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could be done ; the mare had taken her deter-

mined, long, continuous stride, the road was a
straight, steady descent all the way back to the
village, Chu Chu had the bit between her teeth,

and there was no prospect of swerving her. We
could only follow hopelessly, idiotically, furiously,

until Chu Chu dashed triumphantly into the

Saltellos' courtyard, carrying the half-fainting

Consuelo back to the arms of her assembled and
astonished family.

It was our last ride together. It was the last

I ever saw of Consuelo before her transfer to the
safe seclusion of a convent in Southern California.

It was the last I ever saw of Chu Chu, who in the

confusion of that rencontre was overlooked in her
half-loosed harness, and allowed to escape through
the Ijack gate to the fields. Months afterwards it

was said that she had been identified among a
band of wild horses in the Coast Range, as a
strange and beautiful creature who had escaped
the brand of the rodeo and had become a myth.
There was another legend that she had been seen,

sleek, fat, and gorgeously caparisoned, issuing

from the gateway of the Rosario /a/?t>, before a
lumbering Spanish cabriold in which a short, stout

matron was seated—but I will have none of it.

For there are days when she still lives, and I can

see her plainly still climbing the gentle slope


