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““ Now, opals are the tears shed by Tonatiuh, the Sun God,

many ages ago, and which fell upon the earth and have lodged

in its bosom, turning into jewels. It was prophesied by our
forefathers that men would labor wearily for them and kings
would pay great price of gold therefor. Hence it is well to
know the virtues and portents of these stones, and may wise
men ponder deeply upon what 1, Chimapopotl, a descendant of
the high priest, will say. Now, some [of these stones] are white,
though veined with red when held to the light, and these portend
love and death . . . and there are some that shimmer with
the blue of Heaven, and these speak oflove . . . passion
rings loud in those that are of the hue of gold. . . . Ifa
man take into his hand one that is yellow changing into cloud-
like gray, and sleep, he will have strange dreams . . . and
it is also true that one may find a handful of divers hues which
may mean anything or nothing, as one will.”—Zxtract from

an ancient Nahuatl manuscript in Queretaro.
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The Greatest of the Gods is Quetzalcoatl






 And some are white, though veined
with red when held to the light,
and these portend love and death.”

The Greatest
of the

Gods

is
Quetzalcoatl

TEZCOMAYA is builded in the hollow of a
plain, wherein it differs not from most
towns in the Republic of Mexico. All about this
plain the Sierra strikes its purple teeth into the
sky of everlasting blue, these deepening into
black when they meet the stars at nightfall. Far
to the east lies the valley plain of Anahuac, and
to the west the mountains slope down to the sea
till the sands are washed by the lazy surges of
the Pacific.
A cluster of adobe houses huddled around a
dusty plazuela, and then straggling out into a
single street that ends in brushwood huts, and
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finally sprawls into the desert ; here and there a
tree that sulks and is ashamed ; a small church
with galleried campanile, wherein hang bells that
softly ring the hours of sleep and prayer ; dust,
dogs, and donkeys—such is Tezcomaya.

The people toil not, nor spin, nor are they
well clothed. Meekly they bear the burden of
life, aided thereto by a long draught of mezcal
now and then, whereupon they sleep, and per-
haps dream. A league away is a hole in the
ground, a mine denounced and mastered by
men from the North, and here some of the na-
tives move with pretence of labor, though still
dreaming.

One October day, in the year of our Lord
1892, Tonatiuh rose, as he had done since the last
universal cataclysm, in a sky of unflecked blue,
seemingly indifferent that he was not met, as of
yore, with greeting songs and garlanded dance.
Well here, as elsewhere, had the cowled head
done its work, and only the surpliced priest in
the adobe church bowed and genuflexed before
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images of gaudy hue, all of which had nothing to
do with the old god.

Just as the bright beams tipped the eastern
Sierra, a girl darted out from one of the adobe
houses, passed the door of the church without
even the sign of the cross, despite the tinkling of
the_bell within, and hurried away to the north.
She was clothed in a plain sleeveless garment of
cotton cloth, and her face, all but her dark eyes,
was hidden under a heavy rebozo of black thread,
whose fine and delicate weft cost many a day of
ceaseless toil, and stamped the wearer as wealthier
than her fellows.

The girl’s bare feet left a clear imprint upon the
soft white dust of the plazuela and of the street
as she sped swiftly along, past the last strag-
gling huts of Tezcomaya, and out upon the
smooth cactus-flecked plain that levelled away to
the foot of the Sierra rising like a boundary wall
a good six leagues away. Mile after mile she
passed at a seemingly tireless gait that was more
a run than a walk, though her throat and nos-
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trils were parched and choked with the fine
powder of the desert, and her feet torn to
bleeding by the spines of the cactus.

The earth glowed like a furnace under the
fierce heat of the sun, and the girl panted like a
hunted deer, her dry tongue licking her lips, but
never once did she relax her speed. Soon the
Sierra grew more distinct, its buttresses, battle-
ments, towers, and ravines marked themselves
out of the purple mist. Not a tree nor a bush
grew upon the shrivelled slopes, not a bird hov-
ered in the air above ; it was the desolation of
heat, not death, for here life had never been.
Columns of dust marched like giant spectres
across the plain which swept off here and there
into mirage lakes that shimmered with light.

Straight toward the wall of rock the girl ran,
as if to hurl herself against it; but when she could
almost touch it with her hand, there appeared a
narrow cleft, and into this she entered. Here she
was in the cool shadow, for this was the domain
of Mictlantecutli, into which Tonatiuh could never
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come. Scarce was she within when she sat, or
rather fell, upon the rocky floor and bowed down
until her forehead touched the cold stone, her
breath coming quick and short, her limbs trem-
bling. Thus she remained for some moments
until the heaving of her full rounded breasts grew
less rapid, and then, as if with new strength, she
leapt to her feet and pursued her way through
the narrow gorge, now climbing over huge
boulders that blocked the path, now leaping
across black holes that yawned beneath her feet,
yet always surely, as one who knows the way
well, difficult though it is.

As she advanced, the walls of the gorge leaned
together and met above, shutting out the light of
day. She plunged fearlessly on, though with
slower step, for in the thick darkness hands took
the place of eyes, reaching and feeling for the
sides of the narrow tunnel. Her foot touched
something soft and cold, and she drew it up
quickly with a low cry. She stood motionless
as an image of stone, and called with half-voice :
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‘“Nantli Colotl !”

She craned her neck, listening. Her voice
seemed to travel a long way and then come
back to her in a faint echo: ‘“Colotl.” Again
she called, this time loudly, straining her throat
to its utmost of sound : ‘‘Nantli Colotl!” An-
other sound now thrilled to her in the blackness :
““Nelli, nelli, teichpoch !

The girl breathed a sigh of relief as she an-
swered in the Nahuatl tongue: ‘Yes, it is I,
your daughter, Xicaltetecon. I wish to see you
quickly, but dare not come farther, for the way is
full of your children, the cohuatl.”

A low soft hiss breathed down the tunnel, and
the girl could feel, rather than hear, the gliding of
the sinuous bodies of the snakes on the rocky
floor, as they answered the call of their mistress.
She stepped forward slowly, putting her foot
down with care, lest it touch one of the reptiles
whom she knew were moving on ahead of her.
She went but a short distance, and then, turning
sharply to the left, emerged from the narrow way
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into a great cavern which was brilliant with the
flames of a fire that leapt and curled upon a huge
stone altar. Near this, her hand resting upon it,
stood a tall bronzed woman, clad only in a sash
of bright yellow wrapt closely about her hips and
knotted in front. She was not old, for not a
single wrinkle marred her regular features, and
her dark eyes glowed with strength and passion ;
nor young, for her face had something of the
majesty that comes from knowledge born of
long experience. On her wrists and ankles were
heavy bands of gold, and strips of the same
metal glittered, interwoven, in the long hair that
fell to her knees, covering her as with a mantle
of jet. About her neck was a thin chain of silver
that held suspended between her breasts a golden
image of the sun, the centre and rays of which
seemed to glow with a light of their own.

Such was Nantli Colotl (Mother Scorpion), the
far famed Bruja de los Montes, or witch of the
mountains, in whose existence the Spaniard

denied a belief, though he spoke of her reluc-
2
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tantly and with some fear beneath. They—
the immaterial and undefinable ¢ they”—said
that there lived in the Sierra a priestess of the old
cult, and that some of the Indios went thither to
worship; but the padre, a stern man, proclaimed
this a lie of Satan himself, and dangerous to the
soul’s future even to think about. - Xicaltetecon
walked up to the priestess, and, holding out her
hands appealingly, fell upon her knees.

“Well, girl,” said the woman, looking coldly
at the form at her feet, ‘’tis a long time since
thy butterfly wings have brought thee hither,
and I think thou wouldst never have come again
had not——"

“Pity, Nantli Colotl !” pleaded the girl in the
soft Nahuatl tongue ; ‘I will tell thee——"

“Tell me:” exclaimed the priestess scornfully,
‘“thou wilt tell me something ! Nay, I will tell
thee what thou camest for. Thy lover, the
golden-haired stranger from the North, lies ill,
ill of the fever that the Spaniard cannot cure, the
curse of Mictlantecutli, and on the seventh day
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he will die, and thou wouldst beg me to save
him. Do I speak the truth of Quetzalcoatl ?”’

The breasts of the girl heaved quickly and her
voice quivered with pain. “‘Yes, Nantli, it is
true. Thou knowest all things. Thou wilt
save him, save him, Nantli for my father’s
sake !”

“Thou darest mention thy father’s name!”
exclaimed the priestess angrily; ‘‘ what hast thou
in common with him? He served our god here
till the Spanish priest caused him to be thrown
into a dungeon, where he died. Thou didst flit
away to live with the Spaniards, and almost hast
thou gone into their church and bowed down to
their maquechitli (dolls), and thou speakest their
tongue as glibly as if thou wert a chattering
monototl (parrot) thyself.”

‘Nay, nay, Nantli,” sobbed the girl; ‘“never
have | been false to my father’s teachings ; never
have | entered the door of the house of the sing-
ing priest, nor bowed to the velvet-robed virgin.
My lover is not one of the Spaniards whom thou
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hatest. Thou wilt save him, Nantli? 1 will die
if he die !

““Ca, ca. Thou speakest of dying like a
Spaniard, as if it were some great thing.” The
priestess stopped and placed both of her hands
over her eyes. After a moment’s pause she con-
tinued in a low and hesitating voice, as of one
speaking with great difficulty, ¢ Yes, I see thee
dead, and thy lover with the gold hair standing
with a foot upon thy grave. It is so written.”

The girl rose to her feet, and with the fringe
of her rebozo wiped away the tears that stained
her brown cheeks.

““Then let it be so, Nantli. If thou dost wish
my life for his it is thine. It was not death I
feared, but leaving him.”

I have naught to do with thy life, Xicaltete-
con,” said the priestess, taking down her hands
and seeming to recover herself. ¢‘That is in the
hands of the dark forms who stand behind Quet-
zalcoatl, and whose messenger he is. 1 told thee

what I saw, nothing more.”
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““ A prophecy ?” murmured the girl.  ““ Those
of our people have not always come true. My
father taught me to read the signs upon those
walls,” and she pointed with her finger to some
hieroglyphics that were deeply cut upon one of
the sides of the cavern. ‘“ That says, and it was
so spoken by Guatemozin, that at this time our
people shall again rule the land. Yet it is not
so!”

The priestess looked at Xicaltetecon with an
expression of contempt. ‘“Thou art but half
learned in our mysteries, and of facts thou
knowest no more than thy namesake which
flits from flower to flower. Dost thou not know
that he whose throne is in the ancient city, and
who rules with iron hand to-day our land from
the river of the North to where the oceans eat
into the earth until they are but a span apart, is
one of our own people, with not a drop of Span-
ish blood in his veins? Does not Diaz descend
straight from our prince Guatemozin, and is not

the prophecy thus fulfilled ?
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The girl bowed her head. “‘Thou art right.
Speak, I will do whatsoever thou tellest me.”

For a while the priestess did not answer. The
light upon the great stone table had grown dim.
Nantli Colotl picked up from the floor what
appeared to be a piece of yellow stone and threw
it upon the smoldering fire. It crackled fiercely,
and long curling tongues of flame shot up that
illumined the farthest recesses of the cavern. At
this something upon the altar moved—something
that looked at first- like a heap of feathers—and
coiled itself into a snake, lifting its head and dart-
ing out its forked tongue toward the priestess.

‘““Down, Mitzli !’ she commanded ; and then
turning to the girl, who had shrunk back at the
sight of the feathered monster, “ Why art thou
afraid of Mitzli ? It is through him that Quetzal-
coatl speaks, the greatest of all the gods, he who
taught our people and guides them to-day, if
they would but listen!” As she reverently
spoke the name of the mysterious god she

pointed to a face sculptured in the rock on one
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side of the cavern—the sad, pleading face of a
man, wise in the wisdom that is born of suffer-
ing ; the same face that struck awe to the heart
of the invading, Christ-worshipping Spaniard
when he found it upon the ruins of ancient tem-
ples, so like was it to that of his own thorn-
filleted God.

The priestess dropped her hand to her side and
stood for a moment in deep thought; then, a
cruel light flashing in her eyes, she looked at the
girl, who stood with clasped hands, mutely
awaiting the decision.

““I am not all powerful, Xicaltetecon, that thou
knowest. This much can I do for thee if thou
wilt obey me, no more. Swear by the face of
Quetzalcoatl, by thy father’s spirit which now
stands beside thee, that thou wilt obey me if I
cure thy lover, no matter what it is I ask.”

“I swear it !” cried the girl, holding out her
hands to the sculptured face that looked pity-
ingly down upon her.

