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. 'A Romance of the
San Rafael Canon
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called Dr Godcae — though his chief | my master, and so I saw all that
employment was cultivating cotton,lpn-ed. The sweet Englishy senora,

of which he had thousands of acres, ‘with her fair, pale face, that we all
was an Italiano, and at the time 1I|loved so well, was the first to alight |

am telling, he had been twenty ,\‘ean!She moved away the Padre

with

' You asked tell you a story, | in Texas He married a Spanish | while the master lingered to assist |
¥ 3 Jittle one hall it be?. About | Jady, so his children, though all Am- | the senorita.
4 the San Ra Canon! Well, let me|ericanos by birth, had both the Ital-! I saw the senorita’s glorious eyes)
2 sit down . pipe belore 1 begin; | ian and Spanish names. Three boys, | flash and smile at him, and I heard
: S o | s Shestlits & Joachim, Roberto and Ratael,. and the ' a tone in his voice that was new, as|
1 y & two young senoritas, Candita and he bade her welcome. |
3 mot come . dly as they did when | Begtrice. “I will leave the ladies here for|
: I was twenty years. The youngest senorita was but fif-| hall an hour,” said the Doctor,|
L Yes, it wa. scvenly years ago, and|teen years old at this time, and the While I despatch an errand further up|
y 1 was a young man, tall and strong, |Other—the Senorita Candita — ah, | the road,” so he drove away, and I,/
sand able 1o work from early dawn up.|Madre Santisima! if she had not been | forgetting myself, stood there like the|
: . y born of the sunset and starlight, the ©bo I was, looking at those two.

il the purpic shadows deepened on sparkle of the river and the sweet, ' 'Will you come to the ggchard?”

he hills, a:d twilight descended, |odor of the pomegranate, she would | Said the senor, who *ﬂmﬁr‘hr all

' 3 bringing the soit dark mysterious nigh |bave been just eighteen years old. | the W.‘f”d unconscious of my pres-

' 8 that enfolded us in her embrace. 1| SO it Was one spring, the month of ence, "N peaches are ripeaing, and

A S Bot of it $hem. Curo. bat it the Blessed Madre, that/ I burd!"ewm_‘.v n 59m° can give you.

1 s “though ' - Padre Paul tell the semor that a| So they moved away, and I sat|

#s.a blessed thing to rest from toil.
3 N At was the SenorJoseph Waring
i morked for; tending the great herds of|®d. Very ill she had been, alone in :
S tha' md”‘:’ v e um:hz a little hut near the river's Bank, and| But I seemed to be with the two
' ,‘ over 90-| the Padre, who was afraid of the fev- | who were now in the orchard. How
A ‘._pm‘(-rm place it was, enclosing|er for the rest of his flock, sent for a.bundant' the fast ripenin_g lruitA yas!
* Wmiles of fine rolling country, and on|the doctor and then came to tell the | How delicious the lingering twilight
ke wery brow of the steep clift above|master. “I can’t get anything out of | laden with the thousand and one
~ _wwhe river's bank. stood the hacienda her,” 1 heard him say, “heyond the’sn;etlls'o(t:lrthh gdnd oy 8- thﬁ
F . e o M fact that she has been acting as la-|SOft air that had been touched a

N : vandera at an hotel near the Mexican | 48y by the warm sun. I thought of
il “dbut I am anticipating, Caro. It was border. She has not a pleasant face, | the Senotita, all fire and sweetness;

