a moment downstars,
As Jack entered. the grim, dimly lighted parlor, he ob-
served the hooded figure of a woman ncar the fire He
was about to withdraw again when a voice that he re-
membered very pleasantly said:

“OR, it's all right! I'm the doctor.” X

The hood was thrown back, and Prince saw, the shin-
ing black hair and “black, audacious eyes of Kate Van
Corlear. Cn )

“Don’t ask any questions. I'm the doctor, and there’s
my prescription,” and she pointed to the half-fngthened,
- half-sobbing Carry mn the corner—“to be taken at once.”

“Then Mis. Trethenck has given her permission?”

" “Not_much, ‘if 'I know the sentiments of that lady,”
replied Kate saucily.

“Then how did you get away?” asked Prince gravely,

“By THE winpOow "’ .

When Mr. Prince had left Carry in the arms of her
stepmother, he returned to the parlor. ~

“Well?” demanded Kate. « . .

+ “She will stay—~you will, I hope, also—tonight.”

“As T shall not be eighteen, and my own mistress on.
the ,ttVY,Crlthth, and as 1 haven’t a sick stcpmother, I
won't, . .

-“Then you will give me the pleasure of

: seeing you'
safely through the window again?” 5

—
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" When Mr. Prince returned an hour later, hé found - °
Carry sitting on a low stool-at Mrs: Starbottle’s feet. Her -

_-head was in her stepmothet’s lap, and she had sobbed her- -

~ self to sleep. Mrs. Starbottle put her finger to her lip. “I
told you she.would  come. God bless you,.Jack! and good - -

‘nigh ."~ A .o T s : - i
. gl"he“_nex't«‘ morning .Mirs.. Tretherick, indignant, the
.-Rev.Asa - Crammier,, principal, "injured,, and Mr. - Joel
“Robinson, . Sr., .complacently respectable, called upon
Vir. Prince. There was _a stormy Jneeting, ending in a
leriand for- Canry. “We certainly .cannot- admit of . this
nterference,”- said Mrs Tretheri‘c?(,, a-fashionably dressed,, -
indistinctive-looking woman,; “It is several days-before
the expiration .of our ;agreement; and we do not feel, .~
under -the. circumstances, justified in releasing Mis._Star-",
bottle fiom its conditions.” “Until the expiration of the
school term, we must' consider. Miss” Tretherick ds.com:
%Iyiné entirely’ with ‘its rules and discipline,” imposed
Dr: Craninier. “The whole: proceeding is calculated to
i\l}g}xre the "prospects, and compromise the position, of
1ss Tretherick in society;” suggested Mr. Robinson. ™
- Invamn Mr. Prince trged: the faihng condition-of Mrs.
Starbottle, her "absolute freedom *from' complicity with
Carry’s -flight, ‘the' patdonable. aiid, natural- instincts of
the girl,"and his own' assurance that they were willing
to_abide by her decision, And then, with a rising color
in his chéek, a dangerdus look in hiseye, but-a singular

~

calmness. 1 His speech, he added: - .- .
“>¥One word’ more. It becomes my duty to inform you
of.a circumstance” which ‘would certainly justify me, as
an executor of-the late, Mr, Trethenck, in fully resisting
your demands.. A, few  months after Mr." Tretherick’s
death, through the dgency of a Chinaman-in his employ
‘ment, it was-discovered that-he had made a will, which
was subsequently found -among his_papers The insignifi--
cant value of-his bequest-—mostly land, themrquite value-
less—Prevented tus executors-from carrying out his wishes,
or from" even proving the will, or making it otherwise
“publicly known, until within-the last two or three years,
when the property had -enormously increased: in' value.
--Fhe provisions of that bequest are simple, but unmis-
takable:- The property 1s divided between Carry and her
stepmother, . with-'the exphcit condition that Mrs. Star-
bottle shall become her legal giiardian, provide for het

s
- s
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education, and in all details stand to her in loco parentis.”

“What is the value of this bequest?” asked Mr. Robin-
son. “I cannot tell cxactly, but not far from half a mil
lion, I should say,” returncd Prince. “Certainly, with this
knowledge, as a friend of Miss Tretherick I must say that
her conduct is as judicious as it is” honorable to her,”
responded Mr. Robinson. ¢I shall not presume to ques-
tion the wishes, or throw any obstacles in thc way of
carrying out the intentions, of my dead husband,” added
Mis: ’lgre‘cherick; and the interview. was closed.

When its result was made known to Mrs, Starbottle.
she raised Jack’s hand to her fevérsh lips. “It cannot
add to my happiness now, Jack; but tell me, why did
you keep 1t from her?” Jack smiled, but did not reply

Within- the next week the neccssary legal formalities
were concluded, and Carry was restored to her step
mother. At Mrs Starbottle’s request, 2 small house ir
" “the outskirts of the town was procured; and thither \hey
removed to wait the spring, and Mrs. Starbottle’s con-
valescence. Both came tardily that year.

Yet she was happy and patient. She was fond of watch
ing the budding of the trees beyond her window—a novel
sight to her Californian experience—and of asking Carry
their names and seasons. Even at this time she projected

. for that summer, which seemed to her so mysteriously

withheld, long walks with Carry through the lcafy woods,
whose gray, misty ranks she' could see along the Illtop.
She even thought she could write poetry about them,
and recalled the fact as evidence of her gaining strength:
and there is, I believe, still treasured by one of the mem-
bers of this little household a httle carol so joyous, so
simple, and so mnocent that it might have becn an echo
of the robin that called to her from the window, as per-
haps it was.

And then, without warning, there dropped from
Heaven 7 day so tender, so mystically soft, so dreamily
beautiful, so throbbing and alive with the fluttering of
Invisible wings, so replete and “bounteously overflowing
with an awa efkleng and joyous resudrrection not taught
by man or limited by creed, that they thought it fit to
bring her out and lay her in that ploriou i

gh s sunshine that

sprinkled like the droppings of a bridal torch the happy
hn;t;‘:}s and doors, And there she lay beatified and calg,,
caned by watching, Carry-had’ fallen asleep by her
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‘side;-and Mrs. Starbottle’s: thin fingers lay like a benedic-
tion on her head. Presently she ca Ile‘%%a‘ck to her side.

