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.you can't uncerstand me

A BLUE GRASS PENELOPE,

YB BRET HAETE.

“Well, I den't know anyone who bas a
“better right to know than Spence Tacker’s
wife,” said another with a coarse laugh. The
laugh was echoed by the others. Mrs.
Tucker saw the pit innto which she had de-
liberately walked, but did not flinch.

¢-Is there any one to serve here 1"’ she ask?
ed, turning her clear eyes full upon the by-
standers. :

¢You'd better ask the sheriff. He was the
last cne to sarve here. He sarved sn attach-
ment,” replied the inevitable humo ‘ist of a'l |
Californian assemblages.

ages
¢Ja he here?” asked Mrs. Tucker, ditre- | g

garding the renewed laughter which fcl'owed
this subtle witticiam.

Tie loungers at the door mads way for one
ofjtheir party. who was half ed, half

shed into the shop. ‘‘Here he is,” sail

If a dozn eager voices, in the fcnd belief
that hir presence might impart additional
humor to the situation. He cast a deprecat-
ing glance at Mrs, Tacker and said: “It's
30, madam | This yer plac: tsattached ; but
if there’s enything you’re wanting, why, I
reckon, boys”—he *urned half appealingly to |
the crowd—” we could oblige a lady.”

There was a vague sound of angry opposi- | p

iton and remcnstrance from the back door o
‘the shop, but the majcrity, partly overcome I
by Mrs. Tucker’s beauty, asented. *‘Ooly.’
continu:d the cfllcer explanatorily, ‘‘ez theas
yer gcods are in the hands of the creditors,
they ooght to be rep:eiented by an equival- |
ent in money.  If you’re expecting they
should be charged——"

“But I wish to pay for them,” interrupted |
Mrs. Tacker with a slight flush of indigna
tion. ‘I bave the money.”

“0On, I bet you have |” screamed a voice,
as, overturriog all opposition, the malcon-
tent at the back door, 1n the shape of an in-
furiated won.an, for:ed her way int» the
shep “I'll bet you have the money. L-ok
at her, boys L ok at the wife of a thief
with the s‘olen money in diamonds in her
e:ra and rings on her fingers. Ske's got
money if we've got none. - Ske can pay for
what she fancies, if we haven’t a cent to re-
deem the beds that's stcle from under u-s,
Oh, yes, buy it all, Mrs. Spencer Tucker !
buy the whole shop, Mrs, Spencer Tucker !
do you hear? Aud if you ain’s satisfied then
buy my clothes, my wedding ring, the only
things vour husband hasn’t sto'en.”

] don’t understand you,” said Mrs.
Tuacker coldly, turning towards the door.
But with a flying leap across the counter her

‘relentlets adversary stood between her and
retreat. . :

‘““You don't understand! Perhaps you
don’t understand that your husband not only
gtole the ka~a labor of there men, but even
tke lit'le mox ey they brought here and trust-
ed to his thieving bands, Perhapsyou don't
know that he stole my kusband’s hard earn-
inzs, mortgaged these very goods ycu want
to bav, aru he is to day a convicted thief, a
forger, and a1unaway coward. - Perhaps, if
you ¢ read the
nowspaper. Look!” Ske exultingly opened |
the psp:r the Sheriff bad besn reiding aloud
amd pointed to the di-p'ayed bead lines,
“Look ! thereare the very words. ‘Forgery,
Swincle, Embezzlmen’ " Do you see? And
p riaje yon can't understand this. Lok!
‘Shameful flight., Abandons his wife, Runs

off with a Nout« rious——"" |
D—nit! Will

‘‘E ey oid gal, easy now.
you dry up? I say. Siop!”

