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J. R. Morgan, Columbus, Ohig, makes $30
to $50 a day in business for himsel

Electrical Experts

Arein Big Demand

| W ill TrainKim at Home
To FillaBig Pay Job

It’s a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or $30 a week, when in the same six days
as an Electrical Expert you can make $70 to $200 a week—and do it easier—not half so hard work. y
then remain in the small-pay game, in a line of work that offers no chance, no big promotion, no
big income? Fit yourself for a real job in the big electrical industry. I’ll show you how.

Be an Electrical Expert
Earn $3,500 to $10,000 a Year

Herbert Dickerson,
Warrenton, Va.,
makes $7,500 a year

Today even the ordinary Electrician—the "screw driver” kind—is making money—big money. But it's
the trained man—the man who knows the whgs and wherefores of Electricity—the "Electrical Expert”—who is picked out to

“boss” the ordinary Electricians—to boss the

ig Jobs—the jobs that pay $3,500 to $10,000 a Y ear.

Get in line for one of these

“Big Jobs” by enrolling now for my easily learned, quickly grasped, right up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home Study Course

in Practical Electricity.

Age or Lack of Experience
No Drawback

You don’t have to be a College Man; you don’t
have to be a High School Graduate. As Chief
Engineer of the Chicago Engineering Works, | know
exactly the kind of training you need, and I will give
you that training. My Course in Electricity is the most
simple, thorough and successful in existence, and offers
every man, regardless of age, education, or previous
experience the chance to become, in a very short time,
an "ELectricaI Expert,” able to make from $70 to $200
a week.

FREE Electrical Working Outfit FREE

With me, you do practical work—at home.Y ou
start right in after your first few lessons to
work at your profession in the regular way. Forthis
you need tools, and | give them to you absolutely free
—a whole kit, a complete outfit, one that would cost
you $12 to $15.

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed

So sure am | that you can learn Electricity—so
sure am | that after studying with me, you, too

can get into the "big money” class in electrical work,
that T will guarantee under bond to return ever¥s_|ngle
penny paidto me in tuition, if when you have finished

my Course, you are not satisfied it was the best invest-
ment you ever made.

Guarantee Backed by a Million

) Dollar Institution ) )
Back of me in my guarantee, stands the Chicago Engi-
neering Works, Inc., a million dollar institution, thus assuring to
every student enrolled, not only a wonderful training in Electricity,
but an unsurpassed Student Service as well. It’s this Service that
makes “Cooke” tramm_? different from any other training. It’s this
Service, plus "Cooke” Training, that makes the "Cooke” Trained
Man the "Big-Pay Man,” everywhere.
Be a “Cooke” Trained Man and earn $12 to $30 a day—$70 to
$200 a week—$3,500 to $10,000 a year.

Get Started Now—Mail Coupon

I wanttosend you m%/ Electrical Book and Proof Lessonsboth Free.
These cost you nothing and you’ll enjog/ them. Make the start
today for a bright future in eléctricity.” Send in Coupon — NOW.

L. L. Cooke, Chief Engineer,
CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS
2X50 Lawrence Avenue Dept. 71 Chicago, IIf*

Use This “FREE OUTFIT” Coupon

COOKE, Dept. 71 The Man Who Make*
2150 Lawrence Ave. Chicago “Big-Pay" Men
Dear Sir: Send at once, Sample Lessons, your Big Book, and full
Ban_lculars of your Free Outfit and Home Study Course, also the Free
adio Course— all fully prepaid without obligation on my part.

L.L.

| Occupation |

The CookeTrainedMan isthe ‘BigPay'Man
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ADVERTISING SECTION

This Beautiful 7 Piece

Chesterton Library Suite

-+ ONCRH

Extra Offer

FREE!

Smoking Stand
to Match Suite

DIT

ONE YEAR TO PAY I

N

Do not confuse this handsome Library Suite

Just $1.00-that's all—and we will send you
this handsome 7-piece “Chesterton” Librar
Suite—a room full of magnificent solid oal
furniture atan amazingly low sale price and on
easiest terms of credit. Read every word of this
astounding offer! Mail coupon without delay.

WhyWe MakeThisOKer ft™>«£

mammoth new mail order building where we can serve

1

While they last we will in-
clude Free with each order
for this Library Suite a hand-
some Tabourétte Smoker to

match. 26& inches high. To!
10x 10inches. Very practic
—useful. Order suite now

B

be-

fore the supply of Smoking

Stands is exhausted.

100,000 more customers. The value offered ia so sensational—so extra- ‘With Royal Artificia
Simply Inches high. Backs

ordinary—we are certain it will make us many new friends.

Wewillsend yon this mapdficent7- JS “p t e . )
Notapennymore to pay until after |to secure new customers for thousands of other furniture bargains shown

Ifthe Suite does JInour catalog. Take advantage of this offer.

send coupon below withadollar

“lece Suite on 30 days Free Trial.
30 days—then easy payments of only $3.75 per month.
not satisfy you within 80 days’trial perjod,

are 18
| Spanish Brown Leather.

return It and we will refund your ‘dollar.
Do not delay. Act now while offer lasts.
this v n n n 1
book r R E iE i

shewing 5000 sale bargains ON CREDIT
Greatest value giv-

Please

W ithout paying a penny more, you may use it for
for 30days FREE. If not satisfied,return the Bet.
Your dollar, frelghtiand delivery charges will be re-
funded. You will be oat nothing. If yoa keep it pay
only $3.76 per month. This handsome suite is sold
under the famous L. Fish Triple Test — Quality,
Strength, Finish—which means absolute satisfaction
and lorm service. Remember—just $1.00 with the
coupon now—then 80-daya’ Free Trial—and only $3.76
per month If you keep it. Order now while aale is on
and get the beautiful Solid Oak Smoking Stand FREEI
Mail the coupon at once.

L. FISH FURNITURE CO.

Established 67 Years
*M5-»7 W . Pershing Rd.
|[Dept. 701 Chicago, lll.

with those usuaIIY offered. The “Chesterton”
is entirely new. 1t is the popular Mission Style
in fumed finish but of latest improved style.
Note the artistically shaped legs and fancy
scroll fronts on the chairs and tables.

A Room Full of Furniture

The graceful Library table measures 88 x 26 Inches;
has large drawer and undershelf.The arm chair and arm
rocker measure 37 inches high with 21-inch back. Seats

18 x 19 1-2 Inches deeply upholstered and covere
. ide chair and rocker are 86
.ate 20 Inches _high_ Seats are 15 x 17 inches. _The up-

totSSISd’&i.;

Send coupon with one dollar,

Mail This Coupon iimss— soi

tor 7-PIECE LIBRARY SUITE B\ FISH FURNITURE COMPANY

Dept. 7J1. 2225-2237 W. PerBhing Road, Chicago

Enclosed find $1.00 Shig 7-Piece Library Suite No.
A6547 and Smoking Stand FREE on 80 days” free trial.
If | keep the outfit I will [pay you $3.75 a month. If not 1
cﬁn return itand you will refund my money and freight
charges.

O Order No. A6547-$1.00 Down, $3.75 per
Month. Complete price, $42,85
Name..

Address P.

mention this magazine when answering advertisements



See Contest Announcement on Page 179 of this Issue

Complete in the next issue of POPULAR, a fascinating book-length novel of
intrigue and romance—“THE BANISTER MYSTERY”—by Wi lliam Morton

Ferguson. On the news stands January 20th. Reserve your copy in
advance.
Voi Ixxiv JANUARY 7,1925 no. 6
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%. Mag.azine.
THih roereeenrer et
temescal. a Five-part story—Part I. Henry Herbert Knibbs [
An epic of romance and adventure in the Southwest.
noblesse obleege. a short storv Charles Somerville
Two monarchs of the prize ring exchange favors.
THE FIFTY-THIRD CARD. A Novelette Percival Wilde 43
Bill Parmelce, card expert, undertakes a dangerous mission.
WHEN “TEMPERY-MENT” CAME TO BALDKNOB, Holman Day &

A Short Story.
Movie moods and movie morals invade the woods.

JACK AND THE JILLS. A Short Story C. S. Montanye 79
Ottie Scandrel promotes a near comeback.

CAUGHT IN THE NET. Editorials The Editor g

KING NEPTUNE TAKES COMMAND. A Short Story Ralph D. Paine g3

A traditional riot at sea.

the man with the brown eyes, a Novelette Laurie York Erskine 103
Western adventure—Western romance.

under Sicilian rules, a short story LIeweIIyn Hughes 131
The Marquis of Queensbcrry gets a chance.

selwood of sleepy cat.a Four-partstory-Part iv. Frank H. Spearman 141

obediah’s money, a short story Eugene Jones 171
A burglary that was no robbery.

THE DIAMOND OF THE DIPLOMATS. A shortStory Robert H. Rohde 180
The Great Maenmber plays the deuce.

A CHAT WITH YOU. 191

TVice-a-month_publication issued by Street & Smith Corporation, 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York. Ormond G. Smith, Presi-

dent; George C. Smith,  Vice Premde_nﬁ and Treasurer; George C. Smith, . }]]r., che President; %mond_ V. Gould,  Secretary.

Copyright, “ 111-5, b¥ Street Smith. Conjuration, New York, ~Copyright,” ItlliS. by Street Smith ~ Corporation, ~ Great

Britain. ' All Rights Reserved. ~Publishers’ everywhere are cadtione %%amst usflngpa ?/ of the contents_of this ‘magazine either

wholly or ‘in part. ntered as_Second-class_Matter. September 20, 1909, at the "Post Office at New York, N. Y3, under Act
of Congress of March 3, 1579, Canadian Subscription, $4.72. Foreign, $5.44.

WARNING—Do not subscribe through agents unknown to leé.t_mC()ergplaims aro daily made by persons who have been thus
victimized.

IMPORTANT—AuUthors, agents, and publishers_are requested to note that this cor?oration does not hold itself responsible for
loss of unsolicited manuscripts while ‘at this office or in transit; and that it cannot umhrtake to hold uncalled-for ‘manuscripts
for a longer period than six months. If the return of manuscript is expected, postage should be inclosed.

Address all communications to the Street & Smith Corporation

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $4.00 SINGLE COPIES 25 CENTS
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and you
keep this
typewriter

ADVERTISING SECTION

DIRECT
to you
from our
Factory

Big Saving
In Price

Yes, we will ship you this

Genuine Underwood

Rebuilt in our own factory just like new for

ONLY $3 down—Not One Cent More

Until you have tried the machine 10 full days at our expense

Our Factory

P VERY MACHINE is fully guar-'

anteed. New parts wherever
needed. New enamel,new nickel,new
lettering, new platen, new key rings—a
complete, perfecttypewriter. Impossibleto tell
it from a brand new Underwood eitherin aE-
pearance, durability or quality of finished work.

An up-to-date machine with two-color rib-
bon, back spacer, stencil device, automatic
ribbon reverse, tabulator, etc. In addition
we furnish FREE waterproof cover and
special Touch Typewriter Instruction Book.
You can learn to operate this Under-
wood in one day.

Big Book FREE

Our big handsomely illustrated
catalog will be sent free on re-
quest. It tells you all about the
advantages of owning a STANDARD
SIZE UNDERWOOD; how and why this
machine will last for years, saving many
dollars not only in the purchase price
but in its operation.

Send in the coupon and let us send you
this beautifullg illustrated book FREE
without any obligation whatever.

Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co.

“Typewriter Emporium”

Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago /

Write Right Now

and learn how it isp®ossible for
us to ship you thissUnderwood
Typewriter upon our free trial
plan and our direct-to -you
money saving methods. Getthe
full details now—just sign the coupon

and mail today.” Get all the facts—
then decide.

No Obligation

to buy. You don’t have to
order. Justsign the coupon,
send it to us and we will
ail you our big cata-

log™ absolutely free

will be "amaze

the liberality of

our offer, ‘the

Sendthe N beatr B2

Coupon
Today

IO Days’
Free Trial

You have ten full days in
which to try the typewriter
before deciding whether you
wantto keep it. Give it every
test—see for yourself—make
the Underwood prove its
worth to you. Don’t take our
word for it—put the Under-
wood before you and see if

pon.

you don’t think it the great- /
est typewriter bargain ever /
offered. /

You

typewriter offer ex-
cept to sign and
send in the cou- |

There is A WON
no obligation. /sHIPM AN . MFG.CO.

/o f UNDERWOO

This is the genuine Underwood
Typewriter. We offer you the
same three models ofthe Under-
wood Typewriter being made
and sold by the manufacturers
today. Standard 4-row single
shift keyboard. Absolutelyvisible
writing—the full line of type-
writing is visible at all times. All
the improvements and attach-
ments that any high-grade type-
writer ought to have.