““Good! Now listen. To-night, ere the
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moon rise, I will come to the choza where thou
livest with thy lover, and I will apply to him the
cure known to us. If at the end of three hours
the fever die out and he be as those are who get
well, thou shalt leave him and go to the choza of
José, the arriero, who is one of us, and who has
loved thee long and faithfully, and thou shalst
live with him.”

The girl staggered back and the muscles of her
face contracted. ‘‘Never ! Death if thou wilst,—
I agree to that—but not life with José while my
lover lives | Never, never!” The last word
was a moan ending in a sob.

The priestess shrugged her shoulders impa-
tiently. ‘‘l have said it. Only upon that con-
dition will I save the man from the North. You
may choose.”

With a cry of agony the girl fell upon her
knees and again held out her hands imploringly
to the sorrowful god.

““Help!” she cried ; ‘“Quetzalcoatl ! Spirit of
my father, help !’
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As the last word was spoken there seemed to
come whisperings as if from the walls, and a low
moan shuddered through the cavern and died
away. There was the sound as of the light
treading of many feet upon the stone floor, but
Xicaltetecon could see nothing, only a great
tremor shook her from head to foot, pricking her
as with needles lightly touched upon the skin.
The feathered snake writhed as if it had been
impaled, and the flames that arose from the
burning stone shot horizontally along the surface
of the altar, hissing as if a strong wind had
blown upon them. Purple lights flashed in the
shadowy dome above, like the gleams of swing-
ing scimeters, and for an instant the earth rocked
beneath the feet of the priestess and her victim.
Gradually the sounds died away, the snake grew
motionless and coiled again into a bunch of
feathers. All was as it had been before the cry
of the girl stirred the shadowy things that are
behind the veil.

The expression of surprise, not unmingled with



26 The Greatest of the

fear, which had shown itself upon the face of the
priestess at the first manifestation of the powers
she served, now gave place to one of triumph.

‘“ AsI thought ! ” she exclaimed ; ‘it is written,
and they could not change it if they would.”

The girl made a last effort to bend her foe.
She looked fixedly at the priestess, her eyes
flashing with magnetic force.

‘‘Listen, Nantli,” she said ; ‘“if | cannot change
the fates, thou canst, for this thing of José, the
arriero, is thy will, not theirs. Give me a little
time with my lover after he is cured, to see once
more the love-light in his eyes, to feel once more
his kisses upon my lips, to bid him farewell
when he can know me; for now the fever has
changed his soul and he knows nothing. Only
a month, Nantli—a week—a few little days !

Again the priestess shook her head and the evil
light flashed in her sensuous eyes.

“It is useless, Xicaltetecon. If I sell, thou
must pay the price I demand. But decide

?

quickly,” she added, with an impatient stamp
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of her foot that made the golden anklets ring.
‘““ At the falling of the sun some come here to
worship ; the way is far from here to Tezcomaya,
and there is much to do for this thing.”

The girl crossed her hands upon her breast and
bowed her head with the fatalism inherited from
her forefathers, who had mounted with firm step
the teocalli and given their hearts to the sun-god.

“1 will do as thou wishest,” she said, in a
quiet, firm voice.

The priestess fixed her eyes upon those of
Xicaltetecon.  ‘“Thou art weary,” she said;
‘“thou must rest ere thou goest back, or thou
wilt fall by the wayside. Sleep !”

The sharp command caused the girl to start,
but she could not take her eyes from those of the
priestess, which had become two centres of circles
of flowing, dazzling light. The lids of Xicaltetecon
closed, and she would have fallen had not her
companion caught her. Nantli Colotl bore the
limp body across the cavern and laid it upon a

heap of jaguar skins.
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She stood over the girl for a moment, contem-
plating the exquisite Madonna-like face which in
the hypnotic slumber looked drawn and infinitely
sad. She bent down and put her fingers upon
the sleeper’s forehead. ‘‘Dream,” she com-
manded ; ‘‘dream of thy lover!” The muscles
of the girl’s face relaxed into a smile, her breath-
ing became almost imperceptible.

The priestess now turned to the stone altar and
took from beneath it a jar of baked clay with nar-
row curved neck. Into this she poured liquid
from another jar and pushed in a handful of dried
leaves and some white powder. She placed the
vessel upon the flames and stood watching it
until a light cloud of steam curled up from it.
She then removed the jar, and, holding it by the
neck, whirled it rapidly around at arm’s length
that it might cool more quickly. Replacing it
upon the altar, beside the sleeping snake, she
began a low droning chant in the Nahuatl, the
original Aztec tongue, to the accompaniment of
which she swayed her lithe body to and froin



Gods is Quetzalcoatl 29

the graceful rhythmic movements of a sensual
dance, the one used of old when the sun was a
passion god and the earth heaved toward him.

¢“Quetzalcoatl, Teuhtli, ca mochipa, ca nican
nica. Te ticuati in notlanequiliz in motechcopa !
Macame ximomamatl in nohuicpa. Nictlazoca-
mati ca nicuipcayotiz in cenca qualli nohuicpa
oticchiuh. Cuix cualli.”*

As the chant proceeded, the snake lifted its flat,
triangular head, fixing its ruby eyes upon the
woman, and then began to wave its head and
the upper part of its body in exact imitation of
her movements. It rose higher and higher until
it stood upon a single coil of its tail, and when
the dance ended, it stopped suddenly and re-
mained as motionless as if carved in stone upon
the walls of Xochicalco.

Slowly, her eyes fixed upon those of the mon-
ster, the priestess approached until she was

1 ¢ Quetzalcoatl, always Lord, I am here. Thou knowest the
worship | have for thee. Be not loth to give me what 1 ask.
Thanks do I render, and | will compensate thee for the good
thou hast done to me, It is good.”
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within arm’s reach of it, and then, with a move-
ment swifter than the eye could follow, seized it
by the neck and thrust its head into the mouth of
the jar. The snake twisted and writhed in fury,
but the woman held firm for a few minutes,
after which she released the snake and stepped
quickly back, drawing away the jar.

““There, there, Mitzli,” she murmured caress-
ingly, ‘‘thou hast given me enough of thy
venom. Tlein tiquelehuia, nehuatl mitzhualhui-
quiliz, etzli acuetzapalin necuayotl.” (‘“ What wilt
thou? [ will bring it, lizard’s blood and hydro-
mel.”) She put before the reptile a bowl into
which it plunged its head greedily.

There was more of practical chemistry than
magic in the priestess’s preparation for the cure of
the man who was dying of the fever. She tasted
the mixture, and, seeming to find it good, put the
jar aside and went over to where Xicaltetecon
lay sleeping upon the jaguar skins. She leaned
over and put her lips close to the girl’s breast.

““When the bells in the Spanish priest's tower
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strike three thou must go to the hut of José, the
arriero. Now wake !”

At the last word she breathed upon the
sleeper’s eyelids.  Xicaltetecon moved, drew up
her arms, and opened her dark eyes.

‘“Have I slept long?” she exclaimed, spring-
ing to her feet.

““Barely a half hour. The sun is not long
upon the downward path. Drink from this
cup.”

The girl obeyed, taking a long draft of the
sweet but powerful necuayotl, distilled from the
honey of wild bees in the forests of the tierra
caliente.

““To-night, then, when the moon rises, thou
wilt come and bring the secret medicine ?” asked
Xicaltetecon, handing back the cup.

‘“Nantli Colotl never failed to keep her prom-
ise,” said the priestess, haughtily, ‘‘whether it
were given for weal or woe. Let others look to
theirs. Fare thee well, Xicaltetecon, and bear in

mind to speak my name if thou meetest others
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coming here to worship, lest they Kkill thee as a

”

spy.-

““Nelli, nelli” (““It is well "), replied the girl,
and turning, she hurried from the cave, threading
cautiously but swiftly the dark passage, and
was soon out upon the plain, under the hot

rays of the sun.

The single-storied adobe house that had for-
merly belonged to the father of Xicaltetecon,
known in Tezcomaya as Pedro Gutierrez, stood
at the head of the street which, together with
the plazuela, formed the town. The building
was more pretentious than the others, more
so even than that of the padre, by reason of its
swinging wooden door, painted white, and its
two windows with panes of glass guarded by
heavy iron bars.

The interior, however, was but a single room,
floored unevenly with reddish brick, which was
covered here and there with bright-hued zarapes
woven by the natives of Michoacan. A rough
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table, a few chairs and settee of bent wood, a
huge chest of drawers, black and scarred, that
had come from France in the days of Maximilian,
and an iron bed, were all the furniture of which
this room could boast. On the walls were prints
and engravings cut from illustrated papers, some
rifles and revolvers hanging from iron hooks.
Through the half-open door that led into the
little patio in the rear, one could see part of a
brushwood shed, beneath which was the stone,
cut at regular intervals with holes for the burning
charcoal, and which served as a cooking-stove.
Some lean chickens stalked about the sunburned
yard, venturing now and then into the room,
cautiously, and with quick, nervous twists of the
head.

The room was deserted, save for some one
who lay upon the bed, a form outlined under
the white coverings. For a time it would lay
quite still, and then, with a low moan, turn
over, and two trembling, emaciated hands were

stretched out as if in dumb pleading. As the
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form turned, a yellow, cadaverous face was
exposed, covered with dark blotches that shaded
from purple to brown. The eyes were closed
in the stupor of the fever. An indescribable
odor, peculiar to the typhus, filled the apart-
ment.

The door opened, and a hag, wrinkled and
bent with age, entered the room. Her face was
so furrowed that no features were clearly distin-
guishable, save the hawk nose and the eyes that
glittered like black crystals set in old mahogany.
She saw the chickens which had wandered into
the room, and drove them, with muttered curses,
out into the patio, closing the door upon them.
Then filling a clay cup from a jar that stood in
the corner, she held it to the sick man’s lips,
crooning the while. The sufferer greedily drank
the liquid and then sank back upon the hard
pillow. The old woman replaced the cup, and
after a glance to assure herself that the eyes of the
sick man were closed, she put her hand down
into the covers at the foot of the bed, and drew
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out a small leathern bag. This she opened, and
peered greedily at the silver and copper coins
within. Her long bony fingers picked out a
tlaco, a copper coin worth but the fraction of a
cent, and slipped it into a rent in the rag that
served her as a dress.  She carefully put back the
bag, mumbling to herself, as if in justification of
her petty theft: ‘‘Los muertos no pagan”
(‘“The dead do not pay”), and then went
out again, closing the street door softly behind
her.

The shadows of the low houses grew longer,
moving across the white dusty street till they
clambered up the adobe fronts on the opposite
side. The sun reddened as it dipped down to
the Sierra, and a puff of chilling air swept in from
the north. The bell in the church-tower toned
the hour of vespers, and some charcoal burners,
bent under the huge baskets they had carried
that day from the wooded mountains which lay
far to the west, called out their long quavering
cry : ““Tecolli, Teco-0-0-0-I-li !” The sick man
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moved, opened his eyes, and looked about him,
and as he did so the door swung back and
Xicaltetecon entered.

‘“Alone!” she cried, breathlessly, ‘“and old
Trinidad swore to me upon her rosary that she
would not leave you a step! Querido mio,
pobrecito mio,” and with the tears starting
from her eyes, the girl seized the burning hand
of the man who lay upon the bed. He looked
vaguely at her at first, not understanding. Then
a glad light shone for a moment in his eyes, and
he drew her brown hand to his lips and kissed it
softly, murmuring : ‘“ My little chicken, my little
rabbit, my little mouse.”

““Do not speak, Carlos,” she whispered, bend-
ing over and putting her lips to his forehead.
‘“Let me tell you this. To-night there will be
medicine for you, medicine that will make you
well and strong again, my Carlos. And I have
paid a great price for it ; but you will forgive
me, amado.” She fell upon her knees by the
bedside, still holding his hand, and hid her face
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in the covers. The sick man smiled faintly and
stroked her dark hair.

The shadows were creeping into the room
when she arose. She smoothed his pillow and
arranged the disordered covers upon his bed.
Then she went out into the little shed in the
patio and fanned the ignited charcoal under the
iron pot till it roared like the fire in a blacksmith’s
forge. It had grown dark when she reéntered
the room with a smoking cup of broth in her
hand. The sick man drank and fell back upon
his pillow with a sigh, his eyes soon closing in
the coma of the fever. Xicaltetecon did not light
a taper, a bundle of which lay upon the table,
but drew a chair to the bedside, and sat there,
gazing into the darkness, with widely strained
eyes.

