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INTRODUCTION 

OFTEN times we encounter truths, which. if presented as fiction, 
would be far too absurd for our human minds to accept, let alone 
digest. Such is true of the amazing coincidences which have woven 
themselves around this narrative and the cave which plays so 
prominent a part therein. 

As stated in the foreword, this novel was transcribed from facts 
during the year of 1876. For perhaps fifty years the book was out of 
print. During that half-century the cave was likewise hidden from 
public scrutiny-lying apart from the world, in the remote corner of a 
cow pasture. During the intervening years Nature constructed a 
screen of giant oaks, scrubby undergrowth and trailing vines which 
hid the arched entrance. Meteoric waters brought in debris which 
almost filled the first room, somewhat blocking admission-and 
beyond this obstruction the waters collected in a subterranean lake, 
as if to further thwart curious individuals who might be disposed to 
trespass the Old Hermit's sanctuary. 

Then, early in 1932, a frayed copy of the story fell from obscurity 
into the hands of the translator. At precisely the same time this 
speleologist chanced to wander upon the cave. Crawling through 
the partially blocked entrance room, and swimming the lake, he 
found before him the underground palace which the Old Hermit 
had chosen as his home. 

Totally unaware, at the time of the romance that stalked the 
cloister passage-way, but anxious to throw the underground 
beauties open to the world, he set about developing the cavern. 

During the same weeks, the translator. miles away, having read 
her frayed copy of the book. realized it to be so striking a human 
tale as to deserve a rebirth. 

Eventually, their paths met. Notes were compared, and the 
connection between the narrative and the cavern were definitely 
established. 

We find the story concerns life in a German settlement 
northwest of San Antonio – which would be Boerne. The 
descriptions which arc given by the original author of the book – 
his picture of the entrance to the cave, the cliff, the trees, gnarled 

V



roots and vegetation, matches even the present panorama one sees 
there. 

In the story the Old Hermit tells of the Indian tribe, the 
Lipons, which dwelt at the entrance; he tells of their flint 
arrowheads and their stone hatchets. While excavating debris from 
the floor of the first room, this writer watched workmen unearth 
arrowheads and stone hatchet blades – which have been preserved 
at the cave. 

It is also stated that the Old Hermit was the possessor of 
several guns and revolvers, and that he was buried, with his 
possessions, in this cavern he chose to call his home. Our most 
eerie find was when digging some four and a half feet into the floor 
of the first chamber we unearthed a quantity of human bones and 
the metal frame of a revolver of ancient vintage.

Since reading the narrative, this writer seldom strolls through 
the vaulted passageways of the cave without now and again the 
strange feeling that the spirit of the Old Hermit is hovering about – 
wandering unseen through the dim recesses. And with the 
prevalence of this feeling comes the prophecy that if, indeed, one 
can look back through the curtain of death, what then is the mental 
reaction of the Old Hermit as the public passes through his 
sanctuary, and as the public reads again the records of his Wasted 
Life. 

FRANK ERNEST NICHOLSON
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FOREWORD 

THIS novelette is an adaptation of a story entitled Ein Verstehltes 
Leben written by A. Siemering and published in 1876 as the prize 
winner in a contest conducted by the Cincinnati Volks-Blattes. 
According to the author's Foreword, the foundation of the story is 
laid in actual occurrences in the German settlements in Southwest 
Texas during the Civil War. He therefore considers it a regional 
novel. 

It is clearly the picturesque "Hill Country" of Southwest Texas 
that is described so vividly by this early German writer; and the 
pictures that abound in his story, lending it a peculiar charm, 
strongly suggest the rugged and beautiful environs of the old 
German settlements at Fredericksburg, Blanco, Boerne, Comfort, 
Kerrville, New Braunfels, San Marcos, and other towns in the 
proximity of San Antonio. 

Of the caverns of this region suitable for human habitation, 
none is more notable than the one formed by the subterranean 
passage of the Cibolo in the vicinity of Boerne. This cave has for 
generations been passable for several hundred feet through a 
gradually descending series of chambers, one opening into another 
as the underground stream receded, and ending at the rock-like 
wall which marked the water's edge. Now that this barrier has 
been broken and the water drained away, an inner passage has 
been revealed, extending, so far as explored, a full mile from the 
entrance. Beholding all the wonders which sweeping water and 
erosion have wrought, the geologist's eye reconstructs the former 
terraces, now fallen into ruins, yet leaving ample traces of their 
previous forms. It requires no strain of the imagination to connect 
this Cavern with the hermit's cave of the old settler's story; and an 
added interest is gained from the discovery, in the exploration of 
the cavern, of a human skeleton. 

That the differences in sectional feeling between the North and 
the South should play a part in the story may to some readers seem 
unfortunate. But some light is thrown upon the motives which 
actuated the colonists in their adherence to the Union; and in 
adapting the narrative to the present generation of readers, the 
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translator has taken pains to avoid giving a partial coloring to the 
controversial issues of the time.  

MAY E. FRANCIS 
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THE HERMIT OF 
THE CAVERN 

CHAPTER I 

A  S T R A N G E R  A R R I V E S  I N  A  N E W  C O U N T R Y 

"AND now you have the story of the German pioneer in Texas. 
Every colonist in the state can tell you more or less the same thing. 
Always the same old song which remains forever new. One cannot 
endure it in the Old Country any longer, one must absolutely go 
out into the world and try his fortune. One goes, and rams his head 
against a stone wall, and is finally glad to find a clod of dirt which 
he can call his own! 

"And yet I should not like to exchange my present life for all the 
treasures of Europe,–that is to say, for such treasures as one in my 
position in life might expect. You see, it is an independent life 
which we live from day to day, to make ourselves useful here, to idle 
away time there, to-day bury our noses in books and newspapers, 
to-morrow lie upon the hills or the prairies and try desperately to 
imitate the life of an Indian. 

I tell you, it has a peculiar charm, and I am sure I could not 
endure the urge and drive of the large cities of Germany for eight 
days without becoming homesick for the old hills, like the best 
Swiss boy." 

It was a tall man, past the bloom of youth, who was speaking in 
this manner to his companion. He had a thin face, tanned by the 
sun, from which a pair of friendly eyes gleamed good-naturedly; his 
hair was closely cut, and because of this, his mustache stood out in 
greater prominence. He spoke rapidly, in a cultured voice,. and 
gesticulated with much frequency. 

His companion could not be older than twenty-five years, and 
one could see by his face that the southern sun had not yet exerted 
its force upon him. 
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The men were on horseback and were riding over a low 
mountain ridge in West Texas. An extensive view unfolded, 
revealing a wooded valley upon whose dark green a white speck 
shimmered. 

"Those are the farms of our countrymen," explained the older of 
the two riders, who up to this time had been spokesman, –"and 
away back there in the direction of the mountain peak, lies the 
destination of our journey to-day. To-morrow I shall introduce you 
to my bachelor house-keeping, and the day after to-morrow you are 
to see the piece of land upon which you are to try your luck." 

"And who is the man to whose home you are taking me to-
day?" asked the companion. 

"An American, one of the better class. You must never lose 
sight of the fact that we live in a border state. A few miles farther 
on, history stops and the Indians begin: and among the Americans 
who settle in this region are some who represent dregs of new-
world society,–fellows who have known every sharp trick in other 
states, who are in constant warfare with the law, and who have 
long since forgotten the difference between mine and thine. They 
settle themselves comfortably on the first good piece of land, build 
a miserable hut, and begin to steal cattle. Should the rightful owner 
of the cattle object, they grab their guns, and usually do not stop 
with empty threats. When they have stolen enough they become 
respectable, cast an eye over the daughters of the land, marry, and 
perhaps even pay for the land which they unlawfully preempted. 
These have even been called the pioneers of civilization. In fact, 
they do open the way for better people." 

"But," said the younger man again, "you started once to tell me 
some interesting facts about our future host." 

"Oh, yes!" replied the other. "That is what happens when one's 
tongue runs away with one's thoughts. As I said, he belongs to the 
better class of Americans. After you know what the worse class is 
you will be able to appreciate the better class. I do not know 
whether Mr. Jackson, like so many of the old border settlers, 
started his fortune with 'strayed' cattle; but that he has passed the 
probation period, and deserves all honor, I do know, and when you 
learn to know him, you will think as I do, namely, that he is an 
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honorable and an estimable man. Besides he has two daughters,–a 
couple of girls who, I tell you . . . . " 

He smiled in a friendly fashion, and touched his horse lightly 
with his riding whip. This the fiery animal took as an admonition 
to increase its speed, and forthwith broke into a lively gallop. 

The younger man laughed. "So that explains your 
prepossession in favor of a man whose past is questionable." 

"What do you expect?" replied the other, "The man with whom 
we stayed yesterday is, as everyone knows, a two-fold murderer. 
They could prove nothing on him. The jurors winked at the 
evidence. Because he calls himself Colonel, he is not without 
influence. Yesterday you shook that man's hand with all cordiality; 
and I'll wager you could not detect from meeting him, that he has 
two human lives upon his conscience. But in this locality who 
would make anything over such a trifle? Why, there was a time 
when we shrugged our shoulders at a man who could not boast of 
having taken somebody's life! We have emerged from the 
standards of Indian life, and it is a mark of progress that 'killing', as 
it is called, is considered wrong. Wait ten years more and killing 
will be punishable as a crime!" 

"Then we have to go through the whole history of civilization 
with each new frontier? " 

"Why, to be sure, every state in the Union has experienced that. 
But since we have railroads, steamships, and telegraph, civilization 
goes faster. Such a process is sometimes completed in twenty years. 
If the period of wildness lasts too long, a few regulars appear on 
the scene and clean things up. Then the place is fit for better 
people, and by degrees, the highest culture comes in with 
lithesome song. Just think,–we already have two pianos in our 
settlement. I have one, and my friend Jackson has the other. His 
daughters play divinely. Well, you will see for yourself! There lies 
the farm,-now let's proceed so that we may reach the gateway 
before the sun sets." 
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CHAPTER II 

T H E  J A C K S O N S

HENRY JACKSON sat on the gallery, of his house blowing thick, 
blue clouds of smoke from his clay pipe. He was a man in his fifties, 
with a smooth-shaven face and grey hair, and a stout, well-
nourished figure. He rested comfortably in a rocking chair and 
looked as though in all of his life he had never known want or 
sorrow. His eyes roved over the undulating c0rnfield which 
stretched out in front of the house, then on to the little prairie 
which reached down to the woods. There he saw the two riders 
approaching his farm. 

"John!" he cried. 
John, a coal-black human being, with a sly, cunning expression 

on his face and a fish-like head, hurried forward. 
"Massa?" he asked. 
"John, who is that coming across the prairie ? Your  eyes are 

better than mine." 
John assumed an important air, mounted the wooden block, 

shaded his eyes with his hands, and looked attentively for a full 
minute at the approaching men. 

"It is Mr. Walter, our neighbor," he finally called over to the 
gallery. 

"And the other man?" asked Mr. Jackson. "A stranger,'" said 
John, with decision. 

"Go to the gate and take the gentlemen's horses." 
Jackson got up and opened the door of the living room. 
"Ella", he called, "Mr. Walter is coming with a friend. Get 

ready for them. It is late. The gentlemen will stay overnight." 
Ella, who was sitting at the window, sewing, rose and brushed 

her heavy curls back from her face. 
"Very well, Father," she said quietly. "Mr. Walter is always 

welcome here," and we shall have a pleasant evening." 
The sun was casting its last rays through the little window and 

illuminated a beautiful face, whose serious, regular features were 
accentuated by wavy black hair. Jackson looked with satisfaction 
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upon the slender, stately figure of his daughter, and murmured, 
"How like her mother!" Then he turned and sat down again in his 
chair. 

It was not long before the riders had reached the gateway, 
dismounted, left their horses with John, and shaken hands with 
Mr. Jackson, who had gone to meet them. 

"I am glad to see you again, Walter," said Jackson cordially. "I 
was beginning to think that you had settled in the city and had 
established your household." 

"Yes, such things happen every day," said Walter, already 
known to us. "All my life I have had difficulty in evading the fair 
sex, and down there in San Antonio, where they are swarming as 
thick as mosquitoes –but one thing at a time! I have the pleasure of 
presenting Mr. Weiser, Mr. Jackson. Mr. Weiser, you must know, 
just arrived in America a few months ago from Europe. He is still 
quite green, but he will become grey soon enough. He inherited a 
nice piece of land from his uncle in New Orleans,–that big prairie 
up there on the river in the big bend." 

"Doubly welcome!" said Mr. Jackson. "Every additional worthy 
person on the border is worth money, and you Germans are 
industrious and ambitious to roll up a bank account." 

"I cannot say that about myself," laughed Walter. "Everything 
has-its own time, so Solomon teaches,–working or loafing, as one 
chooses;" 

"Don't you believe that man," said Jackson, turning to Weiser. 
"He has a mania for belittling himself. You will find out how he 
carries on." 

In the meantime they had reached the gallery of the house and 
seated themselves comfortably in rocking chairs. The sun was just 
setting, and cast its last red rays over the landscape which stretched 
before them. In the distance along the horizon lay misty blue 
ranges of hills whose crests appeared flooded with gold. Dark 
forests leaned against the hillsides; here and there elevations 
appeared above the olive-colored foliage which crowned the 
cypress trees, and indicated the course of the stream which ran 
through the valley. However, no water was visible, a characteristic 
feature of all West Texas panoramas. In the field in front of the 
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house the corn was swaying in the breeze; the cows were winding 
their way home, one after another, in long lines, bellowing loudly; 
and the call was answered as feelingly by the calves in the farmyard. 
A spacious yard surrounded the stately dwelling of white 
limestone, shaded by spreading live-oak trees. 

"And now tell us what you were doing in San Antonio and how 
you happened to meet your new friend," said Jackson to Walter. 

"What I did down there!" repeated Walter. "As if you did not 
know or could not guess. What does one do in San Antonio? One 
visits his friends, chats with them, and in the evening goes to the 
dance, and wonders on the following morning how he escaped 
with a whole skin. As far as my friend is concerned, it was because 
of him that I undertook the great journey. You should have known 
that I was notified of his arrival long ago. He is a distant relative of 
mine,–we must have had a mutual ancestor in about the sixteenth 
century,–and so my sister in Germany asked me to take an interest 
in him here. Of course, I had to receive him, and brought him with 
me right away. Now he can look out for himself; each must forge 
his own fortune!" 

Weiser laughed. 
"You should have seen how he greeted me, Mr. Jackson," said 

he. "My own father could not have been more affectionate. He 
almost smothered me, and tears actually stood in his eyes when I 
gave him the greeting from his sister." 

"Foolishness!" interrupted Walter. "An old, dried-up fellow like 
me cry! –It is true my heart grew warm when I saw some one face 
to face who had pressed my dear sister's hand,–but cry!–Goodness, 
no!" 

At this moment the gate opened, and a young girl on a dainty 
pony galloped into the yard. 

Like lightning, Walter sprang up, ran to meet the horse, seized 
the bridle and gallantly offered his hand to the rider, offering to 
assist her to dismount. 

"Oh, Mr. Walter," she cried, as she leaped from the saddle, "are 
you really alive yet, and did you find your way back here" 

She then extended her hand, which he. seized and shook 
heartily. 
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"Find my way back here?" he rejoined smiling. "Had I dreamed 
that Miss Alice had a thought for me, I would have ridden my 
horse to death in order to have been here an hour earlier." 

"That would have been a reflection on somebody!" laughed 
Alice, a girl of about eighteen years, with a round, pretty face, 
sparkling blue eyes, and dark, long, somewhat wind-blown hair, 
which fell around her shoulders. "A gallant rider never puts his 
horse to death in order to appear an hour earlier, but he arranges it 
so that he can always arrive on time; he does not stay away four 
weeks as you did. What is to become of our piano playing? Do you 
think perhaps that I have learned enough, considering the 
unsophisticated state of this land? I am really angry with you!" And 
she cracked her riding whip to the right and to the left. 

Upon Walter the pouting mood of the little Amazon seemed to 
have a pleasing effect. He smiled broadly, rubbed his hands, and 
promised to make up for his negligence. At all events he would play 
a pretty concert piece with her this evening. 

"And besides, I have a surprise for you; do you see that young 
man there on the gallery? He is a new arrival from my Fatherland,–
quite a superior, serious-minded fellow, who is to be our neighbor. 
I imported him especially for you." 

This time the riding whip whisked down, touching Walter's 
shoulders lightly, and Alice walked toward the gallery without 
further noticing the punished one. Here a short greeting and a 
mutual introduction were given. The young girl gave her father a 
number of letters and newspapers which she had brought from the 
post-office a mile away, excused herself, and disappeared into the 
house. 

"Well, that is something new," said Jackson; "and besides I am 
surprised that Walter has not given the news from San Antonio 
yet. At other times he is a living newspaper, and knows everything 
which happens in the world." 

"Didn't come home with empty pockets this time!" interrupted 
Walter. "But unfortunately we have no good news. The war has 
begun, and the Furies seem to have been let loose everywhere. The 
last Federal troops were stopped in San Antonio and made 
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prisoners of war. Now everything is topsy-turvey. One expects 
daily the outbreak of hostilities in Virginia.

"Old Jackson shook his head dismally. 
"That it had to come to this!" said he. "That we should live to 

see this! Have the shop-keepers of the North driven us to the point 
of treading under foot the flag which we defended with our life's 
blood in the Mexican War? And yet, if the South is driven to arms, 
must we not go to her defense?" 

"Presupposing that they do not ask us to take up arms," said 
Walter. "I, for my part, have no desire to play soldier again, and if I 
understand the temper of the people there is little hope that even a 
Wallenstein could raise an army out of the ground in these 
mountains." 

The conversation was interrupted by the appearance of Ella, 
who had approached noiselessly and suddenly stood among them. 
Her face was flushed, while a tense expression had banished the 
customary smile from her lips. 

"You are welcome as our guest, " said she, seemingly at ease, to 
Walter. "I wish I might also bid you welcome as a true son of the 
deeply insulted South, one who remembers the duty which he 
owes to the people who have received him hospitably." 

"But I beg of you!" burst forth Walter in strange desperation. 
"During the last days at San Antonio, I had to parry, to explain, 
and to quarrel, so that I had really hoped not to have to discuss the 
question of secession anew. We cannot stop the course of events; 
so let us permit events to develop as they will, and if it comes to the 
worst, we shall know what we have to do. We shall banish politics 
from the sphere of our conversation and declare a truce forever –
isn't that true?" 

With this he took her hand, with all frankness. 
"And now to our business. Here is a friend whom I brought 

with me; Mr. Weiser, Miss Ella Jackson. Receive him in the circle 
of your friends; he is to become our neighbor." .

Smiling now, Ella shook hands with the stranger.
"The special recommendation of our old friend shall not go 

wanting," said she; "his guest shall be our welcome guest also." 
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"I thank you, Miss Ella," replied Weiser. In spite of the 
increasing darkness, he could see the dark eyes of this charming 
girl sparkle with friendliness, and his heart was warmed by the 
flash. He had not hoped to find such feminine beauty in this corner 
of the world,–and when he held the warm hand of Ella for a 
moment he felt like a schoolboy who had lost his composure. But 
Ella freed him in a somewhat prosaic manner from his momentary 
embarrassment. 

"Let us go to supper," said she.
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CHAPTER III 

R E V E L A T I O N S 

THE supper hour passed tranquilly. What conversation there was, 
was led by Walter, who seemed untiring in his descriptions of 
personalities whom he had learned to know on his excursions. 
Occasionally Weiser directed a word to Ella and Alice without 
being able to draw them into conversation. 

When they left the supper table, the moon had risen and was 
pouring its silver beams over the hill and valley, forest and 
mountain. Weiser had never seen the stars so bright. It was almost 
as bright as day, and yet so different from daylight. It seemed as if 
the peace of nature which he had shortly before seen in the bright 
sunshine, had been created anew, in the hands of a master, into a 
picture of deeper colors and more subdued tones. It was a peculiar 
magic which rested upon this picture, a fairy-like enchantment, as 
from old fairy tales, which reminded him of home. 

It was May. A gentle south wind shook the mesquite trees and 
made their delicate leaves quiver. From the grass arose the 
confused notes of the cicadas, while a little beyond, from the live-
oak trees, a mockingbird was greeting the newly risen moon. And 
as if he wanted to supply the bass for this concert of nature, a bull-
frog from time to time joined in with his hollow-sounding call. 
Inside the house, Walter and Alice had seated themselves at the 
piano, and succeeded admirably in drowning out the noises from 
outside. Weiser, Ella, and Jackson, were again seated on the 
gallery. And the old man smoked his pipe, rocked in his chair, and 
allowed his eyelids to close. Weiser was soon engaged in 
conversation with his beautiful neighbor. 

"But how did you happen to come to this land during these 
stirring and dangerous times?" asked Ella. "To settle here now 
when war is threatening and every young man should take up arms, 
is an unusual idea. Had you thought of it, that you might be drawn 
into the maelstrom?" 

"No," replied Weiser. "When I left my homeland, very little was 
known of the state of affairs in this country, and if I had known of it 
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I hardly think it would have kept me from making the trip. They 
tried to stop me in New York. They pictured to me all the danger 
to which I would possibly expose myself. But I did come. It is 
more than just wanderlust which brought me here."

"And what could that be?" asked Ella. 
"First, I inherited from my uncle in New Orleans, –a younger 

brother of my mother, –an extensive piece of land in your 
neighborhood, and you may imagine what a desire I had to learn to 
know first hand of my property, which in size may be compared 
with the best feudal estates in Germany. Since by occupation I am 
a farmer, I wanted to show what I could do in this field. 

"Then there was something else! An older brother of my 
mother, who immigrated with the younger one, –it is now twenty-
six years ago, –separated from the later, a year after their arrival in 
New Orleans, and came to Texas. Since then we have lost all trace 
of him. The uncle in New Orleans put forth every effort to find 
him, but in vain. He traveled through Texas and at this time 
bought much land. Of his brother he could learn nothing. Some 
said they had seen a person fitting his description many years ago, 
in the western part of the state, but this clew is also lost. Now I 
have promised my mother that I shall look for him, and if I should 
not find him alive, –he is much over fifty now, –at least I can 
confirm the fact of his death." 

