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CHAPTER ONE

Just where the red track of the Los Gatos road
streams on and upward like the sinuous trail of a fiery rocket
until it is extinguished in the blue shadows of the Coast
Range, there is an embayed terrace near the summit, hedged
by dwarf firs. At every bendf the healaden road the eye
rested upon it wistfully; all along the flank of the mountain,
which seemed to pant and quiver in the olika air,
through rising dust, the slow creaking of dragging wheels,
the monotonous cry of tired springs, and the redfbeat of
plunging hoofs, it held out a promise of sheltered coolness
and green silences beyond. Sunburned and anxious faces
yearned toward it from the dizzy, swaying tops of stage
coaches, from lagging teams far below, from the blinding
white canvas cars of fimountain schoones,and from
scorching saddles that seemed to weigh down the
scrambling, sweating animals beneath. But it would seem
that the hope was vain, the promise illusive. When the
terrace was reached it appeared not only to have caught and
gathered all the heat of the valley below, but to have evolved
a fire of its own from some hidden cratide source
unknown. Nevertheless, instead of prostrating and
enervating man and beast, it was said to have induced the
wildest exaltation. The heated was filled and stifling with
resinous exhalations. The delirious spices of balm, bay,
spruce, juniper, yerba buena, wild syringa, and strange



aromatic herbs as yet unclassified, distilled and evaporated
in that mighty heat, and seemed to fire with @saommer
madness all who breathed their fumes. They stung, smarted,
stimulated, intoxicated. It was said that the most jaded and
foot-sore horses became furious and ungovernable under
their influence; wearied teamsters and muleteers, who had
exhausted theprofanity in the ascent, drank fresh draughts
of inspiration in this fiery air, extended their vocabulary, and
created new and startling forms of objurgation. It is recorded
that one bibulous stagliver exhausted description and
condensed its virtues ia single phrasdiGin and gingen

This felicitous epithet, flung out in a generous comparison
with his favorite drinkfirum and gumjclung to it ever after.

Such was the current comment on this vale of spices.
Like most human criticism it was hasty aswperficial. No
one yet had been known to have penetrated deeply its
mysterious recesses. It was still far below the summit and its
wayside inn. It had escaped the intruding foot of hunter and
prospector; and the inquisitive patrol of the county surveyor
had only skirted its boundary. It remained for Mr. Lance
Harriott to complete its exploration. His reasons for so doing
were simple. He had made the journey thither underneath the
stagecoach, and clinging to its axle. He had chosen this
hazardous mode @onveyance at night, as the coach crept
by his place of concealment in the wayside brush, to elude
the sheriff of Monterey County and his posse, who were after
him. He had not made himself known to his felow
passengers, as they already knew him as a @amdh
outlaw, and a desperado; he deemed it unwise to present
himself in his newer reputation of a man who had just slain
a brother gambler in a quarrel, and for whom a reward was
offered. He slipped from the axle as the stagach swirled
past the brushg branches of fir, and for an instant lay
unnoticed, a scarcely distinguishable mound of dust in the
broken furrows of the road. Then, more like a beast than a



man, he crept on his hands and knees into the steaming
underbrush. Here he lay still until te&atter of harness and
the sound of voices faded in the distance. Had he been
followed, it would have been difficult to detect in that inert
mass of rags any semblance to a known form or figure. A
hideous, reddish mask of dust and clay obliterated hes fac
his hands were shapeless stumps exaggerated in his trailing
sleeves. And when he rose, staggering like a drunken man,
and plunged wildly into the recesses of the wood, a cloud of
dust followed him, and pieces and patches of his frayed and
rotten garmerst clung to the impeding branches. Twice he
fell, but, maddened and upheld by the smarting spices and
stimulating aroma of the air, he kept on his course.

Gradually the heat became less oppressive; once,
when he stopped and leaned exhaustedly againstiagsapl
he fancied he saw the zephyr he could not yet feel in the
glittering and trembling of leaves in the distance before him.
Again the deep stillness was moved with a faint sighing
rustle, and he knew he must be nearing the edge of the
thicket. The spelbf silence thus broken was followed by a
fainter, more musical interruptionthe glassy tinkle of
water! A step further his foot trembled on the verge of a
slight ravine, still closely canopied by the interlacing boughs
overhead. A tiny stream that he coblve dammed with his
hand yet lingered in this parched red gash in the hillside and
trickled into a deep, irregular, wdike cavity, that again
overflowed and sent its slight surplus on. It had been the
luxurious retreat of many a spotted trout; it w@be the bath
of Lance Harriott. Without a momesthesitation, without
removing a single garment, he slipped cautiously into it, as
if fearful of losing a single drop. His head disappeared from
the level of the bank; the solitude was again unbroken. Only
two objects remained upon the edge of the ravihis
revolver and tobacco pouch.



A few minutes elapsed. A fearless biag alighted
on the bank and made a prospecting peck at the tobacco
pouch. It yielded in favor of a gopher, who endeavored to
draw it bward his hole, but in turn gave way to a red squirrel,
whose attention was divided, however, between the pouch
and the revolver, which he regarded with mischievous
fascination. Then there was a splash, a grunt, a sudden
dispersion of animated nature, ate head of Mr. Lance
Harriott appeared above the bank. It was a startling
transformation. Not only that he had, by this wholesale
process, washed himself and his lightrillo garments
entirely clean, but that he had, apparently by the same
operation, maally cleansedhimself and left every stain and
ugly blot of his late misdeeds and reputation in his bath. His
face, albeit scratched here and there, was rosy, round,
shining with irrepressible goeldumor and youthful levity.
His large blue eyes were intame in their innocent surprise
and thoughtlessness. Dripping yet with water, and panting,
he rested his elbows lazily on the bank, and became instantly
absorbed with a bdyg delight in the movements of the
gopher, who, after the first alarm, returned mausgly to
abduct the tobacco pouch. If any familiar had failed to detect
Lance Harriott in this hideous masquerade of dust and grime
and tatters, still less would any passing stranger have
recognized in this blonde faun the possible outcast and
murderer. Ad when with a swirl of his spattering sleeve he
drove back the gopher in a shower of spray and leaped to the
bank, he seemed to have accepted his felonious kudiog
as a mere picnicking bower.

A slight breeze was unmistakably permeating the
wood from the west. Looking in that direction, Lance
imagined that the shadow was less dark, and although the
undergrowth was denser, he struck off carelessly toward it.
As he went on, the wood became lighter and lighter;
branches, and presently leaves, were paiatgainst the



vivid blue of the sky. He knew he must be near the summit,
stopped, felt for his revolver, and then lightly put the few
remaining branches aside.

The full glare of the noonday sun at first blinded him.
When he could see more clearly, he founmhself on the
open western slope of the mountain, which in the Coast
Range was seldom wooded. The spiced thicket stretched
between him and the summit, and again between him and the
stage road that plunges from the terrace, like forked lightning
into the \alley below. He could command all the approaches
without being seen. Not that this seemed to occupy his
thoughts or cause him any anxiety. His first act was to
disencumber himself of his tattered coat; he then filled and
lighted his pipe, and stretched lseif full-length on the
open hillside, as if to bleach in the fierce sun. While smoking
he carelessly perused the fragment of a newspaper which had
enveloped his tobacco, and being struck with some amusing
paragraph, read it half aloud again to some in@gin
auditor, emphasizing its humor with an hilarious slap upon
his leg.

Possibly from the relaxation of fatigue and the bath,
which had become a vapor one as he alternately rolled and
dried himself in the baking grass, his eyes closed dreamily.
He was awa&ned by the sound of voices. They were distant;
they were vague; they approached no nearer. He rolled
himself to the verge of the first precipitous grassy descent.
There was another bank or plateau below him, and then a
confused depth of olive shadows, need here and there by
the spiked helmets of pines. There was no trace of habitation,
yet the voices were those of some monotonous occupation,
and Lance distinctly heard through them the click of
crockery and the ring of some household utensil. It appeared
to be the interjectional, half listless, half perfunctory,
domestic dialogue of an old man and a girl, of which the



words were unintelligible. Their voices indicated the
solitude of the mountain, but without sadness; they were
mysterious without being awaspiring. They might have
uttered the dreariest commonplaces, but, in their vast
isolation, they seemed musical and eloquent. Lance drew his
first sigh' they had suggested dinner.

Careless as his nature was, he was too cautious to risk
detection in broadlaylight. He contented himself for the
present with endeavoring to locate that particular part of the
depths from which the voices seemed to rise. It was more
difficult, however, to select some other way of penetrating it
than by the stage roatllheyde bound to have a fire or show
a light when i6s darko he reasoned, and, satisfied with that
reflection, lay down again. Presently he began to amuse
himself by tossing some silver coins in the air. Then his
attention was directed to a spur of the Coast Ravigeh
had been sharply silhouetted against the cloudless western
sky. Something intensely white, something so small that it
was scarcely larger than the silver coin in his hand, was
appearing in a slight cleft of the range.

While he looked it gadually filled and obliterated the
cleft. In another moment the whole serrated line of mountain
had disappeared. The dense, dazzling white, encompassing
host began to pour over and down every ravine and pass of
the coast. Lance recognized the -&mg and knew that
scarcely twenty miles away lay the oceasnd safety! The
drooping sun was now caught and hidden in its soft
embraces. A sudden chill breathed over the mountain. He
shivered, rose, and plunged again for very warmth into the
spiceladen thicket. Th heated balsamic air began to affect
him like a powerful sedative; his hunger was forgotten in the
languor of fatigue: he slumbered. When he awoke it was
dark. He groped his way through the thicket. A few stars
were shining directly above him, but beyoadd below,



everything was lost in the soft, white, fleecy veil of fog.
Whatever light or fire might have betokened human
habitation was hidden. To push on blindly would be
madness; he could only wait for morning. It suited the
outcasts lazy philosophy. Herept back again to his bed in
the hollow and slept. In that profound silence and shadow,
shut out from human association and sympathy by the
ghostly fog, what torturing visions conjured up by remorse
and fear should have pursued him? What spirit pasfedd
him, or slowly shaped itself out of the infinite blackness of
the wood? None. As he slipped gently into that blackness he
remembered with a slight regret, some biscuits that were
dropped from the coach by a careless luncklmmrsuming
passenger. Thapang over, he slept as sweetly, as
profoundly, as divinely, as a child.



CHAPTER TWO

He awoke with the aroma of the woods still steeping
his senses. His first instinct was that of all young animals: he
seized a few of the young, tender green leaves ofeHm
buena vine that crept over his mossy pillow and ate them,
being rewarded by a half berlike flavor that seemed to
soothe the cravings of his appetite. The languor of sleep
being still upon him, he lazily watched the quivering of a
sunbeam that wasaught in the canopying boughs above.
Then he dozed again. Hovering between sleeping and
waking, he became conscious of a slight movement among
the dead leaves on the bank beside the hollow in which he
lay. The movement appeared to be intelligent, anectid
toward his revolver, which glittered on the bank. Amused at
this evident return of his larcenious friend of the previous
day, he lay perfectly still. The movement and rustle
continued, and it now seemed long and undulating. Ll@ance
eyes suddenly beaee set; he was intensely, keenly awake.
It was not a snake, but the hand of a human arm, half hidden
in the moss, groping for the weapon. In that flash of
perception he saw that it was small, bare, and deeply
freckled. In an instant he grasped it firmlydarose to his
feet, dragging to his own level as he did so, the struggling
figure of a young girl.

fLeave me gal she said, more ashamed than
frightened.

Lance looked at her. She was scarcely more than
fifteen, slight and lithe, with a boyish flathessbwéast and
back. Her flushed face and bare throat were absolutely
peppered with minute brown freckles, like grains of spent
gunpowder. Her eyes, which were large and gray, presented
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the singular spectacle of being also frecklett least they
were shot throgh in pupil and cornea with tiny spots like
powdered allspice. Her hair was even more remarkable in its
tawny deerskin color, full of lighter shades, and bleached to
the faintest of blondes on the crown of her head, as if by the
action of the sun. She thaevidently outgrown her dress,
which was made for a smaller child, and the too brief skirt
disclosed a bare, freckled, and sandy desert of shapely limb,
for which the darned stockings were equally too scant. Lance
let his grasp slip from her thin wrist teer hand, and then
with a goodhumored gesture tossed it lightly back to her.

She did not retreat, but continued looking at him in a
half-surly embarrassment.

fil ain@ a bit frightened) she saidfilén not going to
run away dond you feard

fiGlad to hearit,0 said Lance, with unmistakable
satisfactionfibbut why did you go for my revolved?

She flushed again and was silent. Presently she began
to kick the earth at the roots of the tree, and said, as if
confidentially to her foot:

Al wanted to get hold of lhefore you did

AYou did? and why®

fiOh, you know whyo

Every tooth in Lano& head showed that he did,
perfectly. But he was discreetly silent.

11



Al didn& know what you were hiding there foshe
went on, still addressing the tregndp looking at him
sideways under her white lashékdidn& see your face.

This subtle compliment was the first suggestion of
her artful sex. It actually sent the blood into the careless
rascafs face, and for a moment confused him. He coughed.
fiSo you thought yail freeze on to that sighooter of mine
until you saw my handy

She nodded. Then she picked up a broken hazel
branch, fitted it into the small of her back, threw her tanned
bare arms over the ends of it, and expanded her chest and her
biceps at the same monteThis simple action was supposed
to convey an impression at once of ease and muscular force.

fiPerhaps yoill like to take it now) said Lance,
handing her the pistol.

fldve seen sbshooters before nowsaid the girl,
evading the proffered weapon ansl stuggestionfiDad has
one, and my brother had two derringers before he was half
as big as me.

She stopped to observe in her companion the effect
of this capacity of her family to bear arms. Lance only
regarded her amusedly. Presently she again spokptigbru

fiWhat made you eat that grass, just now?

fiGrassb echoed Lance.

fAiYes, ther&) pointing to the yerba buena.

Lance laughedil was hungry. Lookd he said, gayly

tossing some silver into the afiDo you think you could get
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me some breakfast for thand have enough left to buy
something for yourselt?

The girl eyed the money and the man with half
bashful curiosity.

Al reckon Dad might give ye suthing if he had a mind
ter, though ez a rule B&down on tramps ever since they run
off his chickens. Ye ngiht tryo

fiBut | wantyouto try. You can bring it to me hete.
The girl retreated a step, dropped her eyes, and, with
a smile that was a charming hesitation between bashfulness

and impudence, saifiSo youare hiding are ye®

fiThas just it. Your head level. | amp laughed
Lance unconcernedly.

AYur aind one @the McCarthy gang are ye®

Mr. Lance Harriott felt a momentary moral exaltation
in declaring truthfully that he was not one of a notorious
band of mountain freebooters known in the district unde
that name.

fiNor ye airit one of them chicken lifters that raided
Hendersots ranch? We dahgo much on that kindéattle
yero

fiNo,0 said Lance, cheerfully.

fiNor ye air@ that chap ez beat his wife unto death at
Santa Clara®

13



Lance honestly scorned ehimputation. Such
conjugal ill treatment as he had indulged in had not been
physical, and had been with other réewives.

There was a momest further hesitation on the part
of the girl. Then she said shortly:

AWell, then, | reckon you kin come along wineo

fWhere® asked Lance.

fiTo the ranchg she replied simply.

AiThen you wof bring me anything to eat here?

fWhat for? You kin get it down there.Lance
hesitatedfil tell you ités all rightp she continuedildl make
it all right with Dado

fiBut suppose | reckoréd rather stay herepersisted
Lance, with a perfect consciousness, however, of affectation

in his caution.

fiStay away them,said the girl coollyjionly as Dad
perempted this yer woods

APre-empted) suggested Lance.

fiPerempted opreempted, as you lik& continued
the girl scornfully fez hés got a holt on this yer woods, ye
might ez well see him down thar ez here. For hets liee
to come any minit. You can bet your life on that.

She must have read Lai@ssemusement in his ey,
for she again dropped her own with a frown of brusque

14



embarrassmenfiCome along, then;dih your man) said
Lance, gayly, extending his hand.

She would not accept it, eying it, however, furtively,
like a horse about to shfiHand me your pistol firsh,she
said.

He handed it to her with an assumption of gayety.
She received it on her part with unfeigned seriousness, and
threw it over her shoulder like a gun. This combined action
of the child and heroine, it is quite unnecessary to say,
afforded Lance utiluted joy.

fiYou go firstp she said.

Lance stepped promptly out, with a broad grin.
ALooks kinder as if | was a pfser, dord it?0 he suggested.

fiGo on, and dad fool,0 she replied.

The two fared onward through the wood. For one
moment he entertained the facetious idea of appearing to
rush frantically awayfjust to see what the girl would @o,
but abandoned ifité an even thing if she wouldrspot me
the first popo he reflectecadmiringly.

When they had reached the open hillside, Lance
stopped inquiringlyfiThis wayp she said, pointing toward
the summit, and in quite an opposite direction to the valley
where he had heard the voices, one of which he now
recognized as hers. Thekiged the thicket for a few
moments, and then turned sharply into a trail which began to
dip toward a ravine leading to the valley.

fwhy do you have to go all the way round®e
asked.
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fWedond,o the girl replied with emphasigtheres
a shorter cud

AWhered
AiThatts tellingp she answered shortly.

AWhats your name® asked Lance, after a steep
scramble and a drop into the ravine.

fiFlip.o

AWhatd

fiFlip.o

Al mean your first name your front name
fiFlip.o

fAFlip! Oh, short for Felipal

Alt ain@ Flipper it Flipd And she relapsed into
silence.

AYou doré ask me mine®suggested Lance.

She did not vouchsafe a reply.

AiThen you dod& want to know®

fiMaybe Dad will. You can lie tbim.o

This direct answer apparently sustained the

agreeable homicide for som@oments. He moved onward,
silently exuding admiration.
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fiOnly,0 added Flip, with a sudden cautidiyoudl
better agree with me.

The trail here turned again abruptly and reentered the
canon. Lance looked up, and noticed they were almost
directly beneath thkbay thicket and the plateau that towered
far above them. The trail here showed signs of clearing, and
the way was marked by felled trees and stumps of pines.

fWhat does your father do heceffe finally asked.
Flip remained silent, swinging the revolvearice repeated
his question.

fiBurns charcoal and makes diamondsaid Flip,
looking at him from the corners of her eyes.

fiMakes diamonds®echoed Lance.
Flip nodded her head.
fiMany of &m™ he continued carelessly.

fiLots. But thefre not bigd she returnedwith a
sidelong glance.

fiOh, theyre not big® said Lance gravely.

They had by this time reached a small staked
inclosure, whence the sudden fluttering and cackle of poultry
welcomed the return of the evident mistress of this sylvan
retreat. It was scagety imposing. Further on, a cooking stove
under a tree, a saddle and bridle, a few household
implements scattered about, indicated financho Like
most pioneer clearings, it was simply a disorganized raid
upon nature that had left behind a desolateddaltl strewn
with waste and decay. The fallen trees, the crushed thicket,
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the splintered limbs, the rudely teup soil, were made
hideous by their grotesque juxtaposition with the wrecked
fragments of civilization, in empty cans, broken bottles,
batterechats, soleless boots, frayed stockings,-offstags,

and the crowning absurdity of the twistette skeleton of a
hooped skirt hanging from a branch. The wildest defile, the
densest thicket, the most virgin solitude, was less dreary and
forlorn than ths first footprint of man. The only redeeming
feature of this prolonged bivouac was the cabin itself. Built
of the halfcylindrical strips of pine bark, and thatched with
the same material, it had a certain picturesque rusticity. But
this was an accident economy rather than taste, for which
Flip apologized by saying that the bark of the pine fias
good for charcoal.

Al reckon dad in the woods, she added, pausing
before the open door of the cabii®h, Dadb Her voice,
clear and high, seemed to fill the whole long canon, and
echoed from the green plateau above. The monotonous
strokes of an axe were suddenly intermitted, and somewhere
from the depths of the closet pines a voice answered
fiFlip.0 There was gause of a few moments, with some
muttering, stumbling, and crackling in the underbrush, and
then the appearance fidado

Had Lance first met him in the thicket, he would have
been puzzled to assign his race to Mongolian, Indian, or
Ethiopian origin. Petfnctory but incomplete washings of
his hands and face, after charcoal burning, had gradually
ground into his skin a grayish slgtencil pallor, grotesquely
relieved at the edges, where the washing had left off, with a
border of a darker color. He looketkd an overworked
Christy minstrel with the briefest of intervals between his
performances. There were black rims in the orbits of his
eyes, as if he gazed feebly out of unglazed spectacles, which
heightened his simian resemblance, already grotesquely
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exagyerated by what appeared to be repeated and spasmodic
experiments in dyeing his gray hair. Without the slightest
notice of Lance, he inflicted his protesting and querulous
presence entirely on his daughter.

AWell! whatts up now? Yer ye are calling me from
work an hour before noon. Dog my skin, ef | ever get fairly
limbered up afore & dDad!6anddh, Dadb 0

To Lancés intense satisfaction the girl received this
harangue with an air of supreme indifference, and when
fiDadd had relapsed into an unintelligihland, as it seemed
to Lance, a halfrightened muttering, she said codlly

AYed better drop that axe and scoot round gétten
this stranger some breakfast and some grub to take with him.
HeGs one of them San Francisco sports out here-fighihg
in thebranch. Hé got adrift from his party, has lost his rod
and fixins, and had to camp out last night in the Gin and
Ginger Woods

AThais just it; ifs allers suthin like thai,screamed
the old man, dashing his fist on his leg in a feeble, impotent
passon, but without looking at Lanc@Why in blazes do@
he go up to that there blamed hotel on the summit? Why in
thunded ' But here he caught his dauglitelarge, freckled
eyes full in his own. He blinked feebly, his voice fell into a
tone of whining entraty. iNow, look yer, Flip, ifs playing
it rather low down on the old man, this yer running @ o
tramps and desarted emigrants and-aakbre sailors and
forlorn widders and ravidlunatics, on this yer ranch. | put it
to you, Misterp he said abruptlyturning to Lance for the
first time, but as if he had already taken an active part in the
conversation fil put it as a gentleman yourself, and a-fair
minded sportibman, if this is the square thiny?
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Before Lance could reply, Flip had already begun.
AThats just it! Dye reckon, being a sporman and a A 1
feller, hes goirdto waltz down inter that hotel, rigged out ez
he is? [@ye reckon hés goirdto let his partners get the laugh
onter him? @ye reckon hé goirbto show his head outer
this yer ranchill he can do it square? Not much! @ong.
Dad, youre talking silly®d

The old man weakened. He feebly trailed his axe
between his legs to a stump and sat down, wiping his
forehead with his sleeve, and imparting to it the appearance
of a slate with a diicult sum partly rubbed out. He looked
despairingly at Lancéin course) he said, with a deep sigh,
fiyou naturally aid@ got any money. In course you left your
pocketbook, containing fifty dollars, under a stone, andcan
find it. In course) he conthued, as he observed Lance put
his hand to his pockefiyoubve only got a blank check on
Wells, Fargo & Cmpanyfor a hundred dollars, and y@l
like me to give you the differencé?

Amused as Lance evidently was at this, his absolute
admiration for Flip aborbed everything else. With his eyes
fixed upon the girl, he briefly assured the old man that he
would pay for everything he wanted. He did this with a
manner quite different from the careless, easy attitude he had
assumed toward Flip; at least the quidksd girl noticed it,
and wondered if he was angry. It was quite true that ever
since his eye had fallen upon another of his own sex, its
glance had been less frank and careless. Certain traits of
possible impatience, which might develop into rséaying,
were coming to the fore. Yet a word or a gesture of&lip
was sufficient to change that manner, and when, with the
fretful assistance of her father, she had prepared a somewhat
sketchy and primitive repast, he questioned the old man
about diamondnaking.The eye of Dad kindled.
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Al want ter know how ye knew | was making
diamonds) he asked, with a certain bashful pettishness not
unlike his daughtés.

fiHeard it in &riscop replied Lance, with glib
mendacity, glancing at the girl.

Al reckon theye gettid sort of skeert down
there them jewelerg) chuckled Dadfiyet ités in nater that
their figgers will have to come downddtonly a question of
the price of charcoal. | suppose they didell you how I
made the discovery?

Lance would have stopped the aldrs narrative by
saying that he knew the story, but he wished to see how far
Flip lent herself to her fathé delusion.

fiYe see, one night about two years ago | had adpit o
charcoal burning out there, and &hda had been a
smouldering and-amoking a&d ablazing for nigh unto a
month, somehow it didh charcoal worth a cent. And yet,
dog my skin, but the heabthat er pit was suthin hidyus and
frightful; ye couldr@ stand within a hundred yards of it, and
they could feel it on the stage road thregesover yon,
téother side the mountain. There was nights when me and
Flip had to take our blankets up the ravine and camp out all
night, and the back of this yer hut shriveled up like that
bacon. It was about as nigh on to hell as any sample ye kin
get rere. Now, mebbe you think | built that air fire? Mebbe
youdl allow the heat was just the @&l burning of that pit®

fiCertainlyp said Lance, trying to see Hip eyes,
which were resolutely averted.

AThets whar yodd be lyird That yar heat kem out
of the bowels of the yearthkem up like out of a chimbley

21



or a blast, and kep up that yar fire. And when she cools down
a month after, and | got to strip her, there was a hole in the
yearth, and a springbiling scaldirowater pouridout of it

ez big asyour waist. And right in the middle of it was this
yer0 He rose with the instinct of a skillfuhconteur and
whisked from under his bunk a chamois leather bag, which
he emptied on the table before them. It contained a small
fragment of native rock cryat, halffused upon a petrified

bit of pine. It was so glaringly truthful, so really what it
purported to be, that the most unscientific woodman or
pioneer would have understood it at a glance. Lance raised
his mirthful eyes to Flip.

filt was cooled suddint stunted by the watersaid
the girl, eagerly. She stopped, and as abruptly turned away
her eyes and her reddened face.

fiThats it, thats just itp continued the old man.
AThas Flip, thar, knows it; she @mo fool!o Lance did not
speak, but turned laard, unsympathizing look upon the old
man, and rose almost roughly. The old man clutched his
coat.fiThats it, ye see. The carb@just turning to dmens.
And stunted. And why?Cos the heat waénkep up long
enough. Mebbe yer think | stopped tharRat aird me.
Thads a pit out yar in the woods ez hez been burning six
months; it haid, in course, got the advantagestioe old
one, for its nafral heat. Butdm keeping that heat upive
got a hole where | kin watch it every four hours. When the
time comes, dn thar! Dorit you see? Th& me! thais
David Fairley thais the old man you betb

fiThatts sop said Lance, curtly.AiAnd now, Mr.
Fairley, if youdl hand me over a coat or jacket till | can get
past these fogs on the Monterey road, | @&eep you from
your diamond pit He threw down a handful of silver on the
table.
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ATherds a deerskin jacket yéisaid the old marfithat
one @ them vaqueros left for the price of a bottle of
whiskeyo

Al reckon it wouldd@ suit the stranges,said Flip,
duhbously producing a muetvorn, slashed, and braided
vaquerd@s jacket. But it did suit Lance, who found it warm,
and also had suddenly found a certain satisfaction in
opposing Flip. When he had put it on, and nodded coldly to
the old man, and carelessly tlpk-he walked to the door.

flf youde going to take the Monterey road, | can
show you a short cut to dtsaid Flip, with a certain kind of
shy civility.

The paternal Fairley groanedThats it; let the
chickens and the ranch go to thunder, as lonthess a
stranger to trapse round with; go on!

Lance would have made some savage reply, but Flip
interrupted AYou know yourself, Dad, @ a blind trail, and
as thatere constable that kem out here hunting French Pete,
couldni find it, and had to goound by the canon, like ez not
the stranger would lose his way, and have to come back!
This dangerous prospect silenced the old man, and Flip and
Lance stepped into the road together. They walked on for
some moments without speaking. Suddenly Lance turned
upon his companion.

fiYou did ni swallow all that rot about the diamond,
did youd he asked, crossly.

Flip ran a little ahead, as if to avoid a reply.

23



AiYou dord mean to say thét the sort of hog wash
the old man serves out to you reguladg®ntinued lance,
becoming more slangy in his ill temper.

fil dond know that its any consarn@yours what |
think,0replied Flip, hopping from boulder to boulder, as they
crossed the bed of a dry watercourse.

AANd | suppose yadire piloted round and drgussed
everytramp and deatleat yod/e met since you came heve,
continued Lance, with unmistakable ill humdHow many
have you helped over this road?

filtés a year since there was a Chinaman chased by
some Irishmen from the Crossing into the brush about yer,
and hewas too afeered to come out, and nigh most starved
to death in thar. | had to drag him out and start him on the
mountain, for you couldihget him back to the road. He was
the last one butouo

ADo you reckon iis the right thing for a girl like you
to run about with trash of this kind, and mix herself up with
all sorts of roughs and bad compangaid Lance.

Flip stopped shorfiLook! if youde goirbto talk like
Dad, @l go backo

The ridiculousness of such a resemblance struck him
more keenly than aooisciousness of his own ingratitude. He
hastened to assure Flip that he was joking. When he had
made his peace they fell into talk again, Lance becoming
unselfish enough to inquire into one or two facts concerning
her life which did not immediately affebim. Her mother
had died on the plains when she was a baby, and her brother
had run away from home at twelve. She fully expected to see
him again, and thought he might sometime stray into their
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canon.fiThat is why, then, you take so much stock in
trampso said Lance.

You expect to recogniz@m?0

fwell,0 replied Flip, gravely,fithere is suthing in
that, and theré suthing inthis: some @these chaps might
run across brother and do him a good turn for the sake of
meo

fiLike me, for instance¥suggested Lrzce.

fiLike you. Youd do him a good turn, wouldn
youd

fiYou betb said Lance, with a sudden emotion that
quite startled himfionly dor& you go to throwing yourself
round promiscuouslgHe was half conscious of an irritating
sense of jealousy, as he aedkf any of heprot g shad
ever returned.

fiNo,0 said Flip, ino one ever did. It showsshe
added with sublime simplicityjl had done®m good, and
they could get on alone. D@rit?0

filt does) responded Lance grimlyiHave you any
other friends thatome®

fOnly the Postmaster at the Crossing.
fiThe Postmasted?

AYes: hé&s reckonid®to marry me next year, ifdh
big enougho

AANd what do you reckor@asked Lance earnestly.
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Flip began a series of distortions with her shoulders,
ran on ahead, picked @pfew pebbles and threw them into
the wood, glanced back at Lance with swimming mottled
eyes, that seemed a piquant incarnation of everything
suggestive and tantalizing, and said:

AThats tellingo

They had by this time reached the spot where they
were to separateiLook,0 said Flip, pointing to a faint
deflection of their path, which seemed, however, to lose
itself in the underbrush a dozen yards awdlers your
trail. It gets plainer and broader the further you get on, but
you must use your eyes heamd get to know it well afore
you get into the fog. Goeldy.o

AGoodby.0 Lance took her hand and drew her beside
him. She was still redolent of the spices of the thicket, and
to the young mais excited fancy seemed at that moment to
personify the perfumena intoxication of her native woods.
Half laughingly, half earnestly, he tried to kiss her: she
struggled for some time strongly, but at the last moment
yielded, with a slight return and the exchange of a subtle fire
that thrilled him, and left him standjnconfused and
astounded as she ran away. He watched her lithe, rymph
like figure disappear in the checkered shadows of the wood,
and then he turned briskly down the Haiflden trail. His
eyesight was keen, he made good progress, and was soon
well on hisway toward the distant ridge.

But Flipé return had not been as rapid. When she
reached the wood she crept to its beetling verge, and looking
across the canon watched LaggcBgure as it vanished and
reappeared in the shadows and sinuosities of the ascent
When he reached the ridge the outlying fog crept across the
summit, caught him in its embrace, and wrapped him from
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her gaze. Flip sighed, raised herself, put her alternate foot on
a stump, and took a long pull at her 4mief stockings.
When she had pled down her skirt and endeavored once
more to renew the intimacy that had existed in previous years
between the edge of her petticoat and the top of her
stockings, she sighed again, and went home.
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CHAPTER THREE

For six months the sea fogs nodonously came and
went along the Monterey coast; for six months they
beleaguered the Coast Range with afternoon sorties of white
hosts that regularly swept over the mountain crest, and were
as regularly beaten back again by the leveled lances of the
morning sun. For six months that white veil which had once
hidden Lance Harriott in its folds returned without him. For
that amiable outlaw no longer needed disguise or hiding
place. The swift wave of pursuit that had dashed him on the
summit had fallen backnd the next day was broken and
scattered. Before the week had passed, a regular judicial
inquiry relieved his crime of premeditation, and showed it to
be a rude duel of two armed and equally desperate men.
From a secure vantage in a-seast town Lance eftlenged
a trial by his peers, and, as an already prejudged man
escaping from his executioners, obtained a change of venue.
Regular justice, seated by the calm Pacific, found the action
of an interior, irregular jury rash and hasty. Lance was
liberated orbail.

The Postmaster at Fislier Crossing had just
received the weekly mail and express from San Francisco,
and was engaged in examining it. It consisted of five letters
and two parcels. Of these, three of the letters and the two
parcels were directed tdijp-. It was not the first time during
the last six months that this extraordinary event had
occurred, and the curiosity of the Crossing was duly excited.
As Flip had never called personally for the letters or parcels,
but had sent one of her wild, irregucouts or henchmen to
bring them, and as she was seldom seen at the Crossing or
on the stage road, that curiosity was never satisfied. The
disappointment to the Postmastea man past the middle
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age partook of a sentimental nature. He looked at the
letters and parcels; he looked at his watch; it was yet early,
he could return by noon. He again examined the addresses;
they were in the same handwriting as the previous letters.
His mind was made up, he would deliver them himself. The
poetic, soulful side ofila mission was delicately indicated

by a pale blue necktie, a clean shirt, and a small package of
gingernuts, of which Flip was extravagantly fond.

The common road to Fairlé/ Ranch was by the
stage turnpike to a point below the Gin and Ginger Woods,
whee the prudent horseman usually left his beast and
followed the intersecting trail afoot. It was here that the
Postmaster suddenly observed on the edge of the wood the
figure of an elegantly dressed woman; she was walking
slowly, and apparently at her easae hand held her skirts
lightly gathered between her gloved fingers, the other slowly
swung a ridingwhip. Was it a picnic of some people from
Monterey or Santa Cruz? The spectacle was novel enough to
justify his coming nearer. Suddenly she withdrevo itite
wood; he lost sight of her; she was gone. He remembered,
however, that Flip was still to be seen, and as the steep trail
was beginning to tax all his energies, he was fain to hurry
forward. The sun was nearly vertical when he turned into the
canon, ad saw the bark roof of the cabin beyond. At almost
the same moment Flip appeared, flushed and panting, in the
road before him.

AYoubve got something for méshe said, pointing to
the parcel and letter. Completely taken by surprise, the
Postmaster mechanally yielded them up, and as instantly
regretted itfiTheydre paid foro continued Flip, observing his
hesitation.

AThats sop stammered the official of the Crossing,
seeing his last chance of knowing the contents of the parcel
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vanish;fbut | thought eatés a valooable package, maybe ye
might want to examine it to see that it was all right afore ye
receipted for i

Aldl risk it,0said Flip, coollyfiand if it airé right 1al
let ye knowo

As the girl seemed inclined to retire with her
property, the Bstmaster was driven to other conversation.
fiWe aird had the pleasure of seeing you down at the
Crossing for a month@Sundays) he began, with airy yet
pronounced gallantryiSome folks let on you was keepin
company with some feller like Bijah Brownné you were
getting a little too set up for the Crossimdhe individual
here mentioned being the county butcher, and supposed to
exhibit his hopeless affection for Flip by making a long and
useless divergence from his weekly route to enter the canon
for florders) Flip did not deem it necessary to refiiyhen
| allowed how ez you might have compamige continued;

Al reckon theré some city folks up at the summit. | saw a
mighty smart, fastin@le gal cavorting round. Hed no endl o
style and fancy fixiGs. Thats my kind, | tell you. | just
weaken on that sortdgal 0 he continued, in the firm belief
that he had awakened Hiipjealousy, as he glanced at her
well-worn homespun frock, and found her eyes suddenly
fixed on his own.

fiStrange | ai@ got to se her yetyshe replied coolly,
shouldering her parcel, and quite ignoring any sense of
obligation to him for his extrafficial act.

fiBut you might get to see her at the edge of the Gin

and Ginger Woods,he persisted feebly, in a last effort to
detain he fiif youdl take apasearthere with med
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FlipGs only response was to walk on toward the cabin,
whence, with a vague complimentary suggestiofidobp-
indin to pass the timedalayo with her father, the Postmaster
meekly followed.

The paternal Fairley,once convinced that his
daughtets new companion required no pecuniary or
material assistance from his hands, relaxed to the extent of
entering into a querulous confidence with him, during which
Flip took the opportunity of slipping away. As Fairley had
that infelicitous tendency of most weak natures, to
unconsciously exaggerate unimportant details in their talk,
the Postmaster presently became convinced that the butcher
was a constant and assiduous suitor ofégsliphe absurdity
of his sending parcels ardtters by post when he might
bring them himself did not strike the official. On the
contrary, he believed it to be a masterstroke of cunning.
Fired by jealousy and Flip indifference, hédeemed it his
dutyd "using that facile form of cowardly offensivess to
betray Flip.

Of which she was happily oblivious. Once away
from the cabin, she plunged into the woods, with the parcel
swung behind her like a knapsack. Leaving the trail, she
presently struck off in a straight line through cover and
underbrush withhe unerring instinct of an animal, climbing
hand over hand the steepest ascent, or fluttering like a bird
from branch to branch down the deepest declivity. She soon
reached that part of the trail where the susceptible
Postmaster had seen the fascinatimknown. Assuring
herself she was not followed, she crept through the thicket
until she reached a little waterfall and basin that had served
the fugitive Lance for a bath. The spot bore signs of later and
more frequent occupancy, and when Flip carefullgaeed
some bark and brushwood from a cavity in the rock and drew
forth various folded garments, it was evident she used it as a
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sylvan dressingoom. Here she opened the parcel; it
contained a small and delicate shaw! of yellow China crepe.
Flip instantly threw it over her shoulders and stepped
hurriedly toward the edge of the wood. Then she began to
pass backward and forward before the trunk of a tree. At first
nothing was visible on the tree, but a closer inspection
showed a large pane of ordinary windglass stuck in the
fork of the branches. It was placed at such a cunning angle
against the darkness of the forest opening that it made a soft
and mysterious mirror, not unlike a Claude Lorraine glass,
wherein not only the passing figure of the young gialsw
seen, but the dazzling green and gold of the hillside, and the
far-off silhouetted crests of the Coast Range.

But this was evidently only a prelude to a severer
rehearsal. When she returned to the waterfall she unearthed
from her stores a large pieceyalow soap and some yards
of rough cottorfisheetingd These she deposited beside the
basin and again crept to the edge of the wood to assure
herself that she was alone. Satisfied that no intruding foot
had invaded that virgin bower, she returned to la¢h land
began to undress. A slight wind followed her, and seemed to
whisper to the circumjacent trees. It appeared to waken her
sister naiads and nymphs, who, joining their leafy fingers,
softly drew around her a gently moving band of trembling
lights and shadows, of flecked sprays and inextricably
mingled branches, and involved her in a chaste sylvan
obscurity, veiled alike from pursuing god or stumbling
shepherd. Within these hallowed precincts was the musical
ripple of laughter and falling water, andtiates the glimpse
of a lithe briercaught limb, or a ray of sunlight trembling
over bright flanks, or the white austere outline of a childish
bosom.
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When she drew again the leafy curtain, and once
more stepped out of the wood, she was completely
transforme.

It was the figure that had appeared to the Postmaster;
the slight, erect, graceful form of a young woman modishly
attired. It was Flip, but Flip made taller by the lengthened
skirt and clinging habiliments of fashion. Flip freckled, but,
through the cuming of a relief of yellow color in her gown,
her piquant browsshot face and eyes brightened and
intensified until she seemed like a spicy odor made visible. |
cannot affirm that the judgment of Figomysteriousnodiste
was infallible, or that the tastf Mr. Lance Harriott, her
patron, was fastidious; enough that it was picturesque, and
perhaps not more glaring and extravagant than the color in
which Spring herself had once clothed the sere hillside
where Flip was now seated. The phantom mirror inre t
fork caught and held her with the sky, the green leaves, the
sunlight and all the graciousness of her surroundings, and the
wind gently tossed her hair and the gay ribbons of her gypsy
hat. Suddenly she started. Some remote sound in the trail
below, imudible to any ear less fine than hers, arrested her
breathing. She rose swiftly and darted into cover.

Ten minutes passed. The sun was declining; the
white fog was beginning to creep over the Coast Range.
From the edge of the wood Cinderella appeared,
disenchanted, and in her homespun garments. The clock had
struck the spell was past. As she disappeared down the trail
even the magic mirror, moved by the wind, slipped from the
treetop to the ground, and became a piece of common glass.
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CHAPTERFOUR

The events of the day had produced a remarkable
impression on the facial aspect of the charmathing
Fairley. Extraordinary processes of thought, indicated by
repeated rubbing of his forehead, had produced a high light
in the middle and a correspding deepening of shadow at
the sides, until it bore the appearance of a perfect sphere. It
was this forehead that confronted Flip reproachfully as
became a deceived comrade, menacingly as became an
outraged parent in the presence of a third party and
Postmaster.

fiFine doirds this, yer receividclandecent bundles
and letters, eldhe began. Flip sent one swift, withering look
of contempt at the Postmaster, who at once becoming
invertebrate and groveling, mumbled that he niigst ord
to the Crossing, @ahrose to go. But the old man, who had
counted on his presence for moral support, and was clearly
beginning to hate him for precipitating this scene with his
daughter, whom he feared, violently protested.

ASit down, cad ye? Dol you see yode a
witnes®0 he screamed hysterically.

It was a fatal suggestiofiWitness) repeated Flip,
scornfully.

AYes, a witness! He gave ye letters and bundles.
fWererd they directed to meéasked Flip.
AYesp said the Postmaster, hesitatingfin course,

yeso
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fiDo youlay claim to them@she said, turning to her
father.

fiNo,0 responded the old man.
fiDo youd sharply, to the Postmaster.
fiNo,0 he replied.

fiThenp said Flip, coollyfif you&e not claimibéem
for yourself, and you hear father say theydalms, | reckon
the less you have to say abgern the betteo.

fiThats suthi® in thatp said the old man,
shamelessly abandoning the Postmaster.

fiThen why do@ she say who seriem, and what
they are likej said the Postmastdiif thereds nothing in it®

AYesp echo@ Dad.fiFlip, why dor& you®

Without answering the direct question, Flip turned
upon her father.

fiMaybe you forget how you used to row and tear
round here because tramps and such like came to the ranch
for suthir§ and | gave it taem? Maybe yodl quit tearird
round and letting yourself be made a fool of now by that
man, just because one of those tramps gets up and sends us
some presents back in tum?

A Twasrét me, Flippsaid the old man, deprecatingly,
but glaring at the astonished Postmasfebwasrdé my
doind | allus said if you cast your bread on the waters it
would come back to you by return mail. The fact is, the

35



Govdment is getting too highanded! Somedihese bloated
officials had better climb down before next lecksben.

fiMaybep continued Hp to her father, without
looking at her discomfited visitorfiyed better find out
whether one of those officials comes up to this yer ranch to
steal away a gal about my own size, or to get points about
diamondmaking. | reckon he ddntravel round toihd out
who writes all the letters that go through the Post Ofiice.

The Postmaster had seemingly miscalculated the old
mards infirm temper, and the daughiskillful use of it. He
was unprepared for Fiip boldness and audacity, and when
he saw that batbarrels of the accusation had taken effect on
the charcoaburner, who was rising with epileptic rage, he
fairly turned and fled. The old man would have followed him
with objurgation beyond the door, but for the restraining
hand of Flip.

Baffled and bea&n, nevertheless Fate was not wholly
unkind to the retreating suitor. Near the Gin and Ginger
Woods he picked up a letter which had fallen from @8lip
packet. He recognized the writing, and did not scruple to
read it. It was not a love epistleat least, nbsuch a one as
he would have written it did not give the address nor the
name of the correspondent; but he read the following with
greedy eyes

fiPerhaps @ just as well that you danrig yourself
out for the benefit of those deheats at the Crossingr any
tramp that might hang round the ranch. Keep all your style
for me when | come. | céntell you when, &8 mighty
uncertain before the rainy season. Baom Icoming soon.
Dond go back on your promise about leftinp on the
tramps, and being atié more hightoned. And dodé you
give em so much. & true | sent you hdtsice | clean
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forgot all about the first; but wouldnd have given a ten
dollar hat to dracial expletivejvoman who had a sick baby
because | had an extra haid have letthat baby slide. |
forgot to ask whether the skirt is worn separately; | must see
that dressmaker sharp about it; but | think dlowant
something on besides a jacket and skirt; at least, it looks like
it up here. I dod think you could manage a pianovdothere
without the old man knowing it, and raiéinhe deuvil
generally. | promised youd let up on him. Mind you keep

all your promises to medh glad youwre gettiroon with the
six-shooter; tin cans are good at fifteen yards, but try it on
suthirdthat moves! | forgot to say that | am on the track of
your big brother. fis a three yea@®ld track, and he was in
Arizona. The friend who told me di@nexpatiate much on
what he did there, but | reckon they had a high old time. If
heds above the eartldl find him, you bet. The yerba buena
and the southern wood came all righthey smelt like you.
Say, Flip, do you remember thast the very last thing

that happened when you saigbodbydon the trail? Dod

let me ever find out that yéee let anybodylee kis® °

But here the virtuous indignation of the Postmaster
found vent in an oath. He threw the letter away. He retained
of it only two facts Flip hada brother who was missing;
she had a lover present in the flesh.

How much of the substance of this apcevious
letters Flip had confided to her father | cannot say. If she
suppressed anything it was probably that which affected
Lances secret alone, and it was doubtful how much of that
she herself knew. In her own affairs she was frank without
being commuicative, and never lost her shy obstinacy even
with her father. Governing the old man as completely as she
did, she appeared most embarrassed when she was most
dominant; she had her own way without lifting her voice or
her eyes; she seemed oppressetiaywaise hontevhen she

37



was most triumphant; she would end a discussion with a shy
murmur addressed to herself, or a single gesture of self
consciousness.

The disclosure of her strange relations with an
unknown man, and the exchange of presents and
confidenes, seemed to suddenly awake Fairley to a vague,
uneasy sense of some unfulfilled duties as a parent. The first
effect of this on his weak nature was a peevish antagonism
to the cause of it. He had long, fretful monologues on the
vanity of diamonemaking,if accompanied witliipestering
by finterlopersd on the wickedness of concealment and
conspiracy, and their effects on charebatning; on the
nurturing of spies anfladders in the family circle, and on
the seditiousness of dark and mysterious counrcighich a
gray-haired father was left out. It was true that a word or look
from Flip generally brought these monologues to an
inglorious and abrupt termination, but they were none the
less lugubrious as long as they lasted. In time they were
succeeded bwn affectation of contrite apology and self
depreciationfiDond go out @the way to ask the old man,
he would say, referring to the quantity of bacon to be
ordered;fités nafral a young gal should have her own
advisersd The state of the flodbarrel would also produce a
like selfabasement. fiunless yé&e already in
correspondence about more flour, ye might take the opinion
obthe first tramp ye meet ez to whether Santa Cruz Mills is
a good brand, but dénask the old n@o If Flip was in
conversation with the butcher, Fairley would obtrusively
retire with the hopéhe wasi intrudindon their secrets.

These phases of her fatberweakness were not
frequent enough to excite her alarm, but she could not help
noticing thegy were accompanied with a seriousness unusual
to him. He began to be tremulously watchful of her,
returning often from work at an earlier hour, and lingering
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by the cabin in the morning. He brought absurd and useless
presents for her, and presented themh &inervous anxiety,
poorly concealed by an assumption of careless, paternal
generosity.ASuthird | picked up at the Crosdiror ye to

dayp he would say, airily, and retire to watch the effect of a
pair of shoes two sizes too large, or a fur cap ineebper.

He would have hired a cheap parlor organ for her, but for the
apparently unexpected revelation that she cdulgay. He

had received the news of a clue to his kwgj son without
emotion, but lately he seemed to look upon it as a foregone
conclwsion, and one that necessarily solved the question of
companionship for Flipfiin course, when ydue got your

own flesh and blood with ye, ye dago foolindaround with
stranger® These autumnal blossoms of affection, | fear,
came too late for any effeupon Flip, precociously matured

by her fatheis indifference and selfishness. But she was
goodhumored, and, seeing him seriously concerned, gave
him more of her time, even visited him in the sacred
seclusion of thé@diamond pit)and listened with faoff eyes

to his fitful indictment of all things outside his grimy
laboratory. Much of this patient indifference came with a
capricious change in her own habits; she no longer indulged
in the rehearsal of dress, she packed away her most treasured
garments,and her leafy boudoir knew her no more. She
sometimes walked on the hillside, and often followed the
trail she had taken with Lance when she led him to the ranch.
She once or twice extended her walk to the spot where she
had parted from him, and as ofteante shyly away, her eyes
downcast and her face warm with color. Perhaps because
these experiences and some mysterious instinct of maturing
womanhood had left a story in her eyes, which her two
adorers, the Postmaster and the butcher, read with passion,
shebecame famous without knowing it. Extravagant stories
of her fascinations brought strangers into the valley. The
effect upon her father may be imagined. Lance could not
have desired a more effective guardian than he proved to be
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in this emergency. Thoseho had been told of this hidden
pearl were surprised to find it so jealously protected.
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CHAPTER FIVE

The long, parched summer had drawn to its dusty
close. Much of it was already blown abroad and dissipated
on trail and turnpike, or crackledlvarsh, unelastic fibres on
hillside and meadow. Some of it had disappeared in the
palpable smoke by day and fiery crests by night of burning
forests. The besieging fogs on the Coast Range daily thinned
their hosts, and at last vanished. The wind changau f
northwest to southwest. The salt breath of the sea was on the
summit. And then one day the staring, unchanged sky was
faintly touched with remote mysterious clouds, and grew
tremulous in expression. The next morning dawned upon a
newer face in the heaws, on changed woods, on altered
outlines, on vanished crests, on forgotten distances. It was
raining!

Four weeks of this change, with broken spaces of
sunlight and intense blue aerial islands, and then a storm set
in. All day the summit pines and redwaodbcked in the
blast. At times the onset of the rain seemed to be held back
by the fury of the gale, or was visibly seen in sharp waves on
the hillside. Unknown and concealed watercourses suddenly
overflowed the trails, pools became lakes and brooksstiver
Hidden from the storm, the sylvan silence of sheltered
valleys was broken by the impetuous rush of waters; even
the tiny streamlet that traversed Efipetreat in the Gin and
Ginger Woods became a cascade.

The storm drove Fairley from his couch eaifje

falling of a large tree across the trail, and the sudden
overflow of a small stream beside it, hastened his steps.
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But he was doomed to encounter what was to him a
more disagreeable objéeca human figure. By the
bedraggled drapery that flapped andtéued in the wind, by
the long, unkempt hair that hid the face and eyes, and by the
grotesquely misplaced bonnet, the old man recognized one
of his old trespassersan Indian squaw.

fiClear outéer that! Come, make tracks, will y@the
old man screamed; bbere the wind stopped his voice, and
drove him against a hazBush.

fiMe heap siclg answered the squaw, shivering
through her muddy shawl.

Aldl make ye a heap sicker if ye dibrvamose the
ranch¢ continued Fairley, advancing.

fiMe wantee Wangee giWangee girl give me heap
grubp said the squaw, without moving.

AYou bet your life) groaned the old man to himself.
Nevertheless an idea struck hiriiye aind brought no
presents, hev yé?he asked cautiouslyiYe aind got no
pooty things for poor Wangeairl?0 he continued
insinuatingly.

fiMe got heapcache nuts and berries, said the
squaw.

fOh, in course! in course! Thatjust itp screamed
Fairley;fiyoudve gotGemcachedonly two mile from yer, and
youdl go and getem for a half dollar, cash down.

fiMe bring Wangee girl toacheoreplied the Indian,
pointing to the woodfiHonest Injino
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Another bright idea struck Mr. Fairley; but it
required some elaboration. Hurrying the squaw with him
through the pelting rain, he reached the shelter of the corral.
Vainly the shivering aborigine drew her tightly bandaged
papoose closer to her square, flat breast, and looked
longingly toward the cabin; the old man backed her against
the palisade. Here he cautiously imparted his dark intentions
to employ her to keep atch and ward over the ranch, and
especially over its young mistressiclear out all the tramps
aeptirbyourself, and dl keep ye in grub and rumMany
and deliberate repetitions of this offer in various forms at last
seemed to affect the squaw; she remtidriolently, and
echoed the last wortum.0 fiNow,0 she added. The old man
hesitated; she was in possession of his secret; he groaned,
and, promising an immediate installment of liquor, led her to
the cabin.

The door was so securely fastened againsntpact
of the storm that some moments elapsed before the bar was
drawn, and the old man had become impatient and profane.
When it was partly opened by Flip he hastily slipped in,
dragging the squaw after him, and cast one single suspicious
glance around theude apartment which served as a sitting
room. Flip had apparently been writing. A small inkstand
was still on the board table, but her paper had evidently been
concealed before she allowed them to enter. The squaw
instantly squatted before the adobe teawarmed her
bundled baby, and left the ceremony of introduction to her
companion. Flip regarded the two with calm preoccupation
and indifference. The only thing that touched her interest
was the old squais draggled skirt and limp neckerchief.
They wereFlips own, long since abandoned and cast off in
the Gin and Ginger WoodBSecrets agaiowhined Fairley,
still eying Flip furtively. iiSecrets again, in coursen
course jiss so. Secrets that must be kep from the ole man.
Dark doirts by oné own fleshand blood. Go on! go on!
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Dond mind meo Flip did not reply. She had even lost the
interest in her old dress. Perhaps it had only touched some
note in unison with her revery.

fiCartt ye get the poor critter some whiskéyte
gueried, fretfullyfiYe used tde peart enuff befor@As Flip
turned to the corner to lift the demijohn, Fairley took
occasion to kick the squaw with his foot, and indicate by
extravagant pantomime that the bargain was not to be
alluded to before the girl. Flip poured out some whishey
tin cup, and, approaching the squaw, handed it tortiés.
like ez noto continued Fairley to his daughter, but looking
at the squawfihat shél be huntirdthe woods off and on,
and kinder looking after the last pit near Madronos yedl
give her grub and licker ez she likes. Wellyd hear, Flip?
Are ye mooniid agin with yer secrets? Wiatgone with
yed

If the child were dreaming, it was a delicious dream.
Her magnetic eyes were suffused by a strange light, as
though the eye itself had bl her full pulse showed itself
more in the rounding outline of her cheek than in any
deepening of color; indeed, if there was any heightening of
tint, it was in her freckles, which fairly glistened like tiny
spangles. Her eyes were downcast, her shalslaghtly
bent, but her voice was low and clear and thoughtful as ever.

fiOne @ the big pines above thigladrono pit has
blown over into the run;she saidfité choked up the water,
and is risinbfast. Like ez not @ pouridover into the pit
by thistime 0

The old man rose with a fretful crifAnd why in

blazes did@ you say so firs&?he screamed, catching up his
axe and rushing to the door.
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fiYe didnd give me a chanagsaid Flip, raising her
eyes for the first time. With an impatient imprecation,
Fairley darted by her and rushed into the wood. In an instant
she had shut the door and bolted it. In the same instant the
squaw arose, dashed the long hair not only from yes leut
from her head, tore away her shawl and blanket, and revealed
the square shoulders of Lance Harriott! Flip remained
leaning against the door; but the young man in rising
dropped the bandaged papoose, which rolled from his lap
into the fire. Flip, wih a cry, sprang toward it; but Lance
caught her by the waist with one arm, as with the other he
dragged the bundle from the flames.

fiDond be alarmed he said, gaylyfités onlyo °

AWhat? said Flip, trying to disengage herself.

fiMy coat and trousers.

Flip laughed, which encouraged Lance to another
attempt to kiss her. She evaded it by diving her head into his

waistcoat, and sayin@l herds fathero

fiBut hes gone to clear away that tresuggested
Lance.

One of Fligs significant silences followed.

AOh, | seed he laughediiThat was a plan to get him
away! Ahl0 She had released herself.

fWhy did you come like thafishe said, pointing to
his wig and blanket.

fiTo see if yodd know mej he responded.
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fiNo,0said Flip, dropping her eyeités to keep other
people from knowing you. Ydie hidirdbagino

Al amo returned Lancefibut0d he interruptedfités
only the same old thing.

fiBut you wrote from Monterey that it was all owr,
she persisted.

fiSo it would have beethe said gloomilyfibut for
some doglown here who is hunting up an old sceditspot
him yet, and 'He stopped suddenly, with such utter
abstraction of hatred in his fixed and glittering eyes that she
almost feared him. She laid her hand quite unconsciously on
his arm. He grasped it; hiade changed.

Al couldnd wait any longer to see you, Flip, so | came
here anyway) he went onfil thought to hang round and get
a chance to speak to you first, when | fell afoul of the old
man. He didd know me, and tumbled right in my little
game. Why, d you believe he wants to hire me for my grub
and liquor, to act as a sort of sentry over you and the ranch?
And here he related with great gusto the substance of his
interview. il reckon as h@& that suspicioughe concluded,
Alad better play it out novas Bre begun, only & mighty
hard | cait see you here before the fire in your fancy
toggery, Flip, but must dodge in and out of the wet
underbrush in these yer duds of yours that | picked up in the
old place in the Gin and Ginger Woauals.

fiThen you cara here just to see me&sked Flip.
Al did.o

fiFor only that®
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AONly thato

Flip dropped her eyes. Lance had got his other arm
around her waist, but her resisting little hand was still potent.

fiListend she said at last without looking up, but
apparently tikking to the intruding armiwhen Dad comes
Idl get him to send you to watch the diamond pit. IGiar;
ités warm, and

AWhatd

fAldl come, after a bit, and see you. Quit fodlrow.
If youd only have come here like yoursellike' like' a
white mano

fiThe old man interrupted Lance&jwould have just
passed me on to the summit. | codtdmave played the lost
fisherman on him at this time of year.

fiYe could have been stopped at the Crossing by high
water, you sillyp said the girl.Alt waso This granmatical
obscurity referred to the stageach.