Her body was broken by fatigue and her brain
wearied to numbness by the agony of it all,
stupefied by the inevitable, as that of a con-
demned man the night before execution. She
listened to the breathing of the man who lay
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beside her, growing more labored, more ster-
torous, as the hours of the night were marked
out of the present into the past by the bells of the
tower. Perhaps she slept, but when the clock
struck ten she found herself mechanically count-
ing the strokes, and the sound seemed to jar a
window in her brain, which flew open and she
saw the past,—how she had met him out there
by the mine, whither she had gone to sell fruit
and necuayotl to the men who labored and
dreamed therein. /Ae was standing by the
mouth of the shaft, clad in blue shirt and
trousers spotted with the yellow clay, and his
long hair glinted like gold in the sunlight under a
curious hat, such as no Mexican had ever worn.
He had looked at her and smiled and said :
““ Adios, chiquita,” with uncouth Northern ac-
cent, and she had laughed, drawing her rebozo
more closely about her face. Thereafter they
had met one evening by the acequia, whither
she had gone for water, and he, the blond god,
had put his arm about her and kissed her, whis-
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pering that she was more beautiful than the
velvet-cloaked Madonna over the altar in the
little church. Then to her the heavens had
glowed as if with the fires of a mightier sun, and
she had been glad with the gladness of angels.
She had been as faithful to him as the dog to its
master, wondering and worshipping, singing
the day long of the coming night which would
bring him home to her from the mine. He
never went out with the men to the cantinas, but
after nightfall he was wont to close the door
tightly and pore over the letters and papers the
stagecoach brought him, explaining to her, as she
sat by his side, the great world he had left, and
which she knew must be filled with noise and
clamor and all distraction. Then he would draw
her upon his knee, her arm would creep about
his neck, their lips would meet,

‘¢ And overhead there shook a silver star.”

The picture grew dimmer and she
slept again.
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‘“Xicaltetecon!” The word penetrated to her
brain like a spear driven, and at the same time
she felt a hand upon her arm. She opened her
eyes and saw the figure of the rayed sun that
hung between the breasts of Nantli Colotl glow-
ing in the darkness. What wasit? Why was
the priestess there? But it all came back more
quickly than the lightning of the rainless storms
strikes upon the barren peak of Pefion Grande.

““Nelli, it is well,” she said, springing to her
feet.  ““Wait till I make light.” She crossed
the room, and, after fumbling in a drawer, struck
a wax match and lit two of the yellow tapers.
As the flame of the sputtering wicks grew
brighter, she saw the priestess standing by the
bed of the sick man, bending over to see his
face.

“Ca, ca!” exclaimed Nantli Colotl; ‘‘it is
time I came ! A day more and all the power of
Quetzalcoatl, the greatest of the gods, and the
virtues of the sacred plant, could not have saved
him from the shadows of Miquiliztli.”
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The priestess held in her hand a small jar,
which she placed upon the table, and then threw
aside the long zarape in which her tall form had
been draped.

‘““Now, quick,” she said, turning to the girl
who stood waiting by her side ; ‘‘give me rags
of cotton cloth the size of thy hand.”

Xicaltetecon seized a white garment from a
nail and tore it into bits. The priestess dipped a
wooden spoon into her jar and spread the thick,
viscid contents upon each piece of cloth, which
she at once applied to the body of the sick man,
continuing the operation until his entire body and
face were completely covered with these plas-
ters. She rolled him in the blankets and zarapes
which were upon the bed, and threw everything
else she could find in the nature of covering
upon him. Some of the paste she forced into his
mouth, and, taking one of the tapers, burned
more of it under his nostrils, compelling him to
inhale the pungent vapor.

“Quix ! Qualli!” (‘“It is done ! It is good ! ")
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exclaimed the priestess ; and then, looking at the
stars that glittered in the cold sky : ““It is mid-
night. At three the medicine must be taken
from him, or it would kill him. I will wait till
then. Xitlapacho in tletl” (‘“ Put out the light ),
¢ Xicaltetecon.”

The girl extinguished the tapers, and the
priestess, drawing closely about her the long
zarape, crouched down in a corner, leaning her
head against the wall. Xicaltetecon threw her-
self upon a chair by the table, and buried her
head in her arms. Not a sound broke the silence
without. The round moon, climbing up the sky,
cast its beams through the barred windows, and
even to the bed whereon lay the fevered man,
whose breathing was now inaudible.

The bells struck two. Xicaltetecon arose, and
seeing that the priestess slept, crept over to the
bed, and, bending down, kissed her lover’s lips,
well knowing that such kiss meant death to her.
She whispered something to him (as if in his
deep stupor he could hear), the last farewell to
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the living of the one about to die. She told him
all that was in her heart, all the wondrous mys-
teries of a woman’s boundless love ; the same in
every clime, rare though it be. Then as the
clock struck three she rose, awoke the priestess,
and without a word opened the door and passed
out into the ni'ght.

¢“Tell me again, Pedro, and if I find you have
lied to me I will shoot you down like a dog ; and
you know that the jefe politico is a friend of
mine, and would not trouble me on account of
your death.”

The speaker was a man from the North, who
spoke with little mercy of grammar the soft
Southern tongue. He sat by the door of the
adobe house, swathed in heavy zarapes, his pale
face showing in strong contrast to the bright
colors of the blanket.

The one whom he addressed was a typical
Mexican of the lower class, clad in cotton shirt
and trousers, his peaked felt hat on the back of
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his head. His dark complexion and thick lips
indicated his Otomé origin.

““I swear it is true, Don Carlos, by the soul of
my mother and by the cross,” replied the peon,
earnestly. ““You may ask every one in the
village and the padre himself. It is as [ told you.
Two weeks ago to-day—'twas the day of San
Antonio—she left your house and went to live
with José, the arriero. He boasted of it, Sefior,
at the cantina, and | myself saw her at the door
of his hut, not once, but twice. And a week
ago she herself was stricken with the fever, the
folgorante, Sefior, that kills like the lightning,
and the next day she was dead.”

““Go on, Pedro.”

“Bueno, Sefior. That night José and I carried
her to the Campo Santo, and buried her outside
the wall—for as you know, Don Carlos, she was
not of the Church, and could not be put in holy
ground—on the other side, near the clump of
huisache trees.”

AY(EStngs



Gods is Quetzalcoatl 45

““And we wrapped her in the blue zarape, and”
(here the peon lowered his voice) ‘‘1 took one of
your empty wine bottles, Sefior, and filled it
with holy water from the font in the church, and
sprinkled it on her. You will not tell the padre,
Don Carlos? For if he knew it he would curse
me and make me bring him a load of wood from
the Sierra for penance.”

““Est4 bien, Pedro,” said Don Carlos, rising
slowly and painfully to his feet ; ‘I think 1 am
strong enough to walk there with your help.
So, let me rest on your arm.”

Slowly the two men walked along the dusty
street, in the slanting rays of the setting sun. At
their doors the people gave Don Carlos kindly
greeting: ‘“ Buenas tardes, Don Carlos ;” “* Adios,
caballero.” It was not far to the little Campo
Santo, where the orthodox natives of Tezcomaya
continued their dreaming after death.  Arrived
at the iron gate which but made pretence of
closing the holy ground to the outer world,
for there was no fence about it, they did not



46 The Greatest of the

enter, but turned to the right, and a few steps
brought them to the cluster of low, graceful
huisache trees which had sprung up, no one
knew why or how, from the baked, waterless
clay.

““ All4, Sefior,” said the peon, pointing to a low
mound, at one end of which a piece of board, a
rare and precious thing in this land, had been
stuck into the ground. Nothing had been writ-
ten upon it, for neither José, the arriero, nor
Pedro knew how to write, and they dared not
ask the padre.

It is well, Pedro ; leave me here a while, and
go you and wait for me at the gate of the Campo
Santo.”

““Si, Sefior,” and the peon turned obediently
and walked away.

¢ Ah, little one,” said Don Carlos, this time in
his own tongue, for he was speaking to himself,
‘] had believed in you as I had never believed in
woman. You were the only thing I ever loved,

and yet when hope of my life was gone, you fled
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to another, not even waiting till the breath had
left my body.” He laughed, a laugh that was
akin to asob. ‘“And yet why should [ blame
you? Why ask more of you, poor child, than of
the women of my own land? Nay, sleep soft

and sweet to all eternity, little Xicaltetecon.”
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“ And there are some that shim-
mer with the blue of heaven,
and these speak of love.”

The
Water
Lady

HE | Hombre !

The peon, at the call, dropped his shovel
and looked up. He saw a tall, blond-bearded
man bestriding a black horse, and behind him
another horseman mounted upon a handsome
gray, leading two pack mules. The dress and
arms of the one who spoke, as well as the em-
broidered saddle upon which he sat, told of
authority, so the peon took off his ragged straw
hat and answered : ‘* Si, sefior.”

““ Tell me, man, what place is that?” spoke the
horseman, pointing to a straggling collection
of huts that speckled the sand about a mile

away.
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‘“Jesus Maria, sefior,” answered the peon,
twirling his straw hat.

““And where is Concepcion ?”

‘“ Quien sabe, sefior?”

““Look here, my man!” said the horseman,
with a slight impatience in his tone, though he
knew how fruitless it was to be angry with these
people ; ‘“it means a rea/ for you to know, and
the devil's own time if you don’t. Sabes?”

‘““You mean the city of Concepcion, sefior P”
queried the peon, eying the silver piece which
the other held in his fingers.

“Yes, if you want to call it a city.”

‘“ Bueno, sefior. It lies over there, but there’s
no trail, and if you want to be sure you had
better go to the gulf and follow along the
beach.”

‘“And where lies the gulf?”

¢“Over there about two leagues, and then, by
the scratched leg of your horse, two leagues
more to Concepcion.”

The horseman tossed the peon the silver piece
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and turned his horse’s head in the direction in-
dicated by the native.

“I've got my bearings now,” he said, speak-
ing in English to himself. ¢ We're below Con-
cepcion, and not above it as I feared ; for it’s
Bonita’s right foreleg that is scratched, which
means to the right and north after we strike the
shore.”

He pricked his horse into a gallop, his long
sword clinking against the silver buckles as the
animal rose and fell, and his servant followed
close behind, urging on the pack mules. They
sped over the sandy plain, which swelled here
and there into hillocks, held together by bunches
of coarse grass, flecked with the livid green of
the prickly pear. The blots of Jesus Maria were
soon lost to view, and on every side the dreary
waste was patched to the clouds. A half-hour’s
ride and a faint breeze blew cool upon the horse-
man’s face. ¢‘Salt,” he muttered ; ‘‘we have
only to follow our noses now to reach blue

water.” He glanced back, and seeing that the
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pace was too hot for his mules, drew rein into a
jog trot.

Now the low roar of the heaving, curling
water came to his ear ; then he saw a narrow
line of deeper blue than the sky, which broadened
out as he neared it into the Gulf of California.
The waters shimmered and danced in the sun-
light, rolling heavily about the long sand-spits
which stretched out into the cool waves like the
parched tongues of the land. The rider dis-
mounted, and, taking off his hat, drew deep
breaths of the wind. The horse snorted at the
sight of water, tugging at the bridle which its
owner still held in his hand. The man laughed.
“Try it if you want to, you landlubber,” and he
led the animal to the water’'s edge. It plunged
its nose into a pool, but drew it quickly out, and
turned its round soft eyes to its master with a
look of amazement and reproach.

““José, we will let the animals rest for half an
hour, and then follow along the beach to Con-

cepcion.”
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Si, Don Vicente.” The servant dismounted,
and, taking the bridle of his own horse and that
of his master’s, stood holding them, while the
pack mules, fastened by a lariat to the saddle-
peak, brought their noses together and stood
patiently blinking at the vast sheet of scintillating
blue.

Don Vicente threw himself down upon the
shell-strewn sand, and, lighting a cigarette, blew
clouds of smoke into the sky, watching the while
the antics of white gulls that flew screaming
above him.

The time up, they were again in the saddle,
trotting along the beach, so close to the waves
that at times the foam-fringed water shot up
about the hoofs of the horses. Brown and long-
legged snipe ran on ahead of the cavalcade, with
plaintive ‘“ weep, weep,” rarely taking wing ;
and small pink crabs sank into the sand, leaving
a hole and a bubble.

It was a good hour’s ride ere the low houses

of Nuestra Sefiora de Concepcion (to give the an-
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cient place its full name) rose into view, wedged
in at the head of a narrow bay, up which the long
surges, pushed by wind and tide, rolled foam-
crowned and menacing. The white beach that
spread out like a fan in front of the village was
bestrewn with the long, flat-bottomed boats of
the pearl-divers, hauled up beyond the reach of
the waters. Beyond the town, on a sandhill,
rose the cathedral, gray and pink in the sun-
light, capped with bell-tower, while beyond and
close to the gulf were the crumbling walls of an
old monastery, long since abandoned by its holy
tenants.