"Did your uncle never write?" asked Ella. 
"Never! There is a peculiar circumstance connected with this.-

The story is sad. I do not know but that I shall bore you with this 
tragic family drama. I have no right to expect of you an interest in 
an almost forgotten affair which occurred many, many years ago 
and so many miles away from here, and between persons strange to 
you." 

"Tell it to me," said Ella.
"I will be brief. My uncle, an officer in one of the regiments 

stationed in the principal city of Prussia, had fallen in love with the 
daughter of a count who associated much with the family of my 
mother. She is said to have been a pretty girl and to have returned 
the love of the Lieutenant. At a ball my uncle discovered that one of 
his best friends was flirting with the girl. An enmity arose between 
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the two friends which resulted in a duel. My uncle wounded his 
opponent and heard from the mouth of the apparently dying man 
that the latter never bad any intention of taking the girl from his 
friend, his murderer. Completely crushed, my uncle fled, and 
joined his brother who was already in Havre awaiting the sailing of 
a French boat to New Orleans. My mother only learned of his 
arrival in New Orleans six months later, –and before she could 
reach him with the news that his wounded friend had recovered, 
that he himself was pardoned, that the young countess. with tears 
in her eyes, had confessed to my mother that she loved the fugitive, 
–he had disappeared without leaving a trace as to his whereabouts. 
My mother married two years later; and now her son has given his 
word of honor to her, and to the old countess who loved the 
Lieutenant so devotedly that she has never married, to look for the 
lost one." 

"A sad story," said Ella thoughtfully. "And do you think that 
you will find out something here about the unfortunate wanderer?" 

"Not here," replied Weiser. "Here I expect just to take charge 
of my inheritance from my younger uncle, who died a year I and, as 
far as possible, to establish my. self domestically. Then I shall 
consult with my friend Walter, who, it seems, has been here 
approximately twenty years, as to the best manner of searching for 
my uncle. 

"What was the name of your uncle?" asked Ella. 
"Adolf Von Werthein." 
"I have never heard it," replied Ella. 
Walter had finished his sonata and came into the yard, arm-in-

arm with Alice. 
"A beautiful evening, " said he, "as if made for love-making! A 

young girl on one's arm, a mocking bird in the tree, moonlight, a 
soul sensitive to the beauties of nature, really what more can a man 
ask for? Miss Alice, if I were twenty years younger I do not know 
what might happen!" 

Alice looked at him roguishly, rejoining, "And is this the first 
time, you sinner, that you break the heart of a poor girl and then 
excuse yourself because of your years?" 
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"Good gracious," sighed Walter, "is it possible that this 
misfortune has happened again? " 

"Go, you horrible person! " Alice gave him a gentle shove and 
poutingly turned from him. 

Old Jackson had fallen asleep in his armchair. John, the black 
servant, knew what his duty was in such a case. He raised the old 
man and led him away slowly. Immediately thereafter John 
declared himself ready to take the guests to their bedroom and they 
bade each other good night.

 "Awaken us as early as possible in the morning, John," said 
Walter, when he had reached the room and had thrown himself 
upon the cot with boots and spurs on. Thinking better of it, he 
arose and began preparations for bed. 

"Do you really want to sleep already?" asked Weiser. 
"Do I want to sleep?" rejoined Walter. "Why, man, it is almost 

ten o'clock; and my oId bones are not accustomed to riding for 
days and days any longer. Of course I want to sleep. Don't you?" 

"I shall light a cigar, –perhaps that will make me sleepy." 
"Very well, good-night." 
It took less than ten minutes for Walter to fall into a deep 

slumber. 
Weiser remained seated upon the bed for a while aimlessly 

blowing the smoke into the air. His eyes followed the little clouds 
which assumed wonderful shapes, always taking new forms and 
finally dissolving and disappearing. It seemed to him as if, from the 
moving clouds, a serious face, with bright eyes and a frame of curly 
hair, were looking at him. He closed his eyes, but still the picture 
remained with him. Restlessly he got up and walked out of the 
door. Outside all was still, as still as it is possible to be on a spring 
night in Texas. The ceaseless noise of the animal world has much 
the same effect as the eternal roar of the sea. One grows 
accustomed to it. 

The moon had risen to the zenith. Its bright light made all 
objects discernible. The yard which extended back of the house 
merged into the wooded heights to which a visible path led. 
Weiser opened the little gate and stepped into the darkness of the 
woods. To his right and to his left in the grass he heard a stealthy 
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sound as of night creatures creeping away. He soon reached the 
top of the hill. From there the path led downward. The wood 
opened into a small meadow with a few shrubs. Above the chirping 
of the cicadas could be heard a dull roar as of swiftly-moving water. 
That was evidently produced by the falls of the river which flowed 
through Jackson's property. To the right, the outlines of the large 
cypresses could be distinguished, towering above the plain. This, 
he saw, was a part of a woodland bordering the river. Weiser 
walked directly toward it. 

Suddenly he found himself at the edge of a steep declivity 
which caused him to stop abruptly. He walked along the edge and 
discovered a path that led down to the water, apparently a cattle-
trail. Carefully he descended, stepping from stone to stone. Now 
the woods cleared and he could see the roaring water tumbling 
over the ledge of stone. A little to the side of the path was a grass . 
plot which seductively invited one to rest. Here Weiser lay down in 
the shadow of a cypress tree. From here he could overlook the 
stream, which, in the deceptive moonlight, appeared like flowing 
silver, springing from rock to rock, beating against the gnarled 
roots of the cypress which seemed to hem it in on either side. He 
rapturously gazed at the fairy-like picture; then he looked at the sky 
studded with stars. He would finish smoking his cigar here and 
then seek sleep, –how much better here than inside the rock-walled 
house! 
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CHAPTER IV 

T H E  T R Y S T 

A confusion of thoughts crowded upon Weiser. A few months 
ago he was mingling with the gay life of the capital city and 
enjoying its pleasures to the fullest extent: then he became surfeited 
and longed for another world, another sphere where he could be a 
man and make use of his strength. And now he was in this other 
world, a virgin world in which everything was new, –the tree, the 
bush, the bird in the air, and even the man himself! There he was 
and the moment had come when he could show whether he had 
enough strength and courage to fashion his future according to his 
own will, under these unaccustomed circumstances. 

Into these thoughts the picture of a dark-eyed maiden urged 
itself. It was in vain that he tried desperately to drive it away; it 
came again and again. What did this mean? What did this girl 
whom he had known only a few hours mean to him? She was 
undeniably beautiful; there was something noble about her bearing 
which he had least expected to find here on this borderline of 
civilization. Her charm had captivated him and caused him to 
disclose confidences which one ordinarily reserves for the most 
intimate friends. To what was this intimacy to lead? Had he not 
taken an oath to steel his heart against feminine charms for many 
years, and to work only toward the goal which he had set for 
himself upon his departure from Europe? Away with all these 
seductive dreams! He sprang up and threw away his cigar. Above 
him there was a rustling in the cypress boughs, and a night bird 
fluttered away. It must have been an owl which he had disturbed; 
he followed it with his eyes until it disappeared in the forest. 

Startled by the suddenness of the sight and sound of a moving 
creature breaking forth from out the utter stillness, he decided to 
go back to the house, which, after all, might be a safer place for 
complete repose. He looked for the path, climbed the steep cliff, 
and was just about to emerge from the thicket when he heard a 
hoof-beat. He hesitated. It was no illusion. A horseman came right 
up to the woods, stopped his horse, dismounted, took hold of the 
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bridle and leaned against the animal as though he were going to 
keep watch there. 

Weiser did not know what to make of it. He thought of the 
unsettled conditions in Texas and considered it advisable to await 
further developments. He had concealed himself behind a thick 
bush and decided to play the unwilling observer. 

For a while all was still. Then there was a sound of footsteps on 
the path beyond, and a womanly figure in a long dark cloak came 
into view. It was Ella who was coming forward, her face clearly 
revealed in the moonlight! His heart beat violently. What was 
going to happen? What did the horseman want? 

He did not have long to come to any conclusion when he heard 
Ella's voice. 

"O, Richard!" she cried, extending her hand to the young man, 
who released his horse and hurried to meet her. "Is it really 
goodbye?" 

A clear youthful voice replied, "For the present I must leave 
you. I am expected to join my company of volunteers at once. But 
before I go, you must promise me that you will write to me and let 
me see you whenever I can make an excuse to come back." 

"Richard, it breaks my heart to tell you that I cannot see you or 
write to you until my father gives his consent. I must obey his 
wishes as long as I accept the shelter of his home. So far, he has not 
been convinced that you are not a member of the gang that 
murdered our friend. I have stolen away this one time, as you 
requested, because I had to make you understand that I trust you 
fully, and will be true to you in spite of my father's suspicion and 
distrust. I know that you can prove that he is wrong; and when this 
terrible war is ended, and you come back a hero, he will be 
convinced, as I am, that you have been cruelly maligned. But until 
then, it is really goodbye. I cannot be a rebel in my father's house. 
So please, if you really love me, be patient." 

"And you expect that of me? You think that I can stay away for 
weeks, perhaps for months, and not a word from you? If your father 
is so set against me, come, marry me tomorrow, and wait for me in 
my father's house as my wife."
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"No, Richard! I cannot leave my father and sister during these 
dangerous times. They need my help now more than ever. Do not 
force me to make a choice that will cutoff all hope of reconciliation 
between you and my father. This is my final plea." 

"These are hard conditions, Ella; but I know there is no use to 
argue. You know how to put a man in his place. I feel sure that the 
war will soon be over; and when I am home again, and have a 
home to offer, perhaps you will begin to think of my need as well as 
your father's." 

"It shall be as God wills, –and now, goodbye! It is hard to say 
farewell when the future is so dark and uncertain, but the word 
must be said. And remember that while I am obedient to my father, 
my thoughts are my own, and my heart will be with you." She 
released her hands from his farewell clasp, and turned to the 
homeward path. The young man mounted his horse and rode off at 
a mad gallop. 

Motionless, Weiser remained in his hiding place until horse 
and rider disappeared from view. Then he burst into mirthless 
laughter. "Fool that I am," he said, "in spite of my firmest 
resolutions, I was building beautiful air castles in the remote 
corners of my heart! That was a short dream, thanks to this 
accident which put an end to it. Now I must go to bed, –and after 
this I revelation I will sleep well!"
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CHAPTER V 

T H E  D E P A R T U R E 

THE following morning John awakened the guests early. In spite 
of his good resolutions Weiser had spent a sleepless night. 
However hard he had tried to free himself from the oppressive 
thoughts, he had not succeeded. They stubbornly rose up again, 
and when sleep really overpowered him, his dreams were haunted 
by visions of a sweet serious face in a frame of dark curls. 

Out in the yard everything had become lively. A few negroes 
were hitching up the horses and placing the farming implements in 
readiness; others were driving the cattle to the pasture. Chickens 
and turkeys fluttered down from the highest branches, and called 
out their various greetings to the rising sun. 

Jackson, sprightly and gay, as if he were hardly thirty years old, 
ran back and forth, gave his orders, assisted wherever necessary, 
and soon the day's work had been planned and the negroes moved 
towards the field. 

Jackson greeted his guests, who had watched the preparations 
with interest. 

"There goes my wealth," said he, as he pointed toward the 
departing negroes. "Because of these black fellows thirty million 
people are at war with each other! Has there ever been such 
madness before? And what will be the end of it? Do you know?" 

"Evidently the end of every war. Some nice day there will be 
peace again," said Walter. 

"Peace? Yes, but what kind! Few have considered that. Until a 
short time ago I thought the North would allow the South to 
secede, as they have every right to do. But instead they have taken 
up arms and will carry the conflict to its conclusion, no doubt. For 
us there is only one alternative; either we conquer the North or 
they will conquer us, and then goodbye to all our rights ! Well, here 
I am back in politics, and early in the morning at that!" 

Weiser had seen Ella again at the breakfast table. He greeted 
her politely. Then he engaged in conversation with Alice, whose 
gay humor cheered his depressed spirits. 
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After breakfast the horses were saddled and the two friends 
prepared for their departure. The reserve of Weiser had not 
escaped Ella. It contrasted so strikingly with his conduct of the 
previous evening that it could not go unnoticed. He had just led his 
horse up to the house, and was waiting for Walter, who seemed to 
have some important matters to discuss with the older man. Ella 
stepped up to him. 

"Mr. Weiser," she asked, "what have I done that you are taking 
leave of me with so much coolness?" 

"I am sorry," he answered. "It is not my intention to be 
ungracious to those who have received me so hospitably." 

"Yesterday," continued Ella, "you told me of your purpose in 
coming here, and led me to wish to help you in every way to attain 
your purpose. For this it is necessary that we part as friends." 

"Will it please your fiance for you to become interested in the 
affairs of another man?" 

He had hardly spoken the words when he regretted them 
bitterly. What had he done? He saw how the blood mounted to 
Ella's cheeks, how her face quivered, how a dark cloud passed over 
it. She dropped the hand which she had rested on the back of his 
horse and took a step backward. 

"Who told you of my fiance?," she asked in an almost 
commanding tone. "Who could have discussed my affairs with 
you?" 

"Permit me, Miss Ella, to keep this to myself," said Weiser, 
wounded by her abrupt tone. ''It is enough for me to know that you 
are betrothed. I must there. fore refuse with sincere gratitude every 
friendly effort on your part. The fate of my unhappy uncle shall 
preserve me from the possibility of arousing the least suspicion of 
my deep regard for you." 

Ella looked at him with a dark glance which was accompanied 
by a flash of scorn. 

"I do not know," she said finally with a seemingly steady voice, 
"of what you are speaking, and you probably do not know, yourself. 
Evidently it is time that we terminate this conversation, which is 
becoming mutually painful. You will permit me to challenge your 
right to meddle in my private affairs. But since you know what I 
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considered to be a secret, you may hear it from my own lips that I 
am engaged. I shall not question you further about how you found 
out this secret. Something must have happened which I have no 
desire to know. Farewell!"
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CHAPTER VI 

W A L T E R ’ S  H O M E

WALTER and his guest took the road along the river, and traveled 
for an hour before they reached their destination, a farm of several 
hundred acres, bordered on three sides by virgin woods and on the 
fourth by a hill, beyond which flowed the river. At the foot of this 
gently sloping hill stood a small log cabin. Behind the house was a 
grove of live-oaks. In front, the land was in cultivation, and a 
luxuriant green oat field refreshed the eye, which usually saw only 
dark foliage and hazy mountain ridges. 

The little log cabin was Walter's home. Here he had lived for 
over ten years. Each spring he had cultivated the soil himself, and 
from the yield thereof, and from the spoils of the chase, he had 
supported himself. A sum of money sent regularly from Germany 
put him in a position to leave his modest home occasionally and 
take a pleasure trip to the neighboring cities. 

When they had entered the little porch, and were on the point 
of entering the room through the door which Walter had opened, 
he turned to face his friend, exclaiming, "Behold the palace of a free 
American citizen! The woods behind it, the fields in front, –
everything is mine; and whatever springs from the ground is the 
fruit of my own labor. The cattle which graze upon the prairie hear 
my call. I do my own cooking and my own laundry and am in every 
respect my own sovereign. I am more independent than a prince, 
because I am not dependent upon any subjects, and am under 
obligations to no ministry.

"With a smile, Weiser looked about the small room. It 
contained a bed, a table, a pair of rawhide-seated chairs, an old 
piano, –which reminded one of the harpiscord from the days before 
the flood, –and a book-case filled with books, among which could 
be found the new works of the most important writers. The walls 
were whitewashed and partly covered with wood engravings 
which seemed to have been cut from the Leipzig newspaper. 
Above this were hung rifles, powder horns, shot-guns and other 
hunting paraphernalia. 
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"And here you have always lived happy and content?" asked 
Weiser. 

"Free as the eagle in the air, and happy as the mocking-birds in 
the boughs," said Walter. "You need not think that I live the life of 
a lone colonist here. Wait a few days and you shall learn to know 
the settlement which extends up and down the river for miles. And 
you shall discover a society in which every educated man feels at 
ease. I am no hater of the human race, as you have found out 
already probably. I rejoice with those who are happy and match 
wits with the clever ones. In other things I let the world take its 
own course and hope that the world in turn will let me have my 
way. There you have the philosophy of my life." 

"You speak of the inhabitants of this valley," said Weiser. "I 
know the region is settled principally by Germans. Are there any 
other Americans here besides Jackson?" 

"Just one other family, the Bradleys, who live about a mile from 
here," answered Walter. "But I have very little intercourse with 
them, as they are very clannish. They came from Virginia and pose 
as Virginia aristocrats without convincing anyone of the fact. Old 
Bradley is a pretentious fool; but he has wealth, and that counts 
much here in this country, as well as everywhere else. His son, –he 
has only one, –is a chip off the old block and has always been 
repugnant to me. He is in disgrace just now because of a strong 
suspicion that he belongs to a guerilla band responsible for the 
murder of a young German householder whom he had openly 
accused of Northern sympathies and of tampering with his slaves. I 
understand that he is raising a company of volunteers for the 
Confederate army at present." 

“What is the name of this youth?" asked Weiser. 
"His name is Richard." Unmindful of Weiser's startled reaction 

to these words, he continued: "Now let's take a look at our 
German neighbors. About a mile from here lives Dr. Freiberg, a 
fine, industrious and lovable old fellow, with an exemplary family 
consisting of a tireless housewife and four grown children; there· 
are three young men who attend to all the farm work themselves; 
one is a daughter, somewhat elderly, unmarried, but none the less 
worthy of respect. These people have worked hard. They came to 
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this country in 1849, having previously lost almost everything they 
possessed, and since then, with great effort have amassed a nice 
fortune. 

"About a mile farther down resides Professor Griebel, an 
honest-to-goodness professor from Heidelberg. He left Germany 
in 1851 when the reactionary government got too close to his neck. 
He arrived here well-to-do, and for a Professor, has really displayed 
remarkable common sense. His farm is a model one. With this 
achievement his wife helped a great deal, –a sensible woman, who 
sees everything. His eldest daughter is married to a young man in 
the neighborhood. Those are the two families that I want to 
especially recommend to you. And now let us fill our pipes and take 
a little walk. You must learn to know my estate with all of its 
charms. Then you will know what holds me here.”
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CHAPTER VII

T H E  H E R M I T

SEVERAL months had passed since Walter had introduced his 
friend to his new surroundings. Weiser had taken possession of his 
inheritance and was hard at work changing the wilderness into a 
valuable property. It was a beautiful piece of land which he called 
his own. Two hundred acres of prairie lay in the bend of the river, 
whose crystal waters tumbled from rock to rock, its windings 
screened by an arch of cypresses. Wild grapevines, clematis, 
climbing sumac and other creeping vines drooped down toward 
the mirrored water and swayed in the breeze.

 The prairie was adorned with basques looking as if they had 
been artificially planted. Around these were patches of yellow 
broom-weed, the especial adornment of uncultivated prairie land in 
a Texas autumn.' Gradually the shrubbery became thicker and 
ended in a forest following the " curve of the river.

 At the central point on the bend of the river, where the prairie 
sloped toward the bottom of the valley, a two-story house and a few 
adjoining houses had been erected, and a number of workmen 
were engaged in putting in doors and windows, fencing in a yard, 
and transforming the interior of the house into a habitable state. 
Weiser helped everywhere and set a good example for his 
workmen.

 "How long will it be before we have everything in order?" he 
asked the man who was helping him hang the gate.

 "If everything continues to go well, and if the weather remains 
fair, we shall be ready by Sunday," was the answer.

 "Good! " said Weiser. "Then according to our old German 
custom, we shall have a house-warming on Sunday. I will ride out 
tomorrow and invite my neighbors.

Weiser had used his time well. During his free hours he had 
visited his neighbors, had carefully observed their methods of 
farming, had made notes and received advice. In this way he had 
soon become acquainted with all of them, and they were glad to see 
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him. In order to bind these new friendships more securely, he had 
decided upon giving the party as soon as his home was completed.

 He reproached himself for one thing. He had completely 
neglected the Jackson s’, not because of forgetfulness, but 
purposely. Frequently he had decided to change his course. Once 
he had even had his horse saddled in order to ride to Jackson's; 
then he remembered the experience he had had at that place and he 
had to confess to himself that he was afraid to meet Ella. Four 
months had passed since his entry into the valley. He believed now 
that he was completely cured of the infatuation which had swept 
him off his feet. In order to establish his emotional security, he, 
wanted to invite not only Jackson and his daughters, but also 
Bradley, who had met him kindly when he called on him as a 
neighborly duty.

 He was still busy with his plan, when one of the workmen 
called to the man next to him: 

"As I live, there comes old Brown! I wonder what has driven 
that old night-owl out of his hole?"

 All turned and looked in the direction from which the 
horseman was slowly approaching the new house. It took a few 
minutes to distinguish clearly the figure and features of the rider.

 Evidently it was a unique character who sat on the strong 
mountain pony. From a face covered with a short grey beard 
peered a pair of large, luminous eyes. His face, with its hawk-like 
nose, was darkly tanned. The man was dressed in buckskins; upon 
his head was a buckskin cap trimmed with beaver, a type of 
ornamentation which is practically unknown in the South. Across 
the saddle hung a double-barreled gun, and on the pommel a 
revolver. He had approached slowly and now stopped his horse at 
the gate.

 "Good evening," he said.
 "Good evening, Uncle Brown," all answered in a chorus.
 "Who is building here?" asked the one addressed as Uncle 

Brown. "
This is the owner, Mr. Weiser," answered one of the workmen.
 "Would it be possible to stop here awhile and rest my weary 

bones?" asked the old man.
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 "Lange, help the old man off his horse," said  Weiser to one of 
his workmen. 

"Thank you," said the old man, as he swung himself nimbly 
from the saddle. "Your Uncle Brown has never had to be waited on 
in his life, and will not need that service for a long time, I hope."

 "You are heartily welcome! Make yourself as comfortable as 
you can for as long as you please!" said Weiser, as he extended his 
hand. 

The latter shook the proffered right hand heartily and with 
keen eyes. looked at the young man.

 "In this country, it is taken for granted that a guest is welcome; 
but we do like to hear it said occasionally. Such an old man-hater as 
I am supposed to be never knows how he stands, and so has to 
look at people carefully. It isn't often that I inflict myself on my 
fellow creatures; when I do decide upon it, I want to be sure that I 
have a friendly reception. It was not my intention to stop here long; 
I only wanted to see who had acquired this beautiful piece of land. 
But now I shall stay overnight, since you assure me of my welcome. 
I can see by your eyes that you are still what we call 'green.' Am I 
right? You have been here only a short time?" 

