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A BLUE GRASS PENELOPE

CHAPTER V,

The two moan kept their recret. Mr,
Poindexter convinced Mrs. Tucker that the
sale of Los Cuervos could not be effected

1 the notoriety of her husband’s flight
been fairly forgotten. and she was
forced to accept her fate, The rale of her
diamonds, which seemed to her to have
realized a singularly extravagant sum, en-
abled her to quietly reinstate the Patlersons
in the tienda, and to discharge in full ber
husband’s liabilities 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 night struck their white tents: and
stolen awoy, leaving the unvanga ished sun
to mount the vacant sky the next morning
alone, and possess it thenceforward un.
challenged, One aiternoon she thought the
long sad waste before her window had
caught rome tint of gayer color from the
Bunset ; a week latershe found it a blazing
landscape of poppies, broken here and thee
by blue Jagoovs of lupine, by pools of
daisies, by banks of dog roces, by broad
outlying shores of dandelions that tca'tered
their lavish gold to the foot of the hills,
where the green billows of wild cats carried
it on and upward to the darker crest of
pives. For two montys she was dazzled
and bswildered with color, She had never
before been face to face with this ipend-
thri't Californian Flora, in her virgin waste-
fulness—her more than goddesslike p-o.
digality. The teeming earth seemed to
quicken andthrch beneath her feet ; the few
circuits of a plough around the outlyiong
corral were enough to call out a jungle
growth of giant grain that almost hid the
low walls of the hacienda. In this glorious
tecundity of the earth, in this Joyous rene w-
al of life and color, in this opulent youth
and freshness of soil and sky it alone re.
mained—the dead and sterile Past—left in
the midst ¢f buoyant rejuvenescence and
resurrection, like an empty churchyard
skull vpsurned on the Bpringing turf, Its
bronzzd adobe walls mocked the green vine
that embraced them, the erambling dust of

ts court yard remained ungerminating and
unfruitful ; to the thounsand stirring voices
withont its dry lips alone remained muy te,
unresponsive, and unchangad,

During this time Don Jose had becoms a
frequent visitor at Los Cuervos, bringing
with him at first his niece and sister In a
stately precision of politeness that was not
lost 0n the proud Blue Grass stranger. She
refmin:d their visit at Los Gatos, and tere
made the formal acquaintancs of Dop.J ose's
grandmother—a lady who stil regarded the
deciepit Concha as a giddy muehnaha, and
who herself glittered as with the phosphor-
€ec nce of refined decay, Throvgh this cir-
cumstance she learned that Don Jose was not
yet fifty, and that his gravity of manner and
sedatencss was mora the result of tastidious
isolution and temperament thsn yeara, She
could not tell why the infcrmation gave her
a feelivg of annoyance, but it caused her to
regret the absence of Poindex ter, and to won-
der, also somewhat nervously, why he had
lately avoided her prescnce.  The thought
that he might te doing 8o from & recollection
of tht inuendoss of Mrs, Patterson caused a
little tremor of indignation in her hot pul-
8es. “‘Asif——" but ske did not finisn the
S:ntence even to herself, and her eyes filled

with tears,

Yet she bal thought of the husband who
had g0 crueily wronged her less feverishly,
less impatiently than before. For she
thought she loved him now the more dee ly,
becanse, although she was not remnai!edp to
his absence, it seemed to keep alive the
memcry of what he had tesn before his one
wildact separated them. She had never
seen the refl-ction of another woman's eyes
in hie; the past contained no haunting reeol-
lection of waning or alienated affec’ion; ghe
could meet him again, and clasping her arms
around him, awaken as with a troubled
dream without reproach or explava‘ion,
Her strong belief in this made her patient;
she no longer ssught to know the particuo-
lars of his flight, and never dreamed that her
passive subm:ssion to his absance was partly
due to a fear that comething in his actual
presenc:at that mom-nt would have destroy-
ed that belief for ever,

