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The priests at M iss ion C arm elo  
were shocked and h o rr if ie d  when La 
Gobernadora was d e live red  to them , 
no longer h y s te r ic a lly  scream ing  
is  when she le ft the p res id io , bu t 
cold and icy, s itt in g  re g a lly  before 
the bew ildered so ld ie r on his horse.
If she had been as the G overnor 
had last seen her. good F ra y  F e r­
mín would have feared he r less, and 
thrown her to the tender m erc ies of 
the m atron  of the m o n je ra  fo r d is c i­
pline.

But th is cold haugh ty  queen, who 
held her head so high and co m p o rt­
ed herse lf like  a p riso n e r of state 
was someone to be fea red .

So they put her q u ie tly  in to  the 
m on je ra , w hich Jun ípero  Serra had 
long ago called a dove-cote . . . 
and there, through the long sp ring  
days, she lived w ith  the In d ia n  g ir ls , 
under the chaperonage o f the an­
cient Dona M aria . Dona M a ria  took 
a ce rta in  g r im  p leasure in  w a tch ing  
over the proud G obernadora, and 
though she d id  not exceed her du ­
ties in regard  to her, she d id  not 
neglect any d isc ip lin e  w h ich  she 
considered necessary. E u la lia  wove 
and sewed, sang psa lm s and prayed, 
ou tw ard ly  as qu ie t as the stup idest 
Ind ian g ir l.

But when she lay  at n ig h t on the 
pa lle t they had m ade fo r her on 
the floor, w ith  a ba rre d  w indow  h igh 
above her head, she w ould  c ra m  the 
coarse sheet in to her m outh  to keep 
from  scream ing. She bo iled  and 
seethed w ith  rage, despa ir, outrage. 
Sometimes i t  w a s -d ire c te d  against 
the G overnor, then i t  tu rned  m ost 
b it te r ly  against herse lf.

“ F oo ll F o o l!”  she m u tte red  to 
herself. “ S illy  foo l, to  a llow  th is to 
happen to n ie l A i, D ios! M adre de 
D io s !”

There was one ru le  she refused 
to obey. And th a t was to a ttend 
the masses at the church. When 
tliis  duty was urged upon her, she 
was silent, bu t d rew  her brow s to ­
gether dangerously. Then the 
priests and the m a tro n  were glad 
to leave her alone.

One day the F ra y  Presidente 
called fo r her. and Dona M a ria  es­
corted her to h is qua rte rs . She 
stood u n com prom is ing ly  s t if f  before 
h im , but he m otioned he r to a cha ir.

“ Be seated. Señora la G oberna­
d o ra ."  he m u rm ured .

E u la lia  sm iled at the tit le . In the 
m on je ra  she had been s im p ly  Dona 
E u la lia .

The fa the r leaned back and looked 
at her cu rious ly .

“ I have been s tudy ing  you since 
you have been here, m y d a ugh te r,’ 
he said, “ and 1 m u s t say th a t I 
have found your conduct m ost ex­
e m p la ry ."

E u la lia  Inc lined  her head.
l ie  continued. “ You have been

docile, obedient, s ilen t a m id  a d is c i­
p line tha t m ust have been a severe 
pun ishm ent to you. And 1 should 
say tha t you have been ve ry  brave. 
Now. 1 do not know w ha t the p r i­
vate d iff icu ltie s  ure between you 
and his E xce llency. 1 have heard, 
of course, of the events tha t led to 
your being b rough t here Not o ff i­
c ia lly . fo r his E xce llency  d id  not 
com m unicate  them  to  me. B u t 1 
ran  not help fee ling  tha t there is 
some grave m isunde rs tan d ing  be- . 
tween you tha t caused you to . . .  I 
to do as you d id

E u la lia  leaned tow ard  h im , her 
hands g rip p in g  the a rm s of the
cha ir. . . . . .