" “Who.was that,” she whispered,- “Who just-camie in?”
" “Miss Van Corlear,” said, Jack, answering the look in
her great hollow eyes. ": . . . R -
« . “Jack,” she said, after, 2 moment’s silence, “sit by me
a moment,. deat - Jack: I've something' I must say. If 1
ever seemed-hard, or cold; or coquettish to you in the

~~~~~

-old days, it was becduse.I loved you,-Jack, too well to
mar ‘your -futdre by linking it with my own. I always
loved you; dedr Jack, even when I seemied least worthy of
you; That-is gone how. But I had a dream lately, Jack,
“a foolish. woman’s.dream—that you might find what I
lacked "in_her,”> and she glanced lovingly at the sleeping
itl- at-hier side; ‘‘that- you 'mightlove -her as you have
-Joved me. But éven that_is not to be,Jack, is it?” and
* she glanced wistfully in his .face. Jack pressed her hand,
‘but did not speak. ‘After a few moments’. silence, she
again_said:~“Perhdps you are-tight in’ your choice, She is
a goodhearted, girl, Jack—but a little bold.” _ -
.~ And.with this-last flicker of foolish, weak humanity in
“her struggling ‘spirit, shé spoké no miore. When they
-came to her a moment later, a tiny bird “that had lit
~ upon_het breast flew away; and the hand that they hifted
from Carry’s Iréad fell lifeless at her side. - /'~ .



BARKER’S LUCK

A smo twittered! The moming sun shining through the
open window was apparently more potent than the cool
mountain air, which had only caused the sleeper to curl
a little more tightly in his blankets. Barker’s eyes opened
instantly upon the light and the bird on the window
ledge. Like all healthy young animals he would have tried
. to sleep again, but with his momentary consciousness
came the recollection that it was his turn to cook the
breakfast that morning, and he regretfully rolled out ofi
his bunk to the floor. Without stopping to dress, he,
opened the door and stepped outside, secure in the
knowledge that he was overlooked only by the Sierras
and plunged his head and shoulders in the bucket of
cold water that stood by the door. Then he began to
clothe himself, partly in the cabin and partly in the open-
air, with a lapse between the putting on of his trousers
and coat which he employed in bringing in wood. Rak-
ing together the few embers on the adobe hearth, not
without a prudent regard to the-rattlesnake which had
once been detected in haunting the warm ashes, he be-
ﬁan to prepare breakfast, By this time the other s]eegers,

is partners Stacy and Demorest, young men of about
his own age, were awake, alert,-and lazily cntical of his
progress. ‘

“I don’t care about my quail on toast being under-
done for breakfast,” said Stacy, with a yawn; “and you
. meedn’t serve with red wine. I'm not feeling very peckish

this morning.” - = ;

“And T reckon you can knock off the ‘fried oysters after
. the Spanish mackerel for me,” “said Demorest gravely.
“The fact 15, that last bottle of Veuve Clicquot we had
for supper wasn’t as dry as I am this morning.” o

Accustomed, to_these regular Barmecide- suggestions,
Barker made no direct reply. Presenily, looking up from
the fire, he said, “There’s no more saleratus, so you
mustn’t blame me if the biscuit is extra heavy. I told

188
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.you we had nonme when you went to the grocery yes-
. terday” . oo .
- J‘ijlld T told you we hadn’t a red cent to buy any with,” -
{ said Stacy, who-was also treasurer. “Put-these two nega-
" tives together and” you make -the affirmative—saleratus.
' Mix freely and -bake in a hot ovén.”" -
"~ Nevertheless, after a toilet as primitive-as Barker’s they
.. sat down_to what he had prepared with the keen appe-
- tite begotten of the mountamn air and the.regretful fas-
* tidiousness born -of the recollection of better things.
{erkedi beef, - frizzled -with -salt -pork in .a frying-pan,
~boiled -potatoes, biscuit, and coffee composed the repast.
The biscuits, however, proving remarkably heavy after
the first mouthful, were used as missiles, thrown through
"the open door at an empty bottlé which had previously
" served ‘as a mark for revolver practice; and a few mo-
“ments later pipes-were it to counteraclt the effects of
-the meal and take the taste .out of -their miouths, Sud-
_ denly: they heard the sound of "horses’ hoofs, saw the
* quick passige- of a rider in.the-open space before the
cabin, and f%:lt the smart imipact upon “the table of some
small ,object thrown by him. It was the regular moring
delivety of the.county newspaper] | ‘
“He's getting to be a mighty sure shot,” said Demorest
approvingly, looking- at his upsét’ can of coffee as he
. picked up ‘the paper, “rolled mto a cylindrical wad as
~ tightly-as a cartnidge, and began to straighten it out. This”
was no easy matter,” as the sheet had evidently been
rolled while yet damp from the press, but Demorest
eventually opened it and ensconced himself behind it.
“Nary news?” asked Stacy.. -
“No. There never is any,” said Demorest.scornfully.
. “We ought to stop-the paper.”> o
- “You mean the paper man ought to. We don’t pay
“him,” said Barker gently. - e - .
“Well, that's the same thing, ‘smarty. No news, no
~pay. Hallo'” he continued, ‘his eyes suddenly riveted on
-the -paper. Then, after the fashion of ordinary humanity,
he -stopped short and réad the mteresting item to- him-
"' self When he had finished he brought his fist and the
paper, _together, violently down upon the table. “Now
look at this! “Talk of luck, will you? Just, think. of it.
- Here are we—hard-working men with Iots of sabe, too—
grubbin’ away on this hj%léide like niggers, glad to get

7 -
’
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nough at the cnd of the day to pay for our soggy bis-
guits gand horse-bean coffce, and just yook what fal%s} into
the lap of some lazy sneakin’ {greenhom who never did
a stroke of work in his lifc! Here are we, with no fool-
ishness, no airs nor graces, and yet men who would do
credit to twice that amount of Juck—and scem bom to
it, too—and were set aside for some Jong, lank, pen-
wiping scrub who just knows cnough to sit down on his
office stool and hold on to a bit of paper ’
“What's up now?” asked Stacy, with the carclessness
bcgotten of fammlianty with his partner’s extravagance.

‘Listen,” said Demorest, reading. “Another unprece-
dented nse has taken place in the shares of the “Yellow
Hammer First Extension Mme' since the sinking of the
new shaft. It was quoted yesterday at ten thousand dol-
lars a foot. When it 1s remembered that scarcely iwo
years ago the original shares, issued at fifty dollars per
share, had dropped to only fifty cents a share, it will be
seen tl}at those who were able to hold on have got a good
thing.

“\%Vhat mine did you say?” asked Barker, looking up
meditatively from the dishes he was already washing.

“I used to have some shares in that, and I think 1

“The Yellow Hammer Fist Extension,” returned
Demorest shortly.
have them still,” said Barker musingly.

“Yes,” said Demorest Promptly; “the paper speaks of it
here. “We understand,”” he continued, reading aloud,

, “ ‘that our eminent fellow atizen, George Barker, other
wise known as “Get Left Barker” and “Chucklehcad,”
is one of these fortunate individuals.” ”

“No,” said Barker, with a slight flush of innocent
pleasure, “it can’t say that, How could it know?”

_Stacy laughed, but Demorest coolly continued: “You
didn’t hear all. Listen! ‘We say was one of them; but
having already sold his apparently useless certificates to
our popular druggist, Jones, for com plasters, at a re-
duSed rate, he 15 unable to realize.’”

“You may laugh, boys,” said Barker, with simple
seriousness; “but I really believe I have got ’em yet Just
wait. I'll seel” He rose and began to drag out a well-womn
valise from under lis bunk. “You see,” he continued

t}‘l‘? were given to me by an old chap mn return—"

‘or saving hus hfe delaying the Stockton boat that.
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- afterward blew up,” returned Demorest briefly. “We

“know-it alll His hair was white, and his hand trembled

"slightly as he laid. these shares m_yours, saying,-and you -
never forgot the words, “Take "em, young man—and'—"

“For lending -him two thousand dollars, -then,” con-
tiiued Barker with a simple ignoring of the interruption, -

- as he quetly brought out the valise -

“Two, - thotisand dollars!” repeated "Stacy, “When did

“you have two thousand dollars?” - SRR

- “When I-first left Sacramento—three ‘years 'ago,”. said
Barker, unstrapping the valise. - ,
~“How lorfg did you.have 'it?”, said Demorest incredu-
lously.. . ; ’ ; . ‘

“At least two days, I-think,”_returned Barker quietly.

. “Then 1 met_that man.-He was hard-up, and I lent-him

~my pile~and took those shares. He died- afterward.”

~ 2“Of ‘course he- did,” “said Deniorest severely. "“They
always do. Nothing kills 2 man more quickly than an ac-

= tion of that kind.” Nevertheless the two partners re-
garded- Barker rummaging "among_some loose” clothes

. and papers with a kind. of paternal toleration. “If you
‘can’t. find-them, brning-out your government_bords,” sug-

~gested Stacy. But the next moment, flushed and trium-

*“phant, Barker rose ‘from his .knees, and came toward

- them carryimg-some papers in his hands. Demorest 3eized

. them from him, opened them; spread them_on the table,

. examined hurmedly the date, signatires, ‘and transfers,
glanced again quickly at the newspaper paragraph, looked .
wildly at Stacy.and then, at Barker, and ‘gasped:

- “By the- hving hookey! it is-sol” .

. “B'gosh! he has got ‘em!” echoed Stacy, . . -
“Twenty shares;” continued .Demorest bréathlessly, “at .

" ten thousand dollars a ‘shafe—even if 1t’s only a foot—
is two hundred thousand dollarst Jerusalem|” .

“Tell me fair sir,” said Stacy, with.sparkling eyes, “hast -~

_still left 1n yofider- casket any rare jewels, rubies, sarcenet,.
or hmks of fine.gold? Peradventure a pearl or-two may
have been ovérlooked!” . T :

- “No—that’s all,” returned Batker simply.~ o

“You hear him! Rothscluld says ‘that’s ail’ Prince

_Esterhazy says he hasn’t another red cent—only two
hundred thousand dollars” = > : ‘

“What ought I ,to do, boys?” asked, Barker,: timidiy

. glancing from one to jth'p other Yet he remembered- with,

- 4
"

-
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delight all that day, and for many a year afterward, that
he saw in their faces only unselfish joy and affection at
that supreme moment

“Do?” said Demorest promptly. “Stand on your head
and yelll No! stop! Come here” He seized both Barker
and Stacy by the hand and ran out into the open air.
Here they c;;nced violently with clasped hands around
a small buckeye, in perfect silence, and then returned to
the cabmn, grave but perspiring. -

“Of course,” said Barker, wiping his forehead, “we'll
just get some money on these certificates and buy up that
next claim which belongs to old Carter—where you know
we thought we saw the indication.” -

“We'll do nothing of the kind,” said Demorest de-
cidedly. “We ain’t in it. That money is yours, old chap—
every cent of it—property acquired before marriage, you
know, and the only thing we'll do is to be damned be-
fore we'll see. you drop a dmme of it into this God-for-
saken hole No!”

“But we're partners,” gasped Barker.

“Not in this! The utmost we can do for you, opulent
sir—though it 1l becomes us' horny-handed sons of toil
to rub shoulders with Dives—is perchance to dine with
you, to take a pasty and a glass of Malvosie, at some res-
taurant 1n Sacramento—when you've got things fixed, in
honor of your return’ to affluence. But more would ill-
become us!” ) .

“But what are you goihg to do?” said Barker, with a
, ha}f—hystenc, half-frightened - smile. :

‘We have not yet looked through our luggage,” -said
Demorest with invincible gravity, “and there’s a secrct
recess—a double fond—to my portmantcau, known only
to a trusty page, which has not been disturbed since I
left my ancestral home mn Faginia There may be a few
Fust Debentures of Erie or what not-still there” =~~~

I fel.t some strange, diskltke protuberances in my
dress suit the other day, but belike they are but poker
chips,” said Stacy thoughtfully. )

An uneasy feeling crept over Barker. The color which
had left his fresh check returned to it quickly, and he
turned his eyes away Yet he had seen nothing m his
companmions’ eyes but affection—with even a certamn kind
of tender commiseration that deepened his uneasiness.
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“I supposé,” he said desperately, after a pause, “T ought
to go over to Boomville and make some mquiries.”

“At the bank, old chap; at the bank!” said Demorest
emphatically. < “Take my advice and don’t go anywhere
else. Don’t breathe a word of your luck to anybody. And
don’t, whatever you do, be tempted to sell just now; you
don’t know how high that stock’s going to jump yet.

“I thought,” stammered Barker, “that you boys might
like to go over -with -me.”

“We can’t afford to take another holiday on grub
wages, and we're only two to work today,” said Demo-
rest, with a shght mcrease of color and the faintest
tremor in his voice. “And it won't do, old chap, for us
to be seen bumming round with you on the heels of your
good fortune. For everybod ows we're poor, and
sooner or -later everybodyll know you were rich even
when you first came to us.” . .

“Nonsense!” said Barker indignantly. . -

“Gospel, my boy!” said Demorest shortly.

“The frozen truth, old man!” said Stacy.

Barker took up his hat with some stiffness and moved
toward the door.” Here he stopped irfesolutely, an irreso-
lution that seemed to communicate itself to his partners.
There was a2 moment’s awkward silence. Then Demorest
suddenly seized him by the shoulders with a tirip that
was half a caress, and walked him rapidly to the door.
“And now don’t stand foolin’ with us, Barker boy; but
just trot off likc a little man, and get your grip on that
fortune; and when yow've got your hooks in it hang on
like grim death. You'll”—he hesitated for an instant only,

ossibly to find the laugh that should have accompanied
bis §peéch¢-—“you’re sure to find us here when you get

ack.” . -

Hurt to the quick, but restraining his feelings, Barker
clapped his hat on his head and walked quickly away.,
The two partners stood watching him in silence until
his figure 1/as lost in thé underbrush. Then they spoke.

“Like him—wasn’t it?” said Démorest.

“%glst him all over,” said Stacy.

“Think of lum having that stock stowed away all these
. years and never even bothering his dear old head about
11

“And think of his wanting to put the whole thing into
this rotten hillside with usl” -
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“And he'd have done 1t, by goshl and never thought
of it again. That’s Barker.”

“Dear old man!” - ‘

“Good old chapl”

“T've been wondering if one of us ou§htn’t to have
gone with him? He's just as likely to pour his money into
the first lap that opens for it,” said Stacy. )

“The more reason why we shouldn’t prevent him, or
- seem to prevent him,” said Demorest almost -ficrcely.

“There will be knaves and fools enough who will try and
put the idea of our using him into his simple heart with-
“out that. No! Let him do as he likes with it—but let him -
be himself, I'd rather have him come back to-us cven
after he’s lost the money—his old self and empty-handed
—than try to change the stuff God put into him and
make him more like others.” -

- The tone and manner were so different from Demo-
rest’s usual levity that Stacy was silent After a pause he
said: “Welll ‘we shall miss him on the lullside—won’t
we?!’ ,

Demorest did- not reply. Reaching out his hand ab- -
stractedly, he wrenched off a small slip from a sapling

near -him, and began slowly t6-pull the lcaves off, one by

one, until they were all gone Then he switched it in_the

air, struck his bootleg smartly with it, said roughly:

“Come, let's get to work!” and strode away. ]

Meantime Barker on his way to Boomwille was no less
singular in his manner. He kept up his slightly affected
attitude until he had lost sight of the cabin. But, bein
of a simple nature, his emotions were Icss- complex. 1
he had not seen the undoubted look of affection in the
eyes of his partners .he would have imagmed that they
were jealous of his good fortune, Yet wﬁy had they-re-
fused his offer to share 1t with him? Why had they so
strangely assumed that their partnership with him had
closed. Why-had they declined to go with him? Wy
had this moneg—-of which he had thought so Yifle, an
for which'he had cared so little—changed.~them toward -
him? It had not changed him—he-was Aifie same' He re-
membered how‘th'ey had often talke and laughed over
a prospective Ystrike” 1 mining ~4nd speculated what
they would do together with the money! And now that

IGEICk had occurred to one~of them, mdvidually, the
efrect was only ‘to alienate them! He could not make it
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out. He “was hurt, wounded—yet oddly enough he was
conscious now of a certain power within him to hurt
and-wound in retribution. He was rich: he would let them
,see he could do without them. He was quite free now
to think only of himself and Kitty. g

For it must be recorded that with all this young gen-
tleman’s simplicity and unselfishness, with all his loyal
attitude to his partners, his first thought at the moment
he grasped the fact of his wealth was of a.young lady. It
was* Kitty Cartef, the daughter of the hotelkeeper at
Boomville, who owned the claim that the partners had
mutually coveted. That a pretty gitl's face should flash
upon him with his conviction that he was now a Tich
man meant perhaps no disloyalty to his partners, whom
he would still have helped. But it occurred to him now,
in his half-hurt, half-vengeful state, that'they had often
joked him about Kitty, and perhaps further confidence
with them was debarred. And it was only due to his dig-
nity that he should now see Kitty at once. °

This was easy endugh, for in the maive simplicity of
Boomville and the economic.arrangements of her father,
she occasionally waited, upon the hotel table. Half the
town was always actively in love with her; the other half
had been, and was silent, cynical, but hopeless in defeat.
For Kitty was one. of those singularly pretty girls occa-
sionally met with in Southwestern trontier civilization
whose distinct and original-refinement of face and figure
were so remarkable and original as to cast a doubt on the
“sagacity and prescience of one parent and the morality:
of the other, yet no doubt with equal injustice. But the

« fact remained that she was slight, graceful, and self-

contained, and moved beside her stumpy, commonplace
father, and-her faded, commonplace mother in the din-
ingroom of the Boomville Hotel like sothe distinguished
alien. The three -partners, by‘virtue, perhaps, of their
college education and refined manners, had been excep-
tionally noticed by Kitty. And for some occult reason—
the more serious, perhiaps, because it had no obvious or
logical presumption to the world generally—Barker was
particularly favored. ‘

He qumckened his pace, and as the flagstaff of the
Boomville Hotel rose before him in the little hollow,
he seriously, debated whether he had not better go to the
bank ﬁrsgé; J~rasit his shares, and get a small advance
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on them to buy a new necktie or a “boiled shirt” in
which to present- himself to Miss Kitty; but, remem-
bering that he had partly-given his word to Demorest
that 1g1e would keep his shares intact for the present, he
abandoned this project, probably from: the fact that his
projected confidence with Kitty was already a violation
of Demorest’s injunctions of secrecy, and his’ conscience
was sufficiently burdened with that breach of faith. °
But when he reached tlie hotel, a strange tre}(:idation
overcame him. The dinmg-room was at its slack water,
between the ebb of breakfast and before the flow of
the preparation for the midday meal He could not have
his mterview with Kitty in’ that ‘dreary waste of reversed
~ chairs and bare trestlelike tables, and she was possibl
engaged m her household duties. But Miss Kitty had ‘al-
ready seen him cross the road, and had lounged into the
dining-room with an artfully simulated amr of casually ex-
aminmg it, At the unexpected vision of his hopes, ar-
rayed in the sweetest and freshest of rosebud-sprigged
print, his heart faltered. Then, partly with the desperation
of a timid man, and partly through the working of a
half-formed resolution, he met her bright smile with a
simple inquiry for her-father. Miss Kitty bit her. pretty
lip, smiled slightly, and preceded him with great for-
mality to the office. Opening the door, without raising her
lashes to either her father or the visitor, she said, with a
mischievous accenting of .the professional manner, “Mr..
Barker to see you on business,” and trpped sweetly away.
And this shight incident” precipitated” the crisis. For
Barker instantly made up his mind that he must purchase
the next claim for his partners of this man Carter, and
that he would be obliged to confide to him the details-
of his good fortune, and as a proof of his sincenty and
hus ability to pay for 1t, He did so bluntly. Carter was a
shrewd business man, and the wellknown simplicity of
Barker was a proof of his truthfulness, to say nothing of
the shares that were shown to him. His selling price for
his claim had been two hundred dollars, but here-was
a rich customer who, from a mere foolish senhment,
would be no doubt willing to-pay more. He hesitated
with a bland but supenior smile. “Ah, that was my price
at my last offer, Mr. Barker,” he said suavely; “but, you
see, things are going up since then.” ¢ ’ ’
The keenest, duplicity 15 apt to fail before “absolute
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simplicit?r. Barker, thoroughly believing bim,,and‘already

a little frightened at his own presumption—not for the

amount ofg the money involved, but from the pOSS]blh?
of his partners refusing his gift utterly—quickly took ad-
‘vantage of this locus penitentiz. “No matter, then,” he
said hurriedly; “perhaps 1 had better consult my partners .
~first; in fact,” he added, with a gratuitous truthfulness all
his own, “I hardly know whether they will take it of me,
so I think I'll wait.” -

Carter was staggered; this would clearly not do! He
recovered himself with an insinuating smile. “You pulled
me up too short, Mr. Barker; I'm a business man, but
hang it alll what’s that among friends? If you reckoned I
gave my word at two hundred—why, I'm therel Say no
more about it—the claim’s yours. I'll' make you out a
bill of sale at once.” , -

“But,” hesitated Barker, “you see I haven’t got the

' money yet, and—" _ '

“Money!” echoed Carter bluntly, “what’s that amon
friends? Gimme your note at thirty days—that’s goo
enough for me. An’ we'll settle the whole thing now—
nothing like finishing a_job while you’re about 1t.” And
before the bewildered and doubtful visitor could protest,
he had filled up a promissory note for Barker's signature
and himsélf signed a bill of sale for the property. “And

~I reckon, Mr. Barker, you'd like to take your partners by
surprise “about this little gift of yours,” he added smil-
ingly. “Well, my messenger is starting for the Gulch in
five minutes; he’s going by your.cabin, and he can just
drop this_bill ‘o’ sale, as a kind o settled fact, on ‘em
afore they can say anything, see! There’s nothing like
actin’ on the spot in these sort of things. And don’t you
hurry "bout them either! You see, you sorter owe us a
friendly call—havin’ always dropped inter thé hotel onl
as a customer—so ye'll stop here over luncheon, and
reckon, as the old woman 1s busy, why Kitty will try.to
make the time pass till then by playin’ for you on her
new pianner.” .

. Delighted, yet bewildered by the unexpected invita-
tion and opportunity, Barker mechanically signed the
promissory note, and as mechanically addressed the en-
velope of the bill of sale to Demorest, which Carter gave
to the messenger. Then he followed his host across the
hall to the apartment known as “Miss Kitty's parlor.” He
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had often heard of it as a sanctum impervious to the
ordinary guest. Whatever functions the young gin as-
sumed at the hotel and among her father's boarders, it
was vaguely understood that she dropped them on cross-
ing that sacred threshold, and became “Miss Carter.
e county judge had been entertained there, and the
wife of the bank manager. Barker's admission there was
_ consequently an unprecedented honor, !
He- cast his eyes timidly round the room, redolent and _
su%gestwe in warious ‘charming little ways of the oung
irl's 11)>1rese~nce There was the cottage piano which ha
een brought up in sections on the backs of mules from
the foot of the mountain; there was a crayon head of
Minerva done by the fair occupant at the age of twelve;
-there.was a profile ‘of herself gone by a traveling artist;
there were pretty little china ornaments and many flow-
ers, notably a faded but still scented woodland shrub
which Barker had presented to her two wecks ago, and
over which Miss Kitty had discreetly thrown her white
handkerchief as he entered: A wave of hope passed over
him at the act, but it was quickly spent as Mr., Carter’s
roughly playful voice introduced him:
© ‘“Ye kin give Mr Barker a tune or two to pass time
afore Junch, Kitty You kin let him see what you're doing’
-in.that line. But you’ll have to sit up now, for this young
man’s come inter some property, and will be sasheying
round in 'Frisco afore long with a biled shirt and a
stovepipe, and be %ivin’ the go-by to Boomville. Welll
you young folks will excuse me for a while, as I reckon
I'll just toddle over and get the recorder to put that bill =
0’ sale on record. Nothin’ like squaring things to’ onct,
Mr Barker” ) o
As he slipped away, Barker felt his heart sink. Carter

had not only bluntly forestalled him with the news and
taken away his excuse for a confidential interview, but
had (}Jut an ostentatious construction on his wisit What
could she think of him now? He stood ashamed and em-
barrassed before her. :
. But Miss Kitty, far from noticing his embarrassment
i a sudden concern regarding the "ﬁomd” untidiness of
_ the room, which made her cheeks quite pink in one spot

and obliged her to take up and set down in exactly the
Sfame lace several articles, was exceedingly delighted In
act, she did not remember ever having been so pleased
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" before in her lifel- These things were always so unex-
pected! Just like the weather, for instance. It was quite
- codl last night—and now it was_just stifling. And so
dustyl Had-Mr. Barker noticed the heat coming from
the ‘Gulch? Or perha s,\beini a rich man, he—with a
dazzling smile—was -above walking now. It was so kind
of him to come liere first and tell her father. .
~ “I really wanted to tell*only—you, Miss Carter,” stam-
mered Barker. “You see—" he hesitated. But Miss Kitty
saw perfectly. He-wanted to tell her; and, seein% her, he
asked: for her father! Not that it made the slightest dif-
" ference to. her, for her father would have been sure to
have told her. It was also kind of her father to invite him
to luncheon; Otherwise she might-not have seen him be-
fore ‘he left Boomville. T
But this was more than Barker could stand. With the -
same -desperate directness and simplicity with which he
had approached her father, he now blurted out his whole
héart to her. Hé told her how he had loved her hopelessly
from the first titne that they had spoken together at the
church picnic. Did she remember it? How he had sat and -
.worshiped her; and nothing else, at church! How her
voice 1n_ the- church choir lgmad sounded like an. angel’s;-
-how his: poverty and -his uncertain- future had kept him
from seeing her often, lest he should be .tempted to"
betray his hopeless passion.”How as soon as he realized
that 'he bad a position, that his love for her need not
make her ridiculous to the world’s eyes, he came 'to tell
her all. He did not even dare to hopel But she would
hear him ‘at least, would she not? - -
Indeed, there was no getting away from his boyish, ~
simple, outspoken declaration. In -vain Kitty smiled,
- frowned, glanced at her pink cheeks-in the glass, and
stopped to look out of the window. The room was filled
with his love—it was encompassing her—and, despite his
shy attitude, seemed to be almost embracing_ her. But
she managed at last-to turn upon him a face that was
now as white and grave as-his own was eager and glowing,.
. “Sit down,” she said-gently. - T )
- He did so obediently, but wonderingly. She then
opened the piano and took a seat, upon the music stool
before it, placed some loose sheets of music in the rack,
,and ran her fingers lightly over the keys. Thus intrenched, -
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she let her hands fall idly in her lap, and for the first
time raised her eyes to his. ]

“Now listen to me—be good and don’t interrupt!
Therel—not so near; you can hear what I have to say
well enough where you are. That will do.”” .

Barker had halted with the chair he was dragging to-
ward her and sat down. ., - I

“Now,” said Miss Kitty, withdrawing her eyes and
looking straight before her, “I believe everything you say;

rhaps I oughtn’t to—or at least say it—but.T do. Therel
E?ﬂ: because 1 do believe you—it seems to me all wrong!
For the very reasons that you %ive for not having spoken
to me before, 1f you really felt as you say you did, are
the same reasons why you should not speak to me now.
You see, all this time you have let" nobody but yourself
know how you felt toward me. In everybody’s eyes you
and your partners have been only the three stuck-up, ex-
clusive, college-bred men who mined a poor claim in the
Gulch, and occasionally came here to this hotel as cus-
tomers. In everybody’s eyes-I have been only :the rich
hotelkeeper’s popular daughter who sometimes waited
upon you—but nothing more But at least we were then
pretty much ‘alike, and as good as each other. And now,

_ as soon as you have becomesuddenly rich, and, of course,
“the supenor, you nish down here to ask me to acknowl-
edge 1t by accepting youl”

“You know I never meant that, Miss Kitty,” burst out
Barker vehemently, but his protest was .drowned in a
rapid ‘roulade from the young lady’s fingers on the keys.
He sank back in his chair. T

“Of course you never meant it,” she, said with an odd
laugh; “but everybody will take it in that way, and you

. cannot go round to everybody in Boomville and make
the pretty declaration you have just 'made to me. Every-
body will say I accepted you for your money, everybog;
will say 1t was a put-up job of my father's Everybody
will say that you threw yourself away on me. And I'don’t
know but that they would be right. Sit down, plcase! or -
I shall play agamn. - )

_ “You see,” she went on, without looking at him, “Just ~
now you like to remember that you fell in love with me
fist as a pretty waiter %1r1, but.if I became your wife it's
g &ust what you would-ike to forget. And I shouldn’t, for
should always like to thmli of the time when you came
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here, whenever you could-afford it and sometimes when
you couldn’t, just to see me; and how we used to make
excuses to speak with each other over the dishes. You
don’t know what thes¢ thirigs mean to a'woman who’—
she hesitated a moment, and then added abruptly, “but
what does that-matter? You would not care to be re-
minded of it. So,” shé said, rising up with a grave smile
and grasping her hands tightly belund her, “it’s a good
deal better that you should begin to forget it how. Be
—d good boy and take my advice. Go to San Krancisco.
You will meet some girl there in a way you will not
afterward ‘regret.-You are young, and your riches, to say
nothing,” she added in a faltening voice that was some-
what inconsistent with the mischievous smuile that played
upon her lips, “of your kind and simple heart, will secure
that which the world would call unselfish affection from
one more equal to you, but would always believe was
only bought if it came from me.” "~

“T suppose you are right,” he said-simply.

She.glanced quickly at him, and her eyebrois straight-
ened. He had risen, his face white and his gray eyes
widely opened: “I suppose you are right,” he went on,
“because you are saymg to me what my partners said to

..me this morning, when I offered to share my wealth
with -them, God knows as honestly as I offered to share -
my heart with you.-1 suppose that you are both right;
~that ther¢ must be some curse of pride or selfishness
upon the money that I have got; but I have not felt it
‘yet, and the fault does not lie with me.” -

_ She gave her shoulders a’slight shrug, and turned impa-

" tiently toward the window: When she turned -back again
he was gone. The room around her was empty; this
room, -which a moment-before had seemed to be pulsat--
ing with his.boyish passion, was now empty, and empty
of him, She bit her lips, rose, and ran eagerly to the win-
~dow. She saw his straw hat and brown curls as he-crossed
the road.” She drew her handkerchief sharply away from

- the withered shrub over, which she had thrown it, and
Cast the once treasured remains m the hearth. Then,
possibly because she had it ready in her hand, she clapped
the handkerchief to her’eyes, and sinking sideways upon
the chair he had risen from, put her elbows on its back,
and buried her face in her hands.,

It is the charactenstic and perhaps cruelty of a simple

¥
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nature te make no mlowance for compley motives, or
1o even undertand them! $o it seemed to Barker that hie
simplicity bad been met with equal directness. Jt was the
possession of (his wealth that had in some way hopelessly
chavged his relations with the world, Tle cdid not love
Kitty any the less; he did not even think she had wranred
him; they, his partners, and his sweetheart, were cleverer
than he; there must be some ocenlt gquality in this wealth
that he would understand when he possessed i, and
perhaps it might even make him ashamed of his genor
osity; not in the way they had said, but in his temjting
them so audaciously 40 assume a wrong position, 1t be-
hoved hum to take possession of it at once, and to take
also upon himsclf alone the kunowledge, the trials, and
responsibihitics it would incur. His cheeks flushed ancin
as he thought he had tried to tempt an innocent girl with
it, and he was keenly hurt that he had not scen in Kitty's
eyes the tendemncess that hiad softuned his parnen’ re-
fusal. He resolved to wait no longer, but sell his dreadfsd
stock at once. He walked direetly to the bank.

The manager, a shrewd buat kindly man, to whom
Barker was known aheady, received him pracienely i
recognition of his well-known simple honesty, and -
spectfully as a representative of the equally well-lnown
poor but “superior” partnership of the Gulch, He ltened
with marked attention to Barker's hesitating but bricf
stor{; only remarking at its close:

“You mean, of course, the ‘Sccond Extension’ when you
say. Fn;§t? )

“No,” said Barker; “1 mean the ‘Finst'—and it wnid
First in the Boomville paper,”

“Yes, yesi—I saw it—t was a printer’s eror. The stock
of the Tust’ was called in two years ago. Nol You mesn
the ‘Second,” for, of course, you've followed the quoto-
tions, and are likely to know what stock you're holding
shares of. When you go back, take o Jook at them, and
you'll sec I am right.”

“But 1 brought them with me” «id Rarker, with a
slight flushing as he felt in his pocket, “and T am quite
sure they are the ‘Thrst”” 1le brought them out and
lad them on the desk before the manager.

The words “First Extension” were planly visible, The
g;arrii%zrd ' glanced cunously at - Barker, und his brow
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“Did anybody put thi§ ap on you?” he said stemly.
“Did your partners-send you hére with this stuff?” -

“Nol. ngl” said Barker eagerly: “No one! It’s -all my
mistake. I see it now. I trusted to the newspaper.”

“And you mean to say you never examined the stock

- or the quotations, nor followed it in any way, since you
had 7" -~ . = .

“Never!” said Barker. “Never thought about it at all
till I saw the mewspaper. So, it’s, not worth .anything?”
"And, to the infinite strprise of the manager, there was a
‘slight smile on his boyish face.’ . J

‘I am afraid it is not worth the paper it’s written on,”
said the manager gently.  _ - - -

The smile on Barker's face-increased to a little laugh,
in which his wondéring companion could not help join-
ing. “Thank you,” said Barker suddenly, ‘and rushed
away. . -~ . .- T .

“IS:I‘e‘be'ats reverything!” said the manager, gazing after
him. “Damned if he didn’t seem even pleased.” - -

He was pleased, The burden of wealth had fallén from
his shoulders; the dreadful incubus that had weighed him'
down and parted his friends from him was gonel And he
had not got 1id of 1t-by spending it foolishly Tt had not
_tuined anybody yet; it-had not altered, anybody in his
eyes. It was gone;-and he was a free and"happy man once
-more. He would .go directly -back to-his partners, they .
would laugh at him, of course, but they could not look at
him now with the same sad, commiserating eyes Perhaps
even Kitty—but _here a,sudden chill struck him. He had

forgotten the bill of salel He had forgotten the dreadful. -
promissory note given to her father in the rash presump-
tion"of his wealth! How could it ever be paid? And more., .
than that, it had been given in a fraud He had no money
when ‘he gave it, and no prospect of any-but what he was
to get from those worthless shares. Would anybody be-
lieve him that'it was only-a stupid blunder of his own?
- Yes, his partners might believe him; but, horrible thought,
he had already imphicated them in his fraud! Even now,
while he-was standing there hesitatingli in the road, they
were entering upon ‘the new claim he had-not paid for—
could not pay for--and in_the guse of a benefactor he
was dishonoring them. Yet it was Carter he must meet
first; he must confess all to him. He must go ‘back to the
hotel—that hotel where he had indignantly left her, and

i -

1
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tell the father he was a fraud. It was terrible to think of;
perhaps it was part of that money- curse that he could
not get rid of, and was now tealizing; but it must be done,
He was simple, but his \/er\{ simplicity had that un-
hesitating directness of conclusion which is the main
factor of what men call “pluck.” .- -

He tumed back to the hotel and entered the office.
But Mr Carter had not yet returned. What was to be
done? He could not wait there; there was no time to be
lost; there was only one other person who knew his ex-.
pectations, and to whom he could confide his fajlure—it
was Kitty. It was to taste the dregs of his humiliation, but
it must be done. He ran up the staircase and knocked
timidly at the sitting-room door. There was a momentary
pause, and a weak voice said “Come in.” Barker opened
the door; saw the vision of a handkerchief thrown away,
of a pair of tearful eyes that suddenly, changed to stony
indifference, and a graceful but stiffening figure. But he
was past all insult now. -

“I would not intrude,” he said simply, “but I came-
only to see your father. I have made an awful blunder—
more than a blunder, I think—a fraud. Believing that I
was rich, 1 purchased your father’s claim for my partners,
and %fwe him my promissory note. I came here to give
him back his claim—for that note can never be paid! I

have just been to_the bank; I find I have made a stupid
mistake in the name of the shares upon which I based my
belief in my wealth. The ones 1 own are worthless—I am
as poor as ever—I am even poorer, for I owe your father
money I can never payl” ) i

To his amazement he saw a look of pain and scom
;ome into her troubled eyes which he Tiad never seen be-
ore. “This is a feeble trick,” she said bitterly; “it 15 un-
ike you—it is unworthy of you!” -

“Good God! You must believe me Listen! It was all
1 mistake—a printer’s emor. I read in the paper that the
itock for the First Exténsion-mine had gone tp, when it
should have been the Second I had some old stocl of the
First, which-I had kept for years, and only thought of
when I read the announcement in the paper this mom- .
m%l swear to you—"

ut it was unnecessary. There was no doubting the
truth of that voice—that manner. The scomn fled from
Miss Kitty's eyes to give place to a stare, and then sud-
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denly changed to two bubbling blue wells of laughter. -
Shé went to-the window and laughed. She-sat down to-

* " the prano and laughed. She caught up the handkerchief,
~and hiding half her rosy face in it, laughed.,She finally"
collapsed into an,easy chair, and, bpryindg her brown head
: "in its cushions, laiighed 1ong and confidentially until she -
brought -up suddenly against a sob. And-then was still.
Barker - was _dreadfully , alarmed "He “had heard of -
hysterics beforé. He felt he ought'to do something’ He
moved toward -her timidly, .and gently drew. away her
‘handkerchief. Alas! the blue wells were running over now,
.He took her cold hands ‘in his; he knelt beside her and
assed his arm around her waist. He drew her head upon

) Eis' shoulder; He was not sure” that any of these things
were effective until shé-suddenly lifted her eyes to his
~with the last ray of mirth in them vanishing ini a big-tear- -
o dr9p, put her arms around his neck, and sobbed: b

“Oh, George! You blessed innocent!” - . -
,An eloquent silence was broken by a remorseful start
from Barker. - . I PP ,

. “But I must go and‘wam my poor partners, dearest;
- _.there yet may be time; Pgrhaps they have not-yet taken
possession-of your-father’s claim.”>- - - ) .
- . “Yes, George-dear,” said the young girl,-with sparkling
. eyes; “and tell them to do so at once’ )
. “What?” gasped Barker. <-- "~ . .. )
< - “At.once—do, you  hear?—or it'may be too late! Go
-quicks T L0 -t L s o T
. “But your father—Oh, I'see, dearest, you will tell him
- all yo‘urself, and spare me.” - Lo -
‘ “T shall do nothing so foolish; Georgey. Nox shall you!
., "Don’t you see the note isn’t due for a month? Stop! Have
. .you told anybody but Paw and-me?” ’
° ' “Only the bank manager”? - - . _ . - .
She ran out of the room and returned in a minute ty-
.~ ing the most enchanting of hats by 4 ribbon under her
“oval chin. “Tll run over and fix ‘hit,” she said. o
“Fix him?” returned ' Barker, aghast C
“Yes, T'll say your wicked partners have been, playing a-
ractical joke on” you, and:"he.mustn’t give you “away.
- -He'll-do anythmng for me.” L
-~ “But.my partners didn’t! On the ¢ontrary—"
“Don’t tell me, George,”. smd Miss Kitty severely.
“They” ouglit never to have let you come here with that

*

-

-
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stuff. But come! You must go at once. You must not
meet Paw; you'll blurt out everything to him; I know
