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CHAPTER XI.

Chiquita.

BE next day Kirk borrowed a
shotgun and went hunting.

B. wanted tO get away woe-
W ere an collect -

thoughts. For the present, at least, he

wished to avoid an interview with Mrs.

Cortlandt.
At midday he paused in an open

glade against a hillside to eat his
lunch. Back of him the rising ground

was heavily timbered; beneath him a
'confusion of thickets and groves and

cleared fields led out of a green plain

as clean as any golf links, upon which

were scattered dwellings.
Evidently this was the Savannas of

which he had heard so much, and these

foreign looking bungalows were the
country homes of the rich Panatnan-
Inns.
The wood was crowded with plant

life utterly strange to him. Vines and
creepers abounded, from the tiny
honeysuckle that reared itself with
feeble filaments, to the giant liana
creeping through the forest like a py-

thon, throttling full grown trees in its
embrace. On every side was the never
ceasing battle for light and the strug-

gle of the weak against the strong.

Tiring of, the scene at last, Kirk

stumbled out into a cleared space,

where he paused with an exclamation

• A brook had been ffammed and

widened into a deep, limpid pool to

Which the clean, white sand of its bot-

tom lent a golden hue. At the lower

end it overflowed In a waterfall, the

purling music of which filled the glade.

To step suddenly out.ef an uncut
wilderness into such" a scene was

bewildering ana made the American

gasp with delight. The place. had an

air of strictest privacy. A spring

board mirrored In the depths below

invited one to plunge, a pair of iron

gymnasium rings were swung by

chains to a massive limb, a flight of

stone steps led up the bank and Into a

hut artistically thatched and wailed

with palm leaves to harmonize with

its setting.
After staring about him for a long

time he took a lingering, farewell look

and turned to retrace his steps, where-

upon some one laughed at him soft-

ly. He paused abruptly, then turned

around. Then with the sweetest for-

eign accent imaginable he heard some

one say:
"You had better cross upon the wa-

terfall, sir. There Is no bridge above."
After an instant, during which he
strained his eyes to find the owner of

the voice, she laughed again.
i'at;e I am in the tree across thep 

"Oh!" Looking over the fork of a

tree trunk, perhaps twice the height of

his bead above the ground, Anthony

beheld a ravishing face and two very

bright eyes. Without removing his

gaze he leaned his gun carefully

affalnalt a buab—ftrearsusisave an abom-
inable effect upon hamadryads—and

said, "How did you get up there?"
"I climbed up."
"Why didn't you hide under the wa-

terfall?"
"I did not hide, senor. I am trying

to reach my orchid."
A little hand -appeared beside the

, face, and a finger pointed to one of the
4 b4g air plants above her. Kirk beheld

a marvelous white, dove shaped dow-

er nodding upon a slender stalk.
"Do you wish to cross the stream?"

she asked.

"If you please."
"Wait.". The face disappeared. There

was a sound from behind the twisted
tree trunk; a twig fell, then a piece of
bark, and the next instant the girl her-
self stepped into view.
"I was afraid you'd gone for good."

acknowledged the young man gravely,.
He took up his gun and stepped out
upon the crest of the dam.
"You must look where you go," she

admoniabed, "or you will fall—splash!"
She laughed delightedly at the thought.
"Will you promise not to whisk your-

self away if I look down?" he asked.

But even with this assurance he
found it difficult to remove his eyes
from her even for the brief instant
necessary for a safe passage. and
When at last he stood beside her he

i felt an irresistible desire to seize hergently so that she could not escape.
,"Well?," she said at length, and he

found he had been standing stock still

staring at her for several seconds.

"Excuse me! I teeny took you for

a wood nymph. I'm not sure yet. You

see, the place is so well suited. !t—

it was a natural mistake."
She dropped her eyes shyly and turn-

ed away at his look.
"It is only our swimming pool.

There have been no fairies here since

I was a very little girl. But once upon
a time there were many—oh, a great
many!" It was impossible to describe

the odd, sweet sound her tongue gave

to the English words. It was not a

dialect, hardly an accent, Just a deli-

cious, hesitating mannerism born of

unfamiliarity.
"Did you ever see them?"

"N-no! I arrived always a little too

late. But there are such things."