£ adong, low Mexican building that bad|and in her delirium she bas said a|Surely the master must tell her of his
: . sbeen put \l: db." tlhi Mission ;;M: great many strange things.” * ! love now. Not now after all; for even
AT o d ‘then a mos$ erumb 2 "
B © Smins; but the senor bought it with | When sbe is better we may find | 3% | SEECK & Tt 1o HEN, Y Pibe
L ke dand, and had 18 restored, and | SOMCthing out,” replied the master;( o MeSET NN S SO e KEPOT
. there be lived, ma I8 such & home| URUL then let old Maria take all :d ptheociiﬂ I‘ sen'.hme 3&:‘ :1;
R haas the ‘,('mdﬂu:m the country possible care of her. As long as the l‘::d oo rom whence sou
B hem I was no older than you are | doctor says the fever is not contagi- "
i mow, little one. The broad gallery, |°U5: there is no danger.” | Startled, alarmed, the master and
e feet i ram out over the| NOW 1 was young still, Caro, and the senorita and several of the men
. curious, and 1 remember that old | Were crowding on the gallery almost
- olifi, and fvem here you could see up e y- !
L and down ‘e lovely river, and for | MOTia Was my mother's own aunt, so |45 soon as I reached there, all of us
1 sl oves She countty to 'tho Qistant I determined to try and find out | talking at once. .lt was Padre Paul
B Sfee hills Shat  cxtended on | What I could; but work was plentitul | Who first made himsell heard.
il range that week, and it was not until sev- | “Some one fired a shot at Mrs
eral days later that one evening 1| Wentworth,” he said; ‘‘the bullet

strange woman had come to the v“_idown on a nearby stone waiting for

I|lage, in whom he was much interest-| the wagon to return so I could close
{and fasten the gate for the night.

-

Sred VARl o
OLIC R

decided, very near the exit of the can-

shrubs and trees, would make a bet-

% aange, as far .« the eye could reach.
L d was ten ycuars old when the senor

He had been & great got away from the rancho, and start-

ed down the cliff walk to the village.

~ wacame to Texas
§  student in Dublin, they said, but his
" & whealth broke down and then he came
e ‘Ao our beautiful country where men
" “Alive so long they forget how old they
«wamre, Caro.
, You know my age, you say, ninety
«wyears! That is nothing, little one;
¢ “wold Jose Miguel was a young man
- v mawhen I was born, and he still smokes
i 4 uapipe with me when we talk over the
= M"‘:‘:‘:{} to goB:t;ehea:&Ol;mg all in a moment knew who it was. |
wusday; but he never did, After ten years| Two years belore, Caro, there had
«"dhe swas sound and stropg and might | been a horrible murder in ‘the -city,
~dhave gone back to his own country to|and a Mexican, one Dario Cavaros |
s=become the great lawyer he meas({ to|was known to have committed the |
4 dhave been; bt by that time he had|crime. He was never found, but his!
" “mwmoswish to go. | heard him tell the|portrait and that of his wife was
4 “Radre that the magic enchantment of | Posted everywhere. The woman had
“wour -soft, southern land had enchained |2 deep scar across the top of her fore-
" im; and that bis roots were set too|head, close to the roots of. her hair, |
“Mieep in the soil to be easily trans-|Whith she was said to keep covered by |
. aplanted again. So 1 grew up on bie|drawing the hair low down on her |
' smamcho where my father worked hefore|brow. It was this face, the scar in
‘siume, and where we all loved the senor; |full view, that 1 was looking at now |
+"or such a gocidl master he was. Not | —Lupe Cavaros beyond a doubt. Why |
sooone of us but would have moved|had not the Padre recognized her? |
. Mkeaven and cartl to serve him, Caro.| S0 Interested was I that I leaned |
a4 think the

master grew rich, he buil | forward and stumped my foot against‘
A ouses wase good roads, and best|the tree; the woman heard and look-
"Wietall, he restured the church that the|ed in my direction, fust as I hastily
" Pwdres had bul.t over a hundred years|Withdrew.
. .+ Nuestra Senora de Gaudalupe| '‘Is that you, Dario?’ she said,
R “ called. It stood then, as it|soitly, in our Spanish dialect. Here
e wow, mellow with age, hall-cov-| Was confirmation sure, and I scarce-
wm vine and with its frescoes|!y breathed, fearing she would ad-
Usllimabed by time; but beautiful! Many | Vance, but receiving no answer she
‘spamne Jrom ala: to visit the shripe of | Presgntly withdrew into the hut, and
: : , Where the senor had placed | ! made haste to slip away. What were
dovely marblc figure of the Blessed | they doing here, the woman, and that
pther and her Son, before which a|villain Dario? They boded no good to
ght - always burning; in thanks-|our peaceful little village I knew.
P for his own recovery, the senor| Should I tell the master? No, I de-
o cided not. I wanted the glory, if
< #nd the Parroco, the good Padre Flon there was, of unravelling the
ml.© Ah! now | come to our story, |nystery myself.
. A strange history was his;| But I was not through with the re-
‘2 little one, an infant, he had|Velations of that night, Caro. Reach-

broken down place it was—and seeing

further up the river to find her, when |
the door of the hut opened, and the
woman stepped out. I was hiding be-|
hind a tall
could not see me; but the moon was |

