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MY DEAR NICK: -

IN the Army, and in civil life - as an officer under my

command in time of war, -and as an unwavering friend

through all the less manly and more bitter struggles of parties

and of politics in time of peace, you have acquired many claims

to my regard. But it is not these alone that move me to write

your name on the first page of this volume. The last words

your Mother was ever heard' to speak, were words of warm

regard for me; and to the hour of his death, 'your Father

honored me with a friendship which is among my proudest

recollections. In the whole range of my acquaintance, I have

never known two persons more remarkable for. unswerving in,

tegrity of thought and action, or more distinguished for a lofty

scorn of all that was low 'er vile in humanity. In dedicating

this book to one of their descendants, I discharge a duty to the

dead; at the same time, I mark my appreciation of the many
virtues and manly qualities 'o the living.

JEnI CLEMENS.
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PREFACE.

IN selecting for the Hero of 'my story a real characte

whose name and exploits are so well known in the South-West

I was not unaware of the difficulties that surrounded the under

taking. I knew that fiction must in a great measure give

place to fact, and that imagination would be inconveniently

restricted in its flight. In such a work, the interest to ,e

derived from a sustained and complicated plot is almost entirely

lost, and if I had written for money alone, or even'for reputa.,

tion, my' choice would have been different. But as the last

of these did not weigh with me unduly, and the first not at all,

I selected a Hero, whose actual history seemed to me best

calculated to enforce the lesson it was my object to inculcate.

The leading object of "Bernard Lile," was to show that

no strength of will, no genius; no gifts of fortune, and no ac-

complishments, are sufficient of themselves to save us from the

greatest errors in our journey through the world.

In " Mustang Gray," this idea is carried still farther; and.I

have endeavored to show that no associations, no natural

gentleness of dispositia n, and no pious training in Early life,
1* (v)
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Vi PREFACE.

will suffice to prevent us from fielding to the iemptations of

passion.

The moral of both is, that at all times, and under all circum.

stgnces, we are weak and helpless against the evil tendency of

our own inclinations, if unaided by the protecting presence of

a merciful God.

In both, I have sought to impress on the mind of the reader,

the one great truth, that. the only way to escape from Hell, is

to keep our eyes forever fixed on Heaven.

I have made no attempt to paint one of those immaculate

characters without which, a Novel is generally considered a

failure by the sentimental reader. I have written of men and

women as I know them to be -a mixture of good and evil,

the best of whom are liable to err.

I have tried also to avoid that popular theory of Novelists,

false as it is popular, that virtue is always rewarded, and vice

is always punished here below. Some virtues and some vices

carry their own rewards or punishments along with them; but

in the experience of life, we do not jind the lightning descend-

ing especially upon the dwellings of the wicked, nor do we

hear of Angels dispatched with bags of gold to reward every

good deed a mortal may perform. The ravens fed Elijah, but

many a good man has starved in the streets of Boston, New

York, Philadelphia, and New Orleans, and found no raven to

suceor him.

The theory is not only false, it is full of danger to the

young. It weakens exertion, destroys self-watchfulness, and,

worst of all, saps the foundations of the Christian's creed, by

teaching us to look for judgments here, instead of hereafter.

PREFACE. yi

For the characters in this book, I am not responsible. They
arc real..--many of them without even the flimsy disguise of a
false name. They lived and acted at the times- and in the
places described. The principal personage was a man whom I
knew long and well. With all his faults, he was one

"Who loved me, and whom I loved long ago."

There are hundreds now living, who will attest that the
portrait I have drawn is true to the original. His adventures
might have been swelled to a volume of treble the present
size, and yet much have been left untold. I have confined
myself to such only as I considered necessary to the develop,
ment of his character.

The geographical and historical parts of the work, are as
accurate as memory, after the lapse of busy years, would allow,
me to make them. Of its other features I have nothing to
say. If the book altogether pleases the critics, very well--.
if it does not, still it is very well. I have long since learned
to bear both praise and, censure, even from the virtuous and
enlightened, with as much)indifference as is consistent with a
just pride of character. 'Vhen either comes from oth:r

sores, it is seldom read, and never remembered.

THE AUTHOR.



MUSTANG GRAY.

CHAPTER I.

"He stood beside a cottage lone,
And listened to a lute,

One summer eve when the breeze was goner
And the nightingale was mute.
The noon was watching on the hill -

The stream was stayed, the maples'still,
To hear a lover's suit:

That half a vow and half a prayer,
Spoke less of hope than of despair."

IN the dense pine forests which skirt Cape Fear river il
North Carolina, there lived in the year 18-, a widow and br
only son. There still, lingered about the form of the widow
many traces of the touching loveliness of her earlier years.

The frosts of sorrow had blighted the blossom, but the stem
was yet green and flourishing with a warm life no sin had pre--
maturely blasted. Her husband had been killed in the battles

of his country, and left her poor, indeed, but still with enough

to keep absolute want from her dwelling. From that hour she
devoted herself with a tender and never-ceasing, care to the
training and education of her son, the only pledge of her brief

and happy union with the man around whom all the 'rich
wealth of her affections had clustered. That boy was the
world to her, and never was there a young prattler who seemed
better calculated to call forth all the deep stores of a mother's
love. His fair locks fell in rich clusters about a head which a
painter might have taken as his model for an angel. The de.

2 (13)



14 MUSTANG GRAY.

licately pencilled brows, and the long' drooping lashes that
shaded his pale blue eyes, reminded you of one of those gentle

and tender girls, to whose very existence love is an uncon-

querable necessity. And in good truth he did love all things,
animate, and inanimate, which did not rudely check the over-
flowing fondness of his nature.. He would sit for hours by his
mother's knee, gazing up with his dove-like eyes into her face

as she read to him passages from Holy Writ, or stories suited

to his tender'years. This intercourse between the mother

and the child, pure and holy as it was, had yet its sorrowful
forebodings. Sometimes 'she would lay down the book when
she had finished reading, and twine her fingers in his silken

hair, while her heart beat ,low and mournfully, as the fear
crossed her mind, that a plant so tender and sensitive would
wither and die even before the spring of life had passed away.
But Mrs. Gray's fears were the fears of a mother : any one not'
blinded by her excessive fondness -not taught to shudder
and grow fearful by past misfortune, would have seen that on
this account, at least, her apprehensions were groundless.

Beautiful as was Mabry Gray, tender and delicate as he
seemed, a close observer would have detected in the long and
muscular thigh, the broad chest, and the arm which even then
was sinewy and knotted, the germs of a physical strength
which would be tremendous in its full development.

Such was Mabry Gray at the age of ten. What he might
be when the world had driven its harrow over his bosom, tear-

ing up a sweet plant here, and a lovely flower there -laying
bare the roots of all that was green and beautiful.to the parch-

ing sun, and leaving his heart as dry and dusty as the trodden

ways -what he might be th"n his mother never asked, and
God in his mercy called her away before the horrid history
was written. As yet all was peace, and innocence, and glad-

ness within the bosom of the beautiful boy. The sweet waters
of his life had never been rippled by a rude wind, nor stained

MUSTANG GRAY.

by commingling with the turbid current "" tempest-swollen
stream.

Years flew by, and under his mother's gentle training, Ma-
bry Gray was still all that her;,utmost fondness could desire.
He had grown tall, indeed, and active, and strong as the young
lion of the desert; but the almost spiritual beauty of the child
remained. Of all the fierce and deadly passions, slumbering
within that goodly shrine, not one -had yet been roused to ac-
tion -not one had cast a shadow upon its outward surface.
No contact with his kind'had called them into play' He had
no companions; for in that wild region there were few settlers,
and those were not of a character to attract the dreamy and
intellectual boy. Alone he roamed the forest with his gun,
and alone he sportedfor hours in the dark waters of the Cape
Fear. Returning he would throw himself at his mother's
feet, and read to her. from the little library she had collected,
.tales of the old revolution, and of the wild life Marion and
Sumpter had led in the deep swamps and dark woods, where,
liberty had taken.refuge from the myrmidons of a king. Im-
perceptibly the love of adventure was growing up within him;
but he knew it not, and, as no field was then open to attract
him, he dreamed not of a coming day, when its wild yearnings
would lead him through scenes and among- companions 'that
now would have frozen his life's blood at the fountain, if all
the dark reality had been revealed.

Mabry Gray had attained his sixteenth year, when a new
farpily came to settle in the neighborhood. The father was
apparently a cold stern man, whose whole- time and thoughts
were assiduously devoted to the cultivation of his little farm,
and who rarely exhibited even in the bosom of his own, family
any sign of human emotion. -But beneath that cold exterior
there was a kindliness of heart, and a benevolence of feeling,
well suited to the Christian character he so steadfastly professed. His wife had been somewhat wilful in her youth,



16 MUSTANG GRAY.

but even then she loved and respected her husband too

much not to make his will the law of her conduct, though

sometimes affecting to treat it lightly, and to laugh in his

face at the solemn tone in which it was announced. Time,

however, had subdued the wildness of her spirits, and the gay

girl was transformed into the sober matron. Year by year the

sterling worth and upright integrity of Mr. Allison's character

had grown upon her -satisfied too from long experience of

the depth and fervor of his love for herself and her children,

her life had been a cloudless one, and a happy family was

growing up around her. Of that family two only are necessary

to be described, as two onlyiare destined to make any figure

in this history. The first was a youth of eighteen years of

age'; full of animal life and animal spirits; noisy and boister-

ous ; across whose mental horizon no day-dream had ever

flitted - who&took the world as he found it, without inquiring

whether it might be better or whether it might be worse-

loved or hated as the fancy struck him, and never paused to

reason upon the qualities of either friend or foe. Driving

sorrow from him with something of his father's determined

will, he seemed like one to whom this world must needs be a

pleasant abiding-place. Of all persons, he would have been

supposed least likely to become attached to Mabry Gray, or to

win his affection in return. Yet almost from their first meet-

ing, a friendship sprung up between them, which lasted

without change or abatement until death came to sever its

links.
Mabry Gray roamed the forest, and swain the river as

usual, but he was no longer alone. John Allison had become

his inseparable companion. From that association both profit-

ed, but Gray the most. He heard for the first time of the

world without, from one who, to a limited extent, had actually

mingled in its scenes. He learned to appreciate his own pow-

ers by comparison, and the gloom his solitary existence had

imparted to his character melted away before the ringing,

joyous laugh of his light-hearted associate. He was then in,

the full flush of youthful health and strength -his heart un-

spotted by a single vice - worshipping with all a poet's wild

enthusiasm the beautiful and the good -gathering knowledge,
day by day, of that good kind which teaches us to do unto

others as we would they should do unto us, and ardently long-

ing for the time to arrive when, by beginning a career of

usefulness to others,he hoped to secure a future of contentment

and happiness foi himself. In all things his morning was one

of glorious promise. Ah ! who could tell what clouds and
storms the noon would bring?

He was a bitter sneerer, but a philosopher nevertheless, who

said, " that virtue is best which is least tempted." There are
thousands who look down with scorn upon a criminal at the
bar of justice whose natures are more base than that of the

felon they despise. True they have never committed theft,,

for they have never felt the pressure of want.-they have

never looked down into the tearful eyes of 'a wife as they

returned to the pallet of a sick child moaning with -hunger.

They have never dyed their hands in human blood, for no

foul wrong has waked the demon in their bosoms. a o sedu-
cer's breath has blasted the roses of a sister's cheek. No

serpent has crawled into the Eden of their homes and turned

its, sweets to poison. -Troops of friends are ready to share
every petty sorrow, and officious hands to supply every petty

want. Surrounded by luxuries and blessed with wealth, they

could not fall unless it were from the mere wantonness of
wickedness. With no temptation to beset, no grief to harrow,
ro want to distract, no wrong to madden, it is easy enough to
preserve a virtue no enemy has assailed. The weakest fort.
ress is secure while it is unmolested, but the strongest that art
ever built must yield at length if skilfully and vigorously
attacked. It would be well to place ourselves in the situation

2*
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18 MUSTANG GRAY.

of the guilty one.--to realize all he has resisted, endured, and

suffered, before we venture to judge him too harshly, or to thank

God that we are not as he is. The eye of the Tempter was

upon Mabry Gray, and he was already preparing a fearful

ordeal for that young and guileless heart. Returning from

one of his accustomed excursions he found his mother in bed

with a raging fever. For days he sat by her side and held

the cooling draught to her burning lips. With his own hand
h3 bathed her throbbing temples, and with his own hand

administered all the prescriptions of 'her physician. At every
sign of pain, at every low moan, he shuddered through every

fibre of his sturdy frame ; and then. he would lean forward to

press a kiss upon her flushed cheek while the large tears

gathered in his eyes, and his voice quivered -as he asked

" Mother, oh ! mother, can I do anything for you now ?" A

faint "No, my son," was the usual response; and then she

would turn over and try to hide her sufferings from his, watch-

ful gaze. One day she awakened from a slumber that had

been more profound than usual. The fever had in some

degree abated, and the hectic spot upon her cheek was almost

gone.
"I have been dreaming of your father, Mabry," she said..

"I saw him as he was when we stood at the marriage altar
together ; and then I saw him as he was when they brought

his glorious body home to me in its bloody shroud. From the

battle-field his spirit ascended to Heaven, and he bade me,
just now, come. and join him there. You are very like him,

my Son, and you must not forget him when I am gone. Live

as he lived, and we shall all meet hereafter in a blessed eter-

nity."
The young man spoke not, .but knelt by the bed-side, and

buried his face in the counterpane. For an hour he did not

stir. When he did look up, something struck him as peculiar
in his mother's features. He laid his hand upon her forehead,

i ;,TANG GRAY. 19

but snatched it awa- aa. quickly as if a viper had stung him.
The soul of Maria: Gray had fled, and the form which was
restirig on that low :ouch is nought but dust and ashes now.

Mrs. Allison ha"- been a constant attendant upon the sick
bed of her neigh'. r, and -now when all was over her husband
with prompt benavolence took his way to the house of mourn-
ing. Laying his hand upon the shoulder of Mabry Gray, he
said, earnestly tad kindly,

"This is a 1eayy blow for you, my boy, and you must be
too deeply grieved to attend to all that devolves upon you.
Leave it to m.

The duty he had thus voluntarily assumed was kindly and
properly discharged. When the last sad rite had been per-
.formed and the body of Marian Gray was deposited in its final
resting-place, he once more approached the subdued and
weeping youth.

"John tells me," he said, "that he will remain with you
to-night. To-morrow you must lock-up all that you consider
of value, and surrender your house for a time to the keeping
of the servants. Beneath my roof you will find.a more cheer-
ful home than your own. After a week or two, it will be time
enough to begin to consider what is best for your interests
under existing circumstances. My advice I need hardly say
will then be freely and cheerfully given."

Mabry thanked him wariply and sincerely for all the kind-
ness he had manifested, and assured' him he would take no
important steps without consulting freely with so generous a
friend.

"But," he added "my life has been a lonely one, and
solitude has no terrors for me. Besides, I should bring gloom
and probably disquiet to your cheerful household. If you will
let John remain with moea few days, I shall be deeply thank-
ful. Beyond that, I need no companionship.

"'Assuredly," answered the old man with a sort of grinm

.{ ti
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20 MUSTANG GRAY.

smile, "I can spare John well enough from our family circle,
for tl e children would then have a little respite from his
teasings. But I can not-ought not to excuse you. You will
be better with us, and come you must."

And so it was settled; and the next day Mabry Gray be-
came an inmate of the hospitable mansion of William Allison.

It is fearful to look upon a young heart when it is first
str icken with sorrow. Not the heart of a child, but the heart
of one whose intellect is almost matured - whose faculties are
almost developed. Of one who has passed the period when
grief comes like an April shower through which the sunbeams

burst even before the pearly drops have ceased to fall. Of
one who,standing on the verge of manhood, or of womanhood,
tries to look forward and finds a dark curtain interposed before
the vision on whose gloomy surface is painted nothing but the
shadows of joys that are gone. Fortunately there are but few

who are required to bear up under the stunning, crushing
force of such a blow. Providence, in its mercy, has so ordered
it that affliction generally begins with feeble assaults. A little
grief to-day, a vexing disappointment to-morrow, a petty
suffering the next day, and so on until the bolt that would
have blasted us at first, now hardens while it scathes. To
Mabry Gray no such merciful preparation had been accorded.
His father had died when he was too young to feel the loss,
and since then under the watchful guardianship of his mother
no care, no pang had ever visited his bosom. His mother's
death fell upon him like a clap of thunder from a cloudless
sky, sudden, terrible, deadly in its awful might.- His was not
merely the affectionate regard of a child for .a fond and indul-
gent parent, but a love inseparably connected with all he had
ever known of good - with all he had ever dreamed of inno-
cence and peace. Never for one moment had the possibility
of their separation crossed his mind. He had laid for hours
at her feet.and listened to the low music of her voice with the

rapturous joy of an idolater, -who fancies that his Gcd is
smiling on him. And now when that voice was hushed and
still - when that form was in the cold, cold ground, a thick
darkness fell upon his soul, which tombed in its sepulchral
vault the hopes andjoys, and.it might be, many of the virtues
then just springing into existence.

Not two weeks, but many, did he remain under the roof of
his kindly neighbor. ~ He made daily pilgrimages to his
mother's grave, though he never spoke of his bereavement
even to John Allison, who was his constant companion. After
awhile his intercourse with the family became more free and
cheerful, and the old people rejoiced in the belief that the
thick gloom in which he had been enveloped was gradually
wearing away. Another star was rising above his horizon :
different from the one he had worshipped so intensely for
years, but gentle and sweet, and -full 6f, happy and soothing
promises. Mr. Allison had a daughter about the age of
Mabry Gray. While his mother lived, he shrunk from her
with the timidity of a bashful boy who had been all his life
unaccustomed to female society, and the bright-eyed, happy.
girl, increased his shyness by laughing heartily, more than once,
at some little awkwardness she detected in his manner. When
he came to reside beneath her father's roof, and she saw how
real, and deep, was the suffering he endured -how carefully
ie gathered the flowers from her garden to plant about his
mother's grave -how.he writhed and quivered at the slightest
incautious allusion to that loved name, her whole manner
changed at once. She would meet him on his return from an
occasional absence with that affectionate welcome none but a
woman knows how to extend. She would make him sit by
her side and read to her mother and herself, while their own
fingers were busied with the garments of the children. She
watched his dark hours, and would break in upon his reveries
with some sweet song which drove the cloud from his brow

-MUSTANG GRAY. 21



22 MUSTANG GRAY.

and turned his thoughts to brighter themes; and once when

she found him, and her brother, in the garden gathering

flowers, she walked up to him, and said,
"You must let me help you, Mr. Gray. I understand these

plants better than you do, and brother John never understood

anything but how to tease the soul out of every one he meets."

From the garden she Walked with him to his mother's grave,
and with her own hands planted upon it the shrubs and flow-
ers they had collected. Oh I why is it that from our best purposes

the deadliest venom is often distilled? Julia Allison no more

thought of Mabry Gray as a lover, than she thought of the
man in the moon.. He had her sympathies, nothing more.

In the first place she was several months his senior, and what
girl of her age ever thought of waiting for years until her.

lover should grow into manhood ? In the next place, with all
her mother's kindness of heart and manner, she had inherited

her father's clear judgment and indomitable will. If she had

reasoned at all upon the subject, she would have said, "Mabry

Gray would not suit me as a lover, or as a husband. His na-

ture is too exacting -his passions too wild and fearful for do-

mestic peace. He would be jealous of the sunbeam that
kissed my cheek, of the flower I placed in my bosom, of the
winds that played among my tresses. We should be miserable
as lovers -still more wretched as a married pair." And if
after this reasoning she found that love had grown up in her

bosom, she would have crushed it out as mercilessly as if it

were an adder's egg. While such were the feeling's of the young
girl, widely different passions and desires \were rioting in the

bosom of the boy. Day by day he sought her society with in-

creased avidity. Day by day he hung upon her words with a
new rapture. At every tone of her voice, his wild heart
thrilled and trembled with more than the aspen's quivering

restlessness. At every touch of her hand his frame shivered,

S

I

ii
I

I

I

and his cheek changed rapidly from the hue of
the lily's whiteness.

the rose tc

"He had no breath, no being but in her's;
She, was his voice; he did not speak to her,
But trembled on her words. *e *se

* ~ ' le had ceased

To live within himself; she was his life,
The ocean to the river of his thoughts,
Which terminated all.

Julia Allison would not have been a woman, if she had
failed to note the growth of his deep and absorbing passion.
She would willingly have nipped it in the bud; but here she
.encountered a serious difficulty : he had never spoken to her
of love, and it was not quite consistent with maiden delicacy
to assume its existence before it was declared. She was com-
pelled to content herself with withdrawing as much as possible
from his society, and avoiding, as far as she could, all occa-
sions for being alone in his company. This state of things
had lasted for some time, when one evening as she was ex-
amining the flowers in her;little garden she felt a light touch
on the arm, and a husky voice murmured,

"Will you favor me with a short walk, Miss Julia ?"
Hesitating, trembling, shuddering at the scene thrOugrh

L

which her heart told her she must pass, yet feeling that it
could not long be delayed, and ought not to be avoidedboth
on his account and her own, she replied in scarcely articulate
tones,

" Certainly; if you have anything to say to me."
" I have much to say, and ithas already been too long 'de-

layed."
Without another word he placed her arm within his own,

and turned slowly towards the river. They reached its brink
at a spot where the wild grass grew in riqh luxuriance up to
the water's edge. A thick cluster of little trees and bushes

IU STANG GRAY. a.+93
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effectually hid them from any prying eyes in the direction of

the land ; and here within the 'shadows of this natural bower

he paused, released her arm, and addressed her with trembling

earnestness.
"Julia Allison, I did not bring you here to tell you that I

loved you; for that is a knowledge no words of mine are

needed to impart. Nor did I propose to sue for yours in re-

turn; for well I know what answer would now be given. I

have sought this opportunity to tell you that in a few days I

am going out into the world, with a view of endeavoring to fit

myself for its trials and its struggles. Give me one sweet hope

to cherish while I am gone. Tell me that, after the lapse of_

a few years, if I come back to you with a character unspotted,

with a heart unchanged, and with a judgmeut improved and

disciplined by experience -tell me that then you will listen

to me -that then you will allow me to kneel at your feet, and

plead that cause upon the success of which all the joys of my
existence depend."

He ceased -there were tears in her eyes when she looked

up, but there was no wavering in her manner.

"Forgive me, Mabry, if I. give you pain. Our hearts are

not in our own keeping. I shall love you as a sister always.

More than a brother you can never be to me. Go out into' the
world as you propose, where you will meet with lovelier forms

and brighter eyes than mine. In a little while you will forget
this boyish fancy, if you do not forget my existence altogether."

"Forget you ! I may forget the mother who gave me birth.
I may forget the sun in heaven, or the God who made me;

but when all else is a dreary blank, your image will still be be-

fore me, with not a hue of its loveliness faded -not an atom

of its sweetness departed. It is seared in here upon the brain,
and here upon the heart, vivid, distinct, unaltered, and un'

alterable."
"Oh ! do not speak thus, Mabry. Spare me the misery of

believing that innocently and unconsciously I have cast so' dark
a shadow over the morning of your life.

Then bid me to hope : or. rather, for I will ask nothing
that implies a promise, say that you know not what the future
may bring forth -that a time may come hereafter when you
will regard me with warmer feelings than now."

"I can not. - Indeed I can not. It would be a deep shame
to me, and a vile wrong to you, to 'encourage hopes my heart
tells me can never be realized. Let us. part now, and when
you have learned to regard me only as a sister I shall gladly
welcome you back to your native home.

"Regard you as a sister ! Listen, Julia, and judge if the
feelings burning within me can ever be sobered down to any-
thing so tame as a brother's love. At this very moment I
could fold you to my bosom, and leap into yon dark flood with
rapture. To die with your arms clasped around me would be
unspeakable bliss, compared with the dark torture of living
without you."

There was a terrible earnestness in the air and manner of
him who uttered these wild words, which made the young girl
shrink from him like a startled fawn. He saw her terror, and
quickly added,

"Fear not.. I could indeed do all I have said, and more,
it may be, besides; but without your free consent I would not
rudely handle a lock of .those raven tresses to save my own
soul from perdition."

"Let us go," was the response. "It is time this painful
interview was brought to a close."

" Be it as you say. At least I know that you do not love
another, and while that knowledge abides with me I shall
struggle on, if not with hope, at least without absolute despair.
And-now, he. continued, "good bye. It is but a few steps
to your father's gate, and you need no escort there. For me,

3
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I go not again beneath .his roof until happier times, and

brighter hopes enable me to meet his kindness as it merits."
He took her unresisting hand in his, and raised it 'to his

burning lips. One fiery moment he held it there.- dropped

it with a shudder, and wended his way through the dark pine
forest to his solitary home. The next day John Allison called

at the house of Mabry Gray. He was gone. The old servant
however handed him a brief note, in which the writer an-

nounced that he was going to Raleigh, and expected to remain
there for a considerable period; adding that he would keep his
friend advised of whatever success attended him. In a little
while he wrote that he had been fortunate enough to secure a

situation in the business house of an old friend of his mother,

and had commenced the career of life under circumstances as
favorable as he could wish.

Months and years rolled on. Mabry Gray's correspondence
with John Allison had been regular and constant. They-had
not met, but each held in sacred remembrance the friendship
of their early days; and John was gratified to learn that his

old companion was gradually but surely rising to affluence.

From other sources Mr. Allison heard that young Gray had
won a high reputation for unbending integrity as well as for
unflinching devotion to business. While things were progress-
ing thus prosperously for our hero to all human apprehension,
the tempter was again at work. Between the two young men
the name of. Julia had never been mentioned since the day
they parted on the banks of the Cape Fear. The-feelings of
his friend were, however,. well known to her brother, and he
omitted no opportunity to advance his suit. The result of
these efforts had heretofore proved 'entirely unsatisfactory.
To all his arguments, there was but one answer :

"I do not. love Mabry Gray, brother John, and I will not
give my hand where my heart has not gone before it."

Still that brother waited, watched, and hoped'. He had

strong faith in the virtue of perseverance; and the favorable

reports they were constantly receiving of Gray, he thought,

must in time produce happy results. All these anticipatious

were blasted by the arrival of a stranger, whom business first

brought to his father's house. Robert Taliafero (for such was

his name) had passed the meridian of life. In appearance he

was much more youthful, and his manners were unmistakably

those of a man who had mingled familiarly with the most

polished society. He 'had long been engaged speculating in

the rosin and turpentine for which North Carolina is famous,

and in the course of his.adventurous business had made many

voyages to distant lands. His naturally strong intellect had

been well cultivated in his youth, and:subsequent travel had

added to the rich stores he had gathered from books. In con-

versation there was, when he chose, a strange light in his eye,

which charmed and fascinated like the rattlesnake, and like

the rattlesnake, too, was deadly to all things that fluttered

about him. , His business with Mr. Allison had long been

concluded, yet he did not go. John easily divined the spell

that detained him. He had watched with jealous vigilance

his growing intimacy with his sister, and now without hesita-

tion he sat down and wrote to his friend -

" Come back to us at once, if you would not lose Julia for-

ever."

Mabry Gray broke the seal and glanced at 'the contents.

His heart stood still. A deadly pallor spread over his features,

and he 'reeled as if a strong arm had swayed a bolt of iron

against his head.' In another moment that heart was throb-

bing as if it would burst its prison bounds,,and his eye was

glowing with a fire before which the Numidian lion might'

have quailed. Thrusting the letter in his bosom, he wrote

hurriedly -

"In three days this will reach you -- on the fourth 'I shall

be at home - Meet me there."
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Promptly and decisively the necessary steps were taken.

His outward manner had grown calm as usual-the tempest

was within. There all the fiends of hell had gathered, and his

guardian Angel fled upward to Heaven to report that a soul

was lost forever.

CHAPTER II.

"Fierce as the gloomy vultures now
To thee, old man, my deeds appear;
I read abhorrence on thy brow,S
And this too was I born to bear!
"Tis true, that, like that bird of prey,
With havoc have I marked my way !
But this was taught me by the dove,
To die -and know no second love."

IT was an October day, cool, bright, and cloudless. The
sun had still several hours to travel, when Mabry Gray rode up

to the little enclosure around his maternal dwelling. He was

greeted by "old Hector," and "aunt Nanny," the two ser-

vants in whose charge the premises had been left, with all the
extravagant demonstrations of joy that family servants in the

South never fail to manifest upon the return, after a long absence,

of the young master, or-the young mistress, they have dandled

upon their knees. A cheerful fire was burning on the hearth-

stone, and his little room was fully prepared for his reception.
"How did you-know I was coming ?" he asked'of the old

woman, when Hector led his horse to the stable.

"Massa John been here, and told us. He say he coming

back hisself before sundown."S

Entering the house and throwing himself in a chair before

the fire, he buried his face in his hands, and thought deeply.
It was scarcely more than a half hour before John Allison

came ii, but in that half hour he had passed through ages of

suffering.
"That pause that pondered o'er his fate,

Oh! who its dreary length shall date?
Though in time's record nearly naught,
It was eternity to thought."

When John Allison entered, he grasped his hand with a
warm, firm pressure, and leading him to a, seat, said, in a
hoarse whisper,

"Sit down, John, and tell me all at once, for as yet I only
know that some dark shadow is gathering, and that some heavy
blow is about to fall upon all my hopes of earthly happiness."

"I am afraid it has already fallen," was the reply: "but
listen, and judge for yourself."

He then related the arrival of Mr. Taliafero in the neighbor.
hood, and his continued- presence there, although his business
had long since been concluded, and added,

"He now says that he is waiting for letters he ordered to be
forwarded here, and which will determine his future movements.
Almost every day he is with Julia, riding, or walking, and
frequently he passes the night beneath my father's roof. The
worst of it is, that I believe the foolish girl is blindly and
madly in love with this stranger, of whom she knows nothing
absolutely, and who may be a reckless adventurer, a swindler,
or something worse."

Gray had listened to this story without interruption. When
it was ended, he said, thoughtfully,

" Robert Taliafero: I think I have heard tlat name before.
I think I have heard my employer and benefactor speak of
him as a shrewd, bad man. I paid but little attention to it at
the time, for I dreamed not it could ever be a matter of in.
terest to me. I will write to Mr. Brantly, and learn if my
suspicions be correct."

." You will stay with me to-night, John," he continued,
' 3 *

I

MUSTANG GRAY. 29



.30 MUSTANG GRAY.

" and by to-morrow we will try and mature some plan of oper-

ations."

4 Yes, but I must first go home to let the old people know

you have returned, and that I intend to spend the night with
you; otherwise they might feel uneasy at my absence. Shall

I tell Julia that you are here ?"

"I suppose you had better do so. She will know it to-

morrow at any rate, and may as well be prepared for the

meeting which must take place."
As soon as John Allison was gone, Gray walked to the rack

where his rifle was suspended, and taking it down, examined

it with careful attention. From long disuse, some rust and
dirt had.gathered about the lock and muzzle, but he found it

in better condition than he expected, and soon succeeded in
restoring it to perfect order.

"Now let me see," he muttered as he passed through the'

door, "if I have forgotten the use of this good weapon."
Selecting a white spot upon a pine tree, about eighty yards

distant, for his mark, he raised .the rifle to his shoulder and

fired. Upon walking up to it,- he found the ball had struck
within an inch of the mark.

" This will not do," was his inward ejaculation: "I must
practise awhile."

Selecting a new and a better mark, he fired again and again,

each time with increasing gratification. The last shot broke
the centre, and he turned towards the house with an air of

satisfaction. At this time, the sound of horses' feet attracted
his attention, and looking up the road, he saw a horseman ad-
vancing at a rapid pace. The road was a public one, and
much used by travellers, as well as the neighbors; but some-

thing in the heart of Mabry Gray told him that this was his
deadly enemy. He asked not why. He paused not to reason

upon the conviction. He felt that between that man and him-
self, a grave was yawning, and that '<ne or the other would
soon tenant its narrow chamber. He stopped, and turning his
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full face to the road, awaited the horseman's approach. With-
out slackening his pace the stranger rode by, touching his hat,
however, with a courteous "good evening," as he passed. No
sign of recognition -- no acknowledgment of the courtesy, fol-
lowed. Clasping his. rifle as if he wished to crush the 'iron
tube within his grasp, the eye of Mabry Gray Was fixed upon
his rival, with an.intensity which took in every lineament of
his features.- every outline of his form, and stamped them

upon his' memory forever. Even after the horseman had
passed beyond the reach of his vision, he continued to gaze in
the direction he had taken, and it was not until the shades of
night began to gather about him, that he sought once more
the shelter of his house. When John Allison -came in soon
afterwards, he found Gray seated by the fire, his elbow resting
on a table, aud his burning forehead clasped in his sinewy
hand.

"I have seen him, John, was his first salutation. 4He

passed within twenty feet of me. I had my rifle in my hand,
and it was a sore struggle to keep from sending a bullet through
his brain.

"It was, indeed, Mr. Taliafero. How did you know him?"
"Know him'! I would have known his ghost, if I had' met

it on the confines of hell. Love has its instincts, which are
often more reliable than the weak thing we call reason; but
there is no instinct like that of hate. It never' errs, and never
misleads. My blood was running like molten lava, before he
had approached within fifty yards of me, and when he bade
me 'good evening,' in a tone he meant to be courteous, it
sounded to my ear like the viper's hiss; 'and'viper he is, if
there is anything in the human countenance to indicate a ve-
nomous reptile's nature.

" Why, Mabry, I think him very handsome."
" So is the serpent,' but it is a serpent nevertheless. If I

do not succeed in proving Mr. Robert Taliafero to be a scoun

!.
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drel he is sacred from my touch.. If I do succeed, I will
crush out his loathsome life, if I have to hunt him to the al-

tar's foot."

"I will stand by you, Mabry, to the last; still, for your own

sake, you must act prudently, and upon full proof. 'My father

and mother must not be unnecessarily grieved ; and even Julia,

wilful as she is, must have her feelings dealt with as tenderly

as possible."

" Ah 1 there is the worst of'it," replied Gray, with bitter

emphasis. "In any event we will give pain to those we love

most deeply. Curses upon the double-dyed villain, who has

imposed the necessity upon us."

"But we do not know he is a villain yet, and he may turn
out a true man after all."

" Not know it ! I tell 'you again, John, that the instinct
of hate never deceives us. Besides it is written by the 'hand

of the Almighty upon his brow. I want no proof to satisfy
me, but I must have proof to satisfy your father. My letter

to Mr. Brantly will go to-morrow. He has many acquaint-

ances in Wilmington, and is often there. We shall soon learn

what Mr. Taliafero's character is, if he has been trading there

as long as he says. In the meantime, we can do nothing but
watch the current of events."

While the young men are waiting for a reply to Gray's
letter, let us go back a week -one little week, to trace up the

events that had transpired in the family of Mr. Allison. John
was right in supposing that his sister was blindly in love, but
he dreamed not how far that love had carried her. The-very

firmness of her character, when once she had yielded to the:

influence of the gentle God, instead of a protection, became

her most dangerous enemy, Her's was .not a nature to sur-

render her heart by halves. She gave up all at once. There

was about her none of that shrinking timidity which is often
a young girl's best protection. Fearing nothing -trusting

fully and entirely, she leaned her head zpon her lover's bosom,
or pressed her lips to his without a thought of danger.

One evening they had wandered forth as usual, and were

standing on the very spot where she had parted with Mabry
Gray. - The sun was, near its setting, and the declining rays,

tinged with their golden hues the dark waters of the river.

He pointed it out to her, andsaid, in that low, sweet tone, that

always goes to the heart,
" See, my own love, this stream has wandered on for many

a mile through the dark forests that skirt its brink, with the

shadow and the cloud above it, yet now when it is approaching

its ocean goal, a golden 'light sheds a beauty and a glory on the
little way it has still to flow. Even so 'has it been with me.
The morning of my life has passed amid the cares and sorrows
of a loveless existence -now when the noon is gone, and my
footsteps have turned downwards toward the grave, heaven in

its mercy sends a glorious light, to hallow and to gladden the
years that remain."

"And in that thought, Robert, there is a selfish rapture to
me. Oh ! you know not how wildly this' heart throbs and
trembles, when I say to myself, he is'mine, and mine only.

When I think that in all the past, among the many you have
known, who were fairer and better than I am, no one has won
the rich treasure of your love'-that it was reserved for me
all, unworthy as I am, to take captive that lofty intellect, and
kindle the fires of passion in that manly breast. I should love
you, deeply love you, even if you had knelt at twenty shrines
in days gone by; but the knowledge that you offered no in-
cense save to me, imparts a deeper and a holier fervor to the
passion which informs and animates every fibre of my heart."

"You are right, sweet one; and I was wrong . to wish for a
moment that fewer summers had passed over nie. The love
of which poets sing, which buds and blooms in early life, is
doubtless a sweet and beautiful flower, but it is not like the
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passion that springs up in after years from a soil hitherto un-
broken, twining its roots deep among beds of granite; rearing
its lofty stem to heaven; defying the tempest's power, and
shivering not even at the lightning's flash. It is such a passion
you have waked in me, Julia; and though the time we are
permitted to enjoy it may be brief, every moment of such a
love is worth an age of youthful rapture."

His left arm encircled the waist of the lovely girl, and her
head fondly rested against his bosom. Folding her still more
closely to him, and pointing to the now setting sun, he con-
tinued :

"Not in the' world which yonder orb is leaving, nor in that
he is going to light, nor in the glowing heaven above us, is
there a bliss so wild, and warm, and boundless as that which
thrills me now."

He stooped as he spoke, and his 'warm lips sought'hers.
It was as light as the rose-leaf's touch, but it made the young
girl shiver, and her head was pressed more closely to his
bosom. Again that kiss was renewed, and this time it was
returned. Once more their lips met, and clung with a long,
long pressure, as if each wished them glued together forever.

* * * * * * * - * *

Slowly they walked towards her father's house. Gently and'
tenderly he spoke to her by-the way -the words were indis-
tinct to her, but she knew it was his voice, and' it seemed
sweeter than an angel's flute. There was a strange tumult in
her bosom, with no one feeling clear, distinct, and well defined.
Joy, guilt, grief, and .shame were struggling there. She had
yielded all, and the fiery excitement had not yet died away
sufficiently to enable her to judge of the immensity of the
sacrifice. That night, when tossing on a sleepless pillow, she
looked at it with a clearer vision. Oh! quickly on the heels of
crime follow the dark penalties of sin. Hitherto fear had been
a stranger to her bosom -now she trembled when she remem-
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bered that Robert Taliafero had never spoken to her of mat.

riage. He had poured into her ear many a tale of fervent,
burning love. He had knelt at her feet again and again, and
vowed with passionate earnestness that heaven itself would be

rayless and joyless without her. Every moment's absence
from her side he. declared was torturing madness. Yet even
when he had' won the blushing avowal that his love was re-
turtned, he spoke not of obtaining the law's sanction, or the
church's blessing. In the intoxication 'of his society, she had
overlooked the omission. She felt so happy, she cared not to
disturb the delirious dream. If any doubt had obtruded upon
her mind, she would instantly have driven' it away as a vile
treason to her heart's allegiance. When it was too late, she
began to ask herself why it was that the one word, so insepa-
rably connected with a pure and holy love,'jhad never passed
his lips. It is the nature of crime to be fearful, and doubt
and gloom were rapidly gathering where'all was confidence
and sunshine before.. Still she saw not her fault in all its
hideous blackness. The sin was too sweet to be hated at once.
Mingled with her darker meditations were others of a different
nature. She recalled with thrilling emotion every fond word
he had uttered. She remembered with panting bliss the wild
fire which ran through her veins when his hand rested upon
her throbbing bosom. She placed her own upon 'its ivory
surface, in the vain hope that it would recall some portion of
the fiery joy that his had imparted; and when tired nature
could bear no more, and she dropped off into a fevered and
broken slumber, her visions partook of the stormy character
of her waking thoughts. Now she was standing-by the river's
brink, withhis arm fondly encircling, her tapering waist, and
his lips glued. to hers. Then her father's stern and angry
frown, and her mother's pale and tearful face, were before her.
Then again she felt herself clasped in a warm embrace, and
looking up she beheld the features of a grinning fiend. With

N



36 MUSTANG GRAY.

I

a shriek she started from her dreaming pillow, and found her.

limbs bathed in a cold clammy sweat, and her heart almost

pulseless from the wildness of her terror. Oh ! had those
visions come but one short day before, what a world of suffer-

ing would have been spared to that gentle girl! Alas ! our
good angels sometimes sleep, while the evil one is ever near,

leading us on over golden paths and through flowering meads -

until the irrevocable deed is committed, and then he leaves us,
but he leaves a demon with a whip of scorpions to torture the,
wretch he has tempted and betrayed.

She trembled as. she descended to the breakfast-table, the
next morning. The coward consciousness of guilt made her
fancy that her shame was written on her brow; and, when her
father greeted her as usual, she wondered that no angry pas-
sion glowed upon his placid countenance. The calm voice and
bearing of her lover, in some degree reassured her; and when,
after breakfast, they walked into the garden, and he gathered
a rose-bud, to place among her raven tresses -when he poured
into her eager ears those burning words he knew so well how

to employ, all apprehension vanished, and -she was again con-
fident, loving, happy. So for days flowed on the current of

her life -nervous, doubting, fearing when alone -hopeful,
trusting, contented by his side. At the first sound of his voice,
every shadow vanished; and hanging on his words, she would
have deemed it sacrilege to question the earnest truth of one
.whose honied accents seemed as if they were borrowed from
above. Poor girl! she had yet to learn that the arch-fiend
himself most often pleads in seraph tones.

A week had gone, when she was startled by the announce-
ment that Mabry Gray had returned. She never loved him,
but' she had feared him always, and now far more than ever.
From the intensity of her own passion, she had learned to ap-
preciate all the madness of his. Almost unconsciously she had
read the dark pages of his heart, and fathomed the deadly

passions festering there. She feared he might seek a quarrel

with her lover, and shuddered still more deeply at the thought
that those jealous eyes would be fixed upon her every move-

ment, and that' one incautious word, or one incautious look,
might betray the foul blot upon her maiden purity.

The next day after his'arrival, Gray called at the house of

Mr. Allison. He was greeted kindly and cordially by the
family, except Julia, who did not make her appearance. She

was unwell, her mother said, and had not left her chamber
during the day.

"It is well," he muttered as he walked homeward, "that

we did not meet. I know nothing now, and it would be idle
to talk to her of my suspicions. I will ride over to the post-

town to-morrow, and see what I can learn there of Mr. Robert
Taliafero."

At the village he made many minute inquiries, but he
learned nothing, except that his enemy had made considerable

purchases in the vicinity, and had promptly paid the price on
delivery of the articles. He was regarded as a man of shrewd
sense and business tact, who knew the value of what he pur-
chased, and would pay no more. His conduct throughout
had been fair and honorable, and, so far from any unfavorable
suspicion attaching to him, he was evidently something of a
favorite among the villagers. Mabry Gray returned home dis-
satisfied, and, to some extent, disappointed. His convictions

were as strong as ever, although he had failed in obtaining;the
slightest proof to sustain them. He led his horse to the staa
bMe, rubbed him down, and fed him with his own hands; then
patting him on the neck, he addressed him as if the noble
animal was conscious of his meaning:

"We may soon have to travel far and hard, my good steed,
and I must look to it that you are in proper condition for the
journey.

Returning to the house, he took down his rifle, and walked
4.

x.
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out into the forest to practise. Do you ask, reader, why all
this careful preparation was making, when it was uncertain
whether any wrong had been done, or any case would arise
where Gray's interference could be justified? .The answer is,
that, to his mind, not a shadow of uncertainty existed. He
was as, sure that Robert Taliafero was a villain, as he was that
the sun was riding in the heavens. Fierce as he was, he'
sought some excuse for taking away the life of a fellow-being
beyond that of being fairly supplanted in the affections of the
woman he loved. That excuse was supplied by a fixed and
unalterable belief in the baseness of his rival-'that somehow,
or in some way, he had imposed upon the credulity of a trust-
ing girl, and that the marriage-altar would be to her but the
beginning of a life of wretchedness and tears. With this
steady and firm conviction upon his mind, he absolutely gloated
over the 'bloody retribution he contemplated. From day to
day his practice with the rifle continued, until the time when
the wished-for letter was expected to arrive. At the hour he'
was on the spot, received it with a nervous band from the
post-master, thrust it into his pocket, and galloped home to,
read it alone. In his own room, he tore it open and devoured
its contents:

"My DEAR SIR:

Your favor has been received and contents noted. You ask me if I know

Robert Taliafero. I do know the man. I had dealings with him many
years ago; and thought I had occasion to complain of him for unfairness.

His character in Wilmington, where he has long traded, is not good. With-
out being absolutely a swindler, his honesty is very questionable. You
must be mistaken however, about his attentions to the daughter of your
old friend, since he is already married, and has a wife and children in
Baltimore.

Very truly,
TOHN BRANTLY."

Gray's countenance was lighted with a joy that had long
been a stranger there, as he laid down the- letter, and exclaimed,
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N .wMr. Taliafero, I have you, and thank God, in such
a way that I need shed no blood."

Old Hector was immediately dispatched for John Allison,

to whom the letter was exhibited with exulting satisfaction.

John read it with a dark frown upon his brow, and an angry

spot upon his cheek.
" This will drive him from the neighborhood, sure enough,

and by the living God, I'll quicken his motions with a cow-
hide."

"No, John, no. That is a satisfaction of which you must
not deprive me. He has caused more suffering to me than

to you, and besides, it was I who brought his villany to light.

I shall take good care of his hide, I promise you; but I wish
first to expose him in your father's presence. The sickening

disgust of that exhibition will, I trust, effectually cure Julia
of her folly."

Long, and earnestly, the young men consulted upon the

measures to be adopted. The advantages, and disadvantages,

of half-a-dozen modes of proceeding were discussed, and no-

thing was absolutely determined on; when, near sun-set, John
Allison rose to depart.

"I will go with you," said Gray, " part' of the way. A walk
in this bracing air will cool my blood, and do me good."

Not far from Mr. Allison's premises, Gray bade his friend

good evening, and bent his steps in the direction of, the river.
The sun had gone down, and the night set in clear, cloudless,
and beautiful,

"The moving moon went up the sky,
And nowhere did abide;
Softly she was going up,

And a -star or two beside."

No breath of air stirred the long leaves of the towering pine.
Not an insect chirped. Not a sound broke the stillness of the
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quiet night. It was such a night as the early Christian loved,
when he stole forth into the lonely fields, beyond the city's
walls, and the tyrant's guards, to commune in secret with his
God. On such a night, every bad and every stormy passion
feels rebuked and awed, and the bold wretch who would laugh
the thunder-peal to scorn, yields to the gentle influence of the
holy time, and shudders as he contrasts the loveliness without,
with the blackness within. On such a night the virgin took
the lion by his shaggy mane, and the fierce brute forgot his
bloody nature, and fondly rubbed his tawny head against his
gentle captor. The hour and the scene possessed a peculiar
solemnity -for Mabry Gray. In his solitary boyhood, he had
loved to lie upon the long grass, and gaze upward at the starry
spheres, which spangled the blue vault above him. A little
later when love made its home in his bosom, he selected a star,
and naming it Julia, watched it night after night, until he
fancied he could read in its glimmering light, all the sorrows,
and the joys, impending over her he loved so well; and now
he threw himself upon the ground, and watched as of yore for'
some sign his heart might interpret as an omen of the future.
A cloud was gathering near it. He turned his gaze to other
quarters of the heavens. Everywhere all ,was 'serenely clear
and beautiful. Once more his eye sought that star - the
cloud had shut it out from his vision. At the same time a
light breeze sprung up, and swept with a hollow moan through
the lofty pines. Such omens will have their influence upon
the firmest heart, and Gray slowly rose to his feet, with a
gloomy presage of coming woe and doom. The sound of low
voices fell upon his ear, and not caring to be seen alone in the
woods at such an hour, he seated himself at the root of a giant
tree, and waited for the speakers to pass. As they approached
nearer, he distinguished the voice of Julia Allison.

" Why, Robert," she said, a"why not celebrate the ceremony
before you go ? Oh ! you know not the dark tortures I have

suffered since that fatal day, or you would not hesitate to grant
the boon I ask."

"A few days can make no difference to you, Julia," was

the reply ; " and in that time I shall come back to bear you to

the sunny Isle where I am going. There, among its bowers
of orange and of citron, you shall tell me how idle were your
fears, and blush to own that you ever doubted or mistrusted

me. Be assured no danger threatens us. The secret is our

own, and it is safe. Trust me fully : you will never regret it."
"Have I not trusted you? I have surrendered all a woman

has 'to give -and surely, surely I am not exorbitant in asking
back only the innocence. I have lost."

Gray heard no more. He was turned to stone. For many
minutes he sat with his teeth clenched -his eyes fixed, and
his nerves as rigid as a statue. At last, he sprang to his feet
with a fierce oath, and rushed with rapid strides towards his
own dwelling. Arrived there, he threw himself upon the bed,
clasped both hands upon his forehead, and muttered, " Let me
think." Soon, however, he was on his feet again,' pacing the
floor with uneven steps; while now and then a low, heart-'
broken ejaculation,' found utterance.- "Oh ! God, I can't

think." The old woman came in to arrange his supper. He
bade her leave him; then, seizing the water-pitcher, drank
deeply. Throwing himself once more upon the bed, he laid
there for hours, motionless as the dead. It was after midnight
when he arose, calm, collected, self-composed. The war of the
passions was over. A stillness succeeded, which was not the
stillness .of peace. It was the calmness .of despair.-the
dreadful self-composure of a man whose struggles with con-
science are at an end -from'whose future every hope of joy
on earth below, or in heaven above, has vanished, never to re-
turn ; -who had no thought, no feeling, no desire, that did,
not centre in a single purpose -a purpose dark and terrible
as the hell from which it sprung. The 'cherished dream of
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his life had been rudely swept away. He had fondly hoped,
that, when Julia was .convinced of the unworthiness of her
lover, she would banish him from her memory; and he calcu-
lated that when the first paroxysm of disappointment was over,
she might be induced ,to listen with favor to his own suit.
That hopeful calculation was now effectually destroyed. Ruined,
undone, what could that stained and guilty thing ever be to
him ? Still he loved her. The knowledge that she was no
longer pure and innocent, while it placed an impassable bar-
rier between them, broke no one thread of the strong cord that

bound him. So far from including her in the vengeance he
meditated, he would almost have foregone that revenge itself
if it threatened to subject her to the possibility of exposure.

"It will not do," he said, "to let even John know the
horrid truth. I have cause enough to quarrel with Mr.Talia-
fero without referring to this last damning deed. They may
hang me, if they catch me, unless I reveal it. If so, welcome
be the gallows and the rope, for life is not worth enough to be
preserved at such a price. I would hang fifty times over,
rather than have the finger of scorn pointed at that erring
girl."

The next day, when he net his friend, he said without
apparent emotion -

"So, John, Mr. Taliafero was your guest again last night."
" Yes, and when I saw him come in with Julia hanging on

his arm, I found it difficult to keep my hands from his throat."
"Never mind, there is time enough for that. I have con-

cluded that it would be improper to make the exposure at
your father's house. We can walk along the road, and wait
for him as he returns to the village. Get your rifle, and let
us go ; it is near his usual time for passing."

Proceeding up the. road for 'a considerable distance, they
seated themselves upon a fallen tree, and waited his approach.
It was not long before they heard the sound.of a horse's feet.

Placing himself directly in the road, when Taliafero came up,
Mabry Gray laid his hand upon the bridle, ed said sternly,

" We have some business with you this morning, Mr. Talia-

fero, and you will oblige us by dismounting."

Taliafero liked neither the tone in which this was said, nor
the countenance of the man who said it. Ie did not suppose
that either of the persons he had encountered could know any-
thing to his prejudice. It was his own consciousness of guilt
that made his cheek grow a shade paler, as he replied,

"I am already beyond my time, and it is needful I should
speed on to the village. Whatever business you have with me

may, I suppose, be transacted there."

" Our business must be settled here, sir, and now."

"Then, gentlemen," was the response, as he leaped to the
ground, and threw the rein over a bush, "you will oblige me
by using some dispatch; for I tell you again, I am behind my
time."

Without. a word, Gray drew a copy of Mr. Brantly's letter
from his pocket, and handed it to him. He took it, and read
it slowly. Both Gray and Allison watched his countenance

in vain for any sign of guilt. Whatever were his -feelings,

those marble features were too completely under his control,
to exhibit any emotion he did not choose to' appear. He held

it in his hand much longer than was necessary to decypher its
contents - probably debating with himself what course to pur-
sue. Thought is active under such circumstances. His re-
solution was soon taken. Dropping the letter on the ground,

he walked up to John Allison, and addressed him with the
tone of an injured man :

" To you, Mr. Allison, as the brother of the lady to whom
it refers, it is proper I should say, that letter is a base calumny.
In three days I will prove it so, to your entire satisfaction. As
to this person," he continued, turning to Gray, "I know not
by what 'right he ventures to meddle with my affairs, and I
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must be excused if I refuse .to vouchsafe to him either a denial

or.an apology."
" Liar and villain !" was the fierce retort, "I could breathe

a word in your ear, which would turn even your brazen cheek

to an ashy whiteness. But I did not seek this interview to

hear you whine, or see you cringe. I would rather you should

do as you have done, and turn, like the wolf that you are, upon

the herdsman who has caught you in the sheep-fold - Take

that !"

As the words passed his lips, he dealt Taliafero a blow with

his clenched hand, which felled him to the earth, and brought

the blood in torrents from his mouth and nostrils. Springing

up, he drew a dagger from his bosom, and rushed upon his

assailant. He was met by a blow from the rifle-barrel of Gray,

and again fell to the ground, stunned and senseless. Rising

slowly, Robert Taliafero eyed his enemy with concentrated'

passion :

" We shall meet again," he fiercely exclaimed, "with more

equal weapons."
"euNow, sir. Let it be now. Take John's rifle; he will

measure the ground, and give the word."
" No, sir, not now, nor in this plight. You have taken too'

good care to render my aim uncertain; but we will meet, and
that soon."

" Ay ! we will meet, if I have to hunt you to the ends of
the earth; and when we do meet, this world will have a villain

less, and hell will gain a fiend."
" I shall save you the trouble of a search, 'sir, by coming to

hunt ou.

So saying, he mounted his horse and galloped rapidly away.
" What do'you'think he will do, John ?" asked Gray, as they

walked homeward.

" Send you a message, of course, and fight it out to the
death. He is no coward, whatever else he may be."

"No, he is no coward; but there is something weighing on
his conscience, that you dream not of. In one hour from this
time, he will be making his preparations to depart. The moon
rises about five o'clock -by seven, he will be on the road to
Wilmington. We must meet him, and give him a change to
redeem his pledge."

Sure enough, that day Mr. Taliafero informed his landlord
that he had received letters, urgently requiring his immediate
presence in Wilmington. He said, that as he wished to travel
rapidly, he should leave the greater part of. his baggage with
his host; and if he did not return in a few days, he would
write where to send it. "These nights," he continued, "are
very bright, and not too cool. I will start after supper, and
ride twenty-five or thirty miles of the journey to-night."

At the time mentioned, Taliafero was on the road. He.had
ridden about three miles when just as he approached an old,
uncultivated field, through which the highway wound, two men
rode out from a cross-road and reined up before him. It,
needed no second glance to tell who these night-riders were,
for Mabry Gray at once saluted him in a scornful, jeering tone ;

"You have kept your word, Mr. Taliafero, and hunted me
up; though in good truth it is a strange place to look for me."

"I am on my way to Wilmington, sir, to disprove the vile
slanders in that letter with a sight of which you favored me
this morning': on my return, doubt not that I shall find you
soon enough."

Excuse me, sir; I am an :impatient man. I am afraid
some-of the proof can not be found in Wilmington, and then
it will be necessary for you to travel to one ,of those sunny
isles where the orange and the citron bloom, to gather up the
missing links."

This allusion to his conversation with Julia, blanched the
cheek of Taliafero for a moment; but it soon gave place to the
hue of 'a deadlier passion. He could not tell hew far Gray's
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knowledge extended, but he saw that he knew enough to make
him dangerous, and, to do him justice, it was more on Julia's
account than his own, that he now became as anxious for the
encounter as his enemy could desire.

" I have no weapon," he said after a short pause, " but I
suppose Mr. Allison will loan me his."

"Oh ! yes, John will loan you his gun, measure the ground,
and give us the word. We must do the rest ourselves."

Their horses were tied, and the three walked into the open
field.

"What distance shall I measure ?"' Inquired Allison.
" Thirty paces, I replied Gray, "is enough for moonlight

practice. Let it be that, unless Mr. Taliafero prefers another,
distance."

"I am satisfied," was the rejoinder. " And now, sir, while
he is stepping off the ground, you and I may as well toss up
for choice of positions."

The chaste moon, as she went up the sky, robed in all her
silvery beauty, looked sorrowfully down upon the fearful scene.
Fearful from its unnatural calmness -fearful from its very
loneliness. Far away from any human habitation; with but a
solitary witness; beneath a sky whose mild and tender light
might have softened the bloodiest instinct into a lover's yearn-
ing fondness, two men were coolly preparing to sacrifice a soul
to Satan.

The ground was measured, the terms of firing arranged, and
the parties stepped to their respective positions. At the word,
both rifles were discharged so nearly together, that it seemed
but one report. Taliafero stood for a moment stiff and rigid
- then his head drooped upon his breast -the rifle dropped

from his nerveless hands -he staggered forward, and fell
heavily to the ground. John Allison ran to him, and lifted
him partially up. No sign of life could be detected. He
opened his vest and -shirt, and found that the ball had entered
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just below the left nipple. Letting him sink down again

upon the grass, he picked up his rifle, and returned to-Gray.
"Is he dead ?" inquired the latter.

"Yes, I think the ball must have passed through his heart.

He never groaned. Are you hurt ?"