She pointed to a path, saying:

"This way will bring you to the road,

sir, if you wish."
"But—I don't wish—not yet" He

sought wildly for an excuse to key'

and exclaimed: "Oh, the orchid. I

ffiust get it for you."
"That will be very nice of you, sir.

For two years I have awaited its

blooming. If you had not arrived I

would have got it anyhow."

"Girls shouldn't climb trees," he said
severely. "It tears their dresses."

"Oh, one cannot tear a dress like

this." She glanced down at her skirt.

Allowing his eyes to leave her face for

a moment, Kirk saw that she was

clad, oddly enough, in a suit of denim

which was buttoned snugly clear to

her neck.

He broke his gun and removed the

shells; then, leaving it beside the bath-

house, went to the tree where he had

first seen her. With one hand resting

upon the trunk, he turned to say:

"Promise you won't disappear while

I'm up there or change into a squirrel,

or a bird or anything like that."

"Yes, yea"
Then instead of beginning his climb

the young man lounged idly against

e tree.
"Funny how I found you, wasn't it?"

he remarked. "I mean it's funny I

should have stumbled right on you this

way. There's only one of you and one

of me, and—er—this country is so big!"

"But the orchid, senor. Do you fear

to climb so high?" she inquired, with

the faintest gleam of amusement at

his obvious effort to prolong the con-

versation.
"Oh, no!" .
When he had reached the first fork

he turned and seated himself comforta-

bly, peering downward through the

leaves for a sight of her.
"Not gone yet!" he exclaimed.

"That's good."
"Are you out of breath that you stop

so soon?"
He nodded. "I need to rest a minute.

Say, my name is Anthony—Kirk An-
thony." Then, after a pause, "I'm an
American."
"So am I, at least'I am almost. My

mother was an_American.!-!
"You don't say!" The young man's

face lighted up with interest, and he

started eagerly down the tree trunk.

but she checked him promptly. •

"The orchid!"
"Oh, yes!" He reseated himself.

"Well, well, I suppose your mother

taught you to speak English?"
"I also attended school in Balti-

more."
Now that the first surprise of meet-

ing was over, Kirk began a really at-
tentive scrutiny of this delightful
young person. His first glimpse had
told him she was ravishingly pretty.
but it had failed to show how dainty
and small she was. Her chief charm
lay in a certain winsome vivacity.
Even now pure mischief looked out of
Ifer eyes as she asked:
' "Have you rested enough to attack
the orchid?"

"Yes." He roused himself from his
trance, and with a strangely leaping
heart proceeded ca fully to detach
the big air plant from \t resting place.
"Don't break it," sh cautioned as

he came gingerly down the tree. "It
is what we call 'Espiritu Santa,' tiro
'holy spirit' flower. See, it is like a
white bird."
-"May I rest a moment? I'm aw-
fully tired."
"certainly. You may stay as long

ase;you wish. When you are rested
the little path will bring you out."
"But you mustn't go!" he exelaimed

In a panlc'es she turned away. "Oh,
I say, please! You wouldn't do a thing
like that?"
"I cannot speak to you this way,

sir." The young lady blushed prettily.
"Why not, I'd like to know?"
"Oh!" She raised her hand and

shook her head to express the abso-
lute impossibility of such a thing.
"Already I have been terrible. What
will Stephanie say?"
"You've been nothing of the sort,

and who is Stephanie?"
"She is a big black woman—very

fierce. It is because of Stephanie that
thebtairtes have gone away from here."
"I'm so tired that I must sit down

I thought these country places were
unoccupied at this season."
"So they are. But, you see, I am do-

ing a penance. I am a bad girl. I am
disobedient. Otherwise I would not
allow you to speak to me alone like
this. You are the first gentleman I
have ever been so long in the com-
pany with. Senor Antonio. For six
months I must wear these garments—
no pretty ones. I must not go out in
nubile also, and I have been sent here
away from the city for a time to cure
4.,
"Those dresses must be hot."
"Oh, very uncomfortable! But, you

see, I was bad.." I
"Not very bad?" I
"Indeed. I disobeyed my father, my

uncle,-t2Yerybody." For the first time
her eyes grew bright with anger. "But
I did not wish to be married."

