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OVERLAND.

By J. W. De Foresr, Author of *Kate Beaumont” ete

CHAPTER 1.

M thosze days, Santa Fé, New Mexico, was an undergrown, decrepit, out-ats
elbows ancient bidalge of a town, with not a scintillation of prosperity or
grandeur about it, except the name of capial,

Tt was two hundred and seventy vears old ; and it had less than five thoun-
sand fnhabitants. Tt was the metropolis of a vast extent of country, not desti-
tute of natural wealth ; and it consisted of a few narrow, irregular sireets, lined
Ly one-stary houses built of sun-baked bricks, Owing to the fine climate, it was
difficult to die there; but owing to many things not fing, i1 was almost equally
difficult to live.

Even the fact that Sunta Fé had been for a period under the fostering wings
of the American eagle did not make it prow much, Westward-ho emigrants
halted there to refit and buy cattle and provisions ; bt always started resolutely
on again, westward-hoing across the conlinent.  Nobody seemed to want Lo
stay in Santa Fé, except the aforesaid less than five thonsand inhabitants, who
were able to endure the place Lecause they had never seen any other, and who
had become a part of its gray, dirty, lazy lifelessness and despondency.

For a wonder, this old atom of a metropolis had lately had an increase of
population, which was nearly as great a wander as Sarah having a son when she
wis “well stricken in years," A couple of new-comers—not a man nor woman
less than a conple—now stood on the fat roof of one of the largest of the sun-
baked brick houses. Dy great good luck, moreover, these two were, 1 hiumbly
trust, worthy of atlention. The one was iateresting becanse she was the hand-
somest girl in Santa Fé, and would have been considered a handsome girl anv-
where ; the other was interesting becanse she was a remarkable woman, and
even, a5 Mr. Jefferson Brick might bave phrased it, “one of the most remarkalle
women in our country, sir.” At least so she judged, and judged it too with very
considerable confidence, being one of those pevsens who say, ¥ 1F 1 know myself,
and I think I do.”

The beauty was of a mixed type. She combined the blonde and the brunetiz
tashions of loveliness. You might guess at the first glance that she had in her
the biood of both the Teutonic and the Latin races, While her skin was clear
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and rosy, and her curling hair was of a light and bright chestout, her long, shad.
owy eyelashes were almost black, and ber eyes were of o deep hazel, nearly allied
to hlackness. Her form had the height of the aswal American girl, and the
round plumpness of the usual Spanish girl,  Even in her bearing and expres-
sion you could discover more or leas of this wnion of different races. There was
shyness and frankness ; there was mistrust and confidence ; thore was sentimen-
tality and gayety, [Ia short, Clara Mufioz Garcia Van Diemen was a hundsome
and interesting young lady.

Now for the remarkable woman,  Stardy and prominent old character, obvi-
pusly. Forty-seven years old, or thereabouts; lots of curling fron-gray hair
twisted about her round forehead ; o few wrinkles, aod not all of the newest
Fouad face, vound and earnest eyes, short, self-confident nose, ehin sticking oct
in search of its own way, mouth wembling with vauliered fdess, Goml figere—
what Lord Dwndreary would call “dem robust™ but not so sempluous as (o Le
merely ornamental ; tolerally convenient fignre to get abowt in. Walks up and
down, man-fashion, with her hauds bebind her back—also man-fashion,  Such is
Mrs. Maria Stanley, the sister of Clara Van Diemen's father, aml best kaown (o
Clara as Aunt Maria

% And 5o this is Santa Té 2 said Aunt Maria; roiling her spectacles over the
little witted city. “ Founded in 1551; two hundred and seventy years old. 'Well,
if this is all that man can do io that time, he had better leave colonization o
woman, ™

Clara smiled with an innocent air of hadi wonder and half amusement, such
is yoo may see on the face of 4 child when it is showsn some pew and ralber
wwe-striking marvel of the woiverse, whether a jack-in-z-box or 2 comet. She
had only known Annt Mariz for the last four years, and she had rot yet got nzed
o ber rough-and-réady mannish ways, nor learned Lo see any senge i her phi-
dosophizings,  Looking upon her as a comical character, and supposing that she
talkcd mainly for the fun of the thing, she was disposed o langh at her doings
and sayinge, thourh mostly meant in sclemn earnest.

