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a BY BEET HARTE,

'CHAPTER V,
The two men their recret. Mr.

Poinde xter convinoed . Tucker that the

sale of Los Cuervos oould not be eflected

i the notoriety of her husband’s flight

been fairly forgotten. and she was
forced to accept her The eale of her
diamcnds, which seemed to Ler to have
realized a singularly extravagant sum, en-
abled her to quietly reinstate the Patiersons
in tke tienda, and to discharge in full her
husband’s liahilities to the ranchero and his
humble retainers, '
Meanwhile the winter rains had ceased.
It seemed to her as if the clouds had sud-
denly one n gbt struck their white tents and
stolen away, leaving the unvanqu ished sun
to mcunt the vacant sky the next morming
‘alone, and poesess it thcnceforward un-
challenged. One afternoon she tkougkt the
long sad waste before her window had

» cavght :ome tint of gayer color from the.

sun-et ; a week . Jater she found 1t a blazing
- landscape of poppies, kroken here and there
by blue lagoons of lupine, by pools of
daisies, by banks of dog rotes, by broad
outlying shores of dandelions that : ca‘tered
their lavish gold fo the foot of the hills,
where the green billows of wild cats carried
it on and upwsrd to the darker crest of
pines. For two mo:rths she was dazzled
and bevildered with color. She had never
before been face to face with this spend-
thri‘'t Californian Fora, in her virgin waste-
fulness—her more thcn goddesslike p-o-
digality. Tho teeming earth seemed to
quicken ancthrcb teneath her feet; the few
circuits of a plough around the outlying
corral were encugh to call out a jungle
growth of giant grain that almost hid the
low wslis of the hacienda. In this glorious
fecundity of the earth, in this joyous recew-
al of life and color, in this opulent youth
and freshn:«ss of zo0il and sky it alone re-
mained—the dead and sterile Past—left in
- the midet « f buoyant re¢juvenescence and
resurrection, like an empty churchyard
skull 1 pturned on the u{:ringing turf. Its
bror zea adobe walls mocked the green vine
that embraced them, the crambling dust of
ts court yard remained vngerminating and
unfruitful ; to the t! ousand stirring voices
witl out its dry lips alone remained mute,
unresponsive, and unchar ged.
- 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 of poliieness that was not
lost on the proud Blue Grass stranger. She
retmin d their visit at Lo, Gatos, and there
made the formal acquaictancs of Don Jose’s
grandmother—a lady. who till regarded the
decrepit Concha as a giddy muchnaha, and
who herzelf glittered as with the phesphor-
etc nce of r«fined decay, Throvgh this cir-
camstance she Jearned that Don Juse was not
yet fifty, and that his gravity of manner and
sedaten:ss was mora the result of fastidious
isolatiou and temperament then years.” She
could not tell why the infc rmation gave her
a feelirg of annoyance, but it caused her to
regret the absence of Poirdexter, and to won-
dcr, also somewhat nervously, why he had
lately avoided her preecnce. The thcught
that he might Le doing so from a reccllection
of tht inuencoes of Mrs. Patterson caused a
little tremor of indignation in her hot pul-
ges, °‘‘Asif —” but ske did not finish the
sentence even to herself, and her eyes filled
with tears,

Yet she 1 a1l tkought of the husband who
had so croeily wronged her less feverishly,
less impatiently than before. For she
thought shs loved him nowthe more de?ly,
because, although she was not reconciled to
his absence, it seemed to keep alive the
‘memcry of what he | ad L een before his one
wild zct reparated them. She had never
seen the reflection of another woman's eyes
in his; the past contained no haunting recol-

" lection of waning or alienated affeciion; she

' could meet him again, and clasping her arms |

around him, awaken as with a troubled
dream witkout reproach or explaration
Her strong belief in this made her patient;
she no locnger sovght to Eknow the particu-
lars of his flight, and never dreamed that hcr
pastsive submission to his atsence was partly
due to a fear that zomething in his actual
prescnee at that mcm: nt would have destroy-
ed that kelief for ever.