~ That wuas the feast of the|gallery with the master, and they
ersion' of the Blessed Apostle|were talking. As 1 passed some-
the good people who - dis-|thing the Padre said about the wo-

hote, !
him,|I busied mysell around the house, I

olics ' they were, adopted
sing childless, and named him for the
- Saint.

“The woman was out of her head

, and then the senor,
friend he was, got

. |grandson for me; and when I arrived,
Waring, the strangest thing happebed
the woman looked at me and then
shrank away as if in mortal fear.”
“It is the child,”’ she said, *‘such a
lovely chid! ‘Curse it,” said Dario
then he stole it, the poor baby
drowned ‘it in the river, oh my
| my God!”
“She said a great deal more in the
strain,”’ said the Padre, ‘“‘all
while showing such fear of me.
will be amused, Waring, but do
suppose that woman is my moth-
1

i5%

&

Cavaros the Parroco,s mother!

ﬁ“hu laughed aloud. I thought
Paul's fair, handsomé face,

75

his splendid figure and firm tread, the
face and mien of a patrician you
' be sure, little . and then all

‘& sudden 1t flashed on me that
where, somwhow, 1 had seen
! one who looked like him, but
7" My mind then was too con-
to say, but it was later that I
1 Not the son of Dario and Lupe,

gt

1

| passed close to her head, and is .
| that post,” pointing to a hole in one | €Y.
{sigh of relief—it was the master and

“Santos and you Pietro and Jose,"i‘he Senorita Candita, and peeping
» | cautiously around the corner of

1 reached the little hut—a miserable ©f the pillars.

no signs of old Maria I concluded she | Said the master, ‘‘scour the clifis,’

| swer came to me—Dario the convict;
| but why had he aimed for the Senora |straw, shading her peerless face from
| Wentworth, the good God alone knew. | the sun, the

man made me listen intently, so while
knew well the master, who was ever
indulgent to me, would not send me

all last night,”’ said the Padre. “‘Old
him | Maria was so frightened, she sent her

had gone home, and was just going|and we were gone almost as soon as |

he spoke. But we found nothing; the |
growth of shrubs was so thick that|
once the shot had been fired a skil-|

pecan tree, where she|ful climber could beat a retreat with- near.

out being discovered, especially in|

at the full, so that I saw her, and ! the deepening twilight. By whom Was;She was dressed all in some soft

the shot fired? Like a flash the an-|

I said nothing; but I determined to
get to the bottom of it. Two weeksl
passed, during which the master -had
sent to the city for a detective to|
work on the case. Then fresh ex-’;
citement was occasioned by the sud-
den and mysterious disappearance of
the woman Lupe. She stole away

{one dark night after having promised | shady canon.
{the good Padre that she would see

the Sénora Wentworth, on the mor- |
row, he being anxious to bring the
women under the sweet senora’s in-
fluence. I must not forget, Caro,|
that the woman gave her pame as
Susana, which confirmed me in my
idea that some dark plot was on|
| foot The

| questirned old Maria, who had been | +‘‘Something
She, Maria, | thinking of Dario.

jnursing the sick woman.
{had seen the woman Susana the night
rbefore, about sun down, and had been
| told she need not come again, as
| she, Susana, was better, and anyway
| the senora from the Godone rancho
| was coming to see her and take care
oi her

““Maria was shaken ouv of her usual
| stolidity,”” 1 heard the K master say,
| “but even that unusual occurrence in
light

|

|a Mexican did not throw any
jon the mystery.”