For this reason the delicate reticencs of
the people at Los Gatos, and their seclusion
from the world which knew of her husband's
fault, had made her encourage the visits of
Don Joee, -until from: theinstinet already al-
loded to she one day summoned Poindexter
to Liys Caervos, on the day that DonJose us-
ually called, But, to her surprise the two men
met mote or less awkwardly and coldly, and
her tact as hostess was tried to the utmost
to keep their ' evident antagoniem from he-
ing too apparent, The effrt to raconcile
their mutual discontent, and gsoms other
feelings she did not quite understand, pro
duced a niryvous excilement which called the
blood to her fair cheek and gave a danger.
ous brilliancy to her ey ci—two circumstan-
ces not unnoticed nor unappreciated b y her
two guests, Butinstead of reuniting them,
the preitier Mes. Tucker became, the more
distant and reserved grew the men, until
rote before his usual hour, and
With more than usual ceremoniouspess de.
paried,

“Then 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,
you fanything tosay to me about him in
private?”’

“lam sure I don’t know what you both
mean,” she returned with 5 slight tremor of
voice, “I had no ides you were not on
good terms, I thought you were! Tts very
awkward,” Without co uetry and uncon-
sciously she raised her blye eyes under her
lids uatil the clesr pupils coyly and sofily
hid themselves in the corners of the brown
lashes, and added—*"Yon have both been so
kind tome,”

“Perhaps that is the reason,” said Poin
dexter, gravely, Buat Mys. Tucker reinsed
to accept the suggestion with €qual gravity
and began to laugh, The laugh, which was
at first frank, spontaneous, and almost
childlike, was becoming hysterical and ner-
vous as she went on, until it wes suddenly
checked by Poindexter,

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

“*Mr. Poindexter!” gaid Mrs. Tucker,
quickly, her face beccming pale again,

“l1 beg your pardon,” said Poindexter,
flushing; “*but e

“You want to say,” she interrupted capl.
ly, “‘that yon arenot friends, T sea, I3 that
the reason you bave avoided this honse?”’
she continued, gently, i

“I thonght I conld be of more service to
you elsewhere,” he replied, evasively.,” I
have been lately fcllowing up a cartain clue
rather closely. I think I am on the track of
& confidante of —of —that woman.”

A quick shadow passed over Mrs. Tuck-
er'sface. “Indeed!” she eaid, coldly, *““Then
I am to believe that you prefer to spend
your leisure moments in lcoking after that
creature than incalling hece?’ ‘

Poindexter was stup:fiel.  Was this the
woman who only four months ago was al-
most . vindictively eager to pursue her hus-
band’s paramour? There conld be but ope
answer to it— Do Jose,  Four months NI
he wonld Fave emiled compassinoately at it
from his cpnical pre-eminenc Now be man-
aged with difficulty to stifls the bitterness of
his reply. ) \ :

“If you do not wish the inquiry carried
on," he began, '‘of course——"

“I! * What does'it matter to me?” she
said coolly, ‘Do as yon please, ™

Nevertheless, half an hour later, as he
was leaving, she said, with a ceriamn hesita
ting timidity, “Do not leave me sp much
a'one here—and let that wonian go.”

This was ro¥ the only unlooked for s que!
to her innocent desire to propitia‘e her only
friends. Don Jose did not call BEa'N upon
his usual day, but in his place cams Dyna
Clara, his younger sister, When Mrs.
Tucker had politely asked after the aheent
Don Jose, Dona Clara wound her swarthy
arms around the fair American's waist and
replied, ""Bat why did you send {0 the abo-
gadn Poindexter when my brother called?”