.." I

Now I see. They wanted you
marry some fellow you don't like?
It's awful to marry somebody you don't
like," he declared, with such earnest
conviction that she inquired quickly:
"Ah, then are you married?"
"No! But everybody says it's posi-

tively criminal to marry without love."
"The gentleman is very handsome."
He shuddered. "Beware of hand-

yorome men. If you have any Idea of
marriage select a large, plain man
With blue eyes and light hair."
"I do not know such a person."
"Not yet, of course—that is. not well

enough to marry him."
"It is not nice to speak of such

things," said the young lady primly.
"And it is not nice also to speak with
strange gentlemen who come out of
the forest when one Is doing penance."
"Will you catch it for talking to

me?"
"Oh, yes. It Is not allowed."
."Then I suppose I'd better leave."
Anthony settled himself more com-
fortably upon the bench. "And yet
there is nothing really wrong about it.
is there? WO, it's done every day in
my country. Besides, who's going to
know?"
. "The dre. I tell him everything."
"How does a fellow ever get ac-

qualhted with a girl down here? How

does he get a chance to propose?"
"One's people attend to that, of

course," she managed to say at length,
then changed the subject quickly.

"What did you say is your whole
name?"
"Kirk Anthony."
"Keerk! It has a fonny sound, has

it not?"
"I never noticed it. And yours?"
"My name is Chiquita."
He repeated it after het'. "It's pret

ty. What is your last name?"
"That is it. If I told you my first

name you could not use it. It would
not be proper."
"It ought to be something like ‘Ariel.

That means 'spirit of the air and wa-
ter,' I believe. Ariel Chiquita. No,

they don't go together. See here, Miss
Chiqulta, may Lcall on you?"
"Oh!" She lifted her brows in amaze-

ment. "Such Ideas! Of a certainly
not!"
"Why r
"Yon do not onderstand. Our young
men do not do those-things."
"Then I'll do whatever is customary--

really I will—but I'm awfully anxious
to see you again—and"—
"I do not know you, My father"—
"I'll look up Mr. Chlqulta and be in-

troduced."

At this the young lady began to rock
Niel( and forth in an abandon of merri-
ment. .
"For two weeks yet I must remain

here alone with Stephanie." She re-
garded him mournfully. "Every day I
must do my penance and think of my
sins and—perhaps look for orchids."
"Tomorrow?" he inquired breathless-

ly. "Do you intend to hunt orchids to-

ow?"   .

Instead of answering she started to
her feet with a little cry, and he did
likewise. Back of them had sounded
an exclamation—it was more like the
snort of a wild animal than a spoken

word—and there, ten feet away, stood
a tall, copper colored negress, her eyes
blazing, her nostrils dilated, a look of
utmost fury upon her face.
"Stephanie," exclaimed the girl, "you

frightened me!"
The negress strode to her, speaking

rapidly in Spanish, then turned upon
Kirk.
"What do you want here?" she cried"

menacingly. She had thrust her charge

behind her and now pleNced him with
her eyes.
"Miss Chiquita"— he began, at which

that young lady broke into another

"Go! Go quick, you man!"

peal of silvery laughter and chattered

to her servant. But her words, instead

of placating the black woman, only

added- to her fury. Sh4 pointed with
quivering hand to the path along the
creek bank and cried:
"Go! Go quick, you man!" Then to

nor charge: "You bad, bad! Go to the

house!"
"Miss Chiquita hasn't done anything

to make you huffy. I came out of the

woods yonder, and she was good enough

to direct me to the road."
But Stephanie was not to be ap-

pease.17-13he stamped her riot foot and
repeated her command In 80 savage a
tone that Kirk perceived the useless-

ness of trying to explain. He looked

CHAPTER XII.

The Path That Led Nowhere.
EN "Senor Antonio" awoke
the next morning he lay for
an instant striving to recall
what it was that had haunt-

ed lila sleeping hours, what great event
awaited him. Then as it rushed
through his mind he leaped out of bed.
This was tomorrow! But the after-
noon was still a long way off, and he
must be content to dream until the
hour came.
It was the hottest part of the day

when he set out, gun on arm, yet be
never thoilkht of the discomfort. After
skirting the city he swung into the
fine macadam road that had brought
Win home the night before, and much
sooner than he expected he arrived at
the litttle path that led into the forest.
As upon the previous day, he broke
into the glade before he suspected its
presence. There was the tree from
which she had called to him, yonder
the bench where they had sat together.
Of course he was too early. He