AYes, but | might have been tracked to this cabin.
And look here, Flim) he said, suddenly straightening
himself, and lifting the gifs face to a level with his owiil
dond want you to lie any more for mi.ain@ right.0

AAll right. Ye needid go to the pit, then, and | w@n
comeo

AFlip!o

AANd herés Dad coming. Quick!
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Lance chose to put his own interpretation on this last
adjuration. The resisting little hand was now lying quite limp
on his shoulderHe drew her brown, bright face near his
own, felt her spiced breath on his lips, his cheeks, his hot
eyelids, his swimming eyes, kissed her, hurriedly replaced
his wig and blanket, and dropped beside the fire with the
tremulous laugh of youth and innocénst passion. Flip had
withdrawn to the window, and was looking out upon the
rocking pines.

fiHe dor@ seem to be comingsaid Lance, with a
half-shy laugh.

fiNo,0 responded Flip demurely, pressing her hot
oval cheek against the wet pandlsieckon | wagmistaken.
Youée surepshe added, looking resolutely another way, but
still trembling like a magnetic needle toward Lance, as he
moved slightly before the firéiyoude sureyoud like me to
come to you®

ASure, Flip®

AHush® said Flip, as this reassuring query of
reproachful astonishment appeared about to be emphasized
by a forward amatory dash of Lar@gsghhush! hés coming
this time, sure&

It was, indeed, Fairley, exceedingly wet, exceedingly
bedraggled, exceedingly spomgeut as to color, and
exceedingly profane. It appeared that there was, indeed, a
tree that had fallen in th@un,0 but that, far from diverting
the overflow into the pit, it had establish8idack wateQ
which had forced another outlet. All this mightveabeen
detected at once by any human intellect not distracted by
correspondence with strangers, and enfeebled by habitually
scorning the intellect of its own progenitor. This reckless
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selfishness had further only resulted in giviimgeumaticé

to that pogenitor, who now required the external
administration of opodeldoc to his limbs, and the internal
administration of whiskey. Having thus spoken, Mr. Fairley,
with great promptitude and infantine simplicity, at once
bared two legs of entirely different oot and mutely waited

for his daughter to rub them. If Flip did this all
unconsciously, and with the mechanical dexterity of
previous habit, it was because she did not quite understand
the savage eyes and impatient gestures of Lance in his
encompassing wignd blanket, and because it helped her to
voice her thought.

AYedl never be able to take yer watch at the diamond
pit to-night, Dadp she saidfiand Bve been reakind you
might set the squaw there instead. | can show her what to
doo

But to Flips momatary discomfiture, her father
promptly objectedfiMebbe bse got suthidelse for her to
do. Mebbe | may have my secrets, 'toeh® he said, with
dark significance, at the same time administering a
significant nudge to Lance, which kept up the younga@an
exasperationfiNo, shdl rest yer a bit just now.dl set her
to watchirdsuthirbelse, like as not, when | want heFElip
fell into one of her suggestive silences. Lance watched her
earnestly, mollified by a single furtive glance from her
significant ges; the rain dashed against the windows, and
occasionally spattered and hissed in the hearth of the broad
chimney, and Mr. David Fairley, somewhat assuaged by the
internal administration of whiskey, grew more loquacious.
The genius of incongruity and inesistency which generally
ruled his conduct came out with freshened vigor under the
gentle stimulation of spiritiOn an evening like thig,he
began, comfortably settling himself on the floor beside the
chimney,fiye might rig yerself out in them new duds and
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fancy fixinG that that Sacramento shrimp sent ye, and let
your own flesh and blood see ye. If tisatioo much to do for
your old dad, ye might do it to please that digger squaw as a
Christian acb Whether inthe hidden depths of the old n@an
consciousness there was a feeling of paternal vanity in
showing this wretched aborigine the value and importance
of the treasure she was about to guard, | cannot say. Flip
darted an interrogatory look at Lance, who noddegliet
assent, and she flew into the inner room. She did not linger
on the details of her toilet, but reappeared almost the next
moment in her new finery, buttoning the neck of her gown
as she entered the room, and chastely stopping at the window
to chaacteristically pull up her stocking. The peculiarity of
her situation increased her usual shyness; she played with the
black and gold beads of a handsome neckldcances last

gift’ as the merest child might; her unbuckled shoe gave the
squaw a natural oppminity of showing her admiration and
devotion by insisting upon buckling it, and gave Lance,
under that disguise, an opportunity of covertly kissing the
little foot and ankle in the shadow of the chimney; an event
which provoked slight hysterical symptoms Flip and
caused her to sit suddenly down in spite of the remonstrances
of her parentfiEf you carit quit gigglinband squirmidlike

an Injin baby yourself, y@ better get rid d@them duds) he
ejaculated with peevish scorn.

Yet, under this perfunctgrrebuke, his weak vanity
could not be hidden, and he enjoyed the evident admiration
of a creature, whom he believed to be ‘wilted and
degraded, all the more keenly because it did not make him
jealous. She could not take Flip from him. Rendered
garrulaus by liquor, he went to voice his contempt for those
who might attempt it. Taking advantage of his daughter
absence to resume her homely garments, he whispered
confidentially to Lance:
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fiYe see these yer fine dresses, ye might think is
presents. Baps Hip lets on they are. Baps she ddiknow
any better. But they afhpresents. Th&ye only samples®
dressmaking and jewelry that a vain, conceited shrimp of a
feller up in Sacramento sends down here to get customers
for. In course dm to pay foréem.In course he reckongnh
to do it. In course | calkilate to do it; but he ne@dry to
play &m off as presents. He talks sutho® coming down
here, sportidhisself off on Flip as a fancy buck! Not ez long
ez the old mais here, you bed'Thoroughly arried away by
his fancied wrongs, it was perhaps fortunate that he did not
observe the flashing eyes of Lance behind his lank and
lustreless wig; but seeing only the figure of Lance as he had
conjured him, he went oriiT has why | want you to hang
around her. Hang around her ontil my boyhim thats
cominbhome on a visit gets here, and | reckondieclear
out that yar Sacramento counjemper. Only let me get a
sight @him afore Flip does. Eh?@e hear? Dog my skin if
| dond believe the d * d InjinG drunko It was fortunate
that at that moment Flip reappeared, and, dropping on the
hearth between her father and the infuriated Lance, let her
hand slip in his with a warning pressure. The light touch
momentarily recalled him to himself and her, but nailun
the quickwitted girl had revealed to her, in one startled wave
of consciousness, the full extent of La@cenfirmity of
temper. With the instinct of awakened tenderness came a
sense of responsibility, and a vague premonition of danger.
The coy blossm of her heart was scarce unfolded before it
was chilled by approaching shadows. Fearful of, she knew
not what, she hesitated. Every moment of Lé&nstay was
imperiled by a single word that might spring from his
suppressed white lips; beyond and abowesiispicions his
sudden withdrawal might awaken in her fatedyreast, she
was dimly conscious of some mysterious terror without that
awaited him. She listened to the furious onslaught of the
wind upon the sycamores beside their cabin, and thought she
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head it there; she listened to the sharp fusillade of rain upon
roof and pane, and the turbulent roar and rush of leaping
mountain torrents at their very feet, and fancied it was there.
She suddenly sprang to the window, and, pressing her eyes
to the pane,aw through the misty turmoil of tossing boughs
and swaying branches the scintillating intermittent flames of
torches moving on the trail above, dawewit was there!

In an instant she was collected and cdibadp she
said, in her ordinary indifferentne,fitherds torches movin;
up toward the diamond pit. Likely&t tramps. dl take the
squaw and se@And before the old man could stagger to his
feet she had dragged Lance with her into the road.
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CHAPTER SIX

The wind charged down upon thestamming the
door at their backs, extinguishing the broad shaft of light that
had momentarily shot out into the darkness, and swept them
a dozen yards away. Gaining the lee of a madrono tree,
Lance opened his blanketed arms, enfolded the girl, and felt
her for one brief moment tremble and nestle in his bosom
like some frightened animafWell,0 he said, gaylyfiwhat
next?d Flip recovered herselfiYoude safe now anywhere
outside the house. But did you expect themight? Lance
shrugged his shoulderBWhy not?d fiHush returned the
girl; fitheyére coming this way

The four flickering, scattered lights presently
dropped into line. The trail had been found; they were
coming nearer. Flip breathed quickly; the spiced aroma of
her presence filled the blankas he drew her tightly beside
him. He had forgotten the storm that raged around them, the
mysterious foe that was approaching, until Flip caught his
sleeve with a slight laugliwhy, ités Kennedy and Bijalo!

fWho& Kennedy and Bijalizasked Lance, curtly.

fiKkennedys the Postmaster and Bifalthe Butchea
fiwhat do they want?continued Lance.

fiMe,0 said Flip, coyly.

AYou?0

AYes; lets run away
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Half leading, half dragging her friend, Flip made her
way with unerring woodcraft down the ravine. The sound of
voices and even the tumult of the storm became fainter, an
acrid smell of burning green wood smarted L&ndgps and
eyes; in the midst of the darkness beneath him gradually a
faint, gigantic nimbus like a lurid eye glowed and sank,
quivered and faded Wi the spent breath of the gale as it
penetrated their retredilhe pitp whispered Flipfité safe
on the other sideshe added, cautiously skirting the orbit of
the great eye, and leading him to a sheltered nest of bark and
sawdust. It was warm and @aus. Nevertheless, they both
deemed it necessary to enwrap themselves in the single
blanket. The eye beamed fitfully upon them, occasionally a
wave of lambent tremulousness passed across it; its
weirdness was an excuse for their drawing nearer each other
in playful terror.

AFlip.o
Awell?0
fWhat did the other two want? To see you, tho?

fiLikely,0 said Flip, without the least trace of
coquetryfiTheres been a lot of strangers yer, off andoon.

fiPerhaps yod like to go back and see thein?

fiDo you want me&o?0

Lancdgs reply was a kiss. Nevertheless he was
vaguely uneasyfiLooks a little as if | were running away,
dond it?0 he suggested.

fiNo,0 said Flip;fithey think yodre only a squaw; @

me theyre aftero Lance smarted a little at this infelicitous
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speech. A strange and irritating sensation had been creeping
over him it was his first experience of shame and remorse.
Al reckon BI go back and seehe said, rising abruptly.

Flip was silent. She was thinking. Believing that the
men were seeking her lgn she knew that their intention
would be directed from her companion when it was found
out he was no longer with her, and she dreaded to meet them
in his irritable presence.

fiGo,0 she saidfitell Dad something wrong in the
diamond pit, and sayrh watding it for him hered

AANd youd

fildl go there and wait for him. If he cérget rid of
them, and they follow him theredllcome back here and
meet you. Anyhow, dl manage to have Dad wait there a
spello

She took his hand and led him back by a déifer
path to the trail. He was surprised to find that the cabin, its
window glowing from the fire, was only a hundred yards
away. iiGo in the back way, by the shed. [@bgo in the
room, nor near the light, if you can. Dibalk inside, but
call or beckond Dad. Remembeyshe said, with a laugh,
fiyoudre keeping watch of me for him. Pull your hair down
on your eyes, s0.This operation, like most feminine
embellishments of the masculine toilet, was attended by a
kiss, and Flip, stepping back into the shageanished in the
storm.

Lancds first movements were inconsistent with his
assumed sex. He picked up his draggled skirt and drew a
bowieknife from his boot. From his bosom he took a
revolver, turning the chambers noiselessly as he felt the caps.
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He thencrept toward the cabin softly and gained the shed. It
was quite dark but for a pencil of light piercing a crack of
the rude, ilifitting door that opened on the sittitngom. A
single voice not unfamiliar to him, raised in hbfutal
triumph, greeted hisars. A name was mentioriethis own!

His angry hand was on the latch. One moment more and he
would have burst the door, but in that instant another name
was uttered a name that dropped his hand from the latch
and the blood from his cheeks. He staggered wback
passed his hand swiftly across his forehead, recovered
himself with a gesture of mingled rage and despair, and,
sinking on his knees beside the door, pressed his hot temples
against the crack.

fiDo | know Lance Harriot?said the voicefiDo |
know tre d d ruffian? Didr | hunt him a year ago into the
brush three miles from the Crossing? idme lose sight of
him the very day he turned up yer at this ranch, and got
smuggled over into Monterey? Ainit the same man as
killed Arkansaw Bob Bob Ridley the name he went by
in Sonora? And who was Bob Ridley, eh? Who? Why, you
d" d old fool, it was Bob Fairleéy YOUR SONb

The old mags voice rose querulous and indistinct.

fiWhat are ye talkid aboutd interrupted the first
speaker. | tell you | know. Look at these pictures. | found
¢em on his body. Look @&m. Pictures of you and your girl.
Préaps yod! deny them. Riaps yodl tell me | lie when |
tell you he told me he was your son; told me howdre
away from you; how you were livinsomewhere in the
mountains makidgold, or suthidelse, outer charcoal. He
told me who he was as a secret. He never let on he told it to
any one else. And when | found that the man who killed him,
Lance Harriott, hatheen hididhere, had been sendspies
all around to find out all about your son, had been fdolin
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you, and tryidto ruin your gal as he had killed your boy, |
knew thatheknew it tooo

ALIAR! O

The door fell in with a crash. There was the sudden
appaition of the demoniac face, still half hidden by the long
trailing black locks of hair that curled like Meddsaround
it. A cry of terror filled the room. Three of the men dashed
from the door and fled precipitately. The man who had
spoken sprang towattds rifle in the chimney corner. But the
movement was his last; a blinding flash and shattering report
interposed between him and his weapon. The impulse
carried him forward headlong into the fire, that hissed and
spluttered with his blood, and Lance Hattj with his
smoking pistol, strode past him to the door. Already far
down the trail there were hurried voices, the crack and
crackling of impending branches growing fainter and fainter
in the distance. Lance turned back to the solitary living
figure’ theold man.

Yet he might have been dead too, he sat so rigid and
motionless, his fixed eyes staring vacantly at the body on the
hearth. Before him on the table lay the cheap photographs,
one evidently of himself, taken in some remote epoch of
complexion, on@f a child which Lance recognized as Flip.

fAiTell mep said Lance hoarsely, laying his quivering
hand on the tabléwas Bob Ridley your so?

fiMy sonp echoed the old man in a strange-dér
voice, without turning his eyes from the corpsamy
son is' is' is thereb pointing to the dead mariHush!
Didnd he tell you so? Didih you hear him say it?
Dead dead shot shotb
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fiSilence! are you crazy, mamthterposed Lance,
tremblingly; fithat is not Bob Ridley, but a dog, a coward, a
liar, gone to his reckoning. Hear me! If your ssasBob
Ridley, | swear to God | never knew it, now oor’ then
Do you hear me? Tell me! Do you believe me? Speak! You
shall speald

He laid his hand almost macingly on the old man
shoulder. Fairley slowly raised his head. Lance fell back
with a groan of horror. The weak lips were wreathed with a
feeble imploring smile, but the eyes wherein the fretful,
peevish, suspicious spirit had dwelt were blank and
temantless; the flickering intellect that had lit them was
blown out and vanished.

Lance walked toward the door and remained
motionless for a moment, gazing into the night. When he
turned back again toward the fire his face was as colorless as
the dead mais on the hearth; the fire of passion was gone
from his beaten eyes; his step was hesitating and slow. He
went up to the table.

Al say, old mamghe said, with a strange smile and an
odd, premature suggestion of the infinite weariness of death
in his voice,fiyou wouldr@ mind giving me this, would
youdand he took up the picture of Flip. The old man nodded
repeatedlyfiThank youg said Lance. He went to the door,
paused a moment, and returné&oodby, old man) he
said, holding out his hand. Fairley tookwith a childish
smile.fiHed dead)said the old man softly, holding Lar@se
hand, but pointing to the hearfi¥esp said Lance, with the
faintest of smiles on the palest of fac@géou feel sorry for
any one thds dead, do@ youd Fairley nodded again
Lance looked at him with eyes as remote as his own, shook
his head, and turned away. When he reached the door he laid
his revolver carefully, and, indeed, somewhat ostentatiously,
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upon a chair. But when he stepped from the threshold he
stopped a momenhithe light of the open door to examine
the lock of a small derringer which he drew from his pocket.
He then shut the door carefully, and with the same slow,
hesitating step, felt his way into the night.

He had but one idea in his mind, to find some lonely
spot; some spot where the footsteps of man would never
penetrate, some spot that would yield him rest, sleep,
obliteration, forgetfulness, and, above all, whieeavould
be forgotten. He had seen such places; surely there were
many where bones were pickeg of dead men who had
faded from the earth and had left no other record. If he could
only keep his senses now he might find such a spot, but he
must be careful, for her little feet went everywhere, and she
must never see him again alive or dead. Andhénrhidst of
his thoughts, and the darkness, and the storm, he heard a
voice at his siddjLance, how long you have beén!

* * * * * * * *

Left to himself, the old man again fell into a vacant
contemplation of the dedubdy before him, until a stronger
blast swept down like an avalanche upon the cabin, burst
through the ilHfastened door and broken chimney, and,
dashing the ashes and living embers over the floor, filled the
room with blinding smoke and flame. Fairley eowith a
feeble cry, and then, as if acted upon by some dominant
memory, groped under the bed until he found his buckskin
bag and his precious crystal, and fled precipitately from the
room. Lifted by this second shock from his apathy, he
returned to the %ed idea of his life the discovery and
creation of the diamondand forgot all else. The feeble
grasp that his shaken intellect kept of the events of the night
relaxed, the disguised Lance, the story of his son, the murder,
slipped into nothingness; theremained only the one idea,
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his nightly watch by the diamond pit. The instinct of long
habit was stronger than the darkness or the onset of the
storm, and he kept his tottering way over stream and fallen
timber until he reached the spot. A sudden tremanedeo
shake the lambent flame that had lured him on. He thought
he heard the sound of voices; there were signs of recent
disturbance footprints in the sawdust! With a cry of rage
and suspicion, Fairley slipped into the pit and sprang toward
the nearest aming. To his frenzied fancy it had been
tampered with, his secret discovered, the fruit of his long
labors stolen from him that very night. With superhuman
strength he began to open the pit, scattering thechalfred

logs right and left, and giving vetd the suffocating gases
that rose from the now incandescent charcoal. At times the
fury of the gale would drive it back and hold it against the
sides of the pit, leaving the opening free; at times, following
the blind instinct of habit, the demented masuld fall upon

his face and bury his nose and mouth in the wet bark and
sawdust. At last, the paroxysm past, he sank back again into
his old apathetic attitude of watching, the attitude he had so
often kept beside his sylvan crucible. In this attitudeiand
silence he waited for the dawn.

It came with a hush in the storm; it came with blue
openings in the broken up and tumbled heavens; it came with
stars that glistened first, and then paled, and at last sank
drowning in those deep cerulean lakes; it camtl those
cerulean lakes broadening into vaster seas, whose shores
expanded at last into one illimitable ocean, cerulean no
more, but flecked with crimson and opal dyes; it came with
the lightly lifted misty curtain of the day, torn and rent on
crag and me-top, but always lifting, lifting. It came with the
sparkle of emerald in the grasses, and the flash of diamonds
in every spray, with a whisper in the awakening woods, and
voices in the traveled roads and trails.
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The sound of these voices stopped betioeepit, and
seemed to interrogate the old man. He came, and, putting his
finger on his lips, made a sign of caution. When three or four
men had descended he bade them follow him, saying,
weakly and disjointedly, but persistentijdly boy’ my son
Robert came homé came home at lasthere with
Flip" both of them come and seé!

He had reached a little niche or nest in the hillside,
and stopped, and suddenly drew aside a blanket. Beneath it,
side by side, lay Flip and Lance, dead, with their cold hands
clasped ireach othdis.

fiSuffocatedd said two or three, turning with horror
toward the broken up and still smouldering pit.

fAsleepb said the old mamAsleep! Bre seertem
lying that way when they were babies together. @il
me! Dorét say | dor@ know my avn flesh and blood! So! so!
So, my pretty ones!He stooped and kissed them. Then,
drawing the blanket over them gently, he rose and said
softly, iGood nightd
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Found at Bl az

The rain had only ceased with the gray streaks of
morning at Blazing Star, and the settlement awoke to a moral
sense of cleanliness, and the finding of forgotten knives, tin
cups, and smaller camp utensils, where the heavy showers
had washed away the debris and dust heaps before the cabin
doors. Indeedt was recorded in Blazing Star that a fortunate
early riser had once picked up on the highway a solid chunk
of gold quartz which the rain had freed from its incumbering
soil, and washed into immediate and glittering popularity.
Possibly this may have beéme reason why early risers in
that locality, during the rainy season, adopted a thoughtful
habit of body, and seldom lifted their eyes to the rifted or
india-ink washed skies above them.

fiCas® Beard had risen early that morning, but not
with a view to dscovery. A leak in his cabin roofquite
consistent with his careless, improvident habited roused
him at 4 A.M., with a floodedbunkd and wet blankets. The
chips from his wood pile refused to kindle a fire to dry his
bedclothes, and he had recourse tomare provident
neighboés to supply the deficiency. This was nearly
opposite. Mr. Cassius crossed the highway, and stopped
suddenly. Something glittered in the nearest red pool before
him. Gold, surely! But, wonderful to relate, not an irregular,
shapeles fragment of crude ore, fresh from Nafisre
crucible, but a bit of jewelé& handicraft in the form of a
plain gold ring. Looking at it more attentively, he saw that it
bore the inscriptiomiMay to Cass
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Like most of his fellow goleseekers, Cass was
superstitious.iiCassb His own name! He tried the ring. It
fitted his little finger closely. It was evidently a won@an
ring. He looked up and down the highway. No one was yet
stirring. Little pools of water in the red road were beginning
to glitter and growosy from the faiflushing east, but there
was no trace of the owner of the shining waif. He knew that
there was no woman in camp, and among his few comrades
in the settlement he remembered to have seen none wearing
an ornament like that. Again, the caumhence of the
inscription to his rather peculiar nickname would have been
a perennial source of playful comment in a camp that made
no allowance for sentimental memories. He slipped the
glittering little hoop into his pocket, and thoughtfully
returned to Is cabin.

Two hours later, when the long, straggling
procession, which every morning wended its way to Blazing
Star Gulch the seat of mining operations in the
settlement began to move, Cass saw fit to interrogate his
fellows.

AYe didnd none on ye happea trop anything round
yer last night® he asked, cautiously.

Al dropped a pocketbook containing government
bonds and some other securities, with between fifty and sixty
thousand dollars,responded Peter Drummond, carelessly;
fbut no matter, if any man wileturn a few autograph letters
from foreign potentates that happened to be ‘inoit no
value to anybody but the ownehe can keep the money.
Thars nothiromean about méhe concluded, languidly.

This statement, bearing every evidence of the

grossest medacity, was lightly passed over, and the men
walked on with the deepest gravity.
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fiBut hev you® Cass presently asked of another.

fil lost my pile to Jack Hamlin at drapoker, over at
Wingdam last nighg returned the other, pensivelfhut |
dond calkilate to find it lying round loose.

Forced at last by this kind of irony into more detailed
explanation, Cass confided to them his discovery, and
produced his treasure. The result was a dozen vague
surmise$s only one of which seemed to be popular, &nd
suit the dyspeptic despondency of the pardydespondency
born of hastily masticated fried pork and flapjacks. The ring
was believed to have been dropped by some paésiag
agend laden with guilty spoil.

AEf | was youp said Drummond gloomily,fil
wouldné flourish that yer ring around much afore folléel
seen better men nor you strung up a tre&/igylantesfor
having even less than that in their possesgion.

AANd | wouldré say much about bedmipsod ' d
early this morning) added an even mor@essimistic
comradefit might look bad before a juny.

With this the men sadly dispersed, leaving the
innocent Cass with the ring in his hand, and a general
impression on his mind that he was already an object of
suspicion to his comradesan impression,tiis hardly
necessary to say, they fully intended should be left to rankle
in his guileless bosom.

Notwithstanding Cas first hopeful superstition, the
ring did not seem to bring him nor the camp any luck. Daily
the ficlean up brought the same scant rewsarto their
labors, and deepened the sardonic gravity of Blazing Star.
But, if Cass found no material result from his treasure, it
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stimulated his lazy imagination, and, albeit a dangerous and
seductive stimulant, at least lifted him out of the monotonous
grooves of his haltareless, halslovenly, but always self
contented camp life. Heeding the wise caution of his
comrades, he took the habit of wearing the ring only at night.
Wrapped in his blanket, he stealthily slipped the golden
circlet over his littlefinger, and, as he averrda@lept all the
better for itd Whether it ever evoked any warmer dream or
vision during those calm, cold, virgiike spring nights,
when even the moon and the greater planets retreated into
the icy blue, stedike firmament,l cannot say. Enough that
this superstition began to be colored a little by fancy, and his
fatalism somewhat mitigated by hope. Dreams of this kind
did not tend to promote his efficiency in the communistic
labors of the camp, and brought him a gsdlation that,
however gratifying at first, soon debarred him the benefits of
that hard practical wisdom which underlaid the grumbling of
his fellow-workers.

flén doggoned) said one commentatdief | dor
believe that Cass is looney over that yer ring hadoWears
it on a string under his shit.

Meantime, the seasons did not wait the discovery of
the secret. The red pools in Blazing Star highway were soon
dried up in the fervent June sun and riotous night winds of
those altitudes. The ephemeral grassed trad quickly
supplanted these pools and the chocetatered mud, were
as quickly parched and withered. The footprints of spring
became vague and indefinite, and were finally lost in the
impalpable dust of the summer highway.

In one of his long, aimlesexcursions, Cass had
penetrated a thick undergrowth of buckeye and hazel, and
found himself quite unexpectedly upon the high road to Red
Chiefts Crossing. Cass knew by the lurid cloud of dust that
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hid the distance, that the up coach had passed. He had
already reached that stage of superstition when the most
trivial occurrence seemed to point in some way to an
elucidation of the mystery of his treasure. His eyes had
mechanically fallen to the ground again, as if he half
expected to find in some other waihant or corroboration

of his imaginings. Thus abstracted, the figure of a young girl
on horseback, in the road directly before the bushes he
emerged from, appeared to have sprung directly from the
ground.

AOh, come here, please do; quitk!
Cass stared, drthen moved hesitatingly toward her.

fil heard some one coming through the bushes, and |
waitedp she went omfiCome quick. s something too awful
for anythingd

In spite of this appalling introduction, Cass could not
but notice that the voice, althoublarried and excited, was
by no means agitated or frightened; that the eyes which
looked into his sparkled with a certain kind of pleased
curiosity.

filt was just her@she went on vivaciouslyjust here
that | went into the bush and cut a switch for my
mae andp 'leading him along at a brisk trot by her
side fijust here, look, see! this is what | fouad.

It was scarcely thirty feet from the road. The only
object that met Caséye was a mdn stiff, tall hat, lying
emptily and vacantly in the grass. It wasw, shiny, and of
modish shape. But it was so incongruous, so perkily smart,
and yet so feeble and helpless lying there, so ghastly
ludicrous in its very appropriateness and incapacity to adjust
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itself to the surrounding landscape, that it affected hith wi
something more than a sense of its grotesqueness, and he
could only stare at it blankly.

fiBut youdre not looking the right wagthe girl went
on sharplyfilook thereb

Cass followed the direction of her whip. At last, what
might have seemed a coat tiwo carelessly on the ground
met his eye, but presently he became aware of a white, rigid,
aimlesslyclinched hand protruding from the flaccid sleeve;
mingled with it in some absurd way and half hidden by the
grass, lay what might have been a pair of-offstrousers
but for two rigid boots that pointed in opposite angles to the
sky. It was a dead man! So palpably dead that life seemed to
have taken flight from his very clothes. So impotent, feeble,
and degraded by them that the naked subject of a digpectin
table would have been less insulting to humanity. The head
had fallen back, and was partly hidden in a gopher burrow,
but the white, upturned face and closed eyes had less of
helpless death in them than those wretched enwrappings.
Indeed, one limp handhat lay across the swollen abdomen
lent itself to the grotesquely hideous suggestion of a
gentleman sleeping off the excesses of a hearty dinner.

AAING he horrid® continued the girl;fbut what
killed him?

Struggling between a certain fascination atghks
cold-blooded curiosity and horror of the murdered man, Cass
hesitatingly lifted the helpless head. A bluish hole above the
right temple, and a few brown pailite spots on the
forehead, shirt collar, and matted hair, proved the only
record.
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AiTurn im over agaim said the girl, impatiently, as
Cass was about to relinquish his burdiéiaybe youil find
another wouna.

But Cass was dimly remembering certain formalities
that in older civilizations attend the discovery of dead
bodies, and postponed eepent inquest.

fiPerhaps yofll better ride on, Miss, afore you get
summoned as a witnesdll lgive warning at Red Chié$
Crossing, and send the coroner down liere.

fiLet me go with youg she said, earnestl§it would
be such fun. | daih mind being a witess. OQ she added,
without heeding Cas ook of astonishmenfjldl wait here
till you come baclo

fiBut you see, Miss, it wouldhseem righd "began
Cass.

fiBut | found him first) interrupted the girl, with a
pout.

Staggered by this preemptive riglsacred to all
miners, Cass stopped.

fiwho is the coronetshe asked.
fiJoe Hornsby

fiThe tall, lame man, who was half eaten by a
grizzly

nYeso
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fiwell, look now! @l ride on and bring him back in
half an hour. There!

fBut, Miss 10

fOh, dor@ mind me | never saw anything of this
kind before, and | want to seeait.0

ADo you know Hornsby®asked Cass, unconsciously
a trifle irritated.

fiNo, but BI bring him.0 She wheeled her horse into
the road.

In the presence of this living energy Cass quitedbrg
the helpless deadiHave you been long in these parts,
Miss™ he asked.

fAbout two weeks) she answered, shortlfiGood
by, just now. Look around for the pistol or anything else you
can find, although have been over the whole ground twice
alreadyo

A little puff of dust as the horse sprang into the road,
a muffled shuffle, struggle, then the regular beat of hoofs,
and she was gone.

After five minutes had passed, Cass regretted that he
had not accompanied her: waiting in such a spot was an
irksome taskNot that there was anything in the scene itself
to awaken gloomy imaginings; the bright, truthful
Californian sunshine scoffed at any illusion of creeping
shadows or waving branches. Once, in the rising wind, the
empty hat rolled over but only in a ludicous, drunken way.

A search for any further sign or token had proved futile, and
Cass grew impatient. He began to hate himself for having
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stayed; he would have fled but for shame. Nor was his-good
humor restored when at the close of a weary half hour two
gdloping figures emerged from the dusty horizoHornsby

and the young girl.

His vague annoyance increased as he fancied that
both seemed to ignore him, the coroner barely
acknowledging his presence with a nod. Assisted by the
young girl, whose energy and thosiasm evidently
delighted him, Hornsby raised the body for a more careful
examination. The dead man pockets were carefully
searched. A few coins, a silver pencil, knife, and tobacco
box were all they found. It gave no clew to his identity.
Suddenly tle young girl, who had, with unabashed curiosity,
knelt beside the exploring official hands of the Red Chief,
uttered a cry of gratification.

fiHere®s something! It dropped from the bosom of his
shirt on the ground. Look!

She was holding in the air, betwelar thumb and
forefinger, a folded bit of welvorn newspaper. Her eyes
sparkled.

fiShall | open it® she asked.

AYeso

fltés a little ringd she said; Alooks like an
engagement ring. Something is written on it. Lodkay to
Cassd 0

Cass darted forwardiltés minep he stammered,
fimine! | dropped it. [is nothing nothingphe went on, after

a pause, embarrassed and blushing, as the girl and her
companion both stared at hinfia mere trifle. dl take ito
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But the coroner opposed his outstretched haKNdt
muchg he said, significantly.

fiBut ités mingd continued Cass, indignation taking
the place of shame at his discovered seétdbund it six
months ago in the road. Ipicked it upo

AWith your name already written on it! How handy!
said the coroner, grily.

Altés an old story) said Cass, blushing again under
the half mischievous, half searching eyes of the gl
Blazing Star knows | found d.

fiThen ydll have no difficulty in provid it,0 said
Hornsby, coollyiiJust now, howevewedve found itand we
propose to keep it for the inquest.

Cass shrugged his shoulders. Further altercation
would have only heightened his ludicrous situation in the
girls eyes. He turned away, leaving his treasure in the
coronets hands.

The inquest, a day or two latevas prompt and final.
No clew to the dead mésidentity; no evidence sufficiently
strong to prove murder or suicide; no trace of any kind,
inculpating any party, known or unknown, were found. But
much publicity and interest were given to the proceediygs
the presence of the principal witness, a handsomefigol.
the pluck, persistency, and intellect of Miss Pootsajd the
fiRed Chief Recordey, fiTuolumne County owes the
recovery of the body.

No one who was present at the inquest failed to be

charmed with the appearance and conduct of this beautiful
young lady.
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fiMiss Porter has but lately arrived in this district, in
which, it is hoped, she will become an honored resident, and
continue to set an example to all lackadaisical and
sentimental mendys of the saalled Gsterner sex. d\fter
this universally recognized allusion to Cass Beard, the
fiRecorded returned to its recordfiSome interest was
excited by what appeared to be a clew to the mystery in the
discovery of a small gold engagement ring the body.
Evidence was afterward offered to show it was the property
of a Mr. Cass Beard of Blazing Star, who appeared upon the
scene after the discovery of the corpse by Miss Porter. He
alleged he had dropped it in lifting the unfortunate remains
of thedeceased. Much amusement was created in court by
the sentimental confusion of the claimant, and a certain
partisan spirit shown by his felleminers of Blazing Star. It
appearing, however, by the admission of this sighing
Strephon of the Foot Hills, thdie had himself found this
pledge of affection lying in the highway six months
previous, the coroner wisely placed it in the dedeping of
the county court until the appearance of the rightful owner.

Thus on the 13th of September, 18the treasure
found at Blazing Star passed out of the hands of its finder.

* * * * * * * *

Autumn brought an abrupt explanation of the
mystery. Kanaka Joe had been arrested for ksiesding,
but had with noble candor confessed to therfioffense of
manslaughter. That swift and sure justice which overtook the
horsestealer in these altitudes was stayed a moment and
hesitated, for the victim was clearly the mysterious
unknown. Curiosity got the better of an extempore judge and

jury.
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filt was a fair fighth said the accused, not without
some human vanity, feeling that the camp hung upon his
words, fiand was settled by the man az was peartest and
liveliest with his weapon. We had a sort of unpleasantness
over at Lagrange the night afore, alafgur both hevida
monotony of four aces. We had a clinch and a stamp around,
and when we was separated it was only a question of
shootird on sight. He left Lagrange at sun up the next
morning, and | struck across a bittackeye and underbrush
and cane upon him, accidental like, on the Red Chief Road.
| drawed when | sighted him, and called out. He slipped from
his mare and covered himself with her flanks, reaching for
his holster, but she rared and backed down on him across the
road and into the grassvhere | got in another shot and
fetched hino

AANd you stole his maré@auggested the Judge.
Al got awayo said the gambler, simply.

Further questioning only elicited the fact that Joe did
not know the name or condition of his victim. He was a
strangelin Lagrange.

It was a breezy afternoon, with some turbulency in
the camp, and much windy discussion over this unwonted
delay of justice. The suggestion that Joe should be first
hanged for horse stealing and then tried for murder was
angrily discussed, bunilder counsels were offeredthat
the fact of the killing should be admitted only as proof of the
theft. A large party from Red Chief had come over to assist
in judgment, among them the coroner.

Cass Beard had avoided these proceedings, which

only recalledan unpleasant experience, and was wandering
with pick, pan, and wallet far from the camp. These
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accoutrements, as | have before intimated, justified any form
of aimless idleness under the equally aimless title of
fprospectingd He had at the end of thréeurdrelaxation
reached the highway to Red Chief, half hidden by blinding
clouds of dust torn from the crumbling red road at every gust
which swept down the mountain side. The spot had a
familiar aspect to Cass, although some freshlg holes
near the \ayside, with scattered earth beside them, showed
the presence of a recent prospector. He was struggling with
his memory, when the dust was suddenly dispersed and he
found himself again at the scene of the murder. He started:
he had not put foot on the roathce the inquest. There
lacked only the helpless dead man and the contrasting figure
of the alert young woman to restore the picture. The body
was gone, it was true, but as he turned he beheld Miss Porter,
at a few paces distant, sitting her horse aggetie and
observant as on the first morning they had met. A
superstitious thrill passed over him and awoke his old
antagonism.

She nodded to him slightlyi came here to refresh
my memoryp she saidfias Mr. Hornsby thought | might be
asked to give my egence again at Blazing Star.

Cass carelessly struck an aimless blow with his pick
against the sod and did not reply.

AANd you she queried.

Al stumbled upon the place just now while
prospecting, or | shouldnbe hered

fiThen it wasyoumade these holés
fiNo,0said Cass, with Htoncealed disgusiNobody

but a stranger would go foobnound such a spat.
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He stopped, as the rude significance of his speech
struck him, and added surliljil mean no one would dig
hereo

The girl laughed and showed a setvery white teeth
in her square jaw. Cass averted his face.

fiDo you mean to say that every miner da@eknow
that itts lucky to dig wherever human blood has been spilt?

Cass felt a return of his superstition, but he did not
look up.fil never heard it &forep he said, severely.

fANd you call yourself a California miney?
Al do.o

It was impossible for Miss Porter to misunderstand
his curt speech and unsocial manner. She stared at him and
colored slightly. Lifting her reins lightly, she saifiYou
certainly do not seem like most of the miners | havednet.

fiNor you like any girl from the East | ever niehe
responded.

fiWhat do you meamsshe asked, checking her horse.

fiWhat | say) he answered, doggedly. Reasonable as
this reply was, it immediately struck him that it was scarcely
dignified or manly. But before he could explain himself Miss
Porter was gone.

He met her again that very evening. The trial had
been summarily suspendedttne appearance of the Sheriff
of Calaveras and hiposse who took Joe from that self
constituted tribunal of Blazing Star and set his face
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southward and toward authoritative although more cautious
justice. But not before the evidence of the previousestu
had been read, and the incident of the ring again delivered to
the public. It is said the prisoner burst into an incredulous
laugh and asked to see this mysterious waif. It was handed
to him. Standing in the very shadow of the gallows
tree which mighthave been one of the pines that sheltered
the billiard room in which the Vigilance Committee held
their conclavé the prisoner gave way to a burst of
merriment, so genuine and honest that the judge and jury
joined in automatic sympathy. When silence watores an
explanation was asked by the Judge. But there was no
response from the prisoner except a subdued chuckle.

ADid this ring belong to youwasked the Judge,
severely, the jury and spectators craning their ears forward
with an expectant smile alreadyn their faces. But the
prisonefs eyes only sparkled maliciously as he looked
around the court.

fAiTell us, Jod) said a sympathetic and laughter
loving juror, under his breatfiLet it out and wél make it
easy for yow

fiPrisoner) said the Judge, with eeturn of official
dignity, iremember that your life is in peril. Do you refuge?

Joe lazily laid his arm on the back of his chair with
(to quote the words of an animated observihe air of
having a Christian hope and a sequence flush in his dand,
andsaid:fiWell, as | reckondn not up yer for stealéa ring
that another man lets on to have found, and as fur as | kin
see, hez nothato do with the case, | doAnd as it was here
that the Sheriff of Calaveras made a precipitate entry into the
room, he mystery remained unsolved.
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The effect of this freshlymportant ridicule on the
sensitive mind of Cass might have been foretold by Blazing
Star had it ever taken that sensitiveness into consideration.
He had lost the goedumor and easy pliability whichad
tempted him to frankness, and he had gradually become
bitter and hard. He had at first affected amusement over his
own vanished day dreamhiding his virgin disappointment
in his own breast; but when he began to turn upon his
feelings he turned upondcomrades also. Cass was for a
while unpopular. There is no ingratitude so revolting to the
human mind as that of the butt who refuses to be one any
longer. The man who rejects that immunity which laughter
generally casts upon him and demands to be sdyiou
considered deserves no mercy.

It was under these hard conditions that Cass Beard,
convicted of overt sentimentalism, aggravated by
inconsistency, stepped into the Red Chief coach that
evening. It was his habit usually to ride with the driver, but
the pesence of Hornsby and Miss Porter on the box seat
changed his intention. Yet he had the satisfaction of seeing
that neither had noticed him, and as there was no other
passenger inside, he stretched himself on the cushion of the
back seat and gave way tooady reflections. He quite
determined to leave Blazing Star, to settle himself seriously
to the task of monegetting, and to return to his comrades,
some day, a sarcastic, cynical, successful man, and so
overwhelm them with confusion. For poor Cass hadyrd
reached that superiority of knowing that success would
depend upon his ability to forego his past. Indeed, part of his
boyhood had been cast among these men, and he was not old
enough to have learned that success was not to be gauged by
their standat. The moon lit up the dark interior of the coach
with a faint poetic light. The lazy swinging of the vehicle
that was bearing him awayalbeit only for a night and a
day the solitude, the glimpses from the window of great

78



distances full of vague possibiés, made the abused ring
potent as that of Gyges. He dreamed with his eyes open.
From an Alnaschar vision he suddenly awoke. The coach
had stopped. The voices of men, one in entreaty, one in
expostulation, came from the box. Cass mechanically put his
handto his pistol pocket.

AiThank you, but | insist upon getting down.

It was Miss Portés voice. This was followed by a
rapid, half restrained interchange of words between Hornsby
and the driver. Then the latter said gruffly:

Ailf the lady wants to ride inde, let heid

Miss Porter fluttered to the ground. She was followed
by Hornshy.fiJust a minit, Mis® he expostulated, half
shamedly, half brusquelyfiye dor@ onderstand me. |
onlyo

But Miss Porter had jumped into the coach.

Hornsby placed his hand dhe handle of the door.
Miss Porter grasped it firmly from the inside. There was a
slight struggle.

All of which was part of a dream to the boyish Cass.
But he awoke from it a manfiDo youphe asked, in a voice
he scarcely recognized himselfido you wantthis man
insided

fiNo!o
Cass caught at Hornstsywrist like a young tiger.

But alas! what availed instinctive chivalry against main
strength? He only succeeded in forcing the door open in spite
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of Miss Porteds superior strategy, and fear | must add,
mugtle also and threw himself passionately at Horn&by
throat, where he hung on and calmly awaited dissolution.
But he had, in the onset, driven Hornsby out into the road
and the moonlight.

fiHere! somebody take my linésThe voice was
fiMountain Charlegs 0 the driver. The figure that jumped
from the box and separated the struggling men belonged to
this singularly direct person.

fiyouGe riding inside8 said  Charley,
interrogatively, to Cass. Before he could reply Miss Pater
voice came from the window:

fiHe is!0
Charley promptly bundled Cass into the coach.

AANd you?oto Hornsbyfionless yodre kalkilatinbto
take a littlepaseadyoudre booked outside. Get wp.

It is probable that Charley assisted Mr. Hornsby as
promptly to his seat, for the next moment tteach was
rolling on.

Meanwhile Cass, by reason of his forced entry, had
been deposited in Miss Pordgfap, whence, freeing himself,
he had attempted to climb over the middle seat, but in the
starting of the coach was again thrown heavily against her
hat and shoulder; all of which was inconsistent with the
attitude of dignified reserve he had intended to display. Miss
Porter, meanwhile, recovered her gdadnor.
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fWhat a brute he was, ughshe said, réying the
ribbons of her bonnet under her squaregcand smoothing
out her linen duster.

Cass tried to look as if he had forgotten the whole
affair. iWho? Oh, yes! | seehe responded, absently.

Al suppose | ought to thank yawshe went on with a
smile, fibut you know, really, | could have kept him aft
you hadi@ pulled his wrist from outside.dl show you.
Look! Put your hand on the handle there! Nod,Hold the
lock inside firmly. You see, you cérturn the catctd

She indeed held the lock fast. It was a firm hand, yet
soft their fingers hadauched over the handleand looked
white in the moonlight. He made no reply, but sank back
again in his seat with a singular sensation in the fingers that
had touched hers. He was in the shadow, and, without being
seen, could abandon his reserve and glatdeer face. It
struck him that he had never really seen her before. She was
not so tall as she had appeared to be. Her eyes were not large,
but her pupils were black, moist, velvety, and so convex as
to seem embossed on the white. She had an indistinctive
nose, a rather colorless facevhiter at the angles of the
mouth and nose through the relief of tiny freckles like grains
of pepper. Her mouth was straight, dark, red, but moist as
her eyes. She had drawn herself into the corner of the back
seat, her wrisput through and hanging over the swinging
strap, the easy lines of her plump figure swaying from side
to side with the motion of the coach. Finally, forgetful of any
presence in the dark corner opposite, she threw her head a
little farther back, slipped &ifle lower, and placing two
well-booted feet upon the middle seat, completed a charming
and wholesome picture.
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Five minutes elapsed. She was looking straight at the
moon. Cass Beard felt his dignified reserve becoming very
much like awkwardness. He ougb be coldly polite.

Al hope youdre not flustered, Miss, by theby
thed "he began.

fl?0 She straightened herself up in the seat, cast a
curious glance into the dark corner, and then, letting herself
down again, saidiOh dear, na

Another five minutes epsed. She had evidently
forgotten him. She might, at least, have been civil. He took
refuge again in his reserve. But it was now mixed with a
certain pique.

Yet how much softer her face looked in the
moonlight! Even her square jaw had lost that hard, enatt
of-fact, practical indication which was so distasteful to him,
and always had suggested a harsh criticism of his weakness.
How moist her eyes wereactually shining in the light!
How that light seemed to concentrate in the corners of the
lashes, and theslipped a flash away! Was she? Yes, she
was crying.

Cass melted. He moved. Miss Porter put her head out
of the window and drew it back in a moment-gged.

fOne meets all sorts of folks travelingaid Cass,
with what he wished to make appear a chegffilbsophy.

Al dare say. | do@ know. | never before met any one
who was rude to me. | have traveled all over the country
alone, and with all kinds of people ever since | was so high.
| have always gone my own way, without hindrance or
trouble. | alwaysdo. | dorit see why | shouldih Perhaps
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other people mayilike it. | do. | like excitement. | like to
see all that there is to see. Becaused girl | dorit see why

| cand go out without a keeper, and why | cannot do what
any man can do that i@nwrong; do you? Perhaps you
do perhaps you dah Perhaps you like a girl to be always
in the house dawdling or thumping a piano or reading novels.
Perhaps you thinldin bold because | ddnlike it, and woid

lie and say | dm

She spoke sharply and aggres$y, and so evidently
in answer to Cas Gnspoken indictment against her, that he
was not surprised when she became more direct.

fiYou know you were shocked when | went to fetch
that Hornsby, the coroner, after we found the dead body.

fiHornsby wasé shocked) said Cass, a little
viciously.

fWhat do you mearishe said, abruptly.

AiYou were good friends enough until

AUntil he insulted me just now; is that@t?

AUntil he thoughth stammered Cassthat because
you were you know not sO so so careful asother
girls, he could be a little freér.

AANd so, because | preferred to ride a mile with him
to see something real that had happened, and tried to be

useful instead of looking in shapindows in Main Street or
promenading before the hadel
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AANd being onamental) interrupted Cass. But this
feeble and wCasslike attempt at playful gallantry met with
a sudden check.

Miss Porter drew herself together, and looked out of
the window.fiDo you wish me to walk the rest of the way
homed

fiN0,0 said Cass, hurriégl with a crimson face and
a sense of gratuitous rudeness.

fiThen stop that kind of talk, right theée!

There was an awkward silenééwish | was a man,
she said, half bitterly, half earnestly. Cass Beard was not old
and cynical enough to observe tHastdevout aspiration is
usually uttered by those who have least reason to deplore
their own femininity; and, but for the rebuff he had just
received, would have made the usual emphatic dissent of our
sex, when the wish is uttered by warm red lips andetend
voices a dissent, it may be remarked, generally withheld,
however, when the masculine spinster dwells on the
perfection of woman. | dare say Miss Porter was sincere, for
a moment later she continued, poutingly:

AANd yet | used to go to fires in Sacrarteewhen |
was only ten years old. | saw the theatre burnt down. Nobody
found fault with me then.

Something made Cass ask if her father and mother
objected to her boyish tastes. The reply was characteristic if
not satisfactory:

fObject? & like to seehem do itb

84



The direction of the road had changed. The fickle
moon now abandoned Miss Porter and sought out Cass on
the front seat. It caressed the young fei®silky moustache
and long eyelashes, and took some of the sunburn from his
cheek.

AWhais thematter with your neck¥said the girl,
suddenly.

Cass looked down, blushing to find that the collar of
his smartiducko sailor shirt was torn open. But something
more than his white, soft, girlish skin was exposed; the shirt
front was dyed quite red withlood from a slight cut on the
shoulder. He remembered to have felt a scratch while
struggling with Hornsby.

The girls soft eyes sparklediLet mego she said,
vivaciously. fiDo! 1Gn good at wounds. Come over here.
No' stay there.dl come over to you

Shedid, bestriding the back of the middle seat and
dropping at his side. The magnetic fingers again touched his;
he felt her warm breath on his neck as she bent toward him.

fltGs nothingd he said, hastily, more agitated by the
treatment than the wound.

AiGive me your flaskh she responded, without
heeding. A stinging sensation as she bathed the edges of the
cut with the spirit brought him back to common sense again.
fiThere) she said, skillfully extemporizing a bandage from
her handkerchief and a compressnirdis cravat.fiNow,
button your coat over your chest, so, and@take coldo
She insisted upon buttoning it for him; greater even than the
feminine delight in a mas strength is the ministration to his
weakness. Yet, when this was finished, she drehttle
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away from him in some embarrassmein embarrassment

she wondered at, as his skin was finer, his touch gentler, his
clothes cleaner, andnot to put too fine a point upon ithe
exhaled an atmosphere much sweeter than belonged to most
of the men her d@yish habits had brought her in contact
with" not excepting her own father. Later she even
exempted her mother from the possession of this divine
effluence. After a moment she asked, suddeihat are

you going to do with Hornsby?

Cass had not thought loim. His shorived rage was
past with the occasion that provoked it. Without any fear of
his adversary, he would have been content quite willing to
meet him no more. He only sai@iThat will depend upon
him.o

fOh, you woiit hear from him again, said sle,
confidently; fibut you really ought to get up a little more
muscle. Yodve no more than a gid.She stopped, a little
confused.

AWhat shall | do with your handkerchiéf@sked the
uneasy Cass, anxious to change the subject.

fiOh, keep it, if you want toonly dord show it to
everybody as you did that ring you foun&eeing signs of
distress in his face, she addg#®f course that was all
nonsense. If you had cared so much for the ring you céuldn
have talked about it, or shown it; could you?

It relieved him to think that this might be true; he
certainly had not looked at it in that light before.

fiBut did you really find it® she asked, with sudden
gravity. fiReally, now®
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AYeso
AANd there was no real May in the cage?
fiNot that | know ofp laughal Cass, secretly pleased.

But Miss Porter, after eying him critically for a
moment, jumped up and climbed back again to her seat.
fiPerhaps you had better give me that handkerchiefdack.

Cass began to unbutton his coat.

fiNo! no! Do you want to take your d#h of cold®
she screamed. And Cass, to avoid this direful possibility,
rebuttoned his coat again over the handkerchief and a
peculiarly pleasing sensation.

Very little now was said until the rattling, bounding
descent of the coach denoted the approaBetbChief. The
straggling main street disclosed itself, light by light. In the
flash of glittering windows and the sound of eager voices
Miss Porter descended, without waiting for €gwoffered
assistance, and anticipated Mountain Ché@sleégscent from
the box. A few undistinguishable words passed between
them.

AYou kin freeze to me, Mis3said Charley; and Miss
Porter, turning her frank laugh and frankly opened palm to
Cass, half returned the pressure of his hand and slipped
away.

A few days after thaetagecoach incident Mountain
Charley drew up beside Cass on the Blazing Star turnpike,
and handed him a small packi@itwas told to give ye that by
Miss Porter. Hush listen! Ités that rather old degoned
ring odyours thafs bin in all the papers. Sisebamboozled
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that sagheaded county judge, Boompointer, into gditrto
her. Take my advice and sling it away for some other feller
to pick up and get looney over. Téaall'o

fiDid she say anythingiasked Cass, anxiously, as he
received his lost treaseisomewhat coldly.

fiwell, yes! | reckon. She asked me to stand betwixt
Hornsby and you. So dényoutackle him, anddl seehe
dond tackle youp and with a portentous wink Mountain
Charley whipped up his horses and was gone.

Cass opened the packetctintained nothing but the
ring. Unmitigated by any word of greeting, remembrance, or
even raillery, it seemed almost an insult. Had she intended
to flaunt his folly in his face, or had she believed he still
mourned for it and deemed its recovery a sufficieward
for his slight service? For an instant he felt tempted to follow
Charleys advice, and cast this symbol of folly and contempt
in the dust of the mountain road. And had she not made his
humiliation complete by begging Char@syinterference
betwea him and his enemy? He would go home and send
her back the handkerchief she had given him. But here the
unromantic reflection that although he had washed it that
very afternoon in the solitude of his own cabin, he could not
possibly iron it, but must sentl firough dried) stayed his
indignant feet.

Two or three days, a week, a fortnight even, of this
hopeless resentment filled Gaéreast. Then the news of
Kanaka Jo& acquittal in the state court momentarily
revived the story of the ring, and revamped a few stale jokes
in the camp. But the interest soon flagged; the fortunes of the
little community of Blazing Star had been for some months
failing; and with early snows the mountain and wasted
capital in fruitless schemes on the river, there was little room
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for the indulgence of that lazy and original humor which
belonged to their lost youth and prosperity. Blazing Star
truly, in the grim figure of their slang, wéplayed outo Not

dug out, worked out, or washed out, but dissipated in a year
of speculation and chance.

Against this tide of fortune Cass struggled manfully,
and even evoked the slow praise of his companions. Better
still, he won a certain praise for hintisen himself, in a
consciousness of increased strength, health, power, and self
reliance. He began to turn his quick imagination and
perception to some practical account, and made one or two
discoveries which quite startled his more experienced, but
more conservative companions. Nevertheless, sCas
discoveries and labors were not of a kind that produced
immediate pecuniary realization, and Blazing Star, which
consumed so many pounds of pork and flour daily, did not
unfortunately produce the daily equivaien gold. Blazing
Star lost its credit. Blazing Star was hungry, dirty, and
ragged. Blazing Star was beginning to set.

Participating in the general-luck of the camp, Cass
was not without his own individual mischance. He had
resolutely determined toofget Miss Porter and all that
tended to recall the unlucky ring, but, cruelly enough, she
was the only thing that refused to be forgottemhose
undulating figure reclined opposite to him in the weird
moonlight of his ruined cabin, whose voice mingled i
song of the river by whose banks he toiled, and whose eyes
and touch thrilled him in his dreams. Partly for this reason,
and partly because his clothes were beginning to be patched
and torn, he avoided Red Chief and any place where he
would be likelyto meet her. In spite of this precaution he had
once seen her driving in a pony carriage, but so smartly and
fashionably dressed that he drew back in the cover of a
wayside willow that she might pass without recognition. He
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looked down upon his resblashe clothes and grimy, seil
streaked hands, and for a moment half hated her. His
comrades seldom spoke of henstinctively fearing some
temptation that might beset his Spartan resolutions, but he
heard from time to time that she had been seen at balls and
parties, apparently enjoying those very frivolities of her sex
she affected to condemn. It was a Sabbath morning in early
spring that he was returning from an ineffectual attempt to
enlist a capitalist at the county town to redeem the fortunes
of Blazing Sar. He was pondering over the narrowness of
that capitalist, who had evidently but illogically connected
Cas fresent appearance with the future of that struggling
camp, when he became so footsore that he was obliged to
accept aflift o from a wayfaring tamster. As the slowly
lumbering vehicle passed the new church on the outskirts of
the town, the congregation were sallying forth. It was too late
to jump down and run away, and Cass dared not ask his new
found friend to whip up his cattle. Conscious of imshorn
beard and ragged garments, he kept his eyes fixed upon the
road. A voice that thrilled him called his name. It was Miss
Porter, a resplendent vision of silk, laces, and Easter
flowers yet actually running, with something of her old
dash and freedn, beside the wagon. As the astonished
teamster drew up before this elegant apparition, she panted:

fiWhy did you make me run so far, and why didn
you look up®

Cass, trying to hide the patches on his knees beneath
a newspaper, stammered that he had een fer.

fAnd you did not hold down your head purposely?

fiNo,0 said Cass.
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fiWhy have you not been to Red Chief? Why didn
you answer my message about the roglie asked, swiftly.

AYou sent nothing but the rimysaid Cass, coloring,
as he glanced at theamster.

AWhy, thatwas a message, you born idiot.

Cass stared. The teamster smiled. Miss Porter gazed
anxiously at the wagoriil think 1a like a ride in there; it
looks awfully goodb She glanced mischievously around at
the lingering and curious coregation.fiMay 170

But Cass deprecated that proceeding strongly. It was
dirty; he was not sure it was even wholesome; she would be
so uncomfortable; he himself was only going a few rods
farther, and in that time she might ruin her dress

AOh, yeso she saida little bitterly, ficertainly, my
dress must be looked after. Andvhat else®

fiPeople might think it strange, and believe | had
invited youp continued Cass, hesitatingly.

fiWhen | had only invited myself? Thank you. Geod
by.0

She waved her hand and stepped back from the
wagon. Cass would have given worlds to recall her, but he
sat still, and the vehicle moved on in moody silence. At the
first cross road he jumped dowiT.hank youg he said to the
teamster. iYoude welcome) returned that gentleman,
regarding him curiouslyfbut the next time a gal like that
asks to ride in this yer wagon, | reckon | viotake the vote
of any deadhead passengkdios young fellow. Dol stay
out late; ye might be ran off by some gal, and whaitld
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your mother say®Of course the young man could only look
unutterable things and walk away, but even in that dignified
action he was conscious that its effect was somewhat
mitigated by a large patch from a material originally used as
a floursack, wich had repaired his trousers, but still bore
the ironical legendiBest Superfiné.

The summer brought warmth and promise and some
blossom, if not absolute fruition to Blazing Star. The long
days drew Nature into closer communion with the men, and
hopefuhess followed the discontent of their winter
seclusion. It was easier, too, for Capital to be wooed and won
into making a picnic in these mountain solitudes than when
high water stayed the fords and drifting snow the Sierran
trails. At the close of one dhese Arcadian days Cass was
smoking before the door of his lonely cabin when he was
astounded by the onset of a dozen of his companions. Peter
Drummond, far in the van, was waving a newspaper like a
victorious bannerfAll & right now, Cass, old manhe
panted as he stopped before Cass and shoved back his eager
followers.