“Bat Capt. Po'niexter calls as one of my
friends,” said the amaz:d Muys. Tucker,
“He is a gentleman, and has been a soldier
and an officer,”” she added with some
warmth,

“‘Ah, yes, a soldier of the Jaw—-vhat you
call au oficial de policia—a chief of gendar -
mes, my gieter; vub not a gentleman—a cam
arero to protect a lady,"

Mrs. Tucker would have uttered a hasty
reply, but the perfect and gcoi natured
simplicity of Dona Clara withheld her.
Nevertheless she treated Don Jose with a
certain reserve at their next meeting, until it
brought the simple mmded Castilian so dan.
gerously near the point of demandiog an ex.
planation which implied too much that she
was obliged to resicre him temporarily to
his old footing. Meantime she had a bril.
liant idea. She would write to Calhoun
Weaver, whom she had avoidad sivce that
memorable day. She would say she wished
to consult him, He would come to Los
Caervos,  He might suggest something to
lighten this weary waiting—at least, she
woild show them all that she had still old
friends, Yet she did not dream of returning
to her old Blue Grass home, Her parente had
died since she left. She shrank irom the
theught of dragging ter rained life before
the hopeful yonth of her girlhooi's compan-
ions,

Mr. Calhoun: Weaver arrived promptly,
ostentatiously, cracularly, and cordiall y—
but a little coarsely, He had—did she re-
member?—expected thisfrom the first, Spen-
cer had lost his head throagh vanity, and
had attempted too much, It required fore.
sight and firmnoess a1 he himeit—who had
litely made succesaful “‘combinations” which
she might perhaps have heard of—well
knew, Bat Spemcer had got the ‘‘big
head,” "As to that woman—a devilish
handsome woman, tool—well, everybody
knew that Spancer always had a weakness
t1at way—and he would say—but if ghe
didn't care to hear any mcre ahout her,
well, perhaps she was right. That wa: the
best way to take it,” Sitting before her,
prosperous, weak, egotistical, incom petent,
unava‘lable, and yet filled with a vague
kindliness of Intent, Mrs. Tuckor loathed
him, A sickenipg perception of her
0own weakness in sending for him, a
pew and aching sense of her utter isolation
and nelplsssness, seemed to paralyzs her, .

“Nat'rally you feel bad,” he continued,
with a large air of a profound student of hu.
man niture.  “‘Nat'rally, nat'rally you'ra
kept in an uncomfortable state, ros knowing
jist how you stand,  There ain't but one
thing to do. Jist rise up, quiet like, and get
a divorce agin Spancer, Hold on! There
ain’t a Judge or jury in. Cilitornia that
| wouldn’t give it to you right off the nail,
without asking questions, Why you'll get
it by detaul” if “you wantsd to—you'll just
tave to walk over the course! And thep,
Belle"—he drew his chair nearer her-—
“when you've settled down agyn— well |
—I den't mind renewing that offer I oncs
made ye, before Spencer ever cams roand
ve—I don't mind, B:lie, I swear I don’t |
Honest Iojin | 10 earnest ; there's my
hand!"

Mrs, Tucher's réply hasnot been recorded
Enough that half an hour later Mr, Weaver
appeared in the couriyard withtraces of tearas
oa his foolish iaze, a broken falsetto voice,
and gther evidence of menal and moral dis-
turbinge.  His cordiality and oracular pre-
disposition’ remained sufffeic ntly to enable
him to suggest the magical words *‘Blue
Grass" mysteriously to Concha with an in-
dication of his-hand tothe erect figure of
her pale mistress in the door way, who way-
éd t> him s silent but half-co npassionate
farewell,

At about this tims g slight change in her
Mauner wes noticed by the few who saw her
more frequently. Her apparently invincible
girlishaess of spirit had EIVen way to a cer-
talo matronly serionsness, She applied he:-
sell'to her househ: 1 | cares and the Improve-
ment of - the kacienda with a new sense of
duty and a settled earnestness, until by de-
grees she wroaght into it not only her in.-
stinctive delicacy and taste, but part of her
own indi viduality, Eveu the rude rancheros
and tradesman who were ermitted to enter
the walls in the exercise mP their culling be
Ran to epeak mysterions) y of the beauty of
this garden of the almarjal, She went out
but seldom, and then accompanied by the
one cr the other of her fema'e servanta, in
long drives on unfrequented reads. 0, S 1n.
days she sometimes drove to the half ruined
mission .-:.-humh’ of Santa Inez, and hid her-
self during mass in the dim monastic shad-
0ws of the choir, G radually the poorer peo-
P12 whom she met in these Journeys began to
8t.ow an almost devotional reverence for her,
stopping in the roads with uncovered heads
for herto P38, or making way for her in the
tienda or plaza of the wretched town with
damb courtesy, She began to feel g stranga
‘ease of widow-hood, that, while it at timos
brought tears to her eyes, was not without g
certaln tenier solice. In the sympathy and
simpleness of this impulse she went 45 far ag
%0 revive the mourniug she had worg for her
parents, but with such a fatal azcunting of