"A t. Padre m io ,”  she breathed.
“ If you only knew  . . . ”

But the p ries t s ilenced her.
“ I was going to say th a t 1 am

sure the fa u lt does not lie  w ith  you. 
Whatever i t  is F o r you have be­
haved under th is  pun ishm en t only 
as one who suffers u n ju s tly , and ts 
Innocent o f w rongdo ing  "

E u la lia  leaned back and stared 
a t h im  b rea th less ly .

“ As your s p ir itu a l fa th e r. I te ll
▼ou th is And as the s p ir itu a l fa ­
the r of his E xce llency , Don Pedro. 
I m ust speak to  h im  as I have 
gpe* -n  to vou "

“Ah. ool” she c rie d  suddenly

Then at the surprised expression on 
the p ries t’ s face, she contro lled he r­
self hastily .

“ You th ink, then,”  she said h a lt­
ing ly , " th a t perhaps Don Pedro s
conduct is . . • "  m

“ E x tra o rd in a ry , to say the least.
E u la lia  sm iled a secret sm ile of 

trium ph.
She rose.
" Is  tha t all, Father?”  she asked 

m eekly.
"T h a t is all, fo r the present. But 

I  am going to ask you one th ing. 
Come to the ea rly  mass Sunday.”

“ V ery  w e ll.”
When, on the next Sunday, she 

entered the church w ith  the Ind ian 
women she was trem b ling  nervous­
ly. No com fortable cha ir was placed 
fo r her, as when she had been there 
before, and she needs m ust stand on 
the cold d ir t  floor, and kneel upon 
it, w ithou t any cushion. W ith her 
head wrapped in a coarse b lack re- 
bozo, her face shone out, white and 
draw n w ith  the s tra in  of her in ­
carceration. Dona M aria  looked at 
her and compressed her lips.

“ I am a fra id  fo r tha t one.”  she 
thought to herself. “ She looks i l l . ’

W ith  shaking knees and voice, Eu­
la lia  fo llowed the service. Her 
thoughts flew back to the firs t tim e  
she had taken pa rt in the services 
in the church of M ission San Car-

His flower, his E u la lia ! Why, i t  was 
because she was such a sp irited , 
fie ry lit t le  th ing tha t he had fa llen 
in  love w ith  her and m a rrie d  her. 
And a fte r he had m a rried  her, he 
had spoiled her, and been away 
from  her too long; was her fiery 
s p ir it broken a fter these two long 
months in the m onjera to which he 
had sentenced her?

He sent a messenger to her to 
te ll her to come to h im  as soon as 
she was able.

F o r he could not trus t h im se lf to 
go to her.

And E u la lia , in the austere m on­
je ra , wept.

Suddenly, to her, nothing seemed 
so desirable as to be in her hus­
band’s arms, wherever he m igh t go, 
whatever he m igh t be.

II«- Lifted Her In Ills Arms.

los, and Junípero Serra . . . She 
bent her head.

There at her feet, actua lly  be­
neath her where she stood, lay his 
bones.

Junípero Serra, Junípero Serra! 
She nearly screamed the words 
aloud. Through the wood of his 
rough coffin, through the d ir t  that 
covered h im . his eyes seemed to 
stare at her reproach fu lly , blazing 
at her from  fleshless sockets . . . 
The strengh of pride and w ill that 
had kept her suffering nerves in 
leash these two long months de­
serted her. and weeping h ys te rica l­
ly. she collapsed on Junípero Ser­
ra ’ s tomb.

When the Governor reached the 
presidio, alm ost the firs t report he 
had was from  Angustias who told 
h im  accusingly tha t La Goberna 
dora, im prisoned in the m onjera  at 
Carm el, had been very i l l .  bu t was 
now better.

“ No w onder." snorted the old 
woman. “ W ith no decent food or 
clothes. 1 went over to C arm el sev­
e ra l tim es to brush her ha ir, and 
that old beldame. M ana, w ouldn ’ t 
let me!”

