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THE STORY OF SANTOS.

masters buying and selling ;but there came one springday when, to my Surprise, he suggested that I shouldgo in his stead. Just at that time your grandmotherwas sent for to visit her sick sister, five miles back inthe country, so it was decided for you and your motherco go with her, Caro, and tor the house to be closed inour absence.
T had expected to be gone four days; but the goodLoid Who watches over iis ordained otherwise. Onarriving in the city, Ifound the man to whom mymas-ter sola all his wine and butter had been called away'unexpectedly, and would not be back for a week, son\ h

WnS nOt g f° r me tO Wait for' * dl'cided to
1 took the evening train, and, alighting at the littlestation, started to walk the four miles Wie. I wastrudging alone in the late twilight, when Iheard thesound of approaching carriage wheels on the hard roadand presently a small covered wagon dashed rapidly pastme. Late as it was and quickly as it passed, I couldhave sworn that the sole occupant was the SenoritaElsa. I-or a moment Istood still, haunted by a deepforeboding Was the master ill, or anything wrong atthe hacienda? It was too late to stop the senorita, soT Hurried on until a mile further the mystery, as Ithought was solved. The river, which Ihad now reach-ed, had become a raging torrent, sweeping down throughthe hills that lay to the northward. It was a springfreshet, which seemed with every rush of the waters tobe increasing in volume.
At this point the banks wereso high that ithad notvet overpassed its bounds ; but my house, a half milebeyond, was on the lowland close to the river. I ranthe whole half mile, and arrived on the high, steep hillabove the river and close to the Senor Zoeller's housebreathless, panting, with despair in my heart. Yes, mylittle hola.se was gone. Icould but raise my heart inthankfulness that the flood found it empty, when thosound of voices reached me, and, drawing near to thehouse, in a moment 1 had forgotten my own loss inwhatIIheard.
Two figures, my blind master and the administrator,were standing on the brow of the hill in front of thegallery, the administrator with a hand on the senor'aarm, evidently holding him back,.' It is madness, sir,' he was saying; the river is aflood, you can do nothing, tho Fraulein Elsa is in San-tos boat, so far in safety ; and there is no other boat

hoar in which wo could follow her.''Let mo go,' cried the old man ; 'boat or no boat,
L cannot leave my only child to perish alone

'
From mv position behind a tree Ilooked down atthe river By that time it was brilliant moonlight, and

in the dear .southern atmosphere everything stood outalmost as distinctly as by daylight. Istared and rub-bed mv eyes— the Senorita Elsa in my boat ! Neitherwere anywhere m view, and mv eyesight then, Caro, wasas keen as an Indian's. Pity for the blind old manmoved me to rush forwaid ;but 1must get at the bot-tom of this, so 1 hold back.'rlhe boat has come to the bend in tho river,' saidthe administrator, '
and the flood is not so serious assome 1 have seen. Have courage, Herr. Let me lead

\o,i hack to the house, and then T will get my horse and
iide down the river and summon help to rescue the frau-lem as soon as ] can '

My poor master ' He suffered himself to be led back
to the house and put in a chair on the gallery. Hegroaned and wrung his hands, talking in his German
tongue that T knew not a word of, Caro.

What could T do '> The ranch hands had evidently allgone either up or down the liver, no ono was near tohelp me— no one by to corroborate the evidence of my
e\is that the Senorita Elsa was not and had not been
on tho river.
Istole after the administrator, who went at) oncetotho field to get his horse Suddenly the whole thing

(lashed on me It was truly the Senorita Elsa Ipassed
on the road, and she was flying to some point where shecould meet this man and marry him. He, meanwhile,
had deceived tho blind man into thinking his child was
adrift on the raging flood ;and now he was about tomount his horse and ride away, leaving the good senorhelj less, broken-hearted, and alone ! It was the workof a moment for mo to spring forward and seize tho
w ietch by the collar.

Mou villain ' 'I.said, under my breath ; and then
m my excitement T had recourse to Spanish, pouring
foith my anger and contempt, as Ishook him again and
again, like the puppy he was.
I was strong, but the administrator was

and he had evidently boon trained inlighting. His horse stood under a tree. saddledi
.md bn'dled, another proof that the whole
thing was planned beforehand, and the incident of theflood used at the last moment to heighten the deception.
With a sudden and lapid twist he shook himself free
fiom niv gia.sp, giving me a blow which sent me, reeling
birkwaid In a second he was on his horse, and, gal-loping across the fields, was soon out of sight. During
our short encounter he had uttered no word, probablythinking like n wise man, that it was best to save his
bre.ith for the combat. To follow him was useless ;andthen I thought of the unhappy senor ;l>etter let him
believe his child was dead than to have him know she
could desei t him and deceive him so.
Ihuiried back to the gallorv. and tho master know

niv step He showed no surprise at my unexpected re-
turn. All was too strange and terrible on that fateful
night I comforted him and calmed him as well as Icould. Long after, Caro, it did mo good to know that

You ask, me to tell you a story, Caro. Before my
master, the Senor Americano, went home (and he didnot, lno long alter that ; for indeed, he had the tisis
and his cough was bad) he called me to him one day'Santos,' he spid, 'you have been a good and faith-
ful servant, and 1 want to do something for you before
1go awa.v. I have sent for you so you can tell mohow
'I may best help you.'