1I'm

her beauty, and dangerous misinterpreting

of her condition to ¢1'gitle bachelors strange
to the country. that she wa1 obliged to put
it off again, Her reserve and dignifiel man-
uer caused othera to mistike her nationality
for that of the Savtierras, and in “Dona
B2113"  the simple Mrs. Tacker was for a
while forgotten. At times she even fo 2ok
it herself. Accustomed now almost entirely
to the accents of another language and the
features of another race she would ait for
hours in the corridor, whose massive bronzed
rfclosure even her tasteful care could only
make an embowered mausolenm of the past,
Or gaz2 abatracte ily from the dark embras.
ures of her windows across the stretching a'-
marjal to the shining lagoon beyond that
terminated the estuary, She had a sirange
fondre isfor this srangnil mirro:, which under
the sun or stars always retained the passive
reflex of the sky above and seémed to reat
her weary eyes, She had obj:cted to one
of the plans proposed by Poindexter to re.
deem the land and deepen the water at the
embarcadero, as it would have drained the
lagoecn, and the lawyer had postponed the
improvement to eratify her fancy. S)she
kept it through the long summer unchanged
save by the shalow of PaiBing wings or vhe
lazy files of sleeping sea fowl,

Ua one of these aftercoons ghe noticed a
slowly moving carriage leave the high road
and erpss the almarjal skirting the edye of
the lagoon. If it contained visito-s f ir Los
Cuervos they had evidently taken a shorter
cut without waiting to B0 on to the regulay
road which intersected the highway at right
angles a mile further 01, It was with B0 3
genge of annoyance and irritation that she
watcyed the trespass, aud finally saw the
vehicle approach the house, A few moments
later the serven' informed her that Mr. Pat.
terson would like to see her alona, When
she entered the corridor, which in the dry
“eason served as arecaption hali, she was
surprised to see that Mr, Patterson was not
alyne. Near him stood a well dressed hand-
80me woman, gaz ng about her with good-
humored admiration of Mrs, Tucke's taite
and ingenuiry,

“It don't lo sk much like it did two years
3go," raid the stranger cheerfully, ** You've
improved it wonderrally,”

Stiffening slightly, Mrs. Tacker turned
inquiringly to Mr, Patterson. Buat that
gentleman's usaally profoand melanche ly ap-
peared to be intensified by the hilaricy oi
his companion. H only sighed deeply and
rubbed bis leg with the rim of his hat in
gloomy abstraction,

“Welll——go on, then,” said the woman
laughing aad nudging him, “Gop pn—in-
troduce me—can't you?! Don'tstand there
like a tomb stone Yon won't? Well, I'll
introduce wyself,” She laughed again, and
then, with an excelleat imitaticn of Patter-
*oa's lugubrious accents, said: Mr. Spencer
Tacker's wife that is—allow me to iotroduce
vou to Mr. Spencer Tucker's sweetheart thas
was! Holdon! 1 said that was. For, trae
a3y I stand hee, ma'am—and I reckon I
would’'nt staad here if it waen't true—I
haven’t set eyes on him gince the day he left
?ﬂu, L)}

““Its the Gospal truth every word,” raid

Patterson, sti rad into a sndden activily by
Mrs, Tucker's white and rigid face, 'Jfa
the frozsm truth aud I kin prove it, For 1

kin swear that when that there voung wo-
man was sailin’ outer the (3jlden (;,te Spen-
cer Tucker was in my barroom; I can swear
that I fed him, lickored him, give him a
hoss, and set him on his riad to Monterey
that very night.”