It was too late ! The Sheriff had dashed
the paper from the wcman’s hand, but not
until Mrs. Tucker had read a single line,- a
line such as she had scmetimes turned from
wit weary scorn in her carelz2ss persual of
the daily sham=ful chonicle ot domestic in-
felicity. Then she bad woncered if there
could be any such men and women : and now!
Tre crowd fell kack before her ;- even the
viragy was silenced as she looked at her
face. The humorist’s face was as white, but
not as immobile, s he gasped. * Christ 1—if
‘I don’t b:=lieve she knew nothin’ of it 1’ -

For a moment the full forze of such & sup-
position, with all its poignancy, iis dramatic
inteusity,«nd its patbos, possessed the crowd.
In the momentary clairvoyance of enthusiasm
they ciught a glimpse ot the truth, and by
one of the strange reactions of humwan pas-
sicn they only waited for a word of appeal
or c¢xplauation from her lips to throw them- |
selves at her feet. Had shasimply told her
story thev would have believed her; had
she cried, fainted, or gone. into hysterics,
they would ! ave pitied her: Sasedid neither.
Peroaps she thought of neitter —or indeed
of anything that was then before ber eyes.
She walked erect to the door and turned on
the threshold. “] mean what I say,” she
gaid c:lmly.” I don’t understand you. Bat
whatever jist c'aim you have npoun my hus-
band will be p«d by me—or by his lawyer,
Cirtain Poincerxter.”

S 1e had lost the sympatty but not the re.
spect of her hearers. - They made wa¥§ for
her with sulicn deference as she passed out on
the platfcrm., Bat her adversary, profiting
by t1e last opportunity, burst into an iron-
ical 1augh. i

.* Capt. Poindexter, ia it? Well, perhaps
he's safe to pay your bill—but as for your
husband’s *"

| luck. and yours too, I sup

*‘Thai’s another mitter,” interrupted a fa-
m liar voize with the greatest cheerrulness— I
‘‘that’s what you were going to say, wasn't
it? Ha!bha! Well, M:s, Patterson,” con-
tinueo Poindexter, stepping frcm his buggy,
‘‘you naver spoke a truer word in your life.
Oage moment, Mrs. Tacker, Lst me send
your kack in the buggy. Don’t mind me.
I can get a fresh horse cf the sheriff. I'm
quite at home here. I say, Patterscn. step a
tow paces this way, will you? A little fur-
ther from your wife, please., That'll do.
You ve got a claim of $5,000 sgainst the pro-
perty, haven’t you ?”

'"YEI-" =

‘““Well, that woman jcst driving away is
your one solitary chance of getting a cent
of it. If your wife insults her again—that
chance is gone, And if you do—"

“Well 2”

‘*‘As sure as there is a God in Israel and a
Supreme Court cf the state of California,I'll
kill you in your tracks! * * * Sty |”

Patterson turned. The ir ible look
of humoruous tolerance of all human frailty
had suffased Poineexter’s black eyes with
mischievous moisture, *If you think it
quite safe to confide to your wife in this
prospect of her improvement by widowhood
—y>u may!” .

‘ CHAPTER IlI
Mr, Patterson did not inform his wife of
the lawyer’s personal threat to himself.
But he managea, after Poindexter had left,

might be a power to te placated and
said, argum

tuously, *‘that she’s anything
that man o° hers—Poindexter—le¥s her |

have?” *“The Shenff says,” retcrted Pat- |

terson surl ly, ** that she’s notified him that
she claims gm rancho a8 a gift ffﬂp her
husband three years a she’s in pos-
gession now. and was so when the execution
was ont. It don’t make mo wmatter,” he
added, with gloomy phil‘.ru-nph;_y,F ¢¢ whose
ot a full hand as long as we ain’t got the
cards to chip in. I wouldn't hev minied
it.” he c'mtinued meditatively, ‘‘ef Spencer
Tacker had droppzd a hint o m> afora he |

ut cut. * And I suppose,” said Mrs

atterson angrily, ¢‘you'd have put out
too?" *I reckon,” ra’d Mrs. Pa'terzon
asimply. - i 2

Twice or thrice during the evening he rz-
ferrad, more or less directly, to this lack of |
copfidence shown by his late debtor and em-
ployer, and seemed to feel it more keenly
tban the loss of property. He confided his
sentiments quite openly to the Saeriff in
ossession, over the whiskey and euchre
with which these gentlemen avoided the
difficulties of their delicate relations. He:
brooded over it as he handed the keys of |
the sho the Sheriff when they parted for
the night,/and was still thinking of it when
the house was clozed, everybody gore to
bed, and be wasfetching a fresh jug of
water fcom the well. Tae moon was at
times obs¢ured by flying clouds—the avant
couriers of the regular eveninz shower. He
was stooping over the well, when he sprany
suddenly to his feet again. Who's there?
he demanded sharply. end

* «'Hush 1” said a voice, 8o low and faint it
might have been a whisper of the wind in
the palisades of the corral. Baut,  indistinct
as it wa=, it was the vo'cs of the mam he
was thinking of as far away. and 1t senta.
thrill of slsernate awe and pleasurs thrcngh
hia pulses.