Entering the town and winding along a nar-
row street, Don Vicente drew rein in front of a
square, single-storied house, which a blue sign
with white lettering proclaimed to be the Inn of
the Three Pearls ; and this anyone who could not
read might see for himself in the three blotches of
white, shaded with pink and green and spawn-
ing long rays of yellow paint.

The arrival of a stranger-in this ancient and
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musty town was something which had not
occurred a score of times within the memory
of man, and the bronzed natives gathered close
in the narrow street, silently and respectfully
admiring.

The owner of the hostelry, one Don Pablo
Perez, a short stout man with saffron face and
bristling mustache, affectionately known to his
wife as El Perezoso (the lazy one), stood blinking
at the door.

““My poor house is yours,” he repeated, bow-
ing mechanically, as the stranger swung himself
from his horse ; and then, when the landlord
saw the new-comer's face close to his own, he
exploded : ““By the glory of God! It is Don
Vicente himself ! 7% Don Vicente!” and his
fat body was stricken as with galvanism. He
bounded like a rubber ball to the horse’s bridle.
“Pedro! Mateo! You sons of Satan! His
Excellency’s horse and baggage! Manolita!”
he yelled, turning houseward that his voice
might carry through the open door, ‘’tis His
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Excellency the Americano of the North. Be
quick and stir thy big legs, Manolita.”

A dozen natives sprang forward to hold the
horse and assist in unloading the patient mules
under the direction of Don Vicente's servant,
while a thick-set woman of pure Andalusian
blood appeared at the door, her dark eyes danc-
ing with excitement.

‘““Hold thy noise, Pablo!” she exclaimed ;
‘“there is no need to destroy His Excellency’s
hearing with thy shrieking. This way, Excel-
lency. You shall have the best room, the one
you had last time, and I will send for my cou-
sin’s feather pillow for your head. Will you
have a chicken or a kid killed ?”

‘“ A chicken will do for to-day, Sefiora,” said
the guest, smiling at the warmth of his recep-
tion, ‘“but roasted, asado, you know, and in a
clean pan without the taste of onions.”

““Si, Si, Sefior. Manolita forgets nothing; and
if "twere not for her, God only knows where the
fonda would be by this time, with only such
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a lump of nothing as her husband to care
for it.”

““ Perhaps in the fondo of the gulf,” replied
Don Vicente, laughing at his own pun, as the
matron led the way to the low-ceiled room,
which, with its furnishings, was the pride of
the village.

“There, Don Vicente, you will sleep like an
angelito here,” she said, ushering him in. ‘See
the new blanket I bought at La Plaz for sixteen
reales, though, by the soul of my mother, I
could get it in Michoacan for eight. The way
they rob the poor here is an unhappiness to the
saints in paradise.”

She chattered on, while the traveller, seating
himself upon the low bed, unscrewed his heavy
silver spurs, hanging them on one of the wooden
pegs that were driven into the wall. Then, after
washing his face and hands in a pannikin of
water, he lit a cigarette and strolled out into the
patio, where Don Pablo sat impatiently awaiting
him, in company with a bottle and two glasses.
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““You must forgive my wife, Don Vicente; a
green parrot is nothing to her for noise,” said
the host, rising. ‘‘No one has smelled of this
tequila since you were here last year, and a cup
of it is good for ten years of life.”

‘“Salud, amigo,” replied Don Vicente, emp-
tying his glass of the transparent liquor at a
single gulp. ¢ What is there new ?”

‘¢ Mucho, mucho, Don Vicente. | must talk
with you long and seriously after your meal, for
it concerns a compatriot of yours who came here
four months ago,—perhaps a friend, quien sabe?”

‘“His name ? " queried Don Vicente.

““God knows. I will go and get the book and
you can read it for yourself. Here we called him
Don Fernando.”

“Tell me the story now,” said the American,
‘“for Dofia Manolita has just caught her chicken,
and it will be a long time before it is served.”

The innkeeper drained his glass, and, accept-
ing a cigarette proffered by Don Vicente, settled
himself back in his straw-bottomed chair. ““ You
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must know, Sefior,” he began, after lighting his
cigarette with a double-ended Mexican match
and putting the unburnt piece back in his box
for future use, ‘‘that this Don Fernando came
here in May—yes, it was May. He was tall—not
so tall as you, but with hair and eyes the same
color as yours. He had a couple of burros carry-
ing his baggage, and was seemingly possessed
of much money in good Mexican silver pieces,
together with some paper bills on Hermosillo
which I did not like, but sent on to my brother
in Sonora, and he said they were good as gold.
We gave him your room, and Manolita fed him
on chickens and kids and made him some real
bread, for, like you, he hated tortillas. He
stayed on and on, paying me three good silver
dollars a week for his board. He amused him-
self going out with the pearl fishers, and would
dive better than any of them. Old Tiburcio, the
best diver of the lot, told me the Americano
could stay under water longer than any native,

though he scarce ever troubled to bring up an
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oyster, and the sharks never seemed to molest
him.”

Don Pablo poured himself out another glass of
tequila, held it up to the light, and, then taking a
sip, continued : ‘“ He was pale when he came,
and coughed, but he grew better quickly ; and
when he disappeared he was strong and hearty
as myself, though not so fat. Every day he was
in the water, and the divers said he was search-
ing for the great pearl which my father, Juan
Perez, of blessed memory, once found and lost
again, but | know better. Bueno, one day he
went off in his boat with old Pacheco, and when
out by the island of Los Tiburones dived, and,
Dios de mi alma! never came up again! Old
Pacheco swore to it, and the men in the other
boats that were near saw it, as well. Po-
brecito !

Here Don Pablo helped himself to another
glassful from the white bottle, and to another
cigarette from the package which Don Vicente
had left upon the table.
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‘“So the poor fellow is dead!” said the
American ; ‘‘gone unshriven into the stomach
of a shark, I suppose.”

Don Pablo looked carefully about him and
then drew his chair closer to that of his guest.
““There are ears glued to the walls here, Seflor,
and we must speak low. Every one thinks him
dead, but some curious things have happened.
You know, Don Vicente, that I am like you, un
hombre cientifico, materialista, positivista, and |
do not believe in witchcraft, nor ghosts, nor the
incantations of the divers to drive away the
sharks. As for the priests, they are good enough
for the women and children, but for men such as
you and I, pah!” Don Pablo waved his hand in
a gesture of infinite contempt. ‘“Now, Sefior,”
continued the narrator, ‘it was two days after
his death, and [ had made his clothing and books
into a bundle, most carefully, and put them in
that room, the one over there by the well, and
one day this bundle vanished,—Si, Senor, van-

ished,—and in its place were six dollars, the sum
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he owed me. Now, no one came into the place
that day but an old woman, though my wife
says I was asleep and the devil himself might
have carried off the fonda. The divers will all
swear that time and again since then they have
heard voices and laughter in the wooded isle of
Los Tiburones. Old Panchita Guasta, who lives
in the ruins of the monastery and never owned a
tlaco, now comes and buys chickens, meat, and
fruit, paying for them with broad silver pesos.
'Tis a most difficult problem,” continued Don
Pablo, scratching his head, ‘“and I can make
nothing of it. But Don Fernando left some
papers, and a book full of writing in the English
language, 1 think, and these 1 have, for I had
locked them in the cupboard for safe keeping.
I will get them.”

He bustled away and soon returned with a
package of papers and a small leather-bound
diary, all of which he gave to Don Vicente. ‘It
would be well for you to read these, Sefior, and
find his residence and the name of his family, and
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let them know of his death, for in spite of all,
dead he must be. These divers are not to be
believed in matters of ghosts, goblins, and mi-
raculous virgins who ride upon the waves at
night with pearls in their long hair, but in mat-
ters of fact they tell the truth ; and you know as
well as | or any hombre cientifico that no man
can live under the sea, and as for ghosts, ’tis
folly, tonterias.”

Here Manolita interrupted, carrying a smoking
platter and a bottle of red wine. Don Pablo
withdrew to bargain with a donkey driver for a
load of onions.

His meal despatched, Don Vicente lit a cigar,
and drawing up a chair put his feet upon it.
Then he took up the diary, curious to learn
what manner of man he might be, this country-
man of his who had been devoured by the
sharks, and who (what was much more curi-
ous) had been content to live in such a hole as
Concepcion for so long a time. It was no easy

matter to decipher the writing, for, owing doubt-
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less to scarcity of paper in that benighted re-
gion, the writer had utilized an old diary after
effacing the first script with bread or rubber.
His pencil had marked but faintly at best, gliding
now and then over a miniature pond of grease,
without even a trace of its passage. The reader
was interested, and managed to decipher here
and there a word, but after a page or two the
writing became clear and legible ; and thus it

ran :

“May 6th.—I . . . peace . . . Con-
cepcion . . . fresh eggs . . . fool .
unutterable

““May . . . the soughing of the waters
lull . . . dreamless . . . but in me dull
all creative . . . life here is but a vision
seeninatrance . . . closer ., . . nature

turmoil
‘““May gth.—Sometimes I dream, but it is all
so misty and weblike that it will not bear the
crystallization of a pen. The colors of the spec-
trum and more, from straight lines waving into
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coruscant halos that dampen in turn into filmy
clouds when one would sense them into words.

These lines came to me to-day :

And God breathed color, light, and sound,
And Silence spoke in music to the ear.
In all the universe no man had found

Aught but himself to fear.

all of which is bad poetry, and I don’t know
what I meant by it. I neither fear nor loathe
myself. 1have lost me; I have dissolved it into
nature like a lump of sugar in a jar of water.
There is nothing here, in the wide sky, the shim-
mering waters of the gulf, in these quaint primi-
tive folk, to make me bound back upon myself
and find my own personality. All this, how-
ever, is but the mooning of a convalescent.
Too weak to dominate our environment we float
with it, inmiscent.

‘“ May 18th.—My strength leaps back in this
air, soft and humid, filled with the foam of the

salt sea. My muscles itch for action, but my
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brain is quick wearied of work. To-day I took
a plunge in the waves, in company with some
white gulls that screamed discordantly at my
splashing and nervously circled about my head.
After the bath I felt like a Titan and ate like a
Gorgon (did Gorgons eat ?).

¢ May 19th.—To-day is a feast day, devoted to
the blessed memory of some saint who lived a
thousand years ago, in Africa probably, about
whom these fellows know nothing, and consist-
ently celebrate him by doing nothing. That is,
nothing but lay about the beach and yarn, I
listening. There’s matter for a dozen poems
in their tales, but I cannot write now. Old
Pacheco, bronzed, grizzled, perched on the side
of a boat, tells the legend of the great pearl, alike
the world over. Many have seen it at the sea
bottom, glowing in the half-opened shell with
light of its own. But just as one was about
to seize it, it vanished—no, a small, delicate
hand was stretched out and drew it quickly
away, and the form of the Water Lady, Nuestra



The Water Lady 69

Sefiora de las Aguas, could be seen fading into
the depths, and before you could say *‘Jack
Robinson” (supposing one could say anything
under water) pearl, lady, and all had gone.
Old Pacheco had seen her, and his father, like-
wise his grandfather—it seemed to run in the
family. No mermaid, this Water Lady, no
fish’s tail, but a woman of fair form and feature.
These folk had never heard of mermaids, other-
wise they would have given her a tail, if only
for the sake of historical consistency.