“Then where is he now?”
er. suddenly facing them,

They looked at each otaer and then look-
ed at Mrs. Tacker. Then both tozether ra.
plied slowly an1 in perfect unison, *“‘That's
—what — we—want — to—k now,” They
seemed o satisfiea with this effo-t that the y
as deliberately repeated, “Yes—tiat’s—
what—we—wnant—to—know.”

Batween the shock of meetiog the partnsr
ot her husband’s guilt and the unsxpected
revel stion to her Inexperien e, that in sug-
gesticn and appearanse there was nothing
beyond the recollection of that guilt that
was really shocking in the woman—between
the extravagant extremes of nops ani fear
suggeated by their worde, there was 801 3-
thip z so grotecquely absurd in the melo-
dramnatic chorus that she with difficulty sup-
pressed a hysterical laugh,

‘Tnat's the way to take it » gaid the wo.
man pastting her own #ood-humored intr.
pretation upon Mrs, Tabker's eX pregs on.
‘‘Now look hera | DIl te!l you all aboait ig,”

said Mras, Tack.-

Sae carefully select »d t4e m 8t comfortable,

chair, and’ sitting down, lightly erossar her
hands in her lap. ““Well, I lefs here on t e
13:h of lastJauuary oo the ship-Argo; cal-
oalating that your huebind would*ymin the
ship just inside the heads, That wad our
arcangement, but if anything happined to
prevent him, he was to join me in Acapuleo,
Welll He dido’t come aboard, and 'we gajl.
ed withoit him, Bat jt appears now he did
attemps to join the ship, but his ho vt was
capiized, Toere now—uon't be alarmed—
he wasn't drowned, as' Patterson Cun Swear
to—no,cato Jhim! not & haic of him was harg
—but /—1I was bunled off to the ead of the
€arth in Mexico, alona, withont a cant to
cless me, For,true as you live, that houn i
of a Caplain, when "he found, as.. he
thought, tha; Soencar was nabbad s

)ast confiscated all his trunks and valuables
#nd left ma in the lurch, If ] hadu't met »
min dowan thers that offered to THATTY me
and brought me here I might havé died
there, 1 rockon. Bat I did, aad here
I am, I went down there as your hus.
band's Bweetheart ; ['ve come back as the
wife of an honasgman, and I reclk m 1t's
about equare]”

There was something so startlingly frank,
€0 hopelessly melf-satisfied, so contagiously
goid-humored in the woman's perfect mor.
al unconciousnass that even if Mrs, Tacker
had been less preoccupled her rejentmeat
would have abated, But her eyes wera fixed
on the gloomy face of Patterson, who was
beginning to unlock the sepulchres of hig
memory and disinter his deeply buried
thoughts.

"“You kin bet your whole pileon what
this Mrs, Capting Baxter—ez used to be
French Inez of New Orleans—hez told ye,
Ye can take everything she's onloaded,
And its only doin’ the square thing to her
to say she hain’t done it oug 0" no cussed.
ness, but just to satisfy herself, now ghe's a
married woman and past such foolishness,
But that ain't neither hers nor there, The
gist of the whole matter is that S peneer
Tucker was at the fienda the day. after she
sailed and after his boat capsizad,” 8
then g ave a detailed account of the inter.
view, with the unnzcessary but truthfiyl
minutiz of his class, adding to the particu-
lars already known that the following week
he visited the Summit House and was syr.

prised to find that Spancer had never bean j

there, nor had he ever sailed from Moute. )
rey. \

“Bat why was this not told me befora?”
said Mrs., Tucker, suddenly, *“Whny not at
the time? Why,"” she demanded almost
fercely, turning from the one to the other,
“has this bren kept from me?”

“I'll el yo why,” said Patterson, sink-.

ing with crashed submission into a chair, |

“When I found he wa iu’t where he ought to
be, I got to lookin' elsewhere, I knew the
track of the hoss I lent him by & looss shos,
I examined, and found he had turnad off the
high road somewhere beyoni the lagoon,
jist as if he was makin’ a bae lipe heras,"

“Well,” said Mrs. Tuckar, breathlessly,

“Well,” said Patterson, with the resiga.
ed tone of an accustomed martyr, ““mabbea
I'm a God-forsaken idiot, but I reckon he
did come yer., And mebhe I'm that much
of a habitosal lunati:. bnt thinking go, 1
calkilated you'd know it without tellin’.”