wanted to be in order not to mi4s an
instant of her company, no he seated
himself and dreamed about her. The
minutes dragged, the jungle drowsed..
An hour passed. Why didn't she come?
A sudden apprehension overtook him,
which grew and ,grew as -the after-
noon wore away..
It was a very miserable young man

who wandered out through the fra-
grant path as the first evening shad-
ows settled and bent his dejected steps
toward,the city. Evidently something
had occurred to prevent her keeping
her tryst, but he determined to return
on the morrow and then if she did not
come to follow that other path right
up to her house, which must be near
the pool. He would risk everything
for a word with her. He wondered If
she had stayed away purposely to test
him, and the thought gave him a thrill.
If 80 she would soon learn that he was
in earnest. He resolved to go hunting
earlier hereafter and give the whole
day to it. Meanwhile he would make
cautious inquiries.
It was considerably after dark when

Ile reached the hotel, and his friends
had dined, but be encountered Mr.
Cortlandt later. If Edith's husband
suspected anything of what had oc-
curred a night or two ago his coun-
tenance gave no sign of it. For some
reason or other Kirk had not been
troubled in the slightest by the thought
that Cortlandt might be told. He
could not Imagine Edith making him
-the confidant of her outraged feelln
Beardes, would such a strangely
passive person resent any little indis-

cretion in which his wife might choose

to indulge? Kirk did not know. The
man was a puzzle to him.
Cortlandt's voice was thoroughly

noncommittal as he inquired:
"Where have you been keeping your-

self?"

"I've been hunting to kill time."

"By the way," continued the other.

"your friend Allan has been besieging
Edith imploring her to use her influ-

ence to get him a position. He has set

his. heart upon going to work with

you."
"He is becoming a positive nuisance:

I can't get rid of him."
"I never saw such hero worship."
"Oh, all niggers are hysterical."

"Let me give you a bit of advice,
Anthony. Remember, there are no

'niggers' and 'whites' in this country—

they are both about equal. The presi-

dent of the republic is a black man.

and a very good one too."
"That reminds me. I hear he is to

be succeeded by the father of my
friend, Alfarez."
Cortlandt hesitated. "General Altar-

ez is a candidate. He is a very strong

man, but"—
"I Rill glad there is a 'but.'"
"It isn't settled, by any means. The

successful candidate will need the
support of our government."
"I suppose the Alfarez family is one

of the first settlers—Mayflower stock?"

"Oh, worse than that. The name

runs back to Balboa's time."
"What are some of the other leading

families?" Kirk artfully inquired.
"There are a number. The Martin-

ezes, the Monts, the Garaveis —I

couldn't name them all. They are very

fine people too."
"Do you know the Chiquitas?"
Cortlandt's face relaxed in an invol-

untary smile.
"There is no such family.. Who has

been teaching you Spanish?
"Really, isn't there?"
—Chiquita' means 'very small.' lit-

tle one,' little girl' or something like

that. It's not a family name. It's a
term of endearment usually. What
made you take it for a proper name?"
"A—a little girl told me."
"Oh, naturally. All children are

`Chlquitas' or Thiquitos'—everything.
in fact, that is a pet."
Kirk felt somewhat uncomfortable

under the older man's gaze of quiet
amusement
"But these other families." he went

on in some confusion, "I mean the

ones like those you just mentioned,

they sometimes intermarry with Amer-

icans, don't they?"
"No, not the better Class. There have

been a few-instances, I believe, but for

the most part they keep to themselves."

"How would a fellow set about meet-

ing the nice people?"
"He wouldn't. He would probably

live here Indefinitely and never see the

inside of a Panamanian louse."

appealingly at the girl, but she merely
nodded her head and motioned him to
be gone.
That evening he sat for a long time

alone on the gallery of his hotel, his
spirit uplifted with the joy of love, a
thousand whispering voices in his ears.
And when at last he fell asleep It was
to dream of an olive, oval face with
eyes like black pansies.

"But there must be some way," the
young man exclaimed in desperation.
"There must be dances, parties"—
"Of course, but Americans are not in-

vited. The men are easy to get ac-
quainted with, charming, courteous,
gentlemanly, but I dare say•you will
leave Panama without so much as
meeting their wives or sisters. But
why this consuming curiosity? Has
some senorita struck your fancy?"
In spite of his effort to appear uncon-

cerned Kirk felt that he looked shorn-
tnably self conscious. Without waiting
for a reply Cortlandt continued to give
him information as if he enjoyed it.
"I suppose one reason why so few

Americans marry Panamanians is that
our men like at least to get acquainted
with their brides before marriage, and
that is impoesible in this country. A
man never sees a girl alone, you know.
When he calls to court her be wooes
the whole famiy, who vote on him, so
to speak."