¢ May 20oth.—The weekly stage-coach crawled
in to-day, and the mail-sack was letterless for
me, for which may the gods be praised. [ hear
nought, I want nought, of the outer world.
This is liberty—pure, perfect. To-morrow I go
pearl diving. [ have hired old Pacheco and his
boat for a month, and propose to walk about
the bottom of the sea. To avoid unpleasant
familiarity 1 have learned to use the double-
pointed shark dagger. . . . To-day the
white-maned horses of the gulf tide are too
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lively for safety . . . may to-morrow be
calm, for I am all eagerness

‘“ May 22d.—Yesterday before sunrise we were
off, paddling over a mirror-like sea with the sky
init. . . . Near the Isle of the Sharks (name
of ill omen!), a foam-splashed acre of rock and
earth covered with dense foliage, we cast anchor.
Pacheco prepared the heavy iron weight and
attached it to the rope. Naked, my shark dag-
ger between my teeth, my feet upon the weight,
and clutching the rope with my hands, I gave
the word to the old man. . . . Down,
down, with swiftness incredible, the water gur-
gling and humming in my ears, till | reached the
bottom, twenty feet below the surface. I opened
my eyes now and looked about me . . . the
sunlight filtered through the water in waves of
white and green light which trembled with the
currents, revealing and shadowing in turn. A
floor of hard white sand inlaid with shells of
varied hue ; the brown and yellow glandina,
open-mouthed, purpling within ; the flat and
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fanlike pectens; the spiked murex, reddening
into ruby as if with the blood of impaled fishes.
Here and there gleamed a jewelled cyprza, like
unto a lost bit of a queen’s diadem. On every
side rose huge sea plants with arms yearning to
the light and air. The long leaves of the green
alge curled in the swirling tide like snakes,
while the dreaded Campo Santo plant, so called
because many a diver has been held in its hide-
ous embrace, shot out its long red ribbons like
amorous tongues eager to seize whatever might
come within their reach. . . . Beyond were
dark and mystic paths, losing themselves in
shadows, leading to other realms of the deep,
through which scaly and glistening forms,
grotesque and uncouth, floated lazily or darted
arrow-like in flight or pursuit. . . . It was
strangely intoxicating, that life of the sea, the
realm of mystery forbidden to man

strange and weird in the soft, solemn light, the
infinite silence, and the clinging, pressing, lifting

water. . . . It seemed an age that 1 stood
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there peering, till the almost bursting lungs gave
warning, and I shot up into the air and sunlight,
and was dragged half fainting into the boat by
old Pacheco.

By the mother of God, Don Fernando!” he
exclaimed, piously, ‘I had given up hope. No
diver on the coast ever remained longer below !
It was rash of you to try it, carramba!” My
eyes stung for a long time, but the faintness
passed quickly away, and, after clothing myself,
I could do my share at the paddle as we sped
homeward. . . . In my sleep that night
there passed before me visions of sea nymphs,
bacchantes, and what not, circling in ‘merry
dance, half mocking, half pleading, as though I
were some Gautama or Faustus to be led astray,
though in good sooth ’twere no hard task for
them. Some bits of rhyme jingled through my
head, the burden being

Sing the sirens songs of no meaning

As rocked on the waters they float,
Guarding the pearl?
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but the rest is metrical din. I can

imagine a number of things the sirens might
sing if they chose to, but nothing very novel.
Mayhap ’'twas a great poem, quien

sabe? . . . To-day at noon I go out
with Pacheco, and will dive again into the
depths. They’re as fascinating as the Venusberg.
‘““May 28th.—To-day 1 went down seven
times, and the divers are amazed at the length
of time | can stay under water. My watch, left
in the boat with Pacheco, showed five minutes,
something unheard of among them. [ tore off
and brought up some pearl oysters, to please the
old Indian, who thought I must have good luck,
buena suerte, but they contained but seed pearls,
and these of poor quality and scarce any orient.
While I was below, a huge shark swam close
to me, staring at me with his small, devilish
eyes. | held my dagger ready to plunge it into
his cavernous mouth, but he had decided not to
attack, and with a whisk of his tail vanished
behind a clump of the Campo Santo plant.
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Since 1 have used the oil on my body
and face before diving, my eyes do not pain me
any more. .

¢¢June 6th.—The days flash by, full of nothing;
empty, at least, of things distasteful. Eden must
have been something like this—an endless sum-
mer time, full of things humming and buzzing
and droning, and little waves lapping and splash-
ing, ticking time smoothly away. . . . lam
not even lonely, and yet

¢ June 12th.—I wonder if the gods make mad
those who enter a forbidden realm? Was it fact
or phantasy . . . a day dream, a sugges-
tion? . . . If I write it out before me, I
may understand it better.

““This, then, is what I saw, or thought I saw
to-day, in the green depths, wherein I now
tread and float at will—a woman'’s face, weirdly
beautiful in the pale emerald light that shim-
mered from above, looked out at me from a
cluster of giant alge. One must think quickly
when one cannot breathe, and I leapt toward
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her. As I did so she fled, and I caught a glimpse
of an exquisite form ere it disappeared into one
of the dark paths that led toward the rock
foundation of the Isle of the Sharks, for I was
then quite near it. I could not stay to follow,
but when | had mounted to the surface and
breathed, I plunged again, and sought her madly,
pushing on through the swaying alge ftill 1
reached the wall of rock, but in vain, Only a
swarm of foul bladder fish—owls of the sea—
flashed about me in blind struggle to escape.

. I cannot make it out. Is the legend of Our
Lady of the Waters true, as told by old Pacheco,
or was this form but a creation of my brain, pro-
jected upon the crystal background of the swirl-
ing waters? 1 could not see that face clearly,
yet every feature is clearly stamped upon my
memory. Were | a painter, I could now lay it
sharply with pigment upon canvas—the arching
brows ; the deep, dark eyes ; the full lips, lifted
at the corners into a smile ; the long black hair
that spread out behind her as she fled ; the swell-
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ing hips and tapering limbs ; all these details
are too concise for something that was but the
wraith of a memory-conjured vision. . . . If
I do not see her again I shall think I am going
mad. . . . If I do not see her again I shall
certainly go mad. . . . How sweet that
sounds, ‘Nuestra Sefiora de las Aguas’

Ave, Ave, Maria !

“‘June 17th.—Five days of vain search, . . .
an eternity! . . . I am in doubt, nervous,
irritable, possibly dyspeptic. I am wearying of
Don Pablo and Dofia Manolita and their inces-
sant chatter, and of the inn of the Three Pearls,
and cannot for the life of me understand what
Concepcion was conceived for. . . . I shall
drink a bottle of Don Pablo’s wine before going
to bed (it is good wine ; 1 wonder where the old
rascal stole it 7).

““June 20th.—No, [ am not mad, nor dream-
ing, nor calling spirits from the vasty deep which
do not come when I do call. She is as real as
anything in life, this lady of the waters !
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[ saw it, her, yes, Ze», again to-day, moving
amidst the long, tremulous alge. She saw me
and waved her hands, calling. Again [ sprang
forward, again she vanished, melting into the
deep shadows.

‘¢ June 22d.—I must leave this place, if I have a
care for my own good. The divers themselves
are beginning to have grave doubts as to my
sanity. Why any one should wish to dive day
after day, and not bring up a single oyster, is
beyond the understanding of these folk. I see
old Pacheco in deep converse with the rest,
marking his talk with shrugs and sharp gestures.
Perhaps they think I am searching for the great
pearl. They are not far wrong. . . . But
this thing, be it woman or devil, shall mock me
no longer. . . . To-morrow I will sail across
the gulf, in Pepe’s fishing boat. . . . Per-
haps afterwards | can make something of this
that will be worth reading. . . . We write
with our own blood

““June 23d.—1It is too hot to travel to-day, and
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there is no wind to blow us across the gulf. So
I sit in the patio and watch Dofia Manolita roll-
ing about, and listen to snatches of her gossip,
wherein the Holy Virgin is much mixed with the
price of onions and the depravity of chickens.
The big square of sunlight moved over the patio
and 1 recked naught of it, until at three the bell
in the cathedral roared more loudly than usual.

“‘Dios de mi alma!’ exclaimed the stout
hostess. ¢’Tis three already, and I not dressed !’

““ “What is it, Madrecita ?’ I inquired lazily.

““ ¢ Ah, Seflor, 'tis a special mass for the lay
Sisters of Saint Joseph and they do penance,’
and with this she disappeared. It is always cool
in the shadowy aisles, beneath the great stone
arches, and the smell of incense that hangs about
the place is not rank to me. | believe I will
climb the hill and see these sisters of St. Joseph,
though I know they are not fair and they reek
of garlic.

““Midnight.—I must write it down ere I sleep
upon it, if sleep I may, for rather than rest |
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would bound out there in the moonlight, and
thence into the cool waters, and swim about
and splash, telling my joy to the night birds and
scaly fish, shrieking my love to the moon. But
write this I must, quietly, coherently. So, then,
I went up to the cathedral, along the stone-paved
calzada, verily a via crucis to tender feet. From
under the arched door came the music of the
mass, heavily, but thinning out in the open air.
Cool within and dark by contrast, the thick
shadows flecked with the flames of candles, the
air heavy with incense that one smelled and
tasted. The gold and tinsel upon the altar
glittered, and the white-robed priest genuflexed,
turned, bowed ; the bell tinkled ; the boys
swung the censers; above all gleamed the cross,
stella maris vite.

““The sisters of Saint Joseph were kneeling
upon the stone pavement, clad in long black
robes that fell to their feet, with cowls that
covered head and face. On their backs, sus-
pended by broad red ribbon passing over either
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shoulder, were illuminated pictures of Saint
Joseph himself, duly blessed. All these maids
and matrons moved about upon their Kknees,
crossed, bowed and murmured, rosary in hand.

““ ‘Dominus vobiscum. Ite, missa est.’

‘“ The priest turned toward them and made the
sign of the cross; the music of the little organ
crept away under the arches. Then, whisper-
ing Aves and counting their beads, the black-
robed sisters began moving around the church,
still upon their knees, stopping before each small
altar and painted saint. The air was sibilant
with muttered invocations and heavy with the
smoke of liquidamber. In the shadowy re-
cesses huddled the men of the village, some
pious of face and demeanor, others grinning de-
risively. I stood there, fascinated by the lights,
dreaming of formless things, 1 know not how
long. The sun, falling, shot level rays of light,
bands of golden dust, through the western win-
dows, when, as with one accord, the women

stopped, arose, and made their way toward the
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great doors that led outward. The younger men
sprang forward to the font, and as each maid
passed, well known, perhaps, in spite of cowl,
gave holy water with their finger-tips. Now
and then a cowl was raised enough to show
black sparkling eyes, to tell something in a look;
fingers were pressed for a rendezvous. Slowly
the church emptied until I stood alone,—nay, not
yet, for an old crone, cloaked and hooded as the
others, bent double with age, and leaning upon
a heavy staff, came tottering toward me. An
impulse, perhaps of courtesy or pity, [ know
not what, moved me to dip my fingers into the
font and hold them out toward her. From be-
neath the black folds she reached out a hand,
wee and wondrous white, and touched my fin-
gers. Then her bent figure straightened, the
staff dropped clanging upon the stone floor.
With a rapid movement she threw back the
cowl, and before me stood the Water Lady,
Nuestra Sefiora de las Aguas ! Ave, Ave,
Maria !
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‘] felt akin to those torrents which, following
a cloudburst, roll down the sandy bed of an
arroyo, carrying all before them. 1 could have
seized her then and there and borne her off to a
keep, as did the barons of old when passion
lived and sang and roared throughout the land,
ere came the tinkling troubadour to tie the giant
in silken rhymes. Mine! Not in the green
depths of the sea, midst swaying algz and
tremulous weeds, where breath of life is not and
dimmed sight deceives, but in the glad sunlight,
on firm earth, under the arching blue. I put out
my hands, and, as she drew back with a light
laugh, 1 seized her cloak. ‘No, no!’ she tim-
orously pleaded; ‘to-morrow, in the sea, by the
Isle of the Sharks, at noontide. Come to me
then.’

 Was this some woman’s trick to elude me?
I grasped her cloak more firmly.

“““You shall not escape me again,’ I cried in
desperation.

““Fool that [ was! With a movement more
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rapid than thought she threw off her cloak, leav-
ing it in my hands, and sped away like a fright-
ened deer. I cast aside the garment with an
oath and followed her as quickly as I could,
clambering and stumbling over ancient chairs
which [ could scarce see in the shadows; but she
reached the other end of the church ere I could
seize her, and vanished within a small door that
closed behind her. Before it barred her from my
sight she gave me a look, one of mingled prom-
ise and reproach. I struck the door with all my
strength, but the heavy wood yielded not a
tremor to my blow. [ would have called her,
but I knew no name, only, ‘Our Lady of the
Waters.’

““] was still at the door, fumbling vainly for
some key or bolt that might open it to me, when
[ felt a hand upon my shoulder. Turning
quickly, | saw standing behind me the old priest.
‘Why this violence in the house of God, my
son?’ he said sternly, but not unkindly.

<A person passed that way, father,” | an-
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swered, not a little embarrassed, ‘and I would
have followed.’

“““And hadst thou then the right to follow ?’
There was a look of quiet amusement in the old
man’s eyes that told me he knew, or perchance
guessed, the object of my pursuit.

‘<] know not, father,” I answered. ‘What
is right ?’

““« Ask that question of one wiser than I am,’
said the priest, his face clouding in doubt, and
folding his hands beneath his robe he turned
away and walked slowly back to the sacristy.