" A little. His bullet grazed my breast, and it is bleeding

pretty freely, but I do not think it has gone deeper than the

skin. Let us ride back to my house at once, for I must be

far away from here by day-light."
The wind was sighing through the pine-trees with 'that

peculiar moaning sound, which is never elsewhere heard, either

on the ocean or the land. To Mabry Gray, it seemed like

the wail of nature over the spirit that had fled, and the dark

doom of the one that remained. The eager and burning thirst

for blood, which had shut out all thought, all apprehension of

the consequences, was appeased; and fearfully, as he rode

through the lonely forest, grew up the conviction, that hence-

'forth he should be, like Cain, "a fugitive, and a vagabond in

the earth ;" and. he added with melancholy ,and prophetic

foresight; "it shad come to pass that every one that findeth

me shall slay me."
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CItAPTER III.

"Saint Mary! what a scene is here!
I've traversed many a mountain strand,
Abroad and in my native land,
And it has been my lot to tread
Where safety more than pleasure led;
Thus, many a waste I've wandered o'er,
Clombe many a crag, crossed many a moor,
But, by my halidome,
A scene so rude, so wild as this,
Yet so sublime in barrenness,
Ne'er did my wandering footsteps press,
Where'er I happed to roam."

IT was a sabbath morning -- a sabbath morning in autumn.
calm, clear, and quiet. A day when the pure heart lies down
and is still, and the panting soul longs to mount upwards to
the throne of the Almighty. The soothing influences of the
day and the hour were lost upon Julia Allison. She had been
all the morning restless, nervous, impatient. She tried to
read: her eye had scarcely glanced at the pages of the volume,
before she threw it down, and walked to the door, in eager ex-
pectation of the arrival of Robert Taliafero. He had not

'visited her the night before, as he had promised. It was the
first time he had disappointed her, and she could not chase
away a nameless dread of impending evil. Mr. Allison assem-.

bled his family in the sitting-room as usual, for the purpose of
reading to them from the Book of Life. It was the last chapter
of Isaiah; and he had-just concluded the verpe beginning,

" And they shall go forth, and look upon the "carcases of
the men who have transgressed against me," when old Hector

appeared at the door, with a letter in his hand. The manner

of the old servant attracted Mr. Allison's attention, and it was

with an uneasy feeling, that he looked at the address, andtore

open the epistle.
"I have little time," it ran, "for explanation.. The inclosed

letter from Mr. Brantly will show you that a viper has crawled

into the bosom of your family, and poisoned its peace. , His
dead body is lying near the blasted pine, in the old field on
the Wilmington road. He fell in fair fight, as your son will
testify, and the mark of his bullet is now upon my breast.

Still I do not choose to undergo the shame and mortification
of a public trial for murder. I shall therefore seek another
land for awhile ; it may be forever. Your own excellent judg-
ment will tell you best how to break the news to Julia.- If I
were permitted to advise, I would say, let her know first how

unworthy Mr. Taliafero was of her regard; and when she has

recovered from that shock, you may communicate the fate that
befel him. John goes with me. If he -remained, he would

be indicted as an accessory. You will hear from us, as soon
as it is safe to write.

"Take care of my old servants, and let them have all they

can make on the place.
MABRY GRAY."

To this was appended a postscript from John Allison:

"It was. fairly done, father. Mr. Taliafero had my rifle, and
they fired together at the word. It was a better fate that he
deserved, and I trust Julia will soon forget the vile wretch
she has so much reason to detest."

Alas ! John Allison little knew there was that between his

sister and Robert Taliafero, which made forgetfulness impos-

sible.
The old man read. the papers, folded them up carefully, and

placed them in his pocket; then kneeling in the midst of his

family, turned for comfort and support to his God.

5
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"Thou hast afflicted me sorely, oh ! Lord, but thine is the
power, and the right, and I know that you never chasten, save
for some good end of thine inscrutable benevolence. We come
before thee on this, thy holy sabbath, not to murmur or com.
plain, but to thank thee for the many blessings thou hast
heretofore showered upon us, and to entreat humbly that the
sorrows now impending over this house, may be made as light
to the sufferers, as our manifold transgressions will admit. To
thee we owe every joy that has. gladdened the pathway of life

from thee we received them, and if it should be- thy good
pleasure to withdraw them all, still let us kneel at thy foot-
stool with hearts subdued and softened, not hardened by
iniquity, or rankling with-resentment. Teach us to feel that
every dispensation is ordered for the true good of thy people,
and give us to understand how weak and wicked it is, for the
poor worms of a day, to question a wisdom which is incom-
prehensible, and a justice whose ends we know not, and can
not know.

"Thou art the rock to which all must flee when the storm
cometh, and the waves are white with the foam of their wrath.
Receive us into thy favor, and judge us not according to our
deeds, for we know that they are wicked continually, but
rather according to thine own merciful attributes.

" Sole Lord of Heaven, and earth, and all the starry spheres,
we bow ourselves to the dust before thee; owning that we are
nothing in ourselves, and asking forgiveness only through the
atoning blood of thy beloved Son, Jesus Christ.",

Rising from his knees, he diew the 'letter of Mr. Brantly
from his pocket, and handing it to his daughter, said sorrow-
fully,
"It is needful you should know the contents of this letter,

my daughter, without delay. I trust you will bear it as be-
comes you."

With nervous haste she seized the paper, for her father's

extraordinary prayer had excited her curiosity, and partially
prepared her to expect some painful communication. She read

it rapidly -threw it upon the floor, and stamping it passion-

ately with her tiny foot, exclaimed,
" It is false ! - false as the fiend who concocted it !"

"For.shame, my child 1" was the prompt rebuke. "This

violence becomes neither you, nor the occasion. Mr. Brantly

is known to me as an upright and a truthful man; and Mabry
Gray, to whom this letter is addressed, whatever may be his

faults, has never, to my knowledge, stained his lips with a

falsehood. I -fear me, it is too true."

The color went and came from the cheek of Julia Allison

- for a brief space, her bosom heaved and swelled with tu-

multuous emotions; then as if exhausted in the struggle, her
blood seemed to stagnate in her veins. With a low groan, she
fell senseless on the floor. Raising her in his still sinewy

arms, Mr. Allison bore his daughter to her chamber. Restor-

atives were applied -the blood once more began to flow

through its accustomed channels, though with a sickly languid
life. Finding that she might now be safely confided to the

care of her mother, he left her to perform the, disagreeable

duty of riding over to the village, to communicate the news of

Mr. Taliafero's death. The excitement caused by such an an-

nouncement in a little country town, together with the bustle

of getting up a party to bring in the body, and give it the

rites of sepulture, saved him from annoying questions at the

time. . It was not until the next day that a magistrate, with
another citizen, rode over to inquire what he knew of the fatal

occurrence.
" He was killed," was the response, " by Mabry Gray.

Killed, as I am informed, and as I believe, in fair fight, with
equal weapons. The deed is murder in the eye of the law, as

well as in that of God. Still you are well aware that in this

r
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section, it would be difficult to find a jury who would so pro.
nounce it."

To an inquiry as to how he became possessed of this infor.-
mnation, he answered, " By a brief note from Gray himself."

" Can I see that note ? It will be useful at the coroner's
inquest." '

"I destroyed it to prevent it from falling into the hands of
my family; from whom I have strong reasons for wishing that
this painful event may be concealed, until such time as I my-
self think proper to communicate it."

The whole neighborhood were well acquainted with the re-
lations both Mabry Gray and Robert Taliafero held to the
family of Mr. Allison ; and the magistrate took his departure
without further question, merely informing Mr. Allison, that
he was expected to attend as a witness before the coroner's
jury.

Strange hands committed the body of Robert Taliafero to
the earth. Strangers stood around his grave, and not a tear
bedewed the sod that covered him. No one thought' of pur-
suing his slayer. No one offered a reward for his apprehension.
From infancy, Mabry Gray had been noted among them for
gentleness, and kindness of heart. All believed that the pro-
vocation which induced him to dye his hands in blood, must
have been deep and deadly. Moreover, in common with the
generality of the people of the Southern States, they had a
strong repugnance to aid in placing any one within the
clutches of the law, who had been so unfortunate as to kill
another in a fair, open, and manly encounter. In such cases it
was generally considered, that the'duty of the citizen required
him to go no farther than to give his aid to the state author-
ities when properly called on for the purpose.

Earth had received back its boon of earth. An animated
tool had ceased to perform its part in the great work of crea-
tion. Where hd the spirit gone? and what the sentence that

greeted its resurrection ? Far away beyond the stars, a judge

is seated on his awful throne. Before him is a mightyscroll,
on -which the deeds 'of a lifetime are written.. A pleader on

either hand rises up to address the omnipotent.

" Here," said Mercy, pointing to the scroll, "is endowed

a temple dedicated to the living God."
" Here," answered Justice, "fraud and falsehood 'wrung

the price from an honest trader's purse.',

"Here." said Mercy, "a widow's tears were dried, and a

hungry orphan fed."

" Here," answered Justice, "a virgin's years were stained,

and dust, and ashes,. heaped, upon a grey-haired mother's

head."
And so through the long catalogue, the soft petition is met

by the stern response. With whoni does the triumph rest ?

Which speaker pleads in vain ?

Oh ! not to the clods of a little orb like this, may the great

secret be revealed. Poor creeping things, who hug ,a shadowy,

phantom to your bosoms, and call it reason, drop the plumage

of your pride; for the ant is your mate, and comprehends as

well as thou dost, the mysteries of an hereafter.

The doom of Robert Taliafero is written above: that of his

victim is to be traced a little longer upon earth. When the

stupefying effects of the swoon into which Julia Allison had

fallen passed away, it was succeeded by a raging fever. For

many days her life hung trembling in a doubtful balance. At

length she began gradually to recover. The crisis of the

disease was over. Physical endurance had triumphed over

the shock of mental torture.' Her first inquiry was for Talia-

fero. She was told that the physician had enjoined absolute

quiet, and she must not. speak upon any agitating topic.
Other days rolled by, and much of her strength returned.

Addressing her mother, who was by her side, she said,
'5*
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"It is better I should know the worst, mother, than be
kept in suspense. Was that horrid letter true ?"

"Your father has taken steps to ascertain. We thought
it best to be certain, though neither of us doubts its truth.".

" Then he has not been here since that dreadful day."
" He has not."
She asked no more. The last stroke had fallen, and the

quivering life of hope that remained was finally extinguished.
Disease departed from her frame her household duties were
attended to as usual, but the shadow. never left her heart. It
was months before she learned the death of Taliafero. When
it was communicated she received it coldly, merely remarking,

"It is a name I have been struggling to banish from my
memory, and-in God's good time I doubt not I shall succeed.
It is true, he has dried up my earthly joys at the fountain;
but there is hope beyond the grave, and the water of which
Jesus spoke to the woman of Samaria is in reach of all who
seek it with penitence and prayer."

From that day his name was never uttered by her. . Like a
little stream upon a level ground, which creeps through hedge
and brambles without a voice, and almost without visible mo-
tion, so went by days and months of her pilgrimage upon earth.

.We must leave the reader's imagination to paint the events
which immediately followed upon the banks of the Cape Fear.
The course of our story leads us to another, and a nobler
stream. On the night of Taliafero's death, Gray and Allison
had ridden rapidly for the western mountains. Crossing these,
they reached Knoxville, after a hard and fatiguing journey,
sold their horses, purchased a skiff, and loading it with pro-
visions, blankets, a kettle, and a frying-pan, pushed out upon
the waters, and pulled down the river. They knew nothing
of its currents, rocks, or sand-bars, and trusted themselves to
the .streanw to avoid what they supposed might be a greater
danger. If the officers of the law were qn their track, this wasI

the surest means of baffling pursuit, holding out, as it did, the

promise of an asylum in the Indian Territory. It is true, the

laws of the United States had long been extended over the

Cherokee Indians. Tennessee, Alabama, and Georgia, had

likewise extended their laws over such portions of the territory
as lay within their respective limits. Still, many lawless and

desperate white men had settled among these untutored

savages, who were always ready to conceal or protect any fugi-
tives seeking shelter among them. Even the best disposed

among the Indians, although offering no open resistance to the

laws, refused to aid in their execution, naturally regarding it

as an acknowledgment of a jurisdiction utterly destructive of

their nationality. It was a knowledge of this which made our

travellers anxious to reach their borders, where their future

plans might be securely arranged. Nothing occurred to call

for unusual exertion, until they passed the junction of the

ilolstien and the Clinch, and were upon the broad bosom of.

the Tennessee. It was now the month of'November, eighteen

hundred and thirty-two. The : cold winds were sweeping

through the gorges of the mountains, in fierce, though fitful

blasts. Above them the dun clouds, sometimes rolling in solid

column rapidly over the sky, then suddenly recoiling as they

were met by an opposite current of air, looked like a mighty
army swayed backwards and forwards by the changing for-

tunes of a doubtful day.

" We must make in for the bank," said Gray, "our little

vessel rocks and tosses at every blast, as if its powers of resist-

ing the storm were Hearly exhausted. Besides, we make no

headway against the wind, which is blowing directly up

stream."

"I would rather keep on if possible," was the rejoinder.
" The loss of a day may te serious to us."

"It is lost anyhow, for we can not get along against the

Wind, and we, run the risk of losing our skiff in the effort."
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The boat was accordingly pulled in to the shore. Fastening
it securely to an overhanging tree, they lighted a fire, erectedT
a rude tent, and prepared to pass the time as comfortably as
circumstances would allow. The spot where their. temporary
camp was pitched, was one from which the pencil of an artist
might have won immortality. The mountain sloped gradually
upward from the river, for the distance of half a mile, then
abruptly reared its rock-ribbed sides perpendicularly to the'
clouds. Upon the dark forest, the autumn frosts had written
their story of decay and blight,,yet the whole presented a
scene lovely and sweet, in the midst of its melancholy -- im-
posing and majestic from the very desolation hovering nigh.
Not the desolation of man; which is always gloomy, always
sad; but the desolation 'of nature, which beautifies while it de-
stroys: which walks through the land, clothed with a many-
colored garment, imparting to the bare rock a wilder grandeur,
and stealing away from the green leaves their 'verdure, only
to robe them with a thousand tints 'more brilliant than the
Tyrian dye, to brighten and to gladden their fall. From a
portion of the trees, the wind had already stripped their fo-
liage. From others again, the dull russet color proclaimed that
the sap of life was withdrawn, and though they still clung to
the parent stem, it was with a feeble and lingering hold, which'
the next rain would loosen, and the next wind sweep away.
There were others of a harder nature, from which the bright
green of summer had departed, but which the cold and the
frost had as yet only tinged with a brilliant purple. Scattered
here and there, was a species of birch, the white coating of
whose leaves, contrasted strongly with the dark hues around.
Higher up the mountain, the majestic cedar spread out its
evergreen branches, bidding defiance to frost, and storm, and,
hail; wrapping his never-changing mantle about him with
seemingly conscious pride, and like a proud beauty on a festal
night, challenging, as a right, the admiration of the beholder.
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Mingled with these, were mighty rocks, some grey and bare,
others covered with the moss of ages. A solitary raven was

perched upon a leafless tree, and Gray shuddered as its omi-

nous croaking fell upon his ear. Almost ashamed of his emo-

tions, yet panting to be alone, in order to indulge them unre-

strained, he. listened with. delight to a proposition from his

companion, to take his gun and stroll into the woods in search

of game to add to their homely fare, while Gray remained to

watch over their effects.

When John Allison was out of sight, he threw himself upon
a blanket, within the tent, to brood over his blasted youth and

ruined fortunes. Bitterly he cursed the hour that gave him

birth ; still more bitterly the circumstances that made him a

wandering outcast. Too haughty and imperious to blame him-

self-too self-willed to examine into his own errors, he

charged them all upon others, and easily reasoned himself

into the belief, that never mortal had been wronged and out-

raged like himself. Oh ! how often has reasoning like this

led the young and the passionate through a clouded life, to a

dark and stormy end. Let the conviction once grow up in

the mind, that we are sufferers without fault of our own -

that other hands, not our ungoverned passions, have spread

the clouds above us, and all hope of reformation is at an end,
and the evil one has a tool it is no longer necessary to .tempt.

To such a heart every new trial brings added bitterness, be-
cause, to its perverted reason, every one is but another wrong
-- another undeserved affliction; and the chastening which

heaven mercifully sends to soften, to subdue, atid to save, be-

comes a poisoned arrow 'that festers, and rankles, and destroys!

Nor is there in the whole store of after prosperity, a charm 'to

drive away the horrible curse. If good fortune attends him,
there are pride and self-love to claim it as the result of his own

unaided efforts. His misanthropy may be robbed of a portion

of its gloom, but it is misanthropy 'nevertheless. His heart
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is still hard and pitiless. Wealth and power are regarded
only .because they are indispensable ministers to the gratifica-
tion of his appetites and desires, 'and useful instruments of his
revenge.

In the hasty retrospect- he was now making, there was much
to deceive and mislead a judgment better tried and disciplined
than that of Mabry Gray. His life had been' in most respects
blameless, and he felt conscious of an earnest desire to pro-
mote the happiness of those with whom he had mingled. It
was not for one so young to scan too closely the inborn sinful-
ness of a nature that had so readily yielded 'to the first tempta-
tion, however great that temptation might be. He knew him-
self a sufferer - he believed he was so without any fault of
his own -beyond that, he did not inquire. A tenderer plant
would have drooped and died - he became like the tree the
lightning has riven, dry, hard, sapless, but as firmly rooted as
ever. He traced back the years of existence, only to gather
poisons more deadly than any ever compounded by the Italian,
Rene Armandi. So absorbed was he by the gloomy thoughts
crowding his mind, that he heard not the report of his com-
panion's rifle, and was only aroused by the near approach of
Allison, exclaiming in a loud voice,

"Come, Mabry, come. I have killed a dleer. You must
help me get it into camp."

Before this was accomplished, the gusty day grew calm and
clear. The sun came forth from behind his cloudy screen,
bathing the lofty mountain and the many-colored forest with
a golden lustre. Here and there, in the hollows of the moun-
tains, there was a dark space which the sunbeam could not
light; and as the eye rested upon them, and then turned to
the rocky summits revelling, in its rays, it was easy to fancy
that the hand of the Deity had painted on the face of Nature
a picture of human life. It is upon the loftiest peak that the
sunbeam most loves to linger; yet that peak. is hard, rugged,

and barren -no verdure springs from the flinty soil -no

blushing flower spreads its perfume over the stony height.

On the other hand, the quiet dell is the last to catch, and the

first to lose, Sol's warm caress; though there it is that bud and

blossom flourish -there it-is that the murmuring brook pours

its soft melody upon the ear, and the forest leaf is painted with

the brightest green. So in this world; it not unfrequently

happens that the smiles of fortune are lavished upon those

whose hearts are as stony as the mountain peaks, while the

gentle and affectionate struggle on through clouds and shadows

to the weary journey's end. Why this is so, is a mystery the
human mind in vain seeks to penetrate. The fact is appa-
rent -the reason beyond our ken. Oftentimes we see the

wrong triumphant, and the right oppressed. Intolerance,
oppression, and crime, walk abroad- unpunished, if not unre-
proved. The vicious bask in the sunshine of prosperity, while

the good man struggles with penury; and the meek, and the

pious, are borne down with affliction. These are visible, tan-

gible realities. The solace of the wretched is to be found in
the Confession of Faith of at least one Christian sect: "God,
from all eternity, by the most wise and holy counsel of His
own will, did foreordain whatsoever comes to pass." What-
ever He has ordered must be for the best. His justice -

His mercy, are the common inheritance of all; and it is en-

tirely reconcilable with both, that the inequalities we witness

here shall be amply recompensed hereafter.

The sun had gone down, and Gray and Allison were seated
by the huge fire in front of the tent to enjoy the evening re-

past. They had much to learn of the woodman's art; but
exercise is a keen sharpener -of the appetite, and, however

imperfect their cookery, the 'meal was dispatched with a relish
an epicure would have envied. Both were wearied, and they

early sought that repose a day of toil rarely fails to render
grateful. With the morning theirlittle skiff was again float-
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ing upon the current of the romantic Tnnessee. Rapidly
their watery journey was continued until they pulled up in
the shadow of Look-out Mountai;6, from whose lofty summit
the territories of four States are visible. The place Was then
an Indian landing, and could boast of only a few rude huts,
built chiefly for purposes of traffic with the descending flat-
boats. Since that time, the Anvil, the plane, and the steam-
engine, have invaded its solitude. The wild Indian has been
driven to a far distant home -the bear and the panther have
disappeared; and if a solitary deer, the last survivor of an
immense herd, is occasionally.found skulking in the gorges of
the mountains, it is regarded with wondering admiration. A
city has grown up upon the site, and civilized man has con-
verted the desert into a mart. Time is a great magician, and
even those who doubt the beneficence of all his changes, may
dwell with admiration upon the stupendous results. At the,
time of which we write, the common receptacle for travellers
was a kind of half tavern, half grocery, upon the bank. Here'
our fugitives took refuge for the night. And such a night
How full of horrors to men reared as they had been in all the.
respectful observances of a well-regulated and virtuous family !
Drinking, gambling, fiddling, dancing, shouting, swearing,
made a Pandemonium of the smoky rooms from the going
down of the sun to his rising in the morning. Between their
sleeping room and the public one, there was nothing save a
board partition, through which every sound was audible, while
large cracks in the rough wall afforded almost equal advantages
to the sense of sight. Sleep, was impossible, and cold chills
crept over them as the disgusting orgies proceeded. Indians,
whites, half-breeds, males and females, mingled in the dreadful
revelry. Throughout the long night, Gray Oatched its pro-
gress with a sense of loathing, not unmixed with fear.
Although a blood-stained outcast, he felt no degradation until
now. His opponent had fallen in open encounter, where life

0 1

was frankly staked against life. There was much, too, in the

circumstances accompanying the deed to rob the sting of con-

science of a portion -f its pangs, and he was by no means pre-

pared for the bitter" regss in the bottom of the cup he was

compelled to drain. That his crime should drive him among

desperate adventurers, he had deemed probable; but this low

debauchery, this crawling down to the level of the brutes, had

in it something unspeakably horrible. He little imagined

that a day would come to him when such scenes wogld be far

'from unfamiliar, and such acts would call forth no condemna-

tion. It was new to him, now, however-new and fearful;

and he felt that to remain in such a lodging an hour longer
than could be avoided, would be an insult to his mother's

memory. His friend was equally anxious for -a change.

Accordingly, the first thing they did in the morning, was to

institute inquiries as to the possibility of procuring other quar-

ters. The flat-boat of a trader was cabled a short distance

above the landing. With some difficulty they prevailed upon

its owner to receive them on board as boarders, and their bag-

gage was soon transferred to this rough abode. To the reader

who is unacquainted with the early customs of the south-west

in general, and of the Tennessee river in particular, it may be

necessary to say, that at the period when the waters of the

river were innocent of any such disturbance as. that made by
.the paddle-wheels of a steamboat-and the mountains, through
which it cuts its way, were unvisited by the "iron horse," it
was the custom in East Tennessee, to build large flat-boats du-

ring the summer, which were loaded with iron, salt, meal, pota-
toes, flour, &c. With the first rise of the waters, in the fall

or winter, these boats were started down the stream on a

trading expedition. The owner, for the most part,.and one or

two "hands," embarked on it.. Carrying their own provi-

sions, bedding, and other necessaries, the boat for the time

became their domicil. They' were destined for no particularI_r
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market, the object being to trade whenever and wherever a
fair profit could be realized. When they arrived at a landing,
where there was a probability of making' sales, the boat was
pulled into the bank, and cabled. The owner went ashore to
make his inquiries - if these were satisfactory, he remained a
day, or a week, or a month, according to the state of the mar-
ket. When the market grew dull, he slipped his cable, pushed
out into the stream, and floated with the current to another
landing. This was repeated until the cargo was disposed of;
by which time he had generally reached that portion of the
stream from which the. cotton bales of the Tennessee valley
were shipped. His next object was to sell his boat to the
"freighters,"-a business generally concluded with little loss
of time. The boatman then shouldered his pack, and trudged
back on foot in the spring, to the home he had left in the
autumn.

Modern science, and improvement, have made'sad-havoc of
the flat-boat traffic. A solitary boat may still be seen at times
floating upon the stream, but the system has departed. Like
the wild fowl, whose mates have been destroyed by the hunt-
er's art, it lingers in melancholy loneliness upon the waters
that once were peopled with its kind.

It was impossible to live with a flat-boat-man of the "old
school," for three consecutive days without growing as familiar
with him, as you would with a city acquaintance in a twelve-
month. Gray was soon upon the best terms with his host.
He was a large, raw-boned, broad-shouldered, powerful man,
whose sinews had been hardened by constant exercise, to the
consistency of iron. Light-hearted. and good-humored, there
was nothing in the world he loved better than fiddling and
dancing; unless it might be fisticuffs and whiskey : of which
latter article, he boasted that he could "carry a quart under
his belt, and walk the edge of an inch plank from his boat to
the shore." It can not be said that he was ever known to'

miss an opportunity of mingling in a fray, but justice requires

the fact should also be chronicled, that it was always done.

upon the same principle Richard of England proposed a duel

with Saladin, viz. to prove his manhood. He had no idea of

malice as connected with a fair, stand-up, and knock-down

fight. The man he had one minute pummelled to a jelly, he

would, the next, convey to his boat, wash his bruises, and

drench him with whiskey. Nor did the slightest feeling of
anger remain with him, if he happened to be worsted in the

encounter. He looked upon the whole thing as a simple trial

of strength and endurance; and, no matter how it ended, it

was perfectly understood that no ill blood was to follow.

Among 'his other characteristics, there was a large amount of,

strong common sense, aided by such knowledge of the world

as might be picked up during his trading career, which. em-

braced several expeditions to New Orleans, then the Ultima

Thule of all boatmen upon the upper tributaries of the Mis-

sissippi.
Their supper was the ordinary fare of boatmen; -fried

bacon, roasted potatoes, coffee without cream, and corn-bread.

The host, whose name was Neel, appeared to have an indis-

tinct impression that this might not be exactly as palatable to

uninitiated strangers, as a meal served up in one of the

fashionable hotels of New Orleans.
" I reckon," he said, "that you have been used to better'

fare, and I will mend it with some venison to-morrow, unless

the d-n-d half-breeds on the hank are too lazy to kill a deer."

His guests' courteously replied, that they were quite con-

tented with any thing Mr. Neel himself could-put up with.
" Call me Jack. Even the boys here never think of calling

me byany other name."
,The boysalluded to, were two boatmen nearly as powerful

as himself, whom he had hired'to assist in the management
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of his craft, and whose long, unshaven beards would have done

honor to the days of Moses.
As soon as the meal was dispatched, Jack Neel proposed

that Gray and Allison should accompany him to the tavern
and participate in the night's amusement. To his surprise

the invitation was .declined. Mistaking the cause, he .said
encouragingly,

"They are a rough set, certain; though they are mighty apt
to be civil to a stranger at the worst, and I would like to see
a man look cross at a friend who went there under my wing.

As to the gals, they will be sure 'to cotton to you,' if for
nothing else in the world, than because they never seed you

before.". .
Gray explained that he had no fears of personal ill treat-

ment, and wishing Mr. Neel all possible enjoyment at, the
" frolic," persisted in declining to accompany him.

" Well," replied the boatman, internally wondering how
any man could refuse so tempting an offer;--"well, if you

won't go, and will stay with the boat, I'll give the boys a
holiday, and take them along with me."

No proposition could have been more acceptable to the
boys. The three started off in high glee, leaving the boat,
and everything it contained, in the custody of two strangers
they had never heard of twenty-four hours before. If any
one had asked Jack Neel to explain this imprudent confidence,
he would have answered, " God Almighty writes a mighty
plain hand, and I could see with half an eye them fellows was
honest." There was, another cause which doubtless operated
upon him, though he might not have assigned it. The most
common crime of cities, and crowded districts, was unknown
in the back-woods. They would drink, swear, fight, and
sometimes kill. Larceny and robbery were out of the ques-
tion. They were loth to believe that a white man could steal,
and when they heard of such things in their occasional trips

to New Orleans, they were sure to charge them upon " the
d--n-d French and Spaniards, who were half mulattoes any-
how." If the genuine flat-boatman of the South-West was

often dissolute, often reckless of moral restraint, at least he

was always manly - always honest. They were, in a great

degree, an unlettered race. Their annual rovings upon the:

river, withdrew them for long periods from the wholesome re-

straints of public opinion. Their traffic necessarily brought
them in contact with the bad, as well as the good, and their

laborious avocation made every species of relaxation an enjoy-

ment. -No wonder they eagerly plunged into every kind of
excitement, and thought not, and cared not, what name the

moralist might bestow upon it. I have seen an army in pos-
session of a conquered city, and educated gentlemen, who, at

home, were rigidly observant of all- the proprieties of life,
mingling with high delight in scenes as debasing, as any ever

enacted on the South-Western waters. Without intending to
excuse the one or the other, it is but fair that the weakness

of human nature should be taken into-the account, and that

some allowance should be made for the circumstances sur-

rounding both.
With the morning, the boatmen returned. The "frolic"

had been one of unusual interest, and peals of laughter re-
sounded through the boat as they recounted how this one "got
drunk, and cavorted, and fell cowhallop into Betsey Sims's
lap." Or how that one became bewildered in the dance, not
knowing exactly who was his vis-a-vis, when the fiddle5rcame

to his relief, by bawling out, at the top of his voice, "IDance
to the gal with a hole in her stocking." "And," continued
the narrator, "didn't she shake a nasty foot. when Bill did
begin to buck up to her!"

Many other scenes and incidents were related with an exu-,
berant glee which left no doubt that Jack Neel and his boys

. had' enjoyed themselves to their hearts' content. We pause
6*
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not to speculate upon the character of that enjoyment. It

was enjoyment; vicious, if you choose, but not half so bad as

the "Free-love" communions abounding in the moral and r-

ligious atmosphere to the northward of the Potomac-not a
whit worse than the polished hypocrisy, the insinuated slander,
and the lewd contact of the sexes, so familiar to the gilded
saloons of cities, where well-bred damsels esteem it unfashion-
able to expose less than half a leg, and all the breast.

When breakfast was over, Gray took his host aside, and,

explaining to him that his object was to reach the Mexican
province of Texas, asked his advice as to the best route to be

pursued. "Well, there's several ways," was the response,

"and none of them the best. If you want to go quietly and
cheaply, stay on my boat until I get down among the freighters ;
then take a cotton-boat to the mouth of Red River. The boys

will.charge you nothing, except to help them on a pinch, and
pinches will come d-n-d often, after you strike the Mississippi."

"How long will it take to reach Red River ?"
"That's as luck will have it. May-be two months -may-

be three. We have to allow for the winds, the fogs, and the

sawyers."
"That is slow travelling," said Gray.
"Slow, but sure. No sheriff, or deputy, will. board a flat.

boat, unless he happens to have a liking for a cold swim on a
winter's day."

Upon consultation with John Allison, it was determined to
adopt the plan Neel suggested. Sales at Ross's Landing were

getting dull, and the trader prepared to seek another market.

Gray stood upon the deck by the steersman when the cable
was slipped, and the heavy boat swung lazily into the stream.
A few strokes from the long oars at the bow aided her passage
to the main current of the river. The oars were then un-
shipped, and the labors of all but the steersman were at an
end. The river here cuts its way through the heart of the

Y t
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Cumberland. Mountains. Lofty peaks and rugged crags rise
up on either hand. On some, a thick covering of trees

stretches upward, from the water's edge to the clouds. Over
these, Autumn had thrown, her many-colored. mantle. Gold,

purple, and green,, glittered in the rays of the rising sun.. The
beauty of the rainbow was there, and, mingled with that

beauty, was a wild and terrible grandeur, which chastened
admiration with awe. No cultivated field marred the vastness
of the prospect. No cottage peeped from among the giant
trees. Nature stretched her sceptre over the scene, and man,

humbled and abashed at the majesty of her works, cowered
and trembled as he gazed. The boat glides on, and now an-
other view of, the mighty panorama is presented. Here no
ledges intervene - no trees obstruct the sight. Sudden, ab-

rupt, from the midst of the waters, the solid rock rears itself
in desolate magnificence towards the skies.. Upon its inhos-
pitable sides no verdure is visible ; for even the 'tenacious
moss seeks in vain a crevice where a foothold may be secured.
Steep and regular as a castle wall, it bares its adamantine
breast to the north Wind's blast, and laughs in scorn at the
feeble waves that beat against its base.' Here the river grows
jealous, and demands its share of admiration. It may not
rival the grandeur of the land, but a rushing noise proclaims
that danger and death are brooding over the waters, and terror
lends its aid to win for the envious stream the traveller's sole
attention. We are nearing the "Suck." .Suddenly it is
gathered in a narrow channel, and then rushesin a headlong
volume for hundreds of yards, as if poured from 'a'precipice.

"Up, boys," shouted Neel, "all of you to-the steering-oar,
and hold her steady."

The boat took the current, and even the hardy owner held
his breath as it was' dashed along with lightning speed by the
foaming' torrent. A moment followed -a moment of awful
suspense -and it was tossing in the "boiling pot'" blow.
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When this second danger was surmounted, Neel addressed his
passengers:

" You'll travel a long ways, I'm thinking, before you come
to such another jumping-off place as that."

"It is a fearful current, truly," Gray answered, "and I see
no cause to produce it. The ground, so far 'as the mountains

allow me to judge, is about the same level."
"None of us can tell what makes it; but it is thar, and a

d-n-d ugly passage it is for a flat-boat."

" I suppose it is not so dangerous when the water is low."
" Just the other way. When the river is at dead low-water

mark, it would trouble a streak of lightning to catch a boat
from the head of the 'suck' to the 'pot.'"

Gray mused long upon the wonderful phenomenon he had
witnessed, then turned again to the contemplation.of the splen-
did scenery through which they were still floating. For' a
hundred miles itcontinued; but no pen can do it justice, no
painter's art can embody its mingled beauty and magnificence.
It must be seen to be appreciated; it must be felt to be remem-
bered as it is. No scenery of our own land, or of others,-
equals it in extent or gorgeous splendor; and the traveller who
has slept in the shadow of Orizaba, and clambered to the eter-
nal snows of Popocatepetl, has still something.-to learn of the
majesty of nature, if he has never floated upon the bosom of
the Tennessee.

ii
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CHAPTER IV.

"Sad regrets from past existence,
Came, like gales of chilling breath;

Shadowed in the. forward distance
Lay the land of death."

THEIR intercourse with Jack Neel on the river had impressed

Gray and Allison still more favorably with his excellent quali-

ties. Like the milk of the cocoa-nut, which is covered by a
hard, rough rind, so within that rude, unpolished frame, there

was a;gushing fountain of benevolence to which the unfortu-

nate never applied in vain. He had drawn from Gray enough

to be aware that he stood in peril of the law for having wiped

out a deadly injury with blood. The deed, as he regarded it,
constituted a claim upon his kindness that no exertion could

be too great to meet. He himself selected the cotton-boat on

which their voyage was to be prosecuted, and took care to

inform the captain that they were gentlemen in whose welfare
he felt so particular an interest, that it would not be safe to

bring back a report of any misfortune having befallen them.

The reader must suppose the journey-to have been accom-

plished, and our wanderers safely landed at Nacogdoches. At

that day, but little was known of Texas or the Texans in the

older states of the Union, and Gray and Allison were in almost

complete ignorance of the country, its history, and its inhabit-

ants. At Nacogdoches they learned for the first time that the
settlers of that colony (Edwards's grant), goaded beyond en-

durance by the tyranny of the political chief,* and his minion,

* An officer whose rank corresponds to that of governor in the States.
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the Alcalde, had a short time before broken out into revolt

against the Mexican Government, and, by the aid of the

Cherokee Indians under Fields, waged for some time successful

war against the troops sent to subdue them. Finally, the

American settlers of Austin's colony, on the Brazos, unaware

of the many grievances which their brethren had to complain

of, and fearful of the annulment of their own grants, united

their forces with the Mexican troops. When information of

these movements reached Nacogdoches, the citizens at once

abandoned all further attempts at resistence, and most of them

took refuge in the United States. At the instance of Stephen

F. Austin, the Mexican commander issued a proclamation of
general amnesty, inviting the settlers who had fled beyond the

Sabine to return. Many availed themselves of the permission
thus granted, and occupied their old homes in and around Na-

cogdoches. Tyranny, however, could not long rest from its
pleasant avocations of cruelty and torture. The colonists were

again subjected to every species of annoyance; often to impri-

sonment, and sometimes to death. The free spirit of men

reared in the sunshine of American institutions, and retaining

a proud remembrance of their revolutionary descent, could not

brook so near an-approach to absolute slavery. They had once

submitted the case to a trial of arms, which had been decided

against them by their own countrymen. They had every reason
to suppose that another trial of the same kind would be
attended by the same results. As last resource, they aban-
doned their lands by scores; some to eturn to the United States,
others to seek refuge in more favored parts of Texas. When

these facts were ascertained, Gray and Allison determined' to
push on to Austin's Colony, where a happier state of things

existed. By the exercise of the highest abilities, aided by the
most consummate tact, Stephen F. Austin had managed to
maintain friendly, and even cordial relations with the govern-

ment of Mexico. His views respecting that distant province,
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were always listened to with respect, and his requests generally

granted. It is apparent from his letters, that he had long con-
templated the eventual separation. of Texas from Mexico, but

the pear was not yet ripe. In his judgment the time had not

yet arrived, when a declaration of independence could be
hazarded with safety. Hence we find him promptly uniting
with the government, to'suppress the revolt at Nacogdoches.

He had no- idea of being hurried into a revolution, before he

was prepared to- make that revolution effective. Every day he

was growing stronger, and as long as' no active oppression was

attempted, he could afford to wait the turn of events. The

turbulence of a portion of the American settlers in Texas gave

him great trouble, and annoyance: still, in view of coming

events, that he could not fail to .foresee, he was unwilling to
lose a single rifle from the country, and accordingly when the

people of Nacogdoches were subdued, he made, use of all his
influence with Colonel Ahumada to procure a proclamation of

amnesty, which he hoped would cause a return of most, if not
all the refugees to the Territory they had abandoned. While

thus maturing his plans, and quietly preparing the materials
to insure success, events were occurring in the city of Mexico,

which threatened shipwreck to all his hopes of 'the future.
An election for President was held between Pedraza and

Guerero. All the historians of the period agree, that Pedraza
was regularly elected. Guerero feeling strong in the affections
of the soldiery, alleged that the- election was invalid, because
his oppo ept had been guilty of bribery. The charge was
doubtless true of both parties, but Guerero took effectual steps
to prevent an investigation of his own conduct, by surrounding
the Mexican Congress with his troops, and conveying to that
body, an intimation that their personal safety materially de-
pended upon his elevation to the Presidency. No Mexican
Legislature was ever known to resist such an agument, and
accordingly Guerero was declared the legal President of the
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republic. The power thus obtained by fraud and violence,
was of short duration. Guerero was in turn deposed and exe-
cuted by Bustamente, the Vice-President, who at once assumed
dictatorial powers. The favor Austin had enjoyed at the
Mexican Capital now departed. A decree was issued estab-
lishing Custom-Houses and fortifications along the coast of
Texas. The Custom-Houses were to serve the purpose of
plundering the inhabitants; and the fortifications, besides pro-
tecting the soldiers of the despot, were to be used as prisons,
for the confinement of such of the Texans as happened to in-
cur the displeasure of the Mexican officials. By another de-,
cree, accusation was made equivalent to conviction. All
accused persons were removed to these prison fortifications
denied the right of hearing the charges against them - of trial
by jury, and of counsel for their defence. Every effort was
made to obstruct further emigration from the United States,
and many lesser grievances were of daily occurrence. The
Texans began to feel that delay was more dangerous than im-
mediate revolt. Some of their best and bravest were already
in the dungeons of the tyrant-among them the -immortal
Travis - others might be expected soon to follow. With one.
accord they grasped' their arms, resolving in the spirit of '76
to live free or die. It was nbt judged expedient, however,
even yet, to sever all connection with the Federal Government.
" Liberty and the constitution of 1824," was the rallying cry.
What would have been the ultimate result of the struggle if
it had then commenced, can be known only to the great Dis-
poser of events. Fortunately for Texas, it was deferred yet a
little longer. In the very crisis of her destiny, Santa Anna
raised the standard of revolt against Bustamente, and declared
for the Constitution of 1824. Although they knew very little
of Santa Anna, and that little not to his credit, the Texans
could have no hesitation about uniting themselves with the
party of this unexpected ally. He was represented to be un-
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grateful, dissolute, licentious, a gambler, and an infidel. How
much of this was to be attributed to the interested calumnies

of the Priests, they did not know. That he was an open
reviler of the mummeries of the Catholic religion, was certain;
and that he habitually spoke of the priesthood in terms of the
bitterest contempt, was equally well established; but this was

no great sin in the eyes of men whose opinions, if carefully
fathomed, would have been found not widely variant from his

own. Nor did they feel any disposition to institute rigid in-

quiries into the general complexion of his morals. A procla-
mation in favor of liberty and State rights was, in their eyes, a
mantle sufficiently broad to cover many sins, and as long as he

acted up to the proclamation, he found them his bravest and

most incorruptible adherents. They were already arming
upon their own account, when that proclamation reached them;
and although every fortress in Texas was garrisoned by. the

soldiers of Bustamente, they boldly flung abroad the banner
of his opponent. One hundred and fifteen Colonists under
Colonel John Austin, stormed the fortress of Velasco. The

heroic Travis -who had escaped from prison-with only
twenty men, attacked and captured Anahuac. Nacogdoches
fell soon afterwards, and when General Mexia arrived with

reinforcements from Santa Anna, he found that every military
post had been captured without his assistance, and all resist-
ance was.at an end.'

So much of history was necessary to elucidate the events
which are to follow, since (much as it may be regretted) the
early history of Texas is even at this day a sealed book to the

majority of American readers.

When Gray and Allison arrived at San Felipe de Austin,
they took up quarters at a house of entertainment which might
have been appropriately denominated a cross between a Span-
ish posada and 'a country inn on the borders of ,the United
States. The house was a long one-story building, with a

7,

I



74 MUSTANG GRAY.

thatched roof and dirt floors. Surrounding this building, and
extending some distance back of it, was a high picketed fence,

made of split logs, one end being driven deep into the ground,

while near the top they were securely fastened together by
strips of timber nailed along the entire length. At the back of

the yard was a rough shed, with a rack for fodder and hay, no
other provender being allowed to the traveller's horse at a

Texan inn, where corn was much too valuable an article to be

fed away to dumb brutes, and where in fact nine-tenths of the

animals were accustomed to feed entirely on the prairie grass.

Some fig trees were growing at each end of the house, and in

front, between it and the fence.--the only green things within

the dusky enclosure. Four or five pigs, who seemed wonder-

fully familiar with the interior of the premises, and about

double that' number of chickens, completed the outside of the

picture. Inside, a rough table of heavy timber extended from

one end of the middle room to the other. Equally rough
benches were placed on either side. With the exception of a

huge cupboard, it was bare of other furniture. The southern,

apartment boasted of a bed, two wooden chests, and three or

four chairs, with deerskin bottoms. In one corner was a pile
of dry hides, which were spread down at night as "pallets "

for the children and two Mexican servant girls. This room

was used as kitchen to the inn, and bed-chamber for the host

and his family. In the northern division, there was a bench,

a number of stools, and a pile of dry hides. No traveller in

that primitive region asked or expected other bedding. It

was taken for granted that every one carried his own blanket

along with him ; and if he did not, he was compelled to dis-

pense with covering for the time. Whenever a guest felt in-

clined to repose, he took a hide from the pile, spread it upon

the floor, or in the yard, according to his choice, wrapped him-

self in his blanket, and laid down upon a couch whose health-

fulness amply compensated for its hardness. The landlord was
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an jAmerican, who rejoiced in the possession of a Mexican
wife, i. e., half Spanish and half Indian. She had passed her
.fortieth year, and was rapidly accumulating that amount of fat
for which her countrywomen are so justly celebrated. We of
the Anglo-Saxon race are occasionally able to produce very fair
specimens of fat women. Indeed, for single exhibitions, it is
doubtful if we do not surpass our neighbors; but for shows of
two or three thousand at a time, we are literally "nowhere."
let it not be understood that these remarks have any applica-
tion to the senoritas. There is, to be sure, an observable
plumpness about them -a plumpness, though, which adds to,
rather than detracts from, their loveliness. It is only when
the period of early womnanhood has expired, and they have
become staid matrons of forty,' or thereabouts, that they begin
to assume those magnificent dimensions which are unrivalled
anywhere outside the. limits of the miscalled Republic of
Mexico. In general, this excessive corpulenoy produces its
natural result of listless indolence. Our hostess was an excep-
tion to the rule. Whether it was from natural temperament,
or from long association with her husband and his enterprising
countrymen, she retained all the energy.and the, restless activity
of her youthful years. From the first, she was struck with the
manly form and handsome countenance of Mabry Gray, and
soon established a friendship with him that influenced in a
great degree the whole of his after life.

Men who were willing to work could not remain long in

San Felipe, at that day, without finding employment. In less
than a week, John Allison had obtained a situation in a mer-
cantile house. Gray had other views. Unlike his friend, he
was a rover by nature. In his bosom, too, there was a dark
remembrance forever goading him on 'to the most desperate
adventures. Henceforth he could live' only amid the wildest
excitements. He had made zealous friends of his host, James
Saxon, and his wife Josefa. Even in that busy region, where
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few people had the time or the inclination to attend to any-
body's affairs besides their own, the frequent and long confer-
ences between the three became the subject of remark, and

the curious were piqued at their inability to discover what it
could possibly mean. At length, a Mexican, attended by two
servants, arrived and put up at the inn. Josefa welcomed him'

with every demonstration of affection, and at once conducted

him to her own apartment. Sending for Gray, she introduced
the stranger as her brother, Bartolo Piedras, at the same time

bestowing upon her relative an amount of commendation that

would have been regarded as rather extravagant eastward of'

the Mississippi. Gray, in his own turn, came in for a full
share of praise; but as it was pronounced in Spanish, of which
he did not understand a word, he lost the opportunity of pro..

fiting by a knowledge of his perfections.
That night ani unusual number of guests crowded the public

room; and Gray, spreading his hide beneath a fig-tree in the
yard, stretched himself upon it. It was just such a night as

that on which he had heard the trembling voice of Julia Alli-
son pleading with Robert Taliafero to restore her blighted

honor. A warmer sky was above him, and a balmier atmo-
sphere around him; but there was the same moon, and there

the same stars, that looked down upon hini, as he sat by the
old pine-tree far away in his native land, and witnessed the
rending agony of that dreadful hour. A thousand and a
thousand weary miles of forest and of mountain interposed

between him and his secluded home on the waters of the Cape

Fear. He had fled in vain from the scenes where every inani-
mate thing reminded him of his loss. In vain the violated

laws of his country had been eluded. The moon and the,
stars travelled with him mute mentors of his sorrow and his

guilt. There was also another companion from whom he could
not hope to escape on this side of the grave. No exile "from
himself can flee." Wherever he wandered by day or by night,

memory would be continually calling up images to frighten
repose from his breast. Even now he was living in the past.
le heard once more the sound of the first clod that fell upon
his mother's coffin, and an icy tremor curdled his veins. Every

word of his parting interview with Julia was remembered.
The little star he had fondly christened by her name, was
shining on him, and fancy readily supplied the cloud, the pine-
trees, and the fitful moaning of the wind. He lived again
through. that long night, whose every moment was, an age of
agony. With a mighty effort he turned from the dreary retro-
spect to the future. There no hope was gleaming -there he
saw only a blood-red path, shadowed by lurid clouds, and end-
ing in impenetrable gloom. Once more he sent his mind out
upon an errand of discovery; but like the first dove that went
forth from Noah's ark, it found all storm and darkness, and
angry waves; and came back to him clothed in the habiliments
of despair.

"Is it so?" was his stern refIection. "Weli, I have passed
through a furnace seven times heated, and may well grapple
with woes more dread than any that are to come."

At the same hour, three persons assembled in the apartment
of Josefa, whose consultations colored the destinies of thousands
of whose existence they were unaware. A strange thing is
human life ! Sever but the feeblest thread of the .mighty
web, and blood and tears will flow from the farthest extreme.
Drive but a single peasant from the culture of his vines on the
hill-side, and a nation may be unchained by the deed. Scarce
one of the great.events in the world's history can be traced to
causes commensurate with the results. In the very land of
which we are writing, 'a dissolute Spaniard, driven by his vices
from Old Spain, crashed a mighty empire into nothingness be.
neath his tread. Thus, the wildest improbability is often the
lever with which the Omnipotent works. It is His decree
that every act shall be followed by another and another,,and7', an

ayI9pI
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another-that every chord, once struck, shall vibrate through
the myriad strings of existence. Who shall say that it travels
not on from star to star, sounding through all one universal
diapason ?

In the rude inn of a rude village, an unseen hand was.
shaping a mighty work. Josefa, her brother, and her husband--.
what were they but puppets, moved they knew not when nor
wherefore. She was seated on the side of the bed, her bro-
ther in a chair on her left hand, her husband on her. right,
with his elbow resting on her knee. Saxon was speaking at
the moment.

"I have told him," he said, addressing Piedras, "that you
are a horse-drover. That you are the owner of two Ranchos,
one on the San Antonio, and one, further down the coast, at
Corpus Christi. That at each one you have a number of peo-
ple employed to catch wild horses, which are driven by your-

self, and four or five assistants, every fall, to the United States
for sale. I told him, too, that the Indians were sometimes
very troublesome, and that you greatly needed a bold, deter-
mined man, upon whom you could -fully rely, to take charge,
of the rancho at Corpus Christi."

" What did he say ?" asked the Mexican.
" He said the place suited him, and he was ready to go, if

you could agree on the terms."
"Did he mention the terms he expected ?"
"Yes; board, lodging, and thirty dollars a month."
"Cheap enough! I will double it if he pleases me. But

what do you know of him'?"
" Enough to stake my life upon his doing what he engages

to do."
" And I," chimed in Josefa, "I will swear for him on the

holy cross."
-'Did you mention any other business in which I might

happen to be engaged ?"
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No. I left that for you."
"Perhaps he might not be so ready to enter into the ser-

vice, if he knew that a cargo of Africans is sometimes landed
at Corpus Christi; that many articles find their way into the
country that have never paid duties to.the government; that
my people catch horses at other places than on the prairie, and
generally feed upon, cattle branded with a very different mark
from mine. I have known many' of your countrymen who
were ready enough to shed blood, manifest a strange disinclina-
tion to more gainful occupations."

"It is not necessary to tell-"him this, nor any part of it, now.,
Keep him with you until he becomes attached to you, and
then, if he will not engage in your pursuits, at least .your
secrets will be safe."

"It is risking a great deal," replied the Mexican, musingly,
"to take him there 'without knowing how he relishes such
means of making' money. I will try it, though, 'to please
Josefa and yourself. At the worst, if he should grow restive,
and show signs of betraying me, there are willing hands
enough at Corpus to mix some innocent drug with his choco-
late, or introduce a cuchillo between his ribs while he sleeps."

"Not so, Bartolo," responded his sister. "If any harm
comes to him through you, I'will myself denounce you to the
Political Chief at San Antonio de Bexar."

It is not easy to describe 'the stare of -astonishment with
which her brother regarded her. He could not understand
the interest so energetically manifested for an acquaintance of
less than a month, and it was with difficulty he found breath
to reply,

".Why, what is the matter with the woman? Would you.
have me lose all I have gathered through thirty years of toil
and danger, rather than shed -a few drops of heretic blood,

which the priest would forgive for a single o7za9 You are
mad, Josefa, stark mad. Or are you looking out for another

i"
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husband, in the expectation that your marido here will be

taken off?"
"No, I am not mad, and I want no other husband; but I

love this youth, and I mean to, protect him. There is no,

danger from his treachery; the only danger is from your sus-
picions. I know of old that those who once excite them are

wonderfully short-lived ; and sometimes they die by strange
accidents. I remember when a rattlesnake, you would insist

upon keeping, unaccountably escaped from its cage, and crawled

through two rooms to the bed of poor Antonio Bazan, where

it was found the next morning, coiled upon the dead body of
its victim. Now if my young friend dies by any such means,
your neck will.be in very great peril."

Bartolo was satisfied his sister was in' earnest, and he felt

convinced that she would perform all she had threatened. If
he. could have done so with safety, the probability is that he

would have accominodated her also with a rattlesnake for a

bedfellow. As it was, he dared not quarrel with her. To

offend her would be to offend her husband, who was sincerely

attached to her; and although the Mexican was. not a coward,,

he had no particular desire to feel the horny hand of the set-

tler about his windpipe, which he knew was the very mildest

form Saxon's anger would be likely to assume. He paused

long enough to let this train of thought run through his mind
before he replied,

"Well, Josefa, suppose I refuse to take your friend upon

such hard conditions ?"
" They are not hard at all; and you will take him, because

it is to your interest. He is worth more than all the. cowardly

Ladrones between the Brazos and the Rio Grande."

Saxon had listened to the foregoing colloquy with 'great

composure, feeling.confident that his wife would triumph in the
end. It had now reached a point at which he thought his inter.

ference would help to settle any remaining difficulty.
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t"You must take him, Bartolo. He will suit you, I am cer-
tain. Josefa is right in saying that he is worth all the Mexi
cans in your employment. But it is getting late now, and we
had better go to sleep. We can talk it over in the morning."

Piedras was apparently of the same opinion; for he made
no other response than that of bidding his sister and brother-
in-law "good night."

In that region, and among that people, it was not usual for
the sun to catch a sleeper on his couch. Gray, Saxon,' and
Piedras had anticipated his rising, and were standing at the
back of the enclosure where the horses were fastened. Per-
haps their conversation had been upon the merits .of the dif-
ferent animals - perhaps upon other matters. At all events,
some understanding satisfactory to the parties appeared to have
been arrived at ; for as' they turned towards the house, Saxon
remarked,

"You must have a horse, and I know one that will suit you
exactly. how much money have you ?"

"Not much," answered Gray; "how much will the animal
you speak of. cost ?"

"From one hundred and fifty to 'one hundred and seventy-
five dollars. He was brought to this neighborhood two months
ago, by a 'mover' 'from Tennessee. His owner brought
nothing to live upon, and must have money in order to get
along until his crop is raised. I will ride over and buy his
horse. Keep your own money; you can pay me the price
when Bartolo comes in with his drove in September."

After breakfast, Gray called upon his friend, John Allison,
and informed him of his. engagement to superintend the rancho
of a horse-drover far down upon the coast.

"It is a wild life," he continued, "and I am glad that you
have chosen differently. I should go mad if confined to tle
dull routine of a counting-house. To you it will bring-inde-
pendence, and probably'wealth. I' hope to visit you once or
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twice a year, unless I fall into some Indian snare, and lose a

life I shil1 not be very careful to preserve. When you write

to your father, tell him that the memory of his kindness is

among the strongest of the human feelings left in my bosom,
and that nothing could be more grateful to the heart-broken

exile than a message of kind remembrance from him." The

large tears gathered in his eyes as he spoke. He dashed them,

away with an impatient hand, and sternly exclaimed, "1Pshaw !

What have I to do with tears, unless it be to wring them from

other eyes than my own?",

He then turned the conversation upon the last news from

Mexico, and soon afterwards rose to depart. At the inn he

found Saxon, and the Mexican, admiring the horse the former

had purchased. He was a splendid " four year old," fleet as

the wild deer, and strong as a buffalo. His silken mane and

glossy iron-gray hide indicated that he was of the purest blood;
while the vicious sparkle of his eye, and the impatient champ..
ing of the bit, gave notice that it required a strong hand to

guide him. An excellent judge of the fine points of a horse,
and even at that day one of the best riders in America, Gray
surveyed the noble animal with unconcealed admiration.

"You have brought me a treasure, indeed, Mr. Saxon; and if

he ever changes owners again, it will be after I am dead.",

" There is not such another on this side of the Mississippi,"

replied the landlord, " and nothing but the 'prospect of starva-
tion made Burrows sell him."'

Gray was fully occupied during the morning in makingthe
necessary -preparations for his journey. Towards evening,
Josefa called him into her apartment. Carefully closing 'the'
doors, she unlocked one of the wooden chests, and took there-

from a leathern jacket, thickly quilted.
"Put this on under your clothes, mir amigo; it will stop a

Camanche arrow, or a Mexican .uchillo, and you are going,
where you may need some defence against both."'
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"I thought,".,said Gray, "that the Mexicans among whom
I am going, were to be my friends and companions."

" Watch them, nevertheless. Sleep always with your bowie-
knife in your belt, and your rifle in reach. Let no one know
that you wear this jacket, or they might be hunting other
places than your ribs to inflict a wound. Trust none of them
at first. After you have been among them for a-while, if you
find one that you think can be relied on, take him aside, and
ask him to swear upon the cross to be a faithful friend. If he
makes any excuse for refusing, set him down as your deadly
enemy. If he swears, you may trust him. Put on the jacket.
You need not be ashamed of showing your naked breast tome.
I want to see how it fits, and show you how to fasten it."

"It fits exactly," continued Josefa, after a careful examina-
tion of the defensive armor that now encased his body. "It
may not protect you from a bowie-knife, if driven by as strong
an arm as'°your own; but the thin blades of our Peons and
Ladrones will snap like glass against it."

The kind-hearted hostess did not fail to give our hero many
other admonitions, whose value 'he subsequently learned to
appreciate.

Settlements in Texas, in 1833, were "few and far 'between."
Every traveller carried a blanket spread over his saddle; a fer
indispensable articles of clothing rolled in a deer-skin, and
tied behind. At the saddle-bow hung a small bag, containing
salt and hard bread. On the opposite side was a similar bag
of dried, or "jerked,' beef, and a large Mexican water-gourd.
He made o.eieulation upon sleeping beneath a roof at night.
If he arrived at a Rancho about the usual hour for stopping,:
he "put up" with its inmates. If not, he travelled on to a
running stream, or a water-hole; "staked out" his horse on
the prairie; built a fire; cooked his beef, or his-venison, by
holding'it to the blaze'ohi the end of his ramrod; spread his
blanket on the grass, and slept with the canopy of heaven for
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his covering. Sometimes he was provided with a bag of ground

coffee, and a tin cup to boil it ; but, generally, water was his,

only beverage. Of all this Gray was so entirely ignorant that

he would have been very poorly equipped, if it had not been

for the care and attention of his landlord. Under his super-

intendence, the accoutrements were perfect, and bestowing a

warm embrace upon Josefa, and giving Saxon and John Alli-

son a hearty shake of the hand, Gray turned his face westward,
to begin that adventurous. career which will long live in the

traditions of the border.