He glanced quickly arcund. The moon
was hidden by a passing cloud, and only the
fa'nt outlines ot the’nouse -he bad just
quit'ed were wvisible ¢‘Is that you,
Sperce?” he said, tremulously,

““Yes,” replied the voice and a figure
dimly emerged from the corner of the corral.

¢ Lay low, Jay low—for God’s sake,” said
Patterson, hurriedlv throwing himseli upon
tke apparition, ‘Tae Sheriff and his posse
age in there.” .

¢ Bat I must speak to you a moment,” said
the figure.

*“Wait,” raid Patterson, glaccing toward
the building. Its blank shutterlers windows
revealed no inner Jight—a profound silence
enconpissed it. “Come quick,” he whisper-
ed. Letting his grasp slip down to tke un-
resisting hand of the stranger, he half
dragged, half led him, brashiog against the
wall, into the open door of the deserted
barroom he had just quitted, locked the
inner door, poured a glass of whiskey from
a decanter, gave it to him, and then watch-
ed him drain it at a single draught. The
mo-n came out, and, falling through the
bare windows full upon the stranger’s face,.
revealed the arlist’c but slightly dishevell-
ed curls and mousticha of the fugitive,
Spencer Tucker,

Whatever may have been the real in-
fluence of this unfortunate man umpon his
fellows, it seemed to find expression in a
singular unanimity of criticism. Patterson
looked at him with a balf-dismal, half wel-
comesmile. ‘“Well, you area h—ll of a
fellow, ain’t you ?”

Sparcer Tucker passed his hand through
his nair and lifted it from h’s forehead, with
a gesture at once emotional and theatrical

‘] am a man with a price cn me |" hesaid
bitterly. “Give ms up to the Sheriff, and
you'll get five thoueand dollars. Help me, |
and you’ll get nothing., That's my d—d

pose.”

*'I reckon you'r] right there,” said Patter
son gloomily, *“‘But I thought you got
clean away. Went off on a ship -

“Went off ia a bcat to a ship,” interrupt-
ed Tucker savagely; ‘‘went off to a =hip,

that had all my things on board—ever~ taing. |- liberate motives, and he hugged ' himself | ness, Though

The cursed koat capsized in a squall just off
the heads. The ship, d—n her, sailed away;
the men thinking I was drowned, likely, and
that they’d make a good tking of my goods
—1 reckon.”

“‘But the girl, Inez, who was with you,
didn’t she makea row ?"

**Quien sabe,” returned Tacker, with a
reckless laugh. *‘Well, I hung oa like grim
death to that boat's keel until one of these
Chinese fishermen, in a ‘dug out,’ hauled me
in opposite Sancelito I chartered him and
his dug out to bring me down here,”

““Why here ?” asked Patterson with a cer-
tain ostentatious cautioa that ill concealed
pensive satisiaction.

‘““You may well ask,” re‘urned Tucker,
with eqnal ostentation of bitterness, as he
8'' ghtly waved his companion away. ‘“‘ButI
recgoned that I counld trust a white man that
I'd been kind to, and wouldn't go back on
me, No, no, let me go! Hand me over to
the Sheriff 1”

PP :fﬂll"l'l ltlﬂ&ﬂ:_ your mouth at hﬂ'ﬂh f

iII m B :
with an nn{-:nlniuun and serious simplicity
that had the effect of the most exq e
jrony. ‘I was only just saying to be
Sheriff that if there was anything I cou -
hnve done for yoa, yoa wouldn t"hlva e;u
away without letting me know. 'I'l:tT er
glanced uneasily at Patterzon, who cont nu-

ed. Yo ain’t mtins anyth‘ulg ﬂilﬂ_!‘!

e, hﬁ

ayed no trace of his last esca
Est&red{ s« T see you've got a fresh harness.
¢ That d—d Chinaman bought mse
the-e at the landing ; they’'re not much in
style or fit,” he coatinued, trying to get a
moonlight view of himself in the mirror
behind the bar, *‘ but that don't matter
here ” Hel filled another glaws of spirnts,
jauntily settled himself back In his chair,
and added. ‘¢I don’t suppose there are any
irls aronnd anyway.” _
gu;l ¢ Cept ynu: w_i{a ; she was down here
this afterroon,” aid Pattersop meditative-
YM:. Tacker piused with the pie 1n his
"haud. *‘Ah, yes I He essayed a reckless
lacgh, bat that evident simulation failed
‘bafore Patterson’s melancholy.

