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A New Mexican
Episode.
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The sun thone hotly on Avita ranch,
which lay like s small excrescence on tke
dun: coloied earth. The adobe houte, the
fences, the corral, all wore the sun-baked
shade of the level ground. The silence
was not a s'range and dreamy thing, as is
utual in solitude; ‘twas a hot, fierce,
aggressive silence, which seemed to chall-
enge disturbance. No bee or flying thing
buzzed in the air, and as far as eye couvld
reach, no shade came bctween the fiery sun
and the flit gray mesa.

The wind, always defiant, blew bravely
across the eagebrush, carrying with bim
the remonstrant treath of the sun, who
protested sgsir st the persistent riva'ry and
would rot give him full sway. Their
competiticn gave lite to the cattle on the
range, to tke suffering cowboys, and to
the small group of pcople on the ranch-
boute portel.

Tke sloping roof gave shelter from the
sun’s rays, and the wide-open (oors
through the long Lall caught every whiff cf
the eirratic wind &s he, still warring with
the sun, blew here and there.

A low Fammock occupizd the most shad-
ed spot, and in it swung a girl. Her face
was dark and small and her little head wes
covered with a thick, short crop ot black
curls; her eyes were very lerge and darkly
gray. All else about her was small—the
tan colored tboes, the slender hands, the
scarlet mouth—and she took but a speck
of room in 1h2 wide h:mmock, forming a

iquant contrast {o tte two men beside

er. They were both tall and athletically
built ; their skins we¢re of the same color ¢s
the house and earth, with a liberal dash of
adced red. Ose was pronouncedly dark;
the oth:r blue of eyeand yellow of hair.
Even betore hey spoke they were pro-
claimed Englishmer. The ds:rker ore,
Frank Farringden, turned toward the girl
and said :

‘Well, Jick, wken did Harry say h2d
come up from Santa Fe? With that fuss
over et Ortegss, and Slawson, the man-
ager, gove, you'll be lefi quite alone,
won't you ?

‘Oh, yes; but cnly for two nigite. My
brother is (oming back on Saturdey;
there's no ore to bother.’

The girl put one toe to the floor and
swung forward, showing tte ‘gun’ which
graced the carved Mexicin belt. Tris
bet held toge'her the corder y skirt and
white duck blouse ; a scerlet silk scarf wes
knoited a1ound the brown throat, ¢nla
large, hea\ily buckled sombrcro lay on the
floor beside her. Lookirg out over the
mesa, she said :

“The :un seems {o be etanding s ill out
ttere. You should have visited your
cousin earlier, Captain Charteris. I’'m
afraid you'll take back lurid accounts of
his edopted land.’

The Captain riplicd with the
mellow voice of his country :

‘Well, really, Miss Delancey, the
ccuntry is te st'y bad; but Frank seems
to find the people ell rigit.

*Tre people !'—a ple:scd mockery in
tte shrill Americ.n voice. ‘That must
m¢an us, for we are really the only p-ople
about here. Well, Harry. is a nice boy,
but Slswson end Augusta Victoria ¢ n’t be
called social o'n:mente. Then there’s
mytelf ; but [——Now, Cap'ain Charteris,’
rising io the hammock ard swirging tor-
ward directly in front of him, ‘will ycu tell
me if I am d:fferent from English girls—
verv much worse, 1 mean? Now please
tell; I went to know traly ani honestly’

‘Ohb, really, Miss Dclancey, girls are
about all alike, ycu know, only Eoglish

itls are more Kept in the back-;round,
and that sort of thing.’

¢Bu*, Captain Charteris, if an English
girl lost her father and mcthcr when ste
was only three, and had hak to live out
her with her brother, because h2 woulda’t
live anywhe:e ¢ls2, and she wasn't—well,
wan’t real dead y strong Lercel’, would
ste bhave been very different from me?’

There was an appealrg earnestness 1n
the high voice ard a breathless intcrcst in
the catk ey s. Charteris lockid at her
.with cool admiraticn, replying that Le
would answer hor ques ion at another time.
She sank back balt-dissati:fi.d and hummed
a song.