Weiser nodded in assent.
 "Well, then, after awhile you shall tell me something about the 

old homeland, which I left as a young lad, but never have 
forgotten." . 

With this he laid down his rifle, unsaddled his horse and turned 
it into the pasture, filled a blackened clay pipe, and started 
inspecting the new building from all sides, particularly admiring 
the curving roof and the big rock chimneys. The workmen, who all 
seemed to know him, laughed over his critical remarks, and put in a 
word now and then, to each of which he had a fitting answer.

 In the meantime Weiser tried to gain some information about 
his guest from his workman, Lange, –for, strangely enough, no one 
had told him of his neighbor. 

''I can well believe that no one remembered to speak of him" , 
said Lange. "Months pass between the occasions when the old 
toad comes from his hollow, and then he allows very few people to 
see him. The Jackson family seem to know him best. He is a 
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singular creature, –this Uncle Brown, as he is common"!y called 
here,harmless as a child, sometimes in the gayest humor, again 
angry and crabbed. He calls that having a Katzenjammer; and 
when he is in this mood, he wanders around in the woods for days 
and hunts, showing annoyance if anybody happens to come near 
him."

 "But where does he live?" asked Weiser.
 "As long as I have known him, and' that has been fifteen years, 

he has lived near the head of the river, about fifteen miles from 
here, in a cave. How he survives there and what he does nobody 
knows, because he invites no one and everyone hesitates to disturb 
him. Every few months he comes into the settlement and buys a 
few necessities, –tobacco, coffee, and such, –ip. exchange for 
shingles, hides, pecans, and other things supplied by nature. His 
only complaint is that people are moving too close to him. And 
indeed it will not be long before his , ten-mile limit will be 
encroached upon." 

This report had aroused Weiser's interest in the old man, and 
he made up his mind to give him readily the news he desired about 
affairs in Germany and also to hear the hermit's story, if possible; 
for he had no doubt that under this rough exterior was concealed a 
rich experience. 

The sun had set, a signal that all work should be abandoned. 
After entering the house, Weiser, Brown, and the workmen had 
seated themselves, smoking their pipes, drinking their coffee, 
eating their bread and smoked meat, and carrying on a lively 
conversation. The old uncle seemed to be in the best of spirits. He 
told incredible hunting tales and proved that he knew how to keep 
the laughing muscles of his hearers constantly in action. This 
continued for some' time. Then he became quiet and let the others 
talk. Finally he turned to Weiser.

 "And now enough of this foolishness," said he. "Tell me 
something about Germany. What is happening there?

 Weiser began to talk. He gave a review of the political 
situation, told of the activities of the capital city, and of the various 
changes which had taken place since the strenuous period which 
had led to the great migration to America. 
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The old man dropped his head and gazed motionless into the 
fire. When Weiser had finished, he nodded a few times, and said: 

"Yes, yes, one generation passes and another takes its place 
which we do not understand. We are out of date, forgetting and 
forgotten." 

With this he got up, said good night, spread his woolen 
blankets on the lawn, placed his saddle for a pillow, and lay down. 
All offers to make him a more comfortable bed were resolutely 
refused. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

A  B E L A T E D  V I S I T

On the following day our friend Walter was seated in Jackson's 
house engaged in an animated conversation with the two 
daughters. 

 "I am fully convinced of all the virtues which you ascribe to 
your new friend," said Ella. "But since these have very little interest 
for me, it is absolutely unnecessary that you become so excited over 
it. I just made the remark that your friend has not considered it 
worth his time to pay us a visit, while we know that he has not 
neglected his other neighbors in this respect. I have reasons to 
suspect that your friend does not wish to associate with us, and 
with this we have to be contented." 

She said this with a certain bitterness which was very 
distressing to Walter. 

"And what do you think about it?" he asked the younger girl. 
"What do I think of it?" she answered. "I think it is 

unpardonable in the highest degree for a young man to neglect two 
lonely girls in such an inconsiderate way." 

"Alice! " exclaimed Ella. And she cast an admonishing look at 
the insolent little one. "Do not use such a tone! Consider that Mr. 
Weiser as a total stranger to us, who is under no obligations to us, 
and upon whom we have no right to make any demands. It is not 
proper for you to make the affair of any consequence." 

"Pooh! " said Alice, covering her face with her hands. "There, 
we said the wrong thing again, and have caused the wrath of our 
sister to fall upon our heads! But confess, Mr. Walter, where have 
you been so long? Four weeks have passed since I have seen you." 

"Business, my dear lady; urgent business, work on every hand. 
This is October dand the crops have to be housed. You know I am 
my own housekeeper, and have need to apportion my time and put 
it to the best use. " 

"You foolish man," said Alice, and looked at him frankly, "why 
do you not hire some workman? Or why don't you marry?"
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 "Marry! I?" said Walter in astonishment. "Why, that would be 
against the rule. of my house! Where should I put a wife? What 
would I do with her?"

 "She should be a true companion to you, should work with 
you, help to sow and harvest, as all German women do around 
here," said Alice seriously.

 Walter laughed loudly.
 "That would all be very fine," he replied, "but where shall I find 

a wife who wants such an old boy? I am approaching my forties, –
and the girls are shy of that number."

 "But didn't  you tell us that the girls are all desperately in love 
with you?" 

"Did I say that? Hm-then it must be true. But, my dear lady, 
there is a great difference between being in love and marrying' 
Many a girl falls in love because she has nothing better to do, or 
because she needs a toy. Many a girl annexes herself to the first 
man who looks good to her, but is loyal only until another comes 
along who can make a better display. Being in love doesn't mean so 
much. Between the cup and the lip-you know! Marriage is quite 
another and a more serious matter, which needs to be considered 
well; being in love, –that is just sport."

 "Are you speaking from experience, or is that another one of 
your theories?" asked Ella. 

"Both, my dear young lady; as far as being in love is concerned, 
I have just as much experience in it as a person of my age should 
have; when' it comes to marriage I only have r'emote theories, and 
I shudder at the thought that I may some day resolve to marry." 

"You are positively impossible," said Alice poutingly., and got 
up. "If all the world thought as you do, what would become of us 
girls! Well, don't look at me so surprised! I am really angry. We 
girls want husbands. We can't go through the world alone, and a 
man who, because of a whim, does not want to marry is our 
enemy!"

 "Alice! exclaimed Ella reprovingly. "Oh, very well!" said Alice. 
"I shall leave you and let you continue this interesting 
conversation."

 Saying this, she turned and went away. 
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"Do be careful of this girl, Mr. Walter," said Ella to the 
nonplussed guest. "She lost her mother too early, and grew up 
somewhat wild and independent, unrestrained. You have shared 
with her your love of music and gay chatter. It might not be 
impossible for Alice to regard you with eyes other than those of a 
friend."

 "Good heavens, you are not serious about this!" exclaimed 
Walter in great perturbation.

 "Perhaps I am mistaken," said Ella. "No doubt I can trust your 
honor to be careful and terminate this flirtation· if it becomes too 
serious. In this house I must represent my mother."

 "You can depend upon me, Miss Ella. Walter has always 
known what he had to do in difficult situations."

 They shook hands cordially. 
Suddenly the blood mounted to her cheeks. She was staring 

out of the open door. 
"Look there!" She said it as with effort. 
Walter turned and saw Weiser and Uncle Brown dismounting 

from their horses. He hastened out and joined the new arrivals. 
"What a lucky coincidence," he said. "I had just decided to 

come over to your house, Weiser, to tell you about some things of 
importance. I can arrange that here, now. My Rocimonte will be 
grateful to you. The poor animal has been under the saddle several 
days. And you, Uncle, what brings you back into the world, if we 
may confer such an all-embracing title as the world upon this piece 
of land?" 

"Really, I did it only to please this young man here," said Uncle 
Brown. "He wanted to ride over here, and since I had nothing 
better to do, and since I felt disposed to talk today, I kept him 
company." 

"And now I hope that we can spend the evening together, " 
replied Walter. "It is getting late, and we can pursue both business 
and conversation." 

John, the black servant, had already taken the horses and 
unsaddled them. 

 Ella had remained standing in the room motionless. She 
debated whether she should retire or remain and meet the guests. 
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A peculiar oppression had seized her; her heart beat rapidly, her 
cheeks burned; her breast was heaving; but this excitement lasted 
only a moment. The idea that she should avoid the man who in 
some inexplicable manner had gained possession of her secret, she 
dismissed as one unworthy of her. He must not suspect that his 
communication had made a lasting impression upon her; she 
would show him that she had long since forgotten what had 
occurred during their last brief meeting. She concealed her 
emotions and walked composedly out upon the gallery. Uncle 
Brown stepped forward to meet her, and she greeted him as an old 
and valued friend. 

"The time is long past when we expected you," said she.
 "You are indebted to chance, Ella, that I am here now," 

rejoined Brown. "It is not my intention to start on my circuit now. 
Fall work will soon begin, and I do not like to disturb people. 
Besides, it is my hunting season." 

"I am very glad that you came," said Ella. "My father feels 
lonely; most of the time he is despondent and feels uneasy. You are 
his oldest acquaintance, and he will be glad to see you and chat 
with you for a few hours." Weiser had drawn nearer. Ella turned 
and spoke to him unembarrassed. 

"So you did not forget us, Mr. Weiser?" she said. "If we had not 
heard about you from our neighbors, we should have been justified 
in thinking that you had found no pleasure in our Texas hills and 
had turned your back upon us." 

"I should not have done that, Miss Ella, without taking leave of 
you," said Weiser.

 "We hardly deserve so much consideration, " said Ella. 
"It is true that I had the pleasure of spending only a few hours 

with you and your family," replied Weiser, "but permit me to assure 
you that they were the happiest that I have spent in this country." 

"That is evidence that you are easily pleased," said Ella tritely. 
"But come, gentlemen. It is growing late, and the October 
evenings are cool. Father will be here in a few minutes." 
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CHAPTER IX 

P R E M O N I T I O N  O F  S T R I F E 

HENRY JACKSON had appeared in the yard before the guests 
could accept Ella's invitation. He carried a huge ear of corn which 
he was carefully shelling. When he saw the strangers, he hastened 
his steps, and there was a glow of pleasure on his face. 

“Welcome! Welcome!" he called from a distance. "At last we 
see a few familiar faces. Hello, old man, when did you crawl out of 
your cave? I have been wanting to come over and hold a council of 
war with you. You probably don't know what is happening in the 
world; you have probably heard nothing of the war, even, –this 
blasphemous war! Yet God gives us a harvest such as I have never 
seen before." He raised his ear of corn. "More than eight hundred 
and six grains to an ear, –and then people go out and shoot each 
other!" 

After addressing these words to old Brown, whom he 
welcomed with such visible pleasure, he saluted Weiser and Walter 
more personally than before, and ushered all into the room. 

After they had been seated, he turned to Ella and said, "And 
now mix us a mighty punch; who knows how long we will be left in 
peace even in this isolated place? The country has gone mad, and 
the death angel travels over the land. Let us make the most of the 
time which is given us, and spend a few happy hours together." 

Ella had withdrawn.
 "How are you getting along with your building, Mr. Weiser?" 

asked Jackson. "You must have been busy, young man, because we 
have heard or seen nothing of you." 

"As a matter of fact, I have used my time as well as I could," 
answered Weiser. "My house is completed, and Sunday I hope to 
take possession. In commemoration of this event, I have decided to 
invite my neighbors in to celebrate this occasion. I am counting 
upon having you and your daughters with me Sunday."

 "This is really not a time for festival," said Jackson, "but one 
cannot refuse the first request of a newcomer." 
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"What is this about the hard times, old friend, to which you are 
'continually referring?" asked Unde Brown. ' 'Weiser told me of 
the....troubles in the Old Country, but nothing of war in this 
country!"

 ''I'd rather forget it," Weiser remarked. 
"Of course you would know nothing about what is happening 

in the land," replied Jackson. "How long since you have been out of 
your house?"

 "Well. you need not think that I spend my whole life inside my 
palace (or kennel as you prefer to call it) like a badger. My range is 
much wider; but so far as people are' concerned, –well, it has been 
a long time since I have concerned myself about the outside world. 
Last April I went to the old storekeeper up there at the cypress 
lodge; he told me something about the issues arising between the 
North and South. I hoped there was nothing significant about it." 

"Nothing significant? There is a civil war!" And forthwith he 
began to tell what had happened since the secession of the South 
from the Union, how fighting was going on everywhere, how the 
Union Army had been defeated at Bull Run, and how North and 
South were engaged in a destructive war both upon land and sea. 

Brown listened with increasing attention to Jackson's news. 
His powerful figure, little touched by age, seemed to ,expand, and 
grow broader and higher. He ran his fingers through his long hair 
several times and finally said: 

"So I slept, like a sluggard, in my isolation, and had no idea that 
the world was inflamed with war. Another nation is going to 
destruction, and humanity is showing again that it stands no 
higher than the beasts of the field! Quarreling and discord, blood 
and mass murder! Why, then, should one grieve about a single life ? 
You, of course, sympathize with the South, Jackson: I am against 
war, whatever the cause; I fought in the war with Mexico, but feel 
no call to fight in this one. How' do you regard it, Walter?"

 "I agree with the general who said, 'The Union shall and must, 
be preserved!' I stand with the Union, and if need be, will fight for 
it. But I am in no hurry to begin.

" After a few moments of reflection, Brown resumed: "It is not 
that I am afraid of fighting. I have often looked death in the face 
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and have not quivered. You must only understand when you face 
danger that you have an equal break with death, and all is well. But 
in my years of reflection on the world I've left behind me, I have 
learned to see both sides of controversies, and to know that warfare 
is cruel and unnecessary, –a bad way to settle differences. Why 
should we, from a land spent with centuries of bloodshed and 
devastation, be forced to take up arms against the nation that has 
given us shelter and opportunity, or else against our neighbors and 
friends who feel that their cause is just and must be defended with 
their life-blood?"

 "But you do not know, Uncle," said Walter, "that attacks upon 
our people have already begun. Our desire for neutrality will not be 
respected when feeling grows strong. Already a lawless guerilla 
band has murdered an inoffensive young farmer whose only fault 
was the expression of his loyalty to the flag he sought as a 
protection against the oppression of Old World tyranny. We stand 
upon a dormant volcano, and must be prepared for its eruption. 
But the later the better, since it divides good neighbors! "

 "True," replied Jackson with an effort, "it is hard for friends to 
be divided by issues outside of their control. You Germans feel a 
natural loyalty to the Union, and" fail to realize that the South has 
been driven from her allegiance to it by sectional injustice and utter 
disregard of her constitutional rights. To me, this injustice is a 
crying cause for separation, bought, if need be, by arms." 

Ella had stood in the door during the last part of the 
conversation and had heard Walter' s words and her father's reply. 
A pained expression passed over her face. Once she seemed fired 
with indignation, but she repressed this feeling. She glanced at 
Weiser and noted his set expression and his silence. She guessed 
his thoughts. 

She had come to invite the gentlemen to supper. They followed 
her quietly; the tenseness aroused by the differences expressed was 
followed by a calm. Walter had difficulty in framing a few polite 
phrases to the ladies. 

After supper, all seated themselves in the living room. Ella had 
placed a bowl-of eggnog before the men, and Alice played the part 
of Ganymede. 
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"I have taken the liberty to invite you, your father, and your 
sister to my housewarming. May I count upon your coming?" 
asked Weiser of Ella. 

"Did my father promise to come?" asked Ella.
 "Yes, he has definitely accepted." 
"Then, as an obedient daughter, I will accompany him." 
Weiser understood the refusal which these words veiled and 

became very quiet. There was no danger of enticement here. He 
could rid himself of that idea! 
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CHAPTER X 

J A C K S O N ’ S  S T O R Y

IN the meantime the two elder gentlemen had drained their 
glasses at one draught and were having them filled anew. Jackson 
grew reminiscent. 

"It is now fifteen years since the battle with the Mexicans in 
which you rescued me from the dilemma which nearly cost me my 
life. Without your help, my bones would have long since been 
burned to powder and used for the refining pulques. Here let us 
drink to your health, and may I some day do a similar service fot 
you!"

 "Thank you," said Brown, "I have no desire whatever to have a 
knife so close to my throat. I wonder, my friend, if you are ready 
now to tell me why the Mexican soldier was so murderously' 
attacking you, as if his very life depended upon ending yours? He 
looked like the devil incarnate, his eyes gleaming with hate, and his 
face distorted with passion as he called you by name. Perhaps after 
all these years you may no longer hesitate to tell me the whole 
story."

 "As you suspect, there was a peculiar chain of events behind 
this incident," answered Jackson. "At that time my beloved· wife 
was still living, and for her sake I considered it best to forget the 
whole story. You knew her, Brown, and know what I have lost in 
losing her. She did not belong to my race, but was a descendant 
from an old Castilian family, which, according to tradition, came 
over with Cortez. I shall now tell you how I came to know her and 
how I won her. No one here has heard the story. I have intended to 
tell my children at some time, anyway, so that they know where to 
look for their maternal relatives: and it is just as well that I should 
tell it in the presence of my rescuer and our friends. So listen! "

“My father was one of the oldest settlers in Texas. In 1817 he 
came from Kentucky, settled first in Louisiana and later crossed 
the Mississippi and the Sabine to the nearest American settlement 
at Nacogdoches. There I was born, and there my earliest 
memories began. I had but one brother, whom I loved devotedly 
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and with whom I played all day long. My father often took us 
hunting with him, and I remember that when I was twelve we 
went with him and his neighbors against the Indians, –the Tejas, 
who were stealing our cattle and horses. “

"Then came the great colonization under Austin, and we 
moved to the Brazos, where we again set up housekeeping. Until 
1836 we led a quiet life, –that is, what we call a quiet life here. We 
cultivated our land, cared for our cattle, pursued the Indians who 
made raids on us, and felt very well pleased with our lot. Once my 
father was sent as a delegate to the Legislature of the states of 
Texas and Coahuila, and I accompanied him to the capitol city, 
Saltillo. The life there charmed me greatly, and I developed a liking 
for Mexican customs. “

“We had hardly returned to the Brazos when the Texan War 
for independence broke out, and it was natural that we, my 
brother, my father and I, should take up arms to win this beautiful 
country for the Anglo-Saxon race.”

 "All of you know how the war for Independence ended. The 
Battle of San Jacinto ended the Mexican conquest and Santa Anna 
fell into our hands. Peace was made. My father died from the 
hardships of the war. My mother had died earlier. Our farm had 
been completely destroyed by the Mexicans. A desolate piece of 
land constituted our wealth.”

 "For a long time my brother and I wandered around, tamed 
wild ponies, killed wild animals, and lived by the profit from the 
meat and the hides. Then I remembered the pleasant life in 
Mexico, and in spite of the fact that we might not be assured of a 
welcome, we went to Mexico. It was in the autumn of 1837 that we 
arrived in Matamoros. We had adopted the Mexican form of dress 
and both spoke good Spanish,thus we had nothing to fear. But 
even if there had been danger, what difference would that have 
made? I was a young man of twenty-five seeking adventure. For me 
danger had an attraction. I was well-versed in the use of the rifle 
and pistol and I seldom went out without one or the other.”

 "When I arrived in Matamoros, it was fiesta time. The 
occasion was the national festival of the Mexicans, where more 
powder is wasted, more money gambled away, more music set free, 
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and more enthusiasm used then in all the rest of the year. The 
people had gathered from all parts of Mexico. I liked the gay 
throng. I gambled and won; I danced, and became acquainted 
with many beautiful girls; on the third day, I took part in the bull 
fight, and' from my horse threw my lasso as cleverly as the most 
skilled Mexican. It was after this bullfight, where I had particularly 
pleased the crowd, that I met the charming daughter of the 
governor of  Tamaulipas, who had called me to him to bestow a 
token of honor. It was strange, –a single glance at this girl, and I 
knew she had to be mine. She knew it  too.. This she confessed to 
me later. What was there in this first glance? Who knows how to 
fathom this secret of human life? "

 Jackson picked up his glass and drank to the health of his 
guests. Weiser had involuntarily glanced at Ella, who turned from 
him with a slight tremor. 

"I do not-want to tire you by telling insignificant events, which 
completely won for me the heart of the young girl,  Josepha was her 
name, and Don Pedro de la Garza was her father's name. After 
winning her consent, I went to her father and asked for his 
daughter's hand in marriage. He looked at me in astonishment, 
asked me about my family and my wealth, and finally asked me 
whether I believed that the daughter of Don Pedro de la Garza 
was to be sought by every vagabond. I replied that only the father 
of my Josepha could say such things to me with impunity. "Do you 
not see," I asked, "that a courageous heart and an honest will are 
worth just as much as any coward's bombastic name and gorged 
money bags? I will not give Josepha up as long as a drop of blood 
courses through my veins. " 

"Young man," he replied to me, 'I have the power to put you in 
fetters and send you across the Rio Grande. But I will give you 
twelve hours-to go of your own accord. If you are found here after 
that time, your fate is sealed. Within a month my daughter,  
Josepha, will become the wife of an honorable man, Don Diego 
Escalante. And now adios!'

 "With that he left me. I went out. On the outside I considered 
what to do. I could arrive at no decision. I succeeded in seeing 
Josepha the same evening, and we plighted our faith to death. I 
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proposed eloping with her. She' consented. But it is easier to make 
plans than to carry them out. Where should I find dependable 
people? And I would require a number of these, because naturally 
the Governor would have a strong guard watching over his 
daughter from now on.

 "I finally agreed with my brother to" re-' turn to the Brazos, 
where we hoped to find a sufficient number of acquaintances who 
could be induced to enter upon a romantic adventure for love or for 
money. I wrote a few words to Josepha, admonishing her to be 
true, and promising to return within a month to make her my 
lawful bride. This my brother succeeded in placing in her hand. 

"Should this month pass without my being able to fulfill my 
promise, I agreed to release her from her promise and she could 
then do as she wished.”