Big Saving to You

Our Iplan of selling to you direct makes
ossible enormous savings, which are all
or your benefit. Send in the coupon

and ‘we will send you prepaid our big

catalog, including "A Trip Through Our

Factory.” This shows how the Shipman-

Ward Rebuilt Underwood is the best that

can be produced at our Special Price.

don’t have to do a thing to get
ourbig Free catalog and com-
plete details of our ama2ing

" FREE TRIAL

/ 2631 Shipman Bldg., Chicago

y Please send me FREE, all char?es
>~ fully prepaid, your BIG NEW catalo
D TYPEWRITER

and complete details of your FREE
TRIAL Offer.
It is understood that | am under no obligation

! whateverand that thisis to be sent without one cent

/
foname

of cost to me.

2631 Shipman Bldg, /

street

City —

—State-

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

Classified Advertising

Agents and Help Wanted

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur-

nishing everything; men and women 43 t
100 gw kfy rat?n our gc?a y
andy'_Fact ries”  anywhere. ookl t free.
W. |IIK‘er Ragsdale, Drawer East
Orange, N.
MAKE $25 to $50 a \Week representln%
Clows' Famous Phllad elphia Hosiery, direc
from ill—f m men, children
Every galr“ uaranteed. Pri es that win.
Free” bog ow to Start” tells th st ry
George_Clows Company, Desk 66, Phila
phia,” Pa.
SILVERING, MIRRORS, French plate.
a5|ly learned; immense profits. ans
ear 'Mirror  Works. Excelsior

Tee,
Springs, Mo.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. Every
o ner bu ss%old ml(tlals for his _auto.
a]r e ’? Ten é)r ers
easy. Wnte or gamculars an ree
mples. mencan nogram Dept
170 East Orange. N

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR.

Soaps, Extracts, Perfumes, _ Toilet Goods.
Expenence unnecessary. Carnatlon Co..
Dept. 225. St. Louis,

EARN $10 dallg silvering mirrors, plat-
ing, reiinishing meétalware headll hts, chan-
deliers, bedsteads, _ Outfits furnishe De-
f|Ie kI_aboratorles 1133 Broadway, New York.

AGENTS—WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES.
Sell Madison = “Better-Made”  Shirts  for
large Manufacturi r d|rect to wearer No
ca |taI or expenence equired ny earn
Madison Mills,

? anil borf(us
?roadwi ay New

SELL Uniog Label All Wool Suits_made
to measure direct to wearer for $24.50.
Scott System. _Inc., Wholesale Tailors, 99A
Bedford” St., Boston.

nIEVERYBODY BUYS_ new,

mstant stain
rust  remover. For ¢l ﬁ

hln,% tahle

nen etc. Fine premium_wit
gg, 'Quirk Proflts Free Outfit. V\{( te to
) Christy, 59 Unlon Newarl

BIG MONEY selllrég new Household
cleaner. ashes dries  windows.

%weep% scrubs mogs Completrfe outfn less
an | brooms. 100% it. Harper
Brush Works, 201 3rd St.,

airfield, lowa.
LIGHTNING  STRANGE  BATTERY
Compound. _ Charges discharged batterles

mstantly Eliminates old method entlresy
gglljllon free to agents. Lightning Co

OUR SUPERIOR PROPOSITION will net
%ou $100 a week, every week in_ the year.
quipment and car furnished. No capital
or expenence necessary. . Immediate prof-
its. Write_tod ag/ for é)artlculars American
Products Comp 389  American BIdg.,
Cincinnati, O.

WONDERFUL INVENTION eliminates
needles for phonographs. Preserves recor s

ollshes scratch ing. upply
ocket Sam Ie on approva,
E%estegh Evor%lay, BEsk Clurg

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS.

Steady '$1,600-$2.300 year 25 coached, free.
Wnte immediately. ~ “Franklin  Institute,
Dept. S-2, Rochester. Y.

AGENTS—Somethlng Pcew—Wonderful

invention. Ford wild “over it—Dis-

tributors profit 300%—thirty-day trial offer.

Wnte S. Super, 1304—Fondulac; Milwaukee,
is.

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued

$5 TO $15 DAILY (Sworn Proof) Intro-
ducing New Guaranteed H03|e —Must wear
or replaced free—No capital or experience
requi ed—You srmp\y te or ers— e de-
liver and _collect—You ly—Spare
time satisfactor acoeh ee Textle om-
pany, Station 4501, Cincinnati, Ohio.

RELIABLE MEN WANTED everfywhere
to distribute samples, booklets, etc., for na:

tional advertisers. No sellin Year-around
work. ~ No experience, capital necessary.
Permanent business. rite’ quickly enclos-
ing stamgs for contract, details, “Nation:!1
Dlstnbut rs Association, Dept. S. S., 5153
No. Clark St., Chicago.

AT _LAST! Diamond  Rival Discovered!
Amazing blue white Rajah Gem astounds

{e eIry world and deceives experts! Beau—
ful “Sample case Free! 100
W ite QumkI Rajah Diamond Co., Depy
F- 7 Salisbury, N:

AGENTS:  Sell two shlrts for price of

one. Walton Duplex shirts are reversible.
Make $15-$25 We deliver, collect.
Write for “Your O portunlty Walton-Du-
Illex Co., 541 Brooks Bldg:, Chicago.

Help Wanted—Male

ALL Men, Women, Boys, Girls, 17 to 65

illin to accei)t Government ' Positions
117 - trav n or stationary, —write
Nt"i Louis, Mo., immedi-
ely.

EARN $110 to_ $250 monthl expenses

ai Trafflc Inspector. P sition
guarantee a’f’tey nr? months'

ome study course or mone(y refunded EXx-
’eryortunmes Write for Free Book-
Stand,  Business
Buffalo, N. Y.

cellent o
let.

Trainin
Inst., g

GET A_ UNITED , STATES GOVERN-
ment _position. Good Pay, Short Hours,
Vacation, Sick Leave, Pension, etc. Pre-
{)are for' Rallway Mail, Post Offlce Cus—
m House ni;:rnalh Revenue, Rura Ii
or other Exammatrons all

time.  Common E ucation _ sufficient.
Let our expert SFormer U. S. Civil Service
Secretary-Examiner) train you. Guaranteed
Preparation. = Write to-day for Free Book—
Iet d%cnbln these positions and i
oney:- uarantee. Patterson CIVI
Serwce School, Dept. 981, Rochester, N. Y.

rler
the

Farm Lands

20 ACRES or more of our best land in
Michigan; $20 per Acre. Terms 25c per
acre %)w balancev\your own_terms. 2-

?(ag free t Land  Company,
265 First National Bank Building, Chi-

Personal

REALIZE YOUR AMBITIONS. If you
know all your possibili tles ou can succeﬁd
to anythi ou  undertak Zanya,
famous astrologist, will _send Free a won-
derful astrologlca reading y life.
Send 12c (ét mps) to cover posa e etc.
with Your Birth e Zanya, 200 L West

70th Street, New Yorl

Coins and Stamps

OLD MONEY WANTED will pay_lFlfty

Ellars for nlf(_:ko of 1913 with
ead, (not alo).  We pay cash remi-
s 'for all rare coms Send 4 Iarq
Com Circular. %mean much ro it to

Numlsmatlc ank, Dept.

yNu

Please mention thls magazine when answering

Business Opportunity

FOR METHODS OF MAKING MONEY,
no merchandise; start a business. Write
Repartmint 113, Paul Kaye, 149 Broadway,

How to Entertain

LAYS, musical comedies. and revues,
minstrel _music, blackface skits, vaudevillé
acts, monologs, _dialogs, _recitations, enter-
tainments, musical readings, stage hand-
_tl)_ooks |nake u# g‘oods 6| catalog  free.

23 So. Wabash,
Dept. 132 Chlcago
Help Wanted—Female

home, ~experience UNNECess; partic
for stamP Tapestry Paint
Grange, Ind.

$6—3$18 a dozen decoratmgrglllow Lo;asia

WANTED—adies to embroider linens for
us at home during their leisure moments,
Write ~at once—"Fashion Embroideries”
1570, Lima, Ohio.

EARN MONEY WEEKLY, spare time
addressing, mailing, music, circulars. Send
10c for music, information. _American Music
Co., 1658 Broadway, Dept. Z-10, New York.

EARN MONEY AT HOME during spare
tlme ﬁalntm% Iam shades, glléovy torp for
SSIN Easy nte eﬁtmﬂ

r genenc unnecessary,
Company, 2339, Ft. Wayne, Indiana.

Patents and Lawyers

INVENTORS desiring, to secure atents
should "write for our gdide-book
Get Your_ Patent.” “Send skefch
scription for our o) |n|on of its
nature. Randolph ., Dept. 412
ington, D.

or e-
atentable
, Wash-

PATENTS. Send sketch or model for
relim nary examination.  Booklet fee
neghESt ref grencest Best results. Pro

m
E. Coleman, Pat nt
Lawyer, 644 G St, Washlngton D. C

ATENTS—Write for free Guido Books
“Record of before

or Examination and Instruct
. _Terms reasonable. = Victor J.
Evans Co. 767 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. Pat-
ented or unpatented. Write Adam Fisher
Mfg. Co., 223, St. Louis, Mo.

Detectives Wanted

MEN—Experience _unnecessa travel;
make secret mvest ations; reports; salaries;
expenses.  Write American Foreign Detec”
tive Agency, 114, St. Louis, Mo.

BE A DETECTIVE: —Exce tional _oppor-
tunltg earn bi mone Travel.  Big_re-
ward ESlﬁb“S ed 1 Particularsfree.

Ludwig, 436 Westover Bldg.,
Kansas Clty, Mo.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG _MONEY.

Travel. Excellent ogortum% Experience
unnecessary. Write. George Wagner, former
overnment.  Detective, 1965 = Broadway,
New Yorl

Educational

AhLWAY POSTAL CLERKS—S; (art $133
month,  Railroad pass; expenses : d‘ues—
tions free. Columbus Institute,” B-3, Co
bus. Ohio.

advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

Send for this Free Book!

FASCINATING BOOK of Detective stories that shows how ordinary
boys and men have won nationwide fame, thousands of dollars in rewards,
and important official positions by solving finger print mysteries!

4 . . . Shortly before midnight a young
couple slipped away from the dance. "The

sought out a long, low, rakish roadster. Wit

powerful headlights pickin%out the path, it
moved cautiously through the parking space
and outonto the high road.

“Early next morning—a farm boy found the

girl’sdead body crumpled in the wayside ditch.
oncealed in the bushes at the side of the road

Layéhe boy’s lifeless body, also shot from be-
ind.”

Who had committed the murder?

Read the rest of the story on page 15of our
new Finger Print book.” Find out how the
murderers were traced, tried and convicted,
and how acertain finger print expert solved
five murder mysteries’and secured 97 convic-
tions in less than a year.

Find out how you can become a Finger
Print Expert.

Thirteen Thrilling Stories
of Mystery and
Achievement

Thirteen stories of crime, daring robberies, myste-
rious murders, thrilling escapes. You’ll enjoy “ Snow-
flakes,” a great dope story—“The Invisible Finger
Print,” a blackmail mystery.

In “Foiled,” atrue account of a great political coup,
you’ll read of the astounding rise of a young country
photographer who saved the Mayor of his city and
was later appointed to the mostimportant idenfifica-
tion position in the Btate.

You’ll read of men who achieved fame, big rewards
and important positions in a Bhort time through the
Btudy of finger prints.

Any man who can read and write can be-
come a finger print expert.

Please mention this

PARTIAL LIST

GraduatesU.of A.8.
Recently appointed
Finger Print Ex-
erts of these
tateg, Cities and
Institutions.
State of lowa
State of Idaho
State of Colorado
St. Paul, Minn.

rea
Idaho Falls, Idaho
East Lansing, Mich.
Schenectady, N. Y. .
Lorain County, Ohio
El Paso, Texas
Galveston, Texaa
Houston, Texas
Lincoln, Nebr.
Everett, Wash.

QOgden, Utah
Butte. Mont.
Pueblo, Colo.
Albany County Peniten-
Albany, N.Y" [tiary

Wilkgs Barre, Pa.
Livingston, Mont.
Alhambra, Calif.
Tulsa, Okla.
Havana. Cuba

Finger Print Experts
Needed!

More and more the detection of crime resolves itself
into a problem of identification. Trained men are
needed every month to fill the new positions that are
created. Records show that University of Applied
Science graduates get first choice at the big posi-
tions. Listed below are some of the city and state
bureaus to which U. of A. S. men have been ap-
pointed.

You can learn finger print identification in
a few months in your spare time—af home.

Send the Coupon!

This book :annot be bought at any newsstand or
bookstore—but it will be sent to you FREE if
write to_us at once.. Thirty-two pages, illustrated
color with weird crime pictures. ~This book explains
E\\/Jvr opportunities in the finger print world—shows

you can get your training in a few months—tells
how “you ean get a professional finger print outfit
free. " Write for this book today.

University of Applied Science
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 14-01Chicago, 111

University of Applied Science, Dept. 14-01

1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago, 111
Please send me free your 32-page illustrated book
“Finger Prints.” 1understand that there is ab-
solutely no obligation, Also tell me how I can
become a finger print expert by studying a few
months in spare time—and how | canget a pro-
fessional finger print outfitfree.

Name.
Address.

City State.

magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

Does $5,200 a Year
Look Like a Mountain?