With au | the”

va gl ha m.nucptﬁhlﬂtﬂ
reason, it might (878 e predestmed g

result, \ _ | ; e
¢ the road ata point where
m:gi Munmuhod upn the meadow,

tamiliar to- him already as near the spo:

e ? - " whﬁ]l ang ﬂﬂ
where he had debarked from the Cainsmaa’s | & mountain near Lewiston wigp o

boat the day before. He remembered that

the wa'ls ot the

day, and be now knew that the I
:ttl: hn&y observed near the building, which
had deterred his first attempts at landing,
must have been his wife and his friend. Has
knew that a long tongue of the slough filled
by the rising tide fo lowed the !ﬂ.l-l'lh,
lay between him and the -hacienda.
sin ]
mimtermined its proximity, ani he made
a detour to the right to avoid it. In doing
80 a light suddenly rose abeve the distant
horizon ahead of him, trembling faintly, and
then burned with a steady lustra, It wasa
light at the hkacienda. Guiding his horse
half abstractedly in this direction, hm1pr )
gress was prezently checked by the splash-
ing of the animal’s hoofs in the water. Bat
turf was firm, and a salt drop that had

- - - - - - - ‘t. wn!
i ¢ falling in with his friend’s | spattered to his lips told him that i
mag??:atgerh:hzg from any per-onal | only the encrosching of toe tide mm the

anxiety, he coatinned.
“ Well ?"

“ That man Poindexter was down hers | lulled, the clouds began

with her. Paut her in the hacienda to hold
sgession before the news came out.” -
<Impossible !” said Tucker, rising hastily.

¢«Jt don't belong—that is——"'he hesi-

tated.

With his eyes ov the light, he
his horse furward. The rain
to break, the lands-
scape al‘-ernately lightened and grew dark ;
the outlines of tga crumbling hacienda walls
that enshrined the light grew more visible.
A strange and dreamy resemblencze to the

meadow.
ain urgsd

long blue brass plain before his wife's |

«YVer thinking the creditors 'il get it, | paternal house, as seen by him duriog - his

mebbe,” returned Patterson, gazing at tihe
floor. ** Not as long as she'’s in it ; no, sir !
Whether its really hers, or she’s only keep-
ing house for Poindexter, she’s a fixture,
you bet. They’re a team when they pull
together, they are !”

The emile slowly fadel frecm Tucker’s
face, that now looked quite rigid in the
moonlight. H» put down his- glass and
walkad to the window as Patterson glocm'ly
ccntinued. ‘‘But that’s nothing to yo1.
You’ve got ahead of ’em both, and had your
revenge by going off with the gal. - That's
what I said all along. When folks—speci-
ally women folks—wondered how you could
leave a woman like your wife, and go off
with a scalliwag like thatgal, I allers¢aid |
they’d find out there was a reason, And
when your wife came flaunting down here
with Poindexter before she'd quite got rid
of you, I recken they began to see the
whole little game. No, sir! I knew it wasn’t
on account of the gall! Why, when you
came here to night, and told me quite na-

‘t’ral like and easy how she went off in the |

ship, and then calmly ate your pie and
drank your whiskey afterit, I knew you
didn’t care for her. There’s my hand,
Spence; you're a trump, even if you ars a
little looney, eh? Why, what’s up?”