you! I'll tell um you could not stay to luncheon. Quick,
now: go. What? Well—there!”

‘Whatever it rtepresented, the exclamation was a%

arently so protracted that Miss Kitty was obliged to pus

er lover to the front landing before she could disappear
by the back stairs. But once in -the street, Barker no
. longer lingered. It was a good three miles back to the
Gulch; he might still reach_it by the time his partners
were taking their noonday rest, and he resolved that al-
though the messenger had preceded him, they would not
enter upon the new claim until the afterndon For Barker,
in spite of his mistress’s injunction, had no idea of tak-
ing what he couldn’t pay f}or, he would keep the claim
intact until something could be settled. For the rest, he
walked on air! Kitty %oved him! The accursed wealth no
longer stood between them. They were both poor now-=
everything was possible - : . ~

The sun was beginning to send dwarf shadows to-
ward the east when he reached the Gulch Here
a new trepidation seized him. How would his

artners recerve the news of his utter failure? He was

appy, for he had gained Kitty through it. But they?
For a moment it seemed to him that he had purchased
his happiness through their loss. He stopped, took ‘off his
hati and ran his fingers remorsefully through his damp -
cutls. CL

Another thing troubled him. He had reached the crest
of the Gulch, where their old working ground was spread
before him hike a map. They were not there; neither were
they lying under the four pines on the ridge where they
were wont to rest at midday. He turned with some alarm
to the new claim adjoining theirs, but there was no'sign
of them there either. A sudden fear that they had, after
parting from him, given up the claim in a fit of disgust
and dt&pressmn, and departed, now overcame him. He
clapped his hand on his head and ran in the direction of
th(la-l cagua. - .
33e had neartly reached it 'when the rough challenge of

‘Who's there?’y from the bushes haltedghlm, andg De-,
morest suddenly swung mto the trail. But the singular
look of sternness and impatience which he was wean;gﬁ

vanished as he saw Barker, and with a loud shout of
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g;right,ﬂ it’s only Barker! Hooray"” he ran toward.him Inan -

instant he was joined by Stacy {rom the cabin, and the
two men, catching hold of their réturning partner,-waltzed
“him _joyfully and breathlessly .into the cabin.- But the
quick-eyed  Demorest suddenly let go-his hold and stared

"at Barker'’s face. “Why, Barker, old-bdy, what’s up?”"

“Everything’s up,”- gasped ,the’ breathless Barker. “IF’s

- all up about these stocks. It’s all a mistake; all an infernal

.lie of that newspaper. I never had the right kind of shares.

" The ones I haye-are worthless fags”; and the next instant

A

He had "blurted out. his wholé interview 'with the bank.

manager. .

v

._~The two partners looked at each other, and then, to
Barker’s infinite "pqi-fpleml‘\?f, +the ;same -extraordinary con-
vulsion that had seized Miss -Kitty fell upon_them. The
laughed, holding on each other’s shoulders; they ]aughec{

- clinging to Barker’s struggling figure; they went out and
laughed with their.backs-against a tree. They laughed
separately and in-different comers, And then they came

. up to Barker'with tears in‘their eyes, dropped their heads

-on his shoulder,” and murmured exhaustedly: |
#“You blessed assl”? -~ - S -
“But,” said_Stacy suddenly, “how -did you manage to

” :buy the claim?”

[

. Demorest to Stacy. --

- -“Ah! that's the most-awful.thing; boys T've never paid -
 for it,” groaned Barker.” "'~ .. 7T U

“But- Carter -sent" us the bill of sale,”. persisted De-
morest, “or we shouldn’t havetaken it.” =~ - = -

.= “I gave_my promussory: note at ‘thirty days,” said Barker -

" désperately, “and where’s the money to come.from now?
But,” he added wildly, ‘as the men_glanced at each other—.
“you said ‘taken it.” Good heavens! you don’t.mean to say .
that-I'm. too late—that you've—you've touched it?”’ - .
-:“I reckon that’s pretty much.what we have been doing,”,

‘drawled Demorest. , .~ . - - L
= “It look$ uricomimonly like it,”. drawled Stacy. )

- . Barker -glanced blankly” from the one- tp “the other.

Shall we pass our yourig friend in_to-see the show?” said -

«

- "“Yes, if he'll be perfécfly; fquietiand‘not Breathe on the

- glasses,”. returned Stacy: e a .
- __They each gravely tock one of Barker’s hands and led

him to the corner-of the cabin - There, on an old flour
barrel, stood a large tin prospecting pan, in which the
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partners also occasionally used to knead their bread A
dir(tiy towel covered it. Demorest whisked 1t dexterously
aside, and disclosed three large fragments of dccomposed
gold and quartz. Barker started back.

“Heft it!” sad Demorest grimly.

Barker could scarcely lift the panl :

“Four thousand dollars’ weight if a penny!” said Stacy,
in short staccato sentences. “In a pocket! rou%ht it out .
the second .stroke of the pick! We'd been awtully blue
after you left. Awfully blue, too, when that bill of sale
came, for we thought you'd been wasting your money on
us. Reckoned we oughin’t to take it, but send it straight
back to you. Messenger gone! Then Demorest reckoned
as it was done it couldn’t be undone, and we ought to
make just one ‘prospect’ on the claim, and strike a single
stroke for you. And there it is. And there’s more on the
hillside.”~ | ‘

“But is 1sn’t mmne! It isi’t yours! It's Carter’s. I never
had the money to pay for it—and I haven’t got it now.”

“B,I;'lt you gave tﬁe note—and it is not due for thirty

A recollection flashed upon Barker. “Yes,” he said with
thoughtful simplicity, “that’s what Kitty said.”

“Oh, Kitty said so,” said both partners, gravely.

“Yes,” stammered Barker, tuming away with a
heightened color, “and, as I didn’t stay there to luncheon,
I think I'd better be getting it ready.” He picked up the
coffeepot and turmed to the hearth as hig two parlners
stepped beyond the door. E

“Wasn't it exactly like him?” said Demorest.

“Him all over,” said Stacy.
“And his worry over that note?” said Demorest.
“And ‘what Kitty said,’ ” said Stacy.

“Look heret 1 reckon that wasn’t all that Kitty said.”
“Of course not.” . |

“What luck!l”
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I vever knew why in the Western States of America a
yellow dog should be proverbially considered the acme
of canine ‘degradation and incompetency, nor. why the
possession of one should seriously affect the social stand-
ing of its possessor. But the fact being established, I think
we-accepted it at Rattlers Ridge without question. The
matter of ownership was more difficult to settle; aqd
although the dog I have in m¥ mind at the present writ-
ing attached himself impartially and equally to everyone
in camp, no one ventured to exclisively claim him; while,
after the perpetration of any canine. atrocity, everybody
repudiated him with indecent haste.

“Well, I can swear he hasn’t been near our shanty for
weeks,” or the retort, “He was last seen comin’ out of

{{mr -cabin,” expressed the ‘eagerness with which Rattlers

idge washed its hands of any Tesponsibility. Yet he was
by no means a~common dog, nor even an unhandsome
dog; and it was a singular fact that his severest critics
vied with each other in narrating instances of his sagac-
ity, insight, and agility which j:hey"ghemselves had wit-

~ mnessed.

. He had been seen crossing the “Aume” that spanned
Grizzly Cafion at a height of nine hundred feet, on a
plank six inches wide. He had tumbled down the “shoot”

- to the South Fork, a thousand feet below, and was found

sitting on the niverbank “without a scratch, ‘cept that he
was lazily givin’ himself with his off hind paw.” He had
been forgottén in a snowdrift on a Sierran shelf, and had
come home in~the early spring with the conceited com-
placency of an Alpme traveler and a plumpness alleged -
to have been the result of an excluswe diet of buried mail
bags and therr contents. He was generally believed to read
the advance election posters, and disappear a day or two

.before the- candidates and the brass band—which he

hated—came to the Ridge. He was suspected of having
overlooked Colonel Johnson’s hand at poker, and of hav-
ing conveyed to the Colonel’s adversary, by a succession of
barks, the danger of betting against four kings. «

209
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While these statements were supplied by wholly un-
supported witnesses, it was a very human weakness of
Rattlers Ridge that the responsibility of corroboration was
passed to the dog humself, and he was looked upon as a
consummate liar, ‘

“Snoopin’ tound yere, and callin’ yourself a poker sharp,,
are ye! Scoot, you yaller pizin!” was a common adjuration
whenever the unfortunate animal intfuded upon 2 card
party. “Ef thar was a spark, an atom of truth m that dog,
I'd believe my own eyes that I saw him sittin’ up and-
trying to magnetize a jay bird off a tree. But wot are ye
gomn’ to do with a yaller equvocator like that?” ,

I have said that he was yellow—or, to use the ordinary
expression, “yaller.” Indeed, T am inclined to believe that
much of the ignominy attached to the epithet lay in this.
favorite pronunciation Men who habitually spoke of a
“yellow bird,” a “yellow-hammer, a yellow leaf,” always
alluded to him as a “yaller dog.” ‘ .

He certainly was yellow. .After a bath—usually com--
Kulsory—-—he presented a decided gamboge streak down

18 back, from the top of his forehead to the stump of
his tall, fading in his ‘s1des’ and flank to a delicate straw’
color. His breast, legs, and feet—when not reddened by
‘slumgullion,” m which he-wgs fond of wading—were
white. A few attempts at ornamerital decoration from the
India-ink pot of the storekeeper failed, partly through the
yellow dog’s excessive “agility; which would never give
the paint time to dry on hum, and partly through his sue-
cess in transferring his- markings to the trousers- and
blankets of the camp. . i

The size and shape of his tail—which had béen cut off
before his introduction to -Rattlers’ Ridge—were favorte
sources of speculation to the miners, as ~§«=:t<3rr1.nin§ng both
his breed and his ‘moral responsibility in coming into
camp m that defective condition. There was a general
opmion that he couldn’t have looked worse with a tail,
and its removal was therefore a gratwitons effrontery. ' -

His best feature was Tus -eyes, which were a lustrous’
Vandyke brown,.and sparkling with mtelhgenf:‘%ﬁlﬁ here
agamn he suffered from evolution, through eef¥ironment,
and their original trustful openness was 1marred by the
experience of watching for flyng stones, sods, and passing -
kicks from the rear, so-that the pupils were continually
teverting to the outer angle of the eyeld. '
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Nevertheless, none of these characteristics decided the
‘vexed question of his breed His speed and. scent pointed
to a “hound,” and ‘it is related that on one occasion he

was laid on the trail of a wildcat with such success that -

he followed it apparently out of the State, returning at
the end of two weeks footsore, but blandly contented

Attaching himself to a prospecting partg, he was sent

under the same belief, “into the brush” to drive off a bear,
-who was supposed .to be haunting the campfire. He re-
turned in a few minutes with the bear, driving it into the
. unarmed circle and scattering the whole party. After this
- the thegry -of his being a hunting dog was abandoned.
Yet it was said—on the usual uncorroborated evidence—
that he had “put up” a-quail; and his qualities as a re-
- triever were for a long time accepted, until, dunng a shoot-

ing expedition for wild. ducks, it was discovered that the .

one he had brought back had never been.shot, and, the

party ~were “obliged to compound damages with an ad-

jacent settler. ’

His fondness for paddling in the ditches and “slum-

gullion” at one time suggested a water spaniel. He could.

swim, and would occasionally bring out of the river sticks
and pieces of bark that -had been thrown in; but as he
always had to.be thrown in with them, and was a good-
sized dog, Tus aquatic reputation faded also He remained
simply. “a’yaller dog.” What more could be said? His
actual name’was “Bones”—given to him, no doubt,
through the provincial cuStom of confounding the occupa-
tion of the’individual 'with his quality, for which it was

family names.. » . _ ’ .
But_if Bones generally exhibited no preference for any
particular individual in camp, he always made an excep-
tion m favor of drunkards. Even an ordinary roistering
bacchanalian party brought him out from under a tree or
a shed in the-keenest satisfaction ¥le would accompany
them tlirough the long straggling street of the settlement,

pointed out precedent could be féund in somezold Enghsh .

rd

barking his delight at every step or misstep of the revelers, -

and exhibiting none of that mistrust of eye which marked
his attendance - upon the sane and the respectable. He ac-
cepted even their uncouth play without a snarl or a yelp,
hypocntically pretending even to like 1t; and I conscien-
tiously believe would-have allowed a tin can to be attached.
to his tail if the hand that tied it on wer€ onlv unsteadv.
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and the voice that bade him “lie still” were husky with -

liquor. He would “see” the party cheerfully into a saloom,

wait “outside the door—his tongue fauly lolling from his ~
mouth in enjoyment—until they reappeared; permit them

" even to tumble over:him with pleasure, and then gambol
away before them, heedless of awkwardly projected stones
and epithets. He would afterward .accompany them sepa-
rately home, or lie with them-at crossroads until they were

, assisted to their cabms Then he would trot rakishly to his
own haunt by the- saloon stove,-with the slightly con-
scious air of having been a bad dog, yet of having had a -
good time. . ‘ .

We never could satisfy ourselves whether his enjoyment
arose from some merely selfish conviction that he was
more secure with the physically and mentally incom- -
petent, from some active sympathy with active wicked- -
ness, or from a grim sense of his own mental superiority
at such moments..But the™ general behef leant toward
his kindred sympathy as a “yaller dog” with all.that was
disreputable. “And this was _supported ‘by another very
singular camme manifestation—the “sincere flattery” . of
simulation or mmitation.. - o _

“Uncle-Billy” Riley for a short time -enjoyed the posi- -
tion of bemg thé camp drunkard,-and at once became an
object of Bones’ greatest solicitude, He not only accom-
panied hym everywhere, curled. at his feet or head accord-
mg to Uncle Billy’s attitude at the moment, but, it wa
noticed,-began presently to undergo a singular alteratior
in his own habits and appearance From bemng an active
tireless scout and forager, .a' bold and’ unovertakabl
marauder, he became lazy and apathetic, allowed gopher
to burrow under him without' endeavoring to undermin
the settlement m_his frantic endeavors to dig them out
permutted squirrels to flash their tails at him a hundrec

ards away, forgot his usual caches, and left his favonte
‘bones unburied and bleaching in the sun. His eyes grew
dull, hus coat lusterless, m groportion as s’ comnpanor
became blear-eyed and ragged; in tunning, his usual arrow
hike “directness began to deviate, and it was not urusua
to meet the pair together, zigzagging up the hill. Indeed
Uncle Billy’s condition could be predetermined by Bones
appearance at times when his temporary master was in:
visible “The old man must have an awful jag on today,”
was casually remarked when an extra flufhiness .and im-
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becility was noticeable in the passing Bones. At first it
was believed that he drank also, but when careful investi-
gation proved this hypothesis, untenable, he was freely
called a “derned time-servin’,-yaller hypocrite.” Not a few
advanced the opinion that if Bones did not actually lead
Uncle Billy astray, he-at least “slavered him over and
coddled him until-the old man got conceited in his
wickedness.” This undoubtedly led to a compulsory di-.
vorce between them,.and Uncle Billy was happily dis-

patched to a neighboring town and a doctor, ’

Bones seemed to miss him greatly, ran away for two
days, and was supposed to havevisited him, to have been
shocked at his convalescence, and to have been “cut” by
Uncle Billy in his reformed character; and he-returned to
his old active life again, and buried his past with his for-

tten bones. It was said that he was afterward detected

1 trying to lead an intoxicated tramp into camp after
the methods employed by a blind man’s dog, but was dis-
covered in time by the—of course—uncorroborated nar-
rator. i .

I should be tempted to leave him thus in his original
and picturesque sin, but the same veracity which com-
pelled me to transcribe his faults -and iniquities obliges
me to describe his ultimate and somewhat monotonous™
reformation, which. came from no fault of his own. ]

It was a joyous day at Rattlers Ridge that was equall
the advent of his change of heart and the first stagecoac
that had been induced to diverge from the highroad and
stop re%ulaﬂy at our settlement. Flags were flying from the
post office and Polka saloon, and Bones was flymg before

vthé- brass band that he detested, when the sweetest girl
in the country—Pmkey Preston—daughter of the county
judge and hopelessly- beloved by all Rattlers Ridge,

,-stepped from the coach which she had glorified by oc-
upying as an invited guest, / :

“What makes him run away?” she asked quickly, open-
ang her lovely eyes in a possibly innocent wonder that
Vanythm could be found to run away from her.

‘He don’t like the brass band,” we_explained eagerly.

L. “How funny,” murmured the girl; “is it as out of tune
- as all that?” - - - .

This irresistible witticism alone would have been

enough to satisfy us—we did nothing but repeat it to
- each “other all the next day—but we were positively

o~

ol o
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transported when we saw her suddenly gather her dainty
skirts in one hand and trip off through the red dust to-
ward Bones, who, with his eyes over his yellow shoulder,
had halted in the road, and half-turned in mingled "dis-
gust and rage at the spectacle of the descending.trombone.
We held our bieath as she approached him. Would Bones
evade her as he did us-at such moments, or"would he
save our repufation, and consent, for the moment, to -
accept her as a new kind of inebriate? She came nearer;
he saw her; he began to slowly quiver with excitement—
his stump of a tail vibrating with such rapidity that the
loss of the missing portion was scarcely noticeable Sud- -
denly she stopped before him, took his yellow head be-
tween her little hands, lifted.it, and looked down in his
handsome brown eyes with her two lovely blue ones.
What passed-between them in that magnetic glance no
onc ever knew. She returned with him; said to him
casually: “We're not afraid of brass bands, are we?” to
which he apparently- acquiesced, at least stiffing his dis-
gust of them while he was near her—which was nearly”
. all the time. - )

During the speechmaking her gloved hand and his yellow-
head were always near together, and at the crowning
ceremony—her public checking of Yuba Bill's ‘‘way-
bill” on behalf of the township, with a gold pencil pre-
sented to her by the Stage Company—Bones' joy, far
from knowing no bounds, seemed to ﬂnow nothmg but
them, and he witnessed 1t apparently in the air. No one
dared to interfere. For the grst‘ time a local pride in
Bones sprang up in our hearts—and we lied to each other”
in his praises openly and shamelessly.

Then the time came for- parting. We were standing by
the door of the coach, hats in hand, as Miss Pinkey was
about to stell(a into it, Bones was waiting by her side, con-
fidently looking mto the mterior, and apparently select
ing his own seat on the lap of Judge Preston in the comer,
when Miss Pinkey held up the sweetest of admonitory
fingers Then, taking his hedd between her two hands,
she agam looked.into his brimming eyes, and-said, simply,
“Good dog,” with the gentlest of emphasis on the ad-
jective, and popped into the coach.

e:six bay horses started as one, the gorgeous green
and gold vehicle bounded forward, the reg dust rose be-
hind, and the yellow dog danced in’ and out of it to the
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very outskirts of the settlement. And then he soberly re-
turned. L . ..

A day or two later he was missed—but the fact was-
afterward known that he was-at Spring Valley, the‘copmz )
town where Miss Preston lived, and he was forgiven.
-week afterward "he ‘was missed again, but this time.for a
longer period,.and then a-pathetic letter arrived from
Sacramento for the storekeeper’s wife. , -

“Would you mind,” wrote Miss Pinkey Preston, “ask-
ing some of your boys to come over here to Sacramento
and bring back Bones? I don’t mind having the dear dog
‘walk out with me.at Spring Valley, where everyone
knows me; but here he does make one so noticeable, on
account of his color. I've got scarcely a- frock that he
agrees with, He don’t go with my pink muslin, and that
lovely buff-tint he makes thiee shades lighter, You know
yellow is so trying.”  —- , .

‘A consultation was quickly held by the whole settle-
ment, and™a deputation sent to Sacramento to reheve the
unfortunate girl. We weré all quite indignant with Bones
—but, oddly enough, I think it-was greatly ‘tempered
with our new-pride in him. While he was with us alone,
his peculianities had been scarcely appreciated, but the
recurrent “phrase “that yellow dog .that they kept at
the Rattlers” gave us a-mysternious importance -along-the
countryside, as if we had secured a “mascot” in some
zoological curiosity, , 7 . - N

This was further indicated by a singular occurrence. A -
new church had “been built at the crossroads, and an
eminent divine had come from.San Francisco to preach -
the opening sermon _After a careful.examination of the
camp’s ‘wardrobe, and some felicitous exchange of apparel,

a few of us were deputed to represent “Rattlers” at the
Sunday service. In our white ducks, straw hats, and flannel
blouses, we were sufficiently picturesque and distinctive °
as>“honest. mmers” to be shown off in one of the front _

_pews. . . L . -

- Seated near the prettiest- girls; who offered \us their
hymn books—in the cleanly odor of fresh pme shavings,
and ironed mushn, -and blown over by the spices of our

- own woods thrbugh the open windows, a deep sense”of .
the abiding peace of Christian communion settled upon
us. At this supreme moment someone murmured mm an
“awe-stricken whisper:
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minister “stopped.

- “Will you look at Bones?” . o .

We looked, Bones had entered the church.and gone
up in the gallery through a pardonable ignorance and’
modesty; but, perceiving his mistake, was now calmly
walking along the gallery rail before the astounded wor-
shipers. Reac%xing tﬁe end, he paused for a moment, and
carelessly looked down. It wast about fifteen feet to the
floor below—the simplest jump in the’ world for the
mountainbred Bones. Damtily, gingerly, lazily, and yet
with a conceited airiness. of manner, as ‘if, humanly
speaking, he had one leg in his pocket and were doing it
on three, he cleared the distance, dropping just in front
of the chancel, without a sound, turned himself around
three times, and then lay comfortablv down. .

Three deacons were instantly in the aisle, coming up
before the eminent divine, who, we fancied, wore a
restrained smmle. We heard the hurried whispers: “Be-
longs to them.”” “Quite a local institution here, you
know.” “Don’t like to offend sensibilities,” and the min-
ister’s prompt “By no means,” as he went on with his

.service.

A short. month ago we would- have répudiated Bones;
today we sat there 1n slightly supercilious attitudes, as if
‘to indicate that any affront offered to Bones would be an
insult to ourselves, and followed by our instantaneous
withdrawal in a body. - -

All went well, however,-until the minster, lifting the
large Bible from the communion table and holding it in
both: hands before him, walked toward a readiwig stand
by the altar rails. Bones uttered a distinct growl. The

We, and we alone, comprehended in a flash the whole
situation, The Bible was nearly the size and shape of one
of those soft clods of sod which we were in the playful

- habit of launching at Bones when he lay half-asleep in

the sun, m order to see him cleverly evade it. \ )
We held our breath. What was to be doné? But the
opportumty belonged to -our leader, Jeff Briggs=—a con-

- foundédly good-looking fellow, with thé golden mustache

of a northern viking and- the curls of an Apollo. Secure in
his beauty and bland in his self-conceit, he rose from the

_pew, and stepped before the chancel rails. -

“I would wart’a moment, if I were you, si,” he said,
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Lrespe]cfcfully,‘ “and you_ will see that he will go out
quetly.” ~ v 7 oo B

-~ “What is wrong?” whispered- the minister in some con-
‘cern. o R o

- “He thinks you are going to heave that book at him,
© sir,without giviig tum a fair show, as we do.” -

The minister looked perplexed, but remained motion-
~“Tess,~with the-book.in his~hands -Bones arose, walked
‘halfway down the aisle, and vanished Tike a yellow flash!
© With this] justification of his reputation, Bones dis-

appeared for a week At the end-of that time we received
'a polife note from Judge Preston, saying that the do
had become quite” domii¢iled in therr house, ‘and begge
that- the camp, without yielding -up their -valuable prop-
. erty-in him, would allow him to remain at Spring Valley
for an ‘indefinite time;- that -both - the" judge and his
daughter—with whom Bones was 'already an old friend— .
~would be-glad if the members, of the' camp would -visit
- their old favorite whenever they desifed, .to assure them-
selves that he was well cared for. Lo .
I ami;afraid. that the bait thus.ingenuotsly.thrown out
had a good deal to do with ouf ultimate yielding. How- |
- “ever, the reports of thdse who visited Bones were wonder-
ful and marvelous. He wasresiding ther® in state, lying-
_von rugs in the drawing-room, coiled up under the judicia
desk in.the-judge’s study, sleeping regularly on the mat
" outside Miss- Pinkey’s .bedroom’ dgoor, or- lazily snapping
at flies-on the judge’s lawn, =~ -, ‘
“He’s” a5 -yaller.as ever,”. said 'one of our_informants,
but it don’t somehow seem to be the same back that we
-.used to break clods'over.n the old time; just to see him .
scoot out of the dust.” e e T
. And now-I- must record a fact which I am aware all
- lovers-of dogs will indignantly deny,.and ‘which will -be
- funously bayed at by every farthfil {xqund since the days
of Ulysses. Bonés not only forgot, but absolutely cut us!-
~Those who-called upon the judge in -“store clothes” he
would perhaps casually notice, but he-would sniff at them
- ~as if defecting and resenfing :them under their superficial
“exterior; The rest 'he simply’ paid no attention to. The
more familiar ‘term' of “Bonesy’—formerly apphed to
. him, as m our rdre’ moments of endearment—produced
no response  This pained, I think, some of the more
youihful of ‘us, but, through-some strange human weak-

Y

-
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ness, it also increased the camp’s respect {for him. Never-
theless, we spoke of him familiarly to strangers at the
very moment he ignored us. I am afraid that we also took
some pains to point out that he was getting fat and un-
wieldy, and losing his elasticity, implying covertly that
his choice was a mistake and his life a failure.

A year after, he died, in the odor of sanctity and re-
spectabihty, bemg found one morning coiled up and stiff
on the mat outside Miss Pinkey’s door. When the news
was conveyed to us, we asked permission, the camp being
in a prosperous condition, to erect a stone over his grave,
But when it came to the inscription we could only think
of the two words murmured to him by Miss iginkey,
which we always believe effected his conversion:

“Good Dogl”
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Sue was’a mother—and a rather exemplary one—of five -

children, although her own age was barély nine. Two of
" these children were 'twins, and-she generally alluded to
them as “Mr Amplach’s children,” referring to an exceed-
.ingly respectable gentleman in the next settlement who,
1 have reason to believe, had never set eyes oni her or them.
The twins were quite naturally. ahke=having been in a
previous “state” of existence,two tinepins—and were still
somewhat vague and inchoate below. their low shoulders
in- their long clothes, but were also firm.and globular
about the head, and, theré were not wanting those who
_professed to see in thisan unmistakable resemblance to
their reputed father. The other children were dolls of
diffetent_ages, sex, and condition, but the twins may be
said to have been' distinctly her own.-donception Yet
such was-her admirable and impartial matermty that she
never made any difference ‘between them. “The Amp-
lta;}ch's childrén” was a description rather than a distinc-
on. - s
“ She was herself the motherless child of Robert Foulkes,

~a hardworking but somewhat” improvident teamster on

4

“the Express Route betweén Big Bend and Reno His daily

,évqcamn, when_she was not~actually .with: him in the
wagon, led to an occasional, dispersion of herself and her

progeny along the road_and at waysidé stations between

. those” places. But the .family was generally collected to-
gether by rough but kindly.hands already famuiliar with
_ the handling of her children.’] have a véry vivid recollec-
tion of+Jim Carter trampling into a ‘saloon, after a five-
-mile walk through a snowdrift, with an Amplach twin in
his pocket. “Suthin’ ought.to be done,” he growled, “to

- .make Meary a‘little more cavefil' of them Amplach chil-

dren; T picked up one outer-the snow a-mile beyond Big
- Bend?” “God bless my 'soull” said a casual, passenger,

looking up hastily; “I dido’t. know Mr. .Amplach- wag;’

219
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married.” Jim winked diabolically at us over his glass. “No
more did 1,” he responded gloomily, “but you can’t tell
anything about the ways o them respectable, psalm-
singing jay bitds.” Having thus disposed of Amplach’s
character, later .on, when he _was alone with Mary, or
“Meary,” as she chose to pronounce it, the rascal worked
upon her feelings with an account of the infant Amplach’s
sufferings in_the snowdrift and its agonized whisperings
for “Meary!l-Meary!” until real tears stood in Mary’s blue
eyes. “Let this be a lesson to you,” he concluded, draw-
ing the ninepin dexterously from his pocket, “for it took
nigh a quart of the best forty-rod whisky to bringthat
child to.” Not only did Mary firmly believe him, but for
weeks afterwards “Julian Amplach”—this unhappy twin—
was kept in a somnolent attitude in the cart, and was be-
lieved to have contracted dissipated habits from the effects
of his heroic treatment; _

Her numerous family was achieved: in-only two years,
and succeeded her first child, which ‘was brought from
Sacramento at considerable expense by a Mr. William
Dodd, also a teamster, on her seventh birthday. This, by
one of those rare inventions known only to a child’s
vocabulary, she at once called “Misery”—probably a com-
bination of “Missy,” as she herself was formerly termed
by strangers, and “Missouri,” her native State. It was an
excessively large doll at first—Mr. Dodd wishing to get
‘the worth of his money—but time, and perhaps an excess
of maternal care, remedied the defect, and it lost flesh
and certain unemployed parts of its limbs very rapidly It
was further reduced in bulk by falling under the wagon
and having the whole train pass over it, but singularly
enough its greatest attenuation was in the head and
shoulders—the complexion peeling off as a solid layer,
followed by the disappearance of distinct strata of its
extraordinary composition. This continued until the head
and shoulders were much too small for even its reduced
frame, and all the devices of childish millinery—a shawl
secured with tacks and well hammered in, apd a hat which
tilted backward and forward and never appeared at the
same angle—failed to restore symmetry. Until one dread-
ful moming, after an imprudent bath, the whole upper
structure disappeared, leaving two hideous iron prongs
standing erect from the spmnal column. Even an imagina-

A
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tive child Tike Mary‘;conlcf not accept this sort of thing as

a head: Later in the day Jack Roper, -the blacksmith at .
.the “Crossing,” was concerned at the plantive appearance’ -
« before his forge of a-little-girl.clad in-a bright-blue pina-

Fatic®-

fore of the same-color as her eyes, carrying her monstrous.”

‘offspring_in her arms.- Jack’recognized her and-instantly

-~ divined the situation. “You haven't,” he suggested kindly,
' “got’ another _head “at home—suthin’ left over?” Mary
[ sl%ool;, her head: sadly; even her. prolific: maternity -was

.-not equal to the creation of childrenin detail. “Nor any-

,_thin’. like' a_head?” he persisted sympathetically. “Mary's.
loving eyes filled with tears. “No, nuffen!” “You couldn’t,

- he continved: thoughtfully, “‘use her the other side up?—
might get a fine Pair o’ legs outer them_irons,” he added,
touching the two prongs with artistic suggestion."“Now

_ ~look” here”—he was about to tilt the doll:over when™a
small’ cry of feminine distress-arid a:swift movement of

a, matronly little arm arfested the evident indiscrétion.
“I see,” he said gravely.-“Well;; you ‘come here tomorrow,
and we'll fix up -suthin’-to work her.” Jack-was “thought-

> ful the rest of the day, more -than usually impatient
with ‘certain ‘stubborn mules to be shod, and- even:

" . knocked .off wotk.an hour éarlier to walk to Big Bend
-and a rival shop. But the next moming when the trustfil

. .-and anxious mother appeared at the forge she uttered.a.
;. screarh of dfgh'?hta Jack had-néatly joined -2 hollow iron
. globe,. -taken - from - the- newel ~post- of some -old iron’
- -staircase yailing, to the two prongs,-and:covered it with a
-~ coat"of red fireproof paint. It was true that its complexion
- was rather-'high,"that it ‘was.inclined ‘to be top-heavy,
. "and that in the long run’the other-dolls suffered consider-
~* ably by enforced dssociation with this unyielding and im-
placable head -and shoulders, but this -did not dimimsh
‘Mary’s joy over her restored first-born. Evenits utter ab-
sence of features was no defect in a family where-features

. were as evanescent a3 in’hers, and the most ordinary stu-
_~«dent of evolution could see that.the “Amplach” ninepins
.. were 1n. legitimate -succession to .the- globular-headed

"~ “Misery.” For:a tile I.think'that-Mary evén preferred
her to the others. Howbeit it was a pretty sight to see her
on a summer afternoon sitting upon a wayside stump,
_Her other children dutifully ranged around her, -and- the
hard, unfeeling' head ‘of Misery piessed deep down-mto
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her loving little heart as she swayed from side to side,
crooning her plaintive lullaby. Small wonder that the
bees took up the song and droned a slumberous accom-
paniment, or that high abové her head the cnormous
pines, stirred. through their depths by the soft Sicrran
air—or Heaven knows what—let slip flickering lights
and shadows to play over that castdiron face, until the
child, looking down upon it with the quick, transforming
power of love, thought that it smiled. .
The two remaining members of the family were Iess
distinctive. “Gloriana” —pronounced as two words: “Glory
Anna’—bemg the work of her father, who also named it,
was simply a cylindrical roll of canvas wagon-covering,
girt so as to define a neck and ‘wast, with a’rudely
inked face—altogether a weak, pitiable, manhke mven-
tion; and “Johnny Dear,” alleged to be the represcntative
* of John Doremus, a young storeckeeper who o»ccasiona]l{
supphed Mary with gratwmitous sweefs, Mary never ad-
“mmitted this, and as we were -all gentlemen along that
.1oad, we were blind to the suggestion. “Johnny Dear”
was originally a small plaster phrenological cast of a
. head and bust, begged from some shop window in the
county town; with a body clearly constructed by Mary
herself. It was an ominous fact that it was always dressed
as a boy, and was distinctly the most human-looking of
all her progeny. Indeed, in spite of the faculties that
were legibly printed all over its smooth, white, hairless
head, it was appallingly lifelike. Left sometimes by Mary
astride of the branch of a wayside tree, horsemen had
been known to dismount hurriedly and examine it, re-
turning with a mystified ‘smile, and it was on record
that Yuba Bill had"once pulled up the Pioneer Coach
at the request of curious and imploring passengers, and
then grimly installed “Johnny Dear” beside him on the
box seat, pubhicly delivering him to Mary at Big Bend,
to her wide eyed confusion and the first blush we had
ever seen on her round, chubby, sunbumt cheeks. It
may seem strange that with her great populanty and
her well known maternal instincts, she had not been kept
~fully' supphied with proper and more conventional dolls;
}mt 1t was soon recognized that she did not care for them
-:—left their waxen faces, rolling eyes, and abundant hair
in ditches, or stripped them to help clothe the more
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-extravagant creatures of~hér fancy. So it came’ that
“Johnny Dedr’s”, strictly classical profile looked out from -
“under a gitl’s faShionable ‘straw sailor hat, to the. utter
obliteration of his prominent -jntellectual’ faculties; the -
Amplach_twins wore bonnets on their ninepins heads,
.and even: an attempt.was riade to fit a flaxen scalp on
" the iron-headed -Misery , But ‘her ‘dolls were always, a crea-
ton of her 6wn—her affection for ‘them incréasing with
the defmand upon _ her imiagination. This may seem some- *
what inconsistent with ‘her habit of occasionally abandon-

-_ing-them-in the woods or in"the ditches: Biit she had an
- unbounded-confidence 1n-the kindly maternity. of Nature,
and trusted her children to the bréast of the Great Mother
. as freely 'as’ she did ‘hérself. in her. own motherlessness.
. And this confidence was tarély betrayed. Rats, mice, snails,
_ wildcats, panther, and-bear_never touched her-lost. waifs.
Even the elements weré kindly;.an Amplach twin-buried
+under’ a snowdrift, in-high "altitudes reappeared smilingly
. in’the. spring .1n “all fits wooden and. painted integrity.
We were all Pantheists then—and believed this implicitly.
-- It was only when exposed to,the:mulder forces of civiliza-
_ tion that Mary had anything to fear. Yet-even then, when
* "Patsy O’Connor’s - domestic * goat had . once ’tried - to
.. “sample” the-lost Misery;-he had rtetreated- with the loss
_"-of: three front teeth, and Thompson’s mile came out
“of an' encounter- with that iron-headed- prodigy with a
. ‘sprained hind leg and 4 cut and-swollen pastern ' -~
. But these were the simple Arcadian’ days of. the road |
‘ be’a\ieenf;Blg Bend and Reno, and. progress and prosperity,”
.- alas!’. brought- changes in théir wake. It “was _alteady
whispered. that' Mary -ought to be gong <to school, and
M. Amplach—still - happily., oblivious - of the liberties
taken with- his. name—as_trustee-of .the public school at"
. Duckville, had intimated that Mary's bohemian. wandet- -
; 1ngs were a scandal-to the county.-She was growing up
' In ignorance; a'dreadfu] ignorance’ of evetything but the
chivalry;“the deep tenderness,, the delicacy and’ unselfish-
, . Y
»-ness-of the. rude-men around her;and obliviousness of
_faith m-anything but the immeasurable bounty of Nature
_toward her-and her children, Of course there fvas a* fiérce
- discussion between “the boys” of the road.and the -few
- married families of the settlement on this poinf, but, -
-of course, p{og{ess_apd “smvghzatxonj’:—a§ the boys chose

i
[P
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to call it—triumphed. The projection of a railroad settled
it; Robert Foulkes, promoted to a foremanship of a
division of the line, was made to understand that his
daughter must be educated. But the terrible question
of Mary’s family remained. No school would open its
" doors to that heterogeneous collection, and Mary's little
heart would have %roken over the rude dispersal or
‘heroic burning of her children. The ingenuity of Jack
Roper suggested a compromise. She was allowed to sclect
one to take to school with her; the others were adopted
by certain of her friends, and she was to be_permitted to
visit them every Saturday afternoon. The selcction was a
cruel trial, so cruel that, knowing her undoubted prefer-
ence for her first-born, Misery, we would not have interfercd
for worlds, but in her unexpected choice of “Johnny
Dear” the most unworldly of us knew that it was the
first glimmering of feminine tact—her first submission
to the world of propriety that she was now entering.
“Johnny Dear” was undoubtedly the most presentable;
even more, there- was an educational suggestion in its
prominent, mapped-out phrenological organs. The adopted
fathers were loyal to their trust. Indeed, for ycars after-
ward the blacksmith kept the iron-headed Misery on a
rude shelf, like a shrine, near his bunk; nobody but him-
self and Mary ever knew the secret, stolen, and thnlling
interviews that took place during the first days of their
separation Certain facts, however, transpired concerning
Mary’s equal faithfulness to another of her children. It
is said that one Saturday afternoon, when the road
manager of the new line was seated in his office at
Reno m pnvate business disscusion with two dircctors,
a gentle tap was heard at the door. It was opened to
an eager little face, a pair of blue eyes, and a blue pina-
fore. To the astonishment of the directors, a change
came over the face of the manager, Taking the child
gently by the hand, he'walked to his desk, on which the
papers of the new line were scattered, and drew open a
drawer from which he took a large mmnepin extraordinarily.
cgaessgd as a 211011t 'g?e ?shonishmcnt of the two gentlemen
increased a ¢ iollowmng quai
the manager and the child § quamnt.colloquy between

“She’s domng remarkably well 1n spite of the trying
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weather, but T have had: to keep her very quiet” said -
the manager, regarding the ninefm crtically. )
“Ess,” said _Mary quickly. “It’s just the same with
Johnny Dear; his cough is-fightful at nights. But Misery’s
all right, I've just been to see her.” | o
“Tghere’s a good deal of scarlet fever around,” continued
the manager with quiet concern, “and we can’t be too
careful.- But T shall take her for a little run down the