For this reason the &eﬁcnta reticerca of
the people at Los Gatos, znd their seclusion
from the world which Eknew of her husband’s

fault, had made her encoarage the vi=its of -

Dcn Jose, until frcm the instinet already al-
luded to she ore day suvimoned Poirdexter
to L1s Caervos, on the day that Dor Jose us-
ually called. But, to'her surprise the two men
‘met mor e (r less awkwardly and coldly, and
her tact as hostess was tricd to the utmost
to keep their evident antagonitm from be-
ing tco apparent. The effnt to reconcile
their mut.al discontent, and some other
feelings she did not quite underatard, p o
duced a n¢rvous exci!ement which called the
blcod to her fair cheek and ' gave a dsnger-
ous brilliancy to her ey e3i—two circumstan-
ces _not unnoticed nor unappreciated by her
two guests, Bautiprstead of revniting them,
the prestier Mrs. Tucker became, the more
distaot and rescrved grew the men, until
Don Jose rore Lbe‘ore his usual hour, and
with more tkan usual cerimoniousness de-
parted. _

‘“I'hnen my business does not seem to be

. with him? said Poindexter, with quiet
coolness, as Mrs, Tucker turned her some-
what mystified face toward him. * Or have

- you .anything to say to me about him in

private?’ -
. “Iam sure I don’t know what you both
mean,” ske returned with a slight tremor of
voice, *'I bad no idea you were rot on
good terms. I thought you were! Ita very
awkwarld.” . Without coquetry and uncon-
sciously she raised her blue eyes under her
lids until the clesr pupils coyly and softly
hid themselves in the co.ners of the brown
lashes, and added—**You have both been o0
kind tome.”

~ “Perhaps that is the reason,” said Poin
dexter, gravely. But Mrs. Tucker refused
to accept the pticn with equsal gravity
and began to langh. The laugh, which was
‘at first frenk, spontaneous, and almost
childlike, was becoming hysterical and necr-

. vous as she went on, until it wes suddenly
checked by Poindexter.

‘I have had no difficulties with Don Jose
Santierra,” he said, somewhat coldly ignor-
ing ber bi'arity; ‘‘but perhaps be is not in-
clined to be as polite to the friend of the hus-
band as he is to the wife.”

E T
- q \ A ming pale again.

*“1 beg yodr pardon,” said Poindexter,

flashing; ‘‘but——"

T

if7 :Two days aftermyrgyp i o

#¥ou wact to say,” she inter

7, *“that you arenot

A BLUE GRASS PENELOPE, |

1ered the mmdirm;]::'ﬁb

. ‘m‘:hl:t fer to

I to believe ou pre 1
e ure moments L locking after that
tl an in calling kere?”

Poindex‘er was step:fiel.
woman who only four months ago was al-
T e Saidte bet cme !

amour? ere could ke ‘ol
Four months »

your leis
creature 5 i
-Was this the old humor sbruggled back e
whe ouly | Don Jose lmpetuously gqy, i gy
most Vv.n :
‘mebbe I'm that much
but thinking so,
it without tellin’.”
her, Mrs.
rash to her
- Bat

band’s
answer to it—Don Jose. 1 h _
'Fe wonld | ave smiled ccmpassionately at it
from his cynical
aged with difﬁcnlli:; to stifle the bitterness of
his reply.

did come yer. ;
of a hatI:fitnsd lunatic.
calkilated gou .
With their eyes fixad u
Tucker felt the q
cheeks, althoagh
they were ap
noraace, fcr
gloomily : :
**Then if he wasn’t h
to you, he must have chan
and got away by the embarcader
ly thing wantin’ to prove
krow how he

her weary eyes. d know
of the plans propo
deem the lsnd and dee
embecrecadero, a8 it wo
and the lawyer
t to gratify her fancy.
long summer unc
ging wings or the

-eminenc3, Now he man- | sod by Poind exter {0 re-

n the water at the
d have drained the
Syske

kangad

Lok how you kee y

she knew not why. - " Poindexter cosilygsk the |

tly satisfied with her ig-
atterson resamed, yet more

idin’ here ﬁeknuwngt
ged his mind agin

idea is . tO
od what _hl_.'eddid
with the hoss. And thar's one-more 1dea,
and ez that can’t be proved,” continned
Patterson, snking his voice still l}ower!_
¢‘mebbee it’s accorcin’ to God’s laws.

to ker as the speaker had
till. was, Mrs. Tacker felt
over her that seemed to
anner more than his

do not wish the inquiry carried
on,” he begsn, ‘‘of course——
dces it matte
“Do as you please.”™

Nevertheless, kalf an hour later, as he
was leaving, she said, with a cer'amn hesiia
ting timidity, “Donot leavene 80 much
a 0: @ hcre—and let that woman go.