Here’s a peculiar thing about salaries.

To the man making only $20a week, “$40-a-Week”
looms as big as a mountain.

But he reaches it, let us say.

Then “$80-a-Week” becomes the height beyond
which he hardly dares aspire. His little old “$40-a-
Week” looks small indeed!

Eventually —thru home-study training, if he is
wise —we will say that he attains his $80 salary.

When, lo and behold, that distant peak —$100-a-
Week”—becomes no higher than a foot-hilll He
wonders why he should ever have thoughtit utterly
beyond his reach!

Start Now—by Doubling Your Salary
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I -§ _lattention upon their complex-
—\J\J I'IT®fthey could talk for five
minutes with a real authority on the

subject! For they would find that practically

all their methods and preparations are un-
necessary—in some cases, actually harmful.

Simple care. Simple cleansing. These are
the essentials—all else is extra, needless.

In our 88 years of soap-making experience
we have never discovered any means of mak-
ing a soap that would cure a troubled skin,
or directly give the skin a youthful trans-
parency, or "feed” the skin with oils.

When oils are mixed with other ingre-
dients to make soap, they cease to be oils
and become soap. Soap’s function is to
cleanse, notto cure or transform or "nourish”
the skin. And soap is invaluable for its pur-
pose. The platform below, which has been
endorsed by over athousand physicians, con-
tains the truth about soap.

Because it is pure, mild and gentle, lvory
Soap will do for your skin all that any soap
can do, no matter what it costs or what
promises it may make. lvory contains no
medicaments, no artificial coloring matter,

no strong perfume—it is pure soap. It could for the use of
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of your health, and Ivory will take care of cleanse, not to cure or transform.
the rest. "Trotter (gan‘ble 2 Soap performs a very useful funftion

for normal skins by keeping the skin
clean.

Ifthere isany disease of the skin which
I VO RY SOAP soap irritates, a physician should be
seen.

. To be suitable for general daily use, a
99 44/ioo % Pure—It Floats soap should be pure, mild and neutral.

Ifthe medicinal content of a soap is
sufficient to have an effect upon the
skin, the soap should be used only

Guest Ivory, the dainty upon the advice of a physician.
new cake o flvory made
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Temescal

By Henry Herbert Knibbs
Author of «“The Ridin’ Kid from Powder River,” “ Sunny Maleel,’’ Etc.

Here are the opening chapters of the great Knibbs story we have been promising

you.
not timid about_indorsing “Temescal.”
West, it is here.

ship that lives on loyalty, the
guards the high heart,

loyalty that dies for friendship,
the drum of hoofbeats
beams on the midnight desert—they are all here.

Sometimes it is dangerous to ornament a promise with high praise; but we are
Nothing we say about this masterpiece of mod-
ern romance will raise expectations that the story will not overtop.
If you like swift adventure,
rugged beauty, manly sincerity, courage in danger

If you like the
If you have an affection for
fortitude in suffering, the friend-
the quick trigger that
in the dust cloud, the pulse of star

Only our enthusiasm makes us say

it is here.

so much to whet your appetite—for the story is able to speak for itself.
The gay and gallant Temescal will be no stranger to those readers whose mem-

ories reach back to that delightful Christmas story, “The Gifts of Temescal,” which was
a feature of the holiday Popular of a year ago. In the march of incident early in the
novel there is an echo of that stirring day when Temescal rode into Santuario with a
girl baby on his saddlebow and rode out again with an army hot on his. heels, for,
like many another fine novel, “Temescal” is the offspring of a short story. What was all
of the short story is but a minor incident of the longer one; yet an incident necessar
to a complete understanding of the admirable character that "Mr. Knibbs draws wit
such understanding care and such complete success.—T he Editor.

(A Five-Part Story—Part I.)

CHAPTER .
TEMESCAL.

O one in Cabazon seemed to know
who Tergescal was, where he came
from, or whither he was bound.
Yet there was nothing so very mys-

terious about him. His manner was gra-
cious. He commanded respect by convers-
ing elegantly with the intellectual and sim-

ply with those unable to appreciate a spa-
cious brow and the finer subtleties. He en-
joyed surprising himself by doing the un-
expected, leaping, as it were, from hazard
to security, and, as frequently back again.
He delighted in matching wits with worthy
metal, in being sincerely gallant to humble
folk, and as sincerely insolent to those who
deemed themselves his superiors. Temescal
would have indignantly repudiated the sug-
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gestion that he ever flattered any one,
patron or pauper. Nevertheless, flattery
occupied considerable space among the com-
modities of his stock in trade, and he was
a discreetly liberal merchant. He took great
pleasure in performing a kindly act, not,
as he confessed, because of its intrinsic
value, but rather because its reflection il-
lumined qualities wiffiin himself of which
he had not dreamed. Yet if any one had
suggested that he went about the world
doing good he would have shrugged his
shoulders, spread his hands, and allowed
an eloquent silence to convey the impres-
sion that any small good which came of his
presence or his activities was as the light of
the beneficent sun, a radiation most natural
and scarce worthy of remark.

The .only mystery attached to Temescal
was his career. He journeyed through a
land preempted by fierce war and fiendish
banditry, and he journeyed alone. He paid
liberally for such entertainment as he
found, answered all questions, and asked
none. He did not even question his own
career, leaving that to slow, incurious Time
and the ultimate accounting.

Had Temescal been inclined to make war
for its own sake, he might have become a
great leader—south of the border. As it
was, he had but one man to lead—himself.
Consequently, when one of the many colo-
nels of the many Mexican armies devastat-
ing the land overtook Temescal in the lit-
tle town of Cabazon, Temescal was obliged
to either disclose his actual identity and
business, or assume that of a common sol-
dier. The colonel was recruiting those will-
ing to declare themselves Liberals and
shooting those whom he suspected as loyal
to the government. Temescal flatly refused
to become a soldier. When questioned as
to his business and his political inclinations,
Temescal replied that his business was to
keep out of trouble, and that his sympathies
were with the poor of the land.

With the charming simplicity of his kind,
the colonel ordered two of his soldiers to
take Temescal out beyond the edge of the
town and shoot him. To the amazement
of the soldiers, the innkeeper of Cabazon,
and the colonel, Temescal laughed at what
he termed the colonel’s ridiculous sugges-
tion. He had been disarmed, but suffered
no other restraint. He drew a silk hand-
kerchief from his pocket and flicked the
dust from the toe of his boot. “Had I been

unwise,” he declared impressively, “l would
have entered your service, and you, my
colonel, would have been a dead man within
the next twenty-four hours. | would have
killed you myself. Then | should have be-
come colonel. Your men would follow me,
there not being among your company my
equal in presence or strategy—save, of
course, yourself.”

Temescal paused, snapped the dust from
his handkerchief, and calmly replaced it.
The sharp snap caused the colonel to start.
Of a truth, the prisoner was no ordinary
adventurer. The colonel frowned. Temes-
cal cleared his throat. “In refusing to en-
ter your service, | have done you a favor.
| have saved your life. It is evident that
you are generous, and of a noble family.
To be under obligation to a mere civilian
like myself would doubtless distress you.
It is possible to satisfy such obligation by
allowing me my liberty. But to maintain
your prestige it must not seem that you
have changed your mind. Therefore you
will do me the honor of escorting me be-
yond the curious eyes of your excellent sol-
diers, and shooting me yourself. Have |
your permission to make a confession?
Many thanks!” He stepped from between
the guards and toward the colonel, who sat
at wine in the very chair which Temescal
had so recently been obliged to vacate. “I
will then be a dead man,” he whispered,

“discreetly dead. Thus you will have
maintained your prestige------ 7
“I will take care of that------ ” began the

colonel.

“Also, you will have secured my horse,
a very fine animal,” continued Temescal,
“and my pistol, an excellent weapon, and
the gold which | have secreted in an arroyo
beyond the town. Of thi*your men know
nothing.  Otherwise they might thought-
lessly relieve you of it, after having thought-
fully assassinated you. If my suggestions
do not seem comprehensive, if | have over-
looked any small detail of military ethics,
kindly correct me.”

As the colonel had but recently arrived
in Cabazon, and the hour was midafternoon,
he was sober, consequently able to think.
“I will attend to this man,” he declared
finally, gesturing dismissal of the guard.
Temescal drew a coin from his pocket and
tossed it on the table. “From one who is
about to die. Drink, and enjoy yourselves,
my children.” A young lieutenant caught
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up the coin, stared at Temescal, shook his
head.

So Temescal passed from Cabazon, head
bowed and hands clasped behind his back,
as one who contemplates the. dire inevitable.
The Golonel followed, upon his horse.

Far out on the desert they halted at the
edge of an arroyo. Temescal faced his cap-
tor. -1 shall require the use of my hands
to find the gold, my colonel.”

“Proceed,” said the colonel.

Straightway Temescal drew a money belt
from beneath his shirt.  The colonel
frowned, and his short upper lip curled
back from his white teeth in an unpleasant
smile. “Not so fast!” he said as Temescal
was about to hand the belt to him. “Lay
it on the rock there.”

“As you wish,” said Temescal politely.

“Now sit down and pull off your boots.”

Temescal had not considered the possi-
bility of being left barefooted in the desert.
Almost, he lost his presence of mind. But
instead of going into a blind rage and leap-
ing upon the colonel, he gestured acquies-
cence affably, sat down, drew off his boots,
and laid them upon the rock with the sol-
emnity of one officiating at an altar. “I
trust the boots will not be found too large
for such aristocratic feet as they are about
to adorn,” he declared. *“You will also
find my horse a well-mannered animal. |
give him to you, honored beyond words that
he isdo bear so astute and noble a com-
mander.”

It is possible that Temescal overdid the
matter in regard to the horse, which, ac-
cording to the fortunes of war, was already
confiscate. It is also possible that the
colonel was not as stupid as he appeared.
In any event, the colonel told Temescal,
brusquely, to move on—and indicated the
direction with the muzzle of his pistol.
Temescal’s face expressed astonishment—
not because he had been told to betake
himself otherwhere and immediately, but
because of the colonel’s discourteous man-
ner. However, there was no other choice,
so Temescal curled his toes against the
sting of the hot sand, and with head erect
and shoulders squared, marched toward the
north. The colonel watched him until he
had disappeared beyond a distant ridge.
He shrugged his shoulders. “Something
tells me | ought to have shot him,” solilo-
quized the colonel as he dismounted and
gathered up the spoils. He shivered the

least bit, as one touched with the chill of
sudden apprehension.

Meanwhile Temescal sat down beyond
the ridge to cool his burning feet. Regret-
fully he drew off his jacket and cut off the
sleeves. “Were he but inside, it,” he mut-
tered wrathfully, “lI would use a broader
and a deeper stroke.” rFrom the sleeves he
fashioned crude footgear. To turn a man
out into the desert barefooted was the next
thing to a death sentence—and possibly the
colonel had so considered it. But what bit
into Temescal’s very vitals was the fact
that the colonel had tricked him, had dis-
counted his sincerity to the very decimal,
and had ignored his courtesy. “But still,
I am alive,” reflected Temescal, “and that
in itself is something.”

He would have preferred not to progress
farther just then, but, accustomed to pro-
gress under adverse conditions, he rose and
trudged across the blistering sand, wading,
as it were, ankle-deep in shallows of palpi-
tating heat.

On his way to Cabazon he had passed
through a narrow canon where there was
water. There he had paused at the spring
to water his horse, and, as was his inevi-
table custom, he had raised his hat in greet-
ing to the isolated spring. In fact, Temes-
cal always raised his hat to a desert spring,
an isolated shade tree, or a wild flower dis-
covered in some lonely spot where flowers
were not often to be found.

Without food, adequate footgear, gun,
ammunition, horse, or money, yet Temescal
was not disheartened. His reason told him
that he had but one slender chance in a
thousand of getting safely out of the imme-
diate vicinity on foot. Yet something
deeper than reason assured him that he
would survive to become Temescal again.
At the moment he admitted that he did not
know who he was or whither he was bound.
As to where he was------ “But why mention
hell?” he reflected. “Only a fool empha-
sizes the obvious.”

CHAPTER 1.
THE EOCK,

ARRIVING at the canon spring, Temes-
** cal drank long and deep. His anger
cooled, but did not evaporate. Rather, it
solidified. He found shade along the
canon’s southern wall. He sat down, not,
however, that he might plan a way out of
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his present difficulty. To the contrary, he
allowed his imagination to drift toward a
conclusion as to what might happen to the
colonel, should fortune bring them within
rifle shot again. “And | trust it will hap-
pen before my new boots are badly worn.
| paid thirty dollars for them, in Tucson.”
This observation in itself is of no special
significance, save that it points toward the
supposition that Temescal did not steal the
boots, and also toward the conclusion that
he had but recently crossed the border.
Add to this the circumstance that Temescal
was journeying south when overtaken in
Cabazon, and it would appear that his
mission in Mexico was of a purely personal
nature, probably inspired by a desire to see
rather than to be seen.