¥ Lut about your affairs, my chill,” continued Aunt Maria, suddenly gripping
a fresh subject after her guick and startling fazhion. 1 don’t understand them.
How iz It possille 7 [lerc is a great fortune gone; rone in 4 moment ; gone
megmprehensibly.  What does it mean?  Some rascalizy here.  Some man at
the bottom of this”

“1 presume my relative, Garcin, must be right,” commenesd Clara.

“ko, be isn't,” interrupled Aunt Maria, He is wrong.  OfF course he's
wrong., 1 never knew a man yet but what he was wrong.”

“You make me langh tn spite of my troubles,” said Clara, laughing, however,
coly through her eyes, which had great faculties for sparkling oul meanings.
* Lut see here,” she added, turning grave agnin, and putting up her hand to ask
attention, “Mr. Garcia tells a straizht story, and gives repsons enough, There
wag the war," and here she began to count on her fingers,  “ That destrayed a
geeat deal. | know when my father could scarcely send on money to pay my
bills in New York. And then there was the signature for Sefor Pedraez.  And
then there were the Apaches who burat the hacienda and drove ¢f the catile,
And then he—"

Her voice faltered and she stopped ; she could not say, “ He died.”

¥My poor; dear child 1" sighed Aunt Maria, walking up to the girl and ca.
tessing her with a tenderness which was all womanly,

*That seems enough,” continued Clara, when she could speak again.  “1
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suppose that what Garcla and the lawyers tell us is true. I suppose T'am nof
worth a thousand dollars."

“Will a theusand dollars swpport you here 7Y

U1 don't know. 1 don't think it will."

#Then il 1 can’t set this thing straight, if I cant make somebody disgorge
your property, I must take you back with me.”

4“0k if you would | " implored Clara, all the tender helplessness of Spanish
girthood appealing from her eyes.

“Of conrse I will,” said Aunt Maria, with a benevolent energy which was
almost terrific,

“1 would try to do something. 1 don’t know. Couldn't T teach Spanish?"

#¥ou shan's,” decided Aunt Maria,  “ Yes, you s4all.  You shall be profes-
sor of foreign langeages in a Female College which 1 mean to have founded.”

Clara stared with astonishment, and then burst Into a hearty fit of langhier,
the two finishing the drying of her tears. She was so far from wishing (o bea
strong-mindad person of vither gender, that she did not comprehend that her
aunt could wish it for her, or could herself sericusly claim to be one. The talk
about & professorship was in her estimation the wayward, bemoroos whim of an
eccentric who was fond of solemn joking. Mrs. Stanley, meanwhile, could not
see why her utterance should not be taken in earvest, and opened her eyes at
Clara’s merriment,

We must say 2 word or two concerning the past of this young lady. Twenty-
five years previous & New Yorker named Awgustus Van Iliemen, the brother of
that Maria Jane Van Diemen now known to the world as Mrs, Stanley, had mi-
grated to California, sct up in the hide lusiness, and married Dy stealth the
dangliter of a wealthy Mexican named Pedro Mufior.  Mufioz got into a Span-
ish Catholic rage at having 2 Yankee Protestanl son-in-law, disowned and for-
mally disinherited his child, and worricd her hushand into qoitting the country,
Van [demen returned to the United States, but his wife soon became homesick
for her native land, and, like a2 pood husband as he was, he wenl once more to
Mexicn, This time he settled in Santa Fé where he accumulated a handsome
fortune, lived in the hest house in the eity, and cwned haciendas,

Clara’s mother dying when the girl was fourteen years old, Van Dicmen felt
free to give her, his only child, an American education, and sent her o New Yorlk,
where she went through four years of schooling.  Dhuring this period came the
war between the United States and Mexico. Foreign residents were ill-treated ;
Van IMemen was sometimes a prisoner, sometimes a fugitive ; in one way or an-
other his fortune went to picces.  Four mooths previous to the opening of this
story he died in a state little better than insolvency. Clara, returning to Santa
Fé under the care of her energetic and affectionate relative, found that the del-
uge of debt would cover town house and haciendas, leaving ber barely a thou-
sand dollars.  She was handsome and accomplished, but she was an orphan and
poor.  The main chance with her seemed to lie in the likelihood that she would
find a mother {or a father) in Aunt Maria.

