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The Stqryteller

THE STORY OF SANTOS.

You ask e to tell you a story, Caro. DBefore my
master, the Senor Americano, went howne {(and he did
not lhve long atter thoat ; for indeed, he had the tisis
and hig cough was bad) he called e to hin one day

“ Santos,’ he soid, *yow have heen a goad and faith-
ful servanl, and 1 want to do something for you before
1 go away. 1 have sent for 3ou so you can tell me how
1 may best help vou,’

Ihen | oopened my heart fo the kind senor, and told
him I wanted o Mt of land, and a house of my owmn,
and he sasd he would see about 1t, the good master !

A week later we drove out in the countrys four miles
froin the railroad and store, {1l we came 1o some flelds
sloping down to the river, and the senor showed me the
land he had bhought for me. Then was my heart glad
and DPedro (your father, Caro) and I went to work with
a will ; and we built the little house where we scon
went to live and where you were born, I found plenty to
do in Lho-¢ dayvs, what with picking cotton in the scason
and tending herds of cattle for the rancheros, and plant-
ing my own littie garden, my time was all taken up,

I have saud our houzse was on the banks of thoe beau-
tiful CGuoadalupe—a lovely river that was rarcly so deop
but that it conld bhe forded—ts waters dashing over a
stony hed ; and winding in and out of the country--here
surrounded by steep bankg and rockv clits, and anon
passing through low lyving lands; everywhere bardorad
by magnmilicent trees  or  bushes of mesquite, the fong
branches and vines jn some places dipping inte the water,
makang o sceng ol fairy-like enchantment. I can see you,
Caro, a httle child, with bare brown legs, paddling
the water and shouting for loy as you trmied to make
helieve fish, And then T see other scenes ; the Sundays
and festas when your grandmaother and mother and you
and [ would walk down the river to where we had eree-
ted a litile shrine to our Blessed Lady. I carved the
figure, Carco, and your mother dressed it ; perhaps tho-e
who go Lo the great cathedials would say it was ngly
and poor ; but we did not think of that shen we haelt
dowun to say the * Pater ” and ' Ave,” for God and His
Holy Mother seemed very near in our litile temple whosge
roof was the blue shy. We had lived thus three happy
veals, when I got work to do for a German ranchero
who had the large hacienda just above our field, A
beautiful place it was, of hundieds of aeres, and on the
brow of the bill, right near the long, steep road that
led from the rviser, was the ranchero’s house, that looked
more Jike an old mussion hwlding than anyvthing  else
It was Luilt of stone, one storev Ihnigh, nearly 100 tget
long, und was covered with whitewash

iTere and there wore =mmall, sqlare windowa =et deep
in 1the stone, and all across the front of the house was
n aallery., completely shut 1m by a heautiful vine .,  he-
rond this was the farmyard, and back of the house woere
the fickis fuli of herds of eattle all enclosed in nutles of
harbed wire fence  SGll further west were acres of land,
on which groew the grape vines that were tramed criss-
cross over low-roofed arbors, for the chief work of the
Soenor Zocller was the makmg of wine and butter.

T had added a boat to my <tock about that time
and the rancheroe  wanted me to take his butter  and
wine down the river twrice a weekh, and ship it to  the
aty from the ravleoad station

" You are the only  AMemican T ecan Lrust 1o do it

Santos,' he said  C Niecolo and IMietro and the  other
lellows would go to sleep on the way !’
The work nas ecasv, and the master, though strd

was always fair One thing I have forpotten 1o tell
vou, Caro, that he was bhind. A tall and powerful man,
with a long gray beard, a patviarch, T once heard my
ald master, the Senor Americano, call hiun, he  neser-
theless could not see, nor could he hase managed  the
ranchers f 1t had not heen for los adnnmsivator and his
daughter and only (hild, the Senonita Elsa

She was not more thap nineteen at that tine, and
meotherless hut so sweet she was and good, 1 thought,
event thouseh i telivron o heretae

Talt she was ke hor father and fair as a veritable
Norse maiden, T heard the Senor Americano say, when
she was only fitteen e said many strange things, the
yenor !
5 It was the sdmimstrator T did noet like, Caro—a bad
man he was, [ felt sure, and later T proved it Where
he came fiom nelody hnew. Some soid he had Ined a
hie in the pluins, and others that he had fled from Fng-
land to escape the law @ bot that w.s oniy ruamor There
he was, Crasted by the Senor Zoeller, and, alas ' by the
Fair Flsa
Idn.‘-"}x:nn- one elge did nat like (he adnumsstrator, Care
Next to the Zoeller hactenda was another, five nules dis-
tant, owneill by the  Senor Fnrgoe ITernander Alone
he Lived with onlv the  ranch hands, and a consin of
vour grandimother’s, old Jomiatla, to do the cooking and
cleanmg 118 chiet companmon was his dog . and  his
best friend was his vielin, on which he plaaed 11l he
seemod to draw the heart from vou T knew he loved the
Senorita Flsa, and T knew the admimstrator loved her
taoo  Woerthy she was of the bo!—_t. tor 1 his pwn country
the Senor Zoeller had  Leen of the nolahity @ povorty,
hard and hitter. had drven bon o his voung dazs  to
our corner ol the world L.