CHAPTER V.

" Away, away, my steed and I,

Upon the pinions of the wind,

All human habitations left behind;

We sped like meteors through the sky,

When with its crackling sound the night
Is chequered with the northern light:

Town -village -none were on our track,

But a wide plain of far extent,

And bounded by a forest black."

FoLLOWIN a dim pathway over the open prairie, Piedras

and his companions journeyed towards Corpus Christi. The

distance was accomplished in a space of tini which travellers,

on horseback over the beaten roads of the States would have

deemed impracticable. Short as the journey was, however, it

had been sufficient to make a most favorable impression of his

employer upon the mind of Gray. Bartolo Piedras was no

common man. He had been educated in a Convent of the

Jesuits. From the priests of that order, who have no equals

as teachers, he had.acquired a thorough knowledge of the dead

languages, of English, and of French. It is fair to presume

that the principles on which he acted were imbibed from the
same source. Reduced to penury by the misfortunes of his
father, he commenced life with less than fifty dollars in his
purse. Recognising no object but that of making money, by
fair means, or by foul, he rapidly' accumulated a sum. that
enabled him to purchase a Rancho at Corpus Christi, where
he united in his own person the quadruple character of horseL
trader, smuggler, slaver, and robber. Few situations could
have been better suited to his purposes. Situated at the mouth
of the Nueces, near the Laguna del Madre, with a long, narrow,
island between it and the sea, it was accessible only to vessels
of the lightest draught. The obtrusive visits of a cruiser
were not to be dreaded at such a spot. No- Custom-House
officer was to be found within forty or fifty miles. Light
schooners could run in, loaded with smuggled goods, in broad'
daylight, with safety. Sometimes these schooners brought an
additional cargo of Africans. Guerero had not then issued
his edict of emancipation. "Slavery was recognised by the laws
of Mexico, and, in point of fact, the edict of Guerero, when it
was issued, had no efficacy in Texas. The advantages of Pie-
dras' location by land were equally as great as by sea, and he
had so used them, as to become one of the richest men in the
northern provinces of Mexico.

In his conversation with Gray, the wily Mexican dropped
no hint that could lead to a'suspicion that he was engaged in
other business than his ostensible one of dealing in 'horses,
and the young American was astonished at the easy courtesy
of manner,'the varied learning, and extensive information of
one who followed a business that, in his own land, was surren-
dered almost entirely to men without polish or education'.

During the first- three or four weeks of his sojourn at
Corpus Christi, Gray had little to do besides practising with
the lariat, and picking up such Spanish words as were indis-
pensable in his intercourse with the Rancheros, most of whom
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understood no English. At the end of that time, he was in.*
formed by Piedras that a'party, of which it was proposed he
should make one, would set out in a few days on a Mustang
hunt. These expeditions generally extended from three to

six weeks. Extra horses were packed with all the materials
for, camping out, and the hunters amply supplied with arms
and ammunition, for defence against the roving bands of
Indians who infested- the prairie. Piedras, in consideration'

of Gray's inexperience, had mounted him upon a horse of his

own, perfectly trained to the business. He rode with them a

few miles, and, after giving special instructions to Pedro Go-

mez, the leader of the party, to communicate all possible in-

formation upon the mysteries of horse-catching to his Ameri-

can companion, he took leave of them, and returned to his

Rancho, to await the arrival of a smuggling vessel he was ex-

pecting off the coast.
In obedience to his instructions, Pedro attached himself to

our hero, and devoted the whole of the first day to a minute

detail of the various arts to be employed in capturing the wild

horses of. the Prairie. No doubt his instructions would have

proved eminently, useful, if Gray had remembered them an

hour after they were given. 'Unfortunately, the mixture of

Spanish and English in which they were delivered was almost,

unintelligible, and, moreover, he was firmly convinced that

any knowledge of the subject not derived from actual ex-

perience, would prove of little avail.. He listened with seem-

ing attention, but if his ear took in the words, they made no

impression on his memory. The next day they reached a

water-hole in the bed of a dry creek, which in the rainy season

was a considerable stream.. About three hundred yards from

the water-hole there was a log hut, erected on some former-

occasion for the purpose of storing away such articles as were

likely to be injured by expostire to the weather. Here Pedro

directed the encampment to be made - the pack.horses un-
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loaded, and the provisions and ammunition securely housed.
For the hunters themselves, the green earth furnished a couch
more luxurious than a bed of down. On the morrow, while
the body of the party were busily engaged with preparations
for the hunt, Pedro, with a single companion, rode out to re-

connoitre. About midday, they returned at half speed, having
crossed a Camanche trail, whose freshness indicated that the
Indians were in the immediate neighborhood. That the
hunting party would he discovered, and attacked duringthe
day, was therefore certain. . Gray was astonished at the terror
depicted in the countenances of the listeners. Turning calmly
to Pedro, he said,

"I have heard that our borderers in the States can form a
correct estimate of the number of a body of Indians from the
trail; as the Camanches are mounted, I suppose it may be
more easily done with them. How many do you suppose there
are-?"

" Twenty at least," was the reply.
" Twenty naked savages with bows and arrows i Then what

have, we to fear? We are ten well-armed 'men, and, might
safely offer battle to double the number."

The whole party vociferously declaimed against the madness
of, fighting twenty Indios bravos; and Gray speedily became
aware that if any fighting was to be done, he must take it all
on himself. Pedro, who had manifested none of the trepida-
tion exhibited by his companions, coolly issued orders for the
pack-horses to be loaded, and .everything got in readiness to
retreat at a'moment's notice. While the inen were engaged
in the performance of this welcome duty, he called Gray to his
side, and said,

"You and I cannot fight twenty Indians, Senor; and," he
continued, while a bitter sneer passed over his hard, thin fea.
tures, "you sde we must fight alone, or retreat with the rest."

"I am- not sure of that," was the reply.' "Two bold men
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in that log "house ought to be a match for more than twenty

Camanches."
"Possibly so; but what is to become of the horses ? And,

even if we succeeded in driving them off, how are we to remove

all this property for which I am responsible to Senor Piedras?

No, Senor, we cannot fight, but we can make a show of fight-
ing, and give the pack-horses time to get beyond danger of

capture."
Hisplan was already matured. It was, to remain stationary

until the Camanches came in sight, in order not to fall upon.

them unexpectedly on the prairie. A force of six or seven

men was then to show itself in the edge of the timber, while

the pack-horses were driven off under cover of the trees.

When a sufficient distance was attained, they were to make,
with all speed, by a circuitous route, for the rancho at Corpus

Christi.
"CIfswe show a bold front," he said, "they will waste some

hours, and probably the whole day, in trying to ascertain our

exact strength, before they venture to attack us in the timber.

At night, it will be easy to make good our own retreat."

Gray was compelled to acquiesce in a plan that savored more'

of cowardice than of prudence; but he inwardly resolved that

if any venturous Camanche came within range of his rifle,

there should be mourning among the tribe.

The Indians did not keep them in suspense. The work of

reloading the pack-horses had been concluded but a few min-

utes, when they appeared in sight, following the trail made by
Pedro and his men the preceding day. Under cover of the

timber, the pack-horses were moved off as before agreed upon,

while Pedro, with the remainder of the party, took up a posi-

tion in the bushes in front of the Camanches. His disposi-

tions were skilfully made ; so much so, that it was impossible

for the enemy to tell what his real strength might be. The

number of pack-horses added to their uncertainty. In follow-
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ing the trail, they had ascertained how many horses had passed
over it; and from the unusual boldness exhibited by the Mexi-
cans, they concluded that every horse must have carried a
rider. They had approached the water-hole in the confident
belief that no resistance would be offered, and. that the only
trouble they would have to encounter would be in running
down and catching the fugitives. From an occasional glimpse
of an armed man in the chapparal, they were apprised that
their appearance had been anticipated, and the.Rancheros were
prepared to give them battle. The south-western Indians have
at all times a strong repugnance to attack an enemy under
cover. Bands of forty or fifty have often been known to pass
a Rancho unmolested, which was defended by only two or three
Americans. That repugnance was increased on the present
occasion, by a knowledge of the usual cowardice of the Mexi.
cans, and the natural supposition that they must be in con-
siderable force, or they would not have awaited the attack.
Under this impression, they halted at about the distance of two
hundred yards, to reconnoitre. Gray had taken his position
on one of the flanks. A warrior, who appeared to be a chief,
galloped in the direction of the place where he was concealed.
le had come within fair rifle range, when he halted, shaded

his eyes with his hand, and peered eagerly into the chapparal
bushes. Resting his gun by the side of the'tree, behind-which
he was concealed, and taking deliberate aim, Gray fired., The
hand of the warrior fell from his eyes, and grasped the inane.
The horse at the same time wheeled and darted off towards the
main body. By a half convulsive motion, the other hand was
also brought up and clutched in the long mane. It was in
vain. A few bounds were sufficient to shake the Savage from
his seat. Yet so tenacious was his death-grasp, he was dragged
many yards before the, steed was freed from his lifeless rider.
The sharp crack of the rifle spread -more terror among the
Indians than the fall of their chief. It was a sound that had

8*
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never coded them any good, and the cry of "Americans"

passed from one to the other. A hasty retreat was the conse-

quence. Finding themselves unpursued, they halted upon a

little knoll not far off, and held another council of war. Their

plan of operations having been resolved upon, they spread

themselves out abreast in a long line upon the prairie, and gal-
loping up near enough to discharge a volley of arrows into the

bushes, wheeled, and rode back. This manoeuvre was repeated'

several times. Pedro, who knew that their object was to draw
his fire, and then convert the feigned attack into a real one,
issued strict orders that not, a trigger should be touched.

Gray had thus far obeyed him simply because no opportunity

for a fair shot had offered. Once more the Indians came on,
discharging their arrows as usual. A warrior more venture-

some than the rest, halted, after wheeling his steed, to excite
his enemies by insulting gestures. It was a fatal bravado.

The echoes of the rifle sounded over the prairie, and the bold
savage tumbled to the ground a lifeless corpse. Apparently

disheartened by the loss of two of their "braves," the Indians

retreated behind the knoll where their council of war had been
held.

" They are gone," said Pedro, " and will not trouble us
again. When the sun goes down, we must overtake the pack-

horses, and turn them back."

Each individual Mexican was now a hero, in his own esti-'
mation, for having so long faced the dreaded warriors of the
desert- and Joud vauntings were heard on every side as to
what they would have accomplished, if Pedro had only let

them fire. A slight smile wrinkled the features of the stern
old man, but he took no other notice of the jabbering group
about him. He was reflecting upon the possibility of over-
taking the party with the pack-horses. Supposing all danger
from the Indians at an end, as, from their known habits, it
was very improbable they would remain in a neighborhood
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where they had met with a repulse, he was solicitous to turn
the retreating party back, and carry out the objects of the
expedition. Accordingly, when the shadows of the evening
came down, lie left the shelter of the friendly timber, and
struck out in an eastern direction across the open prairie.
Riding in double file, the march was commenced in perfect
silence. They had not advanced more than a mile, when a
wild cry behind apprised them that the savages were between
them and the woods. At the same time, by the clear moon-
light, they observed another body filing out from a ott in
front. Hemmed in both in front and rear, the frightened
Mexicans abandoned all idea of resistance ; and, scattering to
the right and left,, fled with disgraceful speed, leaving Gray
and Pedro to take care of themselves,

"Fools !"' muttered the latter, "they will be taken and
scalped to a man. There is one chance for you and me, Senor,
and that is, to break through yonder line, and regain the tim-
her we ought not to have quitted without a more careful re-
connoissance..

" That is easy enough," was the reply. " They are scat-
tering in pursuit of the fugitives, and we shall not have more
than five or six to oppose us."

"And that is greater odds than I would willingly encounter
on the plains. Not that I have any great fears.of death, or
any very strong ties to bind me to life ; but I have objections
to quitting this world ftithe pleasure of an enemy, and shall
fight as hard to save the few drops in these, withered veins as
you will for the flood that courses through yours. They are
moving towards us: we must meet them at full speed. My
advice is to shoot at their horses."

The main body of the Indians had followed in pursuit of
the flying Mexicans. .Six only remained, who were leisurely
approaching Pedro' and Gray, making signs for them' to sur-
render.
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"Now is our time," said Pedro, "but, before we charge, I
have a few more words to say. You may escape, and I may
be killed in the effort; or, if we both succeed in reaching the
timber, we may be separated so as not to find each other again;

Corpus Christi is twenty-five leagues exactly, northeast of us.

You will, therefore, know in what direction to travel, if you
find yourself without a guide in the morning. Now charge.''

The cool and courageous bearing of this withered old man

contrasted strangely with the cowardly demeanor of his coun-

trymen. Gray marked it, and resolved, if they escaped that

danger, to make Pedro his friend. There was no time now for

comment. Driving the rowels of their spurs deep into the

horses' sides, they rushed with headlong speed directly upon
the advancing foemen. Sudden and unexpected as was the

attack, the savages were not wholly taken by surprise. They
separated quickly, so as to avoid a direct hand-to-hand encoun.

ter, and secure all'the advantages to be derived from a flank

discharge of their bows and arrows. In their extreme haste,
the volley was badly aimed, and whistled harmlessly through
the air. At the distance of ten paces, Pedro discharged his

escopeta, which took effect in the neck of one of the horses,
and made the animal dash off across the prairie,.in defiance

of every effort of his rider. Gray did not fire, but pressed

on for the timber. For three-fourths of a mile, the contest

was altogether one of speed. A party of Camanches, hearing
the report of Pedro's escopeta, desisted from the pursuit of the

Rancheros, and endeavored to intercept Gray and his companion
before they could reach the wood. It was soon evident, however,
that this movement would be unavailing, and the Indians once
more resorted to their bows. An arrow whistled harmlessly
by Pedro's head. Another struck Gray between the shoulders,
where it was stopped by the quilted jacket Josefa had given
him. Another, with more fatal effect, was buried deep in his
horse's flank. He felt the animal reel, and knew that in a few

more bounds he must fall. Believing that it would be danger-
ous to remain longer upon his back, he sprung to his feet, and
prepared to defend himself ,with the desperation of despair.
An exulting shout from the dusky warriors hailed this decided
success, and, believing his death or capture now to be certain,
they swept by in pursuit of Pedrp, leaving our hero to be dealt
with by their comrades, who werb approaching from the flank.
A lightning glance around enabled Gray to take in all the
advantages and disadvantages of his situation. By making a
sharp angle towards a point of timber which jutted out, into
the prairie, he threw his pursuers far into the- rear, and
bounded off with the speed of the greyhound for the friendly
covert. He could distinctly hear the panting of the foremost
horse as he reached the wood, and,, just as he availed himself
of the shelter of a tree, a volley of arrows pattered against it.
Promptly his rifle was raised to return the compliment. The
Indians, as usual, had thrown themselves along the sides of
their horses, exposing nothing but a leg and arm to his aim.
This, however, was enough.for a practised marksman like Gray;
the sharp report of the gun was followed by the fall of a war-
rior, whose leg was shattered at the knee. Gray waited to see
no more: with rapid strides he plunged deeper into the
shadows of the dark wood, and was soon safe from the danger
of pursuit.

What followed can best be related in the language employed
by himself, long' afterwards, when recounting the incidents of
his "first Indian fight" to a group of earnest listeners around
a camp-fire en the Rio Grande. Years passed upon the frontier
had done their work; the polish of his manner could not, in-
deed, be all destroyed, and his voice was still sweet:and musi-
cal, as in his earlier days; but, from long association, his con-
versation, except upon rare occasions, was in the dialect of the
border.

"I felt safe enough for that night," he said, whenn I had
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I once got into the shade of the trees ; but then I was on foot,

Seventy-five or eighty miles from Corpus Christi, in a country

of which I knew nothing, except that water was uncommonly
scarce, and a fellow had a fair chance to get very thirsty before

he found any. Besides, I knew nothing of the Camanches,

or their habits, and could not tell how long they might take it

into their heads to remain in the neighborhood. I kept strik-

ing deeper into the woods until about midnight, when I sat
down at the root of a tree, and slept soundly for five or six

hours. My rifle was resting across my lap, and just after day-

break a rustling in the chaparal made me bounce to my feet,
gun in hand. About thirty yards off I saw a large bull, that
had probably been stampeded some time before, and remained

in the woods until he was wild as a deer. This was a god-

send, provided I could kill him; but there lay the diphthong.
If I shot him in the head, the- ball would almost certainly
glance, and my gentleman would either make off through the

bushes, or come plunging headforemost at me. So, if I shot
him in the side I might kill him, but he wguld have strength
enough left to kill me, or at least to get beyond my reach, before
he fell. While I was making these calculations, the bull was.
moving slowly towards me without the least notion of my pre-

sence and friendly intentions. -He had reached an open space,

and turned his head aside to brush away a fly, when I let drive
at the knee-joint. I have.seed many things badly astonished
since that time, and some before; but that bull was worse

thunderstruck than anything I ever met. At the crack of
the gun he fell forward, digging his nose into the ground. He
scuffled up in a hurry, only to catch a worse fall. By 'this
time, he had found out to whom he owed the favor of a broken
leg, and was trying his d-n-dst to establish a more intimate

acquaintance than I had any desire to cultivate. I ran off a

few steps, reloaded my gun,' and administered a blue pill
through the right eye. He' fell dead 'enough, as I thought;
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but it turned out that he had no notion of the sort. He was

on his three pegs again before I could get half-way to him.
You all know, boys, that I am not much' of a coward; but at
that moment I acknowledge to a little more uneasiness than I

would care to exhibit in the presence of a Mexican army.
The fact is, that bull was a fearful object to look upon; and I
made it convenient to put considerable more ground between
us as quick as possible. One eye was bursted from the socket;

the blood ran in a large stream down his face, into his nostrils;
his hair was all turned the wrong way, and his tail was furi-
ously lashing his sides, as, with a roar of pain and rage, he
made another rush towards me. It took two more bullets to
settle him; and even after he was dead to a certainty, I had

been so much 'tartPed that I walked around him full three
minutes before venturing up to cut his throat. There was no
time lost in skinning him; after which, I cut off enough of
the carcase to last me for several days, wrapped it in 'the hide,
and, throwing it on my shoulder, made, for the water-hole
where Pedro. had pitched our camp the day previous. I
thought the Camanches were like 'enough to be prowling
around 'them diggins;' 'but I had not tasted water for more
than twenty hours; and when ,a man is thirsty, no matter
whether it is for liquor or water, he, will risk a great deal to
get it. As luck would have it, they were no where to be
seen; nor could I discover any fresh 'signs' about the water-
hole. It was tolerably certain, therefore, that they had gone
off with the scalps of the Rancheros, whom I had no doubt
they had overtaken. With a mind as much at ease as the
novelty of my situation would permit, I built a fire, roasted
about a yard of bull beef, and swallowed it half raw. After.
that I began to arrange my plans. The first thing was to cut
the hide into strips and twist them into a lariat. This was
finished by dark. Another yard of beef went the way of its
predecessor. The quantity I had consumed made me sleepy,
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and I climbed into a tree to avoid the wolves, which the scent

of fresh meat would be almost sure to attract to the place. In
the morning, i fastened one end of the lariat securely to a

strong limb, and waited patiently for the wild horses to pass me

on their way to water. Sure enough, before long I observed
a large drove approaching. One after another passed below
me, but I was determined to have a good one. At length a
noble stallion trotted slowly under the tree. Now was my
time. Instantly the lariat was cast over his head, and drawn
tight around his neck. With a terrified snort, he jumped off
to the end of the lariat, when he was thrown back on his
haunches with a force that I was afraid would unjoint his

neck. Several times his efforts to get away met with the same
success. At last I lit from the tree, and, after all sorts of
trouble, managed to tie my shirt over his eyes. Stroking him
gently upon the neck, I concluded to spring upon him and try
how he'd perform before undoing the fastenings. According
to a neat calculation, made at the time, it took him just three
seconds to repudiate the load. I tried it again. The fact is,
I was bound to have a horse; and if forty devils had been
collected in his carcase, it is my opinion that I should have

driven them all out in the end. This time 'I was pitched head-
foremost quicker than before; but I gained a large amount
of useful knowledge. I saw it was not the horse that threw
me; it was the raw hide rope. When he jumped one way,,
aud the rope jerked him another, I was obliged to take a skoot
between the two forces. Observing this, I quickly climbed
up the tree, dropped astraddle of him, and away we went. By
striking him on one side or the other, as occasion required, I
kept his head pretty well on a north-east course.; and as long
as this was the case, the rate at which he was, travelling was
an accommodation rather than otherwise. After some hours,,
he began to flag. I tried to get up a sort of conversation with

him. At the first sound of my voice, he let out a new link,

and scampered off at a lick that reduced miles of open prairie
to very short measure. The'. devil himself, however, cannot
run always, and by. nightfall he was gentle -enough. The
clouds had been gathering overhead during the evening, and
when dark came, neither moon nor stars were to be seen. I
had to guess at the course, and, somehow, I never could keep
on in one direction more than half an hour without thinking
I must be wrong. In this way, Ikept 'pirooting round' until
after midnight, when I got a glimpse of the north star, and
found I was steering south-east instead of north-east. I had
no trouble to manage my horse now,-and, turning his head in
the right direction, we jogged on until we made our entrance
into Corpus Christi,.about twelve o'clock the next day. The
water about Corpus is not the sweetest, as some of you happen
to know; but that day I would have sworn it was honey-dew
before any magistrate in the States, or any priest in Mexico
Since that day I have acquired a weakness for musical; and
though I can drink water when nothing' else is to be had, ]
can't say I am fond of the taste. .Still, every time I think
of that first 'drink, I would be willing to take another dare
devil ride for the pleasure it gave."

"What became of the horse?" asked one of the group.
"He lived, and that, was about all. He was broken-winded

and never worth anything afterwards, though I kept him fo
years, on account of the good he had done."

Such was the 'story as related by Gray himself. fFrom thi
adventure he obtained the soubriquet of "Mustang," -a nan.
by which he'afterwards became so generally known, that many
of his acquaintances doubted if he ever had another.

The pack-horses had returned in safety; so had Pedro and
two of the Rancheros who fled at the first appearance of the
Indians on the' prairie. The fate of the others was easily
divined. The loss appeared to affect Bartolo Piedras greatly.'
No one had ever seen him so troubled under much heavier
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misfortunes. Even the rich cargo, then landing on the beach,

failed to restore his good humor. The fact is, he was not cer-

tain in what light his sister would view the disappearance of

Gray. He knew himself innocent in this instance; but it is

the curse of former misdeeds, that they lead others to suspect

us when our intentions are most upright. He felt that his

position was exceedingly insecure, and lost. all self-command

n the vexatious fears that oppressed him. It was with un-

'eigned gladness that he welcomed Gray's return, and no insin-

cere solicitude that he inquired into his wants, and attended

to their being supplied.
When the first cravings of hunger -and thirst were appeased,

Gray stretched himself upon a couch, and slept deeply for
many hours. The sun was shining in at the open door when

ne awakened the next day, sore, bruised, and feverish. By

Bartolo's orders, a pitcher of generous wine had been placed

by his side. For the first time in his life he drank deeply of
the intoxicating bowl, and again sought .the arms of Morpheus.

He was discussing, with a ravenous appetite, the plentiful

supper brought to him, when Bartolo entered his apartment.

Dismissing the attendant, and closing the door, he said,

seriously,
"9I have; something to communicate to you, Senior Gray,,

that I would rather you should hear to-night, if you are suffi-

ciently rested."

" You could not have chosen a better time," was the reply.

"I have slept enough to last a week, I think, and will gladly

have your company as long as you are willing to remain.".
"I am happy in having chosen an occasion so agreeable.

When I made an arrangement with you," he continued, "to

take charge of this Rancho, there were some things connected

with your duties here that I did not feel free to communicate.

I wished you to see something more of the life you were to

lead, and of me. I wished also .to study your character and
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qualities, in a less partial light than that afforded -by 'the
friendly representations of my brother-in-law. The time has
come when that communication cannot be delayed. To-morrow
your own eyes will tell you that I am a smuggler,-as well as
horse-drover. You see I do not mince words, and I beg you
not to interrupt me. You can have no partiality, for my
government. To your people, it is not at this time friendly.

It never was sincerely po. Santa Anna cannot but know that

he must make his peace with the Church, and declare for cen-
tralism, or his power is gone. If he does this, the Americans'
in Texas will revolt., Every dollar he collects from the cus-

toms will be used in subjugating them; so that, in point of
fact, I am fighting your battles in transferring a portion of his
revenues to-my pockets. If you are willing to engage in this
work, a part of' the profits, commensurate with your services,
shall be assigned to you., If you are not, you are free to, de-
part, only giving me your word not to betray the secret I have
confided toyou."

Gray's feelings, during this address, were of a character he
could not himself define. One ample hand was passed upon
his forehead, as usual with him in cases of strong -emotion,
while: the other unconsciously played with the handle of his
bowie-knife. At length, he spoke:

" I will think on what you have said, Senor; and to-morrow
you shall have my answer.- Of one thing you may be assured,
in no case need you fear betrayal by me."

" To-morrow let it be. Is this wine to your taste ? It has'
never been subjectedl to Custom-House adulterations, and ought
to be excellent."

" I am a poor jud ge ; though to me it seems delicious."
" We will have a fresh supply, and I will remain an hour

or so to drive away the weariness of your sick couch._ Like

the most of my race, I am habitually temperate; yet there is
something in good w'na which banishes care, and often drives
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away unpleasant reflection upon things we may wish fo
gotten."

" Does it indeed do this ? Then I am in danger of becom-
ing a great toper."

"I should have thought you were too young to have suf-
fered much, and it is only the memory of sufferings we wish
to destroy."

"Agony is not measured by years."
" True. But let us change the theme. Fill your glass,

and tell me of your adventure with the Camanches. I, in my
turn, will relate some 'moving incidents by flood and field,'
with which a life of wandering and danger have made me
familiar."

Gray, who had made his own story as short as possible, lis-
tened with close attention to those of his companion. The se-
lection of his subjects proved that Bartolo Piedras had already
obtained a deep insight into the character of our hero; the
ease and fluency of his discourse gave to them additional
charms; and when he rose to depart, although he left an im-
pression that he was a bad and dangerous man, he left also the
conviction that a life of daring adventure could not be com.
menced under the auspices of a more competent teacher.

lie was gone; and Gray, from whose eyelids sleep had fled,
walked up and down, muttering to himself,

" A smuggler from patriotism.: By the living God, I should
never have been able to give it so respectable a gloss. I sup-
pose I shall next be asked to commit a few highway robberies'
from the same commendable motives. Well, no matter. 'It
holds out the prospect of what I seek, and an outlawed mur-
derer ought not to be very particular in the selection of his
calling."

How rapidly the evil one works ! One year before, if a
man had coupled the name of Nabry Gray with that of smug-
gler, he would have been stricken to the earth on the instant.

Now, he was calculating upon the possibility of meriting the

additional appellation of highway ober, forgetful that to rea-

son at all upon such a subject, is to be half-way lost. Yet,

who has not reasoned of things he would shudder to reveal?
Who, in his darker hours, has not contemplated the commie.

sion of crimes for which the death penalty is the only atone-

ment ? If there be any such, let him kneel in his closet, and
thank God, not that he is better than others, but that he hag

been less severely tried.

CHAPTER VI.

"Impelled, with steps unceasing, to pursue
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view;

That, like the circle-bounding earth and skies,
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ;
My fortune leads to traverse realms alone,
And find no spot of all the world my own."

A LITTLE schooner was riding at anchor off the- beach at

Corpus Christi. Early as the hour was, boats were busily
plying between the vessel and the land. On that lone shore

no apprehensions of unwelcome visitors were entertained; and
the work of unloading the vessel was carried on as openly as

if her papers had passed regularly through the hands of the

government officials. Gray had risen from his couch none the

worse for his late ride, except in the matter of bruises and

scratches, that very slightly impaired his vigor. Walking lei-

surely to the beach, he approached Piedras, and announced

his presence by saying,

"cYou seem to have little fear of the laws, Senor, in your

dealings with the smugglers. In other countries, that cargo

would have been landed and stored away under the friendly

cover of the night."
9*
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"I have nothing to fear here," replied Piedras, after a cour-
teous greeting. "My chief risk lies in getting these goods
safely into the country. It is in that service I so much need
your aid. At breakfast we can talk farther; there ,are more
persons on this beach than it is needful to make acquainted
with any arrangement between us."

Gray turned away, and left Piedras to continue his inven-
tory of the packages as they were landed. At the gate of the
Rancho he found Pedro Gomez doing duty as a sentry. Re-
membering the advice of Josefa, he seated himself upon a

bench, inviting the old man to take a seat by his side.

"I will stand guard, also, Pedro, until the vessel is un-
loaded. In the meantime, I wish to have some conversation
with you."

"What can the Sefior Gray want with a worn-out old man
like me

"I want you to be my friend, Pedro, as I shall be yours. I

value courage much higher than strength, and I have seen you
firm as a rock where brave men might not have been ashamed

to acknowledge some trepidation. Nor are you worn out, as

you say. You are tough and wiry, and age seems to have
hardened instead of weakening your. limbs. Will you be my
friend ?"

'"It has been long, Senor, since any man asked that ques-
tion of Pedro Gomez. Once I was rich, and friends then were

abundant. When the hand of power was laid heavily upon
me, they who had fattened on my bounty sought to betray me
to the oppressor. Since that time, I have had little faith in,

friendships.".
" AhI! you have been a sufferer by the false-hearted and

the treacherous; then there is a stronger link between us than

I supposed. I, too, have been stung deeply. - There is," he
continued, "another reason for unity between us. You are
not loved by the yellow-skinned inmates of this agreeable
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Rancho; if I am not hated bow, I will ,be very shortly. Let
us then, I say again, be friends."

u"Why do you stay here, Senor, if you dread the enmity of
the Rancheros ?"

"Dread it ! I know no human danger great enough to
excite a feeling of fear in my bosom. On the contrary, it is
the consciousness that I am surrounded by dangers that keeps
me here. There is something in my nature that revels in
baffling the, malice of enemies. Do' you remember when you
told me that you would fight to the last, not so much because
you objected to dying, as because you did not choose to leave
the world at the bidding of an enemy ? Now that was a feel-
ing I could understand. It touched a chord which found.an
answer in my own bosom; and from that moment I resolved
to make you my friend, if chance should rescue us from the
strait in which we then were."

The old man had thus far preserved with difficulty a tone
of cold indifference. In their brief intercourse, Gray had suc-
ceeded in rousing a feeling in his breast,' that had been a
stranger there for years. For the manly bearing, the daunt-
less courage of the white man, he felt that degree of admira-
tion such qualities generally excite in kindred natures -- no
more. It was the low, sweet voice, the gentle demeanor, the
beaming countenance, beautiful as that of a woman, which won
its way directly to the heart of the Mexican. He had resisted
its impulses, because long intercourse with a treacherous race
had made suspicion a virtue. That suspicion was now thrown
from him with one of those sudden impulses common among
the children of the sun, and with sparkling eye he exclaimed,

"By St. Iago, Senor, you shall have your wish. From this
day forth, count Pedro Gomez a friend who will stand by you
in sick ess or in health, in peril or in safety, in chains or on
the free prairie."

"And if I fail you, Pedro, in the hour of trial, I give you
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free permission to bury a dagger in my heart. There was,'

he continued, "a woman of your race who bade me trust to nc
Mexican's faith who did not swear it upon the holy cross; but

it would be an insult to a brave man like you, to ask for such

a test. I am satisfied with your word."

" She was right, Senior; without that, ninety in a hundred

would betray you upon the first temptation, and probably stab
you to avoid the consequences of their treachery. I thank
you a thousand times for having a better opinion of me. Never-

theless," he added, producing a cross from his bosom, "it may

save you at some time from indulging unpleasant suspicions 'if
I too should swear; and, to avoid any appearance of inequality,

you shall do the same."
A mutual oath was taken, and the sacred symbol pressed to

the lips of each alternately.
"Now, go, Senor. There will be no prudence in publishing

our compact. Hereafter, when we meet alone, it must be
without seeming to desire it."

Gray turned into the Rancho, where he awaited the coming
of Piedras. He had resolved to accept the offer made to him

on the previous night. The long journeys, the constant watch-

fulness, and the sometimes bloody encounters, that necessarily
chequered such a life, had all of them charms to soothe his
discontent, and win him from painful reflections on the past.

At breakfast, while the attendants were in hearing, Bartolo

confined his discourse to subjects of general interest. After
the dishes were removed, he turned upon. Gray a countenance

of seeming unconcern, and remarked,
"Well, Seior. You have thought of my proposition, and I

hope determined to accept it."

" I have thought of it, and it so far pleases me, that I think
you may consider it accepted. Before I engage myself irre-

vocably, however, there are one or two points I would like to,

understand. You said, this morning, the danger you appre.

hended was from the land. Does that danger arise from the
interference of my countrymen ?"

" Your countrymen !" repeated Bartolo Piedras. "Ah, it
is easy to see that you are a stranger in Texas. I supply your
countrymen with brandy, wine, domestic calico, or whatever
.else they need. They do not know that I am a smuggler, nor
will they know it. If any one should be foolish enough to
volunteer the information, his utterance would most probably
be stopped by a mouthful of loose teeth. They get from me
many articles that could not otherwise be procured at rates
within the compassof their means. Even their powder and
lead are procured from me, or my agents. You may imagine,
therefore, that, if they interfered at all, it would be to protect,
rather than embarrass me. The service I propose for you, is
much more profitable, as well as;a much more hazardous one.
I desire you to take charge of the rich laces, silk,. and linen,
intended for the market at Monterey. The packages, though
of great value, are of little bulk. Your party must be small.
From here] to the Rio Grande, there is danger from the In-
dians. Beyond that, at every village, police patrols or bands

of irregular soldiers are to be avoided, deceived, or resisted.
In short, every step of the way requires the exercise of* skill,
prudence, and daring. Do you feel willing to undertake the
charge ?"

" Cheerfully, if one difficulty can be removed ?"
c"Pray what is that ?"
"I am entirely ignorant of the country, and not much better

-acquainted with the language."
S"That Pedro Gomez will supply. He goes with you, and

four of the boldest of my peons."
All the necessary details having been satisfactorily settled,

Gray proceeded to the store-house where the Mexicans were
busily engaged arranging and packing the goods for their
different' markets. In this drudgery he cheerfully partici-
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pated. He was not one to engage in any pursuit without
making himself acquainted with all that was necessary to suc.
cess. Of his own free-will he had entered upon a smuggler's
career,-and all minutiae of the smuggler's art might be
important. He mked the manner of compressing the great-
est amount in the smallest space, and noticed particularly those
packages containing the most costly articles, so that, if any
portion had to be abandoned, he would lose no time in making
the selection. Throughout that day and the next, the work
was continued. At nightfall, Gray and Pedro were called into
the apartment of Bartolo Piedras, to receive his last instruc-
tions. In another hour, their horses' heads were turned to-
wards the south-west, and the little troop took up its march
across the blooming prairie. A moonlight ride on the vast
solitudes of the south-west is a thing to be remembered after
the hairs have turned silver-white, and the blood' has grown
thin and old. The thick gloom of the forest gathers shapes
of fear in every rustling bush. The roar of the waves on the
trackless sea fills the mind with apprehension.. On the wide
prairie, no covert hides a lurking foe -- no insatiate waters are
sighing for their human victims. The footstep of the travel-
ler rests upon the solid earth, and crushed flowers pour odors
along his path. Yet a deeper awe creeps upon him in the
silence of the night, and reason in vain assures him that here
he is safe. He feels as if he had invaded a kingdom sacred to
sweetness and beauty, and the doom of sacrilege comes floating
before his mental vision. The warrior 'of the middle ages,
who had breasted the dangers of many a stricken field with
savage delight, fled in wild terror from a headless staff, to
which was affixed a box containing the ashes of some now-for-
gotten saint. So the lovely flowers, the bright green grass,
and the balmy breezes of the prairie, are armed with imaginary
terrors, which appal the boldest at first, and impress upon the
memory sensations that are never entirely obliterated. No
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sound of insect, bird, or beast, is heard. Earth and air are

voiceless. Stillness is brooding there, so deep and so intense

that the very moonbeams seem to be asleep, and forget -to
caress the flowers that have wooed them from the skies. To

Mabry Gray the war of battle would have been harmonious

melody, and the crouching panther welcomed with delight.
In the fierce game where life is the stake, the instinct of Na-

ture directs all the faculties to 'a given point, and sorrow for-

gets to gnaw at the' heart-strings while the struggle endures.

.But the total absence of any physical danger -the quiet

night -the stirless repose of all "above, about, around," while
it filled his mind with indescribable awe, waked also the dreams
of sadness and remorse,' to kindle their slow fires within his

tortured breast. In vain he struggled against the depressing
sensation -in vain, with closed teeth and clenched hand, he

sought to drive the nightmare from his soul. In spite of him-

self, he was carried back to the period when he sported in
childhood by the banks of the Cape Fear. The music of his
mother's voice was floating around him, as he once loved to

hear it, when, kneeling by her side, the listened to 'the out-

pouring of her soul in prayer for her gentle and beautiful
child. But the remembrance brought no gladness in its train.
It only served to remind him how-deep was his fall -how

utter was his wretchedness. In the bitterness of his reflec-
tions, he drove the spurs unconsciously deep into his horse's
flanks. The fiery animal bounded madly forward when he
felt the unaccustomed goad. It required all Gray's skill to

keep the saddle, and all his strength to. restrain the fierce
curvetings of the infuriated steed. The struggle restored him
to himself, and, dropping back by the side of Pedro, he re-
solved to prevent a recurrence of like feelings by continued
conversation with his Mexican friend.

".This wilderness of grass and flowers is strangely beautiful
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by moonlight, Pedro. I wonder that it never so impressed me
before."

" If I remember rightly, Senor, you have never been upon
the prairie but once by moonlight, and then the Camanches
furnished us with other studies than the beauties of scenery."

"True, but I have ridden over it from San Felipe to Cor-
pus Christi, camping out by the way."

" Yes, camping in a timber mott, with a blazing fire before
you. It is not in that way, Senior, that you can learn the
mysteries of the plains. You have taken your first lesson to.
night. None hereafter will equal its vividness. In time it
will grow so familiar, that you will cross it, as I do, with in-
difference. Once it stirred my blood as it has done yours
within the hour. The next time, half its depressing awe, and
all its enchantments, were gone ; very soon I came to regard it
as only a pretty meadow, affording an excellent range for the
wild herds that people it."

" You think such will be my case."
" Undoubtedly. It is the common history of all who roam

over these solitudes."
"I hope you may be right, for I love not the companionship

of such thoughts as have forced themselves upon me to-night."
They rode on in silence for awhile, and when Pedro again

spoke, his thoughts had reverted to the business in which they
were engaged.

"It will be well for you, Seior, to mark every cluster of
prickly pears, and every timber mott on the route. At first
they will all look to you exactly alike ; but you will-soon per-
ceive that they are as different as the features of the human
face, and as easily recognized. The general course to Mon-'
terey is south-west. It is often necessary, however, to vary
from it, either on account of the scarcity of water, or to avoid
some anticipated danger. .A knowledge of the bearing of
every prominent object then becomes important, for I assure
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you, it is quite as easy to get lost on these wide plains, asin

the thickest forest.. I will point out the different turnings to
you, as we reach them, so thatif we should be separated, you
will have less difficulty in finding your way, back to the Ran-

cho."
In such conversation the night wore away, and soon after

day-break, the little party fastened their horses in the cover

of a mott, and laid down to sleep until the' friendly night

brought its shadows to conceal their lawless journey.
"I thought," said Gray, when they were again mounted,

"that we had nothing to fear, except from the Camanches, on
this side of the Rio Grande, and I should suppose they were

less likely to interrupt our march during the day than the

night."
"You are wrong, Senior. The Camanches will ride, and

fight at night, when it is 'needful; but it is not their general

custom. Moreover at this time the Mexican authorities are

constantly moving small parties of troops into Texas, and we

are more likely to encounter themp than the Indians."

"Where do you propose to cross the Rio Grande ?"

"Between Reynosa and Camargo. It is the safest point,

and not attended with much greater hardships.".
Five or six miles from the Rio Grande, where a, dense

Chaparral thicket afforded an excellent shelter, it was judged

expedient by Pedro, that the party should be halted, while one

of the number went forward to reconnoitre, and report if any

obstacle opposed their progress.

On the northern bank of the river, about half way between

Reynosa and Camargo, there was, a miserable collection of huts,

all of which, except one, had been abandoned by their former

proprietors. The family who remained, were in the employ-

ment of Piedras, who supplied them with the means of living

without other labor than that of cultivating a small melon-.

patch, and two or three acres of Indian-corn. The head of

10
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the family, Pepe Benito, was of the lowest extraction. He
had trod all the mazes of crime from pilfering up to murder,
and so little of humanity existed in his composition, that it is
doubtful if he ever felt a twinge of conscience for the blackest
of his misdeeds. For his employer he had a sort of compound
attachment -- a mixture of fear, and of brutish gratitude.
Fear of the lash, and gratitude for the bones that were tossed
to him. In his service he would cheerfully brave danger, and
encounter fatigue, that he would not have- undergone to save
his own family from starvation., Unlettered as he was, he was
gifted with extraordinary cunning and caution. These facul-
ties were sharpened by constant exercise, in eluding the penal-
ties to which his evil propensities continually made him liable.
In the hands of a man like Piedras he was an invaluable in.
strument, and the politic Ranchero 'had therefore lost no
opportunity ,of impressing him with an exalted idea of his
inunificence, together with a wholesome fear of his power.
His business was to keep an eye on the opposite bank of he
river -to pay occasional visits to Camargo and Reynosa, and
pick up all possible information of the movements of troops
or police parties from either point.

To the hut of this worthy the spy sent.out by Pedro di-
rected his steps. The night had considerably advanced when
he returned, bringing .Pepe Benito along with him. From
the excited gestures of the party, more than from his imper-
fect knowledge of their language, Gray learned that some un-
expected obstacle was before them. In answer to his inquiries,:
Pedro explained that a party of Lan ceros were encamped on
the southern bank of the Rio Grande. They had been there
for two days; and Pepe, who had crossed the river under the
pretence of selling melons, had failed, with all his cunning, in
obtaining the slightest clue to -their objects.

"None of our people," continued Pedro, "could have be-
trayed us; for none of them had left the Rancho at Corpus

Christi, and none of them could conjecture where I would cross

the Rio Grande. Pepe would betray his God sooner than

Bartolo Piedras; yet, unless they are waiting for us, I can

conceive nopossible reason for an encampment in so unusual

a place. I will ride over myself, and survey the ground."
The horses were saddled, and, issuing strict orders that no

one should leave the shelter of the thicket upon any pretence
whatever until his return, Pedroaccompanied by Gray and

. Pepe, rode at a gallop for the river. The family of Pepe were
buried in profound slumber.when they arrived, and the nume-

rous dogs which infest every Mexican dwelling were soon
quieted by the sound of their master's voice. Securing the
horses in one of the deserted huts, the little party approached

the bank of the stream. It was past midnight, but several

camp-fires were burning on the opposite side, and a bright
.light illuminated the canvass walls of the only tent that had
been pitched. There was no doubt that this was occupied by
the commander of the party, and that some unusual cause had
prevented him from seeking repose at an earlier hour. They
had not waited long before two persons emerged fromthetent
and walked towards the river.. Pepe and his companions now
descended, by a rude footway, to the water's edge. Watching
the opposite bank intently, the quick eye of the Mexican de-
tected a'moving object among the lines of light cast by the
camp-fires on the river. Not doubting that it was a boat, he
drew his companions back deep into the shadow of the over-
hanging bluff, to watch unobserved its approach. Soon the

.bow of a.. clumsy skiff grated on the sand.. A light form
leaped ashore, and fastened it -securely by a raw hide thong.
In another moment the hand of Pepe was on his throat, and
he was dragged, more dead than alive, up the bank. Pulling
him along to the hut most sheltered from view, a light was
struck, and the countenance of the night wanderer exposed.
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"(Jarajo!" hissed Pepe through his closed teeth ; "my
own son a traitor !"

One who has never heard this oath from the lips of a Mex-
ican can have no conception of the deep, concentrated, deadly
passion it expresses. The "God damn" of the Englishman,

and the acree " of the Frenchman, are impressive enough ;

but the "carajo" of the Mexican has a fierce intensity to
which the combined perfection of French and English swear-
ing is a stranger. It is not uttered by the lips; it comes from
the chest, like the low growl of the tiger crouching for his

spring, and impresses the hearer not so much with the idea
of anger, as of bloody and implacable hate.

The hand of Pepe was removed from the windpipe of his
son, and he stood regarding the trembling boy, who had not
seen more than sixteen summers, with a countenance in whose

pitiless lineaments not a hope of mercy could be traced.
" What were you doing among the Lanceros ?" he sternly

demanded.

" Selling melons," was the ready lie.

"Selling melons at midnight. Fool! do you expect to im-
pose upon me by such a tale ?"

By dint of long questioning, the truth was finally extracted
from him. The Alcalde at Camargo had received information
of Piedras's smuggling operations from a Peon formerly in his
employment, and accordingly dispatched small parties of horse
to each of the usual crossing-places about the time he expected
the arrival of the smuggled goods. The commander of the
troops at this point, deeming it hopeless to make any attempt
upon Pedro, had addressed himself to the cupidity of his son.
For an insignificant bribe, the boy agreed to give him notice
of the approach of any party of smugglers, and to furnish him
with such information of the time and place of crossing as
would enable him to capture the whole. Accordingly, when
Pepe had gone to meet Pedro, the .boy, divining that his de-
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parture was connected with the business of the smugglers,
waited for his mother to get to sleep, and stealing the boat;

rowed across the river to give notice to his employer. He was
ordered to return, and if his suspicions were confirmed, to dis-

play a single light. . As it was considered certain that the

smugglers would not attempt to cross in the immediate vicinity
of the troops, other signals were also agreed upon.. Thus, if

they went up the river, towards Camargo, three lights were to

be displayed. .If they went down, towards-iReynosa, two only
were to be exhibited.

When this information was extracted, Pepe drew his knife,
and addressed his son in the tone of a judge pronouncing sen-

tence. on a condemned felon.
.If you can remember a prayer, boy, I give you time to

say it."

0Gray looked at him to ascertain if he really was in earnest,
or only frightening the urchin. There was no mistaking the
fixed, determined stare of that stony eye. The boy, too, was

so certain of his fate, that he wasted no time in useless entrea-

ties. The tremor left his limbs--his lips moved in prayer, but
slowly, and with no appearance of unusual emotion.. It is

astonishing with what. calmness a Mexican can meet death

when he knows that it is inevitable. The wretch whose trem

bling legs will scarce sustain him through a single round on
the battle-field, will walk toThis grave with -a cigarita in his
mouth, apd kneel by Its side as coolly as if it was only an ape
pointed place for an hour's recreation ; while the Englishman
or the -American, who will fight until his limbs are hacked.#
from his body,, always approaches the place of execution with
evident dread, and sometimes with shameful weakness. What-

ever the cause, the son of Pepe Benito, who had shivered as
if afflicted with an ague-fit under his father's questioning, now

became the calmest of the group, and looked up at the gleam--
10*
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ing knife with an eye that showed no sign of quailing. His
brief prayer ended, he said, slowly and firmly,

"I am ready. Strike!"

In another minute he would have been in eternity, for the
glittering blade was making a rapid descent directly on the
jugular vein. With a quick motion, Gray caught the arm of
the remorseless parent.

" Devil !" he exclaimed, " would you murder your own son
in cold blood ?"-

" Murder him ! Has he not betrayed me, and you, and Seflor
Piedras? (Jarajo, he deserves twenty deaths !"

Pedro, who had watched the whole scene with singular un-
concern, now interposed:

"You must spare him,Pepe, since the Senor Gray will have
it so. Keep him fast bound, to prevent further mischief.
When we have crossed the river, take him with you to Corpus
Christi. You cannot remain here. If you do, the lanceros
will hang you as soon as they discover we have eluded them.
Bind the Mucliacho; place him under the charge of his mother,
and come back without delay. We have much to do."

The ruffian father departed, in obedience to his instructions,
taking his captive son along with him. On his return, Pedr>
asked, shortly,

"What kind of landing is there at the bend, two leagues
below ?"

" On this side, steep and bad; on the other, good."
"Very well. An hour before daylight, show the lanceros a

single light. There can be no harm in telling them what they
already know, and it will keep them where they are for anothe-
day. At dark to-morrow night, show three lights, to indicate
that we have gone up stream, get into your boat, drop down to
the bend, and wait for me there."

U "It shall be done, Senor."
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"Then' good-night, Pepe. Take care of your son, Diego,
and see that you have him at Corpus Christi on my return."

The veteran smuggler was not accustomed to exhibit any
sign of emotion, either at the success or failure of his plans,
and Gray was in doubt whether he was annoyed or gratified by
the night's occurrences. In silence they galloped back to the

place where the little band was hidden. The sound of the
horses' feet roused them from the cat-like .slumber of men ac-

customed to sleep in the midst of danger; a low challenge was
promptly given, and as promptly answered. No explanations
were vouchsafed.-they were simply informed that they were
to remain where they were until the coming evening, and that

every man and horse was) in the meantime, to be kept as closely
under cover as if an enemy was, in a few hundred taras.

Throughout the day, the men slumbered upon their ' blankets,
or sat listlessly whitling dry sticks for an. occupation. Before
the sun had fairly sunk below the horizon, the smugglers were
on the march for the river. There was no vestige of a road,
and thickets of chaparal constantly obstructed their progress.
Pedro took the lead, and threaded the difficult way with a

patience and sagacity no obstacle could overcome. At the

designated spot on the riyer, they found Pepe in waiting with
his boat.

"What has become of the Lanceros, Pepe ?" was the first
question propounded by Pedro.

" They are off up the river by this time. I showed the
three lights just after dark. , As I floated down the stream; I
saw thm busily replenishing their fires. Fools ! to think they
could deceive me by such a poor trick as that."

No further time was lost in conversation. The horses were
quickly unloaded, and the packs transferred to Pepe's boat.

" We have to swim for it, Senor Gray," said Pedro: "the
boat will carry no more than the packs. The current, though
narrow, is deep, and strong. Yours is a wild, ungovegablo
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brute, and will probably grow restive in the water. Give me
your rein."

" Not so, Pedro. I must manage him myself. If he and
I live, we are likely to get into many a scrape together, and it
is needful he should learn to obey his master implicitly.'"

The noble animal, whom Gray had named Saxon in compli-
ment to the inn-keeper at San Felipe de Austin, disappointed
the expectations of Pedro. He took the water 'as kindly as
the trained horses of the Mexicans, and breasted the current
with a stronger and more rapid stroke. He was far, ahead,
when they neared the low sand-bank that jutted out into the
river on the southern side. Pepe followed the horsemen with
his boat, and the work of reloading was rapidly-eompleted. In
a few minutes they were ready to resume their adventurous
march. The hand of Pedro was on the mane, and his foot in.,
the stirrup; but before mounting, he turned once more to Pepe.

" My advice to you, is, to put as many leagues of ground
between you and- the Rio Grande, by daylight, as possible.
You can be of no further use here. That boy's folly has
spoiled this crossing for a long time to come. Go at once to
Corpus Christi. Your neck will be in very great danger if
to-morrow's sun finds you lingering in this vicinity. Adios."

"Adios, Senor, Adios todos," was the only reply.
A deep ravine, or rather gully, washed by the torrents of

the rainy season, extended from the bank of the river .for more
than a mile into the country. Along this ravine the smug-
glers moved in single file, Pedro, as usual, taking the lead.
Being entirely free from the thorny bushes of the higher'
ground, it offered the double advantage'of speed and security.
At the head of the ravine the party, was halted, and one of the
number climbed up the bank on foot to reconnoitre. The'
moon had now risen; and.in that climate objects are distinctly
visible by its light at almost incredible distances. An exam-
ination of some minutes satisfied the "lookgut,"t that no.
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danger was ahead, and he accordingly reported "all clear."

Pedro led the way up the sloping bank, and entering a cattle

path leading in the direction of. China, spurred his horse into

a rapid trot -- a pace that was continued until after midnight.

They had long been travelling Fa beaten road, though it did

not appear to be a public one, which wound through one of

those old peach-orchard-looking wastes, common upon the Rio.

Grande. The trained band halted at a signal of their leader,
.still, silent, and motionless as 'statues. Their eyes we-e fixed

upon him, as he leaned forward upon the nick of his steed,

and bent his gaze eagek'ly in the direction they were going.

Apparently he was soon satisfied, forsstraightening himself on

his horse, he dashed off towards ,a cluster of chaparal bushes

on the left, exclaiming, "Quick ! follow me !" Within the

cover of the bushes, every man was.ordered to dismount, pre-

pare his arms, and stand by his horse. Taking Gray by the

arm, he led him to the outer limits of the bushes.

uI saw the gleaming of lances in the moonlight, Senor, and

we may have a hard fight to save our'packs."
"From the specimens of Mexican courage I have witnessed,"

replied Gray with a cold sneer, "I suppose our friends here

will leave us to fight out the battle by ourselves."

" No, no. These men are' of a different mettle. I selected

them myself, and each one will fight as desperately as you,

or I."

By 'this time the gleaming of the lances was perceptible even

to Gray's inexperienced eye. . Gradually the dark forms' of

the horsemen were clearly defined. A little nearer, and the

notes of a warlike song were audible. The voices of the whole

party swelled the concluding verse:

"Gloria, gloria! y no quiero
Una vergonzosapaz,

Busco en medio de la guerra

La muerte 6 Ia libertad.
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" They are not looking for us," whispered, Pedro, " or they
would not be making that infernal noise. It is well for them
too, that they are not; for in that case they might find the
death they say they are seeking, without a great deal of trou-
ble."

The wary Mexican, however, relaxed none of his vigilance,
notwithstanding his conviction that they were bent upon some
errand unconnected with his own operations.

" Uno, dos, tres,. cuarto, ciuco, seis, siete, ocho, nueve, die,"
he counted audibly as the Lancers rode by. ".Diez no mas."

There was a pause among the Lancers, when they arrived
at the place where Pedro. had turned from the road. The
song was hushed, and two of the troopers dismounted to e'-
amine the tracks discovered by their leader. They could not
mistake the freshness of the signs, nor the place to which they
led. There was a hurried consultation, and then their horses'
heads were turned towards the thicket where the smugglers,
were concealed.

"Diablo !" muttered Pedro. "That fellow had better have
been born blind."

Discovery was inevitable-successful flight impossible. The
smugglers were armed with escopetas and sabres. Their
horses were the best to be obtained in Mexico. The men
themselves were desperate characters, who had faced many a'
danger in their lawless career, and participated in many a
bloody encounter. Their orders were received with the cool-
ness of veterans, and executed as promptly. Under any
circumstances, they would have been formidable foes to better
soldiers than the best Lancers in Mexico. Leading them as
near to the open ground as he could, without exposing their
numbers and position, Pedro briefly communicated his in.
structions. "Not a shot," he said, "must be fired until I
give the word.' After the first volley, mount, and charge with
your sabres. Fire low, and remember," he sternly added, "eall
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must be killed. Not one niust escape to give an alarm, that
will bring hundreds after us to-morrow."

A dead silence:reigned in the thicket. The perfect stillness
induced the Lancers to believe that the party they were pur-
suing, and whom they probably imagined to be tobacco smug-

glers, had passed round the cluster of bushes, and kept on to

the interior. Under this impression, they were momently
expecting to find the trail taking a circuitous direction. They
had approached within thirty yards, when the voice of Pedro

rang loud and fierce upon the night air - " Fire." In an

instant a leaden hail was showered upon the astonished troopers.
"Now mount, and charge," was the quick command of the

smuggler leader.
The assault had been so sudden and deadly, that the Lancers

who were unhurt had no time to prepare for either resistance
or flight.. Their enemies were among them before their lances

could be levelled to meet the charge. One only shook off the

numbing sensation, and fled from the bloody scene. Gray
marked him, and wheeled his horse in pursuit. The Mexican

was well mounted, and no people better understand -how to get
the greatest amount of work out of their animals., For some dis-

tance he kept the advantage he had gained in, the start; but
the long stride of the American horse soon began to tell. With

headlong speed, pursuer and pursued dashed over the lonely
waste. The sounds of conflict died away behind them as th'

dreadful chase was continued.. The stillness of the hour im-
parted to the tramp of the horses' feet a sound like distant
thunder. In the bosom of one rider, dark and deadly pas-

sions were rioting -in that of the other, pale Terror gathered
his spectre troops. The stake is life, the forfeit, death; and
each is struggling with appalling energy for the victory. A
Jeep baranca at length interposed an impassable barrier to the

progress of the flying Mexican. The sharp angle it was ne-
tessary to make gave his adversary a fearful advantage, and



120 MUSTANG GRAY.

nearer and nearer sounded the -tread of the iron-grey steed.
One chance for safety remained. Suddenly throwing himself
from his horse, the Mexican rushed towards the baranca. On

the margin of the ravine a stunted tree was growing. The
rains had washed away the dirt from the spreading roots that
formed a tangled network along the bank. In his haste, the
Mexican placed his foot upon one of the weaker roots, which
bent beneath his weight. His foot slipped; the long spur be--
came entangled in the matted roots, and, falling forward, he'
hung suspended, head downwards, over the yawning chasm.
His fierce pursuer had likewise abandoned his steed, and now
stood over the helpl: ss wretch.

"M fisericordia !" he cried; "misericordb., por amor de
Dks!"

The answe was a stbre-thrust, which sent tho blood gurg-
ling from his chest in a foamy torrent through his mouth,,
Leaving him to feast the vultures, suspended where he died,
Gray remounted his horse, and rode leisurely back to the scene
of conflict. Every man of the Lancers had been killed; and
by the time Gray returned, their bodies iad been robbed of
everything of the slightest value. - In this agreeable occupa-
tion, his companions had almost forgotten his own absence.
They now crowded around him to learn the result of the chase.
His story was briefly and simply told. A murmur of satisfac
tion ran through the group, and in less than an hour the daring
outlaws were again upon the road, exhibiting no sign of ap..
prehension, except in the greater celciity of their march.