 "About this trip to the Brazos, three hundred miles through a 
wilderness of chaparral and cane-brake, I shall say little. Dangers 
beset us at every turn; in an encounter with the Indians we lost our 
horses. Finally, about four weeks after our departure from 
Matamoros, we were able to set out with a dozen well-armed 
people across the Rio Grande, and arrived in the city at eight 
o'clock in the evening. “

"It was already dark. When we rode into the Plaza, I noticed 
that the cathedral was brightly illuminated. Questioning an old 
Mexican woman I found out that the daughter of Don Pedro de la 
Garza was being married to Don Diego Escalante! It struck me 
like a bolt of lightning. There was no time to be lost, and necessity 
knows no law. Three of my men held the horses while we others 
sprang from the saddle, seized our weapons, and, with a wild 
whoop, entered the church firing as we  went. “

"Consternation and confusion ensued. Nobody knew what was 
happening. Every body was scurrying. In no time, I was at the 
altar. There stood Diego, one arm around Josepha, the other 
raised threateningly. A blow from my pistol felled him. I seized 
Josepha, and protected by my brother, carried her out of the door. 
Outside stood the horses. My powerful horse carried the two of us 
easily. Soon we were on our way up the river. The ferryman raised 
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objections when we demanded immediate passage, but the pistol 
of my brother stopped all remonstrances.

 "When we reached the middle of the stream we heard the thud 
of horses' hoofs and several shots fell, But we reached the Texas 
side before our pursuers reached the river. With my hunting knife, 
I cut the moorings of the ferry boat, and it shot like an arrow down 
the Rio Grande. In a quick gallop we were off, leaving the road 
and going into the chaparral thicket. The horses were bleeding and 
our clothes were torn to shreds.”

“Now we believed that we were safe and stopped a short rest 
for refreshments. Then we continued riding into the night. We had 
ridden this way for two days, stopping only for a few hours each 
night; then the rear guard of our company. who, according to the 
Indian fashion, had remained behind us to protect us and act as a 
spy, brought the news that a troop of fifty men was pursuing us. 
My brother decided at once to remain behind with all the men and 
engage in battle with the pursuers. I, my affianced bride, and our 
guard, continued on our way.”

 "It was several days before we met our party again. We learned 
that after my brother and his companions had concealed their 
horses in a ravine, they had advantageously scattered their forces 
throughout the thicket and opened fire upon the unsuspecting 
Mexicans. A short battle ensued, in which one of our men was 
killed. The Mexicans, because of the suddenness of the attack and 
the uncertainty of the number engaged, were so demoralized that 
they soon scattered and gave up the pursuit.”

 "Meantime, Josepha and I had reached the Brazos without any 
further difficulty and found hospitable refuge with friends. We 
were married at once, and with the help of my brother and others I 
soon got a good piece of property into a habitable condition, and 
remained in that 'settlement until the Mexican War. when the 
colonists were again called to arms.”

 "It was in this adventure that I learned to know my good friend 
Brown, and later to make a real test of his loyalty. When the war 
was over I followed him to the mountains here, just as this territory 
was being opened to settlers, and selected the farm upon which we 
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now live. I had gained a noble wife, and here we spent many years 
of happiness, before relentless death took her from me." 

"And now I understand," said Brown, "why this incarnate devil 
attacked you as he did in the skirmish at Monterrey. I had never 
known that he was your defeated rival in love."

 "Yes, it was Diego Escalante. In spite of the ten years since the 
escapade in Matamoros, he recognized me, and would have taken 
full vengeance if the butt end of your pistol had not fallen upon his 
head at the right time." 

Jackson raised the glass and invited his friends to drink to the 
health of the man who had saved his life. 
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CHAPTER XI 

H E A R T -S E A R C H I N G S

"WHY, that sounds like an old romance!" said Walter, as 
Jackson's story ended. 

"My dear neighbor," replied Jackson, "when real life is 
compared to romance, romance appears like a mere shadow. Not a 
hundredth part of that which really happens is made known, and 
the writer of the romance is compelled to use, more or less, what he 
has in his own experience, where reality could offer material in 
abundance. 

"But there is something to say besides all this. It distresses me 
that I have not succeeded in luring you out of your cave, Brown. 
When I used to speak of it, you would avoid me for months. So in 
the last few years I have given up all attempts. Today, however, I 
renew my plea. We are living in trying times, and no one knows 
what may happen. I am alone with my daughters and my negroes, 
and I should like to have a good friend at my side to counsel and 
advise me. Give up your hermit life, and live with me. It would be a 
great comfort to me and to my daughters." 

Old Brown turned to face Ella and Alice.
 "You know, children," he said to them, "that there are few ties 

that hold me to this earth. I learned to know and honor your 
mother, and for sixteen years I have been your father's friend ;-and 
little as I may have of worldly goods, if you ever need help, the last 
ounce of my strength is . dedicated to you. You know that you will 
never come to your old Uncle's retreat in vain.

 "Now," turning to Jackson, "about your proposition. Man is a 
creature of habit, and I cannot change my present location which 
has grown as dear to me as an old garment. It would take actual 
violence to drag me out. A  man who has lived a hermit's life  as 
long as I have could not bear company. I promise to be with you if 
necessity calls, and from now on I shall keep myself well informed. 
But I cannot remain; and since it is now late, farewell, old friend. I 
must get my horse and return to my cavern."
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 Jackson knew well that all efforts to retain Brown were in vain; 
so he shook hands with him and said good-bye.. Walter, Weiser, 
and Alice went out with him to the place where his horse stood 
ready. He seized his rifle, swung himself upon his horse, and rode 
away. All eyes followed him until his tall figure disappeared into 
the night. 

When they returned to the living room Ella had disappeared. 
"She is our house wife, and probably has some duties to perform, " 
said Jackson, as he excused her to his guests. Brown had said that 
man is a creature of habit; and since Jackson had formed the habit 
of retiring at ten o'clock he bade his friends good night. 

"This is what I call a fine evening! " said Alice. "Half of the egg-
nog is standing there untouched; we have listened to romantic 
stories; I have been advanced to the granddaughter of a governor, 
–can feel the Spanish blood coursing in my veins! Really, now I 
understand why I am often so restless, so revolutionary!-Will you 
play a sonata with me, Mr. Walter?" 

She said this in such a semi-humorous way that Walter could 
not restrain himself from laughing. 

"Of course I will," he rejoined, "and we'll try something 
hilarious, so that we can work up a gay humor. As a result of all the 
talk which we have had this evening, I am quite depressed."

 While the two were letting their fingers glide over the keys, 
and giving their attention to the music which was emanating from 
the fairly good instrument, Weiser left the room and went out on 
the porch. It was a starry night, quiet and beautiful. He had hoped 
to find Ella there, and was disappointed. But what did he hope for 
from Ella? He could not account for this feeling. Since he had 
heard the story of her mother, many of the characteristics of this 
girl became clearer to him, and his interest in her had increased. 
He had confessed to himself that all of his past conduct toward her 
had been unmanly. He was again about to commit a very foolish 
act which would draw upon himself a just reprimand, and he began 
to realize that it would be wise for him to avoid the beautiful 
creature who had long since given her love to another. 

Dissatisfied and vexed to the highest degree, he sought his 
room and threw himself upon the bed.
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 Ella had left the living room in g'l:eat agitation. For the first 
time she had learned of her mother's ancestry. Her father's story 
had touched her deeply. If it was love which could cause her 
mother to break all family ties and follow the man of her choice into 
the wilderness, what had she done? Her affection for Richard was 
clearly different. She had absolutely, refused to give up her father 
for his sake. Was her blood different from her mother's, or was her 
affection for Richard not genuine love? 

She went out into the starlight, Climbed the slope back of the 
house, and entered the grove, following the narrow path which led 
to a clump of cedars. At the end of the path she found herself at a 
grave inclosed by an iron grill, over which the horizontal branches 
of the cedars stretched their ghostlike arms. Here Ella dropped to 
her knees, and let her head rest in her hands. Deep quiet reigned: 
not a leaf was stirring. 

Now she lifted her head and raised her folded hands. , 
"Mother," she said, "look down upon your daughter and let the 

light come into her heart. Teach her the virtue of resignation: teach 
her to be what you were, every inch a woman! Solve the doubt in 
her heart, and lead her out of the confusion in which her soul is 
aimlessly wandering." 

It seemed to her that something like a shadow passed over the 
grave. Was it some night bird, disturbed by Ella's presence? 
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CHAPTER XII 

L O V E  S T E A L S  I N 

IN the meantime Walter and Alice had finished the sonata.
 "I really believe they have left us alone," said Walter, looking 

around in surprise. 
"And I had put my soul into my finger tips in order to impress 

my supposed audience with my art!" 
He turned to Alice. The latter looked at him smilingly with her 

starry blue eyes. 
"Well," he continued, –and he felt momentarily uncomfortable, 

–"what shall we do now?" 
"What do two sensible people usually do when nothing better 

offers itself? They converse!" said Alice. "Sit down here on the sofa, 
so; now tell me, are you still angry with me for treating you so 
rudely a while ago?" 

"I, angry?" replied Walter. "I know of no reason why I should 
be angry. You did not wrong me."

 “Yes, I did," said Alice, and the pretty smile disappeared from 
her face. "I was rude to you." 

"Well, I don't know anything about it," replied Walter.
 "I called you a mean person."
 "And you were quite right in that."
 "And it did not insult you when I became angry and ran away?" 

"I, insulted? Why should I feel insulted? " 
Alice sprang up and stamped her small foot.
 "It is unbearable," she said, and turned from him. A tear 

slipped from her eye and coursed down her cheek. 
Walter stood as transfixed as an East Indian idol, with open 

mouth and staring eyes. Soon he understood the situation. He 
thought of what Ella had told him and felt that the moment had 
come. He· went to Alice, took her hand, and drew her down to the 
sofa. This dangerous flirtation had to cease. Then he seated himself 
and spoke to her in an agitated voice. 

"Alice, I have just this moment made the discovery that I mean 
more to you than I had ever dared hope to. Please stay, Alice. The 
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opportunity may not present itself soon again for me to speak 
frankly to you, and it would be foolish to let anything but frankness 
exist between us now. Listen to me. 

"You have known me for many years, and since childhood you 
have had but little contact with men, and therefore have not 
learned to differentiate and choose. We have always been friends, 
and it is only natural that you should have a certain affection for me, 
such as I have always felt for you. But there is a great difference 
between friendship and love. You are hardly eighteen years old; I 
am thirty-seven; you are the daughter of a wealthy man, –I could 
only offer you a meager home.

 "I know. well what you want to say, that in this .country one 
can live on very little. True enough, but in order to do so, one 
should not have known the charm of plenty, as you have done. We 
preserve our own ideas of family life. I am too old to play at Paul 
and Virginia, and I am too poor to take care of a wife as I should 
like to do. Alice, you have not considered this seriously, have you? 
Have you allowed yourself to be swept off your feet by the fixed 
idea that the dear old friend is the only person whom you could 
really care for?" 

And with this his speech was abruptly brought to an end. Alice 
had thrown her arms around his neck, had laid her cheek against' 
his shoulder, and was weeping unrestrainedly. . "And here I sit, like 
an unhappy sailor, with all my tacking in the dry!" said Walter. 

But he stroked her hair, raised her head, then stood up and 
drew her up; and when her beautiful eyes turned from him, he 
laughed aloud, threw his arms about her, and drew her to him. 

"Well, then let us embark upon a fuller life!" he cried. "We'll 
begin at the beginning, and become children of happiness. So it 
isn't imagination, Alice? It is real, genuine devotion and love?" 

Alice had no time for an answer. Ella had appeared in the door 
and witnessed the last scene. Alice had noticed her first and with 
an outcry had freed herself from Walter's embrace. Now she 
hastened to her sister and threw herself impetuously into her arms. 

Walter seemed to consider this quite natural. He looked at the 
two a moment and then said: "It happened just as you surmised, 
Miss Ella. Only upon closer investigation I find that we have both 
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long since. passed the stage of mere friendship, although I.-the self-
centered man, –was unaware of it until tonight when I tried to 
convince her that she shouldn't care for me except as a valued 
elderly friend, and found that I didn't like the idea! Well, I have 
always known that I could not escape my fate; so we shall make 
short work of it. It is my intention, Ella, to ask your father for 
Alice's hand in marriage. What do you say to that?" 

"Just what my father will say! Take her and may God bless 
you." With these words she gently pushed Alice towards the 
overjoyed Walter. 

Some time later, Walter had entered the room where Weiser 
was still lying upon the bed brooding. Walter was so happy, so 
communicative, that he considered himself lucky to find his friend 
awake. There was no .end to the narration. Weiser seemed not at 
all surprised over the disclosures of his friend. He had long since 
known and foreseen that this would happen. It couldn't have 
happened otherwise! 

"But, my good man," said Walter, "Why didn't you tell me long 
ago? If I had only had a premonition that this was coming out this 
way!"

 "You would probably have run away," said Weiser. "It is better 
as it is." 
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CHAPTER XIII 

T H E  H O U S E -W A R M I N G 

IT was one of those beautiful days in early October which only 
an American Indian Summer can produce. The air was vibrant 
from the warm rays of the sun; upon the blades of the grass and 
flower stalks, butterflies and bees were rocking. The twittering 
birds hopped from bough to bough, and high up in the blue ether 
sailed a great eagle. In Texas, autumn is like a beautiful bride, 
enticing and alluring, disclosing a wealth of charm not found at any 
other season, permeated by the odor of flowers and filled with the 
song of all living nature.  It is like May in Germany, –a jubilee of 
creation. 

But such a spring as that northern land produces is not known 
in this country. After the cold days of winter, –and it is cold only 
when the north wind blows, –the whole ardor of the semi-tropical 
sun breaks through, and summer is here! When Jupiter Pluvius is 
kind, the autumn rains restore a freshness like that of spring, and 
bring green pastures, wild flowers of every hue, from the delicate 
pink of the mimosa to the scarlet salvia. It entices the people out of 
their dwellings, the birds from their hiding places. Everything is 
filled with life and happiness, subtle as the blue haze on the distant 
hills. 

Weiser's place looked festive today. The now completed home 
with its freshly plastered walls, the doors, and windows adorned 
with wreaths of wild flowers and Virginia creeper, and the green 
crown of foliage and flowers placed, according to the German 
custom, upon the highest pinnacle of the roof. gave a hospitable 
impression. A fence enclosed the yard, which was shaded by 
ancient live-oaks and stately water-elms. Under -these stood long 
tables and benches, the tables neatly set. At the edge of the woods 
arose a dense smoke. There a deep long trench had been dug, in 
which a constant fire was kept burning. A couple of workmen, 
dripping with perspiration, were engaged in poking the fire in 
order to produce a good bed of coals, over which the slaughtered 
beef and the neatly dressed young pigs, turkeys, and chickens were 
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to be roasted. Half a deer 'was already being turned on the spit; a 
large slab of bacon was placed above the dainty game, and the 
delicious fat was slowly dripping upon the roast. Weiser was quite 
proud of this invention. 

 The guests arrived one by one, –some on horseback, others in 
wagons or carriages. All inspected the new house carefully, praised 
this, or censured that, some deploring the fact that they could not 
have acquired this beautiful piece of land. For the owner,or rather 
his agent, because they did not even know the owner's name, –had 
flatly refused every offer. Meanwhile it pleased them that they had 
been blessed with a charming neighbor who began to cultivate the 
land immediately, and their pleasure was without a doubt sincere. 
Those who live on a border colony know the true worth and value 
of a new worthy citizen. 

Among the guests were also Dr. Freiberg and Professor 
Griebel, in appearance two entirely different natures. After their 
arrival they sought each other, and after a cordial greeting seated 
themselves upon a bench. Dr. Freiberg was a square built, strong 
man, with a large, round head, and a florid face in which there was 
no lack of animation. From his eyes there gleamed cheerfulness and 
intelligence, –a pair of twins which, if the world were complete, 
should be found in every human being. His dress was as simple as 
one could imagine. A clean shirt open at the throat, with a necktie, 
a coat of blue flannel, grey j:rousers, shoes made of tanned deer 
skin, and a straw hat with a wide brim, –this was the festive dress 
of the doctor. 

The Professor was dressed quite differently; he wore a black 
velvet vest, a faultlessly laundered shirt, a black great-coat and a 
black felt hat. He was slender and well-built, and considering his 
grey beard one would guess him to be about fifty years old. From 
his slender, delicate face, dark .eyes gleamed from under bushy 
brows, which met above his delicately formed aquiline nose; this 
gave his face an expression of resolution, which was very striking. 

"So you feel no anxiety, Doctor, that we may feel the effects 
here of the war?" said the Professor. 

"Not if our good citizens restrain themselves from expressing 
any Union sentiments," replied the Doctor; "and that we shall have 
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to make our aim. Our people are thoughtless and needlessly rushed 
into danger. 

"You see, Professor, there can be no doubt as to the outcome of 
the war. The South has about seven million inhabitants; over half 
of them are negroes; the North, or that part with  which we are 
carrying on the war, has about twenty-five millions.. Seven into 
twenty-five goes three times, and there is a remainder. A very 
simple problem in arithmetic. Now what have we to do with this 
great conflict, which as Seward rightly said, had to come, –the 
sooner, the better? Our sympathies are for the preservation of the 
Union, –the Northern point of view. There we will let the matter 
rest. In a few years Texas will be free from the curse of slavery, and 
will be again one of the states in the nation which promises to be 
the greatest on earth." 

"That all sounds very well, my dear Doctor," the Professor 
rejoined, "but it seems to me you are treating the affair too lightly, 
How will it be possible in this terrible war which had been 
declared, for even the remotest section to remain untouched? What 
would happen if conditions should force our young men into the 
war?" 

"That would be a calamity indeed," rejoined the Doctor; "but it 
will not come to that. I am still hoping that the South will see how 
hopeless her cause is and seek an early peace."

 "Never," interrupted the Professor, "never will she do that. She 
cannot logically withdraw. She has now reached the point where 
she must carryon this war in desperation more powerful than her 
enemy, in order to be buried, like Sardanapalus, still fighting, 
under the burning edifice." 

The conversation was interrupted by the arrival of Walter and 
the Jackson family. The Professor hastened to greet Jackson 
cordially; the Doctor, after exchanging a hearty greeting with 
Walter, led the two girls to a seat. 

"Now you young ladies shall see," he said, "how we Germans 
celebrate. We brought our old holiday customs with us from the 
Old Country, and to me this is the dearest inheritance. You, my 
dear children, have lived among us so long that you ought to be at 
least half German." 
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"We have a good start that way," replied Alice, and when she 
saw her sister looking at her reprovingly, she quickly added, "I 
meant to say I am headed that way."

 "Well," said he finally, as he ceased laughing and noticed 
Alice's blushing face, "when we do things by halve$ we never get 
anywhere; whoever once begins to become a German will become 
one, even though he lives among the Eskimos. The German blood 
breeds a steadfast people, industrious and loyal. As for 'myoId 
friend Walter, you cannot find a truer soul nor a more worthy, 
upright character than this jovial fellow."

 "I did the right thing, didn't 'J?" Alice interrupted, as she 
joyously extended her hand. The Doctor looked at her in surprise, 
then, in happy excitement, he. burst forth in whole-hearted 
laughter. Embarrassed, Alice made an effort to run away, but he 
held her with both hands and said: 

"Certainly, my child, you did the right thing. At the moment, 
however, I do not know what or wherein; but nevertheless you did 
the right thing." 

Suddenly everything became still in the gay circle. The older 
Bradley had arrived, accompanied by a negro slave, and walked in 
proudly, greeting the people present with formal courtesy. He was 
a man in the sixties, with long snow-white hair, a thin, haggard 
face, and an expression of arrogance. He had long since served in 
his state as a legislator, but his political career had been terminated 
there. What had caused him to settle in this German colony, no one 
knew, and he himself never spoke of it. There were all sorts of 
unsavory reports about his earlier life, which could not be 
established. It was rumored that he had been driven from his native 
state by the force of public opinion resulting from some 
crookedness and was avoiding contacts with those likely to be in 
touch with his old acquaintances. At all events he enjoyed no 
popularity in the colony and had cultivated the acquaintance only 
of Jackson, and that in a· limited way. 

His son, Richard, was born and reared in Texas. As his mother 
had died when he was four years old, his early recollections were 
those of a rather lonely youth, when day after day he wandered over 
the farm upon a horse, hunted, or rode out into the wilderness, 
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sometimes having his father as his companion, but with no 
childish. playmates except the slaves whom he loved to, order 
about. 

Then his father had sent him to a school in Virginia, where he 
had remained until he was seventeen and acquired the bearing of a 
gentleman. After that his father had given him a generous sum of 
money with which to make a trip, –the finishing touch, –and he had 
spent the specified time on Mississippi steamers, in the pleasure 
haunts of New Orleans, in the theaters of St. Louis, New York, 
and other places, and finally, as a finished gentleman who knew 
how to handle his horse and his revolver, and who was ready to 
serve his country as a statesman, he returned to Texas to learn how 
to take over the management of his father's property. The slight 
acquaintance with the Jacksons was renewed, and he at once 
discovered the rare beauty and charm of Ella. 

When it became known that he had made contact with a 
lawless, marauding band in a. near-by community, Jackson 
opposed his association with his daughter, and forbade him the 
house. When the South seceded, he seized his opportunity to re-
establish himself in the good graces of the Jackson family by being 
one of the first young Texans to volunteer for service in the 
Confederate army. All these facts, along with -a vision of his 
handsome face, came into Ella's mind as his father entered and 
came face to face with his neighbors, who in reality were strangers 
to him,and, in his estimation, aliens.

Weiser was playing the gracious host in the fullest sense of the 
word. Dressed faultlessly in the most recent Continental fashion, 
he stood out in nobel contrast to his guests, who, like Dr. Freiberg, 
had either made a virtue out of necessity, of had either made a 
virtue out of necessity, or had a yielded to comfort , rather than the 
dictates of fashion. He had not only donned the attire but also the 
manners of the drawing room; and this caused many of the 
Germans, who had long since adopted back woods manners,  to 
smile at him indulgently.  Only when he took Ella by the hand, and 
adroitly helped her from her saddle, had he shown by the slightest 
tremor of his hand that he was not fully a man of the world.

 THE HOUSE-WARMING 67



Ella had greeted him, in his own home, with a peculiar smile 
which left him doubt whether it was meant for irony or as a friendly 
greeting.  But he was determined not to have his ardor dampened 
today; he did not want to appear more to Ella than a good friend, 
and he had invited his neighbor, Bradley,  the more willingly in 
order to be constantly reminded of his stedfast purpose. Thus 
defended against himself, he offered his arm to Ella and led her 
among his assembled guests. 