AWhaits all right® asked Cass, dubiously.

fiyod You kin rake down the pile now. Yéae
hunky! Youre on velvet. Listerd

He opened the newspaper and read, with annoying
deliberation, a$ollows:

ALOST. If the finder of a plain gold ring, bearing
the engraved inscriptiodVay to Cas%alleged to have been
picked up on the high road near Blazing Star on the 4th
March, 186 , will apply to Bookham & Sons, bankers,
1007 Y. Street, Sacramien he will be suitably rewarded
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either for the recovery of the ring, or for such facts as may
identify it, or the locality where it was fourtd.

Cass rose and frowned savagely on his comrades.
fiNo! no!o cried a dozen voices assuringfyté all right!
Honest Injun! True as gospel! No joke, Cass!

fiHeres the paper, Sacrameritdnionbof yesterday.
Look for yourselfp said Drummond, handing him the well
worn journal.fAANd you se@ he addedfihow darned lucky
you are. It aii necessary for you to produtiee ring, so if
that old biled owl of a Boompointer damgivoit back to ye,
ités all the same.

AANd they say nobody but the finder need apply,
interrupted anothefiThat shuts out Boompointer or Kanaka
Joe for the matterahato

AltGs clar that it mans you, Cass, ez much ez if téby
given your name,added a third.

For Miss Portals sake and his own Cass had never
told them of the restoration of the ring, and it was evident
that Mountain Charley had also kept silent. Cass could not
speak now withoutiolating a secret, and he was pleased that
the ring itself no longer played an important part in the
mystery. But what was that mystery, and why was the ring
secondary to himself? Why was so much stress laid upon his
finding it?

fiYou see) said Drummond,as if answering his
unspoken thoughithatar gal for itis a gal in course hez
read all about it in the papers, and hez sorbak a shine to
ye. It dor@t make a bit 6difference who in thunder Cass is
or waz, for | reckon slie kicked him over by ik timed
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fiSarved him right, too, for losing the gslring and
then lying low and keeping dark abouwiinterrupted a
sympathizer.

fANd shés just weakened over the romantic, high
toned way you stuck to @continued Drummond, forgetting
the sarcasms he had previously hurled at this romance.
Indeed the whole camp, by this time, had become convinced
that it had fostered and developed a chivalrous devotion
which was now on the point of pecuniary realizationvds
generally accepted thakshe was the daughter of this
banker, and also felt that in the circumstances the happy
father could not do less than develop the resources of
Blazing Star at once. Even if there were no relationship, what
opportunity could b more fit for presenting to capital a
locality that even produced engagement rings, and, as Jim
Fauquier put itfithe men ez knew how to keégmo It was
this sympathetic Virginian who took Cass aside with the
following generous suggestiofif you find that you and the
old gal couldd@ hitch hosses, owdto your not likirbred
hair or a game laxfit may be here recorded that Blazing Star
had, for no reason whatever, attributed these
unprepossessing qualities to the mysterious advertiyen),
might l& mein. You might say ez how | used to jest worship
that ring with you, and allers wanted to borrow it on
Sundays. If anything comes of itvhy' wede pardner$o

A serious question was the outfitting of Cass for what
now was felt to be a diplomatic repretdion of the
community. His garments, it hardly need be said, were
inappropriate to any wooing except that of fineaiden all
forlorn,0 which the advertiser clearly was néHe mightp
suggested Fauquididrop in jest as he iskinder as if hé&l
got keeless of the world, being lovesidBut Cass objected
strongly, and was borne out in his objection by his younger
comrades. At last a pair of white duck trousers, a red shirt, a
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flowing black silk scarf, and a Panama hat were procured at
Red Chief, on cray after a judicious exhibition of the
advertisement. A heavy weddinmg, the property of
Drummond (who was not married), was also lent as a
graceful suggestion, and at the last moment Fauquier affixed
to Cas $Scarf an enormous specimen pin of gold quartz.

filt sorter indicates the auriferous wealttlois yer region,

and the old man (the senior member of Bookham & Sons)
needd know | won it at drawpoker in Frisca)said Faugier.

AEf you pas$on the gal, you kin hand it back to me adb

try it ono

Forty dollars for expenses was put into £dmnds,
and the entire community accompanied him to the cross
roads where he was to meet the Sacramento coach, which
eventually carried him away, followed by a benediction of
waving hats and exploding relvers.

That Cass did not participate in the extravagant hopes
of his comrades, and that he rejected utterly their
matrimonial speculations in his behalf, need not be said.

Outwardly, he kept his own counsel with geod
humored assent. But there was somejligscinating in the
situation, and while he felt he had forever abandoned his
romantic dream, he was not displeased to know that it might
have proved a reality. Nor was it distasteful to him to think
that Miss Porter would hear of it and regret her lasdility
to appreciate his sentiment. If he really were the object of
some opulent maidém passion, he would show Miss Porter
how he could sacrifice the most brilliant prospects for her
sake. Alone, on the top of the coach, he projected one of
those satiying conversations in which imaginative people
delight, but which unfortunately never come quite up to
rehearsalfiDear Miss Porteo,he would say, addressing the
back of the driverfif | could remain faithful to a dream of
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my youth, however illusive anghreal, can you believe that
for the sake of lucre | could be false to the one real passion
that alone supplanted @™ the composition and delivery of
this eloquent statement an hour was happily forgotten: the
only drawback to its complete effect wasit a misplacing

of epithets in rapid repetition did not seem to make the
slightest difference, and Cass found himself sayiDgar
Miss Porter, if | could be false to a dream of my youth, etc.,
etc., can you believe | could be faithful to the one real
pasion, etc., etod, with equal and perfect satisfaction. As
Miss Porter was reputed to be well off, if the unknown were
poor, that might be another drawback.

The banking house of Bookham & Sons did not
present an illusive nor mysterious appearance. It was
eminently practical and matter of fact; it was obtrusively
open and glassy; nobody would have thought of leaving a
secret there that would have been inevitably circulated over
the counter. Cass felt an uncomfortable sense of incongruity
in himself, in his ®ry, in his treasure, to this temple of
disenchanting realism. With the awkwardness of an
embarrassed man he was holding prominently in his hand an
envelope containing the ring and advertisement as a voucher
for his intrusion, when the nearest clerk tabk envelope
from his hand, opened it, took out the ring, returned it, said
briskly, iTéother shop, next door, young maand turned
to another customer.

Cass stepped to the door, saw tfibdother shop
was a pawnbrokés, and returned again with a fitéisg eye
and heightened colofités an advertisement | have come to
answerm he began again.

The clerk cast a glance at Gascarf and piniiPlace
taken yesterday no room for any moréhe said, abruptly.

96



Cass grew quite white. But his old experience in
Blazing Star repartee stood him in good stéiidit G your
place you mean,he said coollyfil reckon you might put a
dozen men in the hole yae rattlinbround in  but ités this
advertisementdn after. If Bookham isi in, maybe yodl
send me one ohe grownup son® The production of the
advertisement and some laughter from the bystanders had its
effect. The pert young clerk retired, and returned to lead the
way to the bank parlor. Casheart sank again as he was
confronted by a dark, iregray man in dress, features,
speech, and actionuncompromisingly opposed to
Cass his ring and his romance. When the young man had
told his story and produced his treasure he paused. The
banker scarcely glanced at it, but said, impatiently:

AWell, your papers®
My papers@

AYes. Proof of your identity. You say your name is
Cass Beard. Good! What have you got to prove it? How can
| tell who you are@

To a sensitive man there is no form of suspicion that
is as bewildering and demoralizing at the moment as the
guestia of his identity. Cass felt the insult in the doubt of
his word, and the palpable sense of his present inability to
prove it. The banker watched him keenly but not unkindly.

AComeo he said at lengthithis is not my affair; if
you can legally satisfy thiady for whom | am only agent,
well and good. | believe you can; | only warn you that you
must. And my present inquiry was to keep her from losing
her time with impostors, a class | dbthink you belong to.
Therds her card. Good day.
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AMISS MORTIMERO

It was not the bankés daughter. The first illusion of
Blazing Star was rudely dispelled. But the care taken by the
capitalist to shield her from imposture indicated a person of
wealth. Of her youth and beauty Cass no longer thought.

The address given wast distant. With a beating
heart he rung the bell of a respectdbleking house, and
was ushered into a private drawir@pm. Instinctively he
felt that the room was only temporarily inhabited; an air
peculiar to the best lodgings, and when the doonegepon
a tall lady in deep mourning, he was still more convinced of
an incongruity between the occupant and her surroundings.
With a smile that vacillated between a habit of familiarity
and ease, and a recent restraint, she motioned him to a chair.

fiMiss Mortimerd was still young, still handsome,
still fashionably dressed, and still attractive. From her first
greeting to the end of the interview Cass felt that she knew
all about him. This relieved him from the onus of proving his
identity, but seemed taup him vaguely at a disadvantage. It
increased his sense of inexperience and youthfulness.

fil hope you will believe) she beganiithat the few
guestions | have to ask you are to satisfy my own heart, and
for no other purposeShe smiled sadly as she wentfiHad
it been otherwise, | should have instituted a legal inquiry,
and left this interview to some one cooler, calmer, and less
interested than myself. But | thinkkhow| can trust you.
Perhaps we women are weak and foolish to talk of an
instinct, ar when you know my story you may have reason
to believe that but little dependence can be placethain
but I am not wrong in sayingam ID (with a sad smile)
fthatyouare not above that weakneg$&he paused, closed
her lips tightly, and grasped hemus before hefiYou say
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you found that ring in the road some three months
beforé the the you know what | mean the body was
discoveredd

AYeso

AiYou thought it might have been dropped by some
one in passing?

Al thought so, yes it belonged to no one in the
campo

fiBefore your cabin or on the highway?
fiBefore my cabird

AYou aresure?d There was something so very sweet
and sad in her smile that it oddly made Cass color.

fiBut my cabin is near the roade suggested.

fil see! And there was nothing else; paper nor
envelope®

AiNothingo

AANd you kept it because of the odd resemblance one
of the names bore to yours?

fYeso
fiFor no other reason?

fiNoneo Yet Cass felt he was blushing.
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AYoudl forgive my repeating a question you have
already answered, but haso anxious. There was some
attempt to prove at the inquest that the ring had been found
on the body of the unfortunate man. But you tell me it was
not so®

fil can swear it

fiGood God the traitorb She took a hurried step
forward, turned to the windownd then came back to Cass
with a voice broken with emotiofil have told you | could
trust you. That ring was ming!

She stopped, and then went on hurriefi§ears ago
| gave it to a man who deceived and wronged me; a man
whose life since then has beesteme and disgrace to all
who knew him; a man who, once a gentleman, sank so low
as to become the associate of thieves and ruffians; sank so
low, that when he died, by violencea traitor even to
them his own confederates shrunk from him, and left him
to fill a nameless grave. That néarbody you foundi

Cass startediAnd his name was ™ 20
fiPart of your surname. Cassienry Cas®

fiYou see why Providence seems to have brought that
ring to you9 she went onfiBut you ask me why, knowing
this, | am so eager tmow if the ring was found by you in
the road, or if it were found on his body. Listen! It is part of
my mortification that the story goes that this man once
showed this ring, boasted of it, staked, and lost it at a
gambling table to one of his vile comesbd

fiKanaka Jo®, said Cass, overcome by a vivid
recollection of Jo& merriment at the trial.
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fiThe same. Dal you sed) she said, hurriedlyfif
the ring had been found on him | could believe that
somewhere in his heart he still kept respect for the avom
he had wronged. | am a womama foolish woman, |
know' but you have crushed that hope forever.

fiBut why have you sent for me7asked Cass,
touched by her emotion.

fiTo know it for certair) she said, almost fiercely.
ACan you not understand that a wom&e me must know a
thing once and forever? But you can help me. | did not send
for you only to pour my wrongs in your ears. You must take
me with you to this placeto the spot where you found the
ring’ to the spot where you found the bodio the spot
whereé wherehe lies. You must do it secretly, that none
shall know med

Cass hesitated. He was thinking of his companions
and the collapse of their painted bubble. How could he keep
the secret from them?

Alf it is money, you need, let not that stop you. | have
no right to your time without recompense. Do not
misunderstand me. There has been a thousand dollars
awaiting my order at Bookhaim when the ring should be
delivered. It shall be doubled if you help me in this last
momento

It was possible. He could convéner safely there,
invent some story of a reward delayed for want of proofs,
and afterward share that reward with his friends. He
answered prompthyijl will take you thered

She took his hands in both of hers, raised them to her
lips, and smiled. The shadoe¥ grief and restraint seemed
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to have fallen from her face, and a half mischievous, half
coquettish gleam in her dark eyes touched the susceptible
Cass in so subtle a fashion that he regained the street in some
confusion. He wondered what Miss Porter wbuiave
thought. But was he not returning to her, a fortunate man,
with one thousand dollars in his pocket! Why should he
remember he was handicapped by a pretty woman and a
pathetic episode? It did not make the proximity less pleasant
as he helped her intithe coach that evening, nor did the
recollection of another ride with another woman obtrude
itself upon those consolations which he felt it his duty, from
time to time, to offer. It was arranged that he should leave
her at thefiRed Chied Hotel, while hecontinued on to
Blazing Star, returning at noon to bring her with him when
he could do it without exposing her to recognition. The gray
dawn came soon enough, and the coach drew GiRed
Chiefo while the lights in the baroom and diningoom of

the hotéwere still struggling with the far flushing east. Cass
alighted, placed Miss Mortimer in the hands of the landlady,
and returned to the vehicle. It was still musty, close, and
frowzy, with half awakened passengers. There was a vacated
seat on the top, vith Cass climbed up to, and abstractedly
threw himself beside a figure muffled in shawls and rugs.
There was a slight movement among the multitudinous
enwrappings, and then the figure turned to him and said
dryly, AiGood morningd It was Miss Porter!

fiHaveyou been long heréhe stammered.

AAIl night.o

He would have given worlds to leave her at that
moment. He would have jumped from the starting coach to
save himself any explanation of the embarrassment he was

furiously conscious of showing, without, as he believed, any
adequate cause. And yet, like albxperienced, sensitive
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men, he dashed blindly into that explanation; worse, he even
told his secret at once, then and there, and then sat abashed
and conscienestricken, with an added sense of its utter
futility.

AANd thisp summed up the young girl, thia slight
shrug of her pretty shoulder$s your Mayd

Cass would have recommenced his story.

fiNo, dord, pray! It isr& interesting, nor original. Do
youbelieve it®

Al do,0 said Cass, indignantly.
fiHow lucky! Then let me go to sle&p.

Cass, still furious, but uneasy, did not again address
her. When the coach stopped at Blazing Star she asked him,
indifferently: AWhen does this sentimental pilgrimage
begind

fil return for her at oneflockoreplied Cass, stiffly.
He kept his word. Heppeased his eager companions with a
promise of future fortune, and exhibited the present and
tangible reward. By a circuitous route known only to
himself, he led Miss Mortimer to the road before the cabin.
There was a pink flush of excitement on her sonaidded
cheek.

AANd it was here@she asked, eagerly.
Al found it hered

AANd the body®
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AThat was afterward. Over in that direction, beyond
the clump of buckeyes, on the Red Chief turngike.

AANd any one coming from the road we left just now
and going to to’ that place, would have to cross just here?
Tell mep she said, with a strange laugh, laying her cold
nervous hand on higwouldnd theyd

AThey wouldo

fALet us go to that placg.

Cass stepped out briskly to avoid observation and
gain the woods beyorttle highwayiYou have crossed here
beforep she saidiiThere seems to be a trail.

Al may have made it:@ a short cut to the buckey@s.

fiYou never found anything else on the trail?

AYou remember, | told you before, the ring was all |
foundo

fAh, trueld she smiled sweetlyijit was that which
made it seem so odd to you. | forgot.

In half an hour they reached the buckeyes. During the
walk she had taken rapid recognizance of everything in her
path. When they crossed the road and Cass had pointed out
the scene of the murder, she looked anxiously ardifaill
are sure we are not seen?

AQuite O
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AYou will not think me foolish if | ask you to wait
here while | go in thee ' she pointed to the ominous thicket
near them fialone® She was quite white.

Cas beart, which had grown somewhat cold since
his interview with Miss Porter, melted at once.

AGo; | will stay hered

He waited five minutes. She did not return. What if
the poor creature had determined upon suicide on the spot
where her faithless lover had l&? He was reassured in
another moment by the rustle of skirts in the undergrowth.

Al was becoming quite alarmeéde said, aloud.

fiYou have reason to kiereturned a hurried voice.
He started. It was Miss Porter, who stepped swiftly out of
the coverfiLook,0she saidflook at that man down the road.
He has been tracking you two ever since you left the cabin.
Do you know who he is#

fiNo!0

fiThen listen. It is threéingered Dick, one of the
escaped road agents. | know him!

fiLet us go and warn hérsaid Cass, eagerly.
Miss Porter laid her hand upon his shoulder.

Al dond think shdl thank youd she said, dryly.
fiPerhaps yolul better see what sfsedoing, firsto

Utterly bewildered, yet with a strong sense of the
masterfulness of his companion, he followed her. She crept
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like a cat through the thicket. Suddenly she paudiembk!o
she whispered, viciouslyjook at the tender vigils of your
heartbroken Mayb

Casssaw the woman who had left him a moment
before on her knees on the grass, with long thin fingers
digging like a ghoul in the earth. He had scarce time to notice
her eager face and eyes, cast now and then back toward the
spot where she had left him, beféihere was a crash in the
bushes, and a manthe stranger of the roadeaped to her
side.fiRunp he saidfirun for it now. Youre watched

AOh! that man, Beard!she said, contemptuously.

fiNo, another in a wagon. Quick. Fool, you know the
place now you cancome later; rurd And halfdragging,
half-lifting her, he bore her through the bushes. Scarcely had
they closed behind the pair when Miss Porter ran to the spot
vacated by the womarfiLook!0 she cried, triumphantly,
flook!o

Cass looked, and sank on his &adeside her.
filt was worth a thousand dollars, wdasnt?0 she
repeated, maliciouslywasri it? But you ought to return it!

Really you ought

Cass could scarcely articulatéBut how did you
know it he finally gasped.

fOh, | suspected somethirthere was a woman, and
you know youre such a foo

Cass rose, stiffly.
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fiDond be a greater fool now, but go and bring my
horse and wagon from the hill, and diosay anything to the
drivero

fiThen you did not come alon&?

fiNo; it would have been bold ampropero

fPleased

AANd to think itwasthe ring, after all, that pointed to
this,0 she said.

AiThe ring thatyoureturned to me.
AWhat did you say®
AiNothing o

fiDond, please, the wagon is comiag.

* * * * * * * *

In the next morning edition of thefiRed Chief
Chronicle appeared the following startling intelligence:

EXTRAORDINARY DISCOVERY!
FINDING OF THE STOLEN TREASURE OF

WELLS, FARGO & CO. OVER $300,000
RECOVERED.
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Our readers will remember the notorious roblary
Wells, Fargp & C o mp & treagure from the Sacramento
and Red Chief Pioneer Coach on the night of September 1.
Although most of the gang were arrested, it is known that
two escaped, who, it was presumedgchedthe treasure,
amounting to nearly $500,000 in gold, drafts, and jewelry,
as no trace of the property was found. Yesterday our
esteemed fellow citizen, Mr. Cass Beard, long and favorably
known in this county, succeeded in exhuming the treasure in
a copse bhazel near the Red Chief turnpikedjacent to
the spot where an unknown body was lately discovered. This
body is now strongly suspected to be that of one Henry Cass,
a disreputable character, who has since been ascertained to
have been one of the roadeats who escaped. The matter is
now under legal investigation. The successful result of the
search is due to a systematic plan evolved from the genius of
Mr. Beard, who has devoted over a year to this labor. It was
first suggested to him by the findingafing, now definitely
identified as part of the treasure which was supposed to have
been dropped from Wellsargg & C o mp a&hboyes by the
robbers in their midnight flight through Blazing Star.

In the same journal appeared the no less important
intelligence, which explains, while it completes this
veracious chronicle

filt is rumored that a marriage is shortly to take place
between the hero of the late treasure discovery and a young
lady of Red Chief, whose devoted aid and assistance to this
important wak is well known to this community.

108



Il n the Carqui ne

CHAPTER ONE

The sun was going down on the Carquinez Woods.
The few shafts of sunlight that had pierced their pillared
gloom were lost in unfathomable depths, or splintered their
ineffectual lances on the enormous trunks of the redwoods.
For a time the dull red of their vast columns, and the dull red
of their castoff bark which matted the echoless aisles, still
seemed to hold a faint glow of the dying day. But even this
soon pasgk Light and color fled upwards. The dark,
interlaced tregops, that had all day made an impenetrable
shade, broke into fire here and there; their lost spires
glittered, faded, and went utterly out. A weird twilight that
did not come from an outer worldut seemed born of the
wood itself, slowly filled and possessed the aisles. The
straight, tall, colossal trunks rose dimly like columns of
upward smoke. The few fallen trees stretched their huge
length into obscurity, and seemed to lie on shadowy trestles.
The strange breath that filled these mysterious vaults had
neither coldness nor moisture; a dry, fragrant dust arose from
the noiseless foot that trod their batkewn floor; the aisles
might have been tombs, the fallen trees, enormous
mummies; the silese, the solitude of the forgotten past.

And yet this silence was presently broken by a
recurring sound like breathing, interrupted occasionally by
inarticulate and stertorous gasps. It was not the quick,
panting, listening breath of some stealthy felinecamnine
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animal, but indicated a larger, slower, and more powerful
organization, whose progress was less watchful and guarded,
or as if a fragment of one of the fallen monsters had become
animate. At times this life seemed to take visible form, but
as vaguly, as misshapenly, as the phantom of a nightmare.
Now it was a square object moving sideways, endways, with
neither head nor tail and scarcely visible feet; then an arched
bulk rolling against the trunks of the trees and recoiling
again, or an upright ciyldrical mass, but always oscillating
and unsteady, and striking the trees on either hand. The
frequent occurrence of the movement suggested the figures
of some weird rhythmic dance to music heard by the shape
alone. Suddenly it either became motionlesiaded away.

There was the frightened neighing of a horse, the
sudden jingling of spurs, a shout and outcry, and the swift
apparition of three dancing torches in one of the dark aisles;
but so intense was the obscurity that they shed no light on
surroundilg objects, and seemed to advance at their own
volition without human guidance, until they disappeared
suddenly behind the interposing bulk of one of the largest
trees. Beyond its eighty feet of circumference the light could
not reach, and the gloom remainénscrutable. But the
voices and jingling spurs were heard distinctly.

fBlast the mare! Slis shied off that cursed trail
againo

AYe aind lost it agin, hev ya¥growled a second
voice.

AThats jist what | hev. And these blasted pkreots

dond give light an inch beyonéem. D ° d if | dond think
they make this cursed hole blacker.
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There was a laugha womaids laugh hysterical,
bitter, sarcastic, exasperating. The second speaker, without
heeding it, went on:

AWhat in thunder skeert the hoss&@ you see or
hear anything®

fiNothind The wood is like a graveyadd.

The womas voice again broke into a hoarse,
contemptuous laugh. The man resumed angrily:

Alf you know anything, why in h Il don& you say
so, instead of cackling like a d d squaw thee? Rraps
you reckon you ken find the trail tao.

fiTake this rope off my wrigh, said the womais
voice, fiuntie my hands, let me down, aril find it.6 She
spoke quickly and with a Spanish accent.

It was the meds turn to laughfiAnd give you a show
to snatch that skshooter and blow a hole through me, as you
did to the Sheriff of Calaveras, eh? Not if this court
understands itsefisaid the first speaker dryly.

fiGo to the devil, then,she said curtly.

fiNot before a lady responded the other. There was
another laugh from the men, the spurs jingled again, the three
torches reappeared from behind the tree, and then passed
away in the darkness.

For a time silence and immutability possessed the
woods; the great trunks loomedowards, their fallen
brothers stretched their slow length into obscurity. The
sound of breathing again became audible; the shape
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reappeared in the aisle, and recommenced its mystic dance.
Presently it was lost in the shadow of the largest tree, and to
thesound of breathing succeeded a grating and scratching of
bark. Suddenly, as if riven by lightning, a flash broke from
the centre of the treeunk, lit up the woods, and a sharp
report rang through it. After a pause the jingling of spurs and
the dancing oforches were revived from the distance.

fHallo?0
No answer.
fiwho fired that shot?

But there was no reply. A slight veil of smoke passed
away to the right, there was the spice of gunpowder in the
air, but nothing more.

The torches came forward again, lhbis time it
could be seen they were held in the hands of two men and a
woman. The womas hands were tied at the wrist to the
horsehair reins of her mule, whiler&ta, passed around her
waist and under the mudegirth, was held by one of the men,
who were both armed with rifles and revolvers. Their
frightened horses curveted, and it was with difficulty they
could be made to advance.

fiHo! stranger, what are you shootingdat?
The woman laughed and shrugged her shoulders.
ALook yonder at the roots of tieee. Yodre ad ' dsmart

man for a sheriff, aii youd

The man uttered an exclamation and spurred his
horse forward, but the animal reared in terror. He then sprang
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to the ground and approached the tree. The shape lay there,
a scarcely distinguishable lku

AA grizzly, by the living Jingo! Shot through the
hearto

It was true. The strange shape lit up by the flaring
torches seemed more vague, unearthly, and awkward in its
dying throes, yet the small shut eyes, the feeble nose, the
ponderous shoulders, anghlf-human foot armed with
powerful claws were unmistakable. The men turned by a
common impulse and peered into the remote recesses of the
wood again.

fAHi, Mister! come and pick up your game. Hallo
thereb

The challenge fell unheeded on the empty woods.

AANd yetp said he whom the woman had called the
sheriff, fihe cai@ be far off. It was a close shot, and the bear
hez dropped in his tracks. Why, \@®tthis sticking in his
claws®d

The two men bent over the anim@lVhy, ités sugar,
brown sugar look!0 There was no mistake. The huge
beasfs fore paws and muzzle were streaked with the
unromantic household provision, and heightened the absurd
contrast of its incongruous members. The woman,
apparently indifferent, had taken that opportunity to partly
free one oher wrists.

Alf we hadr@t been cavorting round this yer spot for

the last half hour @l swear there was a shanty not a hundred
yards awayg said the sheriff.
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The other man, without replying, remounted his
horse instantly.

Alf there is, and @ inhabitedy a gentleman that kin
make centre shots like that in the dark, andddoare to
explain how, I reckon | wdihdisturb himo

The sheriff was apparently of the same opinion, for
he followed his companida example, and once more led
the way. The spursinkled, the torches danced, and the
cavalcade slowly reentered the gloom. In another moment it
had disappeared.

The wood sank again into repose, this time disturbed
by neither shape nor sound. What lower forms of life might
have crept close to its rootsere hidden in the ferns, or
passed with deadened tread over the dstndwn floor.
Towards morning a coolness like dew fell from above, with
here and there a dropping twig or nut, or the crepitant
awakening and stretchirmut of cramped and weary
branches.Later a dull, lurid dawn, not unlike the last
evenings sunset, filled the aisles. This faded again, and a
clear gray light, in which every object stood out in sharp
distinctness, took its place. Morning was waiting outside in
all its brilliant, youthful coloring, but only entered as the
matured and sobered day.

Seen in that stronger light, the monstrous tree near
which the dead bear lay revealed its age in its denuded and
scarred trunk, and showed in its base a deep cavity, a foot or
two from the groundpartly hidden by hanging strips of bark
which had fallen across it. Suddenly one of these strips was
pushed aside, and a young man leaped lightly down.

But for the rifle he carried and some modern
peculiarities of dress, he was of a grace so unusual and
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unconventional that he might have passed for a faun who
was quitting his ancestral home. He stepped to the side of the
bear with a light elastic movement that was as unlike
customary progression as his face and figure were unlike the
ordinary types of humatyi. Even as he leaned upon his rifle,
looking down at the prostrate animal, he unconsciously fell
into an attitude that in any other mortal would have been a
pose, but with him was the picturesque and unstudied
relaxation of perfect symmetry.

fAHallo, Mista!o

He raised his head so carelessly and listlessly that he
did not otherwise change his attitude. Stepping from behind
the tree, the woman of the preceding night stood before him.
Her hands were free except for a thong ofria&, which
was still knottel around one wrist, the end of the thong
having been torn or burnt away. Her eyes were bloodshot,
and her hair hung over her shoulders in one long black braid.

Al reckoned all along it wagouwho shot the beay,
she saidjiat least some one hidiyer,0 and she indicated
the hollow tree with her handit wasrd no chance shada.
Observing that the young man, either from misconception or
indifference, did not seem to comprehend her, she added,
fWe came by here, last night, a minute after you fired.

AOh, that wasyoukicked up such a row, was @8aid
the young man, with a shade of interest.

fil reckong said the woman, nodding her heaand
them that was with me.

AANnd who are they®

ASheriff Dunn, of Yolo, and his depudy.

115



AANnd where are they now?

fiThe ceputy in h" I, I reckon. | do@ know about
the sheriffo

fil seep said the young man quietlgiand youd

fAl" got away) she said savagely. But she was taken
with a sudden nervous shiver, which she at once repressed
by tightly dragging her shawl over her shoulders and elbows,
and folding her arms defiantly.

AANd youie going®

fiTo follow the deputy, may b&she said gloonhy.
fiBut come, | say, aiih you going to treat? @ cursed cold
hereo

fWait a moment The young man was looking at
her, with his arched brows slightly knit and a half smile of
curiosity.fAin& you Teresa®

She was prepared for the question, but evigevas
not certain whether she would reply defiantly or confidently.
After an exhaustive scrutiny of his face she chose the latter,
and saidfiYou can bet your life on it, Johnmy.

fil dond bet, and my name i@Johnny. Then yaie
the woman who stabbedd® Curson over at Lagran@d

She became defiant agaiil.hats me, all the time.
What are you going to do aboutat?

fiNothing. And you used to dance at the Alhambra?
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She whisked the shawl from her shoulders, held it up
like a scarf, and made one or teteps of thesembicuacua
There was not the least gayety, recklessness, or spontaneity
in the action; it was simply mechanical bravado. It was so
ineffective, even upon her own feelings, that her arms
presently dropped to her side, and she coughed
embarrasedlyfiwherés that whiskey, pardney8he asked.

The young man turned toward the tree he had just
quitted, and without further words assisted her to mount to
the cavity. It was an irregulahaped vaulted chamber,
pierced fifty feet above by a shaft cylindrical opening in
the decayed trunk, which was blackened by smoke as if it
had served the purpose of a chimney. In one corner lay a
bearskin and blanket; at the side were two alcoves or
indentations, one of which was evidently used as a table, and
theother as a cupboard. In another hollow, near the entrance,
lay a few small sacks of flour, coffee, and sugar, the sticky
contents of the latter still strewing the floor. From this
storehouse the young man drew a wicker flask of whiskey,
and handed it, wit a tin cup of water, to the woman. She
waved the cup aside, placed the flask to her lips, and drank
the undiluted spirit. Yet even this was evidently bravado, for
the water started to her eyes, and she could not restrain the
paroxysm of coughing that foNved.

Al reckon thads the kind that kills at forty rodsshe
said, with a hysterical laugfiBut | say, pardner, you look
as if you were fixed here to stayand she stared
ostentatiously around the chamber. But she had already
taken in its minutest dats, even to observing that the
hanging strips of bark could be disposed so as to completely
hide the entrance.

AwWell, yeso he replied;iit wouldnd@ be very easy to
pull up the stakes and move the shanty furthey on.
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Seeing that either from indifferenoecaution he had
not accepted her meaning, she looked at him fixedly, and
said

fWhat is your little game®

AER?D

fWhat are you hiding for here in this tree®
fiBut 1Gm not hidingd

fiThen why didi@ you come out when they hailed
you last night®

fiBecause didnd care tod

Teresa whistled incredulouslyiAll right' then if
youdre not hiding, dm going too As he did not reply, she
went on:flf | can keep out of sight for a couple of weeks,
this thing will blow over here, and | can get across into Yolo.
| coud get a fair show there, where the boys know me. Just
now the trails are all watched, but no one would think of
lookinbhereo

fiThen how did you come to think of @¢he asked
carelessly.

fiBecause | knew that bear h@dgone far for that
sugar; because&khew he hada stole it from acachée it was
too fresh, and wi have seen the toup earth; because we
had passed no camp; and because | knew there was no shanty
here. And, besidasshe added in a low voicémay be | was
huntinba hole myself to die in and spotted it by instint.
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There was something in this suggestion of a hunted
animal that, unlike anything she had previously said or
suggested, was not exaggerated, and caused the young man
to look at her again. She was standing under the chimney
like opening, and the light from above illuminated her head
and shoulders. The pupils of her eyes had lost their feverish
prominence, and were slightly suffused and softened as she
gazed abstractedly before her. The only vestige of her
previous excitement was her lefthand fingers, which were
incessantly twisting and turning a diamond ring upon her
right hand, but without imparting the least animation to her
rigid attitude. Suddenly, as if conscious of his scrutiny, she
stepped aside out of the revealing tighnd by a swift
feminine instinct raised her hand to her head as if to adjust
her straggling hair. It was only for a moment, however, for,
as if aware of the weakness, she struggled to resume her
aggressive pose.

fWell,0 she saidiiSpeak up. Am | goidto stop here,
or have | got to get up and get?

fiYou can stay said the young man quietlfibut as
ldve got my provisions and ammunition here, and héven
any other place to go to just now, | supposéiweve to
share it togetheb.

She glanced at him ued her eyelids, and a half
bitter, haltcontemptuous smile passed across her fade.
right, old mang she said, holding out her harité a go.
Wedl start in housekeeping at once, if you lixe.

Aldl have to come here once or twice a ddng said,
quite composedly,fito look after my things, and get
something to eat; budll be away most of the time, and what
with camping out under the trees every night | reckon my
share woft incommode you
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She opened her black eyes upon him, at this original
propasition. Then she looked down at her torn drdss.
suppose this style of thing &irvery fancy, is it® she said,
with a forced laugh.

Al think | know where to beg or borrow a change for
you, if you caiit get anyp he replied simply.

She stared at him aigafiAre you a family man®
fiNo.O

She was silent for a momeriVell,0 she saidfiyou
can tell your girl én not particular about its being in the
latest fashiorm

There was a slight flush on his forehead as he turned
toward the little cupboard, but no mner in his voice as he
went on:fAYoud! find tea and coffee here, and, if Y@
bored, therés a book or two. You read, dadryou | mean
English®

She nodded, but cast a look of undisguised contempt
upon the two worn, coverless novels he held out taiveu
haverit got last wee& (Gacramento Uniodhave you? |
hear they have my case all in; only them lying reporters made
it out against me all the tinte.

fil dond see the papecshe replied curtly.

fiThey say them@ a picture of me in théPolice
Gazete0taken in the aab,and she laughed.

He looked a little abstracted, and turned as if to go.

Al think youdl do well to rest a while just now, and keep as
close hid as possible until afternoon. The trail is a mile away
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at the nearest point, but some anght miss it and stray
over here. Yo@e quite safe if yolre careful, and stand by
the tree. You can build a fire hevéhe stepped under the
chimneylike opening,fiwithout its being noticed. Even the
smoke is lost and cannot be seen so bigh.

The light from above was falling on his head and
shoulders, as it had on hers. She looked at him intently.

AiYou travel a good deal on your figure, pardner,
dond youdshe said, with a certain admiration that was quite
sexless in its qualityfibut | dord see how ya pick up a
living by it in the Carquinez Woods. So Y& going, are
you? You might be more sociable. Geloglo

fiGoodby!o He leaped from the opening.

Al say, pardned

He turned a little impatiently. She had knelt down at
the entrance, so as to be nehisievel, and was holding out
her hand. But he did not notice it, and she quietly withdrew
it.

Alf anybody dropped in and asked for you, what
name will they say®

He smiled ADon& wait to heald

fiBut suppose wanted to sing out for you, what will
| call youd

He hesitatediCall me L0.0
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fiLo, the poor Indian® [The first word of Popé
familiar apostrophe is humorously used in the far West as a
distinguishing title for the Indian.]

AExactlyo

It suddenly occued to the woman, Teresa, that in
the young mats height, supple, yet erect carriage, color, and
singular gravity of demeanor there was a refined, aboriginal
suggestion. He did not look like any Indian she had ever
seen, but rather as a youthful chief migave looked. There
was a further suggestion in his fringed buckskin shirt and
moccasins; but before she could utter the -kaitastic
comment that rose to her lips he had glided noiselessly away,
even as an Indian might have done.

She readjusted the s$ipof hanging bark with
feminine ingenuity, dispersing them so as to completely hide
the entrance. Yet this did not darken the chamber, which
seemed to draw a purer and more vigorous light through the
soaring shaft that pierced the room than that which came
from the dim woodland aisles below. Nevertheless, she
shivered, and drawing her shawl closely around her began to
collect some halburnt fragments of wood in the chimney to
make a fire. But the preoccupation of her thoughts rendered
this a tedious procesas she would from time to time stop
in the middle of an action and fall into an attitude of rapt
abstraction, with fapff eyes and rigid mouth. When she had
at last succeeded in kindling a fire and raising a film of pale
blue smoke, that seemed to faatel dissipate entirely before
it reached the top of the chimney shaft, she crouched beside
it, fixed her eyes on the darkest corner of the cavern, and
became motionless.

What did she see through that shadow?
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Nothing at first but a confused medley of figarand
incidents of the preceding night; things to be put away and
forgotten; things that would not have happened but for
another thing the thing before which everything faded! A
ball-room; the sounds of music; the one man she had cared
for insulting her \ith the flaunting ostentation of his
unfaithfulness; herself despised, put aside, laughed at, or
worse, jilted. And then the moment of delirium, when the
light danced; the one wild act that lifted her, the despised
one, above them allmade her the suprenfigure, to be
glanced at by frightened women, stared at by-$ialitled,
half-admiring menliYesp she laughed; but struck by the
sound of her own voice, moved twice round the cavern
nervously, and then dropped again into her old position.

As they carriedhim away he had laughed at
her like a hound that he was; he who had praised her for
her spirit, and incited her revenge against others; he who had
taught her to strike when she was insulted; and it was only
fit he should reap what he had sown. She wag ivavhat
other men, had made her. And what was she now? What had
she been once?

She tried to recall her childhood: the man and woman
who might have been her father and mother; who fought and
wrangled over her precocious little life; abused or caressed
her as she sided with either; and then left her with a circus
troupe, where she first tasted the power of her courage, her
beauty, and her recklessness. She remembered those flashes
of triumph that left a fever in her veinsa fever that when it
failed must le stimulated by dissipation, by anything, by
everything that would keep her name a wonder inden
mouths, an envious fear to women. She recalled her transfer
to the strolling players; her cheap pleasures, and cheaper
rivalries and hatred but always Teresdhe daring Teresa!
the reckless Teresa! audacious as a woman, invincible as a
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boy; dancing, flirting, fencing, shooting, swearing, drinking,
smoking, fighting TeresafiOh, yes; she had been loved,
perhaps who knows? but always feared. Why should she
charge now? Ha, he should see.

She had lashed herself in a frenzy, as was her wont,
with gestures, ejaculations, oaths, adjurations, and
passionate apostrophes, but with this strange and unexpected
result. Heretofore she had always been sustained and kept up
by an audience of some kind or quality, if only perhaps a
humble companion; there had always been some one she
could fascinate or horrify, and she could read her power
mirrored in their eyes. Even the halbstracted indifference
of her strange host haddresomething. But she was alone
now. Her words fell on apathetic solitude; she was acting to
viewless space. She rushed to the opening, dashed the
hanging bark aside and leaped to the ground.

She ran forward wildly a few steps, and stopped.
fiHallo!o she cied. fiLook, dis I, Teresad

The profound silence remained unbroken. Her
shrillest tones were lost in an echoless space, even as the
smoke of her fire had faded into pure ether. She stretched out
her clenched fists as if to defy the pillared austeritieh®f
vaults around her.

fiCome and take me if you dape!

The challenge was unheeded. If she had thrown
herself violently against the nearest tteenk, she could not
have been stricken more breathless than she was by the
compact, embattled solitude thatcempassed her. The
hopelessness of impressing these cold and passive vaults
with her selfish passion filled her with a vague fear. In her
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rage of the previous night she had not seen the wood in its
profound immobility. Left alone with the majesty of those
enormous columns, she trembled and turned faint. The
silence of the hollow tree she had just quitted seemed to her
less awful than the crushing presence of these mute and
monstrous witnesses of her weakness. Like a wounded quail
with lowered crest and tiaag wing, she crept back to her
hiding-place.

Even then the influence of the wood was still upon
her. She picked up the novel she had contemptuously thrown
aside only to let it fall again in utter weariness. For a moment
her feminine curiosity was excitéy the discovery of an old
book, in whose blank leaves were pressed a variety of
flowers and woodland grasses. As she could not conceive
that these had been kept for any but a sentimental purpose,
she was disappointed to find that underneath each was a
sentence in an unknown tongue, that even to her untutored
eye did not appear to be the language of passion. Finally she
rearranged the couch of skins and blankets, and, imparting
to it in three clever shakes an entirely different character, lay
down to pursa her reveries. But nature asserted herself, and
ere she knew it she was fast asleep.

So intense and prolonged had been her previous
excitement that, the tension once relieved, she passed into a
slumber of exhaustion so deep that she seemed scarce to
breahe. High noon succeeded morning, the central shaft
received a single ray of upper sunlight, the afternoon came
and went, the shadows gathered below, the sunset fires
began to eat their way through the groined roof, and she still
slept. She slept even whtre bark hangings of the chamber
were put aside, and the young man reentered.

He laid down a bundle he was carrying, and softly
approached the sleeper. For a moment he was startled from
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his indifference; she lay so still and motionless. But this was
not al that struck him; the face before him was no longer the
passionate, haggard visage that confronted him that
morning; the feverish air, the burning color, the strained
muscles of mouth and brow, and the staring eyes were gone;
wiped away, perhaps, by theats that still left their traces

on cheek and dark eyelash. It was a face of a handsome
woman of thirty, with even a suggestion of softness in the
contour of the cheek and arching of her upper lip, no longer
rigidly drawn down in anger, but relaxed byegeon her
white teeth.

With the lithe, soft tread that was habitual to him, the
young man moved about, examining the condition of the
little chamber and its stock of provisions and necessaries,
and withdrew presently, to reappear as noiselessly with a tin
bucket of water. This done he replenished the little pile of
fuel with an armful of bark and pine cones, cast an approving
glance about him, which included the sleeper, and silently
departed.

It was night when she awoke. She was surrounded by
a profound dekness, except where the shiife opening
made a nebulous mist in the corner in her wooden cavern.
Providentially she struggled back to consciousness slowly,
so that the solitude and silence came upon her gradually,
with a growing realization of the evisnof the past twenty
four hours, but without a shock. She was alone here, but safe
still, and every hour added to her chances of ultimate escape.
She remembered to have seen a candle among the articles on
the shelf, and she began to grope her way towaed t
matches. Suddenly she stopped. What was that panting?

Was it her own breathing, quickened with a sudden

nameless terror? or was there something outside? Her heart
seemed to stop beating while she listened. Yes! it was a
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panting outside a panting now in@ased, multiplied,
redoubled, mixed with the sounds of rustling, tearing,
craunching, and occasionally a quick, impatient snarl. She
crept on her hands and knees to the opening and looked out.
At first the ground seemed to be undulating between her and
the opposite tree. But a second glance showed her the black
and gray, bristling, tossing backs of tumbling beasts of prey,
charging the carcass of the bear that lay at its roots, or
contesting for the prize with gluttonous choked breath,
sidelong snarls, ahed spines, and recurved tails. One of the
boldest had leaped upon a buttressing root of her tree within
a foot of the opening.

The excitement, awe, and terror she had undergone
culminated in one wild, maddened scream, that seemed to
pierce even the coldepths of the forest, as she dropped on
her face, with her hands clasped over her eyes in an agony
of fear.

Her scream was answered, after a pause, by a sudden
volley of firebrands and sparks into the midst of the panting,
crowding pack; a few smotheredws and snaps, and a
sudden dispersion of the concourse. In another moment the
young man, with a blazing brand in either hand, leaped upon
the body of the bear.

Teresa raised her head, uttered a hysterical cry, slid
down the tree, flew wildly to his sideaught convulsively at
his sleeve, and fell on her knees beside him.

fiSave me! save mekhe gasped, in a voice broken
by terror.iSave me from those hideous creatures. Naj no!
she implored, as he endeavored to lift her to her feet.
ANo' let me stay herelase beside you. Sm¢lutching the
fringe of his leather huntinghirt, and dragging herself on
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her knees nearer himfiso dond leave me, for Goi
sakeb

fiThey are gone,he replied, gazing down curiously
at her, as she wound the fringe around her hand to strengthen
her hold;fitheydre only a lot of cowardly coyotes and wolves,
that dare not attack anything that lives and can ndove.

The young woman responded with a nervous
shudderiiYes, thafs it,0 she whispered, in a broken voice;
fités only the dead they want. Promise' m@vear to me, if
IGm caught, or hung, or shot, you viblet me be left here to
be torn and ah! my God! whaiks that®

She had thrown her arms around hiseés,
completely pinioning him to her frantic breast. Something
like a smile of disdain passed across his face as he answered,
Alté& nothing. They will not return. Get up!

Even in her terror she saw the change in his féice.
know, | knowb she cried.filGn frightened but | cannot
bear it any longer. Hear me! Listen! Listebut dor@ move!
| didn@ mean to kill Curson no! I swear to God, no! | didh
mean to kill the sheriff and | didi. | was only
bragging do you hear? | lied! | lied dond@ move, | swear
to God | lied. &ve made myself out worse than | was. | have.
Only dorit leave me now and if I die and its not far off,
may bé get me away from hereand fromthem Swear ith

AAIl right,0 said the young man, with a scarcely
concealed movement of irritatiofiBut get up now, and go
back to the cabin.

fiNo; not there aloné.Nevertheless, he quietly but
firmly released himself.
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Al will stay hereo he replied.il would have been
nearer to youbut | thought it better for your safety that my
campfire should be further off. But | can build it here, and
that will keep the coyotes od.

fiLet me stay with you beside yow she said
imploringly.

She looked so broken, crushed, and spiritless, so
unlike the woman of the morning that, albeit with an ill
grace, he tacitly consented, and turned away to bring his
blankets. But in the next moment she was at his side,
following him like a dog, silent and wistful, and even
offering to carry his burden. Wher lnad built the fire, for
which she had collected the pineones and broken
branches near them, he sat down, folded his arms, and leaned
back against the tree in reserved and deliberate silence.
Humble and submissive, she did not attempt to break in upon
areverie she could not help but feel had little kindliness to
herself. As the fire snapped and sparkled, she pillowed her
head upon a root, and lay still to watch it.

It rose and fell, and dying away at times to a mere
lurid glow, and again, agited by some breath scarcely
perceptible to them, quickening into a roaring flame. When
only the embers remained, a dead silence filled the wood.
Then the first breath of morning moved the tangled canopy
above, and a dozen tiny sprays and needles detéadred
the interlocked boughs winged their soft way noiselessly to
the earth. A few fell upon the prostrate woman like a gentle
benediction, and she slept. But even then, the young man,
looking down, saw that the slender fingers were still
aimlessly but rigily twisted in the leather fringe of his
huntingshirt.
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CHAPTER TWO

It was a peculiarity of the Carquinez Wood that it
stood apart and distinct in its gigantic individuality. Even
where the integrity of its own singular species was not
entirely preservedit admitted no inferior trees. Nor was
there any diminishing fringe on its outskirts; the sentinels
that guarded the few gateways of the dim trails were as
monstrous as the serried ranks drawn up in the heart of the
forest. Consequently, the red highwhgttskirted the eastern
angle was bare and shadeless, until it slipped a league off
into a watered valley and refreshed itself under lesser
sycamores and willows. It was here the netadyn city of
Excelsior, still in its cradle, had, like an infant Heesyl
strangled the serpentine North Fork of the American river,
and turned its lifecurrent into the ditches and flumes of the
Excelsior miners.

Newest of the new houses that seemed to have
accidentally formed its single, straggling street was the
residenceof the Rev. Winslow Wynn, not unfrequently
known agiFather Wynm) pastor of the first Baptist church.
Thefipastorag@ as it was cheerfully called, had the glaring
distinction of being built of brick, and was, as had been
wickedly pointed out by idle séfers, the onlyfifireproofo
structure in town. This sarcasm was not, however, supposed
to be particularly distasteful fi-ather Wynmywho enjoyed
the reputation of beinighail fellow, well medwith the rough
mining element, who called them by their Gtian names,
had been known to drink at the bar of the Polka Saloon while
engaged in the conversion of a prominent citizen, and was
popularly said to have nfigospel starohabout him. Certain
conscious outcasts and transgressors were touched at this
appaent unbending of the spiritual authority. The rigid
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tenets of Father Wyr@n faith were lost in the supposed
catholicity of his humanityfiA preacher that can jine a man
when hés histird liquor into him, without jawid about it,
ought to be allowed to wrestle with sinners and splash about
in as much cold water as he likegjas the criticism of one

of his converts. Nevertheless, it was true that Father Wynn
was somewhat loud and intolerant in his tolerance. It was
truethat he was a little more rough, a little more frank, a little
more hearty, a little more impulsive, than his disciples. It
was true that often the proclamation of his extreme liberality
and brotherly equality partook somewhat of an apology. It is
true tha a few who might have been most benefited by this
kind of gospel regarded him with a singular disdain. It is true
that his liberality was of an ornamental, insinuating quality,
accompanied with but little sacrifice; his acceptance of a
collection taken upn a gamblingsaloon for the rebuilding

of his church, destroyed by fire, gave him a popularity large
enough, it must be confessed, to cover the sins of the
gamblers themselves, but it was not proven hiedtad ever
organized any form of relief. But itag true that local history
somehow accepted him as an exponent of mining
Christianity, without the least reference to the opinions of
the Christian miners themselves.

The Rev. Mr. Wynis liberal habits and opinions
were not, however, shared by his onlyglater, a motherless
young lady of eighteen. Nellie Wynn was in the eye of
Excelsior an unapproachable divinity, as inaccessible and
cold as her father was impulsive and familiar. An
atmosphere of chaste and proud virginity made itself felt
even in the stahed integrity of her spotless skirts, in her
neatlygloved fingertips, in her clear amber eyes, in her
imperious red lips, in her sensitive nostrils. Need it be said
that the youth and middle age of Excelsior were madly,
because apparently hopelesslypwe with her? For the rest,
she had been expensively educated, was profoundly ignorant
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in two languages, with a trained misunderstanding of music
and painting, and a natural and faultless taste in dress.

The Rev. Mr. Wynn was engaged in a characteristic
hearty parting with one of his latest converts upon his own
doorstep, with admirablel fresco effect. He had just
clapped him on the should€iGoodby, goodby, Charley,
my boy, and keep in the right path; not up, or down, or round
the gulch, you know ha ha! but straight across lots to the
shining gate He had raised his voice under the stimulus of
a few admiring spectators, and backed his convert playfully
against the wallfiYou see! wé&e goirbin to win, you bet.
Goodby! Ial ask you to step in andve a chat, butile got
my work to do, and so have you. The gospel nukeep us
from that, must it, Charley? Ha, lia!

The convert (who elsewhere was a profane
expressman, and had become quite imbecile under Mr.
Wynn& active heartiness and brotherlyrdeplay before
spectators) managed, however, to feebly stammer with a
blush something abo@iMiss Nellieo

AAh, Nellie. She, too, is at her task&rimming her
lamp you know, the parable of the wise virgilspntinued
Father Wynn hastily, fearing that thenvert might take the
illustration literally. fiThere, there goodby. Keep in the
right patho And with a parting shove he dismissed Charley
and entered his own house.

That fiwise virging Nellie, had evidently finished
with the lamp, and was now going oth meet the
bridegroom, as she was fully dressed and gloved, and had a
pink parasol in her hand, as her father entered the sitting
room.
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His bluff heartiness seemed to fade away as he
removed his soft, broalrimmed hat and glanced across the
too freshlooking apartment. There was a smell of mortar
still in the air, and a faint suggestion that at any moment
green grass might appear between the interstices of the red
brick hearth. The room, yielding a little in the point of
coldness, seemed to share Misdlibés fresh virginity, and,
barring the pink parasol, set her off as in a véstll.

Al supposed you wouldh care to see Brace, the
expressman, so | got rid of him at the dosagid her father,
drawing one of the new chairs towards him slowly, and
sitting down carefully, as if it were a hitherto untried
experiment.

Miss Nellieds face took a tint of interesiThen he
doesitit go with the coach to Indian Springday?

fiNo; whyd

Al thought of going over myself to get the Burnham
girls to come tochoirmeetingd replied Miss Nellie
carelesslyfiand he might have been company.

fiHe& go now if he knew you were goirgsaid her

father; fbut ités just as well he shoul@nbe needlessly
encouraged. | rather think that Sheriff Dunn is a little jealous
of him. By the way, the sheriff is much better. | called to
cheer him up talayo (Mr. Wynn had in fact tumultuously
accelerated the sick m@npulse)fiand he talked of you, as
usual. In fact, he said he had only two things to get well for.
One was to catchnd hang that woman Teresa, who shot
him; the other can you guess the otheyfie added archly,
with a faint suggestion of his other manner.

Miss Nellie coldly could not.
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The Rev. Mr. Wyn@s archness vanisheidDona be
a foolphe said drylyfiHe wantgo marry you, and you know
it.0

fiMost of the men here dbresponded Miss Nellie,
without the least trace of coquetiils the wedding or the
hanging to take place first, or together, so he can officiate at
bothd

fiHis share in the Union Ditch is worth aridred
thousand dollars, continued her fatherfiand if he isid
nominated for district judge this fall, éebound to go to the
legislature, any way. | ddn think a girl with your
advantages and education can afford to throw away the
chance of shining iBacramento, San Francisco, or, in good
time, perhaps even Washington.

Miss Nellie®s eyes did not reflect entire disapproval
of this suggestion, although she replied with something of
her fathe@s practical quality.

fiMr. Dunn is not out of his bed yet, drhey say
Teres@s got away to Arizona, so there @&any particular
hurryo

fiPerhaps not; but see here, Nelliével some
important news for you. You know your young friend of the
Carquinez Woods Dorman, the botanist, eh? Well, Brace
knows all about himAnd what do you think he i8?

Miss Nellie took upon herself a few extra degrees of
cold, and didd@ know.

AAN Injin! Yes, an owandout Cherokee. You see he

calls himself Dorman Low Dorman. Thaks only French
for Sleeping Wateghis Injin name d.ow Dormand 0
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AYou meand.&Eau Dormant®, said Nellie.

fiThas what | said. The chief called hi@leeping
Watebwhen he was a boy, and one of them French Canadian
trappers translated it into French when he brought him to
California to school. But & an Ijin, sure. No wonder he
prefers to live in the woods.

fiwWell?0 said Nellie.

fWell,0 echoed her father impatienthe an Injin,
| tell you, and you cai of course have anything to do with
him. He must@ come here agaid.

fiBut you forget) said Nellieimperturbably fithat it
was you who invited him here, and were so much exercised
over him. You remember you introduced him to the Bishop
and those Eastern clergymen as a magnificent specimen of a
young Californian. You forget what an occasion you made
of his coming to church on Sunday, and how you made him
come in his buckskin shirt and walk down the street with you
after serviced

AYes, yes) said the Rev. Mr. Wynn hurriedly.

AANd,0 continued Nellie carelesslfihow you made
us sing out of the same bod@khildren of our Fathés Foldd
and how you preached at him until he actually got a anlor!

fiYesp said her fatherfibut it wasii known then he
was an Injin, and they are frightfully unpopular with those
Southwestern men among whom we labor. Indeed, | am
quite convinced that when Brace sdiie only good Indian
was a dead oidhis expression, though extravagant, perhaps,
really vaced the sentiments of the majority. It would be only
kindness to the unfortunate creature to warn him from
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exposing himself to their rude but conscientious
antagonisno

fiPerhaps yol better tell him, then, in your own
popular way, which they all seem tmderstand so wedl,
responded the daughter. Mr. Wynn cast a quick glance at her,
but there was no trace of irony in her faceothing but a
half-bored indifference as she walked toward the window.

Al will go with you to the coacloffice,0 said her
father,who generally gave these simple paternal duties the
pronounced character of a public Christian example.

Altés hardly worth while) replied Miss Nelliefildve
to stop at the Watsofsat the foot of the hill, and ask after
the baby; so | shall go on to ti@rossing and pick up the
coach as it passes. Geby.o

Nevertheless, as soon as Nellie had departed, the
Rev. Mr. Wynn proceeded to the coaaffice, and publicly
grasping the hand of Yuba Bill, the driver, commended his
daughter to his care in the nameta# universal brotherhood
of man and the Christian fraternity. Carried away by his
heartiness, he forgot his previous caution, and confided to
the expressman Miss Neligeregrets that she was not to have
that gentlema@ company. The result was that Missllie
found the coach with its passengers awaiting her with
uplifted hats and wreathed smiles at the Crossing, and the
box-seat (from which an unfortunate stranger, who had
expensively paid for it, had been summarily ejected) at her
service beside YubailB who had thrown away his cigar and
donned a new pair of buckskin gloves to do her honor. But a
more serious result to the young beauty was the effect of the
Rev. Mr. Wynris confidences upon the impulsive heart of
Jack Brace, the expressman. It has beesady intimated
that it was higiday off0 Unable to summarily reassume his
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usual functions beside the driver without some practical
reason, and ashamed to go so palpably as a mere passenger,
he was forced to let the coach proceed without him.
Discomfited for the moment, he was not, however, beaten.
He had lost the blissful journey by her side, which would
have been his professional right, bughe was going to
Indian Spring! could he not anticipate her there? Might they
not meet in the most accidentalmnar? And what might not
come from that meeting away from the prying eyes of their
own town? Mr. Brace did not hesitate, but saddling his fleet
Buckskin, by the time the stagecoach had passed the
Crossing in the higinoad he had mounted the hill and was
dashing along thécut-offoin the same direction, a full mile

in advance. Arriving at Indian Spring, he left his horse at a
Mexicanposadaon the confines of the settlement, and from
the piled debris of a tunnel excavation awaited the slow
arrival of the cach. On mature reflection he could give no
reason why he had not boldly awaited it at the express office,
except a certain bashful consciousness of his own folly, and
a belief that it might be glaringly apparent to the bystanders.
When the coach arrived @nhe had overcome this
consciousness, it was too late. Yuba Bill had discharged his
passengers for Indian Spring and driven away. Miss Nellie
was in the settlement, but where? As time passed he became
more desperate and bolder. He walked recklessly up and
down the main street, glancing in at the open doors of shops,
and even in the windows of private dwellings. It might have
seemed a poor compliment to Miss Nellie, but it was an
evidence of his complete preoccupation, when the sight of a
female face at a wdow, even though it was plain or perhaps
painted, caused his heart to bound, or the glancing of a skirt
in the distance quickened his feet and his pulses. Had Jack
contented himself with remaining at Excelsior he might have
vaguely regretted, but as soobecome as vaguely
accustomed to, Miss Nelfie absence. But it was not until
his hitherto quiet and passive love took this first step of

137



action that it fully declared itself. When he had made the tour
of the town a dozen times unsuccessfully, he had pbrfec
made up his mind that marriage with Nellie or the speedy
death of several people, including possibly himself, was the
only alternative. He regretted he had not accompanied her;
he regretted he had not demanded where she was going; he
contemplated a cose of future action that two hours ago
would have filled him with bashful terror. There was clearly
but one thing to do to declare his passion the instant he met
her, and return with her to Excelsior an accepted suitor, or
not to return at all.