He gazed at his mutilated jacket, at his
bandaged feet. He thought of going back
to Cabazon, under cover of darkness, and
surprising the colonel, who would undoubt-
edly be drunk by nine o’clock. Had Te-
mescal been properly armed and equipped
he might have done so, but his forces, so to
speak, were too badly scattered for a suc-
cessful flank attack. No, he would wait
until a real inspiration stirred him to ac-
tion. Meanwhile he bathed his swollen
feet and contemplated the desert vista be-
yond the mouth of the canon—a wide space
of shimmering heat and gray-green cacti
and brush.

While in Cabazon, Temescal had par-
taken liberally of wine. Because of the re-
cent rude and unexpected interruption, the
vintage had not had opportunity to per-
form its proper office. Now, however, the
wine served to soothe Temescal’s most natu-
ral irritation by inducing sleep. Yet he
would not sleep near the spring. He was
too wary a campaigner to be caught nap-
ping. He climbed to the rim of the canon,
and after gazing silently toward the distant
town of Cabazon, he scooped out the sand
at the base of a huge, knifelike slab of rock
that partially overhung the canon, and
curled himself within the scant shade.
Without moving he could view the open
desert and also look down directly upon
the spring in the canon bottom. He made
a cigarette and smoked it thoughtfully. It
was his habit to smoke one cigarette be-
fore he slept, one upon rising, and as many
as he cared to make during the day. The
conditions surrounding, confronting, and
in fact, enveloping Temescal might be

termed adverse, or reverse, according to
where one stood and surveyed them, yet
they did not disturb his magnificent poise.
Naturally he was annoyed, especially when
he thought of his new boots and the man
who now wore them. As' for the morrow?
But what was to-morrow, save to-day with
a few possible variations? “Plenty of time
for that,” he observed philosophically.
“Meanwhile 1 will sleep.” And Temescal
slept.

It happened that the colonel in Caba-
zon had but barely tasted of the wine of
the country when he received a message
by courier which entailed a swift and se-
cret journey to the headquarters of the
general commanding the fragments of the
dilapidated and disreputable army of which
the colonel was actively in charge. The
general was encamped on a ranch some
thirty miles north of Cabazon. The colo-
nel’s presence was an immediate necessity.
He was not pleased with the summons,
but he knew better than to ignore it, so
he had Temescal’s horse saddled—a much
finer horse than his own—and taking Te-
mescal’s money belt and six-shooter, he set
out toward the rancho. The colonel also
took with him, as companion and body-
guard, a young and swarthily handsome
soldier, known to his fellows as Lieutenant
Juan Sepulveda—to the ladies as “The
Charming One.” A colonel may or may
not be a favorite with the ladies, depending
largely upon his manner and appearance.
Juan Sepulveda was not a colonel, but he
had the manner and appearance of a dusky
young Adonis, while his colonel was not so
favored. Moreover, there was a girl in
Cabazon—in fact, there were several girls
—yet, the one and most interesting young
woman of the village was admired by the
colonel, and she admired Lieutenant Juan.
And that was one of the reasons for the
colonel’s choice of a bodyguard. There was
another reason, but it would be an unfor-
givable digression to retrace and disclose
the love affairs of the colonel, or of Juan.

Juan, utterly unsuspecting and affable,
accompanied his colonel across the after-
noon desert, treating the imposed duty
somewhat as a lark. The colonel purposely
avoided the course Temescal and he had
taken but a few hours before, because he
knew there was no dead gringo out -.there
where, according to the colonel’s own state-
ment to his men, there was. Consequently,
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as their way lay through the canon,‘ they
entered it at its southern end, about a mile
below Temescal’s temporary sleeping quar-
ters.

Temescal was awakened by voices. Cau-
tiously he uncurled himself and peered down
into the canon. About twenty feet below
him stood two horses. A few yards beyond
the horses were two men. One of the men
was digging in the sand at the base of the
canon wall. The other, who was garbed
like a colonel in the Mexican army, was
evidently directing operations. Temescal
leaned forward and gazed down intently.
What, in the name of reason, were they
doing? Suddenly Temescal’s heart skipped
a beat. The officer was the colonel, the
very colonel who had appropriated his new
boots. In fact, he was wearing them.
Temescal edged cautiously out of his bur-
row. He did not know what he was going
to do, but he knew that he would do some-
thing. Here was a divine opportunity to
rehabilitate himself.

His own horse stood below, saddled and
equipped for a journey—canteen, carbine,
serape, and possibly a bottle of wine in the
saddle pocket. Modestly Temescal admit-
ted to himself that he was equal to any two
men in the Mexican army. And he en-
joyed the strategic position of seeing with-
out being seen. He thought of securing a
sizable stone, or a small rock—he was not
particular—and hurling it down upon the
unsuspecting colonel. Temescal decided to
follow the rock himself, allowing—so to
speak—the other soldier to break his fall.

The colonel unbuttoned his shirt and
drew out a money belt. Temescal’s heart
skipped another beat. It was his own
money belt. “We wall leave it concealed
here until we return,” the colonel was say-
ing to the man who dug in the sand. It
occurred to Temescal that burying money
in this isolated spot was an extraordinarily
peculiar proceeding. He was not aware
that the colonel had been summoned to the
presence of the general, nor was he aware
that the general was in the habit of bor-
rowing sums of money from his officers.
But the colonel knew it. Hence these ex-
traordinarily peculiar proceedings.

Temescal frowned. “And to bury my
own money, almost under my nose,” he
breathed. “It is a sign and a token. Some-
thing will come of this!”

Prophetic utterance!  For the colonel

handed the money belt to the kneeling sol-
dier, who took it and laid it in the hole h

had dug and covered it with sand. Hb
back was toward the colonel. The colone
drew his revolver. Then Temescal under-
stood. “Buried treasure, and no one left to'
tell the tale.” Temescal thought swiftly.
If the colonel killed the soldier, there would
then be but one to reckon with. Yet Te

mescal’s generous and humane soul could
not countenance the cold murder of a man.
even though his own money and safety
were assured in the result. It has beer
said that the thought is parent to the act

or something like that. In this instance the
thought and the act were as twins, born
upon the instant. TemescaPs blood boiled
On his hands and knees, he heaved his stout
body up to leap upon the assassin below.
He had forgotten the limitations of his hid-
ing place. His back arched suddenly against
the huge slab of rock under which he had
burrowed. Instantly, rock, pebbles,, sand,
Temescal and noble intentions toppled and
fell slithering into the canon. Owing to a
gyration of the slab of rock, Temescal
landed on top of the heap. His teeth clipped
together. He saw stars, and numerous con-
stellations. And beneath the great rock lay
the proud but retired colonel of a regiment
in the Mexican army.

Temescal felt of the back of his neck
He drew out his silk handkerchief and wiped
the sweat from his forehead. He shrugged
his shoulders—politely—and spread out his
hands. “This,” he said, his thumb touch-
ing the rock on which he sat, “will save us
the trouble of digging another and a larger
hole.” He gestured toward the spot where
the money belt was concealed. Neither the
fall, the terrific jolt, nor the surprise shook,
for a moment, Temescal’s natural poise and
dignity. It is to be noticed that he said
“us” when mentioning the fact that further
excavating would be unnecessary. Thus he
implied a companionship which, in turn, im-
plied a mutual interest. Wisely taking ad-
vantage of Juan Sepulveda’s surprise, Te-
mescal explained in excellent Spanish just
what the colonel had had in his hand and
was about to do with it when the slab of
rock toppled and fell. Lieutenant Juan al-
most believed him. “And while | dislike
undue exertion,” added Temescal, “lI am
willing to prove my statement by assisting
you in digging beneath this rock. You will
find my gun in your colonels hand. In
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fact, he didnt have time to drop it. Pos-
sibly such proof is unnecessary, because you
will observe that | have possession of your
carbine, and you are unarmed. However, |
must have my boots. Therefore, we will
dig.”
%s the still-astonished Juan dug and
heaved and tugged at the slab of rock,
Temescal assisted by advising as to lever-
ages and wedges. Occasionally Temescal
paused in directing the operations to rub
his back. He had suffered a slight strain,
but he explained that that need not inter-
rupt his friend’s efforts. Juan, who was
familiar with Mexican colonels and their
playful ways when gold or women weére coni
cerned, began to believe that he had nar-
rowly escaped being shot in the back.
When, at last, the slab of rock was re-
moved from an all-but-perfect silhouette of
the colonel, it was as Temescal had said—
an ivory-handled pistol was gripped in the
colonel’s hand. “And he was not picking
his teeth with it when | hurled this rock,”
declared Temescal, shrugging his shoulders
and spreading one hand—the other was still
poising the carbine. Juan Sepulveda gazed
at Temescal, at the carbine, and at the colo-
nel. Like Temescal, Juan was somewhat
of a philosopher. “We have two good
horses,” he said.

And he left the suggestion in the air, so

to speak.
“You have spoken wisely,” declared
Temescal. “Kindly remove the boots from

this gentleman. | would draw them upon
more honorable legs.”

“It would not be well for us to return
to Cabazon,” observed the young soldier as
he removed the boots. It was only too evi-
dent that the colonel would have no further
use for them.

“Again you have spoken wisely. Your
name?”

“Juan Sepulveda, senor. And yours?”

“Importunio—Temescal. Perhaps | have
another. You have inferred, correctly, that
we are to make a journey together. We
shall require food. You will return to Caba-
zon, after dark, and seek out some young
woman who will secure food for us. That
should not be difficult, because | saw you
talking to a rather attractive girl when your
colonel-that-was arrested me. However, |
shall give you money, in case your good
looks do not awaken immediate sympathy.
You will return to a spot that | shall desig-

nate. Then we shall see what we shall
see.”

“Which will not be the sun upon Cabazon
to-morrow morning,” declared Juan Sepul-
veda, emphatically.

“You are a man after my own heart!”
cried Temescal. “I have wished for such
a companion—sturdy, loyal, young and
good looking. Together we shall do great
things! 1 have much wisdom in the ways
of men, although | admit women puzzle
me. Also, | have gold, and mature judg-
ment. What can resist us?”

“Nothing, unless it be the army,” sug-
gested Juan.

“The army? Ah, yes! 1 recall some-
thing that looked like an army, yonder in
Cabazon. | had forgotten it. However,
because of your recent association with it,
we will avoid it, for the time being. Still,
| regret that there were not a few more
colonels under the rock when | launched it.”

“The rock! Yes! You are a strong man
—a very strong man!” declared Juan admir-
ingly.

“When in anger—yes!” admitted Temes-
cal. “Come! After refreshing ourselves at
the spring—in case you have no tequila with
you—we will climb out of this canon and
you shall see where | tore the rock from
its roots. | imagine that the hole is there
yet.”

“You speak of tequila, senor. My colonel
always carried a little silver flask, but | fear
it is empty. He drank from it, turning it
to the sky, just before we entered the
canon.”

“To deaden his conscience, that he might
kill you. That account is closed. However,
we will salvage the flask.”

“With the day,” said Juan, gesturing to-
ward the setting sun, “1 will take my horse
and proceed to Cabazon----- 7

“Softly, young soldier! You will pro-
ceed on foot, leaving your horse, your hat
and your arms with me. Then, if you
should happen to be recognized by one of
your former companions, you have been
waylaid, robbed and disarmed, and your
colonel murdered. Here is money. Be cau-
tious. Should some young woman secure
food for you, pay in kisses if possible, in
gold if necessary—but not in confidences.
Preserve an air of mystery. Convey the im-
pression that you are in great distress. You
may be, if you are recognized and cap-
tured.”
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“As you wish, senor. But where shall |
meet you?”

Allowing Juan to precede him, Temescal
climbed to the canon’s rim. “Yonder, in
the open | will wait. Go with God, and
return with—provisions.”

Temescal, however, did not wait in the
appointed place, but chose a low hill, sev-
eral hundred yards from the spot, where he
kept vigilant watch, curbing, as the moon
rose, a natural impatience to be gone. He
had still to assure himself that the young
soldier could be trusted. “That | have
saved his life means nothing,” soliloquized
Temescal. “Gratitude frequently rebounds
in a most unexpected manner. | rescued a
small dog from the jaws of a big dog, once
—and the small dog promptly bit me. How-
ever, the small dog was half starved and,
consequently, somewhat cynical. | feel
empty, myself.”

Presently a lone, dim figure appeared,
marching with its shadow across the moon-
lit desert. Arrived at the spot Temescal
had designated, the figure stopped, turned
about as though perplexed, and finally called
softly. Temescal sheathed his six-shooter,
and came down from his hill, leading the
horses. He had recognized Juan’s voice,
and had surmised that the peculiar hump
on his back was a sack of food,

“I might have known that you would be
cautious,” said Juan; then, reproachfully:
“But, senor, you might have trusted me!”

“Didnt I trust you with five good, old,
solid American silver plunks with which to
buy the grub?” Temescal spoke in our own
vernacular, and testily.

Juan did not understand the language,
but he caught the import. “Yes! Yes!
And if it is that | have seemed to delay,
that is because of Chiquita. She was quick
to get food for us, senor; but when it came
to paying”—Juan scratched his head reflec-
tively—*“1 could not be less generous than
she. If kisses could be measured, | think
this sack would not contain those which
we exchanged. Here is the money, un-
spent, senor.”

