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| ernadora? Rur

them some little gifts, you must be
kind, cordial to them."

“I must?’”” She was trembling.

“You must. Those are my or.
ders. The orders of the Governor
of the Californias, eh, my little Gob-
1 along to bed.” He
beckoned to Angustias who left her

ip reluctantly.

BOSSI] A
Eulalia bit her lips to control their
trembling and strained her eyes to
eep back a rush of tears.

*‘Oh, oh! How could he . . how

dare he . ., ., Dios mio , . .” A
iusea gripped her. The low-ceiled
room, close with smoke and tobacco

She managed a graceful bow, and
in her

1 himself another cup of

1 ne roared, ‘you
= E e the best wine [
r i it, clear, spar-
g, ru red! ! warms
r Mex 1
He raised his glass. *“To
2 of California! And to Cali-
ia &
a! V ! Vival™
nt, my brothers, before
d . " All turned toward
r. It was the newly ar-
I ar
s ia say
g you, as a
I se a toast,
| a toast to Cali
& E s ner
I q 4 s brother
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ird of Importance to Scots,

cording to an Authority in London

. Sherid
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Indians Suspicious of Books.
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