Suddenly I was vexatiously conscious of hearing
his name lazily called, and looking up found that he was on
the outskirts of the town, and interrogated by two horsemen.

fiGot down to walk, and the coach got away from
you, Jack, eh®

A little ashamed of his preoccupation, Brace
stammered something aboticollectionsd He did not
recognize the men, but his own face, name, and business
were familiar to everybody for fifty miles along the stage
road.

AWell, you can settle a bet for ugekkon. Bill Dacre
thar bet me five dollars and the drinks that a young gal we
met at the edge of the Carquinez Woods, dressed in a long
brown duster and half muffled up in a hood, was the daughter
of Father Wynn of Excelsior. | did not get a fair lookat,
but it stands to reason that a higimed young lady like
Nellie Wynn dori@t go trafsing along the wood like a Pike
County tramp. | took the bet. May be you know if &heere
or in Excelsiord
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Mr. Brace felt himself turning pale with eagerness
and exitement. But the near prospect of seeing her presently
gave him back his caution, and he answered truthfully that
he had left her in Excelsior, and that in his two héswgourn
in Indian Spring he had not once met h#ut,0 he added,
with a Californiai@s reverence for the sanctity of a bit,
reckon youd better make it a standoff for twertyur hours,
and Bl find out and let you knova.Which, it is only fair to
say, he honestly intended to do.

With a hurried nod of partg, he continued in the
direction of the Woods. When he had satisfied himself that
the strangers had entered the settlement and would not
follow him for further explanation, he quickened his pace. In
half an hour he passed between two of the gigantilmsént
that guarded the entrance to a trail. Here he paused to collect
his thoughts. The Woods were vast in extent, the trail dim
and uncertain at times apparently breaking off, or
intersecting another trail as faint as itself. Believing that
Miss Nellie hal diverged from the highway only as a
momentary excursion into the shade, and that she would not
dare to penetrate its more sombre and unknown recesses, he
kept within sight of the skirting plain. By degrees the sedate
influence of the silent vaults seemtxldepress him. The
ardor of the chase began to flag. Under the calm of their dim
roof the fever of his veins began to subside; his pace
slackened; he reasoned more deliberately. It was by no
means probable that the young woman in a brown duster was
Nellie; it was not her habitual traveling dress; it was not like
her to walk unattended in the road; there was nothing in her
tastes and habits to take her into this gloomy forest, allowing
that she had even entered it; and on this absolute question of
her idenity the two witnesses were divided. He stopped
irresolutely, and cast a last, long, hd#fspairing look
around him. Hitherto he had given that part of the wood
nearest the plain his greatest attention. His glance now
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sought its darker recesses. Sudddmybecame breathless.
Was it a beam of sunlight that had pierced the groined roof
above, and now rested against the trunk of one of the
dimmer, more secluded giants? No, it was moving; even as
he gazed it slipped away, glanced against another tree,
passedacross one of the vaulted aisles, and then was lost
again. Brief as was the glimpse, he was not mistakewas

the figure of a woman.

In another moment he was on her track, and soon had
the satisfaction of seeing her reappear at a lesser distance.
But the continual intervention of the massive trunks made
the chase by no means an easy one, and as he could not keep
her always in sight he was unable to follow or understand the
one intelligent direction which she seemed to invariably
keep. Nevertheless, he gad upon her breathlessly, and,
thanks to the barktrewn floor, noiselessly. He was near
enough to distinguish and recognize the dress she wore, a
pale yellow, that he had admired when he first saw her. It
was Nellie, unmistakably; if it were she of th@Wwn duster,
she had discarded it, perhaps for greater freedom. He was
near enough to call out now, but a sudden nervous timidity
overcame him; his lips grew dry. What should he say to her?
How account for his presencévliss Nellie, one momen!
he gaspedShe darted forward ahdvanished.

At this moment he was not more than a dozen yards
from her. He rushed to where she had been standing, but her
disappearance was perfect and complete. He made a circuit
of the group of trees within whose radius she had las
appeared, but there was neither trace of her, nor suggestion
of her mode of escape. He called aloud to her; the vacant
Woods let his helpless voice die in their unresponsive
depths. He gazed into the air and down at the-btnekvn
carpet at his feet. ke most of his vocation, he was sparing
of speech, and epigrammatic after his fashion.
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Comprehending in one swift but despairing flash of

intelligence the existence of some fateful power beyond his
own weak endeavor, he accepted its logical result with
chaacteristic grimness, threw his hat upon the ground, put
his hands in his pockets, and said

AWell, 1Gnd ° dl!o
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CHAPTER THREE

Out of compliment to Miss Nellie Wynn, Yuba BiIll,
on reaching Indian Spring, had made a slight detour to
enable him to stentatiously set down his fair passenger
before the door of the Burnhams. When it had closed on the
admiring eyes of the passengers and the coach had rattled
away, Miss Nellie, without any undue haste or apparent
change in her usual quiet demeanor, madalgewever, to
dispatch her business promptly, and, leaving an impression
that she would call again before her return to Excelsior,
parted from her friends, and slipped away through a side
street, to the General Furnishing Store of Indian Spring. In
passig this emporium, Miss Nell@ quick eye had
discovered a cheap brown linen duster hanging in its
window. To purchase it, and put it over her delicate cambric
dress, albeit with a shivering sense that she looked like a
badly-folded brownpaper parcel, didot take long. As she
left the shop it was with mixed emotions of chagrin and
security that she noticed that her passage through the
settlement no longer turned the heads of its male inhabitants.
She reached the outskirts of Indian Spring and the tagt
at about the time Mr. Brace had begun his fruitless patrol of
the main street. Far in the distance a faint efjueen table
mountain seemed to rise abruptly from the plain. It was the
Carquinez Woods. Gathering her spotless skirts beneath her
extemporized brown domino, she set out briskly towards
them.

But her progress was scarcely free or exhilarating.
She was not accustomed to walking in a country where
fbuggyridingdwas considered the only genteel young, fady
like mode of progression, and its regulamovision the
expected courtesy of mankind. Always fastidiously booted,
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her lowrquartered shoes were charming to the eye, but hardly
adapted to the dust and inequalities of the fnagd. It was

true that she had thought of buying a coarser pair at Indian
Spring, but once face to face with their uncompromising
ugliness, she had faltered and fled. The sun was
unmistakably hot, but her parasol was too well known and
offered too violent a contrast to the duster for practical use.
Once she stopped with an exulation of annoyance,
hesitated, and looked back. In half an hour she had twice lost
her shoe and her temper; a pink flush took possession of her
cheeks, and her eyes were bright with suppressed rage. Dust
began to form grimy circles around their orbitsthwgatlike
shivers she even felt it pervade the roots of her blonde hair.
Gradually her breath grew more rapid and hysterical, her
smarting eyes became humid, and at last, encountering two
observant horsemen in the road, she turned and fled, until,
reachng the wood, she began to cry.

Nevertheless she waited for the two horsemen to
pass, to satisfy herself that she was not followed; then
pushed on vaguely, until she reached a fallen tree, where,
with a gesture of disgust, she tore off her hapless dugder an
flung it on the ground. She then sat down sobbing, but after
a moment dried her eyes hurriedly and started to her feet. A
few paces distant, erect, noiseless, with outstretched hand,
the young solitary of the Carquinez Woods advanced
towards her. His hahhad almost touched hers, when he
stopped.

fiWhat has happenedfie asked gravely.
fiNothingp she said, turning half away, and

searching the ground with her eyes, as if she had lost
somethingfOnly | must be going back nowv.
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fiYou shall go back at once,ybu wish itp he said,
flushing slightly.fiBut you have been crying; why?

Frank as Miss Nellie wished to be, she could not
bring herself to say that her feet hurt her, and the dust and
heat were ruining her complexion. It was therefore with a
half-confident belief that her troubles were really of a moral
quality that she answered, fiNothing nothing,
but but ité wrong to come heii.

fiBut you did not think it was wrong when you agreed
to come, at our last meetigaid the young man, with that
persistent dgic which exasperates the inconsequent
feminine mind Alt cannot be any more wrong-ttay 0

fiBut it was not so far of,murmured the young girl,
without looking up.

AOh, the distance makes it more improper, théee,
said abstractedly; but after a mon@rdontemplation of her
half-averted face, he asked gravdilas any one talked to
you about me®

Ten minutes before, Nellie had been burning to
unburden herself of her fatfierwarning, but now she felt
she would notiil wish you wouldid call yourself low,0 she
said at last.

fiBut itGs my name) he replied quietly.

fiNonsense! B only a stupid translation of a stupid
nickname. They might as well call ydwatebat onced

fiBut you said you liked ib.
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fwWell, so | do. But do@ you seé |I' oh dear! you
dond understana

Low did not reply, but turned his head with resigned
gravity towards the deeper woods. Grasping the barrel of his
rifle with his left hand, he threw his right arm across his left
wrist and leaned slightly upon it with the habitual ease of a
Western hunter doubly picturesque m his own lithe,
youthful symmetry. Miss Nellie looked at him from under
her eyelids, and then half defiantly raised her head and her
dark lashes. Gradually an almost magical change came over
her features; her eyes grew dar and more and more
yearning, until they seemed to draw and absorb in their
liquid depths the figure of the young man before her; her cold
face broke into an ecstasy of light and color; her humid lips
parted in a bright, welcoming smile, until, with aresistible
impulse, she arose, and throwing back her head stretched
towards him two hands full of vague and trembling passion.

In another moment he had seized them, kissed them,
and, as he drew her closer to his embrace, felt them tighten
around his neckiBut what name do you wish to call nge?
he asked, looking down into her eyes.

Miss Nellie murmured something confidentially to
the third button of his huntinghirt. fiBut thatp he replied,
with a faint smilefithatwouldn& be any more practical, and
you wouldrid want others to call me daro Her fingers
loosened around his neck, she drew her head back, and a
singular expression gssed over her face, which to any
calmer observer than a lover would have seemed, however,
to indicate more curiosity than jealousy.

AWho else does call you so8he added earnestly.
fiHow many, for instances?
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LowGs reply was addressed not to her ear, but her
lips. She did not avoid it, but addé#nd do you kiss them
all like that®d Taking him by the shoulders, she held him a
little way from her, and gazed at him from head to foot. Then
drawing him again to her éamace, she saidi dond care, at
least no woman has kissed you like thatappy, dazzled,
and embarrassed, he was beginning to stammer the truthful
protestation that rose to his lips, but she stopped fiiu;
dond protest! say nothing! Leheloveyou that is all. It is
enougho He would have caught her in his arms again, but
she drew backiiwe are near the roadshe said quietly.
ACome! you promised to show me where you camped. Let
us make the most of our holiday. In an hour | must leave the
woodso

fiBut | shall accompany you, dearest.
fiNo, | must go as | camealoned
fiBut Nellied

Al tell you nop she said, with an almost harsh
practical decision, incompatible with her previous
abandonmenfiwe might be seen together.

fiWell, suppose we are; we mus¢ seen together
eventuallyp he remonstrated.

The young girl made an involuntary gesture of
impatient negation, but checked hersillfond let us talk of
that now. Come, while I am here under your ownaoaghe
pointed to the high interlaced boughs abdhem fyou
must be hospitable. Show me your home; tell mej ism
little gloomy sometimesy
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filt never has been; | never thought it would be until
the moment you leave it4dayo

She pressed his hand briefly and in a-paiffunctory
way, as if her vanity had accepted and dismissed the
compliment.fiTake me somewhexeshe said inquisitively,
fwhere you stay most; | do not seem to see lyengo she
added, looking around her withstight shiver filt is so big
and so high. Have you no place where you eat and rest and
sleep®

AExcept in the rainy season, | camp all over the
place at any spot where | may have been shooting or
collectingd

fiCollecting® queried Nellie.
fAYes; with the hebarium, you knowd

AYesp said Nellie dubiously.fiBut you told me
once the first time we ever talked togethieshe added,
looking in his eyes fisomething about your keeping your
things like a squirrel in a tree. Could we not go there? Is there
not room f@ us to sit and talk without being browbeaten and
looked down upon by these supercilious tréees?

fltGs too far away said Low truthfully, but with a
somewhat pronounced emphasgisuch too far for you just
now; and it lies on another trail that enterswilo®d beyond.

But come, | will show you a spring known only to myself,
the wood ducks, and the squirrels. | discovered it the first
day | saw you, and gave it your name. But you shall christen
it yourself. It will be all yours, and yours alone, for it & s
hidden and secluded that | defy any feet but my own or
whoso shall keep step with mine to find it. Shall that foot be
yours, Nellie®
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Her face beamed with a bright assdiit. may be
difficult to track it from here) he saidfibut stand where you
are a noment, and dad move, rustle, nor agitate the air in
any way. The woods are still nanHe turned at right angles
with the trail, moved a few paces into the ferns and
underbrush, and then stopped with his finger on his lips. For
an instant both remainedatmonless; then, with his intent
face bent forward and both arms extended, he began to sink
slowly upon one knee and one side, inclining his body with
a gentle, perfecthgraduated movement until his ear almost
touched the ground. Nellie watched his gratdigure
breathlessly, until, like a bow unbent, he stood suddenly
erect again, and beckoned to her without changing the
direction of his face.

fWhat is itD she asked eagerly.

AAIl right; | have found it) he continued, moving
forward without turning hiviead.

fiBut how? What did you kneel fad™He did not
reply, but taking her hand in his continued to move slowly
on through the underbrush, as if obeying some magnetic
attraction fiHow did you find it® again asked the hadfwed
girl, her voice unconsciously falling to a whisper. Still silent,
Low kept his rigid face and forward tread for twenty yards
further; then he stopped and released thé&didlfimpatient
hand.fiHow did you find it® she repeatesharply.

AWith my ears and nosireplied Low gravely.
AWith your nose@

fiYes; | smelt itd
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Still fresh with the memory of his picturesque
attitude, the young m@mreply seemed to involve something
more irritating to her feelings than even that absuntl a
climax. She looked at him coldly and critically, and appeared
to hesitate whether to procedisk it fard she asked.

fiNot more than ten minutes now, as | shalbgo.
AANd you wordt have to smell your way again?

fiNo; it is quite plain novg he answered seriously,
the young girds sarcasm slipping harmlessly from his Indian
stolidity. iDon& you smell it yourself@

But Miss Nelligs thin, cold nostrils refused to take
that vulgar interest.

fiNor hear it? Listerd

AYou forget | suffer the misftune of having been
brought up under a rodfshe replied coldly.

fAiThats truep repeated Low, in all seriousnesis
not your fault. But do you know, | sometimes think | am
peculiarly sensitive to water; | feel it miles away. At night,
though | may nbsee it or even know where it is, | am
conscious of it. It is company to me when | am alone, and |
seem to hear it in my dreams. There is no music as sweet to
me as its song. When you sang with me that day in church, |
seemed to hear it ripple in your eei It says to me more
than the birds do, more than the rarest plants | find. It seems
to live with me and for me. It is my earliest recollection; |
know it will be my last, for | shall die in its embrace. Do you
think, Nelliep he continued, stopping shioand gazing
earnestly in her facefido you think that the chiefs knew this
when they called méleeping Watd&Ro
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To Miss Nelligs several gifts | fear the gods had not
added poetry. A slight knowledge of English verse of a select
character, unfortunately,did not assist her in the
interpretation of the young ménspeech, nor relieve her
from the momentary feeling that he was at times deficient in
intellect. She preferred, however, to take a personal view of
the question, and expressed her sarcastic rdgreshe had
not known before that she had been indebted to the great
flume and ditch at Excelsior for the pleasure of his
acquaintance. This pert remark occasioned some
explanation, which ended in the @irlaccepting a kiss in lieu
of more logical argumnt. Nevertheless, she was still
conscious of an inward irritationalways distinct from her
singular and perfectly material passiowhich found vent
as the difficulties of their undeviating progress through the
underbrush increased. At last she lost hereshgain, and
stopped shorfiltés a pity your Indian friends did not christen
you ANild Mustardor Cloverp 8he said satiricallyfithat
you might have had some sympathies and longings for the
open fields instead of these horrid jungles! | know we will
not get back in time.

Unfortunately, Low accepted this speech literally
and with his remorseless gravityf my name annoys you, |
can get it changed by the legislature, you know, and | can
find out what my fathés name was, and take that. My
mother, wio died in giving me birth, was the daughter of a
chiefo

fiThen your mother was really an Indian8aid
Nellie, fiand you are ' She stopped short.

fiBut | told you all this the day we first metsaid

Low with grave astonishmeniiDond you remember our
long talk coming from church®
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fiNo,0 said Nellie, coldly fiyou didr& tell meo But
she was obliged to drop her eyes before the unwavering,
undeniable truthfulness of his.

fiYou have forgotte,he said calmlyfibut it is only
right you should have your own way disposing of a name
that | have cared little for; and as ymeito have a share of
ito

AYes, but i6s getting late, and if we are not going
forwardd 'interrupted the girl impatiently.

fWe are going forwardy said Low imperturbably;
fibut | wanted to tellyou, as we were speaking d@hat
subjecd (Nellie looked at her watchijjéve been offered the
place of botanist and naturalist in Professor Gsastirvey
of Mount Shasta, and if | take itwhy when | come back,
darling wello

fiBut youdre not going jusyet,0 broke in Nellie, with
a new expression in her face.

fiNo.O0

fiThen we need not talk of it nowshe said with
animation.

Her sudden vivacity relieved himl see whats the
matterp he said gently, looking down at her fai@hese little
shoes were nohade to keep step with a moccasin. We must
try another way He stooped as if to secure the erring
buskin, but suddenly lifted her like a child to his shoulder.
fiTherep he continued, placing her arm around his neck,
fiyou are clear of the ferns and bransat®w, and we can go
on. Are you comfortableéfHe looked up, read her answer in
her burning eyes and the warm lips pressed to his forehead
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at the roots of his straight dark hair, and again moved onward
as in a mesmeric dream. But he did not swerve from his
direct course, and with a final dash through the undergrowth
parted the leafy curtain before the spring.

At first the young girl was dazzled by the strong light
that came from a rent in the interwoven arches of the wood.
The breach had been caused byhhge bulk of one of the
great giants that had half fallen, and was lying at a steep
angle against one of its mightiest brethren, having borne
down a lesser tree in the arc of its downward path. Two of
the roots, as large as younger trees, tossed thekenied
and bare limbs high in the air. The sprinthe insignificant
cause of this vast disruptiorgurgled, flashed, and sparkled
at the base; the limpid baby fingers that had laid bare the
foundations of that fallen column played with the still
clinging rodlets, laved the fractured and twisted limbs, and,
widening, filled with sleeping water the graves from which
they had been torn.

filt had been going on for years, down thessid
Low, pointing to a cavity from which the fresh water now
slowly welled,fbut it had been quickened by the rising of
the subterranean springs and rivers which always occurs at a
certain stage of the dry season. | remember that on that very
night for it happened a little after midnight, when all
sounds are more audibld was troubéd and oppressed in
my sleep by what you would call a nightmare; a feeling as if
| was kept down by bonds and pinions that | longed to break.
And then | heard a crash in this direction, and the first streak
of morning brought me the sound and scent of wa&e
months afterwards | chanced to find my way here, as | told
you, and gave it your name. | did not dream that | should
ever stand beside it with you, and have you christen it
yourselfo

152



He unloosed the cup from his flask, and filling it at
the springhanded it to her. But the young girl leant over the
pool, and pouring the water idly back saitfd rather put
my feet in it. Mayrdt 170

Al dond understand yoohe said wonderingly.

fiMy feet areso hot and dusty. The water looks
deliciously cool. May 18

ACertainlyo

He turned away as Nellie, with apparent
unconsciousness, seated herself on the bank, and removed
her shoes and stockings. When she had dabbled her feet a
few moments in the pool, she said over her shoulder

fWe can talk just as well, c&rwe®

ACertainlyo

AWell, then, why didd you come to church more
often, and why diddé you think of telling father that you
were convicted of sin and wanted to be baptined?

Al dond know 0 hesitated the young man.

fiwell, you lost the chance of havirigther convert
you, baptize you, and take you into full church fellowship.

Al never thoughg "he began.
AYou never thought. Arghyou a Christian®@

Al suppose so.
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fiHe supposes so! Have you no convictioms®
professions@

fiBut, Nellie, I never thought #t yowb ' Rever
thought that 1 what? Do you think that | could ever be
anything to a man who did not believe in justification by
faith, or in the covenant of church fellowship? Do you think
father would let me®?

In his eagerness to defend himself he steppduer
side. But seeing her little feet shining through the dark water,
like outcroppings of delicately veined quartz, he stopped
embarrassed. Miss Nellie, however, leaped to one foot, and,
shaking the other over the pool, put her hand on his shoulder
to steady herselfiiYou haveid got a towel or,0 she said
dubiously, looking at her small handkerchigdnything to
dry them on®

But Low did not, as she perhaps expected, offer his
own handkerchief.

Alf you take a bath after our fashiome said gravely,
fiyou must learn to dry yourself after our fashéon.

Lifting her again lightly in his arms, he carried her a
few steps to the sunny opening, and bade her bury her feet in
the dried mosses and baked withered grasses that were
bleaching in a hollow. The youngirl uttered a cry of
childish delight, as the soft ciliated fibres touched her
sensitive skin.

flt is healing, tod) continued Low;fia moccasin

filled with it after a day on the trail makes you all right
againo
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But Miss Nellie seemed to be thinking sdmething
else.

fls that the way the squaws bathe and dry
themselves?

Al dond know; you forget | was a boy when | left
themo

AANd youdre sure you never knew any?
fiNoneo

The young girl seemed to derive some satisfaction in
moving her feet up and dowarfseveral minutes among the
grasses in the hollow; then, after a pause, sddu are
quite certain 1 am the first woman that ever touched this
spring®d

fiNot only the first woman, but the first human being,
except myselb

fiHow niceb

They had taken eadbtheis hands; seated side by
side, they leaned against a curving elastic root that half
supported, half encompassed them. Thedgichpricious,
fittul manner succumbed as before to the near contact of her
companion. Looking into her eyes, Low fell indbosweet,
selfish loveés monologue, descriptive of his past and present
feelings towards her, which she accepted with a heightened
color, a slight exchange of sentiment, and a strange curiosity.
The sun had painted their h&imbraced silhouettes against
the slanting treg¢runk, and began to decline unnoticed; the
ripple of the water mingling with their whispers came as one
sound to the listening ear; even their eloquent silences were
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as deep, and, | wot, perhaps as dangerous, as the darkened
pool that filled so noiselessly a dozen yards away. So quiet
were they that the tremor of invading wings once or twice
shook the silence, or the quick scamper of frightened feet
rustled the dead grass. But in the midst of a prolonged
stillness the young man sprang upssmidenly that Nellie

was still half clinging to his neck as he stood erdtish!o

he whisperedfisome one is neay!

He disengaged her anxious hands gently, leaped
upon the slanting tregunk, and running halivay up its
incline with the agility of a sgjrrel, stretched himself at full
length upon it and listened.

To the impatient, inexplicably startled girl, it seemed
an age before he rejoined her.

fiYou are saf@ he said;fhes going by the western
trail toward Indian Spring.

AWho ishe?0 she asked,iting her lips with a poorly
restrained gesture of mortification and disappointment.

fiSome strangebreplied Low.

fAs long as he waghcoming here, why did you give
me such a fright? she said pettishlyfiAre you nervous
because a single wayfarer happtnstray here®

flt was no wayfarer, for he tried to keep near the
trail,0 said Low.fAHe was a stranger to the wood, for he lost
his way every now and then. He was seeking or expecting
some one, for he stopped frequently and waited or listened.
He had not walked far, for he wore spurs that tinkled and
caught in the brush; and yet he had madlen here, for no
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horsés hoofs passed the road since we have been here. He
must have come from Indian Spriag.

AANd you heard all that when you listened just now?
asked Nellie half disdainfully.

Impervious to her incredulity, Low turned his calm
eyeson her facefiCertainly, 8l bet my life on what | say.
Tell me: do you know anybody in Indian Spring who would
likely spy upon you@

The young girl was conscious of a certairdéifined
uneasiness, but answerého.o

fiThen it was notyou he was seeking said Low
thoughtfully. Miss Nellie had not time to notice the
emphasis, for he addeiiyou must go at once, and lest you
have been followed | will show you another way back to
Indian Spring. It is longer, and you must hasten. Take your
shoes and stockys with you until we are out of the bugh.

He raised her again in his arms and strode once more
out through the covert into the dim aisles of the wood. They
spoke but little; she could not help feeling that some other
discordant element, affecting him mateongly than it did
her, had come between them, and was half perplexed and
half frightened. At the end of ten minutes he seated her upon
a fallen branch, and telling her he would return by the time
she had resumed her shoes and stockings glided frdikener
a shadow. She would have uttered an indignant protest at
being left alone, but he was gone ere she could detain him.
For a moment she thought she hated him. But when she had
mechanically shod herself once more, not without nervous
shivers at every fhhg needle, he was at her side.
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fiDo you know any one who wears a frieze coat like
that® he asked, handing her a few torn shreds of wool
affixed to a splinter of bark.

Miss Nellie instantly recognized the material of a
certain sportingcoat worn by Mr. Jek Brace on festive
occasions, but a strange yet infallible instinct that was part
of her nature made her instantly disclaim all knowledge of
it.

fiN0,0 she said.

fiNot any one who scents himself with some dastor
stuff like cologne® continued Low, with th disgust of keen
olfactory sensibilities.

Again Miss Nellie recognized the perfume with
which the gallant expressman was wont to make redolent her
little parlor, but again she avowed no knowledge of its
possessor. fAwWell,6 returned Low, with some
disappoitment, fisuch a man has been here. Be on your
guard. Let us go at once.

She required no urging to hasten her steps, but
hurried breathlessly at his side. He had taken a new trail by
which they left the wood at right angles with the highway,
two miles away.Following an almost effaced mule track
along a slight depression of the plain, deep enough, however,
to hide them from view, he accompanied her, until, rising to
the level again, she saw they were beginning to approach the
highway and the distant roofs &idian Spring.fiNobody
meeting you novg he whisperediwould suspect where you
had been. Good night! until next weekemembei

They pressed each otli@hands, and standing on the
slight ridge outlined against the paling sky, in full view of
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the highway, parting carelessly, as if they had been chance
met travellers. But Nellie could not restrain a parting
backward glance as she left the ridge. Low had descended to
the deserted trail, and was running swiftly in the direction of
the Carquinez Wats.
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CHAPTER FOUR

Teresa awoke with a start. It was day already, but
how far advanced the even, unchanging, soft twilight of the
woods gave no indication. Her companion had vanished, and
to her bewildered senses so had the céirep even to its
embers andashes. Was she awake, or had she wandered
away unconsciously in the night? One glance at the tree
above her dissipated the fancy. There was the opening of her
guaint retreat and the hanging strips of bark, and at the foot
of the opposite tree lay the cass of the bear. It had been
skinned, and, as Teresa thought with an inward shiver,
already looked half its former size.

Not yet accustomed to the fact that a few steps in
either direction around the circumference of those great
trunks produced the suddappearance or disappearance of
any figure, Teresa uttered a slight scream as her young
companion unexpectedly stepped to her sitfau see a
change heré,he said;jiithe stampeaut ashes of the camp
fire lie under the brush,and he pointed to some cleker
scattered boughs and strips of bark which completely effaced
the traces of last night bivouacfiWe carit afford to call the
attention of any packer or hunter who might straggle this
way to this particular spot and this particular tree; the more
naturdly, 0 he addedias they always prefer to camp over an
old fire.0 Accepting this explanation meekly, as partly a
reproach for her caprice of the previous night, Teresa hung
her head.

Alédm very sorryp she said,fbut wouldrit thatp
pointing to the carcassf the bear,fihave made them
curiousd
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But Lowés logic was relentless.

fiBy this time there would have been little left to
excite curiosity if you had been willing to leave those beasts
to their worko

Além very sorryp repeated the woman, her lips
quivering.

fiThey are the scavengers of the wadd; continued
in a lighter tonefif you stay here you must try to use them
to keep your house clean.

Teresa smiled nervously.

Al mean that they shall finish their workmight,0 he
addedfiand | shall build ano#r campfire for us a mile from
here until they da.

But Teresa caught his sleeve.

fiNo,0 she said hurriedlyijdond, please, for me. You
must not take the trouble, nor the risk. Hear me; do, please.
| can bear it, | will bear it to-night. | would haveborne it
last night, but it was so strangand 'she passed her
hands over her foreheadil think | must have been half
mad. But | am not so foolish no.

She seemed so broken and despondent that he replied
reassuringlyfiPerhaps it would be better that | should find
another hidingplace for you, until I can dispose of that
carcass, so that it will not draw dogs after the wolves, and
men aftethem Besides, your friend the sheriff will probably
remember the bear when henembers anything, and try to
get on its track agaia.
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fiHeGs a conceited foad,broke in Teresa in a high
voice, with a slight return of her old furfior hed have
guessed where that shot came from; astie added in a
lower tone, looking down at her limrgnd nerveless fingers,
fihe wouldr@ have let a poor, weak, nervous wretch like me
get awayo

fiBut his deputy may put two and two together, and
connect your escape withdt.

Teresd@s eyes flashedilt would be like the dog, just
to save his pride, to swetrwas an ambush of my friends,
and that he was overpowered by numbers. Oh yes! | see it
all!o she almost screamed, lashing herself into a rage at the
bare contemplation of this diminution of her gloiiyhais
the dirty lie he tells everywhere, and iitgg now.0

She stamped her feet and glanced savagely around,
as if at any risk to proclaim the falsehood. Low turned his
impassive, truthful face towards her.

fASheriff Dunng he began gravelyiis a politician,
and a fool when he takes to the trail asuatar of man or
beast. But he is not a coward nor a liar. Your chances would
be better if he wefeif he laid your escape to an ambush of
your friends, than if his pride held you alone responsible.

Ailf heGs such a good man, why do you hesitas#e
replied bitterly. iWhy doré you give me up at once, and do
a service to one of your friends?

Al do not even know himreturned Low, opening his

clear eyes upon heifiléve promised to hide you here, and |
shall hide you as well from him as from anybady.
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Teres did not reply, but suddenly dropping down
upon the ground buried her face in her hands and began to
sob convulsively. Low turned impassively away, and putting
aside the bark curtain climbed into the hollow tree. In a few
moments he reappeared, laden wptiovisions and a few
simple cooking utensils, and touched her lightly on the
shoulder. She looked up timidly; the paroxysm had passed,
but her lashes yet glittered.

AComep he said,ficome and get some breakfast. |
find you have eaten nothing since yduave been
here twenty-four hourso

Al didn& know it,0 she said, with a faint smile. Then
seeing his burden, and possessed by a new and strange desire
for some menial employment, she said hurriedlyet me
carry something do, pleas® and even tried to
disencumber him.

Half annoyed, Low at last yielded, and handing his
rifle said, AiThere, then, take that; but be carefilés
loadedb

A cruel blush burnt the woménface to the roots of
her hair as she took the weapon hesitatingly in her hand.

fiNo!0 she stenmered, hurriedly lifting her shame
suffused eyes to higno! nold

He turned away with an impatience which showed
her how completely gratuitous had been her agitation and its
significance, and saidiWell, then give it back if you are
afraid of ito But she as suddenly declined to return it; and
shouldering it deftly, took her place by his side. Silently they
moved from the hollow tree together.
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During their walk she did not attempt to invade his
taciturnity. Nevertheless she was as keenly alive and
watchtul of his every movement and gesture as if she had
hung enchanted on his lips. The unerring way with which he
pursued a viewless, undeviating path through those trackless
woods, his quick reconnaissance of certain trees or openings,
his mute inspection cfome almost imperceptible footprint
of bird or beast, his critical examination of certain plants
which he plucked and deposited in his deerskin haversack,
were not lost on the quiekitted woman. As they gradually
changed the clear, unencumbered aisl¢setentral woods
for a more tangled undergrowth, Teresa felt that subtle
admiration which culminates in imitation, and simulating
perfectly the step, tread, and easy swing of her companion,
followed so accurately his lead that she won a gratified
exclamaibn from him when their goal was reached
broken, blackened shaft, splintered by Idaggotten
lightning, in the centre of a tangled carpet of wataler.

Al don& wonder you distanced the depidtihe said
cheerfully, throwing down his burdefif you can take the
huntingpath like that. In a few days, if you stay here, | can
venture to trust you alone for a litimsearwhen you are
tired of the tre@

Teresa looked pleased, but busied herself with
arrangements for the breakfast, while he gathereidighéor
the roaring fire which soon blazed beside the shattered tree.

Teres@s breakfast was a success. It was a revelation
to the young nomad, whose ascetic habits and simple tastes
were usually content with the most primitive forms of
frontier cookery.lt was at least a surprise to him to know
that without extra trouble kneaded flour, water, and saleratus
need not be essentially heavy; that coffee need not be boiled
with sugar to the consistency of syrup; that even that rarest
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delicacy, small shreds ofemison covered with ashes and
broiled upon the end of a ramrod boldly thrust into the
flames, would be better and even more expeditiously cooked
upon burning coals. Moved in his practical nature, he was
surprised to find this curious creature of disorgediaerves
and useless impulses informed with an intelligence that did
not preclude the welfare of humanity or the existence of a
soul. He respected her for some minutes, until in the midst
of a culinary triumph a big tear dropped and spluttered in the
sau@epan. But he forgave the irrelevancy by taking no notice
of it, and by doing full justice to that particular dish.

Nevertheless, he asked several questions based upon
these recently discovered qualities. It appeared that in the old
days of her wanderingsith the circus troupe she had often
been forced to undertake this nomadic housekeeping. But
shefidespised ity had never done it since, and always had
refused to do it fofhimo 'the personal pronoun referring,
as Low understood, to her lover Curson. Noingato revive
these memories further, Low briefly concluded

Al dond know what you were, or what you may be,
but from what | see of you yéee got all the sabe of a
frontiermars wife 6

She stopped and looked at him, and then, with an
impulse of impudece that only half concealed a more
serious vanity, askediDo you think | might have made a
good squaw®

Al dond knowo he replied quietly.il never saw
enough of them to know.

Teresa, confident from his clear eyes that he spoke

the truth, but havinghothing ready to follow this calm
disposal of her curiosity, relapsed into silence.
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The meal finished, Teresa washed their scant table
equipage in a little spring near the cafitg; where,
catching sight of her disordered dress and collar, she rapidly
threw her shawl, after the national fashion, over her shoulder
and pinned it quickly. Lowachedhe remaining provisions
and the few cookingitensils under the dead embers and
ashes, obliterating all superficial indication of their camp
fire as deftly and aistically as he had before.

fiThere isid the ghost of a chancehe said in
explanation,fithat anybody but you or I will set foot here
before we come back to supper, bé well to be on guard.
Idl take you back to the cabin now, though | bet you could
find your way there as well as | can.

On their way back Teresa ran ahead of her
companion, and plucking a few tiny leaves from a hidden
oasis in the barktrewn trail brought them to him.

fiThas the kind yode looking for, isd it?0 she
said, half timidly.

filt is,0 responded Low, in gratified surprisghut
how did you know it? Yodre not a botanist, are yo?

Al reckon not) said Teresafibut you picked some
when we came, and | noticed what they were.

Here was indeed another rewea. Low stopped
and gazed at her with such frank, open, utterly unabashed
curiosity that her black eyes fell before him.

AANd do you thinkp he asked with logical

deliberation fithat you could find any plant from another |
should give you@
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AYeso

AOr from a drawing of it@

AYes; perhaps even if you described it todne.

A half-confidential, half fraternal silence followed.
fil tell you what. éve got a boo&

Al know it,0interrupted Teresdfull of these things
fiYes. Do you think you coufd

AOf coursel couldo broke in Teresa, again.

fiBut you dorit know what | meam, said the
imperturbable Low.

fiCertainly |1 do. Why, find®em, and preserve all the
different ones for you to write undethats it, isr it?0

Low nodded his head, gratified but not entirel
convinced that she had fully estimated the magnitude of the
endeavor.

Al suppose&) said Teresa, in the feminine
postscriptum voice which it would seem entered even the
philosophical calm of the aisles they were treadiri
suppose thatheplaces greatalue on them®

Low had indeed heard Science personified before,
nor was it at all impossible that the singular woman walking
by his side had also. He sdaiesp but added, in mental
reference to the Linnean Society of San Franciscofithey
were ratheparticular about the rarer kings.
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Content as Teresa had been to believe in Gow
tender relations with some favored one of her sex, this frank
confession of a plural devotion staggered her.

fiThey? she repeated.

AYesp he continued calmlyiThe BotanicaSociety
| correspond with are more particular than the Government
Surveyo

fiThen you are doing this for a sociedyfemanded
Teresa, with a stare.

fiCertainly. Bm making a collection and
classification of specimens. | intendut what are you
looking at®d

Teresa had suddenly turned away. Putting his hand
lightly on her shoulder, the young man brought her face to
face with him again. She was laughing.

Al thought all the while it was for a gidlshe said;
fiandd 'But here the mere effort of speech sent heinéf
an audible and genuine outburst of laughter. It was the first
time he had seen her even smile other than bitterly.
Characteristically unconscious of any humor in her error, he
remained unembarrassed. But he could not help noticing a
change in the expssion of her face, her voice, and even her
intonation. It seemed as if that fit of laughter had loosed the
last ties that bound her to a seifposed character, had
swept away the last barrier between her and her healthier
nature, had dispossessed a fadinnreality, and relieved the
morbid tension of a purely nervous attitude. The change in
her utterance and the resumption of her softer Spanish accent
seemed to have come with her confidences, and Low took
leave of her before their sylvan cabin with ancadés
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heartiness, and a complete forgetfulness that her voice had
ever irritated him.

When he returned that afternoon he was startled to
find the cabin empty. But instead of bearing any appearance
of disturbance or hurried flight, the rude interior seértte
have magically assumed a decorous order and cleanliness
unknown before. Fresh bark hid the inequalities of the floor.
The skins and blankets were folded in the corners, the rude
shelves were carefully arranged, even a few tall ferns and
bright but queckly fading flowers were disposed around the
blackened chimney. She had evidently availed herself of the
change of clothing he had brought her, for her late garments
were hanging from the hastijevised wooden pegs driven
in the wall. The young man gazedound him with mixed
feelings of gratification and uneasiness. His presence had
been dispossessed in a single hour; his ten years of lonely
habitation had left no trace that this woman had not effaced
with a deft move of her hand. More than that, it labks if
she had always occupied it; and it was with a singular
conviction that even when she should occupy it no longer it
would only revert to him as her dwelling that he dropped the
bark shutters athwart the opening, and left it to follow her.

To hisquick ear, fine eye, and abnormal senses, this
was easy enough. She had gone in the direction of this
mornings camp. Once or twice he paused with a-half
gesture of recognition and a characterigtBood0 at the
place where she had stopped, but was segrio find that
her main course had been as direct as his own. Deviating
from this direct line with Indian precaution he first made a
circuit of the camp, and approached the shattered trunk from
the opposite direction. He consequently came upon Teresa
unawares. But the momentary astonishment and
embarrassment were his alone.
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He scarcely recognized her. She was wearing the
garments he had brought her the day befaecertain
discarded gown of Miss Nellie Wynn, which he had
hurriedly begged from her underetipretext of clothing the
wife of a distressed ovdand emigrant then on the way to
the mines. Although he had satisfied his conscience with the
intention of confessing the pious fraud to her when Teresa
was gone and safe from pursuit, it was not witreosense
of remorse that he witnessed the sacrilegious transformation.
The two women were nearly the same height and size; and
although Teresa maturer figure accented the outlines more
strongly, it was still becoming enough to increase his
irritation.

Of this becomingness she was doubtless unaware at
the moment that he surprised her. She was conscious of
havingfia chang& and this had emboldened herfdo her
hairdand otherwise compose herself. After their greeting she
was the first to allude to the i regretting that it was not
more of a rough disguise, and that, as she must now discard
the national habit of wearing her shdmanta fashion over
her head, she wanted a h@But you must no§ she said,
fiborrow any more dresses for me from your ygpwoman.

Buy them for me at some shop. They left me enough money
for thato Low gently put aside the few pieces of gold she
had drawn from her pocket, and briefly reminded her of the
suspicion such a purchase by him would prodéeats

sop she said, wh a laugh.iCaramba what a mule dm
becoming! Ah! wait a moment. | have it! Buy me a common
felt hat a mar@s hat as if for yourself, as a change to that
animalg pointing to the foxtailed cap he wore summer and
winter, fiand @1 show you a trick. | hava run a theatrical
wardrobe for nothing. Nor had she, for the hat thus
procured, a few days later, became, by the aid of a silk
handkerchief and a bluejésy feather, a fascinatinfpork
pieo
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Whatever cause of annoyance to Low still lingered
in Teres& dress, it was soon forgotten in a palpable
evidence of Teregavalue as botanical assistant. It appeared
that during the afternoon she had not only duplicated his
specimens, but had discovered one or two rare plants as yet
unclassified in the flora of ¢hCarquinez Woods. He was
delighted, and in turn, over the cafige, yielded up some
details of his present life and some of his earlier
recollections.

fiYou dorét remember anything of your fathérghe
askedfDid he ever try to seek you ogt?

fiNo! Why should hed replied the imperturbable
Low; fhe was not a Cherokee.

fiNo, he was a beaétresponded Teresa promptly.
AANnd your mother do you remember hed?

fiNo, | think she diea.
AYou think she died? Dd@hyou knowd
fiNo!0

fiThen youre anothe®  said Teresa
Notwithstanding this frankness, they shook hands for the
night; Teresa nestling like a rabbit in a hollow by the side of
the campgfire; Low with his feet towards it, Indiawise, and
his head and shoulders pillowed on his haversack, only half
distinguistable in the darkness beyond.

With such trivial details three uneventful days
slipped by. Their retreat was undisturbed, nor could Low
detect, by the least evidence to his acute perceptive faculties,
that any intruding feet had since crossed the belt afesha
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The echoes of passing events at Indian Spring had recorded
the escape of Teresa as occurring at a remote and purely
imaginative distance, and her probable direction the county
of Yolo.

fiCan you rememberhe one day asked heéwvhat
time it was when yo cut theriata and got away®

Teresa pressed her hands upon her eyes and temples.
fAbout three, | reckon.

AANd you were here at seven; you could have
covered some ground in four houbs?

fiPerhaps | dond know 0 she said, her voice taking
up its old quality agaimbDond ask mé | ran all the wayo

Her face was quite pale as she removed her hands
from her eyes, and her breath came as quickly as if she had
just finished that race for life.

fiThen you think | am safeere® she added, after a
pause.

fiPerfectly until they find you are not in Yolo. Then
theydl look here. And thas the time for you to go thece.
Teresa smiled timidly.

Alt will take them some time to search
Yolo' unless) she addediiyoude tired of me breo The
charmingnon sequiturdid not, however, seem to strike the
young maniildve got time yet to find a few more plants for
you 0 she suggested.

AOh, certainlyd
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AANnd give you a few more lessons in cooking.
fiPerhaps

The conscientious and literal Wowas beginning to
doubt if she were really practical. How otherwise could she
trifle with such a situation?

It must be confessed that that day and the next she
did trifle with it. She gave herself up to a grave and delicious
languor that seemed to flowofn shadow and silence and
permeate her entire being. She passed hours in a thoughtful
repose of mind and spirit that seemed to fall like balm from
those steadfast guardians, and distill their gentle ether in her
soul; or breathed into her listening ear iomity from the
forgotten past, and security for the present. If there was no
dream of the future in this calm, even recurrence of placid
existence, so much the better. The simple details of each
succeeding day, the quaint housekeeping, the brief
companionkip and coming and going of her young
host himself at best a crystallized personification of the
sedate and hospitable woodsatisfied her feeble cravings.
She no longer regretted the inferior passion that her fears had
obliged her to take the first nigblhe came; she began to look
up to this young manso much younger than
herself without knowing what it meant; it was not until she
found that this attitude did not detract from his
picturesqueness that she discovered herself seeking for
reasons to degradénfrom this seductive eminence.

A week had elapsed with little change. On two days
he had been absent all day, returning only in time to sup in
the hollow tree, which, thanks to the final removal of the
dead bear from its vicinity, was now considered fersa
retreat than the exposed cafime. On the first of these
occasions she received him with some preoccupation, paying
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but little heed to the scant gossip he brought from Indian
Spring, and retiring early under the plea of fatigue, that he
might seek hiown distant camifire, which, thanks to her
stronger nerves and regained courage, she no longer required
so near. On the second occasion, he found her writing a letter
more or less blotted with her tears. When it was finished, she
begged him to post it &dian Spring, where in two days an
answer would be returned, under cover, to him.

Al hope you will be satisfied thenshe added.
fiSatisfied with what®@queried the young man.

AYoudl seep she replied, giving him her cold hand.
fiGoodnight.o

fiBut car@ you tell me now8 he remonstrated,
retaining her hand.

AWait two days longer it isn@ muchp was all she
vouchsafed to answer.

The two days passed. Their former confidence and
good fellowship were fully restored when the morning came
on which he was to brg the answer from the pestfice at
Indian Spring. He had talked again of his future, and had
recorded his ambition to procure the appointment of
naturalist to a Government Surveying Expedition. She had
even jocularly proposed to dress herself in éeattire and
fienlis as his assistant.

fiBut you will be safe with your friends, | hope, by
that timeg responded Low.

fiSafe with my friend®, she repeated in a lower
voice. iSafe with my friends yesib An awkward silence
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followed; Teresa broke it gaylyfiBut your girl, your
sweetheart, my benefactowill shelet you go®

Al haverd told her yet) said Low, gravelyfbut I
dond see why she should objekxt.

fODbject, indeedi interrupted Teresa in a high voice
and a sudden and utterly gratuitous indignatibiew should
she? & like to see her do !

She accompanied him some distance to the
intersection of the trail, where they parted in good spirits. On
the dusty plain without a gale was blowing that rocked the
high treetops above her, but, tempered and subgestered
the low aisles with a fluttering breath of morning and a sound
like the cooing of doves. Never had the wood before shown
so sweet a sense of security from the turmoil and tempest of
the world beyond; never before had an intrusion from the
outerlife’ even in the shape of a letteseemed so wicked
a desecration. Tempted by the solicitation of air and shade,
she lingered, with Lo@ herbarium slung on her shoulder.

A strange sensation, like a shiver, suddenly passed
across her nerves, and left thama state of rigid tension.
With every sense morbidly acute, with every faculty strained
to its utmost, the subtle instincts of L&wvwoodcraft
transformed and possessed her. She knew it now! A new
element was in the woo0da strange beinganother
life’ another man approaching! She did not even raise her
head to look about her, but darted with the precision and
fleetness of an arrow in the direction of her tree. But her feet
were arrested, her limbs paralyzed, her very existence
suspended, by the soundaofoice:

fnTeresad
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It was a voice that had rung in her ears for the last
two years in all phases of intensity, passion, tenderness, and
anger; a voice upon whose modulations, rude and unmusical
though they were, her heart and soul had hung in transport
or anguish. But it was a chime that had rung its last peal to
her senses as she entered the Carquinez Woods, and for the
last week had been as dead to her as a voice from the grave.
It was the voice of her loverDick Curson!
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CHAPTER FIVE

The windwas blowing towards the stranger, so that
he was nearly upon her when Teresa first took the alarm. He
was a man over six feet in height, strongly built, with a slight
tendency to a roundness of bulk which suggested reserved
rather than impeded energy. Hiisck beard and moustache
were closely cropped around a small and handsome mouth
that lisped except when he was excited, but always kept
fellowship with his blue eyes in a perpetual smile of -half
cynical goodhumor. His dress was superior to that of the
locality; his general expression that of a man of the world,
albeit a world of San Francisco, Sacramento, and Mur@erer
Bar. He advanced towards her with a laugh and an
outstretched hand.

AYouhereb she gasped, drawing back.

Apparently neither surprisedon mortified at this
reception, he answered frankijyeth. You didrii expect
me, | know. But Doloreth showed me the letter you wrote
her, and well’ here | am, ready to help you, with two men
and a thpare horthe waiting outside the woodth on the blind
trail.o

AiYou' you heredshe only repeated.

Curson shrugged his shoulddigeth. Of courth you
never expected to thee me again, and leatht dfead Idl
admit that; @l thay | wouldré if 1& been in your plathedl
go further, and thay you didn want b thee me
again anywhere. But it all cometh to the thame thing; here
| am; | read the letter you wrote Doloreth. | read how you
were hiding here, under Dudh very nothe, with his whole
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pothe out, cavorting round and bardup the wrong tree. |
made up m mind to come down here with a few nathty
friends of mine and cut you out under Ddhnnothe, and
run you over into Yuba thatéh all.o

fiHow dared she show you my letteyou of all
men? How dared she ask your hégdntinued Teresa,
fiercely.

fiBut shedidn& athk my helm he responded coolly.
AD" ° dif | dond think she jutht calculatedd be glad to
know you were being hunted down and thtarving, that |
might put Dunn on your track.

AiYou lie!o said Teresa, furiouslyfishe was my
friend. A better fried than those who professednore, she
added, with a contemptuous drawing away of her skirt as if
she feared Curs@m contamination.

AAll right. Thettle that with her when you go bagk,
continued Curson philosophicall§iwWe can talk of that on
the way. Thehing now ith to get up and get out of thethe
woods. Come

Teresd@s only reply was a gesture of scorn.

Al know all thato continued Curson half soothingly,
fibut theyre waitingo

fALet them wait. | shall not go.
AWhat will you do®

fiStay heré till the wolves eat me.
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fiTeresa, listen. D" it all' Teresa! Tital see
herep he said with sudden energyl.swear to God & all
right. 1Gm willing to let by:gones be byones and take a new
deal. You shall come back as if nothing had happened, and
take your oldplace as before. | d@mind doing the square
thing, all round. If thas what you mean, if thét all that
stands in the way, why, look upon the thing as settled. There,
Tita, old girl, comed

Careless or oblivious of her stony silence and starting
eyes,he attempted to take her hand. But she disengaged
herself with a quick movement, drew back, and suddenly
crouched like a wild animal about to spring. Curson folded
his arms as she leaped to her feet; the little dagger she had
drawn from her garter flashedenacingly in the air, but she
stopped.

The man before her remained erect, impassive, and
silent; the great trees around and beyond her remained erect,
impassive, and silent; there was no sound in the dim aisles
but the quick panting of her mad passion,movement in
the calm, motionless shadow but the trembling of her
uplifted steel. Her arm bent and slowly sank, her fingers
relaxed, the knife fell from her hand.

fiThath quite enough for a thowhe said, with a
return to his former cynical ease andexgeptible tone of
relief in his voicefltdh the thame old Teretha. Well, then,
if you wond go with me, go without me; take the led horthe
and cut away. Dick Athley and Petereth will follow you over
the county line. If you want thome money, there itdtHe
took a buckskin purse from his pock#t.you wong take it
from med 'he hesitated as she made no repfAthley&h
flush and ready to lend you thorae.
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She had not seemed to hear him, but had stooped in
some embarrassment, picked up the knife andiyhas it,
then with averted face and nervous fingers was beginning to
tear strips of loose bark from the nearest trunk.

fWell, what do you thay®

Al dond want any money, and | shall stay hérghe
hesitated, looked around her, and then added, witff@m, e
Al suppose you meant well. Be it so! Let bygones be by
gones. You said just nowlté the same old Tereé&o she
is, and seeing skiethe same sl&better here than anywhere
elseo

There was enough bitterness in her tone to call for
Cursorts haf-perfunctory sympathy.

fiThat be d * d,0 he responded quicklyiutht thay
youdl come, Tita, and

She stopped his hadpoken sentence with a negative
gesturefiYou dor@t understand. | shall stay heave.

fiBut even if they dod theek you here, you céarive
here forever. The friend that you wrote about who wath tho
good to you, you know, céirkeep you here alwayth; and are
you thure you can alwayth trutht her?

filt isnG a woman; ifs a mard She stopped short, and
colored to the line of her foreheadwho said it was a
womandshe continued fiercely, as if to cover her confusion
with a burst of gratuitous angdils that another of your
lies®

Cursorgs lips, which for a moment had completely
lost their smile, were now drawn together in a prolonged
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whistle. He gazed curiously at her gown, at her hat, at the
bow of bright ribbon that tied her black hair, and séih!0

AA poor man who has kept my secoethe went on
hurriedly fia man as friendless and lonely as myself. &¥es,
disregarding Cursdn cynicalsmile,fia man who has shared
everything

AiNaturally o suggested Curson.

AANd turned himself out of his only shelter to give
me a roof and covering,she continued mechanically,
struggling with the new and horrible fancy that his words
awakened.

AANnd thleg every night at Indian Thpring to save
your reputatiorg said CursonfiOf courtheo

Teresa turned very white. Curson was prepared for
an outburst of fury perhaps even another attack. But the
crushed and beaten woman only gazed at him with
frightened andmploring eyesfiFor Gods sake, Dick, dai
say thatd

The amiable cynic was staggered. His gbodnor
and a certain chivalrous instinct he could not repress got the
better of him. He shrugged his shouldéi&/hat | thay, and
what you do, Teretha, negilmake us quarreldle no claim
on you | know it. Onlyo "a vivid sense of the ridiculous,
powerful in men of his stamp, completed her victoipnly
dond thay anything about my coming down here to cut you
out from the the the sheriffo He gave utterance tcshort
but unaffected laugh, made a slight grimace, and turned to

go.
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Teresa did not join in his mirth. Awkward as it would
have been if he had taken a severer view of the subject, she
was mortified even amidst her fears and embarrassment at
his levity. Jst as she had become convinced that his jealousy
had made her ovaronscious, his apparent gebhdmored
indifference gave that ow@onsciousness a guilty
significance. Yet this was lost in her sudden alarm as her
companion, looking up, uttered an exclaimat and placed
his hand upon his revolver. With a sinking conviction that
the climax had come, Teresa turned her eyes. From the dim
aisles beyond, Low was approaching. The catastrophe
seemed complete.

She had barely time to utter an imploring whisper:
filn the name of God, not a word to hinBut a change had
already come over her companion. It was no longer a parley
with a foolish woman; he had to deal with a man like himself.
As Lowés dark face and picturesque figure came nearer, Mr.
Cursorgs proposednethod of dealing with him was made
audible.

fAlth it a mulatto or a Thircuth, or botbhhe asked,
with affected anxiety.

Lowé Indian phlegm was impervious to such
assault. He turned to Teresa, without apparently noticing her
companion il turned baclg he said quietlyflas soon as |
knew there were strangers here; | thought you might need
meoO She noticed for the first time that, in addition to his
rifle, he carried a revolver and hunttgife in his belt.

AYeth0returned Curson, with an ineffectudteanpt
to imitate Lows phlegm;fibut ath | did & happen to be a
sthranger to thith lady, perhaps it walhmethethary,
particularly ath | had two friends’

182



fWaiting at the edge of the wood with a led hayse,
interrupted Low, without addressing him, bapparently
continuing his explanation to Teresa. But she turned to Low
with feverish anxiety.

fiThats sO he is an old friend 'she gave a quick,
imploring glance at Cursonfian old friend who came to
help me away he is very kind) she stammered, turning
alternately from the one to the othdiut | told him there
was no hurry at least teday that you were very
good too, and would hide me a little longer until your
plan' you know your plamy she added, with a look of
beseeching significance to Lowicould be treddo And
then, with a helpless conviction that her excuses, motives,
and emotions were equally and perfectly transparent to both
men, she stopped in a tremble.

fiPerhapth iih jutht ath well, then, that the
gentleman came thraight here, and didiackle ny two
friendth when he pathed theimpbserved Curson, half
sarcastically.

Al have not passed your friends, nor have | been near
themg said Low, looking at him for the first time, with the
same exasperating calfir perhaps | should not Ihereor
they there. | knew that one man entered the wood a few
moments ago, and that two men and four horses remained
outsideo

fiThats truep said Teresa to Curson
excitedly fithats true. He knows all. He can see without
looking, hear without listening. Hehed 'she stammered,
colored, and stopped.

The two men had faced each other. Curson, after his
first goodnatured impulse, had retained no wish to regain
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Teresa, whom he felt he no longer loved, and yet who, for
that very reason perhaps, had awakened his lohixa
instincts. Low, equally on his side, was altogether
unconscious of any feeling which might grow into a passion,
and prevent him from letting her go with another if for her
own safety. They were both men of a certain taste and
refinement. Yet, in sp#t of all this, some vague instinct of
the baser male animal remained with them, and they were
moved to a mutually aggressive attitude in the presence of
the female.

One word more, and the opening chapter of a sylvan
liad might have begun. But this modektelen saw it
coming, and arrested it with an inspiration of feminine
genius. Without being observed, she disengaged her knife
from her bosom and let it fall as if by accident. It struck the
ground with the point of its keen blade, bounded and rolled
betwea them. The two men started and looked at each other
with a foolish air. Curson laughed.

Al reckon she can take care of hertleelie said,
extending his hand to Lowilan off. But if IGn wanted sh#
know where to find mé.Low took the proffered handub
neither of the two men looked at Teresa. The reserve of
antagonism once broken, a few words of caution, advice, and
encouragement passed between them, in apparent
obliviousness of her presence or her personal responsibility.
As Curson at last nodded aréwell to her, Low insisted
upon accompanying him as far as the horses, and in another
moment she was again alone.

She had saved a quarrel between them at the sacrifice
of herself, for her vanity was still keen enough to feel that
this exhibition of her lnl weakness had degraded her in their
eyes, and, worse, had lost the respect her late restraint had
won from Low. They had treated her like a child or a crazy
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woman, perhaps even now were exchanging criticisms upon
her perhaps pitying her! Yet she had peated a quarrel, a
fight, possibly the death of either one or the other of these
men who despised her, for none better knew than she the
trivial beginning and desperate end of these encounters.
Would they would Low ever realize it, and forgive her?
Her smd, dark hands went up to her eyes and she sank upon
the ground. She looked through teailed lashes upon the
mute and giant witnesses of her deceit and passion, and tried
to draw, from their immovable calm, strength and
consolation as before. But evdrey seemed to stand apart,
reserved and forbidding.