Well, all Mexicans old

were not

floating in & box on the|ing home I found Padre Paul on meiMaria, Caro, and I began to form a

{ plan which I thought would lead to
{the finding of those two, in hiding
somewhere not Iar‘ away. One night,
the heat it was eéxcessive, drove me
out of my low-roofed abode, so tak-
ing a blanket, I rolled mysell up in
it, and lay down under a tree. There
was no moon, but the stars were
magnificent, the vast dome of the
heavens seemed to have a thousand
eyes turned toward the earth. How
easy for the myriads of shining ones
up above to look down through these
windows of light, and search every
dark corner of the world, and lay
bare every evil deed. No wonder that
with such millions of windows in the
heavens, the blessed saints could know
all that passes here below. So 1 lay
and thought, and then 1 must have
slept and dreamed. How long I slept
I do not know, but 1 awoke sudden-
ly with a start, the wind was rus-
tling in the trees, and the sound
seemed like the whisper of some saint
in my ear; for I sat up, and like a
lightning flash the thought came to
me, ‘“‘search the San Rafael Canon!”
Why had not I thought of it before?
I rolled myself up in my blanket
again, and considered.  Yes, there
they must be. I heard the master
say he could not understand how the
woman had got away without being
seen anywhere. No train left that
night, not cven a freight, and if she
had started to walk she must have
been seen on the way. "l‘omon-owi."
1 thought, I wént to sleep again,
resting soun’zfy until the first rosy
dawn -broke over the distant Dlue
A

in|@lmost breathless for fear of discov-

Padre and the master | nothing here like that.”

R

ter who gave me all
free from -work the fiext day.

‘“Have it u&ou will, Santos,”” he|t

said, “you have worked hard for
weeks; doubtlessly vou rascal, vyou
want to gc up the river and see the|
fair Juanita.”

Then 1 laughed; for, ves' I was
courting your grandmother then,
Caro. '

Byt it was not~lu see Juanita that
I had asked for a holiday, but to
search the canon You know the
place, Caro. High rocky clifis on each
side of what was once a branch of
the river, but long since dried up. The
clifis extended then as they do now,
for about a quarter of a mile, and
within  this space stood gigantic
voulders of rock, fine old trees, and
luxuriant vegetation that ram riot;
what was once the river’s bed, was
now a rough wagon path. The whole
spot was lonely, wild and romantic,
fit hiding place for any one who shun-
ned pursuit. As I entered the canon,
the birds overhead sang magnificently,
and the soft, southern wind rustled
through the trees; nature that day
was fair and beautiful, fraught with
some divine whispering of a more
glorious and eternal spring.

I struck off from the main path, and
began to advance cautiously. I was
barefooted, and long experience had
made me skilful in making my way
without a sound. After advancing in
this manner for some distance, I sat
down under a high ledge of rock to
consider my plans. If the man and
woman were there they must be, I

on, where a series of high boulders,
and an unuswally thick growth of

ter hiding place than the lower end,
where I now was, and where it was
more open. I was just about to ad-
vance when the sound of voices made
me, fall down behind the ledge of rock,

In a second’s time I gave a

the
rock, I saw them advancing slowly,
oblivious to all the world but their
two selves, and then I remembered

I‘M

sweet, pale face and
showing what a shock she had receiv-
ed

woman said, “and you are right. 1

son!”’

master's hacienda.

her
eyes

, supported by the Padre,
startled

“You call me Lupe Cavaros,” the

am Lupe Cavaros, and that man -
pointing to the Padre Paul with an|
almost dramatic gesture—that man—
though you know it not — is your

The Master, the Padre and the
Senorita Candita all sprang forward
with a cry, but the poor senora could
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bear no more, and I was just in time

to catch her as she fainted.
E . . . L .