/

CHAPTER VII.

"The. spur hath lanced his courser's sides;
Away, away, for life he rides;
Swift as the hurled on high jerreed,
Springs to the touch the startled steed."
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ON a wide plain, three leagues from the city of Monterey,
there stood, in the year 1833, one of those fortified Haciendas

that had probably been built by the early conquerors of Mex-
ico. A. stone fence, miles'in extent, surrounded the cultivated
grounds. Through this an immense. gate, arched and sculp-

tured, admitted the visitor into along, straight avenue, adorned

with a row of trees on each side, and beautified by flowers.
The Hacienda itself was of solid stone, built in the form of a

square, and covering nearly an acre of ground. Neither win-

dows nor loop-holes were pierced through the outer walls.

Against the interior of these walls were built, on one side, the
rooms- occupied by the owner and his family; on another, the

kitchen and servants' rooms; and on a-third, the carriage-

house and stables. The roofs of the houses were nearly flat,

covered with stones',united by a cement nearly as hard as the
rock itself. Above the walls rose a stone curtain,, three feet

in' height, crenelled and loop-holed for defence. In the middle

of the square was an artificial rake, surrounded by an enclosure

of stone and cement. In the centre of the lake half rose the

figure of a Naiad, grasping in its extended hand a spiral foun-

tain, from which the living waters gushed in crystal beauty.

Tiny walks led, through beds of flowers, to the broad gre-

way on either side, and evergreen ahubs mingled their ver-.
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dure with the many-colored blossoms a tropical sun had warmed

into life.

Who would have supposed that this was the abode of a
smuggler - that all this wealth, and all these luxuries, were
the product of a lawless traffic? Who, seated by that dreamy
lake, breathing a thousand. odors, and listening to the low
music of the guitar, catching additional softness and melody
from the rich voice of the dark-eyed Senorita mingling with

its notes-who, in the midst of such enchantments, could,

realize the tale of crime connected with every flowery shrub
around him? Who could imagine that geranium watered by
an orphan's tears -that rosebud catching its hues from the

purple stream that welled from a dead man's -bosom -or that
lily blanched into whiteness by the human groans that sweep
through its leaves ? It is natural enough to connect dark deeds

with the lonely glen, or the blasted waste ; but to witness pale

ghosts wandering among parterres of flowers - to see a clear

fountain bubbling up through a lake of blood -or to hear the
sweet music won by pleading love from beauty mingled with

a murderer's oaths, or a victim's shrieks--this, this is horrible !
these are sights and sounds to make the Furies turn away with

a shudder.
It was dark night when Pedro and his party approached the

Hacienda. Its inmates were buried in profound repose; but a

sharp whistle, three times repeated, acted like magic on the
drowsy warder. Leaning over the stone curtain above the

entrance, he asked a few brief questions in a low tone, and,
being satisfied with the answers, hurried off to rouse the pro-
prietor. In an uncommonly short space of time, for a Mexican,
he returned, and, throwing open the heavy gate, admitted his

midnight visitors. By this time, lights began to flash from

the windows of the apartments, and a number of Peons
gathered in the court-yard. Not long afterwards, the owner
of the Hacienda made his appearance, and was greeted by
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Pedro as Don Estevan Llano, with every outward mark of deep
respect. The horses were unpacked, the goods stored'away,
and the wearied travellers, after partaking of the refreshments
Don Estevan had ordered, were shown to their sleeping apart-
ment. Early the next day, a careful inventory was taken, and
Don Estevan commenced sending the goods,,in very small
parcels at a time, to his business house, in the city of Monterey.
This was done by his own Peons, who, from being known,
were less likely to incur suspicion, or meet with hindrance.
The process was slow, and required seven or eight days for its
completion. Gray had nothing to do, in the meantime, besides
wandering about the premises, and admiring the ornamented
grounds. He asked no questions of any one belonging to the
establishment; but he marked everything unusual, and, when
alone with Pedro, sought the explanation from 'him.' From
Pedro he-also learned, that Don Estevan was a native of the
capital, where his circumstances had been greatly straitened
by gambling and luxurious living. .His diminished fortune no
longer permitting him to continue the style of living to which
he was -accustomed, he had removed to Monterey, and become
a partner in a mercantile firmn., It was. here he formed the
aequaintan e of Bartolo Piedras,' and from that day, riches
flowed in mrpace upon Don. Estevan Llano. The immense
profits of their illicitdtraffic had enabled him to purchase the
Hacienda where he now resided, and which, with all its luxuries,
with all the refinement of taste it exhibited, was, in truth,
nothing but a den of smugglers. The business in the city.
was conducted alhiost exclusively by his partners. He re-
mained himself at his country-seat, to receive the .goods, and
provide for their introduction within the walls. Notwithstand-
ing the marked respect Pedro always manifested for him, it
was certain that the old Mexican had little love for the proud
Hidalgo, and trusted him no farther than was absolutely neces-
sary, or than his instructious positively required. If this dis.
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trust had attracted the attention of Gray at all, he had only
noted it as another evidence of the extreme caution which
marked the conduct of his companion. On the fourth day
after their arrival, Don Estevan went himself into the, city. It
was late in the evening when he returned. Pedro -and Gray

were standing by the little lake, apparently admiring the foun--
tain, though, in- reality, they had sought this spot to converse
with greater freedom. Don Estevan rode into the courtyard,
and, throwing his' bridle-rein to a servant, approached the spot
where they were standing.. Addressing Gray with a self-satis-
fied air, he said:. .

" I doubt, Senor, if there be anything in your boasted land
to equal the loveliness of my poor place."

"No, Senor. We are a rough and hardy race, and have
hitherto been too much occupied in subduing the wilderness to
devote a great deal of time to ornamental luxury.- Perhaps,
there may be, in some of the wealthier districts,- grounds that
might vie with yours; but my eyes have never rested upon
them. The superfluities, however, that we do, possess, even
in the poorest regions, are rendered doubly valuable by the
reflection that no frowning battlements are required to guard
them."

"Pray what do you wish me to understand from that ?"
" That it is better to sleep in peace and security under a_

thorn tree, than to be continually trembling in Eden, lest the
hand of lawless violence should rob us of its sweets."

" Ah! and so you think that life and property are insecure
under our benignant laws."

"Pardon me, Senor, if I speak plainly. Yonder walls, and
that loop-holed curtain of stone above them, are poor witneses
of a peaceful state."

" They were built long ago, and more in accordance with a
taste derived by our ancestors from the Moors, than from any
actual necessity. They are of little service now."
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"Yet they are carefully guarded."

"Because there is treasure within them, and gold has.
lured, and will lure men to robbery and' murder in every land.

I do not pretend that deeds of violence are unknown in' Mexico,

any more than in other countries. Indeed I heard of-one to-

day," he continued, after a moment of reflection, " that I am
surprised escaped the ear of my good. friend Pedro, on his
journey hither.'

"«Will Don Estevan" asked Pedro, coldly, and deliberately,
"be good enough to relate the story."

"It is said that not many leagues from the Rio Grande, ot

the route you must have journeyed, a Lieutenant and nine

Lancers were surprised, and every man slaughtered."

The words were spoken slowly, and his eyes were bent
upon his confederate with a gaze so intent, that it seemed as

if he wished to read his soul in his countenance; but that
weather-beaten face was proof against his scrutiny. Not a

muscle quivered -- not a shade passed over it. His eye was

calm and steady, and his voice unruffed, as he replied,

"I had too much at stake to waste time in inquiring the
news .by the way. Nor is it to be wondered at, that a report

which has only reached Don Estevan himself to-day, should
have escaped the ears of men intent, upon avoiding all com-

munication with the people of the country. Possibly it was
done by Agatone's band. At any rate, Seior, the less that is

said of my route, the safer will it be for Piedras and yourself.

For you especially,.since the Senior Piedras is not likely to
leave the-distant province- of Texas, where he has many means

of escape, to throw himself into the hands of the law. To you
on the other handy surrounded as you are, discovery' is de-
struction."

Don Estevan grew a shade paler, as the probable conse ..

quences were thus plainly pointed out.

"I meant not," he replied, rather hurriedly, "to speak of,
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it to another than yourself. I had no purpose to communi-

cate to any one the fact, that you had journeyed by the spot
about the time these murders were committed."

"You could not communicate. what you did not know.

Neither I, nor any of my people, have informed you what
road we travelled. For your sake, as well as my own, I shall

still keep it secret. If any suspicion should fall on me, I
have not neglected to provide ample proofs of my innocence.

My neck is therefore safe -property I have none, and can

not be injured in that way. You are differently situated. If

it could be proven that you had sheltered here for days, a

man suspected of cutting to pieces a squad of government

Lancers, you too would be arrested, and though it is certain

you would be acquitted in the end, it is equally certain that

the officers of the law would not permit that acquittal to take

place until your purse was completely drained." .

Don Estevan listened with downcast eyes, tothe undeniable
truths that the smuggler thus coolly uttered. His changing
color evinced that he was affected seriously, and when he

looked up there was more agitation in his manner than the

occasion warranted in a man who meditated no treachery.
"You are right, Pedro: I should be robbed without mercy.

I must inquire what my people have heard of this unfortu-
nate affair, and caution them to be discreet."

Pedro-looked after him until he had passed beyond hearing,
then quietly remarked,

a I fear me, Don Estevan will not live long."

" Why ?" asked Gray, in astonishment. " He seems to be
in the enjoyment of excellent health."

"I have known more robust persons than he, to die very
suddenly after meditating treachery to the Sefior Bartolo
Piedras."

" Surely you do not suspect him of this."
" I suspect every man in Mexico whose life or property I,
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do not hold in my grasp, and I am tolerably certain that Don
Estevan has, admired other things to-day, besides the beauty
.of these flowers. I should not be surprised if he has had vis-
ions of a shady grove outside the walls of Monterey, with a'
gallows in perspective, and you, and I, and our four comrades
hanging on it as ornaments."

"Surely you are unjust 'to him, Pedro: he could have no
possible motive to ploC mischief against us."

"Possibly I may be .wrong, mi amigo, but I have passed
through a stern school, and learned my lessons heedfully. Let
us suppose a case.- Let us suppose that there should already
have dawned upon Don Estevan's mind some such truth as you
announced a little while since.- that it was better to be con-
tent with a little, than to be continually disturbed by fears of
losing a great deal. Suppose he should be of the opinion that
he had accumulated , sufficiency for his wants, and' should
desire to possess that sufficiency in security. In that case, it
would be natural, would it not, to begin by breaking off his
illegal traffic with Bartolo Piedras ? As a consequence of that,
and in order to recomnmid himself to the favor of the govern-
ment, it is not impossible that he might contemplate giving
information that vould lead to the execution of the daring
free-traders, who had destroyed a favorite body of Lancers."

Gray needed no further explanation. Recalling the manner
of Don Estevan while conversing with Pedro, he was satisfied
he had been meditating some such villanous scheme as Pedro
had pictured. His face grew white with a deadly anger.

"If I could obtain the least proof of this," he said, sternly,
" I would sprinkle these walks with his heart's blood, 'before
bidding adieu to his Hacienda."

"And thus," was the cool rejoinder, "insure your execu-
tion and mine. No, no. Leave him to Piedras. His doom
is written. I think I have so far frightened him, that his
amiable scheme will be abandoned for the present ; and even
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if it is not, we are safe. Within these walls he dare not have
us arrested. Once beyond them, I am too old a fox to be

trapped by a hunter like Don Estevan Llano."
" I do not like," said Gray, "to trust my revenge to other

hands; nor do I see how Bartolo Piedras, with all his art, is

to reach him here."
" You have much to learn, Seior Gray, which may no

advantage our common employer : but I have sworn to be your

friend, and that is what I never did for him. Nor do I betray

him by revealing that which I found out before he trusted me
with the secret. Two of Don Estevan's most trusted servants

are completely in the interest and in the power of Piedras.
He pays them well; and, if such an improbable thing as dis-

obedience to his orders should occur, they are fully apprised

that he knows enough to hang them at his pleasure. They
are said to be familiar with the properties of certain herbs

growing in the valleys of the Sierra Madre, that the learned
in physic pronounce inimical to human .life. Let us enter the

house," he continued, in a louder tone. " Time has slipped

rapidly away, while we have been admiring the'beauty of this
fountain, and the perfection of that marble Naiad."

Mabry Gray was swiftly passing through a fearful noviciate.

He had found the life of adventure for which he panted, but
in finding it, he had become involved in dark and murderous

schemes and intrigues, that he was not yet sufficiently hard.
ened to contemplate without bitter and remorseful reflections.

His breast was consumed by a burning thirst that water would
not allay; and, on entering his own apartment, he eagerly

seized a bottle containing a stronger liquid. The hand of.the
friendly Mexican was placed upon his arm, and a warning

voice whispered in his ear,
" Touch it not, Seior. We are surrounded by pretended

friends and secret spies. Our lives may depend upon coolness
and caution. Knowing the habits of your countrymen, Don
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Estevan has placed-that bottle here in.the hope that under its
influence he may learn something from you he despairs of ex-

tracting from me. Touch it not, therefore, and remember
always, that when a Mexican invites you to drink, or places

brandy in your reach, except upon convivial occasions, it is

certain that he is trying to throw you off your guard, and
expects some advantage therefrom."

Reluctantly Gray relinquished the bottle, which Pedro im-

mediately emptied of its contents.
"There," he said. "You can feign intoxication, if you

choose; and perhaps it would be the wisestkcourse."

For the first time, Llano seated himself at the supper-table
with his confederate guests. Of the party, Pedro alone under-
stood English; and Gray's stammering, imperfect pronuncia.
tion of the Spanish, materially:aided him in the drunken part
he was to play. His voice was loud -his manner rude, arid,

- he was continually committing breaches, of Spanish decorum.
It was surprising with what complacency all this was regarded

by the haughty Don, who; under other circumstances, would

have abruptly left' the table without a moment's hesitation. In
the present instance,1his forbearance was poorly rewarded. No
allusion to the affair with the Lancers, or to any circumstance
that might indicate the route they had travelled, escaped from
the lips of any of the party, and Don Estevan rose from the
tabli no wiser than when he sat down. Throughout the next
day, he was busily engaged in transmitting the smuggled goods
to the city of Monterey; and Pedro was as busily, though very
quietly, making preparations for his own departure. Not
choosing to be more communicative than was absolutely neces-
sary, he had fixed a more distant day for his return than the
one on which he really intended it should take place. Accord-
ingly, at the end of a week, Don Estevan was surprised .by the
announcement that Pedro proposed to set out that day for

Corpus Christi. He made little objection to the arrangement,

'"3

,j_

i3.

.

+

T

.
4

:4

3

;'

r i--'

y,

ly l

e

1

. :
:



130 MUSTANG GRAY.

though it seemed to Gray that he was, from some cause, desi-

rous that it should be postponed. Openly, in broad daylight,.
they bade adieu to the inmates of the Hacienda; and, assuming

the character of legitimate traders, moved deliberately along

the main road to China. Near nightfall, they halted, and

arranged their camp, as if no distrust or suspicion afflicted

them. To all appearance, they were preparing in conscious

security for a night's repose. No such purpose was enter-

tained -Pedro was too wary a leader to risk an encampment

within a few leagues of a man whose good faith he strongly

doubted. As soon as darkness had. completely wrapped the

earth in its mantle, they were again in the syildle - the high-

way to China was abandoned, and the party struck across the

country for Mier. Riding all night, and pressing their steeds

to their utmost capacity, it was not long after noon when they

arrived at the last-named town. Here it was necessary to halt.

Prudence suggested that in passing through the town, there

should be no appearance of haste; and besides, both men and

horses were in much need of rest. Entering aposada on one

side of the main Plaza, Pedro issued all the necessary orders

with a calm voice and an undisturbed manner. He was far,
however, from feeling at ease. His suspicions of Don Este-

van's treacherous intentions had lost none of their force, and

he could not feel secure to the southward of the Rio Grande.

His companions eagerly availed themselves of the opportunity

to snatch an hour's slumber. Pedro slept not. In his assumed

character of a licensed trader, he was enabled to make many

unsuspected inquiries, and to pick up much valuable informa-

tion. This determined him to cross the Rio Grande near Mier,

instead of proceeding along the road to Camargo.

After the party had been refreshed by a halt of two hours,
they were ordered to saddle up. Gray rode with them-to the

river. Here he ascertained that it was Pedro's purpose to

camp on the opposite bank for the night, and determined to

A 
'T

T

41

£U-

h S

b

j

gratify his own inclination to return into the town, not doubts
ing that he, could easily rejoin his comrades by day-break.
Pedro in vain earnestly remonstrated against the rashness of
such a step. Gray was in one of those obstinate moods, that
often led him into perils, from which his escape was almost
miraculous. He had learned that there was to be afandango
in the town, and was resolved not to iiss this opportunity of
witnessing a Mexican dance. Pedro finally insisted upon
returning with him. To this also, Gray interposed a decided
negative. The men, he argued, if left to themselves, might
be guilty of some misconduct; or commit some imprudence
that would, be followed by serious consequences. The old
Mexican was at last coinpelled to acquiesce, though reluctant-
ly, and with -a degree of emotion he had -rarely ever been
known to manifest.

"Your horse, Senor," -he said at parting, "is fleet and
strong. Keep him saddled, and be ready to mount at a
moment's warning. Make for the river, the instant you
observe any sign of hostility. If they attempt to pursue you
further, it must be a strong body that we can not send to the
right about. Watch well, and remember that if any thing

.happens to you, I cannot live foresworn.
Gray made light of his apprehensions, but at the same

time divested himself of, every thing that would impede a rapid
flight. The turnings -of the road, rendered necessary by the
deep gullies cut in the loose soil during the rainy season,
make the distance from Mier to' the Rio Grande about a
Spanish league, or nearly three English miles. Riding slowly
back, Gray marked with the eye of a hawk, every point of
advantage afforded by the ground, in flight or pursuit. At
the Posada he threw his bridle-rein over a post, and entered
the public room. * It was unoccupied except by a young girl
who was busily weaving a Mexican blanket. Addressing her
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in very indifferent Spanish, he inquired if he could obtain

accommodations for the night.

"lIt will be safer, Sir," was the reply in English, " to re-

join your comrades."

" I am a peaceful citizen of the department of Texas, and

can not imagine what I have to fear in Tamaulipas. I was

tempted to remain by the fandango of to-night, and that

temptation has been greatly increased by hearing the accents

of my native land breathed from lips so sweet. Will you,
accept me as a partner for the dance."

"If you remain in Mier until the sun goes down, Death

will be your probable partner."

The earnest manner of the girl made a deep impression

upon Gray, reckless as he was. He took her- hand in his

own, and touched it with his lips before he replied:

"Tell me first, where you learned to speak English so

perfectly, and then you can inform me what danger threatens

me so imminently."

aI am a native of Louisiana, though my parents are Span-

ish. You can easily judge what danger threatens you, when

I tell you, that, some ten or twelve days ago, a party of Lan-

cers were surprised and destroyed within ten leagues of Mier.

That a band of smugglers were known to be seeking a way

into the interior at the very time, and that one of the Lancers

was discovered, on examination, to have been killed with a

rifle-bullet. You were observed to carry such a weapon to-day,

and would have been arrested then, if there had been a

Government force in the town."

"And do you think," he replied, "that there is danger of

my being arrested on such slight circumstances as you have

mentioned ?"

"Arrested ! If that was all I dreaded, I would not have

braved my father's anger, to give you warning. You are an

American, and to be arrested in Mexico implies chains and
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torture at the least. In your case, that mercy will scarcely
be accorded."

"Chains, and torture! Do you-call that mercy ?"
At this moment, the bugle-notes of a cavalry troop sounded

loud and clear upon the street.
"Begone !" she exclaimed, hurriedly pulling him towards

the door. "Begone before it is too late."
Gray turned his eyes up the street, and observing that he

still had an advantage of more than a hundred yards, replied,
"Not until I have the name of my preserver."
"Inez, Sir, Inez. Oh'! fly."
"It is a sweet name," he said, as he stooped to impress a.

kiss on her forehead, "and I shall remember it long. Fare-
well."

With a bound he was by the side of ,his gallant gray-in
another instant, he was dashing along the stony street with
the speed of the hurricane. The town of Mier is washed by
a stream called the Alamo, which empties into the Rio Grande
a few miles. below. At the usual fording-place, the water in
the dry season is not more than fetlock deep; just below the
ford it deepens very considerably, and here the citizens are in
the habit of daily bathing. Almost, every evening forty or
fifty Senoritas may be seen splashing and paddling in the
stream, with no costume but that which nature bestows, utterly
regardless of the presence of the opposite sex, who on their
part seem, to an American, singularly indifferent to the varied
charms thus frankly exposed to view. Gray had made directly
for the ford. The hesitation of the Lancers, in the first moment
of doubt and surprise, had allowed him to gain so great an
advantage, that he felt secure from their pursuit; .but as he
turned the corner of the street, he perceived another body
winding along the margin of the stream, much nearer to'the
ford than himself. Promptly his resolution was taken. Wheel-
ing sharply to'the left, he urged his horse into the water in
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the very midst of the screaming Senoritas. A girl of fifteen,

or sixteen, who was standing middle deep in the water, was so

paralyzed by terror that she was unable to move, and, but for

the address of the rider, would have been crushed beneath the

horse's feet. Stooping as he passed, he caught her in his

sinewy hand, and swung her to the croupe behind him. The

Lancers, who had gained upon him greatly during the passage

of the stream, unslung their escopetas, and prepared, to fire.

The officer in command was unwilling to harm the girl, and
moreover believing that the capture of the fugitive was inevi-

table, ordered his men not to fire. For two miles further, the

exciting race was continued. Saxon, even with his double

burden, gaining at every bound uporn his pursuers. Within

a hundred yards of the river, Gray slackened his pace so as to

drop the girl without danger to her limbs. The bank here

rises seven or eight feet perpendicularly from the water - His

momentary pause had allowed his enemies to regain their lost

ground, and now that he was no longer protected by his living

shield, a shower of balls whistled around him. Rising in his

stirrups, and shaking his clenched hand above his head, with

a fierce shout he dashed at the precipitous bank. The good

steed took the fearful leap with as little hesitation as his rider.

Horse and man were swallowed up by the rushing flood. In

another moment, they rose to the surface; snorting, and

scattering the water, in foam and spray, from his nostrils, the

gallant gray bore his master swiftly to the opposite side. The

Mexicans reined up in astonishment -no one among them

was willing to take that hazardous leap. Some moments

elapsed before their stupid amazement allowed them to think

of resorting to their escopetas. It was then too late. The

balls pattered harmlessly on the river, while Gray ascended

the bank, and felt his hand cordially grasped by Pedro, who,
on hearing the firing, had instantly paraded his men to render

any assistance in his power.
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"I had hoped for a night's repose at this point," remarked
Pedro, when they had regained his camp; "but it will not do
to run the risk. Sleep for a couple of hours, Seior. By that
time we must be on the march. The Lancers will endeavor
to intercept us by following the river to Camargo, and crossing
there. By travelling north-west to the Laredo road, we shall
be far enough 'beyond their reach by daylight. Sleep while
you can, for we have much fatigue yet to undergo."

No further adventure interrupted the journey, to Corpus
Christi. On the night of their arrival, Gray retired early to
repose, while Pedro, upon whose wiry frame no fatigue ap-
peared to make an impression, sought the private apartment
of Bartolo Piedras. Their conference lasted so long that the
first streaks of dawn had begun to purple the east before Pedro
sought the rough couch upon wbich he was accustomed to
repose. During the day there was little communication b'e-
tween the principal personages at the Rancho. The evening
meal was concluded, and Piedrae, ordering a plentiful supply
of wine and cigars, invited Gray to remain. His chair was
drawn nearer to the table, and a bundle of papers produced
from his pocket.

"Your expedition, Senor Gray, has been attended with un-
usual profit, as well as unusual hazard. If you choose to take
the trouble to examine these papers, you will find.that the nett
proceeds amount to some fifteen thousand dollars. I have set
apart one-third of this sun to be divided 'between Pedro and
yourself. ,Does the amount content you?"

"It is more than I expected to accumulate in'years, and
more than I would accept for my own purposes."

" ''The money is yours," was the response, "and I have no
right to inquire in what way you intends to appropriate it.
Still, if you design making investments in this country, my
advice might be of service to you."

"I do not propose to make investment ts of any kind. A
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good horse, a good rifle, and a good knife are all the posses-

sions I covet; and these I already have. This money will be

appropriated in a different way. I left in San Felipe a friend

who has stood by me through good and through evil report.

He has sacrificed much on my account, and as he is now en-

gaged in mercantile business, the sum which would be value-

less to me, may be of great advantage to him."

"Ah I" responded Bartolo; "1I remember my brother-in-law

told me something of this. He is in the house of , is

he not ?" Receiving an affirmative answer, he continued:

" Fortunately it is in my power to aid him still further than

by the sum you propose to deposit with him. I have long had
dealings with the house, and for my sake they would receive
him as a partner, even if he furnished a smaller portion of the

capital than he will' now be able to do. You shall carry a

letter from me which will place him on the highway to for-

tune. Nay," he added, as he saw Gray about to interrupt
him, "nay, do not thank me. I serve my own -ends in this

matter, as well as yours. I can easily foresee that a day is'at

hand when I may need friends among your countrymen; and

a zealous one is cheaply secured by simply pledging my credit

to place him in a business that I know must be profitable."

Gray mused for some time before he replied :

"I am not sure that I understand you; but if I judge

rightly, you anticipate a war between the Americans in texas

and the Mexican Government, and propose to unite youmelf

with us."
'a No Senor I am a Mexican; and although I have.: not

pursued the bubble reputation with any great avidity, I have

no desire to have my name dabbled over with the filth of tgea-

son. In a war between Americans and Mexicans, I should

certainly be found in the ranks of your enemies. That,. how .
ever, is a madness on the part of your countrymen on which

I have not calculated. In our own internal dissensions, it is
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very probable they may be embroiled; but as I shall avoid all
connection with either party, it is a matter of indifference to
me on which side they are ranged. I was thinking of my owp
affairs; not of national revolutions. Through much toil and
peril, I have accumulated some degree of wealth. Of course
I am solicitous to retain what has been so hardly won. A
slight mischance might any day. forfeit all I have to the laws
of Mexico. Against that I have attempted to guard, by plac-
ing a very considerable portion in the city of New Orleans;
but if they could once secure possession of my person, upon
plausible -proof of smuggling, they would find means to
extract from me more than I am willing to loose. Flight or
concealment may therefore become necessary on short notice;
and in either case my safety will greatly depend upon the
friendship of your countrymen."

Gray did not attempt to conceal the surprise he felt at this
candid communication.

"Why," .he asked, "why continue in. a pursuit of so much
peril, after you have accumulated more than enough to satisfy

Your wants ? Why not abandon it, and live free from such
apprehensionss"

A meaning smile lighted up the face of the Mexican. It
lingered but a moment, and then faded away.

.I might ask, Senor, in turn, why are you here, instead of
following the less hazardous avocation of your friend. Per-
haps I love the danger for the danger's sake. Perhaps I take
pride in a struggle, where the skill, and caution, and courage
of a single man, are matched against the constituted authori-
ties of a nation. Perhaps I have other aims, to the accom-
plishment of which larger sums are needful than I possess.
Any one or all of these reasons would be to some extent true.
There is a more powerful one still I can not abandon the
traffic in which I am engaged, without incurring the distrust
and suspicion of all my associates, and bringing upon myself

12 *
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more immediate danger than its continuance involves. Let

us pass, however, from this episode; to other things that more

nearly concern yourself., I propose that you shall set out in

charge of a train of pack-mules, for San Felipe de Austin.

Upon that expedition the risk is small, and I have placed it

under your direction, chiefly because I supposed you would

like to visit your friends. Pedro will remain in charge of the

Rancho - to-morrow I depart for Monterey."

"For Monterey to-morrow !" exclaimed Gray. "This Is

sudden, and unexpected."

" Many a battle, Seior, has been won by decision and

promptitude, when a little delay would have rendered courage

and conduct unavailing.. From what Pedro' tells me, my

friend Don Estevan Llano is in feeble health, and it is neces-

sary for me to provide some other agency for introducing my

goods into the capital of New Leon."

Not a tremor shook the voice of the extraordinary man who

uttered these significant words. His countenance was un-

changed, and Gray, who was yet in his noviciate, gazed at

him with a compound feeling that language has no Words to

describe. Piedras had moved the lamp .so as to throw its

full light upon his auditor, and doubtless read much of the

answer in his face before it was uttered.

" I will not affect to misunderstand you, Seiior Piedras, for

you must be aware that I left Don Estevan in-perfect health,

and that I can not be deceived as to the purpose of your visit.

I will add that my own observations served to confirm Pedro's

suspicions of his treachery, and I am by no means certain,

that I do not owe to him a dangerous plunge into the Rio

Grande. Still if you propose to get rid of him by any means,

except with a strong hand, and in open day, I would rather

not be informed of it more explicitly." .

The reply of Piedras was delivered in that low, cold, re-
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morseless tone, which makes the blood creep through the
arteries with a dull and slimy flow.

"If you found a deadly reptile in your path, or a dangerous
'wild beast,. would you hesitate at any means 'to remove -it ?
Now," he continued, without giving Gray an opportunity to
answer the question, "Don Estevan Llano is indebted to me
for many things besides the wealth by which he is surrounded.
Another in my place would feel indignant at his ingratitude,
and meditate revenge. I am so good-natured, that I could
easily forgive the wrong he has contemplated, if I could only

be certain no such thing would cross his mind hereafter. You
would dash out his brains from anger -- I shall dry up the
fountain of his existence, because it is necessary for my future,
security. We arrive at the same end, impelled by different
causes, and travelling different routes, but mine is' the safer."

"Safer it is true," Gray could not resist the inclination to
say, "safer, but not quite so manly."

"That depends," was the cool and passionless rejoiner, "a
great deal upon the idea attached to manliness. If you nisan
mere brute force, you are certainly in the i-ght; but if patience,
sagacity, and intellect, are taken into the account, you are
decidedly in the wrong. I shrink not from the employment
of open 'force when it is needful, and my hand has often proved
its capacity to serve its owner, well. But there are. times, and
occasions, when force can not be employed, and this is one of
them. We may as well drop the subject however, since,
under present circumstances, you could not aid me if you were
willing to do so; nor can I myself tell in what way I may find
it necessary to act. Make your arrangements for visiting San
Felipe at your own convenience; before the dawn, I'shall be
on the road to Monterey. Upon my return, we may converse
further upon this evening's topic. Gotd night."

Gray sought his own apartment. There was something so
horrible to him in the idea of murder upon a simple calcula-
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Lion of gain or loss-murder without anger - without hate --

without a feeling of revenge, that slumber was frightened

away; and he paced his room for hours, absorbed in the reflec-

tions it suggested. He had been periuitted to take a glance

at a new leaf in the written character of a terrible man, and it

was difficult to say whether loathing or wonder predominated.

The sound of horses' feet in the court-yard, apprized hini that

Bartolo Piedras was about to set out on his journey, before he

resigned himself to the arms of sleep.

CHAPTER VIII.

" Not that he was not sometimes rash or so,

But never in his real and serious mood;
Then calm, concentrated, and still, and slow,

le lay coiled like the boa in the wood;

With him it never was a word and blow.

His angry word once o'er, he shed no blood,

But in his silence there was much to rue,.

And his one blow left little work for two."

BARTOLO PIEDRAS was gone.. Mabry Gray rose unre-

freshed from a feverish sleep, in which pale corpses, whose

features were contorted by the agonies of an unnatural death,

flitted before his mental vision. Then a spectre troop gathered

in a horrid circle around his bed. A cold hand touched him,.

and a low whisper, yet distinct, and startling as the thunder-

peal, shook his iron frame, and made hin leap in terror from

his couch. The broad sun was shining through the single
window of his room, and the busy sounds of human life were

audible in the court-yard. But even these palpable realities

failed, for a time, to drive away the ghastly phantoms that had

peopled his dreams. It was as much to escape from thought,

as from any actual haste, that he called Pedro, and went busily
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to work in making preparations for his departure. By the end
of the fourth day, everything was arranged to his satisfaction,
and on th.e fifth, his train of pack-mules was on the route for
San 4Felipe de Austin. On this expedition, no -extraordinary
precautions were necessary. The government officers at Copano
were the only ones.to be avoided, and these always kept such
poor watch, that they were generally believed to be in the pay
of Piedras. The journey was accomplished, for the most part,
in broad day,' and the goods safely landed, without interrup-
tion, at San Felipe. Here Gray found that the fame of his
adventures ha! preceded him, and his wild ride upon the.
prairie had already won for him, among the American' settlers,
the soubriquet of "Mustang," by which he was ever afterwards
known. A husband less confiding than Saxon, might have.
objected to the warmth of Josefa's greeting; but, in truth, the
hardy backwoodsman had too good an opinion of himself to be
afflicted with a passion so humiliating as jealousy. Moreover,
he was as proud as his wife of the achievements of their joint
prot6ge, and loved almost as well to sing his praises in the ear
of every villager who had time to listen. John Allison met
him as the true-hearted meet a friend who has been exposed
to much hardship and peril, and triumphed in the .encounter.

There was in his greeting sympathy for his sufferings, pride
in his success, joy at feeling once more the clasp of that
friendly hand, and an earnest hope that he would now abandon
his dangerous career, and settle down into more lawful as well,as more peaceful pursuits. Alas! John Allison knew not that
such a life would be utterly insupportable to Nabry Gray.

The demon in his breast Would only slumber when its victim
was in action. New adventures-new perils, must be sought.
In repose he could have found no refuge from madness but in
suicide -- and suicide is madness and cowardice combined.

The period of Gray's stay at San Felipe had been left by
Bartolo Piedras entirely to his own discretion. . The politic
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Mexican was desirous that an agent, whose services he valued

so highly, should be conscious of no'restraint, and that all his

actions should seem to be regulated by his own will. This free-

dom to do as he pleased unquestioned, would not have induced

Gray to remain longer than his business rendered necessary, if

it had not been for the political questions then agitating the,
colonists. To these questions he had heretofore given little

attention ; indeed, he only cared for them now so far as they

might have the effect of driving his countrymen into rebellion

against the central government. From the daily discussions

they excited, he soon possessed himself of all the information

he desired; and was rejoiced to see that, from the temper of

the people, a war at no distant day was inevitable.

Under the Mexican confederation, Coahuila and Texas were

united in a single State. Widely separated by distance, with

different and sometimes conflicting interests, it naturally fo-

lowed that the wants of the weaker were disregarded, white

the stronger claimed the whole care of the legislature. Im-

pelled by their necessities, and relying upon the faithful ser-

vices they had rendered to Santa Anna, the Americans in

Texas resolved to insist upon their right to a separate legisla.

ture. To render their petition more effective, Stephen F.

Austin departed in person for the city of Mexico. A wide

change had, in the meantime, been effected in the sentiments

of Santa Anna. He had tasted the sweets of power, and felt

no inclination to resign it. Entering into a shameless bargain

with the priests, who had been formerly his deadliest enemies,

he bent all his energies, in conjunction with them, to destroy

that constitution, in defence of which he had first taken up

arms. The Americans were sure to resent and resist this ap-

proach to a despotism they abhorred. News travelled slowly

to the distant province in which they were located; and when

received, the channels through which it flowed were often so

uncertain, as to render it unreliable. The voice of rebellion
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was silent as yet; but Santa Anna was too sagacious not to
know, that, when his schemes were laid bare, it would make
itself heard in thunder-tones. He was, therefore, in no mind
to concede to the people a legislature whose first labors would
probably be directed to the concentration of the entire strength
of the State in opposition to himself. Their petition was
treated with scorn, and Austin cast into a dungeon.

The Mexican people were, in the meantime, wholly ignorant
of the state of affairs in Texas. The intelligent and well-in-
formed of their own race who had settled there, were either
proscribed by the Dictator, or, from long association, had
adopted the principles, and cordially espoused the.cause of the
colonists. Ignorant of the character of the people, and with
no one to enlighten them as to the causes of discontent, the
low mutterings of the storm in a distant province were unheard,
or' regarded with contempt. The Government itself, though
better informed, over-estimated its own powers of compulsion
and proportionably undervalued those of resistance. The
Texan Revolution, when it did begin, found them unprepared
for anything beyond a temporary outbreak.

Satisfied that war must come, Gray returned to Corpus
Christi with the resolution of dissolving his connection with
Bartolo Piedras, and taking his place in the ranks of his coun-
trynen. Its owner was still absent when he rode into the
Rancho at the mouth of the Nueces; but a messenger, who
had preceded him, brought the news that his return might be
daily looked for. Gray was not sorry for his absence, since it
afforded him an opportunity for a long. and' unrestrained con-
ference with Pedro, to whom he communicated the result of
his.observations at San Felipe, and his determination in regard
to his future course.

"Not yeti Sefor," was the reply. "Not yet. I have long
seen it mpst come ; but the day is more distant than you anti-cipate. You and I will have time enough to take another
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mustang hunt on the prairie, or, it may be, another journey to

Monterey. Your people will not resort to arms, if they can
help it, until their Empressario is free from the clutches of

Santa Anna. When the time for actual fighting arrives, I
shall join your side. Until then, our best course is to remain

quietly here. Bartolo Piedras, with all his wisdom, regards a
revolution in Texas as madness,, and would be more likely to

suspect us of treachery to him, than the folly of espousing a

cause he believes so utterly desperate."

" What do I care for his suspicions ?' Gray impatiently
asked. "If he has paid us liberally, we have served him

faithfully. We owe him nothing, -and there is nothing to tie

us here against our wills."

" Humph !" replied the Mexican, with a shrug of his shoul-

ders. "Have you heard, Senor, that Don Estevan Llano is

numbered with the Saints ?"

A quivering sensation shook the frame of Gray, like that we

experience when brought unexpectedly in contact with a

venomous reptile.,.
"I comprehend, I at length he said, "'all your question

implies, and feel, perhaps, more horror than you suppose at

the idea of dying like a dog by poison; but Senor Piedras has
as much to fear from my suspicions as I from his; for if he

gives me the least occasion to believe that he intends to treat

me as I doubt not he has done Don Estevan, I shall try the
temper of my bowie-knife on his ribs."

" Bartolo Piedras will give you no intimation of his designs.'
He would not be the fearful man he is, if he gave warning

before he struck. But, I repeat, there is no occasion for haste.

When the war actually begins, we can depart in peace."
" Why then, if not now?"

" For two reasons. First, because while we are in the ranks

of his open enemies, his chances for plotting against our lives

will be greatly lessened. Secondly, because it has ever been,

his policy, in the civil commotions of Mexico, to secure friends
on both sides. If left to his own choice, he would prefer our
joining your countrymen, so that, in the event of their suc-
cess, he might have some chance of ,saving his property on
the San Antonio (which he .cannot remove) from confiscation.
True, he regards this, and will continue to regard it, as a very
improbable contingency; but he has grown rich by providing
for possibilities, as well as probabilities. He knows that I am
not without influence with Lorenzo de Zavala, and he calcu-
lates that a man of your courage and energy will acquire a like
influence with the American -leaders. He will himself pro-
bably solicit a commission in the Mexican army, and his
request will be granted, for he is well known to Santa Anna,
and known to be a soldier of tried courage and capacity. Thus
he will have made all the provision it is possible tomake for
the fortunes of war."

Subsequent events proved how accurately Pedro had calcu-
lated, and how well he understood the character of his em-
ployer. To-Gray, the conclusion arrived at by the old Mexican
was not entirely clear; and though he gave his assent to the
proposed arrangement, it was with the internal resolution to
enter into no engagement that would prevent his leaving the
Rancho on an hour's notice. Among the considerations which
induced him. to remain, was one to which Pedro had not
alluded. Whatever Bartolo Piedras might be to others, he
had been kind and generous to him. He did not give the
Mexican credit for great disinterestedness, but he didgive-himt
credit for a disposition to serve, to the utmost of his ability,
any one who manifested a like disposition in return. He could
not forget that Job n Allison was indebted to him for a situa..
tion that at once secured an independence; and this was a favor
he esteemed far more highly than any that could have been
rendered to himself. Under all the circumstances, he was
induced to believe that the advice of Pedro was as much in
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accordance with honorable feeling, as with prudent caution;

and but for the galling idea of doing anything from fear of the

consequences, he would have been entirely contented to await

the time when his services would be actually needed in the

cause of freedom and independence.
Upon the return of Piedras, Gray sought an early opportu-

nity to communicate his belief that civil discord was at hand,

and to remind his employer that, in that event, he held him-

self free to join the American side, whenever an organized

force was in the field. They were alone upon the beach. It

was a dead calm, but the tide was running in, and the waves

beat with a low moan upon the sandy shore. Piedras stretched

out his hand towards the slumbering deep, as he replied:

" When I found you at San Felipe, not many months ago,
everything on the surface of society was as calm and unruffled

as yonder sea. The Colonists were satisfied with the Govern-

ment; or, if the voice of complaint was heard at all, it was

like the soft murmur of the tide rolling in upon this shore,
and seeming to embrace it in love, rather than in anger.

There can be no adequate cause for the mighty change you

think has taken place. You must be mistaken."

"I cannot misunderstand the signs I witnessed. The time

has certainly been short for a revolution to take root, but

resistance to oppression comes naturally to an Anglo-Saxon,
and tyranny always finds him prepared."

Bartolo pondered deeply before he replied:

"1I can well believe your countrymen capable of almost any

rashness; but for a few thousand Squatters, without an army,

without vessels, without a treasury, and without munitions, to

declare war against a rich and powerful nation, is a madness

from which even they will shrink. Depend upon it, there
will be no fighting. If there is, we will part as friends, trust-.

ing that if the chances of war should bring us into contact, it
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will be under circumstanceswhich will enable us to exchange
kind offices; instead -of downright blows."

"I hope so," answered Gray. " There will be as many
regrets upon my part as upon yours, if the time ever comes
when we shall meet otherwise than as friends. But I cannot
see why you, a citizen of Texas, should not, like Lorenzo de
Zavala, and others of your people, unite with the America.
in a struggle for your mutual rights."

I" Let us turn to other themes," was the response. " Upon
this one we shall not agree."

And that extraordinary man, passing. at once from the
affairs of the world to the beauties of Nature, and pointing to
the glowing heavens above them, continued, in a tone of genu-
ine enthusiasm:

"See yonder bank of clouds, with its edging of gold and
crimsQn, gradually superseded by a dark-blue, that, in its turn,
grows lighter and lighter as the vapor ascends the horizon,
until the whole presents the appearance of a range of lofty
mountains, with a basement of fire and a summit of eternal
snow. See, too, how lovely are the tints imprinted by the
setting sun upon that solitary cloud to the right--shaming the
rainbow by their brilliancy, and almost equalling its variety!
Does 'the departing luminary ever paint such pictures on the
heavens in your colder clime ?"

"Not often. But I have seen there, at times, a loveliness
surpassing even that which is above us."

" You will pardon a Mexican for thinking that your national
partialities may have influenced your ,taste. In my youth, I
journeyed with the priest who was my tutor,' to Old Spain,
and from thence into 'Italy. I had read much of the glory of
Italian sunsets, and the beauty of Italian nights, and I panted
to stand upon the Tiber's brink, and feast my soul on all that
had for ages shed enchantment over the painter's pencil, and
filled with . melody the poet's lyre. -But to my thinking, the
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atmosphere of the brightest night was dull and hazy compared
with that of the Table Lands of Mexico; and the most gor-

geous sunset in that clime never equalled that upon which we

are now gazing. Rob Italy of her classic recollections, and
half the beauties that tourists have celebrated would vanish

with them."
Gray listened in amazement. He knew the man before him

to be engaged in lawless and desperate enterprises. Pedro

had more than hinted at the commission of dark deeds, such
as blight the heart, and sting the conscience with remorse.

Could such a man be a dreamy enthusiast, and love to linger
in lonely places, holding converse with the moon and stars ?

The question rose to his lips, and was half uttered, before he.
reflected that it might be offensive. Bartolo answered without

the least discomposure:.
" That was long ago. Since then, other things have gene-

rally occupied my thoughts. Still, the capacity for such en-
joyment remains. Let me add, too, that, of the pleasures I

have gathered in journeying through the world, the sweetest
have, been those I snatched from Nature. When exhausted

by the fierce struggles of our kind,:it is very pleasant to go
out beneath the pale moon, or the quiet stars, and forget for a

time the battles that are passed, as well as those that are to

come."

"Forget ! Oh, is forgetfulness possible at such a time, and
in such companionship? It is precisely then that memory

comes to me clothed in her saddest garments."
"Everything is possible, my young friend, to a man of clear

head and strong will. Besides, I have the resources of the.

confessional. When the words.of pardon have passed the lips
of the representative of God, why should I permit myself to
be disturbed by recollections of a deed that has been atoned
for and forgiven ? When the Church is satisfied, it becomes
a simple question of skill between me and the ministers of the

law. If I am detected, I must pay the penalty. If I elude
them, I am entitled to the fruits of victory."

The enunciation of this fearful creed produced in the mind
of, Gray scarcely any of the horror it would have excited in
former times. He was already deeply changed. Instead of
detestation for the criminal, his feelings partook of admiration
for the man whose firm will thus enabled him to say to remorse,
"Avaunt -Begone !" Desperate.as was his own character-
dark and bloody as had been some of his own actions, he had
never been able to shake off the principles in which he had
been educated; and bitter anguish invariably mingled with
all his meditations upon the past. But here stood one who
had penetrated to the arcana of crine, while his own footsteps
yet lingered on the penetralia, absolutely revelling in the
sweetest enjoyments of Nature at the very moment the gloomy
record of his life was spread out before him.

They had now turned towards the picketed fence that en-
closed the Rancho. Slowly and silently they retraced their
steps; the one not caring to disturb the reflections he had
awakened-the other too much absorbed in wonder at what he

had heard to. indulge in conversation. The silence was at
length broken bj Piedras, who went on as if no interruption

had occurred:
"Are you familiar with the Latin tongue ?"
"No. My knowledge-of it is very limited,."
"That is a pity; for, although the great authors of anti-

quity are now translated into almost every language, much of
their beauty is lost in the process. Even now an expression

was dwelling on my memory for which there 'is no adequate
translation -'pabuiu n acheropntis.' In English, it is gene-
rally rendered, 'food for the tomb;' and I have been thinking

what fools we are, to be toiling and struggling, fretting and
grieving, through a world where all at last is but food for the
Comb. Nay, worse; for in the original the words imply more
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than the gnawing of the worms upon the carcase in the grave

- they typify also the gnawing of a never-dying worm upon
the soul through the countless ages of eternity."

"I should not have suspected you of dwelling upon such

thoughts.. Just now you intimated that-you never permitted

regret, or remorse, or melancholy,, to disturb your reflections."

or do I. It is one thing to look then in the face, and
c it another thing to cower at their presence. Even if I was
one f those self-torturers, who anticipate the pains of here-

af by invoking them here, the train of thought I have been
'ndulging would not suffice to call up the phantom demons you

have mentioned. I look around me, and I find all of my kind
engaged in like employments. All alike are in pursuit of

ephemeral toys. I am not so weak 'or so foolish as to murmur

because mine is not different from the general doom. But we

are nearing the gate, and philosophical reflections in the, pre-

sence of the cattle (meaning the Peons) who inhabit yonder

Rancho, are impossible. Sup with me to-night. I have much
to say to Pedro and yourself, which concerns my interests

nearly."
On entering the room which had been assigned for his

sleeping apartment, Gray found the son of Pepe Benito busily
engaged in making a cornstalk fiddle. Paying no attention to

the boy, he hung his sombrero on the rack where his rifle was

suspended, and seated himself upon his couch to think over

all he had heard, and ponder on what he was likely to become.

under such a tutor. Diego stole a glance in- the direction of

the bed, and saw with surprise, shudder after ,shudder shake

the strong man's frame.

"Is the Senor Gray sick ?" he asked, dropping the corn-

stalk and penknife, and advancing to the side of the bed
"No, Diego. I am well enough."

"Has any one wronged you, Senor ?"
"Not lately, nor here."
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"Seiior, you saved my life. on the Rio Grande, when I
thought I had not five seconds to live, and I suspect you have
preserved it here, by taking me into your own service, and
keeping me constantly about you. Tell me who is your enemy.
He shall not trouble you long."

His voice was low and firm, and his countenance resembled
that of a young tiger longing for its first taste of blood.
Struck by the fierce bearing of the youth, and willing to try
him further, Mabry Gray turned upon him an inquiring glance,
and said slowly,.

" So, Diego, you would. strike even Bartolo Piedras to the
heart this night, if I bid you?"

" Si, &eor."
"I thank you. Report does not speak very highly of the

gratitute of the Mexican race. I am glad to find that you are
an exception to the general rule. Some day I may need your
services, though not in the way to which you allude. I
require no other aid against a known foe than my own right
hand. Strike no one on my' account. Watch all who come
near me, for in this land of anarchy and' misrule, treachery
has a natural growth."

"If the Sefior suspects any one, it is better and' surer to
strike at once, or let me do it."

" Ay, that is your infernal Mexican policy, and I know not
that it is altogether wrong in dealing with such a race. Still,
whether right or wrong, it suits not me. I must have proof
before I strike, and if you wish to remain in my service, you
must follow my example."

' I do wish to remain, Senior, for I 'pan stay nowhere else
and live. I only meant to remind you, that when a rattle-
snake is crawling near you, there is no prudence in waiting
until you see him in his coil."

Gray did not answer, and the boy turned away to resume
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his occupation of constructing a miniature violin from the

shell and fibres of the cornstalk.

Many days passed, and the conferences of Bartolo, Pedro,
and Gray, had been long and frequent. The return of the

smuggling vessel was hourly expected, and preparations were

making to dispose of her cargo.

" I think," said Piedras, ." that you will meet with less

difficulty than beset your last venture. The troubles in the

interior have caused the withdrawal of all the Lancers from the

line of the Rio Grande. The police force of the towns was

never worth anything, and now that they are unsupported by

the military, will certainly not trouble themselves in the least

to watch your movements."

" There is nothing to fear from them," replied Pedro.
" Our chief difficulty arises from the death of Don Estevan,

by which we have lost a safe and convenient dep6t for the

goods."
" That was thought of, and provided for before I left Mon-

terey. I have engaged another Hacienda that will be safe

enough, unless great carelessness is manifested, and that is a

fault no one will attribute to you."

" Did you obtain proof," asked Gray, ",that Don Estevan

was really the traitor Pedro suspected."..

" Pedro rarely makes a mistake in a matter of importance.

I arrived at the Hacienda of Don Estevan suddenly and unan-

nounced.. He received me with his wonted courtesy; but I
am in the habit of looking below the surface, andTIthought I

could detect a feeling of uneasiness or restlessness, that I had

no difficulty in ascribing to the proper cause. It was late be-
fore we retired, for we had much business that was unsettled,
and I was anxious to close our accounts. At breakfast, he in-

formed me that he had indispensable business in the city. He
added that he could not think of asking me to accompany him,
as the fatigue of my long journey, and the loss cf sleep the

Il

previous night, must make a day's repose highly desirable. In
tones as bland as his own, I assured him that I was not suffer-
ing at all from fatigue, or the loss of rest--that I also had
business in the city; and as my stay was limited, it was im-
portant that it should be attended to without delay. During
that day, you may be sure, I. never lost -sight of him long
enough for him to whisper a message to a foot-boy, without
my being aware of its purport. Completely baffled, he pro-
posed an early return to the Hacienda. It was my, policy to
assent to everything he proposed, except to part company;
and we rode back conversing by the way upon the incidents
of our younger days, and the events in which we had since
borne a part. You would have thought he loved me as a bro-
ther. Even I began to -doubt if I had not wronged him b
my suspicions. Upon our arrival at' his Hacienda, knowing
that other eyes as keen as my own were watching him, I walked
at once into the house, and left him to attend to the various
domestic duties that necessarily devolve upon the head of such
an establishment. Before nightfall, I received certain infor-
mation that Don Estevan had secretly ordered his horses to be
in readiness at four o'clock in the morning. Of course I had
no difficulty in arriving at the conclusion that he intended to
pay a visit to the political chief of New Leon, while ,I was
slumbering unconsciously beneath his roof. I had gone pre-
pared for every contingency. This very movement. had been
looked to as possible, and found me prepared to meet it. Fa-
tigue and a slight indisposition were accepted as an excuse for
my not supping with him that ;evening. I sought my pillow
at an early hour, and was sleeping soundly when a servant
came to announce that his master had been suddenly attacked
with violent convulsions. My first care, after entering his
chamber, and finding his symptoms exceedingly dangerous,
was to dispatch a' messenger for a physician, of my acquaint-
ance; who, however, only arrived in time to witness the dying
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agonies of his patient. The surgeon pronounced his disease

congestion of the heart,--and I suppose it was. Thus provi-

dentially relieved of a dangerous friend, I opened his escretoire,
and took therefrom such papers as might do me an injury in

other hands. These were committed to the flames -the

others were carefully restored to their places.. As an old and

intimate friend, it was incumbent on me to play the part of

mourner at the. celebration of the funeral obsequies. This

done, I remained no longer in the vicinity of Monterey than

was required to make arrangements for the future transmission

of my goods. In regard to that matter, I will give you writ-

ten directions, which, when you have sufficiently impressed

them on your memory, you bad better destroy."
" What do you think of Bartolo Piedras, now, Senor ?" in-

quired Pedro, when the conference was ended, and they had
retired to the apartment of Gray.

" He is a wonderful man, whom I have never fully compre-

hended, and do not think I ever shall. Surely," he continued,
" he must have known that we understand fully the agency

he had in the death of Don Estevan, and yet he repeated the

story as calmly and coldly as if he were only recounting the
fate of a vicious brute."

"Be you certain, Senior, that he had no intention or desire

to deceive us on that .point ; though with the habitual caution

of his whole life, he dropped no word that amounted to a con-

fession of his own share in the deed."

" But why tell us at all ? -Such dark secrets, it seemsto

me, had better be locked in the possessor's bosom."

" Perhaps he thought.we knew enough already to make any

attempt at concealment a folly. Perhaps he wished to give
you a warning that his enmity was at all times deadly."

The brow of Gray flushed with sudden anger, and his right
hand was carried with a fierce motion to the hilt of his howie-

knife.

"By the Lord, he had better be sparing of his warnings.
If I am at any time attacked with sudden illness in this
Rancho, it will not be safe for him to approach my bed-side
while I.have strength enough left to sheathe this good blade
in a human carcase."

" There is no occasion for anger, Seior. -. He means you no
harm now; and I believe you will live with him in peace, and
part from him in friendship. Still, he is a man to be watched
and feared."

"Feared !" exclaimed Gray.
"Ay, feared, Senor. However lightly we may value life,

all of us have a choice as to the mode of separation between
the soul and body. Take a soldier, who would march with an
unfaltering step upon certain death on the. battle-field place
him in, this room - loose three or four vipers, as joint tenants
of the chamber--close the door, and leave him in the "dark;-
and my life upon it, in one hour his. hair would be hoary with
terror. Nay, more:. let a-lost wretch, who has started to a
river's brink for 'the purpose of self-destruction, meet a hungry
panther by the way, and he will take to his heels as quickly
as a timid boy. There are things we all fear; and I know of
nothing more fearful than a man whose means of vengeance
you cannot estimate, and whose hour of striking you' cannot
guess."

There was a pause of several minutes in the conversation.
Pedro walked to the door-looked out--then carefully closing
it, returned to the side of his friend.

"Every soul is asleep," he said, " and I shall have no better
opportunity of revealing 'to you, how completely your life has
been at his mercy." Pointing to the ceiling, he continued,
"do you see that heavy beam running across the whole width
of your room ?"

Gray answered in. the affirmative.
l' '
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"Now get upon your bed, and examine that part between

the girders above it."
Gray did as he was directed, and immediately exclaimed,-
"By all that is holy, it is sawed in two at both ends. What

keeps it from falling ?"
" Mount this," said Pedro, placing a wooden stool on the

bed, " and examine for yourself."

" There is a massy iron ring in the block, to which is
attached a cable rope, running through another ring. in the

rafter, and then passing through the wall of the adjoining

apartment."

"Come down now, Senor, and listen. Within that room
there is another ring, to which the cable is fastened, and the
sawed beam is thus kept suspended in its place. It is the

store-room, as you know, and Piedras never trusts the key out
of his own possession. Suppose he should imagine it to be to

his interest to get rid of you, he has only to enter that room

while you are asleep -give one blow with a hatchet on the
cable rope, and your spirit wings its flight to another world."

Gray turned white with anger and apprehension.

" Great God !'" he exclaimed, "hais the cold-blooded devil
invented this murderous contrivance for my benefit ?"

"No, Seior. It was prepared long'ago, and for another

purpose. It was not invented for your benefit, though it is

not impossible that it has crossed his mind, that, in certain

contingencies, it might be safely used for your destruction. I

have known that beam to fall upon the occupant.of yonder bed

once before, and it might fall again. Guard against such a

casualty."
"Assuredly I will. Let us move this bed,"
"No, Senor. That would only give him notice that you

had discovered his ingenious contrivance. Take this raw-hide
thong, pass it through both rings, and fasten it so that if the

rope should be cut, there will still be a support to prevent the
beam from falling."

"It is not strong enough."

" Double it, and double it again. The weight of the whole
Rancho would hardly break it then."

When this operation was satisfactorily completed, Gray
descended from his elevation, with a compressed lip, a flashing

eye, and an angry spot upon his cheek.
"I am thinking," he said, "that Senor Piedras is in a fair

way to join Don Estevan in purgatory."
" There is no need of that," replied Pedro: "he means you

no harm now. But he is a man who may mean harm at any
time, and when he does meditate mischief, he leaves the object
of his enmity no time 'for after preparation. . I hive watched
him for ten years, until I think I can read the very thoughts
within his bosom. He either loves you better than he ever
loved any thing before, or he has some strong motive for
watching over your safety. He was nearly crazy, when he
thought you had been killed by the Camanches; and he rated
me soundly, for permitting you to expose your life so recklessly
at Mier. You have nothing to dread from him at this time ;
yet who can tell how long his good intentions will last ?"