When the sun showed the firat symp-
toms of descerding the men mounted their
horses end rode away. Ferrington turned
in the saddle and called to the girl, *We'll
stop with the mail on our way home’

x * *

deep,

How different was the old adote bours
later, when the sun bad given place fo ifs
fair rival, the mocn. The hot grayness
bad all gore, and the parched, unlevely
earth locked cool and soft in the clear
hight. The sage-brush and cactus plents
were tewperanly given atint of silvery
green, and the wind, fickle fellow, secm:d
conquered by the gentle moor, for band
in hind they sesrched eviry nook and
cerner, b'essing all living thiogs as they
went. The portel scem:c anotler spot, as
it lay in a flood of mi'ky rays; th: chars,
ihe table, the dusty ! ammncck—ali srecmed
tresh'y covered wih shinimg satin. The
girl was in the same posiicn. but the
corcuroy gown had givin p'ace to a white
one. and the scarlet kerchuef bad paled to
rose. The rebellicus hair had been smoo b
ed until it lay in dusky rings about the face
which the moonlight baa whitened, and tte
tender 1ays tuinzd to piok tke two scailet

spo's—were they of expectaticnP—
wtich bun:d bencath the glowiong
eyes. The sombr ro's place on the

floor was taken ty a mandolin, which
sipped from the lards of its owaer
ss she started frcm her lezy swinging
in the hammock, her accustcmed ear
hiving heard tbe pressure ot hors s’ h ofs
again:t tte hard ground alorg, long te-
tore the riders could be scen. Listening
more iat- ntly ske soon koew thire was but
one horss, one rider. The «xpec ancy
wis ended when Cept. Charteris elid trom

bis horse, tied it at the &h. and walked
toward the house, idly swinging the leath-
er mail as he came. (ﬂoo under the
portel, ke threw bis hat on the floor and
sank into a low chair beside the girl.

‘Poor Frank went on to catch the train
for Santa Fe. Your lr.ther wrote and
urged it. Bah! it's a nasty ride from
Ortegas !’

The min broke the silence.

‘Sing something—something Spanish.’

Jack p'ayed a soft chord on the mando-
lin and sang a tender serenade. As she
fnisbed he leaned over ber and siid gent-
gy
*You skta'l have the answer to the ques-
tion of this afternoon now. How canl
compare you to o‘her women, you who are
so strangely different so intoxicatingly
charming ' He leaned nearer and took,
unrebuked, the tannved fingers in his own.
‘Ycu are the result of this strange hife and
climate, and [—ob, you know how I feel!
You hive shown your power over me since
you first raised those eyes to my face ; and
when I hear you sing, then—then jyou
know you hold me, soul and body, as no
womsan ever did before. You know .,
don t you, Jack ?

Unclo:ing ber ¢yes s from a dream of
blies, she laid ber hand loviogly upon his
shoulder.

‘You den't unders‘and m3, Captain
Charteris. 1 suppose I am not like other
girls, and it tskes a lonz, -lonz time to
understand me.

hall, her eye fell on the forgotten mail bag ;
for occupation she unstrapped it.

There were no letters for the Anita
ranch, but several for Farriogden, and a
London newspaper which had been opened
read and refol led. She aimlessly unfolded
it, glancing over it uncomprehendingly un-
til a penciled piragraph a’'tractel her eye.
This read: ‘I'he marriage arranged last
winter between Captain Harcourt Dene
Clifford Charteris and Lady Evelyn Maud
Branksworth wi | be consummated on June
20 at St. George's Hanover Square. This
marriage wiil be an exceedingly important
social event, owing to the promince of both
bride acd groom the former being the sec-
ond daughter of the Earl of Alwyn and
the latter tha prospective heir of bis uncle,
Lord Walforth, of Walforth house, Surrey.
Captain Charteris will shortly raturn from
the Amo2ri‘an Southwest, where his long
etay has completely restored his health’
The p:per was stiil irmly grasped in her
stiffening fingers. She dil not eharge her
position ; tha brown fice turned a ssllower
shade, and the eyes bad a glowing fierce-
ness. She neither ciied nor spoke, but
mechanically refolded the paper and re-
placed it in the bag.

Night came agiin; ths moon came
bick to tte old por'e', and with the wind
playid a sw:et duo in the accustomed way.
DBut there was no apprecistive grace in the
beart of the amall creature who sat here.
With wind burped face and raging heart
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oh, dear, oh ! —they had already started.
Without a word Jack rushed, hatless,
for the corral. Her own little broncho
Lorita, was soon girthed, and thay were
off over the mesa, the startled horse fairly
maddened as the heavy end of the quirt
struck her tender flainks with repeated

tha lookel out over the broad stretch ow blows. Hear gentle mistress seemed turned
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AN EARLY CHURCH-GOER.