With their eyes fixad upon her, Mrs,
Tucker felt the quick blood rash to her
cheeks, although she knsw not why. But
they were apparently satisfied with ber ig.
norance, for Patterson ‘resamed, yet more
glovmily :

“Then if he waen't hidin’ here bekno wnat
to yon, he muost have changed his mind agin
and got away by the embarcadero. The on-
ly thing wantin' to Prove that idea ig to
know how he got a boat. and what he did
with the hoes, And thar's one more idea,
and ez that can’t be proved,” coatinued
Patterson, sinting his voice satjll lower,
“‘mebbee it’s accordin’ to God's laws,”

Unsympathetic to her as the speaker had
always been and still was, Mrs, Tucker felt
a vague chill creep over her that seemed to
be the resnlt of his mainner more than his
words, ““‘An1i that idea is?" she suggested
with pals lips,

“It's this | Fust, T don't Aay it mezns
mich to anybody but me, I've heard of
these warnings afore now, ez coming oily
to folks ez hear them for themselves alone,
and I reckon I kin stand 15, if it’s the will
of God/ The ilea ig then —that—Speacer
Tocker—was drownded in the boat —the
idea is"—that it was ao living man that
kim to me that night, but aspirit that kem
out of the darkness .nd went back loto it |
No eye saw him but mine—uo ears heird
him but mine. I reckoa it weren't intended
it should.” He paused, and passed the
flip of his hat across his eyes. “‘The pie,
you'll say is agin it" he continued in the
same tone of voica—*the whiskey is agin it
—a few cuss words that droppad from him,
accidental liks, may have bean agin it. All
the sam: they might -have becn only the
little signs and tokens that it was him "

But Mrs. Bixter's ready laugh somewhat
rudely dispelled the infection of Pasterson’s
glocm. “I rackon the only Bpirit was that
which you and Spencor consumed,” she taid
cheerfally. *'I don’s wonder yoa're a little
mixed, Like as not you've misunderstood
his plans,” Patterson shook his head, ""Ha'll
turn up yet alive and kicking! L'ke as not
then. Poindexter knows where he is all the
{ime.”

“Imposeible! He would have told me,"’ said
Mrs, Tacker quickly.

Mrs, Baxter looked at Patterson without
peaking. Patterson replied by a longz lugu-
brious whistle,

"1 don't un ierstand you,"said Mes. Tucker
drawing back with cold dignity,

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

“I can explain that” interrupted Mes,
Tucker hastily, with a blash of confusion,
“Thatig—I——"

““Taen mebbee you kin expliin too,”
broke in Patterson with gloom significance,
“‘why he has bought up most of Spancer's
debts himsslf, and p2rhaps you're satisfied
it isn’t to hold the whip hand of him and
keep him from coming back openly, Praps
you know why he’s movin’ heaven and earth
to make Don Jose Santiarra sell the ranch,
and why the Don don't see it at all.”

“Dou Jose sell Las Cuervoes | Bay it, yon
m3an?”said Mra, Tucker, *‘/ offered 1o ssil 1t
to him ”

Patterson arose from the chair, lookel
despaiciogly arouni him, passed his hand
sadly across his forchead, and eaid- “It is
come ! I knew it would. It's the waraing|
It's suthing betwixt jim jams and doddering
idiocy. Here 1'd hev been willin' to swear

sat Mrs. Baxter here told me she had aold
this yer ransh nearly two years ago to Don
Jose, and now you——"

' Siop!" said Mrs. Tuacker in a voice that
chillad them.