"That is it. I can. never be certain for a moment that my
life is secure. For that very reason, I am tempted to strike at
once." -

No human life is ever secure in this world; and it often
happens, that those who peril it least are the first to lose it.
I have lived with Bartolo Piedras for more than ten years, in-
curring daily precisely the same danger you now run; and yet
I am unharmed. So I believe it will be with you. I only
thought it prudent to guard against a possible contingency."

"Well, be it so. He has done me some kindnesses that I
do not wish to repay with blood. At any rate, our connection
is not likely to last long I hope we may part in peace."
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"In my opinion, you will, Senor. And now, good night, or
rather, good morning, for it is near day-break."

In ten minutes, Pedro was asleep. Not so with Gray; he
had seen and heard many things that night to startle a novice
in the ways of the world, and morning found him watching for
its coming. The.inmates of the Rancho were still slumbering
when he went forth, as usual, to attend in person to the wants
of his noble steed. Looking seaward, he discovered, through
the mists of the early day, the dim outlines of a vessel at an-
chor, and readily conjectured. that the smuggler they were ex-
pecting had arrived during the night. Here was a new subject
for reflection. Should he go to Monterey, as he knew Bartolo
wished and expected, or should he at once depart, and join his
countrymen on the Brazos? A few minutes sufficed him to
decide in favor of the former course. There would be time
enough, as Pedro had suggested, before the struggle actually
began, and,.in the meantime, he would be acquiring a know-
ledge of the country which might be eminently useful to the
revolutionists. Accordingly, he participated actively in the
work of unloading the schooner, and, when it was accomplished,
discussed with Piedras all the contingencies that might aid or
embarrass the delivery of the goods, with a degree of interest
that left no room to suppose he had seriously contemplated
refusing to accompany the train. A few days were lost in
waiting to get the full advantage of the moon, before he started
a second time for Monterey, accompanied by the same troop as
formerly. His far-seeing and sagacious principal had rightly
predicted that the journey would be made with little compara-
tive difficulty. The goods were safely disposed of; and return-
ing leisurely by a different route, he made minute and accurate
observations of the country, from which he derived the full
benefit in after years.

159MUSTANG GRAY..

CHAPTER IX.

Is it the thunder's solemn sound

That mutters deep and dread,
Or echoes from the groaning. ground,

The warriors' measured tread?
Is it the lightning's quivering glance

That oh the thicket streams,

or do they flash on spear and lance,
The sun's retiring beams?"

ONCE more, and for the last time, Bartolo Piedras and Mus-

tang Gray were seated in the apartment where their former

conferences had been held. ;There were writing materials and

a number of papers on the table between them. Piedras had

been engaged in casting up his accounts. Looking up from

the balance-sheet, he said :
"Your last venture has been equally as profitable as the

former. Here," he added, pushing a bag of gold towards

Gray, "here is your share of the profits."

"Pardon me, Sefor. - I am not now in a condition to accept

your bounty so willingly as formerly. Then, I looked forward
to the probability of rendering you other services that would

compensate you for your liberality. Now,-I know not what day
we may part. You remember I advised you of my determina-

tion to join my countrymen, whenever an armed band took the

field."
" No matter; it is yours, has been fairly earned, and is not

now offered for the purpose of keeping you with me. ' I paid
a visit to San Felipe during your absence, to assure myself of

the actual state of 'affairs. Wild and foolish as I believe it to

be, it is nevertheless certain that a. wide-spread revolution has
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already begun in this Province of Texas. Remembering your
.former communications, of course I felt that our parting was
inevitable. I have also received notice from Pedro Gomez,
that he wishes to join the standard of.-Lorenzo de Zavala, to
whom he is indebted for acts of kindness many years ago. I
have no right to oppose either his or your inclination, however
hard it may be to part with the only two men about me upon
whom I can implicitly rely. Before you go, it concerns my
own honor that.our accounts should be fully settled. You
must not leave me under the impression that Bartolo'Piedras
is a niggard."

"That is a vice I should not have imputed to you in any
event. Your whole conduct to me has been the reverse. But
tell me, Senor, what news you gathered at San FeliPe."

"The Colonists are holding meetings all over the province,
in which strong resolutions of resistance to the Federal Go-
vernment are adopted, and in some parts armed bands are
already gathering. On my return, I met a courier at San Pa-
tricio, who was the bearer of orders to Colonel Ugartachea to
demand all the cannon in possession of the settlers."

"Then, by the Lord, the struggle is indeed near at hand !
If I know anything of the American race, the first attempt to
enforce that order will be the signal for battle. They will
never disarm in obedience to the mandate of a treacherous
tyrant, whose next step would be to drag them like cattle o
the slaughter-pen. Peace is impossible. The revohition is
begun."

"I fear so, and shall make my dispositions accordingly.
When do you propose to depart?"

"To-morrow. I have little preparation to make, and Pedro,
I suppose, has not much more."

Bartolo Piedras made no comment upon the suddenness of
his departure, and Gray, attributing his silence to a desire that
their conversation should terminate, rose to take his leave.

Your kindness, Senor, emboldens meto make another re-

quest. If you can spare the boy Diego, I should like to take

him as an attendant."

"If I hesitate," replied the Mexican, "it is on your ac-

count. Believe me, he who has once proved a traitor will do

so again. Kindness cannot change the nature of the serpent.
It is. far better to leave him where he is."

Gray was unwilling to leave the youth who had manifested

so much willingness to serve him when he believed his life was

insecure, and persisted in his request. His renewed applica-

tion was promptly acceded to, and our hero walked away to

communicate the tidings to Diego. Thestripling bounded

full three feet from the ground when the welcome announce-

ment was made, shouting joyously, L" Bueno, Senor; bueno ..

With some difficulty, Gray suppressed his immoderate trans-

ports; assuring him that the service before him was no light

one, and that he would have to undergo hardships that would

tax to the uttermost his slender frame.

"I care not," replied the boy; "I care not, soI can take

a cup of chocolate, or a sip of coffee, without trembling for
fear that it contains some drug that will put me. to sleep for

ever. Jesu Seior m days and nights have been horrible

since that dark night on the Rio Grande, when the gleaming
'knife of my own father was descending on my bosom."

"Hush, Diego, hush. This is no time or place for such

language. Be' ready to start by daylight."
"Si, Senor." And then, as Gray passed out of hearing,

he muttered to himself "I love that man. I never loved my

father, nor the old hag they call my mother, nor Bartolo Pie-

dras, nor Pedro Gomez; but I love this stranger. Why, I

hardly know. He is wretched; 'that is one reason. Then he

treats me like a human being, which' no one else ever did;

that is another. But that is not all; there is something more.

I cannot iake it out. I only know I would die to serve hin."

14*
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The parting with Piedras was friendly, and interspersed
with many cordial wishes for each other's welfare and happi-
ness. The Rancho was left behind, and the wide Prairie
spread its flowery beauties. before them. Rising high iin his
stirrups, and stretching his hand aloft towards the heavens,
Gray gave vent to the feelings that were struggling within
him.

"Now, now there is a field of action before me at which I
need not blush ! Away with the smuggler's dark rides and
the smuggler's brawls ! Beneath the banner of freedom, in
the broad light of day, there are deeds to be performed which
my father's warrior spirit shall note with pride and satisfac-
tion."

In the first intoxication of recovered self-respect, he forgot
the presence of his, companions, and bounded forward on his'
way at a rate of speed to which their less sinewy animals were
with difficulty urged. On the route they frequently met Cou-
riers hurrying southward, and doubted not that they were
bearing dispatches from the Mexican officers to the central
government. Once or twice he was strongly tempted to- stop
these gentry, and relieve them of the papers they carried. His
almost total ignorance of the point at which the revolution
had arrived, made such a proceeding so imprudent and hazard-
ous that it was reluctantly abandoned. The answers he re-
ceived to the few questions he propounded he knew could not
be relied on, and he only continued to put them for the pur-
pose of marking any variation in their statements.

They arrived at San Felipe de Austin about. noon, and
found the town deserted by the greater part of the male in-
habitants, who had gone to attend a muster in the vicinity.
Josefa received them with genuine affection at the gate of the
Posada -- threw her large fat arms around Gray, pressed him
to her bosom, and imprinted kiss after kiss upon his cheek.
To Pedro she extended a cordial welcome; patteO Diego on

the head, and invited them to enter. Gray's impatience.

scarcely allowed him to wait until the' first friendly greetings

were over, before he began questioning Josefa as to the temper
of the Colonists, and the nature and extent of their prepara..

tions for resistance. She knew little, she -said, except that

there were daily meetings and musterings, and-that her hus-

band was absent from home three-fourths of his time in at-

tendance on them.

" He can tell you all about it," she -added, " when he re-

turns this evening. You must wait until then."

: Becoming a questioner in turn, she extracted by degrees

everything that had befallen him since his last visit to San

Felipe. She had heard a rumor of the sudden death of Don

Estevan Llano, and upon thatL point questioned him closely.

His account was clothed in such 'guarded language, that it

wasimpossible she could infer 'his own convictions of the share

her brother had in it. If his object was to spare her feelings,

he might have saved himself the trouble, for she at once said;

"Ah I that was Bartolo's work. I never knew anything to

live long that had once crossed his path. You are well rid

of him,' mi amigo, for though I do believe he would have cut

off his left hand before he would have harmed a hair 6f your
head, still it is dangerous playing with a tiger, even if it be a

caged one.

Gray replied, that whatever might be the faults of Piedras,

he had found no cause. to doubt his friendly intentions towards

himself, and that even in parting with him, he had manifested

a degree'of liberality he had no right to anticipate.

" le is your brother too, my kind hostess, and let us there-
fore try and forget all but the good points of his character."

In such conversation the evening was passed, until Saxon,
John Allison, 'and others of Gray's acquaintances, returned
from the military training, to which the whole body of the

Texan people had voluntarily subjected themselves. From
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164 MUSTANG GRAY.I repeated conversations with the settlers, he obtained full in-
formation of their grievances, and learned to his gratification,
that the whole people of the country had resolved to win in-
dependence, or a grave.

Instead of giving the details of those conversations, it will
be more satisfactory to the reader, to condense them into a
connected history of the times.

About the first of September 1835, Stephen F. Austin re-
turned from his long incarceration in Mexico. Previous to
his arrival, the first steps towards a revolution had been taken.
Rusk, Archer, Lamar, the two Whartons, and others, assem-
bled their countrymen in public meetings, and addressed them
in the determined language of men who knew their rights,
and were resolved to maintain them. The many petty annoy-
ances to which they were subjected, in the mere wantonness,
of tyranny, were recounted in fervid strains, and then a darker
picture was drawn of the deliberate schemes, on the part of
the federal government, to destroy every vestige of freedom in
the land. They were reminded that the Mexican -congress,
under the dictation of Santa Anna, had abrogated the consti-
tution of 1824--that they had abolished the state governments,
and converted them into mere dependencies on the-federal
head; and finally that, in Texas, they openly boasted of their
intention to establish Custom-houses, and quarter troops,
.wherever it was judged expedient to overawe the, inhabitants.
The seeds of the revolution thus sown, were ripened into a
harvest, upon the return of the Empressario. The address to
his countrymen, which he soon afterwards prepared, and pub-
lished, is as remarkable for the calmness of its tone, as for the
simplicity and firmness of its language. In that address, after
reciting the objects of his mission, he says,

"Many months passed away, and nothing was done with
the petition, except to refer it to a committee of Congress,
where it slept, and was likely to sleep. I finally urged the

MUSTANG GRAY.100

just and constitutional right of Texas to become a State in the

most pressing manner, as I believed it to be my duty to do;

representing, also, the good policy of this measure, owing' to

the almost total want of local government of any kind, the11 absolute want of a Judiciary, the absolute impossibility of

being governed any longer by Coahuila (for three-fourths of

the Legislaturewere from there), and the consequent anarchy

and discontent that existed in Texas."

The representations, the arguments and entreaties of Col.

Austin were of no avail; Santa Anna had fixed upon his line

of action, and he was not to be turned from it at the prayer

of a distant State, whose strength, resources, and spirit,, he

alike undervalued. Wearied and disgusted by long delays,

despairing of any rightful action, and believing his presence at

home of more importance to.the people he came to represent,

Col. Austin departed from the city on his return to Texas. A

revolution was then raging in several parts of Mexico, and it

did not suit the purposes of the Dictator to permit the return

of a man whose demands he had scorned, and whose friendship

he felt that' he had forfeited. The narrative continues:

_"I was arrested at Saltillo, two hundred leagues from Mex-

ico, taken back to the city, and imprisoned for one year

three months of that time in solitary confinement, without

books or writing materials, in a dark dungeon ° of the 'former

Inquisition prison. At the. end of the year I was released

from confinement, but detained six months in the city on

heavy bail. It was nine months after my arrival before I was

officially'informed of the charges against"-me, or furnished with

a copy of them.. The constitutional requisites were not ob-

served; my constitutional rights as a citizen were violated;

the people of Texas were outraged by this treatment of their

Commissioner, and their respectful, humble, and just petition

disregarded."
The publication of this Address incensed to fire the already
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excited and indignant Texans. A public dinner was tendered
to Col. Austin at Brazoria. On the eighth of September, atthat place, he addressed a large concourse of the Colonists
pointing out the dangers that threatened Texas, and earnestly
urging "a general consultation of the people."

His suggestions were promptly adopted. Committees of
Safety were appointed, and the fifteenth day of October fixedupon as the time for the general' assembling of the people.
Before that time, however, Gen. Coas, with four hundred
additional troops, arrived at San Antonio de Bexar. Heavowed his intention to place the entire country under military
rule, and demanded that the Texans should surrender Lorenzode Zavala, to be tried as a traitor. The action of the Texanswas correspondingly hastened by these proceedings. Stephen
F. Austin, as Chairman of the Committee of Safety for the.jurisdiction of Austin, issued a circular on the nineteenth ofSeptember, in which he declared : "War is our only resource.There is no other remedy. We must defend our rights, our-
selves, and our country, by force of arms.''

The eagerness of Mustang Gray to engage in active service
was soon gratified. A company of volunteers was forming in
San Felipe'to assist their brethren of Gonzales, against which
place it was understood that Ugartachea was marching a strong
body of troops, with the intention of taking by force the pieceof artillery in the possession of the citizens. Leaving Pedroto seek for Zavala, with whom he was anxious to communicate
before committing himself irretrievably, Gray enrolled his ownname with the little band of daring patriots, and took u the
line of march for that place, which was destined soon to be-come the Lexington of Texas. Towards the last of September, Castonado, with two hundred 'soldiers, form
command of Ugartachea, arrived on the bank of ohe rivopposite to Gonzales, and sent a messenger to demand the sur
render of the cannon. At that time there were but eighteen
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men in the town, under the command of Capt. Albert Martin.

To gain time, he replied that the Alcalde was out of town, and

that no one could take the responsibility of delivering the can-

non until-his return. As soon as the messenger had departed

with his answer, Capt. Martin moved his scanty troop down

to the ford, determined to dispute the passage to the last

against every odds.

The next day, the Mexicans made one or two feints at the

ford, and at the ferry, but there was no serious attempt to

cross. In the meantime,' small parties of Americans were

dropping in from different points on the Colorado and the

Brasos; until their numbers swelled to one hundred and sixty-
eight men. An election for field-officers was held, when John
H. Moore was elected Colonel, and J. W. E. Wallace Lieu-

tenant-Colonel. Finding that the enemy had no disposition

to begin the battle, Col. Moore determined to cross the river,

and attack him in his camp, which was upon a high mound

in the Prairie, half a, mile from the ferry. The passage was

effected during the prevalence of a dense fog, before daybreak,

on the morning of the first of October. The fog which had

aided them in crossing the stream, now proved a serious in-

convenience. It was impossible to ascertain exactly the

enemy's position, and considerable time was lost in waiting for

it to disperse. Some firing between the advanced guard of

the, Americans, and a picket guard of the Mexicans, apprised

Castonado of the intended attack: thereupon he left the place

of his encampment, and taking up a more eligible position,

formed in order of battle. The fog disappearing before the

rays of the rising Sun, Col. Moore advanced to within three

hundred and fifty yards of the enemy, and likewise formed in

order of battle. A parley was sounded, which however result-

ed in nothing, and the two commanders returned to their respec-

tive lines'to prepare for battle. The action began by the

discharge of a piece of artillery on the part of the Colonists



This was followed by an order to advance. The Mexicans
did not wait to receive them, but broke and fled in disgraceful
confusion over the Prairie, before the Texans had come within
rifle range. To pursue with the infantry would have been
useless, and Col. Moore halted his men on the ground lately
occupied by the enemy. The few who were mounted, (in-
cluding Mustang Gray,) followed closely upon the heels of the
fugitives. The strength and speed of his horse, soon carried
him far ahead of his comrades. An unfortunate wretch, who
had fallen considerably behind in the race, perceiving that in
a bound or two more he must be overtaken, threw himself
upon the ground, to avoid the sweep of the keen sabre in the
hand of his pursuer. A slight motion of the bridle hand, was
enough to direct the hoof of the iron-grey steed upon his
prostrate form. A sharp cry of agony followed, and the spirit,
took its departure from the mangled body. Another attempted
to wheel, and defend himself with his escopeta. Rising in his

stirrups, 'so as to give full force to the blow, the blade-of the
American was driven by an arm of iron exactly on the point
where the neck and shoulders join, and the Mexican rolled 'on
the Prairie, dyeing the green grass around, with a crimson
fluid. By this time the Mexicans had become aware that the
pursuit was conducted by a mere handful of their foes. A
squad of them halted-formed in regular order, and presented
their escopetas. With a yell that more resembled the cry of
a hungry panther than any human sound, Gray rushed upon
them. He was received by an irregular volley, so ill directed
that only one ball grazed his side, while his own sabre was
crimsomed to the hilt, as he broke unharmed through theshattered line. Here he was opposed by a stronger body,
armed with muskets and bayonets, which he instantly perceived
it would be madness to charge. In such emergencies, thought
flashes like lightning through the brain. So sudden is itscoming, so rapid are its combinations, that it is doubtful
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whether instinct be not its proper name. Another bound, and.

he would have been too near to retreat; but even while the

horse's forefeet were in the air, the bridle was drawn hard, and

the animal wheeled backwards as if on a pivot. A considerable

circuit removed him from the danger of a direct fire, and in a

few minutes he rejoined his comrades, who were slaughtering

the fugitives he had passed in his headlong career. All that

could be effected had been done. The main body were too far

off to support them, and the Mexicans, though still retreating,

were no longer scattered here and there, but formed in regular

order, with a rear guard strong enough to protect them. A

loud shout for "Texas and liberty," rang over the plains, and

the little party galloped back to the position occupied by Col.

Moore. In his precipitate flight, the enemy had abandoned

his baggage, which fell into the hands of the volunteers, who

marched into Gonzales without the loss of a single man, in

high spirits at the result' of their first encounter with the

myrmidons of the oppressor.

Intelligence of this affair was dispatched to Col. Austin by

express, who lost no time in transmitting it to every town in

the province. In less than ten days, the force at Gonzales

had swelled to more than five hundred men, and on the muster

rolls appeared such names as Rusk, Travis, Fannin, Bowie,

Archer, and a hundred others, who have since won eternal

fame.-

. At the period of which we write, Goliad and San Antonio

de Bexar were the keys of Texas. An enemy in possession

of these'points could strike when and where he pleased; or,

by adopting a slower policy, tire out the Colonists, and compel

them from exhaustion to submit to any terms he might dictate.

Santa Anna was well aware of their importance, and had filled

them with strong garrisons, well supplied with artillery. The

Texans, who were equally alive to the absolute necessity of

obtaining possession of these two points elected Stephen F.

15
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Austin commander-in-Chief, and sent messengers to every
settlement, urgently calling for volunteers to join him at once
before the Mexican garrisons could be reinforced. While wait-

ing for the expected succors, Gen. Austin received information
that a body of the enemy had occupied Victoria, and were
committing many depredations in the neighborhood. Col.
B. F. Smith, in command of a detachment of eighty men, was
ordered to drive them from the place. Upon his arrival in
the town, he found that it had been evacuated the preceding
day, the enemy retreating towards Goliad, pursued by about
forty planters from the. neighborhood of datagorda, under
Lieut. Collingsworth. Fearing that this small band might be
overwhelmed by superior numbers, he pressed rapidly on in
the wake of the daring patriots. Within eight miles of Goliad,
he selected a suitable place for an encampment, and sent out
two of his soldiers to reconnoitre the town,-and obtain what
information they could of Collingsworth. The scouts did not
return; and early on the following morning, he put his troops
in motion, determined to attack the place, if for no other pur-
pose than to ascertain its actual strength. As he, approached
the town, Collingsworth rode out to meet him; and he learned
to his surprise that the youthful hero had stormed the fortress
some ten hours before, capturing the whole garrison,-five hun-
dred muskets and carbines, as many lances, two brass pieces
of artillery, and a large amount of provisions and ammunition.

" You have cheated me out of a laurel, my boy," said the
veteran, laying his hand on the shoulder of his youthful friend.
"But it could not bloom on a nobler brow than that it now
adorns."

After entering the town, and inspecting the fortifications,
Col. Smith directed Collingsworth to collect such additional
volunteers as he could in the vicinity, and maintain the post
he had so gallantly won to the. last extremity. Aware that an
attack upon San Antonio might be daily looked for, the inde-
fatigable soldier allowed only a brief rest to refresh his own

-I
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men and horses, before he was again in the saddle on his

return to the head-quarters of the "army of the people."

Formed. two abreast, the company rode at a quick though

steady pace towards San Felipe..

"4What is the matter ?" inquired the light-hearted frontier-

man, who was riding by the side of Gray. " What are. you

moping about? We are going to a wedding, man, not to a

funeral."

rIii was thinking," replied Gray, "that I would give my

left hand to have been with Collingsworth last night."

"BahI! We shall beat that at San Antonio."
" That may be captured, too, before we arrive."

"Well, if it is, we shall have plenty of other chances to get

our brains knocked out before this war is over. You may be

tolerably sure that Santa Anna will gorge us with blood before

he surrenders as rich a province as this to our sole keeping."

Gray made-no direct reply, but questioned his comrade as

to the strength of the Alamo (which he had never seen), and

the other fortifications about San Antonio. This was a subject

with which the old hunter was familiar, and upon which he

had no objection to dwell; so that there was no flagging of the

conversation during the remainder of the day.

John Allison and Saxon had been among 'the first to obey

Austin's call for volunteers; and Gray found them in the

camp on his return, almost as eager as hiiiiself for the fray.

In this they were destined for some time yet to be disap-

pointed. Notwithstanding the reinforcements he had received,

the General still thought himself too weak to attack Cos in his

intrenchments; and it was not until the twentieth of October

that he took up a position on the Salado creek, five miles from

Bexar. On the twenty-eighth, an advanced party under Fannin

and Bowie, amounting to ninety-two men, were attacked by

about four hundred of the Mexican garrison, at the Mission of

.Concepcion,-a mile and a half from Bexar. After a desperate
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fight of several hours' duration, the Mexicans were defeated
with the loss of one piece of artillery, sixty-seven killed, and
thirty or forty wounded. The cool and dauntless courage ex-
hibited by Gray during this action, attracted the attention of
Bowie, who approached him when the battle was over, and
said,

"You have won your spurs nobly, Sir, and shall have a
commission, if the word of Jim Bowie is worth anything among
the men of the border."

"Thank you, Colonel, thank you. But I have too little ex-
perience as yet to be trusted with a commission.' After a

while, I may claim your promise."
"It shall be redeemed, Sir. If God spares me it shall be

redeemed."
Alas ! the doom of the high-hearted and chivalrous soldier

was already written. A few weeks later, that manly form was
food for the vultures.

Subsequent events clearly proved, that if General Austin
had marched, upon San Antonio immediately after the battle
of Concepcion, the town and fortress might have been easily
captured. The leading trait of his character was prudence.
He had none of that impetuosity which often snatches a vic-
tory from the very jaws of fate. Arriving on the field of
Concepcion an hour after 'the battle, he hesitated to act upon
his own responsibility, and called a council of war. The
council, probably knowing the bias of their leader, advised
against an attack ; and thus a glorious opportunity was thrownaway. The great Lord Clive, in the decline of his life, re-
marked, that he had never called but one council of war during
the whole of his career, and that, if he had followed the ad-
vice of that one, India would have been lost to Great Britain.
A commander fit to lead armies should trust to the suggestions
of his own genius, rather than the advice of those who are
confessedly his inferiors. In all history, there is but one great

;
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military leader who can 'be shown to have been materially

benefited by councils of war. That one was George Wash-

ington. In .his case, too, it must be borne in mind, that his

own opinions were always carefully shrouded from his subordi-

nates. He listened attentively to all they had to say, weighed

every word, and then acted according to the dictates of. his own

judgment.
On the 13th of November, the " Consultation of Texas"

relieved General Austin from his duties in the field, and ap-

pointed him Commissioner to the United States. The fiery

Burleson took his place as Commander of' the army before

Bexar. More stirring events were now about to be witnessed.

The lion-hearted Milam arrived from Goliad, and obtained

permission from the General to beat up for recruits to storm

the Alamo. Three hundred hardy sons of the forest and the

prairie answered to his call.. Three hundred- such as stood in

the pass of Thermopyle, and rolled back the myriads of the

Persian host. On the 5th of December, this patriot band en-

tered the suburbs of San Antonio, General Burleson taking up

a position at the old. mills near the town, to support them, if

necessary., They were met by a shower of grape ahd musketry,

which was sustained with a coolness that would have done

honor to Napoleon's Guard. One by one the, barricades and

fortified houses of the enemy were stormed and taken. Through

four days the murderous conflict raged. Through four days,

without shrinking, the citizen-soldiers breasted the tempest o

death. The fifth witnessed. the extraordinary spectacle of

1500 regular troops, well armed, and supplied with all the

munitions of war, driven in disgrace before 300 badly-armed

militia, and compelled to shut themselves up Within the stone

walls of the Alamo.
On the same day (December 9th), General Cos sent out a

messenger with propositions to surrender. On the 10th, arti-'
dles of capitulation were signed on both sides, and the ast

15*
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strong-hold of Santa Anna in Texas was given up to the
Patriots. But the glory of the achievement was saddened by
the sacrifice at which it was obtained. On the third day, the
glorious Milam had fallen with a bullet through his head, and
some of the best and bravest of that heroic band were sleeping
with their leader.

Mustang Gray, who had borne his part throughout all the
hard fighting in 'San Antonio, was about to be transferred to
another field, for which his previous training had eminently
fitted him. Great as had been the successes of the republican
arms, the leaders of the revolution knew full well that ithe
struggle had only begun, and that the advantages thus far
gained would serve rather to exasperate than to intimidate
their foes. Santa Anna had quelled the revolution in Zacate-
cas, and none doubted that, with the early spring, he would
throw an overwhelming force upon Texas. In this state of
the case, it was of the highest importance to obtain every pos-sible information of the enemy's movements and intentions.
How that information could be obtained, was, a question of

very difficult solution. The Mexican forces had entirely" evacu-
ated Texas. Not a solitary soldier remained. It was clear
that any intelligence more reliable than common rumor must
be sought beyond the Rio Grande; and for an American to
show himself in that region was supposed to be equivalent to
signing his own death-warrant. Again and again the Provi-
sional Governor revolved the subject in his mind. Time after

time he consulted his council and ,the superior officers of the
army. A dozen schemes were suggested, discussed, and aban-
doned. It was certain that, long before Santa Anna appeared

in the field, ho would send Couriers to the officers stationed in
the various towns along the line of the river, with instructions
when and where to assemble, and what preparations to make.
To intercept one of these Couriers, and capture his dispatches,
was the simple and obvious mode of obtaining what they
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sought. But who was to undertake it? Gray's former resi-

dence at Corpus Christi-his familiarity with the country be-

tween that and Monterey -his desperate courage, and his

unsurpassed horsemanship, pointed him out as the agent to

whom the, dangerous task could be most properly confided.

Called into the presence of the Governor, the wishes of the

authorities were explained to him, and the dangers of the ser-

vice frankly stated. He was then asked'if, with three or four

comrades, he was willing to undertake it.

"EII know," he replied, "what danger I shall have to en-

counter, better than your Excellency; and knowing it, I an-

swer that I will do your bidding cheerfully; but not with

three or four comrades. That force is too small for resist-

ance, and too large for secresy and safety. Give me one com-

panion, of my own selection, and you may rely with some

confidence. on reading the dispatches of the Dictator within

the month."
"Perhaps you are right. At all events, you shallhave your

wish. Who do you take with you?"
" Pedro Gomez."
"A Mexic/!n !"

"Yes, your Excellency; but one whoc knows the country

better than I do, and who I verily believe would fight the devil

himself in my company."
"cWell, the risk .is yours, and I will ,not question the pro-

priety of your choice. Can you start to-morrow?"

" oTo-day."

"Then God bless you! With hearts and arms like yours

among her sons, it will be haid, indeed, if Texas does not

achieve her independence."

a"I hope so, and I believe so," replied Gray, grasping the

extended hand .of the Governor; and then added, "of one

thing I am certain; whenever fetters are riveted on Texas,

this heart will be cold and still, and this arm too stiff to feel

the weight of the shackles."
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This they parted; the one believing that the chances wereninety in a hundred they would never meet again -- the other
full of hope and confidence in the successful accomplishment
of the dangerous service he had voluntarily undertaken.

CHAPTER X.

"But he who stems a stream with sand,
And fetters flame with flaxen band,
Has yet a harder task to prove -.
By stern resolve, to conquer love.'

AGAIN upon the wide Prairie, where the free winds blo
unobstructed, and the moon and the stars shed their loveliest

light ! Again upon the broad land-ocean, where the only bil-lows are the waving grass and the bending flowers, and the
only ships are the wild deer and the wild horse coursing o
the sweet-scented plain ! Again upon the vast solitudes thathad become to him a cherished home, the spirits of Gray rose
to the highest pitch, and the blood leaped in wilder currents

from his beating heart. The fresh breeze, laden with theodors

of a thousand flowers, swelled to rapture his exulting thoughts,
and clear and high pealed the notes of a song he had loved inhis earlier days:

"Some love to roam
O'er the dark sea-foam,

Where the shrill winds whistle free;
But a chosen band
On a prairie land,

And a life on the plains for me."

"I have never seen you so light-hearted before, Se fnor,"
said Pedro, when the last note of the .first verse had died
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away; "and if I were a believer in omens, I should fear that

this extraordinary change boded no good to our enterprise."

"Pshaw ! Pedro; it is easy enough to account for upon

natural principles. There is much in this thing of fighting

for liberty; of risking life and fortune, that a people may be

free; of striking the shackles from the limbs of the oppressed,

and bidding them sand up and look the oppressor in the face.

There is much in all this to drive, away present care, and the

memory of former .sorrow. If this war lasts a twelvemonth,

I shall be the gayest among you.'
It seemed that he wished to hear no reply, for the song was

renewed in a full rich voice, that Pedro thought he had never

heard equalled.
hI knew not; Seior, that you sang so admirably," was the

comment of the Mexican, when the song was ended.. "I must

teach you some Spanish love ditties. If you sing them as

sweetly, and we should be so unfortunate as to get into trouble,

there is not a Senorita in all Mexico who hears them, that will

not risk a great deal to free us from confinement.",

"Well, Pedro, you may begin your lessons now, for I was

never in a better mood."

It was a strange spectacle -t1iese two men to whom danger

and death were familiar acquaintances -who were now bent

upon an adventure full of peril to themselves, and which,

terminate as it might, was almost certain to be stained with

blood -instead of anxious conference upon the stern realities

before thein, beguiling, the time with the .soft melodies which

had echoed through the'luxurious halls of the Alhambra, and

mingled with the tinkling notes of the guitar in the sweetest

bowers of Spain. Who can explain the seeming inconsistency ?

Who can read the dark riddle of humanity ? Take a boy, or

a woman, whose sight has never been seared by scenes, of

carnage, to a theatre, and the deepest tragedies are those they

love the best. Wait a little longer until that boy has hardened
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into manhood, and become a bloody actor on a real stage, and
he will turn with impatience from the' plays that enchantd
his boyhood, while he gives delighted attention to the broadest
comedy. Perhaps it is because the reality so for exceeds itsmimic representation, that the latter is cold and dull to one
who is familiar with the former. Perhaps it is a struggle todrive away the shadows that bloodshed never fails to leave be-hind. But be it what it may, whoever looks upon the worldwith an observant -eye, can not fail to note that the wildest
revelry is often the companion of the darkest deeds, and theheart that is lightest to-day will be shaken by the deadliestpassions to-morrow.

The long ride to the Rio Grande was accomplished without
meeting a human being on the way, and our two adventurers
found themselves in the deserted huts of Pepe Benito.

In Northern Mexico, government dispatches
private correspondence, were invariably transmitted by couriers.

For the protection of these couriers, each town was required
to furnish an armed escort to a certain distance beyond its
limits, where they were mep and relieved by the escort fromanother place. A knowledge of this determinede plan
adopted by Gray and Pedro; which was to cross the river, and

proceed along by-paths to a point about half-way between
China and Monterey, where a little stream crossed th
road, and a dense thicket of chaparal afforded a convenient

shelter for themselves and their horses. This, also,nWas the

point of meeting between the escort from Monterey and the-
escort from China; when the former turned back, and the
couriers proceeded under the protection of the latte ,Here
they did not doubt that something would turn up, er
later, to enable them to accomplish their purpose. The horses

were hidden in the' thicket -Pedro remained to watch them,

and Mustang Gray crawled as near as he dared to. the main,
road, to note everything that passed.
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For several days Courier after Courier went by, but they wore

no Government badge, and were, moreover, so strongly guarded

that all idea of molesting them was abandoned as hopeless.

At length Gray was -delighted by seeing the escort from Mon

terey approaching considerably in advance of the time for that
from China to arrive. The officer .in command halted his
troop, without dismounting, at the little stream -watered his
horses, and telling the Courier there was no danger, as the

troop that was to meet him must be near at hand, bade him
proceed on his way. Now was the golden 'opportunity. With

the quick and noiseless motion of the serpent, Gray regained

his horse. Telling Pedro to mount and'follow, he skirted the.

thicket in a direction parallel with the road along which the

courier was travelling. This position was maintained until he
judged the escort from Monterey were entirely out of sight,
when he wheeled his horse into the road, and put him at once

to his utmost speed. The clatter of horses' hoofs behind him

was the first notice the Mexican received of his danger. A.

hasty glance backwards was followed by a busy application of

spur and quirt, which proved that he by no means under-

valued the importance of speed to his personal safety. For

more than half a mile the race was continued on nearly equal

terms. There, however, the road entered a low, marshy

ground, in which the superior strength of the American horse.

told rapidly, and he soon bore his master alongside of the fugi-

tive. The heavy rifle-barrel in the and of Gray was swung

aloft -it descended,-driven by the .full force of his sinewy

arm, and'hurled the luckless Courier lifeless from the saddle.

Instantly changing the gun to his left hand, he seized the

bridle of the masterless steed, and reining him up as quick as

.the speed at which he was going would admit of, he returned
to the still quivering body just as Pedro had alighted by its side.

"Search him well, Pedro," he said, "while I ,make an in-

speetion of his saddle and saddle-bags."

i
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Both operations were expeditiously.performed.
"Have you got everything that was upon him ?" asked

Gray, who had not approached the body since its fall. -
".Everything, Senor."
" Is he certainly dead ?"
" Dead ! Why his brains are scattered for six feet in every

direction around."

" Well, then, I suppose we may count him dead, though the
proof is not entirely clear; fo'r I have seen a thousand Greasers
living in excellent health, without a particle of brains."

At this period of time the delayed escort appeared in sight,
moving slowly and carelessly along the road. A quarter of a
mile to the right there was a dense thicket, through which rap'
a bridle-path, that our adventurers had explored on former
occasions. Putting their horses into an easy gallop, they made
for the thicket, which extended for miles towards the Rio
Grande, and into which it was almost certain the Mexican
Lancers would not follow. The escort, who had now caught
sight of them, rode furiously in pursuit. At the entrance to
the bushes Gray halted, and facing the foe, waited' until the
foremost pursuer was within eighty yards. The noble animal
he bestrode, accustomed to obey the lightest wish of his mas-
ter, stood as still and rigid as if carved from the solid granite.
There was a bright flash, succeeded by a quick, sharp report
-- the bullet sped to its mark, and a lifeless body cumbered
the plain. With a defiant yell Mustang Gray wheeled his
horse, and galloped on the track of his comrade. As they
had anticipated, no pursuit was attempted through the thorny
bushes; but, calculating that messengers would be dispatched
to every point where they could be intercepted,' the two scouts
rode on at the fastest pace their horses would bear, never
pausing for rest or refreshment, until they were again upon
the northern bank of the Rio Grande. Here they killed a.-
deer from a herd that was grazing on the plain; and, after

feasting on the carcase, erected a scaffold of green twigs, cut

a portion of the flesh into thin strips, and spread it on the low

scaffolding, over a thick smoke, to, dry,, while they stretched

themselves upon the long grass to enjoy that repose their wea-

ried frames so much required. It was in the early morning

when they resigned themselves to 'sleep, and the sun was near

its junction with the western ocean before the drowsy god

lifted his, leaden hand from their eyes. There was no differ-

ence between the day and the night to the wanderers/tn that

wild border, except so far as the one, or 'the other, was more

propitious to the object in view. Invigorated by their long

repose, they were soon speeding northward over a country in

which the traveller.could never feel himself entirely secure for

an hour at a time. With admirable skill all the dangers of

the route were avoided, and the papers they carried 'safely de-

livered to the Provisional Governor of Texas. These proved

to be of more importance than either of them anticipated.

They contained full directions as to the number and particular

description of troops to be mustered--the points at which they

were to rendezvous--the transportation required-the muni-

tions and supplies to be collected-together with all the other

requisites for the efficiency of a large army in the coming
campaign. Some of them were written in the Dictator's own

hand, and announced his purpose to assume the command in.

person early in February.
"Iam coming," he said, "not toinflict a merciful chastisement

upon a people who, deceived by the misrepresentations of

false leaders, have, in a moment of excitement, rebelled against

the parental authority; but to conquer and exterminate a tur-

bulent and rebellious race, who, from the first moment of their

arrival in the -country, have lost no opportunity of disturbing

the peace of the Government to whose hospitality they are in.

debted for the homes they occupy. From the'.Rio Grande to

the Sabine, not one American intruder shall be left; and if
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any Mexican has been so imprudent or so wicked as to unite
his fortunes with theirs, he can only hope to escape a traitor's
doom by early and unconditional submission to the justly of--
fended authorities of his native land."'

A dark frown gathered upon the brow of the Governor, as
this butcher epistle was read aloud by hissecretary.

" His hospitality !" he exclaimed bitterly. "Well, I sup-
pose we ought to be very thankful for the hospitality that
allowed us to shed our best blood in his cause, and the magna-
nimity that did not interfere to prevent us from defending this'
territory from.the savages, who would have depopulated it but
for American rifles. Let him come ! Unless I am mistaken,
we will teach him the only lesson by which usurpers ever
profit." Ike rose, and paced the room with his arms behind
him, and his eyes bent upon the floor. "I dislike," at length
he said to Gray, "to ask more of a man who has already done
so much; but messengers are scarce, and it is of the utmost,
importance that the contents of some of these papers- should
be widely spread through Texas. Are you too much fatigued
to bear copies to Victoria and Goliad ?"

There was a smile upon Gray's visage, as, stretching forth
an arm on which the muscles played and worked like living
cords, he proudly replied:

"Fatigue and I have been so seldom acquainted, that I
have sometimes doubted whether these sinews were not made
of tempered steel. Yet your Excellency must remember I
have but one horse; and he has been so hardly used of late,
that he requires some repose."

"You shall have my own. Where shall I send him when
the papers are prepared?" -

" To the Posada of Josefa Saxon. Her husband is now in
the Alamo; where, in plain truth, I should like to be myself.
But your Excellency's wishes shall be obeyed."

A cordial "good-bye" terminated the interview, and Gray

I. MUSTANG GRAY. IS1

walked to the house of John Allison, to communicate the in-

telligence he had gathered, and urge the removal of the pro-

perty John had accumulated to Nacogdoches, if not beyond
the Sabine. The western settlements, he reasoned, must be

desolated. The war could not be waged on the frontier, since

there the overwhelming force of the invader would be fresh

and undivided. The port of Copano was'open to him, from

which all his supplies might'be drawn. There, too, the wide

plains afforded every facility for the operations of cavalry and

artillery; in which arms the Texans were wofully, deficient.

. war of posts would be worse. Goliad and the Alamo were

the only tenable fortresses. It was true, he said, that if these

points could be sufficiently garrisoned and provisioned, and a

respectable army at the same time .maintained in the field, no
enemy would dare to cross the San Antonio. But, unfortu-

nately, Texas had neither the men nor the provisions. The

little garrisons already in them would probably be withdrawn;

or if they were not, they could not hope to effect. anything more
than give a temporary check to a well-appointed force.

John Allison listened toa course of reasoning he could not

controvert, and then said gloomily,

' You seem to have little. hope of.victory in the struggle."
"tQuite the contrary. I am as certain that we shall triumph

in the end, as that I am~ now living to say it. We have only
to fall back as he advances, drive the cattle before us, and
destroy the provisions we cannot remove. His army will.grow
weaker daily, from the necessity of leaving garrisons in the

towns he may occupy; while the nearer we approach the east-

ern boundary, the' greater will be the probability of receiving
reinforcements of volunteers from the United States. After

a while, too, the scarcity of provisions will compel him to di-

vide his army into columns, when they may be attacked and
destroyed in detail."

The policy thus marked out was afterwards actually pursued
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by Sam Houston; and though strongly opposed by Travis,
Fannin, and other glorious leaders of the revolution, its even-
tual success completely vindicated its adoption.

It required little further persuasion to induce John Allison
to adopt the advice of his friend. His partners were likewise
satisfied that it was the only method of saving their goods
from plunder, or the flames. Gray's next care was to urge the
same arguments upon Josefa, and persuade her to follow an
example he felt satisfied every prudent citizen would imitate.
Here his eloquence was unavailing.

"cNo," she said. "My husband is in the Alamo; when I
hear that it has fallen, and he is dead, I may fly. Until then,
I shall remain where I am."

Finding that it would be useless to urge her more, he re-
quested her to pack up a small quantity of salt and some dried
beef for his journey, while he employed himself in examining
and cleaning his arms. In another hour he was alone upon
the Prairie, having left Pedro to watch over and protect Josefa
and her children, in the event any of the accidents incident
to troubled times should render it necessary.

We must leave our hero for a time, to recall some of the
historical recollections of that eventful period. At the very
time Santa Anna was making the most formidable prepara-
tions - when he was hurrying regiment after regiment of vete-,
ran troops to the Rio Grande, Col. F. W. Johnson conceived
the daring project of carrying the war into the enemy's coun-
try. He had doubtless consulted with Demit, then command-
ing at Goliad, and with Fannin, as both of them were certainly
committed to the scheme; and the probability is, that at one
time, it met with favor from the Provisional Government. To
understand the desperate hardihood of the movement, it is
necessary to remember that Matamoras, the intended point of
attack, contained a population of twenty thousand souls - that
a large force was collected in it, abundantly supplied with artil-
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lery and all the munitions of war -that the, towns above it

were swarming with men whom the Dictator was every day

marching to the line of the Rio Grande -. a line which had

thus become so strong, that, two months afterwards, he was

able to move from it upon Texas with an army of ten thousand

chosen men. On the other hand, Texas never mustered under

one banner a force exceeding a thousand men. The whole

militia, scattered over her vast domain, including the volun-

teers from the United States, did not number four thousand.

Goliad was captured by forty men. The battle of Concepcion

was won by less than a hundred. San Antonio was stormed

by three hundred. Ward had about one hundred and fifty at

the Mission. Fannin had two hundred and seventy-five on

the Prairie, between the San Antonio and the Coleto; and

Sam Houston seven hundred at the crowning victory of San

Jacinto. It is clear, therefore, that Col. Johnson could not

have calculated upon raising more than sih or eight hundred

men for his- daring expedition. This fact so fully illustrates

the character of the races, that the subsequent successes which

attended theAmerican arms, when opposed to Mexican troops,

cease to be a matter of wonder. The twenty-seventh of Janu-

ary was the day fixed for the commencement of the march

from San Patricio. The dispatches intercepted.by Gray re-

vealed a state of things that compelled the Provisional Governor

to issue orders to Col. Johnson to abandon the movement.

The failure of two subsequent expeditions (that to Santa F6,

and toMier), against much less formidable odds, proves that

this one also must have ended in defeat and disaster; but at

that time, it was difficult to impress upon the people a just

idea of the strength of their enemy, or their own inability to

accomplish impossibilities. The ease with which they ha~d
a triumphed over the Mexican soldiery in their first encounters,

had imparted an over-confidence in themselves, from which the
16*
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most melancholy consequences were soon to flow. That con-
fidence led them to despise the danger by which they were
threatened, and to neglect the concentration of a sufficient
force at any one point to make headway against the invaders.
The consequence was, that, in the first month of the war, six
hundred of the bravest defenders of Texas were cut to pieces
in detail, at the very time their services were invaluable to the
young Republic. Had the troops at Goliad and San Antonio
been withdrawn in January, and unitedt with the army under
Houston, the bloody stories of the Alamo and Labahia would
never have been written, and the battle of San Jacinto might
have been fought on the banks of the Brazos. It is true that
the losses of the enemy in these encounters had been five times
as great as those of the Patriots; but the destruction of a few
thousand men was nothing to a nation of eight millions of in-
habitants, while the loss of every hundred fearfully weakened
a little community of ten thousand.- Why these~considerations
were overlooked, is a question upon which speculation might
do injustice either to the living or to the dead.

Gray, who had returned from his mission to Goliad, feeling
that this was no time for a lover of Texas to repose, niounted
his horse, and, in company with Pedro, again turned his face
to the westward. His object was to obtain the earliest infor-
mation of the march of an invading army. Deeming it too
hazardous to pass beyond the Nueces, they selected a wooded
knoll, from which, by the aid of spy-glasses, they had a clear
view of the main road. Here they watched and waited. Days
passed, and no living thing moved along the deserted high-
way. At length, the warlike notes of a bugle, sounding afar
off, fell faintly on their ears. A strong body of horse next
appeared in sight, whose green uniforms, red bonnets, and
gleaming lances, left no doubt of their character. 'Behind
these followed five or six brass pieces of field artillery - then
a siege-train of twenty-four pounders, and mortars of eight and

ten-inch calibre; and lastly, a serried line of infantry, armed

with muskets and bayonets of British manufacture.

The heart of Gray beat high as.he gazed on the martial show.

" By the Lord, Pedro, these are different troops from any
we have yet encountered."

"Yes, Sefior; and what is more to.the purpose,.they are led

by different officers. Cos is a coward, and Ugartachea a fool;

but Santa Anna is neither the one nor the other."

"I see no sign of his presence in yonder host."

"No. This is probably only his advanced division. But

these troops have been trained under his own eye, and who-

ever leads them is a tried and trusted soldier. See how firm

and orderly they come on. See with what regularity and
precision they file into their respective places of encampment.

No noise. No, confusion. No disorder. They are the vete-

rans of Tampico I suspect, but my eyes are too dim to catch

the inscriptions on their banners."

"You must have been a soldier yourself, Pedro."

" I fought through the war of independence, and doubt not

that there are grey-haired men in yonder camp who have stood

side by-side with me, against the armies of Old Spain."

The remembrance of other days, and the contrast between

his situation then, and now, made the old man's voice quiver

with an emotion he could not suppress. Gray noticed it, and

said, soothingly,
"I can well imagine, that it is very hard to stand face to

face, as foes, with one whosesfriendly blanket we have often

shared by the camp-fire ; but the fault is not yours, my friend.

If they see fit to abandon the free principles for which you
fought, and convert their bayonets into props for a Despot's

throne, they have little claim upon your kind remembrance."

"So I reason myself, Senor. Besides, God knows, I have

no cause to love extravagantly the land that gave me birth,

She cast me from her bosom, and made me a wandering pau-

.
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per,. because I sought. ;to keep her children free. Still it
saddens me to think, that the strength yet left in this withered
arm will soon be eniployed against the associates of my youth."

Mustang Gray too fully appreciated his feelings to coptinue
the conversation, and turning away, he devoted his whole
attention to the movements on the plain below. It was the
first time he had ever seen the bivouac of a regular army; yet,
novice as he was, he could not fail to note the perfection of all
their dispositions; and even his bold heart owned a tremor,
when he reflected that there was nothing but the naked
breasts of an undisciplined Peasantry, to oppose to this formida-
ble band. The sun had gone down, and the stars had come
forth, before he again addressed his comrade:

" We must ride, Pedro, and ride rapidly. Every hour
gained now, is worth a hundred lives."

Their horses were saddled, and making a wide circuit to
avoid the Patrol, and Picket guards, they regained the road,
many miles to the eastward of the Nueces. Through the
whole night their steeds were pushed on. In the morning
they parted - Gray taking the road to San Antonio, and
Pedro to Goliad. Col. Travis was then in command of the
Alamo, and to him Gray communicated intelligence of the
approach of the formidable army he had seen encamp on the
Nueces.

"It is fearful odds," said the hero, looking around on his.
little band of one hundred and forty men, "and two days,
which is the most they will allow us, is a short time to collect
provisions for a siege."

" Surely you do not expect to defend this post," said Gray.
" You must dismantle the fortress, and retreat."

" Never. I shall neither retreat nor surrender. Come in
what force they may, I shall fight it out as long as there is a
man here able to handle a rifle."S

One glance satisfied Gray that there was no changing the

resolution: of that iron man and his own heart panted to share

with him the.peril, and the glory of the hopeless struggle.
" Well, Colonel, since such is your purpose, I have one 're-

quest to make. In ten days every, man within these walls

will be numbered with the dead. I have a friend here, whose

life is valuable to his family and his country -let me take his

place, and send him forward with the news I bring."

"Certainly, if such is his wish. But as I shall force no

man to remain against his will, so I shall force no one to go

away without his own consent."

The duties which devolved upon the commander of the

Alamo in this emergency, demanded all his attention,, and he

turned away to issue the necessary orders, leaving Gray to

urge what arguments he choose upon Saxon. The bold' frontier-

man listened with an indignant air to a proposition that it

seemed to him contained the very essence of dishonor.

"4Not I,' was his prompt reply. "II should never be able

to holdup my head in the settlements, if I left Barret Travis

in such a strait as this. You mean it kindly, and I thank you;

but you must even ride on yourself. Good bye. Kiss Josefa

and the children, and if the Mexican wolves do make food of

my carcase, take care of them,.1'

There was- a tear in the eye of Gray, and his voice was

choked and husky with emotion.
"Be assured, that neither want nor danger shall come near

them, while Mustang Gray has an arm and -a rifle. Good

bye. I have lingered here too long, since I have failed to

persuade you to go in my place. I must ride fast and far, to

spread the news of the coming storm."

For a moment he wrung the horny hand of his friend with

a vice-like grasp - sprang into the saddle, and was gone.

Saxon gazed after, him until the clatter of his horses' hoofs

died away in the distance, and then joined one of the busy

I

18188 MUSTANG GRAY.



190 MUSTANG GRAY.

groups, who were making preparations to meet the expected
assault.

The news borne by Gray, did not come unexpectedly to the
Texan authorities. They had never doubted. that a desperate
struggle was before them, and had in yain striven to dispel
the singular infatuation under which the people labored.
There was no army in the field, and couriers had to be dis-
patched to the scattered settlements to collect the men who,
under the impression that there was no immediate call for
their services, had returned to their homes. So far did this,
feeling of security extend, that many volunteers had actually
marched back to the United States. The delusion did not
end until it was known that Ramirez Sezma had invested the
Alamo, and in obedience to orders from his chief, displayed a
blood-red flag from the church of Bexar, as a signal that no
quarter would be given. Ten days of torturing suspense
followed, when the nation was shocked by the mournful story
that the Alamo had been taken by storm, and every man of
its glorious defenders killed at his post. This was an event
for which Mustang Gray had hourly looked, and in view of
which his preparations had already been made. Allowing
time for the first burst of grief to subside, he entered the
chamber of Josefa-acquainted her with the last request of
her husband, and urged her immediate departure for the east-
ward.

"When Goliad is taken," he said, "as it soon must be, if
it is not already abandoned, there will be nothing to obstruct
the march of Santa Anna, and his columns will certainly be
directed hither. Texas needs every man she can gather, and
I must not be the last to take the field; b4I cannot leave you
until I know you are beyond the reach of a brutal' soldiery.
Get ready, and let us go."

The new-made widow dried her tears, and, without a word
of objection, began her preparations for immediate departure.
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soon completed, and the mourning group, bidding

adies toee homestead which had sheltered them so long,

bent their steps to the 'town of Nacogdoches. Every arrange-

ment that could be made for theiracomfort was made by Gray

before he left them, and returned with Pedro and Allison to

join the army of General Houston.Following closely up on the heels of the storming of the

Alaowi camthe news of the surrender of Fannin and Ward,Alamond the barbarous murder of the whole command, in open

violation of the articles of surrender. The deep gloom which

theseiodings spread among the Texan soldiery, was mingled
with a burning thirst for revenge, so intense that their more

prudent commander found it difficult to resist their importu-

natedemands to be led at once to battle. It was known that.

a columnaunder Sezma, was moving on San Felipe, where

General Houston was then quartered ; and the' fiery spirits

who surrounded him fondly hoped that here, at last, their im-

patience for action would be gratified. The General had no

suchintention. He still calculated upon receiving succors
frmche nitedon Sae;ndatnyrte, the further they

advanced into the interior, the more the invading army would

be weakened and scattered. Upon the approach of Sezma,

the tweaeSan Felipe was reduced to ashes, and the Ame'-

can army fell slowly back in the direction of Harrisburg. On

the 19th of April, the two armies were in sight of each other;

but, as Santa Anna was expecting strong reinforcements under

Cos, he did not entire to -givebattle. On the 20th, the
Mei'.h ere employed in throwing up a breastwork of earth

Man ee. On the morning of the 21st, the impatience of the

Texans had reached an uncontrollable height, and they were

accordingly drawn up in front of the enemy, and ordered to

attack him in his 'entrenchments. Advancing rapidly,. they

poured in one close and well-directed volley, and then, with a

wild cry of" Remember the Alamo1", poured like a torrent on
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the foe. The right and left wings of the Mexicans broke at'
the first onset; the centre behaved better, but it was only to
add to the slaughter. In fifteen minutes the battle was over,
and the Mexican army annihilated.

As Gray leaped the breastwork, he was met by a Mexican
officer, who promptly advanced upon him sword in hand. One
sweep of his rifle-barrel, and the blade was shivered like glass.
Again his arm was raised, when it was suddenly suspended by
hearing, in the well-known tones of Bartolo Piedras,

" Quarter, Senor ! I am defenceless."
Gray dropped his rifle, and cordially grasped the hand of his

former friend and patron. A fierce soldier, who had just
drawn his knife from the bosom of a Mexican, noticed the ac-
tion, and shouted "Kill him, d-.n him ! be was one of the
butchers of the Alamo."

Gray turned to see if he could recognise the speaker; but
the soldier was already many yards off, in eager pursuit of
another victim. The space around them had now cleared away.
All, victors and vanquished, had alike rushed on. Taking
Piedras by the hand, he led him into an island of timber.

" Rest here," he said, "until I catch one of the horses that
are running masterless over the plain."

Returning with a richly caparisoned steed, he bade him
mount and make the best speed to tke army of Filisola. Pie-
dras would have overwhelmed him with thanks; but Gray
impatiently urged him to be gone; telling him that every mo-ment's delay was dangerous.

So much time had thus been lost, that it was useless to
think of joining in the further pursuit, and our hero walked
back to the field, to.offer his assistance in taking care of the
wounded. The number of these was so small, that the duty
was soon discharged; and when Pedro, who had been one' of

- the foremost in the attack, and the last in the pursuit, returned,
wearied and blood-stained, he found Gray stretched upon a
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blanket, revolving his future plans. After recounting what

had occurred between Piedras and himself, he added: "I have

been thinking what to do with Josefa. Her home is in ashes

now, and I doubt if she will wish to rebuild it. Yet, what

else can be done ?"

"Carry her to the San Antonio Rancho. Piedras has for-

feited it by appearing in arms against the country; but it will

be easy to secure it for his sister."

"Will you remain with her, Pedro, to manage her affairs,

nd, if need be, protect and defend her:?"

"Certainly. Where you go, I shall go."

"But I am going on-a long journey, and may be absent for

months. Will you guard her well, when Iam gone?

g"As carefully as I would an image of the Virgn Mary.

While one drop of blood flows in these veins, no injury shall

befal her."
"Thank you, my old friend. I know you to be trusty, pru-

dent, and brave ; and I shall feel secure that my promise to

her dead husband will be redeemed. You are weary and

hungry: get some food, and let us sleep, for we know not what

duty we may be called to perform to-morrow."

The historical events which immediately followed the battle

of San Jacinto are too familiar to be recited here. Filisola

fell back towards the Rio Grande, slowly and reluctantly, how-

ever, as if he longed to turn and give battle to Gen. Rusk,

who was hanging on his rear. Gray remained with Rusk's

army until they arrived at Victoria, where' tidings reached

them that a treaty of peace had been concluded with Santa

Anna. The news was received by the troops with great and

general dissatisfaction. To our hero it was welcome on many

accounts. In the first place, it left him at liberty to carry out

the plans he had been arranging for placing the wife and ehil-

dren of Saxon in. comfortable, circumstances. Above and

beyond this, there had lately come upon him an irresistible
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longing to visit once more the land of his 'birth, and tread
among the remembered scenes of his infancy. In the life he
had led at Corpus Christi there was much to make a proud
and high-toned man feel that he was degraded and debased by
his occupations. Then he had no desire to return. Since
that time he had been one of the most efficient, as well as the
most dauntless, of the soldiers in a high and holy cause. He
felt proud of himself, and knew that all who had been asso-
ciated with him appreciated his services, and did honor to his
name. He could not now go back as a mere fugitive from
justice, or as an unknown adventurer. His name was indeli-
bly written on one of the most glorious pagesof history. He
might, indeed, be subjected to a prosecution for the death of
Robert Taliafero, but he knew that no real danger was to be
apprehended; and the public trial from which he shrunk
while he was yet nameless, could bring no mortification now.
Even if it had been otherwise, he would have braved the
worst. The memory of his early love haunted him, and he
was thirsting to look upon Julia Allison, and listen again to
the silvery tones of her voice. Silently he made his prepara-
tions-he communicated his purpose to no one-and, as soon
as Josefa was safely- established in her new home, solitary and
alone he directed his course towards the rising sun.
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CHAPTER XI.