- line tomorrow.” --=**. - o T ;
The eyes of Mary sparkled and overflowed like blue
water. Then there was a kiss, a little laugh, a shy glance at
the two curous.strangers, the blue pinafore fluttered
away, and-the colloquy ended. She was equally attentive -
in her care of the others, but the rag baby “Gloriana,”
who had found a home in Jim Carter's cabin at the Ridge,
living too far for daily. visits, was brought down regularly
on. Saturday afternoon to. Mary’s house by -Jim, tucked
in asleep in his saddle bags or nding gallantly before him
. on the horn of his saddle. On Sunday there was a dress
parade of all' the dolls, which kept Mary in heart for
the next week’s desolation. )
* But there came oné Saturday and Sunday when Mary
did not appear,. and it was known_along the road that
" she had been called to San Francisco to meet an aunt who
had just arrived from “the States.” “It was_a vacant Sun-
day to.“the boys,”™ a very hollow, unsanctified Sunday,
somehow, without that-little figure. But the next Sunday,’
.and the niext, -were -still* worse, and then it was known
that the dreadful aunt'was.making much of Mary, and
-was- sending her to d ‘grand school—a convent at” Santa’
Clara—where it was rumored girls were turned -out so
accomplished that their own parents did not know' them.
But we knew that was impossible to our.Mary, and a
letter which came from her at the end of the month, and -
- before the convent had closed upon the blue pmafore,

satisfied us, and was balm to our anxious hearts It was

characteristic of Mary; it was. addressed .to .nobody

particular, and would—but for the prudence of-the aunt

—have been entrusted to the post office open and un-
. directed. It was a single sheet, handed to us without a
.word by her father; but as we passed it from hand to

hand, we understood 1t as if we had heard our lost

playfellow’s voice. . ’

[4

- “Ther'’s more houses in’’Fnsco than you kin shake a

-
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stick at and wimmens till you kant rest, but mules and
jakasses am’t got no sho, nor blacksmiffs shops, wich is
not to be seen no wear. Rapits and Skwirls also bares
and panfers is on-noun and unforgotten on account of
the streets and Sunday skoles. .Jim Roper you orter be
very good to Mizzery on a kount of my not bein’ here,
and not harten your hart to her bekos she is top heavy—
which is ontroo and simply an imphent lie—like you allus
make. I have 2 kinary bird wot sings deliteful—but isn’t
a vellerhamer sutch as I know, as vou'd think. Dear Mister
Montgommery, don’t keep Gulan Amplak to mutch
shet up in office drors: it isn't good for his lungs and
chest. And don't vou ink his head—nother! youre as bad
as the rest. d}o}mny Dear, you must be very kind to
vour attopted father, and you, Glory Anna, must lov
your kind Jimmy Carter verry mutch for taking 'you
hossback so offen. I has been buggy ridin’ with an orficer
who has killed injuns real' I am comin’ back soon with
grate affeckshun, so luke out and mind.” .

But 1t was three vears before she returned, and this
vas her last and only letter. The “adopted fathers” of
her chuldren were faithful, however, and when the new
hine was opened, and 1t was understood that she was to
be present with her father at the ceremony, they came,
with 2 common understanding, to the station to meet

1

their old playmate. They were ranged along the platform -

—poor Jack Roper a little overweighted with a bundle
he was carrving on his left arm. And then a young giil
i the freshness of her teens and the spotless punty of
a muslin frock that although bnef in skirt was perfect in
fit, faultlessly booted and gloved, tripped from the train,

and offered a delicate hand in tum to each of her old .

friends, Nothing could be prettier than the smile on the
checks that were no longer sunbumt, nothing could be
clearer than the blue cyes lifted frankly to theirs. And
vet, as she gracefully tumed away with her father, the
faces of the four adopted parents were found to be as
red and embarrassed as her own on the day that Yuba
’B:Ht drove up publicly with “Johnny Dear” on the box
stat, ‘

“You weren't such a fool” smd Jack Montgomery
to Roper, “as to bring Misery here with you?”

“I vas,” said Roper with a constramed laugh—“and
vou?” He had just caught sight of the head of a ninepin
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peeping from the manager’s pocket. The man laughed,
and then the four turned silently away. N .

“Mary” had indeed come back to them; but not “The
Mother of Fivel” ~

-~
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BULGER'S REPUTATION

b

We all remembered very distinctly Bulger's advent -in
Rattlesnake Camp. It was during the rainy season—a
season singularly inducive to settled reflective impres-
sions as we sat and smoked around the stove in Mosby’s
grocery. Like older and’' more civilized communities,” we
had our periodic waves of sentiment and opinion, with
the exception that they were more evanescent with us,
and as we hadjust passed through a fortnight of dis-
sipation and extravagance, owing to'a visit from some
gamblers and speculators,” we' were now undergoing a
severe moral revulsion, .partly induced by reduced finances
and partly by the arrival- of two families with-grown-up -
daughters on. the hill. It was raining, with occasiona
warm breaths, . through the open window, .of the south-
west trades, redolent of the saturated spices of the woods -
and springing grasses, which perhaps were slightly in-
consistent with ,the hot stove around which -we had
congregated. But the stove -was only an excuse for our
listless, gregarious gathering; warmth and idleness went
well together, and it was currently accepted that we had
caught from the particular reptile which gave' its ‘name
to our camp much of its pathetic, lifelong search for
warmth, and its habit of indolently basking in it.
" A few of us still went through the affectation of -at-
tempting to dry our damp clothes by the-stove, and
_ sizzling our wet boots against it; but as the same individ-
uals calmly ‘permitted the rain to 'drivé in upon them
through the open window without moving, and-seemed
to take infinite delight in the amount of steam the
generated, even that “pretense droppéd. Crotalus himself,”
with his tail in a muddy ditch,-and the sun strking cold
fire from hus slit eyes as he basked his head on a warm
stone beside it, could not have: typified us better.

Percy Briggs took his pipe from h .
" said, with_reflective sevegtl;- Aom us mouth at last and

“Well, genﬂemen, if we can’t get the

wagon road
228
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over_here, and if we're going to be left out by the stage-
coach’ company, we can'at least straighten up the camp,
and not_have it look like a cross between a temement
alley and a broken-down circus. I declare, I was_ just sick
when these two Baker girls started to-make a short cut”
through the camp. Darned if they didn’t turn round and '
take to the woods ‘and the ‘rattlers again afore they dgot
halfway. And that benighted idiot, Tom Rollins, standimn’
there in_the ditch, spattered all over with slumgullion
’til he looked like a spotted tarrypiny; wavin’ his fins and
* sashaying backwards and' forrards -and sayin’, “This way,
‘ladies; this wayl’” - A
“I didn’t;?” returned Tom Rollins, quite casually, with-
out looking up from his steaming boots; “I didn’t start
in night afore last to dance ‘The Green Corn Dance’
outer ‘Hiawatha,’ \ with feathers in my hair and a red
blanket on my shoulders, round that family’s new potato
patch, in order that-it might ‘increase and multiply.” I .
- didn’t sing ‘Sabbath Morning Bells’ with an anvil ac-
companiment until twelve o’clock at night over at the
Crossing, so that they might dream of their Happy
Childhood’s Home. It seems t6 me that it wasn’t me £d
it. I might be mistaken—it .was late~but I have the
impression that it wasn’t me.” :
rom the silence that followed, this would seem o
have been clearly a recent, performance of the previous
-speaker, who, however, responded quite cheerfully:

“An evenin’ o’ simple, childish gaiety don’t count:{Ve’ve
got to start in again fair. What we want here’is to clear
up and encourage decent immigration, and get rid ¢
gamblers and-blatherskites that are makin’ this yer camp .-
their happy. hunting-ground. We don’t "'want any more
permiskus shootin’. We don’t want any more paintin’
the town red. We don’t want any more swaggerin’ galoots
ridin’ up to this grocery and emptyiii’ their six-shooters in
the air afore they light. We want to put a stop to it
peacefully and without a row—and we kin, We ain’t got
no bullies of our own to fight back, and they know it,
so they know they won’t get no credit bullyin” us; they'll
leave, if we're only firm, It's all along of our cussed fool

- good-nature, they see it amuses us, and theyll keep it
~ up as long as the whisky’s free. What we want to do
/15, when the next man comes walizin’ along—" ~

%
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" A distant clatter from the rocky hillside here mingled
with the puff of damp air through the window.

“Looks as ef we might hev a show even now,” said
Tom Rollins, removing his feet from the stove as we
all instinctively faced toward the window.

“I reckon you're in with us in this, Mosby?” said
Briggs, turning toward the {)roprietor of the grocery,
whobhad been leaning listlessly against the wall behind
his bar. ‘ ;

“Arter the man’s had a fair show,” said Mosby, cau-
tiously. He deprecated the prevailing condition of things,
but it was still an open question whether the familes
would prove as valuable customers as his present clients.
“Everything m moderation, gentlemen,”

The sound of galloping hoofs came nearer, now swish-
ing in the soft mud of the highway, until the unseen
rider pulled up before the door. There was no shouting,
however, nor did he announce himself with the usual salvo
of firearms. But when, after a singularly heavy tread and
the tLingle of spurs on the platform, the door flew open
to the newcomer, he seemed a realization of our worst
expectations. Tall, broad, and muscular, he carried in one
hand a shotgun, while from his hip dangled a heavy navy
revolver. His long hair, unkempt but oiled, swept a greasy
caircle aroyund his shoulders; his enormous mustache,
dnpping with wet, completely concealed his mouth. His
costume of fringed buckskin was wild and outré even for
our frontier camp. But what was more confirmative of our
suspicions was that he was evidently in the habit of
making an impression, and after a distinct pause at the
doorway, with only a sidé glance at us, he strode toward
the bar.

“As there don’t seem to be no hotel hercabouts, I -
reckon I kin put up my mustang here and have a shake-
down somewhere behind that counter,” he said. His voice
seemed to have added to its natural depth the hoarseness
of frequent overstraining,

“Ye ain’t got no bunk to spare, you bdys, hev ye?”
asked Mosby, evasively, glancing at Percy Briggs without

. looking at the stranger. We all looked at Brggs-also; it
was his affair after all—he had originated this opposition.
To our surprise he said nothing.

"];’he stranger leaned heavily on the counter.

. “1 was speaking to you,” he said, with his eyes on
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Mosby, .and_slightly- accenting the pronoun with a ta
of his revolver butt on the bar. “Ye don’t seem to catc
on. - T . -
Mosby smiled feebly, and again cast an imploring
“‘glance at Briggs: To our greater astonishment, Briggs .
said, quickly: “Why don’t you answer the stranger,
Mosby?” -. - T - oo T )
“Yes, yes,” said Mosby, suavely, to the newcomer, while |
an angry flush- crossed: his cheek as he .recognized the
position in which Briggs had placed him. “Of course,
you're welcome to what doings I hev here, but I reckoned
these gentlemen “over there,” with a vicious glance -at
Briggs, “might fix_ye up suthin’ better; they'ze so pow-ful
kind to your sort” e et ’
. The stranger threw down a gold piece on the counter
- and said:” “Fork- out your whisky, then,” waited until
+ his glass was filled, took it in his hand, and then, draw-
ing an_empty chair to the stove, sat down beside Briggs.
“Seein’- as you're that kind,” he said, placing his heavy
hand on Briggs's knee, “mebbe ye kin tell me if thar’s a
- shanty or a cabin at Rattlesnake that I kin get for a couple
" o weeks. I saw an empty one at the head o the hill. -.
You see, gennelmen,” he added confidentially as he swept
the .drops of whisky from his long mustache with his
., fingers and .glanced " around our group, “T've got~some
. business over at Bigwood,” our nearest town, ‘‘but ez a
* place to stay at it ain’t my style.” -
g ];“Wtflna;’s the matter with Bigwood?” said Briggs, -
abruptly, - - - ‘
“It’s too.howlin’; too festive, too rough; thar’s too much
-yellin’ and shootin’ goin’” day and night. Thar’s too many -
card sharps and gay gamboliers cavortin’ about the town
to c]Iplease me: Too much permiskus soakin’ -at the bar®
and free jimjams: What I want is a quiet place what a
. man kin give his mind and-elbow-a rest from betwixt -
grippin’ his shootin’ irons and crookin’ in his whisky. A -
sort o’ slow, ‘quiet, -easy place like this.” .
‘We all stared .at him, Percy Briggs as fixedly as any. -
But there was not the slightest trace of irony, sarcasm,
olr %eculigr significance .in_his’ manner, He went on
slowly: ' Lo
“When I struck this yer camp 4 minit ago; when I seed
that thar “ditch meandenn’ peaceful like through the
street, withouf a hotel or free saloon or express office:on
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either side; with the smoke ‘just- a curlin’ over the
~ chimbley of that log shanty, and the .bresh )lust set ﬁre7
to and a smolderin” in that potato patch with a kind 0
oldtime stingin’ m your eyes and nose, and a few women's
duds just a flutterin’ on a-lne by the fence,’I‘says o
myselg: “Bulger—this is peacel This is wot you're looklp
for, Bulger—this 15 wot you're wantin’—this 15 wot you'll.
- hevl, ” = L. N y" )h h \_, - -
" “You say you've -business- over at Bigwood. What
busiess?” said Briggs. . - ’
“It’s a peculiar business, young fellow,” returned- the
stranger, “gravely. “Thar’s, different men ez has different
opinions about it, Some allows it’s an easy business, some
aHows 1t’s a“rough business; some-says 1t’s a sad busmess, .
others says'it’s gay and festive. Some wonders ez how T've
ot into 1t, and others wonder how I'll ever get out of
it. It's a paymn’ busimess—it's a peaceful ‘'sort o’ business
when left to itself. It’s a- peciliar business—a business
that sort o’ b’longs to me, though I ain’t got no patent
from Washington for it. I¥'s’ my own business.” He
paused, rose, and saying, “Let’s meander over and take
a look at that empty cabin, and'ef she smts me, why,
T'll plank down a slug for her on the spot, and move
tomorrow,” walked . towards the door. “I'll pick-u
suthin’ in the way ‘o’ boxes and blankets from the grocery,”
he added, looking at Mosby, “and ef thar’s a.corner whar
I kin“stand my gun and a ndil to hang up my revolver—
Whg; T'm all thar!” - | T
- - By this time we were no longer astonished when Briges
rose also, and not only accompanied the sinister-looking
stranger to the empty cabin, but assisted him in negotiat-
ing with its owner for'a fortmght’s accupancy. Neverthe-
less, we eagerly assailéd Briggs on his return for some
_ explanation of this singular change in his attitude toward
the stranger. He coolly reminded us, howéver, that while
his intention of excluding ruffianly adventurers from the-
camp remamed the same, he had no nght to go back
.on the stranger's séntiments,” which were evidently in
accord with our own, ‘and although Mr Bulger’s ap-
pearance was inconsistent with them, that was only an
additional reason why we-should substitute a mild firmness
.for. that violence which we all deprecated, but which
might attend his_abrupt-dismissal. We were all satisfied
except Mosby, who' had not. yet recovered from Bnggs's

-
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change of front, which he was pleased to_call “craw-

fishing.” “Seemed to me his account of his busmess was

extraordinary satisfactory! Sorter filled the bill all round—

no mistake thar,” he suggested, with a malicious irony.
“I like a man that’s outspoken.” -

* “I understood him very well,” said Briggs, quictly.

“Of course you did. Only’ when you've settled in your
mmnd whether he was describing horse-stealing or tract-
distributing, mebbe you'll let me know.”

- It would seem, however, that Briggs did not interrogate
the stranger again reg’ar(fmg it, nor did we,” who were
uite content to leave matters in Briggs’s hands. Enough
that Mr. Bulger moved into the empty cabin the next
day, and, with the aid of a few old boxes from the grocery,
which he quickly extemporized into tables and charrs, and
~the purchase of some necessary cooking utensils, soon
made himself at home The rest of the camp, now
thoroughly aroused,made a point of leaving their work
in the ditches, whenever they could, to stroll -carelessly
around Bulger’s tenement in the vague hope of satisfying
a curosity that had become tormenting. But they could
not find that he was doing anything of a suspicious
character—except, perhaps, from the fact, that it was not
.outwardly suspicious, which I grieve to say did not lull
them to secunty. He seemed to be either fixing up his
cabmm or smoking in his doorway. On the second day he
checked this itinerant curiosity by taking the initiative
himself, and quietly walking from claim to claim and
. from cabin to cabin with a pacific but by no means a
satisfying interest. The-shadow of his tall figure carryin
his inseparable gun, which had not yet apparently “stoo
in the corner,” falling upon an excavated bank beside the
delving miners, gave them a sense of uneasiness they
could not explain; a few charactenstic yells of boisterous
hilanty from  therr noontide gathering under a cotton-
wood somehow ceased when Mr. Bulger was seen gravely -
approaching, and his casual stopping %efore a poker party.
“in the gulch actually caused one of the most reckless
gamblers to weakly recede from “a Bluff” and allow his
adversary to sweep the board. ‘After this it_was felt that
- matters were becoming serious. There was no subsequent
patrolling of the camp before the stranger’s cabin. Their
cunosity was sm%:ﬂaﬂy abated. A general feeling of
repulsion, kept within bounds partly by the absence of any
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overt act from Bulger, and partly by an inconsistent over-
consciousness of hus shotgun, took its place. But an un-
expected occurrence revived it.

One evening, as_the ‘usual social circle were drawn
around Mosby's stove, the lazy silence was broken by the
familiar sounds of pistol shots and a series of more
familiar shrieks and yells from the rocky hill road. The
circle quickly recognized the voices of their old friends
the roisterers and gamblers from Sawyer's Dam; they as

uickly recognizéd the- returning shouts here and there

om a few companions who were welcoming them. 1
grieve to say that in spite of their previous attitude of
reformation a smile of gratified expectancy lit up the
faces of the younger members, and even -the older ones
glanced dubiously at Briggs. Mosby made no attempt
to conceal a sigh of relief as he carefully laid out an extra
supply of glasses in his bar. Suddenly the oncoming yells
ceased, the wild gallop of hoofs slackened into a trot, and.
finally halted, and even the responsive shouts-of the camp
stopped also We all looked vacantly at each other; Mosby
leaped over lis counter and went to the door; Briggs
followed with the rest of us. The night was dark, and
it was a few minutes before we could distinguish a
 straggling, vague, but silent {)rocession moving through the
moist, heavy air on the hill But, to our surprise, it was
moving away from us—absolutely leaving the camp! We
were still staring in expectancy when out of the darkness
slowly emerged a figure which we recognized at once as
Captain Jim, one of the most reckless members of our
camp. Pushing us back into the grocery he entered with-
out a word, closed the door behind him, and threw
himself vacantly into a chair. We at once pressed around
him. He looked up at us dazedly, drew a long breath, "
and said slowly: - ]
© “It’s no use, gentlemenl Suthin’s got to be done with
that Bulger; ‘and mighty quick.” . - -

“What’s the matter?” we asked eagerly.

_ “Matter!” he repeated, passing his hand across his fore-
head. “Matter! Look yere! Ye all of you heard them boys
from Sawyer’'s Dam coming over the hill? Ye heard their

music—mebbe ye heard us join in the chorus? Well, on

they came waltzing down the hill, like old times, and we
waitin’ for em. Then, jest as they passed the old cabin,
who do you think they ran right into—shooting iron, -
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long hair and  mustache, and all . that—standing there -

« -plump m’ the road?—why, Bulgerl”

CWell?” | . - - -

- “Welll—Whatever it was—don’t ask-me—but, dern my
skin, ef after a'word or ‘two from him—them boys just
stopped vellin’; turned round like lambs, and rode away,-
peaceful-like, along with him.-We ran after them a spell,
still - yellin’, when -that thar' Bilger: faced -around, said
to us that he'd, ‘come down’ here for quiet’ and ef he
couldn’t ‘hev.it he’d have toileave with those gentlemen
who wanted it tool And I'm gosh darned if those gentle-
' men—you know- ’em- all-“Patsey, Carpenter, Snap-shot -
Harry, and the others—ever said a darned word, but kinder

nodded “So long- and went awayl!” : -

o

: Our astonishment and mystification were ~complete;

and 1 regret to say, the indignation ‘of Cap{aindjimﬁ and

Mosby equally-so. “If we're-going to.be bossed by the
first newcomer,” said_the former, gloomily. “I reckon we
might as well .take our chances with the Sawyer’s Dam

_ bqys;,whom we knéw.” o T T TN

‘Ef we are-going to, hev, the legitimate trade of Rattle- ..
~“snake 1nterféred with by the.cranks of some hidin’ horse
_thief or.retired road -agent,” said Mosby, “we might as .

well invite the hull of Joaquin Murietta’s ‘gdng here at
once! But T suppose this-is part o' Bulger's particular
“business,”” he-added, with a withering glance at Briggs.
-, “I-understand it all,” said Briggs, quietly. “You know
.1 told you that bullies couldn’t live -in the same camp
together.. That's -human "natute—and that’s how. plain
men Iike you and mie manage to scud along without -
-géthing " plugged. You see, Bulger wasn’t-going to hev
any of his own kind jumpin’ his claim here. And I
_reckonn he was pow’ful enough to.back down Sawyers
" Dam. Anyhow; the bluff told—and here we are in peace |
_and quictness.” o ) ’
‘M“I{)ntﬂ ‘e lets us know what is-His little game,” sneered
0S Y'., - " :A - ot - ’ !

. Nevertheless, such is the force of mysterious power that
although 1t was exercised agamnst what we firmly. believed
was the independerice of the camp, it extorted -a certain
respect from us. A few_thought it was not a bad thing .
to have a professional bully, and even took care to relate -
the discomfiture of the wicked youth' of Sawyer's Dam’
for the benefit of a certain adjacent and powerful camp
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who had looked down upo# us. He himself, rcturning the
same evening from his sclf-imposed escort, vouchsafed no
other reason than the one he had alrcady given. Preposter-
ous as it seemed, we were obliged 10 accept it, and the
still more preposterous inference that he had .sought
Rattlesnake Camp solely for the pu%osc of acquiring and
securing 1ts peace and quietness. Cerlainly he had no
other occupation; the httle work he did upon the tailings
of the abandoned claim which went with his littic cabin
was scarcely a pretense, He rode over on certain days to
Bigwood on account of his business, but no one had ever
seen him there, nor could the description of his manner
and appcarance evoke any information from the Bip-
woodians, It remained a mystery.

It had also been fearcd that the advent of Bulger would
intensify that fear and dislike of riotous Rattlesnake
which the two families had shown, and which was the
origin of Briges's futile atlempt at rcformation. But it
was discovered that since his arrival the young girls had
shown less timidity in entering the camp, and had even
exchanged some polite conversation and good-humoured
badinage with its younger and more impressible members.
Perhafs this tended to make these youths more observant,
for a few days later, when the vexed question of Bulger's
business was again under discussion one of them re-
marked, gloomily:

“I reckon there ain’t no doubt what he's here forl”

The _youthful prophet was instantly sat upon after
the fashion of all elderly critics since Job’s. Neverthcless,
after a pause he was permitted to explain.

“Only this morning, when Lance Forester and me
were chirping with them gals out on the hill, who should
-we_see hanging around 1n the bush but that cussed
Bulgerl We allowed at first that it might be only a new
style of his interfenn’, so we took no notice, except
to pass a few remarks about listeners and that sort o
thl? ,.and perhaps to bedevil the girls a little more than
we'd hev done if we'd been alone. Well, they laughed,
and we laughed—and that was the end of it. But this
afternoon, as Lance and mc were meandering down by
their ca})m, we sorter tumed into the woods to wait
till they’d come out Then all of a suddent Lance stopped
as rigid as a pomter that's flushed somethin’, and savs

B'goshl’ And thar, under a big redwood, sat that slim;;

~
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hypocrite Bulger, twisting his long mustaches and smiling
like clockwork alongside o’ little Meely Baker—you know
her, the pootiest of the two sisters—and.she smulin’ back

* on him. Think of itl—that unknown, unwashed, long-
haired tramp and bully, who must be forty if a day, and
that innocent gal of sixteen. It was simply disgustin’l”

- T need not say that the older cynics and critics already
alluded to at once improved the occasion. What more

v could be expected? “Women,_the world over, were noted
for this sort of thing! This long-haired, swaggering bully,
with his air of mystery, had captivated  them, as he al-
ways had done since the days of Homer. Simple merit,
which sat lowly in barrooms, and conceived .projects for
the public good around the humble, unostentatious stove,
was nowhere! Youth could not too soon learn this bitter
lesson. And in this case youth too, perhaps, was right in its
conjectures, for this was, no doubt, the-little game of
the perfidious Bulger. We recalled the fact that his un-
hallowed appearance in camp was almost coincident with
the arrival of the two families. We glanced at Briggs; to,
our amazement, for the first time he looked seriously
concerned. But Mosby in ‘the meantime leaned his el-
bows lazily over the counter and, in a Slow voice, added
fuel to the flame.-- . -

“I wouldn't hev spoken of it before,” he said, with a
sidelong glance at Briggs, “for it might be all in the line
o' Bulgers ‘business,> but suthin’ happened the other
night that, for a minit, got mel I was passm’ the Bakers’
shanty, and I heard one of them gals a singing a camp-
meeting hymn. I don’t calkilate to run agin you young
fellers 1n any sparkin’ or canoodlin’ that’s goin’ on, but
her voice sounded so pow’ful soothin’ and pretty thet
I jest stood there and listened. Then the 01(11) woman—
old Mother Baker—she joined in, and 1 listened too.
And then——dern my skin!~—but a man’s voice joined in—
jest belchin outer that cabinl—and I sorter hifted myself
up and kem away. )

, “That voice, }g(enﬂemen,” said Mosby, lingering artisti-
cally as he took up a glass and prog,essxonally eyed it
before wiping it with his towel, “that voice,” cumfbly
fixed thar in thet_cabin among them’wimen folks, was
Bulger's”

Briggs got up, with his eyes looking the datker for his
flushed, face. “Gentlemen,” he said huskily, “thars
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only onc thing to be done. A Jot of us have got to ride
over to Sawyer's Dam tomorrow moming and pick up as
many squar¢ men as we can muster, there’s a big_camp
meeting goin’ on there, and there won't be no difficulty
in that. When we've got a big cnough crowd 1o show we
mean business, we must march back here and ride Bulger
out of this camp! I don’t hanker arter Vigilance Commit-
tecs, as a rule—it’s a rough remedy—it's like drinkin’ a

uart o’ whisky agin rattlesnake poison—but it's got to be
30ne! ‘We don’t mind being sold oursclves—but when it
“comes to ofir standim’ by and scein’ the only innocent
people in Rattlesnake given away—we kickl Bulger's got
to be fired outer this camp! And he will bel” .

But he was not.

For when, the next moming, a determined and thought-
ful procession of the best and most characteristic citizens
of Rattlesnake Camp filed into Sawyer's Dam, the
found that their mysterious friends had disappeared, al-
though they met with a fraternal but subdued welcome
from the general camp. But any approach to the subject
of their visit, however, was received with a chilling dis-
approval. Did they not know that lawlessness og any
kind, even under the rude mantle of frontier justice, was
to be deprecated and scouted when a “means of salvation,
a power of regeneration,” such as was now sweeping over
Sawyer's Dam, was at hand? Could they not induce this
man who was to be violently deported to accompany
them willingly to Sawyer's Dam and subject himseFf to
the powerful influence of the “revival” then in full
swing?

The Rattlesnake boys laughed bitterly, and described
the man of whom they talked so lightly; but in vain. “It’s
no use, gentlemen,” said a more worldly bystander; in a
lower voice, “the camp meetin’s got a strong grip here, and
betwixt you and me there ain’t no \nrondcr.giglor the man
that runs it—the big preacher—has got new ways and
methods that fetches the boys every time. He don’t preach
no cut-and-dried gospel; he don’t carry around no slop-
shop robes and clap “em on you whether they fit or not;
but he samples and measures the camp afore he wades
into 1t. He scouts and examines; he ain’t no mere Sunda
preacher with a comfortable. house and once-a-week
church, but he gives up his days and nights to it, and
makes his family work with him, and even sends ’em for-
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ward to explore the field. And he'ain’t no white-choker
shadbelly “either, but fits .himself, Iike his gospel, -to the
-men he works among. Ye ought to hear him afore you
go. His tent 15 J'ust out your way. I'll go with you.” R
- 'Too dejected 4o offer any opﬁ)ositmn, and perhaps a
little curious -to see this ‘'man who had unwittingly frus-
trated their design of lynching Bulger, they halted at the
outer fringe of worshipers who._packed the huge inclosure.
. They- had not” time to indulge {heir, cynicisms over: this
swaying mass of emotional, half-thinking, and almost ir-
responsible-beings, nor to* detect any similarity between
-their extreme methods and the scheme of redemption they
- themselves were secking, for in a few moments, apparently
Jlifted to-his ‘feet on a wave of religious exultation, -the
famous “preacher arose. The men of Rattlesnake gasped
for breath. -~ - . " . .7 - LT
It was Bulger! - T o
¢ But Briggs quickly recovéred himself. “By what name,”
- said he, turning passionately towards his-guide, “does this
“man—this impostor—call himself here?” - ;
“Baker,” - . T % - s
“Baker?” echoed the Rattlesnake contingent. !
“Baker?” repeated Lancé Forester, with a_ghastly smile, .
“Yes,” returned their guide. “You oughter-know it too!
For he sent his .wife and daughters-over, after his usual
- style, to sgrpglq your camp, a week agol Come, now, what
are you givin’ us?” © coe e T ’

v - Y 4



IN THE TULES

Hr mAp never scen a Steamboat in his life, Bom and
reared in one of the Western Territorics, far from a navi-
gable river, he had only known the “dugout” or canoc as
a means of conveyance acoss the scant streams whose ford-
able waters made even those scarcely a necessity. The Jong,
narrow, hooded wagon, drawn by swaying oxen, known
familiarly as 8 “praine schooner,” in which he journeyed
across the plamns to California in ’53, did not help his con-
ception by that nautical figure. And when at last he
dropped upon the land of promise through onc of the
Southern mouniain passes he halted all unconsciously
upon the low banks of a great yellow river amidst a
tangled brake of strange, reed-hike grasses that were un-
known to him. The nver, broadenmng as it debouched
through many channels into a lordly bay, scemed to him
the ultima thule of his journcyings. Unyoking his oxen on
the edge of the luxuriant meadows which blended with
scarcely any line of demarcation into the great stream
itself, he found the prospect “good” according to his
lights and prairial experiences, and converting his halted
wagon into a temporary cabin, he resolved to rest here
and “settle.”

There was little difficulty in so doing. The cultivated
clearings he had passed were few and far between, the
land would be his by discovery and occupation; his habits
of loneliness and self-rehance made him independent of
neighbors He took his first meal in his new solitude under
a spreading willow, but so near his natural boundary that
the waters gurgled and oozcd in the reeds but a few feet
from him. 'The sun sank, deepening the gold of the river
until it might have been the stream og Pactolus itsclf
But Martin Morse had no imagination; he was not even
a gold-secker, he had simply obeyed the roving instincts
of the frontiersman in coming luther The land was virgin
and unoccupied; 1t was his; he was alone These questions
settled, he smoked his pipe with less concern over his
three thousand miles’ transference of habitation than the
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man.of cities who had moved into a next street. When. -
" the sun sank, he rolled himself in his blankets in the
wagon bed and went quietly to sleep.- . . ‘

But he was presently awakened by something which at

first he could not determine to be a noise or an intangible
sensation. It was'a deep throbbing through the silence of
the night—a pulsation that seemed even to be:communi-
cated to the rude bed whereon he lay. As it came nearer it
separated itself into a labored, monotorious panting, con-
. tinuous, .but - distinet from an equally monotonous
but ' fainter beating of the waters, as if the whole track
of the river were being coursed and trodden by a multitude
of swiftly trampling feet. A strange feeling took possession-
of him—half of 'fear; half of curious. expectation. It was
coming néarer. He rose, leaped hurriedly from the wagon,
-and ran to the bank:; The night was dark; at first he saw
nothing before him but the steel-black sky pierced with
far-spaced, irregularly scattered .stars. Then there seemed
-to be approaching him, from the left, another and more
symmetrical constellation—a few red and blue stars high
above the river, with three compact lines of lar%er« plane-
tary lights flashing towards” him and apparently on his
own level. It was almost upon him; he involuntarily drew
. back as the strange phenomenon swept abreast.of where
he stood, and rtesolved itself into a dark yet airy bulk,
whose vagueness, topped by enormous towers, was yet
illuminated by those open squares of light that he had
- .taken for stars, but which he saw now were brilliantly lit
. windows. . coe - -

. Their vivid rdys shot through the reeds and sent broad
bands across the meadow, the stationary wagon, and the
slumbering oxen. But all this was nothing to the inner
life they disclosed through lifted curtains and open blinds,
which was the crowining revelation of this strange and
wonderful spectacle. Elegantly dressed men and women
moved ‘through bnlliantly it and elaborately gilt saloons;
In one a banquet seemed to be spread, served by white-
jacketed seivants; in another were fen playing cards
around marble-topped tables; in another the light flashed .
back .again from the murrors and ‘glisteming glasses and
decanters of a gorgeous refreshment saloon; in smaller
openings. there was the shy disclosure of dainty white
curtains and velvet lounges of more intimate apartments.

Martin Morse stood enthralled and mystified. It was as
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if some invisible Asmodeus had revealed to this simple
frontiersman a world of which - he had never dreamed It
was the world—a world of which he knew nothing in his
simple, rustic habits and profound Western isolation—
sweeping by him with the rush of an unknown planet.
In another moment it was gone; a shower of sparks shot
up from one of the towers and fell all around him, and
then vanished, even as he remembered the set piece of
“Fourth of July” fireworks had vanished\in his own rural
town when he was a boy. The darkness fell with it too. _
But such was his utter absorption and breathless preoc-
cupation that only a cold chill recalleéd him to himself,
and he found he was standing mid-leg -deep in-the surge
cast over the low banks by this passage of the fixst steam-
boat he had ever seen! - -0 -

-He waited fof it the next night, when it appeared a
little later from the opposite direction on its return trip.
He watched it the next night and the next. Hereafter he
never mussed it, coming or goimng—whatever the hard and
weary preoccupations of his new and lonely life.-He felt
he could not have slept without seeing it go by. Oddly
enough, his interest and desire did not go further. Even
had he the time and money to spend in a passage on the
boat, and thus actively realize the great world of which
he had only-these rare glimpses, a certain proud, rustic
shyness kept him from it. It was not his world; he could
not affront the snubs that his ignorance and inexperience
would have provoked, and he was dimly conscious, as so
many of us are in our ignorance, that in mingling with it
he would simply lose the easy privileges of alien cnticism.
For there was much that he did not understand, and -
some things that Ig:ated upon his lonely independence.

One night, a lighter one than those previous, he lingered

a hittle longer in the moonhght to.watch the, ph-r<y™
rescent wake of the retreating boat. Suddery 1t strucx *
him that there was a certain irregular splasp?g in the water; -
gt]nte different from the regular, .diagopaly crossing suiges

at the'boat swept upon the Jank. Lookmg’ at 1t -more |

mtently, he saw a %mdlf aject turning in the water hike a
porpoise, and then the tamistakable uplifting of a black " .
arm m.an unskillful swinmer's overhand stroke. It was a =
struggling man. But it yas quickly evident that the current
was too strong apf the turbulence of the shallow water
too great-for hus offorts. Without 2 moment’s hesitation,

-
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clad as he was in only his shirt and trousers, Morse strode
into the reeds, and the next moment, with a call of wam-
ing, was swimming toward the now wildly struggling figure.
But, from some unknown reason, as Morse approached
him nearer the man uttered some incoherent protest and
desperately turned away, throwing off Morse’s extended

. am,

Attributing this only to the vague convulsions of a
drowning man, Morse, a skilled' swimmer, managed to
clutch his shoulder, and propelled him at arm’s length,
still struggling, apparently with as much reluctance as
_incapacity, toward the bank. As their feet touched the
reeds and slimy bottom the man’s resistance ceased, and
he lapsed quite listlessly-in Morse’s arms. Half lifting, half
dragging his burden, he succeeded at last in gaining the
strip of meadow, and deposited the unconscious man be-
neath the- willow tree. Then.he ran to his wagon for
whisky: . - . -
But, to his surprise, on his return the man was already -
“sitting up-and wringing the water from his clothes. He
then saw for the first time, by the clear moonlight, that
- the straxéger was elegantly dressed and of striking appear-
ance, and was clearly a part of that bright and fascinating
world which Morse had been contemplating in his soli-
tude. -He eagerly took the proffered tin cup and drank
the whisky. Then he rose to his feet, stag%sred a few steps
forward, and glanced  curiously around him at the stil
motionless wagon, the few félled trees and evidence of
_“clearing,” and even at the rude cabin of logs and canvas
just beginning to rise from the ground a few paces dis-

- tant, and said, impatiently:

“Where the devil am I2” o T
Morse hesitated. He was unable to name the locality of
“1s dwelling-place He answered briefly: -
- “On the_nght bank of the Sacramento,”
The stranger turned upon him a look of suspicion not
. unmingled with resentment. “Oh!” he said, with ironical
. gravity, “and I suppose that this water you Picked me out
of was the Sacramento River. Thank youl’ -
Morse, with slow Western. patience, explained that he

‘had only settled there three weeks ago, and the place had
no name. ’

:i\R’hat’g your neérest town, then?” -
Thar ain’t any. Thar’s a-blacksmith’s shop and grocery
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at the crossroads, twenty miles further on, but it's got no
name as I've heard on.”" - ,

The stranger’s look of suspicion passed. “Well,” he
said, in an imperative fashion, which, however, seemed as
much the result of habit as the occasion, “I want a- horse,
and mighty quick, too.” - - ;

“H’ain’t got any.” 7~ . -
© “No horse? How did you get to this place?”

Morse pointed to the slumbering oxen. .

The stranger again sfared cumously at him. After a°
pause he said, with a-half-pitying; half-humorous smile:’ .
‘Pike—aren’t you?” - .

Whether Morse did or did not know that this current -
California slang, for a citizen of the bucolic West im-
plied a certain contempt, he rephed simply: Eas

“Im from Pike County, Mizzouri.” . '~ Ai

“Well,” said the stranger, resuming his impatient man-
ner, “you must beg or steal a horse from your neighbors.” -

“Thar amn’t any neighbor nearer than fifteen mules. -

“Then send fifteen miles! Stop.” He opened- his still
clinging shirt and.drew out a belt pouch, which he threw
to Morse, “Therel there’s two hundred and-fifty dollars
in that, Now, I want a horse. Sabe?” .-

“Thar ain’t anyone to send,” said Morse, wetly.

:‘Do you mean to say you are all alone here?” -

eS - 1

“:é&_nd’ you fished me out—all by yourself?”
es y [ b

The stranger again examined him curiously. Then he
suddenly stretched out his hand and grasped his- com-
panion’s - -

“All right; if you can’t send, I reckon I can manage to
walk over there tomorrow.” ‘

“1 was gom’ on _to say,” said Morse, simply, “that if
yowll lie by tomght, I'll start over sunup, after puttn’
out the S:attle, and fetch {ou back a horse afore noon.”

That's enough‘;" He, however, remaimned looking curi-
ously at Morse“ Did you never hear,” he said, with a
singular smule, “that 1t was about the meanest kind of
luck that could happen to you to save a drowning man?”

No.” said Morse, simply. “I reckon it orter be the
meanest if you didn’t”