Kirk suddenly realized to the full how
egregious his request to call must have
appeared to the Spanish girl. What a
fool he had been, to be sure! For a
moment he lost himself in a contempla-
tion of the difficulties so unexpectedly
presented. Ile was brought to himself
by the words:
"Tomorrow you will go to work."
"What's that?" be broke forth in a

panic. "I can't go to work tomorrow.
I'm going hunting."
Cortlandt eyed him curiously.
"I didn't say tomorrow. I said Run-

nells phoned that he would be ready
for you day after tomorrow. What is
the matter with you? Have you lost
your head over shooting, or don't you
care to work?"
"Oh, neither!" he said hastily. "I

merely misunderstood you. Of course
the sooner the better."
"Yes, as you say, the sooner the bet-

ter," said Cortlandt, with a shade of
meaning. "Well, good night and good
luck to you in your shooting."
It was with much less self assurance

that Kirk set out again on the next
morning, for this was his last day of
grace, and he realized that unless he
accomplished something definite it
might be a considerable time before he
could continue his quest. In view of
what the girl had said regarding her
engagement delays seemed particular-
ly dangerous..
He haunted the vicinity of the meet-

ing place all the morning, but no one
came, and a heavy shower at midday
drove him into the palm thatched hut
for shelter. When it had passed he
put an end to his indecision and bold-
ly took the other path. At least he
would find out where she lived and
NA° she was. But once again he was
disappointed. The trail led out through
the grove to the rain drenched pas-
ture, where it disappeared. and in-
stead of one house he saw three, half
hidden in foliage and all facing in the
opposite direction. They stood upon 

teir—MV crest of a hill frOtiting the road.
and he realized that the pool might be
the bathing place for the inmates of
one or all of them. He went to all
three, but nowhere did he see the girl
or the Barbadian woman; nowhere did
he receive an intelligible answer to his
questions.

Whether the girl had been playing
with him or whether she had been
prevented from keeping her word was

of little moment now. He loved her,

and he intended to have her.

He was detailed to ride No. 2, which

left Panama at 6:35. returning on No.

7, which arrived at 7 p. in. For a

few days he made the run in company

with the train collector, whose posi-

tion he was destined to till, and, as the

duties were by no means difficult he

quickly mastered them.
Ile was glad of his new found inde-

pendence, moreover, for, though it did

not cancel his obligation to the Cod-

landtm, It made him feel it less keenly.

Certainly he could not complain of a

lack of incident in his new life. On

his first trip to Colon antl back he had

nine disputes and two fights and threw

one man off—a record achievement, he

was told, for a beginner.
A further diversion was furnished

by Allan, who appeared early in the

morning and all but assaulted the

gateman. who refused to let him pass

without a ticket It took the entire

station force to prevent him from

starting for Colon as Kirk'a guest. He

considered it a matter of course that

his friend should offer him the cour-

tesies of the road, and he went away

at last, woefully disappointed, but not

discouraged.

On the evening of that eventful day,

Instead of reftrning to his new quar-

ters, Kirk proceeded to walk the streets

In search of a certain face. He stroll-

ed through the plazas; he idled in front

of the most pretentious residences:
he tramped wearily back and forth

through dim lit, narrow streets, gazing

up at windows and balconies, harken-

lag for the tone of a voice or the sound

of a girl's laughter. But he was with-

out the slightest success, and it was
very late when he finally retired, to
dream, as usual, of MINIMA.
Several days passed, and he began

to feel a little dull. He was making

no progress in his quest. and he did

feel the lack of congenial society.

Then one evening there came a note

from Edith Cortlandt briefly request-

ing him to come and see her.
Promptly at 8 o'clock he presented

himself.
"I'm a laboring man now." be said

as he stood before her, "and I usually
inild my eon in mr ha nel anti ..horea

my feet when talking to ladles. Pray

ercuse my embarrassment."
She did not respond to the lightness

of his tone. Her glance seemed in-

tended to warn him that she meant to

be serious.

• (TO Mt aintisued.)