"Existence may be borne, and the deep root

Of life and sufferance make its firm abode

In bare and desolated bosoms: mute

The camel labors with the heaviest load,

And the'wolf dies in silence."

IT, was a sweet evening in the summer of 1836. Julia

Allison was reclining on the long grass upon the bank of the

Cape Fear, with a volume in her hand. She was changed -

greatly changed; but was still one of the loveliest of her sex,

although a; settled sadness upon her countenance spoke ,too

plainly of nights of sorrow and of tears. Suddenly a tall man

stood before her. His frame was lithe and sinewy as that of

the panther when. it has just grown to maturity, and the arms

that were folded on his broad breast were ridged and knotted

even in repose. Long exposure to the wind and the sun had

imparted a dark hue to his cheek, which added to; rather than

detracted from his extraordinary beauty. Her attention had

been. so much absorbed by the book, and his step had been so

light, that, she did 'not notice his presence until a deep sigh

apprised her she was not alone. Springing to her feet like a

startled'fawn, she hurriedly exclaimed:.

"Who are you? and what do you want?"

"War, exile, and hardship, are rough acquaintances,

know,' he replied, raising the broad sombrero from his head,

and letting his arms fall slowly to his side. "But I had hoped

that even they had not effaced from the memory of Julia Alli-

son all recollection of Mabry Gray."

I
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It was several moments before her answer was given, and
then it was rather as if questioning herself than addressing
her words to him:

"Mabry Gray ! What brings him here, where his presence
can call up none but images of sorw?'

" What carries the inebriate to the bowl he knows will
prove his destruction ? What draws the fluttering bird into
the jaws of the charming snake ? I have come from the far
South-West, to tell you that I love you, blindly, madly, as of
yore. In the dense forest -upon the mountain-guarded
stream.-on the broad bosom of the rolling Prairie, your
image has been forever present with me. Many and many a
time, on the lonely scout, have I forgotten the dangers around
me -forgotten the hungry panther, and the prowling savage,
when my eye caught a glimpse of the little .star that, years

agorie, I had christened ' Julia.' Now I have come to tell you
of it - to ask you to travel with me to a murmuring stream
that winds through the flowery meads of Texas, and snatch
from the joys of the future compensation for the miseries of
the past."

'.' It is painful, Sir, to listen to such words from you. Your
suit is hopeless, and you ought to haye spared me the neces-
sity of saying so. You had your answer long ago."

"Ay, but it was long ago. Many things have occurred to
work changes in us both. I have written a name in history
since then, that will not die. You, too, are changed. We are
neither of us what we were."

" That you have acted well and gallantly in a noble cause,
all report agrees; and I rejoiced to hear it, Mabry Gray, for it
required many a green leaf to hide the bloody deeds of your
previous career. John writes us that you are rich. Go, and
enjoy the wealth and renown you have won. I do not love
you; and would not marry you, if I did. There are obstacles
mountain-high to the accomplishment of your wishes."
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"1 can guess at one of the obstacles to which you allude. I

know far more than you dream of. I was. sitting at the root

of yonder pine-tree the last time you passed this place, leaning

on the arm of Robert Taliafero."
A deadly pallor spread over the countenance of Julia All-

on ier limbs trembld violently, and she seemed about

s king to the earth. Recovering herself by a mighty effort

of determined self-control, she turned her large blue eyes upon

him with a look of mingled anguish and reproach.

"And with that knowledge, would you seal your misery an

ine by taking me to your bosom as a wifea

"Why not? A moment of madness has been atoned for

by ears of penitence. Y our fault is known to no human

b in save myself. The tongue that might have revealed it

. was cold and stiff before it had a chance to boast its owner's

-lany. Comewith me, then.-.--a love like mine will win its

on reward. You cannot watch the crystal fountain bubbling

upfrom the lowest depth of my heart, without feeling a sym-

pathy that will in time ripen into passion. Nature formed me

or the endearments of home. With you by my side, I shall

b a entle as the cooing dove."

MNabr Gray," was the firm reply, .you said rightly just

when you told me you were greatly changed. There was

ie when you would have scorned yourself for making such

a proposition. Go, Sir. My good name is in your power -

blast it if you choose; but come not near me again.

zed upon the lovely woman before him with feelings

it would b impossible to define. From an irresistible impulse

he caught her in his arms, lifted her from the ground, an

impcrinted a burning kiss upon her lips. It was his first and

his last Without a word of adieu, he replaced her on her

feet, and walked away trough the overshadowing pines. The.

action had been so sudden, so unexpected, that s.e had not

time to utter a cry before he was gone. The firmness with

17*
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which she had borne up in his presence gave way, now that
she was alone; and, struggling with contending emotions, she
sank trembling on the ground. When she recovered her self-
.possession., she missed the little volume she had been reading,
and searched for it in vain. It was nowhere to be found..
With slow and- measured steps . she returned towards her
father's house, wondering if she had not dealt too harshly with
one who had loved her so long, and preserved her secret, un-
der trying circumstances, so faithfully. Another question also
arose: should she communicate the fact of her late interview
with Mabry Gray to her family, or leave them to hear of his
return from other sources. She doubted whether the news
would give her father pain or pleasure, and therefore concluded
to say nothing on the subject.

In the meantime, Gray had gone directly to his own house.
His last hope had been crushed; yet he was calm--calm,
perhaps, from the very consciousness that the worst had come.
The house was tenantless, and rank weeds filled the littleyard
and garden. His old servants were dead, and none remained
to weed out the noxious growth. . A slight effort shook the-
decaying door from the hinges, and he stepped into the deso-
late building. - Every article of furniture had been removed.
The bare walls alone welcomed the wanderer back to his
home.

" House and owner are alike," he muttered. "Both deso-
late -both mouldering'in gloomy loneliness away. Well, I
shall pass one more night beneath this loved andremembered
roof, and then bid it adieu forever."

Stretching his limbs upon the hard floor, and shading his
eyes with his hand, he slept, or seemed to' sleep. Who can
tell what visions thronged around that rough and- lonely couch ?
Were they of that early time before love had come to scatter
madness through his heart and brain ? Or of that period when
the passion first began to bud, and the treacherous god strewed

.1
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his pathway with the flowers of hope, and shed around him

the incense of anticipated joy? Were the fires of jealousy

again burning in his bosom ? or did the picture of the bloody

retribution rise up before him? Or were all these swept away,

to make room for the wild scout upon the Prairie, and the

fierce excitement of the battle and the victory? Alas! we

can never know; for men such as he tell no tales of midnight
visitants. If the young could sit by and-see, as in a panorama,

the varied shapes that come in turn to torture the wretch

whose own ungoverned passions have led him into crime, many

a virtue, now doomed to' be withered, would bloom with undi-

minished sweetness to the grave.

The mission -of Mabry Gray in North Carolina was at an

end. Secretly, as he came, he took his departure. There

was no other form he wished to see-no other voice he wished

to hear. The shades, of -night yet darkened the earth when

he cast himself upon his mother's grave -stretched his arms

over the cold clay that hid her mouldering form, and mg

mured, "To you, at least, I was always gentle and good. o

word or act of mine ever brought a tear to your eyelids. Mo-

ther, oh mother ! look down upon your son. Pity and forgive

the thing I am, and the worse I may become."

A month later, Pedro, who was herding cattle upon the

Prairie,.observed a speck on the distant horizon. The treaty of

peace concluded with Santa Anna had been repudiated by the

Mexican' Government; and, though no regular invasion 'had

been attempted, constant incursions were made into Texas by
bands of plunderers from the Rio Grande. The Indians, too,

were exceedingly troublesome; so that 'every moving object

was watched with careful vigilance. Raising the spy-glass he

always carried to his eye, the old man examined the approach-

ing object long and closely. He was apparentlysatisfied with

the scrutiny; for when he closed the glass, he rode directly out

to Meet it. He had recognised the iron-grey horse, and tall,

sinewy form of Mustang Gray.

i
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"You are welcome back, Senor," he said, when he was near
enough to address him; "we have troubled times out here,
and I shall feel safer when I know that you are within yonder
palisades."

As soon as their first greetings were over, and Gray's eager
inquiries after the health of Josefa and her children answered,
Pedro gave brief directions to his assistant herdsmen, and rode
with hin to the enclosure surrounding the houses. There was
rejoicing that night in the Rancho del tries nios, as Josefa had
termed it; for, although the bold and fearless character of
Pedro had inspired the Peons with a reasonable degree of con-
fidence, there was probably not one, except the dare-devil boy
Diego, who did not tremble at every anticipated attack of Ca-
manches or marauding Mexicans. Their opinions of Gray's
personal prowess were so exalted, that wherever he was they felt
secure; and under his eye they would fight bravely and well,
when without him they would run like frightened sheep. In
point of fact, the Rancho was one of the most secure and
easily defended on the border. It'had been strongly built by
Bartolo Piedras -was so far removed from any of the direct
routes, and was understood to be so watchfull guarded, that
roving bands of Indians or Mexicans did not /are to molest a
place where hard blows were more abundant fhan plunder. .

For months, Gray's chief occupation was catching wild
horses -a sport so exciting, that he almost forgot to mourn
over the past. Returning from one of these excursions, he
was met a short distance from the Rancho by Diego, who ap-
proached, saying in a low voice,

" The devil has come at last, Senor."

" Bartolo Piedras."

"Do you call him the devil ?" . ,
" If he is not the Old One himself, he is near kin to him."
"No matter what he may be, Diego, he means me well. I

saved his life at San Jacinto."

I t1
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"Beware, Seitor how you' trust him, Watch him; and

whenever you doubt, strike quick and sure."

There was an earnestness in the boy's manner which im-

pressed Gray more than he chose to acknowledge. Besides,

he knew Bartolo Piedras well enough to be sure that no tie

was likely to bind him save that of self-interest. Still, he did

not wish to be more communicative than necessary with his

young follower, whose jealous suspicions required no additional

stimulus. Looking him full in the face, he replied delibe-

rately,

"rYou have little love for your old master, it would seem."

"Love! .How could I love a thing at which I have shud-

dered almost from the cradle up?"
" True. Love is not the companion of fear. Be easy; I

will watch him, and if need be, strike him too."

There was no conversation until after the evening repast

was removed, beyond the usual inquiries of men upon friendly

terms, who have met for the first time after a long separation.

Gray was confident that something more important than a visit

to his sister had brought. Bartolo to their dwelling, and was

not surprised when he said,

"I have come, at some risk, to propose to you a speculation

that I think will be very profitable. The war between Texas

and Mexico has, in a great degree, destroyed the contraband

trade, although there never was a. time when greater 'gains

could be realized. If I can secure the aid of a bold and enter-

prising American, it can be carried on in such a manner as to

enable Ine to recover all I have lost by the revolution. By the

establishment of a depot at this Rancho, and one on the Rio

Grande, there will be no serious difficulty in the transmission

t f goods to the interior of either Texas or Mexico. ,Without

my aid, you cannot cross the Rio.Grande. Without yours, I

cannot pass the San Antonio. By combining our interests, the
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202 MMUSTANG GRAY.

whole country is open to us both. Will you join me in the
speculation ? The profits to be' equally divided between us."

Gray cared little for wealth. It was the excitement of the
pursuit that presented an irresistible attraction to his restless
mind. His last interview with Julia Allison had given a death-
blow to all his hopes of peace or rest hereafter. He longed
once more to mingle in the fierce struggles of his kind. The
midnight ride, the fierce pursuit, and the wild cries of a border
fray, were sights and sounds that, to his chafed spirit, wore
the form of joy. Piedras read a favorable answer- in the'
flushed cheek and sparkling eye, before his lips had moved.
Josefa, too, had watched his changing features with almost a
mother's interest. She hoped he would reject the proposition;
but, when she found this was not to be, she listened with
marked attention to the details of their future plans, occasion-
ally taking part in the conversation, and throwing out sugges-
tions of her own. It was arranged that, Piedras should return
to Mexico, while Gray visited San Antonio to recruit assistants
among the most daring and desperate of his countrymen. In
this enterprise, he did not mean to rely upon Mexican courage,
or Mexican fidelity. There was no lack of men upon the fron-
tier, who were ready to engage in any adventure that gave
them present employment, and promised future remuneration.
Generally, their whole earthly possessions consisted of a horse,
a rifle, a pistol, and a knife. Thus armed and equipped, some-
times singly, sometimes two or three together, they would, make
incursions for hundreds of miles into the country of the Ca-
manches, or the Mexican settlements along the Rio Grande,
carrying off horses, serapis, and whatever else they could sell-.
which they disposed of to the traders at about half their actual
value. The funds thus obtained were squandered in reckless
revelry, and the Ranger again sought the enemy's country to
recruit his exhausted finances. If the time happened to be
unpropitious, he "located" at the first Racho where 4n Ame-

rican was. settled. No pay was asked or expected. It was only

in the towns that compensation for board and lodging was

ever demanded. While he remained, he assisted his host in

herding his cattle, drying his hides, catching -wild horses, and

killing deer; but all, this was purely voluntary. He felt him-

self entirely at liberty to follow the bent of his own inclination,

and work or sleep as he chose.'- Whenever the cause of his

temporary inactivity was removed, he rode, away, carrying a

small bag of salt, another' of jerked beef, and a water-gourd

hung at his saddle-bow. For weeks he would not be heard of.

If sucoessful, as he generally was, he would bring a fine horse-

a Mexican blanket of unusually brilliant dye -or some costly

trinket, as a present to his late entertainer.'- The remainder of

his plunder was carried to the nearest town, and the proceeds

squandered as before.
From among these men, Mustang Gray selected four, with

whom he returned to the Rancho of Josefa, to await tidings

of Piedras. .The Mexican had acted with his usual prompti-

tude, and, in a short time, a messenger came to announce that,

on a given day, a train of pack-mules would leave the Rio

Grande, which Gray was requested to meet, at a point about

half way between Matamoras and the San Antonio, where it

was judged more prudent that the. Mexican escort should turn

back. For two years their profitable traffic was continued with-

out any interruption more serious than an occasional skirmish

with roving bands of Indians, over whom the superior arms

and discipline of the smugglers always insured an easy victory.

In the meantime, Piedras had accumulated such a fortune as

would enable him to live in ease and affluence at the capital;

and he began to contemplate abandoning the business, and

taking up his abode in the splendid :city of the Montezumas.

He would not have been a Mexican if he had carried out this,

plan openly and fairly, after due notice to his partner. Know-

ing that a very valuable train was on its way to his Hacienda,
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he conceived the idea, not only of appropriating the whole to
himself, but of securing the person of Gray, and compelling
him to pay a large additional amount for his ransom. He had
heretofore given his intended victim no possible occasion to
question his good faith; and, from the long impunity that had
attended their smuggling operations, he doubted not that be
would come slimly attended. It turned out as he had antici--
pated, and Piedras marked, with inward exultation, that, of
Gray's whole escort, there were only two, Pedro Gomez and an
American named Smith, who were not devoted to his own in-*
terest.' It did not escape the notice of the watchful Pedro,
that an unusual number of Peons were gathered within the
Hacienda; and at nightfall he observed that, instead of the
single sentry usually-posted at the gate, two others had been
added. Still, he did not like to communicate his suspicions
until he had found something more tangible on which to base
them. As soon as it was sufficiently dark, he crept along in
the shadow of the houses to an open window of the apartment
occupied by Piedras. There he saw enough to dispel every
lingering doubt. Hurrying back to his comrades, who were
now fast asleep, he shook them roughly, and whispered,

" Up, Senors, quick, or this will be your last sleep."
To men accustomed as they were to sudden surprises, it

required only a minute to be prepared for whatever action the
crisis, demanded.

" We must make for the gate," said Pedro, when he saw
they were ready. "It is our only hope. There are three
sentries there, but we can dispose of them with our knives
before the alarm. is given."

Rapidly, though noiselessly, they made their way to the
gate. Two sentries only were visible, who were crossing each
other at regular intervals. The third was concealed from view
by the shadow of the arched gateway in .which he was re-
clining. This circumstance created a momentary embarrass

t
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ment, but there was no tinie for hesitation. Gray and Smith
bounded upon the two whom the starlight revealed to their
gaze. It was hardly a moment before the dill fall of two

bodies to the earth, announced that two souls had fled. The

third sentry, seeing the fate of the others, started from the

shadow where he had been concealed, and fired his escopeta at
random. Almost at the sane instant the knife of Pedro was

buried in his bosom. Before the bars that fastened the gate
could be removed, the flashing lights \evealed fifteen or twenty
armed Peons rushing to the spot. The fierce spirit of Gray
got the better of discretion.

"cGive them," he shouted, "a dose of lead before we 'part."

In obedience to the order, three rifle-shots were sent with
deadly effect among the advancing rabble--They paused

A strong hand swung open the massy gate; and it seemed
that the fugitives were safe. At that moment the voice 'of

Bartolo Piedras was heard sternly ordering his retainers to
"fire."

"Out, Pedro ! Out, Smith !" shouted Gray. "Follow the
cattle-path to the river; we'll baffle them there."

Twenty bullets came.whistling through the gateway, while
the words were yet upon his lips, atid Pedro Gomez fell across
the entrance. Unwilling to leave his old and faithful friend
as long as there was breath in his body, Gray stooped to ex-
amine whether he was dead, or only wounded. The action,
quick as it was, cost'him dear.'.. The butt-end of an escopeta
fell upon his bowed head, and stretched him upon the lifeless

body.
It was deep night, before he recovered from the: stunning

effects of the blow. He tried in vain to make out where he
was -Not a sound was heard -Not a ray of light was seen.In attempting to rise to his feet, an iron manacle galled -his
ancle, and the clanking of a chain reminded him, that he was

a prisoner in the. hands of a man who knew neither pity nor
18
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remorse. No one came near him until nearly eleven o'clock
in the morning. Then a servant entered, whom he did not
remember to have before seen about the Hacienda, bearing an
earthern jar of water, a platter of tortillas, and a bowl of beef, .
stewed after the Mexican fashion. The severe blow upon his
head had been followed by a fever, which parched his lips and
throat as dry as cinders. Seizing the water-jar, he half
emptied it of its contents before the long draught was ended.

Of the food he partook more sparingly; wounds and imprison-
ment not being in general the best sharpeners of the appetite.
He never dreamed of obtaining from a dependant of Bartolo
Piedras any information he was not ordered to impart ; and
supposing all conversation fruitless, ate his meal in silence.

" Tell your master," he said at its conclusion, " that when
he is at leisure I should like to know why I have been sub-
jected to this, treatment."-

" He is gone," was the short and sullen reply.
"Gone ! The devil he has ! Where has he gone ?-and why

am I chained here ?"
The ;servant, who had communicated all he intended to do,

moved out without another word.
The morning after Gray had been entrapped and imprisoned,

Piedras took the various bales of smuggled goods, and pro-
ceeded with them to the interior towns. His object, was to
dispose of these and secure the proceeds before seeking an
interviews with his prisoner, for whose ransom he intended to
extort a large sum from Josefa and John Allison. The dim
outlines of- another scheme of villainous treachery were also
tracing themselves upon his mind. He had studied the cha-
racter of Mustang Gray too closely to doubt that if he was once
at liberty, he would stop at no means to wreak a deadly ven-
geance for the wrong he was now suffering. He did not regard-
his own removal to the Capital as a sufficient precaution ; and,
in order to insure his personal safety at the same time his ava-

:;

rice was gratified, he proposed, after receiving the ransom

money, to' execute Gray as a spy, and report it as a praise-

worthy act of loyalty to the Government.

For two days the captive saw no one but his silent jailor.

On the third the door was opened at an unusual hour, and a

female of surpassing loveliness walked into the room. Rising
to his feet, he waited in respectful silence for his unexpected

visitor to announce the cause of her presence in that gloomy

chamber.
"Do. you know me, Senor?"
' I should say that it was the Senorita Inez, if I could ac-

count for her presence in this den of robbers, though it has

been long since I looked upon that sweet face, and exquisite

form."

uoIt is worse," she replied; u«worse, much worse, than a

den of robbers, or murderers either. But we have no time to

speak of that at present. I have come to tell you that to-

morrow night you shall be free."

"A thousand thanks, Senorita, for your good intentions.

Pardon me, however, if I doubt your success. Bartolo Pie-

dras would not leave an enemy so dangerous as.I amlikely to-

prove, in such poor custody that his liberation can be easily

effected."
"Bartolo Piedras, with all his caution, forgot that others

might bribe as well as himself.. Here is the key to your chain.
Let it remain locked until the hour comes for escape."

Gray seized the:little hand that extended to him the means

of deliverance, and pressed it to his lips.
"You saved me once before from a danger into whih my

own wild folly led me. From this day forth, I, shall call you

my good angel."

" Wait, Senlor. Wait until you are free before you thank

me."
The, antelope does not bound more lightly than the fair girl
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stepped towards the door. Once-twice, her soft hand tapped
the iron-studded timbers - it was opened--she passed out,
and he was again alone. For a long time he gazed upon the
solid planks which shut out that lovely creature from his
vision. What were his thoughts ? Was a new love about to
come and take the place of the old ? Ah! no; his first pas=
sion had been written in letters of adamant; and no time, no
change, no circumstance, could efface the characters. Yet
there was something more than gratitude in the feeling her
presence had awakened. The chiseled brow, the long lash,
the ruby lip, and the exquisite form, had stamped themselves
upon his mind and heart. Through the ashes that had been
left by former fires there ran an electric spark, not enough,
indeed, to warm the smouldering heap into life, but enough to
show that the instinct of admiration for the beautiful never
wholly dies.

From his visitor his thoughts turned upon his own situation.
Notivithstanding the injunction of Inez, he could not resist
the inclination to apply the key to the lock. The chain fell
off. In the wild delight of feeling that his limbs were once
more free, he bounded nearly to the ceiling; then capered

about the room in childish glee. His exultation in some de-
gree subsiding, he returned to the chain, and replaced it on
his leg. In doing so, another thought struck him: perhaps
Inez might fail in effecting his liberation. Eagerly he looked
around theroom for some weapon to be used in the last resort.
There was not a chair, a stool, a bench-nothing but the bare
walls and naked floor. His eye rested on the water-jar alone.

"It is a poor weapon," he muttered, "but it will crush one
skull, and I shall leave them that legacy at least before my
limbs are shackled again without my own consent. Possibly
Bartolo Piedras may eonie within my reach, and if he does,
our accounts will be speedily balanced.".

To the captive with the promise of liberation before him,
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how slowly roll away the hours ! To Gray it seemed a month
before Inez again made her appearance. At the appointed
time she entered the room, and addressed him in her ordinary
tone of voice :

"'All is prepared., Unlock your chain, and follow me."
Passing by two or three rooms, she entered a third in which

a solitary light was burning. Pointing to a table in the centre
of the room, she said,

"There is your own pistol and knife. I could not get your
gun; but here is another imported from England by Bartolo

Piedras for his own use.-'
It was a double-barreled Manton of the largest calibre, and

in perfect order. Gray clutched the weapons, inwardly ejacu-
lating, "Now I am indeed free."

A sentry was posted at the gate as usual. At a sign from
Inez, he withdrew the single bar that now alone fastened it,
and permitted them to pass out unquestioned. Some hundred
paces from the gate, there was a hollow way where two steeds
were fastened; one of which Gray recognized as his own. At
the first sound of his voice the trained courser neighed loudly,'
and when near enough rubbed his head fondly against the
bosom of his owner.

Inez, who had hitherto led the way in silence, unfastened
the other horse, and by the aid of the steep bank leaped upon
him; at the same time calling impatiently to Gray, who was

-still caressing his steed.,
.s"sMount, Seior. This is no place to linger.'

"I am ready," he .replied, vaulting into the saddle.
"Whither do you, go, for I must see you in safety before
providing for my own."

" I go witl} you."
"With mle !" he repeated in astonishment. "With ne !

Why I mst cross a desert two hundred miles in extent, 'in-.
fested by murdering savages, and still bloodier banditti. In

18*
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the morning I can never know whether a mouthful of food or
a drop of water will pass my lips during the day; and when I
seek the repose tired nature demands, the chances are even
that I shall be awakened by a knife in my throat, or an arrow
in my side."

"Nevertheless I go with you. I have suffered that in
yonder Hacienda, in comparison with which the horrors you
paint would be agreeable pleasures. But this is no time for
explanation. You shall have that when we have placed the
river between us and-°the blood-hounds of Piedras. Lead on."

There was no opposing the behests of a woman to whom he
owed so much, and though his heart misgave him grievously,
he made no further objection to the plan she seemed so deter-
mined upon carrying into execution. An easy ride brought
them to the river. It was swollen by rains above, until the
waters were nearly level with the banks. The current, at all1
times rapid and strong, was now rushing with arrowy swift-
ness to the Gulf. Gray shrunk from trusting the frail thing
by his side to the mercy of the angry torrent.

" You can never make the passage, Senorita. I have seen
bold men grow dizzy, and lose the saddle in a stream less
dangerous than this. Lot me seek shelter for you in some of
the Haciendas in the neighborhood."

"No, no. Go on. You know not what I can bear,. or
from what I am flying."

"Then give me your rein. "Hold fast to the saddle, and
keep your eyes fixed on the stars."

Tying the bridle short on the neck of his own practised
charger, he took hers by the bit, and leading him below, so as
to break, as much as possible, the force of the current, plunged
into the raging flood. The dark waters flashed and roared
around them, sweeping horses and riders far down the stream.
But still they kept their heads towards the land, and still the
dim outlines of the opposite bank grew more and more distinct.
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"cWe'll make it," muttered Gray to himself. "We'll make

it. We shall strike the sand-bar, and that must be packed as

hard as a rock by the waters. The danger is over."

Almost as he spoke, the forefeet of the horses. touched the

sand-bar, and a few more steps placed them in safety.
"Thanks be to the Virgin," ejaculated Inez. " It is over."

" You have more cause to be thankful than you are aware

of, Senorita," responded her companion. "I would rather

fight all the Mexicans between this and Matamoras, than take

that fearful swim again. If the, current- had swept 'us fifty
yards lower down, we could have found no landing-place for
miles."

The courage that had sustained Inez while the danger was

actually impending, in a great 'measure deserted her. Her

frame, shook with nervous apprehension, and Gray rode for

some distance with his hand upon her arm, to prevent her

falling from the saddle. The sun had long been up before
they reached the water-hole, at which he proposed to make the

first halt for rest and refreshment. Here he lifted the wearied

girl from her horse - spread, a blanket on the grass, and

placing a water-gourd, together with the, provisions she had

prepared for the journey, by her side, he bade her eat and rest,

while he removed the accoutrements from the horses, and
staked them out to.graze. He returned from the performance
of this duty, to find Inez buried in profound sleep.- The long
ride, and the high excitement, had exhausted her delicate

frame, and Nature came with kindly hand to close her eyes in

forgetfulness. Moving off a short distance, be took a seat upon
the ground, and ate with.the appetite of a strong man after a

long fast. Then reclining upon the greensward, he slept as

soundly as his fair companion.
It was past the hour .of noon when -he 'awoke. Inez still

slept. Not wishing to -disturb her, he walked softly away to

the horses, replaced the saddles, filled the. water-gourds anew,



and lastly, subjected his arms to a careful examination. In-
tently engaged in this occupation, he did not notice that Inez
had risen to her feet, until she approached him, saying,

" I am afraid that you think me a sluggard, Senor. Why
did you not wake me ?"

"It was not needful. It will be atleast an hour before you
can bear exposure to this burning sun. In the meantime, I
advise you to take some food. Your meal this morning was a
light one."

There was no necessity for repeating the advice. Her long'
sleep had brought back her appetite; and, sipnple as the fare
was, abstinence and 'exercise gave it a relish that had rarely
blessed the richer meals to which she was accustomed in the
Hacienda of Bartolo Piedras. Gray waited until its conclusion,
before he broke the silence.

"I think, Senorita, you promised to inform me how you
became an inmate of the Hacienda of Piedras, and what strong
motive induced you to fly from it in company with a wild rover
like me?"

A flush passed over the cheek of the maiden, extending
even to her neck and breast. She buried her face in her
hands, and Gray detected a low sob, caused by a struggle to
keep back her tears. In a few minutes she looked up, and,
throwing back the jetty masses of her hair, began in a voice
tremulous with emotion:

"It is a painful story, Senor, though it must be told; and
it is better here than elsewhere. For a long time, my father
and Piedras have had dealings together. One evening, about
a month since, he came to our Posada. They were locked
up together during the greater part of the night. What was
the subject of their conference I could only guess, from being
informed the next morning, that my father intended to dispose
of the Posada, and remove to Matamoras. The-news was also
circulated through Mier; and. the business being known to be
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profitable, a tenant was soon found. On leaving Mier, I wa
informed for the first time that our destination was the Ranch

of Piedras, instead of Matamoras. I knew well enough that

opposition to my father's will would be worse than useless, and
submitted in silence to an arrangement I could not alter. We

were cordially received, and I was conducted to an apartment
furnished in a style to which I was unaccustomed. From time

to time, I observed Piedras bestowing upon me glances that

brought the blushes to my cheeks; and -I began to compre-
hend that the possession of my person was one of the induce-
ments for drawing the father and the daughter to a place where
both would be entirely in his power. Still, he said nothing
at which I could take offence; and I was compelled to confine

my suspicions to my own bosom. Whether my father was

apprised of the plan to entrap you, until the night of its exe-

cution,'I, do not know. On that night, he was one of the sen-

tries at the gate; and his dead body was brought in to me soon

after the failure of your attempt at flight. While my eyes were

overflowing with tears, and my heart almost bursting for the

loss of an only parent, Bartolo Piedras entered, carrying a

glass of wine, which he insisted I should drink, to sustain me

und er the great affliction that had come upon me. I drank it
medhanically. , Listen well, Senor; for the arch-fiend himself
never concocted a fouler plot. It was drugged. I awoke in

his bed, clasped in his hated arms. I have only a vague recol-

lection of springing from the bed, and looking around for some

weapon, that would take his life or my own. I cared not
greatly which. There was none to be seen. ' Then came pas-

sionate cries and idle threats to report the outrage to the
Aicalde."

."'What would that avail you, my pretty Inez ?' he asked,
in the cold, calculating tone of a demon. ' Where are you to
get the money which is necessary to secure the favorable con-

sideration of that respectable functionary?'

V
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"I will apply to the priest. He, at least, will see that jus-
tice is done.'

"'You are right, Inez; exactly right. He will lend you
his aid, upon condition of your according to him those favors
you are disposed to deny to me. But be assured the case will
linger in his hands until he becomes sated with enjoyment, or
has found a new mistress; in either of which events, a few
onzas will induce him to withdraw the civil prosecution, and
give me absolution besides.'

" The truth-the terrible truth-of all he had said, utterly
overwhelmed me. ' Holy Virgin !' I exclaimed, 'is there no
hope?' and sunk fainting on the floor."

The strong man, who had faced death in a hundred forms,
and scorned them all-whose arm was crimsoned to the elbow-
whose daring and desperate nature led him to the field of car-
nage as to a feast, wept like an infant at this mournful story
of a woman's wrongs. Yet, even as the pearly drops trickled
to the earth, his whole, frame was shaken by a passion more
terrible than the rage of the whelpless tigress. Rising sud-
denly, he shook his clenched hand on high, and shouted, rather
than said,

" Devil ! devil ! This shall be paid for in blood, and tears,
and ashes !"

The eyes of Inez sparkled with a brighter lustre.
"So I hoped, and believed. Let me go on, and 'do not in-

terrupt m until I am done. I returned to consciousness in
my own apartment, surrounded by attendants. They handed
me a note from Piedras. It began with some sickening pro-
fessions of undying love-announced that imperative business
called him away for the time; and concluded by assuring me
that my lot should be a Queenly one if I would only listen to
his counsel. I read and re-read 'it, in vain, to find some allu-
sion to the wrong he had done me -some word that might be
tortured into a confession of his guilt. There was nothing of
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the kind. 'The whole epistle had been so artfully concocted,
that no one would have believed it was addressed by a success-

ful ravisher to -his victim. The paper was crushed, in my
hand, and thrown from me in despair. For an hour or more

I remained motionless on the bed,, longing for death. At

.length a fiercer longing took possession of my bosom. Dis-
missing the attendants; I made my own toilet, and proceeded

alone to my father's room. The gold he had hoarded for his

daughter's dowry was secured to be used in avenging that
. daughter's dishonor. My next step was to obtain a private

interview with your, jailor. His fidelity was not proof against
golden .arguments. So far, all had gone well. The'greatest
difficulty, - however, was still to be overcome. I feared the

Priest, whose eye was upon everything, and whom I could not

bribe. Resolved to leave nothing unattempted, I went to his

room, and throwing myself on my knees before him,. i'elated
all that had occurred between Piedras and myself. He pre-
tended to be very indignant on account of the wrongs I had
suffered, and was. really so at the charges Piedras had made

against himself. Gradually his manner grew more tender, and
at length he clasped me in his arms, and pressed a hot kiss
upon my lips. The action was not altogether unexpected, yet
it made me start as if a serpent had stung me... Recollecting
that the success of my plans depended upon his co-operation,
I smothered the first feeling of indignant anger, and stooped
to play the hypocrite.

Not yet, Father,' I said, trying to call a smile- to my lips.;
not yet.. You must earn your reward before you enjoy it.'

"'What can I do to' win raptures the angels might envy ?'
"'flelp me to my revenge.'

You are asking a read deal, Senorita--more than, you
are aware of. The reward, though, is a great one.. Tell, me
what you require, and if it is possible I will aid you.'

"Set free the American prisoner.'
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"'What will that avail you ?'
"'He is a fearless and a desperate man; revengeful, it is

said, to the last degree. Set him at liberty, and I shall know
that a hand is armed against the life, of Piedras through my
agency, that, sooner or later, will reach his heart.'

"' Well, this is better than i expected. I feared you might
wish me to take part in a murder. There can be no great
harm in conniving at the escape of a single prisoner; and
then, if Bartolo Piedras cannot guard his own head, the fault
will be none of ours. You must take the management of the
affair into your own hands. Say as little about my agency as
possible, and only whisper my name when it is absolutely ne-
cessary. And then, sweet one '

"'And then,' I interposed, 'when he is free, I am yours.',
" His eyes absolutely glistened with lascivious fire, as they :ran

over my face and person. Before I was aware of his design,
he again seized me in his arms and printed burning kisses on
my lips, and neck, and bosom. With difficulty I freed myself
from his embraces, and slipped from the room.

" My task was now easy. The only danger I dreaded was
that of being left alone with Padre Jos6, whose uncontrollable
passion might lead him to use force for its gratification. So
impatient had he become, that he taxed me with tardiness in
my preparations for your flight. He dreamed not that I was
also making preparations for my own. Last night I threw
him into raptures by telling him to extinguish his light, and
remain in his own chamber ; for as soon as you were beyond
the gate, I should come to claim a share of his bed. Oh !
how easy it is to deceive the artful and the wily, when pas-
sion lends its aid to blind them ! That trained and disciplined
hypocrite was as confiding as a child, and in all probability,'
waited until midnight for the coming of a girl who had before
that time swum the Rio Grande. Thank God ! I am safe
front his brutal lust at last."

The narrative of the wronged and outraged girl was con-
cluded. In the bosom of her listener- it had excited other
feelings than'those of pity. There was something in her de-
termined character, and more in her fierce thirst for vengeance,
that he recognised as akin to his own nature. The thought
came over him that he might have loved her, and been happy,
if they had met long ago. Never hid he gazed upon a beauty
to equal hers. ier long raven, tresses were soft as the down
on the dove. Intellect was written on the broad .forehead,
whose polished smoothness shamed the Parian marble. The
general expression. of her dark eye was a dreamy softness, -so
sweet, so alluring, that even while it stole away the gazer's
soul, it made him feel the glance was cheaply purchased.
Around her coral lips -all love's dimples had been set, and
within them glittered pearls more pure than the Indian diver
ever snatched from ocean's depths. .The slight olive tinge,
imparted by the kisses of a fiery sun, gave a warmer glow to
her cheek, and thrilled the heart with the rapturous conviction
that the ,passions of earth were wrapped in the loveliness of
heaven. It was not in the nature of Mabry Gray to gaze un-
moved.on a beauty like hers. Her flushed brow apprised him,
that she had noticed his undisguised admiration. Fearing he
had offended, he said, with an air of mortification,

"I trust, Senorita, you have no fears of me."
"No, Sefior. Insult to our sex is not a fault of your

countrymen. They are said to be deadly in their anger, and
merciless in their revenge; but never have I heard that the
basest of them all had perpetrated an outrage on a woman.
Yet would I rather you -should say no word, and give me no
look of love."

"You are right, Inez; and, to place you still more at ease,
let me tell you that I am the last man on earth to cherish a
warmer feeling than friendship for the fairest of the daugh-

19

MUSTANG GRAY. 217



218 G MUSTANG GRAY.

ters of Eve. Let us mount. We have far-to ride before it
will be safe to halt again."

Familiar with every by-path, indeed with every tree and

bush on the route, Mustang Gray guided his fair companion
in safety to the Rancho of Josefa. Here he found that he
was given over as dead. Smith had returned, and reported
that he saw both Gray and Pedro fall in the gateway, and no

one doubted they had been foully murdered. At his appear-
ance safe and unhurt, Josefa was wild with joy, and even the

Peons hung around him with noisy manifestations of delight.

That night he called the boy Diego into his room.
" I have work for you, my boy."

"Say on, Senor."
" Bartolo Piedras has cumbered the earth long enough. He

must die."
"I would have stabbed him long ago, Sefnor, if you had not

forbidden it."
" You must not stab him now. That is a work I have re-

served for my own hands. You must desert me, and fly to
him. Tell him that I returned from prison raving like a mad-
man, and pursing the whole Mexican race-that for some
slight offence I struck you, and felled you to the earth. This
will be a sufficient reason for your desertion. To all other
questions he may ask, answer plainly and truly. He knows
enough to make any attempt to deceive him dangerous. In
the mean time watch him - note all his movements -- imark,
everything about the Hacienda -and on the fifteenth night
meet me at your father's old huts, on the Rio Grande."

" It shall be done, Senor. I owe him a bitter grudge, and
you cannot wish for the hour of payment to come more eagerly
than I."

Gray next entered the apartment of Josefa, where be found
Inez repeating the story of her wrongs. He seated himself
upon a bench, and listened a second time to the horrid tale.

IL

r i

ii

"

U

At its conclusion he rose, and standing before Josefa, in-
quired:

" Well, Mother Josefa, have I not cause to love your

brother?"
"Oh! it is dreadful," she exclaimed; "too dreadful. He

ought to be hung."

"Hung ! In less than twenty days his body shall be roast-

ing amid the fires of his own dwelling, d Mustang Gray will

be perjured. My property stolen-myself imprisoned, chained

to a convict's ring-Pedro murdered-and this sweet girl
ravished-Oh! it is a fearful account, and fearfully shall it be

balanced."

Could Piedras have seen his enemy at that moment, he

would have been blasted by fear. Every separate nerve and

Ahuscle was working -his eye glared, rather than flashed -

the veins on his temples were filled with streams of liquid fire

-and upon each feature of his handsome face the mark of the

Demon was stamped. With rapid strides he passed from the

apartment, and no one saw him again until the morrow.
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CHAPTER XII.

"For them no fortress can avail-the den
Of the poor reptile which preserves its sting
Is more secure than walls of adamant, when
The hearts of those within Are quivering."

FIFTEEN or twenty adventurers were easily recruited in
Western Texas for any service, by a leader so well known and
so highly esteemed as Mustang Gray. On the fifteenth day,
just as the sun went down, he rode up to the deserted huts he
had appointed as the place of meeting Diego. Twilight, in
that region, is of brief duration, and in less than thirty .nin-
utes darkness had spread its mantle over the earth. A bullet
wrapped with threads of woollen yarn soaked in spirits of tur-
pentine, was lighted and thrown far out into the river. No
answering signal came from the opposite bauk, but in a little
while they observed something moving on the waters. It was
Diego, swimming. towards them.S

"You came near being too late, Seior," he said. " Piedras
is collecting all the cattle for the purpose, I suppose, of driving
them to Matamoras or Monterey; and this morning. he and
Padre Jose were busily engaged packing their wardrobes."

"Then we have no time to lose."
Brief orders were issued to the men to enter the water two

and twt abreast, and a strong caution was added to keep their
arms and ammunition dry.

While the adventurous band are struggling in the dark
waters of the Rio Grande, let us turn to Bartolo Piedras. He
had returned to his Hacienda a few days after the flight of
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Gray, to find his prisoner gone, and the victim of his brutal

appetite beyond his reach! Fierce and bitter were his execra-

tions, and the frightened Peons shrank from his presence as
from that of a wild beast. Then followed a stormy interview

with the Priest, whom he taxed with carelessness and shame-
ful inattention.. If Gray alone had escaped,' he might have

suspected him of something worse; but he was too well ac-

quainted with the Padre's secret vices to believe he would ever

have connived at the escape of a young and lovely woman,
while there was the remotest possibility of subjecting her to

the gratification of his desires. He therefore acquitted him

of all knowledge of their flight, and attributed the untoward
circumstance solely to his negligence. The Priest was aware

of the vantage-ground. he occupied,'and with the cunning of
his tribe turned it to account. Pretending to grow warm and

indignant in his turn, he gave Piedras to understand that Inez

had applied to him for redress; that finding him reluctant to
undertake the prosecution of so serious a charge against an old
friend, she had doubtless bribed the sentry (who had disap-

A peared on the same night), and was now safe in Texas.
" It was all your- fault," he continued: "Why could you

not wait until the arts of persuasion had been exhausted before

resorting to other means. The girl was in your power -her

father was dead you were able to hold out inducements that
few women in Mexico were ever able to resist. Patience and

gentle pleading must have made her yours. The thunders of
the law would have been silent, and the penalties of the church
avoided. Your impatience has spoiled all. You have subjected
yourself to heavy drags upon your purse, if nothing more, and
imposed upon me the painful duty of reporting your conduct
to the Alcalde and the Bishop."

"lIt strikes me, Father," answered Piedras, "thatsome
proof will be required of my guilt; and-as Inez has gone, it
will be hard to procure.
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"Your remark is true, my son, if applied only to the courts
of law; but the Church has its own means of wringing con-
fessions from an offender."

Bartolo Piedras, who had been all his life in the habit of
subjecting his passions -to his interest, feeling that the game
was against him, turned to the window to reflect how he could
retreat from the contest most gracefully. The monk eyed him
for a moment, then calmly undid the silver clasps of a richly
bound volume, and seemed to be absorbed in the perusal of its
contents. Piedras waited in vain for some sign or word to
recall him. Padre Jose read on, and no one, to judge from
his countenance, would have imagined that an agitating thought
had crossed his mind for weeks. There is something in this
cold impassiveness that oftentimes awes the boldest; and Bar-
tolo Piedras -cowered in the presence of the cowled Priest,
whose life he knew to be as foul and black as his own. Turn-
ing from the window, he approached the' table, and said, sub-
missively,

"Forgive me, Father. I was much grieved at the failure
of schemes I had deeply at heart. A few hasty words under
such circumstances may well be excused."

"Forgiveness, my son, is the highest prerogative of the,
Church, and the most grateful to its ministers.. Nevertheless,
your offence has been great, and some penalty must be imposed.
I'll think of it, in order that nothing may be done rashly.
To-morrow or the next day will be time enough. For the
present, you may depart."

Padre Jose knew himself a villain. Nay, more; he knew
his auditor was perfectly aware of the same fact. But he
knew also that, like other Catholics, Piedras always separated
the Priest from the man, and that whatever came from him in
his sacerdotal character was received with a superstitious reve-
rence not at all diminished by the pollution of its source. The
man might commit murder, robbery, adultery-what he chose--.
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the, Priest was immaculate. To this is, to be in a great

degree, attributed the fearful power the Catholic clergy have

wielded in every age, and in every country. Another advan-

tage they possess in moulding the vulgar mind, is that of

always claiming to be better than others. When a virtue is

assumed, and its appearance severely maintained, ninety-nine

in a hundred will give full credit to its existence. A few may

doubt, but they will not dare to question it, for fear of being

charged in turn with malignity or envy. Who will believe

that the subdued and passionless exterior.-the slow and mea-

sured step -the low, unchanging voice -are all assumed to

cloak ,the fiery passions within ? Who dreams that the eye,
which in public is always cast upon the ground, except when

turned to heaven in pretended devotion, habitually gleams in

secret with lust, or hate, or revenge? This is a credulous

world, and the Priest who loses his saintly character, does so

only because he is deficient in the first elements of hypocrisy.

Padre Jose had been trained in a more perfect school. The

crimes to which he was addicted were the very last of which

he would have been accused. He was not one of those who

"Compound for sins they are inclined to,

By damning those they have no mind to."

On the contrary, he was never more severe in his denuncia-

tions of a particular vice than when he was fresh from its

commission.
He watched the retreating form of Piedras until the door

closed after him -then rising, paced the room in deep study.

A servant entered to announce that supper was prepared for

him.
"Tell your master that I shall spend this night in fasting

and prayer. See that I am not disturbed." .

The servant departed withthis self-denying message. Padre

Jose approached a crypt,'and taking a key from his girdle,
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applied it to the lock. From one of the shelves he took a
bottle of wine, together with a hugepasty, made of beef, veni-
son, and fat pork, stewed with onions, potatoes, and pepper-
pods. Of this not unsavory dish (to a hungry man) he made
a hearty meal, helping himself liberally to the wine in the in.
tervals. Replacing the viands, he pressed the spring of a
secret panel, which flew open at his touch. The small room
he now entered was his Confessional, and the secret panel had
been contrived for the purpose of conducting his fair penitents
from the altar to an adulterous bed.

"It is near the hour," he muttered, " that I appointed to
hear the confession of Felica. I trust s-he will not keep me
waiting."
* * * * * * * *

A week later, Bartolo Piedras and Father Jose were seated
in the Priest's chamber. There was a bottle of wine between
them, though there was little appearance of conviviality on the .
brow of either. Whatever was the subject of their conference,
it had left them both serious and silent.

" I like not Diego's absence," Piedras at length remarked.
"What can he be after ?"

" Some devil's work, to a certainty. I like him not. It
would have been better to have tossed him into the Rio Grande
with a stone about his neck, than to have brought him here,
where he may do much mischief."

" Has he been making. love to some of your especial favo-
rites, reverend Father ?"

" Son; your speech smacks of irreverence. My continence
is known to every Ranchero on your estates."

"Better known to their wives and daughters, I suspect.
But this is a profitless theme. I love the sparkle of a dark
eye too well myself, to quarrel with you for a similar taste.
Diego shall have a lesson, when he returns, that he will re.
member."
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"If:he ever returns," muttered the Priest, helping himself

- to another glass of wine.
At the same time, Mustang Gray and his hardy band were

stemming the swift current of the Rio Grande. He soon pos-
sessed himself of- all the information collected by Diego, and
riding steadily on to within a quarter of a mile of the Hacienda,
halted to conceal the horses in the bushes,. It was arranged
that Diego should approach the gate alone, and, when it was
opened, stab the unsuspecting sentry to the heart. 'At a given
signal, the party of Texans were then to rush on and secure
the entrance. In accordance with this plan, Diego rode deli-
berately up to the gate, carelessly whistling the air .of an old
Spanish song. Dismounting from his hore, he roused the
half-sleeping sentinel, and demanded admittance. Put the

best-tempered man in the world on guard at the entrance to a
fortified place.-let him stand there one hour in the dark, and
he will be almost certain to give a cross and surly answer to
any application for admittance, however well he may be assured
of the applicant's right to enter. There is in human nature a
proclivity to do ungracious things, which is always developed
at such a time: precisely as the'Chained cur will grin and show
his teeth when he knows he cannot bite. Our sentry was. no
.exception to the rule. He was in no hurry to remove the bars;
and before he did so, 'sourly inquired what business had de-
tained Diego from the Hacienda so late.

" You had better ask the Senor Piedras," replied the youth.
"Perhaps he is in the habit of telling you his secrets ?"

" No; he tells me no secrets, nor you either. In the morn-

ing, I may tell him one, by reporting at what hour you thought
fit to return." - -

"I shall save you the trouble by reporting myself to-night.
Open the gate. You have kept me here already longer than,
he will thank you for."

The confident tone and manner of Diego produced its effect.
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The gate was thrown open, and the stripling, dropping the
bridle-rein from his hand, buried a long knife to the hilt in
the sentry's side. It needed no second blow. The man held
to the gate for a moment with a convulsive grasp-then his
fingers relaxed, and, staggering backward, he fell lifeless to the
ground. A long, shrill whistle announced the success of the
manoeuvre, and in two minutes the Texans were in possession
of the entrance.

The prolonged whistle which gave notice to Gray, served
also as a warning to the inmates of the Hacienda. Piedras,
who was still seated in the Priest's chamber, sprang instantly
to his feet, to ascertain the cause of the unusual sound. 1Many
of his retainers were astir, and arming themselves even before
his impatient calls were heard. Laboring under the disadvan..
tage of supposing the gate to be still closed and barred, they
swarmed into the yard with torches and flambeaus, thus expos-
ing themselves to a deadly fire, which swept away nearly one-
third of their number. As usual, after the first round, the
Texans discarded their rifles, drew their knives and revolvers,
and rushed to a hand-to-hand encounter. The torches, thrown
away by their bearers, now flickered upon the ground, afford..
ing an equal light to the combatants. For five minutes the
conflict raged with a degree of ferocity only exhibited where
men are fully aware that it is idle to expect or ask for quarter.
Not a sound was heard but the ringing shot, and the clashing
steel, save now and then a muttered curse, or a dying groan.
The women and children had closed the doors, and in the
extremity of their terror, forgot to wail. Rapidly the defenders
were falling before the unerring marksmanship of the Rangers.
The murderous scene was drawing to a close. Bartolo Piedras
had been everywhere present in the thickest of the fight. -He
had seen one after another of his bravest men go down by his
side, yet he was still unharmed. Placing himself at the head
of the survivors, he made a desperate attempt to gain the gate,
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and escape. A Ranger levelled a pistol at his bosom. It was
thrown up by Mustang Gray.

" This fellow is my property, Ben. Practice
The remainder of the sentence was cut short by a fierce

lunge from Piedras. The.keen blade was parried. Before he

could recover, Gray had closed within his guard, and dealt him
a blow on the forehead that made his senses reel. His object
was to capture -not to slay his enemy. He had in store for

him another fate than that of dying gallantly in open and
manly encounter. When Piedras fell at his feet, a -glance
around assured him that the enclosure was cleared of living foes.

"Tie him, Diego," he said. "Tid him fast, hand and foot
I go to pay my respects to the Priest."

Followed by three of the men, he bounded towards the
little apartment dedicated to the services of the Church. The
door rudely thrown open, revealed a specta-le that awed even

him, and made his fierce and lawless associates start back
affrighted from the entrance. Padre Jose was kneeling before
an altar lighted by two wax tapers, his arms crossed over his

breast, his eyes raised reverentially to an image of the Virgin,
and his lips moving in what seemed to be deep and earnest

prayer. The rough entrance of his visitors did not interrupt
his devotions. His whole attitude and bearing was that of one
whose soul was communing with his God, and whom the evan-
escent things of earth had no power to disturb or 'annoy
There is something fearful in invading a sanctuary dedicated
to theMost High, however base may be the purposes to which

we know it has been prostituted. There is something pecu-
liarly repugnant to the feelings in touching an anointed Min.
ister of the Lord, however vile and despicable we may believe
him to be. Mustang Gray felt the full force of this, and his
step hesitated on the threshold. It was necessary to recall the

story of Inez before he could shake off the feeling, and, laying
his hand on the shoulder of the kneeling Priest, hiss in his ear:
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"Up, Sir Priest. I have business with you."
The Monk rose with calm dignity and unaltered countenance.
"Who are you, that thus profane the Church of God, and

interrupt the devotions of his servant?"

" Our acquaintance has been slight, it is true; but methinks,
Reverend Sir, you might have remembered the features of
Mustang Gray."

" An outlaw, a murderer, and I suppose I may now add, a
robber. Away, man ! you have sins enough to answer for,

without adding sacrilege to the list."
"Hard words, Father; and, it may be, not altogether un-

true. At least I am so sensible of my demerits that I propose

to atone for them, in some degree, after the fashion of your

Church, by roasting a couple of the most unmitigated scoun-

drels who ever disgraced the earth. Tie him," he continued,
turning to his men. " We are wasting time."

Padre Jose stepped suddenly back on observing the men

approach - elevated a large cross, which hung from his neck,

and extended it towards them.
"By this sacred symbol, I charge you, stand off. This is a

holy place, and he who profanes it shall be damned through
all eternity."

No one ever suspected a Ranger of being troubled by reli-

gious scruples of any kind, still less of yielding to Catholic
superstitions. But the air and manner of the Monk-his im-
posing attitude, heightened by the priestly vestments, added

to the deep solemn tones of his voice, completely subdued

them, and, notwithstanding the angry frowns of their leader,

no one stirred to obey his.behest.

"Fools ! Have you turned women, that you cower before

a base hypocrite like this? Give me the thongs."
Mustang Gray's iron grasp inclosed the arm of the Monk,

and shook the cross from his hold; then, drawing his hands
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forcibly backward, he secured them with raw-hide strips. The
men, ashamed of the hesitation they had exhibited, now
crowded around, and eagerly assisted in performing the like
operation on his anles.

"Let him lie there," was the next order. "Bring BartoL
Piedras, and lash them together."

The victor's attention was now directed to ascertaining ex-
actly what were his. own losses. He found that two had been
killed outright, and several others more or less severely
wounded. The duty of providing for the wounded he assumed
himself. A party, under the supervision of Smith, were or-
dered to collect all the horses belonging to the Hacienda, and
fit them with pack-saddles, while the remainder were to search
all the rooms, for every article of value that could be carried
away. Before all this was accomplished the sun had risen
above the horizon, shining red and lurid through the smoky
atmosphere, as if he anticipated the dreadful scene he- was
soon to witness. The horses were packed, and started on the
return journey. Mustang Gray, and four others, remained to
complete the work of destruction, and to protect the retreat of.
the detachment in charge of the plundered goods, in case a
pursuit should be attempted. The women and children were
allowed to collect such articles as they pleased of the plunder
left by the Rangers, as too heavy, or of too little value for
transportation. It was with no pleasant sensations that the
leader of the Texans contemplated the sorrowful group; almost
every one of whom had been made widows or'orphans through
his agency. This was' a feature he had overlooked in the pur-
suit of his revenge, and, like many a conqueror before him,
he found his pathway bedewed with tears that he had never
dreamed of extracting from their secret fountains.

The surviving inmates of the Hacienda had departed. l ar-
tolo Piedras, and Padre Jose, were the only living tenants that
remained. Torches were procured, and the buildings fired ixn
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many places. This-done, Mustang Gray entered for the last
time, the Chapel where Piedras and Jose were lying tied to-
gether on the floor.

"J3artolo Piedras," he began, "if you had only robbed and*
imprisoned me, and murdered my comrade, I should have been
content to have fought out our quarrel hand to hand. But
when in addition to these, you violated the person of a young
girl on the very night her father died in your service, you
committed a deed of damnable villany which requires a sterner
retribution. And you, base Priest, although I have long known'
that your heart was as vile, and your. character as deeply
stained as that of your accomplice, yet when that orphan-girl
appealed to you for, protection and justice, if her prayer had
been granted, you should have been permitted to go from this
place unharmed and unmolested. As it was, you sought to
convert her situation into the means of gratifying your own
bestial desires; and now you must reap the reward. I have
come to-tell you that in five minutes, the flames will be burst-
ing from as many different parts of this Hacienda, and that in
a little while more you will have a foretaste of the hell to
which you are doomed for an eternity of ages."

" Mercy, Senor," groaned both of them in concert. "For
the love of God, have mercy !"

" Mercy ! Did you show it to Inez ? Mercy ! for a couple
of hell-hounds like you. Well, there is one mercy I will accord
you. I will save you the suspense of waiting the approach of
the flames from the other parts of the ,building."

So saying, he took a wax-taper from the altar where it was
still burning, and applied it to the drapery. The blaze shot
up almost to the ceiling -the wooden altar was speedily ig-
nited, and throwing the burning 'taper on the floor, Mustang
Gray strode from the room. Dreadful cries of agony and
despair, which disturbed his midnight-dreams for many a
year, followed his retreating steps. His fierce and reckless
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associates pressed their hands upon their ears as they.galloped
away from the scene, to shut out the horrid sounds. None

looked back, and none uttered a syllable until they reined up
on the bank of the river. .Here they found that the' escort
and the train of pack-horses had crossed over in safety. On
the opposite bank they struck the trail, and followed .it

leisurely until near sunset, when they came in sight of the
main body preparing for the night's encampment. From

thence their marches to the San Antonio, though rapid, were
attended with little apprehension. The country was entirely
depopulated, and there was nothing to attract the roving bands

of Camanches, at least in such numbers as to be able to cope
with the present force of the Texans. The'danger of pursuit
from Mexico was also insignificant. Gray reasoned that the

frightened women from the Hacienda of Piedras would greatly

exaggerate his strength in their reports, and no party could be
got together who would dare to cross the river under two or

three days at the quickest. Still the booty they had gathered
was rich and valuable, and prudence dictated that there

should be no unnecessary delay on the journey.
The morning after their return, an. equitable division was

made of the captured property, and the Rangers for the most

part- departed for the towns,'as was their custom, to squander

the wealth they had acquired. A few only were induced to
remain with Gray, who, fully aware of the consequences likely
to follow on the heels of his late exploit, was preparing to meet
them., Sam Houston had formerly been his friend ; but from

some cause, they had become estranged. ^It was, too, the set-
tled policy of the President to conciliate the Mexican people -

a policy he .carried so far as to encourage their entrance into
Texas, granting many of them " permits " to trade in the coun-

try. The burning of a large Hacienda, and the. wholesale
slaughter of its inhabitants, was therefore an act that was sure
to arouse his most violent resentment. Accordingly, not many
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days elapsed before Mustang Gray was favored with a procla-
mation denouncing him as an outlaw, and placing him beyond

the protection of the authorities of Texas. At the same time,

he received information that Caravajal was collecting a force
of two or three hundred men for the avowed purpose of retalia-

tion. Thus assailed by deadly enemies on the one side, and
proclaimed an outlaw by the President of his own country on
the other, his spirits rose with the difficulties that environed
him; and never, during his whole career, was the sound judg-
ment, the dauntless courage, and the tireless energy of his
character more conspicuous. His first care was to strengthen,

by every means in his power, the feeble fortifications of the
Rancho. Dirt embankments were thrown up in each of the
four corners of the palisades to within four feet of the top.