Shallow and selfish as” Tucker was, Pat.
terson’s words seemed like a revelation that
shocked him as profoundly as it might have
shocked a nobler nature. The simple van.
ixln.nd selfishness that made him unable to

ceive any higher reazon for his wife's
loyalty than his own perzonal popularity
and success, now that he no longer 208-
ed that ec’at, made him equally capable of
the lowest suspicions. He was a dishona:-
ed fagitive, broken in fortune aad reputa.
tion—why should she not desert him? He
had been unfaithful to her from wildness,
from caprice, from the effect of those fascin-
ating qualities; it seemed to him natural
that she should be disloyal from more de-

with that belief. Yet there was enough

evening rides to courtship, pressed itself upon

1 him. He remembered, too, that se used

to put a light in the window to indicate her
presence, Following this retrospect, the
mson came boldly out, sparklel up:n the
overflow of silver at his feet, seemed to
show the dark, opaque msadow bayoni for

s moment, and then disappeared. 1t was

dark now, but the leaser earthly star still | hefors and could net acéount for.”

shone before him as a guide, and pushing
towards it, he passed into the all-embracing
shadow.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

e e R e en —

The Soelal Kite.

Though not deacribed by Audubon, the
social kite dessrves a word. You, in your

affabl> way, start a topic, novel and interest- | without a cane and was incapable of any
ing. Scarce'y have you flushed your g:ms | effort or exertion.

ere your Kkite pounces on it, tears it trom
you, and proceeds to discuss it for the bene-
fit of the company. You are good natured,
and let him have his way. Presently Jones,
on the other sde of the table, smiling
pleasantly, begins the recital of some in-
teresting incident which happsned down
town in the morning. Jones is not a talk-
ative man, and-this is the oae little morceau
by which he hopass to shins at dinner. The
kite lets him get as far a3 the second sent-.
ence, and swoops down as before. Having
plucked each feather from this second prey
(clumsily, too, rending and tearing it, and
not at all in the neat manner in wnich you
or Jones would have done it), he relapses in-
to t-mporary silence, watching with eager

eye for his next victim, ready with beak and |

claw for the first idea that flies. If, happy,
you attempt to continve your story, there
follows the moat dis able duet, the kite
usually getting the bettar of it by dogged

pertinacity and ill-breeding, and leaving |

you somewhat nettled for so small a matter.
The kite is by no means a rare bird, He is
hardy, with a hide of phenomenal taick-

: solitary as regards other
kites, he dearly loves the society of m=n ;

doubt, emough of haunting suspicion that { for, left to himself, thers is no one to inter-

he had lost or alienated a powerful affsction | rupt or from whom to filch ideas.

‘When by

to make him thoroughly miserable, Hs re- | chance two kites meet a spirited contast en-

turned his friend’s grasp convalsively and
baried his face uﬁn h’i:Pnhﬂnldur. Eut he
was not above fee .
unreasoning
could he entirely refrain from slightly pos-
ing his affliction before that sympathetic
but melancholy man. Siddenly he raised
his head, drew back, an4 thrust his hand
into his bosom with a theatrical gestur.

‘“What's to keep me from killing Poin-
e p e

‘*‘Nothin’ but Ais shoo st,” returned
Patterson, with dismal practicality. ¢He'’s
mighty quick, likeall them army men. [t's
about even, I reckon, that he don't get me
hutil_" ]:lla added inadnn ominous voice,

“No!” returned Tucksr, grasping his
hand again, ‘This is rot your E&.Eﬁt ‘er-

- Patterson had suddenly grasped both the | son ;: leave him to me when I come bick.”

hands of the picturesque scamp before him,
with an affzction that for an instant almoat
shamed the man who bad ruined him. Bat
Tucker's egotism whispered that his af-
fection was only a r ition of his own
superiority, and felt flattered. - He was be-
ginn&nq to believa that he was really the in-
ure A '
] ““What I have and what I have had is
your®, Spence,” returred Patterson, with a
sad and simple directness that made any
farther discussion a gratuitous insult. *I
only wanted to know what you reckoned to
do here.”

‘‘1 want to get over across the coast range
to Monterey,” said Tucker. “‘Once there,
one of those coasting schooners will bring

me down to Acapulco, where the ship will
put mn.”