She was standing apright aad rigid, as if
stricken fo stone, 4 commaad yoa to tell
m3 what this mﬁanq.}f-lahe said, turning oaly
her bliz'ng eyes upon the woman,

Even the ready smile faded from Mers,
Bixter's lips aishe replied hesitatingly and
submissively: “‘[ thought yon knew already
that Spencer had given this ranch to me, I
vold it to Don Jose to gel the money for ug
to go away with, It was Spencer’s ideg

“You lie!” said Mrs. Tucker,

Tnere was u dead silence, The wrathfu)
blood that had quickly mounted to Mra,
Baxter’s cheek, to Patterson’s additional La-
wildermen’ faled as quickly, Sie did nos
lift her eyes agan to Mrs. Tucker's, bat
slowly raisiug hersel’ from her seat, said,
wish to God I did lie ; butit's true. And it's
trae that I never touched a cent of the
money, but gave it all to him!” Sie laiq her
hand on Patterson’s aim, and gaid, ** Come
I3t us go,” and lsd him a few steps toward
the gweway., But here Patterson pansed
and again pressed his hand over hig melan-
choly brow. The necessity of coherently
and logically cloging the conversation im-
pressed itself upon his darkening mind,
**Then you don’t happen to have heard any-
thing of Spencer 7" he said, and vanished
with Mrs, Baxter through the gate,

Left alons to neraelf, Mrs. Tucker raised
her hands above her head with a little cry,
inter.ocked her rigid fingers, and slo wly
brought her palms down upon her upturned
face and eyes, pressing hard as if to crush
out all light and sense of light before her,
She stood thus for & moment motionless and
silent, with the rising wind whispering with-
out and flecking her white morning dress
with gusty ahmfnwu from the arbor. Then
with closed eyes, dropping her hands to he
breast, still pressing hard, she elowly passed
them down the shapely contours of her fiz-
are to the waist and with another cry cast
them off as if she were stripping herself of
some loathsome garment. Tien she walked
quickly to the gateway, looked out, re-
taroed to the corridor, unlocsening and tak-
ing off her wedding-ring from her ingers as
the walked, Here she paused, then, slow-
ly and deliberately re-arranged the chairs

enlored rugs the

and adjosted the gay
re-enterad her

drapsd them anl quietly
chamber,

Two days afterward the sweating steed of
Capt. Poindexter was turnad loose in the
¢orral, and a moment later the Captain en-
tered the corridor. Handing a letter to the
decrepit Concha who seemed to be ubtecly
digorganizad by its contents, and the few
curt words with which it was delivered he
gazad silently upon the vasint bower, still
fresh and redolent with the delicacy and
perfume of its graceful Ocupant ungil his
dark eyes filled wizn unaccuitomad mopis.
ture. Bait his reverie was interrupte | by
the sound of jinglinz spars witho at, and the
old humor struggled back into his eyea as
Doa Joge impeiuously entered, The Spini-
ard started back, but instantly r:covered
himaelf,

“Solfind you here, Ahl—it is wal. I"” he
sald passioaately, produciog a letter from
his bosom, “Losk! Do vou call this honor?
Lok how you keep your compaesl”

Poindexter coolly fook the letter. It con-
tained a fewwords of gentle dignity from Mra
Tucker, informing Don Joss that she had
only that instant learaed of his j1st clivims
upon Lios Cuervos, tencering him her grati.
tude for his delicate inten iuns, but point-
ing oot with respectiul firmness that he
must kiow that a moment's tarthe- acep*-
ance of his couriedy was mp ssible,

"'S1e has gainad this kaowledge frem no
word of mine " said Poindexter, cilmly,
“Right or wrongz, I hava kept my promise
toyou. I have as much reason to a Cuse you
of betraying my secrst in this,” he aided,
coldly, as he took ansther letter from hig
pocket and hanied it to Dosn Jose,

It seemed briefer and colder, but was
neither. It reminded Poindexter that as he
had again deceived her, she m st take the
government of her affairs iato her own hands
benceforth. Sae abandoned all the furni.
ture and improvements she had patin ILs
Cuaervos to him  to whom shenow knew she
was indebted for them, She could 0ot thank
him for what his habitual generosity imp sll.
ed bim to do for any woman, but she coyld
forgive him for misunderstanding ber like
any other Woman—perhaps she should say
ke a child, When he received this she
would be already on her way fto her old
home in Kentucky, where she gtill hoped to
be able by ber own efforts to 4mass enough
to dis sharge her obligations to him,

*'She does not epaak of her husband—this
woman,"” said Doa J sse, Scanning Poindex.
ter’s face. ' It is possibla she rejoins him,
eh?" :

““‘Perhapi in oae
him., Dun Josge,”
ly.