When Low returned she hoped to gather from his
eyes and manner what had passed between him and her
former lover. But beyond a mere gentle abstraction at times
he retained his usual calm. She was at tasef to allude to
it herself with simulated recklessness.

Al suppose | dida@ get a very good character from
my last place@she said, with a laugh.

Al dond understand yoo, he replied, in evident
sincerity.

She bit her lip and was silent. But as theyrave
returning home, she said gentfiyhope you were not angry
with me for the lie | told when | spoke éfour plandl could
not give the real reason for not returning wittvith" that
man. But ifs not all a lie. | have a planif you haver.
When you areeady to go to Sacramento to take your place,
dress me as an Indian boy, paint my face, and let me go with
you. You can leave metheré you knowo

fltGs not a bad ideahe responded gravel@we will
seeo
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On the next day, and the next, the rencontre seemed
to be forgotten. The herbarium was already filled with rare
specimens. Teresa had even overcome her feminine
repugnance tébug® and creeping things so far as to assist
in his entomological collection.g¢dhad drawn from a sacred
cachein the hollow of a tree the few worn textbooks from
which he had studied.

fiThey seem very preciodsshe said, with a smile.

fiVery,0 he replied gravelyiiThere was one with
plates that the ants ate up, and it will be six thetbefore |
can afford to buy another.

Teresa glanced hurriedly over his weibrn
buckskin suit, at his calico shirt with its pattern almost
obliterated by countless washings, and became thoughtful.

Al suppose you couldhbuy one at Indian Spring?
shesaid innocently.

For once Low was startled out of his phledindian
Spring0 he ejaculatedfiperhaps not even in San Francisco.
These came from the States.

fiHow did you get then®persisted Teresa.

Al bought them for skins | got over the ridge.

Al didn@ mean that but no matter. Then you mean
to sell that bearskin, dényou she added.

Low had, in fact, already sold it, the proceeds having
been invested in a gold ring for Miss Nellie, which she
scrupulously did not wear except in his presence. In his
singular truthfulness he would have frankly confessed it to
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Teresa, but the secret was not his own. He contented himself
with saying that he had disposed of it at Indian Spring.
Teresa started, and communicated unconsciously some of
her nervousness to heompanion. They gazed in each
otheiGs eyes with a troubled expression.

fiDo you think it was wise to sell that particular skin,
which might be identified?she asked timidly.

Low knitted his arched brows, but felt a strange sense
of relief. iPerhaps nob,he said carelesslyiut ités too late
now to mend matters.

That afternoon she wrote several letters, and tore
them up. One, however, she retained, and handed it to Low
to post at Indian Spring, whither he was going. She called
his attention to the supription being the same as the
previous letter, and added, with affected gayBByt if the
answer is@ as prompt, perhaps it will be pleasanter than the
lasto Her quick feminine eye noticed a little excitement in
his manner and a more studious attamtio his dress. Only
a few days before she would not have allowed this to pass
without some mischievous allusion to his mysterious
sweetheart; it troubled her greatly now to find that she could
not bring herself to this household pleasantry, and that her
lip trembled and her eye grew moist as he parted from her.

The afternoon passed slowly; he had said he might
not return to supper until late, nevertheless a strange
restlessness took possession of her as the day wore on. She
put aside her work, the darninghis stockings, and rambled
aimlessly through the woods. She had wandered she knew
not how far, when she was suddenly seized with the same
vague sense of a foreign presence which she had felt before.
Could it be Curson again, with a word of warning? Kloé
knew it was not he; so subtle had her sense become that she
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even fancied that she detected in the invisible aura projected
by the unknown no significance or relation to herself or Low,
and felt no fear. Nevertheless she deemed it wisest to seek
the potection of her sylvan bower, and hurried swiftly
thither.

But not so quickly nor directly that she did not once
or twice pause in her flight to examine the pemmer from
behind a friendly trunk. He was a strangex young fellow
with a brown mustache, weag heavy Mexican spurs in his
riding-boots, whose tinkling he apparently did not care to
conceal. He had perceived her, and was evidently pursuing
her, but so awkwardly and timidly that she eluded him with
ease. When she had reached the security ofdtenhtree
and had pulled the curtain of bark before the narrow opening,
with her eye to the interstices, she waited his coming. He
arrived breathlessly in the open space before the tree where
the bear once lay; the dazed, bewildered, and half awed
expreswn of his face, as he glanced around him and through
the openings of the forest aisles, brought a faint smile to her
saddened face. At last he called in a half embarrassed voice:

fiMiss Nellield

The smile faded from Tere&acheek. Who was
fiMiss Nellied? She pressed her ear to the openiivyss
Wynn!o the voice again called, but was lost in the echoless
woods. Devoured with a new and gratuitous curiosity, in
another moment Teresa felt she would have disclosed herself
at any risk, but the stranger rosedabegan to retrace his
steps. Long after his tinkling spurs were lost in the distance,
Teresa remained like a statue, staring at the place where he
had stood. Then she suddenly turned like a mad woman,
glanced down at the gown she was wearing, torent fier
back as if it had been a polluted garment, and stamped upon
it in a convulsion of rage. And then, with her beautiful bare
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arms clasped together over her head, she threw herself upon
her couch in a tempest of tears.
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CHAPTER SIX

When Miss Mllie reached the first mining extension
of Indian Spring, which surrounded it like a fosse, she
descended for one instant into one of its trenches, opened her
parasol, removed her duster, hid it under a bowlder, and with
a few shivers and céike strokesof her soft hands not only
obliterated all material traces of the stolen cream of
Carquinez Woods, but assumed a feline demureness quite
inconsistent with any moral dereliction. Unfortunately, she
forgot to remove at the same time a certain ring from her
third finger, which she had put on with her duster and had
worn at no other time. With this slight exception, the
benignant fate which always protected that young person
brought her in contact with the Burnham girls at one end of
the main street as the weting coach to Excelsior entered
the other, and enabled her to take leave of them before the
coach office with a certain ostentation of parting which
struck Mr. Jack Brace, who was lingering at the doorway,
into a state of utter bewilderment.

Here was Mis Nellie Wynn, the belle of Excelsior,
calm, quiet, selpossessed, her chaste cambric skirts and
dainty shoes as fresh as when she had left her fatheuse;
but where was the woman of the brown duster, and where
the yellowdressed apparition of the was? He was feebly
repeating to himself his mental adjuration of a few hours
before when he caught her eye, and was taken with a blush
and a fit of coughing. Could he have been such an egregious
fool, and was it not plainly written on his embarrassed face
for her to read?

fAre we going down togetherasked Miss Nellie,
with an exceptionally gracious smile.
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There was neither affectation nor coquetry in this
advance. The girl had no idea of Bré&csuspicion of her,
nor did any uneasy desire to placate oretlex a possible
rival of Low& prompt her graciousness. She simply wished
to shake off in this encounter the already stale excitement of
the past two hours, as she had shaken the dust of the woods
from her clothes. It was characteristic of her irrespoasibl
nature and transient susceptibilities that she actually enjoyed
the relief of change; more than that, | fear, she looked upon
this infidelity to a past dubious pleasure as a moral principle.
A mild, open flirtation with a recognized man like Brace,
afterher secret passionate tryst with a nameless nomad like
Low, was an ethical equipoise that seemed proper to one of
her religious education.

Brace was only too happy to profit by Miss Neditie
condescension; he at once secured the seat by her side, and
spen the four hours and a half of their return journey to
Excelsior in blissful but timid communion with her. If he did
not dare to confess his past suspicions, he was equally afraid
to venture upon the boldness he had premeditated a few
hours before. He watherefore obliged to take a middle
course of slightly egotistical narration of his own personal
adventures, with which he beguiled the younggegar. This
he only departed from once, to describe to her a valuable
grizzly bearskin which he had seen ttay for sale at Indian
Spring, with a view to divining her possible acceptance of it
for afibbuggy robe)and once to comment upon a ring which
she had inadvertently disclosed in pulling off her glove.

Altés only an old family keepsakeshe added, with
eay mendacity; and affecting to recognize in Mr. Bi@ce
curiosity a not unnatural excuse for toying with her charming
fingers, she hid them in chaste and virginal seclusion in her
lap, until she could recover the ring and resume her glove.
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A week passed a week of peculiar and desiccating
heat for even those dry Sierra taldads. The long days
were filled with impalpable dust and acrid haze suspended
in the motionless air; the nights were breathless and dewless;
the cold wind which usually swept down frohetsnow line
was laid to sleep over a dark monotonous level, whose
horizon was pricked with the eating fires of burning forest
crests. The lagging coach of Indian Spring drove up at
Excelsior, and precipitated its passengers with an
accompanying cloud ofust before the Excelsior Hotel. As
they emerged from the coach, Mr. Brace, standing in the
doorway, closely scanned their begrimed and almost
unrecognizable faces. They were the usual type of travelers:
a single professional man in dusty black, a few tade
tweeds and flannels, a sprinkling of miners in red and gray
shirts, a Chinaman, a negro, and a Mexican packer or
muleteer. This latter for a moment mingled with the crowd
in the barroom, and even penetrated the corridor and dining
room of the hotelas if impelled by a certain seruivilized
curiosity, and then strolled with a lazy, dragging stéyalf
impeded by the enormous leather leggings, chains, and
spurs, peculiar to his clasglown the main street. The
darkness was gathering, but the muleteeiuiged in the
same childish scrutiny of the dimly lighted shops,
magazines, and saloons, and even of the occasional groups
of citizens at the street corners. Apparently young, as far as
the outlines of his figure could be seen, he seemed to show
even mordahan the usual concern of masculine Excelsior in
the charms of womankind. The few female figures about at
that hour, or visible at window or veranda, received his
marked attention; he respectfully followed the two auburn
haired daughters of Deacon Johnsontheir way to choir
meeting to the door of the church. Not content with that act
of discreet gallantry, after they had entered he managed to
slip in unperceived behind them.
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The memorial of the Excelsior gamblégenerosity
was a modern building, largend pretentious for even Mr.
Wynn& popularity, and had been gebdmoredly known,
in the characteristic language of the generous donors, as one
of the fbiggest religious blufs on record. Its groined
rafters, which were so new and spicy that theysiijjgested
their native forest aisles, seldom covered more than a
hundred devotees, and in the rambling choir, with its bare
space for the future organ, the few choristers, gathered round
a small harmonium, were lost in the deepening shadow of
that summerening. The muleteer remained hidden in the
obscurity of the vestibule. After a few momendesultory
conversation, in which it appeared that the unexpected
absence of Miss Nellie Wynn, their leader, would prevent
their practicing, the choristers withdreWhe stranger, who
had listened eagerly, drew back in the darkness as they
passed out, and remained for a few moments a vague and
motionless figure in the silent church. Then coming
cautiously to the window, the flapping breedmmed hat
was put aside,ral the faint light of the dying day shone in
the black eyes of Teresa! Despite her face, darkened with
dye and disfigured with dust, the matted hair piled and
twisted around her head, the strange dress and boyish figure,
one swift glance from under her sad lashes betrayed her
identity.

She turned aside mechanically into the first pew,
picked up and opened a hyrbook. Her eyes became
riveted on a name written on the tigage,fiNellie Wynno
Her name, and her book. The instinct that had guided her
herewas right; the slight gossip of her fellgrassengers
was right; this was the clergym@ndaughter, whose praise
filled all mouths. This was the unknown girl the stranger was
seeking, but who in her turn perhaps had been seeking
Low' the girl who absorbedi$ fancy the secret of his
absences, his preoccupation, his coldness! This was the girl
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whom to see, perhaps in his arms, she was now periling her
liberty and her life unknown to him! A slight odor, some
faint perfume of its owner, came from the book; @sathe
same she had noticed in the dress Low had given her. She
flung the volume to the ground, and, throwing her arms over
the back of the pew before her, buried her face in her hands.

In that light and attitude she might have seemed some
rapt acolyte albbadoned to seltommunion. But whatever
yearning her soul might have had for higher sympathy or
deeper consolation, | fear that the spiritual Tabernacle of
Excelsior and the Reverend Mr. Wynn did not meet that
requirement. She only felt the dry, ovigke heat of that vast
shell, empty of sentiment and beauty, hollow in its pretense
and dreary in its desolation. She only saw in it a chief altar
for the glorification of this girl who had absorbed even the
pure worship of her companion, and converted and dedra
his sublime paganism to her petty creed. With a wa@man
withering contempt for her own art displayed in another
woman, she thought how she herself could have touched him
with the peace that the majesty of their woodland aistes
unlike this pillared Bam had taught her own passionate
heart, had she but dared. Mingling with this imperfect
theology, she felt she could have proved to him also that a
brunette and a woman of her experience was better than an
immature blonde. She began to loathe herselictoning
hither, and dreaded to meet his face. Here a sudden thought
struck her. What if he had not come here? What if she had
been mistaken? What if her rash interpretation of his absence
from the wood that night was simple madness? What if he
should return if he had already returned? She rose to her
feet, whitening yet joyful with the thought. She would return
at once; what was the girl to her now? Yet there was time to
satisfy herself if he were at her house. She had been told
where it was; she could findin the dark; an open door or
window would betray some sign or sound of the occupants.
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She rose, replaced her hat over her eyes, knotted her
flaunting scarf around her throat, groped her way to the door,
and glided into the outer darkness.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

It was quite dark when Mr. Jack Brace stopped
before Father Wynis open door. The windows were also
invitingly open to the wayfarer, as were the pastoral counsels
of Father Wynn, delivered to some favored guest within, in
a tone of voice loudreugh for a pulpit. Jack Brace paused.
The visitor was the convalescent sheriff, Jim Dunn, who had
publicly commemorated his recovery by making his first call
upon the father of his inamorata. The Reverend Mr. Wynn
had been expatiating upon the unremittiegt as a possible
precursor of forest fires, and exhibiting some catholic
knowledge of the designs of a Deity in that regard, and what
should be the policy of the Legislature, when Mr. Brace
concluded to enter. Mr. Wynn and the wounded man, who
occupied an armchair by the window, were the only
occupants of the room. But in spite of the foréeer
ostentatious greeting, Brace could see that his visit was
inopportune and unwelcome. The sheriff nodded a quick,
impatient recognition, which, had it not beaccompanied
by an anathema on the heat, might have been taken as a
personal insult. Neither spoke of Miss Nellie, although it was
patent to Brace that they were momentarily expecting her.
All of which went far to strengthen a certain wavering
purpose in g mind.

fAh, ha! strong language, Mr. Duiinsaid Father
Wynn, referring to the sherd adjurationjibut dut of the
fullness of the heart the mouth speak@ibb, sir, cursed, we
are told, and even expressed himself in vigorous Hebrew
regarding his bthday. Ha, ha! @n not opposed to that.
When | have often wrestled with the spirit | confess | have
sometimes saidD’ ' nyoudYes, sird’ ' nyoud 0
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There was something so unutterably vile in the
reverend gentlem#@s utterance and emphasis of this oath
that the two men, albeit both easy and facile blasphemers,
felt shocked; as the purest of actresses is apt to overdo the
rakishness of a gay Lothario, Father Wgmimmaculate
conception of an imprecation was something terrible. But he
added fiThe law oughto interfere with the reckless use of
campfires in the woods in such weather by packers and
prospecters.

Alt isnd so much the work of white me&nbroke in
Brace, fias it is of Greasers, Chinamen, and Diggers,
especially Diggers. The@e that blasted Lw, ranges the
whole Carquinez Woods as if they were his. | reckon h@ ain
particular just where he throws his matches.

fiBut he&s not a Digger; his a Cherokee, and only a
half-breed at thad,interpolated WynnfiUnlesso he added,
with the artful suggd®n of the betrayed trust of a too
credulous Christianfihe deceived me in this as in other
thingso

In what other things Low had deceived him he did
not say; but, to the astonishment of both men, Dunn growled
a dissent to Brade proposition. Either fronsome secret
irritation with that possible rival, or impatience at the
prolonged absence of Nellie, he hiéd enough of that sort
of hogwash ladled out to him for genuine liquinAs to the
Carquinez Woods, he [Dunfidlidnd know why Low hadé
as muchright there as if h@& grabbed it under a preemption
law and didé@ live thered With this hint at certain
speculations of Father Wynn in public lands for a homestead,
he added thaifllf they [Brace and Wynn] could bring him
along any older American settlfran an Indian, they might
rake down his [Dunis] pile O Unprepared for this turn in the
conversation, Wynn hastened to explain that he did not refer
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to the pure aborigine, whose gradual extinction no one
regretted more than himself, but to the mongrel, who
inherited only the vices of civilizatioriiThere should be a
law, sir, against the mingling of races. There are men, sir,
who violate the laws of thMost High by living with Indian
women squaw men, sir, as they are caléed.

Dunn rose with a face livid with weakness and
passioniiwho dares say that? They are' a'd d sight better
than sneaking Northern Abolitionists, who married their
daughters to buckacial expletive$ liked 'But a spasm of
pain withheld this Parthian shot at the politics of his two
companions, and he sank back helplessly in his chair.

An awkward silence ensued. The three men looked
at each other in embarrassment and confusion. Diirthdé
he had given way to a gratuitous passion; Wynn had a vague
presentiment that he had said something that imperiled his
daughteds prospects; and Brace was divided between an
angry retort and the secret purpose already alluded to.

Altés all the blastd heat) said Dunn, with a forced
smile, pushing away the whiskey which Wynn had
ostentatiously placed before him.

AOf course) said Wynn hastily;flonly ités a pity
Nellie aind here to give you her smellirgalts. She ought to
be back nowj he added, ndonger mindful of Bracés
presencefithe coach is ovedue now, though | reckon the
heat made Yuba Bill take it easy at the up gi@ade.

flf you mean the coach from Indian Spribgaid

Brace quietlyfité in already; but Miss Nellie didncome
on ito
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fiMaybe she got out at the Crossimgaid Wynn
cheerfully;fishe sometimes does.

fiShe didd@ take the coach at Indian Spriag,
returned Bracefibecause | saw it leave, and passed it on
Buckskin ten minutes ago, coming up the Hills.

fiShés stopped over at Boinan@s0 said Wynn
reflectively. Then, in response to the significant silence of
his guests, he added, in a tone of chagrin which his forced
heartiness could not disguisejWell, boys, its a
disappointment all round; but we must take the lesson as it
comes. @il go over to the coach office and see if Ghsent
any word. Make yourselves at home until | retarn.

When the door had closed behind him, Brace arose
and took his hat as if to go. With his hand on the lock, he
turned to his rival, who, haliidden in the gathering
darkness, still seemed unable to comprehend Hisci.

Alf youdre waiting for that baldheaded fraud to come
back with the truth about his daughéesaid Brace coolly,
fiyoud better send for your things and take up your lodgings
here 0

AWhat do you meamfsaid Dunn sternly.

Al mean that sk not at the Burnhars mean that
he does or does not know where she is, and that in either case
he is not likely to give you information. But | can.

fiYou can®

AYeso

fnThen, where is she?
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filn the Carquinez Woods, in the arms of the man you
were just defending Low, the halfbreedo

The room had become so dark that from the road
nothing could be distinguished. Only the momentary sound
of struggling feet was heard.

fiSit downg said Bracés voice fiand doidt be a fool.
Youdre too weak, and it afha fair fight. Let go your hold.
I&m not lying | wish to God | wasd

There was a silence, and Brace resuni®dedve
been rivals, | know. Maybe | thought my chance as good as
yours. If what | say aié truth, wdll stand as we stood
before; and if yore on the shootain your man when you
like, where you like, or on sight if you choose. But | @an
see another man played upon a&el been played
upon given dead away as | have been. IGizom the square.

fiTherep he continued, after a paudihais right;
now steady. Listen. A week ago that girl went down just like
this to Indian Spring. It was given out, like this, that she went
to the Burnham® | dond mind saying, Dunn, that | went
down myself, all a the square, thinking | might get a show
to talk to her, just agoumight have done, you know, if you
had my chance. | didhcome across her anywhere. But two
men that | met thought they recognized her in a disguise
going into the woods. Not suspectiagything, | went after
her; saw her at a distance in the middle of the woods in
another dress that | can swear to, and was just coming up to
her when she vanishedwvent like a squirrel up a tree, or
down like a gopher in the ground, but vanisbed.

fils thatall?0 said Dunids voice.fANd just because

you were a d * d fool, or had taken a little too much
whiskey, you thougldt
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fiSteady! Thak just what | said to myseif,
interrupted Brace coollyijparticularly when | saw her that
same afternoon in another dressying gooeby to the
Burnhams, as fresh as a rose and as cold as those snow
peaks. Only one thirigshe had a ring on her finger she
never wore before, and didrexpect me to see.

AWhat if she did? She might have bought it. | reckon
she hasi to consultyou,0 broke in Dun@s voice sternly.

fiShe didd@ buy it,0 continued Brace quietlyiLow

gave that Jew trader a bearskin in exchange for it, and
presented it to her. | found that out two days afterwards. |
found out that out of the whole afternoon spent less than

an hour with the Burnhams. | found out that she bought a
duster like the disguise the two men saw her in. | found the
yellow dress she wore that day hanging up in é&ow
cabin the place where | saw her’'gdhe rendezvous where
she meets himOh, youye listenir§ are you? Stop! SIT
DOWNI!

Al discovered it by accidertcontinued the voice of
Brace when all was again quiéit was hidden as only a
squirrel or an Injin can hide when they improve upon nature.
When | was satisfied that the githd been in the woods, |
was determined to find out where she vanished, and went
there again. Prospecting around, | picked up at the foot of
one of the biggest trees this yer old memorandaak, with
grasses and herbs stuck in it. | remembered &hdtehrd old
Wynn say that Low, like the'd’ d Digger that he was,
collected these herbs; only he pretended it was for science. |
reckoned the book was his and that he migHde far away.
| lay low and waited. Bimeby | saw a lizard running down
the root. Wherhe got sight of me he stopped.
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D" ° nthe lizard! Whats that got to do with where
she is nowd

AEverything. That lizard had a piece of sugar in his
mouth. Where did it come from? | made him drop it, and
calculated h& go back for more. He did. He scootgdthat
tree and slipped in under some hanging strips of bark. |
shoved®m aside, and found an opening to the hollow where
they do their housekeepiryg.

fiBut you didrit see her thefre and how do you know
she is there novwy?

fil determined to make it sure. \&im she left taday,
| started an hour ahead of her, and hid myself at the edge of
the woods. An hour after the coach arrived at Indian Spring,
she came there in a brown duster and was joined by @m. |
have followed them, but theé d d hound has the ear§ @
squirrel, and though | was five hundred yards from him he
was on his guard.

fiGuard be blessed! Wadryou armed? Why didh
you go for him® said Dunn, furiously.

Al reckoned & leave that for yoo,said Brace coolly.
Ailf hed killed me, and if h@l even covered me with his rifle,
hedd be sure to let daylight through me at double the
distance. | shouldihhave been any better off, nor you either.
If 1& killed him, it would have been your duty as sheriff to
put me in jail; and | reckon it wouldnhawe broken your
heart, Jim Dunn, to have got rid of two rivals instead of one.
Hullo! Where are you goingy?

fiGoingd said Dunn hoarsely.fiGoing to the
Carquinez Woods, by God! to kill him before hél.risk it,
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if you darer@. Let me succeed, and you can hamgand
take the girl yourseld.

fiSit down, sit down. Daoi be a fool, Jim Dunn! You
wouldnd keep the saddle a hundred yards. Did | say |
wouldnid help you? No. If yo&re willing, wedl run the risk
together, but it mudte in my way. Hear medl drive you
down there in a buggy before daylight, anddsurprise
them in the cabin or as they leave the wood. But you must
come as if to arrest him for some offehsgay, as an escaped
Digger from the Reservation, a dangertamp, a destroyer
of public property in the forests, a suspected road agent, or
anything to give you the right to hunt him. The exposure of
him and Nellie, doé you see, must be accidental. If he
resists, kill him on the spot, and nobd@tiplame you; f he
goes peaceably with you, and you once get him in Excelsior
jail, when the story gets out that&etaken the belle of
Excelsior for his squaw, if ydd the angels for your posse
you couldr keep the boys from hanging him to the first tree.
Whats thd?0

He walked to the window, and looked out cautiously.

filf it was the old man coming back and listendaiog
said, after a pauséit camd be helped. H#l hear it soon
enough, if he dai suspect something already.

ALook yer, Braca&)broke in Dunn hoaely.AiD" ' d
if 1 understand you or you me. That dog Low has got to
answer tang not to the law!dl take my risk of killing him,
on sight and on the square. | doreckon to handicap myself
with a warrant, and | am not going to draw him out with a
lie. You hear me? Thét me all the timel
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fiThen you calkilate to go down tharsaid Brace
contemptuouslyfiyell out for him and Nellie, and let him
line you on a rest from the first tree as if you were a griazly.

There was a paus@/Vhais that you wersaying just
now about a bearskin he sotd&sked Dunn slowly, as if
reflecting.

fiHe exchanged a bearslirreplied Bracefiwith a
single hole right over the heart. é8ea dead shot, | tell yau.

AD" " n his shooting)said Dunnfilém not thinking
of that. Hav long ago did he bring in that bearskin?

fAbout two weeks, | reckon. Whyg?

fiNothing! Look yer, Brace, you mean welthards
my hand. @l go down with you there, but not as the sheriff.
Idm going there as Jim Dunn, and you can come along as a
white man, ¢ see things fixed on the square. Caine!

Brace hesitatediiYoudl think better of my plan
before you get there; budve said & stand by you, and |
will Come, then. Thei@ no time to lose.

They passed out into the darkness together.

fiWhat are you waitig ford said Dunn impatiently,
as Brace, who was supporting him by the arm, suddenly
halted at the corner of the house.

fiSome one was listeningdid you not see him? Was
it the old man8asked Brace hurriedly.
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fiBlast the old man! It was only one of them\tan
packers chockull of whiskey, and trying to hold up the
house. What are you thinking of? We shall be tate.

In spite of his weakness, the wounded man hurriedly
urged Brace forward, until they reached the l&tkrdgings.
To his surprise, the horsed buggy were already before the
door.

fiThen you reckoned to go, any waySaid Dunn,
with a searching look at his companion.

Al calkilated somebody would goreturned Brace,
evasively, patting the impatient Buckskiigut come in and
take a drinkbefore we leave.

Dunn started out of a momentary abstraction, put his
hand on his hip, and mechanically entered the house. They
had scarcely raised the glasses to their lips when a sudden
rattle of wheels was heard in the street. Brace set down his
glassand ran to the window.

Altés the mare boltedhe said, with an oatliWebve
kept her too long standing. Follow mend he dashed down
the staircase into the street. Dunn followed with difficulty;
when he reached the door he was confronted by his
breathlss companionfiShes gone off on a run, andill
swear there was a man in the buggile stopped and
examined the haltestrap, still fastened to the fendg€ut!
by Godb

Dunn turned pale with passiofiho& got another
horse and buggyhe demanded.

fiThe new blacksmith in Main Street; but we Wibn
get it by borrowing) said Brace.

205



fiHow, then® asked Dunn savagely.
fiSeize it, as the sheriff of Yuba and his deputy,

pursuing a confederate of the Injin LowrHE HORSE
THIEF!0
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CHAPTER EIGHT

The brid hour of darkness that preceded the dawn
was that night intensified by a dense smoke, which, after
blotting out horizon and sky, dropped a thick veil on the
highroad and the silent streets of Indian Spring. As the buggy
containing Sheriff Dunn and Braceashed through the
obscurity, Brace suddenly turned to his companion.

ASome one aheadl!

The two men bent forward over the dashboard.
Above the steady plunging of their own holsmfs they
could hear the quicker irregular beat of other hoofs in the
darknesdefore them.

fltés that horse thiedl said Dunn, in a savage
whisper.fiBear to the right, and hand me the waip.

A dozen cuts of the cruel lash, and their maddened
horse, bounding at each stroke, broke into a wild canter. The
frail vehicle swayed from s@lto side at each spring of the
elastic shafts. Steadying himself by one hand on the low rail,
Dunn drew his revolver with the othdiSing out to him to
pull up, or wéll fire. My voice is clean gonehe added, in
a husky whisper.

They were so near thatey could distinguish the
bulk of a vehicle careering from side to side in the blackness
ahead. Dunn deliberately raised his weagi@ing outb he
repeated impatiently. But Brace, who was still keeping in the
shadow, suddenly grasped his compatE@rm.

fiHush! 1t not Buckskim he whispered hurriedly.
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fiAre you sure@

fiDond you see wé&e gaining on him@replied the
other contemptuously. Dunn grasped his compagiband
and pressed it silently. Even in that supreme moment this
horsemads tribute tothe fugitive Buckskin forestalled all
baser considerations of pursuit and capture!

In twenty seconds they were abreast of the stranger,
crowding his horse and buggy nearly into the ditch; Brace
keenly watchful, Dunn suppressed and pale. In half a minute
they were leading him a length; and when their horse again
settled down to his steady work, the stranger was already lost
in the circling dust that followed them. But the victors
seemed disappointed. The obscurity had completely hidden
all but the vague outles of the mysterious driver.

fiHes not our game, any waywhispered Dunn.
ADrive ono

fBut if it was some friend of hig,suggested Brace
uneasily,fiwhat would you do@

fWhat | said & dop responded Dunn savagefy.
dond want five minutes to do inj either; wél be half an
hour ahead of that'd’ d fool, whoever he is. Look here;
all youdve got to do is to put me in the trail to that cabin.
Stand back of me, out of gtghot, alone, if you like, as my
deputy, or with any number you can pick up aspogse. If
he gets by me as Nel@&lover, you may shoot him or take
him as a horse thief, if you like.

fiThen you wo@ shoot him on sight?

fiNot till 16se had a word with hir.
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fButo
fAléve chirped) said the sheriff gravelyiDrive ono

For a fewmoments only the plunging hoofs and
rattling wheels were heard. A dull, lurid glow began to
define the horizon. They were silent until an abatement of
the smoke, the vanishing of the gloomy horizon line, and a
certain impenetrability in the darkness ahehdwed them
they were nearing the Carquinez Woods. But they were
surprised on entering them to find the dim aisles alight with
a faint mystic Aurora. The tops of the towering spires above
them had caught the gleam of the distant forest fires, and
reflectedit as from a gilded dome.

filt would be hot work if the Carquinez Woods should
conclude to take a hand in this yer little game&hgbing on
over on the Divide yondersaid Brace, securing his horse
and glancing at the spires overhdddeckon B rather take
a back seat at Injin Spring when the show commedces.

Dunn did not reply, but, buttoning his coat, placed
one hand on his compani@nshoulder, and sullenly bade
him flead the way Advancing slowly and with difficulty,
the desperate man mighave been taken for a peaceful
invalid returning from an early morning stroll. His right hand
was buried thoughtfully in the sig®cket of his coat. Only
Brace knew that it rested on the handle of his pistol.

From time to time the latter stopped and cdiesu
the faint trail with a minuteness that showed recent careful
study. Suddenly he pausdil.made a blaze hereabouts to
show where to leave the trail. There ibise added, pointing
to a slight notch cut in the trunk of an adjoining tree.
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fiBut wedve just passed onesaid Dunnfif thatts
what you are looking after, a hundred yards kack.

Brace uttered an oath, and ran back in the direction
signified by his companion. Presently he returned with a
smile of triumph.

fAiTheyore suspected somethingsla dever trick, but
it won& hold water. That blaze which was done to muddle
you was cut with an axe; this which | made was done with a
bowie-knife. 1tés the real one. Wie not far off now. Come
ono

They proceeded cautiously, at right angles with the
fblazedo tree, for ten minutes more. The heat was
oppressive; drops of perspiration rolled from the forehead of
the sheriff, and at times, when he attempted to steady his
uncertain limbs, his hands shrank from the heated, blistering
bark he touched with unglovexims.

fiHere we ar@ said Brace, pausing at laéDo you
see that biggest tree, with the root stretching outwkalf
across to the opposite ore?

fiNo; it further to the right and abreast of the dead
brushg interrupted Dunn quickly, with a sudden eation
that this was the spot where he had found the dead bear in
the night Teresa escaped.

AThats sog responded Brace, in astonishment.

fANd the opening is on the other side, opposite the
dead brusliy,said Dunn.

fiThen you know it@ said Brace suspicialy.
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Al reckonb responded Dunn, grimly.fiThats
enough! Fall baclkd

To the surprise of his companion, he lifted his head
erect, and with a strong, firm step walked directly to the tree.
Reaching it, he planted himself squarely before the opening.

fiHalloo!o he said.

There was no reply. A squirrel scampered away close
to his feet. Brace, far in the distance, after an ineffectual
attempt to distinguish his companion through the intervening
trunks, took off his coat, leaned against a tree, and lit a cigar.

fACome out of that cabidlcontinued Dunn, in a cleatr,
resonant voiceiCome out before | drag you oat!

AAIl right, dCaptain Scotb Dond shoot, and dl
come dowmn) said a voice as clear and as high as his own.
The hanging strips of bark were dashed asidd,a woman
leaped lightly to the ground.

Dunn staggered backTeresa! by the Eterna!

It was Teresa! the old Teresa! Teresa, a hundred
times more vicious, reckless, hysterical, extravagant, and
outrageous than beforeTeresa, staring with tooth and eye,
sunburnt and embrowned, her hair hanging down her
shoulders, and her shawl drawn tightly around her neck.

fiTeresa it is! the same old gal' Here we are again!
Return of the favorite in her original character! For two
weeks only! Houp la! Tshkland, catchig her yellow skirt
with her fingers, she pirouetted before the astounded man,
and ended in a pose. Recovering himself with an effort,
Dunn dashed forward and seized her by the wrist.
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fAnswer me, woman! Is that Ldw cabin®

flt is.0

AWho occupies it besidéd

Al do.o

AANd who else@

AwWell,0 drawled Teresa slowly, with an extravagant
affectation of modestyinobody else but us, | reckon. T@o

company, you know, and thi@enoned

fiStop! Will you swear that there i@ma young girl,
his" his sweetheart concealed there with yoa?

The fire in Teres® eye was genuine as she answered
steadily,iWell, it aind@ my style to put up with that sort of
thing; at least, it waghover at Yolo, and you know it, Jim
Dunn, or | wouldi@ be hered

AYes, yes) said Dunn hurriedlyiiBut timad ' d
fool, or worse, the fool of a fool. Tell me, Teresa, is this man
Low your loverd

Teresa lowered her eyes as if in maidenly confusion.

Awell, if I&d known thatyouhad any feeling of your
own about it if you@ spokensonep

AAnswer me, you devid

fiHe iso
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AANd he has been with you
heré yesterday tonightd

fiHe hasd

AEnougho He laughed a weak, foolish laugh, and
turning pale, suddenly lapsed against a tree. He would have
fallen, but with a quick instinct Teresa spgdo his side, and
supported him gently to a root. The action over they both
looked astounded.

fil reckon that wasih much like either you or me,
said Dunn slowlyfiwas it? But if yodd let me drop then
youd have stretched out the biggest fool in ther&sgyHe
paused, and looked at her curiousl¥haiss come over you;
blessed if | seem to know you n@w.

She was very pale again, and quiet; that was all.

fiTeresa! d ' n it, look here! When | was laid up
yonder in Excelsior | said | wanted to get well faryotwo
things. One was to hunt you down, the other to marry Nellie
Wynn. When | came here | thought that last thing could
never be. | came here expecting to find her here with Low,
and kill him" perhaps kill her too. | never even thought of
you; not onceYou might have risen up before mdetween
me and him and B have passed you by. And now that |
find ités all a mistake, and it was you, not her, | was looking
for, whyo

AWhy,0 she interrupted bitterlyjyoudl just take me,
of course, to save your timadearn your salarydh readyo

fiBut IGM not, just yet) he said faintlyfiHelp me up
She mechanically assisted him to his feet.

213



fiNow stand where you atehe addedfiand dort
move beyond this tree till | retu.

He straightened himself with an effodenched his
fists until the nails were nearly buried in his palms, and
strode with a firm, steady step in the direction he had come.
In a few moments he returned and stood before her.

fldve sent away my deputythe man who brought
me here, the fool whdibught you were Nellie. He knows
now he made a mistake. But who it was he mistook for Nellie
he does not know, nor shall ever know, nor shall any living
being know, other than myself. And when | leave the wood
to-day | shall know it no longer. You are sdiere as far as
| am concerned, but | cannot screen you from others prying.
Let Low take you away from here as soon as hexcan.

fiLet him take me away? Ah, yes. For what?

fiTo save yow said Dunn.fiLook here, Teresa!
Without knowing it, you lifted me outfdell just now; and
because of the wrong | might have don€ hfar her sake, |
spare you and shirk my dudy.

fiFor her sakel gasped the womanfifor her sake!
Oh, yes! Go on

AWell,6 said Dunn gloomily,Al reckon perhaps
youd as lieve left me in hell, fcall the love you bear me.
And maybe yoéve grudge enough agin me still to wisi |
found her and him togethér.

AiYou think so® she said, turning her head away.

fiThere, d ' n it! | didn@ mean to make you cry.
Maybe you wouldd, then. Only tell that fellow to take you
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out of this, and not run away the next time he sees a man
comingo

fiHe didrd runp said Teresa, with flashing eyes.
Al' 1" | sent him away she stammered. Then, suddenly
turning with fury upon him, she broke odRun! Run from
you! Ha, ha! You said just nowd a grudge against you.
Well, listen, Jim Dunn.& only to bring you in range of that
young mais rifle, and yod have dropped in your tracks
liked

fiLike that bar, the other niglatsaid Dunn, with a
short laughfiSothat was your little game¥He checked his
laugh suddenly a cloud passed over his fadikook here,
Teresaphe said, with an assumption of carelessness that was
as transparent as it was utterly incompatible with hiskfra
open selfishnes$What became of that bar? The skieh?

That was worth something?

AYesp said Teresa quiethyfiLow exchanged it and
got a ring for me from that trader Isaacs. It was worth more,
you bet. And the ring didhfit eitherd

AYesp interryoted Dunn, with an almost childish
eagerness.

AANnd | made him take it back, and get the value in
money. | hear that Isaacs sold it again and made another
profit; but thaé like those traders.The disingenuous
candor of Terega manner was in exquisitentrast to Dunn.

He rose and grasped her hand so heartily she was forced to
turn her eyes away.

AGoodby!0 he said.
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fiYou look tiredd she murmured, with a sudden
gentleness that surprised hifiet me go with you a part of
the wayo

filt isnd safe for yoyust nowp he said, thinking of
the possible consequences of the alarm Brace had raised.

fiNot the wayyou came) she replied;fibut one
known only to myselb

He hesitated only a momen&ll right, thenphe said
finally; Alet us go at once.@ suffocaing here, and | seem
to feel this dead bark crinkle under my féet.

She cast a rapid glance around her, and then seemed
to sound with her eyes the faff depths of the aisles,
beginning to grow pale with the advancing day, but still
holding a strange quér of heat in the air. When she had
finished her half abstracted scrutiny of the distance, she cast
one backward glance at her own cabin and stopped.

AWill you wait a moment for meskshe asked gently.

fiYes but no tricks, Teresa! It ish worth the
timeo

She looked him squarely in the eyes without a word.
AEnougho he saidfigo!o

She was absent for some moments. He was
beginning to become uneasy, when she made her appearance
again, clad in her old faded black dress. Her face was very
pale, and her eyes weswollen, but she placed his hand on
her shoulder, and bidding him not to fear to lean upon her,
for she was quite strong, led the way.
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fiYou look more like yourself now, and yeblast it
all'’” you dorit eitherp said Dunn, looking down upon her.
fiYoudve changed in some way. What is it? Is it on account
of that Injin? Could@ you have found a white man in his
placed

Al reckon hés neither worse nor better for thiashe
replied bitterly;fiand perhaps he wadras particular in his
taste as a white man ghit have been. Butshe added, with
a sudden spasm of her old rag&s a lie; hés not an Indian,
no more than | am. Not unless being born of a mother who
scarcely knew him, of a father who never even saw him, and
being brought up among white men anddwbeasts less
cruel than they were, could make him ane!

Dunn looked at her in surprise not unmixed with
admiration.flf Nellie,0 he thoughtficould but lovemelike
that!o But he only said:

fiFor all that, hé an Injin. Why, look at his name. It
aind Low. Ités L&Eau Dormante, Sleeping Water, an Injin
nameo

AANd what does that prove®eturned TeresdiOnly
that Indians clap a nickname on any stranger, white or red,
who may camp with them. Why, even his own father, a white
man, the wretch who begot hsnd abandoned himhehad
an Indian name Loup Noiro

AWhat name did you sag?
fiLe Loup Noir, the Black Wolf. | suppose yalcall

him an Indian, too? Eh? Whiatthe matter? Wie walking
too fast. Stop a moment and rest. Thetieere, lean on mé!
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She was noe too soon; for, after holding him upright
a moment, his limbs failed, and stooping gently she was
obliged to support him half reclining against a tree.

AltGs the heatihe saidfiGive me some whiskey from
my flask. Never mind the watérhe added faintly, with a
forced laugh, after he had taken a draught at the strong spirit.
fiTell me more about the other watethe Sleeping Water,
you know. How do you know all this about him and
his' fatherd

fiPartly from him and partly from Curson, whoote
to me about hind,she answered, with some hesitation.

But Dunn did not seem to notice this incongruity of
correspondence with a former lovBAnd hetold youd

fiYes; and | saw the name on an old memorardum
book he has, which he says belonged to Hisefa IiGs full
of old accounts of some trading post on the frontiés béen
missing for a day or two, but it will turn up. But | can swear
| saw ito

Dunn attempted to rise to his feBRut your hand in
my pocket) he said in a hurried whispéiNo, there! bring
out a book. There, | hav@rooked at it yet. Is that it?the
added, handing her the book Brace had given him a few
hours before.

AYesp said Teresa, in surpriséVhere did you find
it?0

fiNever mind! Now let me see it, quick. Open it, for
my sight is failing. There thank you thats all'o
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fiTake more whiskey, said Teresa, with a strange
anxiety creeping over hefYou are faint agai.

AWait! Listen, Teresa lower put your ear lower.
Listen! | came near killing that chap Low-tay. Wouldr
it have been ridiculous?

He tried to smile, but his head fell back. He had
fainted.
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CHAPTER NINE

For the first time in her life Teresa lost her presence
of mind in an emergency. She could only sit staring at the
helpless man, scarcely consciamisis condition, her mind
filled with a sudden prophetic intuition of the significance of
his last words. In the light of that new revelation she looked
into his pale, haggard face for some resemblance to Low, but
in vain. Yet her swift feminine instinehet the objection.
Altés the mothes blood that would sho@wshe murmured,
finot this mads.o

Recovering herself, she began to chafe his hands and
temples, and moistened his lips with the spirit. When his
respiration returned with a faint color to his dkeeshe
pressed his hand eagerly and leaned over him.

fiAre you sure@she asked.

AOf what® he whispered faintly.

fiThat Low is really your sori?

fWho said so@ he asked, opening his round eyes
upon her.

AYou did yourself, a moment agshe said quickly.
fiDond you remembe®

fDid 1?0
fiYou did. Is it s0®

He smiled faintly fil reckono
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She held her breath in expectation. But only the
ludicrousness of the discovery seemed paramount to his
weakened facultiesiilsnd@ it just about the ridiculousest
thing all ound® he said, with a feeble chuckl@Frirst you
nearly kill me before you know | am Law/father; thendn
just spoilirdto kill him before | know hé my son; then that
godforsaken fool Jack Brace mistakes you for Nellie, and
Nellie for you. Aind it just the biggest thing for the boys to
get hold of? But we must keep it dark until after | marry
Nellie, dorit you see? Then vhave a good time all round,
and @I stand the drinks. Think of it, Teresha! You doo
me, | dano you, nobody knowsh anybpdlsh. | try kill Loa
Lobwants kill Nellie. No thath no®i ¢ But the potent liquor,
overtaking his exhausted senses, thickened, impeded, and at
last stopped his speech. His head slipped to her shoulder, and
he became once more unconscious.

Teresa breatid again. In that brief moment she had
abandoned herself to a wild inspiration of hope which she
could scarcely define. Not that it was entirely a wild
inspiration; she tried to reason calmly. What if she revealed
the truth to him? What if she told the woked man before
her that she had deceived him; that she had overheard his
conversation with Brace; that she had stolen Bmberse
to bring Low warning; that, failing to find Low in his
accustomed haunts, or at the cafing, she had left a note
for him pinned to the herbarium, imploring him to fly with
his companion from the danger that was coming; and that,
remaining on watch, she had seen them bdhace and
Dunn approaching, and had prepared to meet them at the
cabin? Would this miserable and maddenean understand
her selfabnegation? Would he forgive Low and
Nellie? she did not ask for herself. Or would the revelation
turn his brain, if it did not kill him outright? She looked at
the sunken orbits of his eyes and hectic on his cheek, and
shuddered.
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Why was this added to the agony she already
suffered? She had been willing to stand between them with
her life, her liberty and eventhe hot blood dyed her cheek
at the thought with the added shame of being thought the
castoff mistress of that mas son.Yet all this she had taken
upon herself in expiation of somethinghe knew not
clearly what; no, for nothinig only for him. And yet this
very situation offered her that gleam of hope which had
thrilled her; a hope so wild in its improbability, so degrading
in its possibility, that at first she knew not whether despair
was not preferable to its shame. And yet was it
unreasonable? She was no longer passionate; she would be
calm and think it out fairly.

She would go to Low at once. She would find him
somewhere and even if with that girl, what
mattered? and she would tell him all. When he knew that
the life and death of his father lay in the scale, would he let
his brief, foolish passion for Nellie stand in the way? Even
if he were not influenced by filial afféion or mere
compassion, would his pride let him stoop to a rivalry with
the man who had deserted his youth? Could he take®unn
promised bride, who must have coquetted with him to have
brought him to this miserable plight? Was this like the calm,
proud young god she knew? Yet she had an uneasy instinct
that calm, proud young gods and goddesses did things like
this, and felt the weakness of her reasoning flush her own
conscious cheek.

fiTeresad

She started. Dunn was awake, and was gazing at her
curiously.
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Al was reckoning it was the only square thing for Low
to stop this promiscuous picnicking here and marry you out
and out

fiMarry meb said Teresa in a voice that, with all her
efforts, she could not make cynical.

fiYesp he repeatedfafter Ibve married NHie; tote
you down to San Angeles, and there take my name like a
man, and give it to you. Nobodly ask after Teresa,
sureé you bet your life. And if they do, and he éastop
their jaw, just you call on the old mandsltmighty queer,
aind it, Teresato think of you being my daughtarn-law?

It seemed here as if he was about to lapse again into
unconsciousness over the purely ludicrous aspect of the
subject, but he haply recovered his seriousri¢$xil have
as much money from me as he wants to do business
with. Whats his line of business, Teresaasked this
prospective fathein-law, in a large, liberal way.

fiHe is a botanistl said Teresa, with a sudden
childish animation that seemed to keep up the grim humor of
the paternal suggestiofigndoh, he is too poor to buy books!
| sent for one or two for him myself, the other dayshe
hesitated fit was all the money | had, but it wasenough
for him to go on with his studies.

Dunn looked at her sparkling eyes and glowing
cheeks, and became thdiyl. ACurson must have been a
d ' dfoolohe said finally.

Teresa remained silent. She was beginning to be

impatient and uneasy, fearing some mischance that might
delay her dreaded yet longéa meeting with Low. Yet she
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could not leave this sick andlewusted man, his father, now
bound to her by more than mere humanity.

ACouldnd you manag@,she said gentlyijto lean on
me a few steps further, until | could bring you to a cooler
spot and nearer assistange?

He nodded. She lifted him almost like a chitdhis
feet. A spasm of pain passed over his fékkaw far is itD
he asked.

fiNot more than ten minutésshe replied.

fil can make a spurt for that tindde said coolly, and
began to walk slowly but steadily on. Only his face, which
was white and setnd the convulsive grip of his hand on her
arm, betrayed the effort. At the end of ten minutes she
stopped. They stood before the splintered, lightisiceyred
shaft in the opening of the woods, where Low had built her
first campfire. She carefully pickedp the herbarium, but
her quick eye had already detected in the distance, before she
had allowed Dunn to enter the opening with her, that her note
was gone. Low had been there before them; he had been
warned, as his absence from the cabin showed; he wotild
return there. They were free from interruptiobut where
had he gone?

The sick man drew a long breath of relief as she
seated him in the clov@rown hollow where she had slept
the second night of her sta§ité cooler than those cursed
woodsp he sail. il suppose s because @ a little like a
grave. What are you going to do nawte added, as she
brought a cup of water and placed it at his side.
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il am going to leave you here for a little whilshe
said cheerfully, but with a pale face and nes/bandstildm
going to leave you while | seek Lodv.

The sick man raised his heditidn good for a spurt,
Teresa, like thatdre just got through, but | d@nthink Iém
up to a family party. Couldhyou issue cards later an?

AYou dor@ understana she saidflén going to get
Low to send some one of your friends to you here. lddon
think hdll begrudge leaving her a moment for tbhaghe
added to herself bitterly.

AWhais that yodre saying® he queried, with the
nervous quickness of an invalid.

fiNothing but that ém going nowo She turned her
face aside to hide her moistened ey®gish me good luck,
wond you?d she asked, half sadly, half pettishly.

fACome hered

She came and bent over him. He suddenly raised his
hands, and, drawing her face dowenhis own, kissed her
forehead.

AGive that tohim,0 he whisperedifrom meo

She turned and fled, happily for her sentiment, not
hearing the feeble laugh that followed, as Dunn, in sheer
imbecility, again referred to the extravagant ludicrousness of
the stuation.filt is about the biggest thing in the way of a
sell all roundd he repeated, lying on his back, confidentially
to the speck of smokebscured sky above him. He pictured
himself repeating it, not to Nellieher severe propriety
might at last overldo the fact, but would not tolerate the
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joke" but to her father! It would be just one of those
characteristic Californian jokes Father Wynn would admire.

To his exhaustion fever presently succeeded, and he
began to grow restless. The heat too seemed to enhisd
retreat, and from time to time the little patch of blue sky was
totally obscured by clouds of smoke. He amused himself
with watching a lizard who was investigating a folded piece
of paper, whose elasticity gave the little creature lively
apprehensias of its vitality. At last he could stand the
stillness of his retreat and his supine position no longer, and
rolled himself out of the bed of leaves that Teresa had so
carefully prepared for him. He rose to his feet stiff and sore,
and, supporting himseldy the nearest tree, moved a few
steps from the dead ashes of the cdingp The movement
frightened the lizard, who abandoned the paper and fled.
With a satirical recollection of Brace and Hfisdiculousd
discovery through the medium of this animalst@oped and
picked up the papefLike as not he said to himself, with
grim irony, fithese yer lizards are in the discovery business.
P&aaps this may lead to another mystéergnd he began to
unfold the paper with a smile. But the smile ceased as his eye
suddenly caught his own name.

A dozen lines were written in pencil on what seemed
to be a blank leaf originally torn from some book. He
trembled so that he was obliged to sith to read these
words

When you get this keep away from the woods.
Dunn and another man are in deadly pursuit of you
and your companion. | overheard their plan to
surprise you in our cabin. D@rgo there, and | will
delay them and put them off teeent. Do& mind
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me. God bless you, and if you never see me again
think sometimes of

TERESA

His trembling ceased; he did not start, but rose in an
abstracted way, and made a few deliberate steps in the
direction Teresa had gone. Even then he was so semfu
that he was obliged to refer to the paper again, but with so
little effect that he could only repeat the last worilsink
sometimes of TeresaHe was conscious that this was not
all; he had a full conviction of being deceived, and knew that
he heldthe proof in his hand, but he could not formulate it
beyond that sentenc@leres@ 'yes, he would think of her.
She would think of him. She would explain it. And here she
was returning.

In that brief interval her face and manner had again
changed. She wamle and quite breathless. She cast a swift
glance at Dunn and the paper he mechanically held out,
walked up to him, and tore it from his hand.

fWell,0 she said hoarseljyhat are you going to do
about itD

He attempted to speak, but his voice failed fiwen
then he was conscious that if he had spoken he would have
only repeated fithink sometimes of TeresaHe looked
longingly but helplessly at the spot where she had thrown the
paper, as if it had contained his unuttered words.

nYesp she went on to heelf, as if he was a mute,

indifferent spectator fiyes, the@e gone. That ends it all.
The gamés played out. Wel@ suddenly turning upon him,
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finow you know it all. Your Nelli@vashere with him, and is
with him now. Do you hear? Make the most of it; fuilost
them but here | ana

AiYesp he said eagerly fiyes, Teresa.

She stopped, stared at him; then taking him by the
hand led him like a child back to his coudtVell,0 she said,
in half-savage explanatiofi| told you the truth when | said
the girl wasid at the cabin last night, and that | didknow
her. What are you glowerdat? No! | haved lied to you, |
swear to God, except in one thing. Do you know what that
was? To save him | took upon me a shame Gdieserve. |
let you think | was his mistss. You think so now, d@n
you? Well, before God tday and He may take me when
He likes 1Gm no more to him than a sister! | reckon your
Nellie carit say as muchb.

She turned away, and with the quick, impatient stride
of some caged animal made the narroircuit of the
opening, stopping a moment mechanically before the sick
man, and again, without looking at him, continuing her
monotonous round. The heat had become excessive, but she
held her shawl with both hands drawn tightly over her
shoulders. Suddénha woodduck darted out of the covert
blindly into the opening, struck against the blasted trunk, fell
half stunned near her feet, and then, recovering, fluttered
away. She had scarcely completed another circuit before the
irruption was followed by a whiing bevy of quail, a flight
of jays, and a sudden tumult of wings swept through the
wood like a tornado. She turned inquiringly to Dunn, who
had risen to his feet, but the next moment she caught
convulsively at his wrist: a wolf had just dashed throungh t
underbrush not a dozen yards away, and on either side of
them they could hear the scamper and rustle of hurrying feet
like the outburst of a summer shower. A cold wind arose
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from the opposite direction, as if to contest this wild exodus,
but it was folbwed by a blast of sickening heat. Teresa sank
at Dunris feet in an agony of terror.

fiDond let them touch mé!she gaspedikeep them
off! Tell me, for Gods sake, what has happengd!

He laid his hand firmly on her arm, and lifted her in
his turn to herdet like a child. In that supreme moment of
physical danger, his strength, reason, and manhood returned
in their plenitude of power. He pointed coolly to the trail she
had quitted, and said:

fiThe Carquinez Woods are on five!
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CHAPTER TEN

The nest of the tuneful Burnhams, although in the
suburbs of Indian Spring, was not in ordinary weather and
seasons hidden from the longing eyes of the youth of that
settlement. That night, however, it was veiled in the smoke
that encompassed the great highueading to Excelsior. It
is presumed that the Burnham brood had long since folded
their wings, for there was no sign of life nor movement in
the house as a rapidly driven horse and buggy pulled up
before it. Fortunately, the paternal Burnham was an early
bird, in the habit of picking up the first stirring mining worm,
and a resounding knock brought him half dressed to the
street door. He was startled at seeing Father Wynn before
him, a trifle flushed and abstracted.

AAh ha! up betimes, | see, and ready. diaggards
heré ha, had he said heartily, slamming the door behind
him, and by a series of pokes in the ribs genially backing his
host into his own sittingoom.fildm up, too, and am here to
see Nellie. Shis here, eh of course® he added, darting a
quicklook at Burnham.

But Mr. Burnham was one of those large, liberal
Western husbands who classified his household under the
general title ofiwoman folk¢ for the integers of which he
was not responsible. He hesitated, and then propounded over
the balusters to the upper story the direct qudtyou doré
happen to have Nellie Wynn up there, dogye?

There was an interval of inquiry proceeding from
half a doze reluctant throats, more or less cottony and
muffled, in those various degrees of grievance and mental
distress which indicate too early roused young womanhood.
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The eventual reply seemed to be affirmative, albeit
accompanied with a suppressed gigglef #sei young lady

had just been discovered as an answer to an amusing
conundrum.

AAIl right,0 said Wynn, with an apparent accession
of boisterous genialityiTell her | must see her, anié only
got a few minutes to spare. Tell her to slip on anything and
come down; thei@ no one here but myself, aridd shut the
front door on Brother Burnham. Ha, badnd suiting the
action to the word, he actually bundled the admiring Brother
Burnham out on his own doorstep. There was a light
pattering on the staircasend Nellie Wynn, pink with sleep,
very tall, very slim, hastily draped in a white counterpane
with a blue border and a general classic suggestion, slipped
into the parlor. At the same moment the father shut the door
behind her, placed one hand on thelkrand with the other
seized her wrist.

fWhere were you yesterdayRe asked.

Nellie looked at him, shrugged her shoulders, and
said,fiHereo

AiYou were in the Carquinez Woods with Low
Dorman; you went there in disguise; yo& met him there
before. He is gur clandestine lover; you have taken pledges
of affection from him; you have"

fiStopd she said.

He stopped.

ADid he tell you this@she asked, with an expression
of disdain.
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fiNo; | overheard it. Dunn and Brace were at the
house waiting for you. When tlewach did not bring you, |
went to the office to inquire. As | left our door | thought |
saw somebody listening at the parlor windows. It was only a
drunken Mexican muleteer leaning against the house; but if
he heard nothingl did. Nellie, | heard Braceeti Dunn that
he had tracked you in your disguise to the woods you
hear? that when you pretended to be here with the girls you
were with Low alone; that you wear a ring that Low got of
a trader here; that there was a cabin in the wndds

fiStopd she repated.
Wynn again paused.
AANnd what didyoudo? she asked.

Al heard they were starting down there to surprise
you and him together, and | harnessed up and got ahead of
them in my buggy

AANd found me heré,she said, looking full into his
eyes.

He underod her and returned the look. He
recognized the full importance of the culminating fact
conveyed in her words, and was obliged to content himself
with its logical and worldly significance. It was too late now
to take her to task for mere filial disobeute; they must
become allies.

AYesp he said hurriedly;fbut if you value your
reputation, if you wish to silence both these men, answer me
fully. o

NGo onp she said.
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fiDid you go to the cabin in the woods yesterday?

fiNo.O

ADid you ever go there with Low?

fiNo; |1 do not know even where itds.

Wynn felt that she was telling the truth. Nellie knew
it; but as she would have been equally satisfied with an
equally efficacious falsehood, her face remained unchanged.

fAnd when did he leave yoa?