The time for dinner had arrived. The roasts were steaming 
upon the tables and the guests ate with relish the juicy and 
excellent meat. Walter's wish to have the Jackson family seated as 
the guests of honor had placed Ella at Weiser's side. He tried 
perceptibly to start a conversation with her, but he did not succeed. 
His superficial comments provoked only short answers. His 
enthusiasm sank to a low ebb, and he began to feel resentment 
toward the girl who was threatening to spoil the pleasure of his 
festive day. 

He had the glasses filled, and at that with choicest wine from 
the vines which grew on the cool strand of the Rhine, a keg of 
which he had brought over with him.

 "My friends," said he, as he raised his glass, "let us drink this 
glass of Rhenish wine to the welfare of our new home!" 

When the hearty cheering of the toast had died away, there 
could be heard a single voice saying: "Excellent cider!" and this 
comment was accompanied by a smack of the lips. 

Suppressed mirth followed this. Weiser was exasperated over 
the insult to his excellent Rudesheimer.

 "Pearls should not be cast before swine," grumbled Dr. 
Freiberg to himself;  while Bradley sat unmindful of the new 
resentment he had stirred. 

With the exception of the austere Bradley, and the restrained 
young girl who was his son's fiancee, everyone enjoyed the occasion 
to the full, even Jackson forgetting his resentment at the variance in 
political views which had arisen. Walter was very amiable, and 
after the first few glasses of wine reveled in the higher regions. 
Alice sat beside him, and whoever saw the happy smile on her 
pretty face and followed the direction of her star-like eyes, knew 
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exactly how things stood with them. Nor did they have to make a 
secret of their love. Without any ceremony Jackson had given his 
consent to the betrothal of his daughter to Walter and made only 
one condition, that the marriage was not to take place until the end 
of the war which threatened to break in upon the happy relations 
which had grown up through the years. 

Dinner was finished, and the guests went down to the grove 
where a large space had been cleared and leveled. By means of a 
violin and a guitar, a couple of negroes furnished lively music, and 
the young couples began to dance. 

In one group merriment took the form of singing and drinking; 
in another group the farmers were conversing about the 
advantages of certain farm implements. In the shade of a century-
old cypress tree a number of young men were gathered, listening to 
the humorous stories told by Dr. Freiberg, who told of his student 
pranks, of his storm and stress period in Texas, and of his unique 
experience while learning how to hunt in this new region. Finally 
he reached the events of the day and in conjunction of the portrayal 
of the dangerous times in which they were living, he gave the 
young people good advice, commending them to be cautious and 
warning them against exciting any provocation. 

"If we are wise perhaps the storm will pass over us without 
injuring us," he finally concluded. 

"Yet if they decide to make soldiers out of us, we cannot refuse 
to show where we stand," said one of the young fellows, and the 
others agreed in a chorus.

 "Then let us be neutral as long as we can," concluded the 
Doctor.

Evening had come, and the setting sun reminded them that it 
was time for the party to break up. Wagons and horses were driven 
up and, with sincere good wishes for the welfare of the new settler, 
each took leave of him. When the time came for the Jacksons to go, 
Weiser played the Cavalier and assisted Ella to mount. He had 
hoped at this opportunity to receive a friendly glance or ,a warm 
word of friendship; but today was to be a day of disappointment for 
him, –the worse, because he had ordained that it should not be so. 
It is true,  in taking leave Ella had offered him her hand, but it was 
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cold and lifeless in his, and when he looked up at her, he met a 
haughty, indifferent glance. A moment later they started off, and 
the group soon disappeared from view. 

Now he was thoroughly cured; at least he hoped so! He had 
wanted it so; yet there was resentment in his heart as he yielded to 
the inevitable. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

M A R C H ,  1862 

MONTHS have passed. Winter with its northers and 
continuous rains have passed over Texas. Spring is coming. The 
trees are taking on their first foliage; the redbuds are teeming with 
blossoms of glorious color; the peach trees are shedding their 
blossoms. From the shining leaves of the white haws rise snow-
white clusters of bloom; bees are sipping honey from the hearts of 
the bluebonnets which crown the hills and cover the meadows as if 
the blue of the Texas sky had been metamorphosed into a magic 
carpet. Wild phlox mingle their pink with the blue of the fields. 
Indian paint-brush vies with the bluebonnets in transforming fields 
into masses of color, or, at times, declares a truce and mingles with 
them in a glorious riot of carmine and blue. 

March has come! Still, nobody knows whether spring is really 
here, or whether an icy blast will put an end to all this splendor. 
Summer or winter, that is the question! North and south winds 
must struggle for supremacy until one conquers and the other is 
defeated; and when the last north wind blows over the hills and 
valleys, then spring is robbed of its joy, and summer moves in with 
red-hot glow. 

Yes, it is March, and the farmer hastens to get his seed into the 
ground, in order that it may sprout and get a good start before the 
hot breath of summer blows upon it and it withers and dies. The 
fields are teeming with life. While here a few acres are being 
prepared for cotton, there the wheat is heading and the oats and 
barley sway in the breeze, and the first shoots of corn are sprouting. 
The year 1862 promises to be very productive. Everything has 
turned out well, and unless some unforeseen disaster comes, there 
will be a rich harvest stored in the barns of the farmer. 

The season would have been ideal if in the political sky a 
terrible thunder-storm had not arisen, which was rending the sky 
with bolt after bolt of destruction, sweeping across fields and 
woods and over the homes of the people like a whirl-wind, marking 
its path by the ruin of death and disaster. 
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Many things had happened differently from what the South 
had expected.-The Battle of Bull Run had not intimidated the 
North as it seemed for a time it would do. Just as in Wallenstein's 
times, armies had sprung to life; along the whole battle front the 
attack was expected. The underestimation of the strength of the 
enemy threatened to bear bitter consequences. The real 
seriousness of war with all of its horrors entered into the homes of 
those who had spoken of the "shopkeepers of the North" with 
contempt. The whole compass of the reign of terror was not yet 
fully realized. All had grown accustomed to the pressing laws 
executed at Richmond in order to make possible an army and a 
'navy, and the response had been practically universal in the Old 
South. Only in the less integrated sections was there a tendency to 
hold back. 

The enthusiasm of the first year had now disappeared; in its 
place had appeared worry among some and bitterest dejection 
among others. A premonition of the fateful termination of the war 
was already felt; but the bullets continued to fly, destroying 
everything which came in their path. There was no power which 
could stop them until they had run their course.

 In the valley where our story was enacted, the convulsions of 
this terrible crisis were now being felt. The Germans were not 
trusted because they made no secret of their ,Union sentiment; fear 
of what they might do caused the South to station a 
few ,Confederate troops in the valley as a safeguard. 

On Jackson's farm the spring work was going along in the 
usual way. But Jackson had grown distracted, and harried his 
slaves more than was his custom. Toward his daughters he 
appeared sad and melancholy, but he tried to conceal his irritability 
and distress. He felt shut off from the friends he had depended 
upon for companionship before the war clouds threw their 
shadows. It was quite impossible for things to be as they had been, 
and every encounter produced strain and high tension, The subject 
of war was now taboo, for there was no common ground for 
conversation. 

Ella was quiet and reserved. She did her work painstakingly; 
she waited on her sister and her father with the greatest devotion. 
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At times Jackson regarded her with increasing concern, because he 
feared she was grieving  her heart out over the sacrifice she had 
made in giving up her lover; but Ella smiled at the anxiety of her 
father. She declared that she had never felt better than now. Yet 
she was troubled by the knowledge that Richard Bradley, now a 
captain in the cavalry, was growing further and further from her 
thoughts, and by her increasing fear that Weiser would join his 
fellow-countrymen in taking his stand with the hated Yankees. 

On Weiser's farm many changes had taken place. Large fields 
were' enclosed by fences. A grove of young peach trees were 
struggling to put forth their destined bloom. Perspiring workmen 
followed the great plow, drawn by eight strong oxen, which was 
breaking the virgin soil. In the wake of this came other workmen 
with harrows. Some were sowing and others were building fences; 
in short, everybody was busily engaged doing something. Weiser 
looked with satisfaction upon the various activities and prided 
himself upon the fact that this piece of wilderness had been won to 
cultivation through his efforts, and was his to care for. 

He visited Jackson rather frequently, and each time cultivated 
an indifferent air in conversing with Ella. She was courteous, 
toward him, but that was all. He could not succeed in arousing any 
evidence of warmth of feeling, and each time he took leave of her, 
he felt a cold, lifeless hand in his own. If he had not occasionally 
caught her off guard, looking at him without willing to do so, and if 
he had not then seen a flush of color rise to her cheeks, he would 
have given up all hope of a more intimate friendship. To see her 
often had become a necessity with him; yet he had never tried to 
explain to himself the cause of this necessity. He took it for granted 
that there could be no other feeling between them than that of 
friendship, and schooled himself to think he was reconciled. 

Walter continued his old life, and still postponed enlistment in 
the army. He worked as hard as ever, and only during his idle 
hours did it occur to him that sooner or later there would be a 
change in his routine of life. Then he made plans and built air 
castles, picturing to himself the charm of family life, until a hearty 
laugh at his belated sentiment would put an end to his day-dream, 
or the threat of war would sober him into a state of passivity. He 
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saw Alice frequently and was cheered by the fact that she, at least, 
was unchanged. 
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CHAPTER XV 

A  V I S I T  T O  T H E  C A V E 

ONE morning at dawn Walter saddled his horse and rode over 
to Weiser's place to fulfill a promise to conduct him to Uncle 
Brown's cavern, in answer to a mysterious summons from the old 
hermit. As none of Brown's acts were free from mystery, he had no 
idea what to expect or how soon his curiosity might be relieved; 
but the message aroused a pleasing expeCtancy of something 
"different". Weiser also was delighted over the prospect of further 
acquaintance with this intriguing character, and made haste to 
accompany his friend. 

The two followed an Indian path along the bend of the river, 
then left it to enter a wild region where huge boulders, cedars, and 
scrub oaks caused the path to wind irregularly until finally it 
disappeared. Only a good sense of direction and a facility for 
remembering details enabled Walter to negotiate the difficult 
journey through the underbrush until finally they emerged into a 
more open space, where a well-marked path gave evidence of 
human habitation. They followed the path to edge of the ravine, 
where a crude stairway of flat stones, evidently made by human 
hands, led diagonally across the face of the sloping surface below 
them. Tying their horses near the slope, they began their descent 
and soon gained a rocky ledge from which they looked down upon 
gnarled live-oaks, huge boulders covered with trailing vines, and 
masses of ferns at the bottom of the ravine. Here and there great 
clusters of yucca with their wax-like pendant bells stood out in 
relief against the rugged walls of the opposite cliff. 

While they were looking down upon this unusual scene, a voice 
sounded behind them, and the hermit's warm greeting made them 
forget everything but the welcome extended by him. Even the 
mystery of his unexpected summons was forgotten. Plenty of time 
for explanations when the novelty of the situation had worn off! 

Following their guide, they continued their way along the 
rocky ledge until they reached the opening of the cavern. Their 
host then turned. "Welcome to my castle!" he exclaimed. "A 
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stronghold, indeed, –comparable to any in Europe in age and 
solidarity." He led the way into the cave through an oval opening 
which was about as high as a man's head and from six to eight feet 
in width. Masses of Virginia creeper made a trellis which framed 
this natural doorway. Maiden hair fern adorned the crevices in the 
rocks.

 Inside, there was more light than Weiser had expected. 
Diffuse though it was, it illuminated the large room, and was 
reflected from the grayish-white walls made of jutting rocks of 
limestone. 

Weiser was puzzled by the freshness of the air in this 
underground cavern, and also by the unexpected effect of cross-
lighting, until the two visitors were led back into a large inner 
chamber, where they noted that a shaft of light from above had 
transformed the anticipated gloom into a soft twilight. Though the 
spot of lightness which marked the crevice in the roof was invisible 
from the outer room, the tempered sunlight was nevertheless 
diffused through irregular open spaces at the top of the rugged 
partition walls. The drainage from the inner chamber apparently 
took place by means of a further opening leading into a 
subterranean stream shut off from view by rocky formations, 
beyond whose borders dampness and impenetrable gloom forbade 
exploration. 

Returning to the ante-room which was the actual abode of their 
host, they looked with renewed interest at its furnishings. 

At one side stood a wooden bedstead with a mattress and a 
woolen blanket; on the other side was a home-made table on which 
were a lamp, writing material, a few pipes and a tobacco pouch. 
The outjuttings of  rock were used as hangers for wearing apparel, 
which was made mostly of leather. In the corner were several guns; 
behind these hung a  powder horn and a pouch of shot; near the 
entrance, a well filled water bucket, several chairs covered with 
raw-hide, a few kitchen utensils, and a crude table,-on which were 
some corn-pone, smoked meat, fruit, and nuts- completed the 
furnishings of this unique human dwelling.
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Walter was familiar with the place and seated himself without 
looking around. But for Weiser everything was so new and original 
that he stood entranced.

Uncle Brown slapped him lightly on the shoulder and smiling 
said;

“Dear friend this has little resemblance to the luxurious home of 
your beautiful Berlin; but in comparison with the dark cellars in 
which many of the poor people of the same Berlin live, it is a 
palace. Look out through this soft screen of foliage over towards 
the tree tops, the cliff beyond, and the blue sky above. Listen to the 
medley made by the twittering of countless birds, and tell me it 
does not compensate for the noises and tumult of the streets of the 
city ten thousand times!”

“Oh, I know what you are thinking,-How can any person of any 
culture choose such a whole for a dwelling?” My rely is that it takes 
a man with a cultural back-ground to be able to do it. I shall not 
exactly say that I am a philosopher, but nevertheless it takes some 
philosophy to reconcile oneself to such a life. Some considered 
Diogenes in his tub a wise man, others considered him a fool, and 
the opinion of one has as much weight as the other. I have often 
considered myself a wise fool. The virtue of total abstinence is not 
easy to practice, and demands more strength than people are aware 
of. On the other hand this virtue has its peculiar charm; and 
whoever seeks the goal and happiness of life in satisfaction and 
contentment with himself and independence from all necessities of 
civilization, finds it in such a life as I have now lived for twenty-five 
years, just like the proudest philosopher in his empire of thought." 

"Cave dwelling, to be sure, is not new in human experience," 
commented Weiser. "I seem to recall that primitive people in 
almost all the nations whose history we know made use of caves for 
shelter and protection. But that a man of your culture should 
voluntarily choose so unusual a place of residence is, in spite of all 
you say in defense of it, a challenge to one's curiosity." 

"Tell me, how did it happen that you are squandering a whole 
lifetime here in this wilderness?" asked Walter. 

"That's very simple," answered Brown. 
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"When I came here this was really a wilderness, and not as it is 
now, a merely sequestered place, surrounded by a settlement. At 
that time an Indian tribe, the Lipons, to whom the land rightfully 
belonged, lived here. They were driven from the land of their 
fathers and found a refuge in Mexico; from there they make regular 
raids against their mortal enemies, the white people of this state. 
When I came here they were a peaceful tribe and were gaining a 
livelihood by hunting and trading with the settlers. I was a good 
friend of the Indian agent from the United States, and on one 
occasion had accompanied him on one of his expeditions to the 
reservation of the Lipons, which extended for' miles along the 
river. I liked the primitive life of the neglected children of the Great 
Father so well that I stayed in their camp for a year w h i I e I 
hunted and fished with them as well as explored the land. 
Eventually I became one of them and was respected as such.

 "They strongly urged me to become the head of a family, but I 
resolutely refused every enticing offer. This cave was a shrine to the 
Lipons; here they gathered in large numbers, from time to time, 
and out of the flint rock they fashioned arrow heads, tomahawks 
and other implements of Indian warfare, which were then stored 
up in the cave. The hieroglyphics which you see on the wall, the 
animals, men, women, and tepees in blue, red and yellow colors, 
originated with them. When these poor fellows, by orders from 
Washington, were forced to give up their land and I had to take 
leave of them, they presented me with the cave and all of the land 
lying in front of it, a gift which could not have been substantiated if 
my twenty years' uncontested occupancy had not given me the 
right of ownership under our laws. 

"With no definite purpose in mind, I moved into the cave and 
remained here. When the war with Mexico broke out I left the cave 
to its fate for a year and upon my return found it unmolested. But 
lets not spend all of our time in recounting stories. I haven't told 
you why I asked you to come here this morning with your young 
friend. It is high noon now; and while we , are making our frugal 
meal of the things which you see before you, I shall explain why I 
have sent for you." 
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He then recounted how it had been related to him that political 
events had taken a turn which forced the German settlers to 
organize for their own protection. The conduct of the Confederate 
troops who were stationed in their neighborhood aroused more 
and more antagonism, and this was. beginning to lead to brawls. 
The Union sympathizers had therefore decided to establish a 
secret organization, and for this purpose they had been summoned 
to gather at the source of the mountain stream, high up in the 
timbered crest of the hills, –in short, only a mile or two from the 
cavern in which the friends were then conversing. The messenger 
who had brought the news to the hermit carried a summons to all 
to assemble at the rendezvous in the early afternoon. A special 
message to Walter from the hermit furnished the opportunity for 
this preliminary visit. Brown's own reluctance to join the conflict of 
the Northern and the Southern states was overcome by his loyalty 
to the ties of common blood. He was therefore lending his aid in 
the defense of his countrymen from threatened injury. 

"Let us be going," he concluded, taking his cap and his 
revolver, and leading the way toward the rendezvous. 

We shall pass over the negotiations which were transacted in 
this remote wilderness. The result of this meeting was a secret 
alliance which bound the participants, not only to aid each other, 
but to pledge their fealty to the United States. Secret signs, signals, 
pass-words, and everything pertaining to a fraternal organization 
were determined upon, and the entire district was divided into 
circuits with a captain for each. These events, as well as the names 
of the active participants, are matters of history. 

 A VISIT TO THE CAVE 79





CHAPTER XVI 

T W O  E P I S O D E S

ON a day in sunny April Ella and her father rode on horseback 
to the post-office, a mile from their house on the post-road leading 
from San Antonio. Not far from the lime~rock building which 
served both as an inn and a post-office were the tents of the 
Confederate soldiers sent to keep a guard upon the settlers of the 
vicinity, and also to enlist recruits. Ella had dismounted, and sat 
down upon a shapely boulder beside the road to wait while her 
father went into the building. She saw approaching her a young 
officer in the grey uniform which symbolized for her ,a hero and a 
defender of the right. Lifting her eyes to his face as he advanced, 
she felt her heart begin to race. It was Richard Bradley! She gazed 
at him with mingled pleasure and dismay. His first words as he 
reached her side were far from reassuring. 

"Since you have forbidden me to communicate with you, is it 
permissible to inquire how often my rival has that privilege?" 

"What do you mean by that?" asked Ella as she fixed her eye 
sternly upon him. 

"I mean," he answered, "that 1 am not the man to be trifled 
with, and that 1 am advising your new friend not to interfere in my 
business." 

Ella receded a step, and tossed her curly head proudly. 
"It seems to me, Richard," said she with a quiet but firm voice, 

"that 1 am still a free woman, and have a voice in the matter of what 
1 am to do or not to do. My devotion to you was voluntary and no 
suspicion must be cast upon it! Look out, Richard, –do not insult a 
proud Spanish girl! " 

The blood rushed to Richard's head; the veins in his forehead 
stood out and his eyes flashed angrily. But he soon mastered his 
anger and with a smile, which looked forced, took Ella's hand. 

"Do not be angry, Ella," he said. "Of course you must 
understand that 1 am overpowered by jealousy when 1 must remain 
away from you for months and know that you are enjoying the 
company of a damnable alien. That is human, and you must forgive 
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me! 1 wouldn't have a heart in my body if 1 could remain indifferent. 
And 1 have fully made up my mind to put an end to affairs as they 
exist, come what may."

 "What are you going to do?" she asked.
 "I am going now to your father to ask him for your hand. He 

cannot, and will not refuse me!" 
"And what if he does?" 
"Then I shall take you by force!"
 "Stop!" cried Ella, frightened, "for goodness' sake stop! 

Dismiss this thought from your mind, Richard. I shall never go 
with you without the consent of my father!" 

Richard suddenly felt moved toward the proud maiden, who 
was so plainly freeing herself from his power, and decided on 
different tactics. 

Just then Jackson, his business quickly over, came down the 
steps of the balcony, and was met by the arrogant young captain. 

"May I have a word with you?" Richard began. "Before I went 
away, I sought your daughter's permission to ask you for her hand 
in marriage. She refused because she was so sure you would not 
give your consent. I have come now without her permission 
because I must know just where I stand." 

"So you are concerned about the hand of my daughter, Ella!" 
said he, and each word dropped from his mouth like a heavy 
weight. "I suppose you have already spoken to my daughter and 
won her consent?"

 "Otherwise I should not have come to you," answered Bradley. 
"And will you answer truthfully when I ask some necessary 

questions as to your past life and your worthiness to marry my 
daughter?" 

One could see Bradley flinch. 
"I will tell you this, Mr. Jackson," he said with trembling voice, 

"I did not come here in order to give an account of my thoughts 
and deeds. If I did not consider myself your daughter's equal in 
every respect I would not present myself at all."

 "You shall receive your answer from her own lips," said 
Jackson, and led the young man to where she had retreated and 
was standing beside her mount. 
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"I have brought Richard Bradley to you, Ella, ISO that you can 
answer a question which he has just asked of me." Jackson spoke 
slowly and in a voice vibrant with emotion. His eye was fastened 
upon the girl, whose erect figure stood before him like a statue. 

"Richard Bradley has asked my consent to marry you," 
continued Jackson. "You know that. To you it is not such a surprise 
as it was to me, since you evidently have given him some 
encouragement. When it comes to selecting husbands, I put no 
restrictions upon my children. If you think that you can trust this 
man with your future happiness, go with him in peace. Go, but 
forget that you have a father. With a man who is a companion' of 
ruffians, and with a daughter who chooses such a man for her life 
companion, Henry Jackson wishes to have no connection, as truly 
as he is an honest man and a patriot." 

Ella did not stir, but stood like a marble statue. Bradley walked 
up as if to take her hand. Then life seemed to come back to her. 
Sh~ turned away and walked over to her father.