From these points all the approaches were visible, and in case
of an attack, each angle commanded two sides of the situare.

All the trees between the river and the Rancho were cut away,

so that an enemy would be completely exposed to the fire of
the garrison as soon as the stream was crossed. The roofs of
the houses were covered with raw bides, to guard against fire.

Additional loop-holes were cut, and blocks fitted into them.
The well in the Rancho, which afforded only a scanty supply
of water, was converted into a' cistern, and the female servants

busily employed in filling it from the San ;Antonio. Large
numbers of cattle were slaughtered, and the flesh jerked and
dried. Messengers were dispatched to every point where he*
thought a recruit could be raised; arid finally, he wrote to
John Allison, for large supplies of powder, lead, and percus-
sion caps. These were not only promptly furnished, but that
tried and faithful friend abandoned his business, collected a
number of his acquaintances, and proceeded in person to the,
assistance of the companion. of his early days.'

In all Gray's preparations, Inez had borne an active and
laborious part. It was in vain he remonstrated--in vaiLi he

:t

f

insisted that she was encountering needless fatigue, which her
slight frame was ill calculated to bear.

"It is on my account," she replied, "that you have incur-

red this peril. I know I cannot do much, but I must do

something to assist you in overcoming it."
"You are mistaken, Senorita. It is true I scorched the

Priest on your account, but I should' have killed Bartolo Pie-

dras, whenever I met him, on my own."

Finding it useless to dissuade her, he assigned her light
tasks, such as involved no fatigue.

In two weeks, the Rancho was placed in the best ,possible

condition for defence, and thirty fearless Borderers had ga-
thered within it, who would not have shrunk from defending

that slight post against the grand army of Napoleon.
"Now let Caravajal make. his appearance," he exclaimed;

"and let Sam Houston issue'his commands to all 'law-abiding

citizens' to stand by and see nie murdered, without lifting a

finger in my defence. They shall find that Mustang Gray is
able to defend himself. . And by the living God, the.Mexican

robber had better keep his own Hacienda well guarded, for

my next expedition beyond the Rio Grande shall be directed
against him, secure as he deems himself."

For days there was no appearance of an enemy. A scout

was sent out in the direction of the old Mission of Refugio.

At nightfall, he returned, and reported that he had been
chased by a body of Mexicans, whose numbers he had failed

to ascertain.
" They will not attack us before morning," was the com-

imentary of Gray. ''Let us to supper, and then to sleep."
The grey light of the morning was just beginning to be tinged

with the rosy hues of the rising sun, when a sentry called out

that the Mexicans were crossing the river three hundred yards
to the northward. Gray ascended the embankment to observe

in person the movements, and disposition of his- eneny.
20*
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It was as motley a. troop as the eye of a soldier ever looked
upon. Some wore buckskin pantaloons, on which rows of
round, jingling buttons, extended from the hips to the. ankles.
Some had their small-clothes adorned with braided figures of
birds and beasts, worked in colors of crimson and yellow.
Others had the outward seam split open, and loosely laced, to

reveal the white cotton drawers underneath. Some wore coats
of one pattern, some of another; and some were entirely with-
out that useful article of dress. The cheap sashes, worn
around the waist to sustain the pantaloons instead of suspend-
ers, were as variegated as the colors of the rainbow. The
saddles of some were richly mounted, and their bridles glit-
tered with silver ornaments. Others, again, rode Spanish
trees, without padding, and nothing over the seat but a hard
strip of untanned leather. To make the medley more complete,
one or two were dressed in American costume, plundered, no
doubt, from some murdered man. Three or four officers in
the gorgeous uniformy of Mexico rode among them, and seemed
to direct their movements.

Their weapons were as motley as their dress. Lances, esco.
petas, muskets, swords, pistols, and short axes, to hew down
the palisades, were distributed with such an undiscriminating
hand, that no ten of them were armed alike. Gray counted
the files while they were passing from the wood into the open
Prairie.'

"There are more of them," he said; "a dozen Indians
could drive that rabble gang back to Mexico. Caravajal would
never trust himself so far from home;unless he was supported
by better soldiers than these.",

His conjecture was soon verified. Another body was dis-
covered crossing the river to the south, and still another occu-
pied the woods of the river-bottom on the west.

Caravajal had often visited the Rancho while, it was the pro-
perty of Bartolo Piedras.. Of the defences that bad been
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since added, he knew nothing. His plan was to assail it on
three sides at once, and so distract the attention and divide
the forces of the little ,garrison, that an entrance would be ef-
fected on one side or the other. He had read the proclama-

tion of Houston, and. giving it the same force that would have
attached to it in Mexico, he confidently expected to find Gray
without other support thap the ordinary inmates of the Rancho.
He little knew the free rovers of that wild border. Not one

in ten had ever read the proclamation, and not one would have

paid the slightest attention to the mandates of a thousand such

documents unless it happened to chime with his own particu-
lar humor.: Fighting was their vocation; and the idea of re-
fraiing from so favorite an amusement at the bidding of any

civil officer, however high his station, was so great an absurd-
ity, that they were more disposed to regard it as an indifferent.

hoax, than a matter of serious import. Law was with them
an obsolete word; and they submitted to no control save that

which was necessary to their military efficiency. The High-
landers of Scotland had "their hereditary chieftains, whose
lightest word was implicitly obeyed. The Ranger of the
Prairie had no superior except the-officer who was for the time
being in command. When the objects of an expedition were
accomplished, he was on a footing of perfect equality with his
commander. He was free to stay or go-to select another
leader, or to set up for a leader himself. Thus it often hap-

pened that the captain of to-day was. a private in the ranks
to-morrow. All this was so perfectly understood, that no jeal-
ousy or heart-burning ever followed.. Whoever planned a
foray was its commander, unless he voluntarily gave way to
some one who knew the country better, or had greater expe-

rience than himself. The subordinate officers were elected by
the men.

Accustomed to act precisely as they pleased-to.go when and.
where they chose, the proclamation of the President was es-

I.
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teemed by them as of no greater value than the paper on
which it was printed. Thus Caravajal was grievously deceived
in the most important of his calculations.

The three divisions of the enemy were soon formed in their
respective' positions, and the little band of Americans were as
promptly distributed, so as to offer the most effectual resist-
ance. There was an inactivity in the Mexican lines, which
indicated that they were waiting for an expected signal. At
length a bugle-note sounded shrill and clear from the wood.
The attacking forces advanced simultaneously to the assault,
firing, as was their custom, at such long distances, that the
shot did no more than break the bark'on the hard logs of which
the palisades were made. This was repeated three or four
times. No answering echo came from the palisades. Still as
the crouching panther, the little garrison waited the word of
command. Gray, in the mean time, was standing on the em-
bankment at the south-western angle; nearly one-half of his
tall form exposed to the fire from two sides at once. Beckon-
ing John Allison to him, he said,

" Scatter your men a little more, John. I want every shot
to tell. There is no use in putting two bullets into one
Greaser."

The enemy on the west side had not attempted to cross the
river. Here Caravajal commanded in person; and from this
point he intended the decisive attack should be made. His
other two divisions had steadily advanced to within thirty
yards of the Rancho. Now was the time. Loud and clear
as the tones of a cathedral-bell on a still night in winter, rang
the voice of Mustang Gray :

" Take aim -- Fire !"
'A dozen rifles protruded through the loop-holes on either

side, and as many messengers of doom sped upon their angry
way.

Leaping from the embankment, he shouted to his Lieu-
tenants,
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"Keep it up, Mason ! Keep 'it up, John ! I will take'care

of these gentry over the river."
Satisfied that all that prudence and courage could do would

be effected, Gray paid no further attention to the firing on the
right hand or the left. His whole attention was directed to
the body in front, who had left the cover of the trees and were

plunging into the river, led on, or rather driven on, by Cara-
vajal in person.

"Now we have them !" he shouted. "In two minutes, the

waters of the San Antonio will bear a redder color -Fire !"

The well-directed volley that instantly followed the stern
order, told with terrible effect. The dying were swept down

the stream; but the living still struggled towards the eastern
bank. Although staggered by the shock, the Mexicans; con-

fident in their superior numbers, continued to advance. 4n-

other fatal volley of rifle-bullets broke them into scatteed
groups. Again their ranks were re-formed, and, yelling fiercely,

they rushed up to the guarded palisades. On the part of the

defenders, the rifle was now dropped for want of time to re-

load-Colt's pistol took its place. No troops ever recruited in
Mexico could have stood two minutes before the fire of revol-

vers that was opened upon them. 'Pale and terror-stricken, they
fled for the shelter of the trees. In their haste they huddled

and stumbled over each other in the river, and, shallow as the

water was, many an unwounded crse floated down the stream.

On the two other sides, the repulse had been equally deci-
sive. Again ascending the embankment, and discovering they
were flying in hopeless confusion, Gray resolved to deal yet
another blow. Directing John Allison to remain with ten men
to guard the Rancho,'he ordered the others to saddle their
horses and follow. In little more time than it takes to record

it, they were dashing out of the , gate at headlong speed.
Crossing the river at the usual ford, and following the beaten

path through the bottom, they had not proceeded more than

I
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half a mile, before they discovered a division of the enemy
unfastening the horses they had tied there before beginning
the assault. The Mexicans were too much panic-stricken to
think of resistance, and a scene of awful butchery followed.
A few succeeded in making their escape; but far the greater
part were remorselessly slaughtered where they stood. Mus-
tang Gray sought in vain among the bloody corpses for that of

Caravajal. That wily chief was beyond his reach. He had
watched the conflict from his position on the western bank of
the river; and, as soon as he discovered that the fortunes of
the day were against him, turned his horse's head, and rode
away from the fatal spot. The eagerness of the Texans to
capture'their arch-enemy, induced them to continue the pur-
suit for several miles, though with little hope of success. At
length, their Captain reluctantly reined up.

"It won't do, boys. He is gone for this time. By taking
a turn to the south; it is almost certain that we shall meet an-
other detachment of his flying troops; and, if we can do
nothing more, we can weaken him by cutting his hell-cats to
pieces."

At the word, they wheeled in the direction indicated, moving
slowly and steadily, to keep their horses as fresh as possible.
It was not long before they discovered a considerable.troop on
the prairie, riding in great disorder, almost directly towards
them. There had' been no effort to reunite the separate divi-
sions of the Mexicans. Their commander had fled, and each
one sought his own safety in his own way. The troop now
approaching were unaware that any pursuit had followed their
flight; still less did they imagine that, by taking a near path
through the river bottom, their relentless foes had placed them..
selves in front. Under the impression that it was a party of
their own men, who had from some cause been left behind, they
continued to advance.

"What do they mean, Captain ?" inquired a stout Ranger
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of Gray: They surely are not such infernal fools as to think
of charging us!"

There was no need of a reply; for the Mexicans had dis-
covered their mistake, and, wheeling their horses, fled in all
directions over the broad Prairie. Their jaded steeds, wearied

by the long journey they had performed, were poorly able to
maintain a race against the stronger and fresher animals of the

Rangers. One by one they were ridden down one by one
their riders were stretched upon the plain.' The carnage was
over. The few that renfained were not worth pursuit. The
horses, saddles,. and blankets of the dead were collected, and
with these, which constituted a rich -booty, the victorious
Texans returned to the Rancho an hour before the sun went
down.

----

CHAPTER XIII.

"Ours the wild life in tumult still to range
From toil to rest, and joy in every change."

ANOTHER phase.is about to be exhibited in the character
of the remarkable man whose history we are writing. For
years, he had been gradually acquiring a taste for ardent
spirits, and, in the intervals of his numerous expeditions,
drank deeply. Whenever he visited a town, either in Mexico
or Texas, he was sure to load at least one pack-horse with
small casks of intoxicating liquors. It mattered little to him
what it was - whiskey, muscal, brandy -- anything, as he ex-
pressed it, that would make the blood flow more freely; or, in
the rude, though expressive phraseology of one of his com-
rades, "Anything that would make drunk come." In this
way he had collected a very considerable supply; the, largest,
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perhaps, in Texas. The brands were not very choice, it is
true, but it created excitement, and brought forgetfulness, and
this was all he desired.

As soon after his return to the Rancho as the captured
booty could. be stored away, he approached the apartments
occupied by Josefa, Inez, and the children.

" I have come to ask a favor of you, Mother Jo'sefa."
" Well, my son, what will you have?"

" I want you to give me up the eating-room to-night."
"Certainly. You need not have asked that."
"But I want more. I want you to invite John Allison,

and three or four of his .sober-sided friends, who love no
revelry, to sup with Inez and yourself. I will send you some
Madeira, which is, I know, the strongest liquid any of you
will, touch. Keep your own attendants, and when John and
his friends wish to sleep, there are Mexican blankets enough
in yonder store-room to make soft couches for more than ten
times their number."

"But your friends will also need supper and attention.
Who is to take care of them ?"

" Leave that to ne. Diego shall prepare the supper, aided
by the herdsmen and their wives. We are going to have a
regular burst. The boys deserve a frolic on a grand scale, for
they have fought hard and well to-day. John will participate
in no such scenes, and the presence of females would destroy
half the fun. Take charge of him, and let me manage the
rest."

"Very well, my son. Only tell me who I am to ask to my
apartment."

"I will send John to you.. He knows better than I do.
And now I must away to attend to Saxon. He has been neg-
lected too long already."

The eating-room to which Gray alluded, was a long, low
building, used by Piedras, in former times, for the accommo-

dation of such of his Peons as were unencumbered with wives,
and such other persons as might accompany him when visiting
the estate. A massive table of solid timber, guiltless of cloth
or covering of any description, stretched from one end to the

other of the room, which was, in all respects, furnished ex-

actly like a' Mexican Posada. In this room the Rangers were
gathered, bent upon a night of excitement very different from
that which had stirred their blood during the day" The sun
had gone down with that peculiar dull red color, that in tro-

pical latitudes always portends the coming of a tempest. Black
clouds spread a pall between the earth and the stars, and thick

darkness settled upon everything below. The gloom without
spread no corresponding gloom over the buoyant spirits within.

Lights were flashing through the long room,:and the clatter
of knives and pewter dishes, told that a feast was progressing,
whose rudeness was amply compensated by its abundance.
Let us enter and witness the scene.

The banquet is nearly over, and Mustang Gray is rising to
his feet.

"Come, comrades, fill to the brim; and let me give you a
toast that a true American always loves to honor, no matter
to what corner of the world he has strayed, Here is to the
land we hail from -May it some day be our privilege to die
beneath its starry banner!"

The prolonged shout that hailed the patriotic sentiment,
proclaimed a hundred-fold more strongly than words could
have done, how the hearts of these daring men beat, even in
exile, for their native land. In the roving life they led-'
homeless, save the wide Prairie-all ties of family and of kin-
dred broken-that one sentiment clung to them in safety or in

peril-in the midst of'abundance, or sinking under the gnaw-
ing pangs of hunger and of thirst. Talk to the wounded
Ranger of Bunker Hill, and the straw pallet, matted with his
blood, became a bed of down ; whisper New Orleans in his
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ear, and a proud smile would light his visage while the death.
dew was standing on his brow. Driven by various causes from
the great Republic -no longer protected by its laws, perhaps
obnoxious to them - their souls were still dwelling among its
lofty mountains, on its broad savannahs, or by its mighty
streams. There, and there alone, was HOME. There alone
the pride of the past and the hope of the future centered.
Every wind that had swept over its fields was laden with
incense, and every sound that echoed from its shores fell like'
music on the exile's ears. In none was the love of their native-
land more strongly marked than in Mustang Gray -none

hugged its glory to his bosom with a fonder clasp-in the
wildest and the maddest of his revels, the toast he had now
given was ever the first on his lips. Once, on the Brasos, a
Scotchrnan had refused to drink when it was given. The next
day the sun shone on a low mound of earth of that peculiar
form which tells that a human body reposes beneath.

The. clamorous applause that followed Gray's toast had in
some degree subsided, and most of the company had resumed
their seats, when a smooth-cheeked youth, whose name was
Burton, spoke in a clear ringing voice,

"I suppose that according to the rules of war, it will be my
turn to give the next sentiment."

" What rules of war?" asked two or three at once.
"The rule regulating Courts Martial; and the practice in,

Councils of war. In both, the opinion of the youngest is taken
first, in order that old fogies may have the benefit of all that
can be urged by men of sense, before their own opinions are
asked."

" Reasoned like a Solomon," replied his questioner. "Give
us the sentiment."

"Not yet. I am about to prove that young as I am it is
no idle boast to claim more prudence and discretion than all
of you together. In this scope of country, as you may possibly
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know, dishes and glass things generally, or even wooden bowls

and trays, are not as plentiful as musquitoes and Prairie-flies.

I beg to suggest therefore, that, before we take another drink,

Diego and the two beauties he has helping him, remove every

thing from this table except the brandy and water; otherwise

it is my opinion that Mustang's crockery will be remarkably

scarce in the morning."

To a suggestion so reasonable, there could of course be no

dissenting voice - the dishes were removed -Burton rose to

his feet, and calling for full bumpers, proceeded to redeem his

pledge.
I give you, gentlemen,. our host, Mustang Gray, who

never failed a friend or foe - may he never want for either."

"By the Lord, Will," exclaimed Gray, when the cups were

emptied, "it is a better wish than I could have made for my-

self. If I was near enough, I would hug you."

" Thank you! But I had rather be excused. They tell
me that your gripe is something of the roughest, and I don't

care about being cramped by anything stronger than a pretty
girl's arms."

Toast followed toast in rapid succession, and jest and, song
. lent their aid to swell the mad revelry of the hour. In the

midst of their merriment, the storm that had. long been
gathering burst overhead. A- sheet of lightning flashed

through the open door so bright, so vivid, that the torches

burned pale and dim, and many a strong hand held the cup

suspended half-way to the lip. It was followed by a peal of

thunder that shook the building to its foundation. There was

a pause of awe -the tribute -man involuntarily pays to the

majesty of nature. The silence, that had lasted until it became

painful, was broken by Mustang Gray:

" Fill, boys. We have heard thunder before. Here is

dameron who looks as if he was chief mourner at a funeral.

"I was thinking," replied the individual thus addressed,
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"that the poor fellows who escaped from us to-day will have
a hard time on the Prairie to-night."

"Do you think," asked another, "they would have .fared

any better if 'they had fallen into oir hands ?"
"Well, yes. They would have been out of trouble; and 'as

I don't think the creatures have any souls, about the best
thing they can do is to die."

"I hope," put in ,Burton, "that they have souls to be
damned at least, if they'have none to be saved."

"In that case, Will, you will have a fair chance to keep
bad company through all eternity ; for if there is any one of
my acquaintance to whom the Devil has a clear bill of sale, it.
is you."

" John Cameron, I hope his majesty, the Prince of dark-
ness, will remember that speech when he comes to settle your
final.account. I appeal to you, Mustang, is it not a vile slan-
der upon so respectable a gentleman as the Devil, to insinuate
tiat he has no better taste than to. pitch a d-n-d Greaser

into the same brimstone bath with a Free Rover of the
Prairie ?"

During the utterance of this appeal, the countenance of Bur-
ton wore an air of grave solemnity, that added greatly to its
ludicrous effect. The speech, like the sallies of all favorites,
was greeted by prolonged applause. Cameron joined heartily
in the laugh against himself.

" I give it up, Will," he said, "I give it up ; and as a pen-
alty, I will sing you a song."

Without waiting for a reply, he sang, with great spirt and
power, the favorite air of Burton :-.

"With a helmet on his head,
A sabre on his thigh,

The soldier mounts his gallant steed,
To conquer or to die."

The storm in the meantime was raging with a terrible fury
unknown to colder climes. In the latitudes of the far South,

the thunder makes its=home -and the lightning, now marking

the heavens with long, jagged lines .of fiery light; now coming
in broad flashes that almost sear the eyeballs of the beholder,

spreads terror and dismay through all animated creation. The

wind, too, sweeps on its unseen path, not in fitful gusts, but in

one strong, continuous blast, bending the long grass of the

Prairie flat to the earth; and when it mingles with the trees,
sending forth a roar like that of many lions hungering for their,
prey. A storm among the mountains derives a portion of its

awful grandeur from the giant landmarks and hoary rocks

among which it rages. The roaring billows add their terrors

to a tejmpest on the ocean. It is upon the plains alone that

the elemental war is witnessed in all its unaided sublimity.
There alone we feel its might, and tremble alternately at the

rushing wind, the flashing lightning, and the deep-toned thun-

der. The storm-king' is recognized there in all his majesty

and power; but even while he palsies the frame with. terror,

he sends the genius of admiration to lift the soul from the tiny

things of earth to the wonders of the great I Am.

It was such a night -a night, once witnessed, never to be

forgotten-but still the wild revel went on in ,that low room

of the San Antonio Rancho. Still laugh, and gong, and jest,

mingled with the roaring wind and the booming thunder.. It

was a strange company, and strange, too, appeared their taste
in music. Now, a dark-browed, grizzly-bearded man, whose
face was disfigured by a deep scar from the forehead to the

lip, is. singing " Love's Young Dream." Another, dressed in

the rudest vestments of the Border, calls for "The Last Rose
'of Summer." Another sings, in soft and melting tones, "Good

Bye." Another begins " The Star-Spangled Banner." Every'

man rises to his' feet as the patriotic melody fills the room, and

every voice joins the stirring chorus,

"'Tis the star-spangled banner, oh ! long may it wave,
o'er the land of the free, and the-home of the brave."
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Not a coarse, not an unchaste song was asked for, or thought
of--nor did an obscene jest pass their lips -nor in their lan-
guage (apart from some unnecessary swearing), could a sylla-
ble be detected of vulgarity. Strange inconsistency, the reader
may say, as others have said before him. Yet it' was not so
strange either. The Borderers of Texas were no common men.
Many of them had mingled in the most polished circles of the
States. Almost all of them had the advantage of a liberal
education. Not a few were members of the learned profes-
sions. A wild spirit of adventure had carried.some to the out-
skirts of civilization. An unlucky turn of Fortune's wheel
had driven others. Some were pressed by debt -some had
been unfortunate in their love affairs-and some, in a mo-
ment of mad passion, had used the pistol or the knife more
freely than was allowable under the laws of their native land.
From whatever cause they went, they carried their accomplish-
ments with them, and only allowed them to slumber, because
they found that a strong arm and a bold heart were far more
useful in repelling an Indian or a Mexican incursion than all
the philosophy of the schools and all the refinements of.a court.
To the charges of blood-thirstiness, and reckless disregard of
the rights of property, it is a sufficient answer to say that their
virtues were their own - their faults were the faults of the
times and the country. Since peace has spread her mantle
over that then distracted land, these same men have adorned
every society in which they moved. At the bar, on the bench,
in the medical profession, in legislative assemblies, in the
representative hall and senate chamber of the Union, they
have met in equal lists the most distinguished .names that
adorn our history, and won honor from the encounter. The
destiny that was before them was unknown to themselves, as
to the world; and they gave themselves up to the excitement
of the hour, forgetful of the past, and regardless of the future

a Cameron concluded his song, and rose to claim a privilege
as old as the days of our Saxon ancestors

"It is my turn now to call for a song, a toast, or a story. I

"knock down' Mustang Gray, and claim the story of his game

of innte with St. Iago de Garza."

The rules of the festive board are as absolute as those of an

emperor; and Gray, knowing that opposition would be fruit-

less, responded at once.
" Well, boys, you shall have it. Push that jug this way,

Mason. The story is a dry one, and I shall get thirsty before

I am through.

"About eleven months ago," he went on, "I was in San

Felipe, on a trading speculation. Trade was dull; my goods
went off slowly, and my time hung heavily upon my hands.

:It was not long before I learned that St. Iago de Garza had

come into the town, protected by one of Old Sam's d..-n-d

trafficking 'permits,' and had established a monte bank for the

amusement of the citizens. I had seen the game often, though

I had never played at it. Gambling was a new field, and I

had a notion that there was considerable fun to be seen in ex-

ploring it. Besides, I wanted. something to do. The first

night I lost a little. The second it was the same. The third I

beat him; so that, altogether, we were pretty nearly even. In the

mean time, I had Diego, who I believe was born'with a pack of

cards in his hand, explaining to me all the rules of the game,
and showing to me all the, tricks by which I could be cheated.

Having thus become a proficient, as I thought, I took my
whole pile, and , made for St. Iago's'den. There were ten or

twelve. betters about 'the table. My stakes, however, were the

largest, and the dealer favored me with particular attention.

From the first, I lost rapidly. Stake after stake disappeared.
I knew that he was cheating me, though I could not for the

soul of me detect the manner in which it was done. Diego's
lessons were of no. avail. At last I was reduced to twenty-.
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three dollars. Drawing my stool a little back from the table,
I complained of being tired, and said that I believed I would
quit for a while.

"' As you please, Captain,' blandly said the gambler.
"My object was to watch him more closely than I could do

while under the excitement of betting Very soon .I made
out the secret. He had been playing ' the slipping trick' on
me. You have heard of the patience of a hungry cat waiting

at a mouse-hole for the appearance of its victim; but let me
tell you that nothing of the feline species ever exhibited half
so much of that useful quality as I did, until I got a chance,
while his head was turned away, to borrow a card from his
deck When this was secured, I whispered Diego to go and
bring Saxon, and to tell John Allison that I wanted five hun-
dred dollars. John came in person. It was the first and last
time, I reckon, that he ever entered a gambling-room. He
took me to the door, and tried to dissuade me from betting.
I told him I had the thing dead, and must have the money.,
Reluctantly he forked it over. I stood about, keeping my eye
on the cards, until, the 'lay out' came -- queen - tray.

"' What is your limit?' I asked.
I have no limit, Captain. I take anything you choose

to bet.'
"'Then hold on a minute.'

" Walking to the door, where Diego was holding SaxonI
mounted'and rode him in.

"'Now value horse, clothes, all the money I have about me,
and the rider.'

"Don't you think, the scoundrel had the impudence to
value Saxon at only two hundred and fifty dollars, when all
the money he had in his bank could not have bought him. My
clothes-the best suit I had-he put down at two dollars and
a half. The money, he said, would count for itself; and as
for the rider, he estimated him at nothing at all; because, if

he won his title would be worthless; the devil having a valid
mortgage upon me already.- The cool impudence of the fellow

pleased me, and I replied at once,
"' I stand to your valuation. The game is made. Rise,

Saxon, and put your foot on the tray.'
"A slight motion of the bridle directed him, and, rearing

up, the noble animal placed his forefoot directly- on the indi-

cated card.

"'So, ho, boy. Stand where you are. Don St. Iago, you
can turn on.'

"Several turns of the cards were made. The spectators

held their breath, while, but for the flashing of his eyes, and

the swelling 'of his nostrils, Saxon and I might have been
taken for an equestrian statue. Another turn, and up comes

the tray. I had won ! The players, who had suspended their

own game to watch what they considered my desperate ven-
ture, made -the rafters ring with their shouts.

"' Down, Saxon!' I said ; 'down, sir, and let us collect the

funds.'
"As I am a living sinner, he dropped from the counter with-

out the slightest further direction from me, and, walkingup
to St. Iago's chair, halted, as if he understood the whole thing
as well as I did. The Mexican pulled out the two hundred

and fifty-two dollars and a half, at which he had valued my

horse and clothes, and said, in an indifferent tone,

"'Well, Captain, you have won. Let us count your money.'
"After fumbling in my pockets for some time, to keep him

in suspense, the twenty-three dollars he had left me in the
earlier part of the game were produced, and thrown upon the
table.

"'Any more?'
"'Yes, a little;' and pulling off my sombrero, the five hun-

dred dropped out before him.
"To do the Mexican justice, he took it coolly, and paid the
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money without a word. The boys raised another yell, which
was only quieted by my calling for 'liquors all -'round,' in-
cluding Saxon. My drink was a rouser. The bqys followed
suit, and Saxon put a half basin of brandy and water under
his girth with as much gusto as the rest. John Allison took
me by the arm, and telling the horse to follow, we walked to-
wards his store. We had not gone more than twenty yards
before he stopped, and looked me full in the face.

"'Do you know, Mabry,' he said, 'that I believe you are
crazy ?'

"'No, I did not know it, John; though I do know that
sober people are very apt to think so at times. But tell me
what crazy thing I have done just now.'

I could understand,' he went on, 'your -risking all the
money you could raise. I could understand your risking your
clothes, or even yourself, for I have heard that such a thing -is
common in Mexico; ,but that you should risk Saxon on the
turn of a card, when I know that you would at any time shed
blood to procure him a single feed, is something I cannot com-
prehend, except upon the supposition that your wits are de-
serting you.'

"'I did not risk him.'
' hy, I saw and heard it myself.'

"'Nevertheless, there was no risk. St. Iago had no earthly
chance to win.'

"'Why not? He had been winning from you. all night.
Why not win from you again'?'

- "'Well, John, if you must know the secret, you shall have
it; though, as you never play monte, it will be of no great
value to you. St. Jago had beaten me, I believed, by swind-
ling, and I quit the game purposely to watch him. When I
detected the trick by which I had been cheated, my first im-
pulse was to plant my knife between his ribs; but a happier.
thought suggested itself. One of the rules of the game is,

that the dealer is responsible for the presence of all the cards

'in the deck, because he alone selects the pack ; and if one- is

wanting, the presumption is, that he has taken it out to profit

by its absence.. Therefore, if a card is missing, he cannot

win. It occurred to me to take -advantage of this rule; arid

Diego was sent for Saxon, and also to you for money. I had

beforehand managed unobserved to slip a card from his deck.

It was the. tray of diamonds. I had now only to wait until a

tray was one of the cards laid out. As soon as this happened,

I staked everything upon it. If I had lost, I should have

called for a count, which would have- shown that there were

but three trays in the pack, for that tray of diamonds is in my
stomach now, and from the way it feels, I believe it will stay
there for a month. So you see, John, Saxon was in no dan-

ger of changing owners; and, if he had, he would. have

broken the d-n----d Greaser's neck in less than a week, and

come back of his own accord."
"John looked as if he admired the ingenuity rather more

than he applauded the morality of the transaction; but from

that day to this, he has never hinted a suspicion that my brain

was addled.
"Now, gentlemen," he continued, rising, and filling his-

cup, "I give you, John Allison- Kind-hearted as a woman,
in danger's hour no man ever yet knew his blood to run- cold

or slow."
The sentiment was cordially received, for all knew the stern.

hug worth of the man, and recognisedthe truth of the picture
his friend had drawn.'

Hours went by like minutes.. The wild storm without had

abated.-not so the wild revel within. It was after midnight
when Mustang Gray again rose, and 'commanding silence, ad

dressed them as follows:

"Friends and comrades - Colonel Caravajal has this day

paid us a visit. I propose to return the courtesy'. His Ha-
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cienda stands within a league of the Rio Grande, and is said to
be the richest on its waters. How many of you will join me
in an excursion to smite the smiter, and spoil the spoiler, in
his turn ?"

"All; all of us," promptly responded the men.
" Then it is settled. Meet me here' this day month. In

that time I will undertake to provide all that is needful.
Your health, comrades, and the health of Col. Caravajal, until
I meet hnm."

Near daylight Burton discovered that he was the only one
of the company able to hold up his head. Some were leaning
their foreheads on the table. Some had fallen from their
seats, and were snoring on the dirt floor. Another had tum-
bled into his neighbor's lap. And yet another had propped
himself- against the wall of the room. Tin and horn cups,
stone jugs, and leathern bottles, in every position it was pos-

.p .
sible for such utensils to assume, covered the table. Two or
three of the sleepers still held their drinking cups firmly
clenched in their brawny hands. Burton gazed about him in
drunken astonishment.

Curse me," he muttered, "if there aint more fellows here
than when we began. There's twice as many lights too as
there was, and yonder's two Mustang Grays. I never thought
there was room enough in this country for more than one, and
devil take me if I think there is yet. Stop, let me think."
After a pause he continued: "That's it. I'm drunk.
Drunk as hell. There's no doubt about it. Well, I'll get a
blanket, and sleep it off."

He tried to rise -it was in vain. Resting both hands on
the table, he made a more successful effort. At the first step
towards the door, his knees gave way, and he fell heavily to
the ground. A few ineffectual attempts to rise, convinced
him that it was useless. gently he sank back to his mother

earth, repeating in the true spirit of philosophy the old adage,
" what can't be cured, must be endured."

Mustang Gray was the first in the morning to raise his head
from the table on which it was leaning. For some time he
was unable to remember where he was, or to recall the events
of the preceding night. When it did flash upon him, he
stepped carefully over the bodies of his 'sleeping comrades,
walked to the horse-trough, which had been filled to overflow-
ing by the copious rain, and, divesting himself of his upper
garments, thoroughly bathed his head, neck, arms, and breast
in the cooling element. Refreshed and invigorated by the
process, he returned.to the house to rouse the Rangers from
the heavy torpor that had followed their drunken* carouse.
While their ablutions were going on, he ordered Diego to pre-
pare an immense "hot stew," well seasoned with spice, ginger,
and butter,-very little water, and not too much sugar.
Breakfast followed soon after - the substantial breakfast of
the frontier - and in less than an hour, it would have been
impossible to tell that any one of them had participated in the
reckless debauch of the previous night. After breakfast the
captured booty was equitably divided. Each one arranged his,

own pack -saddled his own horse, took a parting drink, and
rode off to dispose of his property to the Merchants and
Traders of the interior towns.

Immediately on the departure of his friends, Mustang Gray
dispatched a spy to the Rio Grande to learn, if possible, all the

Movements of Caravajal-to ascertain the strength of his
acienda, and to report what number of retainers were usually

within its walls. He went himself in charge of the male
Peons attached to Josefa's Rancho, to remove the dead Mexi-
cans so far down the river, that the stench would not be offen-
sive. The females had it in charge to collect all the short
axes the Mexicans had dropped in their precipitate flight.
These instruments he foresaw would be of great advantage in
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his meditated foray, and be gave particular instructions that
the search for them should be careful and diligent.

The labors of the day were over, and the evening meal con-
cluded. Gray, as usual, accompanied Josefa and Inez to
their apartment. There he took a blanket, spread it on .the
floor, and threw himself upon it to play with the children.
All three were immediately upon him, pressing their little
fingers into his eyes, pulling his hair, and tickling his sides
-his pretended exclamations of pain calling forth the while,
peals of childish laughter.. Now he would stretch out his arm
and let. them get astride of it to "ride horse." 'Then he
would place his open hand on the floor, and telling the oldest
to step into it, would lift him. up until his head touched the
ceiling. Again he would fall on the blanket, and catching
them in his arms hold them tightly for a few seconds; gradu-
ally loosening his hold so that they could slip out from his
grasp, when the little fellows imagining that they were freed
by their own exertions, would dance, and clap their hands, and
shout, "Oh ! you. could'nt hold us, Sir. You could'nt hold
us.' Incomprehensible man ! Whoever had seen him yes-
terday in the thunder of the battle, or the fury of the pursuit,
would have sworn that he was a Devil incarnate. He who
had seen him last night in the midst of the mad revel, and
listened to his songs, his jests, and his stories, would have
pronounced him the jolliest of boon companions. He who had-
seen him to-day raising dead bodies in his arms, and throwing<
them into a cart as indifferently as if they were so many hogs,
to be hauled off and left on the bare ground to feed the wolves
and vultures, would have said that he was cold, merciless, and
unfeeling as the hyena. - He who had seen him this night
rolling on the floor, playing with the children, apparently the
happiest of the group, would have imagined that he was the
most inoffensive and guileless of his, species. Yet was he
none of these,

"uis heart was formed for softness - warped to wrong;

Betrayed too early, and beguiled too long."

The knowledge of a single trait lends little aid to the study

of character..' Indeed, it more often misleads than enlightens.

Those who undertake to read the human heart have many a

hard lesson to con, many an inconsistency to reconcile. Often,

very often, we must rise from the study wearied and worn.,

with the sad conviction of a Philosopher of the olden time,

that "the most we know is, that nothing can be known."

Temptation may sway, sorrow may warp, and wrong may utterly

change the whole nature of the firmest. iHe who has a secret

sorrow gnawing at his heart-strings (and what sorrow that de-

serves the name is not secret?) can never calculate upon his

own actions-still less can they be calculated by others. The

grief may be hidden.-.nay, it will be hidden; for the heart

that can feel a wound instinctively shrinks from its exposure;

but still it lives, and acts, and drives its victim on, forever

seeking some new occupation, or some new excitement, that

4ili bring the boon of forgetfulness. Oh ! why is there no

Lethe upon earth, to which the wretched may repair, and
drink, "and remember their misery no more?

The children were dismissed to bed, and Gray took a seat

. between Josefa and Inez. . The conversation was long and

earnest. He communicated his determination to attack the

Hacienda of Caravajal, and combated the objections they
urged against it.

S"We can never sleep in security," he said, "until his wings
are effectually clipped. He may collect another rabble, and

pounce upon us at any time. I may not always liave timely
notice, or, even if I do, the boys may be off upon some expe-

dition, and we shall have to defend the Rancho with the feeble

force that is here. It is for our safety that I go, more than

for revenge; though .I will not deny that I am. thirsting to

meet him face to face. where none can interpose between us."
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" You are determined to have your own way, my son, and I
will not -oppose you. Oh ! how I wish these broils and trou-
bles were at an end. I cannot sleep soundly when you are
away. I do not know what has happened to you, and I am
forever dreaming of seeing you brought home in a bloody
blanket."

"Who,".she continued, " did you send to the Rio Grande ?
Not Diego, for I saw him this evening."'

"No: I could not trust him. Wilson volunteered to go,
and there is no better scout on the border.."'

" Has Diego done anything to incur your suspicions ?"
If he had, he would have been swinging from the first tree

in the river bottom. My decision was made on the ground of
what he might do. I could trust him where Bartolo Piedras
was concerned, because he hated him with a deadly hate. I
had no fears of the influence of Padre Jose over him, because
the Priest had dishonored his sister; and although I am sure
he never cared for the girl, yet she was his sister, and he felt
bound to avenge her. But he does not hate Caravajal, and
has no complaints against the Priest who is domiciliated with
him. If he resisted Caravajal's efforts to extract the truth
from him, his superstitious reverence for everything connected
with the Catholic Church would still make him yield to the
arguments of the Monk ; and my spy would become my be-
trayer. But we must talk no more to-night. It is getting
late, and you need repose."

Imprinting a kiss on the forehead of each, he bade them
"good-night," and sought the solitude of his own room.

CHAPTER XIV.

"I little thought, when first thy rein
I slacked upon the banks of Seine,
That highland eagle e'er should feed
On thy fleet limbs, my matchless steed;
Wo worth the chase, wo worth the day,
That costs thy life, my gallant grey."

SINCE the night of his escape from the Hacienda of Bartolo

Piedras, there had been little intercourse between Mustang
Gray and the fair companion of his flight.. Absorbed by other

and sterner duties, his conversations with her had been con-

fined to the brief periods during which they were thrown to-

gether at meal-time. Now, however, he had a season of com-

parative leisure. No important step could be taken until the

return of his spy, and the time thus thrown upon his hands
was devoted almost exclusively to her. Evening after evening,

they wandered forth to 'pluck the wild flowers of the Prairie,
or stroll among the embowering trees thatshaded the beautiful

San Antonio. It was a dangerous intercourse for her. The

wnanly form-the 'extraordinary beauty of feature-the low

voice, soft and musical as her own, were enough of themselves
to captivate the fancy and win the admiration of a young and
romantic girl. The tender and respectful courtesy of his man-

ner added another charm, and admiration was fast ripening
into love. She would 'it for hours, and listen to him dwell

upon the beauty .of the far-land where his earlier years had
been passed. She heard him describe the towering pines and

the low moan of the wind sighing through them, until she
fancied she could see their giant forms, and hear the hillaby
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murmuring among their tops. With all the enthusiasm of his
character, he spoke of the freedom and happiness of the people.
He drew for her the picture of a Government where the' peo-
ple feared no outrage, and the law was strong enough to avenge
every wrong -where war dared not set his iron foot, and in~
ternal dissension was unknown.

" Why, oh, why !" she inquired, " did you leave a paradise
like that for the dark and terrible scenes that are of. almost
daily occurrence here?"

" Ahi Inez," he replied, while a cloud gathered on his
brow, "it is rare in this world that we are permitted to choose
our own lot. Be assured, I did not willingly leave my nativ
land, nor did I willingly become the thing I am."

"Become the thing you are ! Kind, generous, noble,
brave.-What is there in that to bring reproach or regret?"

"4Much. There is much. both to regret and reproach, even
if your flattering picture was true. But pardon me for saying
that I have no partiality for conversation of which I am myself
the theme. Let us change the subject, and do you in turn
describe the lands you have visited."

" I have lived in no country but Western Louisiana, and a
part of that along the Rio Grande. I can tell you nothing you
do not know of these."

"Not much. I am sufficiently familiar with the swamps
and bayous of the one, and the sterile wastes of the other.
But if you have not seen, you have heard. Your father has
doubtless repeated to you the legends of Old Spain, and you
have heard him describe the beetling crags and the lonely,
glens, from which the daring guerillas watched the armies of
Napoleon."

"Often, very often; and if you will take his stories second-
handed, you shall have them; though I had rather tell you of
the orange groves that bloom along the silver Guadalquivir,

or sing to you the .melodies by which the peasant-maiden is

wooed and won in that soft clime,

" Where dark-eyed girls to music twine

The twisted tendrils of the vine."

"No, no. Let the tales be of war and danger now. You

shall sing me the songs of love to-night. Beneath yon garish

sun, music loses all its charms. When the stars come forth,
and the moon imprints a chaste kiss upon the bending flowers

of the Prairie, then, only then, shall you touch the guitar for

She yielded with a sweet smile; and the sun had sought his

ocean-bed before their footsteps turned towards the Rancho.

In this way, day after day went by. The blind god was no

longer hovering about the head of Inez. He had folded his

wings upon her heart, and henceforth it was all his own.

Mabry Gray was not in love; but the society of the bright and

beautiful being by his side, had become very, very dear. -t

was a sweet dream, upon which he did not, and he could not,
reason -a fresh, green oasis, where he was permitted to rest

for a brief period on his dark and bloody journey through the

world. He never thought of the added pangs its indulgence
might bring. He never saw the abyss of guilt on whose verge

he was standing. From the eyes of Inez, on the other hand,

the veil of ignorance had been torn away. God has given to

woman an instinct for her preservation -not always available,
it is ttue, but always present to warn her when trembling to
her fall. Again and again she tossed upon a sleepless pillow,

in a vain effort to reason away, the passion that consumed her.

" Why should I love.him? " she murmured. " He cannot

marry me; nor would I have him to do so. I would not that

men should say he had taken to his bosom one who had first

been the victim of Bartolo Piedras. I ought to tell him that

there is a gulf between him and me, that may not be passed.

I
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Yet how can I? He never speaks to me of love; and gentle
and tender as his manner is, it is not that of a suitor. Why,
oh, why, then, should I hug his image to my heart of hearts?

Why should I cling to a passion no hope has ever come to
illumine? I know not! I.know not ! .I only know that it
must have its course, and that the struggle, to subdue it
brings nothing but-torture.. After all, why may I not love him
as I love the flowers ? Why may I not worship him as I do
the stars, afar off, without dreaming of a nearer approach ?
Yes, so shall it be. I will not seek to check the rising flame,
but let it burn on the stronger and the brighter, because it
looks for no reward."

Poor, deluded girl! Thousands upon thousands have rea-
soned thus before you, and. thousands upon thousands have
waked to find that the strongest of the children of earth. is
weaker than a babe, when the tempest of the passions is
raging. "Lead us not into temptation," was the prayer of
him to whom all the secrets of our fallible nature were re-
vealed ; and what temptation can be stronger than that which'
love holds out? Such. a sentiment as you have pictured may
have existed, and doubtless has existed, but it was when the
parties were widely separated by distance, and no warm- con-
tact could turn the blood to fire. .To be daily, and hourly
associated with the object of an absorbing passion -to feel
his arm encircle your waist, and his hand tremble in yours-.
to do this, and escape unscathed, is something no human will
-no human virtue, has ever yet accomplished.

The return of Wilson put a stop for a time to'the daily
walks of Gray and Inez, and gave that infatuated girl another
chance to reflect and deliberate. Did she avail herself of it'?
No. What woman, above all, what Spanish woman, ever did?
She watched him at a distance -was sad and gloomy in his
absence, and only brightened up when she heard the sound
of his footsteps approaching. Solitude brought no wholesome
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reflection.-It was filled with images of hinm, and a low voice

began. to whisper in tones scarcely yet audible, that there

were joys that might be hers. Iet us turn from the gradual

and necessary descent- to guiltier thoughts. He or she who

has listened to the first pleadings of the Tempter, will listen

again; and if they do.not fall, it will be from no strength of

them own, but rather from some fortunate accident, or some
providential interposition.

Wilson reported that he had arrived in the neighborhood

of Caravajal's Hacienda without accident or adventure, and
concealing himself in a chaparal thicket, for several days, made
nightly inspections of the fortifications.

"I discovered," he said, "that there were two wall-pieces

on the north side, and one on the west; -about /the most
useless weapon of which I have any knowledge. Taking ad-
vantage of the darkness, I crept close up to the palisades, and
felt along the entire length of these two sides. There was not
a single loophole cut in either. This puzzled me. On the

other two sides they were cut at regular intervals, and it was
easy to see that the defences were much the same as you have
here. At daybreak 'every morning, I counted from my

hiding-place the number of Peons who came out to ,attend to

their. various duties, and I concluded there could not be more
than thirty fighting men, if so many. This seemed all the in-
formation I was likely to get. My provisions were reduced to
a single strip of jerked beef. I dared not, kill any of the

cattle' about me, for fear of attracting, the attention of my
friends in the Hacienda; nevertheless I resolved to wait one

day longer, and make one more night inspection. The sun
was about two hours high when I awoke. from a deep, sleep,
and taking a survey of the. country around,' I observed a
Mexican- riding leisurely in the direction of the Rio Grande.
This was an unhoped for piece of luck. Rapid riding would
bring me to a point of the road where it is skirted by a deep

I
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ravine, and completely hidden from the view of the Hacienda

by clustering bushes. I barely gained the place in time to

hide my horse, and take a stand behind a large cactus, before

the Mexican rode up, singing a love-ditty with which he

intended to regale the ears of some orange-checked damsel

that night, and which he was practising beforehand, in order

to be perfect in his part. A quick bound placed me at his

side -one hand grasped his bridle-the other presented a

pistol at his breast. The fellow was armed, but he was so

terrified he never thought of his weapons. He rolled like a

log from his horse to my feet, and begged for mercy. As

soon as his fears would allow, I made him comprehend that I

had no idea of taking his life at that particular time. his

hands were soon tied behind him, and leading him up the
ravine some distance from the road, I commenced a series of

questions, to which I warned him it was very important he
should make correct answers. From him, I learned that on

the north and west sides of the robber's den, there was a

double row of palisades about a foot apart, the intervening

space being filled with dirt. This accounted for the absence
of loop-holes. On one of these sides are the stables for the

horses; and on the other, a shelter for the-cattle. The roofs
are nearly flat, some three feet lower than the palisades.

Here, in case of an attack, the defenders of these' two sides
are posted. He said that Caravajal had returned from his

late expedition, greatly chagrined and disheartened. The bra-

vest of his immediate followers had been terribly cut to pieces,
and his supply of ammunition was very short. The Peons who

remained were for the most part unaccustomed to war, and
could not be relied upon to resist a determined attack. This

was all the fellow knewk', and indeed all I cared to know; so I
mounted my horse, and posted homewards as fast as he could.
carry me."
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Gray listened attentively to the report of his scout, exhi
biting no sign of approval or disapproval until its conclusion.

I fear, Wilson, you have made a botch of thisbusiness
a thing I never knew you to do before. That fellow reported
to his master, as .soon as he could regain the Hacienda, the
manner of his capture -the questions you had asked - and
the answers he had given. Whatever may be said of Cara-
vajal's courage, his shrewdness is unquestionable. By the
time we get there, he will have a force of five times our num-
ber behind his wooden walls. You might as well have sent
him formal notice, that on such a day and hour we would
attack him."

The Borderer smiled. It was one of. those dark, .grim
smiles, which are the omens of deeds that make boys and wo-
men grow pale when spoken of by the peaceful fireside on a
winter's night.

"1I thought of that,- and determined to bring the fellow
away with me-- which I should have done, but when we
reached the Rio Grande his horse did not take the water very
kindly, and, somehow or other, he fell into the river. His
hands were tied behind him, and he went down like lead. I
am pretty sure he never rose."

"Ah ! that alters the case. Let us to bed, for you must
ride early to-morrow. We want five or six men .to guard this
Rancho in our. absence. You know best who to get, and
where to get them."

Three or four days before the appointed time for the ren-
dezvous, the Rangers began to drop in -one, two, and three
at a time. By noon of the last-day, all had arrived - not ,a

man had failed to keep his engagement. Once more they were
seated in the long, low room of the Rancho del tres nipos. A
supper was smoking on the board, so substantial that in any
other country it would have been named a dinner. Roast
turkey, venison, arid beef, were placed at regular intervals.
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At either end was an immense earthenware bowl, filled with
that peculiarly Mexican dish for which there is no English,

name. Venison, beef, fat bacon, potatoes, onions, and red
pepper, stewed together, and swimming cin a rich and nour-

ishing gravy. Before each guest was a grass mat, on which a

quantity of tortillas were placed -Coffee, very hot and very
strong, made up a meal to which high health, and .constant

exercise in the open air, imparted a flavor no City proficient in

the culinary art ever approached.

In the evening a cold Norther had commenced to blow -

chilling man and beast alike with its icy breath. The building
occupied by the Rangers was in a great degree protected ftom
the wind by the intervening palisades. Two large wood fires
added' their genial warmth. Around these they gathered in
groups as soon as the meal was concluded, to continue the va-
rious conversations the announcement of supper had inter-
rupted.

" I trust in God," said one of them, walking to the door,
and looking out on the clouds, " that this wind will die away
before morning. I had rather fight ten Mexicans, any day,
than be exposed to subh a blast."

"Say twenty, Williams," replied another, "and I'll endorse
the assertion. When I first came out here from the Green
Mountains of Vermont, and heard the old settlers talking about
the terrible effects of a Norther, I could hardly keep from
laughing in their faces. I had been raised, for the most part,
upon a snow-bank. For six months in the year, everything
that had moisture in it was frozen stiff; and the idea of being
chilled by a wind that would not form a scale on a mill-pond,
appeared to me supremely ridiculous. Not long afterwards, I
had occasion to ride from Richmond to Victoria. My friends
assured me that all the signs indicated the speedy coming of a
Norther, and urged a postponement of the journey. With
all the presumption of ignorance, I replied that I had no fears 1
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.of a North wind -that, in fact, I had rather ride in it...pre-
ferring a little cold to the burning rays of the sun on the open

plain. They still insisted I should remain, but to no purpose.
I have observed, through life, that argument is always thrown

away upon a fool; and a man superlatively ignorant of a'given
subject, who yet imagines that he is particularly well informed,
is ten times worse than a fool. All that day the clouds wore

the unmistakable appearance of, a coming storm., Luckily for

me, it did not burst until I was within fifteen miles of Victoria.
I saw it afar off as it swept on, bending the prairie-grass

before it in a long and regular line, thus marking its approach

as distinctly, as the crested foam that is rolled up before the
tempest on the ocean. The first breath chilled me to.the bone.

I threw my blanket around me, but the fierce wind crept

through every crevice in its folds, and I felt that I was rapidly
congealing into ice. In 4he hope that the exercise of swift
riding would relieve me from the numbing effects of the wind,

my spurs were driven into my horse's flanks, and away we went,
at a lick that would have done a Camanche good to witness.

It did relieve the horse, though I kept getting colder and
colder. The fingers of my left hand, which held the 'bridle,
became so stiff and rigid that I could not unclose them; and
when we" dashed into Victoria, if my horse had not been en-

dowed with sufficient sagacity to haul up on the lee side of a
house, we must have gone right through the town and into

the Guadalupe, for I had lost the power to rein him. It hap..
pened'to be a grocery where we anchored. 'Some cf the boys
were within, driving away the tedium :of confinement by
drinking each other's health. They ran out and lifted .me
from my steed,' but they had to bring a basin of hot water, and
bathe my hand for some time before they could release the
reins from the stiffened fingers. I was then carried in, located

by the fire, and a glass of cold whiskey poured down my throat
while they were making me a hot one. rrom that:day to this
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I have avoided a Norther as the devil would holy water. If
this one continues until morning, I vote that we stay where we
are until it is over."

"I have known one to last for a week," answered Gray;
"and I should hate to be cooped up here so long. But there

is no help for it. Neither man nor horse could live for twenty.
four hours exposed to that withering blast. ' No choice is left

us. We must stay, and might as well make up our minds t
spend the time gaily."

Towards evening of the next day the wind abated, and by
sunset it was entirely gone. The Rangers partook of a hearty
meal, and started in high glee to pay their purposed visit to
Caravajal. An election for Lieutenant had resulted in the
choice of Burton, who, notwithstanding his youth, had on

many occasions exhibited a courage that won for him the ap.
pellation of " Dare-devil Will."

For the first time on such an occasion, Mustang Gray cast
many a lingering look behind. The society of Inez was be-
ginning to be a necessity to him. He did not exactly love
her-in all probability he never would-but he loved to sit by
her side, to listen to her songs, and to drink in the low music

of her voice. She alone possessed the power to move him from

himself; and his glance continued to revert to the dwelling

that contained her until the deepening shadowsof the night
shut it out from view. Then, and only theta, he shook off
the reluctance to leave her that oppressed hima, and became

once more the reckless leader of a reckless troop. The norther
which had detained them during the day had done them good
service in another respect. It had driven every roving Indian
from the plains; thus insuring that their march would be un-

observed by any prying eye, and unobstructed by any hostile
demonstration. 'At the river, Gray communicated all the in-
formation he; had received' from Wilson, and entered into a
minute detail of his plans. In that free troop, this was alwaysL

expected and demanded. Moreover, it was very essential to
their efficiency. A battle once begun, few orders were issued
or heeded. Each man generally fought " on his own hook."

In order to direct their efforts to the attainment of a common
object, it was therefore necessary to inform them of that object

in advance. The Flan of their leader, when made known, was
invariably adhered to, though each soldier selected his own

road for arriving at the common end.

Mustang Gray's plan was based upon the principle of bring-

ing his whole .force to bear on a single point. His object was
to arrive at the Hacienda a little before midnight. A party
of five men were to crawl up to the palisades, with axes, on

the west side, where no loop-holes were cut. The remainder
were to lie down in line on the plain, forty or fifty yards off.

He anticipated Caravajal would keep poor watch. The Hacien-
das on the Rio Grande had enjoyed a long immunity. Except

in the case of Bartolo Piedras, they had been unmolested by the

Texans. The Indians who came prowling through the country
were not strong enough to make any serious demonstration
against these semi-fortresses. The robber bands of their own
countrymelr had even less inclination to run the hazard of an
assault. So little danger was apprehended, that a sentinel at
the gate was deemed all-sufficient, and he generally dozed away
more than half his time. Apprised of this, Gray made his
dispositions accordingly. ,He feared no discovery until the
noise of the axes should rouse the slumbering sentinel. The
rifiem-en were posted on the plain, to pick off the defenders as
they mounted the house-tops, and thus protect the working
party from annoyance. The execution of the plan was as per-
fect as its conception was judicious. The sound of the axes
roused the human hive, who swarmed to the roof of the sta-
bles, as yet only half aware of the danger that threatened
them. Stones and other missiles soon began to shower on the
pioneers, but at the same moment the Texan rifles spoke, and
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a wide space was cleared away along the ramparts. After the
first volley, each Ranger marked his object, and fired to suit
himself. Elevated above their foes, the forms of the Mexi-
cans could be distinctly traced against the horizon, while the,
flashes of the Texan guns afforded the only guide to their own
locality. Such a contest could not last. The lumbering wall-,
piece was only twice discharged before the roof was cleared of
its defenders. And now a section of the outer palisades falls
to the ground. The loose dirt is raked away, and the axes are_
busy with the inner line.. At this conjuncture, Caravajal, who
had observed that the Texans were all concentrated on one
side, despairing of effectual resistance, mounted his horse, and,
calling to his men to save themselves as best they could, fled
from the place. Those of his retainers who were immediately
around him galloped after. A Texan, whose position enabled
him to see around the angle of the square, raised his rifle for
a parting benediction, at the same time calling to his comrades
that the enemy was flying from the gate. About a dozen of
the Mexicans escaped. The remainder were met at the en-
trance by the Rangers, and shared the fate of the vanquished
in all the murderous conflicts that marked the country and the
period of which we write.