'Ihen 1 opened my heart to the kind senor, and told
him Iwanted a bit of land, and a house of my own,
and he said he would see about it, tho good master !

A week later we drove out in the country, four miles
from the railroad and store, till we came to sonio fields
sloping down to the river, and the senor showed me the
land ho had bought for me. Then was my heart glad ;
and Pedro (your fathor, Caro) and Iwent to work with
a will ;and wo built the little house where we soon
went to live and where you wero born. 1found plenty to
do in those days, what with picking cotton in the season
and tending herds of cattle for tho rancheros, and plant-
ing my own little garden, my time was all taken up.
Ihave said our house was on the banks of tho beau-

tiful liiuulalupe
—

a lovely river that was rarely so deep
but that it could he forded—

its waters dashing over a
stony l>od ; and winding in and out of the country— here
surrounded by steep banks and rocky cliffs, and anon
passing through low lying lands ; everywhere bordered
by magnificent trees or bushes of mesquite, the long
branches and vines in some places dipping into the water,
makiing a scene ot fairy-like enchantment. Ican see you,
Caro, a little child, with bare brown legs, paddling in
the water and shouting for joy as you tried to make
believe fish. And then Isee other scenes ; the Sundays
and festas when your grandmother and mother and you
and Iwould walk down the river to where we had erec-
ted a little shrine to our Blessed Lady. Icurved the
figure, Caro, and your mother dressed it ; perhaps those
who go to the great cathedials would say it was ugly
and poor ; but we did not think of that when wo knelt
down to say the

'
Pater

'
and

' Aye,' for God and His
Holy Mother seemed verynear in our little temple whoso
roof was the blue sky. We had lived thus throe happy
yeais. when I got work to do for a Gorman ranchero
who had tho large hacienda just above our field. A
beautiful place it was, of hundiedsof acres, and on the
brow of the hill, right near the long, steep road that
led from the river, was the ranchero's house, that looked
more like an old mission building than anything else
It was built of stone, one storey high, nearly 100 loot
long, and was covered with whitewash

Here and there were small, square windows set deep
in the stone, ami all across the Iront of the house was
a gallery, completely shut in by a beautiful vine , be-
\ond this was the fannvard, and back of the house were
the fields fuli of herds of cattle all enclosed in miles of
barbed wire fence Still further west were acres of land,
on which irrew tho grape 'vines that were trained criss-
cross o\cr low-roofed arbois. for the chief work of the
Senor Zoeller was the making of wine and butter.

T had added a boat to my stock about that time
and the ranchero wanted me to take his butter and
Mine down the river twice a week, and ship it to the
titv from the railroad station'

You are the only Mexican T can tr'tist to do it.
Santos,' lie said

'Niccolo and Pietro and the other
lellows would go to sleep on the way '

The work Mas easy, and the master, though strut
was alwa\s fair One thing1Ihau1 forgotten to tell
>ou. Caro. that he was blind. A tall and powerfulman,
with a long gray beard, a patriarch. Ionce heard my
old master, the Senor Americano, call him. he never-
theless could not see, nor could lie ha\e managed the
ranchero if it had not been for his administrator and his
daughter and only child, the Senoi ita Elsa

She was not moie than nineteen at that (me, and
motherless but so sweet she was and good, 1 thought,
even though m joligion a heietic

Tall she was like her father and fair as a veritable
Norse maiden, I heard the Senor Americano say. when
she was only fit teen lie said many strange things, the
senor !

It was the administrator T did not like, Caro— a bad
man he was, T felt sure, and later Iproved it Where
he came f i om nobody knew. Some said he had lived a
lite in the plains, and others that he had fled from Eng-
land to escape the law ; but that w.,s only rumor Thcte
ho was, trusted by the Senor Zoeller, and, alas ' by the
fair Elsa

It was customary for the administrator to go once
a week to the city, 130 miles distant, to attend to tho

Some one else did not like the adnnnistrator. Cam
Next to the1 Zoellor hacienda was another, d\e miles dis-
tant, owned by the Senor Enrique Ilefnande? Alone
he lived with only the ranch hands, and a cousin of
vonr grandmother's, old Juniata, to do the cooking and
cleaning llis chief companion was his (lop; , and Ins
best friend was his \iohn. on which he placed till ho
seemed to draw the heart from you T knew he loved the
Senorita Elsa, and T knew the administrator lo\ed her
too Worthy she was of the best, tor in his own country
the Senor Zoellor had been of the nobility : po\ertv,
haid and bitter, had driven him in his young days to
our corner ol the world
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