““I ran out of the church by the great doors in
front and looked down the stony calzada which
led to the town, thinking perchance I might
catch a glimpse of the blue-robed figure in the
golden haze of the setting sun. Butno! noth-
ing; only old Pepe Huarto, the pearl diver,
climbing wearily up, chewing a piece of ’sparto
grass.

““‘Pepe,” I exclaimed, ‘hast thou seen any

one come out of the church p’
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‘“ “When, Sefior ?’ he inquired, staring stupidly
at me.

‘¢ ‘Just now, a moment ago, a woman.’

¢« ¢Si, Don Fernando, a woman came out of the
sacristy door on the left there, and fled as if the
devil were after her—or the priest,” he added,
with a sly look.

‘¢And which way did she go?’ I inquired
eagerly.

‘“ “That way,” he said slowly, pointing with
his finger to the ruins of the old monastery more
than two miles away, ‘to where she lives,
Sefior.’

‘“ “You know her, then, Pepe mior’

“¢] did not look with great care, Sefior, for
’twas no business of mine, but I think, I am sure,
it was the little Dolores, the daughter of the old
witch who lives in the ruins.’

‘1 looked again in the direction of the monas-
tery and caught sight for an instant only of a
blue speck on the top of a sand hill. I could not
overtake her then, for surely she was swifter of
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foot than I, and I must rest upon her promise; so
I seized Pepe by the arm, and with my other
hand drew a Mexican cigar, which 1 thrust into
his eager paws. ‘Come and sit by me here,
Pepe,” and 1 led him to a stone seat near the
church, from whence | could see the ruins, black
against the setting sun, ‘and tell me all you
know about Dolores. To-morrow you shall
drink the best bottle of wine that El Perezoso has
in the fonda.’

“¢*Well, then, Don Fernando,” said the old
man, lighting the cigar and drawing two or
three long whiffs of smoke into his lungs,
‘there is not much to tell. It is this way.
Pedro Guasta, whom I knew as well as any one
knew him, and that is not much, was a diver
like the rest of us. He was not born here, but
came somewhere from the East, perhaps from
Sonora or Chihuahua, quien sabe? He could
read books and could talk better than the padre,
when he talked at all, which was seldom.
When he came here he brought with him his
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wife and the chiquita. He took up his residence
in the old ruins, and it was said he knew strange
things about the old monastery, the way to un-
derground dungeons, and had found treasures
there, though, for a truth, he never showed signs
of having either silver or gold. He was poor as
the rest of us, eating only to his fill when he
brought in a pearl to the father of Don Pablo
Perez, who was a robber of the poor, Sefior, and
paid the men but a tenth of the value of their
finds, till the saints in paradise grew weary of it
and let the devil take him one night to hell.
This father of Don Pablo——

¢« «Never mind him, Pepe,’ I interrupted, ‘ go
on with Guasta.’

¢« ¢ Bueno, bueno, Sefior. Well, a few years
ago Guasta died of the fever, or of something else,
and was not buried in holy ground. He left his
widow and the chiquita Dolores to get along as
best they could, and the saints only know how
they do it, though now and then the old witch
brings in a pearl and trades it with Don Pablo,
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who is more of a thief than his father. It is a
rare thing that one sees Dolores about the town.
She is more beautiful than the Virgin over the
altar, but the young men about here are afraid
of her, I know not why.’

““Here Pepe stopped and seemed to be consid-
ering if there were anything more of interest he
could tell. ‘They say, Don Fernando,” he
added, after a moment’s pause, ‘that the old
monks built a passage wéy under the sea from
the monastery to the Isle of Los Tiburones,” and
he pointed to the green blot that lay upon the
water below us, like an emerald set in turquoise.

““‘It is a thing the ancestors tell (cosas de
abuelos), and I do not tell you that it is true, Don
Fernando.’

] strained my eyes again in the direction of
the monastery and thought I saw the blue speck
again crossing the space of white sand that lay
before the gray walls. Old Pepe, seeing that I
cared to ask him nothing more, arose, and doff-

ing his hat, said: ‘ Hasta mafiana, Sefior.’
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‘“ “Hasta mafiana, Pepe,’ | answered, ‘and do
not forget the bottle of wine at the fonda.” . .

““ Hasta masiana! How will [ live till to-mor-
row? Dolores! thy sweet face will haunt my
dreams, should I sleep this night. What man-
ner of strange child art thou, Dolores, who hast
been cast among these poor folk? I will meet
her to-morrow, in the green waters, amidst the
swaying algz and the tremulous reeds.

“June 25th. There are chapters in men’s lives
that are closed and sealed with a seal, that they
may not be read by mortals. Some of these are
written by pens of iron dipped in blood, others
by quills of gold inked in the blue of the sky, and
the reading thereof aloud is like the murmur of
waters passing over round pebbles. The music
of her voice is still in my ears and the touch of
her kisses is yet upon my lips. In these moments
time and space were not, and the pain-mingled
sands of life stopped running through the glass
of eternity. (Has it ever been so with you, O
brother ?)
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““It was near noon when I rowed out to the
Isle of the Sharks, alight breeze ruffling the water
into glinting lines. What ails thee, Pacheco?
Bend to thy paddle, man. Are the hinges of thy
arms and knees growing rusty with age? . .

I needed not the old man’s help to adjust the
weights to my feet. . . . We had cast
anchor by the Isle of the Sharks, a score of
yards from the shore, at the place where I had
first met her. . . . Ina momentI was ready
and had been lowered into the cool water and
sped down into its opalescent depths. Once
upon the hard white sand I looked about me,
peering eagerly into the shadows, making my
way carefully but rapidly along one of the paths
that seemed to lead toward the rocky barrier that
supported the green isle. I soon saw her com-
ing, gliding toward me, cleaving the water like
a fish. She took my outstretched hand in hers.
At that instant, although it seemed to me [ had
scarce been half my usual time beneath the sea,

my lips and lungs gave way and bubbles passed
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before my eyes. My sight grew dim, there
was a strange drumming in my ears, I was
moving rapidly through the water
there was a sense of suffocation, blinding light-
ning flashed before my eyes. Then a blank.
God! what pain! My chest seemed
to be rent asunder, and pangs beyond human
endurance shot through every limb as if I had
been stretched upon the rack. . . . This
is what they call the agony of death, thought
I, the spirit tearing itself from the body
. . . nowitisover. . . . | am resting
quietly, peacefully, but I am so tired.
What a delicate tracery ! Some artist of won-
drous skill has painted flowers and the leaves of
trees on glass, through which one sees the blue
sky and an exquisite imitation of fleecy clouds
and the clouds are moving
something is put to my lips and I feel that I am
drinking. How curious that one should drink
when one is dead, and yet it seems as if [ had a
body and new life were thrilling through
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it. . . . Now the sky and the clouds, the
leaves and the flowers, fade away, and I am
sleeping . . . am I dreaming? . . . 1
know that face, but cannot think where I have
seen it before . . . itis a beautiful face, com-
ing between me and the sky, a woman’s face,
with soft, sweet, tender eyes that are looking
into mine. . . . Why can | not remember
it seems important that ] should.

Those are wonderful eyes! I can trace the
perfect arch of the dark brow upon the white
skin ; long black hair hangs down and brushes
against my face ; the red lips, half parted, show-
ing two rows of even white teeth . . . if
I could only move now I could touch those lips,
but I am too lazy to think it all out and [ don’t
know how to move . . . bits of sunlight
seem to strike down through the tracery of
leaves and flowers upon her white body
sunshine? . . . clap, lap, lap, is

that sound? . . . water? . . . the seal
old Pacheco? . . . the boat!
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the wheel of memory begins to turn
again . . . Dolores?

‘“My lips move at this word, I speak it aloud ;
and the sweet eyes smile, the red lips come
down to me and press my own. The tide of life
flows back, bounding.

““The sun is slanting over the waters. In
the boat sits old Pacheco, a bit of rope in
his hand, gazing about him and waiting, the
tears streaming down his tanned and weather-
beaten cheeks. He’s muttering something to
himself . . . prayers for the soul of Don
Fernando? Hours have passed and he is still
waiting for his master to come up from the
deep sea ; for his master, who is upon the Isle
of the Sharks, looking at him through the thick
foliage. . . . We peer at him together,
laughing pityingly, but softly, for the stillness
of eventide is upon the water and the slightest
sound could be heard afar off. We stand upon
that bank up which Dolores, with almost super-



94 The Water Lady

‘human strength, had dragged me, fainting,
drowning, but a few hours before. . . . A
last embrace . . . only until to-morrow, 4asta
maiianae . . . and I drop quietly into the water
and swim under the leafy branches that bend
over till they touch the waves, and then out to
the boat. Pacheco does not see me until I am
almost upon him. He hears me, turns, falls to
trembling, and crosses himself; givesa cry of min-
gled fear, astonishment, and delight; then man-
ages, not without difficulty, to drag me into the
boat. I cut short his prayers and explanations.

‘¢ “Pacheco,’ | exclaim, ‘you will swear to me
by the memory of your mother and the most
holy Virgin that you will say nothing of this,
and [ will give you fifty pesos in silver to buy a
dozen donkeys for your son to carry goods up
into Sonora.’

““He swore it, and 1 think the old man will
keep his word. Dolores !”

The remaining pages of the diary were quite
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illegible. Either the pencil of the writer had
needed sharpening or the paper had refused to
be marked by its point.

Don Vicente closed the little book, and while
he was pondering that which he had read, Don
Pablo approached softly. He noted that his
esteemed friend was solemn, even triste, muy
triste, and knowing but one panacea for sorrow,
he waddled off and returned in a moment with a
fresh bottle of tequila and two glasses, all of
which he compassionately, reverently, placed in
front of his honored guest.

Mechanically the hand of Don Vicente took the
bottle and poured a glassful of the transparent
liquor. He was old and worldly-wise, was Don
Vicente, and he sighed as he lifted the glass to
his lips, ¢‘ Pretty, very pretty, but how long will
it lastr”
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‘¢ Passion rings loud in those
that are of the hue of gold.”

The

Mysterious
Disappearance
of Mrs. T.
Tompkins Smith

HE train pulled out of the frontier station
with a clanging of iron, midst a clamor
of voices, both sounds blending and vanishing,
as it gathered headway, into the smooth hum of
the speeding wheels. The sun, scarce risen
above the horizon, marked black blotches of
shadow upon the white arid plain just under
the writhing cactus and stunted palms, though
there was yet in the air something of the cool
breezes of the night.
Straight as twin arrows cast from a single
bow, the two lines of shining steel converged
till they met the sky, far to the south, then sped
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on till they reached the White City, fetters of
conquest upon the desert. Puffs of wind whirled
the dust into inverted pyramids, and sent them
spinning away in fantastic dance.

The conductor entered the third-class car,
where he began lustily calling for ‘boletos!”
The half-sleeping, blanketed Mexicans, lazily be-
stirred themselves to drag out the bits of paper
entitling them to ride on the iron way. Thence
he passed into the Pullman, assuming an expres-
sion of easy and familiar joviality. It was ‘‘ tick-
ets, please,” here—the English language and
politeness corresponding to first class.

““Ah! Mrs. Tibbins, glad to see you back
again,” he said, as he registered a pass tendered
by an overdressed and somewhat vulgar woman
of the common American type. ‘‘Been havin’ a
good time in the States?”

The woman smirked.

‘““ Well, I should say !” she remarked, putting
her pass back into a red wallet. I tell you,
Mr. Crosby, it does a power of good to one to
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get a breath of fresh livin’ air after bein’ down to
Mexico for four years. Gracious! I have had
enough of this place, I have.”

‘“ Might be worse though,”” sighed Mr. Crosby,
half resenting the remark and half sympathizing
with the sentiment, for he had lived in Mexico
for many years. He turned to the other side,
taking long strips of red tourist tickets from two
elderly persons, buried amid a heap of baskets
and satchels, and whose dress proclaimed the
female sex.

“l am Mrs. Myra Tilden,” croaked one of
them, ‘‘that’s my name written on the ticket.
I'm from Mauchunk, going to do Mexico.”

““Certainly, ma’am,” replied the conductor,
clipping the tickets with his punch.

‘“Conductor, when do we get to the dinner
station ?” groaned the other fossil as the man
turned away.

““One forty-five.”

““Thanks.”

The train was now gliding rapidly over the
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white desert of caliche. The sky, unflecked by
a single cloud, burned to a gray that seemed to
shimmer in waves of heat.

As the conductor approached, a young man
aroused himself sufficiently from the perusal of a
yellow-covered novel to extend his ticket, though
without taking his eyes from the book.