 "Go, Richard, " she said in a lifeless voice, "forget me. I knew 
how this would end. My place is at my father's side. Be patient, 
Richard; times will change!" 

Then Richard lost patience. His blood coursed hotly through 
his veins and his muscles twitched.

 "Here is your place, by my side," he cried, striding toward Ella. 
''You belong to me; you belong to me by solemn promise, and by 
Heaven I'll make you keep that promise!" 

He tried to take hold of Ella's arm, but frightened by the 
terrible look which she gave him, he recoiled. This look did not 
escape Jackson, who was intently watching every movement of his 
daughter.

 "Go, Richard," said Ella with the voice which seemed to come 
from an imperious queen. "Go, for both our sakes." 

Bradley hesitated for a moment, but he could not withstand the 
majestic look of the girl, so he obeyed her command. He started 
away, turned back, raised his arm and with a face distorted with 
anger cried: 
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"We will meet again, Mr. Jackson! And you will not have long 
to wait in order to find out that a Bradley cannot be insulted and 
the act go unpunished!" 

With .this he turned and went hastily across the road. 
Ella's strength was completely gone. Sobbing she threw herself 

into her father's arms and placed her head against his shoulder. 
"My dear child,“ said Jackson brushing her luxuriant curls from 

her forehead, "even at its best human life is a thorny path. You have 
received a deep wound today, but believe your old father when he 
tells you that some wounds have a tremendous influence in 
transfiguring our lives. If your love for Richard is genuine, today's 
incident will not be able to tear it from your heart, or from his. But 
I fear you are en the wrong path, and I pray that I have helped to 
lead you to the right one!” 
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CHAPTER XVII 

O L D  S A N  A N T O N I O 

THE old Mexican city of San Antonio, one of the oldest cities 
in the United States, began in 1862 to change. The old business 
houses closed their doors, and stopped offering their wares for sale. 
Heavy trade had ceased months ago, and in its place had come 
petty bartering for the most meager necessities of life. San Antonio 
had become a garrison. Upon the plaza soldiers were either on 
parade or. undergoing training, and in the street soldiers from 
privates to generals were bestirring themselves. The theaters 
remained open day and night, and here the Confederate soldiers 
spent the greater part of their idle time in the company of American 
and Mexican professional actors. In that part of the city where the 
low stone buildings were occupied mostly by. Mexicans, there was 
one gambling den after another; and in the evening, along with the 
gambling, there was held a so-called fandango, –not that Spanish 
fandango which is today a favorite dance of the Spaniards and 
which is characterized by its grace and modesty, but that special 
fandango of San Antonio, which, touched by American rowdyism, 
has degenerated into debauchery. 

To such a fandango we are now to introduce our gracious 
reader. We enter a low room enclosed by dirty walls. In the center 
of the room is suspended a hanging cross with four candles that 
shed a dim light through the heavy, smoke-laden air. At one side of 
the room is a platform where three swarthy Mexicans are playing in 
their melancholy way upon' a violin, guitar, and triangle, to a tune 
to which the compact human mass is keeping time. At the other 
end of the room is the bar to which each dancer leads his partner, 
where, as a recompense for the pleasure which she has afforded 
him, he buys her a glass of whiskey, a cup of coffee, or a package of 
cigarettes. An old, almost spherically stout Mexican woman, with 
swarthy complexion, snow-white hair, piercing eyes, and a colossal 
hawk-like nose which rises from a sea of wrinkles, stands behind 
the bar and serves the guests. 
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The gentler sex which serves the double purpose of dancing 
with the men and of animating trade at the bar, belongs to the 
lowest, most degraded class of society, and represents practically 
all of the nationalities which have drifted together in this corner of 
the earth. There are Mexicans of all shades, from the descendants 
of the immigrant families of old Spain to the descendants of the 
pure-blooded Indians. American women, Irish women, and 
German women,only the negro woman was excluded; not even in 
this gathering did she have a right to appear. Almost everyone of 
them smoked her cigarette. 

The men were also of motley array. The majority of them wore 
either the uniform or the Mexican dress. All heads were covered, 
some with wide-brimmed sombreros, with fantastic adornment, 
other with caps of blue, yellow, red or grey cloth; in every mouth 
was a cigar, and in every belt a knife or pistol. Beside the beardless 
youths stood grey haired men, whom age had not endowed with 
wisdom. An atmosphere of shamelessness enveloped the dancers, 
but with all the noise and tumult, there was a surprising element of 
order, considering the notorious characters who had gathered 
there. As soon as the music started, the dance began, and after each 
dance the throng crowded around the bar to share appropriate 
refreshment. 

A small door led from the dance hall into the gambling den. 
Around a low table a throng of people had gathered and followed 
with eager eyes each movement of an old Mexican, who, with 
colossal calmness, was drawing off one card after another, taking in 
and paying out money. Not a word was spoken, not a sound could 
be heard; a deathly stillness prevailed which was in striking 
contrast to the noise and tumult of the other room. 

Among the players was an elderly Mexican who, strangely 
enough, wore the uniform of a Confederate captain, in cavalry 
service. He, like all the others present, had played with seeming 
calmness, none of his fellow players having noticed the tense 
excitement under which he was laboring. He was a large, strong 
man, with handsome features, who, by his 'complexion, seemed to 
belong to the mixed race of the M0ntezuma Empire. 
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When the dealer shuffled the cards again this Mexican cavalry 
officer looked at his watch hastily, then scanned the room as 
though searching for something; shortly after, as if he had found 
what he was looking for, he forced his way through the throng and 
walked up to a young man in uniform who had just entered the 
gambling hall. They greeted each other with a nod, and went into 
the dance hall, where they sat down in a corner upon one of the 
wooden benches standing along the wall. 

"I have arranged everything," said the young man, who was no 
other than Richard Bradley. "Tomorrow you will receive an order 
to go up with your company to relieve the company of Captain 
Holmes. My company will follow in a few days, and at about the 
same time you will receive in writing an order for the arrest of 
several suspicious characters, which. order you are to put into 
execution immediately." 

"And, of course, among these suspicious characters is the bird 
that you are particularly desirous of catching," said the Mexican 
laughing. 

"To be sure, that is the whole purpose of this comedy. At 
headquarters word has been received advising of a wide-spread 
conspiracy up there, in which the aforesaid 'bird' participated. He 
was present at one of the gatherings of the Unionists, which was 
held secretly in a concealed spot, but where, nevertheless, we had 
our spy. It was somewhat difficult to convince the commander that 
the lad who had been here scarcely a year was dangerous; but I 
finally succeeded, and his name is on the black list." 

"What do you want me to do with him?" asked the Mexican. 
Bradley scanned the room carefully, then said in a low, shaken 

voice: 
"You shall let him disappear!" 
 "And then report that he has escaped," answered the Mexican. 
"Be quiet! Not so loud. If you do your duty, you know your 

reward. I do not want to soil my hands with him; I have reasons for 
this, otherwise I should make short work of it myself. The world is 
too small for both him and me. But I do not want it known what 
becomes of him. Arrange it so that his flight will appear evident. I 
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shall be with you when he is arrested; then you may take him and 
let him escape. You understand me now." 

The Mexican lighted a new cigarette and nodded slowly to 
himself.

 "I will do you the favor," he said slowly. "It is a dirty piece of 
work, but it was understood when you used your family influence 
to have me made an officer, that you would expect a return like this. 
And now, my boy, get up, and join in the dancing. They are 
beginning to watch us." 

Both got up and disappeared in the crowd of senoritas. 
Suddenly a shot sounded; a dozen knives and revolvers were drawn 
from belts. With screams the girls and women rushed from the 
room. There were oaths in many languages; the room was in a din, 
and soon two sides were lined up ready for battle, neither knowing 
what had happened. At this time the Mexican officer who had just 
been talking with Bradley stepped between the two factions with 
drawn revolver, and in a penetrating voice ordered silence. 

Everything became still. 
"An unfortunate accident, nothing more," he said to the excited 

combatants. "It is one of my people who was shot through 
carelessness. We shall investigate tomorrow. On with the dance, 
musicians!" 

The musicians played, dancing was resumed, and the incident 
was forgotten. But on the outside a young Mexican was being 
carried away with a bullet in his chest, his life fast ebbing from him. 

Bradley was standing in front of the door taking leave of the 
Captain. 

"What does that mean?" he asked. 
"That means that the insolent fellow listened in on our 

conversation and had the temerity to offer me his services. He 
spoke to me in the middle of a dance, and the accident happened."
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CHAPTER XVIII 

C O N F L I C T

IT was such weather as frequently comes to Texas in the spring 
of the year. All of the elements seemed to conspire together to 
produce one mighty storm. At times the heavens appeared 
dazzling, illuminated with magical violet light, which was 
produced by forked lightning; this was followed by in-: tense 
blackness which might strike terror to the soul of a sinner more 
surely than the most vivid portrayal of hell from the mouth of the 
most fantastical priest. Then followed a mighty roar and a clap of 
thunder, then a crash like music from the battery of Erupp's giant 
cannon; the rent masses of air rebounded and rolled rumbling on, 
only to be torn asunder again by new flashes of lightning. 

The rain beat heavily against the blinds, and gusts of wind 
shook the solid old house in which Henry Jackson was sitting 
before a brightly burning wood fire. It was May, but the Texan is 
easily chilled, and when a norther rages through the branches of 
the century old cypresses, and threatens to break down the gnarled 
old live, oaks, he seeks the comfort of the friendly fireside against 
the raw weather, and waits until the south wind gains mastery. 

The'" old-fashioned fireplace was completely filled by a huge 
trunk of wood, and, though the flames lapped at it greedily, it bade 
fair to last not only through the night but also over into the next 
day. By the glow of the fire one could see that, beside Jackson and 
his daughters, a young man was also present in the room. Like 
nearly every other young man south of the Mason and Dixon line, 
he wore the complete Confederate grey. 

"You were lucky," said Jackson to chis guest, "to reach shelter 
before this storm broke. This is a night which is not friendly to man 
and which must cause the most ardent admirer of primitive life to 
shudder."

 Involuntarily he thought of his old friend, Brown, and of his 
depressing solitude. 
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"Our comrades out there," he continued. "will hardly be able to 
keep up their camp fire, and their little tents will afford them no 
shelter." 

"I do not like being unable to carry out my commission today," 
said the young man. "It was impressed upon me that these 
dispatches should be placed in the hands of the commander today." 

"Is that so? Dispatches!" said Jackson. "What can there be so 
important that dispatches should be placed in the hands of the 
commander today? Surely there are no enemies in this locality? I 
have already racked my brain to know why troops are stationed 
here in peaceful settlements when they could far better be used at 
the front." 

The young man shrugged his shoulders. .
 "I can say little about that," he answered, "a soldier obeys 

orders and asks nothing of the contents of the dispatches. I know 
only this, that much depends upon their hasty execution."

 "Hm, hm," murmured the old man, stirring the fire so violently 
that the sparks rose crackling into the chimney.

 "I believe it is a question concerning the arrest of several 
restless spirits," added the Confederate soldier. 

Jackson threw back his head, and a frown rested on his 
forehead. Ella, who had been busy sewing, folded her work slowly 
in her lap, and then raised questioning eyes . to the young man, 
who seemed to feel particularly charmed, and became 
communicative; why shouldn't he try to make himself entertaining? 

"They are talking of a conspiracy which seems to be centered 
up here," he continued, "and of course there is nothing more 
natural than to be on guard against it. Of course, this concerns only 
the Germans who imagine that they must give allegiance to Uncle 
Sam. Foolish people, these Germans!"

 Mr. Jackson moved about restlessly in his chair. He scented 
trouble! What were they planning and at whom were they aiming? 
Of the clandestine meetings in the mountains and their resulting 
organization he knew nothing. 

 Uncle Brown had insisted that Jackson should not be 
informed of the alliance. knowing the embarrassment such 
knowledge would involve. 

92 THE HERMIT OF THE CAVERN



A brief pause ensued. Finally Ella said:
 "You do not know who these dangerous men are whom they 

want to seize?
"No, Madame; no doubt that is the content of the dispatch. If 

the weather settles by tomorrow, you will soon find out." 
"Foolish people, these Germans," muttered Jackson, "who are 

so opposed to breaking an oath of allegiance." 
The Confederate soldier looked at the old man somewhat 

surprised.
 "But who could be reproached for severing his connection and 

association with a government which has become an open enemy?" 
The turn which the conversation had taken did not seem to 

please the young man. He was in doubt whether he was dealing 
with friends or enemies.-He looked from Jackson to Ella and from 
Ella to Alice, who had remained a silent listener, 

“I do not know,” he finally said in his embarrassment, “whether 
I have made myself clear or whether I have said more than I can 
answer for.”

“Do not worry, young man,” said Jackson, who noticed at once 
that he had aroused the suspicions of the soldier by his apparent 
defense of his neighbors. “You are among good patriots as you will 
find anywhere; my daughter, who is keenly interested in the South 
and the success of your army, will confirm that.”

That is what I had supposed,” said the Confederate, visibly 
relieved, ”and now permit me to retire. I should like to reach camp 
before daybreak, and only a few hours of rest are left to me.”

Jackson called John and ordered him to show the guest to his 
room, When the later had withdrawn he turned to Ella.

“My child,” he said, “tonight I had to appeal to your patriotism. 
No doubt you saw that is was necessary, and moreover you have 
seen how your father’s apparently divided allegiance is causing 
trouble. The good cause in which the South is fighting compels 
out loyalty. My heart shudders at the idea of being an emnity with 
our nearest friends, yet a stand is to be taken. As to my children, 
you have your own free will and you shall act according to your 
convictions. Perhaps the calamity may strike us tomorrow, perhaps 
not until later. I do not like to speak of it, and this will be the last 
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word passing between you and me concerning this matter. 
Examine your heart and mind carefully, and then do what you 
consider right." 

After a loving pressure of her hand, he· left for his own room. 
Ella was deeply moved; she had not been able to say a single 

word to her father. Now she threw her arms about Alice and wept 
bitterly. Alice tried vainly to comfort her, and finally left her to her 
thoughts. Was it possible that they were conspiring against her 
father? Did these words point to some impending danger? 

At this moment John thrust his head in at the door and asked if 
his mistress had any further wishes. She was startled. She brushed 
her dark hair from her forehead, Straightened up, –the thought pad 
become a deed. 

She asked John to come in.
 "How much courage have you?" she asked the old servant. 
Apparently John was not prepared for this question. But he 

understood the situation. 
"What do you want me to do?" he asked in a resolute way. 
"Did you see the leather pouch which the stranger was 

carrying?" 
"De leather pouch with de brass lock?" "That is the very one. 

Will you put it into my hands during the night?"
 "Mus' I steal it?" asked John, as he grinned from ear to ear. 
"No, not exactly steal it, John; I should like to have possession 

of it for a few minutes; then you are to replace it." 
The negro scratched his head behind his ear. 
"Do you have the courage?" asked Ella, letting her black eyes 

rest upon him in a commanding way. 
"He put de pouch under his pillow," said John, "and he has 

several pistols on a chair. But John has courage; John will get de 
pouch." 

He stood up proudly. Ella gave him. her hand. 
"Be a brave boy!" she said to him. "You are doing a good deed. 

And now go! When you have the pouch rap on my door."
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CHAPTER XIX 

T H E  W A R N I N G

IT was probably three 0'clock In the morning when there was a 
light knock on Ella's door. She had not yet retired, but was lying 
on a sofa when she heard the knock. She sprang up; a chill passed 
over her. She opened the door. There stood John with the fateful 
bag in his hand. She let him enter, locked the door, and seized the 
coveted bag. An ordinary lock secured the opening. She was 
prepared for this. A bundle of keys were lying on her sewing table. 
One of these fitted; the lock flew open. Inside was a long envelope. 
She read the address and almost screamed. Pale as a ghost she 
leaned against the wall; before her eyes everything became blurred; 
she had to sit down for a moment to get her breath. Then she 
opened her eyes and looked at the address again. There was no 
mistake. It was written in bold letters: 

Captain Don Diego Escalante! 
The cold hand of death seemed to be lying on her heart. Was 

that not the arch enemy of her father, the man whom her father had 
defied, who had once before tried to take her father's life? Where 
did he come from? What destiny caused him to cross her father's 
path? 

But she had no time to lose in solving these questions. She felt 
that life and death rested in her hands; she would be brave and save 
what could be saved. With a sharp knife she opened the seal of the 
envelope, and before her lay the dispatch. 

A new terror portrayed itself in her face. Involuntarily her hand 
clutched at her heart as though a sudden pain had seized her. 
Distinctly she saw in black and white, that a certain Rudolph 
Weiser was to be arrested immediately upon receipt of this 
dispatch, and was to be placed in irons until further notice. A 
terrible presentiment came to her. But this was no time for idle 
thinking. She had to act quickly. She seized the dispatch, 
dexterously replaced it in the pouch, and after locking it, returned 
it to John. 
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"Now put it back quickly," she said, "then saddle two horses, 
one for me and one for you, and lead them to the prairie back of the 
house. Wait there until I come." 

Unquestionably John would rather have gone to bed. If he 
replaced the purloined pouch under the pillow of the sleeping 
stranger he thought he would have adventure enough for one 
evening. But his mistress had the right to decree it differently. So 
he hastened away, and when he had executed the first command, –
the stranger slept the sleep of the just, –and had replaced the 
pistols which he had carefully removed from the chair, he hastened 
into the yard, selected two strong race horses, saddled them as he 
had been instructed, and led them carefully from the yard over the 
crest of the hill, to the designated prairie. 

He had not noticed that Ella, wrapped in a dark cloak over 
which her dark hair fell, was following him closely. Now she took 
one of the horses, indicating that he was to mount the other, and 
they sped rapidly over the rain-softened road. The sky had partially 
cleared. In the north the stars were shining; out in the south and 
west there were heavy clouds from which lightning flashed. A cool 
breeze blew over the damp grass, and shook the rain from the trees. 

"What will Massa say when he don't find us in de mornin'?" 
John asked, breaking the silence. 

"I have taken care of that," answered Ella; "there will be no 
consternation in the house as long as the stranger is there. I 
awakened Alice and told her everything as well as I could. She will 
tell my father." John nodded approvingly. He had not thought of 
this precaution. He did not understand what it all meant. 

Dawn was just breaking when they reached Weiser's farm. The 
dogs were barking and the cocks were crowing lustily to greet the 
coming day. The sudden arrival of horsemen awakened the 
occupants of the house. A light appeared and immediately 
afterward the door was opened.

 Ella had jumped from her horse and had thrown the bridle rein 
to John. 

"It is I, Mr. Weiser; it is Ella Jackson," she cried.' 
"Why, my dear young lady!" he exclaimed, and ran to meet her. 

"What brings you here at this time of day?"
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 "Will you follow my instructions implicitly?" she asked. "I have 
no time to make any explanations; that I came here at this early 
hour is proof to you that the case is urgent. Get your guns and 
mount John's horse; it isa dependable one; ride as rapidly as you 
can-to Uncle Brown's cave. Remain there until you hear from us 
again." 

Weiser was speechless with astonishment. For a moment he 
looked at the commanding figure of the young woman· who was 
giving such explicit orders. Had she not hastened through the 
night for his 'sake, and was he to hesitate in carrying out her 
commands? 

He went into the house, gave a few orders to his workmen, 
took the double barreled shot gun and his revolver, wrapped a 
woolen blanket around his shoulders, and in a few moments stood 
before Ella. 'He extended his hand. Hesitantly she took it and, 
wincing, turned away.

 "Go, go!" cried she, "for Heaven's sake go! One moment more 
or less may ruin everything! Do not spare the horse; it is of good 
stock and can be depended upon. And now go!" 

He leaped upon the horse. A last glance at the beautiful girl 
and he was off, thrusting his spurs into his horse's flanks. 

Her eyes followed the fugitive for a moment; then she turned to 
one of the farm hands who had stepped up and witnessed these 
strange events in astonishment, and asked him to get a horse for 
John as quickly as possible. 

When the servant had gone to carry out her command, Ella 
seemed overpowered by emotion. She sank down upon a fallen tree 
trunk and covered her face with her hands. What had she done, 
and why did she do it? What was this irresistible power that had 
driven her out into the night when it was so fraught with danger? 
Her heart beat violently, the blood throbbed in her temples. Until 
then she had demanded no explanation from herself for her 
conduct. There was to be no time for it now either. She was 
startled by the thunder of approaching hoofs. 

From the surrounding woods on right and left appeared 
mounted horsemen who, in the twinkling of an eye, had 
surrounded the farm. There were probably fifty men who had 
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seemingly sprung from the ground and now formed a close circle 
around her. She trembled violently, but this evidence of fear soon 
passed. Proudly she stood up and threw her cloak back. The sun 
was just appearing over the distant mountain ridge, and cast its 
first pale rays upon her face. With a calm eye she looked at the stern 
soldiers, who, guns in hand, had lined up as though waiting for 
further orders. Two riders· were approaching. She recognized 
Richard Bradley as one of them, and a disdainful smile which 
played upon her face was replaced by a flash of anger. 

Bradley stopped his horse. 
"What does this mean, Ella?" he asked in a voice in which anger 

and astonishment strove for mastery. 
"It means that you came too late," she answered as calmly as 

her inner excitement would permit. "The man whom you are 
seeking has escaped, and I am the one who has warned him." 

A loud burst of coarse laughter followed this. 
"And so you have gone so far as this with the vagabond who is 

now revealed as a common traitor? And the modest Ella. the 
fiancee of an American, serves him as a spy-and Heaven knows 
what else!" I 

"And you call yourself an American , Yet your conduct proves 
you a despicable cur!" cried Ella in white anger, taking a step 
toward him. "If I were a man you should account. for this with your 
life. But I have a father who will know how to avenge his 
daughter's honor, and how to treat the desecrator of the uniform 
you wear'" 

Bradley attempted to assume a jocular air, but the forced laugh 
died in his throat. 

"If you were a man," he said, and attempted to show his scorn 
by a contemptuous tone, "your deed would be justly punished at 
once. But you are a woman, and unfortunately one cannot use 
weapons against a woman. Nevertheless, the fruits of your 
insolence will fall upon your head. Between me and you, and 
between my house and your house, from now throughout all 
eternity there will be war." 

He turned his horse and rode toward his companion, who had 
stopped a few paces back and was now staring at the queenly 
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young woman, who stood revealed to him by the first flush of 
morning light, with flashing eye and defiant mien. 