There are those, no doubt, who will find no palliation for
many of the acts recorded in these pages. This is not to be
wondered at. During the Mexican war, the uninformed' and
the unreflecting among our own officers and men, were too 'apt
to indulge- in severe and unmerited censure of the Rangers.
They either never knew, or had forgotten the wrongs and out-
rages that had turned their blood to gall, They forgot that the
first act of Ramirez Sezma, on the invasion of Texas, was to
hoist -a blood-red banner on the Church at Bexar, to indicate
that no quarter would be given. They forgot the massacre of
the Alamo. They forgot that Santa Anna had publicly pro-
claimed his intention to slaughter indiscriminately, and burn

without mercy. They forgot that when Fannin.and Ward had

subscribed articles of surrender, by which they were solemnly
promised fair and honorable treatment, they and their men

were butchered in cold blood, after they had been prisoners of

war for many days, and after repeated assurances that they
should be- transported in safety to the United States. They

forgot that, long after Mexico had given up all hope of recon-

quering the territory, she organized bands of merciless plun-

derers, who reduced murder and robbery to so perfect a system,
that the whole country between the San Antonio and the Rio

Grande was converted into a desert. In short, they forgot the

provocation, and remembered only the retaliation. To be just,

we must judge of actions in connection'with the causes from

which they flow. No wonder that a man whose house had

been burned down, his property pillaged, and his fields laid
waste, should seek to spoil the 'spoiler in his turn. No wonder

that a man whose brother had been murdered, should long to

smite the murderer. No wonder that a man whose wife had

been violated, and then her body mangled with wounds, should

be deaf too the cry of mercy when the ravisher is at' his feet.

To all this, And more, the Texans had been subjected. They
felt it like men -like men they avenged it. He who would

have done less, can claim little kindred with, humanity.

The escape of Caravajal was a serious drawback to the trj-

umph of Mustang Gray, and' made it important that he should

regain the northern bank of the Rio Grande as expeditiously

as possible. His men were, therefore, immediately divided into

three bodies. One was dispatched to bring up their own steeds

-another was ordered to collect all the pack-horses and saddles

within the Hacienda-while a third was employed in searching
for the rich -booty the Mexican had gathered through years of

successful robbery.. They were. all experienced. hands, and

their separate tasks occupied but a brief period of time.

"Be off with the packs, Burton," said Gray: "Ride as fast
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as you can, without distressing the horses. The Head-Devil
has escaped, and will soon be upon our track, with men enough
to give us trouble. I shall keep, four men with me to scorch
out the rats that have been fattening in this infernal hole. If
I do not overtake you at the river; press on until I do."

In obedience to his orders, Burton moved off at a quick trot
towards the Rio Grande. Gray and his four assistants -again
entered the Hacienda, and fired the building in many places.
Waiting until the flames had acquired sufficient headway to
render their extinction impossible, the adventurers galloped on
the trail of their comrades. It was broad daylight, and the
last of Burton's command were struggling up the opposite bank,
when they arrived at the river. Dashing into the stream with-
out pause or hesitation, they soon overtook the main body,
when Mustang Gray himself assumed the lead, and directed
Burton with ten men to keep a mile in the rear. - Near noon,
a halt was ordered in a cluster of trees that grew about a con-
siderable water-hole, and the men were informed that they were
allowed three hours for refreshment and repose.

A Ranger bivouac, in the primitive days of the corps, was
a thing to which no other nation has ever furnished a parallel.
Whenever a halt was ordered, the first business of every man
was to strip his horse of its equipments, throw one end of a
long lariat around his neck, fasten the other to a stake driven
into the ground, and leave the animal to graze at will within
the circle to which the lariat extended. No time was lost in
building fires, or other preparations for cookery. A strip of
dried beef, the size of a man's hand, was taken from the wallet
that always hung at the saddle-bow, and cut with a bowie-
knife, a mouthful at a time. Bread was a luxury never dreamed
of on the plains. A draught from his water-go ird washed
down the hard, dry food ; when the soldier, making a pillow of
his saddle, stretched himself upon the grass, and slept as con-
tentedly as if he had dined at the table of a king, and reposed
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on the softest couch that luxury ever invented. These soldiers

have departed with the necessity that called them into exist-

ence, and it is doubtful f the world will ever look upon their

like again. Now and then an old stager may be found, scat-

tered here and there over the country where he once roamed

in unbridled freedom;' but his occupation is gone, and the

daring rover has sunk into the herdsman of cattle and sheep,

upon the very lands where his battles were fought, and his

shouts of triumph echoed to the skies.
At the appointed time Gray roused the men to continue

their hurried march. On the third day, when in sight of the
Nueces, a man rode up from the rear-guard to inform him

that a strong body of Mexicans were in close pursuit. The

intelligence produced neither haste nor confusion. A portion

of the best mounted of the company were detailed to remain

with him - the others were put under the command of Wilson,

who was ordered to take, charge of the pack-horses and push
forwards.

"Burton's men," he said, a when added to these I have,

will make seventeen in all. It will go hard with us if we can

not delay their march long enough for you. to reach the Mission

in safety. Beyond that I do not think they will venture;

even if they succeed in defeating us here -an event upon

which it is scarcely worth while to speculate."

Burton soon after appeared in sight, riding leisurely enough
- himself the rearmost of the troop. Occasionally he cast

backward glances upon the advancing foemen, like the Lion

who stalks reluctantly away from the Hunters, yet pauses re-

peatedly, and looks back with a fierce growl, as if doubting

whether or not to turn and rend his pursuers His men were

joined to those of Gray, and the whole rode at a slightly ae-

celerated pace for the f Nueces. The river was nearly 'dry -

the water only standing in pools where the bed of the stream

was below the usual level. A short distance above the cross-
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ing-place, there was a little hillock through which the waters
had cut a deep channel.-.here the high banks afforded an ex-
cellent shelter for the horses, as well as an impregnable

breast-work for .the men. The Mexicans who were near,
enough to observe the movement up the stream, but who had

been prevented by the trees and bushes from ascertaining the

exact position taken up by Gray, halted at the distance of

three hundred yards to reconnoitre. This was a work both of
difficulty and danger. The first one that approached within
rifle-shot was tumbled to the ground by a bullet through his
breast. A warning so impressive was not unheeded, and
fully an hour was lost by the foe in peering through the bushes
at too great a distance to acquire any useful information. At

length they returned to their commander no wiser than before.
Putting his troops in motion, he crossed the river above, and

formed in line on the Prairie in front of the Rangers, his left
resting on the San Antonio road. Soon afterwards a man

bearing a white flag was observed approaching the river. The
object was so transparent, that Gray hesitated whether or not
to shoot him in his tracks. As it was, he advanced to the out-
sk'irts of the timber, and halted him so far off that his mission
was fruitless. In reply to the stern inquiries of the American,
he answered,

"I am commissioned b Col. Caravajal to say, that if you are
a brave man you will come out from your covert and fight him
fairly."

" Ah ! I thought you were the bearer of some such im-
portant message. Go back and tell your Colonel that if any
fighting is done to-day, he will have to come here to do it;
unless he will meet me single-handed half-way between our
troops. Tell him too to send no more messengers here, for I
shall shoot the next one that comes if he carries forty flags of
truce."

The- disappointed 'messenger retraced his steps, and Gray
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ordered one of his own men to climb a tree and watch the
movements of the enemy.

"What are they doing now, Wells ?" he inquired when the
man had perched himself among the topmost boughs.

"They are setting 'fire to the dry grass in front, and will
soon smoke us out."

"Not exactly. The grass will not burn far into the timber,
and if it should, we are safe enough under this bank. ' They
must try something else."

By this time a bright sheet of flame spread along the
Prairie. It rose higher and higher, roaring angrily as it
rolled in the direction of the bank where the Rangers had
taken refuge.. Now it enters the wood -a dead tree to which
the dry leaves still clung catches the'flames, and a pyramid of
fire shoots upwards to the skies.

The wind was blowing, but not steadily. It came in fitful
puffs, with frequent changes of direction. A strong current
carried the flames from the burning tree directly into the

branches where Wells was perched, who began to descend
without waiting for his Captain's permission.

"Back !" shouted Gray, bringing his double-barrelled gun
to his shoulder as he spoke. "Back, Sir, or I'll save you the
trouble of crawling down."

"Don't you see, Captain, the fire is scorching me ?"
"Do n't you see the sight I've got on you? and do n't you

know there is more danger in my gun than in a handful of
burning leaves? Back to your look-out !"

Obedience was the only alternative, and Wells climbed back

to his post. .The light materials which fed the flames were
exhausted, and another change of wind relieved him from the
effects of the smoke.

" What are they doing now?"
" Strong parties are filing from either flank toward the

river, above and below us."

r
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" That will do. Down quick. Mount, men, and followI!"
Swift and crushing as the fall of an avalanche, they burst

on the weakened centre, each one firing his deadly revolver as
they neared the foe. The line of the Mexicans was not merely
broken -it was destroyed. The triumphant Rangers- swept
over it, their exuberant spirits finding vent in the exulting
notes of a stirring song, that floated far behind them as they
rode:-

"The Ranger's at home on his Prairie again."

A few miles satisfied them that no pursuit was intended.
The truth was, Caravajal discovered that he had wasted seve-
ral hours of valuable time upon what he now believed to be
only the rear-guard of the Texans. The charge of the Rangers
had revealed to him *at the pack-horses, which he supposed
were hidden under the bank of the river, were journeying on
to the San Antonio, and were now in all probability beyond
the reach of pursuit from his own jaded men and horses. Be-
sides, the same men who had just swept through his lines
were still between him and the' booty it was his object to re-
capture, and if pressed upon too closely, would infallibly turn
again ; thus causing another delay, and insuring the' retreat
of their comrades beyond peradventure. Baffled and enraged,
he turned homewards, muttering many a vow of future ven-
geance.

The Rangers, anticipating no further trouble, were riding
gaily over the Prairie. Burton was by the side of Wells,
whom he addressed in the grave, tones of an officer upon whom
an unpleasant duty has devolved.

"Do you know, Wells, that I shall have to ask for a Court-
martial on you as soon as we get to Mustang's Ranch?"

"What for ?" demanded the Ranger.
"I saw you shoot at a Mexican in less than ten steps, and miss

- him clear. Now, that has been a finable offence ever since I
set foot ,in Texas."
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"And, by God ! if I did, there never was a man who had

a better excuse. My eyebrows and eyelashes were both singed
clean off; and how the devil was a fellow to shoot with any
certainty -at least until he had practised- a while without
them?"

The.reply of Burton was stopped on his lips by a yell that
came faintly overthe Prairie. Before a single comment could
be made, the voice of Mustang Gray was heard, shouting loud
and clear,

"Forward, men ! 'Ride as if your lives depended on your

horses' heels. That was a Camanche war-cry, and Wilson is
in trouble."

Wilson had obeyed the injunctions of his Captain to the
-letter. - Skilled in every art of the border, he drove the pack-
horses onward just as far as their strength would permit. For

twenty miles everything went well, and, he was, beginning to
congratulate himself that the goods under his, charge were

safe.. Still, the cautious Scout relaxed none of his vigilance.

Some dark spots on the Prairie, miles ahead, attracted his at-
tention. As he drew nearer, he fancied he could distinguish

the outlines of men and horses. To make assurance doubly,

sure, he applied a small spy-glass to his eye.
"They are Camanches, d-n them !" he muttered, closing

his glass, "and at least fifty of them, at that."
A half-mile in front, and to the left, there was a little tim-

ber-mott, not exceeding a hundred yards -in circumference.
To this'-point the experienced frontier-man directed the train.
The bridles of the pack-horses were knotted together-a raw-
hide lariat passed from bit to bit, and the whole securely fast

ened to a tree, to prevent the possibility of a stampede. The
men were formed in a semicircle outside of the horses, and in
this position they awaited the attack of the Savages.

The two parties had discovered each other about the same
time, though the Indians, unaided by spy-glasses, were longer
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in determining the number and character of their opponents.
The advance movement of Wilson led them to believe that he
intended to attack them; and it was not until he filed into the
timber-mott that they were undeceived. Even then they did
not put their horses into a gallop; but came on at a trot until
within two hundred yards, when they formed in line, and
charged up near enough to send a volley of arrows into the
timber. Wilson had previously passed from man to man, to
caution and instruct them. Long experience had taught him
that the main effort of the savages would be to stampede his
horses, and scatter them over the Prairie, where they could be
caught at leisure. For fear the precautions he had already
taken might not prove sufficient, he charged the men particu-
larly to fire only one at a time; each one waiting until his left-
hand man had commenced re-loading before delivering his own
shot.

The first volley of the Indians was answered by a single
shot, which struck a horse in the forehead, and buried itself
in the brain. His sudden fall, when nearly at full speed, threw
his rider far over his head. Stunned and bruised, it was a full.
minute before he regained his feet, and attempted to fly. A*
leaden messenger, dispatched from the rifle of another Ranger,
overtook him, and stopped his flight forever. A yell of rage
went up from the Indian line, and again they charged -this,

time apparently determined to force a way into the wood at
every hazard. A single rifle-shot greeted them as before, and
another warrior fell lifeless to the plain. Taught by the expe-.
rience of two attempts, that the effort to enter the timber in
front, if successful at all, must be attended by a heavy loss,
the Camanches divided into two bodies, one of which began to
make the circuit of the timber, to charge from the rear.

They had been too much occupied to observe the approach
of Mustang Gray, who was now in full sight. A loud shout,
intended to warn Wilson that succor was at hand, apprised

them. of his presence. Exhibiting a cool intrepidity worthy
of veteran soldiers, they reunited their divided bands, and
faced this unexpected foe.

" Rein up;" shouted Gray.. "The red devils show fight.
Walk your horses, and let them blow a little, before the tug
comes on."

Silently and slowly the two bands approached each other.
"Don't you think, Captain," asked Burton, whose impa-

tient spirit chafed at seeing an enemy in his front, " don't you
think we are near enough for a rush?"

"Not yet. Wait until our rifles will be certain to tell.
when we charge, the pistol alone must be used."

The Camancheswere the first to charge. The Rangers halted..-
poured in a deadly fire from their standing position-planted
their spurs in their coursers' sides, and in an instant were min-

gled in a hand-to-hand encounter. The warriors of the desert,
gallant as they were, withered away before the superior strength,

and superior arms of the white man. Still they rallied, re-
formed, and fought on. Notwithstanding the havoc made in

their ranks, they yet outnumbered.their opponents; and the bat-

tle was fair from being decided, when Wilson came thundering
upon their flank. This fresh and desperate onset scattered
the now-disheartened Savages, and the survivors fled in wild

terror over the plain. The loss of the Rangers was small--
only one man was killed. Among the wounded was Mustang
Gray, who had an arrow through his left arm; and the gallant
steed, who had borne him so long, was reeling and shivering

from the effects of two wounds, one in the neck, and one in

the flank. Slowly, as if lying down to sleep, he knelt upon
the grass, turned on his side; cast a long, lingering look at his
master, and closed his eyes in death.

" He is gone," said Gray, seating himself by the side of the
fallen steed, and caressing his senseless head. ' He is gone,

and I shalt never look upon his like again."
24
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The Rangers, sympathising with a grief that all of them
understood, and all of them would have felt under similar cir-

eumstances, left him to indulge it unrestrained. Burton was
the first to approach and remind him that he had an arrow in
his arm.

" Ah ! yes. I had forgotten it. Cut off the feather, Bur-
ton, and pull it through. Take Williams' sash, and bandage

it, to stop the bleeding. Poor fellow! he would have given it
to me cheerfully while living, for such a purpose, and will not
begrudge it, now that he is dead. Tell some of the Boys to
catch a loose horse, and tie him on it. We must not leave
him here to be mangled by the wolves. By the Lord above
us, Burton," he continued in a fiercer tone, "there shall be

wailing among Camanche squaws, and ashes where Camanche
lodges now stand, to pay for this day's work."

"I shall be with you, heart and hand," replied the Lieute-
nant, fastening the last knot of the bandage.

Shaking the unwonted, depression from his spirits, Gray
rose from beside the body of his dead steed, and issued the
necessary orders for resuming the march. The next day, they,

rode into the Rancho of Josefa, and, amid the wild revelry of
the night, forgot all the dangers, and all the hardships they
had endured and overcome.
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CHAPTER XV.

"The Sun goes down with sudden gleam,
And beautiful as a lovely dream
And silently as air
The vision of a dark-eyed girl,
With long and raven hair,
Glides in as guardian spirits glide;
And lo! is kneeling by his side."

MUSTANG GRAY was again.left with none but the usual in-
mates of the Rancho. Under that head, however, Wilson,
Smith, and Wells must be included. They had long con-
sidered themselves, and were considered by Gray, a part of
the household. Their services were very valuable in many
respects besides the defence of the place. On their part, they
were perfectly contented with a situation that afforded them
frequent opportunities of engaging in exciting adventures, and,
in the intervals, that other desideratum of South-Western life
-"a good place for a man to hang up his hat."

By one of the departing Rangers, Gray had dispatched the
following letter to John Allison:

'I am laid up; John; for awhile.' How long I can't tell.
Mother Josefa, who is the best doctor of my acquaintance,
says that it will be three weeks, and it may be five, before my
left arm will be of any service to its owner. . What I am to
do in the interim, I'll be cursedif I know. She has laid an
embargo on "Sperits," and for fear I might break through
the law, has taken possession of the keys of the store-room,
and swears by all the Saints in the Catholic calender (that is,
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some forty thousand) that not 'a drop of any thing stronger
than coffee shall go down my throat, until she thinks all danger
of inflammation and fever at an end. This is bad enough to
a man of my habits, but the worst is to be told. I have lost
Saxon. The only comforting reflection is, that he died like a
warrior, on a field of victory, with his battle harness on. It
is not worth while to encumber this letter by repeating the
story. Burton, or some of the boys, will tell you. While I

am mewed up here, you must look out for a horse to supply

his place. He must be a good one. I have plenty of cattle
here, such as they are, but I want an animal that a' man can

bet his life upon, and feel no fear of losing the stake. Let
him be full sixteen hands high -Pure American blood. No
Mexican cross. Short back, deep in the chest, 'sharp shoul-
ders, wide between the eyes, limbs short in the fore-knee, flat
and broad in the fore-arm, and well tucked under him-Small
pointed ears, well muscled, but not too heavily. Your quarter
race stock will not begin to do for such chases as I frequently
take. Add to these a nostril that you can run your fist into,
and you have an animal that will suit me, and for which you
may pay any price.. You will have to look among the new
comers from the States, for no old Texan will part with such

'a horse while he 'can beg, borrow, or steal enough to keep
body and soul together. I can not get about to attend to it
myself, and I trust it to you to have me mounted, by the time
my arm is fit for service. I have promised to pay an early
visit to the Camanches, and give them a lesson upon the dan-
ger of interfering with

MUSTANG GRAY."

The wound Gray had received, was more serious than he'
chose to acknowledge. The arrow had grazed the bone, and
the broad head had torn the muscles terribly. Instead of
three weeks, or five, which he had fixed as the date of 'his
recovery, it was eight before he could remove his arm from the

. sling in which it was carried. In the meantime, he was
planting the seeds of new sorrows, and preparing a harvest of

new regrets. Wounds and sickness naturally incline the heart

to softer feelings. They furnish, also, an opportunity, and an
excuse, for the exhibition of a tender friendship 'very harmless

between persons of the' same sex j-very dangerous when a
young man, and a young woman are subjected to its influence.
A great Poet has said, that "flesh is formed of fiery dust."

Mabry Gray and Inez Montero were no exceptions to the
rule. To the pain of his wound, was added a few days after
his return, a raging fever, brought on by his own reckless im-

prudence. ,Day by day she sat by his bedside. Hour by
hour she held the cooling draught to his burning lips, or

smoothed back the, matted hair from his brow; and when
the fever left him, weak and fretful as a spoiled child, she
chased away theshadows of discontent with the sweet songs
of her ancestral home. As soon as his strength permitted,
their walks were resumed. Again their forms were mirrored

in the silver waters of the San Antonio, and their voices floated
on the still air low and tender as the murmur of its waves.

" You are sadder than usual," one. day she said, " and I

would fain know what sorrow has stung you."

"None, Inez, none. But wounds and sickness are no great

sweeteners of the temper. I have been very exacting I know,
and I fear I have not been as thankful as I ought to have been

for all your kindness."
"It is not that," she answered quickly. ' "It is not that.

The natural fretfuness of a sick couch has passed 'away, and 'a
settled gloom has come to take its place. ,Some bird of evil

omen has fanned your soul'with its sombre wing."
She turned her eyes full upon him as she spoke,

"But his were silent- his appeared to stray,

In far forgetfulness, away, away."

At length he recalled his wandering thoughts, and said,
24*
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"Come, Inez, let us take a seat on yonder mossy bank. It
is not very long since I sat on the greensward in a lonely

Mott, and listened to a dark tale of your telling. I too have

a story to tell. A story of love, fierce enough for the deadliest
hate -of a love whose maddening power drove me forth in

the morning of my days, a blood-stained and desperate man -
reckless of existence here - almost without a hope of mercy
hereafter. No human ear has ever heard the tale. . Locked

in my own bosom, the secret has festered and rankled there.

More than once I have resolved to tell you all, but resolutions

reluctantly formed are easily shaken, and sometimes one light

cause, sometimes another, has driven back the words that

trembled on my tongue. Years ago, when the down was just

beginning to spring upon, my cheek, a sad bereavement caused
me to become the inmate of a family whose earnest sympathy

did much to dry up the first tears I had ever shed. 'In that
family was a young girl about my own age, from whom I had
hitherto shrunk with the sensitive shyness of an awkward boy.
Gradually the feeling of restraint in her presence grew less.

I have heard that love often leaps into' being, like- Minerva
from the head of Jove, full-grown and fully armed. It was not
so with me. Slowly, step by step the fiery passion made. its
approach. So insensibly did it steal upon me, that long be-
fore I knew it myself my very soul had passed from my keep-
ing. I watched her as the doomed captive through his iron'
grates watches the stars the last night they will ever shine
upon him. When she left the room, the only light it contained

for me was removed. When she sought her own chamber,
my eye followed her until the closing door shut out the rap-
turous vision ; and when her father assembled us, as was his

daily custom, for prayer, my chair was always so placed that I
could take in the outlines of her form from underneath the
hand on which my head was leaned. Quickly to her, much
more quickly than to me, came the knowledge that she was

worshipped. The open frankness of her manner underwent
a change. She no longer came near me when it could be
avoided, and when we were thrown together alone, as some-
times happened, she exhibited an evident impatience to be
gone. Her altered manner brought about a self-examination
that revealed the abject slavery to which I was reduced.
Almost simultaneously grew up44ie conviction that here it was
next to madness to adore. If I had been of a nature to
abandon any pursuit on account of the dangers that environed
it, it was now too late. The struggle to tear her from my
heart would have been useless, and I knew it... I loved on,
though I dared -not whisper the word in the ear of herswho
had become my destiny. This was a state of torture that
could not long be endured., I resolved to go out in the
world, and hope whispered that if I returned with fortune and
a good name, she might be mine. It was'necessary to com-
municate my purpose and its motives. In the interview that
followed, I asked for no return -I claimed nothing but, the
privilege to hope that,. hereafter, when years had proven my
faith, and the trials of the world had left me unspotted and
pure, I might come back and plead a cause I knew it would
be idle to press before. Even this was denied. Terrible as
the blow was, it did not crush me. Hope has been named a
star by the poets of every age, and the simile is so just as to
command universal assent. In .the broad light of day the
lesser luminary fades away, or rather is swallowed up by the

greater effulgence around us. When the sun seeks his place
of repose, and night asserts her dominion, over the earth, the
star glitters in the diadem of the sombre. queen, and we turn
with a fonder gaze from the blackness below to the brightness
above. The angry king of the storms may gather his host of
clouds and shut it out from our vision, but we mark the spot
where it last shone, and watch for the first glimmering ray
that tells of its reappearance. So in the midst of prosperity
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when not a wish is unfilled, and not a desire is ungratified,
hope disappears from a firmament where it has no office to per-

form. When misfortune banishes prosperity, and darkness
settles upon the soul, the fires of hope are kindled, and the
anguish of to-day is lightened by the promised gladness of to-

morrow. Despair may 'struggle to hang its gloomy veil be-
tween us and the altar's flame, but the obscurity will be ren-

dered endurable by the lingering belief that like the storm

cloud it will disappear and leave that pilot-fire to guide us to
a happier bourne. Hope is God's boon to the wretched, and
it never dies until his protecting hand is withdrawn. I was
not yet wholly lost. I hoped.

" In the business of the world, application and energy are

the masters of success. I had both, and was beginning to
climb the hill of life with every flattering prospect before me,

when I. heard that a stranger had won the priceless jewel for
whose possession I would have thrown a world away. I had
been kind, and gentle, and good. Up to that time, I could
not have crushed a worm without a feeling of regret. In one c

day -nay, in one hour -my whole' nature was changed.

Canting hypocrites, who traffic upon righteousness, yet are
ever unmindful of the divine command, "judge not, that ye
be not judged," will say that the evil was always there, and
only wanted an excuse for its development. I shall not stop
to comment upon -the charity of their judgment, or interrupt
a chain of facts to speculate upon a theory. It is enoug
that from that day I became a thing to be feared by those wh
value life extravagantly. Almost without an object, I returned
to the home of my childhood. I had no well-defined purpose
beyond that of seeing the man who had rifled the honey-dew
of my existence. The instinct of hate led me to believe him.
a villain -eventually I proved him to' be so. After that we
met, one moonlight' night, on a lonely road, with a single wit-
ness, and the next day there was work for the village sexton.
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It was not until the deed was done, that all its .fearful conse-
quences stood out before me. I have borne them--I can. bear

them yet.
"A fugitive from justice, weary days were passed, and weary

miles were wandered over, until Satan threw ,Bartolo Piedras

in my way,, and I became an inmate of his Rancho. Action
and excitement cast their strong spells upon a withered heart,
and tied me to' his service until the Texan revolution offered a

nobler field. Soon after the 'treaty with Santa Anna' had been

signed, I Iraved the law's vengeance, the scaffold, and a
felon's doom, to urge, for the last time, a scorned and rejected
suit. Again I was spurned. Again, in the darkness of the
night, I left the land of my nativity, to plant and to gather

thorns' in this region of discord and of blood. Hitherto no
serious sickness had depressed, no serious wound had enfeebled.

me. The dangers of the border wefe braved with an impu-
nity bordering on the miraculous. But while stretched upon
yonder couch, strange thoughts have thronged around me. If,
instead of being torn and mangled as it was, this strong arm
had been shattered so that amputation was necessary, what a

night of horrors would have been before me ! Death is
nothing; for that terminates all on this side of the dim here.
after. But any one of a thousand accidents may reduce me to
a helpless cripple ; and then, with no refuge from my' own
thoughts, to what alternative, save:'madness, can I look ? for I
love that woman as fervently now as in the days of my boy-
hood, and I feel that from the future, as from the past, rest

and forgetfulness are banished forever. Do you wonder, Inez,
that I am sad, after such thoughts have been my visitors ?"

Who can tell the feelings that agitated -the bosom of his
fair listener, while.the dark story of his life was thus concisely
related? Sometimes one passion asserted a supremacy, and

sometimes another. Now she was bathed in tears, and now,
again, a deep flush imparted its crimson hue to cheek and
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bosom. Through all her varied thoughts, however, there ran
a sad and bitter impression that she had been building castles

in the empty air. The heart she hoped to win --that she be-
lieved she had touched.-was laid bare, and she found it al-
ready wasted by fires that are never rekindled. Men may love

twiceand very often they do. The calm mixture of esteem and
liking, which is the best guaranty of domestic felicity, may be
felt a dozen times or more. But there is a degree of passion

never attained more than once. If unsuccessful, its victim is

blasted like the hemlock which the lightning has traversed
from its topmost bough to its root. If-successful, there are
tears and death even in its ecstasy. There is a story of the

olden time, that a little stream, looking up to the sun through
the trees that shaded its bed, became enamoured of the fiery
god, and wooed him to its embraces. In the presence of the
rays for whose coming it had panted, the stream shrunk away

-- the fountain was dried up - and a rocky channel, bare and

desolate, was all that remained. So it is with a passion such
as filled the heart of Mabry Gray. To win, or to lose, is death.

Inez did not reason - she felt that flowers were as apt to
spring on a volcano's brink, as for a new love to bloom in a

bosom scorched and seared like his. To his concluding ques-
tion she returned no answer; but, rising to her feet, walked
back to the Rancho in silence. That night she did not appear,
at the supper-table; and the next morning, traces of care and'

watchfulness were visible in every line of her lovely features.
Gray sought her as usual when the rays of the declining sun

were growing weak, and the cool breeze stirred the grass and
flowers of the Prairie. A hundred times in the, ast twenty-

four hours she had resolved to walk with him 4o more -a
hundred times she had determined to conquer the passion he
had inspired. Alas ! what are human' resolutions when op-
posed to human desires? She did' go; and, such are the
changes, such the uncertainties of an hour, that she returned
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with a lighter heart and a lighter step. Their conference had
lasted until the stars were shining over them; and whatever

was its subject, it ended by his clasping her for the first time
in a warm embrace. What is there that so thrills the frame
in that meeting of the lips between youth and beauty ? What
is there in that simple act that makes the brain swim, the
heart throb, and the veins tingle with mingled rapture' and
delirium? How is it that soul, and 'sense, and being, are con-
centrated into one burning moment, in whose wild intoxication
the past and the future are alike forgotten - the heaven above
us, and the hell beneath, alike unheeded ?

"You will love me now," she said, while a soft light beamed
from her dark eyes that would have made the Prophet Elijah
pause before he mounted the fiery chariot that was to bear him
to the realms of eternal joy. "You will love me -- or at least
you will let me love you--cling to you in health - nurse 'you
and soothe you in sickness and in sorrow."

"For worlds on worlds I would not love again, Inez, as I
have loved; but I like you more than any living thing, and
that is better than love for you and for' me. In your sweet
society I have learned to forget much that is gone, and to pant

much less eagerly for the dangerous fray, or the maddening
revel. Still, you must not deceive yourself with the hope of

driving off the Evil Spirit altogether. There will be times --
frequent times, when :your spells will be powerless, and the

demon will direct me as he lists."
From that day they sought the deep wood more frequently

than before, and lingered.longer within its leafy screen. Often,
very often, their arms were twined around each other, and

their lips almost grew together. As yet, their intercourse was
sinless. Would it remain so? Search the annals of the world
from creation's earliest morn to the present hour, and when
you have found one human being who has passed unspotted
through such an ordeal, answer the inquiry.
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The hue of health had returned to the cheek of Mabry
Gray, and with its quickened pulses came the remembrance
of his compact with Burton, to invade the country of the Ca-
manches. Wilson, who had been on a visit to San Felipe,
brought back a brief letter from John Allison:

"I send you, Mabry, a better horse than you described,
though I would not ride him two days for his weight in gold.
He will kick, bite, strike with his forefoot, and is, altogether,
the most unmanageable brute I have ever seen. Burton in-
sists that he was made for you, or you for him, he does not
know exactly which. As I am half-way of the same opinion,
I send him along."

Approaching the stable, Gray was met by Diego running
out, while his ears *ere saluted by a noise not unlike that
which might be produced by the fly-wheel of a Mississippi
steamboat getting off its centre, and knocking for an entrance
through the cabin-floor.

" That horse is the very devil, Senor," exclaimed the pant=
ing Mexican.

"Well, he will have a happy time of it in proving himself
a greater devil than I am. Bring my saddle, and a Mexican
bridle."

It was a work of no little difficulty to get the bit between the
teeth of the vicious animal, and it cost a still longer struggle to
fasten the saddle securely on his back. This accomplished,
Gray threw the rein over his neck, and, turning his head to-
wards the gate, sprung upon him. At first, he squatted almost
to the ground.-then bounded madly forward. He reared,
shyed, plunged, and kicked in vain. At each unsuccessful
effort, the long spurs were driven into his flank, until, furious
with pain, he dashed at full speed across the open Prairie. In
less than a week, he' was completely subdued - would come at
his master's call, and follow him like a dog around the enclo-
sure. But he would obey no one else, and none other could
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approach him safely. During the Mexican war, the Infantry
officers, in the intervals of active operations, would frequently
borrow the horses'of their mounted acquaintances for suc
pleasure excursions as the service allowed It was well known
that Gray never refused an application of the kind, but very
few were willing to risk their necks upon" Sorrel," and they
never applied a second time.

A year or two more rolled away, and the name of Mustang
Gray had become as great a terror to the Indians and Mexi-

cans along the western line of Texas as was that of the Black
Douglas to the English Borderers. Scarcely a month wen+

by without its chronicle of some desperate fray, or some hair-
breadth escape. In revenge for the proclamation of outlawry
he issued a counter-proclamation, in which he announced his

purpose to hang every Mexican who appeared in Texas under

a "permit" from Sam Houston, who was now a second. time
President. Nor wad this a mere idle threat. It was executed
to the letter. The safe-conduct of the President was thus con-
verted into a death-warrant, and very soon all applications for
such dangerous documents ceased.

In the meantime, great events were beginning to appear on

the canvass of the future. Texas had waded through a bloody
trial to independence, but not to peace. The government of
Mexico persistently refused to acknowledge the separate exist-
ence of her revolted province; and for nine years a, ferocious
war raged on the confines of the two countries. The Texans
who fell into their hands, were either shot immediately, or
compelled' to labor in chain-gangs on the public works. The
constant incursions of marauding bands. made settlements for
agricultural purposes impossible to the westward of the Gua-
dalupe, and the whole of that, desirable country was a desert.
Ier growth thus checked -her population restricted -her

resources incapable of development -harassed by an intermi-
nable war, petty in its immediate results, overwhelming in the
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immense debt it was daily accumulating, Texas turned her
eyes to the mother country for relief. The election of James

K. Polk as President of the United States, settled the question

of annexation ; and on the first of March, 1845, Congress
passed the joint resolution by which Texas became an integral

part of the American Union. In the month of August of the
same year, General Taylor encamped an army of four thousand,
men at Corpus Christi. Here, before the declaration of war,

he was joined by Mustang Gray and his Rangers. The cam-
paign of 1846, which added so bright a lustre to the name of
Zachary Taylor, is too familiar to the American reader to be

dwelt on here. Throughout all the operations of. that memo-
rable year, Mustang Gray was an actor of no mean distinction.

As Captain of a company familiar with the country -habitu-

ated to hardship, and careless of odds or danger, his services
were often put in requisition, and his duties always discharged
with unsurpassed zeal and energy. He was now in his proper
element. The more dangerous the service, the better it suited
his own temper, and the temper of his men. But his old ha.
tred of the Mexicans clung to him, and sometimes ledhim to
the commission of acts little in accordance with the merciful
disposition of his Commander. He could not learn to forget
the bloody feuds of, years. The broken treaties, the treache-
ries, the house-burnings, and the massacres, with which h
was familiar, still haunted his memory; and he could not real
ize the altered circumstances that gave to the war a more
humane, and less revolting, character They were his old ene-
mies. For eleven years he had never known them to exhibit
a touch of mercy; and the long habit of retaliation was too
firmly fixed to be easily shaken off. Not long after the battle
of Buena Vista, he was ordered to escort a number of prisoners
from Monterey to Camargo. The prisoners never reached
their destination. It was reported that they had escaped.
The "Mustangers " (as Gray's company were called) had

established a reputation that threw many doubts on the truth

of the story. The General himself utterly disbelieved it ; but,
finding, after diligent inquiry, no proof to the contrary, he was

compelled.to accept it as true. However, he resolved to trust

them with no more prisoners; and soon afterwards ordered

them to Camargo, to reinforce the garrison at that place.

'About this time, it was understood in the army that the
War Department at Washington had determined upon a
double invasion. 'General Scott was to move from Vera Cruz
along the National Road upon the capital of Mexico, while

General Taylor directed his columns to the same point from
Saltillo, by San Luis Potosi. New regiments were constantly
arriving upon the Rio Grande. To render them as effective
as possible, a camp of discipline and instruction was established
near Mier, twenty-five miles from Camargo. The town of Mier
is celebrated for the number and beauty of its women. Almost
every night it was enlivened byfandangos, where chivalry paid
its universal homage to the gentler sex, and where the loveliest
of the mingled blood of the Spaniard and the Aztec learned to
forget, in the voluptuous contact of the mazy dance, that the
strong arms which held them, and the pleading tones which
charmed their willing ears, belonged to their country's foes.
Sometimes the dance was in crowded halls - more frequently
in the open air, in some garden, where a large circle was

formed, surrounded by posts at regular intervals, to which were

suspended lamps of various shapes land colors, blue, yellow,
green, carnation, crimson, white.:-all that the painter's catalogue

could supply and over the whole the amorous moon poured
its love-inspiring beams. -But whether in garden or in hall--

in the deep shadow of tropical trees and shrubs, or under the
flashing light of a hundred lamps, Ameri tn uniforms glittered
by the side of the fairest and sweetest, and American vows
were blushingly welcomed, despite the Saxon's harsh pronun.
ciation of the soft language of Castil .
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Alas ! how many of the gallanit spirits who mingled in those
joyous scenes, are now no nore! Of the senior officers,
General Hoppin, Colonels Belknap, Temple, Echols, and Tib-
bats are gone - cut off in the full flush of manly strength, and
the full- tide of patriotic usefulness. But two remain, Colonel,
Hays, of the Rangers, and Colonel Gorman, of the Indiana
Volunteers. Among their juniors, the mortality has been pra
portionably great. Disease and the sword cut a wide pathway
through their ranks. Is there one of their surviving comrades
who will not pause to drop a tear over the graves of as noble
and true-hearted a band as ever drew the sword in tLhir coun-/

try's cause ?
Mustang Gray was-stationed at Camargo. Often, after the

sun went down, he would mount is horse, and, before ten
o'clock, his active figure woulQ be the most conspicuous among
the dancers at Mier. One, two, three o'clock--as long as the
most determined devotees of pleasure would remain, they were
sure of the Ranger's company. The same morning, he would
be back at his post. It was no uncommon achievement for
him to ride fifty miles, and dance five hours, between sun and
sun. Seemingly among the gayest of those who thronged the
festive scene, no one, unacquainted with his history, could have
believed that a shadow had ever rested upon his soul. The
smiling features and the ringing laugh betrayed no sign of the
agony he had endured. The cheerful voice, the ready jest,
and the pleasant story, spread an impenetrable veil over ruined

hopes and blasted aspirations. His sorrows were his own
He sought no sympathy -told no tales of wretchedness--
uttered no complaints. Inez alone had dragged the secret from
him, and Inez guarded it as carefully as himself. Thus, to
the tortures cf memory was added the scarcely more endurable
burden of ceasnless anxiety to hide what his proud and sensi
tive spirit could not brook to reveal, Who can blame him if
he sought forgetfulnesE t verywhere - delirium at the gaming

table, and in the bowl? At least, before we anticipate the fiat
of his Maker, and pass sentence upon his misdeeds, let us turn

to the 13th chapter .of Paul's Epistle to the Corinthians, and

impress upon our memories the estimation in which Charity
was held by the great Apostle.

The period for which Gray had entered the service was

about to expire, and the Department having by this time de-

termined to suspend operations on the line of the Rio Grande,
no new volunteers could be received. About the same tine,
the camp of instruction at Mier was broken up. The 16th

Infantry was ordered to Monterey; the 10th, to Matamoras;

the 13th, the Rangers, and the Indiaena volunteers, to Vera

Cruz, to reinforce General Scott, then occupying Puebla, and
preparing to descend into the Valley of Mexico.

Unfit for.peace-incapable of inaction while a battle was yet

to be fought, Mustang Gray determined to unite himself.as a

private volunteer to some company bound for the seat of war.

With this, object in view, he descended to Matamoras, there
to await an opportunity of carrying it into effect. In that

city of dogs, mud, vermin, grease, and "all uncleanness," the

terrible vomito was raging. In reckless disregard of the pes-
tilence, Gray exposed himself alike to thelurning sun at noon-

day and the poisonous malaria at night. For weeks his iron

constitution withstood the fearful trial. At length the bolt
fell, and stretched him on a fevered bed, while the eldest of

the Fates, the dreaded Atropos, sat by, in her garments of
black, ready to cut the thread of his troubled and chequered
existence. Rough- but kind nurses were around his couch.

All that medical science could do was tried. On the third day

his mind wandered, and then the 'pent-up feelings of years
broke forth. He lived over again the, days "of his youth.
Again he reclined beneath the tall pines, and murmured his

tale of love to the voiceless stars. Once more he stood by the
Cape Fear, pleading' for the privilege to hope that at some
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distant day kinder words and brighter smiles would welcome
his suit. Now the fires of jealousy were raging in his bosom
and the bloody revenge occupied his thoughts. The midnight

flight--the weary journey--the long, long night of agony and
crime that followed. All that the rack could never heve
wrung from his quivering frame, was revealed in his delirium,
to astonished hearers, who now, for the first time, found a clue
to the dark labyrinth of his life.

In anticipation of death in the coming campaign, he had
sent for John Allison, in order to settle the property his waste-
ful habits had left him, upon Inez Montero. His early friend,
accompanied by Inez, arrived while the delirium was at its
height. At once the lovely woman took the place of the rude

soldiers who had hitherto watched by the side of their former
leader. For two days she would take 'no sustenance but a

little wine and water. At last she was gladdened by observ-
ing that he had fallen into a deep sleep, from which her hopes
augured that a change for the better had taken place. The
hot sun of the pestilence had travelled to another hemisphere

when he awoke, and the cool breezes of the Gulf were steal-

ing through the lattice-work of the verandah. The hour of

madness was passed.
" Ah! Inez," he said, "are you here ? I have been dream-

ing of you, sweet one, and I thought you far away. Kiss me;
it will cool these parching lips. Come nearer, John," he con-
tinued. " I have but few minutes to live. I leave HER in
your charge. See that all I have is secured to her."

"Be easy, Mabry. Whether I live or die, she shall be pro-
vided for."'

"I shall want nothing," sobbed Inez, leaning her head on
the sick man's breast.

There was silence in the death-chamber -a silence whose

mute stillness to the senses was yet a volume of mournful elo-
quence to the soul. It was broken by Mabry Gray. On the

verge of eternity the cherished dream of the patriot soldier
found its last utterance:

"It is not hard to die, John ; and I should be more than
content to go, if this close room was a battle-field, and the blood
that the fever has dried up in .these withered veins had been
poured upon a plain of victory, where'the shouts of conquer-
ing freemen sung the requiem of the brave."

He spoke no more. A low gasp was succeeded by, a slight
shiver. Inez raised her head from his breast, to look into his
face. One glance was sufficient. Nearer and nearer she nes-
tied to the lifeless form, Closer and closer her arms were
twined around it. John Allison' approached to remove her
from the corpse. She heeded him not.. He attempted to
unclasp her arms. They were cold as the body around which
they were locked. Her heart had broken. Their mortal
bodies were linked in the embrace of death - their immortal
souls had together ascended to the Judgment-Bar, to hear the
verdict of eternity.

John Allison discovered around the body of Mabry Gray a
broad leathern belt. In one side a miniature likeness of his
mother was carefully secured -in the other a small volume
of Young's "Night Thoughts," on the title-page of which the-
name of Julia Allison was written. It was the volume she
held in her hand at their last meeting on the Cape Fear.
Turning over the pages, an old letter fell from between its
leaves. It was dated about a month after the death of Robert
Taliafero, and was addressedto William Allison.

"At your request," it read, "I have made additional in-
quiries in relation to Mr. Taliafero. He was married as I
wrote to Mabry Gray, but. at the. date of that letter his wife
had been dead for three months or more. I have reproached
myself bitterly for the hasty lines that I fear led to his death)
and blasted the prospects of one who is as dear to me as a so.
In all other respects, Mr. Taliafero was even worse than ,
represented him. ' J OHN BRANTLY."
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On the back of this letter, in the well-known hand of Mabry
Gray, two words were written. They were, "Too late." What
a history of woe did those seven letters reveal ! For years he.
had clung to the belief that the first blood which stained his
hands, and the cause of all he had since shed, was a righteous
retribution for a fiendish deed. Now the shadows of doubt

and uncertainty were cast upon the only consoling reflection
that brightened the track of by-gone years. Robert Taliaferc
might have been in search of the proofs of his freedom. He
might have intended to repair the wrong he had done. If his
journey had not been so fatally interrupted, he might have
returned and rescued the erring girl from the torturing fears
of conscious guilt. What tempests must have shaken the
strong man, when these thoughts flashed over him, and all the
possible consequences of his headlong passion were manifest
How deep, how intense, must have been his broken-hearted
wretchedness, when his trembling hand traced the despairing
words "Too LATE !"

Mabry Gray and Inez Montero. are sleeping in the same
grave. In the month of September 1847, a light wagon'
crossed the Rio Grande. A long wooden box was all its load,
and by its side rode scarred and weather-beaten men, who had
followed the senseless ashes it contained through many a
bloody day. Slowly, silently, and sadly, they wended their
way to the silver San .Antonio. On the banks of that ro-
mantic stream, just where the woods and the Prairie meet,
there is a low mound of earth, with a solitary wild rose at its
foot, and a spreading Live Oak at the head. Beneath that
turf moulder the bones of the bravest soldier, and the love.

liest woman, that wrong and sorrow ever maddened into crime.
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A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON BUSINESS;
OR, HOW TO GET, SAVE, SPEND,! GIVE, LEND,

AND BEQUEATH MONgY
WITH AN INQUIRY INTO THlE CfANCES OF SUCCESS AND CAUSES

OF FAILURE IN BUSINESS.

BY EDWIN T. FREEDLY.
Also, Prize Essays, Statistics, Miscellanies, and numerous private letters'

from successful and distinguished business men'

12mo., cloth. Price One Dollar.
The object of this treatise is fourfold. First, the elevation of the business character,

and to define clearly the limits within which it is not only proper but obligatory to get
money. Secondly, to lay down the principles which must be observed to insure suc-cess, and what most be avoided to escape failure. Thirdly, to give the mode of ma-nagement in certain prominent pursuits ado p ted by the most successful, from which
men in all kinds of business may derive profitable hints. Fourthly, to afford a workoteolid interest to those who read without expectation of pecuniary benefit.

TRUTHS ILLUSTRATED by GREAT AUTHORS.
A DICTIONARY OP OVER FOUR THOUSAND AIDS TO REFLECTION

-QUOTATIONS OF MAXIMS, METAPHORS, COUNSELS,
CAUTIONS, APHORISMS, PROVERBS, &c. &c.x

IN PROSE AND VERSE;

COMPILED FROM SHAKSPEARE, AND OTHER GREAT WRITERS, FROM
THE EARLIEST AGES TO THE PRESENT TIME.

A new edition, with American additions and revisions.

ONE VOLUME, CROWN OCTAVO, VARIOUS BINDINGS.

OR, +
WANDERINGS OF AN AMERICAN IN GT. BRITAIN,

IN 1851 AND '52.

B Y B BENJAMIN MORAN-
This volume embodies the observations of the author, made during eight months'

wanderings, as a correspondent for American Journals; and as he travelled mnch
on foot, differs essentially from those on the same countries, by other writers. The
habits, manners, customs, and condition of the people have been carefully noted, andhis views of them are given in clear, bold language.- His remarks take a wide range,
anti as he visited every county in England but three, there will be much, in the workea apvel and instructive a character.

One vol. 12mo. Price $1' 25.

J. . LIPPINCOTT & CO.'S PUBLICATIONS. 27

IALES OF THE SOUTHERN BORDER,
BY C. W. WEBBER,

ONE VOLUME OCTAVO, HANDSOMELY ILLUSTRATED.

The Hunter Naturalist, a Romance of Sporting;
OR, WILD SCENES AND WILD HUNTERS,

BY C. W. WEBBER,
Author of "Shot m the Eye," "Old Hic1s the Guide," "Gold Mines of the Gila,"&o.

ONE VOLUME, ROYAL OCTAVO.

ILLUSTRATED WITH FORTY BEAUTIFUL ENGRAVINGS,
FROM ORIGINAL DRAWINGS, MANY OF WHICH ARE COLORED.

Price, Five Dollars.

NIGHTS IN A BLOCK-HO USE;
OR, SKETCHES OF BORDER LIFE,

Embracing Idventures among the Indians, Feats of the Wild Hunters, and Exploit
of Boone, Brady, Kenton, Whetzel, Fleehart, and other Border Heroes of the West

BY HENRY o. WATSON;
Author of "Camp-Fires of the Revolution,"

WITH N UM E.ROUS ILLUSTRATIONS.
One volume, 8vo. Price, $2 00.

HAMILTON, THE YOUNG -ARTIST.
BY AUGUSTA BROWNE.

WITH AN ESSAY ON SCULPTURE AND PAINTING, BY H,.C. BROWNE.
1 vol. 18mo. Price, 37 1-2 cents.

SIMON KENTON: OR, THE SCOUT'S REVENGE.
AN HISTORICAL ROMANCE.

BY JAMES WEIR.

Illustrated, cloth, 75 cents. Paper, 50 cents.,

THE SONS OF THE SI R.ES:
A HISTORY OF THE RISE, PROGRESS AND DESTINY

OF THE
AME-RICAN PARTY',,

With a Review of the Letter of the Hon. Henry A. Wise against the Know-Nothings
BY AN AMERICAN.

In one volume, 12mo. Price, 75 cents,
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A NEW AND COMPLETE
GAZETTEER OF THE UNITED STATES.

It will furnish the fullest and most r cent information respecting the GeographyStatistics, and present state of improvement, of every par of thisgreat Republic, particularly oft'
TEXAS, CALIFORNIA, OREGON, NEW MEXICO,&c. The work will be issued as soon as the complete official returns of the presentCensus are received.

iHE AMERICAN HANDBOOK OF ORNAMENTAL TREES.
BY THOMAS MEHAN, GARDENER.

In one volume, 18mo. Price, Seventy-five cents.

THE ADVENTURES OF HAJJI BABA,
IN TURKEY, PERSIA AND RUSSIA. 75 cents.

'iI~iTrx1  f fr rm n
OF UTAH,

THEIR DOMESTIC POLITY AND THEOLOGY,
BY 3. W. GUNNISON,

U. S. CORPS TOPOGRAPHICAL ENGINEERS.
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS, IN ONE VOLUME DEMI-OCTAVO.

REPORT OF A GEOLOGICAL SURVEY OF WISCONSIN,
IOWA, AND MINNESOTA,

AND INCIDENTALLY OF A PORTION OF NEBRASKA TERRITORY,.
MADE UNDER INSTRUCTIONS FROM THE U. S. TREASURY DEPARTM'T

BY DAVID DALE OWIN,
United States' Geologist.

WITH OVER 150 ILLUSTRATIONS ON STEEL AND WOOD.
TWO VOLUMES, QUARTO. PRICE $10 00.

MERCHANTS' MEMORANDUM BOOK,
WITH LISTS OF ALL GOODS PURCHASED BY COUNTRY MERCIIANTS, An"

One volume, l8mo. Leathe. cover. Price, 50 ceras.

s0 J. B, LIPPINCOTT , CO,'S PUBLICATIONS.

FROST'S JUVENILE SERIES.
TWELVE VOLUMES, 16mo., WITH FIVE HUNDRED ENGRAVINGS,

WALTER O'NEILL, OR THE PLEASURE OF DOING GOOD.
25 Engravings.

JUNKER. SCHO'TT, and other Stories. 6 Engravings.
THEL ADY OF THE LURLEI,-and other Stories. 12 Engravings.
ELLEN'S BIRTHDAY, and other Stories. 20 Engravings.
HERMAN, and other Stories. 9 Engravings.
KING TREGEWALL'S DAUGHTER, and other Stories. 16 Engr's.
THE DROWNED BOY, and other Stories. 6 Engravings.
THE PICTORIAL RHYME-BOOK. 122 Engravings.
THE PICTORIAL NURSERY BOOK. 117 Engravings.
THE GOOD CHILD'S REWARD. 115 Engravings.
ALPHABET:OF QUADRUPEDS. 26 Engravings.
ALPHABET OF BIRDS. 26 Engravings.

PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS EACH.
The above popular and attractive series of New Juveniles for the Young, aen

sol together or separately,

BY THE

AUTHORESS OF " CLARA CAMERON; OR, THE BELLE OF THE SEASON.'
In two volumes, duodecimo. 41 50

STANSBURY'S
EXPEDITION TOTHEOREAT SALT LAKE.

AN EXPLORATION
OF THE VALLEY OF THE GREAT SALT LAKE

OF UTAH,
CONTAININGG ITS~GEOGRAPHY, NATURAL HISTORY, MINERAL

GICAL RESOURCES, ANALYSIS OF ITS WATERS, AND
AN AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT OF

THE MORMON SETTLEMENT.
Alan, A Reconnoissance of a New Route through the Rocky Mountains

with Seventy Beautiful Illustrations, from Drawings taken on the
spot, and two large and accurate Maps of that region.

BY HOWARD STANSBURY,
Captain Topographical Engineers. 2 vols. royal octave. Pribe $5 00
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A RTH U LR's t

IIr g- r v
BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED,

1. WHO IS GREATEST? and other Stories
N.WHO ARE HAPPIESTand other Stories.

" THE POOR WOOD-CUTTER, and other Stories.4. MAGGy'- BABY, and other Stories.
6. MR. HAVEN T-G-OTTE AND MR. DON'T 'HURRY.. BE-IN-A.
6. THE PEACEMAKERS
7. UNCLE BEN'S NEW..YEAR'S GIFT, and otherSois8. TUE WOUNDED BOY, and other Stories.
9.' THE LOST CHILDREN, and other Stories.10. OUR HARRY, and other Poems and Stories.U11. THE LAST PENNY, and other Stories.

12. PIERRE, THE ORGAN BOY, and other Stories.
EACH VOLUME IS ILLUSTRATED WITH

ENGRAVINGS FROM ORIGINAL DESIGNS BY CROOME,
And are sold together or separately.

LIBRARY EDITION OF SHAKSPEARF
(LARGE TYPE.)

THE DRAMATIC WORKS OF WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE,
WITH A LIFE OF THE POET,_

AND NOTES ORIGINAL AND SELECTED, TOGETHER WITH
A COPIOUS GLOSSARY.

4 VOLUMES OCTAVO. WITH ILLUSTRATIONS.

STYLES OF BINDING:
Cloth, extra. ......................................... $6 00Library style. '" - -00
Half-Turkey .''o.r"o""cco.-..700 .Haf- ...........".t........... r...... .t.s. ..... 9 00Half-calf and Turkey, antique style........ "..........2 00Full calf and Turkey, antique style........'............1 00

f

V

SRJIMSH A W'S
ladies' Lexicon and Parlour Companion:

CONTAINING

NEARLY EVERY WORD IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE,
AND EXHIBITING THE PLURALS OF NOUNS AND THE PARTICIPLES

OF VERBS,
BY WILLIAM GRIMSHAW, ESQ.

One volume, 18mo. Price 50 ets.

THE C.OL U M BIA N ORATOR,
CONTAINING

A VARIETY OF ORIGINAL AND SELECTED PIECES.
TOGETHER WITH

RULES CALCULATED TO IMPROVE YOUTH AND OTHERS IN THE

ORNAMENTAL AND USEFUL ART OF ELOQUENCE.

BY CALEB BINGH AM, A.M.,
Author of "The American Preceptor."

A NEW AND REVISED EDITION.

One vol.l2mo. - Price 50 cents.

A POPULAR NOVEL.

LYNDErWEISS, AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY.
BY GEO. H. THROOP,

Author of "Nag's Head," " Bertie," &c. &c.

PRICE, PAPER, FIFTY CENTS. CLOTH, SEVENTY-FIVE CENTS.

PERSONAL MEMOIRS of DANIEL WEBSTER.
OCTAVO, STITCHED. PRICE 15 CENTS.

HEMANS' POETICAL WORKS.
COMPLETE IN ONE VOLUME, 12MO.

X'RICE, CLOTH, 75 CENTS. EXTRA GILT EDGES, $1 25.

i. 8o LIPPINCOTT & CO.'S PUBLICATIONS.
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J. B. LIPPINCOTT & CO.'S PUBUCATIONS.

LIPPINCOT T'S
PRONOTNCING

GAZEfTER OI THE WORLD
OR,

GEOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY,
Comprising nearly 2200 Pages, lycluding a greater amount of mat

ter than any other single volume in theuEngtish Language ; giving a
description of nearly One Hundred, Thousand Places, with

the correct Pronunciation of their Names, being
above 20,000 more Geographical noticess than-arp

found in any other Gazetteer odf the World.

EDITED BY .. THOMAS, .D., and T. BALDWIN,
Assisted by several other Gentlemen.

TESTIMONIALS.
From the Hion. Edward Everett.

This work has been evidently prepared with great labor, and as far as I can Judge
from the best materials and sources of information. . . . The principles adopted
in ascertaining the pronunciation of proper names (as stated in the Introduction)
appear to me correct. This is a matter attended with some difficulty and uncer-
tainty. but it is treated with great ability. and in a very satisfactory manner, in your
Introduction. I have no doubt your Gazetteer will be found an extremely useful
work, well calculated to supply a want which must have been severely felt by alnvst
every class of readers."

From J. E. Worcester, L.L.D., Author of Worcester's Critical Dictionary.
"Having made some examination of 'Lippincott's Pronouncing Gazetteer,' more

particularly in relation to Pronunciation, I take pleasure in expressing a concurrence,
generally, in what is said by the Hon. Edward Everett, of the value and excellence
of the work. The difficult subject of the pronunciation of geographical names ap-
pears to me to have been attended to with great care, good taste, and sound judg-
ment; an4 this feature of the Gazetteer must add greatly to its value."

From the Hon. Robert C. Winthrop.
"I know of no'Gazetteer so complete and comprehensive. . . , I entirely con-eur with 7 - Everett in the opinion lie has pronounced of the work, and sin merely

hope that . may receive an amount of public patronage in some degree commenuo-
rate with te magnitude and costliness of the undertaking."

From Washington rving.
y concur with the opinions given by Mr. Everett and Mr. Winthrop of its

merit , and with their wishes for its wide circulation."
}rom Prof. C. A. Goodrich, of Yale (lolege, Editor of 'Revised Edition' of Web.

.ter's 'Metonary.
"Your Pronouncine Gazettper of the 'orld appears, from the examination I have
ven it, to be a work of imniense labor, , ry wisely directed. I consider it as of great

importance to Teachers."
I'orm th Hn. Georgwe Banroft.

Tormea a very bih .,pimiin of the merits of your Complete Pronouneng
+specially for its comprehensiveness,comnpictness, and general accuracy.

ae success which you so richly deserve."
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