Doa Jose's face flashed, bit he returned
ca-elessly, ‘‘And the ranchy —naturally yon
will not buy 1t now?”

“Oa the contrary, I shall ahide by my of-
fer” raid Poindext .y quietly,

D.n Jose eyed him narrowly, and then
sud, ““Ah, we shall coisider of j5.%

He did consider it, and accepled the of.
fer, With the full con irol of the land,
Capt. Poindexter's improvements, so indafj.

 Way she has never [eft
sald Poindexger signific \nt-

lines of corral were effaced, and the
breath of the sum ner trade wiads awe
interraptedly across the pow leveled plain
to the embarcadero, where a4 mewaer struct-
ure arose. A more vivid green alone mark-
ed the spot where the crumbling adobe walls
of the casa had returned to the parent soil
that gave it. The channel was deep:ned the
lagoon was drained until one eveniug the
magic mircor that had so Jo ag reflscted the
weary waiting of the Blue Grass Penelope
lay dull, r]mrf lus'rele s—an Opique quag-
mire of noisome corraption ani dscay to be
put away from the sight of mag forever, On
thig 8pot the crows—tha titular tenants of
Las Cuervo s—assemblad in tumultuous con.
graes, coming and going in mysterious clouds
or laboring in thick and writhing masses, s
if they were continuing the work of im.
provement bagun by haman agency, So well
had they done their work tha: by the end of
a week only a few scittored white objacts
remained glittering on the surfa.e of the
quickly drying soil. But they were the
boaes of the missing outcast Spencer Tuok.
er|

early
ptun-

- - i L * -

The same spring a breath of war swept
ever a foul dam?iug quagmire of the winter
land befors which sush Passing desds as
these were blowa as a vapir. It
called men of all rank and vondition
to battle for a nation's life, and amoag
the firet to respond were those 1Lty whose
boyish hands had been placad the nation's
honor, It returned the epaulets to Poindex.
ter's shoulders, wit1 the addition of a deunble
star, carried him triumpantly to thefront,
and left him at thas end of a sammer'as day
and a hard won fight soraly woun led at the
door of a Blue Grass farmhoase. And tue
woman who sought him out and minigtared
to his wants said timidly a3 she lef; her
hand in Lis, T told you I should live to ra-

pay you,” |
[THE END,]

Ingleside Reflections,

L have a morbid love of truth, It is wrong
I know. Itis evenfalss ito usa g microscope
when all others employ a field, gla s,

There is a wide distintioa between gossip
and the intelligent dis ussion of character,

There 15 an element of the ridiculousin g
man who is graceful at all times aod in gl]
places,

A child’s questioaings serions 'Y ans wered
supply the chief's bis s for that child's edg.
cation,

How I hate an Irish woman, She accupies
the who'le atmosphere, She braathes ap all
the air; and leaves ope gas)ing, forlack of
breath,

The one thing which most
world is that dreadful (uestion

We wish for God, for He

&§it‘ﬂtﬁn the
0

-___-‘“‘—ﬂ--..__*‘-____-

The Anﬂquit}'jnf.iﬂfe.-rﬂalng-

In all ages P3ople seem to have needed a
reminded of their wants and the advertise-
ment enablad the busy or the lazy t supply
them without extra trouble, We find ng
monvion of the peripatetio advertisem ants
which now greet our €yes on street corners,
L various, outre and ridiculous garba, bat
perbaps they miy have had their origin
from antiquity and the peripatatic philoss.
Paers, who studied and discussed their
‘earned theories while parpetually perambul.
ating the walks of the gymagsium,—[ Phila-
delphia Tim 8,