This was ro$ the only unlooked for scquel
to her innocent desire to propit'ate ber only
friends. Don Jose did not call sga'n ugo2
bis usaal day, but in his plac
Clara, his younger sister.
Tucker had politely asked after the abuent
D n Jose, Dona C.ara wound her a!rarth?
arms around the fair Amorican’s waist and
1eplied, ""Bat why did you send for the abo-
gado Poindexter when my brother called?"

¢ Bat Capt. Ponex er calls as one of my
friends,” said the amszed Mrs. Tucker.
‘““He is a geutleman, and Eas been a eoldier
she added with some

lagocn,

improv emen
kept it through the
save by the stalow of
lazy files of sleeping sea
Oa one of the:e after
slowly moving carriage
the a'marjal.

What r to me?” she

gaid coclly.

goons she noticed &

leave the high road
skirting the edge of
If 1t contained visito-s for Lo
tly taken a shorter
the regular

got a boat. a
the lag

Caervgs they had eviden
tkout waiting to go on to
road which inter:ected the highway at
angles a mile farther o
scnse of annoyance &n
watcled the trespass, an
vehicle approach the
later the serven' infcrmed
terson would like to see her alcne.
she entered the corridor, which in the dry
season served a3 a rccaption hall, ehe was
hat Mr. Patterson was not
11 dressed hand-

e came Dwma |

When Mrs. to you. I have as mach Yeason ¢ 5

It was with som3
d irritation that she
d finally saw the
A few moments
rmed her that Mr. Pat-

Unsympathetic
always been and 8
vague chill creep
be -the result of his m
werds, ‘‘And that idea is?” she suggested
ale lips.
s this !

house.

Fust, I don’t say it mezns
much to anybody but me. I've heard of
these warnings afore now, ¢z coming orly
- to folks ez hear them for themselves alone,
and I reckon I kin stand it, if it's the will
of God. The idea isthen—that—Spencer
Tacker—was drownded in the boat—the
idea is”—that it was no living
kim to me that night, but aspirit that kem
out of the darkness .nd went bick ioto 1t !
No eye saw him but mine—no ears keard
him but mine, I rackoa it weren’t intended
paused, and

flap of his hat across his eyes. h
agin it” he continued in the
same tone of voice—*'the whiskey 1s agin 1t
—a few cues words that dropped from him,
accidental 1. ke, may have bean agi
might _have becn only the
little signs and tokens that i was him."”

But Mrs. Baxter’s ready laugh somswhat
rudely dispelled the infestion of
glocm. *“I reckon the only spirit was that
wh ch you and Spercar consumed,” she taid
cheerfally. *I dcn’c wonder yon're a little
mixed, Like as not yon've misunderstood
Lis plans,” Patterson shook his head, *"He’ll
turn up yet alive and kicking! Like as not
‘tten. Poindexter knows where he is all the
time.”

‘‘Impossit le! He would kave told me,” said
Mrs. Tucker quickly.

Mra. Baxter looked at Pitterson without
epeaking, Patterson replied by
brious whistle.

“¢] don’t un lerstand you,”said Mra. Tucker
drawing back with cold dignity. .