I t  was his firs t Impulse to run 
to her sw iftly . Suddenly, m ore than 
anyth ing in the w orld, he wished to 
hold her in  bis arms, to com fort 
her as though she were a little girl

CHAPTER X X V III

W aiting restlessly fo r E u la lia  to 
come to h im , Don Pedro rode out 
to his v ineyard  in the b righ t spring 
m orning. He le ft his horse and 
walked alone among the green 
vines. Tenderly he looked at them, 
adm iring  the ir robust growth, touch­
ing a tend ril here, s trok ing a glossy 
leaf there. He kne lt down on the 
earth beside a young vine and 
picked a b it of soil up in  his fin ­
gers, as was his habit.

Over h im  the sky was unusually 
blue fo r this coastal region, and 
the sun was high and hot. A lit t le  
in the distance he could see his 
orchard, some of the trees in early  
green, some s till rosy w ith  blos­
soms. And where the land was not 
cu ltiva ted i t  bloomed w ith  w ild -flow ­
ers.

“ C a lifo rn ia !”  he breathed. “ She 
has given herself to me like  a wom ­
an. G ive her sm iles and her tears 
and fru its  of her body. I  shall not 
leave such a fru it fu l m is tress.”

A single horse and r id e r came 
rap id ly  tow ard the vineyard. I t  was 
E u la lia .

Pedro Fages rose to his feet and 
looked about him .

“ The vines are young,”  he m u r­
m ured. “ Next spring they w il l  be 
young again. Ten springs . . .  a 
score of springs, and they w ill s t il l 
be young. But E u la lia  . . • He 
watched, alm ost in fear, as she 
slipped lith e ly  from  her horse and 
came tow ard him , at firs t slow ly, 
then as she caught s ight of h im  
when he stood uprigh t, in a l it t le  
run, holding up her sk irts , laughing 
like  a g ir l, shading her eyes w ith  
her hand.

“ But Eu la lia  is young n o w !" he 
cried  to h im self. “ Ten springs, a 
score of springs . . . and then . . . 
N O !"  Suddenly he brushed the soil 
of C a lifo rn ia  from  his fingers and 
sprang toward her. D im ly  he no­
ticed that her feet crushed the young 
vines as she ran.

"P ed ro ! My P ed ro !" She sank at 
his feet in the d ir t, laughing, weep­
ing. “ Pedro, oh. m y P ed ro !”

He lifted  her in his arm s, then 
put her on her feet, and kne lt be­
fore her. swinging off his sombrero. 
He clasped her knees, looking up 
into her face. “ E u la lia , m y dear, 
m y flower . . . you are beautifu l, 
and pale. You have suffered . . . "  
He kissed her lit t le  shoe, and no­
ticed the pungency of the vines she 
had crushed.

She pulled h im  up righ t to her. 
and took his face between her 
hands. ’ ’Pedro, m y great bear, you 
are so brave, so strong . . .  to
crue l to me . . . "

“ I am a great fo o l!”  He groaned, 
s tra in ing her to him . “ E u la lia . I 
have something to te ll you. I am 
resigning as Governor of the Cali- 

' forn ias, and . .
“ A nd?" she exclaim ed, flushing 

suddenly, rad ian tly , “ and we are 
going away fro m  here . . . back 
to M exico . . . Spain?"

Over her head he looked at the 
h ills , the sky, the d istant m ountains, 
the sea. the orchards, the beloved 
vineyard. Tears filled his eyes and 
b lu rred  the scene.

••Yea . • . away Irons here, ’ he

CHAPTER XXIX

T riu m p h a n tly  E u la lia  sailed on 
the firs t ship tha t put out fro m  M on­
terey, w ith  the two ch ild ren  and 
Angustias. F ro m  the shore Pedro 
Fages w atched the ship as fa r  as 
he could see it, then turned and 
rode m ad ly  to the M ission Carm elo. 
He went in to  the l i t t le  church, and 
kneeling by the tom b of Junípero 
Serra ta lked w ith  his old friend.

I t  would be a year before his suc­
cessor would a rrive . And the tim e 
was a ll too short in  w hich to say his 
fa rew e lls  to the land he had loved 
so fa ith fu lly , so he had hastened 
firs t to the old m iss ionary.