Only three more passengers, sitting together
at the end of the car. As the conductor neared
them he became more deferential, for there was
a flavor of the stockholder about the men, and a
chic about the dark blue costume of the woman,
that bespoke the upper circles.

“Going through ?”” queried Mr. Crosby, pleas-
antly.

“Yes. We are due in the city day after
to-morrow night, are we not?” asked one of
the gentlemen, handing two tickets, while the
other produced a pass.

‘¢ Afternoon, sir, at two o’clock.”

The lady looked up.

“Two days more of this]” she exclaimed,
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with some impatience in her tone. ¢ Really,
Tom, the play is not worth the candle.”

“My dear,” replied the person addressed,
““you would come, you know, though Mr. Jarr
told you it was a horrible trip. Long, dusty,
bad eating, and all that, you know.”

‘“Yes,” she assented, wearily, ‘“‘that’s all very
true.” She opened her valise, and, taking there-
from a book, leaned back against the pillow
which the fee-expecting negro porter had placed
behind her.

“You'll excuse us, my dear, if we go to the
smoking-room for a cigar?”

She nodded acquiescence, without looking up,
and the two men walked away.

Soon the book fell, and Mrs. T. Tompkins
Smith leaned her elbow on the window-sill and
her chin on her hand, gazing out at the flying
desert and the distant gnarled hills that rose
abrupt, as if man-built. The dull white was a
background for her thoughts ; there were clouds of
dun dust too, whereon she could image at her will.
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But they broke in upon her reverie. The
ancient female tourists had been deeply impressed
by the statement of the young woman to the
effect that she had lived long in Mexico, and
ventured questioningly :

“Tough? Well, I guess. Why, there ain’t a
decent house, nor a stove, nor a chimney in the
whole city. Cook? Oh, yes, with charcoal on
stones with holes in them. Oh, ’tain’t so hard ;
you get used to it after a while. Society?
Well, of course | have to go into it, as | live
there. It ain’t what we have at home. The
Mexicans ain’t much on society. Catholics?
Oh, yes, you just ought to see the churches !”

She rattled on, sharp in voice, a tone that cut
like the shrieking of a file.

Mrs. T. Tompkins Smith would have given
gold to stop her ; turned to freeze her into silence +
with a glance, encountering only her back, on
which the icy shaft broke harmless.

The lady resumed her position at the window,
shutting out the voice by an effort of the will,
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drowning it in the whirring of the wheels. She
thought of nothing, in the stupor of widely
strained eyes, in the gentle rocking of steel
springs.

Suddenly she became aware of a mirage,
surely one of those phantasms she had read
about, occurring in deserts. A gigantic horse,
higher than the distant hills, bore toward her
with ponderous gallop a gigantic rider whose
head scraped the skies. She noted every detail
of the horseman’s costume, though the face was
indistinct. He wore leggings of brown leather,
tight fitting, trimmed with silver buttons adown
the sides ; a jacket of blue, faced with silver ; and
a peaked hat of gray, about which curled a
golden cord. She could see the embroidered
saddle-cloth, the shining butts of the pistols that
.stuck out of the holsters, the long machete that
swung by his side. The rider was waving a
white handkerchief, like a scudding cloud, fran-
tically hailing.

Nearer came the monstrous forms, until the
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forefeet of the horse were upon the very car, and,
oh |—Mrs. T. Tompkins Smith gave a little start
and the mirage vanished, but left a comparatively
small and very solid kernel of reality, for she
could now see a horse and rider of natural size,
and scarce a mile from the train, galloping madly
toward a point somewhat beyond it, as if to
head it off.

Surely a man in the desert was like a castaway
at sea, flying likewise a signal of distress. Mrs.
T. Tompkins Smith acted upon the impulse.
‘“Conductor !”

“Yes, ma’am.” The worthy put down a
novel belonging to one of the passengers and
came toward her.

“There is a2 man on horseback over there
trying to stop the train.” She indicated with
her jewelled finger.

Mr. Crosby looked, studied for a moment,
then seized the bell-rope, pulling it steadily
thrice, bringing the train to a standstill.

“I'm sure that's Don Federico himself!” he
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exclaimed excitedly. “‘Lucky I saw him in
time !”

“Who is he, Mr. Crosby?” eagerly queried
the file, gathering with the ancient tourists at
the car window.

“Well, he’s a big man, I can tell you,” vouch-
safed the conductor. ““Lives about six hundred
miles down the road here. Has a silver mine
that pays him millions a year, and a regular
castle near the Nevada de Toluca volcano—
helped build this road and owns part of it.”
This hastily, and he then rushed out of the car
to explain the signal to the engineer and receive
Don Federico.

The horseman reined in his panting animal at
the very steps of the car and, swinging himself
from the saddle, proceeded to unbuckle the
girths, answering at the same time the saluta-
tions of the conductor and porter, who had gath-
ered officiously about him.

‘“ Put this saddle in the express car, this valise

in my berth. Get a bucket of water for the
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horse.” They flew to execute his orders. The
animal having drained the last drop of the
precious fluid, its owner gave it a sharp cut with
his short riding-whip and the order ““A casa !”
and the horse, now riderless, sped away over
the desert.

““Glad to see you, Don Federico. Take num-
ber six. It’s the best section in the car. Any-
thing else we can do for you, sirr”

He waved them away, taking off his heavy
Mexican hat and hanging it upon one of the
brass hooks. Then he turned to look about
him.

Now a most singular thing occurred. The
eyes of tall Don Federico fell upon Mrs. T.
Tompkins Smith, who just at that moment was
looking hard upon him, and for a time the two
stood as if transfixed, gazing at each other, mov-
ing not outwardly, but the two hearts pumping
blood at redoubled speed.

The file, seeing it all, tittered, and broke the
spell.  With long, quick stride Don Federico
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walked down the aisle toward Mrs. T. Tomp-
kins Smith, his hand extended.

‘“Margaret ! Surely it is you!” Then hesi-
tatingly, remembering, ‘I beg pardon—Mrs.—
eh—Mrs.—”

“T. Tompkins Smith.” This loudly and
sonorously, as if revelling in Tompkins and
glorying in Smith ; then she added, cordially
putting her hand in his : ‘I knew you almost at
once, Fred, in spite of your costume and tan.
Have you really become a Mexican, and are you
really the great Don Federico?r” She spoke
quickly, to smother embarrassment. Her voice
trembled, for the past fell upon her like an
avalanche. In her parlor, at home, flanked by a
tea-table and bric-a-brac, buoyed up in a perfect
gown, she would have known just the proper
things to do and say ; but here in the desert, on
whirring wheels, it took time to adjust the
present to the past.

Don Federico gazed in admiration at the

woman he had lost. The same form and face,
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splendid in their strength and beauty, the lines of
the face a little firmer, more saddened perhaps.
The calm eyes, deep and blue as a mountain
lake, with volcanic possibilities, the wealth of
brown hair knotted behind in careless fashion.
Yes, she had changed but little, though it was a
long sweep of time, full of action for him, and he
felt as if the ages had piled up against him.

She waved him to the seat in front of her:
““Tell me about it, will your”

He took no note of the tone, only heeding the
words. The emotion of pleased surprise had
faded, leaving bitter memories in bold relief, and
his voice, as he replied, was two-edged with
irony. ‘I will not say that I do not think it
would interest you to know of my past: how
plain Fred Hawthorne became Don Federico, in
what to your eyes 1s rare and strange apparel ;
and there is something romantic in picking a
man up in the desert.” He looked out of the
window and then back at her face, which was

hardening.  “‘I suppose,” he continued pen-
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sively, ‘“it would all make a very interesting
story, to be retailed as one of your Mexican
experiences to a circle of admiring friends after
your return. But really, you know, there is
hardly any legitimate basis for a display of inter-
est in my affairs on your part.”

It was a slap in the face. She reddened, then
paled. It pleased him to know that he had cut
deeply. The lady looked about her to see if she
could be overheard. The file and the fossils,
awearied of staring at the new-comer and his
companion, had assembled at the other end of
the car and, heads together, were deep in words.
Mr. T. Tompkins Smith and his companion, Mr.
Jarr, were in the smoking compartment, compar-
ing views on the subject of silver and exchange.
Then she turned again to Don Federico, and burst
forth like a torrent:

““There is an Italian proverb, Mr. Hawthorne,
which says that the undeserved thrust glides
harmless from the shield. Somehow, out here,

the forced and the artificial jar on one. Can’t
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we be truthful in the desert? It seems to me I
can. According to all precedent I should hate
you, | suppose, and show my scorn for you in
some tragic manner, and all that; but I can’t,
Fred. Now I have put away the shield, strike
again.”

The man’s mouth and eyes, curved in sarcasm,
now lifted in wonderment.

‘ Hate me, Margaret ; you hate me ! What a
strange twisting of things ! I, who worshipped
you as I am sure no man ever worshipped a
woman ! Hate me because you dismissed me
like a cur from your doorstep? Ah! this is a
strange world.”

He smiled bitterly. He, too, had thrown away
the shield, and they stood defenceless, face to face.

She bent over, seeking his eyes, a little pained
smile upon her lips.

““Oh, Fred ! 1 thought we were to be truth-
ful! We have but a few minutes to talk here,
after seven years of silence. Could anyone

injure a woman more than you did me ?”
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His wonderment grew.

“Do you mean to say, Margaret, that you
never wrote the letter which struck me down
like a felled ox, breaking our engagement, re-
questing me never to see you again, and
announcing that you were to marry T.—eh—
T—-T—

“T. Tompkins Smith. Oh! yes. 1 wrote
the letter, Fred ; there is nothing so melodra-
matic in all this as a forged letter. 1 could not
have done otherwise, very well, as you should
admit, though,” she added thoughtfully, I
might have left out the reference to T.—T.—
T

“Tompkins Smith ! ”’

He, too, bent over, and his words came like
rifle-shots.

““In God’s name, then, how dare you look me
in the face? | was poor, he rich! But you
knew of my poverty long before that, and rich
men were buzzing about you like bees around a

pot of honey. Such action would not have sur-
8
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prised me on the part of the average woman;
but you, Margaret—I had idealized you so much
above the rest! You were to me the goddess
whose skirts would have been soiled at the touch
of others of your sex——"

It was the woman’s turn for wonderment,
though her eyes flashed with indignation. ‘Do
you really mean to say, Fred Hawthorne, that
you do not know my reason for that letter? Do
you believe it was on account of your poverty or

i

his wealth——" Her wrath strangled speech.

“] give you my word, Margaret, that 1 know
of nothing, absolutely nothing, that could have
given you cause to reproach me. I thought for
a moment some slander had been told you, but
you were not the woman to believe the tales of
others. [ knew you too well, or thought I did,
to even consider that possibility.”

She leaned back with a gesture of weariness.

“l never believed any tales of others. |
thought you knew, must have known, that |

saw you.” She stopped, as if to see over again
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that which she was about to tell. ‘It was
the last time we met, the night of the Van
Steen ball.  You remember it, Fred? You
had left me only an hour before I arrived there,
and there was no prouder, happier woman than
lin all that crush. 1 had put on my best frock
and all my jewels, and was eager for men to
say : ‘See how beautiful she is; she belongs to

#im.”  You were there, Fred, head and shoulders
above other men, and 1 was glad [ looked well
for your sake. Hardly an hour of that intoxica-
tion for me, for it was not eleven o’clock when 1
saw you in that little alcove with Mrs. Stanhope
—saw it all, Fred. No, don’t interrupt me.”
She held up her hand to silence him. ‘‘That
moment [ fell from happiness to despair. [ suf-
fered in an instant enough for a lifetime. It was
only an hour after that 1 accepted Mr. Smith as |
would have done a pistol bullet.”

She paused a moment, closing her red lips
tightly, for awakened memory seared a scarce

healed wound. The file was still dogmatizing,
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waving her hands, the fossils gaping it in, nudg-
ing, squeaking with satisfaction.

Mrs. T. Tompkins Smith continued : ‘ No,
Fred, 1 did not pine away, allow the worm to
feed upon the damask of my cheek, and all that.
I love life as [ think people of flesh, blood, thews
and sinews do, and I shall probably succeed in
staggering through what there is left to me of it
with fair success, as the world goes. But that
night, Fred, all the light went out of it, and since
then it has been of the treadmill order.”

The man had listened, bent over, his eyes
fixed upon the floor. She could scarce see his
face, but he bit his mustache, and his bronzed,
powerful fingers twisted one into the other as if
in pain. He was silent for a while, and then
looked up.