“That depends upon the man you save,” said the stran-
ger, with the same ambiguous smile, “and whether the
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saving “him is only putting things off. Look here,” he
added, with an abrupt return to his.imperative style, “can’t
you give me some dry clothes?” .
- Morse brought him a pair of overalls and a “hicko
shitt,” well wom, but smelling strongly of a recent wasl
with coarse soap. The stranger put them on while his
companion- busied himself in collecting a pile of sticks
and dry leaves. - . . T
“What's that_for?” said the stranger, suddenly. >
~ “A fire to dry your clothes.” -
- 'The stranger calmly kicked the pile aside.
- “Not any fire_tonight if I know it,”.he said, brusquelg'.
Before Morse could resent his %uickly changing moods
he continued, in another tone, r&pping to an 1e-
- clining position beneath the tree, “Now, tell me all about
yourself, and what ‘you are doing here.”-
'Thus ‘commanded, Morse patiently repeated his story
-from the time he had left his backwoods cabin -to his
selection of the river bank for a “location.”’, He pointed
. out the rich quality of this alluvial bottom and its adapta-
bility for the raising of stock, which he hoped soon to
acquire, The stranger smiled grimly, raised himself to a’
sitting position,.and, taking a penknife from his damp
clothes, began to clean his nails in the bright moonlight—
an occupation which made the simple Morse wander
vaguely 1n his narration.” ’
‘And you-don’t know that this hole will give you chills
and fever Hll you'll shake yourself out of your boots?”
; Morse had lived before in aguish districts, and had no
ear.” . T ro
“And you never heard that some night the whole river -
Wﬂlkﬁse up and walk over you and your cabin and your
stock?” : S
" “No. For I reckon to move my shanty farther back.”

The man shut up his penknife with a click and rose. =

_ “If you've got to get up at sunrise, we'd better be tum-
m% in. I suppose you can give me a pair of blankets?”
Viorse pointed to the wagon. “Thar’s a shakedown in
the wagon bed; you kin lie there.” Nevertheless he hesi-
tated, and, with the inconsequence and abruptness of a
- shy man, continued the-previous conversation.
“I shouldn't like to move far away, for them steam-.
boats is pow'ful kempany o'nights. I never seed one be-
fore 1 kem here,” and then, with the inconsistency of a
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reserved man, and without a word of further preliminary,
he launched into a confidential disclosure of his late ex-
penences, The stranger listened with a singular interest
and a quietly searching eye. . .
“Then you were watching the boat very closely just
now when you saw me. What else did you see? Anything
before that—before- you saw me i the water?” (
“No—the boat had got well off before I saw you at-all.”
“Ah,” said the stranger. “Well, I'm going to tum in™-
He walked to the wagon, mounted it, and by the time
that Morse had reached it with -his wet clothes he was
already wrapped in the blankets. A moment later he
seemed to be mn a profound slumber. . -
It was only then, when his guest was lying helplessly
-at his mercy, that he began to realize his strange expen-
ences The domination of this man had been so complete
that Morse, although by nature independent and self-
reliant, had not permutted himself to-question his right
or to resent his”rudeness; He had accepted his guest’s
careless or premeditated silence regarding the particulars
of his acaident as a matter of course, and had never.
dreamed of questioning him. That it was a natural acci-
dent of that great world so apart from his own exper-
ences he did not doubt, and thought no more about it.
The advent of the man himself was greater to_him than
the causes which brought him there He was as yet quite
unconscious of the ‘complete fascination this mysterious |
stranger held over him, but he found himself shyly pleased -
with even the slight interest-he had displayed in his af-
fairs, and his hand felt yet warm and tinghng from This
sudden soft but expressive grasp, as if it had been a
woman's There is a simple intuition of friendship in
some lonely, self-abstracted natures that is nearly akin to
love at first sight! Even the audacities and msolence of*
this stranger affected Morse’ as he might have been
touched \and captivated by the coquetries or imperious-.
ness of some bucolic virgin. And this reserved and shy
frontiersman _found himself- that mght sleepless, and
boverng with an abashed tmidity and consciousness -
around the wagon that sheltered his guest, as if he had
been a very Corydon watching the moonlit couch of some
sluilllbenng %mary]]is. .
e was off by dayhght—after having placed a )
breakfast by the side of the still sleeping gguepst——and bgflgig
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midday he had returned with a horse. When he handed -
the stranger his pouch,,less the amount he had paid for
the horse, the man said curtly: x

“What's that for?” -

“Your change. I paid only fifty dollars_for the horse.”

The stranger regarded him with his-peculiar smile. Then,
replacing the pouch in his belt, he shook Morse’s hand
again and mounted .the horse. - .

“So your mname’s . Mattin Morse! Well—good-by,
Morseyl” ST - T

Morse hesitated. A blush:rose 6 his dark cheek. “You
-didn’t tell me your name,” he said. “In case—"
“In case -I'm wanted? Well, you can-call me Captain
' Jack.” He smiled, and, nodding his head, put spuss to his
mustang and cantered awdy. - - - _

Morse did not do much work that-day, falling into
abstracted moods and hving over his experiences of the
previous night, until he fancied he could almost see his
strange guest agam:’ The. narrow strip of - meadow was
hauntéd by him.-There was the tree under which he had -
first placed him, and 'that-was whére he had seen him
-sitting up-in his dnpping but well-fitting clothes. In the
rough garments he had worn and returned lingered a new
scent “of some delicate soap, overpowering the strong
alkali flavor of his own. He was early by the river side, -

" - having a vague hope, he knew not why, that he should

3

again see himiand recognize him among the passengers.
He was wading-out among the reeds, in the faint light of
_the Tising moon, ‘recalling the exact spot where he had
first seen the stranger, when he' was suddenly startled by
the rolling over in the water of some black object that
had caught against the bank, but had been dislodged by
his movements. To his horror.it~bore a faint resemblance
to his first vision of the preceding night. But a second
glance at the helplessly floating hair and bloated-outline
showed him that 1t was a dead man, and of a type and
build far different from-his former companion. There
was’a bruise upon his matted forehead and an enormous
wound in his throat already washed bloodless, white, and
waxen. An inexplicable fear came upon him, not at the
sight.of the-corpse, for he had.been in' Indian madssacres
and had rescued bodies mutilated beyond recognition; but
from some moral dread that, strangely enoungh, quickened _
and deepened with the far-off pant of the advancing steam-
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boat. Scarcely knowing why, he_dragged the body hur
nedly ashore, concealing 1t in thie reeds, as if he were
disposing of the evidence of his own crime. Then, to his
preposterous terror, he noted that the panting of "the
steamboat and the boat of its paddles were -Uslowing”, as
the vague bulk came in sight, until 2 huge wave from the
suddenly arrested wheels sent a surge like an enormous
heartbeat® pulsating through the sedge that half sub-
merged him The flashing of three or four lanterns on
" deck and the motionless lime of lights abreast of him daz-
7led his eyes, but-he knew that the low fringe of willows
hid s house and wagon completely from view. A yaﬁue
murmur of voices from the deck was suddenly overridden
by a sharp order, and to his relief the slowly. revolving
wheels again sent a pulsation through the water, and the
great fabric moved solemnly away. A sense of relief came
over him, he knew not why, and he was conscious that
for the first time he had not cared to look at the boat.
. When the moon arose he agamn examined the “body,
and took from its clothing a few articles 'of identification
. and some papers of formahty and precision, which he
vaguely conjectured to be some law papers from their re-
. semblance to the phrasing of sheriffs’ and electors’ notices
which he had seen in the papers. He then . buried the
- corpse in a shallow trench, which he dug by the light of
the moon. He had no question’ of ‘responsibility; his pio-
neer training had not included coroners’ inquests in 1ts
experience; 1 -giving the body a speedy and secure-burial
from predatory animals he did what one frontiersman
would do for another—what he_hoped mmght be done for
him. If his previous unaccountable feelings returned occa-
sionally, it was not from that, but rather from some un-
easmess 1n regard to his late guest’s possible feelings, and a
- regret that he had not been here at the finding of the
- body. That it would in some way: have explained his own
accident he did not doubt:"
‘The boat did not “slow up” the next night, but passed
as usual; yet three or four 'days elapsed before he could

look forward to its corning’ with his old extravagant and
half-exalted curiosity—which was his near :

half-exalts est approach to
imagination. He was then able to examine 1t mglr)e closely,
for the appearance of the-stranger whom he now began

to call “hus friend” in hus verbal communings with him-
-self—but whom he did not seem destined %o \Zgl;am gg_
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cover; until one day, to his astonishment, a couple of fine
horses” were brought- to his clearing by a stock-drover.-
They had been “ordered” to be left thére. In vain Morse
expostulated and questioned. e .
“Your name’s Martin Motse; ain’t it?” said the drover,
with business brusqueness;” “and I reckon there ain’t no
other man o’ that name around here?” ~
“No,” said Morse, - L : -
“Well, then, they're yours.”" - .
_ “But who'sent them?” insisted Morse. “What was his
name, and-where -does he live?” ~. . -~
“I didn’t know ez I was, called upon to give the pedi-
gree o’ ‘buyers,” said the drover dryly; “bul the horses is
Morgan,” you can bet your life)” He grinned.as he rode .
away.» oL : . ’ : , ‘
That Captain Jack sent, them, and._that it was a natural
prelude to his again visiting him, Morse did not ‘doubt,
and for 2 few days he lived in that dream. But Captain
Tack did riot come. The animals were of great service to
him in “rounding up” the stock he now easily took in
for pasturage, and saved him the nécessity of having a
partner or a hired man: The idea that this superior gentle- -
man-in fine clothes might ever appear to him in the for-
mer capacity had even flitted through his-brain, but he
had.rejected 'it with a sigh.’ But the. thought that, with
. luck 'and industry, he himself. might, in' course of
" time, approximate to Captain Jack’s evident stalion, did
- "occur to him, and was an incentive to energy. Yet it was
quite distinct from the oidinary working man’s ambition
of wealth-and state. It was only that it might make him
" more worthy of his friend. The great world was still as
it had appeared to him in the passing boat—a thing to
wonder at—to be above—and-t6 criticize, ) J
.. For all ‘that, ‘he prospered in his occupation. But one
day he woke with listless limbs and feet that scarcely
“carried him through his daily labors.*At night his listless-
. ness changed to active pain and a feverishness that scemed °
to impel him toward the, fateful river,” as-if his onc aim
in life was to drink up its waters and bathe in its ycllow
stream. But whencver he scemed to attempt it, strange
dreams assailed him of -dead bodies “arising with swollen
and distorted lips to touch his,own-as he strove to-drnk,
or of his mysterious guest battling with him in its curtent;

¥ L - Ao\
; ’
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and driving him ashore. Again, when he oorayed {o bathe
his parched and crackling himbs in its fload, fm wotld ha
confronted with the dazzling lights of the motionles
steamboat and the glare of stony cyes—until he fled
aimless terror, How long this Iasted he Fnew nofl. until
onc morning he awoke in his new cabin with a strange
man sitting by his bed and a Negress i the donrway,

“You've had a sharp atlack of ‘tule fever,' ™ maid the
stranger, dropping Morsc's Tistless wrist and answering his

uestioning eycs, “but you're all vight now, and will pull
through.”

“Who are you?” stammered Morse feebly,

“Dr. Duchesne, of Sacramento.”

“How did you come here?”

*T was ordered to come to you and bring a nuree, 5%
rou were alone, There she is.” He pointed to the smiling

Negress.

“Who ordercd you?”

The doctor smiled with professional tolcrange. “One of

your {ricnds, of course,”

“But what was Ins name?”

“Really, T don't remember, But don't distress yourself,
e has settled for cverything right ravally, You have anly
to get strong now, My duty is ended, and 1 can safely
leave you with the nurse. Ouly when you are strong again,
1 say—and he says—keep back farther from the niver,”

And that was all he knew. For even the nurse who at-
tended him through the first days of his bricf convales-
cence would tell him nothing more. He guickly ot nd
of her and resumed his work, for a new and strange phase
of his simple, childish affection for his bencfactor, partly
superinduced by his illness, was affeeting him, He was
beginning to fecl the pain of an unequal fricndship; he
was_dimly conscious that his mysterious guest was only
coldly rctuming his hospitality and benehts, while hold-
ing aloof from any association with him-—and indicating
the immeasurable distance that separated their future in-
tercourse. He had withheld any kind message or sympa-
thetie grecting; he had kept back even his name. The
shy, proud, ignorant heart of the fronticrsman swelled
beneath the fancicd slight, which left him helpless alike
of reproach or resentment. He could not return the
horses, although in a fit of childish indignation he had
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resolved not to use them; he could not reimburse him for
the doctor’s bill, although he had sent-awaythe nurse:

' He fook a foolish satisfaction in not moving back from
the river; with 2 faint hope that his ignoring of Captain
Jack's advice might mysteriously be conveyed to him. He -
even-thought of selling’ out his location and abandoning
it, that he might-escape the cold Surveillance of his heart- | |
less-friend. All ;thus was undoubtedly -childish-—but there.
is an irrepressible simplicity-of youth in all"deep feeling,
and the worldly inexperience of the frontiersman left him
as innocent a5 a child:"In this phase of ‘his unrequited
affection he.even wentso far as to seek some news of
Captain-Jdck at Sacramento; and, following out his foolish
quest, even to take the steamboat from thence to Stock- -
fon.. - S RPN

~ ' What happened to-him then was perhaps the common’ . -

“experience -of such- natures.” Once upon. the-boat the ~-
illusion ‘of .the great world it contained for him utterly

. vanished. He found it noisy, formal, insincere, and-had
‘He. ever understood or used the word in his limited
vocabulary—vulgar. Rather, perhdps; it seemed to him that.

-the prevailing - sentiment 4nd. action of those who fre- '~

-"quented it—and ‘for whom it was built—were of a lower
grade than his own. And, strangely enough, this gave him
none_of his former-Sense of cntical superiority, but only
of his own utter'and ‘compléte isolation.” He wandered in .

- his:rough frontiersman’s clothes from deck to cabin, from -
airy ' galleriés "to_long saloons,” alone, unchallenged, un-'-
Yecognized, -as- if he ‘were again haunting it only in spirit,

.

- as he had-so often done in his dreams.-~ = = |
- His presence on the fringé of some voluble crowd caused
no mterruption; to, him their $peech was almost’ foreign
. in its allusions to things he did naot understand, or worse,
seemed inconsistent with their.eagerness_and excitement,
“How ‘different from all this were his old recollections of
- slowly oncommg"teams, uplifted above the level horizon |
- "of the plains in his former wanderings; the few saunter °
* ing figures that met hum-as man to man, and exchanged
the chronicle of the road; the record of Indian tracks; the
finding of -a 'spring; the discovery- of pasturage; with
the lazy, restful hospitality of the night!. And how fierce
hére this continual struggle for dominance and existence,
" even in this lull of ‘passage. For above all'and through all

.
e
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- he was conscious of the feverish haste of specd and

exertion. -

The boat trembled, vibrated, and shook with eve
stroke of the ponderous piston. The laughter of the crowd,
the exchange of gossip and news, the banquet-at the long
table, the newspapers and books in the reading-room, even
the luxurious couches in the staterooms, were all dom-
inated, thrilled, and pulsating with the perpetual throb
of the demon of hurry and unrest. And when at last a
horrible fascination dragged him into the engine room,
and he saw the cruel relentless machinery at work, he
seemed to recognize and understand some intelligent but
pitiless Moloch, who was dragging this feverish world at
its heels. ‘

.Later he was seated in a corner of the hurricane deck,
whence he could view the monotonous banks of the river;
ﬁt’ perhaps by certain si%:-ns unobservable to others, he

ew he was approaching his own locality. He knew that
his cabin and clearing would be undiscernible behind the
fringe of willows on the bank, but he already distinguished
the points where a few cottonwoods struggled into a
gromontory of lighter foliage beyond them. Here voices

ell upon his ear, and he'was suddenly aware that two men
had lazily crossed over from the other side of the boat, and
were standing before him looking upon the bank.

“It was about here, I reckon,” said one, listlessly, as if |

continuing a previous lagging conversation, “that it must
have happened. For it was after we were making for the
bend we've just passed that the deputy, goin® to the state-
oom below us, found the door Jocked and the window
pen. But both men—Jack Despard and Seth Hall, the
heriff—weren’t to be found, INot a trace of ’em. The
»oat was searched, but all for nothing. The idea is that
he shelnff, arter getting his prisoner comf’ble in the state-
oom, took off Jack’s handcuffs-and locked the door; that
ack, who was mighty desp’rate, bolted through the win-
low into the nver, and the sheriff, who was no slouch,
irter him. Others allow—for the chairs and things was
Ul tossed about in the stateroom—that the.two men
slinched thar, and Jack choked Hall and chucked him out,
and then shipped cl'ar into the water himself, for the state.
room window was just ahead of the paddie box, and the
cap'n allows that no man or men could fall afore the pad-

-
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¢ dles and live. Anyhow; that was all they ever knew of it.”
- .“And thete wasn't no trace of them found?” said the
. second man, after a_long pause. | - e ]
- - “No. Capn $ays them paddles would hev’ just snatched
. 'em and -slung ‘em-round and round and buried ’em
way down in thé ooze of the river bed, with all the silt of
.. the current atop of.’em, and “théy mightn’t come up for
ages; or else the wheels-might have waltzed 'em way up
. to_Sacrariiento until, there wasn’t enough-left-of ’em to -
- _float,-and droppéd 'em when the boat stopped.” - -
“It was a mighty fool risk for a man lilge Despard to
. take,” resumied:-the second speakér as he” }urned away .

4

with a-slight yawn. * * LT -
A ‘Bet your hfel but he was desp'rate’and the sheriff had
ot him sure! And they do say that he was superstitious,
- Ike all them gamblers, and aﬁ/o”wed that a man who was
fixed to die by a rope or’a pistol wasn’t.to be washed out
of life by water.” ,. M
~ The-two figures drifted lazily away, but Morsé sat rigid
and motionless. Yet, strange.to say, only one idéa came
to him clearly -out of this awful revelation-~the thought
. that his friend-was still true to him—and-that his strange
- ,absence and mysterious.silence were_fully accounted for,
and explained. And with it' came the more thrilling fancy-
that this man’'was alive now to him alone: =~ * -
. He 'was the sole custodian of his secret.” The morality , -
_of the question, while it profoundly disturbed him, was |
~ rather in . reference to its effect upon the chances of Cap-
“tain Jack and the power it gave his enemies than his own
. conscience -He' would tather- that his friend 'should have
proven the proscribed outlaw who retained an unselfish '
mterest in~him than the superior -gentleman who was
" coldly wiping out his gratitude. He thought-he understood’
_ now the reason of his visitor’s stfdnge and varying moods
"—even his bitter, superstitious warning “in ‘regard to the
. probable curse entailed--upon one. who should save a- -
« drowning man.-Of this he.tecked little; enough that he-
* fancied that Captaimn 'Jack’s concemn' in. his: illness was *, ~
heightened by that fear, and this- assurance. of his .pro-
" tecting fniendship thrilled him with pleasure, ,
. “'There was no reasofi.now why he should -not at once’
- go back to his farm, where, at least, Captain Jack would ~
-always find him; and, he, did So; returning on the same

- + ~ s . -
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boat. He was now fully recovered from his illness, and
calmer.in mind; he redoubled his labors to pul himself
in a position to help -the mysterious fugitive when the
time should come. The remote farm should always be a
haven of refuge for him, and in this hopc he forbore to
take any outside help, remaining solitary and alone, that
Captain Jack’s retreat should be inviolate. And so the
long, dry season passed, the hay was gathered, the pastur-
ing herds sent home, and the first rains, dimpling like
shot the broadening surface of the river, werc all that
broke his unending solitude. In this enforced attitude of
waiting and expectancy he was exalted and strengthened
by a new idea. He was not a religious man, but, dimly
remembering: the exhortations of some camp meeting of
his boyhood, he conceived the idea that he might have
been selected to work out the r%g]eneration of Captain
Jack What might not come of this meeting and com-
muning together in this lonely spot? That anything was
due to the memory of the murdered sheriff, wﬁose %oncs
were totting in the trench that he daily but unconcernedly

assed, did not occur to him. Perhaps his mind was not

arge enough for the double consideration. Friendship and
love—and, for the matter of that, religion—are eminently
one-ideaed. -

But one night he awakened with a start. His hand,
which was hanging outof his bunk, was dabbling idly in
water. He had barely time to spring to his middle in what
seemed to be a slowly filling tank before the door fell out
as_from that mward pressure, and his whole shanty
collapsed like a pack of cards. But it fell outwards. the
roof sliding from over his head like a withdrawn caﬁopy-
and he was swept from his feet against it, and thence out
into what might have been another worldl. For the rain
had ceased, and the full moon revealed only one vast,
illimitable expanse of waterl It was not an overflow, but
the whole rushing river magnified and repeated a thousand
times, which, even as he gasped for breath and clung to
the roof, was bearing hum away he knew not whither
But 1t was bearing lum away upon its center, for as he
cast one swift glance toward his meadows he saw the
lv;.'ere covered by-the same sweeping torrent, dotted thg

15 smbing haynicks and reaching to_the wooded foothalls.

Tt was the great flood of 54, In its awe-nspirng com-
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/ %Ielteneés it: might have seemed to him the primeval
. -Deluge. . . . S -~ ’
t As lus frail raft swept under a cottonwood he caught
‘' at one of the overhanging limbs,” and, working his way
- desperately along the bough, at-last reached a secure
-position in the fork of the trée: Here lie was for the mo-
. ment safe. But’ the devastation viewed. from this height
was only the more appalling. Every sign of his cleatmg,
- all evidence. of his past year'sindustry,” had disappeared.
. He was now conscious for the first timé of the lowing of
' the few cattle” he -had kept as, huddled together on a
| slight emunence, they one by one slipped over struﬁghng
~ into the" flood. The. shining bodies of his dead ‘hoises
~rolled by him.as he gazed. The lowerlying limbs of the
" sycamore near him were bending with the burden of the
- hihter articles from™ his -overturned wagon and cabin
which- they had caught and retained, and a rake was
securely lodged in a bough. The_ habitual solitude”of his
. locality ‘was now-strangely invaded by drifting sheds, .
~ agricultural implements, and -fence_rails from unknown
- and remoté neighbors, and he could f{aintly hedr the far-
. off calling of some unhappy farmer adrift.upon a spar of
_his wrecked-and Shattered house. When day broke he was
, cold and hur;ggr; SRR o,
‘Hours passed in hopeless monotony, with no slackening
.,0r diminution of the waters. Even the dnfts became less,
. and a vacant sea at last spread before him on which nothing
+ moved. An awful Silence impressed him. In the after
' noon rain ‘again began to fall on this gray, nebulous ex-
. panse, unhl' the whole world seemed made of ‘aqueous.
vapor. He had but one idea now—the coming of the eve- .
ning boat, and he would teserve his strength to swim to
it He did not know until later that it could no longer
follow the old channel of the river, and passed far be-
* yond his sight and -hearing. Waith- his disappointment and
exposure that night came a_return of his old fever. His
' limbs were alternately racked with pain or benumbed and
lifeless. He could scarcely retain his position—at times he
scarccly cared to—and speculated upon ending his suffer-
ings by a quick plunge downward In other moments of
lucid nusery he was conscious of having wandered -in his
t -mind; of having seen the dead face of the murdered
.+ sheriff, washed out of his shallow grave by the flood, star-. -
ing at him from the water; to this was added the halluc-

DA L . v R
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ination of noises. He heard voices, his own name cglled
by a voice he knew—Captain Jack’s! ‘

Suddenly he started, but in that fatal movement lost
his balance and plunged downward. But before the water
closed above his head he had had a cruel glimpse'of help
near him, of a flashing light—of the black hull of a tug
not many yards away—of moving figures—the sensation
of a sudden plunge following his own, the grip of a strong
hand upon his collar, and—unconsciousness!

‘When he came to he was being lifted in a boat from
the tug and rowed through the deserted streets of a large
city, until he was taken 1n through the second-story win-
dow of a halfsubmerged hotel and cared for. But all his
questions yielded only the information that the tug—a

4

privately procured one, not be]onging to the Public Relief
)

Association—had been dispatched for him with special

directions, by a man who acted as.one of the créw, and .

who was the one who had plunged in for him at the last

moment. The man had left the boat at Stockton. There’

was nothing more? Yesl—he had left a letter. Morse
seized it fevenshly. It contamed only a few lines: \
‘We are quits now. You are all rigixt. I have saved you

from drowning, and shifted the cumse to my own
shoulders. Good-by.

CAPTAIN JACR.

The astounded man attempted to rise—to utter an ex-
clamation—but fell back, unconscious. '

Weeks passed before he was able to leave his bed—and
then only as an impoverished and physically shattered
man.- He had no means to restock the farm left bare by
the subsiding water. A kindly train-packer offered him a
situation as muleteer m a pack tram going to the moun-
tains—for he knew tracks and passes and could ride. The
mountains gave him back a hittle of the vigor he had lost
in the river valley, but none of its dreams and ambitions.
One day, while tracking a lost mule, he stopped to slake
his tharst 1n a waterhole—all that the summer had left of
" a lonely mountamn torrent. Enlarging the hole to give
dnnk to his beast also, he was obliged to dislodge and
throw out with the red soil some bits of honeycomb
rock, which were so queerlooking and so heavy as to at-
tract his attention. Two of the %argest he took back to

-
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camp with him. They were gold! From the loeality he took
out a fortune, Nobody wondered, To the Californian’s
superstition it was perfectly natural. It was “nigger luck”—
the Iuck of the stupid, the ignorant. the inexperienced, the
nonseeker—the frony of the gods!

But the simple, bucolic nature that had sustained itself
against temptation with patient indusiry and lonely scli-
concentration succumbed to rapidly acquired wealth. So

"it chanced that one day, with a crowd of ¢xcitement-lov-

ing spendthrifts and companions, he found himsclf on the
outskirts .of a lawless mountain town An cager, {rantic
crowd had already assembled there—a desperado was o’
be lynched! Pushing his way through the crowd for a
nearer view of the exciting spectacle, fhe changed and
reckless Morse was ‘stoppeg by armed men only at the
foot of a cart, which upheld a quict, determined man,
who, with a rope around his neck, was scornfully survey-
ing the mob, that held the other end of the rope drawn
across the limb of a trce above him. The cyes of the
doomed man caught those of Morsc—his cxpression
changed—a kindly smile lit his face—hc bowed his proud
head for tlie first time, with an easy gesture of farcwell,

And then, with a cry, Morse threw himself upon the
nearest armed guard, and a ficrce struggle began, He had
overpowered one adversary and seized another in his hope-
less fight toward the cart when the half-astonished crowd
felt that somecthing’ must be done. It was donc with a
sharp report, the upward curl of smoke and the fallin
back of the guard as Morse staggered forward frec—with
a bullet in his heart. Yet even then he did not fall until
he reached the cart, when he Japsed forward, dead, with
?is arms oulstretched and hijs head at the doomed man’s
cet.

,There was somcthing so supreme and all-powerful in
this hopeless act of devotion that the heart of the multi-
tude thrilled and then recoiled aghast at its work, and a
single word or a gesturc from the doomed man himself

. would have set.” © ~ "ce But they say—and it is credibly

recorded—thatr . ain Jack Despard looked down
upon the ho . . eathis feet fus cyes blazed,
he flung .up :. a curse so awful and sw
that, hardc = sere, their blood ran o
then leape: . cir cheeks,

“And n . Olly tightenmg the ,
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his neck with a jerk of Tus head—“Go on, and be damned
‘to you! I'm ready.”

They did not he51tate this . time. And Martin Morse
and Captam Jack Dcspard were burned in the same grave,
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A CONVERT OF THE MISSION -
/ Vé

" TeE largest tent of the Tasajara camp meeting was
crowded to its utmost extent. The excitement of .that
dense mass was at its highest pitch. The Reverend Stephen
Masterton, the single erect, passionate ﬁ%ure of that con-
fused medley of kneeling. worshipers, had reached the
culminating pitch of his irresistible exhortatory power.
Sighs and groans were .beginning to respond to his zﬁ)-
%)eals, when the reverend brother was seen to lurch heavily
orward and fall to the ground. -

At first the effect was that of a part of his performance;
the groans redoubled, and twenty or thirty brethren threw
themselves prostrate in humble imitation of the preacher.
But Sister Deborah Stokes, perhaps through some special
revelation of féminine intuition, grasped the fallen man,
. tore loose his black silk necktie, and dragged him free of
. the struggling, frantic crowd whose paroxysms he had just
evoked. Howbeit he was pale and unconscious, and unable
to continue the service, Even the next day, when h€ had
slightly recovered, it was found that any attempt to renew
hi§ fervid exhortations produced the same disastrous re-
sult.

A council was hurriedly held by the elders. In spite of
the energetic protests of Sister Stokes, it was held that
the Lord “was wrestlin’ with his sperrit,” and he was
subjected to the same extraordinary treatment from
the whole congregation that he himself had app]ied to
them, ProPped up pale and trembling in the “Mourm-
ers’ Bench™ by two brethren, he was “striven with,” ex-
horted, prayed over, and admonished, until insensibility
mercifully succeeded convulsions. Spiritual therapeutics
having failed, he was tumed over to the weak and carnal
nursing of “womenfolk.” But after a2 month of incapacity
he was obliged to-yield to “the flesh,” and, in the local
dialect, “to use a doctor.”

It so chanced that the medical practitioner of the dis-
trict was a man of large cxpenience, of military training,
and plain speech. When, therefore, he one day found in

259
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his surgery a man of rude Western type, strong-limbed
- and sunburned, but trembling, hesitating and neurotic in
-movement, after listening to his symptoms gravely, he
asked, abruptly: “And how much are you drinking now?"™

“I am a lifelong abstainer,” stammered his patient in-
quivering indignation. But this was-followed by- another
question so frankly appalling to the hearer that he stag-
gered to his feet. - Co S
" “'m Stephen Masterton—known of men as a circuit-
preacher, of the Northemn California district;” he, thun-,
dered—“and an enemy of the flesh in all its forms.” .

“I beg your pardon,” responded -Dr. Diuchesne, grimly,
“but as you are suffering from excessive and répeated ex-
citation of. the nervous system, and the depression follow-
g prolonged artificial exaltation—it makes little difference-
whether the cause be spiritual,-as lorig as there is a cer-
tain physical effect upon your body—which” I beheve you
have brought to me to cure. Now—as to diet? you look
all wrong there”- =~ - . . . ‘

“My food 1s of the simplest—I have no hankering for
fleshpots,” responded.-the patient. . »

“I suppose you call saleratus bread and salt pork and

* flapjacks:simple?”-said the doctor, coglly; “they are com-
mon enough, and 1f. you were working with your muscles
instead .of your nerves in that frame of yours they might
not hurt you; but you are suffening as much from eating
more than you can digest as the veriest gourmand. You
must stop all that. Go down to a quiet watering-place for
two months. ...” - »

“I go to a watering-place?” interrupted Masterton; “to
‘the haunt of the idle, the frivolous and wanton—never]”

<~ “Well, I'm not ﬁarticular about a ‘watering-place,”

said the doctor, with a shrug, “although a little 1dleness

and frivolity with different food wouldn’t hurt you—but
you must go somewhere and change your habits and mode
of life completely. I will find you some sleepy old Spanish
town 1n the southemn country where you can rest and
diet. If this is distasteful to-you,® he continued, grimly,
“you can always call it ‘a tral’” ' ’ J
Stephen Masterton may have thought it so when, a
-week later, he found himself issuing from a rocky gorge
into a rough, badly paved, hilly street, which seemed to
be only a continuation of the mountain -toad itself It
broadened suddenly into a square or plaza, flanked on
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each side by an irregular row of.yellowing adobe Houses,”
with the inevitable verandaed tienda in each comer, and
~ the solitary, galleried fonda, with a half-Moorish archway
leading into an inner patio or courtyard in the center. .
The whole street stopped as usual at the very door of
the -Mission. church, a few hundred yards farther on, and -
under the shadow of the two belfry towers at each angle
of the %ade, as if this were the ultima thule of every
traveler. But all that the eye rested on was ruined, wom,
and. crumbling: The adobe “houses were cracked by the
incessant sunshine of th€ half-year-long summer, or the
more intermittent earthquake shock; the paved court-
yard of the fonda was so uneven and sunken in the center
. that the lumbering wagon and faded diligencia stood on
an incline, and the mules with difficulty kept their foot- -
-ing while being unladen; the whitened plaster had fallen -
* from the feet of the two pillars that flanked .the Mission
“doorway, like bandages from a gouty limb, leaving. the
reddish core -of adobe visible; there were apparently as
man;lr_l broken tiles in the streets and alleys as there were
_on -the heavy red roofs that everywhere asserted them-
selves—and -even seeined to slide -down the “crumblin
walls to the.ground. There were hopeless gaps in grille an
ﬁratinég of doorways dnd windows, where ‘the iron bars
ad dropped helplessly out, or were bent at different
angles The walls of the peaceful Mission garden and the
.warlike gresidia were alike lost in the escalading vines or
leveled by the pushing bounghs of gnarled pear and olive
trees that now surmounted them. The dust lay thick and
impalpable in hollow and gutter, and rose in little vapory
clouds with a soft detonation at every stroke of his horse’s
hoofs. Over all this dust and ruin, idleriess seemed to
reign supreme. From the’ velvet-jacketed figures lounging -
motionless in:the shadows of the oxfnen doorways—so mo-
tionless that only. the lazy drift of cigarette smoke be-
tokened their breathing—to the reclining peons_in the
shade of a catalpa, or the squatting Indians in the arroyo
~—all was sloth and dirt. - . " L
_The Rev. Stephen Masterton felt his throat swell with
his old exhortative indignation. A gaudy yellow fan waved
languidly m front of a black rose-crested head at a white-
-cyrtamed window. He knew he was stifling with righteous
wrath, and clapped his spurs to his horse.
Nevertheless, in a few days, by the aid of a letter to the
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innkeeper, he was installed in a dilapidated adobe house,
not unlike those he had seen, but situated in the out
skirts and overlooking the garden and pirt of the re
fectory of the old Mission. 1t had ¢ven a small garden
of s own—if a strip of hot wall, overburdened with
yellow and white roses, a dozen strageling callas, a bank
of heliotrope, and an almond trce could be called a
garden, It had an open doonway, but so heavily recessed in
the thick walls that it preserved seclusion, a sitling-room,
and an alcoved bedroom with decp embrasured windows
that however excluded the unwinking sunlight and kept
an cven monotone of shade. '

Strange to say, he found it cool, restful, and, in spite of
the dust, absolutcly clean, and, but for the scent of
heliotrope, entircly modorous, The dry air scemed to dis-
sipate all noxious emanations and decay—~the very dust
itsclf in its fine impalpability was volatile with a spicchike
piquancy, and left no stamn, .

A wrmkled Indian woman, brown and veined like a
tobacco leal, ministered to his simple wants, But these
wants had also been regulated by Dr. Duchesne, He found
himself, with some grave doubts of his cffeminacy, break-
fasting on a single cup of chocolate instcad of s usual”
bowl of molasses-sweetened coffee, crumbling a cnsp tor-
tilla instead of the heavy saleratus bread, greasy flapjack,
or the lard-fried steak, and, more wonderful still, com-
pleting his repast with purple grapes from the Mission
wall. He could not deny that it was simple—that it was
aven refreshing and consistent with the chmate and his
surroundings On the other hand, it was the frugal dict of
the commonest peasant—and were not those peons sloth-
ful 1dolaters? .

At the end of the weck—his correspondence being also
restricted by hus doctor to a few lines to himself regard-
ing his progress—hec wrote to that adviser: -

- “The trembling and unquiet has almost ceased: I have
less nightly turmol and visions; my carnal appehite scems
to be amply mollified and soothed by these viands, what-
ever may be their ultimate cffect upon the weakness of
our common sinful nature. But I should not be truthful
to you if 1 did not warn you that I am viewing with the

deepest spiritual concern a deaded tendency toward
%lc%t , and a folding of the hands over matters %at often,

car, are spitual as well as temporal. I would ask you
‘ A
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. singularly witching one.
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to consider, in a spirit of love, if 1t be not wise to Touse
my apathetic flesh, so as to strive, even with the feeblest
exhortations, against this sloth in others—if only to keep
one’s self from falling mnto the pit of easy indulgence.”

What answer he received is not known, but it is to be
presumed that he kept loyal faith with his physician, and
gave limself up ‘to simple walks.and rides and occasional

- meditation, His solitude was not broken in upon; curiosity

was too active a vice, and induced too much exertion for
his indolent neighbors, and the Americano’s basking seclu-
sion, though unlike-the habits of his countrymen, did
not affect them. The shopkeeper and innkeeper saluted
him always with a profound courtesy which awakened
his slight resentment, partly because he was conscious that
it was grateful to-him, and partly that he felt he ought to
have provoked in them a less satisfied condition. -
Once, when he had unwittingly. passed the confines of
his own garden, through a gap m the Mission orchard, a
lissome, black-coated shadow slipped past him with an
obeisance’ so .profound and gentle that he was startled at
first .into an awkward imitation of it himself, and then
into an angry self-éxamination. He knew that he loathed
that Iong—sinted,womanlike garment, that dangling, os-
tentatious symbol, that air of -secrecy and mystery, and he
inflated his chest above.his loosely tied cravat and un-
buttoned waistcoat with a contrasted sense of freedom.
But he-was conscious the next day of weakly avoiding a
recurrence of this meeting; and-in his self-examination put
it down to his self-disciplined observance of his doctor’s -
orders. But when he was strong again, and fitted for his
Master’s work, how strenuously he should improve the.
occasion this ‘gave him of attacking the Scarlet Woman
among her slaves and worshipers! -
" His afternoon meditations and the perusal of his only

~b’oo}c——’che Bible—were regularly broken 1n qun at about

sunset by two or three strokes from the cracked bell that
hung in the open belfry which reared itself beyond the
gnarled pear trees. He could not say thatat was aggressive
or persistent, like his own church bells, nor that 1t even
expressed to him any religious sentiment, Moreover, it was
not a “Sabbath” bell, but a daily one, and.even then
seemed to be only a signal. to ‘ears easily responsive, rather
than a stern reminder. And ‘the. hour was always a