AAt nine aiclock, here. He went to the hotel.

fiHe saved his life, then, for Dunn is on his way to the
woods to kill himo

The jeopardy of her lover did not seem to affect the
young girl with alarm, although her eyes betrayed some
interest.

fiThen Dunn has gone to the woBdsshe said
thoughtfully.

fiHe has) replied Wynn.

fils that all'® she asked.

Al want to know what you are going to do?
Al wasgoing back to bed.

AThis is no time for trifling, giro
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fil should think not) she said, with a yawriité too
early, or too la.0o

Wynn grasped her wrist more tightRHear me! Put
whatever face you like on this affair, you are
compromised and compromised with a man you @an
marryo

Al dond know that | ever wanted to marry Low, if
you mean hing she said quietly.

AANnd Dunnwouldnd marry you nowo
Além not so sure of that either.

fiNellie,0 said Wynn excitedlyfido you want to drive
me mad? Have you nothing to sagothing to suggest?

fOh, you want me to help you, do you? Why didn
you say that first? Well, go and bring Duhereo

fiAre you mad? The man has gone already in pursuit
of your lover, believing you with hir.

fiThen he will the more readily come and talk with
me without him. Will you take the invitationyes or no®

nYes, bud

AEnough. On your way there you willogt at the
hotel and give Low a letter from nte.

fiNellie!d

AYou shall read it, of courseshe said scornfully,
fifor it will be your text for the conversation you will have
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with him. Will you please take your hand from the lock and
open the doo®

Wynn meclanically opened the door. The young girl
flew up-stairs. In a very few moments she returned with two
notes: one contained a few lines of formal invitation to
Dunn; the other read as follows

DEAR MR. DORMAN: My father will tell you
how deeply | regretthat our recent botanical
excursions in the Carquinez Woods have been a
source of serious misapprehension to those who
had a claim to my consideration, and that | shall be
obliged to discontinue them for the future. At the
same time he wishes me to expmegsgratitude for
your valuable instruction and assistance in that
pleasing study, even though approaching events
may compel me to relinquish it for other duties.
May | beg you to accept the enclosed ring as a slight
recognition of my obligations to you?

Y our grateful pupil,

NELLIE WYNN

When he had finished reading the letter, she handed
him a ring, which he took mechanically. He raised his eyes
to hers with perfectly genuine admiratidivou@e a good
girl, Nellie,0 he said, and, in a moment of parental
forgetfulness, unconsciously advanced his lips towards her
cheek. But she drew back in time to recall him to a sense of
that human weakness.
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Al supposedl have time for a nap yeétshe said, as
a gentle hint to her embarrassed parent. He nodded and
turned towards the door.

Ailf | were youp she continued, repressing a yawn,
flad manage to be seen on good terms with Low at the hotel;
so perhaps you need not give the letter to himl thndi last
thing. Goodby.0

The sittingroom door opened and closed behind her
as she slipped ugtairs, and her father, without the formality
of leavetaking, quietly let himself out by the front door.

When he drove into the highroad again, however, an
overlooked possibility threatened for a moment to
indefinitely postpone his amiable intentions regarding Low.
The hotel was at the farther end of the settlement toward the
Carquinez Woods, and as Wynn had nearly reached it he was
recalled to himself by theoands of hoofs and wheels rapidly
approaching from the direction of the Excelsior turnpike.
Wynn made no doubt it was the sheriff and Brace. To avoid
recognition at that moment, he whipped up his horse,
intending to keep the lead until he could turn irte first
crossroad. But the coming travelers had the fleetest horse;
and finding it impossible to distance them, he drove close to
the ditch, pulling up suddenly as the strange vehicle was
abreast of him, and forcing them to pass him at full speed,
with the result already chronicled. When they had vanished
in the darkness, Mr. Wynn, with a heart overflowing with
Christian thankfulness and universal benevolence, wheeled
round, and drove back to the hotel he had already passed. To
pull up at the veranda with stentorian shout, to thump
loudly at the deserted bar, to hilariously beat the panels of
the landlords door, and commit a jocose assault and battery
upon that haldressed and haHwakened man, was
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eminently characteristic of Wynn, and part of his e
plans that morning.

fiSomething to wash this wood smoke from my
throat, Brother Carter, and about as much again to prop open
your eyes) he said, dragging Carter before the band
glasses round for as many of the boys as are up and stirring
after ahardworking Christiai@s rest. How goes the honest
publicarés trade, and who have we heaye?

fiThats Judge Robinson and two lawyers from
Sacramento, Dick Curson over from Yaleaid Carterfiand
that ar young Injin yarb doctor from the Carquinez Woods. |
reckon hés jist up | noticed a light under his door as |
passed

fiHeGs my man for a friendly chat before breakfast,
said WynnfYou need@ come up.dl find the way. | doi
want a light; | reckon my eyes &iras bright nor as young
as his, but thedl see almost as far in the darke-he!do And,
nodding to Brother Carter, he strode along the passage, and
with no other introduction than a playful and preliminary
fiBoo!0 burst into one of the rooms. Low, who by the light
of a single candle was bending ouke plates of a large
guarto, merely raised his eyes and looked at the intruder. The
young mais natural imperturbability, always exasperating
to Wynn, seemed accented that morning by contrast with his
own overacted animation.

fAh ha! wasting the midnigh oil instead of
imbibing the morning dews,said Father Wynn archly,
illustrating his metaphor with a movement of his hand to his
lips. iWhat have we heré?

fAN anonymous Qif§g replied Low simply,
recognizing the father of Nellie by rising from his chéités
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a volume déve longed to possess, but never could afford to
buy. | cannot imagine who sent it to e.

Wynn was for a moment startled by the thought that
this recipient of valuable gifts might have influential friends.
But a glance at the bare roowhich looked like a camp, and
the strange, unconventional garb of its occupant, restored his
former convictions. There might be a promise of
intelligence, but scarcely of prosperity, in the figure before
him.

AAh! We must not forget that we are watchedrane
the night season,he said, laying his hand on Lésv
shoulder, with an illustration of celestial guardianship that
would have been impious but for its palpable grotesqueness.
fiNo, sir, we know not what a day may bring footh.

Unfortunately, Lovas pratical mind did not go
beyond a mere human interpretation. It was enough,
however, to put a new light in his eye and a faint color in his
cheek.

ACould it have been Miss Nelliehe asked, with
half-boyish hesitation.

Mr. Wynn was too much of a Christiantno bow
before what appeared to him the purely providential
interposition of this suggestion. Seizing it and Low at the
same moment, he playfully forced him down again in his
chair.

AAh, you rascab he said, with infinite archness;
fithas your game, i&? You want to trap poor Father Wynn.
You want to make him sajNo.6You want to tempt him to
commit himself. No, sif! never, sir! no, nob

238



Firmly convinced that the present was NéHiand
that her father only goedumoredly guessed it, the young
mards simple, truthful nature was embarrassed. He longed to
express his gratitude, but feared to betray the younés girl
trust. The Reverend Mr. Wynn speedily relieved his mind.

fiNo,0 he continued, bestriding a chair, and familiarly
confronting Low over its backiNo, sir no! And you want
me to sayiNo,6dond you, regarding the little walks of Nellie
and a certain young man in the Carquinez Woods2, ha!
Youd like me to say that Ifew nothing of the botanizings,
and the herb collectings, and the picnickings thdre
he!" you sly dog! Perhaps yadilike to tempt Father Wynn
further and make him swear he knows nothing of his
daughter disguising herself in a duster and meeting another
young man isnd it another young man?all alone, eh?
Perhaps you want poor old Father Wynn to&&y.6No, sir,
nothing of the kind ever occurred. Ah, you young rascal!

Slightly troubled, in spite of Wyris hearty manner,
Low, with his usual directness Wwever, saidfil do not want
any one to deny that | have seen Miss Néllie.

fiCertainly, certainlyy said Wynn, abandoning his
method, considerably disconcerted by léswimplicity, and
a certain natural reserve that shook off his familiarity.
fiCertainly is a noble thing to be able to put your hand on
your heart and say to the worl@Come on, all of you!
Observe me; | have nothing to conceal. | walk with Miss
Wynn in the woods as her instructoher teacher, in fact.
We cull a flower here and there; we dtuan herb fresh from
the hand of the Creator. We look, so to speak, from Nature
to Naturés Godob Yes, my young friend, we should be the
first to repel the foul calumny that could misinterpret our
most innocent actior.
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fiCalumny® repeated Low, startingot his feet.
AWhat calumny@

fiMy friend, my noble young friend, | recognize your
indignation. | know your worth. When | said to Nellie, my
only child, my perhaps too simple offspring@ mere
wildflower like yourself when | said to hegGo, my child,
walk in the woods with this young man, hand in hand. Let
him instruct you from the humblest roots, for he has trodden
in the ways of the Almighty. Gather wisdom from his lips,
and knowledge from his simple woodn@acraft. Make, in
fact, a collection not only dferbs, but of moral axioms and
experiencd ‘| knew | could trust you, and, trusting you, my
young friend, | felt | could trust the world. Perhaps | was
weak, foolish. But | thought only of her welfare. | even recall
how that, to preserve the purity of lgarments, | bade her
don a simple duster; that, to secure her from the trifling
companionship of others, | bade her keep her own counsel,
and seek you at seasons known but to yourseélves.

fiBut ... did Nellie ... understand yawuihterrupted
Low hastily.

fil see you read her simple nature. Understand me?
No, not at first! Her maidenly instinctperhaps her duty to
anothei took the alarm. | remember her wordBut what
will Dunn saydshe askeddVill he not be jealous? 0

fiDunn! jealous! | do@ understand, said Low,
fixing his eyes on Wynn.

AThats just what | said to Nelligdlealoush| said.
ONhat, Dunn, your affianced husband, jealous of a mere
friend a teacher, a guide, a philosopher. It is imposgible.
Well, sir, she was right. He is jealous. And, mtiten that,
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he has imparted his jealousy to others! In other words, he has
made a scandal!

Lowés eyes flashediwWhere is your daughter now?
he said sternly.

fAt present in bed, suffering from a nervous attack
brought on by these unjust suspicions. §ppreciates your
anxiety, and, knowing that you could not see her, told me to
give you thiso He handed Low the ring and the letter.

The climax had been forced, and, it must be
confessed, was by no means the one Mr. Wynn had fully
arranged in his own inneonsciousness. He had intended to
take an ostentatious leave of Low in the-tmym, deliver
the letter with archness, and escape before a possible
explosion. He consequently backed towards the door for an
emergency. But he was again at fault. That ucégtkstoical
fortitude in acute suffering, which was the one remaining
pride and glory of Lows race, was yet to be revealed to
Wynn&s civilized eyes.

The young man took the letter, and read it without
changing a muscle, folded the ring in it, and dropipato
his haversack. Then he picked up his blanket, threw it over
his shoulder, took his trusty rifle in his hand, and turned
toward Wynn as if coldly surprised that he was still standing
there.

fAre you are you going?d stammered Wynn.

fiAre you not® redied Low dryly, leaning on his
rifle for a moment as if waiting for Wynn to precede him.
The preacher looked at him a moment, mumbled something,
and then shambled feebly and ineffectively down the
staircase before Low, with a painful suggestion to the
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ordinary observer of being occasionally urged thereto by the
moccasin of the young man behind him.

On reaching the lower hall, however, he endeavored
to create a diversion in his favor by dashing into the barroom
and clapping the occupants on the back witlsriminate
playfulness. But here again he seemed to be disappointed.
To his great discomfiture, a large man not only returned his
salutation with powerful levity, but with equal playfulness
seized him in his arms, and after an ingenious simulation of
depaiting him in the horsérough set him down in affected
amazemenfiBlethd if | didn@& think from the weight of your
hand it wath my old friend, Thacramento Rilsaid Curson
apologetically, with a wink at the bystandefi$hatth the
way Bill alwayth uhed to tackle hith friendth, till he wath
one day bounthed by a pritfighter in Frithco, whom he
had mithtaken for a mithionayAs Mr. Cursoids reputation
was of a quality that made any form of apology from him
instantly acceptable, the amused specsatnade way for
him as, recognizing Low, who was just leaving the hotel, he
turned coolly from them and walked towards him.

fiHalloo!d he said, extending his hanii¥ouge the
man Bm waiting for. Did you get a book from the exthpreth
offithe latht night®

Al did. Why®

fAltdh all right. Ath Bm rethponthible for it, | only
wanted to know

ADid you send it® asked Low, quickly fixing his
eyes on his face.

fWell, not exactlyme But itdh not worth making a
mythtery of it. Teretha gave me a commithion to bwnd
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thend it to you anonymouthly. ThHt a womagdh
nonthenth, for how could thee get a retheipt fap it?

fiThen it was her preseasaid Low gloomily.

fOf courthe. It wath@ mine, my boy. & have thent
you a Thargh rifle in plathe of that muthll®ader you carry,
or thomething thenthible. But, | thay! widdt up? You look
ath if you had been running all night.

Low grasped his handfiThank youp he said
hurriedly; fibut itts nothing. Only | must be back to the
woods early. Goodby.0

But Curson retamed Lowds hand in his own powerful
grip.

Aldl go with you a bit furtheg he saidiiln fact, bve
got thomething to thay to you; only ddie in thuch a hurry;
the woodth can wait till you get thedeQuietly compelling
Low to alter his own characteristndian stride to keep pace
with his, he went oriil dond@ mind thaying | rather cottoned
to you from the time you acted like a white mamo
offentheé to Teretha. She thayth you were left when a child
lying round, jutht ath promithcuouthly ath she wattng & |
can do anything towardth putting you on the trail of your
people, dl do it. | know thome of the voyageurth who traded
with the Cherokeeth, and your father wath 'onveasrit hed
He glanced at Lo utterly abstracted and immobile face.
Al thay, youdond theem to take a hand in thith game,
pardner. Whatth the row? Ith anything wrong over theoe?
and he pointed to the Carquinez Woods, which were just
looming out of the morning horizon in the distance.
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Low stopped. The last words of his companion
seemed to recall him to himself. He raised his eyes
automatically to the woods, and started.

fiThere is something wrong over thérdje said
breathlesslyfiLook!0

Al thee nothing) said Curson, beginning to doubt
Lowés sanity;finothing more than | thaw drour agoo

ALook again. Dod you see that smoke rising straight
up? Itisrd blown over from the Divide; @& new smoke! The
fire is in the woodsi

Al reckon thatth sop muttered Curson, shading his
eyes with his handiBut, hullo! wait a minute! W@l get
hortheth. | sayd he shouted, forgetting his lisp in his
excitement fistop'd But Low had already lowered his head
and darted forward like an arrow.

In a few moments he had left not only his companion
but the last straggling houses of the outskirts édaifd him,
and had struck out in a long, swinging trot for the disused
ficut-off.0 Already he fancied he heard the note of clamor in
Indian Spring, and thought he distinguished the sound of
hurrying hoofs on the great highway. But the sunken trail hid
it from his view. From the column of smoke now plainly
visible in the growing morning light he tried to locate the
scene of the conflagration. It was evidently not a fire
advancing regularly from the outer skirt of the wood,
communicated to it from the Dividé;was a local outburst
near its centre. It was not in the direction of his cabin in the
tree. There was no immediate danger to Teresa, unless fear
drove her beyond the confines of the wood into the hands of
those who might recognize her. The screamingays and
ravens above his head quickened his speed, as it heralded the
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rapid advance of the flames; and the unexpected apparition
of a bounding body, flattened and flying over the yellow
plain, told him that even the secure retreat of the mountain
wild-cat had been invaded. A sudden recollection of
Teres@s uncontrollable terror that first night smote him with
remorse and redoubled his efforts. Alone in the track of these
frantic and bewildered beasts, to what madness might she not
be driven!

The sharp crdcof a rifle from the highroad turned
his course momentarily in that direction. The smoke was
curling lazily over the heads of a party of men in the road,
while the huge bulk of a grizzly was disappearing in the
distance. A battue of the escaping animald bommenced!

In the bitterness of his heart he caught at the horrible
suggestion, and resolved to save her from them or die with
her there.

How fast he ran, or the time it took him to reach the
woods, has never been known. Their outlines were already
hidden when he entered them. To a sense less keen, a
courage less desperate, and a purpose less unaltered than
Lowdés, the wood would have been impenetrable. The central
fire was still confined to the lofty treteps, but the
downward rush of wind from time tame drove the smoke
into the aisles in blinding and suffocating volumes. To
simulate the creeping animals, and fall to the ground on
hands and knees, feel his way through the underbrush when
the smoke was densest, or take advantage of its momentary
liftin g, and without uncertainty, mistake, or hesitation glide
from tree to tree in one undeviating course, was possible
only to an experienced woodsman. To keep his reason and
insight so clear as to be able in the midst of this bewildering
confusion to shape &l course so as to intersect the wild and
unknown tract of an inexperienced, frightened wanderer
belonged to Low, and to Low alone. He was making his way
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against the wind towards the fire. He had reasoned that she
was either in comparative safety to windad/af it, or he
should meet her being driven towards him by it, or find her
succumbed and fainting at its feet. To do this he must
penetrate the burning belt, and then pass under the blazing
dome. He was already upon it; he could see the falling fire
droppng like rain or blown like gorgeous blossoms of the
conflagration across his path. The space was lit up
brilliantly. The vast shafts of dull copper cast no shadow
below, but there was no sign nor token of any human being.
For a moment the young man wadailt. It was true this
hidden heart of the forest bore no undergrowth; the cool
matted carpet of the aisles seemed to quench the glowing
fragments as they fell. Escape might be difficult, but not
impossible; yet every moment was precious. He leaned
agairst a tree, and sent his voice like a clarion before him:
fiTeresab There was no reply. He called again. A faint cry
at his back from the trail he had just traversed made him turn.
Only a few paces behind him, blinded and staggering, but
following like a baten and wounded animal, Teresa halted,
knelt, clasped her hands, and dumbly held them out before
her.fiTeresab he cried again, and sprang to her side.

She caught him by the knees, and lifted her face
imploringly to his.

fiSay that agaishe cried, passnately.fiTell me it
was Teresa you called, and no other! You have come back
for me! You would not let me die here alode!

He lifted her tenderly in his arms, and cast a rapid
glance around him. It might have been his fancy, but there
seemed a dull glow ithe direction he had come.

AYou do not speakishe saidfiTell me! You did not
come here to seek her?
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AWhom? he said quickly.
fiNellie!o

With a sharp cry he let her slip to the ground. All the
pentup agony, rage, and mortification of the last hour broke
from him in that inarticulate outburst. Then, catching her
hands again, he dragged her to his level.

fiHear med he cried, disregarding the whirling
smoke and the fiery baptism that sprinkled thefhear me!
If you value your life, if you value your soulpd if you do
not want me to cast you to the beasts like Jezebel of old,
never never take that accursed name again upon your lips.
Seek her her? Yes! Seek her to tie her like a wikh
daughter of hell to that blazing tréd¥e stoppedfiForgive
mep he sail in a changed voicéldn mad, and forgetting
myself and you. Come.

Without noticing the expression of half savage
delight that had passed across her face, he lifted her in his
arms.

AWhich way are you goingishe asked, passing her
hands vaguely across his breast, as if to reassure herself of
his identity.

fiTo our camp by the scarred trébe replied.

fiNot there, not therg,she said, hurriedlyfil was
driven from there just now. | thought the fire began ¢her
until I came her@.

Then it was as he feared. Obeying the same

mysterious law that had launched this fatal fire like a
thunderbolt from the burning mountain crest five miles away
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into the heart of the Carquinez Woods, it had again leaped a
mile beyond, ad was hemming them between two
narrowing lines of fire. But Low was not daunted. Retracing
his steps through the blinding smoke, he strode off at right
angles to the trail near the point where he had entered the
wood. It was the spot where he had firiell Nellie in his
arms to carry her to the hidden spring. If any recollection of
it crossed his mind at that moment, it was only shown in his
redoubled energy. He did not glide through the thick
underbrush, as on that day, but seemed to take a savage
pleasure in breaking through it with sheer brute force. Once
Teresa insisted upon relieving him of the burden of her
weight, but after a few steps she staggered blindly against
him, and would fain have recourse once more to his strong
arms. And so, alternatestaggering, bending, crouching, or
bounding and crashing on, but always in one direction, they
burst through the jealous rampart, and came upon the sylvan
haunt of the hidden spring. The great angle of the half fallen
tree acted as a barrier to the wimdl @rifting smoke, and the
cool spring sparkled and bubbled in the almost translucent
air. He laid her down beside the water, and bathed her face
and hands. As he did so his quick eye caught sight of a
womarts handkerchief lying at the foot of the disrupteot.
Dropping Teres® hand, he walked towards it, and with the
toe of his moccasin gave it one vigorous kick into the ooze
at the overflow of the spring. He turned to Teresa, but she
evidently had not noticed the act.

fWhere are you¥she asked, with smile.

Something in her movement struck him. He came
towards her, and bending down looked into her face.

fiTeresal Good God!look at me! What has
happened®
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She raised her eyes to his. There was a slight film
across them; the lids were blackened; the lifehl@shes
gone forever!

fil see you a little now, | thinkshe said, with a smile,
passing her hands vaguely over his fadé.must have
happened when he fainted, and | had to drag him through the
blazing brush; both my hands were full, and | couldcooer
my eyesd

fiDrag whom® said Low, quickly.

AWhy, Dunno

AiDunn! He here@said Low, hoarsely.

AYes; didr you read the note | left on the
herbarium? Didé& you come to the carrfire?0 she asked
hurriedly, clasping his hand8Tell me quicklyb

ANo!0

fiThen you were not therethen you didd leave me
to died

ANo! | swear it, Teresalthe stoicism that had upheld
his own agony breaking down before her strong emotion.

fiThank Godd She threw her arms around him, and
hid her aching eyes in his troubled Izea

fiTell me all, Teresa,he whispered in her listening
ear.fDond@ move; stay there, and tell me all.

With her face buried in his bosom, as if speaking to
his heart alone, she told him part, but not all. With her eyes
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filled with tears, but a smile ohner lips, radiant with new
found happiness, she told him how she had overheard the
plans of Dunn and Brace, how she had stolen their
conveyance to warn him in time. But here she stopped,
dreading to say a word that would shatter the hope she was
building yoon his sudden revulsion of feeling for Nellie. She
could not bring herself to repeat their interviewhat would
come later, when they were safe and out of danger; now not
even the secret of his birth must come between them with its
distraction, to mar theperfect communion. She faltered that
Dunn had fainted from weakness, and that she had dragged
him out of dangerfiHe will never interfere with usl
mean) she said softlyfiwith meagain. | can promise you
that as well as if he had sworrit.

ALet him pass nowg said Low;fithat will come later
onOhe added, unconsciously repeating her thought in a tone
that made her heart sickBut tell me, Teresa, why did you
go to Excelsior@

She buried her head still deeper, as if to hide it. He
felt her broken he&beat against his own; he was conscious
of a depth of feeling her rival had never awakened in him.
The possibility of Teresa loving him had never occurred to
his simple nature. He bent his head and kissed her. She was
frightened, and unloosed her clingiagns; but he retained
her hand, and saidyVe will leave this accursed place, and
you shall go with me as you said you would; nor need you
ever leave me, unless you wislbit.

She could hear the beating of her own heart through
his words; she longed to Ikat the eyes and lips that told
her this, and read the meaning his voice alone could not
entirely convey. For the first time she felt the loss of her
sight. She did not know that it was, in this moment of
happiness, the last blessing vouchsafed to herabte life.
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A few moments of silence followed, broken only by
the distant rumor of the conflagration and the crash of falling
boughs filt may be an hour y&the whisperedibefore the
fire has swept a path for us to the road below. We are safe
here, unlss some sudden current should draw the fire down
upon us. You are not frighteneShe pressed his hand; she
was thinking of the pale face of Dunn, lying in the secure
retreat she had purchased for him at such a sacrifice. Yet the
possibility of danger tdim now for a moment marred her
present happiness and securityou think the fire will not
go north of where you found m&8he asked softly.

Al think notp he said;fbut | will reconnoitre. Stay
where you are.

They pressed hands and parted. He leaped the
slanting trunk and ascended it rapidly. She waited in mute
expectation.

There was a sudden movement of the root on which
she sat, a deafening crash, and she was thrown forward on
her face.

The vast bulk of the leaning tree, dislodged from its
aerid support by the gradual sapping of the spring at its
roots, or by the crumbling of the bark from the heat, had
slipped, made a half revolution, and, falling, overbore the
lesser trees in its path, and tore, in its resistless momentum,
a broad opening tdvé underbrush.

With a cry to Low, Teresa staggered to her feet.
There was an interval of hideous silence, but no reply. She
called again. There was a sudden deepening roar, the blast of
a fiery furnace swept through the opening, a thousand
luminous pointsaround her burst into fire, and in an instant
she was lost in a whirlwind of smoke and flame! From the
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onset of its fury to its culmination twenty minutes did not
elapse; but in that interval a radius of two hundred yards
around the hidden spring was sweptlife and light and
motion.

For the rest of that day and part of the night a pall of
smoke hung above the scene of desolation. It lifted only
towards the morning, when the moon, riding high, picked
out in black and silver the shrunken and silent coluofns
those roofless vaults, shorn of base and capital. It flickered
on the still, overflowing pool of the hidden spring, and shone
upon the white face of Low, who, with a rootlet of the fallen
tree holding him down like an arm across his breast, seemed
to be sleeping peacefully in the sleeping water.

* * * * * * * *

Contemporaneous history touched him as briefly, but
not as gentlyfilt is now definitely ascertainedsaid fiThe
Slumgullion Mirrorg fithat Sheriff Dunn met hifate in the
Carquinez Woods in the performance of his duty; that
fearless man having received information of the
concealment of a band of horse thieves in their recesses. The
desperadoes are presumed to have escaped, as the only
remains found are those boko wretched tramps, one of
whom is said to have been a digger, who supported himself
upon roots and herbs, and the other a degradedvha#
woman. It is not unreasonable to suppose that the fire
originated through their carelessness, although FatyanW
of the First Baptist Church, in his powerful discourse of last
Sunday, pointed at the warning and lesson of such
catastrophes. It may not be out of place here to say that the
rumors regarding an engagement between the p&stor
accomplished daughter aride late lamented sheriff are
utterly without foundation, as it has been an on dit for some
time in all wellinformed circles that the indefatigable Mr.
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Brace, of Wells, Fargo, & o mp a Bxpréss, will shortly
lead the lady to the hymeneal aléar.
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At t hhe MI SSI Oon
Car me |

PROLOGUE

It was noon of the 10th of August, 1838. The
monotonous coast line between Monterey and San Diego
had set its hard outlines against the steady glare of the
Californian sky and the metallglitter of the Pacific Ocean.
The weary succession of rounded, ddike hills obliterated
all sense of distance; the rare whaling vessel or still rarer
trader, drifting past, saw no change in these rusty
undulations, barren of distinguishing peak or haad] and
bald of wooded crest or timbered ravine. The withered ranks
of wild oats gave a dull procession of uniform color to the
hills, unbroken by any relief of shadow in their smooth,
round curves. As far as the eye could reach, sea and shore
met in onebleak monotony, flecked by no passing cloud,
stirred by no sign of life or motion. Even sound was absent;
the Angelus, rung from the invisible Mission tower far
inland, was driven back again by the steady northwest trades,
that for half the year had sweftte coast line and left it
abraded of all umbrage and color.

But even this monotony soon gave way to a change
and another monotony as uniform and depressed. The
western horizon, slowly contracting before a wall of vapor,
by four axlock had become a mereld, steely strip of sea,
into which gradually the northern trend of the coast faded
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and was lost. As the fog stole with soft step southward, all
distance, space, character, and locality again vanished; the
hills upon which the sun still shone bore the sam
monotonous outlines as those just wiped into space. Last of
all, before the red sun sank like the descending Host, it
gleamed upon the sails of a trading vessel close in shore. It
was the last object visible. A damp breath breathed upon it,
a soft hand @ssed over the slate, the sharp pencilling of the
picture faded and became a confused gray cloud.

The wind and waves, too, went down in the fog; the
now invisible and hushed breakers occasionally sent the surf
over the sand in a quick whisper, with gramervals of
silence, but with no continuous murmur as before. In a
curving bight of the shore the creaking of oars in their
rowlocks began to be distinctly heard, but the boat itself,
although apparently only its length from the sands, was
invisible.

fiStealy now; way enougld The voice came from
the sea, and was low, as if unconsciously affected by the fog.
fASilenced

The sound of a keel grating the sand was followed by
the orderfiStern allb from the invisible speaker.

fiShall we beach hevasked anotherague voice.

fiNot yet. Hail again, and all together.

fAh hoy oi° oi'° oy!o

There were four voices, but the hail appeared weak
and ineffectual, like a cry in a dream, and seemed hardly to

reach beyond the surf before it was suffocated in the
creeping cloud. Ailence followed, but no response.
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filtGs no use to beach her and go ashore until we find
the boat) said the first voice, gravelyiand wdl do that if
the current has brought her here. Are you suréamogot the
right bearings@

NAs near as a man couddf a shore with not a blasted
pint to take his bearings hy.

There was a long silence again, broken only by the
occasional dip of oars, keeping the invisible Hoead to the
sea.

fiTake my word for it, lads, @ the last wél see of
that boat again, af Jack Cranch, or the capté&rbabyo

filt does look mighty queer that the painter should
slip. Jack Cranch afhthe man to tie a granny knot.

fSilenceb said the invisible leadefiListeno

A hail, so faint and uncertain that it might have been
the Ing-deferred, faoff echo of their own, came from the
sea, abreast of them.

fltGs the captain. He ha&nfound anything, or he
couldri@ be so far north. Hark!

The hail was repeated again faintly, dreamily. To the
seamets trained ears it seemed to have an intelligent
significance, for the first voice gravely respondédye,
ayed and then said softlyjOarso

The word was followed by a splash. The oars clicked
sharply and simultaneously in the rowlocks, then more
faintly, then still fainter, and then passed out into the
darkness.
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The silence and shadow both fell together; for hours
sea and shore were impenetrable. Yet at times the air was
softly moved and troubled, the surrounding gloom faintly
lightened as with a mistyasivn, and then was dark again; or
drowsy, faroff cries and confused noises seemed to grow
out of the silence, and, when they had attracted the weary
ear, sank away as in a mocking dream, and showed
themselves unreal. Nebulous gatherings in the fog seemed t
indicate stationary objects that, even as one gazed, moved
away; the recurring lap and ripple on the shingle sometimes
took upon itself the semblance of faint articulate laughter or
spoken words. But towards morning a certain monotonous
grating on the sal, that had for many minutes alternately
cheated and piqued the ear, asserted itself more strongly, and
a moving, vacillating shadow in the gloom became an
opaque object on the shore.

With the first rays of the morning light the fog lifted.
As the undraped hills one by one bared their cold bosoms to
the sun, the long line of coast struggled back to life again.
Everything was unchanged, except that a stranded boat lay
upon the sands, and in its stern sheets a sleeping child.
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The 10th ofAugust, 1852, brought little change to
the dull monotony of wind, fog, and treeless coast line. Only
the sea was occasionally flecked with racing sails that
outstripped the old, slowreeping trader, or was at times
streaked and blurred with the trailinghgke of a steamer.
There were a few strange footprints on those virgin sands,
and a fresh track, that led from the beach over the rounded
hills, dropped into the bosky recesses of a hidden valley
beyond the coast range.

It was here that the refectory winale of the Mission
of San Carmel had for years looked upon the reverse of that
monotonous picture presented to the sea. It was here that the
trade winds, shorn of their fury and strength in the heated,
ovenlike air that rose from the valley, lost their weavay
in the tangled recesses of the wooded slopes, and breathed
their last at the foot of the stone cross before the Mission. It
was on the crest of those slopes that the fog halted and walled
in the sunillumined plain below; it was in this plain that
limitless fields of grain clothed the flat adobe soil; here the
Mission garden smiled over its hedges of fruitful vines, and
through the leaves of fig and gnarled pear trees; and it was
here that Father Pedro had lived for fifty years, found the
prospect god, and had smiled also.

Father Pedi@ smile was rare. He was not a Las
Casas, nor a Junipero Serra, but he had the deep seriousness
of all disciples laden with the responsible wording of a
gospel not their own. And his smile had an ecclesiastical as
well as a human significance, the pleasantest object in his
prospect being the fair and curly head of his boy acolyte and
chorister, Francisco, which appeared among the vines, and
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his sweetest pastoral music, the high soprano humming of a
chant with which théoy accompanied his gardening.

Suddenly the acolyée chant changed to a cry of
terror. Running rapidly to Father Pe@&side, he grasped his
sotana and even tried to hide his curls among its folds.

A $t! &t!o said the Padre, disengaging himself with
same impatiencefiwhat new alarm is this? Is it Luzbel
hiding among our Catalan vines, or one of those heathen
Americanos from Monterey? Speak!

fiNeither, holy fatheg said the boy, the color
struggling back into his pale cheeks, and an apologetic,
bashfulsmile lighting his clear eye@iNeither; but oh! such
a gross, lethargic toad! And it almost leaped uporome.

AA toad leaped upon theelepeated the good father
with evident vexationfiwhat next? | tell thee, child, those
foolish fears are most unmeet fohee, and must be
overcome, if necessary, with prayer and penance. Frightened
by a toad! Blood of the Martyr&ll is like any foolish girld

Father Pedro stopped and coughed.

Al am saying that no Christian child should shrink
from any of Gods harmless eatures. And only last week
thou wast disdainful of poor Muridi pig, forgetting that
San Antonio himself did elect one his faithful companion,
even in gloryo

AYes, but it was so fat, and so uncleanly, holy father,
replied the young acolyt@nd it snelt soo

fiSmelt so® echoed the father doubtfulljiHave a
care, child, that this is not luxuriousness of the senses. | have
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noticed of late you gather overuch of roses and syringa,
excellent in their way and in moderation, but still not to be
comparedvith the flower of Holy Church, the lilg.

fiBut lilies dor& look well on the refectory table, and
against the adobe walleturned the acolyte, with a pout of
a spoilt child;fand surely the flowers cannot help being
sweet, any more than myrrh or incengend | am not
frightened of the heathen Americanos either, now. There was
a small one in the garden yesterday, a boy like me, and he
spoke kindly and with a pleasant fate.

fiwhat said he to thee, childasked Father Pedro,
anxiously.

fiNay, the matter ofhis speech 1 could not
understand laughed the boyibut the manner was as gentle
as thine, holy fathe.

A $t, childpsaid the Padre, impatientRThy likings
are as unreasonable as thy fears. Besides, have | not told thee
it ill becomes a child of Cist to chatter with those sons of
Belial? But canst thou not repeat the wordee words he
saidd he continued suspiciously.

A Dis a harsh tongue the Americanos speak in their
throatp replied the boyifiBut he saidDevilishnissé and
(oretty-asa-girl,6and looked at me.

The good father made the boy repeat the words
gravely, and as gravely repeated them after him with infinite
simplicity. fiThey are but heretical wordshe replied, in
answer to the bay inquiring lookjfit is well you understand
not Endish. Enough. Run away, child, and be ready for the
Angelus. | will commune with myself awhile under the pear
treeso
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Glad to escape so easily, the young acolyte
disappeared down the alley of fig trees, not without a furtive
look at the patches of chickwetearound their roots, the
possible ambuscade of creeping or saltant vermin. The good
priest heaved a sigh and glanced round the darkening
prospect. The sun had already disappeared over the
mountain wall that lay between him and the sea, rimmed
with a faintwhite line of outlying fog. A cool zephyr fanned
his cheek; it was the dying breath of tientos generales
beyond the wall. As Father Pe@&ayes were raised to this
barrier, which seemed to shut out the boisterous world
beyond, he fancied he noticedrfthe first time a slight
breach in the parapet, over which an advanced banner of the
fog was fluttering. Was it an omen? His speculations were
cut short by a voice at his very side.

He turned quickly and beheld one of those
fiheatheng against whom he had just warned his young
acolyte; one of that straggling band of adventurers whom the
recent gold discoveries had scattered along the coast.
Luckily the fertile alluvium of these valleys, lying parallel
with the sea, offered néindicationsd to attract the gold
seekers. Nevertheless, to Father Pedro even the infrequent
contact with the Americanos was objectionable: they were at
once inquisitive and careless; they asked questions with the
sharp perspicacity of controversy; they received haver
replies with the frank indifference of utter worldliness.
Powerful enough to have been tyrannical oppressors, they
were singularly tolerant and gentle, contenting themselves
with a playful, gooehatured irreverence, which tormented
the good father morthan opposition. They were felt to be
dangerous and subversive.

The Americano, however, who stood before him did

not offensively suggest these national qualities. A man of
middle height, strongly built, bronzed and slightly gray from
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the vicissitudes of gars and exposure, he had an air of
practical seriousness that commended itself to Father Pedro.
To his religious mind it suggested setinsciousness;
expressed in the dialect of the stranger, it only meant
fbusines®

flém rather glad | found you out leerlone) began
the latter;fit saves time. | havéhgot to take my turn with
the rest, in theré, he indicated the church with his
thumb fiand you havedh got to make an appointment. You
have got a clear forty minutes before the Angelus rirngs,
addedconsulting a large silver chronometéand | reckon
| kin git through my part of the job inside of twenty, leaving
you ten minutes for remarks. | want to confess.

Father Pedro drew back with a gesture of dignity.
The stranger, however, laid his hand ugmnPadrés sleeve
with the air of a man anticipating objection, but never
refusal, and went on.

AOf course, | know. You want me to come at some
other time, and in there. You want it in the dag style.
Thats your way and your time. My answer is: ih@imy
way andmytime. The main idea of confession, | take it, is
gettinbat the facts.dn ready to giveem if youdl take Gem
out here, now. If yoare willing to drop the Church and
confessional, and all that sord thing, 1, on my side, am
willing to give up the absolution, and all that soditlting.
You mightp he added, with an unconscious touch of pathos
in the suggestiorijheave in a word or two of advice after |
get through; for instance, what yu do in the
circumstances, you see! Ttatll. But thats as you please.

It ain@ part of the business.

Irreverent as this speech appeared, there was really
no trace of such intention in his manner, and his evident
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profound conviction that his suggestion was practical, and
not at all inconsistent witkecclesiastical dignity, would
alone have been enough to touch the Padre, had not the
strange@s dominant personality already overridden him. He
hesitated. The stranger seized the opportunity to take his
arm, and lead him with the half familiarity of povidr
protection to a bench beneath the refectory window. Taking
out his watch again, he put it in the passive hands of the
astonished priest, sayingfime meg cleared his throat, and
began

fiFourteen years ago there was a ship craisitthe
Pacific, jest off this range, that was ez nigh on to a Hell afloat
as anything rigged kin be. If a chap managed to dodge the
capends belayingpin for a time he was bound to be fetched
up in the ribs at last by the méteboots. There was a chap
knocked down the fore hatch with a broken leg in the Gulf,
and another jumped overboard off Cape Corrientes, crazy as
a loon, along a clip of the head from the G trumpet.
Thents facts. The ship was a brigantine, trading along the
Mexican coast. The pén had his wife aboard, a little timid
Mexican woman h&l picked up at Mazatlan. | reckon she
didn& get on with him any better than the men, for she ups
and dies one day, leaviher baby, a yeaold gal. One 6the
crew was fond @that baby. He used tget the black nurse
to put it in the dingy, and laé tow it astern, rocking it with
the painter like a cradle. He did ithatinbthe cagen all the
same. One day the black nurse got out of the dingy for a
moment, when the baby was asleep, le@kim alore with
it. An idea took hold on him, jest from cussedness,ayou
say, but it was partly from revenge on theGapand partly
to get away from the ship. The ship was well in shore, and
the current settimtowards it. He slipped the paintethat
man and sehimself adrift with the baby. It was a crazy act,
youd reckon, for there wasdnany oars in the boat; but he
had a crazy mas luck, and he contrived, by sculling the
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boat with one of the seats he tore out, to keep her out of the
breakers, till he coulfind a bight in the shore to run her in.
The alarm was given from the ship, but the fog shut down
upon him; he could hear the other boats in pursuit. They
seemed to close in on him, and by the sound he judged the
capien was just abreast of him in the dig@aring down upon

him in the fog. He slipped out of the dingy into the water
without a splash, and struck out for the breakers. He got
ashore after havabeen knocked down and dragged in four
times by the undertow. He had only one idea then,
thankfulnesghat he had not taken the baby with him in the
surf. You kin put that down for him;& a fact. He got off

into the hills, and made his way up to Montegey.

AANd the child® asked the Padre, with a sudden and
strange asperity that boded no good to theitpet; fithe
child thus ruthlessly abandorniedvhat became of it?

AThats just it, the child) said the stranger, gravely.
AwWell, if that man was on his dealtied instead of being here
talking to you, hé& swear that he thought the éap was
sure to come i to it the next minit. Thé a fact. But it
wasré until one day that hethatts me ran across one of
that crew in FriscoHallo, Cranchjsez he to meio you
got away, did@ you? And hows the cafents baby? Grown
a young gal by this time, a@inshe®d/Vhat are you talking
aboutpsez I;thow should | know8He draws away from me,
and seaD’ it,6sez hegyou dord mean that yod... | grabs
him by the throat and makes him tell me all. And then it
appears that the boat and the baby were never foumd, ag
and every man of that crew, éap and all, believed | had
stolen ito

He paused. Father Pedro was staring at the prospect
with an uncompromising rigidity of head and shoulder.
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fAltés a bad lookout for me, dinit?0 the stranger
continued, in seriouseflection.

AiHow do | know¢ said the priest harshly, without
turning his headfthat you did not make away with this
child?

fiBeg pardord

fiThat you did not complete your revenge
by by killing it, as your comrade suspected you? Ah!
Holy Trinity,0 continuel Father Pedro, throwing out his
hands with an impatient gesture, as if to take the place of
unutterable thought.

fiHow doyouknow? echoed the stranger coldly.
AYesoO

The stranger linked his fingers together and threw
them over his knee, drew it up to his chest caressingly, and
said quietlyiBecause you do know.

The Padre rose to his feet.

fWhat mean you?he said, sternly fixing his eyes
upon the speaker. Their eye®t. The strangé were gray
and persistent, with hanging corner lids that might have
concealed even more purpose than they showed. The¥®adre
were hollow, open, and the whites slightly brown, as if with
tobacco stains. Yet they were the first to turrmagaw

Al meanp returned the stranger, with the same

practical gravityfithat you know it wouldé pay me to come
here, if &d killed the baby, unless | wanted you to fix things
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right with me up theré, pointing skyward, fiand get
absolution; anddre told yai thatwasré in my lineo

AWhy do you seek me, them@emanded the Padre,
suspiciously.

fiBecause | reckon | thought a man might be allowed
to confess something short of a murder. If Fgewgoing to
draw the line below théat"

fAiThis is but sacrilegious lewi,0 interrupted Father
Pedro, turning as if to go. But the stranger did not make any
movement to detain him.

fiHave you implored forgiveness of the fatheéhe
man you wronged before you came here@sked the priest,
lingering.

fiNot much. It would@ pay if he was living, and he
died four years ago.

fiYou are sure of thaé?

Al amo

fiThere are other relations, perhaps?

fiNoneo

Father Pedro was silent. When he spoke again, it was
with a changed voic&iwWhat is your purpose, thenhe
asked, with the first indication of priestly sympathy in his
manner.fiYou cannot ask forgiveness of the earthly father
you have injured, you refuse the intercession of Holy Church

with the Heavenly Father you have disobeyed. Speak,
wretched man! Whasiit you want®
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fil want to find the childd

fiBut if it were possible, if she were still living, are
you fit to seek her, to even make yourself known to her, to
appear before hed?

AWell, if | made it profitable to her, perhaps.

fiPerhaps) echoed the prieésscornfully. iSo be it.
But why come heray

fiTo ask your advice. To know how to begin my
search. You know this country. You were here when that
boat drifted ashore beyond that mountain.

fAh, indeed. | have much to do with it. It is an affair
of the alc&de’ the authorities of your your policed
Als it?0

The Padre again met the strarigeayes. He stopped,
with the snuffbox he had somewhat ostentatiously drawn
from his pocket still open in his hand.

AWhy is it not, Seno®he demanded.

Alf she lives, shesi a young lady by this time, and
might not want the details of her life known to any one.

AANd how will you recognize your baby in this
young lady® asked Father Pedro, with a rapid gesture,
indicating the comparative heights of a baby and an adult.

fil reckon @l know her, and her clothes too; and

whoever found her wouldh be fool enough to destroy
themo
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fAfter fourteen years! Good! You have faith,
Senob

fiCranchg supplied the stranger, consulting his
watch.fiBut timeds up. Business is business. Gdng dord
let me keep you.

He extended his hand.

The Padre met it with a dry, unsympathetic palm, as
sere and yellow as the hills. When their hands separated, the
father still hesitated, looking at Cranch. If he expected
further speech or entreaty frdmm he was mistaken, for the
American, without turning his head, walked in the same
serious, practical fashion down the avenue of fig trees, and
disappeared beyond the hedge of vines. The outlines of the
mountain beyond were already lost in the fog. Faftesiro
turned into the refectory.

fANtonio O

A strong flavor of leather, onions, and stable
preceded the entrance of a short, staguerofrom the little
patio.

fiSaddle Pinto and thine own mule to accompany
Francisco, who will take letters from me to tRather
Superior at San Jose-taorrow at daybreak.

fAt daybreak, reverend fatheér?

fAt daybreak. Hark ye, go by the mountain trails and
avoid the highway. Stop at rnmsadanor fondg but if the
child is weary, rest then awhile at Don Juan Bridroesat
the rancho of the Blessed Fisherman. Have no converse with
stragglers, least of all those gentile Americano®..So
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The first strokes of the Angelus came from the nearer
tower. With a gesture Father Pedro waved Antonio aside,
and opened the door of thacristy.

AAd Majorem Dei Gloriad
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The hacienda of Don Juan Briones, nestling in a
wooded cleft of the foehills, was hidden, as Father Pedro
had wisely reflected, from the straying feet of travelers along
the dusty highway to San Jose. As Francisco, emerging from
the canada put spurs tohis mule at the sight of the
whitewashed walls, Antonio grunted:

fOh aye, little priest! thou wast tired enough a
moment ago, and though we are not three leagues from the
Blessed Fisherman, thou couldst scarce sit thy saddle longer.
Mother of God! and alio see that little mongrel, Juanda.

fiBut, good Antonio, Juanita was my playfellow, and
| may not soon again chance this way. And Juanita is not a
mongrel, no more than | am.

fiShe is anestizaand thou art a child of the Church,
though this following ofjypsy wenches does not show it.

fiBut Father Pedro does not objéatrged the boy.

fiThe reverend father has forgotten he was ever
youngp replied Antonio, sententiouslyipor he wouldi set
fire and tow togetheo.

fiWhat sayest thou, good Anton@&skedFrancisco
quickly, opening his blue eyes in frank curiosifywho is
fire, and who is tow®

The worthy muleteer, utterly abashed and
confounded by this display of the acoli@elirect simplicity,
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contented himself by shrugging his shoulders, and a vague
AiQuien sabed

AComeo said the boy, gaylyiconfess it is only the
aguardienteof the Blessed Fisherman thou missest. Never
fear, Juanita will find thee some. And see! here she comes.

There was a flash of white flounces along the dark
brown corridor, the timkle of satin slippers, the flying out
of long black braids, and with a cry of joy a young girl threw
herself upon Francisco as he entered the patio, and nearly
dragged him from his mule.

fiHave a care, little sistér,laughed the acolyte,
looking at Antoro, fior there will be a conflagration. Am |
the fired he continued, submitting to the two sounding
kisses the young girl placed upon either cheek, but still
keeping his mischievous glance upon the muleteer.

fiQuien sab®@0 repeated Antonio, gruffly, as the
young girl blushed under his significant ey@éisis no affair
of minep he added to himself, as he led Pinto away.
fiPerhaps Father Pedro is right, and this young twig of the
Church is as dry and sapless as himself. Lettbstizeburn
if she likeso

AQuick, Pancha)said the young girl, eagerly leading
him along the corridorfiThis way. | must talk with thee
before thou seest Don Juan; that is why | ran to intercept
thee, and not as that fool Antonio would signify, to shame
thee. Wast thou ashamed, mynBlaod

The boy threw his arm familiarly round the supple,

stayless little waist, accented only by the belt of the light
flounced sayg and said, iBut why this haste and
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feverishnessiNita? And now | look at thee, thou hast been
crying.o

They had emergeftom a door in the corridor into
the bright sunlight of a walled garden. The girl dropped her
eyes, cast a quick glance around her, and said:

fiNot here; to thearroyo,0 and half leading, half
dragging him, made her way through a copsmahzanita
and alde until they heard the faint tinkling of watdiDost
thou remembed,said the girl fit was here) pointing to an
embayed pool in the dark curreithat | baptized thee, when
Father Pedro first brought thee here, when we both played at
being monks? Thewere dear old days, for Father Pedro
would trust no one with thee but me, and always kept us near
him.o

fAye, and he said | would be profaned by the touch
of any other, and so himself always washed and dressed me,
and made my bed near His.

fAANd took theeaway again, and | saw thee not till
thou camest with Antonio, over a year ago, to the cattle
branding. And now, my Pancho, | may never see thee again.
She buried her face in her hands and sobbed aloud.

The little acolyte tried to comfort her, but with suc
abstraction of manner and inadequacy of warmth that she
hastily removed his caressing hand.

fiBut why? What has happenédie asked eagerly.

The girl manner had changed. Her eyes flashed,

and she put her brown fist on her waist and began to rock
from sde to side.
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fiBut 181 not gop she said, viciously.
AiGo where® asked the boy.

fOh, where® she echoed, impatientlyiHear me,

Francisco. Thou knowest | am, like thee, an orphan; but |
have not, like thee, a parent in the Holy Church. For,@las,
she added, bitterlyjl am not a boy, and have not a lovely
voice borrowed from the angels. | was, like thee, a foundling,
kept, by the charity of the reverend fathers, until Don Juan,
a childless widower, adopted me. | was happy, not knowing
and caring Wo were the parents who had abandoned me,
happy only in the love of him who became my adopted
father. And now 'She paused.

AANnd nowd echoed Francisco, eagerly.

fAANnd now they say it is discovered who are my
parent

AANd they lived

fiMother of God! na) said the girl, with scarcely
filial piety. iThere is some one, a thing, a mere Don Fulano,
who knows it all, it seems, who is to be my guardian.

fiBut how? Tell me all, dear Juaniisgaid the boy
with a feverish interest, that contrasted so strongly with his
previous abstraction that Juanita bit her lips with vexation.

fAh! How? Santa Barbara! An extravaganza for
children. A necklace of lies. | am lost from a ship of which
my father Heaven rest him! is General, and | am picked
up among the weeds on the sbt@re, like Moses in the
bulrushes. A pretty story, indeed.
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AO how beautifulb exclaimed Francisco
enthusiasticallyfiAh, Juanita, would it had been me!

fiTheeb said the girl bittdy" fithee! No! it was a
girl wanted. Enough, it was nte.

AANd when does the guardian coragiersisted the
boy, with sparkling eyes.

fiHe is here even now, with that pompous fool the
American alcalde from Monterey, a wretch who knows
nothing of the country rothe people, but who helped the
other American to claim me. | tell thee, Francisco, like as not
it is all a folly, some senseless blunder of those Americanos
that imposes upon Don Ju@arsimplicity and love for thera.

fiHow looks he, this Americano who $sethee®
asked Francisco.

fWhat care | how he look®said Juanitafior what
he is? He may have the fouésSfor all | care. Yed she
added with a slight touch of coquetfine is not bad to look
upon, now | recall hind.

fiHad he a long mustache and d,saveet smile, and
a voice so gentle and yet so strong that you felt he ordered
you to do things without saying it? And did his eye read your
thoughts? that very thought that you must obey him?

fiSaints preserve thee, Pancho! Of whom dost thou
speak®d

fiListen, Juanita. It was a year ago, the eve of
Natividad; he was in the church when | sang. Look where |
would, I always met his eye. When the canticle was sung and
| was slipping into the sacristy, he was beside me. He spoke
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kindly, but | understood him noHe put into my hand gold
for anaguinalda | pretended | understood not that also, and
put it into the box for the poor. He smiled and went away.
Often have | seen him since; and last night, when 1 left the
Mission, he was there again with Father Pedro.

AANnd Father Pedro, what said he of horésked
Juanita.

fiNothing0 The boy hesitatediPerhaps because |
said nothing of the stranger.

Juanita laughediSo thou canst keep a secret from
the good father when thou carest. But why dost thou think
this stranger is my new guardiain?

fiDost thou not see, little sister? He was even then
seeking the®, said the boy with joyous excitement.
fiDoubtless he knew we were friends and playmatesybe
the good father has told him thy secret. For it is no idle tale
of the alcalde, believe me. | see it all! It is tre!

fiThen thou wilt let him take me awayexclaimed
the girl bitterly, withdrawing the little hand he had clasped
in his excitement.

fAlas, Juanita, what avails it now? | am sent to San
Jose, charged with latter to the Father Superior, who will
give me further orders. What they are, or how long | must
stay, | know not. But | know this: the good Father Péliro
eyes were troubled when he gave me his blessing, and he
held me long in his embrace. Pray Heavaaue committed
no fault. Still it may be that the reputation of my gift hath
reached the Father Superior, and he would advana@eame;
Francisc@s eyes lit up with youthful pride at the thought.
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Not so Juanita. Her black eyes snapped suddenly
with suspicon, she drew in her breath, and closed her little
mouth firmly. Then she begarnceescendo

Mother of God! was that all? Was he a child, to be
sent away for such time or for such purpose as best pleased
the fathers? Was he to know no more than that? With s
gifts as God had given him, was he not at least to have some
word in disposing of them? Alshewould not stand it.

The boy gazed admiringly at the piquant energy of
the little figure before him, and envied her courdigas the
mestizdbloodp he mumured to himself. Then aloudThou
shouldst have been a maN;jta.0

AANnd thou a womai.
AOr a priest. Eh, what is that?

They had both risen, Juanita defiantly, her black
braids flying as she wheeled and suddenly faced the thicket,
Francisco clinging ther with trembling hands and whitened
lips. A stone, loosened from the hillside, had rolled to their
feet; there was a crackling in the alders on the slope above
them.

fils it a bear, or a brigand2vhispered Francisco,
hurriedly, sounding the uttermostpdbs of his terror in the
two words.

filt is an eavesdroppérsaid Juanita, impetuously;
fiand who and why, | intend to knawvand she started
towards the thicket.

fiDo not leave me, good Juandssaid the young
acolyte, grasping the g skirt.
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fiNay; runto the hacienda quickly, and leave me to
search the thicket. Rui!

The boy did not wait for a second injunction, but
scuttled away, his long coat catching in the brambles, while
Juanita darted like a kitten into the bushes. Her search was
fruitless, howeer, and she was returning impatiently, when
her quick eye fell upon a letter lying amid the dried grass
where she and Francisco had been seated the moment before.
It had evidently fallen from his breast when he had risen
suddenly, and been overlooked irs lalarm. It was Father
Pedrds letter to the Father Superior of San Jose.

In an instant she had pounced upon it as viciously as
if it had been the interloper she was seeking. She knew that
she held in her fingers the secret of Frand@scsudden
banishment She felt instinctively that this yellowish
envelope, with its red string and its blotch of red seal, was
his sentence and her own. The litthestizo had not been
brought up to respect the integrity of either locks or seals,
both being unknown in the parchal life of the hacienda.
Yet with a certain feminine instinct she looked furtively
around her, and even managed to dislodge the clumsy wax
without marring the pretty effigy of the crossed keys
impressed upon it. Then she opened the letter and read.

Suddenly she stopped and put back her hair from her
brown temples. Then a succession of burning blushes
followed each other in waves from her neck up, and died in
drops of moisture in her eyes. This continued until she was
fairly crying, dropping the lettdfrom her hands and rocking
to and fro. In the midst of this she quickly stopped again; the
clouds broke, a sunshine of laughter started from her eyes,
she laughed shyly, she laughed loudly, she laughed
hysterically. Then she stopped again as suddenityerher
brows, swooped down once more upon the letter, and turned
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to fly. But at the same moment the letter was quietly but
firmly taken from her hand, and Mr. Jack Cranch stood
beside her.

Juanita was crimson, but unconquered. She
mechanically held outer hand for the letter; the American
took her little fingers, kissed them, and said:

fiHow are you agairt?

fiThe letterp replied Juanita, with a strong
disposition to stamp her foot.

fiBut,0 said Cranch, with business directness,
fiyoudre read enough to knoivisné for youo

fiNor for you eitheig responded Juanita.

fiTrue. It is for the Reverend Father Superior of San
Jose Mission.dl give it to himo

Juanita was becoming alarmed, first at this prospect,
second at the power the stranger seemed to be gainer
her. She recalled Francigiso description of him with
something like superstitious awe.

fiBut it concerns Francisco. It contains a secret he
should knowd

fiThen you can tell him it. Perhaps it would come
easier from you

Juanita blushed agaifiWwhy? she asked, half
dreading his reply.
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fiBecause) said the American, quietlyiyou are old
playmates; you are attached to each obher.

Juanita bit her lipgiwhy dorit you read it yourself®
she asked bluntly.

fiBecause | doi read other peopie letters, ad if it
concerns me ydil tell me.o

AWhat if | dor?0
fiThen the Father Superior wil.

Al believe you know Francis@secret alreadysaid
the girl, boldly.

fiPerhaps

fiThen, Mother of God! Senor Crancho, what do you
wantd

Al do not want to separate/o such good friends as
you and Francisco.

fiPerhaps yoil like to claim us botl,said the girl,
with a sneer that was not devoid of coquetry.

Al should be delighted.

AiThen here is your occasion, Senor, for here comes
my adopted father, Don Juan, awydur friend, Senor
Br' r' own, the American alcalde.

Two men appeared in the garden path below them.

The stiff, glazed, broatirimmed black hat, surmounting a
dark face of Quixotic gravity and romantic rectitude,
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indicated Don Juan Briones. His compani@zyl specious,
and redfaced, was Senor Brown, the American alcalde.

fWell, 1 reckon we kin about call the thing fixed,
said Senor Brown, with a large wave of the hand, suggesting
a sweeping away of all trivial detailfEz | was saying to the
Don yer, wten two hightoned gents like you and him come
together in a delicate matter of this kind, it@imo hoss trade
nor sharp practice. The Don is that lofty in principle th&@ he
willin 6to sacrifice his affections for the good of the gal; and
you, on youthand, kalkilate to see all éedone for her, and
go your whole pile better. Ydll make the legal formalities
good. | reckon that old Injin woman who can swear to the
finding of the baby on the shore will set things all right yet.
For the matter @that, if you want anything in the way of a
certificate, &n on hand always.

fAJuanita and myself are at your disposition,
caballeroso said Don Juan, with a grave exaltatiGNever
let it be said that the Mexican nation was outdone by the
great Americanos in @els of courtesy and affection. Let it
rather stand that Juanita was a sacred trust put into my hands
years ago by the goddess of American liberty, and nurtured
in the Mexican eagfB nest. Is it not so, my soolRe added,
more humanly, to the girl, when he had quite recovered from
the intoxication of his own speediWe love thee, little one,
but we keep our honar.