“You have earned it. Put it in your
pocket. Doubtless you- have eaten. | will
eat as | ride.”

“l have eaten nothing,” observed Juan
rather pensively. “Entering Cabazon, fear
dulled my appetite. Departing, | had no
opportunity.”

“But you delivered the goods,” said

Temescal, forgetting in his enthusiasm that
Juan did not understand English.

From the foregoing one might surmise
that Temescal was not all that he seemed
to be—or possibly, that he was more; that
his elegant diction was an affectation and
the Spanish language acquired. Has it not
been said that occasional sojourners in a
foreign land become more native than the
natives themselves? Yet it is both unfair
and unwise to judge hastily, or become
prejudiced by a name.

Juan, however, saw only in his compan-
ion a great man suffering a chance misfor-
tune. Wanned by a modest nip of tequila,
Juan mounted his horse. “We will seek
new fortunes together!” he exclaimed, and
promptly felt in the sack for something
more substantial than optimism.

“We ride with the moon!” declared
Temescal, waving a piece of dried goat’s
meat which Juan passed to him.

Two shadows fled across the dim, ghostly
reaches of the desert, bearing south, as is
frequently the custom of adventurous shad-
ows. The few, faint lights of Cabazon dis-
appeared. Juan gestured toward a far range
of hills etched in black upon the rising
moon. “Beyond those hills,” he confided
to Temescal, “is a town that | know. There
they make good wine, and there is much
feasting and dancing. No gringo has yet
discovered the place.”

“Yet one may,” declared Temescal,
darkly. His new boots, made to measure
in Tucson, and ordinarily a perfect fit,
pinched his swollen feet. Otherwise, noth-
ing disturbed his equanimity.

CHAPTER II.

THE WAIF OF WAS.

A CCUSTOMED to night marches and the
*% companionship of hardy men, Juan
Sepulveda was. nevertheless astonished by
Temescal’s unwearying animation, as they
rode down the long, starlit hours that lay
between them and the hills of dawn. Te-
mescal sang a robust song in a robust tenor.
He recounted many incidents in his adven-
turous career. He spoke of Heidelberg, Vi-
enna, Paris, the Riviera, as one might men-
tion Schenectady, Troy, Albany and the
Palisades. He told amusing tales of promi-
nent characters both in America and in
Mexico. He seemed broadly familiar with
all that was going on in the world. He
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discussed the qualities and characteristics
of horses, men and dogs with an impartial-
ity so humorous and intuition so keen that
his young companion did not know whether
to laugh or listen in amazement. Then, for
a change, Temescal talked about the stars,
naming some of them, and illustrating, by
anecdotes both ancient and modern, their
supposed influence upon men. Yet never
once did Temescal mention himself as a
principal, but always as an observer.

And, in turn, Juan told of exploits along
the border, and far south in the land, of
raids and reprisals, of battles, fiestas, pretty
girls, legends of ancient loot, of Aztec mines,
and undiscovered cities. To all this Temes-
cal listened with polite interest, meanwhile
gaining a fair insight into his companion’s
character; for he who talks of others con-
fesses himself.

When the conversation finally drifted
round to their present condition and pros-
pects, Juan was for outlining a definite cam-
paign of fortune. Temescal elbowed the
suggestion aside. “It is not a wise proceed-
ing to knock too loudly upon the door of
To-morrow. It is true that some bold ones
have done so, and with success. | have,
myself. However, | do not favor haste
and importunity. As for knowing what one
is going to do, from day to day, that is like

eating the dulce before the frijoles. It dulls
one’s appetite.”

“But, senor------ 7

“Quite correct. You are young. | will

illustrate my contention. Doubtless you
have had many sweethearts. Among these
there was doubtless one with whom you ar-
ranged to meet in the evening, beneath some
shadowy tree where even the moonlight
would have been an interloper. And there
you met her, knowing as you journeyed to-
ward the spot, that she would be there.
Your young heart beat fast. You were en-
raptured. You thought you had realized
the superlative bliss. But wait! Again you
strolled along an evening street, alone, and
thinking how cruel some other saucy young
senorita had been in declining to meet you.
It was dark, of course—or it should have
been dark. Suddenly you were aware of a
presence, a young presence, a feminine
young presence, to be brief: and almost in-
stantly she recognized you. You had not
dreamed of meeting her. Your heart beat
seventy times faster than it had upon the
previous occasion. You felt as though you

had fallen into a river, and had found a
pearl upon its bank when you climbed out.
Further illustration is unnecessary. You
understand.”

“Indeed, senor! You mean that adven-
ture is like a charming mistress, wayward,
perhaps, but ravishing; that her charm for
one lies in not being aware of what she
will do the next moment, but—-"

“Or whom,” murmured Temescal.

Juan’s flight of fancy, like a falcon that
had struck, returned to his wrist. “So |
shall be content to follow you.”

“You speak wisely. And | am not averse
to having a friend at my back. However,
there will be occasions when you will lead-
in a physical sense. As now, for example.
The gray horses of the dawn are tugging
at their traces. Soon their blazing chariot
will roll up the edge of the world, and then
—it will be hot. You spoke of a ranchito,
a little way off the road to Santuario. We
will stop at this ranchito, where | shall
allow you to shave me, after we have fed
our horses and refreshed ourselves. My
shirt also needs washing. Breakfast, a
shave, a clean shirt, and a little sleep, and
| shall be ready to discover this town of
feasting and dancing of which you have
spoken. However, when in Santuario, be
discreet in introducing me, especially to
men. As for the ladies, it will not be
necessary.”

“You mean the senoritas will naturally
find you interesting, and that therefore they
will------ "

“That is not impossible. But no. In
this instance you will have the ladies to
yourself. | shall keep in the background.
As you have no doubt observed, I am solid,
and difficult to move. | am, perhaps, what
one might call ‘selective’ in my tastes, and
only those who appreciate it, interest me
There was, however, a girl in San Antone—
a most interesting town in the old days,
when a man’s introduction was his person-
ality, not his raiment, and--—-"

“But, senor. what about the girl?”

“Nothing. Friendly discourse serves to
cheat weariness. Yonder seems to be the
hacienda.”

So they turned from the wagqgn road,
heartened by the prospect of rest and re-
freshment, both for themselves and their
weary horses. Temescal visioned shade and
cool water, simple ranch folk, native hospi-
tality, and many children, who would scat-



TEMESCAL 9

ter like i/oung quail at the unexpected ar-
rival of a strange guest.

The ranchito, however, which Temescal
had called, in his expansive way, a haci-
enda, proved a bitter disappointment; not
because it was a meager ranch house and a
small property, but because it was tenant-
less, the adobe ransacked, the homely fur-
nishing burned, mutilated, destroyed; the
entire  habitation devastated. = Temescal
viewed the desolation with.hot anger in his
eyes. “We will proceed with caution,” he
said, as Juan was about to explore an inner
room, evidently hoping against hope. Juan
paused. Turning his head he gazed at
Temescal with eyes somber, questioning.
“1 knew these folks,” he said finally. “They
were kindly folk and industrious. Often |
stopped here on my way to Santuario.”

“Where there is much feasting and danc-
ing,” murmured Temescal.

Juan shrugged his shoulders.
do nothing here. Let us go.”

“Strange that this desolation should af-
fect you,” said Temescal. *“Surely you are
not unfamiliar with this sort of thing. Your
illustrious army------ 7

He was interrupted by a faint, wailing
sound, which seemed to come from behind
the door of the unexplored room. The com-
panions glanced at each other. Temescal
drew his six-shooter, strode to the door and
thrust it open. Juan started nervously as
he again heard that queer, choking wail.
Temescal gestured toward a corner of the
room, beyond the beam of morning sunlight
which lay like a patch of gold on the dark,
earthen floor, and bolstering his gun he
stepped into the room, knelt and tenderly
lifted a tiny, naked infant from the shad-
owy corner. He pressed the baby awk-
wardly against his broad chest. He strode
to the larger room, paused, then gestured
with his elbow. “Water! Make a fire and
warm the water—but not too hot.”

Juan made a fire and heated the water
in a broken olla. Meanwhile Temescal
paced back and forth, endeavoring to soothe
the baby. He sang softly. He teetered
the infant up and down and talked to it.
Still it wailed lustily. Finally Temescal of-
fered it a silver piece, pressing the coin into
the tiny, clenched fist. The child wailed
more lustily than ever.

The sweat stood out on TemescaPs fore-
head, His face grew red. He felt ridicu-
lous, inefficient, helpless. He desired ar-

“We can

dently to .smoke; yet he could not bring
himself to lay the child upon the bare floor,
and there was nothing in the way of blan-
ket or clothing upon which to lay it. Finally
Juan advised that the watfr was warm.

Temescal was not unskillful in handling a
horse or a six-shooter, but when it came to
bathing a squirming infant----- He spread
his silk handkerchief on the floor, laid the
child on it, and glanced round. As there
seemed to be nothing less flexible than a
saddle blanket with which to wash it, he un-
buttoned his shirt, drew it over his head,
and solemnly hacked a piece from the tail
of the shirt and dipped it in the warm water.
The infant bawled, squalled, choked, grew
purple, silent; squawked, mewed plain-
tively, and gathering breath, began all over
again.

Juan was amazed that a man like Temes-
cal should take so much pains with the
child of mere peasant folk. Yet he was in-
terested in spite of his youth. So when it
came to clothing the child, Juan offered to
donate his shirt. But Temescal frowned
down the suggestion. “I began with this,”
he said, gesturing toward the infant, “and
it is for me to complete the task.” Care-
fully he- swathed the baby in his own shirt
and carried it to the doorway. “See! It
has all but ceased to weep. Untie the
horses! We shall proceed to Santuario. |
will carry the child and shield it from the
sun. When we are within sight of this town
of feasting and dancing,” Temescal empha-
sized the latter words, “you will ride ahead
and make arrangements with some good
woman for the immediate care of the child.
Choose a married woman, one that is portly,
who smiles, and has children about her. |
dislike to seem arbitrary, but evidently you
have had no experience with these things,”
and Temescal indicated the baby awkwardly
cuddled in his arms.

“It is plain that you have,” said Juan ad-
miringly. The infant had ceased to wail.

“Not I!” thundered Temescal. “Nor do
I wish to have. Fate has thrust this bur-
den upon me!  And Fate has made us com-
panions. What would you have done had
you discovered this orphan and | had not
been with you? You would have been help-
less. A beneficent though blundering design
sent me to save this child, which should
hereafter bear my name, were it a man-
child. Yet | am not to have even that con-
solation.”
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“Then, senor, why not call the child "Te-
mescalita?’”

Temescal’s face beamed. “Not a bad sug-
gestion, from a soldier. You may amount
to something yet. Meanwhile, we delay.
Hold the child until 1 am ready to take it.”
And Temescal transferred his tiny burden
to Juan. Immediately the tiny burden be-
gan—as Juan said—to mew and squawk
amazingly. Temescal mounted his horse.
“You see, it misses me already!” he as-
serted complacently. “Carefull  You are
not handling a sack of beans.”

As they rode away from the ruins of that
which had so recently been a quiet and in-
dustrious home, Temescal discoursed upon
banditry carried on under the guise of hon-
est warfare.

Yet their conversation finally drifted to
happier themes. The abstract gave place to
.the concrete, which for them, was Temes-
calita, who, for a wonder, slept peacefully
in the hollow of Temescal’s arm, her tiny
body shaded from the sun by Temescal’s
serape. And of her they talked, hazarding
a guess as to her age, speculating upon the
fate of her parents, and discoursing about
her future. “lI shall provide for her!” de-
clared Temescal enthusiastically.  “She
shall be clothed and fed and educated. Un-
der the circumstances, | could hardly do
less for her.”

“But, senor, she is not your child. She
is really nothing to you. How are we to
continue our journey if the nina is to re-
ceive all these things?”

“No, she is not my child,” said Temescal
coldly. “And she is nothing to me. Yet
she could not have been more my own had
| been her father. And she is everything
to me. Had the little one been flesh, of
my flesh it had been my duty to provide for
her. Now it is more than my duty—it is
my absolute and unsought delight. Though
the shrill noise she made gripped my very
vitals, though I all but wrestled with her to
subdue her to the bathing, and though I
know that she does not possess the garments
most essential to her age and my tranquil-
lity, still is she the most wonderful atom
that | have ever touched with these hands.”

Within sight of Santuario, which had
hitherto remained hidden by the low hills,
Temescal sent Juan ahead to make arrange-
ments for the immediate care of the child.

And so Temescal entered the town of San-
tuario, an itnpressive figure, mounted upon a

fine horse. Within his arms slumbered the
tiny Temescalita, wrapped in a silken shirt.
It is true that Temescal was shirtless, and
that his arms were bare, save for the serape
across his shoulders. He had sacrificed the
sleeves of his jacket for footgear in the des-
ert near Cabazon. Yet he seemed utterly
unaware of his lack of adequate clothing,
and oblivious to the curious glances of the
townsfolk as he rode slowly down the street.
He looked neither to the right nor the left,
but gazed, somewhat sternly, toward the
west.