Chobarteris hid a etmile with his bard.
The pleadirg voice was in his eare, the
red n.outh near kim, the ¢yes slining un-
conecicus love in his face, and the moon-
light, tke wind, the echoes of the song
roused bis slow senses, ard pu'tirg bis
arm arourd her he whispered ia his mel:-
ing voice:

“Jack, do ycu love me ?”

There was ro thyneesin ker rapt f:ce, as
she drew nearer end murmured :

“Oh yes; yes, I do love you, ard I was
afraid you would rever understand.”

The smile grew broader on the Epglish-
man's face as he ardently k'ssed her, and
the mistaken moen incau'icusly threw a
glamor ot tenderness into the steely eyes,
while th) vibrating little creature, with h r
head on Lis heart, accepted the moon’s solt
blandisi men's, and worshiped on.

The icterse stillness ot tue summer night
gseemed to ¢sk for music, and Jack drew
the mandolin {oward ber, playing tlow'y
jhat sweetest Spanish air **Media Noebe.’
While ber fing:rs wore on the strings,
Charterls, atier whispering *‘Carissima,
querida ¢h’qui'a” in ler willing car and
again kissing her, s'rolled to the gate and
mounted his horse. She sat ttill, a bright
bit of color in the viv:d m)onlight ; and as
be rode away, waving his bat ¢s he wen*,
she played with all the s'rength in Ler
quick bands, sending aiter bim a flood of
me'edy wh'ch sounded in his cars lorg.
long att r the agile broncho bad borne him
from view.

She s'ept to dream ovir the last act of
ber lite, and awoke toredream it as she
wancered restlessly about the hcuse or
swing in the hammock. Harry and Far
ringden would rot rerurn for two days.

Surely Har o irt. she whispered the name
blushing'y to bers It, ‘would come #gain.’

Seekirg stelter from the heatin the long
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]prairics where only last night all bad

seemed a vision of beauty. Suddenly she
leaned back ber bead and called, sharply,
‘Augusta Vie'orial’ i

A sib like M'ssouri girl, the Comestiz
pivot of the rarch, arpeared in response.

‘Well, Mis Jack®

Tce black herd lowered, and tke tan
heel stru k the floor scveral times before
tte questicn cemae: ;

*Whet was Jose up hcre tor this after-
noon, and why «id he slink asay around
the corral, or,” quickly lifting her head and
looking into Augusta Victoria's eyes, ‘is he
still here ?’

‘No, he ain’t here now; but you know
Jose and me are keepin’ compiny ; so why
ehouldn’t he be h r. '

‘No reascn; only he seemed to act queer
and I am sure | heard him mention—men-
tion Captain Chirteris's name.’

‘Well, yes, he might ’av,” uneasily skift-
ing her lank waight from one flst foot to
other.

Jack arose, went over to Augusta Vie-
toria. and grasped her firmly by the
shculder.

‘You know I have never trusted Jose,
and now 1 know there is somethirg wrong.
Tell me—tell me, or I—well, you know
whet [ can do’

‘01, dear Mi s Jack, save bim!—rave
Jose ! save us all.’

g Hurriedly, disconnectedly, th2 told ths
trembling little woman before her the
story. Chsrteris had had a querrel with
Mexicans on the lower Pecos ; that in eav-
ing his own life he had shot bis assailant;
that tha dead man was a cousin to Jose,
who, with his brothers were all leit to right
tbe wrong. That they were to meet at Or-
tegas, and were going to Farringden's

ranch, whcre Charteris was ailone; that
tke scttlement would be short, and that—

~\

into a demon, as mile after mile they flew—
not by the tra!, but cver the range where
quicksands lurked, ¢nd the prairie doge’
boles were tr:ps to the galloping borse’s
feet. Oa they went, the mere goaced to
frenzy by the shrill voice and raiping
blowe. The Farridgden ranch lights were
in sigkt, and Jack her hesrt a iriptammer
inher tide gave a final shoutto tpzed Lor-
ita on but a threacherous hole caught one
of the horse’s slender I gs, breaking it and
tbrowirg the little brencho in agony of
pain to the grcund, where her rider lay,
unhurt. Without a glance at her deerly
loved borse, Jack spravg to hcr feet and
ruthed like a covote cver the grourd.