He spent the year p u tting  his a f­
fa irs  in order, tending, w ith  an ach­
ing heart, his trees and vines.

And at the end of the year his 
successor came. On board the old 
San Carlos a rr ive d  his old friend  
Capitan Romeu, who had persuaded 
E u la lia  so long ago to come to C al­
ifo rn ia .

A few days la te r the San Carlos 
was due to sail. On tha t same day 
the great Spanish exp lo re r Malas- 
pina put the fr ig a te  D escubierto into 
the ha rbor of M onterey. Those on 
shore watched her launch a long­
boat among the fr is k in g  whales.

When the long-boat landed there w a i 
a bundle w rapped in  sa il cloth.

•‘A dead sa ilo r,”  said the captain. 
“ We wish to bu ry  h im  ashore.

So he was buried. Pedro Fages 
and the new G overnor of the C a li­
fo rn ias paused by his grave on th e ir  
way to the beach fro m  where Don 
Pedro was to be rowed to the San 
Carlos. They exam ined the slab of 
oakwood tha t bore h is epitaph.

“ John Graham , a seaman, Born 
in  Boston. Massachusetts . . . ”

“ Our f irs t A m e rica n ," m u rm ured  
Romeu.

Pedro Fages looked east across 
the mountains. In  his m ind  s eye 
he saw higher ranges of m ountains, 
deserts, p ra iries , r iv e rs , m ore 
m ountains and great in land  lakes. 
And across tha t country, men has­
tening to the ca ll of the siren, C a li­
fo rn ia , and her golden lure.

"Y ou  are r ig h t,”  he said, "o u r 
firs t. B u t not. O G overnor of a ll 
the C alifo rn ias, our la s t.”

Then he hastened to the w a itin g  
lancha and, tu rn ing  h is back reso­
lu te ly  on the land, was rowed to the 
w a iting  San Carlos. Soon the sails 
filled  and Romeu, w atch ing  on the 
shore, saw the ga llan t old paquebot, 
which had borne Pedro Fages to 
C a lifo rn ia , slow ly tu rn  w ith  the tide 
to bear h im  away.
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said.

H IS name was Baggs, though 
Rags would have been m ore 

appropria te . He was sadly in need 
of a bath, a shave, and a ha ircu t, 
was Baggs. Youth would never 
again be his, yet, even in  approach­
ing age, fo rtune  had come to h im  
on the w ings of the s to rm . There 
were b lis te rs  on the lea the ry  palm s 
fro m  long hours of hand ling  the 
snow shovel, and in  his pocket a 
$5 b ill,  p roduct of his own pa in fu l 
to il. I t  m eant food and w arm th  fo r 
several days to come, and beyond 
tha t Baggs d id  not th ink .

He stopped in  a doorway as a 
police o ffice r s tro lled  along. The 
ins tinc t fo r freedom  was strong in 
his breast, and he had his reasons 
fo r avo id ing notice fro m  the w atch­
fu l eyes of the law.

Isabel M orrison  passed his shel­
ter, hastening tow ard  her room  in  
a cheap board ing house, down a 
side street. Baggs* eye appraised 
and labeled her “ coun try-b red ,”  by 
signs as unm istakab le  as those tha t 
p roc la im  the c ity -b red  to the v i l ­
lagers.

Baggs had come fro m  the country 
h im se lf, in  the long ago, every w h it 
as buoyant and hopeful as th is g ir l. 
The association of ideas caused h im  
a vague d iscom fo rt of m ind. He 
stood sh ivering  against the w a ll, 
w a itin g  fo r the o fficer to pass. H is 
breath caught convu ls ive ly  in his 
th roa t at the thought of four sm oth­
ering  walls.

Isabel came back to the crossing 
in  fro n t of the doorway. She hugged 
t ig h tly  under her a rm  the paper 
bag conta in ing her cheap and tasty 
supper of ro lls  and hot dogs, w hile 
she fum bled in  her pocketbook fo r 
a few pennies to buy the evening 
papers fro m  a newsie. The “ Help 
W anted" colum ns were of grave in ­
terest to her.