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‘It was when the sun had slipped from the glaring red
roofs, and the yellowing adobe of the Mission walls and
the tall ranks of wild oats on the Inllside were all of the
one color.of old gold..Ii was when the quivering heat of
the arroyo and dusty expanse of plaza was blending with
the soft-breath “of the 'sea fog that crept through the
clefts of the coast range, until a refreshing balm seemed
to fall like a benedichion on all nature. It was when_ the
trade-wind-swept and mmitated surfaces of the rocky gorge
beyond were soothed with clinging vapors; when the pines
above no longer rocked monotonously, and the great un-
dulating sea of the wild-oat plamns had gone down and was
at rest. It was at this hour, one aftemoon, that, with the

B

released scents of the gardén, there came to him a strange
and subtle perfume’ t]gmt‘was new to his senses.:He laid
aside his book, went ‘into tlie garden, and, half-uncon-
scrous of his trespass, passed through the Mission orchard
and thence into the little churchyard beside the church,
Looking at the strange mscuptions in an unfamuiliar
tongue, he was singularly touched with the few cheap
memorials lymg upon the graves—like cluldish toys—and
for the moment overlooked the papistic emblems that ac-
compamed them. It struck him vaguely that Death, the
common leveler, had made even the symbols of a faith.
eternal. mnferior to those simple records of undyin
memory and affection, and he was for a moment startle
into .doubt o ; K
He walked to the door of the church; to his surprise it
was open. Standing upon the threshold, he glanced mside,
and stood for 2 moment utterly bewildered. In a man of
- refined taste and education that bizarre and highly
colored intenor ‘would have only provoked a smile or-
shrug, to Stephen Masterton’s highly emotional nature,
but artistic inexperience, strangely enough it:"was pro-
foundly mmpressive The heavily timbered, roughly hewn
roof, barred with alternate bands of blue and Indian red,
the cumson hangmgs, the gold and black drapenes, af-
fected this rehigious backwoodsman exactly_as they were
designed to affect the heathen and acolytes for whose con-
version the temple had been reared He could scarcely take -
his eyes from the tinsel-crowned Mother of ‘Heaven, re-
splendent m white and gold and glitternng with jewels;
the radiant shield before the Host, idlummated by tall
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spectral. candles dn the mysterious obscurity of the altar,
dazzled him like the rayed disk of the.setting sun. i

.. A gentle murmut, ‘as of the distant sea, came from the

“altar, In his nawve bewilderment he had not seen the -
few kneeling figures in 'the shadow of.column and aisle;
it was-not until"a-man, whom he recognized as a mule-

_ teer He had seen that dfternoon gambling and drinking in
the fonda, slipped. by him.like a shadow and 'sank upon’
Ius kneeés in -the center of the aisle that he reahzed the
,ovgrlpowering truth, - 7 - o o -

. «He, Stephen Masterton, ‘was-looking upon some rite
of- Popish  idolatry!l -He was turning_quickly away when
the keeper of the tienda—a man of sloth and sin—gently . -
approached-him from_ the shadow of a column with a
mute gesture, which he took.to be one of-mvitation, A
fierce -protest of scorn and.indignation swelled to his

throat,.but died upon his hips. Yet he had strength enough -

+ o erect his gaunt emaciated figure,-throwing out his long

- arms and extended palms in' the attitude of defiant
exorcism, and theén -rush swiftly from the chufch. As

* he did so he thought he saw a faint smile cross the shop-

" keeper’s facé, and a whispered exchange of words with a
neighboring worshiper of more exalted_ appearance came
to his ears. But 1t .was not intelligible to his compre-.

- »

Chension. ., - . . ‘
The-next day he wrote {0 his doctor in that quaint
; grandiloquence. of “written speech with which the half--
7 educated man-balances the shps of his colloquial phras-
mg: ST e

- Do not let the purgation of my flesh be unduly pro-
. tracted. What' with .the sloth and idolatries of Baal and
- Ashteroth, whach I see daily around me, I feel that with-
out a protest not only the flesh but the spirit is mortified.
But my bodily strength 1s meraifully returning, and I
« found myself yesterday able to .takc a long nde at that '
hour. which they hére keep sacred for an idolatrous rite,
. under the:beautiful name- of “The Angelus”. Thus do
they bear false witness: to Him! Can you tell me “the
meaning of the “Spamish words “Don Keyhotter”? 1 amr
ignorant of these sensuous Southem languages, -and am
_aware that this 15 not the correct spelling, but I have .
. Strwven to give the phonetic equivalent It was used, I am
mchned to think, an refercnce to myself, by an 1dolater.
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P.S—You need not trouble yourself. I have just ascer-
tained that the words in question were simply the title
of an idle novel, and, of course, could not possibly refer
to, me. : - .

S
B
-

Howbeit it was as “Don Quixote”’—that is, the com-
mon Spaniard’s conception of the Knight of*La Mancha,
merely the simple fanatic and madman—that Mr. Stephen
Masterton ever after-rode all unconsciously through the
streets of the Mission, amid the half-pitying, half-smiling
glances of the people.. ) .

In spite of his meditations, his single volume, and his
habit of retiring early, he found his evenings were grow-
ing lonely and tedious. He missed the prayer meeting,
and, above all, the hymns. He had afine baritone voice,
sgmpathetlc, as may be imagined, but not cultivated.

ne night, in the seclusion of his garden, and secure in
his distance from other dwellings, he raised his voice mn a
familiar camp-meeting hymn with a strong Covenanter's
ring in the chorus. Growing bolder as he went on, he at
last filled the quiet night with the strenuous sweep of his
‘chant. Surprised at his own fervor, he paused for a mo-
ment, listening, half frightened, half ashamed of his out-
break. But there was only the trilling of the night wind
in the leaves, or the far-off yelp of a coyote. -

For a moment he thought he heard the metallic twan
of a stringed instrument in the Mission garden beyon
his own, and remembered his contiguity to the church
with a stir of defiance. But he was.relieved, nevertheless.
His pent-up emotion had found vent, and without the
nervous excitement that had followed his-old exaltation.
That mig)ht he slept better. He had found'the Lord again
—with Psalmody! \ oo

The next evening he chanced upon a softer hymn_of
the same simplicity, but, with a vemn of human tender-
ness_in its aspirations, which his more hopeful mood
gen’clar‘l rendered At the conclusion of the first verse he
was, however, distinctly conscious of being followed by
the same twanging sound he had heard on the previous
night, and which even his untutored ear could recognize
as an attempt to accompany him. But before he had
finished the second verse the ‘unknown player, after an
ingenious but meffectual essay to grasp.the right chord,
abandoned 1t Wwith an impatient and almost pettish
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flourish, -and a loud bang upon the Eoundipg«board of
the unseen’ instrument. Masterton finished it alone. .
‘With his curiosity excited, however, he tried to discover

the locality of_the hidden player. The sound evidently

. came from the Mission garden; but in his “ignorance of

#

- a relief to his loneliness. Yet he had barely concluded the

)
3

3

" But alas! even to his ears, ignorant of the language, it

t

¢
1

the language he-could not: even .interrogate his Indian
housekeeper.-On the third night, however, his hymn was
" uninterrupted by any' sound .fiom the former musician.
A sense of disappointment, he knew not why, came over
him. The kindly overture of the.unseen playet had been

hymn when the familiar sound again struck his ears. But
this tiie the musicidn - played boldly, confidently, and
with a singular skill -on the instrument. .

The brilliant prelude-over, to his entire. surprise -and

some confusion, a soprano voice, high, childish, but in-. |

. fimtely quaint and fascinating, was mischievously uplifted.

was very clearly a song of levity and wantonnéss, of free-
dom and -license, ‘of coquetry’and incitement! Yet such
“.Was its fascination that he-fancied it was reclaimed by
the' delightful clildlike and innocent expression of the
singer. ’ - - :

.- Enough’ that’ this tall, gaunt, broad-shouldered -man

arose and, overcome by a curiosiéy almost as -childlike,
slipped into the-garden and glided with=an Indian soft-

" ness of tread toward the voice. The moon shone full upon

3
:

the_ruined Mission wall -tipped with clisters” of dark

foliage. Half hiding, half"mingliﬁ§ with one of them—an
indistinct bulk -of light-tolored -huddled ' fleeces like an

" extravagant bird’s nest—hung the unkown musician. So6

intent was the performer’s preoccupation that Masterton
actually reached the base of the wall immediatelﬁ.below
the figure without attracting its attention. But his foot

- slipped on the crufnblm%debris with a smapping of dry
* “twigs. There was a quic

] little cry from above. He had
barely time to recover his position before the singer, im-

pulsivegr lcaning over the parapet, had lost heis, and fell

outward But Masterton was-tall, alert, and self-possessed,
and threw out his long arms. The next moment.they were

" full of soft flouncds, a-struggling figure 'was against his

breast, and a woman's frightened litfle hands around his
neck. But he had-broken “her fall, and_almost instantly,
yet- with mfimte gentleness, he released her unharmed,

t
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with hardly her crisp flounces crumpled, in an upright
osition against the wall. Even her puitar, still hanging
From her shoulder by a ycllow ribbon, had boundcd
clastic and resounding against the wall, but lay intact at
her satin-slippered feet. She caught it up with another
quick little cry, but this time more of sauciness than fear,
and drew her little hand across its strings, half defiantly.

“I hope you are not hurt?” said the circuit preacher,
gravely. . .

She broke into a laugh so silvery that he thought it no
extravagance to liken it to the moonbeams that played
over her made audible. She was lithe, yet plump; barred
with black and ycllow and small-waisted like a pretty
wasp. Her complexion in that light was a sheen of pearl

" satin that made her cyes blacker and her little mouth
redder than any other color could She was small, but,
remembenng the fourteen-year-old wife of the shopkeeper,
he felt that, for all her childish voice and features, she
was a grown woman, and a sudden shyness took hold of
him.

But she looked pertly in his face, stood her guitar up-
right before her, and put her hands behind her back as
she leaned saucily against the wall and shrugged her
shoulders. .

“It was the fault of you,” she said, in a broken English

that seemed as much infantine as foreign ‘““What for
'ou not remain to yourself in your own casa? So it come.
(ou creep so—in the dark—and shake my wall, and T fall.
And she,” pointing to the guitar, “is a'most broke! And
or all thees I have only make to you a serenade.
ngratel”

1 beg your pardon,” said Masterton' quickly, “but I
vas curious I thought I might help you, and—’ )

“Make yoursclf another cat on the wall, ¢h? No; one
s enough, thank you!”

A frown lowered on Masterton’s brow. “You don’t
anderstand me,” 'he said, bluntly. “I did not know who-
vas here”

“Ah, bucno! Then it is Pepita Ramirez, you see,” she
said, tapping her bodice with onc little finger, “all the
same, the niece from Manuel Garcia, who keeps the
Mission garden and lif there. And you?”

“My name 15 Masterton.”

“How mooch?”
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. “Masterton,” he repeated. . -

. She tned to—-pronounce it‘once or twice despérately; .

and . then shook her little-head so violently that a yellow

rose fastened over her eir fell to the ground. But she did-
not heed‘it, nor ‘the’ fact .that Masterton had picked it

““Al; I cannot!”,she said, poutingly.-“It is as deefeecult
'to make go-as rhy guitar-with youf serenade”
_~ “Can you not'say ‘Stephen Masterton’?” he asked, more
‘gcgltly, ‘with a returnifig and forgiving sense of her child-
ishness. - = e I - .

“Es-stefen? “Ah, " Esteban!- Yes; Don’ Esteban! “Bueno!
Then, Don Esteban, what for you-sink so melank-olly one
might, and one night so fierce? The-melank-olly, he ees

.06t so bad; but the fierce—ah! he is weeked! Ess it how -

-the "Americano. make always ~his ‘serenade?”

. Masterton’s -brow- agdin~ darkened.” And- his"hymn of

-exultation-had béen-mistaken by thése people—by this—
. thiswanton-child!” ~ -« . - "L 0
. “Tt-was no“serenade,” he replied, curtly, “it was in the
prasse.of the Loxd?” "' .. :. - T
““Of how mooch?” - -~

t i

He: lifted his“long arms teverently on high. -

~%0f the-Lord. of Hosts—of the Almighty in Heaven.”

dway ‘from the wall. ‘At a secure distance. she stoppe
'l}’i%n:yoware a soldier, Don’ Esteban?” -

- ol” . ~ . ‘ ; ‘: N - ‘ )
{Then what fot you sink ‘I=am a soldier of the Lord,

1

_and ‘you-will make die*‘m His army’? Oh, yes; you have

- said” Slie gathered up her ‘guitar tightly under her arm,
.. shook herrsmall finger at him gravely, and-said, “You
‘are a hoombog, Don Esteban; good a” night,” and began
to glide away. i ) - -

s 5.

— [

““One moment, Miss—Miss Ramirez,”. called Master--
.ton._“I—that is -you—you ‘have—~forgotten your rose,” he

added, feebly, holding up-the flower.She halted. ~
. "Ah, yes; -he have dgoﬁ, you have pick him up, he is
yours I have drop, you have pick me up, but I am not
yours~ Good a’-might,- Comandante Don Esteban!”
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. " YOI she said, with_a fnightened look, sh%htly edgindgﬂ

With a light laugh shé ran along beside the wall for -

a little distance; suddenly leaped up and disappeared in
. one’of the'largest gaps in its riined and helpless structure.
Stephen Masterton gazed after her stupidly, still holding

=

v



© 270 SCLECTCD STORILS OF BRET MARTE

the rose in his hand. Then he threw it away and re-
entered his home. ,

Lighting his candle, he undressed himself, mezcd_fcr-
vently—so fervently that all remembrance of the idle,
foolish mcident was wiped from his mind, and went to
bed. He slept well and dreamlessly. The next moming,
when his thoughts recurred to the previous night, this
scemed to him a foken that he had not deviated from
his spmtual integrity; it did not occur to him that the
thought itsclf was a tacit suspicion. .

So his feet quite easily sought the garden again in the
carly sunshine, even to tgxe wall where she had stood, But
he had not taken into account the viwfying freshness of
the morning, the renewed promusc of life and resurrec-
tion in the pulsing air and potent sunhght. and as he
stood there he scemed to sce the figure of the young girl
again leaning against the wall in all the charm of her i
repressible and innocent youth, More than that, he found
the whole scene reenacting itself beforc him, the ncbulous
drapery half hidden in the foliage, the cry and the fall;
the momentary soft contact of the girl’s figure against his
own, the clinging arms around his ncck, the brush and
fragrance of her flounces—all this came back to him with
a strength he had not felt when it occurred

He was turning hurriedly away when his ci/es fell upon
the yellow rose still lying in the debris where he ﬁad
thrown it—but still pure, fresh, and unfaded. He picked
it up again, with a singular fancy that it was the girl her-
self, and carned 1t into the house,

As he placed it half shyly in a glass on his tablec a -
wonderful thought occurrecg’ to him. Was not the episode
of last night a special providence? Was not that young
girl, wayward and childlike, a mere ncophyte in her 1dola-
trous rehigion, as yet unsteeped in sloth and ignorance,
Eresqnted to him as a brand to be snatched from the

urning? Was not this the opportunity of conversion he
had longed for—this the chance of exercising his gifts of
exhortation that he had been hiding in the napkin of
solitude and seclusion? Nay, was not all this predestined?
-His 1llness, his conse%‘uent exile to this land of false gods
~this contiguity to the Mission—was not all this part of
a supremely ordered plan for the girl’s salvation—and was
he not elected and ordained for that service? Nay, more,
was not the girl herself a mere unconscious instrument
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'~ . He lifted his bowed-hea
" -arm before the little flower on’ the table—as "if 1t were a

~-but she cared Tiot forany.” -

.\ —~ v - . . -
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in the ‘hands of.a higfxér p'bwer;'was not her -voluiiltary :
attempt to dccompany-him. in his devotional exercise .a

vague stimng of that predestined force -within her? Was |, .

not .even that -wantonness and frivolity contrasted with

" “her childishness—~which he had at first misunderstood— -
. thestirrings of the: flesh and-the spint, and was he to

abandon:her in. that sfiuggle of good-and evil? -
, that had been resting on his -

“shnide—with™ a flash -of .resclve~in his blue eyes.--The
wrinkled Goncepcién coming to her duties in the morn-
ing scarcely.recognized “her gloomuly abstracted master m
-this transfigured man. He looked -ten years younger.

_ " -She met his gréeting, and the few direct inquines that

his“new -resolve enabled him to make more freely, with

, ‘some mformation—which a later talk with the shopkeeper,
© awho had-a fuller English vocabulaty; confirmed in detail. -

.“Yes! truly this'was a niéce of the Mission gardener,
- who_lived. with -her- uncle in the rtined wmg of the.
presidio., She ‘had ‘taken “her first.communion four years

‘aﬁo: Ah, yes, she was a great musician, and could play on
N

e organ. And-the- guitar, ah, 'yes—of a- certainty. She

!

was gay, and-flirted with the caballeros, young and old,_

, . Whatever satisfaction- this latter statement gave Master-
_ton, be believed 1t  was -because the_absence of any
disturbing worldly “affection” would make_her an easier '

. convert,, - .

But how continue this chance acquaintance and effect
her conversion? For tlie first titme Masterton realized the

- - value of expediency; while his whole nature impelled him -

to-seek hér society frankly and pubhcly and exhort her
. openly; lie knew that. this-was impossible, still more, he
remembered_her unmistikable fright at s first expres-

.. sion of faith; he must-“be wise as the serpent and harm-
_* less as the dove.” He must work upon her soul. alone, and

secretly. He, who would have shrunk from any clandestine
association with.a girl from ‘mere human affection; saw
no ‘wroilg in a covert intimacy for the purpose of religious
_salvation. Ignorant as he was of the ways of the world,
- and inexperienced ‘m the usages of society; he began to
plan methods of secretly meeting her with all the intrigue
_of a-gallant The perspicacity as well as the mtuition of
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a true lover had descended upon him in this cfforl of
mere spiritual conquest. .

Armed with lus information and a few Spanish words,
he took the ycllow Concepceidn aside and gravely suborned
her to carry a note to ‘be delivered secretly to Miss Ranu-*
rez. T'o his great relief. and some surprise the old woman
grinned th!% intelligence, and her withered hand closed
with a certain familiar dexterity over the epistle and the
accompanying gratuity. To a man legs navely oneadeaed
it migﬁt have awakened some suspicion; bul to the more
sangume hopefulness of Masterton it only suggested the
fancy that Concepcién hersclf might prove to be open to
conversion, and t{mt he should in duc scason attempt her
salvation also. But that would be later. For Concepeién
was always with him and accessible; the gl was not,

The note, which had cost him some labor of composi-
tion, simple and almost businesshike as was the result,
1an as follows:

“I wish to see you upon some matter of grave concem
to yourself. Will you oblhige me by coming again to the
wall of the Mission tonight at carly candlelight? It would
avert worldly suspicion if you brought also your guitar.”

The afternoon dragged sf]owly on; Concepcién returned;
she had, with great difficulty, managed to see the seiiorita,
but not alone; she had, however, slipped the note into
her hand, not daring to wait for an answer,

In his first hopefulness Masterton did not doubt what
the answer would be, but as evening approached he grew
concerned as to the girl's opportunities of coming, and
regretted that he had not given her a choice of time.

efore his evening meal was finished he began to fear
her willingness, and doubt the potency of his note e was
accustomed to exhort orally—perhaps he ought to have
wa_i;ced for the chance of speaking to her directly without
writing. :

When the moon rose he was alrcady in the garden. .
Lingering at first in the shadow of an olive tree, he waited
until the moonbeams, fell on the wall and 1ts ‘crests of
foliage But nothing moved among the ebony {racery;
his ear was strained for the familiar tinkle of the guitar—
all was silent. As the moon rose higher he at last boldly
walked to the wall, and listened for any movement on

the other side of it. But nothing stirred. She was evidently
not coming—his note had falleg.
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He was- turning away sadly, but as he faced his home .
again” he heard a light laugh beside him.  He stopped. A
*b%ack shadow stepped out from beneath his own almond
tree. He started when, with a-gesture that seemed familiar
to him, the upper_part of the shadow Seemed to fall away
with a long b%)ackbmantﬂ]a and the face of the young girl
was revealed. . _ . T

He could see now thut she'was clad in-black lace from
head to foot. She 1ooked. taller, older, and he fancied even

prettier than before. A sudden' doubt of his ability to
impress her, a swift realization of-all the difficulties of the
attempt, and, for the first time.perhdps, a dim_perception
of the incongriuty of the situation came over him: .
- “I was looking_for you on the wall,” he stammered. |
- “Madre de Dios!” she retorted, with a laugh and her old
audacity, “you would that 1 shall always hang there, and
drop upon you like a pear when you shake the tree? Not”
“You haven't brought your guitar,” he continued; still
more awkwardly, as he noticed that she held only a long
black fan in her hand. - \
<" “For Wh{;{’}hYou‘_would that .I play it, and when my,
amcle say “Where go Pepita? She is-loss, someone shaﬁ’
, say, ‘Oh! I have hear her tink-a-tink in the garden of the
Americano, who hf -alone.” And then—it ess finish!”
- Masterson began to feel exceedingly uncomfortable.
Thére was something in- this situation that he had not .
-dreaimned of. But with the persistency of an awkward man
_he went on. B : = P .
“But you played on the wall the other night, and tried
to accompany me.” . | . - . ,
“But. that- was lass night and on the wall. T had not
speak to you, you had not speak to me. You had not sent
me the leetle note by your peon.” She stopped, and sud-
denly opening her-fan before her face, so that only her
mischieyous”eyes were vistble, added: “You had not asked
‘me then to come to hear you make lof to me, Don
Esteban. That is the difference.” - -
e circuit preacher felt the blood rush to his face. -

Anger, shame, morhfication, remorse, and fear alternately

strove with him, but-above all.and through all he was

conscious of .a .sharp,-exquisite pleasure—that frightened
ham still more. Yet he managed to exclaim: '

_ “Nol no! You cannot think me capable of such a
cowardly trick?” . -
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The girl statted, more at the unmistakable sincenity nf |
Tus utterance than at the words, whose full meaning she
may havé anly mpcricetly caught. )

“A treek? A treek?” she slowly and wonderingly e
peated, Then suddenly, as if comprchending him, she

turned her round black cyes full upon him and dropped
her fan from her face .

“And whal for you ask me to come here then?)

“T wanted to talk with you,” he began, “on far morc
serious matters 1 wished to—" but he stopped. e could
not address this quaint child-woman, staring at him i
black-eyed wonder, 1n esther the measured or the impetu-
ous terms with which he would have cxhorted a malpret
responsible being He made a step toward hoy; she drew
back, stking at his cxtended hand half impatiently, hall
mischievously with her fan

He flushed—and then burst out bluntly, "I want to
talk with you about your soul.”

“My what?”

“Your immortal soul, unhappy girl”

“What have you to make with that? Are you a devil?”
Her eyes grew rounder, though she faced lnm boldly,

“I am a Mmister of the Gospel,”” he smd, in hurried
entreaty “You must hear me for a moment. [ would save
your sou}”

“My mmmortal soul lif with the Padre at the Mission—
you moost seek her there! My mortal body,” she added,
with a mischievous smile, “say to you, ‘good a'night, Don
Esteban.’” She dropped him a little curtsy and-—ran
away. '

“One moment, Miss Ramirez,” said Masterton, cagerly; |
but she had already slipped beyond s reach. He saw her
little black figure passing swiftly beside the moonlit wall,
saw it suddenly slide mnto shadowy fissure, and vamsh.

In his blank disappointment he could not bear to re-
enter the house he had left so sanguinely a few moments
before, but walked ‘mooddly in the garden. His discomfi-
ture was the miore complete since he felt that his defeat
was owing to some mistake in his mcthods, and not the
mcorngibility of his subject.

Was 1t not a spiritual weakness in him to have resented

. S0 sharply the gil’s imputation that he wished to make

lose to her? He should have borne it as Christians had °

even before ¥ borne slander and false testimony for
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their faith! He might even have accepied it, and let
the triumph of her conversion in the end prove his in-
nocence ° Or was his -purpose incompatible with that
sisterly affection he had so often preached to the women
of his flock? He might have taken her hand, and called
her “Sister Pepita,” even as he had called Deborah
“Sister ” He recalled the fact that he had for an instant
held her struggling in his arms:-he remembered the thrill
that the recolglec‘txon had caused him, and somehow it
now sent a burning blush across his face. He hurried back
into the house. T

The next day-a thousind wild ideas took the place of

. his former settled resolution. He -would seek the Padre, -
this custodian of the-young girl’s soul; he would convince
him of his error, or beseech - him to give him an equal
access to her spirit! He would seek the uncle of the gitl;, -
. afid work upon his feelings.” .- .

_Then for three or four days he resolved to put the young
%ul from his mind, trusting after the fashion of his kind
for some special revelation from a supreme source as an
_ indication for his conduct. This revelation presently oc-
+ curred, as it'isapt to occur when wanted.

One eveming his heart leaped at the familiar sound of
. Pepita’s guitar in the distance. Whatever his ultimate in-
; -tention now, hé hurriedly ran into the garden. The sound
came. from the former direction, but as he unhesitatingly
approached the Mission wall, he could see that she was
. mot upon it, and as. the notes of her guitar were struck
. agaif, he knew-that they came from the other side. But
¢ chords were a prélude to one of his own hymns, and
he stood entranced as her sweet, childlike voice rose with _
the very words that he had sung. The few defects were
those of purely oral imitation, the accents, even the slight
;  Teiteration of the “s,” were Pepita’s own:

{

- 7 ¢ Cheeldren oof the Heavenly King,
- -As ye. joumney essweetly ssing; ' -
- - Essing your great Redeemer’s praise, -
- Glorioos in Hees .works and ways.
+He was astounded. Her recollection of the air and words
gas the more wonderful, for he remembered now that he
.- afl only sung that particular hymn once. But to his shll -

~

’ ~4
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greater deliéht and surprise,- her_voice rosc a%{ain in the
second verse, with a touch of plaintiveness that swelled,
his throat: .

We are traveling home to God,
In the way our farzers trod,
They are happy now, and we
Soon therr happiness shall see.

The simple, almost childish words—so childish that the
might have been the fithng creation of her own childis
lips—here died away. with a sweep and crash of the whole
strings Breathless “silence followed, in which Stephen
Masterton could feel the beatings of his own heart.

“Miss Ramirez,” he called, in a voice that. scarcely
seemed his own There was no reply. “Pepita” he re-
peated, 1t was strangely like the accent of a lover, but he
no longer cared Shll the singer’s voice was silent.

Then he ran swiftly beside the wall, as he had seen her
run, until he came to the fissure It was overgrown with
vines and brambles almost as impenetrable as an abatis;

_ but 1f she Had merced it in her delicate crape dress, so

+ could hel He brushed roughly through, and found himself
in a ghmmering assle of pear irees c%ose by the white wall

* of the Mission church

For a-moment in that intricate tracing of.ebony and
ivory made by the rising mdon, he was dazzled, but evi-
dently -his irruption into the orchard ‘had not been as
lithe and silent as her own, for a figure in a parti-colored
dress suddenly started mto activity, and running from the
wall, began to coursé through the trees until 1t became
apparently a part of that involved pattern. Nothin
daunted, however, Stephen Masterton pursued, his speeg
increased as he recognized the flounces of Pepita’s barred
dress, but the young girl had the advantage of knowin
the locality, and could evade her pursuer by unsuspecte
turns and doubles - )

For some moments this fanciful sylvan chase was kept
up m perfect silence, it might have been -a woodland
nymph pursued by a wandering shepherd Masterton.
presently saw that she was making toward a tiled roof that
was now visible as projecting over the presidio wall, and
was evidently her goal of refuge He redoubled his speed;
with skilful audacity and sheer strength of hus broad
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shoulders he broke through a densé ceanothus - hedge

which Pepita was swiftly skirting, and sqddenl}; appeared '

between her and her'house. -

With her first cry, the voung girl tumed and tred. to.

bury herself in the-hedge; but in another stride the circuit
preacher was at her side, and caﬁugh’t, her panting fgure

—~in his arms. .

5

While he had been running hehad swiftly formulated
what he should do and ‘what he should say to her. To
his simple appeal for her companionship and willing ear
he would- add-a brotherly tenderness, that should invite
her trustfulness i him; he would confess his-wrong and

" ask her forgiveiiess of “his abrupt solicitations; he would
. ‘propose to teach hér morve hymns; they would practice
. psalmody together; even this priest, the custodian of her
- soul, could not object to that; but chiefly he would -thank
- her: he would tell her how she had pleased him, and this

- would lead to; more serious-and thoughtful -converse. All

- this was in, his mind .while he ran, was:upon his lips as
he caught.her and-for-an-instant she lapsed, exhausted, in - .

. his arms. But, alas! 'even in that moment he suddent

. drew ber toward him, and kissed her as only a lover coulcf!r

.
¢
£

plains with the dusty decay of the long, dry summer when

. Dr, Duchesne retumed to Tasajara..He cameé to see the
wife of Deacon Sanderson, who, having the twelfth time

added to the population of the settlement, was not “doing - |

as well” ‘as everybody—except, possibly, Dr. Duchesne—
expected. After he had made this hollow-eyed, over-bur

dened, undernourished womian as comfortable as he could- “

in her rude, ne lected surroundings, to change the drea
glgbmcle of sui%e’ring,’he turned to the husband, and saiz
- And what has become of Mr."-Mastertdn, who used to be

. 1In Jour—vocation?” A long groan came from the deacon.-

Hallo! T hope he ‘has not ‘had a-relapse,” said the

doctor, earnestly. “I thought T'd knocked-all that nonsense - "

out of him—I beg your pardon—I mean,” hé added, h
\ h o1 ﬂ ? , hur-
ngecll(lly, ‘he wrote to me-only a few weeks ago that he was

Plf;“hrllghlixsp hlskstrength aga:fin1 and -doing welll” )
1S weak, gross, sinful Hesh—yes, no doubt,” re-
i{uﬁ%cll the Deacon, scornfully, “and,ypérhaps, even in a
ndly sense, for those who,value the -vanities of life;

. lllt hfz is lost to us, for all Hime, and lost to eternal life - |

-

- 7 ' ~ - - —— - N
The wire grass was already gxellowing on the Tasajara -

A

1
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forever. Not,” he continued in sanctimonious vindictive-
ness, “but that I often had my doubts of Brother Master-
ton’s steadfastness. He was too much given to 1magery
and song.” ]

“But what has he done?” persisted Dr. Duchesne.

“Done! He has embraced the Scarlet Woman!”

“Dear mel” said the doctor, “so soon? Is 1t anybody you
knew here?—not anybody’s wife? Eh?” )

“He has entered the Church of Rome,” said the Dea-
con, indignantly, “he has forsaken the God of his fathers
for the tents of the idolaters; he is the consoit of Papists
and the slave of the Popel”

“But are you sure?” said Dr. Duchesne, with perhaps
less concern than before )

“Sure,” returned the Deacon angrily, “didn’t Brother
Bulkley, on account of warning repoits made by a God-
fearing and soul-secking teamster, make a speeial pilgrim-
age to this land of Sodom to inquire and spy out its
wickednes$s? Didn’t he find Stephen Masterton steeped
* in the iniquity of practicing on an organ—he that scorned

even 4 violin or harmonium in the tents of the Lord—in
. an 1dolatrous chapel, with a foreign female Papist for a

teacher? Didn%t he find him a guest at the board of a
Jesuit priest, visiting the schools of the Mission where

this young Jezebel of ‘a singer teaches the children to

chant in unknown tongues? Didn’t he find him living
with a wrinkled Indian witch who called him ‘Padrone’—
and speaking her gibbensh? Didn’t he find him, who left
_here a man morbfied in flesh and spirit and pale with
striving with sinners, fat and rosy from native wines and
fleshpots, and even vain and gaudy in colored apparel?
- And last of all, didn’t Brother Bulkley hear that a rumor
was spread far and wide that this miserable backslider was
to take to humself a wife—1n one of these strange women

_ﬂ;ﬂg’t’ very jezebel who seduced him? What do you call
ot I

“It looks a g‘gdd deal like human nature,” said the doc-
tor, musingly, “but I call it-a cure}” ’ )

s,
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Tar. American paused. He had evidently lost his way. For
the last half hour he had been wandering in a medieval
town, .in a_profound, medieval dream. Only a few days
had elapsed since he had left the steamship that carried
him hither; and the accents of his own tongue, the idioms
of his own people, and the sympathetic community of
New World tastes and expressions still filled his mind
until he woke up, or rather, as it seemed to him, was
- falling asleep in the past of this Old World town which
had once held his ancestors. Although a republican, he
had liked to think of them in quaint distinctive garb,
representing state and importance—perhaps even aristo-
cratic pre-eminence—content to let .the responsibility of
such “bad eminence” rest with them entirely, but a habit
of conscientiousness and love for historic truth eventually
led hint also to regard an honest bauer standing beside his
cattle in the-quaint market place, or a kindly-faced black-
eyed dienstmadchen in a doorway, with a timid, respectful
interest, as a possible type of his progenitors. For, unlike
some of his traveling countrymen in Europe, he was not
a snob, and it struck him—as an American—that it was,
perhaps, better to think of his race as having improved
than as having degenerated. In these ingenuous medita-
tions he had passed the long rows of quamt, high houses,
whose sagging roofs and unpatched dilapidations were yet
far removed from squalof, until he had reached the road
bordered by poplars, all so unlike his own country’s way-
sides—and knew that he had wandered far from his hotel.
He did not care, however, to retrace his steps and retum
by the way he had come. There was, he reasoned, some
other street or turning that would eventually bring him
to the market place and his hotel, and yet extend his
experience of the town. He tumed at right angles into a
narrow grass lane, which was, however, as neatly kept and
apparently as ‘i)ublic as the highway. A few moments’ walk-
ing convinced hum that it was not a thoroughfare and

279 ’
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that it led to the open gates of a park. This had somcthing
of a public look, which suggested that his intrusion might
be at Icast a pardonable trespass, and he relied, like most
strangers, on the cxonerating quality of a stranger’s ignor-
ance The park lay in the direction he wished to go, and
yet it struck him as singular that a park of such extent
"should be still allowed to occupy such valuable urban
space. Indecd, its length seemed to be illimitable as he
wandered on, until he became conscious that he must have .
again lost his way, and he dlverigcd toward the only bound-
ary, a high, thickset hedge to the right, whose linc he had
been following. . ,
As he neared it he heard the sound of voices on the
. other side, speaking in German, with which he was un-,
familiar, Having, as yet, met no one, and being now im-
pressed with the fact that for a public place the park was
singularly deserted, hic was conscious that his position was
getting serious, and he determined to take this only.
“chance of inquiring lis way. The hedge was thinner in
some places-than in others, and at times he could see
not only the hght through it but even the moving figures
of the speakers, and the occasional white flash of a sum-
mer gown. At last he determined to penetrate if, and
with little difficulty emerged on the other side. But here
he paused motionless He found himself behind a some-
what formal and symmetrical group of figures with their
backs toward him, but all stiffened into attitudes as
- motionless as his own, and all gazing with a monotonous
intensity 1n the direction of a handsome building, which
had been invisible above the hedge but which now seemed
to arise suddenly before him. Somec of the figures were in
uniform. Immediately before lum, but so slightly sepa-
rated from the others that he was cnabled to sec the house
between her and her companions, he was confronted by
the pretty back, shoulders, and blond braids of a oung
girl of twenty. Convinced that he 'had unwittin Xy in-
truded uponsome august ccremonial, he instantly slipped
back into’ the hedge, but so silenily that his momentary
presence was evidently undctectcc{ When he regained
the park side he glanced back through the inteistices, there ~
was no movement of the figures nor break m the silence -
to indicate that his intrusion had beén observed.” With a
 long breath of relief he hurried from the park,
It was late when he finally got back to his hotel. But

N
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his little modern adventure had, I fear, quite outrun his
previous- medieval reflections, and almost his first mquiry
- of the silver-chained ‘porteran the courtyard was in regard
to the park. There.was no public park-in Alstadt! The
Herr possibly_ alluded. fo the Hof Gardens—the Schloss,

which was in the direction he ‘indicated. The Schloss was

. the.residency of the hereditary Grand Duke. Ja wohl! He
“iwas stopping there with several -Hoheiten ™ There was -
naturally a party there—a family reunion. But it was a
. private enclosure. At times, when the Grand Duke was
not “m residence,” it was open’to the public In'pomt of
~fact, at such times tickets of-admussion were to be had-
at the hotel for fifty” pfennige each. There was.not, of
truth, much to see except-a model farm and dairy—the
pretty toy of a previous Grand Duchess. . - - ;
_ But he secemed .destined to: come into closer collision
with the modemn -life of Alstadt. On entering the hotel,
" wearled by his long- walk, ‘he passed the laridlord and a’
man in half-mulitary uniform on<the landing near his
. toom: As he entered his apartment he had a vague mm-
pression, without exactly knowing why, that the landlord
and the -military stranger had just left it. This feeling
.was deepened by the evident disarrangement of certain
articles in his unlocked, portmanteau and the disorganiza-
. ton of his wnting casel A wave of indignation passed
over him . It was followed by-.a knock at the door, and
the landlord- blandly appeared witlr the stranger.

“A thousand pardons,” smd the“former, smiling, “but
Herr Sanderman, the Ober-Inspector of Palice,” wishes to
speak with you.’] hope wé are not mtruding?” ,

. “Not .now,” said the American, dryly. .

The two exchanged a vacant and deprecating smile
- “T have 10 ask onl§ a-few formal questions;” said the

_ Ober-Inspector.mm-excellent but sormewhat precise English, ~
“to supplement the report which, as a stranger, you may
not know is required by-the police from the landlord in
regard to the mames and-qguahity of his guests who are
foreign. to the town.' You have a’passport?”- .

- “I"have,” said the-Amencan still-more dryly. “But I do
not keep 1t 1n an unlocked portmanteau or an open writing

~

cdse”’ LT

“An adfr{irable*pff:caution,” 7sag'd Sanderman, with un-
,moved politeness. “May I see it? Thanks,” he added,
glancing - over the document which the” American pro-

-
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duced from his pocket “I see that you are a born Ameri-
can citizen—and an earlier knowledge of that fact would
have prevented this little contretemps. You arc aware, Mr.
Hoffman, that your name is German?” .

“Tt was borne by my ancestors, who came from this
country two centuries ago,” said Hoffman, curtly.

“We are indeed honored by your return to it,” returned
Sanderman suavely, “but it was the circumstance of your
name being .a local one, and the possibility of your still
being a German citizen liable to unperformed military
duty, which has caused the.trouble”” His manner was
clearly civil and courteous, but Hoffman felt that all the
time his own face and features were undergomng a pro-
found scrutiny from the speaker.

“And you are making sure that you will know me
again?” said Hoffman, with a smile.

“I trust, indeed, both,” returned Sanderman, with a
bow, “although you will permit me to say that your
description here,” pointing to the passport, “scarcely docs
you justice. Ach Gott! it is the same 1n all countrics; the
official eye is not that of the youn% Damen.” .

Hoffman, though not conceited, had not lived twenty
years without knowing that he was very good-looking, yet