- Patter:on remained silent for a moment,
“There is a mustang in the coral you can
take—lepstways, I shan’t know that its gone
—until to-morrow afternoon. In an g:?:r
rom now,” he added, look'ng from the win-
dow, ‘‘these clouds will settle down to busi-
ness. It will rain ; there will be light en-
ough for you to find your way the
mountain, but not enough for any to
koow you. If you can’t push through to-
night, you can lie over on the Posada on the
summit, Them Greaters that keep it won’t

know you, and if they did they wont gq

bazk on " And if they did go back on
you mnobody _‘I'Hll‘l_" believe them.. 1Its
mighty curious,” he with

It he ever gets the drop on ma, I
he won’t wait, continued Patﬁara;; Iur;';lkhﬁ
briously. ‘‘He seems to cbjectjto my passin’
criticism on your wife, as if she was a queen
™ The Hood oams to 8

e blood cams to cer’s chee

he turned umeasily to 1;’]':: I’indor.k' “’1‘:2
dark enough now for a start,” he said
hurriedly, ‘m;{ I could get across the
mountain wi ‘ '
s et y!ngu:'ernt the summit,

Patterson arose without a word, filled a

tlask of spirit, handed it to his fri
.{::l_.ltha i 18 friend, and

silently h the slowl
falli rain and th
dsrlknfull. 2 .nuw RO

ordad Taskers Mo s

or cker a disguise as

tection from the rain. With a fuw...h:rg!;
disconnectad words, and an abstracted air,

he once more shook his friend’s hand aund

sues, the londer mouthed and more ill-bred
there are degrees in kites) carrying the day,

g a certain exultation in | aud the rest of the com wis _
the effect of his misery upon the dog-like, | 8¢ Jericho. e ag them

Thnere is probably no more dis-

affection of Patterson, nor | agreeable social nuisance, in a small WAy,

less it be the man who allows yon to
finish, and then laboriously explai j!' your
remarks to the company. Bith forms of iil-
breeding are comm)in enough. Tae latter
arises frnm stupidity, and both proceedl oa
the caldish sseumption that the speaker
knows mors than yourself of the matter
which you are discussing, coupled, in many
cises, with a sneaking desire to filch your
ideas. Doubtless, like him who steals your
pvrse, he often steals trash ; but it is your
trash, and you feel entitled to it—**a Door
t@mg%hl_mt mliim 11;11 ;' and it is hard to
view this social robber with —
Boston Qazette. L

An Unknown Monster.

-'Fui-thaputlavanur ight jrurl' 1ffar.

ent stories have been ::gld mcﬂnﬁgdri

monstsr that inhabited a body of

water m:lﬁ: Cnmﬁe. or'ti:nhd about
s west Linkvi

::‘hn Shallook, ;1' h:lm has jast :I:lut

mm- [ 3 = BA Nkﬂi

%o be as large as a man's bo!;,“ :

hacienda were di'ﬁ_nﬂtlf senger, the
visible from the fules where he had hidden § coach came on the heels of ﬂ.mm t

The | of Lewiston. Straight ahead
of his horse’s hoofs in the spongy of the steep hill flowed the N;

days, and when the wryj
across Fayette Haskel], t:fr mﬂuﬂ;:::
Y., he felt likea biblit}gnp]m X
ery of some rare volqm. T ty
tten lore.” Mr. Hﬂﬂkell, ﬂmﬂ of .
of the pioneers in stage driv; &“’“ﬂlq
erely ran from Lewiston m“ﬁ'-g(h‘ﬁh-
and Buffalo), is hale and hm;m Ry,
fair to ive for many yeary Thmd i

stories of his early adventy “"m
a volume. At one time Would

than General §c, lonyy
brakes gave ‘-:;H‘ P

‘horses. The only rem
the leaders to :l.:ﬁrga]]«::rlfdlir el whiy
tional momentum with each rayg):
the wheels the coach swayeq mnt-m“ i
down the mountain side int, the s
e o

t-tjwnrfl! which the four hunﬂ“gm e,
parently to certain death. AW 4
hand never relaxed its hold Eg: i n
brain its conception of what must h&d”
in the emergency. On dasheq th, dong
until the narrow deck wasreacheq uhﬂt"
river bank, when by a masterly El?zi
tion of nerve and daring, the
turned: in scarce its own length WE
horses brought to a stand-stil| bafors
pale lookers-on could realize what hﬁﬂ”
curred. . A purse was raised by ‘"ran;
Scott and presented to Mr.lﬂuhﬂﬂ
high compliments for kis skill ang braver

Notwithstanding all his strength g
robust constitution the strain of conting,
ous work and exposure proved top
for Mr. Haskell’s constitution.

=king the &
) diow
) ate, It was
Th&ﬁq. yinecr Was 1

stant jolting of the coach and the; daring eno
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