"Who is that woman?" he asked Bradley. 
"A traitor-ess," answered the latter. "In some unexplained 

manner she received news of our plan and has warned the enemy. 
He has gone." 

 "Who is the woman? That is what I want to know!" repeated 
the other. "Where is she from and what is her named" 

"Her name is Ella Jackson, and at one time she called herself 
my fiancee/' groaned Bradley.

"Ella Jackson! And who is her mother?"
 "A Mexican woman, I have been told. She has ,long since 

died." 
"Is this some devilish trick, or is it reality? Is it possible that I 

may find a clue herd" 
Bradley looked darkly upon the Mexican officer whose 

behavior he could not understand.
 "I thought we had other things to do besides curse and look at 

women," he said impatiently. "Save your surprise for some other 
occasion and let us act now. First let us search the house and see if 
the fellow has really escaped, and then let us follow him. He will 
leave a trail in the soft earth." 

The command was given; a search of the house confirmed their 
suspicions. The direction. which the fugitive had taken was soon 
discovered and the detachment galloped away as they had come. 
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CHAPTER XX 

T H E  F L I G H T  T O  T H E  C A V E

IT was in vain that Weiser tried to surmise the cause for his 
unnecessary flight. He felt certain that a great danger was 
threatening him, and he kept his horse at a forced gallop in his 
haste to reach Brown's solitary cave. He had long since left the 
wide road which followed the river bank. Common sense told him 
that his pursuers, if he had any, would easily follow his tracks along 
the road where each hoof-print was visible. He soon reached .the 
flat rocky plateau which stretches out for a mile, and then an 
otherwise dry creek bed, which the previous night's rains had 
transformed into a swift but shallow river. He rode into the middle 
of this stream and followed its course for a half mile. Feeling sure 
that he had now concealed every trace of his course, he rode upon 
the plateau again and hastened toward his forced destination. 
Occasionally he was in doubt as to whether he had followed the 
correct course, for he tried to shorten the distance by "going as a 
bird flies" (to use a Texas figure); but the sun and tops of some of 
the familiar hills served as guide posts and soon he recognized the 
forest which led down to the river and thence to Brown's 
hermitage. 

He found the old man sitting in front of the cave entrance. The 
noise of approaching footsteps, –Weiser had had to leave his horse 
in order to come up to the cave,caused Brown to rise hurriedly, 
and taking his pipe from his mouth, he gazed attentively in the 
direction of the only trail leading to the entrance of his cave. When 
he recognized Weiser, he went to him quickly. 

"What has happened?" he asked, after a hasty greeting during 
which he had scrutinized the wet, soiled garments and 0 the 
flushed face of his guest. 

"Be patient for a moment, Uncle," said Weiser as he took the 
woolen blanket from his shoulders and shook it. "You shall know 
everything. Just let me rest a moment so that I can get my breath." 

Brown dragged one of the heavy armchairs from the cave, and 
helped the young man into it. . 
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"Have you had breakfast?" he asked. 
"No," said Weiser, "they didn't give me time for that. If you 

have some whiskey and some bread I shall accept them gratefully." 
Brown hurried into the cave and quickly returned with these 

articles and a goodly piece of bear's ham.
 "Here, young friend," said he. "Hunger is a tyrant and will have 

its way. Help yourself. 
"After several minutes Weiser was fully refreshed and told the 

old gentleman the reason for his coming. He related in a simple 
manner how he had been awakened that morning by an unusual 
disturbance, how he found Ella outside, and how she, without any 
further explanation than that he was in danger, had urged him to 
flee.

 Brown had seated himself upon a boulder, opposite Weiser. 
His elbows were upon hit. knees and his head was resting in his 
hands. After Weiser ceased speaking, Brown remained silent for 
some minutes. Then he sprang up. 

"You have no idea what the danger is that threatens? "
 "Not the slightest. I am not conscious of having any enemies 

who would threaten my life and liberty. It is evidently some 
political coup: but then 1 cannot understand why I should be the 
first victim." 

"That is it, young man; as yet I do not see the connection, but 
we shall soon find out. For the time being you are safe here. Only a 
few people in the valley know the way to the cave of the old hermit, 
and they are not traitors. First of all let us take your horse to safety. 
Then we will hold a council to see what is best to be done. During 
the day-time it may not be safe to go out; if my suspicions are true I 
might easily meet Up with the pursuers. But after the sun goes 
down, I shall leave and attempt to reach Jackson's place before 
midnight. No doubt I shall find out the particulars there. You 
remain here and guard the home until I return."
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CHAPTER XXI 

T H I R S T  F O R  R E V E N G E

WEISER’S  pursuers, a group of Mexicans and American 
border ruffians of the usual sort, had tried for a few hours to find 
again the lost trail of the fugitive. They did not succeed. Bradley 
had finally ordered his detachment to withdraw, and the Mexican, 
who, as it will have been surmised, was no other than Diego 
Escalante, had followed his example and sent his swarthy cavalry 
on their homeward journey. On the return trip Escalante joined 
Bradley. 

“Well, we were led around by our noses there," Diego broke the 
silence.

 Bradley was in a bad humor. 
"If I had caught the hound, I should have deprived you of your 

reward and strangled him with my own hands," he said. 
"He evidently took that girl away from you," grinned Diego. 
"I will tell you one thing, Senor Escalante," rejoined Bradley, 

"you will be so kind as to refrain from all further remarks about me 
and that girl, or you shall learn to know an American." 

"I have already had that privilege," replied Diego, with a look 
which betrayed such hatred that Bradley was almost frightened. "A 
long time ago I got an idea from one of you Americans. It cost me 
first my fiancee and then my entire fortune. In order to find the 
despoiler of my happiness I staked everything, and lost everything. 
Once I believed that vengeance was near at hand, but Satan 
interfered and only by a hair's breadth did I save my own life. 
There is nothing to hold me in Mexico any longer. For ten years I 
have been traveling about this country, with just one aim and one 
purpose, that is, to trace my enemy to his lair. Now because you 
thought I could be of use to you I am made a Confederate soldier; 
doubtless they made me a captain because I can supply cannon-
fodder as well as anybody. I learned that trade in Mexico and will 
continue to practice it here to the best of my ability.

 "I do not want to force myself between you and the lady of your 
heart. but one thing I do want to know. The face which I saw this 
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morning is the face of my betrothed, stolen from the altar. Stop and 
listen to me until I am through!-my bride, of whom I was robbed 
twenty-five years ago. You said the mother of this girl was 
Mexican. Did you know her?"

 "Only slightly," answered Bradley; "but Ella, the daughter, is 
said to resemble her strikingly."

 "Who is the father?" asked the Mexican, trembling with 
exCitement.

 "Her father is old Jackson, who lives near the river. What is the 
matter with you?" asked Bradley, noticing the excitement of Diego. 
"You surely do not mean to tell me that he was the young 
Lochinvar who stole your bride!" 

"It is possible that it may prove otherwise. I have been baffled 
many times. But we shall see; and if it is he . . . ." 

"Well, and what if it is he?"
 "Then may God be merciful to his soul." 
Bradley stopped his horse. A fiendish idea came into his mind. 

Was it not Ella's father who had caused the breach between him 
and Ella? If Jackson was really the enemy whom Esalante was 
seeking would it not be to his interest to promote the execution of 
his revenge? If the girls were orphans, if the insolent young 
German intruder were out of the way, could he not force his way to 
Ella? 

"I shall give you a chance today, or tomorrow, to see the father 
of this girL" he said to Diego after a short pause, "and if he is the 
one you think he is-well, then, do as you wish." 

Diego looked at his companion askance. 
"It almost seems to me that you, too, have an interest in getting 

the old man out of the way. Are you not on good terms with him? 
Well, it doesn't matter to me, but I will tell you this: If I find in him 
the man whom I am seeking, I will have my way, even though I 
should not wear these epaulets another moment afterward. So do 
not mix in my affairs. For twenty-five years I have thirsted for 
revenge, and if the opportunity presents itself I expect to satisfy my 
vengeance to the full."
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CHAPTER XXII 

S U S P E N S E 

IT was late in the evening when Brown rode into the farmyard 
at Jackson's. Everything was in a state of general commotion. The 
slaves came to meet him and told him that Massa had company. In 
the living room he found, with JackSon and the two girls, Walter 
and Dr. Freiberg, the latter engaged in lively conversation. Joyous 
surprise spread over all faces as Brown entered. 

"I was expecting you, old timer!" said Jackson, shaking hands 
heartily; "wherever danger lurked you have always been at hand. 
The time has come when I need you and I am holding you to your 
promise." 

Ella had walked up to Brown and looked anxiously into the 
bearded face. Brown smiled. 

"Be quiet, my little dove," said he stroking her hair. "He has 
arrived; otherwise I should not be here. But so that we may 
understand each other better,"-he turned to the others who also 
greeted him cordially," tell me what all of this means. Up to this 
time I know nothing." 

"Didn't Weiser reach your place?" asked Walter. 
"Of course," answered the old man, "but he knows just as much 

as I do, namely, that he fled from some threatening danger of 
which this young heroine," he pointed to Ella, "warned him." 

"Then know," said Jackson, "that my daughter has shown 
herself to be a chip off the old block, and, by her determination and 
presence of mind, averted the· danger which threatened our new 
neighbor." 

"Yes, I understand," muttered Brown, as he thought to himself 
that perhaps something else helped, too. 

"She intercepted a dispatch addressed to the commanding 
officer of the Confederate soldiers who are quartered in our 
vicinity, and discovered that its object was Weiser's arrest."

 "The deuce!" exclaimed Brown. "How did they happen to hit 
upon him?" 
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"That is exactly what we cannot understand. He has not been 
here long enough to be in sympathy with the political affairs of this 
country, which would make him a menace to either party. Other 
motives are involved. However that may be, my daughter 
considered it her duty to warn him, and without notifying me, to 
ride over to his place in the night." 

"Which was very brave of our heroine, but not very wise; 
because she might have met the enemy." 

"The enemy did meet her and knows from whom the warning 
came." 

"Well, well!" said Brown. "To be sure that makes the matter 
serious enough. Didn't Ella recognize any of those who were 
searching for Weiser?" 

"She will not say; but one thing which I have not yet told you 
puts a sinister aspect upon the occurrence: the dispatch of which I 
told you was addressed to Diego Escalante as commander of the 
detachment." 

Brown looked unbelievingly at Ella. Then he took her hand in 
his and said: "In your confusion and anguish of mind could you not 
have made a mistake, or perhaps have seen a vision?" 

"No, Unele, " she answered seriously; "unfortunately I saw too 
well. By all that is holy to me -by the memory of my precious 
mother, believe what I say. I will confide in you another thing 
which I did not like to tell my father, because it would have 
angered him too much, –I saw Richard Bradley with the troops 
that came to arrest Weiser."

 "Ah, ha! " said the old man almost triumphantly. "There is the 
key to the whole situation. Thank you, my child." 

Turning to Jackson again he continued: 
"What are you going to do now? If the Mexican is really here, it 

is with an evil purpose. There are only two courses for us to pursue 
in order to avoid a calamity. Either we put him out of the way or 
we get out of his way."

 "I have already decided upon the latter," answered Jackson. "In 
such cases a quick , decision is a good decision, and every delay is 
bad. I have just had a conference with these two friends whom I 
called here in order to have their assistance and counsel. In a few 
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days I can collect all my assets; I can sell my cattle quickly; also all 
of the grain which has been harvested. The fields can remain 
unplowed, and the buildings stand vacant until our return. Perhaps 
it will not be long. .  

"I shall take my daughters to San Antonio, to an old friend, in 
whose family they wilL be well cared for. My slaves, too, may be 
left in his custody, as he has ample fields and quarters. I still have a 
tolerable sum of money in San Antonio which will provide for our 
wants until the struggle is ended, one way or another. In fact, I 
have already made tentative arrangements for such a plan, knowing 
that sooner or later I must help with the defense of our Southland. 
Old as I am, I can still carry a gun. 

"But, Brown, you, too, are in danger, living alone in these 
troublous times. I do not like to desert you. Won't you come with 
me?" 

Brown had listened attentively to Jackson's words. Now he 
shook his head sadly: 

"That may all be true, Jackson," he said sadly, "and you are 
justified in carrying out what you intend to do, but as far as I am 
concerned, you will have to leave me where I am. I have become 
firmly established here, where I have secluded myself from the 
world. Whatever good I am capable of doing, I want to do here. If 
those dangers of which you speak come to me, they will find old 
Brown right here in his place. Here I have lived and here I want to 
die.-But we are losing sight of what is most important. How long 
will it take you to arrange your affairs?"

 "From three to four days, at any rate; but I must get away 
before Escalante learns that I am here, as he is likely to do, being in 
this locality. He would already be here if he knew who and where I 
am, be sure of that. Those Mexicans never forget," replied Jackson. 

"And in the meantime you must have ample protection. Let me 
take care of this. I shall ride through the settlement as far as I can 
tonight; in the daytime I shall not be able to accomplish much. A 
second evening will be necessary to gather a sufficient number of 
men. Stay at home tomorrow; between sundown and midnight I 
shall return. These gentlemen," pointing to Doctor Freiberg and 
Walter-"will remain here?"
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 "Tonight, certainly, " said the Doctor. "Early tomorrow I must 
go over to my farm in order to reassure my family, but tomorrow 
evening I shall come back." 

"And I am going to remain here," said Walter. 
"That is to be expected," said the Doctor. 
Brown took his leave, mounted his horse, and rode away into 

the night. 

Now on the following day the regular routine of business was 
entirely disrupted on Jackson's farm. The negroes, instead of going 
into the fields to work, saddled the horses at the command of their 
master and went out to round up as many of the cattle as they could 
before evening. Only John, the house factotum, remained and 
awaited the orders of his master. Ella and Alice were busy packing 
everything which seemed valuable. And many a tear fell as they 
worked. Jackson remained calm. He looked through his papers 
and sorted them carefully, then burned a large part of them. Some 
he placed in his pocket; others he tied together and laid upon his 
desk. At first Walter had helpfully stood by the girls and, with 
undaunted good humor, did everything in his power to dispel the 
gloom which had taken possession of them. He succeeded poorly. 
Then he went out, as he said, to gather renewed courage in the 
open air. Jackson accompanied him to the back gate, and then, 
thinking it safer, returned to the house. 

It was about noon when Walter returned breathlessly to the 
farm. When he was anxiously questioned by the girls, he gave 
reassuring answers; then he went immediately to Jackson's private 
room. The latter had completed his work and sat lost in thought. 

"What is the matter?" he asked of Walter, who by his 
countenance and actions betrayed deep agitation. 

"Naturally it is nothing good; the beautiful days of Aranjuez are 
over," returned Walter. "Perhaps I am a coward, –I do not know, –
but it seems to me as if I had seen calamity itself."

 "Now speak like a sensible man and tell me calmly and plainly 
what has happened to you," said Jackson gravely. 

"Very well, then. As I was taking my stroll, I went a little 
beyond the crest of the hill, then down toward the prairie; as I was 
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returning I discovered several figures stealthily moving from shrub 
to shrub, not far from the house, and seemingly observing 
everything with the greatest attention. I hid behind a large boulder 
and watched the fellows. The first thing which seemed surprising 
to me was the resemblance which one of them bore to Richard 
Bradley. And sure enough, when I looked at him more closely, I 
recognized him. Beside him walked an elderly Mexican in a grey 
uniform, who was listening attentively to explanations which 
Bradley was giving, as I could tell from his gestures. The whole 
thing impressed me as an expedition out to get the lay of the land. 
After about a quarter of an hour, they passed out of sight, and I 
made tracks for home."

 Jackson sat down and rested his head in his hands; an anxious 
pause followed. Then he got up as calmly as if this news Was of 
daily occurrence: 

"Events are heading up faster than I like. From the moment 
that I learned of the presence of this vengeful Diego Escalante, I 
knew that a , plot was being formed against me. I do not know 
what brought him on my trail. Perhaps it doe~ not matter anyway; 
he has a right to hate me, and if I did not have my daughters, I 
should look him up and end this affair. That Bradley should be his 
accomplice seems natural to me. So I must leave; that is settled. 
Only I should like a little more time."

 "Is there not some danger that these desperate men may 
execute their plans today?" 

"That is exactly what I am considering. Unfortunately I have 
sent most of my slaves to the farther range to round up the cattle 
there and they will not return until tonight. We can hardly count 
upon Brown until midnight. The two of us can hold our ground 
for a while if it comes to the worst, but the end can easily be 
foreseen. So what is to be done?" 

"Would it not be best to leave here at once and seek shelter 
with one of our friends?" 

"That will not do. I cannot leave the farm and the negroes in 
the lurch. Take your horse, Walter, and ride over to the settlement. 
It will be easy for you to find out where Brown is. Find him and tell 
him how the matter stands. He can get here with his friends by 
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dusk, and if we have a dozen men here, we can make a stronghold 
of this house against which that fellow, Diego, can ram his head in 
vain!" 

"Very well; I shall go," said Walter, and within ten minutes he 
had saddled his horse and departed. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

J A C K S O N ’ S  C A P T U R E

DUSK had settled as Jackson waited in vain for Brown and his 
companions. When finally the sun had sunk beneath the hills, and 
intense darkness lay upon forest and valley, Jackson had his guns 
brought into the living room, where his daughters were seated, 
while John received instructions to keep guard at the door, and 
give warning of the approach of any person. The silence of 
apprehension lay upon the rooms. Jackson sat in his arm chair, 
smoking his pipe as usual. Upon the table lay two pistols and a 
rifle. Two other guns stood in the corner. Opposite him sat Ella 
and Alice. Their arms were around each other, and their reddened 
eyes gave evidence of their anxiety. John was stationed on the 
outside to give warning of the approach of strangers. 

Minutes passed slowly and certainly, like the pulse beats of 
eternity. Nothing disturbed the painful silence. Every noise from 
the outside, even the falling of a leaf could be heard. Suddenly the 
sound of the hoofbeats of horses was heard. 

"There they are at last,"said Jackson, taking his pipe out of his 
mouth. They could hear the voices and footsteps of men who were 
approaching the house, only friends would make so bold an 
approach!

 "Oh, there they are," said Jackson again, and threw open the 
door. In the darkness he could discern a few tall figures 
approaching him. 

“Welcome! " he cried. 
Instantly he was seized by several hands and thrown to the 

floor. 
"Bind him!" shouted a wild voice. 
The girls screamed loudly. Ella sprang to the table and seized a 

pistol, but before she could turn around, it was taken from her. A 
ruffian threw her aside, took possession of all of the guns and then 
found time to stare at the helpless girls who were regarding him 
piteously. 

115



"Pretty girls," he said. "It is a pity that we have strict orders. 
But we will come back another day." 

With that he turned and went out of the door, closing it behind 
him, and holding it shut so as to prevent the girls from following 
their father. Outside, very few words were spoken; it was 
unnaturally quiet. Jackson had been attacked so unexpectedly and 
by such superior forces, that he could not even make an attempt at 
resistance. His hands were tied quickly and one end of the rope 
with which they had bound him was fastened to the pommel of an 
empty saddle on a horse's back. Then they made him get up and 
ordered him to keep. up with the horse, upon which a rider was 
about to mount. Jackson had not uttered a sound; darkness 
concealed' his face, which was distorted with anger and shame. 

Presently the door was opened and his daughters rushed out of 
the house. The light from the doorway revealed what had 
happened. Locating the officer who seemed to be in command, 
Ella seized the reins of his bridle and began to plead piteously for 
her father. Alice joined her entreaties, in a frenzy of grief and 
distress. 

"Are these my daughters?" cried Jackson. "Do they humble 
themselves before robbers and murderers? Go, Alice! Go, Ella! To 
the last moment of my life let me cling to the belief that you are the 
children of your father and the children of your mother,your 
mother, whom I once snatched from the cruel arms of this hateful 
bandit."

 "Forward, march!" cried, the commander. The horses started 
off. Ella had fallen to the ground, and the horses shied from her. 
She saw how her father was dragged away, stumbling at every 
step; then she fainted. 

When she opened her eyes a few minutes , later, Alice was 
bending over her, crying bitterly. Quickly she sprang up, looking 
wildly around; then the terrible reality rising up before her again, 
she sprang up, calling, "Father! 0 Father!" But no answer came 
from the darkness. 

"Where is John?" she cried. She ran to the door. At the side of 
the steps leading from the porch, a motionless, lifeless form was 
stretched out upon the ground. It was faithful John, who had stood 
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here until he had been struck down, doubtless by a stealthy assassin 
who had preceded the attackers. 

Alone! No one to help her with the deed she instantly projected 
in her mind, –poor Alice would perish of fright if called upon to 
join her. She hastened to the stables, caught a horse, saddled it as 
rapidly as she could, mounted and called out to Alice: "I am leaving 
you alone, Alice; I must find out where they are dragging Father. I 
must save him or perish with him. Find a secure hiding-place, and 
wait for our friends' arrival. " 

Then she galloped out of the yard and rode blindly into the 
roadway by which the cavalcade had departed. 

She was lucky. It seemed as if the horse were following a well-
known track; she hastened through the valley, forded a small creek, 
and then followed along the bank of the stream. After several miles 
of travel, Ella heard a tramping noise in front of her. She had 
overtaken the raiders. Now she reined in her horse, and at a safe 
distance followed the dark figures which she could see vaguely in 
spite of the darkness. 

Finally they halted. She could see them· as they dismounted 
from their horses. Soon a small fire was flickering; by this she could 
recognize her father. She saw them tie him to a tree. She was about 
to thrust her spurs into her 'horse's flanks and ride forward when 
another idea came to her. Her eyes flashed with a new resolve; then 
she turned her horse and rode back the same way that she had 
come. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

T H E  R E C K O N I N G

IT was a small place covered with sturdy live oaks, sumac 
bushes and scrub oaks, in which Diego's squad came to a halt. 
This place rose several feet above the surrounding plain, and was 
densely covered by underbrush. The plain extended about half a 
mile, then merged into a wooded spur. 