there was something in the remark that caused him to
color with a new uneasiness.

The Ober-Inspector rose with another bow, and moved
toward the door. “I hope you will let me make amends
for this intrusion by doing anything I can'to render your
visit here a pleasant one. Perhaps,” he added, “it is riot
for long.” -

But Hoffman evaded the evident question, as he re-
sented what he imagined was a possible sneer.

“I have not yet determined my movements,” he said.

The Ober-Inspector brought his heels together in a -
somewhat stiffer military salute and departed. ’

Nothing, however, could have exceeded the later almost
servile urbanity of the landlord, who seemed to have been
proud of the official visit to his guest. He was profuse in
h1s’ attentions, and even introduced him to a singularly
artistic-looking man of middle age, wearing an order m
hlglbuttonhole, whom he met casually in the hall.

“Our Court photographer,” explained the landlord
with some fervor, “at whose studio, only a few houses
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-distant;, mdst of the Hoheiten and Prinzessinen of Ger-

" many havé sat for their likenesses” T .

.~ “T should feel honored: if "the distinguished -American
Herr would give te’a visit,” said the stranger gravely, as
. he gazed at Hoffrnan with an intensity which recalled -
, the . previous ‘scrutiny of the Police Inspector, “and I -
would_bécharmed if he would avail himself of my poor
skill to transmit his picturesque features to-my unique-

_ collection:”- I -

* Hoffman retumned a polite.evasion to this invitation; al-
though he was conscious of being struck with this second
examination of his face, and the allusion to his personality.

The next morning the porter met him with a mysterious
air. The Herr would still like to see the Schloss? Hoffman,

~ who-had quite forgotten his adventure in the park, looked
vacant- Ja wohl—the Hof .authonities had no doubt heard

- of Tus wisit-and had 1intimated to-the hotel proprietor that -
he might have permission to visit "the ‘'model farm and
daity As the American still Tooked mdifferent-the porter
pointed out with some importance” that it was a Ducal
courtesy not to be lightly treated, that few, indeed, of the
burghers themselves had' ever_been admitted to this ec-

. centnc whim of-the late Grand- Duchess. He would, of

.-, course, ‘be silent. about it; -the Court would not like 1t

" known that they had -made an exception to théir rules:in -

- favor of a-foreigner; he would enter-quickly and boldly --
alone. There would be a housekeeper-or a dairymaid to

- show him~over the place.. ‘ S

.~ More amused 'at ‘this important mystery over what he,
_as an”American,- was_inclined to classify as a “free pass”
to ‘a somewhat- heavy “‘side show,” he gravely. accepted

-, the permission, and the next morning after breakfast set
out to wisit the model.farm and dairy.-Dismissing his
driver; as. he had been-instructed, Hoffman entered the
gateway- with a -mnghng of expectancy and- a-certamn -
amusement oveér- the  “boldness” which the porter had -
suggested should .charactenize his éntrance. -Before him
was a Beautifully kept lane borderéd-by arbored.and-trel-
lised roses; which- seemed to sink mto the-distance -He '
was instinctively following it when he became aware that
he was mysteriously. accompaniéd by a man'm the livery

+ of a chasseur, who was walking among the trees almost
_abreast of hmm, keepmg pace with his step, and after the
first introductory mulitary salute preservinig a ceremonious

pd
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silence. There was something so ludicrous in this solemn
procession toward a peaceful, rural industry that by the
time they had reached the bottom of the lane the Amern-
can had quite recovered his good humor. But here a new
astonishment awaited him. Nestling before lum-in a green
amphitheater lay a little wooden farmyard and outbuild-
ings, which irresistibly suggested that it had been re-
cently unpacked and set up from a box of Nuremberg
toys.- The slymmetrical trees, the galleried hotuses with .
preternaturally glazed windows, even the spotty, dispro- -
portionately sized cows in the whitefenced barnyards -
were all unreal, wooden and toylike. -

Crossing 2 mumiature bndge over a little stream, from
which he was quite prepared to hook metallic fish with a
magnet their own size, he looked about hum for some real
being to dispel the illusion. The mysterious chasseur_had
disappeared. But under the arch of an_arbor, which
seemed to be composed of silk mbbons, green glass, and
pink tissue paper, stood a quaint but delightful figure.

At first 1t seemed as if he had only dispelled one illu-
sion for another. For the figure before hum might have
been made of Dresden china—so daintily delicate and
unique 1t was in color and arrangement. It was that of a
young girl dressed in some forgotten medieval peasant
garb of velvet braids, silver-staylaced corsage, lace sleeves,
and helmeted metallic comb. But, after the Dresden
method, the pale yellow of her hair was repeated in her
bodice, the pmk of her cheeks was in the roses of her
chintz overskirt. The blue of her eyes ‘was the blue of
her petticoat; the dazzling whiteness of her neck shone-
again in the sleeves and stockings. Nevertheless she was
1cal and human, for the pimk deepened in-her cheeks as
Hoffman’s hat flew fiom his head, and she recognized the
CW}hty with a grave littlé curtsy. -

“You have come to see the dairy,” she said in quaintly ~
accurate English, “I will show you the way.” .

“If you please,” smd Hoffman, gaily, “but—" -

But what?” she said, facing him suddenly with ab-
solutely astomished eyes. -

Hoffman looked mto them so long that’ their frank
wonder presently contracted into an ommous mingling of

Testraint and resentment. Nothing daunted, however, he
went on-

“Couldn’t we shake all that?”
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. The.look of wonder returned %Shake all that?” she.
repeated. “I do not understand.” ’

C“Welll T'm not positively aching to see cows, and you
must be sick of showing them. I think, too, I've about
sized the whole show Wouldn't it be better if we sat
down in that arbor—supposing it won’t fall down—and
you told me a}l ‘about the lot? It would save you 2 heap
of trouble and keep your pretty frock cleaner than trapes-
ing round. Of course,” he said; with a quick transitjon to
the gentlest courtesy, “if you're conscientious about this
thing we'll go on and not spare a cow. Consider me in it
with you for-the whole morning.” - -
. She looked at himi agam; and then suddenly broke.into
a charming laugh. It revealed a'set of strong white teeth,
as well as a certain barbaric trace in its cadence which
civilized restraint had not entirely overlaid

“I suppose she really is a peasant, ift spite of that pretty
frock,” he said to himsélf as he laughed too. -

But her face presently took a shade of reserve, and with
a.gentle but singular significance she said:

.. ‘I think you must see the dairy.” .

Hoffman’s hat was in his hand with a vivacity that
tumbled the brown curls on his forehead. “By all means,”
he said-instantly, and began Wialking by her side in modest
but easy silence Now that he thought her a conscientious

-~ peasant he was quiet and respectful. -

- _ Presently she hifted her eyes, which, despite her gravigr,

had not entirely lost their previous mirthfulness, and said:

“But you Americans—in"your rich and prosperous coun-
try, with your large lands“and your great harvests—you
must know all about farming” B, .

“Never was ina dairy in my life,” said Hoffman gravely.
“I'm from theé city of New York, where the cows give
- swill milk, and are kept in cellars.” -

Her eyebrow§ contracted prettily in’an effort to under-
stand. Then she apparently gave it up, and said with a
slanting glint of mischief -in her eyes: . -

“Then you come here like the other Americans in hope

. to-see the grand Duke and Duchess and the Princesses?”

“No. The fact 1s I-almost tumbled into a lot of ’em—
standing like wax%gures——the other side of the park lodge,

* the other day—and got away as soon as I cou{)d. I think
. 1 prefer the cows” ~ B

Her head was slightly turned a;,vay. He had to content

- s

3

-
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himself with looking down upon the strong feet in their

serviceable but smartly buckled shoes that uplifted her

upright figure as she moved beside him, .

“(%f course,” he added with boyish but unmistakable
courtesy, “if 1t’s part of your show to trot out the family,
why I'm in that, too. I dare say you could make them
interesting.” ‘

“But why,” she said with her head stll slightly turned
away toward a figure—a sturdy-looking woman, which, for
the first time, Hoffman perceived was walking in a line
with them as the chasseur had done—“why did you come
here at all?”

. “The first time was a fool accident,” he returned frankly.
“I was making a short cut through what I thought was a
public park The second time.was because 1 had- been

rude to a Police Inspector whom 1 found going through.

my things, but who apologized—as I suppose—by getting
me an mvitation from the Grand Duke.to. come here,
and I thought it only the square thing to both of ’em to
accept it. But I'm mighty glad I came; I wouldn’t -have-
missed you for a thousand dollars You see I haven’t struck
anyone 1 cared to talk to since.” Here he suddenly fe-
marked that she hadn’t looked at him, and that the deli-
cate whiteness of her neck was quite suffused with pink,

and stopped instantly Presently he said quite easily: -

“Who's the chorus?” - .- X

“The lady?” -

_ “Yes. She’s watching us as if she didn’t quite approve,
you know—just as if she didn’t catch on.” -

She’s the head housekeeper of the farm. Perhaps you
gog}’d prefer to have her show you the dairy; shall I call
er

‘The figure in question was very short and stout, with
voluminous petticoats. SN

‘Please don’t, I'll stay ‘without your setting that paper-
weight on me But here’s the darry Don't %et her come
inside among those pans of fresh milk with that smile, or
there'll be trouble.” ’

e young gil paused too, made a slight gesture with
her hand, and the.ﬁ%ure assed on as they genteredw&e
dairy. It was beautifully clean and fresh. With a persist-’ -
ence that he quickly recognized as mischievous and ironi-
cal, and with his characteristic adaptability accepted with
cven greater gravity and assumption of interest, she showed
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. him all the details. From thence they passea to the farm-

yard,. where-he hung with breathless attention over the-
names of the cows and made her repeat them. Although
she was evidently familiar with the subject, he could see
“thdt her zeal was fitful and impatient. -

“Suppose we sit down,” he said, pointing to an ostenta-
Hous rustic seat in the center of the green, L

“Sit down?” she repeated wonderingly. “What for?”

- “To talk, Well.knock off and call 1t half a day.”

-

. “But if you are not looking at the farm you are, of

course, going,” she said quickly.
“Am I? T don’t think these particulars were in my in-
,vitation.” i - -
She again broke into a fit of laughter, and at the same
time cast a bright eye-around the field.
. “Come,” he said-gently, “there are no other sightseers
waiting, and your conscience:is clear,” and he moved to-
ward the rustic seat. ~ M S
“Certainly nof—there,” she added in a low voice. .
They-moved on-slowly togetheér to a copse of willows
which overhung the miniatuie stream. -
“You are not staying long in Alstadt?” she said.
“Noj; 1 only came to see.the old-town that my ancestors
came from.”” ~ . ° L <o
They were walking so close together that her skirt
‘brushed his trousers, but she suddenly drew away from
him, and looking him fixedly in the eye said:
“Ah, you have relations here?”
“Yes, but they are dead two hundred years.”
Shé laughed again with a slight expression of relief.
They had entered the copse anc% were walking in dense
- shadow when she .suddenly stopped and sat down upon
a rustic bench. To his surprise he found that they were
quite alone. T : .
“Tell me.about your relatives,” she said, slightly draw-
ing aside her skirt to make room for him on the seat.
e did not-tequire a second invitation. He not only
- told heér all about his ancestral progenitors, but, I fear,
_ even about those mote recent a“ng more nearly related to
him;_about his~own life, his vocation—he was a clever
néwspaper correspondent with a roving cdmmission—his
ambitions, his beliefs and his romance - .
. “Agg then, perhaps,-of this visit—you will also make
copy - .

t

o

-
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He smiled at her quick adaptation of his professional
slang, but shook his head. o )

“No,” he said gravely. “No—this is you. The Chicago
Interviewer is big pay and is rich, but it hasn’t capital
enough to buy you from me.” ) -

He gently slid his hand toward hers and slipped his
fingers around 1t. She made a shight movement of with-
drawal, but even then—as if in forgetfulness or indifference
—permitted her hand to rest unresponsively in his. It was
scarcely an encouragement to gallantry, neither was it a
rejection of an unconscious familiarity. -

“But you haven’t told me about yourself,” he said.

“Oh, T”"—she returned, with her first approach to.
coquetry in a laugh and a sidelong glance, -“of what im-
1%)rtamce is that to you? It is the Grand Duchess and Her

ighness the Princess that you Americans seek to know.
1 am—what I am—as you see.”

“You bet,” said Hoffman with charming decision.

“I what?” ‘ ‘

“You are, you know, and that’s good enough for me,
but I don’t even know your name.”

She laughed again, and after a pause, said: “Elsbeth.”

“But I couldn’t call you by your first name on our first
meeting, you know.” .

“Then you Americans are really so-very formal—eh?”
she said slyly, looking at her imprisoned hand. .

“Well, yes,” returned Hoffman, disengaging it “I sup-
pose we are tespectful, or mean to be. But whom am I
to inquire for? To wnte to?”

“You are neither to wnte nor inquire.”

“What?” She had moved in her seat so as to half-face
him with eyes in which curiosity, mischief, and a ¢ertain
seriousness alternated, but for the first hme seemed con-
scious of his hand, and accented her words with a slight
pressure C

“You are to return to your hotel presently, and say to
your landlord: ‘Pack up my luggage. I have fimished with
this old town and my ancestors, 'and the Grand Duke,

whom I do not care to see, and I shall leave Alstadt to-
morrow!” -~

“Thank you' I don’t catch on” St

Of what necessity should you? I have said it. That
should be enough for a chivalrous American hike you.”
She again sigmificantly looked down at her hand.



THE INDISCREFTION OF ELSBETH 289

“If you mean that you know the extent of the favor
you ask of me, I can say no more,” he said seriously; “but
give me some reason for it.”

“Ah so!” she said, with a slight shrug of her shoulders.
“Then I must tell you You say you do not know the
Grand Duke and Duchess. Wellt They know you. The
day before yesterday you were wandering m the park, as
you admit You say, also, you got through the hedge and
interrupted some ceremony. That ceremony was not a
Court function, Mr. Hoffman, but something equally
sacred—the photographing of the Ducal farmly bcfore the
Schloss You say that you instantly withdrew. But after
the photograph was taien the plate revealed a stranger
standing actually.by the side of the Princess Alexandrine,
and even tiaking t%xe pas of the Grand Duke himself.
That stranger was you!” .

“And the ﬁzcture was spoiled,” said the American, with
a quiet Iaug .

I should not say that,” retumned the lady, with a de-

“mure glance at her commpanion’s handsome face, “and I
do not believe that the Princess—who first saw the photo-
aph—thought so,_either. But she is very young and will-

I, and has the reputation of being very indiscreet, and
unfortunately she begged the photographer not to destroy
the plate, but to give 1t to her, and to say nothing about
it, except that the plate was defective, and to take another.
Still 1t would have ended there if her curiosity had not
led her to confide a description of the stranger to the Police
Inspector, with the result you know.”

“Then T am expected to leave town because I acci-
dentally stumbled into a family group that was being
photographed?” - -

“Because a certam Princess was indiscreet enough to
show her curiosity about you,” corrected the fair stranger.

“But look here! I'll apologize to the Princess, and offer
to ‘P'?'{; for the plate” -

) en you do want to see the Princess?” said the young
gl smiling; “you are like the others.”

“Bother the Princess’ I want to see you. And I don't
see how they can prevent it if I choose to reman.”

“Very easily. You will find that there 1s something
wrong with your passport, and you will be sent on to
Pumpernickel for examination. You will unwittingly trans-
gress some of the-laws of the town and be ordered to

>
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leave it. You will be shadowed by the police until vou
quarrel with them—hke a frec American—and you arc
conducted to the frontier. Perhaps you will strike an
officer who has insulted you, and then you arc fimshed on
the spot” . ,

The Amecrican’s crest rose palpably until it cocked his
straw hat over his curls ) _ ]

“Suppose 1 am content to risk t—having first laid the
whole matter and its trivial cause before the American
Minister, so that he could make 1t hot for this whole
caboodle of a country if they happened to ‘down me’ By
Jove! T shouldn’t mind being the martyr of an intermational
episode if they'd spare me long cnough to let me gel the
first ‘copy’ over to the other side.” His eyes sparkled

“You could expose them, but they would then deny
the whole story, and you have no evidence They would .
demand to know your informant, and I should be dis-
graced, and the Princess, who is already {alked abont, made
a subject of scandal But no matter! It is right that an
Amencan’s mdependence shall not be interfered with.”

She raised the hem of her handkerchicf{ to her blue
eyes and.slightly turned her licad aside Hoffman gently
drew the handkerchicf away, and 1n so doing possessed
himself of her other hand. .

“Look here, Miss—Miss—Elsbeth. You know T wouldn’t
give you away, whatever happenced But couldn’t T get hold
of that photographer—I saw him, he wanted me to sit to
him—and maﬁe him tell me?” ) )

“He wanted you to sit to him,” she said hurriedly, “and
did you?” '

“No,” he rephed “He was a Iittle too fresh and previ-
ous, though I thought he fancied some resemblance in
me to somebody else ” .

“AhY” She said something to herself in German which’
he“dxd not understand, and then added aloud-

{ You did well; he 15 a bad man, this photographer.
Prc‘)‘rmse me you shall not sit for him.”

. dIHdOW cafm I 1f“I’m ﬁfcd out of the place like this?” He
added rucfully, “But I'd like to make him give himself
aw‘z‘ll}jl to nﬁe somehow,” X

¢ will not, and if he did he would denv j
Do not go near him nor see him Be carefu? tltlaatftifg ?c:gs .
not photograph you with his mstantaneous instrument
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when you are passing. Now you must go. I must see the
Princess 7 .- -

“Let me go, too. I will explain it to her,” said Hoffman.

She stopped, looked at him keenly, and attempted to
withdraw her hands “Ah, then it is so. It is the Princess
you wish to see. You are curious—you, too; you wish to
see this lady who is interested in you. I ought to have
known it You are all alike.”-

He met her gaze with laughing frankness, accepting her
outburst as a charming feminine weakness, half' jealousy,
.half coquetry—but retained her hands.

“Nonsense,” he said. “I wish to see her that T may
have the right to see you—that you shall not lose your place
here through me; that I may come again.”

“You must never come here again.”,

7 “Then you must come where I am We will meet some-
where when you have an afternoon off You shall show
me the town—the houses of my_ancestors—their tombs;
possibly—if the Grand Duke rampages—the probable site
of-my own.” . . -~ - .

She looked into his laughing eyes with her clear, sted-
fast, gravely questioning blue ones. ¥Do not you Ameri-
cans know that it is not the fashion here, in Germany,
for the young men and the young women to walk together
—unless they are verlobt?”

“Ver—which?” -

“Engaged.” She nodded her head thrice: viciously, de-
cidedly, mischievously.

“So much the better.”
_ “Ach Gott!” She made a gesture of hopelessness at his
incorrigibility, and again attempted to withdraw her hands.

“I must go now.” g ’

“Well then, good-by.”

It was easy to draw her closer by simply lowering her

. still captive hands. Then he suddenly kissed her coldly
startled lips, and instantly released her. She as instantly
vanished. o

“Elsbeth,” he called quickly. “Elsbeth!”

Her now really frightened face reappeared with a
heightened color from the dense foliage—quite to his
astonishment.

‘3;1},1511,” she said, with her finger on her lips. “Are you
mad? .

~

lod - ~
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“1 on]y wanted to remind you to square me with the
Princess,” he laughed as her head disappeared. )

He strolled back toward the gate. Scarcely. had he -
quitted the shrubbery before the same chasseur made his
appearance with precisely the same salute; and,-keeping -
exactly the same distarice, accompanied him to the gate.
At the comer of the street he hailed a droshky and was
driven to his hotel. - T

The landlord came up smiling. He trusted that the Herr
had greatly ‘enjoyed himself at the Schloss. It was a dis-
tingwished honor—in fact, quite unprecedented. Hoftman,
while he determined not to commit himself, nor his late
fair companion, was nevertheless ankious to learn ‘some-
thing more of her relationis to the Schloss. So pretty, so
characteristic, and marked a figure must be well known
to sightseers. Indeed, once or twice the idea had crossed
his mind with a slightly jealous twinge that left him more
conscious of the impression she had made on him. than -

_. _he had deemed possible. He asked 1f the model farni and
ddiry were always shown by the same attendants: -~

“Ach Gott! no doubt, yes; His Royal Highness. had
quite a retinue when he was m’ residence.” -

- “And were these attendants in costume?” . ¢
There was undoubtedly a livery for the servants.” . -

Hoffman felt a shight re&ubllcqn irritation at_the epithet _
—he knew not why. But this costume was rather a histor-
ical one; surely it was not: entrusted to everyday menials
—and he briefly described it. - .

His host’s blank curiosity suddenly changed to a look
of mysterious and arch-intellgence * . ’

“Ach Gott! He remembered now , (With his finger on -
his nose) that when there was a fest at the -Schloss the
farm and-dairy were filled with shepherdesses, in_qnaint
costume worn by the ladies of the Grand Duke’s own
theatrical company, who assumed ‘the characters with-
ﬁreat vivacity. Surely 1t was the same, and the Grand Duke -~

ad treated the Herr to this special courtesy. Yes—there
was one pretty, blonde f/oung lady—the Fraulem Wim-
pfenbuttel, a most popular soubrette, who would-play 1t

to the life! And the desciption fitted her to a hau! Ah,
there ‘was no doubt of it, many persons, indeed, had been
50 }gege]wed.’l ‘1 S AR

ut happily, now that he had given him the wink
Herr c:ouldp corraborate, it lnmselfglby gomg to thvg t%\l’eat’ga?: .

4
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tonight. Ah, it would be 2 great joke—quite colossall if
he took a front seat where she could see him. And the
good man rubbed his hands in gleeful anticipation.
- Hoffman had listened to him with a slow repugnance
that was only equal to his gradual conviction that the
eggalanation was a true one, and that he himsclf had been
ridiculously deceived. The mystery of his fair compan-
don’s costume, which he had accepted as part of the
- “show”; the inconsistency of her manner and her evident
occupation; her undeniable wish to terminate the whole
cpisode with that single interview; her mingling of worldly
aplomb and rustic innocence; her 1pe:rfec’c self-control and
experienced acceptance of his gallantry under the simu-
lated attitude of simplicity—all now struck him as perfectly
comprehensible. He recalled the actress’s inimitable touc
in certain picturesque realistic details in the dairy—which
-she had not spared him; he recognized it now even in
their bowered confidences (how like a pretty ballet scene
their whole interview on the rustic bench was'), and it
breathed through their entire conversation—to the theat-
--tical parting at the closel And the whole story of the
photograph was, no doubt, as pure a dramatic invention
as the rest! The Princess’s romantic interest in him—that
Princess who had never appeared (why had he not de-
tected the old, well-wom, sentimental situation here?)—
was all a part of it. The dark, mysterious hint of his
persccution-by the police was a necessary culmination to
the little farce. Thank Heaven! he had not “risen” at
the Princess, even if he had given himsclf away to the
clever actress in her own humble role. Then the humor
of the whole situation -predominated and he laughed until
the tears came to his-eyes, and his forgotten ancestors
might have turned over in their graves without his heed-
“ing them. And with this humanizing influence upon him
he went to the theater.
It was capacious even for the town, and although the
performanice was a special one he had no difficulty in
etting a whole box to himself. He tried to avoid this pub-
ic isolation by sitting closc to the next box, where there
was a solitary occupant—an officer—apparently as lonely
as himself. He had made up his mind that when his fair
deceiver appeared he would let her see by his significant
ﬂ)plame that he recognized her, but bore no malice for
1¢ trick she had played on him, After all, he had kissed
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her—he had no right to complain. If she should recognize
him, and this recognition led to a withdrawal of her pro-
hibition, and their better acquaintance, he would be a fool
to cavil at her pleasant artifice. Her vocation was certainly
a more independent and original one than_that he had
supposed;~for its social quality and inequahty he cared
nothing. ‘He found himself longing for the glance of her
calm blue eyes, for the pleasant smile that broke the
seriousness of her sweetly restramned lips. There was no
doubt that he should know her even as the herome of Der
Czar und der Zimmermann on the bill before him. He was
becoming impatient. And the performance evidently was
waiting. A stir in the outer gaﬁery, the clatter of sabers,
the filing-of uniforms into the royal box, and a trinmphant
burst from the orchestra showed the cause. As a few ladies
and gentlemen in full evening dress emerged from the
background of umforms and took their places i the front
of the box; Hoffman looked with some interest for the
romantic Princess. Suddenly he saw a face and shoulders
in a glitter of diamonds that startled him, and then a
glance that transfixed him., < ° . -
He leaned over to his neighbor. “Who is the young
lady in the box?”
. “The Princess ‘Alexandrine.” .
+ “I mean the young lady m blue with blond hair and
blue eyes.” ;
“It is the Princess Alexandrine Elsbeth Marie Step-
hanse, the daughter of the Grand Duke—there is tone .

~

otl}‘er there.”
" “Thank you.” -

He sat silently looking at the rising curtain and th
stage. Then he rose quietly, gathered his hat and coat,
and left the box. When he reached the gallery he tumed
instnctively  and  looked back at’ the Troyal box.
Her eyes had followed him, and as he remained 2 moment
.motionless n the doorway her lips parted i a grateful
* smile, and she waved her fan with a faint but unmistak-. .
able gesture of farewell, - . -

¢ next morning he left Alstadt There was some little
delay, at the Zoll on the frontier, and when Hoffman re-
cerved back his trunk it was accompanied by a little sealed
) acketywhgh was handed to him by the Customhouse.
nenantas T~Tyan did not open 1t until he was alone.
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There hangs upon the wall of his modest apartment in
New York a marrow, imegular photograph ingeniously
framed, of himself standing side by side with a young
German girl, who, in the estimation of his compatriots,
is by no means stglish and only passably good-looking.
When he is joked by his friends about the post of honor
gwen to this production, and ?\uestioned as to the lady,
1¢ remains Silent, The Princess Alexandrine Elsbeth Marie
Stephanie von Westphalen-Alstadt, among her other royal
qualitics, knew whom to trust, :

¥



THE DEVOTION OF ENRIQUEZ

- In anormer chronicle which dealt with the exploits of
“Chu Chu,” a Californian mustang, I gave some space to
.the accomplishments of Enriquez Saltillo, who assisted me
in training her, and who was also brother to-Consuelo
Saltillo, the young lady to whom I had freely given both
the mustang and my youthful affections. I consider it 2
proof of the superiority of masculine friendship that
neither the subsequent desertion of the mustang nor that
of the young lady ever made the slightest “difference- to
Enriqeuz or me in our exalted amity-To a wondering
doubt as to what I -ever could paossibly have seen in his
sister to admire he joined a tolerant skepticism of the
whole sex. This he was wont to express in that marvelous
combination of Sgamsh precision and Califorma slang for
which he was justly famous. “As to thees women and their
little game,” he would say, “believe me, my friend, your
old Oncle 'Enry is not in it No; he will ever take a back
seat when lofe 1s around For why? Regard me herel If she
is a horse, you shall say,“She will buck-jump,” ‘She will ess:
shy,” ‘She will not arnive,” or ‘She wih arrive too quick.
But if it is thees women, where are you? For when you °
_shall say, ‘She will ess-shy, look you, she will walk straight;
. or she will remain tranquil when you think she buck-jump;-
. orelse she will arrive and, look you. you will-not. You -
shall getleft It 15 ever so. My father and the brother of
my father have both make court to my mother when she- .
was but a sefiorita My father think she have lofe his
brother more. So he say to her: ‘It 1s-enofe; tranquillize
yourself I will go. I will efface myself. Adios!-Shake hands!
Ta-ta' So long! See you again in the fall’ And what make
my mother? Regard me! She marry my fathei—on the m--
stant! Of thees women, believe me, Pancho, you~ shall
know nothing Not even if they shall make you the son
_ of your father or us nephew ” . g ’
-. 1 have recalled this  characteristic speech to show the
general tendency of Enniquez’ convictions at the opening
of ?hm httle story It 1s only fair to say, however, that his _
296 ’
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. usual attitude toward- the sex he so_cheerfully maligned-
exhibited little appreliension or caution in -dealing with
_ them. Among the g‘ivolgus and light-minded inter-mixture
of his race he moved with great freedom-and popularity.
He danced well; when we went to fandangos together his
zégi]itx and the agdacit;; of his figures always procuréd him
- the prettiest partners, his-professed sentiments, I presume,
shielding him from subsequent jealousies, heartburnings,
or envy. I have a vivid recollection of hiin in the mystenes .-
of the semicuacua, a somewhat' corybantic dance which
left much to the invention of the performers, and very
‘little to the imagination of the spectator. In one of the
figures a gaudy handkerchief, waved more or less gracequK ;
by dancer and.danseuse, before the dazzled eyes of each
other, acted as love’s signal, and was used to express alter-
nate admiration and-indifference, shyness-and audacity,
fear and transport, coyness and'coquetry, as the dance pro-
ceeded. I need not say that Enriquez’ pantomimic illustra-
- tion of these emotions was™peculiarly, extravagant; but it
* _was always performed and  accepted- with a-gravity that
was an essential feature of the dance, At such times sighs
would escape’ him,.which were supposed to portray the -
Incipient stages of passion; snoxts of jealousy burst from
him at the suggestion of a rival; he was-overtaken by a
. sort of St. Vitus's~dance that expressed his timidity in
making’ the first advances of affection; the scomn of his
ladylove struck him-with something like 2 dumb ague;
. and a smgle; gesture of mvitation from her produced
_ marked delirium. All this wa$ very like Enriquez; but on
* the particular gceasion to which T tefer, I think no one
-- 'was prepared to see him begin the figure with the waving
of four.handkerchiefs! Yet this he did, pirouetting, caper-
* ing, brandishing-lus silken signals like a ballerina’s scarf .
_in the langtishment or fire of passion; until, in a final
. ﬁ}gflre,. where the conquered and submitting.fair one usu-
.ally sinks into the arms of her partner, need it be said
that the ingenious Enriquez was found in the center of
the floor supporting fouf of the dancers! Yet he was by no
means unduly excited either by the plaudits of the crowd
-or-by his .evident success” with the fair. “Ah, believe me,
.-, 1t is nothing,” he said quiétly, rolling a fresh cigarette as
,» ~he leaned against the. doorway. “Possibly, I shall have to
offer the chocolate or the wine to thees gils, or make to
. them a promenade in the moonlight on the veranda.-It

!
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is ever so. Unless, my friend,” he said, suddenly tuming
toward me in an excess of chivalrous self-abnegation, “un-
less you shall yourself take my place. Behold, I gif them
to you! I vamos! I vanish! I make trackl 1 skedaddle!” I
think he would have carried his extravagance to the point
of summoning his four gypsy witches of partners, and com-
mitting them to my care. if the crowd had not at that
moment parted before the remaining dancers, and left one
of the onlookers, a tall, slender girl, calmly surveying them
through goldrimmed eyeglasses in complete critical ab-
sorption. | stared in amazement and consternation; for I
recognized in the fair stranger Miss Urania Mannersley,
the Congregational minister’s niece!

Everybody knew Rainie Mannersley throughout the
length and breadth of the Encinal. She was at once the
envy and the goad of the daughters of those Southwestern
and Eastern immigrants who had settled in the valley.
She was correct, she was critical, she was faultless and
observant. She was proper, yet independent; she was highly
educated; she was suspected of knowing Latin and Greek;
she even spelled correctly! She could wither the plainest
field nosegay in the hands of other girls by giving “the
flowers their botanical names. She never said “Ain’t you?”
but “Aren’t you?” She looked upon “Did I which?” as an
incomplete and imperfect form of “What did I do?” She
quoted from Browning and Tennyson, and was believed
to have read them. She was from Boston. What could she
possibly be doing at a free-and-easy fandango? -

Even if these facts were not already famiﬁar to everyone
there, her outward appearance wou%d have attracted -at-
tention. Contrasted with "the gorgeous red, black, and
yellow skarts of the dancers, her plain, tightly fitting gown
and hat, all of one delicate gray, were sufficiently notable
in themselves, even had they not seemed, like the giil
herself, 2 kind of qluiet protest to the glaring flounces
before her. Her small, straight waist and flat back brought
Into greater relief the corsetless, waistless, swaying figures
of the Mexican guls; and her Jong, slim, well-booted feet,
peeping from the stiff, white edges of her short skirt,
made thewr broad, low-quartered slippers, held on by the
“big toe, appear more preﬁosterous than ever. Suddenly she
seemed to realize that she was standing there alone, but |
\\ilthout fear or embarrassment. She drew back a lhttle,

glancing carelessly behind her as 1f missing some previous
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companion, and then her €yes fell upon mine. She 'smiled 5
an easy recognition; then.a moment later, her glance rested ¢ .
more curiously upon Enriquez; who was still by my side. - “
I disengaged myself -and’ instantly“joined her, particulatly -
as I noticed .that'a few of the other bystanders.were be- .
ginning to stare at her with little reserve. L
“Tsn't it the most extraordinary thing tﬁou ever saw?” she
said quietly. .Then, presently noticing the look-of embar. -
“rassment-on imy face, she went on, more by way of -
conversation than of explanatiori: -1 just left " uncle
making a-call orr ' parishidner next door, and was going- |
" home with Jocasta' (4 peon servant of her uncle’s), when"~
1 heard the music, and dropped in. I don’t know what
“has become of-her,” she added; glancing round-the room
again; “she seemed perfectly wild when she saw that crea-. -
ture over there bounding about'with his handkerchiefs. - -
Yoir were speaking.to-him just now. Do tell’ me=is he ..
real?” - R T .

“I should ‘think.there was little doubt of that,” I said- -
with a:vague laugh: .7, - [ - " . oo "

“You know what I mean,” she said simply. “Is he quite,
-sane? Does he do that because he likes it, or is he paid

forit?? . -

This was too much. I pointed out somewhat hurriedly *
that he was a scion-of one of the oldest Castilian families, -
that the performance was a-national gypsy darice which
‘he had joined in as a patriot and a patron, and ‘that he
was my dearest friend: At the same time I'was conscious
that I wished she hadn't-seen His last performance.. ,
- “You don’t mean to $ay that all that he'did was in the
dgnc,e,?l’ she -said: “I don’t believe .it. It was only like
hxm.“IAé I halelit%teg ?lver this palpable truth, she went
on: o wish he'd"do it again. Don't you think I
cogld make him?” =~ ig’ T yi think }\rou
Pethaps -he.might if you asked -him,” I said a litile
maliciously. - T L
wr Of course I shouldn’t do’ that,” she.returned ‘quietly.
- “All the same, I do believe hie is really going to do-it=
or something else. Do look!” L -
I'looked, and to miy horror saw that Enriquez, possibly

incited by the delicate gold eyeglasses of Miss M 1
1flad dwvested himself of his coat, and was. \vir?&}:xegsglyé -
our handkerch‘lefs, tied together, picturesquely around

-

- .~
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his waist, preparatory to some new performance. I tried
furtively to give him a warning look, but in vain. )
“Isn’t he really too absurd for anything?” said Miss
Mannersley, yet with a certain comfortable anticipation
in her voice. “You know, I never saw anything like this
before. I wouldn’t have believed such a” creature could
have existed . .
Even had I succeeded in warning him, I doubt if it
would have been of any avail. For, seizing a guitar from
one of the musicians, he struck a few, chords, and sud-
denly began to zigza% into the center of the floor, swaying
his body languishingly from side to side n time with the
music and the pitch of a thin Spanish tenor. It was a
gypsy love song. Possibly Miss Mannersley’s lingual ac-
complishments did not include a knowledge of Castilian,
but she could not fail to see that the gestures and illustra-
tive pantomime were addressed to her. Passionately assur-
ing her that she was the most favored daughter of the
Virgin, that her eyes were like votive tapers, and yet in
the same breath accusing her of being a “brigand”’ and
“assassin” in her attitude toward “his heart,” he balanced
. with quwvening timidity toward her, threw an imaginary
cloak m front of her meat boots as a-carpet for her to
tread on, and with a final astonishing pirouette and a
languishing twang of his guitar, sank on one knee, and
blew, with a rose, a kiss at her feet. .
If I had been “seriously angry with him before for.
his grotesque extravagance, I could have pitied him now
for the young girl’s absolute unconsciousness of anything
but his utter ludicrousness The applause of dancers and
bystanders was instantaneous and eartﬁr; her only con-
tribution. to 1t was a slight parting of her thin red lips
in a halfincredulous smile. In the silence that followed
the applause, as Enriquez walked pantingly away, I heard
her saying, half to herself, “Certainly-a most extraordinary
creature!” In my indignation I could not help tuming °
suddenly upon her and looking straight’ into her eyes.
ey were brown, with that peculiar velvet opacity com-
mon to the IpupllS.Of nearsighted persons, and seemed to
defy internal scrutiny. She only repeated “carelessly, “Isn’t
he?” and added: “Please see if you can find Jocasta. I
suppose we ought to be %loin now; and I dare say he
t

won’t be doing it again. Ah! there she is. Good A
child! what have you got there?” gracious,

<
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Jt.was Enriquez’.tose which Jocasta had picked up, and
was timidly holding out;toward her mistress. ' - .~

“Heavens!-1.don’t want it. Keép it yourself.

- -

. T walked with them ‘to the door,.as I did not fancy a

certam-glittér in_ the black eyes of the Sefioritas Manuelz - -

‘and Pépita, slio were watching her curiously. But I think-
she'was as oblivious of this as She was of Enriquez par-

ticlar attentionis, As we.reached the street-1 felt that I
.ought t6 'say something more, L _
“You_know,”~1 began casually. “that although those "
" poor people meet here 1n-this public way, their gathening
.15 really quite 2’ homély pastoril .and a national custom;
and these guls.-aré all*honest, hard-working peons or
servants enjoying - themselves- in' quite the old idyllic -
. fashion” "0 oo T T T e
" - “Certanily,”. said the young girl, halfabstractedly. “Of
" vourse it’s-a Moorish dance," originally brought- over, 1
.suppose, .by those -0ld -Andalusian. immigrants two -hun-
. dred years ago. It's quite Arabic in its-suggestions. I have
* got something hke it in an old"caricionero I picked.up at -
-a bookstall in Boston. ‘But,”" she added, with a- gasp of
reminiscent satisfaction. “‘that’s not like him! Oh,. no!
he is decidedly original. Heavens! yes?” )
A 'tumed- away. in somé -discomfiture to join-Entiquez,
 who was_calinly awaiting e, with a cigarctte in . his
“mouth, outside the sala. Yet he looked $o unconscious of
any previous absurdity that T hesitated in what I thought .
was a necessary warriing. He, however, quickly precipitated
it, Glancing atfer the retreating fignres of the two women,
he said: “Thees mees.from Boston is retursi to her house. -
- You cyl)ow not accompany. her? -1 shall  Behold me—I am
- there.” But I linked my arm firmly in his. Thén I pointed
.out, first, that she was-already accompaniéd by a servant; -
secondly, that if I, who knew her, had hesitated to offer
myself as an escort, it was hardly proper for him; a perfect’
stranger, to_take that liberty;. fhat. Miss Mannersley, was
- very punctilious -of etiquette, which -he, as. a Castilian
- gentleman, ought to appreciate.’ - o
- “But will she not régard lofe—the admiration excessif?”
he sdid, twitlmg His thin little mustache meditatively.

“No; she will not” T returded sharply, “and 'you ought