Her cheeks were p ink, and tiny , 
cu rly  tend rils  escaped from  under 
the close h a t  H er eyes were b righ t 
w ith  the hope of the young, and 
th is in  spite of the fa c t tha t she 
was down to her last five dollars.

W hile the newsboy pocketed his 
pennies, the g ir l b rought out from  
her paper bag a s t il l w arm  ro ll w ith  
its enclosed, spicy m orsel. On a 
w in te r 's  n igh t what w orker would 
not share w ith  another?

“ Aw, gee. lady! I  ca ll tha t 
w h ite ,"  said the boy, his eyes g lis ­
te n in g

“Two left.” laughed Isabel. “And 
what lady would eat three?”

Baggs laughed, in sym pathy w ith  
the newsboy and the g ir l. I t  was 
sheltered in  the doorway and he 
s t il l lingered. He had no home, 
nor even a cheap room  down a side 
street, though he knew where he 
could spend the n igh t (or a few 

, cent«.

F u lly  15 m inutes had elapsed 
when the man emerged once m ore. 
H is breath ing was be tte r fo r  4he 
rest and he could move b risk ly .

Crossing the street, re tra c in g  her 
steps, came Isabel. The color and 
the sm ile were gone fro m  her face.
As she looked search ing ly about 
the spot where she had stood w ith  
the newsboy, her eyes were w ide 
and anxious. She touched them  
w ith  her handkerch ief, but when she 
saw old Baggs looking at her, she 
tr ie d  to appear composed and in ­
d ifferent.

“ Lost something, young lady? ”  
he asked.

“ N oth ing of im portance ,”  she 
answered brave ly. Then her troub le  
overcam e her d ign ity . “ Oh, yes, I 
have. I ’ ve lost a $5 b il l  and i t  was 
a ll I  had. I t  had to las t m e u n til 
I  found work. You d id  not see 
anyone p ick  i t  up? I  m ust have 
lost i t  here, where I  bought the 
papers.”

Baggs knew there wasn’ t  a 
chance in  the w orld  tha t she would 
ever find it. He hesitated a p a r­
donable moment, w hile  vis ions of 
food and w arm th  tem pted h im . He 
had had ve ry  l i t t le  of e ithe r in  the 
past two weeks. A life , young, good 
and beau tifu l was weighed in  the 
scales against a life  old and w o rth ­
less and ug ly—and the decision 
went against h im .

•‘Why, lady, I  p icked i t  up m y ­
self,”  he lied b lith e ly . 'L u cky  you 
happened to come along. Here it  
is .”

He drew  i t  from  his pocket and 
handed it  to her. H er face ligh ted  
w ith  re lie f.

“ You ought to have p a rt of i t , ”  
she said qu ick ly , her eyes noting 
his rags. “ I f  y o u 'll w a it u n til I 
change i t—”

“ Just earned one m yse lf,”  he 
told her. “ Shovelin*. Keep i t  a ll, 
g ir l. You’ l l  need i t . ”

Nodding in answer to her eager 
thanks, he slouched away, hands 
deep in his bottom less pockets, pon­
dering w hat he m ig h t do.

D ark was com ing down as he 
went cautiously back to his g loom y 
ha llw ay. He threw  down the news­
papers and burrow ed among them  
fo r such com fo rt as he could find. 
The drowsiness increased. He grew 
w arm  and ligh t, and d r ifte d  s low ly 
aw ay—away. He d id  not re tu rn .

Found in Eastern Alps 
The yellow primrose, sometimes

called the cowslip in Europe, is a 
common wild flower, says Nature 
Magazine. Primula veris is one of 
the characteristic flowers of the 
eastern Alps, where it proves it* 
cosmopolitan character by adapting 
itself to mountain conditions. This 
hardy primrose also is fitted tot 
rock garden planting.