Yes, little one, it was all too won-
derful, the Padre was the dear sen-
ora's son. She, who, until then, had
never known that she had a living
child. Years ago the woman, Lupe,
had lived with senora; and Dario,
that wicked one, was the Senor Went-
worth's overseer. There was a yuar-
rel, and Dario vowed vengeance. Then
then senor was away and the little
one, Padre Paul, was born; the wo-
man Lupe, threatened by Dario, gave
the child to him, and he placed it in
a box and sent it adrilt on the river.
The poor senora thought her child
had been born dead, and shortly after
the Senor Wentworth returned, he
was taken ill with a fever and died.
So the dear senora, bereft of husband
and home, had to work, and in course
of time, she came to the Godone ha-
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red of the husband to the wife, and
it was he, of course, who had tried
to shoot her from the cliff near the
The gun I had
heard in the canon was his, aimed for
the senora, but the woman, Lupe,
had knocked it upwanrd, just as he
fired, and at the same moment the de-
tective, who was hiding near by, also
fired to save the senora's life, killing
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the man instantly. And so it was —
a tragedy and two romances all with-

in one hour, Caro. ./
» * - B - K

It was the feast of Our Lady Help

cienda and the good God brought _
Padre Paul to the same country; truly Yard ESTABLISHFD I886 Office and Yard
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that the Godone hacienda was very of Chuiotinus. $he el Gey Whes
5 ay w €
. ' ' all assembled for the early Mass. MANUFACTURERS OF THE
Ah! the beautiful young senorita! What glad and thankful hearts we CELEBRATED
: had, you can well’ imagine, little w
Wwhite stuff, and on her head was a|,ne’ | knelt before the altar of the
wide brimmed sombrero of Mexican Blessed Mothel. Oh! it was he‘m
hile b high with-fhe pure white blossoms.
looked up at the lufasteerr stalr::’m ef)f: Surely, the Madre must know all, 1 B
A t the Sen Went- R :
now, Caro; but it quickens my heart ?::gxmf'el: 3 S::t u‘: Bies:t:: Madre Their other brands, which are very
to think of her as she looked that ' 1 : fine, are : -

day, The master, too, was attired
all in white, and on his arm he held
& basket in which the senorita was
placing some white blossoms that
grew nowhere so well as in the cool,

‘““‘How lovely these will be for the
fiesta,”’ said the senorita.

“The feast of "‘Our Lady Help of
Christians,” said the master. ‘‘How
little we think, in these times of
peace, df what the Christians suffered
from the Turks.”

‘“No,” said the senorita, ‘“we have
worse,”” 1  thought,
| “Father Paul will be de zhted,”
continued the senorita. ‘‘An!”’ and
she paused, ‘‘listen to that bird.?

Overhead Bob White began calling
to his mate; the sun, just vanishing
behind the western clifi, touched the
| senorita’s dark hair; the master put
| down the basket and commenced help-
ing her pick the blossoms. Some-
how the two pair of hands became
entangled, and the flowers were for-
gotten.
“Carissima,’”’ he said, and then rev-
erently, tenderly, he commenced tell-
ing her the story ever old, ever new,
which I waited not to hear to the
end. Softly 1 arose and stole away;
in my heart such joy for the master
that I felt nothing deeper, even when

I won your grandmother, Caro.
- Kl L ] - . -

Half an hour later found me near
the other end of the canon, my pro-
gress having beem necessarily slow
for fear of discovery.
It was not for me, little one, alter
all, to solve the great mystery; but
I was there and saw it all, so you
can believe old Santos when ne tells
you what hapvesed now.

I was creeping along on hands and
knees, heedless of the coarse grass
and brambles, when the sound of car-
riage wheels broke the silence, and
parting some bushes with my hands,
I saw Padre drive by with the Sen-
ora Wentworth. 1 guessed all at
once that she had been . with him on
some errand of mercy, and that he
was taking her home; so there we
all were in the canon, and the very
air was still, as if all nature dreaded
qm tragedy that was to come.

It seemed only a second later that
the report of a gun echoed on the air,
followed instantly by the gharp firing
of a pistol; the scream of a woman
and confused voices, all mingled into
one, the while the noise of the fire-
arms went echoing through the canon.
I sprang to my feet and commenced
to run, just as the master and the
senorita dashed past me. But I was
there first, after all, On the ground
dead, lay the man,

master had summoned from the city
a smoking revolver in his hand.
ora Wentworth  say—** Cavaros
you bere! And why has
attempts on my life?"’