Juan hailed him at the end of the street.
“This way, senor! | have made all arrange-
ments. Yonder is the house.”

“l suppose you have not overlooked the
fact that | have no shirt,” said Temescal.

“l had not thought of it. | will get one
for you.”

“To the contrary, you will take the nina
and stand here until | return. And when |
return 1 myself will deposit the little one
with its foster mother. But | do not care
to appear before her as a Yaqui of Sonora.
Where did you say they sold good wine?”

“There, senor—across the street.”

No community, small or large, is with-
out its news scavenger, usually some dod-
dering mediocrity who collects news with all
the careless gusto of a garbage man and dis-
penses it with equal abandon. Such an in-
dividual, observing Juan Sepulveda standing
at the corner and holding a mysterious bun-
dle in his arms, accosted him.

“Have | not met you before?” inquired
the gossip, who exhibited half as ftiany
teeth and twice as much unshaven beard as
the average citizen of Santuario.

“If so, it was not at the barber’s,” re-
torted Juan, who felt exceedingly self-con-
scious and awkward, holding a bundle which
might at any moment proclaim itself.
“Scratch your fleas elsewhere. 1 am occu-
pied.”

“S0?” The gossip’s sly, watery eyes har-
dened. “And your friend, in the cantina
yonder, is also occupied, no doubt. Do not
forget, young man, that there is a jail in
this town of Santuario, where offensive
strangers may explain themselves.”

“A calabasino swings in the wind. It
is cracked and makes a queer sound. Good
wine would leak from it; therefore | do not
pour. Adios, Senor Flea-trap. | shall itch
until you are gone.” /

The gossip departed, muttering. From
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the doorway of the cobbler’s shop he
watched Temescal come from the cantina,
cross the street and enter the store of one
Estancio, where clothing, of a kind, was to

be had. “Look!” whispered the gossip to
the cobbler as Temescal came from the
store. “Is that not the bandit, Temescal?”

The cobbler scratched his head. “If it
is not, it is his brother. Let us inquire of
Estancio.”

“Or at the cantina,” suggested the gossip.

“Estancio charges nothing for informa-
tion,” declared the cobbler, shrewdly sur-
mising that the gossip’s thirst was not en-
tirely for information. “We will talk with
Estancio.”

Meanwhile Temescal purchased a shirt,
not of silk, not exactly to his liking, but the
best that could be had in so small a town.
Tying his horse to a tree in front of. a mod-
est adobe, he took Temescalita in his arms
and followed Juan to the house, where
Temescalita was presently deposited with a
plump and smiling mother, who could
scarcely number her offspring on the fingers
of both hands, including her thumbs. The
zealous Juan had followed Temescal’s in-
structions to the very letter.

I“I fear this is an imposition,” said Temes-
cal.

The mother of many shook her head.
“No!  No! Where there are so many,
what is one more or less? Juan has al-
ready told me the sad news of those poor
folk of the ranchito. The little one shall
be cherished as my own. As | am proud of
all these, so am | proud of this one,” and
the senora gestured toward her small army
of progressively sized youngsters. Mean-
while she allowed her fine dark eyes the
privilege of admiring Temescal’s command-
ing figure. She sighed. “My husband was
also fond of children.”

“He is away, perchance?”

“Indeed, senor. He is with the saints.”

“A pity!” exclaimed Temescal courte-
ously, and, it must be admitted, a trifle am-
biguously. However there was cause. The
senora was a widow, and Temescal’s natu-
rally gallant manner had, more than once,
been misinterpreted. He gave the woman a
piece of gold, and departed, politely, of
course, but noticeably in haste. Juan'had
to step briskly to keep pace with him.

“Did | not choose well?” queried Juan,
wondering at his companion’s agitation.

“Too well!  She is'a widow.”

“But not unwilling to take either the
child, or money for its care.”

“Or another husband,” said Temescal,
solemnly. “She has fine eyes and a moth-
erly way. | know the type. I—she will
make an admirable foster mother for Temes-
calita.”

After seeing to it that their horses were
fed and corralled conveniently near the can-
tina, Temescal and Juan made themselves
comfortable in the purple shadows of the
vine-covered portico of the posada. Temes-
cal rubbed his chin reflectively. Whatever
his reflections may have been, they were

diverted abruptly. “lI have not been
shaved!” he declared. “And the good
wioll?w saw me thus! Yet perhaps it is as
well.”

“Or better,” suggested Juan facetiously.
The wine of Santuario was nothing if not
“heady.”

“How s0?”

“You do not seem to like widows, senor.”

“Collectively, I admire them. Individ-
ually, I wish them well, from a distance.
This is good wine. Drink slowly.”

Juan, who had consumed better than
twice as much wine as Temescal, laughed.
“As for the wine—you make it go farther,
I make it go faster.”

Temescal shrugged his shoulders. His
gaze, shadowed by his broad sombrero,
seemed to be occupied with the little group
talking and gesticulating in the store across
the way, where one, Estancio, sold many in-
different commodities, including shirts, and
dispensed gossip gratuitously. Juan refilled
his cup and drank, not leisurely, as Temes-
cal had suggested, but with youthful gusto.
He called the posadero’s daughter, asking
her to fetch more wine.

A pretty girl passed the cantina, nodded
to Juan and glanced curiously at the un-
moved Temescal. Juan raised his cup, sa-
luting the pretty girl, and inadvertently
slopping wine on Temescal’s boots.  Still
Temescal stared across the way, seemingly
oblivious to Juan, to the homely daughter
of the posadero waiting to be paid for the
wine, and to pretty girls passing and nod-
ding saucily.

“There is wine at your elbow,” suggested

Juan. “l drink to Juanita Escobar who
just bowed to me. She is the prettiest girl
in Santuario.”

“Indeed!” Temescal’s head came up. He
turned toward the innkeeper’s daughter, “A
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thousand and one pardons, senorita! |
cannot recall having ordered more wine.
However, | am forgetful, at times. My
companion has suggested a toast to the pret-
tiest girl in Santuario.” Temescal rose and
bowed graciously. “So, we drink to you,
senorita.”

Juan got to his feet from which he was
immediately swept, as it were, by his com-
panion’ tour-de-force, into drinking a
health to the obviously homely daughter of
the innkeeper.

Ignoring Juan entirely, the innkeeper’s
daughter curtsied to Temescal. “Thank
you, senor. You are kind. And you are
not drunk.”

Juan sat down and stared sulkily at the
middle of the street. “But no!” he ob-
served, imitating Temescal’s expansive man-
ner, “I shall keep in the background. You
shall have the ladies to yourself. | am
solid, and difficult to move. | am what you
might call ‘selective----- ”

Temescal laughed heartily. “You pro-
pose a wise amendment. It is your capacity
for wine, and not my own that restrains me
from drinking to all the girls in this delight-
ful village. One of us, at least, should be
watchful, even here.”

“I am not drunk,” declared Juan sul-
lenly.

Temescal rose and laid his hand on Juan’s
shoulder. “Do you still hold me your
friend?”

“Oh, as for that------ ” grumbled Juan.

“Count the buttons on my new jacket!”

“A trick,” said Juan. “l can count.
There are none.” Yet in spite of himself
he glanced up. Meeting TemescaPs mag-
netic gaze, his own was welded to it, and
in the heat of such concentration his mind
cleared. Still Juan held to the tail of his
stubborn mood that now, perversely, kicked
to free itself. “But there is nothing to fear
in this place,” he declared, gesturing his in-
difference.

“Amigo,” said Temescal affectionately,
“you may get drunk, and | will not desert
you. You may play the fool, and I will
stand by you. You may quarrel with an
enemy and | will uphold your argument.
You may even slop wine on my boots, and
I will not censure you. But one thing you
may not do and be my friend; and that is,
sulk! If | should chance to reprove you/
for this or that, and you find neither wis-
dom nor humor in the reproof, curse me

outright. Declare yourself angry, abused,
misunderstood, insulted, slandered; sweat
out some kind of lusty argument with me.
Steal my horse, my money, my reputation—
if you can—but do not clench your fist and
then hide it in your pocket!”

The sheer vigor of Temescal’s harangue,
aside from its import, struck the last vestige
of moroseness from Juan’s mind.

Temescal returned to his chair beneath
the purple shadows of Las Uvas. Juan
drummed his fingers on the table top. Pres-
ently he rose and strode across the street to
get cigarillos of a kind not to be had in
the posadero. Perhaps ten minutes passed
before he returned with the cigarettes. His
manner seemed peculiarly diffident as he
proffered a cigarette to Temescal. And
Temescal noticed that Juan’s hand trembled
as he lighted a match. Juan leaned close.
“Estancio, who keeps the shop across the
way,” he whispered, “asked me who you
were. | told him you were Temescal, and
my friend. He asked me if you were not
Temescal, the thief of Cabazon. 1 serve
you and you only, senor. If again ques-
tioned what shall 1 say?”

“Your hand is unsteady,” observed
Temescal. “See, the match has gone out.
Another!”

Temescal lighted his cigarette and puffed
thoughtfully. He blew a ring of smoke, a
second ring, and a third. “Tell him he hit
the ball on the nose,” he said finally. Then,
as Juan seemed puzzled: *“Your friend
across the street is keen, but unwise. In-
form him that | am Temescal; that it is my
pleasure to patronize Santuario this little
while, and purchase supplies for my men.
Tell him to breathe no word of this to any
one. Thus | shall gain much advertising.
But it is unnecessary to say anything about
the colonel beneath the rock. That matter

is settled.”

“Yes, senor. But are you Temescal the
bandit?”

“None other. And you, it would seem,
are my men.”

CHAPTER IV.
THE MOTHER OF MANY.

DUT, senor------ ” Juan had heard strange

tales of Temescal the bandido, known
throughout the northern states of Mexico as
a violent man, cruel, brutal, cold-blooded
and so ignorant that he was unable to sign
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his own name. *“But, senor------ ” reiterated
Juan, staring at his nonchalant and smiling
companion.

“Nothing is impossible, my young friend.
Your garrulous storekeeper suggests that |
am Temescal of Cabazon. Can you dis-
prove it?”

“It is true | first saw you in Cabazon.”

“Quite so. Have you ever seen Temescal
the bandit, or talked with him?”

“Not unless you are the man.”

“Accept me as such until you can prove
otherwise. Yet, if you are not pleased with
my identity, if you feel that our friendship
is founded upon a misapprehension—in
short, if you imagined me a gentleman and
discovered me to be a rascal, let us shake
hands in recognition of a pleasant fellow-
ship concluded, and go our separate ways.
I am selfish, as are all men, yet | like to
appear generous. You are without money,
and without occupation. Half of the gold |
carry is sufficient for my needs. The other
half is yours should you choose to accept
it and journey by yourself.”

“But you saved my life, senor!”

“Which is nothing. | refer, of course,
to the circumstance. Friendship is not a
matter of bookkeeping.”

“And you offer me half of your gold------

“Which is nothing.”

Perplexed, Juan frowned and wriggled his
nose like a dog trying to follow an elusive
scent—which is not a pun in Spanish. He
"had forgotten the chief issue—whether or
not Temescal was the notorious bandit, in
endeavoring to appreciate Temescal’s pecu-
liar line of reasoning. Saving a man’s life
was nothing. Gold was nothing. Juan sat
with his cigarette unlighted, his wine un-
tasted. Temescal casually studied the
young soldier’s face.

“It would seem that everything is noth-
ing,” declared Juan, after a few moments of
troubled reflection.

“Wiser men have arrived at a similar con-
clusion.”

“l am no philosopher,” declared Juan, us-
ing, however, the word “pensador,” which
delighted Temescal as a naked equivalent;
for indeed he who thinks must needs be a
philosopher. “lI am no philosopher, yet |
know a straight road when | see it, and
an honest man when | hear his voice.”

“Yet a straight road grows monotonous,
and obvious honesty becomes tiresome.”

“To the fire with your philosophy!” cried

Juan.  “l will not accept one centavo of
your wealth. Fate chose for me when the
rock fell in the canon of Cabazon. Are
you greater than Fate, that you can cast me
off with a bribe?”

“No,” chuckled Temescal, “but now you
have sweated yourself sober, and that is as
it should be.”

Meanwhile, Estancio informed each per-
son entering his shop—in the strictest con-
fidence—that the mysterious caballero who
drank wine in the shade of Las Uvas was
none other than Temescal, the bandit, a
great leader and generous to the poor. “He
came into my shop, here,” declared Estan-
cio, “and purchased a shirt of the best qual-
ity. He paid me liberally, not asking the
price. When 1 tendered him his change
he waved it aside, telling me to present it
to the shirt maker, who, unquestionably,
was a very poor craftsman. Only a leader
of bandits could afford to be so indifferent
as to the cost of a shirt, and so generous to
the poor.”