“You don't”’ returned Mrs.
‘‘Bless your innocent heart! Why was he so
keen to hunt me up at first, shadowing my
friends aod all that,and why has he dropped
it now he kmowsr I'm here,if he didn’t
know where Spencer was?” -

“I can explain that” interrupted Mrs,
Tacker hastily, with a blush of confusion,
“*That is—I——" - |

*Taen tebbee you kin expliin too,”
broke in Patterson with gloom significance,
‘‘why he has bought up most of Spancer’s

dek perhaps you're satisfied
it 1sn’t to hold the whip hand of him ana
keep him from ccming back openly. Pr'aps
you know why he’s movin’ heaven and earth
to make Don Jose Santierra sell the ranch,
and why the Don don't see it at all,”

*Don Jose seil Los Cuervos ! Bay it, youn

mzan?”said Mrs.Tucker, *‘/ cffered to ssll 1t
tohim ” . . .
Parterson arose from the chair, looked
airingly avouni him,
sadly across his forehead, and said: “'It is
come ! I knew it wonld, It's
- I¢'s suthin
idiocy.

surpriscd to seet
Near him ntnﬂdba- wah e

wcman, gaz ng about her with good-
bem mirﬁgunguf Mrs. Tacker’s taste

and an cffizer,”
warmth,

“Ah, yes, a soldier of the law—what vou
call an oficial de policia—a chief of gendar-
mes, my sister; but not a gentleman—a cam-
arero to protect a lady." _

Mrs. Tucker would have uttered a hasty
but the pe

al.ne,

‘humored ad
ingenuity. , ;
“It don’t liyauk much like it did two years
ago,” raid the stranger cheerfully. ** You've
improved it wendertully.”

Stiffening slightly,
inquiringly
gentleman’s usaally profoand _ :
peared to be intensified by the hilarity o1
| his companion. Hoe only sighed deeply and
rubbed his leg with the rm o
glcomy abstraction. :

*“Welll—go on, then,” said the woman
laughinz aad nudging him.
troduce me—can't
like a tomb sfore

man that

rfect and gcod natured
of Dona Clsra withheld her.
Neverthelcss she treated Don Jose with a
certain reserve at their next meeting, until it
brought the simple minded Castilian so dan-
point of demanding an ex-
planation which implied too much that she
was obliged to resicre him tem
hie old footing.
liant idea, She would write to Calhoun
Weaver, wkom she had avoided siuca that
memorable day. She would say she wished
He would come fo Los
He might scggest something to
lighten this weary waiting—at least, she
vwould skow them all that she had still old
Yet she did not dream of returning
parents had
Shs shrank from the
thcught of dragging her ruined life ke'ore
the hopeful youth of her girltood’s ccmpun-

reply,

sin pl city Mrs. Tucker turned

r. Patterion. . But that

melancholy ap- passed the

it shoald,”
gt “The pie,

gerously near the f his hatin | you'll say is
rarily to '

Meantime she had a bril-

“Go on—in-
ou! Dcn’t stand there
ou won'l? Well, I'll
introduce mnyself.” She laughed aga'n, and
then, with an excellent imitatir n of Patter-
£oa’s lugukrious accents, said: Mr, Spencer
Tacker’s wife that is—allow me to introduce
you to Mr. Spencer Tucker’s swectheart that
I said that was. For, trae
a3l stand te'e, ma'am—and I reckon I
would’ut staad here if it wasn’t true—I
haven't set eyes on him sinrce the day he left

the sam: they

to consult bim,

Cuervos. Patteraon’s:

friends.
to her old Blue Grass home. Her
died s nce she left.

H >ld on!

‘‘its the Gospel trath every word,” raid
Patterson, a1 red into a sudden activity by
Mrs. Tucker’s white and rigid face.
the fr. zan truth and I kin
kin swear that when that chere voung wo-
man was sailin’ outer the Glden Gate Spen-
cer Tacker was in my barrocm; I can swear
that I fed him, lickored him,
hots, and set him on hisryad to Monterey
that very night.”

‘“‘Then where is he now?” said Mrs, Tack-
er. suddenly facing them.