“It is all gone by now, Margaret,” he said
slowly, like a man wearied of a long race, ‘“‘and
regrets are useless. We must live out our lives
on the lines that we ourselves have unwittingly

marked out, or perhaps a mischievous fate has
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marked for us. It’s just as well | should tell you
what you saw. It may now do a little good
that we should part with a better opinion of each
other. There was fault of mine in that episode,
though, God knows, no meant lack of fealty to
you.”

He stopped, for the train was slowing up for a
way station in the desert, and when it stood still
a dozen brown and dirty hands, eloquent in
beggary, were thrust up to the open window at
which he sat, and as many voices whined : “*Un
centavito, seflor ; por Dios, sefiorita, un centa-
vito.”

Angered at the interruption, he sent them to
the devil in good Spanish ; but some one of
them had recognized him, and the lazzaroni
exploded in a series of ‘“Viva Don Federico !”
He stopped their mouths with a handful of silver
cast among them, and then the train drew on
again.

“You see,” he resumed in the same tone,

when the wheels had gathered headway enough
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to drown his voice from itching ears, ‘I met
Nellie Stanhope two years before 1 knew you.
It was one of those liaisons a man in society
drifts into somehow, and then is too weak or
does not know how to get out of. So it went
along till I met you. Well, you see you were
the only love of my life, too, Margaret, and it
did not take me long to tell her that she and I
must part. I suppose I talked a deal of rot to
the poor woman about her future and her hus-
band, and all that, for which I ought to have
been horsewhipped ; but I did not realize it then,
and said the only thing that occurred to me, not
wishing to madden her by telling her I cared for
someone else. She took it, though, and I did
not see her again for many months until the
night of Van Steen’s ball. Then she cornered
me in the alcove and cursed me for half an hour,
threatening to scream and cause a scandal if |
left.  Suddenly she turned, threw both arms
around my neck, and kissed me. Now that I
know you were there, I think she saw you and
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did it purposely. 1 left her, however, imme-
diately, and sought you everywhere ; finally,
they told me you had gone home with your
mother and Tom Smith. The next morning
I got your letter. 1 could not stay in New
York any longer, so turned into money what
little I had, pulled up stakes and came out here,
where | have realized the French proverb, mal-
heureux en amour, heureux au jeu.”’

He stopped. They understood each other
now. The story was older than the pyramids.
She knew he spoke the truth. Her fingers,
clasped about the arm of the seat, sank into the
velvet, and two tears, starting from the blue
eyes, rolled slowly down her cheeks and fell
upon her other hand that lay upon her knee. The
man knocked a book from the seat beside him
to the floor, and stooping low to pick it up,
pressed his lips to this hand. She did not draw
it away, rather pushed it to him. ’'Twas little
enough, that kiss.

A moment later Mr. T. Tompkins Smith and
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Mr. Jarr came out of the smoking-room, and
the surprise of the former was not small when
he saw his wife in deep converse with the man
in Mexican dress.

Introductions solved the puzzle.

‘“My husband—Mr. Frederick Hawthorne, an
old friend of mine, formerly of New York. Mr.
Jarr—Mr. Hawthorne.”

The men shook hands, Mr. Smith very cor-
dially.

““Why, of course I remember you. Fuller &
Hawthorne, on Broad Street. Fuller was a
member of the Exchange. Poor fellow, went
down with Hutch’s grain corner last year. Glad
to see you again. How long have you been
down here ?”

Hawthorne entered easily into explanations.
Told of his lucky strike in the Sierra Mojada.
Bought out a worthless mine for a song and
struck pay ore three days afterward, two hun-
dred ounces silver to the ton. Yes, lead ores,

of course. Got into this railroad in the sub-
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cellar, and turned over his share of the deal while
the boom lasted. And so on. Made something
out of it.

T. Tompkins Smith’s eyes glistened ; he struck
his knee with the palm of his hand in emphatic
approval.  Mr. Jarr smiled, much interested.
The woman looked at the speaker, fascinated,
thinking, hearing little of what he said. He was
to her as some bronzed giant, telling of battles
with Titans, these conquered. Would she had
stood with him, bearing the brunt! (Some
woman had, probably, for the time.) She was
conscious of pain now. Bah! Why worry over
the past, irrevocable? The blood started again,
coursing more quickly, flaming. How lucky
people cannot read your thoughts. Do other
women think such things ?

The conductor traversed and interrupted, just
as the air-brakes were throttling the wheels,
‘“Excuse me, dinner station. We stop here
thirty minutes.”

The station baked in a glare of heat. They
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alighted from the car, Don Federico helping Mrs.
Smith, and entered the sultry dining-room. He
had telegraphed ahead, as usual, for a special
dinner, and dividing it with the others, these
fared less badly than otherwise they would have
done. Two bottles of Don Federico’s wine,
from the private stock kept for him by the sta-
tion master, filled the measure of T. Tompkins
Smith’s happiness to the brim. The worthy
stock broker held the ruby-colored Lafitte to the
light, smelled it, tasted it reverently. ‘‘You
couldn’t buy this in New York for money,” he
exclaimed, oracularly. Then turning to Don
Federico and holding up his glass : ‘“ What is it
the Mexicans say ? Salood ?”

““Salud.” Don Federico bowed and emptied
his glass. Mr. Jarr remarked that he never
could get that soft sound of the Spanish final ‘d,”
though he could speak the language well enough
to get along. Mrs. Smith had a fair knowledge
of French and German, but wished she knew

Spanish—had heard there were some exquisite
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things in modern Spanish literature. A friend of
hers had told her that Emilia Pardo Bazan was
the greatest living woman writer.

The conductor again, smiling and wiping his
mouth : ‘“Don’t hurry, ladies and gentlemen ;
* plenty of time.”

The meal over, they strolled out upon the plat-
form, instantly surrounded by beggars, pleading,
importunate, bravadoing hideous deformities.
Mrs. Smith, shuddering, peremptorily ordered
her husband to give a silver dollar to a hag clad
in a remnant of calico, holding a shrunken child
to shrunken breasts. He complied, grumbling :
““If these people would only work—"

““What at ? ” snapped Don Federico.

A correct answer would have solved a ques-
tion bothering the statesmen of the country, but
T. Tompkins Smith did not give it, for just
at that moment the bell of the engine rang
out, and the passengers hurried to board the
train. ‘

““These people have souls,” whispered Don
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Federico to Mrs. Smith, as he assisted her up the
steps.

‘“A woman with a child must have a soul,”
she replied, adding doubtfully, ‘““if any of us
have.”

They together chatted the afternoon away
with all subjects, from Carlyle to coffee planta-
tions in Tamaulipas. Later, when the sun was
slanting its rays across the desert, the train
stopped at a section house rather longer than
seemed needful. T. Tompkins Smith, curious
and aching for movement, left his companions
and went forward.

““ What are we waiting for ?” he queried of
the oily and grimy being who ran the engine.

““ Water,” was the laconic answer.

A cigar, tendered by the questioner, loosened
the grimy being’s tongue.

“You see, the tank car busted, sprung a leak,
and when we tried to pump into the engine
there warn’t nothin’ there. Left it on the road, I
reckon. Have telegraphed on ahead for another
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tank car.” He reckoned, too, that it would be a
couple of hours before the water would reach
them. Smith hurried back to communicate the
news to his companions.

‘““Would you like to take a stroll over the
desert? It's much cooler now than it was.”
Don Federico bent over Mrs. Smith, pleading
with tongue and eyes, regardless of ownership.
She assented, adjusting her hat before the mir-
ror, giving it a little touch here and there, deftly.
Then she arose and followed him. When they
were out of ear shot he turned to her suddenly :

“l am going back to New York next
month.”

She lifted her blue eyes to his, searchingly.

‘ What for?”

““To be near you. Listen, Margaret. Until |
met you again I thought I could go through life
without you. Now I know [ can't. 1 have
been much alone in the last few years, alone in
mountain, plain, and desert. If solitude teaches

a man anything, it teaches him the power of will.
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How foolishly we mar our own lives, Margaret,
when it lies in us to do otherwise! You and I
could sit down ‘like two children crying over a
broken toy, or, if we would, make our future
lives as glorious as those of gods! Which shall
it be, Margaret?”

She was looking at the distant mountain peaks
that broke the coast line to the south.

““1 was thinking, Fred, of that beautiful little
poem of Heine’s that you and I tried to put into
good English once, in the old days, and failed.
Do you remember it?” She quoted, the Ger-
man in her sweet mouth sounding soft as

Spanish:

‘¢ Ein Fichtenbaum steht einsam
Im Norden auf kahler Héhe,
Ihn schlifert; mit weiszer Decke

Umhiillen ihn Eis und Schnee.

‘“ Er triumt von einer Palme,
Die fern im Morgenland
Einsam und schweigend trauert

Auf brennender Felsenwand.”
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Ere she completed the lines the man had
shrugged his shoulders impatiently. ¢ That il-
lustrates the very point | wish to make, Margaret.
A pine is alone in the North, sleeping and dream-
ing of a palm that mourns for him in the South;
but don’t you see they are trees,—or weak people,
if you like. If that pine had the power of loco-
motion, don’t you see that he’'d be a fool to stay
up there in the North, sleeping in the cold and
ice, instead of coming South and getting the
palm?”

She laughed softly at his vehemence.

“Don’t you see that other things besides the
mere lack of power to move may have kept the
pine fixed in the frozen earth? It is more than
probable that Heine thought of those other things
when he wrote the poem. Look at those two
sharp peaks.” She pointed to the distant moun-
tains, purpling in the setting sun. ““ They ought
to be called the twins, they are so exactly alike,
yet there they have stood for ages and will al-
ways stand, unable to approach each other,
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though they may yearn to do so to heartbreak-
ing, as the pine yearned for the palm. When
those peaks are joined, Fred, then may we be.”

Her voice trembled in spite of her efforts. She
felt like a person writing his own epitaph, clos-
ing from within the only outlet of his vault
where through leapt the glad sunshine.

They stood silent for a while, as the soft even-
tide fell upon the plain. Suddenly the man
seized the woman’s arm in a grip like that of an
iron vise. He quivered with excitement; he
shouted like a Viking at sea:

“Look! look! By Heaven, a miracle! A
sign! A portent! Margaret, the peaks are
joined !”

Yes, one of the many clouds, round and fleecy
as fat sheep, that had been floating lazily across
the heavens, had struck the western peak and
stopped for a moment; then, little by little, this
cloud lengthened out till it met the eastern peak,
forming a bridge between the two.

She looked doubtingly, scarce believing what
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she saw ; then, half conquered, turned upon
him the pleading look of a trapped animal.
There was in her a bit of inherited superstition,
as there is in the best of us, and to her this phe-
nomenon was almost miraculous. Not so to
him, for he had seen it often in the mountains
that rise from the high tableland —but that it
should occur just then! A coincidence ?

Pleading, yet loving, she looked at him. Ah!
he would have given his silver mine in the Sierra
Mojada twice over to have taken her in his arms
then and there and kissed her tempting, trem-
bling mouth; but not half a mile away was the
train, and T. Tompkins Smith and Mr. Jarr, to
say nothing of the file and the fossils, and not
foliage enough betwixt Don Federico and all
these to hide a jack rabbit. The desert was
a good chaperon.

Don Federico and his companion turned and
walked back in silence. He feared to say more,
lest he should provoke opposition, preferring to

hope on the half consent he had wrung from her.
9
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As they neared the train Smith’s voice rang
out: ‘Did you see that cloud on the moun-
tains ? Wasn't it funny ?”

Don Federico acknowledged that it was, and
Mr. Jarr added something about a bridge for the
gods to march into Valhalla, whereupon Mr.
Smith asked him if that were in Mexico.

Just then a black speck appeared upon the
horizon, where the converging lines of steel met,
and a shrill shriek tore through the purple air.
The tank car was coming, so the passengers
hastened back to the sleeper, where the negro
porter was already beginning to make up the
beds.

Mrs. T. Tompkins Smith, heedless of supper
to come, and pretexting headache, withdrew
behind the curtains of her section, and, partially
disrobing, threw herself upon the bed.

Her mind was in a whirl ; the events of the
day had thrown her from her moral balance.
She must be alone, to smooth out the wrinkled,
crumpled sheet of the past and read it clearly.
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Her emotions must be dominated, thrust back
into their respective places, weighed and ana-
lyzed ; shadow and substance, fireflies and
comets, distinguished. She was playing a game
with her future for the stakes, and it behooved
her to look well to the cards. Two ways were
open to her—the narrow path, leading through
New York society, to T. Tompkins Smith ; the