The little group of townsfolk nodded
thoughtfully. Estancio’s argument may or
may not have seemed convincing, yet it was
accepted in silence, as most of them owed
him money. Finding himself in undisputed
authority as a dispenser of interesting news.
Estancio enlarged upon his theme. Bank-
rupt of facts he drew upon his imagination.
This Temescal conferred the favor of his
presence in Santuario as a visitor and a
friend. His men, encamped a few miles
from the village, would not appear during
their chief’s visit, as he did not wish to
startle or offend the citizens by a show of
force. The young man who accompanied
the great captain was one Juan Sepulveda,
who had once been a soldier but was now
Temescal’s lieutenant.

“But the bundle which he bore in his
arms?” queried the village gossip.

Estancio frowned at the interruption.
“A secret, my friend, which 1 am not at
liberty to divulge.”

And so the news circulated swiftly, as
strictly confidential news often does, until
Temescals presence in Santuario was the
chief topic of conversation.

The village gossip, finding himself some-
what out of the running, betook himself to
the home of the alcalde, the one person in
town not in debt to the storekeeper. The
gossip whispered in the alcalde’s ear. The
sleepy old alcalde mumbled and nodded, nor
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seemed inclined to do anything else until
the gossip suggested that Estancio was ex-
ceeding his authority by influencing the
citizens to receive this Temescal as a guest
and a friend. “Are we to be represented
by a mere shopkeeper,” inquired the gossip,
“when the welfare of our community is at
stake?”

This clarion challenge, albeit whispered,
awoke the alcalde to action. Calling to his
wife to fetch him his hat and his cane, he
tottered out and down the dusty street to-
ward the store of his social enemy, Estan-
cio.

“Was it not in the wine shop of Eman-
uelito, in Sonora, that | sat at wine with
him, when he was captain of rurales? We
were younger then. And the girls of
”  Estancio paused and stared
at the alcalde, who frowned round upon
the indolent group listening to the shop-
keeper. To frown 'is the prerogative of a
justice of the peace. To ask questions is
another prerogative. “You sat at wine with
whom?” quavered the alcalde.

Estancio hesitated; yet the questioning
eyes of his audience demanded an answer.
Estancio was in too deep to retreat grace-
fully, and as there seemed to be no island
of evasion immediately in sight, he struck
out boldly for the opposite shore. “With
none other than this Temescal yonder, who
recently entered my shop and------ 7

“You are acquainted with him, then?”

“As | said, we sat at wine. Doubtless

“That being the case,” quavered the old
alcalde, “you will introduce me.”

“But why? Are you not the alcalde?
Moreover, this Temescal is a most peculiar
man, who dislikes attention and social func-
tions. Even now he sits beneath the vine,
talking with his lieutenant and enjoying
himself in his own way. Possibly he will
call upon you this evening------ 7

“Possibly we will call upon him imme-
diately.”

“But my shop!” argued Estancio. “Many
are here and | am a busy man.”

“Snuff!” said the alcalde. “We can ad-
just that.  Miguel!  Alessandro!  Jose!
Felipe! Fernando! and you Pedro!” the

alcalde indicated the assemblage with a
wave of his cane, “you will accompany me.”

The suggestion met with enthusiasm, save
in the case of Estancio, who, however, took
up his hat, and assuming his professional

manner, strode out, followed by the totter-
ing alcalde and a half dozen citizens.

Temescal, who sat at ease, his legs
crossed, and his gaze concerned, apparently,
with the toe of his boot, ceased toying with
his silken handkerchief. He allowed his
disengaged hand to rest not too far from
the ivory handle of his six-shooter. The
shopkeeper advanced, hat in hand, and
bowed. Gesturing with the professional
suavity of a clerk introducing a wealthy
patron to an expensive purchase, Estancio
made Temescal and the alcalde known to
each other. Temescal rose briskly, bowed
gracefully, and repeated the alcalde’s name.
Shrugging  his  shoulders—politely—and
spreading his hands, Temescal asked the al-
calde if he would not be so kind as to in-
troduce his friend. The alcalde smiled
shrewdly. “This,” he said, gesturing in-
differently, “is Estancio Nulidad, who once
sat at wine with you-in Sonora, but whom,
doubtless, you have forgotten.”

“Completely!” declared Temescal, turn-
ing his back on the storekeeper. “Senor
Alcalde, may | have the pleasure of order-
ing refreshment for you?”

The alcalde thrust his cane beneath his
arm and rubbed his hands. He accepted a
seat, cleared his ancient throat, and con-
tinued to rub his hands until the posadero’
daughter fetched wine. Over the good wine
they talked, while the little group of citi-
zens stared, chiefly at the lordly and gra-
cious Temescal—obviously a greater man
than the alcalde himself, and one reputed
to be generous to the poor. Among them
were those who hoped the great Temescal
might notice how poor they were and live
up to his reputation. Meanwhile Juan stood
within the doorway of the posada, appar-
ently uninterested in the proceedings, yet
actually alert that none might approach
Temescal too closely from behind. Temes-
cal, turning his head, beckoned to Juan.
“You will see that our good friends here
do not suffer from thirst. It is a hot day.”
And he flung a ringing piece of gold on the
table.

“That is his way,” declared Juan to the
group of citizens. “Always thinking of
others; even as he rescued and found a
home for the girl-child of which you have
heard. We will withdraw that the alcalde
and my friend may converse undisturbed.”

“You call the Captain Temescal your
friend?” queried a villager.
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“None other!” replied Juan, borrowing
both Temescal’s phrase and his manner.
“Though | serve him, I am also his com-
panion and friend. But do not mistake
that he will tolerate familiarity. Your shop-
keeper pretended an acquaintance with him.
And you will observe that your shopkeeper
has returned to his shop. There was also a
colonel----- " Juan bethought himself and
changed the subject.

Temescal was familiar with alcaldes and
their works from Tehuantepec to~ Juarez.
However, he did not allow the slightest
glimmer of ennui to appear on his courte-
ously animated face as he chatted and drank
wine, discreetly, and listened to the musty
and didactic alcalde drone along ancient
highways of local history like a Spanish ox-
cart on a mesa road. The alcalde flattered
himself that he was entertaining the no-
torious captain, while Temescal flattered
himself that he was preparing the way for a
peaceful sojourn in Santuario.

Fjnally Temescal’s patience and his ca-
pacity for wine placed the alcalde in a more
or less horizontal condition; which was pres-
ently rectified through the assistance of two
more or less perpendicular citizens who vol-
unteered to escort the justice of the peace to
his home.

Linked arm in arm, the dizzy and yet
optimistic cavalcade marked time, ad-
vanced, hesitated, took a right oblique, then
a left oblique, and finding themselves again
in the middle of the road, halted to take ob-
servations. Meanwhile the alcalde wept on
the shoulder of one of his supporters, while
the other, taking advantage of this moist in-
terim, tenderly lifted the alcalde’s watch
from his pocket and deposited it in his own.
Then, with curious abruptness, the three
leaned forward and charged at an imme-
diate rise in the road, followed by six more
or less desultory legs.

Temescal sighed. “And | had but begun
to feel the wine kick against my palate,” he
murmured.

Slowly the hot sun drifted toward the low,
western hills. Open doors swung lazily in
the faint breeze. Temescal tilted his som-
brero over his eyes and stared moodily at
his boots. They needed polishing. Finally
he called Juan from the cantina and sug-
gested supper. Juan was about to summon
the posadero’s daughter, when Temescal in-
terrupted with a gesture. “A too-great
familiarity with those babblers is not good

for us, or for them. We will dine else-
where.”

And elsewhere they dined, partaking lib-
erally of frijoles, chili con carne, enchiladas,
huevos con chile, dulce, and dusky-hued
coffee, finally admitting that they felt mo-
mentarily satisfied.

The evening stars were glowing softly in
a velvet-black sky when Temescal and Juan
came out into the night and strolled lei-
surely toward the posada. “Presently we will
visit the home of Temescalita,” observed
Temescal.

Meanwhile the alcalde slept. Fie was
awakened abruptly by his wife, who seemed
perturbed. She thrust a folded slip of pa-
per beneath the alcaldes nose. “Read
this!” And then, not waiting for her hus-
band to find his spectacles, she informed
him of the contents of the note, at the same
time berating him for associating with men
who dwelt without the law. *“And this
Temescal,” she cried, waving the note to
emphasize her utterance, “is nothing more
than a swaggering, wine-drinking pauper!
He demands that you immediately find food
and lodging for his followers—twenty of
them—fodder for his horses, and entertain-
ment for himself and his lieutenant. Fie
will arrive at nine o’clock.”

The alcalde blinked and stared at his
wife. “But he has arrived! No later than
this afternoon | talked with him. There
is some mistake. Something is askew. Let
me see the note.”

The alcalde read, sighed, and shook his
head. “I cannot understand it! He seemed
a most agreeable person. Make some cof-
fee. | will answer this note in person.
There is some mistake.”

The alcalde took his stick and a lantern
and departed to summon together such citi-
zens as could be relied upon to help provide
sustenance for the bandit captain and his
men. Being met with considerable protest,
the alcalde resorted to logic. “We give—
or he takes,” was his argument. The citi-
zens saw the point.

Temescal, however, was not to be found.
Yet he was not in hiding. To the con-
trary, he was conversing with the foster
mother of Temescalita, chaperoned, so to
speak, by Juan, to whom he had said upon
entering the house: “Do not leave me for
an instant!”

Temescalita, having been  properly
clothed and nourished, was asleep. And
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Temescal filled, in a physical sense, the
chair of the departed sire of the little brood
of curious-eyed childrer who stared in won-
derment at Temescal’. noble proportions
and magnificent watch chain.  Following
the usual and meaningless compliments,
Temescal opened with a direct attack.
“There will be no nonsense about this!” he
declared sternly. “It is simply and solely
a business matter. For the care of my
adopted daughter 1 shall give you ten dol-
lars a month the first year, twenty dollars a
month the second year and thirty dollars a
month the third year, unless | choose to
make some other disposition of the child.”
He counted out twelve shining gold pieces
and laid them upon the table. *“For the
first year,” he said. “Take good care of
the little one. She bears an honorable
name.” And Temescal abruptly cleared his
throat.

“Of a truth, you are generous!” exclaimed
the mother of many, who had not seen so
much gold in all her life. “But should
there be no second or third year—yours
being a dangerous calling?”

“l was not aware of it,” and Temescal
gestured airily. “Still, 1 appreciate your
solicitude—for Temescalita. ~ Within the
month you will hear from me or from my
solicitors in regard to the nina. | shall
immediately dispatch a letter to them.
Teach the nina my name. | will again
look at her while she sleeps.” And Temes-
cal strode to the dim corner of the room
and gazed down upon the tiny Temescalita.
He shook his head. “Strange!” he mused.
“The child seems to have become notice-
ably larger in this short while. Nor was I
aware that she was of so dark a hue. How-
ever, | could recognize the infant among a
dozen of her age and size.” To assure him-
self he leaned close. His hand, outthrust
to steady himself, pressed something which
wiggled and squawked suddenly. He leaped
back as though he had touched a live em-
ber. The mother of many, chatting with
Juan, rose and came swiftly. And swiftly
she gathered a squirming bundle to her am-
ple breast.

“I had not noticed the other one,” apolo-
gized Temescal, retreating toward the mid-
dle of the room. “Pardon jpy clumsiness,
due to a sincere regard for the slumbers of
Temescalita.”

The infant, being led to discover that
which soothed its irritation and, in the

economy of nature, occupied its vociferous
energies to the full, became as placid as a
mildly gurgling brook. Replete with sym-
pathy and sustenance, it almost immediately
fell asleep. The mother of many smiled
benignly.  “l cherish the little one as
though it were my own,” she murmured
feelingly.

“But isnt it?” queried Temescal, star-
ing at the baby asleep in her arms.

“This, senor, is your Temescalita. The
other, yonder, is my youngest, Maria de la
Concepcion Conchita.”

“l should have at least known that
voice,” muttered Temescal.

“Will you not kiss the little one before
you go?” said the mother of many. *“Seel
Is she not pretty?”

“Not for the world would | disturb her!”
declared Temescal, drawing back. “We
will be going.  To-morrow, perhaps.”
Temescal took up his sombrero and moved
toward the doorway. As he stepped out he
bade the senora adieu in his most stately
manner. The youngsters, hitherto unnatu-
rally quiet, clustered round their mother,
within whose ample arms slumbered the al-
together fortunate Temescalita. The light
of the candle shining from behidd the
mother of many cast a halo about her head.

Temescal turned abruptly and strode to
the street. Once clear of the doorway light,
however, his pace slackened. Relieved that
the interview was concluded, he allowed
himself the luxury of reflection. “A most
worthy woman, and not unattractive; gener-
ous by nature, and by nature generously
proportioned. One who neither slights nor
idealizes the duties of a mother; exacting
obedience by example—for | doubt that
a child finds it easy to obey a garrulous
parent. Repeated admonitions have been
known to awaken perversity in a saint. In-
deed, she appeared somewhat like a heroic
Madonna, as she stood------ 7

“Was it not much money for the care
of one small infant?” queried Juan, who
imagined that his silent companion might
possibly be reconsidering his generosity.,
Temescal stopped, as one might, who, lead-
ing a halterwise and familiar old hobby,
suddenly discovers that the hobby has left
him to answer the hee-haw of some vagrant
mule.