They looked &t =ach ct'.er and th¢n look-
Then both toge ther ra-
*That's

Mr, Calhoun Weaver srrived promptly,
ostentatioutly, -«racularly, and cordially—
but a little coarsely. He had—did shte re-
member?—expected rhizfrom the ficst. Spen-
cer had lost his head throungh vanity, and
had attempted too much., It required foie
sight and fiimness as he himselfi—who had
lately made successful ‘‘combinations” which:
she might pcrhaps have heard of—well
knew. Buat Sprncer had
““A3 to that woman—a devilish
handsome woman, tool—w:ll, everybody
koew that Spencer always had a weakness
tiwat way—and he would say—but if she
didn’t care to hear any mire about her,
perhapa she waa right.
best way to take it.”
prcsperous, weak, egotistical, incompestent,
unava lable, and yet filled with a vagu
kindlinees of intent, Mrs. Tackor ioathed
A sickening perception of her
in sendinz for him, a
pew and aching serse of her utt«r isolation
lotsnesw, seemed to paraslyza her.
rally you feel bad,” he continued,
with alargeair of a profound student of hu.
“Nat’rally, nat'rally you'ra
kept in an uncomfortab’e state, ros knowing
There aiu’t but one
thing to do. Jist rice up, quiat like, and get
a divorce agin Spencer,
ain’t a Judge or juryin Cili*orn’a that
wo! ldn’t give it to you right (ff the mail,
without asking questions. Why
it by detavlst if you warted to—you’ll just
I ave to walk over the course!
B¢lle”—he drew his chair nearer her—
““when you've settled down agan— wcll!
—I dcn’t mind rénewing that offer I once
pencer ever cama 1oand

B:lte, I swear I don’t !
P'm in earnest ; there’s my

prove it, a leng luga-

give him a Baxter,
got the ‘‘big
head.”

ed at Mrs. Tacker.
plied slowly snd in perfect unison.

—what— we—want — to—k now.”
seemed s0 satisfiea with this effo.t th: ¢ tl ey
‘a8 deliberately repeated.
what—we—want—to—kaow.”

Batween the shock of meeting the partner
of her husband’s guilt and the unex
revelation to her inexpericnce, that in sug-
| g<sticn and appearence there was nothing

beyond the recollection of that guilt thas
was really shocking in the woman—between
the extravagant extcemes of hops emnl fear
suggeated by their words, there was scma.
th'nz eo groterquely
drumatic chorus that she with difficulty =up-
presed a hysterical langh.

* Th:t's the way to take it,” said the wo-
man putting her own gosd-humored intar-
pretacion upon Mrs. Tabker’s exp:ess-on.
‘*Now look here ! I'll tell you all aboatit.”
She carefully select:d the must comfortahle
chair. and’ sitting down, lightly crossed her
hands in her lap. ‘“Well, I lefs here on t 10
13:h of last January oa the ship Argo, cal-
celating that your husbind would join the
ship jast 1nside the heads.
arrangement, but if an
pravantﬂ hindl;d he was to
Weli! He dida’t come aboard, and we aail-
ed wittout him. Bat it apgears now he did
attemps to join the ship, but 'his'boat was.
| capsized.  There now—ucen't be alarmed—

he wasn’t dro wned, as Pattcrion can swear
§iim! not a heir of him was hurt
to the end of the
alcns, without a cont to |,
you live, that hound.

. found, as  he
dencec was nabbad, hi
) ll his trunks and valughles
and left ma in the lurch, If I hadn’t
min down there that offerad to
and brought me here I m
thﬂl‘e. I r.ck-n. Bﬂt

am. I went down thereas
bz;nd’n sweetheart ; I’
wife of anhcneast
about zquare!”

There wasasomething
£0 hopelessly self-sa
good-humored in the woman's
al unconsciou: ness ths |
bad been 1

That was the ‘weary waiting of the Blue Grass Pad

Sitting before her,
“Yes—taat’'s—

debts himself, and

own weakness

and hel

man niture.

jist how you stand.- absurd in the melo-

passed his hand

Hold on! There

WOl the waraing!
betwixt jim jams and doddering
ere 1'd hev been willin' to swear
that Mcs. Baxter here told me ske had sold
this yer ranch nearly two years ago to Don
Jose, and now yon—"
‘ 8iop!” said Mis. Tacker in a voic
chilled them.
She was atanding u
stricken to stone,

you ll get
And then,

e tha,t_

made ye, before S
ve—I don’t mind,
Honest Igjia !
hand!” .