level from.your

to understand that she is on'a differ
Manuelas and Carmens.”” . vrent

e < 27 4 iyt :
. Pgrdon, rr,nyifmmd,1 “he said gravely; “thees . women
- e - . i -

E .
. - v TR >
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are ever the same. There is a proverb in my language.
Listen: ‘Whether the sharp blade of the Toledo pierce
the satin or the goatskm, it shall find bchind it cver the
same heart to wound. I am that Toledo blade—possibly
it is you, my friend. Wherefore, let us togcther pursuc
this girl of Boston on the instant.”

But I kept my grasp on Enriq]ucz’ arm, and succeeded
in restraining his mercurial impulses for the moment. He
halted, and puffed vigorously at his cigarctte; but the
next instant he started forward again. “Let us, however,
follow with discretion in the rear; we shall pass her house;
we shall gaze at it; it shall touch her heart.” )

Ridiculous as was this following of the young girl we
had only just parted from, I neverthcless knew that In-
riquez was quite capable of attempting it alone, and I
thought it better to humor him by consenting to walk
with him in that direction; but I felt it necessary to say:

“I ought to-warn you that Miss Mannersley already
looks upon your performances at the sala as somecthing
outré and peculiar, and if T were you I shouldn’t do any-
thing to deepen that impression.”

“You are saying she ees shock?” said Enriquez, gravely.

I felt T could not conscientiously say that she was
shocked, and he saw my hesitation. “Then she have
jealousy of the sefionitas,” he observed, with insufferable
complacency. “You observel I have already said It is ever
sO ,

I could stand it no longer. “Look here, Harry,” 1 said,
“if you must know 1t, she looks upon you as an acrobat—
a paid performer.” .

‘Ah!”—his black eyes sparkled—“the torero, the man
who fights the bull, he is also an acrobat.”

tl3.’es,'"but she thinks you a clownl—a gracioso de teatro
—there ‘

“Then 1 have make her laugh?” he said coolly.

I don’t think he had; but I shrugged my shoulders.

Bueno!” \he said cheerfully. “Lofe, he begin with a
laugh, he make feenish with a sigh.”

I turned to look at hum in the moonlight. His face
presented 1ts habitual Spanish gravity—a gravity that was
almost ironical His small black eyes had their character-
1stic arresponsible  audacity—the “irresponsibility of the
vivacious younlg1 animal. It could not be possible that he
was really touched with the placid frigidities of Miss Man-
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" nersley. 1 remembered his equally ‘elastic gallantries iwith
Miss ‘Pinkey -Smith, a blofide' Western belle, from which
both Had harmlessly-rebounded.-As we walked on slowly
‘1 continued more ‘persuasively: “Of course this 1s only
your nonsense; but 'don’t you see, Miss-Mannersley thinks . .
it all in - earnest and really your natire?” "I hesitated, for
it $addenly struck me that it was really his nature. “And— -
‘hang-it alll—yoi1 don™t want her to believe you a common

“ buffoon, or some intoxicated muchacho™ : -
" -“Intoxicated?” "repeated Enriquez, with exasperating
languishment - “Yes; that is the-word that shall express
~itself. My friend,- youi -have made a shot m the center— . .
you have ring the "bell every time! It is mtoxicatioh—but -
not'of aguardieite."Look! I have long time an ancestor -
-of whom is‘a pretty story’. One day mn church -he have
seen a young girl—a mefe peasant-girl—pass to the con-

- fessional. He look her in_ her eye, -he stagger”—here
Enriquez “wobbléd - pantomimically into -the road—‘he
“fall’—he would .have ‘suited- the action to the word if I
had not firmly held him up. “They have taken him home,
where he have remain-without his.clothes, and have dance
-and sing. But 1t wa§ the drunkenness of lofe. And, look
“you,"thees village girl ‘Was a nothing, not even pretty. The

. name of my ancestor was—~ ° a

~ &

<" Don"Quixoté de La Mancha,” T suggested maliciously.
. “I suspected as much- Come-along. That will do.” |
. My ancestor's name,” continued- Enriquez, gravely,
was Antonio Hermenegildo de Salvatierra, which is not
“the same. Thees ‘Don_éluixote of whom you speak exist
©motatall” ., - .. T .
“Never mind--Only, for heaven’s sake, as we are neanng ..
- the house," don’t ‘makea fool of yourself agamn.” ;
"~ It was a wonderful moonlight mght. The deep redwood
t. porch of the Mannersley parsonage, under the shadow of
, 8 _great oak—the largest in. the Encinal—was diapered in
- black and silver, As the women stepped upon the porch -
~ - their shadows™ were -silhouetted agamst’ the ~door. Miss '
. Mannersley paused for an instant,.and turned to give a
last look at-the beauty-of the night as Jocasta entered.
. Her glance-fell upon us as we passed.-She nodded care-
.-'lessly” and - unaffectedly. to me, but ds she recognized-
Enriquez she lookéd “a. little longer at him with her
orevious  cold rand” invincible, cunosity. To my ‘horror
‘nnquez began instantly to affect a shight tremulousness

{

<
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of gait and a difficully of breathing; but 1 gripped his
arm savagely, and managed to get him_ past the house
as the door closed finally on the young lady. ]
“You do not comprchend, {rend Pancho,” he said
gravely, “but those eycs in their glass are as the espejo
ustorio, the buming mirror, They bun, thciz consumce me
here like paper. Let us affix to oursclves thees tree. She
will, without doubt, appear at her window. We shall
salute her for good night.” )
“We will do nothing of the kind,” 1 said sharply. Find-
ing that I was determined, he permutted me to lead him
away. I was delighted to notice, however, that he had
indicated the window which 1 knew was the ministcr's
study, and that as the bedrooms were in the rear of the
house, this later incident was probably not overscen by
the young lady or the scrvant Bnt 1 did not part from
Enriquez until I saw him safcly back to the sala, where
I left him sipping chocolate, his anm alternating around
the waists of his two previous partners in a delightful
Arcadian and childlike simplicity, and an apparent utler
forgetfulness of Miss Manncrsley.
‘ he fandan%os werc usually held on Saturday night, and
the next day, being Sunday, 1 missed Enriquez; but as he
~ was a devout Catholic I remembered that he was at mass
in the morning, and possibly at the bullfight at San
Antonio in the afternoon. But I was somewhat surprised
on the Monday morning following, as I was crossing the
plaza, to have my arm taken by the Rev. Mr. Mannersley
mn the nearest approach to familiarity that was consisient
with the reserve of this eminent divine. I Jooked at him
mquiringlfz. Although scrupulously correct in attire, his
features always had a singular resemblance to the national
caricaturc known as “Uncle Sam,” but with the humorous
expression left out Softly strokmg his goatee with three
fingers, he began condescendingly: “You are, T think, more
or less familiar with the characteristics and customs of the
Spanish as cxhibited by the seltlers here” A thnll of
apprchension went_through me. Had he heard of Enri-
quez proceedings? Had Miss Manncrsley cruelly, betrayed
him to her uncle? “I have not given that attention myself
to their language and social pcculiarities,” he. continued,
with a large wave of the hand, “being much occupied with
a study of therr religious behefs and superstitions”—it
struck me that this was ant 1o be a common fault of
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people of the Mannersley type—“but I have refrained
from a-personal discussion of them; on the contrary, I

“have held somewhat broad views on-the subject of théir

remarkable missionary work, and have suggested a scheme

_ of co-operation with them, quite independent of doctrinal

teaching, to my brethren of other Protestant Christian
sects. These views I first incorporated -in a sermon last
Sunday week, which 1 am told has created considerablé -

~ attention.” He stopped and coughed slightly. “I have not

%et heard from any of the Roman clergy, but I am-led to
lieve that my remarks were not ungratéful to Catholics

generally.” -

I was relieved, although still in some wondet why he
should address me on this topic. I had a vague remem-
brance of having heard that he had said something on
Sunday which had offended some Puritans of his flock,
but nothing more He continued: “I have just said that
I was unacquainted with the characteristics of the Spanish--
American race.-I presume, however, they have the im-
%]lsiveness of therr Latin origin. They gesticulate—eh?

ey express -thér gratitude, -their joy, their affection,
their emotions-generally, by spasmodic movements? They
naturally dance—sing—eh?” ./E horrible suspicion crossed

i

-my mind; T could only stare helplessly at him. “I see,” he

said graciously; “perhaps it is a somewhat general ques-
tion. I will explain myself. A rather singular occurrence

* happened to me thé other night. I had returned from

visiting a parishioner, and was alone in my study review-
ing my sermon for the mnext day. It must have been quite

. late before 1 concluded, for I distinctly remember my

i

niece had réturned with her servant fully an hour before.

“Presently I heard the sounds of a musical instrument in

the road, with the accents of someone singing or rehears-
ing.some metrical composition in words that, although
couched in a language foreign to me, in -expression and -
modulation gave me the impression of being distinctly
adulatory, For some little time, in the greater preoccupa-

-tion of my task;, I paid little attention to the performance;

but- its persistency ‘at léngth- drew me in no mere idle

‘curiosity to the window. From thence, ‘standing in my'
-dressing-gown, and believing myself unperceived, I noticed

under the large-oak 1n the roadside the figure of a young
man who, by the imperfect light, appeared to be of
) Spanlgh extraction. But I evidently mscalculated my own

P
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invisibility; for he moved rapidly forwad as T came to
the window, and in a serics of the most esterdinay
pantormimic gestures saluled me, Beyond my exporicnce
of a few Greck plays 1 carlier days, T confess 1am not
an adept in the understanding of gesticulations but it
struck mc that the various phases of gratitude, forvor,
reverence, and cxaltation were successively portraved. He
placed his hands upon his hcad. his heart, and even
clasped them together in this manner.” To my consterna-
tion the reverend gentleman here imilated Fnriques” most
extravagant pantomime. “I am willg to confess,” he con-
tinued, “that I was singularly moved by thom, as well ae
by the highly creditable and Christian’ interest that evi-
dently produced them. At Jast I opened the window.
Leaning out, T told him that I regreited that the Jateness
of the hour prevented any further response frony me than
a grateful though hurned acknowledement of his praise-
worthy emotion, but that I should be glad to sce bim
for a few moments in the vesin before scrvice the next
day, or at early candiclight, before the niceting of the
Bible class. I told him that as my sole purpose had been
the creation of an evangelical brotherhood and the e
clusion of merely doctrinal views, nothing could he more
gratifying to me than his spontancous and unsohcited
testimony to my motives. He appeared for an.instant in
be deeply affected, and, indeed, quite overcome with cno-
Yon, and then gracefully retired, with some agility and a
slight saltatory movement.” '
He paused A sudden and ‘overwhelming idea took pos-
session of me, and I looked impulsively into his face. Was
it possible that for once Ennquez’ iromcal extmvagance
had been understood, met, .and vanquished by 2 master
hand? But the Rev. Mr. Mannersley's self-satisfied face
betrayed no ambiguity or lurking humor. He was evidently
m earnest; he had complacently accepted for himsclf the
abandoned Enriquez’ serenade to his micce. I felt a liys-
terical desire to laugh, but it was checked by my com-
panion’s next words.
_ “I mformed my nicce of the occurrence in the mom-
ing at breakfast She had not lheard anything of the
strange performance, but she agreed with me as to its
undoubted onigin m a grateful recogmition of my liberal
efforts towaid his corehgionists. It was she, mn fact, who
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suggested that your lgnowledge of these people might cor-
orale my -impressions. .
mI was dujr(nfou%ded. Had Miss Mannersley, who must
have recognized Enriguez- hand in this, concealed the
fact in a desire to shield him? But this was so inconsistent
with her utter indifference to him, except as a grotesque
study, that she would have been more likely to tell her
undle all about his previous performance: Nor could it
be that she wished to conceal her visit to the fandango.
-She was far too independent for that, and it was even
ossible that the reverend gentleman, in his desire to
Enow more of Enriquez’ compatriots, woiild not have ob-
jected. In my confusion I meekly added my conviction to
Lers, congratulated -him upon his evident success, and
slipped away But I was burning with a desire to see
Ennquéz and know all. He was imaginative but not un-
truthful. Unfortunately, I learned that he was just then
following one of his erratic impulses, and had gone to a
1odeo at his cousm’s, in the foothills, where he was alter-
nately exercising his horsemanship in catching and breaking
wild cattle and delighting his relatives with his incom-~
parable grasp of the American language and customs, and
of the airs of a young man of fashion. Then my thoughts
recurred to Miss Manner_sley. Had she really been oblivi-
ous that night to EnriqueZ serenade? I resolved to find
out, if I could, without betraying Enriquez. Indeed, it
was possible, after all, that it might not have been he.
Chance favored me. The next evening 1 was at a party
where Miss Mannersley, by reason of her position and .
quality, was a distinguished—I had almost written a
popular—guest But, as I have formery stated, although
the youthful farr of the Encinal were flattéred by her
casual attentions, and secretly admired her superior style
and aristocratic calm, they were more or less uneasy under
the dominance of her intelligence and education, and
were afraid to attempt either confidence or familiarity.
They were also singularly jealous of-her, for although the
avcraﬁe young man was equally afraid of her cleverness
and her candor, he was not above paying a tremulous
and timid court to her for its effect upon her humbler
sisters. This evening she was surrounded by her usual
satellites, including, of course, the local notables and
sg_cczal l;;uests of dishinction. She had been discussing, 1
think, the existence of glaciers on Mount Shasta with a

"
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spectacled geologist, and had participated with ¢harmning
frankness in a conversation on anatomy with the local
doctor and a learned professor, when she was ashed to
take a scat at the prano. She played with remarkable skill
and wonder{ul precision,. but coldly and brilliantly. As
she sat there in Ecr subducd but perfectly fitling cvening
dress, her regular profile and short but slender neck firmly
sct upon her high shoulders, eshaling an atmosphere of
refincd puntanism and provocative intelligence, the utter
incongruity of Enriquez” ciravagant attentions if ironical,
and their cqual hopclessness if not, scemed to nic planet
than evcr. q\Vhat 1ad this well-poised, coldly observant
spinster to do with that quaintly ironic ruffler, that roman-
tic cynic, that rowdy Don Quixzote, that impossible
Enriquez? Presently she ceased playing. Tier slim. narrow
slipper, revealing her thin ankle, remained upon the pedal,
her delicate fingers were resting idly on the keys; her
heard was slightly thrown back, and her narrow evehrows
prettily knit toward the ceiling in an cffort of memory.

“Something of Chopin’s,” suggested the geologist,
ardently.

“That exquisitc sonatal” pleaded the doctor.

“Suthin’ of Rubinstein. Heard him once.” said a gentle:
man of Siskiyou “He just made that pianner get up and
howl. Play Rube.”

She shook her head with parted lips and a slight touch
of githsh coquetry in her manner. Then her fingers sud-
denly dropped upon the keys with a glassy tinkle: there
were a few quick pizzicato chords, down went the low
gedal with a monotonous strumming, and she presently

egan to hum to herself. I started—as well 1 might—for T
recognized one of Ennquez’ favorite and most cxtravagant
uitar solos. It was audacious; it was barbaric, it was. I
ear, vulgar. As I remembered it—as he sang it—it rc-
counted the adventures of one Dop Francisco, a provincial
%allant and roisterer of the most objectionable type. It
ad one hundred and four verscs, which Finriquez never
spared me. I shuddered as in a pleasant, quiel voice the
correct Miss-Mannersley warbled in musica praise of the
pellejo, or wine-skin, and a eulogy of the dicebox came
caressingly from her thin red lips. But the company was
far differently affected the strange, wild air and wilder
accompanmment were evidently catching, pcople moved
toward the piano; somebody whistled the air }rom a dis-

f -
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tant comer; even the faces of the geologist and doctor

brightened.

“A tarantella, I presume?” blandly suggested the doctor.
Miss Mannersley stopped, and rose carelessly from the

piano, “It is a Moorish gypsy song of the fifteenth cen-

tury,” she said dryly. - )

“Tt seemed sorter familiar, too,” hesitated one of the
coung men, timidly, “like as if—don’t you know?—you
ad without knowing it, don’t you know?”—he blushed

slightly—"“sorter picked it up somewhere.” .

‘I ‘picked 1t up, as you call it, in the collection of
medieval manuscripts of the Harvard Library, and copied
it,” returned Miss Mannersley coldly as she turned away. -

But I was not inclined to let her off so_easily. I pres-
ently made my way to her side. “Your uncle was compli-

mentary enough to consult me as to the meaning of the
appearance of a certain exuberant Spanish visitor at his
- house the other night.” I looked into her brown eyes,
but'my own slipped off-her velvety pupils without retain-
ing anything. Then she reinforced her gaze with a pince-
nez, and said carelessly:

“Oh, it’s you? How are you?_Well, could you give him

any information?” ’

‘Only generally,” T retumed, still looking into her eyes.
“These people are impulsive, The Spanish %)lood is a mix-
ture of gold and’ quicksilver.”

She smiled slightly. “That reminds me of your volatile
friecnd. He was mercurial enough, certainly. Is he still
dancing?” :

. “And singing” sometimes,” 1 responded pointedly. But
she only added casually, “A singular creature,” without
cxhibiting the least consciousness, and drifted away, leav-
ing me none the wiser. I felt that Enriquez alone could
enhghten me. I must see him.: ’ )

*I did, but not in the way I expected. There was a bull-
fight at San Antonio the next Saturday afternoon, the
usual Sunday performance being changed in deference to
the Sabbatical habits of the Americans. An additional
attraction was offered in_the shape of a bull-and-bear fight,
also a concession to American taste, which had voted the
bullfight “slow,” and had averred that the bull “did not

_ get a fair show” T am glad that T am able to spare the

reader the usual realistic horrors, for in the Californian
performances there was very little of the brutality that
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distinguished this function in the mother country. The
horses were not miserable, worn-out hacks, but young
and alert mustangs; and the display of horsemanship b
the picadors was not onli/1 wonderful, but secured an al-
most absolute safety to horse and rider. I never saw a
horse gored; although unskillful riders were sometimes
thrown in.wheeling guxckly to avoid the bull’'s charge,
they generally reganed therr animals without m]llrg.

The Plaza de Toros was reached through the decayed
and tile-strewn outskirts of an old Spanish village. It was
a rudely built oval amphitheater, with crumbling, white- °
washed adobe walls, and roofed only over portions of the
gallery teserved for the provincial “notables,” but now-
occupied by a few shopkeepers- and their wives, with a
sprinkling of American travelers and ranchmen. The im---
palpable adobe dust of the arena was being whirled into
- the air by the strong onset of the afternoon trade winds,
which happily, however, helped also to-dissipate a reck
of garlic, and the acrid fumes of cheap tobacco rolled in
cormnhusk cigarettes. I was leaning over the second bar-
ner, waiting for the meager and circuslike procession to
enter with the keys of the bull pen, when my attention
was attracted to a movement in the reserved gallery. A
lady and gentleman of a quality that was evufently un-
familiar to the rest of the audience were picking their
way along the rickety benches toa front seat I recognized
the geologist with some surprise, and the-lady he was
leading with still greater astonishment. For it ‘was Miss -
,Mannersley, mn her precise, wellfitting walking-costume= *
a monotone of sober color ‘among the parh-colored audi-
ence -

However, I was perhaps less surprised than the audi-
ence, for I was not only becoming as accustomed to the
young gul's vagaries as I had been to Ennquez’ extrava-
gance, but I'was also satisfied that her uncle might have -
given her permission-to come, as a recogmition of the

Sunday concession of the management, as well as to con-
cihate his supposed Catholic friends 1 watched her sit- -
ting there until the first bull had enteted, and, after-a’
rather bref play with the "picadors ‘arid bandenlleros,
was dispatched At, the moment when the matador ap-
proached the bull with his lethal weapon I was not sorry
for an excuse to glance at Miss Mannersley Her hands’
_ were i her lap, her head shghtly bent forward over her
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knees. T fancied that she, too, had dropped her eyes
before the brutal situation; to my horror, I saw that she
had a drawing-book in her hand and was actually sketch-
ing it. I turned my eyes in preference to the dying bull
he second animal led out forthis ingenious slaughter
- was, however, more sullen, uncertain, 4nd discomposin
to his- butchers. He accepted the irony of a trial wi
gloomy, suspicious eyes, and he declined the challenge of
whirling and instilting picadors. He bristled with bander-
illas like a hedgehog, but remained with his haunches
backéd against the barrier, at times almost hidden in the
- fine dust raised by the monotonous stroke of his sullenly
pawing hoof—his one dull, heavy protest. A vague un-
- easiness had infected his adversaries; the picadors held
aloof, the banderilleros skirmished at a safe distance. The
. .audience resented only the indecision of the bull. Galling
epithets were flung at him, followed by cries of “Espadal
and, curving his elbow under-his short cloak, the matador,
‘with his flashing blade in_hand, advanced and—stopped.
The bull-remained motionless. ‘
For at that moment a heavier gust of wind than usual
swept down upon the arena, hifted a suffocating cloud of .
dust, and whirled it around the tiers of benches and the
balcony,.and for a moment seemed to stop the perform-
ance. I heard an exclamation from the geologist, who had -
risen to his feet. I fancied I heard even a faint cry from -
Miss Mannersley; but the next moment, as the.dust was
slowly settling, we saw a sheet of paper in_the air, that
" had been catight up'in this brief cyclIcJ)ne, dropping, dip-
ping from side to side on uncertain wings, until it slowly
descended in the very middle of the arena It was a leaf
from Miss Mannersley’s sketchbook, the one on which -
_ she had been sketching. -~
In the pause that followed it.seemed to be the one
object that at last excited the bull's growing but tardy
ire. He glanced at it with murky, distended eyes; he snorted
- at'it with"vague yet troubled fury Whether he detected
his own presentment in Miss Mannersley’s sketch, or
whether he récognized it as an unknown and unfammliar
. treachery,in his surroundings, I could not conjecture; for
-the next moment the matador, taking advantage of the
‘bull’s "concentration, with a complacent leer at the audi-
ence, advanced toward the paper. But at that instant a
" -young man cleared the barrier mnto the arena with a single

—

]
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bound, shoved the matador to one side, caught up the
paper, tumned toward the balcony and Miss 1 annerslc?/
with a gesture of apology, dropped gaily before the bull,
knelt down before him with an exaggerated humility, and
held up the drawing as if for his inspection A roar of
applause broke from the audience, a cry of waming and
exasperation from the attendants, as the goaded bull sud-
denly charged the stranger. But he sprang to ome side
with great dexterity, made a courteous gesture to the
matador as if passing the bull over to him, and still hold-
ing the paper in his band, releaped the barmer, and re-
joined the audience in safety. I did not wait to sce the
deadly, dominant thrust with which the matador received
the charging bull; my eyes were following the figure now
bounding up the steps to the balcony, where with an_
exaggerated saluation he laid the drawing in Miss Man-
nersley’s lap and vanished. There was no mistaking that
thin lithe form, the narrow black mustache, and gravely
dancing eyes. The audacity of conception, the extrava-
%ance of execution, the quaint irony of the sequel, could
clong to no one but Enriquez.

I hurried up to her as the six yoked mules- dragged
the carcass of the bull away She was placidly puttinig up
her book, the unmoved focus of a hundred eager and
curious: eyes. She smiled slightly as she saw me. “I was
just 'cellmi Mr. Briggs what an extraordinary creature it
was, and how you knew him. He must have had.great
experience to do that sort of thing so cleverly and safely.
Does he do it often? Of course, not just that. But does
he pick u};)mgars and things that I see they throw tb the
matador? Does he belong to the management? Mr. Bri
thinks the whole thing was a femnt to distract the bull,” -
she added, with a wicked glance at ‘the geologist, who, I
fancied, looked disturbed.

“I am afraid,” T said dryly, “that his act was as unpre-
meditated and genuine as’it was unusual.”-
“Why afraid?”

It was a matter-of-fact question, but I instantly saw m
mistake, What right had 1. to assume that I}:Znnqucz}”
atlentions were any more genuine than her own easy
indifference; and if T suspected that they were, was it
fair m me to give my friend away to" this heartless
coquette? “You are not very gallant,” she said, with a
shght laugh, as T was hesitating, and turned away with
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her escort before I could frame a reply. But at least
Enriquez was now accessible,. and I should gain some
information from him. I knew where to find him, unless
he were shll lounging about the building, intent upon
more extravagance; but I wailed until I saw Miss Man-
nersley and-Briggs depart without further interruption.

The hacienda of- Ramon Saltillo, Enriquez’ cousin,
was on the outskirts of the village. When I arrived there
I found Enriquez’ pinto mustang steaming in_the corral,
and although I was momentarily delayed by the servants
at"the gateway, I was surprised to find Enriquez himself
lying languidly on his back :n a hammock in the patio.
His-arms were hanging down listlessly on each side as if
in the “greatest prostration, yet I could not resist the
impression that the rascal had only {'ust got-into the
hammock when he heard of-my arrival. g

“You have arrived, fiiend Pancho, in time,” he said,
in accents of exaggerated weakness. “I am absolutely ex-
hatust. I am bursted, caved: in, kerflummoxed. I ‘have
“behold you, my friend,-at the barrier. I speak not, I
"make no sign at the first, because I was on fire; I speak
not at the feenish—for I am exhaust.”

“1 see; the bull'made it hively for you.”

He instantly bounded up in the hammock. “The bulll
Caramba! Not a thousand bulls! And thees one, look you,
was a craven I snap my fingers over.-his horn; I roll my
cigarette under his nose.” e -
“Well, then—what was it?” . J
He instantly lay down again, pulling up the sides of
the hammock. Presently his voice came from its depths,
appealing in hollow tones to the sky. “He asks me—thees
friend of my soul, thees brother of my life, thees Pancho
that I lofe—what it was? He ‘would that I should tell
him why I'am game in the legs, why I shake in the hand,
crack in the voice, and am gencrally wipe out! And yet
he, my pardner—thees Francisco—know that I have seen
the mees from Boston! That I have gaze into the eye,
touch- the hand, and for the instant possess the picture
that hand have drawn! It was a sublime picture, Pancho,”
he said, sitting up agamn suddenly, “and have kill the
bull before_our friend Pepe’s sword have touch even the
bone of hees back and make feenish of him.”

Look here, Enriquez,” I said bluntly, “have you been
serenadmng that girl?” .

-
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He shrugged his shoulders without the least embarrass-
ment, and said: “Ah, yes. What would you? It is of a

nccessity.

“Wc;?l,,” 1 retorted, “then you ou%ht to know that her
uncle took it all to himsclf—thought you some grateful
Catholic pleased with his religious tolerance.” '

He did not even smile. “Bueno,” he said gravely. “That
make something, too. In thees affair it is well to begin
with the duenna, He is the duenna.”

“And,” T went on relentlessly, “her escort told her just
now that your exploit in the bull ring was only a trick to
divert the bull, suggested by the management.”

“Bah! her escort 1s a geologian. Naturally, she is to him
as a stone.” -

I would have continued, but a peon interrupted us at
this moment with a sign to Enriquez, who leaped briskly
from the hammock, bidding me wait his return from a
messenger in the gateway.

Still unsatisfied of mind, I waited, and sat down in
the hammock that Enriquez had quitted. A scrap of
gapcr was lying in its meshes, which at first appeared to

¢ the kind from which Enriguez rolled his cigarcttes;
but as I picked it up to throw it away, I found it was of
much firmer and stouter material. Looking at it more

- Closely, 1 was-suipnsed to recognize it as a piece of the
tinted drawing-paper torn off the “block” that Miss
Mannersley had used. It had been decply creased at right
angles as 1f it had been folded; it looked as if it might -
have been the outer half of a sheet used for a note.

Tt might have been a trifling circumstance, but it
greatly cxcited my curiosity. I knew that he had returned
the sketch to Miss Mannersley, for I had seen it in her
hand. Had she given him another? And if so, why had
it been folded to the destruction of the drawing? Or
was it part of a note which -he had destroyed? In the
first impulse of discovery 1 walked quickly with it toward
the gateway where Enriquez had disappeared, intending to
restore it to him. He was just outside talking with a young
gitl. I started, for it was Jocasta—Miss Mannersley’s maid.

‘With this added discovery came that sense of uncasi-
ness and indignation with which we illogically are apt
to resent the withholding of a friend’s confidence, even
in matters concerning only himself. It was no use for
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ine: to reason- that it- was no business of mine, that he-
was right m keepirig a sécret that concerned another—and
. ‘a lady; but'I'was afraid I was even.more meanly. resentful -
because the discovery quite upset my theory of his con-
- duct and of Miss Mannersley's attitude toward him I,
continued to walk on to-the gateway, where I bade
Enriquez-a  hurried- good-by, alleging the sudden remem-
brance of another engagement, but without appearing to
recognize the girl who was moving away when, to my
further discomfiture, the rascal stopped me with an-ap-
ealing wink, threw his arms around my neck, whispered
. hoarsely in my ear, “Ah! you see—you comprehend—but
ou are the mirror of discretion’” and returned to Jocasta. |
- But whether this meant that he had received a message
from Miss Mannersley, or that he was trymng to suborn
" her fnaid to carry ones-was still uncertain. He was capable
.. of either. -~ - oo
During the next two-or three weeks I saw him fre-
quently; but as I had resolved to try the effect of ignoring
Miss Mannersley in. our conversation, I gathered little
further of their relations, and, to my surprse, after one
or -two characteristic .extravagances of allusion, Enriquez
. dropped the subject, too. Only one afternoon, as we were
parting, he said ‘carelessly. “My friend, you are going to
- ~ the casa of Mannersley tonight. I too have the honor_of
- the invitation. But you.will be my Mercury—my Leporello
~—you-will take of me a message to thees Mees Boston,
~ that I am crushed, desolated, prostrate, and flabbergasted
', —that I cannot afrive, for I have of that night to sit ap ~
with _the grand-aunt of- my brotherin-law, who has a
quinsy to the death Itissad” . > . .
. This -was ‘the first indication T had-received of Miss -
- -Mannersley’s” advances. I was equally surprised at En-
‘niqucz’ refusal ) - C : -
“Nonsensel” I said bluntly. “Nothing keeps you' from
going.” L N y ’
_ “My friend,” returned Enriquez, with a sudden lapse "
' into languishmént that seemed to make him absolutely
infirm, “1t 15 everything that shall restrain me I am not
strong I shall become weak of the knec and tremble
., under the eye of Mees Boston. I shall precipitate myself
~ to the geologian by the throat. Ask 'me another conun- -
drum that shall be easy.” S
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He seemed idiotically inflexible, and did not go, But
. 1 did. T found Miss Mannersley exquisitely dressed and
looking singularly animated and _pretty. The lambent
glow of her inscrutable eye as she turned toward mec
might have been flattering but for my uncasiness in
regard to Enriquez I delivered his excuses as naturally
as I could She stiffened for an instant, and seccmed an
inch higher. “I am so sorry,” she said at last in a levcl
voice. “I thought he would have been so amusing. Indced,
1 had hoped we might try an old Moorish dance together
which 1 ﬁave found and was practicing.”

“He would have been delighted, I know, It’'s a great
pity he didn’t come with me,” I said quickly; “but,” 1
could not help adding, with emphasis on her words, “he
is such an ‘extraordinary creature,” you know.”

“lI see nothing extraordinary in his devotion to an
aged relative,” returned Miss Mannersley quictly as she
turned away, “except that it justifies my respect for his
character.” . .

I do not know why I did not relate this to him.

Possibly I had given up trying to understand them; per-
haps T was beginnin% to have an idea that he could take
care of himself, But I was somewhat surprised a few days
later when, after asking me to go with him to a rodeo
at his uncle’s he added composedly, “You will meet Mces
Boston.”
_ 1 stared, and but for his_manner would have thought
it part of his extravagance. For the rodeo—a yearly chase
of wild cattle for the purpose of lassoing and branding
them—was a rather brutal affair, and purely a man's
function; it was also a family affair—a property stock-
taking of the great Spanish cattle-owners—and strangers,
particularly Americans, found it difficult to gamn access
to 1ts mysteries and the fiesta that followed.

“But how did she get an invitation?”” I asked. “You
dl% not dare to ask—" I bégan.

) MX friend,” said Enriquez, with a singular delibera-
tion, “the great and respectable Boston herself, and her
serene, venerable oncle, and other Boston magmificos,
have of a truth done me the iexpressible honor to solicit

of my degraded, papistical oncle that she shall come—

that she shall of her o : -
customs of our race.” wn superior eye behold the' barbaric
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*’ “His toné ard manner were so peculiar that T. stepped .

quickly before-him; laid-my hands on his shoulders, and .,

*loocked down into his-face. But the. actial devil which I

mow for the first-time saw in his eye§ went out of them
“suddenly, and-he relapsed again in affected langqlshment“ )
“he said,.

“inyhis- chair, “I- shall be there, friend Pancho,

_with a_preposterous gasp. “I shall nerve my arm to lasso

“»the,bufﬁ‘and tumble him before her at her. feet. I shall-

;throw the (buck-juinp’ mustang at” the same sacred spot.

- 1" shall pluck for her ‘the buried chicken at full speed

_from the ground,-and present it-to her. You shall -see it,
" friend. Pancho- I shall be there” -+ = -7 ,

v

- He was as'good as his word. Wheri Don Pedro Aniador,

his.uricle, installed Miss-Mannersley, with_Spanish cour-
.tesy, on ‘a'raised Pplatform in the long valley where the

rodeo took place, the gallant Enrigtiez selected a bull.

. from “the :frightened” and’ galloping herd, and, -cleverly

isolating lum from the band, lassoed his hind legs, and -

threw him exactly before the platforrn where Miss Man-

:nersley was sseated. "It was. Enriquez who ‘caught the .

. unbroken mustang, sprang fiom-his own saddle to the

. bare back ofhis’ captive, and with the lasso-for a-bndle,”

“halted him_on"rigid haunches at Miss Mannersley’s feet.
It was'Enriquez who, in the sports that followed, leaned

* his saddle at full speed, caught up the chicken buried to_ .
its 'head” in the sand, without wringing its neck, and -

-tossed it unharmed and fluttering toward his mistress As
for her, she wore thé same look of animation’that I had

_-seen 'in her face at-our previous meeting, Although she ©
_did not bring .her.’sketchbook with Ker, as at 'the bill-.
fight, she did not shrink from the branding of the cattle, °

" which ook place_under her very eyes.

< - Yet I had nevér secr her and Enriquez ,ticn)ge’chei:; tiley’

“had 'never, "to my actual knowledge,” even exchanged
. words. And now, although.slie! was the guest of his uncle,

< his . duties seemed to keep, him in.the field, and apart

> from-her. -Nor, as far’as’ I could detect, did-either appar-

" “ently make any effort to have it-otherwise. “The peculiar

- circumstance seemed to attract no attention’ from anyone
-else -But for what I-alone knew—or ‘thought I knew—

- ~of . their" actual “relations, I-should have thought them

. ‘stiangers® ' ... e ’ ’

~ by

But.I felt cc;rtam‘*that ‘the fiesta which took place in
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the broad patio of Don Pedro’s casa would bring them
together. And later in the evening, as we were all sitting
on the veranda watching the dancing of the Mesican
women, whose whiteflounced sayas were monotonously
nsing and falling to the strains of two mclancholy harps,
Miss Mannersley rejoined us from the house. She sccmed
to be utterly absorbed and abstracted in the barbarie
dances, and scarcely moved as she Icaned over the railing
with her cheek resting on her hand. Suddenly she arose
with a liitle cry.

“What is it?"” asked two or three. .

“Nothing—only I have lost my fan.” She had risen,
and was looking abstractedly on the floor.

Half a dozen men jumped to their feet. “Let me feteh
it,’ they said.

“No, thank you. I think I know where it is, and will go
for it myself.” She was moving away.

But Don Pedro intcrposed with Spanish gravity. Such
a thing was not to be heard of in his casa. If the sciiorita
would not permit him—an old man—to go for it, it must
be brought by Enriquez, her cavalier of the day,

But Enriquez was not to be found. 1 gkmccc)i at Miss
Mannersley’s somewhat disturbed face, and begged hex
tolet me fetch it. I thought I saw a flush of relicf come
into her pale check as she said, in a lower voice, “On
the stone seat in the garden.”

I hurried away, Icaving Don Pedro still protesting. 1
knew the gardens, and the stone sat at an angle of the
wall, not a dozen yards from the casa. The moon shone
full upon 1t. There, indeed, lay the little grav-feathered
fan. But beside it, also, lay the crumpled black, gold-
embroidered riding-gauntlet that Enriquez had wom at
the rodeco.

I thrust it hurriedly into my pocket, and ran back. As
I passed through the gateway I asked a peon to send
Enriquez to me. The man stared. Did I not know that
Don Enriquez had ridden away two minutes ago?

When I reached the veranda, I handed the fan to Miss
Mannersley without a word. “Bueno,” $aid Don Pedro,
gravely; “it is as”well. There shall be no bones broken
over the getting of it, for Enriquez, I hear, has had to
return to the Encinal this very evening.”

Miss Mannersley retired early. I did not inform her of
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_my-discovery, hor did I seek in any way to penetrate her
" “secrét. There was no doubt that she and Enriquez had
been together, perhaps not for the first time; but what -
was the result of the intefview?.From the young girl's
demeanor and Ennquez’ hurried departure, I could only
- fear' the worst -for him. Had he been tempted into some
- furtherextravagance and been angrily rebuked, or had
“he avowed a-real passion concealed under his exaggerated
mask and been “deliberately rejected? I tossed uneasily
" half the night, following m my-dreams my poor friend’s
. hurrying hoofbeats,- and ever starting from my sleep at .
which T thought was the sound of galloping hoofs.
I rose early, and lounged into the patio; but others
- were there before me, and a small group of Don Pedro’s
family were ‘excitedly discussing something, and I fancied
they turned away awkwardly and. consciously as I ap-’
proached. There was. an air of indefinite uneasiness
everywhere. A-strange fear came over me with the chill
of the early morming air. Had- anything happened_to
Ennquez? T had always looked upon his extravagance as
part of his playful humor. Could it be possible that under
the.sting of rejection he had made his grotesque threat
of languishing effacement real? Surely Miss Mannersley
would know or suspect something, if it were the case. _
" 1 approached one of the Mexican women and aske? .
if the sefiorita had risen. The woman started, and looked
covertly round:before she replied Ihd not Don Pancho
krnow that Miss Mannersley and her maid had not slept
‘i’ their beds that night, but had’gone, none knew where?
. _For an mstant I.felt an appa%ling sense of my own
responsibility in this suddenly serious situation, and hur-
tied after the Tetreatmg family group. But.as I entered
the cormndor a vaqueré touched me on the shoulder. He ~
had evidently just dismounted, and was covered with the
dust of the road. He handed me a note written -in pencil
on a-leaf from Miss Mdnnersley’s sketchbook. It was in

Enriquez’ -hand, and his signature was followed by his
.most extravagant rubric. T,

v

Friend Pancho- When you.read this line you shall of a .
possibility think I am no more That is where you shall shp
up, my, little brother! T am much more—I am two times as
much, for I have marry Miss Boston At the Mission Church,”
~at-five of the moming, sharp! No cards shall be lefti I kiss