Yes, there was another sustaining possibility, and of a more poetic natore,
There was a voung American officer named Thurstane, a second lieutenant act-
ingz as guartermaster of the department, who had met her herctofore in New
York, who had seemed delighted to welcome her to Santa Fé and who now
called on her nearly every day. Might it not be that Lieutenant Thurstane
would want to make her Mrs. Thurstane, and would have power granted him tc
induce her to consent to the arrangement?  Clara was sufficiently a woman, and
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sufficiently a Spanish woman especially, to believe in marriage, She did not
mean particelarly to be Mrs, Thurstane, but she did mean generally to be Mrs,
Somebody. And why not Therstane?  Well, that was for bim to decide, at
teast 1o a considerable extent. In the mean time she did not fove him ; she only
disliked the thought of leaving him,

While these two women had been talking and thinking, a lazy Indian servant
had bBeen lounsing up the staivway.  Arrived on the roof, be advanced 1o La
Sefiorita Clara, and handed lier 2 letter, The girl opened ig, glanced through it
with a flushing face, and cried oot delightedly, “ It is from my grandfather. How
wonderful | O holy Maria, thanks! His heart has been softened.  He invites
me to come and live with him o San Franciseo., & Madre de Dipe £

Although Clara spoke English perfectly, and although she was fn faith quite
as much of a Protestant as a Catholic, yet in ber moments of strong excitoment
she sometimes fell back into the language and ideas of her childhood.

“ Child, what are you jabbering about 7' asked Aunt Maria.

“here it i, Sce! Pedro Mufiop! Tt is his own signature. | have seen
letters of his. Pedro Mufoz! Head il Ob! you don’t read Spanish.”

Then she translated the letler wloud.  Aunt MMaria listened with a firm and
almost stern aspect, like one who secs some justice done, but not enough,

¥ 1le doesnu’t beg your pardon,™ she said at the close of the reading,

Clara, supposing that she was expected to laugh, and pot seeiny the point of
the joke, stared in amazement,

“ Thut probably he is in a meeker mood now,” contineed Auat Maria, *“By
thiz tinte it is o be hoped that he sees his past conduct in a proper light, The
letter was written three months ago.”

“Three months ago,” repeated Clara,  “Ves, iF has taken all that time to
cinue,  ITow long will it talke me to go there 7 How shall L go 2"

“We will zee,” aaid Aunt Maria, with the air of one who holds the fates in
ber hand, and doesn't mesn to open it 18l she gets ready.  She was by no means
satisficd as yet that this grandfatker Mooz was a proper person to be intrusted
with the destinies of a young lady, In refusing to lot his danghter select her
owi husband, he had shown & very squinting and incomplete perceplion of the
rights of woman.

“0ld reprobate 1 theeght Aoat Maria, * Prebably he has got gouty with
his vices, and wanis to be pursed. 1 faney T see him gelting Clara without go-
imy on his sore marrow-bones and begzing pardon of gods and women.™

“ Of course [ must go,” continued Clara, unsuspicions of ber aunt’s refleclions.
WAL all events he will support me.  Bosides, he is now the head of my family,"

“1ITead of the family 17 frowued Aunt Marfa, * Because he isaman S0
much the more reason for his being the tail of it My dear, you are your own
head.”

“Abh—well. What 15 the use of all Vhaf 2" asked Clara, smiling away those
views, ] have no money, and he has.”

“Well, we will see,” persisted Aunt Maria,  “T just told you so, We will
sen.”

The two women had scarcely left the roof of the house and got themselves
down to the large, breesy, sparsely furnished parlor, ere the lazy, dawdling In-
dian gervant anneunced Lisutenant Thurstane.

Lieutenant Ralph Thurstane waz a tall, full-chested, finely-limbed gladiator
of perbaps four and twenty. Broad forchead ; nose straight and high enough
luwer part of the face oval ; on the whole a goad p]]}'singuam}', Cheek bones