AiTherds nothing mean about the old narsaid
Brown, admiringly, with a slight dropping of histeyelid;
fihis head is level, and he goes with his party.

AiThou takest my daughter, Senor Crandontinued

the old man, carried away by his emotidoyt the American
nation gives me a san.
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fiYou know not what you say, fathesaid the young
girl, angily, exasperated by a slight twinkle in the
Americarts eye.

fiNot sopsaid CranchfiPerhaps one of the American
nation may take him at his woed.

fiThen,caballeros you will, for the moment at least,
possess yourselves of the house and its poor hosgpdalit
said Don Juan, with timkonored courtesy, producing the
rustic key of the gate of the patitit is at your disposition,
caballeroso he repeated, leading the way as his guests
passed into the corridor.

Two hours passed. The hills were darkening eir th
eastern slopes; the shadows of the few poplars that sparsedly
dotted the dusty highway were falling in long black lines that
looked like ditches on the dead level of the tawny fields; the
shadows of slowly moving cattle were mingling with their
own sihouettes, and becoming more and more grotesque. A
keen wind rising in the hills was already creeping from the
canadaas from the mouth of a funnel, and sweeping the
plains. Antonio had forgathered with the servants, had
pinched the ears of the maids, hadtaken ofaguardiente
had saddled the mulesAntonio was becoming impatient.

And then a singular commotion disturbed the
peaceful monotony of the patriarchal household of Don Juan
Briones. The stagnant courtyard was suddenly alive with
peons andervants, running hither and thither. The alleys
and gardens were filled with retainers. A confusion of
guestions, orders, and outcrys rent the air, the plains shook
with the galloping of a dozen horsemen. For the acolyte
Francisco, of the Mission San @zel, had disappeared and
vanished, and from that day the hacienda of Don Juan
Briones knew him no more.
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When Father Pedro saw the yellow mules vanish
under the low branches of the oaks beside the little
graveyard, caught the last glitter of the mornsgn on
Pintads shining headstall, and heard the last tinkle of
Antonioé spurs, something very like a mundane sigh
escaped him. To the simple wonder of the majority of early
worshipers the halfbreed converts who rigorously
attended the spiritual ministrans of the Mission, and ate
the temporal provisions of the reverend fathelne deputed
the functions of the first mass to a coadjutor, and, breviary
in hand, sought the orchard of venerable pear trees. Whether
there was any occult sympathy in his refiless with the
contemplation of their gnarled, twisted, gouty, and knotty
limbs, still bearing gracious and goodly fruit, | know not, but
it was his private retreat, and under one of the most
rheumatic and misshapen trunks there was a rude seat. Here
Father Pedro sank, his face toward the mountain wall
between him and the invisible sea. The relentless, dry,
practical Californian sunlight falling on his face grimly
pointed out a night of vigil and suffering. The snuffy yellow
of his eyes was injected yet burg, his temples were ridged
and veined like a tobacco leaf; the odor of desiccation which
his garments always exhaled was hot and feverish, as if the
fire had suddenly awakened among the ashes.

Of what was Father Pedro thinking?

He was thinking of his ydh, a youth spent under the
shade of those pear trees, even then venerable as now. He
was thinking of his youthful dreams of heathen conquest,
emulating the sacrifices and labors of Junipero Serra; a
dream cut short by the orders of the archbishop, timahse
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companion, Brother Diego, north on a mission to strange
lands, and condemned him to the isolation of San Carmel.
He was thinking of that fierce struggle with envy of a feHow
creaturé better fortune, that, conquered by prayer and
penance, left hinpatient, submissive, and devoted to his
humble work; how he raised up converts to the faith, even
taking them from the breast of heretic mothers.

He recalled how once, with the zeal of propagandism
quickening in the instincts of a childless man, he had
dreamed of perpetuating his work through some sinless
creation of his own; of dedicating some virgin soul, one over
whom he could have complete control, restricted by no
human paternal weakness, to the task he had begun. But
how? Of all the boys eagerly ofeal to the Church by their
parents there seemed none sufficiently pure and free from
parental taint. He remembered how one night, through the
intercession of the Blessed Virgin herself, as he firmly then
believed, this dream was fulfilled. An Indian wontaought
him aWaugeechild a babygirl that she had picked up on
the sesshore. There were no parents to divide the
responsibility, the child had no past to confront, except the
memory of the ignorant Indian woman, who deemed her
duty done, and whose inest ceased in giving it to the
Padre. The austere conditions of his monkish life compelled
him to the first step in his adoption of ithe concealment
of its sex. This was easy enough, as he constituted himself
from that moment its sole nurse and attendantl boldly
baptized it among the other children by the name of
Francisco. No others knew its origin, nor cared to know.
Father Pedro had takemaichachdoundling for adoption;
his jealous seclusion of it and his personal care was doubtless
some sacerdal formula at once high and necessary.

He remembered with darkening eyes and impeded
breath how his close companionship and daily care of this
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helpless child had revealed to him the fascinations of that
paternity denied to him; how he had deemed it hiy tu
struggle against the thrill of baby fingers laid upon his
yellow cheeks, the pleading of inarticulate words, the
eloquence of wondeseeing and mutely questioning eyes;
how he had succumbed again and again, and then struggled
no more, seeing only ithem the suggestion of childhood
made incarnate in the Holy Babe. And yet, even as he
thought, he drew from his gown a little shoe, and laid it
beside his breviary. It was Francigeobaby slipper, a
duplicate to those worn by the miniature waxen figurénef
Holy Virgin herself in her niche in the transept.

Had he felt during these years any qualms of
conscience at this concealment of the @gikkx? None. For
to him the babe was sexless, as most befitted one who was
to live and die at the foot of thetat. There was no attempt
to deceive God; what mattered else? Nor was he withholding
the child from the ministrations of the sacred sisters. There
was no convent near the Mission, and as each year passed,
the difficulty of restoring her to the position adhaties of her
sex became greater and more dangerous. And then the
acolytés destiny was sealed by what again appeared to
Father Pedro as a direct interposition of Providence. The
child developed a voice of such exquisite sweetness and
purity that an angeteemed to have strayed into the little
choir, and kneeling worshipers below, transported, gazed
upwards, half expectant of a heavenly light breaking through
the gloom of the raftered ceiling. The fame of the little singer
filled the valley of San Carmeik was a miracle vouchsafed
the Mission; Don Jose Peralta remembered, ah yes, to have
heard in old Spain of boy choristers with such voices!

And was this sacred trust to be withdrawn from him?

Was this life, which he had brought out of an unknown world
of sin, unstained and pure, consecrated and dedicated to God,
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just in the dawn of power and promise for the glory of the
Mother Church, to be taken from his side? And at the word
of a selfconvicted man of sina man whose tardy
repentance was not yet absolveg the Holy Church?
Never! never! Father Pedro dwelt upon the straisger
rejections of the ministrations of the Church with a pitiable
satisfaction; had he accepted it, he would have had a sacred
claim upon Father Pedi®sympathy and confidence. Yet he
rose again, uneasily and with irregular steps returned to the
corridor, passing the door of the familiar little cell beside his
own. The window, the table, and even the scant toilette
utensils were filled with the flowers of yesterday, some of
them witheredand dry; the white gown of the little chorister
was hanging emptily against the wall. Father Pedro started
and trembled; it seemed as if the spiritual life of the child
had slipped away with its garments.

In that slight chill, which even in the hottestydan
California always invests any shadow cast in that white
sunlight, Father Pedro shivered in the corridor. Passing again
into the garden, he followed in fancy the wayfaring figure of
Francisco, saw the child arrive at the rancho of Don Juan,
and with he fateful blindness of all dreamers projected a
picture most unlike the reality. He followed the pilgrims
even to San Jose, and saw the child deliver the missive which
gave the secret of her sex and condition to the Father
Superior. That the authority &an Jose might dissent with
the Padre of San Carmel, or decline to carry out his designs,
did not occur to the orelead priest. Like all solitary
people, isolated from passing events, he made no allowance
for occurrences outside of his routine. Yet & thoment a
sudden thought whitened his yellow cheek. What if the
Father Superior deemed it necessary to impart the secret to
Francisco? Would the child recoil at the deception, and,
perhaps, cease to love him? It was the first time, in his
supreme selfighess, he had taken the acofgtieelings into
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account. He had thought of him only as one owing implicit
obedience to him as a temporal and spiritual guide.

fReverend Fathed!

He turned impatiently. It was his muleteer, Jose.
Father Pedr@ sunken eye brigened.

fAAh, Jose! Quickly, then; hast thou found
Sanchicha@

fiTruly, your reverence! And | have brought her with
me, just as she is; though if your reverence make more of her
than to fill the sixfoot hole and say a prayer over héil, |
give the mulethat brought her here for food for the Igsill
horns. She neither hears nor speaks, but whether from
weakness or sheer wantonness, | knowonot.

fiPeace, then! and let thy tongue take example from
hers. Bring her with thee into the sacristy and attend without
Go!o

Father Pedro watched the disappearing figure of the
muleteer and hurriedly swept his thin, dry hand, veined and
ribbed like a brown November leaf, over his stony forehead,
with a sound that seemed almost a rustle. Then he suddenly
stiffened his fingrs over his breviary, dropped his arms
perpendicularly before him, and with a rigid step returned to
the corridor and passed into the sacristy.

For a moment in the hatfarkness the room seemed
to be empty. Tossed carelessly in the corner appeared some
blankets topped by a few straggling black horsetails, like an
unstrandediata. A trembling agitated the mass as Father
Pedro approached. He bent over the heap and distinguished
in its midst the glowing black eyes of Sanchicha, the Indian

287



centenarian of th®lission San Carmel. Only her eyes lived.
Helpless, boneless, and jellize, old age had overtaken her
with a mild form of deliquescence.

fiListen, Sanchicha,said the father, gravelyilt is
important that thou shouldst refresh thy memory for a
moment. Lok back fourteen years, mother; it is but
yesterday to thee. Thou dost remember the babyittle
muchachahou broughtest me thenfourteen years ago?

The old womars eyes became intelligent, and turned
with a quick look towards the open door of tteurch, and
thence towards the choir.

The Padre made a motion of irritatiégilo, no! Thou
dost not understand; thou dost not attend me. Knowest thou
of any mark of clothing, trinket, or amulet found upon the
babe®

The light of the old womais eyes went wt. She
might have been dead. Father Pedro waited a moment, and
then laid his hand impatiently on her shoulder.

fiDost thou mean there are none?

A ray of light struggled back into her eyes.

fiNoneo

AANd thou hast kept back or put away no sign nor
mark of ter parentage? Tell me, on this cruciix.

The eyes caught the crucifix, and became as empty
as the orbits of the carven Christ upon it.
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Father Pedro waited patiently. A moment passed,
only the sound of the muletésrspurs was heard in the
courtyard.

filt is welld he said at last, with a sigh of relief.
fiPepita shall give thee some refreshment, and Jose will bring
thee back again. | will summon him.

He passed out of the sacristy door, leaving it open. A
ray of sunlight darted eagerly in, and fell upondghetesque
heap in the corner. Sanchiéhayes lived again; more than
that, a singular movement came over her face. The hideous
caverns of her toothless mouth openesthe laughed. The
step of Jose was heard in the corridor, and she became again
inert.

The tird day, which should have brought the return
of Antonio, was nearly spent. Father Pedro was impatient but
not alarmed. The good fathers at San Jose might naturally
detain Antonio for the answer, which might require
deliberation. If any mischance had ooed to Francisco,
Antonio would have returned or sent a special messenger. At
sunset he was in his accustomed seat in the orchard, his
hands clasped over the breviary in his listless lap, his eyes
fixed upon the mountain between him and that mysterious
sa that had brought so much into his life. He was filled with
a strange desire to see it, a vague curiosity hitherto unknown
to his preoccupied life; he wished to gaze upon that strand,
perhaps the very spot where she had been found; he doubted
not his quesoning eyes would discover some forgotten trace
of her; under his persistent will and aided by the Holy Virgin,
the sea would give up its secret. He looked at the fog
creeping along the summit, and recalled the latest gossip of
San Carmel; how that sintlee advent of the Americanos it
was gradually encroaching on the Mission. The hated name
vividly recalled to him the features of the stranger as he had
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stood before him three nights ago, in this very garden; so
vividly that he sprang to his feet with anckmation. It was

no fancy, but Senor Cranch himself advancing from under
the shadow of a pear tree.

Al reckoned & catch you here,said Mr. Cranch,
with the same dry, practical business fashion, as if he were
only resuming an interrupted conversatigand | reckon |
aind going to keep you a minit longer than | didther dayo
He mutely referred to his watch, which he already held in his
hand, and then put it back in his pock@Vell! we found
herlo

fFrancisca) interrupted the priest with a single
stride, laying his hand upon Crar@sharm, and staring into
his eyes.

Mr. Cranch quietly removed Father Pedrband il
reckon that wadgh the name a$ caught itp he returned
dryly. iHadrit you better sit down®

fiPardon mé pardon me, Sendr,said the priest,
hastily sinking back upon his bengthwas thinking of other
things. You you came upon me suddenly. | thought it
was the acolyte. Go on, Senor! | am interested.

Al thought yodd beg said Cranch, quiethfiThats
why | came. And then yomight be of service t00.

fiTrue, trueg said the priest, with rapid accenfiand
this girl, Senor, this girl i

AJuanita, themestiza adopted daughter of Don Juan
Briones, over on the Santa Clare Valteyeplied Cranch,
jerking his thumb over his shlder, and then sitting down
upon the bench beside Father Pedro.
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The priest turned his feverish eyes piercingly upon
his companion for a few seconds, and then doggedly fixed
them upon the ground. Cranch drew a plug of tobacco from
his pocket, cut off a gtion, placed it in his cheek, and then
quietly began to strap the blade of his j&kekfe upon his
boot. Father Pedro saw it from under his eyelids, and even in
his preoccupation despised him.

fiThen you are certain she is the babe you seski@
the fatrer, without looking up.

fil reckon as near as you can be certain of anything.
Her age tallies; she was the only foundling girl baby baptized
by you, you knowg "he partly turned round appealingly to
the Padre fithat year. Injin woman says she picked up a
baby. Looks like a pretty clear case, &atPo

AANnd the clothes, friend Cranab®aid the priest,
with his eyes still on the ground, and a slight assumption of
easy indifference.

fiThey will be forthcoming, like enough, when the
time comeg) said CranchfiThe main thing at first was to
find the girl; that wasny job; the lawyers, | reckon, can fit
the proofs and say whatwanted, later oa.

fiBut why lawyers) continued Padre Pedro, with a
slight sneer he could not repreas,the child is found and
SenorCranch is satisfieds?

AON account of the property. Business is busimess!

fiThe property®
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Mr. Cranch pressed the back of his kdilade on his
boot, shut it up with a click, and putting it in his pocket said
calmly:

fiwell, | reckon the million of dollarthat her father
left when he died, which naturally belongs to her, will
require some proof that she is his daugbter.

He had placed both his hands in his pockets, and
turned his eyes full upon Father Pedro. The priest arose
hurriedly.

fiBut you said nothig of this before, Senor Cranoh,
said he, with a gesture of indignation, turning his back quite
upon Cranch, and taking a step towards the refectory.

AWhy should I? | was looking after the girl, not the
propertyd returned Cranch, following the Padre with
watchful eyes, but still keeping his careless, easy attitude.

fAh, well! Will it be said so, think you? EfBueno
What will the world think of your sacred quest, éh?
continued the Padre Pedro, forgetting himself in his
excitement, but still averting hface from his companion.

AThe world will look after the proofs, and | reckon
not bother if the proofs are all rightreplied Cranch,
carelessly;fiand the girl woi think the worse for me for
helping her to a fortune. Hallo! yote dropped something.
Heleaped to his feet, picked up the breviary which had fallen
from the Padr& fingers, and returned it to him with a slight
touch of gentleness that was unsuspected in the man.

The priests dry, tremulous hand grasped the volume
without acknowledgment.
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fiBut these proofs?he said hastilyfithese proofs,
Senor®

AOh, well, youl testify to the baptism, you know.

fBut if | refuse; if | will have nothing to do with this
thing! If 1 will not give my word that there is not some
mistake said the priest, workon himself into a feverish
indignation.fiThat there are not slips of memory, eh? Of so
many children baptized, is it possible for me to know which,
eh? And if this Juanita is not your girl, €h?

fiThen yodl help me to find who i) said Cranch,
coolly.

Father Pedro turned furiously on his tormentor.
Overcome by his vigil and anxiety, he was oblivious of
everything but the presence of the man who seemed to usurp
the functions of his own consciend®Vvho are you, who
speak thug?he said hoarsely, advancingan Cranch with
outstretched and anathematizing fingei$/ho are you,
Senor Heathen, who dare to dictate to me, a Father of Holy
Church? I tell you, 1 will have none of this. Never! | will not!
From this moment, you understandothing. | will neveo

He stopped. The first stroke of the Angelus rang from
the little tower. The first stroke of that bell before whose
magic exorcism all human passions fled, the peaceful bell
that had for fifty years lulled the little fold of San Carmel to
prayer and rest,amne to his throbbing ear. His trembling
hands groped for the crucifix, carried it to his left breast; his
lips moved in prayer. His eyes were turned to the cold,
passionless sky, where a few faint,-$g@aced stars had
silently stolen to their places. Thngelus still rang, his
trembling ceased, he remained motionless and rigid.
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The American, who had uncovered in deference to
the worshiper rather than the rite, waited patiently. The eyes
of Father Pedro returned to the earth, moist as if with dew
caught fom above. He looked half absently at Cranch.

fiForgive me, my son,he said, in a changed voice.
fil am only a worn old man. | must talk with thee more of
this' but not tenight not tonight; to-morrow to-
morrow to-morrowo

He turned slowly and appeared tadgl rather than
move under the trees, until the dark shadow of the Mission
tower met and encompassed him. Cranch followed him with
anxious eyes. Then he removed the quid of tobacco from his
cheek.

AJust as | reckoned remarked he, quite audibly.
fiHeds clean gold on the bed rock afterall!

294



That night Father Pedro dreamed a strange dream.
How much of it was reality, how long it lasted, or when he
awoke from it, he could not tell. The morbid excitement of
the previous day culminated irfebrile exaltation in which
he lived and moved as in a separate existence.

This is what he remembered. He thought he had risen
at night in a sudden horror of remorse, and making his way
to the darkened church had fallen upon his knees before the
high altar when all at once the acolgevoice broke from
the choir, but in accents so dissonant and unnatural that it
seemed a sacrilege, and he trembled. He thought he had
confessed the secret of the clildex to Cranch, but whether
the next morning or a weelater he did not know. He
fancied, too, that Cranch had also confessed some trifling
deception to him, but what, or why, he could not remember;
so much greater seemed the enormity of his own
transgression. He thought Cranch had put in his hands the
letter he had written to the Father Superior, saying that his
secret was still safe, and that he had been spared the avowal
and the scandal that might have ensued. But through all, and
above all, he was conscious of one fixed idea: to seek the
seashore with Sartucha, and upon the spot where she had
found Francisco, meet the young girl who had taken his
place, and so part from her forever. He had a dim recollection
that this was necessary to some legal identification of her, as
arranged by Cranch, but how or whg did not understand,
enough that it was a part of his penance.

It was early morning when the faithful Antonio,

accompanied by Sanchicha and Jose, rode forth with him
from the Mission of San Carmel. Except on the
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expressionless features of the old wonthare was anxiety
and gloom upon the faces of the little cavalcade. He did not
know how heavily his strange abstraction and hallucinations
weighed upon their honest hearts. As they wound up the
ascent of the mountain he noticed that Antonio and Jose
convesed with bated breath and many pious crossings of
themselves, but with eyes always wistfully fixed upon him.
He wondered if, as part of his penance, he ought not to
proclaim his sin and abase himself before them; but he knew
that his devoted followers wallinsist upon sharing his
punishment; and he remembered his promise to Cranch, that
for her sake he would say nothing. Before they reached the
summit he turned once or twice to look back upon the
Mission. How small it looked, lying there in the peaceful
valley, contrasted with the broad sweep of the landscape
beyond, stopped at the farther east only by the dim, ghost
like outlines of the Sierras. But the strong breath of the sea
was beginning to be felt; in a few moments more they were
facing it with lowerel sombrerosand flyingserapesand the
vast, glittering, illimitable Pacific opened out beneath them.

Dazed and blinded, as it seemed to him, by the
shining, restless expanse, Father Pedro rode forward as if
still in a dream. Suddenly he halted, and caketonio to
his side.

fiTell me, child, didst thou say that this coast was
wild and desolate of man, beast, and habitation?

fiTruly | did, reverend fathep.
AiThen what is that?pointing to the shore.
Almost at their feet nestled a cluster of houses,at th

head of ararroyo reaching up from the beach. They looked
down upon the smoke of a manufactory chimney, upon
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strange heaps of material and curious engines scattered along
the sands, with here and there moving specks of human
figures. In a little bay a $ooner swung at her cables.

The vaquerocrossed himself in stupefied alarfi.
know not, your reverence; it is only two years ago, before
therodeq that | was here for strayed colts, and | swear by
the blessed bones of San Antonio that it was as Iosaid.

AANh! it is like these Americanas,responded the
muleteeriil have it from my brother Diego that he went from
San Jose to Pescadero two months ago across the plains, with
never a hut nofondato halt at all the way. He returned in
seven days, and in theidast of the plain there were three
houses and a mill and many people. And why was it? Ah!
Mother of God! one had picked up in the creek where he
drank that much of goldand the muleteer tapped one of the
silver coins that fringed his jacket sleeves mgel of buttons.

AANd they are washing the sands for gold there aow,
said Antonio, eagerly pointing to some men gathered round
a machine like an enormous cradieet us hasten oa.

Father Pedri®d momentary interest had passed. The
words of his companiorfell dull and meaningless upon his
dreaming ears. He was conscious only that the child was
more a stranger to him as an outcome of this hard, bustling
life, than when he believed her borne to him over the
mysterious sea. It perplexed his dazed, disturbed o
think that if such an antagonistic element could exist within
a dozen miles of the Mission, and he not know it, could not
such an atmosphere have been around him, even in his
monastic isolation, and he remain blind to it? Had he really
lived in theworld without knowing it? Had it been in his
blood? Had it impelled him to He shuddered and rode on.
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They were at the last slope of the zigzag descent to
the shore, when he saw the figures of a man and woman
moving slowly through a field of wild oats, nfatr from the
trail. It seemed to his distorted fancy that the man was
Cranch. The woman! His heart stopped beating. Ah! could it
be? He had never seen her in her proper garb: would she look
like that? Would she be as tall? He thought he bade Jose and
Antonio go on slowly before with Sanchicha, and
dismounted, walking slowly between the high stalks of grain
lest he should disturb them. They evidently did not hear his
approach, but were talking earnestly. It seemed to Father
Pedro that they had taken eachesdh hands, and as he
looked Cranch slipped his arm round her waist. With only a
blind instinct of some dreadful sacrilege in this act, Father
Pedro would have rushed forward, when thecgiroice
struck his ear. He stopped, breathless. It was not Faancis
but Juanita, the littlenestiza

fiBut are you sure you are not pretending to love me
now, as you pretended to think | was thechachayou had
run away with and lost? Are you sure it is not pity for the
deceit you practiced upon meupon Don Juan upon mor
Father Pedra?

It seemed as if Cranch had tried to answer with a kiss,
for the girl drew suddenly away from him with a coquettish
fling of the black braids, and whipped her little brown hands
behind her.

fiWell, look here) said Cranch, with the samesga
goodnatured, practical directness which the priest
remembered, and which would have passed for philosophy
in a more thoughtful marfiput it squarely, then. In the first
place, it was Don Juan and the alcalde who first suggested
you might be the child.
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fiBut you have said you knew it was Francisco all the
time O interrupted Juanita.

Al did; but when | found the priest would not assist
me at first, and admit that the acolyte was a girl, | preferred
to let him think 1 was deceived in giving a fortune tother,
and leave it to his own conscience to permit it or frustrate it.
| was right. | reckon it was pretty hard on the old man, at his
time of life, and wrapped up as he was in the girl; but at the
moment he came up to the scratch like a man.

AANd to sae him you have deceived me? Thank you,
Senorg said the girl with a mock curtsey.

Al reckon | preferred to have you for a wife than a
daughte said Cranchijif thatés what you mean. When you
know me better, Juanitahe continued, gravelyfiyoudl
knowthat | would never have let you believe | sought in you
the one if | had not hoped to find in you the otber.

fiBueno! And when did you have that pretty hape?
fWhen | first saw youd
AANd that was two weeks aga@.

AA year ago, Juanita. When Francisasited you at
the rancho. | followed and saw you.

Juanita looked at him a moment, and then suddenly
darted at him, caught him by the lapels of his coat and shook
him like a terrier.

fAre you sure that you did not love that Francisco?

Speakbd (She shook im again.)iSwear that you did not
follow herlo
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fiBut" | did,0 said Cranch, laughing and shaking
between the clenching of the little hands.

AJudas Iscariot! Swear you do not love her all this
while.0

fBut, Juanitad

ASwearb

Cranch swore. Then to Fathdtedrd@s intense
astonishment she drew the Ameriéaface towards her own

by the ears and kissed him.

fiBut you might have loved her, and married a
fortunep said Juanita, after a pause.

AWhere would have been my reparatiomy duty®
returned Cranch, with laugh.

fiReparation enough for her to have had §@aid
Juanita, with that rapid disloyalty of one loving woman to
another in an emergency. This provoked another kiss from
Cranch, and then Juanita said demurely:

fiBut we are far from the trail. Let us weh, or we
shall miss Father Pedro. Are you sure he will caine?

AA week ago he promised to be here to see the proofs
to-dayo

The voices were growing fainter and fainter; they
were returning to the trail.

Father Pedro remained motionless. A week ago! Was
it a week ago sincesince what? And what had he been
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doing here? Listening! He! Father Pedro, listening like an
idle peon to the confidences of two lovers. But they had
talked of him, of his crime, and the man had pitied him. Why
did he not speak? Why dicemot call after them? He tried

to raise his voice. It sank in his throat with a horrible choking
sensation. The nearest heads of oats began to nod to him, he
felt himself swaying backward and forward. He
fell" heavily, down, down, down, from the summittbke
mountain to the floor of the Mission chapel, and there he lay
in the dark.

* * * * * * * *

fiHe moves
fiBlessed Saint Anthony preserve him!

It was Antonids voice, it was Joge arm, it was the
field of wild oats,the sky above his headall unchanged.

fWhat has happened8aid the priest feebly.

AA giddiness seized your reverence just now, as we
were coming to seek yau.

AANd you met no ones?
fiNo one, your reverence.
Father Pedro passed his hand across his forehead

fiBut who are thes@&he said, pointing to two figures
who now appeared upon the trail.

Antonio turned.
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filt is the Americano, Senor Cranch, and his adopted
daughter, themestiza Juanita, seeking your reverence,
methinkso

fAh!0 said Father Pedro.

Cranch came forward and greeted the priest
cordially.

flt was kind of you, Father Pedoohe said,
meaningly, with a significant glance at Jose and Antdgi@o,
come so far to bid me and my adopted daughter farewell. We
depart when the tide serves, but not befare partake of
our hospitality in yonder cottage.

Father Pedro gazed at Cranch and then at Juanita.

Al seep he stammerediBut she goes not alone. She
will be strange at first. She takes some friend,
perhaps some companiorihe continued, tremulously.

AA very old and dear one, Father Pedro, who is
waiting for us nowo

He led the way to a little white cottage, so little and
white and recent, that it seemed a mere fleck offcaa
cast on the sands. Disposing of Jose and Antonio in the
neighboring workshp and outbuildings, he assisted the
venerable Sanchicha to dismount, and, together with Father
Pedro and Juanita, entered a white palisaded enclosure
beside the cottage, and halted before what appeared to be a
large folding trapdoor, covering a slight sdg mound. It
was locked with a padlock; beside it stood the American
alcalde and Don Juan Briones. Father Pedro looked hastily
around for another figure, but it was not there.
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fiGentlemerybegan Cranch, in his practical business
way, Al reckon you all knowedse come here to identify a
young lady, who "he hesitated fiwas lately under the care
of Father Pedro, with a foundling picked up on this shore
fifteen years ago by an Indian woman. How this foundling
came here, and how | was concerned in it, you alhkihive
told everybody here how | scrambled ashore, leaving the
baby in the dingy, supposing it would be picked up by the
boat pursuing me.éle told some of yow, he looked at
Father Pedrajhow | first discovered, from one of the men,
three years ago, &h the child was not found by its father.
But | have never told any one, before novknewit was
picked up here.

Al never could tell the exact locality where | came
ashore, for the fog was coming on as it is now. But two years
ago | came up with a pargf gold hunters to work these
sands. One day, digging near this creek, | struck something
embedded deep below the surface. Well, gentlemen, it
wasrd gold, but something worth more to me than gold or
silver. Here it i

At a sign the alcalde unlocked thdeors and threw
them open. They disclosed an irregular trench, in which,
filled with sand, lay the hakéxcavated stern of a boat.

filt was the dingy of the Trinidad, gentlemen; you can
still read her name. | found hidden away, tucked under the
stern sheetsmoldy and wateworn, some clothes that |
recognized to be the baisy | knew then that the child had
been taken away alive for some purpose, and the clothes
were left so that she should carry no trace with her. |
recognized the hand of an Indian. | setwork quietly. |
found Sanchicha here, she confessed to finding a baby, but
what she had done with it she would not at first say. But since
then she has declared before the alcalde that she gave it to
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Father Pedro of San Carmel, and that here it
stand$ Francisco that was! Francisca that ibis!

He stepped aside to make way for a tall girl, who had
approached from the cottage.

Father Pedro had neither noticed the concluding
words nor the movement of Cranch. His eyes were fixed
upon the imbecile Sanchich&anchicha, of whom, to
render his rebuke more complete, the Deity seemed to have
worked a miracle, and restored intelligence to eye and lip.
He passed his hand tremblingly across his forehead, and
turned away, when his eye fell upon the last comer.

It was $.e. The moment he had longed for and
dreaded had come. She stood there, animated, handsome,
filled with a hurtful consciousness in her new charms, her
fresh finery, and the pitiable trinkets that had supplanted her
scapulary, and which played under herligiofingers. The
past had no place in her preoccupied mind; her bright eyes
were full of eager anticipation of a substantial future. The
incarnation of a frivolous world, even as she extended one
hand to him in hattoquettish embarrassment she arranged
the folds of her dress with the other. At the touch of her
fingers he felt himself growing old and cold. Even the
penance of parting, which he had looked forward to, was
denied him; there was no longer sympathy enough for
sorrow. He thought of the empty cigterés robe in the little
cell, but not now with regret. He only trembled to think of
the flesh that he had once caused to inhabit it.

AThats all, gentlemed,broke in the practical voice
of Cranch. iWhether there are proofs enough to make
Francisca thieiress of her fathés wealth, the lawyers must
say. | reckon iis enough for me that they give me the chance
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of repairing a wrong by taking her fatd@mplace. After all,
it was a mere chance.

Alt was the will of Godjsaid Father Pedro, solemnly.

They were the last words he addressed them. For
when the fog had begun to creepshore, hastening their
departure, he only answered their farewells by a silent
pressure of the hand, mute lips, anddtreyes.

When the sound of their laboring oars grew tiain
he told Antonio to lead him and Sanchicha again to the
buried boat. There he bade her kneel beside e will
do penance here, thou and |, daugbtbe said, gravely.
When the fog had drawn its curtain gently around the strange
pair, and sea andhsre were blotted out, he whisperédell
me, it was even so, was it not, daughter, on the night she
came® When the distant clatter of blocks and rattle of
cordage came from the unseen vessel, now standing out to
sea, he whispered agaiio, this is whathou didst hear,
even therd And so during the night he marked, more or less
audibly to the halconscious woman at his side, the low
whisper of the waves, the murmur of theddirbreakers, the
lightening and thickening of the fog, the phantoms of
moving shapes, and the slow coming of the dawn. And when
the morning sun had rent the veil over land and sea, Antonio
and Jose found him, haggard but erect, beside the trembling
old woman, with a blessing on his lips, pointing to the
horizon where a single $aiill glimmered

fiVa Usted con Dias
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A BiGueass Penel

She was barely tweniyree years old. It is probable
that up to that age, and the beginning of this episode, her life
had been uneventful. Born to the easy mediocrity of such
compensating extremes as a small farmhouse and large
lands, a good position amb society, in that vast grazing
district of Kentucky known as th@Blue Grase region, all
the possibilities of a Western American @rexistence lay
before her. A piano in the bavealled house, the latest
patented mower in the limitless meadows, arsilladress
sweeping the rough floor of the unpainfedeetinghoused
were already the promise of those possibilities. Beautiful she
was, but the power of that beauty was limited by being
equally shared with her few neighbors. There were small,
narrow, ached feet besides her own that trod the uncarpeted
floors of outlying log cabins with equal grace and dignity;
bright, clearly opened eyes that were equally capable of
looking unabashed upon princes and potentates, as a few
later did, and the heiress ofetltounty judge read her own
beauty without envy in the frank glances and unlowered
crest of the blacksmith daughter. Eventually she had
married the male of her species, a young stranger, who, as
schoolmaster in the nearest town, had utilized to someé loca
extent a scant capital of education. In obedience to the
unwritten law of the West, after the marriage was celebrated
the doors of the ancestral home cheerfully opened, and bride
and bridegroom issued forth, without regret and without
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sentiment, to seethe further possibilities of a life beyond
these already too familiar voices. With their departure for
California as Mr. and Mrs. Spencer Tucker, the parental nest
in the Blue Grass meadows knew them no more.

They submitted with equal cheerfulness to the
privations and excesses of their new conditions. Within three
years the schoolmaster developed into a lawyer and
capitalist, the Blue Grass bride supplying a grace and ease to
these transitions that were all her own. She softened the
abruptness of sudden alth, mitigated the austerities of
newly acquired power, and made the most glaring
incongruity picturesque. Only one thing seemed to limit their
progress in the region of these possibilities. They were
childless. It was as if they had exhausted the fututbeir
own youth, leaving little or nothing for another generation to
do.

* * * * * * * *

A southwesterly storm was beating against the
dressingroom windows of their new house in one of the
hilly suburbs of SanFrancisco, and threatening the
unseasonable frivolity of the stucco ornamentation of
cornice and balcony. Mrs. Tucker had been called from the
contemplation of the dreary prospect without by the arrival
of a visitor. On entering the drawingom she foundim
engaged in a half admiring, half resentful examination of its
new furniture and hangings. Mrs. Tucker at once recognized
Mr. Calhoun Weaver, a former Blue Grass neighbor; with
swift feminine intuition she also felt that his slight
antagonism was likelto be transferred from her furniture to
herself. Waiving it with the lazy amiability of Southern
indifference, she welcomed him by the familiarity of a
Christian name.
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fil reckoned that mebbee you opined old Blue Grass
friends wouldi@ naturally hitch ond them fancy doinehe
said, glancing around the apartment to avoid her clear eyes,
as if resolutely setting himself against the old charm of her
manner as he had against the more recent glory of her
surroundingsfibut | thought @ just drop in for theake of
old timeso

AWhy shouldi@ you, Cal® said Mrs. Tucker with a
frank smile.

fEspecially asdn going up to Sacramento-toght
with some influential friends, he continued, with an
ostentation calculated to resist the assumption of her charms
and heffurniture.fiSenator Dyce of Kentucky, and his cousin
Judge Briggs; perhaps you kndem, or maybe Spencer
mean Mr. Tucker doeso

Al reckond said Mrs. Tucker smilingfibut tell me
something about the boys and girls at Vineville, and about
yourself. Youre looking well, and right smart tabShe
paused to give due emphasis to this latter recognition of a
huge gold chain with which her visitor was somewhat
ostentatiously trifling.

Al didn&@ know as you cared to hear anything about
Blue Grasgs) he returneda little abashedilove been away
from there some time mysaifhe added, his uneasy vanity
taking fresh alarm at the faint suspicion of patronage on the
part of his hostessiTheyde doirdwell though; perhaps as
well as some others.

AANd youde not mared yetdp continued Mrs.
Tucker, oblivious of the innuend@Ah Calo she added
archly,fl am afraid you are as fickle as ever. What poor girl
in Vineville have you left pining®
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The simple face of the man before her flushed with
foolish gratification at this oldashioned, ambiguous
flattery.fiNow look yer, Belley he said, chucklingjf youée
talking of old times and you think | bear malice agin
Spencer, why

But Mrs. Tucker mterrupted what might have been
an inopportune sentimental retrospect with a finger of arch
but languid warningiiThat will do! IGm dying to know all
about it, and you must stay to dinner and tell nis. right
mean you calh see Spencer too; but he dsiack from
Sacramento yadi.

Grateful as a tete-tete with his old neighbor in her
more prosperous surroundings would have been, if only for
the sake of later gossiping about it, he felt it would be
inconsistent with his pride and his assumption of present
business. More than that, he was uneasily conscious that in
Mrs. Tuckets simple and unaffected manner there was a
greater superiority than he had ever noticed during their
previous acquaintance. He would have felt kinder to her had
she shown anyiairs aml graces) which he could have
commented upon and forgiven. He stammered some vague
excuse of preoccupation, yet lingered in the hope of saying
something which, if not aggressively unpleasant, might at
least transfer to her indolent serenity some of his ow
irritation. Al reckond he said, as he moved hesitatingly
toward the doorfithat Spencer has made himself easy and
secure in them business riskggaking. Thatere Alameda
ditch affair theyre talking so much about is a mighty big
thing, rather tooilg if it ever got to falling back on him. But
| suppose h& accustomed to take risks?

AOf course he iy, said Mrs. Tucker gaylyfiHe
marriedmeo
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The visitor smiled feebly, but was not equal to the
opportunity offered for gallant repudiatiofiBut suppoe
youaind accustomed to riske?

AWhy not? | marriedhim,0 said Mrs. Tucker.

Mr. Calhoun Weaver was human, and succumbed to
this last charming audacity. He broke into a noisy but
genuine laugh, shook Mrs. Tuckerhand with effusion,
said,fiNow thats regular Blue Grass and no mistakahd
retreated under cover of his hilarity. In the hall he made a
rallying stand to repeat confidentially to the servant who had
overheard themiiBlue Grass all over, you bet your lide,
and, opening the door, was appdheswallowed up in the
tempest.

Mrs. Tuckets smile kept her lips until she had
returned to her room, and even then languidly shone in her
eyes for some minutes after, as she gazed abstractedly from
her window on the storstossed bay in the distance. Paph
some girlish vision of the peaceful Blue Grass plain
momentarily usurped the prospect; but it is to be doubted if
there was much romance in that retrospect, or that it was
more interesting to her than the positive and sharply cut
outlines of the praatal life she now led. Howbeit she soon
forgot this fancy in lazily watching a boat that, in the teeth
of the gale, was beating round Alcatraz Island. Although at
times a mere blank speck on the gray waste of foam, a closer
scrutiny showed it to be one didse lateemigged Italian
fishing-boats that so often flecked the distant bay. Lost in the
sudden darkening of rain, or reappearing beneath the lifted
curtain of the squall, she watched it weather the island, and
then turn its laboring but persistent cesitoward the open
channel. A rent in the Indiaimky sky, that showed the
narrowing portals of the Golden Gate beyond, revealed, as
unexpectedly, the destination of the little craft, a tall ship that
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hitherto lay hidden in the mist of the Saucelito shésethe
distance lessened between boat and ship, they were again
lost in the downward swoop of another squall. When it lifted,
the ship was creeping under the headland towards the open
sea, but the boat was gone. Mrs. Tucker in vain rubbed the
pane with hehandkerchief, it had vanished. Meanwhile the
ship, as she neared the Gate, drew out from the protecting
headland, stood outlined for a moment with spars and canvas
hearsed in black against the lurid rent in the horizon, and
then seemed to sink slowly mtthe heaving obscurity
beyond. A sudden onset of rain against the windows
obliterated the remaining prospect; the entrance of a servant
completed the diversion.

fiCaptain Poindexter, nGam!o

Mrs. Tucker lifted her pretty eyebrows
interrogatively. Captaindtndexter was a legal friend of her
husband, and had dined there frequently; nevertheless she
askedfiDid you tell him Mr. Tucker was not at honte?

fYes,dm.o

fDid he ask fome?0

fiYes,an.o

fAiTell him 18l be down directlyd

Mrs. Tuckets quiet face did ridbetray the fact that
this second visitor was even less interesting than the first. In
her heart she did not like Captain Poindexter. With a clever
womargs instinct, she had early detected the fact that he had
a superior, stronger nature than her husbasd loyal wife,

she secretly resented the occasional unconscious exhibition
of this fact on the part of his intimate friend in their familiar
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intercourse. Added to this slight jealousy there was a certain
moral antagonism between herself and the captduich
none but themselves knew. They were both philosophers, but
Mrs. Tuckets serene and languid optimism would not
tolerate the compassionate and kivehrted pessimisms of
the lawyer.fiKnowing what Jack Poindexter does of human
natureg her husband haoince saidfité mighty fine in him

to be so kind and forgiving. You ought to like him better,
Belle 0 AANnd qualify myself to be forgiven,said the lady
pertly. il dond see what yo@ie driving at, Belle; | give it
up,0 had responded the puzzled husbawi. Tucker kissed

his high but foolish forehead tenderly, and sélén glad

you dordt, dearo

Meanwhile her second visitor had, like the first,
employed the interval in a critical survey of the glories of the
new furniture, but with apparently more compassion than
resentment in his manner. Once only had his expression
changed. Over the fireplacertia large photograph of Mr.
Spencer Tucker. It was retouched, refined, and idealized in
the highest style of that polite and diplomatic art. As Captain
Poindexter looked upon the fringed hazel eyes, the drooping
raven mustache, the clustering ringletsy #re Byronic full
throat and turnedown collar of his friend, a smile of
exhausted humorous tolerance and affectionate impatience
curved his lips.iWell, you are a fool, ared@ you® he
apostrophized it half audibly.

He was standing before the picturesii® entered.

Even in the trying contiguity of that peerless work he would
have been called a fiHeoking man. As he advanced to
greet her, it was evident that his military title was not one of
the mere fanciful sobriquets of the locality. In his eragire

and the disciplined composure of limb and attitude there
were still traces of the refined academic rigors of West Point.
The pliant adaptability of Western civilization, which
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enabled him, three years before, to leave the army and
transfer his execuwte ability to the more profitable
profession of the law, had loosed sash and shostdap,

but had not entirely removed the restraint of the one, nor the
bearing of the other.

fiSpencer is in Sacramemdyegan Mrs. Tucker in
languid explanation, after ¢Hfirst greetings were over.

Al knew he was not hex@eplied Captain Poindexter
gently, as he drew the proffered chair towards ffimst this
is business that concerns you botie stopped and glanced
upwards at the picturél suppose you know nothiraf his
business? Of course nbte added reassuringl§nothing,
absolutely nothing, certainyHe said this so kindly, and yet
so positively, as if to promptly dispose of that question
before going further, that she assented mechaniciligll,
then, leG taken some big risks in the way of business,
and well, things have gone bad with him, you know. Very
bad! Really, they couldh be worse! Of course it was
dreadfully rash and all thathe went on, as if commenting
upon the amusing waywardness of dd;Hibut the result is
the usual smashp of everything, money, credit, and all!
He laughed and addeilyes, hés got cut off mules and
baggage regularly routed and disperséall ih earnesb He
raised his eyebrows and frowned slightly, as if to depeecat
any corresponding hilarity on the part of Mrs. Tucker, or any
attempt to make too light of the subject, and then rising,
placed his hands behind his back, beamedhatiorously
upon her from beneath her husbé@nplicture, and repeated,
AThats soo

Mrs. Tucker instinctively knew that he spoke the
truth, and that it was impossible for him to convey it in any
other than his natural manner; but between the shock and the
singular influence of that manner she could at first only say,
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fiYou dort mean itb fully conscious of the utter inanity of
the remark, and that it seemed scarcely less-lgoloded
than his own.

Poindexter, still smiling, nodded.

She arose with an effort. She had recovered from the
first shock, and pride lent her a determined calmness that
more than equaled Poindexigeasy philosophy.

fiWhere is he@she asked.

fAt sea, and | hope by this time where he cannot be
found or followedd

Was her momentary glimpse of the outgoing ship a
coincidence or only a vision? She was confused and giddy,
but, mastering her weakness, she managed to continue in a
lower voice:

fiYou have no message for me from him? He told you
nothing to tell me@

fiNothing, absolutely nothing,replied Poindexter.
filt was as much as he could do, | reckon, to get fairly away
beforethe crash came.

fiThen you did not see him gn?
fiWell, nop said Poindexter.fila@d hardly have
managed things in this wayHe checked himself and added,

with a forgiving smilefibut he was the best judge of what he
needed, of course.
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Al suppose | will har from himp she said quietly,
fias soon as he is safe. He must have had enough else to think
about, poor fellowd

She said this so naturally and quietly that Poindexter
was deceived. He had no idea that the collected woman
before him was thinking only dafolitude and darkness, of
her own room, and madly longing to be there. He $iids,
| dare saygin quite another voice, and glanced at the picture.
But as she remained standing, he continued more earnestly,
Al didn@ come here to tell you what you migtgad in the
newspapers tmorrow morning, and what everybody might
tell you. Before that time | want you to do something to save
a fragment of your property from the ruin; do you
understand? | want you to make a rally, and bring off
something in good ord®

fiFor him® said Mrs. Tucker, with brightening eyes.

fiwell, yes, of courseif you like' but as if for
yourself. Do you know the Rancho de los Cuereos?

Al do.0

Altés almost the only bit of real property your
husband hagh sold, mortgaged, or pledgewhy it was
exempt, or whether only forgotten, | éasayo

Aldl tell you why0 said Mrs. Tucker, with a slight
return of color.flt was the first land we ever bought, and
Spencer always said it should be mine and he would build a
new house on i.

Captan Poindexter smiled and nodded at the picture.
AOh, he did say that, did he? Well, tisa¢vidence. But you
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see he never gave you the deed, and by sunrise tomorrow his
creditors will attach it unless

fUnles® 'repeated Mrs. Tucker, with kindling
eyes.

fiUnlessp continued Captain Poindexterfithey
happen to findyouin possession.

fldl go,0 said Mrs. Tucker.

AOf course you wilhp returned Poindexter,
pleasantlyiiOnly, as its a big contract to take, suppose we
see how you can fill it. & forty milesto Los Cuervos, and
you cairit trust yourself to steamboat or stageach. The
steamboat left an hour ago.

Alf 1 had only known this theid! ejaculated Mrs.
Tucker.

Al knew it, but you had company thénsaid
Poindexter, with ironical gallantryland | woutind disturb
you.0 Without saying how he knew it, he continuéth the
stagecoach you might be recognized. You must go in a
private conveyance and alone; even | cannot go with you, for
I must go on before and meet you there. Can you drive forty
miles?d

Mrs. Tucker lifted up her abstracted pretty lidb.
once drove fifty at homey she returned simply.

fiGood! And | dare say you did it then for fun. Do it
now for something real and personal, as we lawyers say. You
will have relays and a plan of the roads Itough weather
for a pasear but all the better for that. Yadl have less
company on the roadl.
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fiHow soon can | ga¥she asked.

fiThe sooner the bettedve arranged everything for
you alreadyg he continued with a laugiCome now, thas
a complimento you, isrd it?0 He smiled a moment in her
steadfast, earnest face, and then said, more graiveudl
do. Now listerno

He then carefully detailed his plan. There was so
little of excitement or mystery in their manner that the
servant, who returned taght the gas, never knew that the
ruin and bankruptcy of the house was being told before her,
or that its mistress was planning her secret flight.

fiGood afternoon. | will see you “morrow thenp
said Poindexter, raising his eyes to hers as the servant
opened the door for him.

fiGood afternoom repeated Mrs. Tucker, quietly
answering his lookilYou need not light the gas in my room,
Mary,0 she continued in the same tone of voice as the door
closed upon himéil shall lie down for a few moments, and
then | may run over to the Robinsons for the evering.

She regained her room composedly. The longing
desire to bury her head in her pillow afitiink oup her
position had gone. She did not apostrophize her fate, she did
not weep; few real women do in the accessatamity, or
when there is anything else to be done. She felt that she knew
it all; she believed she had sounded the profoundest depths
of the disaster, and seemed already so old in her experience
that she almost fancied she had been prepared forhtapser
she did not fully appreciate it. To a life like hers it was only
an incident, the mere turning of a page of the illimitable book
of youth; the breaking up of what she now felt had become
a monotony. In fact, she was not quite sure she had ever been
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sdisfied with their present success. Had it brought her all she
expected? She wanted to say this to her husband, not only to
comfort him, poor fellow, but that they might come to a
better understanding of life in the future. She was not
perhaps different &fm other loving women, who, believing

in this unattainable goal of matrimony, have sought it in the
various episodes of fortune or reverses, in the bearing of
children, or the loss of friends. In her childless experience
there was no other life that hadkeém root in her
circumstances and might suffer transplantation; only she and
her husband could lose or profit by the change.fpleefect
understanding would come under other conditions than
these.

She would have gone superstitiously to the window
to gazein the direction of the vanished ship, but another
instinct restrained her. She would put aside all yearning for
him until she had done something to help him, and earned
the confidence he seemed to have withheld. Perhaps it was
pride perhaps she never igabelieved his exodus was
distant or complete.

With a full knowledge that toanorrow the various
ornaments and pretty trifles around her would be in the hands
of the law, she gathered only a few necessaries for her flight
and some familiar persal trinkets. | am constrained to say
that this seHabnegation was more fastidious than moral. She
had no more idea of the ethics of bankruptcy than any other
charming woman; she simply did not like to take with her
any contagious memory of the chaptethaf life just closing.

She glanced around the home she was leaving without a
lingering regret; there was no sentiment of tradition or

custom that might be destroyed; her roots lay too near the
surface to suffer dislocation; the happiness of her childless
union had depended upon no domestic center, nor was its
flame sacred to any local hearthstone. It was without a sigh
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that, when night had fully fallen, she slipped unnoticed down
the staircase. At the door of the drawimgpm she paused,
and then enteredith the first guilty feeling of shame she
had known that evening. Looking stealthily around, she
mounted a chair before her husb@ngicture, kissed the
irreproachable mustache hurriedly, saidyou foolish
darling, youb and slipped out again. With thisuching
indorsement of the views of a rival philosopher, she closed
the door softly and left her home forever.
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The wind and rain had cleared the unfrequented
suburb of any observant lounger, and the darkness, lit only
by far-spaced, gusty lamps, hidthastening figure. She had
barely crossed the second street when she heard the quick
clatter of hoofs behind her; a buggy drove up to the
curbstone, and Poindexter leaped out. She entered quickly,
but for a moment he still held the reins of the impatiense.
fiHeds rather freslkd,he said, eying her keenl§iare you sure
you can manage him?

AGive me the reing,she said simply.

He placed them in the two firm, wedhaped hands
that reached from the depths of the vehicle, and was
satisfied. Yet hdingered.

Alté& rough work for a lone womarhe said, almost
curtly, il cand go with you, but, speak frankly, is there any
man you know whom you can trust well enough to tak? It
not too late yet; think a momeant!

He paused over the buttoning of thatkeer apron of
the vehicle.

fiNo, there is noné,answered the voice from the
interior; fiand is better so. Is all ready?

fiOne moment moreé.He had recovered his half
bantering mannerfiYou have a friend and countryman
already with you, do you know? Yohorse is Blue Grass.
Goodnighto
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With these words ringing in her ears she began her
journey. The horse, as if eager to maintain the reputation
which his native district had given his race, as well as the
race of the pretty woman behind him, leaped impéie
forward. But pulled together by the fine and firm fingers that
seemed to guide rather than check his exuberance, he
presently struck into the long, swinging pace of his kind, and
kept it throughout withoufibrealo or acceleration. Over the
paved strets the light buggy rattled, and the slender shafts
danced around his smooth barrel, but when they touched the
level high road, horse and vehicle slipped forward through
the night, a swift and noiseless phantom. Mrs. Tucker could
see his graceful back dimtiging and falling before her with
tireless rhythm, and could feel the intelligent pressure of his
mouth until it seemed the responsive grasp of a powerful but
kindly hand. The faint glow of conquest came to her cold
cheek; the slight stirrings of prideaved her preoccupied
heart. A soft light filled her hazel eyes. A desolate woman,
bereft of husband and home, and flying through storm and
night, she knew not where, she still leaned forward towards
her horsefiwWas he Blue Grass, then, dear old hipghe
gently cooed at him in the darkness. He evidewthg and
responded by blowing her an ostentatious equine fidswl
he would be good to his own forsaken Bélkhe murmured
caressinglyfiand wouldid let any one harm hedBut here,
overcome by the lazwitchery of her voice, he shook his
head so violently that Mrs. Tucker, after the fashion of her
sex, had the double satisfaction of demurely restraining the
passion she had evoked.

To avoid the more traveled thoroughfare, while the
evening was still earlyit had been arranged that she should
at first take a less direct but less frequented road. This was a
famous pleasurdrive from San Francisco, a graveled and
sanded stretch of eight miles to the sea, and an ultimate
ficocktailp in afstately pleasurdome decreetlamong the
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surf and rocks of the Pacific shore. It was deserted now, and
left to the unobstructed sweep of the wind and rain. Mrs.
Tucker would not have chosen this road. With the instinctive
jealousy of a bucolic inland race born by great gyshe did

not like the sea; and again, the dim and dreary waste tended
to recall the vision connected with her hushkarilight, upon
which she had resolutely shut her eyes. But when she had
reached it the road suddenly turned, following the trend of
thebeach, and she was exposed to the full power of its dread
fascinations. The combined roar of sea and shore was in her
ears. As the direct force of the gale had compelled her to furl
the protecting hood of the buggy to keep the light vehicle
from oversettig or drifting to leeward, she could no longer
shut out the heaving chaos on the right, from which the pallid
ghosts of dead and dying breakers dimly rose and sank as if
in awful salutation. At times through the darkness a white
sheet appeared spread befthe path and beneath the
wheels of the buggy, which, when withdrawn with a
reluctant hiss, seemed striving to drag the exhausted beach
seaward with it. But the blind terror of her horse, who
swerved at every sweep of the surge, shamed her own half
superstious fears, and with the effort to control his alarm
she regained her own sglbssession, albeit with eyelashes
wet not altogether with the salt spray from the sea. This was
followed by a reaction, perhaps stimulated by her victory
over the beaten anirhavhen for a time, she knew not how
long, she felt only a mad sense of freedom and power,
oblivious of even her sorrows, her lost home and husband,
and with intense feminine consciousness she longed to be a
man. She was scarcely aware that the track duagain
inland until the beat of the hosehoofs on the firm ground
and an acceleration of speed showed her she had left the
beach and the mysterious sea behind her, and she
remembered that she was near the end of the first stage of
her journey. Half an hour later the twinkling lights of the
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roadside inn where she was to change horses rose out of the
darkness.

Happily for her, the hostler considered the horse,
who had a local reputation, of more importance than the
unknown muffled figure in the shadow of the unfurled hood,
and confined his attewin to the animal. After a careful
examination of his feet and a few comments addressed solely
to the superior creation, he led him away. Mrs. Tucker would
have liked to part more affectionately from her féowoted
compatriot, and felt a sudden sense oklmess at the loss
of her new friend, but a recollection of certain cautions of
Captain Poindexté kept her mute. Nevertheless, the
hostlets ostentatious adjuration éNow then, ared you
going to bring out that mustang for the Senoga#zzled her.

It was not until the fresh horse was put to, and she had flung
a piece of gold into the attend&hand, that th&Gracia®

of his unmistakable Saxon speech revealed to her the reason
of the lawyets caution. Poindexter had evidently
represented her thése people as a native Californian who
did not speak English. In her inconsistency her blood took
fire at this first suggestion of deceit, and burned in her face.
Why should he try to pass her off as anybody else? Why
should she not use her own, her husid® name? She
stopped and bit her lip.

It was but the beginning of an uneasy train of
thought. She suddenly found herself thinking of her visitor,
Calhoun Weaver, and not pleasantly. He would hear of their
ruin tomorrow, perhaps of her own flight. He wdu
remember his visit, and what would he think of her deceitful
frivolity? Would he believe that she was then ignorant of the
failure? It was her first sense of any accountability to others
than herself, but even then it was rather owing to an uneasy
consdousness of what her husband must feel if he were
subjected to the criticisms of men like Calhoun. She

324



wondered if others knew that he had kept her in ignorance of
his flight. Did Poindexter know it, or had he only entrapped
her into the admission? Why hslde not been clever enough

to make him think that she knew it already? For the moment
she hated Poindexter for sharing that secret. Yet this was
again followed by a new impatience of her huslianadant

of insight into her ability to help him. Of courseetipoor
fellow could not bear to worry her, could not bear to face
such men as Calhoun, or even Poindexter (she added
exultingly to herself), but he might have sent her a line as he
fled, only to prepare her to meet and combat the shame alone.
It did not ocur to her unsophisticated singleness of nature
that she was accepting as an error of feeling what the world
would call cowardly selfishness.

At midnight the storm lulled and a few stars trembled
through the rent clouds. Her eyes had become accustomed to
the darkness, and her country instincts, a little overlaid by
the urban experiences of the last few years, came again to
the surface. She felt the fresh, cool radiation from outlying,
upturned fields, the faint, sad odors from dim stretches of
pricking gran and quickening leaf, and wondered if at Los
Cuervos it might be possible to reproduce the peculiar
verdure of her native district. She beguiled her fancy by an
ambitious plan of retrieving their fortunes by farming; her
comfortable tastes had lately rdbd against the homeless
mechanical cultivation of these desolate but teeming
Californian acres, and for a moment indulged in a vision of
a vineclad cottage home that in any other woman would
have been sentimental. Her cramped limbs aching, she took
advantage of the security of the darkness and the familiar
contiguity of the fields to get down from the vehicle, gather
her skirts together, and run at the head of the mustang, until
her chill blood was thawed, night drawing a modest veil over
this charming evelation of the nymph and woman. But the
sudden shadow of a coyote checked the scouring feet of this
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swift Camilla, and sent her back precipitately to the buggy.
Nevertheless, she was refreshed and able to pursue her
journey, until the cold gray of eangorning found her at the

end of her second stage.