It was cusfomary for the administrator to go once
a woeek to the city, 30 miles distant, to attend to tho

master’s buying and selling ; but there came one sprin
day when, to my surprise, he suggested that 1 shou
go in lus stead. Just at that time your grandmother
was sent for to vigit her sick sister, five miles back in
the country, so it was decided for you and your mother
to go with her, Caro, and for the house to be closed in
pur ahsence,

T had expected to be gone four days; but the good
Lord Who watches over s ordained otherwise. On
arrving n the city, I found the man to whowm my Imag-
ter sold ail his wine and butter had been called away
wrnxpectedlv, and would not be back for a week, so0,
as there was nothing for me to wait for, 1 decided 1o
return home.

{ took the evenmmg train, and, alighting at the little
station, started to walk the four miles home. T was
Lrudging alone in the late twilight, when I heard the
sound of approachin;lg carriage wheels on the hard road,
and presently a small covered wagon dashed rapidly past
me. Late as it was, and quickly as it passed, I could
bhave sworn that the sole’ occupant was the Senonita,
Eisa. For a moment I stood still, haunted by a deep
forchoding.,  Was the master ill, or anything wrong at
the hacienda ? It was too late to stop the senorita, so
1 Hurried on until a mile further the mystery, as I
thought, wns solved. The river, which I had now reach-
ed, had become a raging torrent, sweeping down through
the hills that lay to the northward., It was a spring:
freshet, which seemed with every rush of the waters to
be increasing in volume,

At this point the banks were so high that it had not
vet overpassed its bounds ; but my house, a half mile
beveond, was on the lowland close to the river, I ran
the whole half mile, and arrived on the high, steep hill
aboie the river and close to the Senor Zoeller’s house,
bresthless, panting, with despair in my heart, Yes, my
hittie house was gone. I couid but raise my heart in
thanklulness that the flood found it empty, when the
sound of voices reached me, and, drawing near to the
house, 1 a mwoment I had forgotten my own loss in
what 41 heard.

Two figures, my blind master and the administrator,
were standing on the brow of the hill in front of the
gallery, the admunistrator with a hand on the genar’s
arm, ovidently holding him back,

It is madness, sir,” he was saying ; the river iz a
flood, vou can do nothing, the Fraulein Klsa is in San-
tos’ hoat, <o far in safety ; and there is no other boat
uear win which we could follow her.’

‘Lot me go,” cried the old man : ‘ boat or no boat,
T cannot leave my only child to perish alone.’

From mv posmition behind a tree I looked down at
the riverr By that time it was brilliant moonlight, and
in the clear southern atmosphere cvervthing stood out
almost as distinetly ns by daviight, I stared and rub-
hed mv eyves—the Senorita Elsa in my boat ! Neither
were anywhere m oview, and mv evesight then, Caro, was
a4 keen as  an Indian’s. I*1tv for ihe biind old man
moved me to rush forward ; but I must get at the hote
tom of this, so 1 held hack,

“'The hoat has come to the bend in the river,” said
the administrator, ' and the flood 1s not so serious  as
soime I have seen. Have courage, Herr. Let me lead
Ton haelh to the house, and then I will get mv horse and
tule down the miver and summon help to rescue the frau-
lem as soon as 1 can’

My peor master ' He suffered himself to be led back
to the house and put in a chair on the gallery. He
groancd and wrung s hands, faliking in his  German
tongne that T knew not a word of, Caro.

What could T do ” The ranch hands had svidently all
gone either up or down the 1iver, no one was near to
help ne—no one hy to corroborate the evidence of my
evrs that the Senorita Flsa was not and had not been
on the river,

T stole after the admivistrator, who went ab once to
the field to get his horse  Suddenly the whole thing
flashed on me Tt was trulv the Scnorita Elsa I passed
o the road, and she was flving to some point where she
coutd Jnect tlhog man and marey  him. He, meanwhile,
had decened the Blind man into thinking his child was
adriit on the ramne flood ; and now he was about to
moint his horse and ride away. leaving the good senor
Iwlp less, Trohen-hearted, and alone! It was the work
of a moment for me to spring forward and seize tho
wicteh hy the collar.

“Yon villain ' I said, under my breath : and then
momy exatement T had  recourse to Spanish, pouring
forth my anger and contempt, as I shook him again and
again, ke the puppy he was.

1 was strong, but the
wily, and he had  evidenil»  boen trained 1n
frirhting. TTis horse  stood under a tree, saddled
ikl bridled, another nroof that the wholo
thing was planned beforchand, and the incident of the
fload naed at the Iast wowment to heighten the deception.
With o «udden and rapid twist he shook himself froe
from auv mrasp. giving me a blow which sent ne reeling
Bekward  In oo second he was on hus horse, and, gal-
lopimg across the fields, was soon out of sight.  During
onr short encounter he had utiered no word, probably
thimlmg ke 5 wise man, that it was best to save his
hreath for the comhat. To follow him was useless ; and
then 1 thought of the unhappy senor ; better let him
believe his ehild was dead than 1o have him know she
could desert him anid deceive him so.

I hwiried back to Lhe gallerv, and thoe master knoew
mv step 1le showed no surprise at my unexpected re-
turn. Al was too strange nud terrible on that fateful
nipht 1 comforted him and calmed him as well ag I
could. Long after, Caro, it did me good to know that

AT <

administrator was

Hancock's “BISMARK?Y”

LAGER BEE

NEW ZEALAND'3
NEW INDUSTRY