Mrs. Tucker’s reply hasnot been recorded
Enough that half an hour later Mr. Weaver
appeared in the courtyard witbtraces of teara
on his fcolish faze, a broken falsetto voics,
¢nd other evidence of mental and moral dis-
nbacce.  His cordiality and oracular pre-
dispositicn remained scfficiently to enable
him to suggest the magical words ‘‘Blue
Grass” mysterionsly to Concha with an in-
dication of his hand to the erect figure of
pale mis ress in the door way, who wav-
éd to hima silent bat half-compassionate
farewc1l, :

At about this t'me a slight change in her

manner wes noticed by the few whao saw her
more fre quently

10T » Herapparently invincible
girlishness of spirit had g}wﬂn wir to a cer-
tain matronly sericusness. Sheapplied her-
self to her housen: 11 cares and the improve-
ment of the Aacienda with a new sense of
duty and a rettled earnestness, until by de- |
grees she wioaght into it not only her in. |
stinctive delicacy aud taste, '
own individvality. Even the
and tradesmsn who were
the wsl's in the exercite

gan to speak
this garden of
but seldom, and then aoco
one (r the other of her fem
long drives on

ight and rigid, as if
command you to tell
me what this means!” she said, turning only
her bl:z'ng eyes upon the woman, .
Even the ready smile faded from Mrs.
replied hesitatingly and
: *“l thonght yon knew alceady
that Spencer had given this ranch to me,
t0ld it to Dcn Jose to get the money for us
to'go away with.: It was Spencer’s idea

‘**You lie!” said Mrs. Tucker.
' There was » dead
blood that had qu
Baxter'soliesk, o Pt
wildermen§ faded as quickly. She did not |
lift her eyes agan to
slowly raising heraelf fr
wish to God I
trae that: I

. That was our
ything hsppaned to
oln me in Acapuloo; - star, carried him triumpantly o t0¢8
and left him at th= ena nif a ﬂum?_;:t n Hayes
aly woun Em'w

I 1 rass farmhoase. Al
submissively: “I th door of a Blue Grass farmhoise. .

woman who sought him out and l:l'-I

to—ro,cato to his wants said timidly <s sh

—but /—1I was bundled (ff
carth in Mexico,
bless me, .

turbanee,

. For,true ad

of a Captain., when he

thought, thas S :

just confiscated a _ ‘s &dditional ba: -
t met a, I know. Itis evenfalse to useamic™

Mrs. Tucker's, bat | oy on ail others employ a field.gls®

] om her seat, said, *I
I did lie ; butit’s true, Andit’s
L never touched a cent of the
money, but gave it all to -l;i;lal“ Sém laid her
arm, and said, ** Come!
M fow ks’ e
pressod his hand over |

The necessity of - ooherent]

ight hﬁr;rr
I did, and isaw tin3tiC
youl hus- and the intelligent dis:useion
ve come back as the
man, dnd I reckon rt’y | band an Patterson’s

: - | let:us go,” and lsd'

gateway. Bat

man who is graceful at all times
places, _ , 3
- A child’s questionings serionsy
sapply the ohief's basis for that c_l_ﬂﬂ*
cation, s
_ How I hatean Irish woman. ”
: i"ﬂln Wwhole atmosphere, She bres tr
"lﬂl m ir; and leaves one gas;.l_ln&

s startlingly frask, | 0%

on  paunsed
ed, 80 contagiou

hia  melan

B

of ker
nde rancheros
Ptedtgen:er
their calling be-
m 1onsly of the beauty of
almarjal, She went out |.

anied by ﬂj:
&le servanta, 1In
unfrequented reads, Oa Sun. | -
days she sometimes drove to the hslf ruined
::iﬁun'ohumh of Santa Inez, and hid her-
‘during mass in the dim monastic shad-
ows of the choir. : o ‘
pl2 whom she met i

rently

ru.dm

that even if Mry,

upturned [ We wish for love for that comp
if to orush | [San Francisco Ingleside.

8| The AntiquityofAdrerils™®

stopping in the ¢
for ber to pass,
ﬂm'mh or plaza of the
iamb courtesy.
;:m of widew-hood,
rought tears to her eyes, was not
certain tender solace, %t:::;”
simpleneas of this impalse she
to revive the i
parents, but
her beauty, and dangerous
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