Dario Cavaros,
while near by stood the detective the

“Lupe Cavaros,” T heard the Sen-
0 made

woman who had uttered = the
the dead

who speaks to all glad or sorrowing
hearts of the pain and the glory ol
her own divine motherhood. —G. P,
Curtis in The American Messenger.

The Ghost at Liveley's

Outside the c;ty'. on the Lexington
Pike, stood a little red house, like a
huge box, with a sloping roof over
it. In the yard the grass was so
green, the old-fashioned flowers so gay

that one expected to find everything,
as it was, neat and clean on the in-
side.

The woman of the house was small
and nervous, but wholesome looking,
while a girl and boy held to her
skirts as she talked to her husband.
‘‘We must look at the brooder, this
afternoon,” said the man.

“I turned the eggs yesterday,” in-
terrupted the woman, and Tilly and
Thaddy echoed. ‘‘Yes, mamma turned
the eggs yesterday.”
“How many chickens
yard now?”

“8ix hundred,”’ answered the moth-

are in the

er.
“‘In two weeks they’'ll bring us fil-
teen cents each; that will give us a

AMBER,

INDIA SPECIAL,

JUBILEE,

OCROWN SPECIAL,
XXX PORTER and
HALF-AND-HALF.

®
The above brands can be had at .l!
first-class dealers.

good profit over our expenses.’’
“William,"
vously, “I know you will make fun of
me, but the children have heard some-
thing very singular in the night shed
for the chickens. I'm afraid,’”” she
said wearily, ‘it foferuns some bad
luck.”’ /
*Oh, now, now!” laughed her hus-
band. “You have seen enough signs,
good and bad, to have either made us
or marred us years ago. What have
you seen or heard this time?”
“‘Once on Monday,”’ said the mother
in an awe-struck voice, ‘“Thaddy was
playing in the chickén house when he
ran up to tell me about a baby that
was crying somewhere there. 1 was
putting my bread in the oven at the
time, but as soon as I could 1 went
down. Sure enough the cry was still
going on, like a real young baby cry-
ing at some place away off. 1 thought
maybe some one was hurt over at
Dietrich’s, but the crying goes on ev-
ery day between ten o’clock in the
morning and four o'clock in the alter-
noon. That is usually the time it
quits.”
“I wonder if its noise can be heard
now?”’ aske®. her husband, getting
slowly on his feet, while a teasing,
unbelieving smile crept about his
mouth.
Mrs. Liveley flushed and went into
the kitchen and began to work vigor-
ously.
Mr. Liveley lounged carelessly into
the chicken shed, followed by Tilly
,|and Thaddy.  He leaned against a
box and began adding up the possible
profit on his present flock of chickens.
,| The reason-for his visit to the wood-
shed went out of his mind while he
stared thgorgh his half open eyes,.

»

began the woman ner-|yyo children closer to him. And his

sleepy eyes were wide and alert. He
swept the shed with a quick look
and thought ‘““No trick here!”” Then

he went outside, but could not hear
the noise.
could heéar it again.

dered to the house.

Soen as he was inside he

“This beats all,”’ he muttered.
‘‘What can make that noise. The chil-
dren began to whisper and were or-
He was going to
make an investigation, ’
He moved every box in the - shed
and brushed the roosts and corners
with an old broom, and finally ripped
off a plank or two in the flooring,
but nothing was to be seen.

He came wearily to the house and
merely said: “I've cleaned out the
shed and we will white wash it this

"

“Did—did you see anything?"’ asked
Mrs. Liveley nervously.

“Naw?'’' was the answer in such a
disgusted tone that his wife would
not ask him if he had heard any-
thing.

Several times through the day he
was seen to enter the shed and come
out hurriedly, while Tilly and Thad-
dy were warned to ke®p in the house
in sight of their mother. Then Mrs.
Lively knew that her husband was
afraid of some danger threatening the
children.

The next day in counting the chick-
ens Mi. Lively saw that at least a
dozen were gone.

‘“‘Our chickens are being

scream was on her knees by
‘ nﬂno';uk nd forth, but a

| of the el

She
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