The first task of the troops had been to light a fire. Then they 
had selected a fairly isolated tree, with a clump of bushes behind it, 
placed Jackson with his back to it, and tied him there. This had not 
been done without an intermingling of Spanish and English oaths 
and some ill-timed jokes. Coarse as these troopers were, they were 
inspired with a certain respect for the stoic heroism of the old 
gentleman whose restraint they could not understand. He had 
whispered to an Irishman who was tying the knots that bound him 
that when he had fought side by side with the sons of the "Emerald 
Isle" for the independence of Texas against Mexican tyranny, he 
had not expected ever to find an Irishman who would allow himself 
to be used ;as an unscrupulous tool by a base Mexican against a 
free citizen of the United States, and the Irishman had left him 
with a nod and a look of sympathy. 

Diego Escalante, with a Mexican officer, beside him, sat upon 
a stone near the fire observing everything closely. Calm as he 
appeared outwardly, a terrific storm was raging within. It seemed 
to him as if he could hear each drop of blood falling into his heart, 
and hissing as if, molten hot, it were plunging into icy water. His 
face was convulsively distorted and his eyes were bloodshot. So 
many years of searching and now his day had come! 

For a while he sat quietly opposite his mortal enemy, while the 
soldiers were busy with the horses, which until now had not been 
unsaddled. 

Jackson stared at the sky, where only a few stars were visible. 
He avoided looking at the Mexican. 

Diego finally broke the silence by saying; "I suppose that you 
are awed by the injustice which is being done to you. No doubt you 
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imagined that fortune, which has favored you in such a remarkable 
way for twenty-five years, had become more dependable than it 
usually is. In your happiest moments did you not tremble at the 
wrath which lies in wait for you as for every villain, and only waits 
the opportunity to manifest itself? Curl your lips in scorn; in less 
than an hour I hope to force from them a whimpering plea. Did it 
not occur to you that a poor despised Mexican could have a 
memory? True, I was neither poor nor despised in eyes other than 
yours. I was blessed with worldly goods, and rejoiced in the honors 
of a high political position. More than that, I stood on the eve of a 
prosperous career for the fulfillment of which I had worked many 
years. Then your cursed hand interfered with the happy course of 
my life. With one stroke you robbed me of everything which had 
any value to me, and made of me a miserable, useless, unstable 
wretch, who had but one aim in life, –revenge against the usurper 
of his happiness." 

For the first time Jackson looked at Diego. He was not 
prepared for this cry of despair. Was what Diego said true, or was 
he merely trying to excuse his harsh, infamous conduct with 
hypocritical words? Unable and unwilling to concede him any 
moral superiority, he said: 

"Save your words for some more opportune time, Diego; I am 
in no mood for them. Hurry up and get through with it. If your 
revenge consists of extinguishing a human life already three fourths 
spent, that may be gratified quickly. Set to work, then. Till my last 
breath I shall consider you a base hound and a murderer, and I 
bless the moment which made it possible for me to rescue an 
innocent life from your clutches. " 

“Well, then, we shall see how long your pride lasts." 
Diego rose suddenly and gave a few hasty orders to his men. 

They left with evident reluctance, and soon returned with armfuls 
of dry brush which they piled around Jackson's tree. 

A painful quiver passed through Jackson's body; it seemed to 
him as if ants were running over his feet, his legs and body. So they 
intended to roast him alive. Well, then, he would have to grow 
accustomed to this idea, and that quickly. 
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Diego watched his victim with strained attention. He had 
leaned against a tree trunk where he could watch closely the face of 
Jackson illuminated by the campfire. Every quiver of pain in his 
face would be a diabolical triumph for him, every plea for pity a 
hellish joy. 

A great stack of brush and dry grass had been gathered. A 
Mexican whose face was scarred from small-pox was gathering up 
coals as if to light the fire. The American troopers looked with 
mingled feelings upon the new and strange spectacle. A few of 
them gave utterance to their aversion in plain language; another 
was insensible and coarse enough to joke about it. A typical border 
ruffian, whose life history was drawn upon his face in scars 
produced by scabbard thrusts, amused his neighbors with the story 
of the burning of a young Mexican, whose offense was that he had 
abducted the daughter of an American.

 "Serves him right," said the Americans: The Mexicans could 
not stand to have an unfortunate countryman subjected to this kind 
of ridicule; they forgot the victim in their anger. Then, with 
renewed feeling against the American who had done a similar 
deed, and had escaped punishment, they started forward in the 
execution of Diego's orders.

 "Don't be in too great a hurry, Pedro," said Escalante. "My old 
friend must have plenty of time to reflect upon what he has done 
and what awaits him." He settled back in apparent satisfaction. 
Suddenly a gun-shot was heard behind them, and then another. 
There was a wild shout as of a hunting party. 

"Treachery!" cried Diego, and turned in the direction from 
which the shouts had come. Wheeling about again, he drew his 
pistol from his belt, hastily aimed at Jackson, and fired. As his 
pistol cracked, a tall figure passed before his eyes and went 
stumbling away. Jackson sprang forward, and before Diego could 
raise his pistol a second time, a broad knife was plunged into his 
heart, and he sank to the ground. 

The attack from two directions had come so unexpectedly and 
with such violence that it did not occur to Diego's party to offer 
resistance. Uncertain as to the number of their pursuers, they 
jumped on their horses, or, if these were not at hand, they ran for 
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shelter. Only a few shots were fired; none of them hit the mark. 
Silence fell over the party as two of the rescuers lifted the body of 
Diego and carried it into the shadow of the tree to which his victim 
had been bound and held with the threat of torture. At the same 
time, tender hands removed the cords which bound Jackson's 
body. 

"You were just in time, my child; a moment longer would have 
been too late. And was it Weiser whose knife cut my bonds as 
though by magic? If your knife had not released me, the bullet 
aimed at me would have sent me into eternity. But did not Brown, 
my faithful old friend come with you"

 From the shadows beyond the circle of firelight which lighted 
the trees with ghastly splendor, there came a tremulous voice: "Yes, 
I am here; but not for long, I am afraid." 

All bent over the broken figure reclining on the grass. A thick 
blood stream was gushing from the wound in his breast. 

"We must go at once," said Jackson; "Mount your horses, my 
friends. and bring the strongest for my friend Brown and me. Let 
us return to my farm, where we shall see what can be done." 

In a few minutes; the little procession of twelve people started 
off. Jackson, with tears streaming down his face, had laid his old 
friend across his horse, supporting his head on his left arm, and 
clasping his body closely with the right, which also guided the 
trusty horse. Slowly and solemnly they rode homeward. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

T H E  P A S S I N G  O F  T H E  H E R M I T

UPON a couch, in the middle of the great living room, his 
breast bared, the old hermit lay. Doctor Freiberg had dressed the 
gaping wound as well as he could. With one hand resting upon 
Brown's forehead, the other grasping a heavy rifle, Jackson stood 
beside the bed, his grief-stricken face looking into the face of his old 
friend. The noble soul of this true comrade, whom he had learned 
to trust in times of stress, had never shone through the rough 
exterior as it did now as death approached. Whoever has had the 
privilege of living among people whom nature has endowed with 
an inner knowledge drawn from primitive surroundings will not be 
astonished at the depth of feeling, the acuteness of observation, and 
the simple, yet correct philosophy of this singular man, not a native 
of the wilds from birth, but none the less a product of American 
environment. The man' who only an hour ago had plunged his 
knife into his enemy's heart in unrestrained barbarism, stood now 
at the bedside of his friend, deeply moved, while strange and 
mingled thoughts passed through his mind. 

Walter and Weiser had seated themselves on either side of the 
bed; Ella and Alice were on their knees at its foot weeping softly. 

Doctor Freiberg, after a careful examination, announced that 
Brown would probably not live more than half an hour. The old 
man realized his condition. Slowly his eyes passed over his circle of 
friends; a happy smile settled on his face, and in a weakened voice 
he spoke;

 "It is exactly the favor which I have asked of fate in my lonely 
hours, –in the midst of the few friends, whom 1, as an old man, was 
able to win in my last few years, free from pain, beloved and 
lamented-who could wish for a more beautiful death after a wasted 
life? Like the foolish servants in the New Testament, I have buried 
my talents, the strength which nature and careful rearing had given 
me, instead of using them for the betterment of my neighbors and 
myself. Twenty-eight years of my life have been years of penance for 
the error of one single sad day. This is the only secret which I have 
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carefully concealed. Now that I am bidding life farewell, I will ease 
my conscience and notify those who no doubt believe me dead, of 
how I have tried to atone for my error. In my game bag you will 
find a portfolio in which is a yellow letter, which I have been 
carrying around for years so as to have it with me when I drew my 
last breath. Will you hand it to me, Jackson?" 

Jackson opened the old, almost worn-out game bag, and after 
he had found the portfolio, Brown indicated by a nod of his head 
that this was the designated letter. Jackson laid it on the bed by the 
dying man. 

"And, now for a few instructions, my children," Brown 
continued with slowly failing voice. "This letter is for my sister in 
Berlin, and I should like for my young friends, Walter and Weiser, 
to pledge their word of honor that they will deliver it to the 
designated address. My sister may have married, and in that event 
they would have to find the address of her husband, since I can only 
give her maiden name." 

With visible excitement Weiser had advanced and grasped the 
old man's hand. 

"For God's sake, what is your sister's name?" he asked with 
great agitation. 

For a second Brown stared fixedly at him. 
"What is happening to me?" he asked softly. "What memories 

crowd before my dying eyes!" 
Trembling, he grasped for the letter on his bed.
 "There is the address, Adelheid Von Wertheim.
 "Uncle!" exclaimed Weiser, as he placed his hand tenderly 

upon the old man's shoulder; "must I find you at last only to lose 
you?" 

With a desperate effort Brown raised himself, Jackson and the 
Doctor supporting him. He placed his hand in Weiser's and 
listened breathlessly to what followed. 

"Tell me quickly," he breathed with difficulty; "only a few 
minutes are left."

 "I am the son of your sister Adelheid, Uncle, and one of my 
reasons for coming here was to find you." 
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Brown looked upon the young man with inexpressible joy, then 
dropped his head and sank back exhausted. He closed his eyes, and 
a gentle smile hovered over his face. Jackson dropped to his knees 
and listened anxiously to the labored breathing of the dying man. 
Ella and Alice knelt beside their father, and buried their tear-
stained faces in their hands. Weiser's face was set. The doctor had 
his finger on Brown's pulse that he might know when the spirit left 
the earthly frame. Brown opened his eyes and let them rove over 
the room. Then they rested on Weiser. 

"What became of Countess Silsheim?" he whispered. 
"She remained single and is living with my mother. Your 

opponent in the duel did not die, but is living as the head of a 
respectable family; you yourself were pardoned immediately after 
his recovery; all would have come out so differently if you only had 
written!"

 "And I foolishly believed that I had atoned for everything. A 
wasted life, a wasted life!" A deathly stillness reigned. 

Suddenly Brown called quietly, "Ella!" 
The girl glanced up. 
"Give me your hand, my child, in order that I may place it in the 

hand of my nephew; let this be my last good deed in this world. 
You have long been seeking each other, and you shall find each 
other before your uncle goes to his grave. And now adieu, children! 
Adieu, brave old Jackson. Watch over the young people and help 
them through these troublesome times. Farewell to everyone."

 "He is gone," said the doctor. 
Brown lay motionless, his eyes closed, his features, smiling 

happily, became rigid in death. The intense stillness was disturbed 
only by the sobbing of the mourners. 

The first to recover his composure was Jackson. He stepped to 
the door and called out. A number of young armed men, led by 
Professor Greibel, came into the room. They had stood guard on 
the outside while: death had taken its toll.

 "Whoever" wishes may look for the last time upon the features 
of the man who has twice saved my life, to what end, I wonder? 
There he lies." 
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Changing the tone of his voice he continued: "And now my 
friends, it is necessary to decide what we shall do. It is past 
midnight. We cannot remain in this house another hour. I shall go 
tonight to the cave of Uncle Brown, to bury my friend where he 
lived. After that is done, my daughters and I will go, as planned, to 
San Antonio. My slaves will go with us. But you, too, are in 
danger, from another cause which I can only surmise, and you 
should not remain here, either. I shall go now to prepare for our 
journey." 

When Jackson had gone, Dr. Freiberg turned to his 
companions. "The wisest thing for us would be to go to Mexico at 
once. It is perhaps better to go now while· the way is still open, 
than to wait and attempt it later when we shall probably have to 
fight our way through. After what has transpired today, there will 
be no peace for any of us. I have already turned over the 
management of my place to my youngest son; with the aid of his 
mother, he can get along, and because of his youth, will not be 
liable to molestation. And you others, –well, let your wives look 
after things, because the Confederates will have little to fear from 
them.

"So let it be," said a sturdy youth. "We have our horses and 
guns, and can go at any time agreed upon."

 "Go in peace, then," said the old Professor, "Unfortunately I 
must remain here and we a the r the storm, but I will do it as 
courageously as I can." 

"Good advice is seldom so quickly taken," said the Doctor. "So 
good-bye, friend, since there is nothing else here that you can do. 
Greet my good wife for me, and tell her that I shall see her before I 
shake the dust of this place from my feet." 

A little later Jackson came in from the outside to report to his 
daughters: "The carriage is now waiting outside; old Caesar will 
conduct you safely even in the dark. Some of the servants will go 
ahead and some behind you. Here are the letters to my friend in 
case anything should happen to me. Do not delay. As soon as my 
errand is finished, I will overtake you." 

Walter came up as these directions were being given, and 
begged to act as escort to the girls until their father should 
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overtake them. It was agreed that he do so. Upon learning of the 
plan, Weiser, too, sought the privilege of joining his beloved. As for 
Ella, her heart had found what -s-he had long sought. Uncle 
Brown was right! 

The horses stood saddled in the yard. Very soon Jackson came 
out with his comrade's body in his arms, and climbed into the 
saddle. The slaves mounted their horses and were ready to go.

 "Now forward!" cried Jackson, and the procession moved 
forward.

 As Jackson rode on through the breaking dawn, he thus 
reflected: "The Fates may have proved kind after all, old friend; it 
would have been a trying day for both of us when I left, as I have 
long felt impelled to do, to join the Southern forces. You would 
have understood my desire to do what I can to save a righteous 
cause, –and everyone who can bear arms is needed now. Moreover, 
I must help to redeem the grey that has suffered the disgrace of 
clothing your murderer. My future must bear proof that one can be 
loyal to the honor of his state without betraying friends who are 
tried and true." 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

C A L M  A F T E R  S T O R M 

AGAIN it is a Texas May. The unbroken fields are blanketed 
thick with flowers; here are spread acres of "fire-wheels" or "Indian 
blanket", –there great stretches of gold and maroon' or clear yellow 
coreopsis, –everywhere borders of blue sage along the fences and 
edges of the woods, and pink Mexican prim-roses along the 
terraced roadways. Against the gray-green branches of the prickly-
pears great blossoms, like silky yellow or orange pompoms, make a 
gorgeous contrast with masses of purple wild verbena. In other 
places wild poppies spread their banners in masses of white and 
gold, lifting their faces upward from slender stalks. Here and there 
all these colors are mingled into a matchless Joseph's coat. Along 
the rail fence that encloses the Jackson farm, hedges of Cherokee 
roses run wild. Just now their shining foliage is dotted with silver-
white blossoms which entice the butterflies and bees. Above, and 
beyond the encircling coronet of green woods, is the blue Texas 
sky, where white clouds float in wisps as delicate as carded cotton. 

Ella and Alice have risen early on the first morning following 
their return to the farm after an absence of three distressful years. 
Their father, still in the grey uniform which shows his captain's 
rank, comes out to join them ill a breakfast which Aunt Angeline is 
serving in the shelter of the honeysuckle vine on "de back porch." 
She and old Caesar and their oldest son and his wife are the only 
one"s of the slaves who have cast their destiny with "old Massa" 
and the young ladies. The others have preferred to make their 
living by new lines of exertion which their freedom has opened up, 
–-or perhaps they trust that they may be able to loaf the time away 
and at the same time avoid starvation.

 Alice was the first to speak: "There couldn't be any lovelier 
time for our return, with the mocking-birds and cardinals to greet 
us with songs, and the honeysuckles and jasmine to add their 
fragrance to our first breakfast together for three years. Let's forget 
as quickly as we can the wakeful nights when we have wondered if 
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such a reunion would ever be possible, and rejoice without stint 
that we are actually here!" 

"Amen!" said Jackson, older, thinner, worn from his years of 
active service, but still wiry and full of zest. "Except that we are late 
beginning our spring work and the houses need repair" and the 
farm is to be stocked again and we have to rustle new help, we 
might not know we'd ever been gone! There is plenty to keep us 
busy, so that we shall not have much time for brooding over what 
we and all our Southland have lost. Of course it is a bitter blow 
that our cause should have failed so utterly, with nothing to 
recompense us for all we have suffered.-But that is behind us now," 
he . ended, not aware of the approaching miseries of 
Reconstruction, and hopeful of a speedy restoration of old 
conditions. 

"There are many things it is best to forget," added Ella, "but 
also much to remember always. To have been faithful to our sense 
of duty and to have made sacrifices for something outside ourselves 
and our family has its own reward. There have been many acts of 
kindness, much heroism, and much generosity brought into being 
to offset the enmity and distrust and bitterness that war naturally 
brings." 

"That is true among those that fought as well as those who 
stayed at home," Jackson reflected. "I feel that, since we fought out 
our resentment as hard as we could muster strength to do, while 
fighting was the order of the day, we have now earned the right to 
lay it down along with our arms. I fought once for the United 
States flag when the Mexicans needed thrashing; and then I turned 
around and fought against it when it stood for a section that 
needed a thrashing, too. But now it seems that the old flag is ours 
again, and we had as well get used to the idea. If Lee says so, I 
guess it can be done."

 "Well, I must admit that I have no desire to see a blue uniform 
now or ever," said Ella with a smile. "Your grey one is beautiful to 
me, –I love it because you have helped to make it stand for 
something that is worth while in spite of surrender and defeat." 

"What  about our neighbors who went Northern?" asked 
Jackson. "Are any of them back?"
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 "We have heard that Dr. Freiberg is still in hospital service at 
Washington, and does not know when he will be out. Walter and 
Weiser, the Professor tells us, expected to get their 'honorable 
discharge' from the Navy at once, and to come back to Texas. He 
did not know at what point they would leave their ship. You know 
they enlisted in the United States Navy after making their way to 
the Mexican Coast." 

"Is Bradley still on his farm?" 
"No, he did not live long after the news of Richard's court-

martial and suicide," responded Ella soberly. "Richard was, after 
all, the apple of his eye. The slaves stayed on the place till they 
learned they were free, then left, each taking whatever' he could 
manage to carry or drive away. Nothing is left now but the 
neglected fields and dilapidated walls of the farm buildings. So far 
as I know, no one has come to claim the property." 

A silence fell upon the three; too many memories were evoked 
for easy discourse on the subject. Ella slipped her hand into her 
father's, a mute assurance that she acknowledged his wisdom in 
warning her against the wild, impetuous, and misguided youth 
who had not known how to adjust himself to home surroundings 
when he found them dull and uncongenial, nor how to meet, 
adversity when it came. 

It was an interesting coincidence that just when their minds 
were centered again on the tragic circumstances surrounding their 
departure from their beloved home, an interruption should have 
occurred which brought into consciousness one of the main 
threads woven into the web which had then entangled them. It was 
the approach of a lad belonging to the Professor's line of descent, 
bearing a note which he shyly presented to Ella. Opening it, she 
found this message: 

Dear Miss Ella: 
I arrived at Professor Greibel's home last night. May I come 

over and inquire whether my numerous letters to you failed to 
reach you or whether there was another reason for your failure to 
answer a single one of them? I wonder, too, about a mysterious 
spray of columbine, pressed between leaves of white paper, which 
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came to me with the post-mark  SAN ANTONIO, but with no 
message to indicate the sender. I have dared .to hope, –but let me 
speak of this in person, I beg of you! Three years is a long time for 
one who is naturally impatient to live on the frail hope expressed by 
the attenuated ghost of a once lovely flower. r shall await your 
answer. 

RUDOLF WEISER 

She handed the letter to her father, who, with a characteristic 
glance and gesture, gave mute assent to her right to answer as she 
pleased. This is what she wrote: 

"My dear Friend, 
Ever since the surrender, I have kept my window-shutters 

tightly closed because I couldn't bear the sight of a blue uniform or 
any other symbol of a conquering army. Feeling thus, I fear I could 
not explain things easily to Ensign Weiser, U. S. N. I am sorry. 
(But I hope he cares!) 

ELLA
P. S. Whenever Rudolf Weiser, full-fledged Texan, conscious 

of having done his duty as he saw it, but not ready to crow about 
it, cares to call on his former neighbor, I shall welcome him with 
all my heart. I shall remind him that when May comes 
columbines begin to bloom in the doorway of a near-by cavern 
which we both know, and recall one dear to us both, one who 
learned through sorrowful experience that patience, friendship, 
loyalty, and honor are the only things that really count.
-Please forgive me if I have seemed petty in what has gone 

before. There are things which can be explained away, and perhaps 
the rest can be forgiven. 

ELLA 

As Ella was sealing the letter, a clatter was heard in the 
roadway approaching the house. Soon a horseman rounded the 
corner and came into sight. He was clad in the cowboy costume 
common to the range, and was waving a white handkerchief 
vigorously in salute. With beaming face, he dismounted. Alice gave 
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a cry of joyful surprise, and ran to meet him. "Oh, Walter!" she 
began, "I haven't heard from you for three whole weeks! Why 
didn't you let me know you were on your way?" 

When Jackson had joined in the enthusiastic response to 
Walter's high spirits, and when cordial greetings had passed all 
round, he called to old Caesar, "Saddle my horse right away, and 
have a lunch prepared. The blue and the grey seem to me to be 
getting on good enough terms around here to satisfy everybody 
who is declaring for a united nation; so I think I can be spared 
without jeopardizing any reconciliation measures!"

 A little later, the elder daughter stood watching her father as 
he mounted for his journey; and as he rode away, she noted, with a 
catch in her throat, that he turned his horse up the narrow roadway 
leading to the hermit's cave. There, as might have been expected, 
he would pay tribute anew to the memory of one who had met 
unflinchingly the supreme test of friendship, and had, in the end, 
glorified what he had once called "a wasted life."

 "The last full measure of devotion,"the words of another who 
had fallen as a victim, voicing the spirit of the thousands who have 
perished that a cause might live. Loyalty to friendship, loyalty to 
duty, and then eternal peace! 

THE END  
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