Her route was changed again from the main highway,
rendered dangerous by the approach of day and the
contiguity of the neighboringancheros The road was rough
and hilly, her new horse and vehicle in keepwith the
rudeness of the routeby far the most difficult of her whole
journey. The rare wagon tracks that indicated her road were
often scarcely discernible; at times they led her through
openings in the halfleared woods, skirted suspicious
morassespainfully climbed the smooth, domelike hills, or
wound along perilous slopes at a dangerous angle. Twice she
had to alight and cling to the sliding wheels on one of those
treacherous inclines, or drag them from impending ruts or
immovable mire. In the growg light she could distinguish
the distant, lowlying marshes eaten by encroaching sloughs
and insidious channels, and beyond them the faint gray waste
of the Lower Bay. A darker peninsula in the marsh she knew
to be the extreme boundary of her future bothe Rancho
de los Cuervos. In another hour she began to descend to the
plain, and once more to approach the main road, which now
ran nearly parallel with her track. She scanned it cautiously
for any early traveler; it stretched north and south in appare
unending solitude. She struck into it boldly, and urged her
horse to the top of his speed, until she reached the wads
that led to the rancho. But here she paused and allowed the
reins to drop idly on the mustaisgback. A singular and
unaccountald irresolution seized her. The difficulties of her
journey were over; the rancho lay scarcely two miles away;
she had achieved the most important part of her task in the
appointed time; but she hesitated. What had she come for?
She tried to recall Poindexts words, even her own
enthusiasm, but in vain. She was going to take possession of
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her husban@ property, she knew, that was all. But the
means she had taken seemed now so exaggerated and
mysterious for that simple end, that she began to dread an
imperding something, or some vague danger she had not
considered, that she was rushing blindly to meet. Full of this
strange feeling, she almost mechanically stopped her horse
as she entered the crassd.

From this momentary hesitation a singular sound
arousd her. It seemed at first like the swift hurrying by of
some viewless courier of the air, the vague alarm of some
invisible flying herald, or like the inarticulate cry that
precedes a storm. It seemed to rise and fall around her as if
with some changing gency of purpose. Raising her eyes
she suddenly recognized the two-$aretching lines of
telegraph wire above her head, and knew the aeolian cry of
the morning wind along its vibrating chords. But it brought
another and more practical fear to her achixain. Perhaps
even now the telegraph might be anticipating her! Had
Poindexter thought of that? She hesitated no longer, but
laying the whip on the back of her jaded mustang, again
hurried forward.

As the level horizon grew more distinct, her attention
was attracted by the white sail of a small boat lazily
threading the sinuous channel of the slough. It might be
Poindexter arriving by the more direct route from the
steamboat that occasionally laid off the ancenbarcadero
of the Los Cuervos Rancho. Bexen while watching it her
quick ear caught the sound of galloping hoofs behind her.
She turned quickly and saw she was followed by a horseman.
But her momentary alarm was succeeded by a feeling of
relief as she recognized the erect figure and squaredshsul
of Poindexter. Yet she could not help thinking that he looked
more like a militant scout, and less like a cautious legal
adviser, than ever.
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With unaffected womanliness she rearranged her
slightly disordered hair as he drew up beside fiileghought
you were in yonder bodtshe said.

fiNot 1,0 he laughediil distanced you by the highroad
two hours, and have been reconnoitering, until | saw you
hesitate at the crogeadso

fiBut who is in the boatrasked Mrs. Tucker, partly
to hide her embarrassment.

fiOnly some early Chinese market gardener, | dare
say. But you are safe now. You are on your own land. You
passed the boundary monument of the rancho five minutes
ago. Look! All you see before you is yours from the
embarcaderdo yonder Coast Range.

The tore of half raillery did not, however, cheer Mrs.
Tucker. She shuddered slightly and cast her eyes over the
monotonous sea tfile and meadow.

flt doesr@ look pretty, perhaps, continued
Poindexter,fibut its the richest land in the State, and the
embarcadm will some day be a town. | suppose gbuaall
it Blue Grassville. But you seem tirédhe said, suddenly
dropping his voice to a tone of half humorous sympathy.

Mrs. Tucker managed to get rid of an impending tear
under the pretense of clearing her ey®sre we nearly
there®d she asked.

fiNearly. You knowp he added, with the same half
mischievous, half sympathizing gayefyté not exactly a
palace yoGre coming to hardly. s the oldcasathat has
been deserted for years, but | thought it better you should go
into possession there than take up your abode at the shanty
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where your husbais farmthands are. No one will know
when you take possession of tasg while the very hour of
your arival at the shanty would be known; and if they should
make any trouble

flf they should make any troubl@?Pepeated Mrs.
Tucker, lifting her frank, inquiring eyes to Poindexter.

His horse suddenly rearing from an apparently
accidental prick of the sput,was a minute or two before he
was able to explairiil mean if this ever comes up as a matter
of evidence, you know. But here we are!

What had seemed to be an overgrown mound rising
like an island out of the dead level of the grassy sea now
resolved itsé into a collection of adobe walls, eaten and
incrusted with shrubs and vines, that bore some resemblance
to the usual uninhabitddoking exterior of a Spanish
American dwelling. Apertures that might have been lance
shaped windows or only cracks anddisss in the walls were
choked up with weeds and grass, and gave no passing
glimpse of the interior. Entering a ruinous corral they came
to a second entrance, which proved to be the patio or
courtyard. The deserted wooden corridor, with beams,
rafters, andloors whitened by the sun and wind, contained
a few withered leaves, dryly rotting skins, and thongs of
leather, as if undisturbed by human care. But among these
scattered debris of former life and habitation there was no
noisome or unclean suggestiordetcay. A faint spiced odor
of desiccation filled the bare walls. There was no slime on
stone or swried brick. In place of fungus or discolored
moisture the dust of efflorescence whitened in the obscured
corners. The elements had picked clean the bdnbe o@ld
and crumbling tenement ere they should finally absorb it.
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A withered old peon woman, who in dress,
complexion, and fibrous hair might have been an animated
fragment of the debris, rustled out of a low vaulted passage
and welcomed them with a fdelrrepitation. Following her
into the dim interior, Mrs. Tucker was surprised to find some
slight attempt at comfort and even adornment in the two or
three habitable apartments. They were scrupulously clean
and dry, two qualities which in her feminine syaoned for
poverty of material.

Al could not send anything from San Bruno, the
nearest village, without attracting attentimnexplained
Poindexterjibut if you can manage to picnic here for a day
longer, Bl get one of our Chinese friends hérbe ponted
to the sloughfito bring over, for his return cargo from across
the bay, any necessaries you may want. There is no danger
of his betraying yow, he added, with an ironical smile;
AChinamen and Indians are, by an ingenious provision of the
statute of @lifornia, incapable of giving evidence against a
white person. You can trust your handmaiden
perfectly even if she caib trustyou That is your sacred
privilege under the constitution. And now, as | expect to
catch the up boat ten miles from hence. | nsag&oodbyd
until to-morrow night. | hope to bring you then some more
definite plans for the future. The worst is owdtle held her
hand for a moment, and with a graver voice continiiédu
have done it very well do you know very wellld

In the slightembarrassment produced by his sudden
change of manner she felt that her thanks seemed awkward
and restrainediDond thank mej he laughed, with a prompt
return of his former levityfithatss my trade. | only advised.
You have saved yourself like a pluckypman shall | say
like Blue Grass? Goely!0 He mounted his horse, but, as if
struck by an aftethought, wheeled and drew up by her side
again.fiilf I were you | wouldi@ see many strangers for a day
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or two, and listen to as little news as a woman possdiiyp

He laughed again, waved her a half gallant, half military
salute, and was gone. The question she had been trying to
frame, regarding the probability of communication with her
husband, remained unasked. At least she had saved her pride
before him.

Addressing herself to the care of her narrow
household, she mechanically put away the few things she
had brought with her, and began to read just the scant
furniture. She was a little discomposed at first at the absence
of bolts, locks, and even windefagenings until assured, by
Conchds evident inability to comprehend her concern, that
they were quite unknown at Los Cuervos. Her slight
knowledge of Spanish was barely sufficient to make her
wants known, so that the relief of conversation with her only
companion was debarred her, and she was obliged to content
herself with the sapless, crackling smiles and withered
genuflexions that the old woman dropped like dead leaves in
her path. It was staring noon when, the house singing like an
empty shell in the mastonous wind, she felt she could stand
the solitude no longer, and, crossing the glaring patio and
whistling corridor, made her way to the open gateway.

But the view without seemed to intensify her
desolation. The broad expanse of the shadowless plain
reahed apparently to the Coast Range, trackless and
unbroken save by one or two clusters of dwarfed oaks, which
at that distance were but mossy excrescences on the surface,
barely raised above the dead level. On the other side the
marsh took up the monotonyné carried it, scarcely
interrupted by undefined watepurses, to the faintly
markedout horizon line of the remote bay. Scattered and
apparently motionless black spots on the meadows that gave
a dreary significance to the title dthe Crow® which the
rancho bore, and sudden gray clouds of sandpipers on the
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marshes, that rose and vanished down the wind, were the
only signs of life. Even the white sail of the early morning
was gone.

She stood there until the aching of her straining eyes
and the stiffeningf her limbs in the cold wind compelled
her to seek the sheltered warmth of the courtyard. Here she
endeavored to make friends with a briglyed lizard, who
was sunning himself in the corridor; a graceful little creature
in blue and gold, from whom shelffat other times she might
have fled, but whose beauty and harmlessness solitude had
made known to her. With misplaced kindness she tempted it
with breadcrumbs, with no other effect than to stiffen it into
stony astonishment. She wondered if she shoeddme like
the prisoners she had read of in books, who poured out their
solitary affections on noisome creatures, and she regretted
even the mustang, which with the buggy had disappeared
under the charge of some unknown retainer on her arrival.
Was she niba prisoner? The shutterless windows, yawning
doors, and open gate refuted the suggestion, but the
encompassing solitude and trackless waste still held her
captive. Poindexter had told her it was four miles to the
shanty; she might walk there. Why had gineen her word
that she would remain at the rancho until he returned?

The long day crept monotonously away, and she
welcomed the night which shut out the dreary prospect. But
it brought no cessation of the harassing wind without, nor
surcease of the nerus irritation its perpetual and even
activity wrought upon her. It haunted her pillow even in her
exhausted sleep, and seemed to impatiently beckon her to
rise and follow it. It brought her feverish dreams of her
husband, footsore and weary, staggeringvéod under its
pitiless lash and clamorous outcry; she would have gone to
his assistance, but when she reached his side and held out
her arms to him it hurried her past with merciless power, and,
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bearing her away, left him hopelessly behind. It was broad
day when she awoke. The usual night showers of the waning
rainy season had left no trace in sky or meadow; the fervid
morning sun had already dried the patio; only the restless,
harrying wind remained.

Mrs. Tucker arose with a resolve. She had learned
from Concha on the previous evening that a part of the
shanty was used asti@ndaor shop for the laborers and
rancheros Under the necessity of purchasing some articles,
she would go there and for a moment mingle with those
people, who would not recognize h&ven if they did, her
instinct told her it would be less to be feared than the
hopeless uncertainty of another day. As she left the house the
wind seemed to seize her as in her dream, and hurry her
along with it, until in a few moments the walls of tlwsvl
casasank into the earth again and she was alone, but for the
breeze on the solitary plain. The level distance glittered in
the sharp light, a few crows with slant wings dipped and ran
down the wind before her, and a passing gleam on the marsh
was explined by the faioff cry of a curlew.

She had walked for an hour, upheld by the stimulus
of light and morning air, when the cluster of scrub oaks,
which was her destination, opened enough to show two
rambling sheds, before one of which was a wooden platform
containing a few barrels and bones. As she approached
nearer, she could see that one or two horses were tethered
under the trees, that their riders were lounging by a horse
trough, and that over an open door the wérendawas
rudely painted on a boardnd as rudely illustrated by the
wares displayed at door and window. Accustomed as she
was to the poverty of frontier architecture, even the
crumbling walls of the olthaciendashe had just left seemed
picturesque to the rigid angles of the thin, blanipainted
shell before her. One of the loungers, who was reading a
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newspaper aloud as she advanced, put it aside and stared at
her; there was an evident commotion in the shop as she
stepped upon the platform, and when she entered, with
breathless lips and agng heart, she found herself the object

of a dozen curious eyes. Her quick pride resented the
scrutiny and recalled her courage, and it was with a slight
coldness in her usual lazy indifference that she leaned over
the counter and asked for the articdée wanted.

The request was followed by a dead silence. Mrs.
Tucker repeated it with sontauteur

Al reckon you doé@ seem to know this store is in the
hands of the sheriff,said one of the loungers.

Mrs. Tucker was not aware of it.

fiwell, | dond know any one wha@s a better right to
know than Spence Tucl@rwife 9 said another with a coarse
laugh. The laugh was echoed by the others. Mrs. Tucker saw
the pit into which she had deliberately walked, but did not
flinch.

fils there any one to serve havesheasked, turning
her clear eyes full upon the bystanders.

AYoud better ask the sheriff. He was the last one to
sarvehere. He sarved an attachmémeplied the inevitable
humorist of all Californian assemblages.

fils he here@ asked Mrs. Tucker, disregardirthe
renewed laughter which followed this subtle witticism.

The loungers at the door made way for one of their

party, who was half dragged, half pushed into the shop.
fiHere he ig) said half a dozen eager voices, in the fond
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belief that his presence mightpart additional humor to the
situation. He cast a deprecating glance at Mrs. Tucker and
said, Altés so, madam! This yer place is attached; but if
therd@s anything yoGre wanting, why | reckon, boys, he
turned half appealingly to the crowtdwe could olige a
lady.0 There was a vague sound of angry opposition and
remonstrance from the back door of the shop, but the
majority, partly overcome by Mrs. Tucker beauty,
assentedfiOnly,0 continued the officer explanatorilyiez
these yer goods are in thands of the creditors, they ought
to be represented by an equivalent in money. IfGgou
expecting they should be charged

fiBut | wish to, pay for them, interrupted Mrs.
Tucker, with a slight flush of indignatiorijl have the
moneyo

fOh, | bet you hav® screamed a voice, as,
overturning all opposition, the malcontent at the back door,
in the shape of an infuriated woman, forced her way into the
shop.fildl bet you have the money! Look at her, boys! Look
at the wife of the thief, with the stolen mone@ydiamonds
in her ears and rings on her fingers. @lgot money if wéve
none. She can pay for what she fancies, if we haeecent
to redeem the bed thaatstolen from under us. Oh yes, buy it
all, Mrs. Spencer Tucker! buy the whole shop, Mrs. Spencer
Tucker, do you hear? And if you @irsatisfied then, buy my
clothes, my wedding ring, the only things your husband
hasrit stoleno

Al dond understand yoo,said Mrs. Tucker coldly,
turning towards the door. But with a flying leap across the
counter her elentless adversary stood between her and
retreat.
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fiYou dord@ understand! Perhaps you dbn
understand that your husband not only stole the hard labor of
these men, but even the little money they brought here and
trusted to his thieving hands. Perhaps gond know that
he stole my husbaisl hard earnings, mortgaged these very
goods you want to buy, and that he isdy a convicted
thief, a forger, and a runaway coward. Perhaps, if yo@ can
understandme you can read the newspaper. LabnEhe
exultingly opened the paper the sheriff had been reading
aloud, and pointed to the displayed headlifiesok! there
are the very wordsi§orgery, Swindling, Embezzlemeat!
Do you see? And perhaps you @amnderstand this. Look!
&hameful Flight. Abandons his Wifd&Runs off with a
Notoriou 0 °

fiEasy, old gal, easy now. Dn it! Will you dry up?
| say. Stopd

It was too late! The sheriff had dashed the paper from
the womaids hand, but not until Mrs. Tucker had read a
single line, a line such as she had sometitngsed from
with weary scorn in her careless perusal of the daily
shameful chronicle of domestic infelicity. Then she had
coldly wondered if there could be any such men and women.
And now! The crowd fell back before her; even the virago
was silenced as sheoked at her face. The humosface
was as white, but not as immobile, as he gasf@lrist! if
| dond believe she knew nothiof it'0

For a moment the full force of such a supposition,
with all its poignancy, its dramatic intensity, and its pathos
possessed the crowd. In the momentary clairvoyance of
enthusiasm they caught a glimpse of the truth, and by one of
the strange reactions of human passion they only waited for
a word of appeal or explanation from her lips to throw
themselves at her fedtlad she simply told her story they
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would have believed her; had she cried, fainted, or gone into
hysterics, they would have pitied her. She did neither.
Perhaps she thought of neither, or indeed of anything that
was then before her eyes. She walked ecetit¢ door and
turned upon the thresholél mean what | sag, she said
calmly. Al dond understand you. But whatever just claims
you have upon my husband will be paid by me, or by his
lawyer, Captain Poindexter.

She had lost the sympathy but not the eespf her
hearers. They made way for her with sullen deference as she
passed out on the platform. But her adversary, profiting by
the last opportunity, burst into an ironical laugh.

fiCaptain Poindexter, is it? Well, perhapgsheafe to
pay your bill; butas for your husbargsd

fiThats another matteyinterrupted a familiar voice
with the greatest cheerfulneghatts what you were going
to say, wasd it? Ha! ha! Well, Mrs. Pattersangontinued
Poindexter, stepping from his buggyou never spoke a
truer word in your life. One moment, Mrs. Tucker. Let me
send you back in the buggy. Dibmindme | can get a fresh
horse of the sheriff.dn quite at home he@Then, turning
to one of the bystanderd, say, Patterson, step a few paces
this way, will you? A little further from your wife, please.
That will do. Youwve got a claim of five thousand dollars
against the property, hav@ryou®

AYeso
fwWell, that woman just driving away is your one
solitary chance of getting a cent of it. If your wife insiiés

again, that chance is gone. Angg@udoo

AWell?0
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fAs sure as there is a God in Israel and a Supreme
Stayb

Patterson turned. The irrepressible look of humorous
toleranceof all human frailty had suffused Poindexier
black eyes with mischievous moistuiif. you think it quite
safe to confide to your wife this prospect of her improvement
by widowhood, you may!
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Mr. Patterson did not inform his wife of the lawgger
peronal threat to himself. But he managed, after Poindexter
had left, to make her conscious that Mrs. Tucker might be a
power to be placated and feardt.oudse shot off your
mouth at heghe said argumentativelfiand whether yoive
hit the mark or not yaive had your say. Ef you thinkdst
worth a possible five thousand dollars and interest to keep
on, heave ahead. Ef you rather have the chance of getting the
rest in cash, ydil let up on hei fiYou doréd suppose&
returned Mrs. Patterson contemptuoudithat shé got
anything but what that man of her®oindexter lets her
haved fiThe sheriff say®, retorted Patterson surlilyithat
shds notified him that she claims the rancho as a gift from
her husband three years ago, andisie possession now,
andwas so when the execution was out. It @onake no
matterd he added, with gloomy philosophfiwho& got a
full hand as long asve aind got the cards to chip in. |
wouldnd @0 minded itd he continued meditativelyfief
Spence Tucker had dropped a himite afore he put ogt.
AANd | suppose said Mrs. Patterson angrilfiyoud have
put out too® fil reckong said Patterson simply.

Twice or thrice during the evening he referred, more
or less directly, to this lack of confidence shown by his late
debtor ad employer, and seemed to feel it more keenly than
the loss of property. He confided his sentiments quite openly
to the sheriff in possession, over the whiskey and euchre
with which these gentlemen avoided the difficulties of their
delicate relations. Herboded over it as he handed the keys
of the shop to the sheriff when they parted for the night, and
was still thinking of it when the house was closed, everybody
gone to bed, and he was fetching a fresh jug of water from
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the well. The moon was at times ohsed by flying clouds,

the avantcouriers of the regular evening shower. He was
stooping over the well, when he sprang suddenly to his feet
again.iwhoGs there® he demanded sharply.

AiHushb said a voice so low and faint it might have
been a whisper of &wind in the palisades of the corral. But,
indistinct as it was, it was the voice of a man he was thinking
of as far away, and it sent a thrill of alternate awe and
pleasure through his pulses.

He glanced quickly round. The moon was hidden by
a passing dud, and only the faint outlines of the house he
had just quitted were visibléls that you, Spencéhe said
tremulously.

AYespreplied the voice, and a figure dimly emerged
from the corner of the corral.

fiLay low, lay low, for Gods sake) said Pattersn,
hurriedly throwing himself upon the apparitigithe sheriff
and his posse are in theye.

fiBut | must speak to you a momergaid the figure.

AWait,0 said Patterson, glancing toward the building.
Its blank, shutterless windows revealed no inner light; a
profound silence encompassed fiCome quick) he
whispered. Letting his grasp slip down to the unresisting
hand of the stranger, he half dragged, kaifhim, brushing
against the wall, into the open door of the deserteddmam
he had just quitted, locked the inner door, poured a glass of
whiskey from a decanter, gave it to him, and then watched
him drain it at a single draught.
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The moon came out, dnfalling through the bare
windows full upon the strang@rface, revealed the artistic
but slightly disheveled curls and mustache of the fugitive,
Spencer Tucker.

Whatever may have been the real influence of this
unfortunate man upon his fellows, it seem& find
expression in a singular unanimity of criticism. Patterson
looked at him with a half dismal, half welcoming smile.
fWell, you are a h Il of a fellow, airt you®

Spencer Tucker passed his hand through his hair and
lifted it from his forehead, wit a gesture at once emotional
and theatricalfil am a man with a price on niehe said
bitterly. AGive me up to the sheriff, and y@luget five
thousand dollars. Help me, and yibget nothing. Thaks my
d dluck, and yours too, | suppose.

Al reckon youdre right ther&) said Patterson
gloomily. fiBut | thought you got clean awaywent off in a
shipd

fWent off in a boat to a shipjnterrupted Tucker
savagely;fwent off to a ship that had all my things on
board everything. The cursed boat capsized in abqust
off the Heads. The ship, dn her, sailed away, the men
thinking | was drowned, likely, and that tiidymake a good
thing off my goods, | reckoa.

fiBut the girl, Inez, who was with you, didnshe
make a row@

fQuien sab®&b returned Tucker, with aeckless

laugh.fiWell, | hung on like grim death to that bGakeel
until one of those Chinese fishermen, ic@agout,6hauled
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me in opposite Saucelito. | chartered him and hisalitgo
bring me down here.

AWhy here® asked Patterson, with a certain
ostentatious caution that ill concealed his pensive
satisfaction.

fiYou may well aslg returned Tucker, with an equal
ostentation of bitterness, as he slightly waved his companion
away.fBut | reckoned | could trust a whitean thatd been
kind to, and who wouldi go back on me. No, no, let me go!
Hand me over to the sheridf!

Patterson had suddenly grasped both the hands of the
picturesque scamp before him, with an affection that for an
instant almost shamed the man whad hruined him. But
TuckeBs egotism whispered that this affection was only a
recognition of his own superiority, and felt flattered. He was
beginning to believe that he was really the injured party.

AWhat | have and what | havadis yours, Spence,
retumed Patterson, with a sad and simple directness that
made any further discussion a gratuitous insflltonly
wanted to know what you reckoned to do here.

Al want to get over across the Coast Range to
Montereyp said TuckeriiOnce there, one of those ctiag
schooners will bring me down to Acapulco, where the ship
will put in.o

Patterson remained silent for a moméiitheres a
mustang in the corral you can takéeastways, | shdh
know that its gone until to-morrow afternoon. In an hour
from nowp he adled, looking from the windowfithese
clouds will settle down to business. It will rain; there will be
light enough for you to find your way by the regular trail
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over the mountain, but not enough for any one to know you.
If you car@ push through tmight, you can lie over at the
posadaon the summit. Them greasers that keep it @&on
know you, And if they did they wahgo back on you. And

if they did go back on you, nobody would believe thegs. It
mighty curious) he added, with gloomy philosophihut |
reckon its the reason why Providence allows this kind of
cattle to live among white men and others made in his image.
Take a piece of pie, wdnyou? he continued, abandoning
this abstract reflection and producing half a flat pumpkin pie
from the bar. Sperer Tucker grasped the pie with one hand
and his friené fingers with the other, and for a few
moments was silent from the hurried deglutition of viand and
sentiment.fiYouGe a white man, Patterson, any wakie
resumedrildl take your horse, and putdbwn in our account

at your own figure. As soon as this cursed thing is blown
over, @l be back here and see you through, you bet! Gdon
desert my friends, however rough things go withame.

Al see you do@i,0 returned Patterson, with an
unconscious and serious simplicity that had the effect of the
most exquisite ironyfil was only just saying to the sheriff
that if there was anything | could have done for you, you
wouldnd have cut away without letting me knawl ucker
glanced uneasily at Patterson, who continu@@e aind
wanting anything elsé&?Then observing that his former
friend and patron was roughly but newly clothed, and
betrayed no trace of his last escapade, he adieske
youdve got a fresh harnes

fiThat d d Chinaman bought me these at the
landing. The@e not much in style or fib, he continued,
trying to get a moonlight view of himself in the mirror
behind the baijbut that dod matter her@He filled another
glass of spirits, jauntily seéttl himself back in his chair, and
addedfil dond suppose there are any girls around, anyway.
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Al @ept your wife; she was down here this afternoon,
said Patterson meditatively.

Mr. Tucker paused with the pie in his haridh,
yesb He essayed a recklessugd, but that evident
simulation failed before Patterssnmelancholy. With an
assumption of falling in with his frielisl manner, rather than
from any personal anxiety, he continuéd/ell?0

fiThat man Poindexter was down here with her. Put
her in thehaciendato hold possession afore the news came
outo

Almpossibled said Tucker, rising hastilyilt dond
belong thati® "he hesitated.

AYer thinking the creditod get it, mebbe&)returned
Patterson, gazing at the floéiNot as long as sl@in it; no
sirl Whether i€s really hers, or slie only keeping house for
Poindexter, sh# a fixture, you bet. They are a team when
they pull together, they are!

The smile slowly faded from Tuck@rface, that now
looked quite rigid in the moonlight. He put down hiagd
and walked to the window as Patterson gloomily continued:
fiBut thafs nothing to you. Yodve got ahead ofem both,
and had your revenge by going off with the gal. Bhathat
| said all along. When folksspecially women
folks' wondered how you could d@e a woman like your
wife, and go off with a scallawag like that gal, | allers said
theya find out there was a reason. And when your wife came
flaunting down here with Poindexter before &hgquite got
quit of you, I reckon they began to see the whdtle lgame.

No, sir! | knew it wasf@ on account of the gal! Why, when
you came here taight and told me quite naal-like and
easy how she went off in the ship, and then calmly ate your
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pie and drank your whiskey after it, | knew you didrare
for her. Theréds my hand, Spence; yoe a trump, even if
you are a little looney, eh? Why, wiatip®

Shallow and selfish as Tucker was, Pattefson
words seemed like a revelation that shocked him as
profoundly as it might have shocked a nobler nature. The
simple vanity and selfishness that made him unable to
conceive any higher reason for his wa#doyalty than his
own personal popularity and success, now that he no longer
possessed thatlat, made him equally capable of the lowest
suspicions. He wasdishonored fugitive, broken in fortune
and reputation why should she not desert him? He had
been unfaithful to her from wildness, from caprice, from the
effect of those fascinating qualities; it seemed to him natural
that she should be disloyal from moreliderate motives,
and he hugged himself with that belief. Yet there was enough
doubt, enough of haunting suspicion, that he had lost or
alienated a powerful affection, to make him thoroughly
miserable. He returned his frielsdgrasp convulsively and
buried his face upon his shoulder. But he was above feeling
a certain exultation in the effect of his misery upon the dog
like, unreasoning affection of Patterson, nor could he
entirely refrain from slightly posing his affliction before that
sympathetic but mahcholy man. Suddenly he raised his
head, drew back, and thrust his hand into his bosom with a
theatrical gesture.

AWhats to keep me from killing Poindexter in his
tracks® he said wildly.

ANothind but his shooting firsh returned Patterson,
with dismalpracticality. iHeGs mighty quick, like all them
army men. s about even, | reckon, that he doget me
first,0 he added in an ominous voice.
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fiNo!0 returned Tucker, grasping his hand again.
fAiThis is not your affair, Patterson; leave him to me when |
comebacko

flf he ever gets the drop on me, | reckon he &on
wait,0continued Patterson lugubriousiiie seems to object
to my passidcriticism on your wife, as if she was a queen
or an angeb

The blood came to Spencéercheek, and he turned
uneasily to lhe window.filtés dark enough now for a start,
he said hurriedlyfiand if |1 could get across the mountain
without lying over at the summit, it would be a day gaioed.

Patterson arose without a word, filled a flask of spirit,
handed it to his friend, andetly led the way through the
slowly falling rain and the now settled darkness. The
mustang was quickly secured and saddled; a heavy poncho
afforded Tucker a disguise as well as a protection from the
rain. With a few hurried, disconnected words, and an
abstracted air, he once more shook his frisndand and
issued cautiously from the corral. When out of earshot from
the house he put spurs to the mustang, and dashed into a

gallop.

To intersect the mountain road he was obliged to
traverse part of the highwahis wife had walked that
afternoon, and to pass within a mile of ttesawhere she
was. Long before he reached that point his eyes were
straining the darkness in that direction for some indication
of the house which was to him familiar. Becoming now
acaistomed to the even obscurity, less trying to the vision
than the alternate light and shadow of cloud or the full glare
of the moonlight, he fancied he could distinguish its low
walls over the monotonous level. One of those impulses
which had so often takethe place of resolution in his
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character suddenly possessed him to diverge from his course
and approach the house. Why, he could not have explained.
It was not from any feeling of jealous suspicion or
contemplated revengethat had passed with the presené
Patterson; it was not from any vague lingering sentiment for
the woman he had wrongede would have shrunk from
meeting her at that moment. But it was full of these and more
possibilities by which he might or might not be guided, and
was at least a nvement towards some vague end, and a
distraction from certain thoughts he dared not entertain and
could not entirely dismiss. Inconceivable and inexplicable to
human reason, it might have been acceptable to the Divine
omniscience for its predestined result

He left the road at a point where the marsh
encroached upon the meadow, familiar to him already as
near the spot where he had debarked from the Chiraman
boat the day before. He remembered that the walls of the
haciendawere distinctly visible from the tules where he had
hidden all day, and he now knew that the figures he had
observed near the building, which had deterred his first
attempts at landing, must have been his wife and his friend.
He knew that a long tongue thfe slough filled by the rising
tide followed the marsh, and lay between him and the
hacienda The sinking of his hor€e hoofs in the spongy soil
determined its proximity, and he made a detour to the right
to avoid it. In doing so, a light suddenly roabove the
distant horizon ahead of him, trembled faintly, and then
burned with a steady lustre. It was a light at llaeienda
Guiding his horse half abstractedly in this direction, his
progress was presently checked by the splashing of the
animabs hoofdn the water. But the turf below was firm, and
a salt drop that had spattered to his lips told him that it was
only the encroaching of the tide in the meadow. With his
eyes on the light, he again urged his horse forward. The rain
lulled, the clouds begato break, the landscape alternately
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lightened and grew dark; the outlines of the crumbling
haciendawalls that enshrined the light grew more visible. A
strange and dreamy resemblance to the longdpiass plain
before his wifés paternal house, as seenhay during his
evening rides to courtship, pressed itself upon him. He
remembered, too, that she used to put a light in the window
to indicate her presence. Following this retrospect, the moon
came boldly out, sparkled upon the overflow of silver at his
feet, seemed to show the dark, opaque meadow beyond for a
moment, and then disappeared. It was dark now, but the
lesser earthly star still shone before him as a guide, and
pushing towards it, he passed in theeafibracing shadow.
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As Mrs. Tucker, erectyhite, and rigid, drove away
from the tienda, it seemed to her to sink again into the
monotonous plain, with all its horrible realities. Except that
there was now a new and helréaking significance to the
solitude and loneliness of the landscape,halt had passed
might have been a dream. But as the blood came back to her
cheek, and little by little her tingling consciousness returned,
it seemed as if her life had been the dream, and this last scene
the awakening reality. With eyes smarting with thasture
of shame, the scarlet blood at times dyeing her very neck and
temples, she muffled her lowered crest in her shawl and bent
over the reins. Bit by bit she recalled, in Poindexter
mysterious caution and strange allusions, the corroboration
of her usbands shame and her own disgrace. This was why
she was brought hitherthe deserted wife, the abandoned
confederate! The mocking glitter of the concave vault above
her, scoured by the incessant wind, the cold stare of the
shining pools beyond, the hardtbnes of the Coast Range,
and the jarring accompaniment of her hé&sbhoofs and
rattling buggywheels, alternately goaded and distracted her.
She found herself repeatifigyo! no! no'd with the dogged
reiteration of fever. She scarcely knew when or htw s
reached thdnacienda She was only conscious that as she
entered the patio the dusky solitude that had before filled her
with unrest now came to her like balm. A benumbing peace
seemed to fall from the crumbling walls; the peace of utter
seclusion, isation, oblivion, death! Nevertheless, an hour
later, when the jingle of spurs and bridle were again heard in
the road, she started to her feet with bent brows and a
kindling eye, and confronted Captain Poindexter in the
corridor.
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fil would not have intrudedpon you so soon again,
he said gravelyfibut | thought | might perhaps spare you a
repetition of the scene of this morning. Hear me out, please,
he added, with a gentle, half deprecating gesture, as she
lifted the beautiful scorn of her eyes to liishave just heard
that your neighbor, Don Jose Santierra, of Los Gatos, is on
his way to this house. He once claimed this land, and hated
your husband, who bought of the rival claimant, whose grant
was confirmed. | tell you thishe added, slightly flushgnas
Mrs. Tucker turned impatiently awaignly to show you that
legally he has no rights, and you need not see him unless you
choose. | could not stop his coming without perhaps doing
you more harm than good; but when he does come, my
presence under thi®of as your legal counsel will enable
you to refer him to mé.He stopped. She was pacing the
corridor with short, impatient steps, her arms dropped, and
her hands clasped rigidly before hediHave | your
permission to stayy

She suddenly stopped in heal, approached him
rapidly, and fixing her eyes on his, said:

fiDo | knowall, now everything®

He could only reply that she had not yet told him
what she had heard.

AWell,06 she said scornfullyfithat my husband has
been cruelly imposed uponmposed upon Y some
wretched woman, who has made him sacrifice his property,
his friends, his honor everything but mei

AEverything but whom&gasped Poindexter.

fiBut ME!0
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Poindexter gazed at the sky, the air, the deserted
corridor, the stones of the patio itself, and then at the
inexplicable woman before him. Then he said gravaly,
think you know everything.

fiThen if my husband has left me all he coulihis
propertyd she went on rapidly, twisting her handkerchief
between her finger$) can do with it what | like, cah 1?0

fiYou certainly card

fiThen sell it) she said, with passionate vehemence.
ASell it' all! everything! And sell theseShe darted into her
bedroom, andeturned with the diamond rings she had torn
from her fingers and ears when she entered the hidtsk.
them for anything thedl bring, only sell them at onag.

fiBut for what® asked Poindexter, with demure lips
but twinkling eyes.

fiTo pay the debts thahis this woman has led
him into; to return the money she has stabestie went on
rapidly; fito keep him from sharing infamy! Cényou
understand®

fiBut, my dear madam began Poindextefeven if
this could be dore

ADond tell medf it couldd ‘it must be done. Do you
think I could sleep under this roof, propped up by the timbers
of that ruined tienda? Do you think | could wear those
diamonds again, while that termagant slapnan can say
that her money bought them? No! If you are my hus@and
friend you will do this for® for his saked She stopped,
locked and interlocked her cold fingers before her, and said,
hesitating and mechanicallyjYyou meant well, Captain
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Poindexter, in bringing me here, | know! You must not think
that | blame you for it, ordr the miserable result of it that
you have just witnessed. But if | have gained anything by it,
for Godis sake let me reap it quickly, that | may give it to
these people and go! | have a friend who can aid me to get
to my husband or to my home in Kentuckyhere Spencer

will yet find me, | know. | want nothing moi@eShe stopped
again. With another woman the pause would have been one
of tears. But she kept her head above the flood that filled her
heart, and the clear eyes fixed upon Poindexter, albeit
paired, were undimmed.

fiBut this would require timé,said Poindexter, with
a smile of compassionate explanatidmou could not sell
now, nobody would buy. You are safe to hold this property
while you are in actual possession, but you are not strong
enough toguarantee it to another. There may still be
litigation; your husband has other creditors than these people
you have talked with. But while nobody could oust yahe
wife who would have the sympathies of judge and ‘juity
might be a different case with angie who derived title from
you. Any purchaser would know that you could not sell, or
if you did, it would be at a ridiculous sacrifice.

She listened to him abstractedly, walked to the end
of the corridor, returned, and without looking up, said:

fil suppog you know her@
Al beg your pardort?
AiThis woman. You have seen her?

fiNever, to my knowledge.
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AANd you are his friend! Thé strange She raised
her eyes to higiwWell,0 she continued impatientlywho is
she? and what is she? You know that sudely.

fil know no more of her than what | have saishid
PoindexteriShe is a notorious woman.

The swift color came to Mrs. Tucl@rface as if the
epithet had been applied to hersélfsuppose) she said in
a dry voice, as if she were asking a business question, but
with an eye that showed her rising arigéf suppose there
is some law by which creatures of this kind can be followed
and brought to justice some law that would keep innocent
people fom suffering for their crimes?

Al am afraidp said Poindexterfithat arresting her
would hardly help these people over in the tieada.

Al am not speaking of theoresponded Mrs. Tucker,
with a sudden sublime contempt for the people whose cause
she had spousedfil am talking of my husband.

Poindexter bit his lip.AYoud hardly think of
bringing back the strongest witness against dihg said
bluntly.

Mrs. Tucker dropped her eyes and was silent. A

sudden shame suffused Poindetgartheek; he felt as ke

had struck that woman a blo¥il.beg your pardo,he said
hastily; fil am talking like a lawyer to a lawyérHe would
have taken any other woman by the hand in the honest
fullness of his apology, but something restrained him here.
He only looked down ently on her lowered lashes, and
repeated his question if he should remain during the coming
interview with Don Josefil must beg you to determine
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quickly,6 he addedfifor | already hear him entering the
gateo

fiStayp said Mrs. Tucker, as the ringing qfiss and
clatter of hoofs came from the corr@One momené She
looked up suddenly, and said-iow long had he known
her®d But before he could reply there was a step in the
doorway, and the figure of Don Jose Santierra emerged from
the archway.

He was anan slightly past middle age, fair, and well
shaven, wearing a black broadcloth serape, the deeply
embroidered opening of which formed a collar of silver rays
around his neck, while a row of silver buttons down the side
seams of his ridingrousers, and lsier spurs completed his
singular equipment. Mrs. Tucl@r swift feminine glance
took in these details, as well as the deep salutation, more
formal than the exuberant frontier politeness she was
accustomed to, with which he greeted her. It was enough to
arrest her first impulse to retreat. She hesitated and stopped
as Poindexter stepped forward, partly interposing between
them, acknowledging Don Jasedistant recognition of
himself with an ironical accession of his usual humorous
tolerance. The Spaniard ddinot seem to notice it, but
remained gravely silent before Mrs. Tucker, gazing at her
with an expression of intent and unconscious absorption.

fiYou are quite right, Don Josesaid Poindexter,
with ironical concernfit is Mrs. Tucker. Your eyes do not
deceive you. She will be glad to do the honors of her house,
he continued, with a simulation of appealing to fiegnless
you visit her on business, when | need notlsshall be only
too happy to attend you, as before.

Don Jose, with a slight lifting ofthe eyebrows,
allowed himself to become conscious of the lawger

354



meaning.filt is not of business that | come to kiss the
Senorés hand tedayp he replied, with a melancholy
softness;fit is as her neighbor, to put myself at her
disposition. Ah! what haveave here fit for a lady® he
continued, raising his eyes in deprecation of the
surroundingsfia house of nothing, a place of winds and dry
bones, without refreshments, or satisfaction, or delicacy. The
Senora will not refuse to make us proud this day naol $eer

of that which we have in our poor home at Los Gatos, to
make her more complete. Of what shall it be? Let her make
choice. Or if she would commemorate this day by accepting
of our hospitality at Los Gatos, until she shall arrange herself
the more taeceive us here, we shall have too much honor.

fiThe Senora would only find it the more difficult to
return to this humble roof again, after once leaving it for Don
Josés hospitalityp said Poindexter, with a demure glance at
Mrs. Tucker. But the innuendo seemed to lapse equally
unheeded by his fair client and the stranger. Raising her eyes
with a certain timid dignity which Don Ja&e presence
seemed to have called out, she addresseskli to him.

AYou are very kind and considerate, Mister Santierra,
and | thank you. | know that my husb@ndshe let the clear
beauty of her translucent eyes rest full on both'mwould
thank you too. But | shall not be here long enough to accept
your kindness in this house nor in your own. | have but one
desire and object now. It is to dispose of this property, and
indeed all | possess, to pay the debt of my husband. It is in
your power, perhaps, to help me. | am told that you wish to
possess Los Cuervoshe went on, equally oblivious of the
consciousness that appeared in Don @&odace, and a
humorous perplexity on the brow of Poindexfiyou can
arrange it with Mr. Poindexter, you will find me a liberal
vendor. That much you can do, and | know yall believe
| shall be grateful. You can do no more, unless it be to say to
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your friends that Mrs. Belle Tucker remains here only for
that purpose, and to carry out what she knows to be the
wishes of her husbar@iShe paused, bent her pretty crest,
dropped a quaint curtsey to the superior age, the silver braid,
and the gentlemanly bearing of Don Jose, and with the
passing sunshine of a smile disappeared from the corridor.

The two men remained silent for a moment, Don Jose
gazing abstractedly on the dothrough which she had
vanished, until Poindexter, with a return of his tolerant smile,
said,iYou have heard the views of Mrs. Tucker. You know
the situation as well as she daes.

fAh, yes; possibly bettey.

Poindexter darted a quick glance at the graakow
face of Don Jose, but detecting no unusual significance in
his manner, continue@As you see, she leaves this matter in
my hands. Let us talk like business men. Have you any idea
of purchasing this property?

AOf purchasing? ah, rmo.

Poindexter benhis brows, but quickly relaxed them
with a smile of humorous forgivene$tf.you have any other
idea, Don Jose, | ought to warn you, as Mrs. Tuisker
lawyer, that she is in legal possession here, and that nothing
but her own act can change that position.

AAh, so0
Irritated at the shrug which accompanied this,

Poindexter continued haughtilif | am to understand, you
have nothing to say '
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fiTo say, ah, yes, possibly. But he glanced toward
the door of Mrs. Tuckés room finot hered He stopped,
appeared to recall himself, and with an apologetic smile and
a studied but graceful gesture of invitation, he motioned to
the gateway, and sai@ill you ride?®

fiWhat can the fellow be up t0?muttered
Poindexter, as with an assenting nod preceeded to
remount his horséif he wastit an oldhidalgo, 1&d mistrust
him. No matter! here goas!

The Don also remounted his halfoken mustang;
they proceeded in solemn silence through the corral, and side
by side emerged on the open plain. Poinelexglanced
round; no other being was in sight. It was not until the lonely
haciendahad also sunk behind them that Don Jose broke the
silence.

AiYou say just now we shall speak as business men. |
say no, Don Marco; | will not. | shall speak, we shall speak,
as gentlemen.

fiGo ong said Poindexter, who was beginning to be
amused.

Al say just now | will not purchase the rancho from
the Senora. And why? Look you, Don Maiebg reined in
his horse, thrust his hand under his serape, and drew out a
folded documen fithis is whyo

With a smile, Poindexter took the paper from his
hand and opened it. But the smile faded from his lips as he
read. With blazing eyes he spurred his horse beside the
Spaniard, almost unseating him, and said steriyhat
does this meany?
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fWhat does it mea?repeated Don Jose, with
equally flashing eyesidl tell you. It means that your client,
this man Spencer Tucker, is a Judas, a traitor! It means that
he gave Los Cuervos to his mistress a year ago, and that she
sold it to me to me, yu hear! me Jose Santierra, the day
before she left! It means that the coyote of a Spencer, the
thief, who bought these lands of a thief and gave them to a
thief, has tricked you all. Loo&he said, rising in his saddle,
holding the paper like a batomddefining with a sweep of
his arm the whole level plairall these lands were once
mine, they are mine again-tiay. Do | want to purchase Los
Cuervos? you ask, for you will speak of the business. Well,
listen. | have purchased Los Cuervos, and hetteeisleed

fiBut it has never been recordédaid Poindexter,
with a carelessness he was far from feeling.

AOf a verity, no. Do you wish that | should record
it?0 asked Don Jose, with a return of his simple gravity.

Poindexter bit his lipiiYou said we wee to talk like
gentlemerg he returnedfiDo you think you have come into
possession of this alleged deed like a gentleman?

Don Jose shrugged his shouldéisfound it tossed
in the lap of a harlot. | bought it for a song. Eh, what would
youd

fiWould you sell it again for a song? asked
Poindexter.

AAh! what is this® said Don Jose, lifting his iren

gray brows;fbut a moment ago we would sell everything,
for any money. Now we would buy. Is it $p?
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fiOne moment, Don Josesaid Poindexter, with a
baleful light in his dark eyediDo | understand that you are
the ally of Spencer Tucker and his mistress, that you intend
to turn this doubly betrayed wife from the only roof she has
to cover her@

fAh, | comprehend not. You heard her say she
wished to go. Perhapsmay pleaseneto distribute largess
to these cattle yonder, |1 do not say no. More she does not
ask. Butyou, Don Marco, of whom are you advocate? You
abandon your clie mistress for the wife, is it s0?

fiWhat | may do you will learn hereaftersaid
Poindexter, who had regained his composure, suddenly
reining up his horsdiAs our paths seem likely to diverge,
they had better begin now. Good morning.

fiPatience, my friend, patience! Ah, blessgdint
Anthony, what these Americans are! Listen. For wjaat
shall do, | do not inquire. The question is to me whathe
emphasized the pronoun by tapping himself on the
breast fil, Jose Santierra, will do. Well, | shall tell you.-To
day, nothing. Temorrow, nothing. For a week, for a month,
nothing! After, we ball seed

Poindexter paused thoughtful§will you give your
word, Don Jose, that you will not press the claim for a
month?d

fATruly, on one condition. Observe! | do not ask you
for an equal promise, that you will not take this time to
defend yoursel He shrugged his shouldéiNo! It is only
this. You shall promise that during that time the Senora
Tucker shall remain ignorant of this document.
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Poindexter hesitated a momefitpromiseg he said
at last.

fGood. Adios, Don Marco.
fnAdios, Don Jos@

The Spaniard put spurs to his mustang and galloped
off in the direction of Los Gatos. The lawyer remained for a
moment gazing on his retreating but victorious figure. For
the first time the old look of humorous toleration with which
Mr. Poindexter was inhe habit of regarding all human
infirmity gave way to something like bitternegs. might
have guessed dthe said, with a slight rise of colditHed an
old fool; and she well, perhaps @ all the better for heb!
He glanced backwards almost tenderlythe direction of
Los Cuervos, and then turned his head towards the
embarcadero

As the afternoon wore on, a creaking, antiquated
oxcart arrived at Los Cuervos, bearing several articles of
furniture, and some tasteful ornaments from Los Gatos, at
the sametime that a young Mexican girl mysteriously
appeared in the kitchen, as a temporary assistant to the
decrepit Concha. These were both clearly attributable to Don
Jose, whose visit was not so remote but that these delicate
attentions might have been alregoipjected before Mrs.
Tucker had declined them, and she could not, without
marked discourtesy, return them now. She did not wish to
seem discourteous; she would like to have been more civil
to this old gentleman, who still retained the evidences of a
picturesque and decorous past, and a repose so different from
the life that was perplexing her. Reflecting that if he bought
the estate these things would be ready to his hand, and with
a womaids instinct recognizing their value in setting off the
house to otbr purchasefseyes, she took a pleasure in
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tastefully arranging them, and even found herself
speculating how she might have enjoyed them herself had
she been able to keep possession of the property. After all, it
would not have been so lonely if refinedhda gentle
neighbors, like this old man, would have sympathized with
her; she had an instinctive feeling that, in their own hopeless
decay and hereditary unfitness for this new civilization, they
would have been more tolerant of her husl@afailure than

his own kind. She could not believe that Don Jose really
hated her husband for buying of the successful claimant, as
there was no other legal title. Allowing herself to become
interested in the guileless gossip of the new handmaiden,
proud of her broken Etigh, she was drawn into a sympathy
with the grave simplicity of Don Jo&echaracter, a relic of
that true nobility which placed this descendant of the
Castilians and the daughter of a free people on the same
level.

In this way the second day bér occupancy of Los
Cuervos closed, with dumb clouds along the gray horizon,
and the paroxysms of hysterical wind growing fainter and
fainter outside the walls; with the moon rising after nightfall,
and losing itself in silent and mysterious confidenaith
drifting scud. She went to bed early, but woke past midnight,
hearing, as she thought, her own name called. The
impression was so strong upon her that she rose, and, hastily
enwrapping herself, went to the dark embrasures of the oven
shaped windows,ral looked out. The dwarfed oak beside
the window was still dropping from a past shower, but the
level waste of marsh and meadow beyond seemed to
advance and recede with the coming and going of the moon.
Again she heard her name called, and this time iardasso
strangely familiar that with a slight cry she ran into the
corridor, crossed the patio, and reached the open gate. The
darkness that had, even in this brief interval, again fallen
upon the prospect she tried in vain to pierce with eye and
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voice. Ablank silence followed. Then the veil was suddenly
withdrawn; the vast plain, stretching from the mountain to
the sea, shone as clearly as in the light of day; the moving
current of the channel glittered like black pearls, the stagnant
pools like molten lad; but not a sign of life nor motion broke
the monotony of the broad expanse. She must have surely
dreamed it. A chill wind drove her back to the house again;
she entered her bedroom, and in half an hour she was in a
peaceful sleep.
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The two men keptheir secret. Mr. Poindexter
convinced Mrs. Tucker that the sale of Los Cuervos could
not be effected until the notoriety of her husharftight had
been fairly forgotten, and she was forced to accept her fate.
The sale of her diamonds, which seemed to thelhave
realized a singularly extravagant sum, enabled her to quietly
reinstate the Pattersons in the tienda and to discharge in full
her husband liabilities to the rancheros and his humbler
retainers.

Meanwhile the winter rains had ceased. It seemed to
her as if the clouds had suddenly one night struck their white
tents and stolen away, leaving the unvanquished sun to
mount the vacant sky the next morning alone, and possess it
thenceforward unchallenged. One afternoon she thought the
long sad waste befe her window had caught some tint of
grayer color from the sunset; a week later she found it a
blazing landscape of poppies, broken here and there by blue
lagoons of lupine, by pools of daisies, by banks of dsgs,
by broad outlying shores of dandelsthat scattered their
lavish gold to the foot of the hills, where the green billows
of wild oats carried it on and upwards to the darker crests of
pines. For two months she was dazzled and bewildered with
color. She had never before been face to face thith
spendthrift Californian Flora, in her virgin wastefulness, her
more than goddedike prodigality. The teeming earth
seemed to quicken and throb beneath her feet; the few
circuits of a plow around the outlying corral was enough to
call out a jungle wth of giant grain that almost hid the low
walls of thehacienda In this glorious fecundity of the earth,
in this joyous renewal of life and color, in this opulent youth
and freshness of soil and sky, it alone remained, the dead and
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sterile Past, leftn the midst of buoyant rejuvenescence and
resurrection, like an empty churchyard skull upturned on the
springing turf. Its bronzed adobe walls mocked the green
vine that embraced them, the crumbling dust of its courtyard
remained ungerminating and unfruitf to the thousand,;
stirring voices without, its dry lips alone remained mute,
unresponsive, and unchanged.

During this time Don Jose had become a frequent
visitor at Los Cuervos, bringing with him at first his niece
and sister in a stately precision @fipeness that was not lost
on the proud Blue Grass stranger. She returned their visit at
Los Gatos, and there made the formal acquaintance of Don
Josés grandmother, a lady who still regarded the decrepit
Concha as a giddymuchachaand who herself glitted as
with the phosphorescence of refined decay. Through this
circumstance she learned that Don Jose was not yet fifty, and
that his gravity of manner and sedateness was more the result
of fastidious isolation and temperament than years. She
could not tdl why the information gave her a feeling of
annoyance, but it caused her to regret the absence of
Poindexter, and to wonder, also somewhat nervously, why
he had lately avoided her presence. The thought that he
might be doing so from a recollection of tmmuendoes of
Mrs. Patterson caused a little tremor of indignation in her
pulsesiAs ifo "but she did not finish the sentence even to
herself, and her eyes filled with bitter tears.

Yet she had thought of the husband who had so
cruelly wronged her leskeverishly, less impatiently than
before. For she thought she loved him now the more deeply,
because, although she was not reconciled to his absence, it
seemed to keep alive the memory of what he had been before
his one wild act separated them. She hackeneeen the
reflection of another wom@s eyes in his; the past contained
no haunting recollection of waning or alienated affection;
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she could meet him again, and, clasping her arms around
him, awaken as if from a troubled dream without reproach
or explan#ion. Her strong belief in this made her patient; she
no longer sought to know the particulars of his flight, and
never dreamed that her passive submission to his absence
was partly due to a fear that something in his actual presence
at that moment wouldave destroyed that belief forever.

For this reason the delicate reticence of the people at
Los Gatos, and their seclusion from the world which knew
of her husban@ fault, had made her encourage the visits of
Don Jose, until from the instinct already akddto she one
day summoned Poindexter to Los Cuervos, on the day that
Don Jose usually called. But to her surprise the two men met
more or less awkwardly and coldly, and her tact as hostess
was tried to the utmost to keep their evident antagonism from
being too apparent. The effort to reconcile their mutual
discontent, and some other feeling she did not quite
understand, produced a nervous excitement which called the
blood to her cheek and gave a dangerous brilliancy to her
eyes, two circumstances not unnetl nor unappreciated by
her two guests. But instead of reuniting them, the prettier
Mrs. Tucker became, the more distant and reserved grew the
men, until Don Jose rose before his usual hour, and with
more than usual ceremoniousness departed.

fiThen my bumess does not seem to be wiitim! 6
said Poindexter, with quiet coolness, as Mrs. Tucker turned
her somewhat mystified face towards hii@r have you
anything to say to me about him in privaie?

Al am sure | do@ know what you both meamshe
returned wih a slight tremor of voiceil had no idea you
were not on good terms. | thought you werds Ivery
awkwardo Without coquetry and unconsciously she raised
her blue eyes under her lids until the clear pupils coyly and
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softly hid themselves in the cornerfsthe brown lashes, and
addedfiYou have both been so kind to me.

fiPerhaps that is the reasbnsaid Poindexter,
gravely. But Mrs. Tucker refused to accept the suggestion
with equal gravity, and began to laugh. The laugh, which
was at first frank, spoaheous, and almost chilitke, was
becoming hysterical and nervous as she went on, until it was
suddenly checked by Poindexter.

Al have had no difficulties with Don Jose Santidrra,
he said, somewhat coldly ignoring her hilaritigut perhaps
he is not intined to be as polite to the friend of the husband
as he is to the wifé.

fiMr. Poindexterd said Mrs. Tucker quickly, her face
becoming pale again.

Al beg your pardord said Poindexter, flushing;
fbutd

AYou want to say she interrupted coollyijthat you
are not friends, | see. Is that the reason why you have avoided
this house@she continued gently.

Al thought | could be of more service to you
elsewher® he replied evasivelyfil have been lately
following up a certain clue rather closely. | think | amtbe
track of a confidante of of' that womarp

A quick shadow passed over Mrs. Tudkeface.
filndeedb she said coldlyfiThen | am to believe that you
prefer to spend your leisure moments in looking after that
creature to calling here?
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Poindexter wastupefied. Was this the woman who
only four months ago was almost vindictively eager to
pursue her husbadsl paramour! There could be but one
answer to it Don Jose! Four months ago he would have
smiled compassionately at it from his cynical preeminence.
Now he managed with difficulty to stifle the bitterness of his

reply.

Ailf you do not wish the inquiry carried arhe began,
fiof course

Al? What does it matter to m&8he said coollyiiDo
as you please.

Nevertheless, half an hour later, as he was leaving,
she said, with a certain hesitating timiditi2o not leave me
so much alone here, and let that womam go.

This was not the only unlookddr sequel to her
innocent desire to propitiate her best frierden Jose did
not call again upon his usual day, but in his place came Dona
Clara, his younger sister. When Mrs. Tucker had politely
asked after the absent Don Jose, Dona Clara wound her
swarthy arms around the fair Ameriéamwaist and replied,
fiBut why dd you send for thabogaddPoindexter when my
brother called®

fiBut Captain Poindexter calls as one of my frieads,
said the amazed Mrs. Tuckéie is a gentleman, and has
been a soldier and an officgshe added with some warmth.

fAh, yes, a soldier dhe law, what you call aoficial

de policia a chief of gendarmes my sister, but not a
gentleman acamareroto protect a lady.
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Mrs. Tucker would have uttered a hasty reply, but the
perfect and goodiatured simplicity of Dona Clara withheld
her. Nevertkless, she treated Don Jose with a certain reserve
at their next meeting, until it brought the simphénded
Castilian so dangerously near the point of demanding an
explanation which implied too much that she was obliged to
restore him temporarily to hiddbfooting. Meantime she had
a brilliant idea. She would write to Calhoun Weaver, whom
she had avoided since that memorable day. She would say
she wished to consult him. He would come to Los Cuervos;
he might suggest something to lighten this weary waitihg
least she would show them all that she had still old friends.
Yet she did not dream of returning to her Blue Grass home;
her parents had died since she left; she shrank from the
thought of dragging her ruined life before the hopeful youth
of her girlhbod® companions.

Mr.  Calhoun  Weaver arrived promptly,
ostentatiously, oracularly, and cordially, but a little coarsely.
He had did she remember?expected this from the first.
Spercer had lost his head through vanity, and had attempted
too much. It requirg@ foresight and firmness, as he
himself who had lately made successfilombinationé
which she might perhaps have heard wfell knew. But
Spencer had got thébig headd AAs to that woman a
devilish handsome woman toowell, everybody knew that
Spenceralways had a weakness that way, and he would
say butif she didd@ care to hear any more about havell,
perhaps she was right. That was the best way to take it.
Sitting before her, prosperous, weak, egotistical,
incompetent, unavailable, and yet filleditw a vague
kindliness of intent, Mrs. Tucker loathed him. A sickening
perception of her own weakness in sending for him, a new
and aching sense of her utter isolation and helplessness,
seemed to paralyze her.
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