The altitude exhavsted her fceble lurgs,
and when she stumhled acrors the dcor-
way of Farringcen's ranch speech h:d
slmost left her. The curtiin was vp, and
Charteris sat by the table, under a twing-
irg lamp, writing. With oae swiit move-
ment she pulled dova the treacheious
sbade, threw herself upen his Ereest and
stretched cut her arms protectingly around
him, as, listening toevery libored breath,
she gasped:

‘Come with me— thcre is no
talk.’

S.eing determined negation in his face,
she continued:

“There is not a mement to lose. Joss
Gorziles end his brothers are behind me.
They are fierce with pulque ard revenge.
Come, come !

‘Never! 11l
Mexicans !

‘Harcourt ’,—a deep wail of despairirg
piseion in ker voice-—‘I love you, dearest,
with all the |.fe God bas given me andl
beg of you, for the sake of your hope and
mine in Heaven to listen to me.” Her
shielding arms were around him, and fifiy
kisscs were pressed on his lips. ‘Harcourt,

time to

face the cowardly

sweetheart, do my will just this once—thig
once!" And be obtyed.

Throagh the rear door of the houss they
went.  With her hand locked in his, tkey
rushed toward the canncn, Jack goiding
the rebellious Englishman. At length she
stopped. ‘I can go ne further,” and pull-
ing the red kerchief from her neck she keld
it to her lips.

‘What shall I do with you, Harcourt?
They will kill you !’

He took the h:nd at her side.
red with blood.

‘Jose (Gonzil:s, is that you?’

‘Si Sencrits.’

The girl advanced to where the three
horsemen had reined and talked earnestl
in Sparish. The voices were first bigi
and fierce, then low and pleading, finally
soit and consenting, as they slowly turned
aod rode away. She walked back to
Charteris.

*Come !" she said.

‘Twas

How diff:rently trom
an bour bcfore! Slte said no more, but
started forward. Charteris fol'owed.

‘Jack,’ he called—‘dear little Jack,” you
have saved my l.f2 and [ am a coward.’

‘Don’t spesk to me,’ she replied, bitter-
ly. *Sadd!e me a bhorse. ['ll wait for it
inside.’

Two Lorses were soon tied at the gate,
and he entercd the room where Jack
stood, not as she had so thirt a time te-
fore. panting, giowing, reckl-ss, the em-
bodim=>nt of love aud bravery. but instead,
a pallid, suombreeyed womar, whose
strange quiet was a t:rror ‘o the man be-
fore her.

“They have given you vour lJi‘e,” she
said, ¢ because [ p-omised tkem that in the
early morning you would go. I told tiem
this ; 'hey believe ne ; you must go "

“Yes, I will go; but you—you who have
risked your precious lite—have brought on
this fearful tting,” pointiog to the blood-
stained hind. ““Wh.tshall I do for ycu?

“I am past help.” re k'essly. “God is
gcol; he h.s sent this—it not encugb, the
stream io the c:non will be & ro:ring tor-
rent in May."

She start-d toward the ga'e, he swiitly
fo lowing

“Jack, Jick, let me go with you!"

“No; but you can go acro:s the range,”
peointing southwerd, ‘*an! shoot Lorita—
I couldn’t do tha'” ccvering her eyee with
her t'embling fingers.

Shz mouan e ; he fo'lowed, and tkey rode
slowly tyward tue trail.

““Jack,” be whirpered tenderly, ‘‘why
hive you given me my life and torced it to
bitterness like this ?°

She rodere:rerani laid her hend on the
Lon ot h's ra“de

‘Do not dsr- to followme. Shoao' Lori's
quickly ard kiadly. With her will ¢ie vour
m«mory of thece day:. I hive read thke
London Tim: s, acd [ loved you.

* * * * * *

When Hany Delancy returced to the
Anita ranch the weeping Au,usta Victeria
met him in tte portel. A rude emblem of
black swurg from the door knob &nd inside
the house the )it 12+ mistre's lay s'ill acd
silent, at recst forever. ‘The old trouble’
and the new one had erded all.

The Londin Times anncuncrd that on
June 20 at S*. Geo'g-'s Hi:rover Square
were married Captain Harcourt Do ne Clif-
ford Cherteris and L ¢y Evelyn Mau
Barksweorth. ;
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