“Money?
small------
path.  No,

Infant? Much money? One
Of a truth, | was upon a broader
it was not too much—nor
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enough. Do you think when | cast money
upon the table I do not first measure con-
ditions? Were there not six small ones to
feed? 1-----”

“Seven, senor.”

“Did | overlook another? Seven, then.
Is it not, that some small good has come
out of a great wrong? Could those who
devastated the home of Temescalita have
dreamed that in providing for her | have
provided for six others? Yet it is so. Yon-
der good woman is industrious. Her home
proclaims it. She will use discretion in
spending the money to clothe and feed her
children. Thus will she be relieved of
worry. Worry disorganizes the digestion.
Worry is also communicated directly from
mother to infant. | would have Temes-
calita become a healthy and consequently
happy child. Thus you may observe my
selfishness in providing so liberally. 1 do
not refer to the amount, you understand,
but to its uses.”

“Yet the senora seemed to have a good
digestidn before you gave her the money,”
suggested Juan.

“Quite so. And so did I.”

“Then why would not the little Temes-
calita have grown fat on perhaps five pesos
a month, senor?”

“I refer to quality, not quantity, my
friend. | fear | have overshot the mark.
A too-heavy charge makes a pistol jump.
Let us descend to arithmetic. Ten dollars
in  American gold—thank the illustrious
stars—is twenty dollars in the money of
Mexico. Divide "twenty dollars by seven
children—or eight, was it?—and you have
but two or three dollars each month with
which to clothe and feed a child. And you
thought | had been too liberal? You think
carelessly! ”

“I see that you are right,” admitted Juan,
who, however, saw nothing more abstract
than the light in the cantina up the street.
“She is a good woman, but unfortunate in
choosing husbands. Of these, one was
drowned in the acequia, one suffered a fatal
accident, and the third-----

“Magnificent!” cried Temescal.  “It
doesnt matter what happened to him. He
is with the saints. Three of them! Por
Dios! | shall instruct my attorneys to send
the woman twice as much as | promised for
the second year! The great President of
the United States should know of her. He
would be delighted.”

2A—POP.

CHAPTER V.

“but,

ESE deep-bosomed women, with ox

eyes and a motherly manner--—-- 7
Temescal stopped abruptly and touched his
companion’s arm. “We have been visiting
with the mother of many but a short half
hour, yet observe the change in this vil-
lage.” He gestured toward the plaza from
whence came the sound of a guitar twanged
harshly, singing and coarse laughter. A
group of armed men, most evidently not
citizens of Santuario, clustered about the
doorway of the cantina. “They are armed,
yet they are not soldiers,” said Juan.

“We will investigate by disappearing
from this street,” declared Temescal.
“Turn slowly, my friend. We are observed
already.”

“Nor are they vaqueros from Los Ojos,”
Juan continued as he faced about with
Temescal and walked leisurely toward a
hillside tree.

“What they are not, does not interest
me. What they are, may.”

“But, senor------ ”

“That little word will get you into much
trouble, some day. This sudden change
bears a peculiar significance. You will leave
me, and after ascertaining that our horses
are where we left them, return and tell me
that my apprehension is unfounded. Then
if you wish to argue------ 7

“l am not afraid to be seen on the street,”
said Juan, who felt that Temescal was the
least bit too positive and peremptory. Juan
shrugged his shoulders and departed whis-
tling. This Temescal was a clever man, and
bold, but overcautious at times. And no
matter who the strangers were, Santuario
was always a friendly town. There was a
bonfire in the plaza. There would be feast-
ing and dancing!

Crossing the street Juan met Juanita
Escobar, pretty, saucy, and arrayed in fiesta
raiment. Juan bowed. Juanita smiled and
used her eyes. They had met aforetime
and neither had forgotten the occasion.

“l thought you were a soldado,”’ said
Juanita, “but | see you have become a
groom. You were feeding the horses back
of the posada to-day, were you not?”

“My own, and my friend’s.”

“Your  friends?” Juanita laughed.
“Would you call Captain Temescal your
friend if he were here?”
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“But yes! He is not my master. We
are companions.”

Juanita had heard the gossip of the hour.
She had seen Juan and Temescal together.
She liked to anger the handsome Juan,
whom she would presently flatter, then cap-
tivate—a simple and effective system and
more frequently employed than many men
realize. “Where is your companion then?
The alcalde is looking for him—and for
you. There will be dancing in the plaza,
to-night. If you are not Captain Temes-
cal’s groom, you will be there, and you will
introduce me to him.”

“But, yes, if you will tell me what all
this means.”

Juanita shook her head.
saucy mouth at Juan.

“I will give you a kiss, if you will tell
me,” suggested Juan. But to Juanita the
proposal seemed altogether too one-sided.
“For a Kkiss,” she whispered and leaned
close, “I will give you nothing,” and shrug-
ging from Juan’s grasp she turned and swept
away.

Juan frowned. An impromptu fiesta was
in progress. Its music and glamour called
to him. Could it be possible that his com-
panion was Temescal the bandit, the scourge
of Coahuila and Durango, nicknamed The
Thief of Cabazon? And if these who drank
and sang and made the streets their own
were his men, why then did the bandit cap-
tain hide within the shadows?

A ragged and armed stranger brushed
past. Juan followed him into the cantina.
The place was dim with smoke, noisy with
loud talking. “Ladrones,” thought Juan as
he covertly glanced at the company. One
asked Juan to drink with him, and follow-
ing the brief ceremony, told him to pay for
the wine. Juan paid, receiving change for
a peso.

“You have money?” queried another.
“That is good, for I have nothing but this
and my thirst.” And the man drew from
his tattered shirt that which Juan at first
thought was a soiled linen handkerchief, but
which proved to be an infant’s white dress
of fine texture and delicately fashioned. He
stared at the garment. “Where did you
find it?” he asked.

“Am | a fool?” said the other.
will you give for it?”

“No, | am a fool,” declared Juan, and he
proffered a peso which the ragged one
quickly accepted. Juan tucked the tiny

She made a

“What

garment in his pocket. “You serve Temes-
cal?” queried Juan as they drank together.

“None other!”

Juan started as though another and more
resonant voice had spoken. He turned to
go when some one in the street cried, “Viva
Temescal!” and the salute was reiterated
hoarsely by those about him. Juan was
crowded to the doorway, out into the street.
Mounted on a big horse was a broad man,
a thick man, who sat solidly in the saddle,
paying no attention whatever to the shout-
ing of the people. “Beno suerte, Temes-
cal!” cried a man at Juans elbow. And,
“A lo lajos, Temescal!” cried another, and
those round about laughed at'the jest. Yet
not until the thick man had dismounted in
front of the posada and had 'given the reins
to one of his followers did Juan realize that
this captain was'not the Temescal he knew.

“Where is this alcalde?” queried the
thick man, seating himself in the chair
which the other Temescal had so recently
moccupied.

The old alcalde tottered up. “Here,
senor. | was just about to ask your lieu-
tenant there----- "

“My lieutenant? Know then, wizened
one, that my lieutenant is in camp.”

“Then who are you?” And the alcalde
turned to Juan.

“Yes, who are you?” growled the thick
man.

“Juan Sepulveda.”

“That answers nothing!
guel

The two called upon seized Juan’s arms
and led him up to the table.

“So then, you are my lieutenant?”

“It is a mistake,” said Juan. “I am no
man’s lieutenant. | am but visiting here in
Santuario.”

“But this young man is your lieutenant,”
insisted the alcalde, deceived by the resem-
blance of the one Temescal to the other.
“Was he not with you this afternoon, when
we had wine together—and my watch dis-
appeared?”

“You drool like a broken egg!” The cap-
tain waved the alcalde aside.

But the alcalde persisted: “This young
man entered our town to-day with one who
called himself Temescal. If you are not the
man, then | ani blind. However, you then
said nothing about quartering your men
upon us, but hinted that you wished to be
left to yourself to enjoy the peace and quiet

Pablo! Mi-
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of the village. Then, much to my surprise,
you send me a note, demanding provisions
for your men and fodder for your horses.
Following which------ 7

The bandit captain raised his hand.
“Girl-face, whom do you serve?”

“Temescal!” declared Juan.

“You lie!”

“Not so!” declared a voice from within
the posada. Attention, hitherto centered
on the bandit captain and Juan, lifted to
behold a broad-shouldered, impressive fig-
ure standing nonchalantly in the doorway.
As Juan stared, recognizing the voice, the
figure seemed to grow less distinct of out-
line, for the very good reason that the posa-
dero’s daughter, unable to resist either
TemescaPs persuasive manner or the gold
piece, proffered with a hint that she could
purchase a pretty dress with it, had been
slowly turning down the one lamp in the
outer room, unobserved, and unhindered be-
cause her father had wisely ordered her
from the cantina next door. The captain,
whose back was toward the doorway, was
obliged to take a great deal for granted.
Nearly all his men were either in the can-
tina, drinking, or in the plaza, dancing.
Two of them, it is true, were present, but
engaged in holding the prisoner. “My
friend whom you detain,” continued the
voice pleasantly, “does not lie. Nor do |
say that you are a murderer, a blackguard,
a drunkard, a thief and an impostor. You
call yourself Temescal. Dogs also bark.
Had you brains with which to reason, |
should be happy to discuss the present situ-
ation with you. But you are of the gente
sin cabron—therefore it would be labor lost
to shoot you through the head. First, you
will order the he-goats who detain my com-
panion to release him. But let them make
one movement toward hostility and you are
a dead thief. My companion will now step
from between Don Rag-shirt and Don Flea-
trap and stand behind them that he may
breathe more freely. So! You may be
curious as to the authority which commands
you. Know, then, stealer of eggs, that 1 am
Temescal of Cabazon, protector of------ 7

“Quedado! Guardarse!” cried Juan, as
the bandit captain leaped from his chair
and whirling, fired at the voice in the dark-
ened doorway. Yet where the voice had
been, Temescal was not. Rather, he was
halfway down the room. “Through, and
follow!” he cried. Juan lunged for the

doorway. One of the bandit’s guards
caught his arm. “Have it, then!” cried
Juan, who had jerked his pistol from be-
neath his armpit. The man went down
in a writhing heap. Juan jumped over him
and backed into the posada. His pistol
barked like a startled watchdog. “Go,
while there is time!” he called to Temescal,
who was firing at the flashes in the door-
way.

Juan felt a hot pain sear his shoulder.
His pistol was empty. Turning, he stum-
bled to the rear of the room. He heard
shouting and the sound of hurrying feet;
then Temescal’s voice behind him. “Idiot!
Through the patio, to the horses!”

Accustomed to hazard, the companions
were in the saddle and spurring for the open
before it was known in which direction they
had gone.

South they pounded through the night,
across the great plateau known as the Plain
of the Padres. Juan rode in the lead, being
more or less familiar with the country.
When the pace finally slackened to a trot,
Juan employed himself in speculating as to
how their horses had happened to be sad-
dled and ready in the very nick of chance;
and further, how it had come about that
Temescal had so opportunely taken posses-
sion of the front room of the posada.
Temescal must have saddled the horses,
aware that danger threatened. Juan felt
contrite, ashamed of himself for having
doubted the judgment of his friend. Had
not Temescal told him to see that the horses
were where they had been left—and to re-
turn and tell him that he had been mistaken
in apprehending danger?

Juan thrust his hand beneath his shirt.
His shoulder was numb. The strength of
the wine he had taken was evaporating.
Presently Temescal took the lead, pushing
his horse steadily, but never beyond a trot.
Juan followed, his head dropping, then com-
ing up sharply as a thrust of pain awakened
him. The night seemed endless; and the
dawn a grim harbinger of disaster as it
glimmered across a barren land and wild.
Burial place of many historic adventurers
of both cross and sword, the Plain of the
Padres offered neither food nor shelter from
the advancing sun. Feeling that he could
not much longer endure the fatigue and
pain, Juan spurred to TemescaPs side. *“I
am wounded,” he said.

“Ride!” said Temescal, and sped on.
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A half hour, and again Juan spurred up
to Temescal’s pace.

“Senor, | bleed,” he said; gesturing to-
ward his shoulder.

“Ride!” said Temescal, not turning his
head.

Again Juan dropped behind, the reins
loose on the horse’s neck, his hands cling-
ing to the saddle horn. He glanced down
at his arm. The dark stain, but recently a
spot, had spread nearly to his wrist. Yet
it was not the realization of his injury, but
the actual pain that made him sick and
faint. Finally, in a last desperate effort to
check his companion long enough to at
least bandage his wound Juan spurred up
close. “I can go no farther,” he said, sway-
ing forward as both horses slowed down to
a walk.

Instantly Temescal reined up and dis-
mounted. “Idiot!” he thundered, “why did
you not say so?”

Juan’ only answer was to slip from the
saddle into Temescal’s stout arms. “Those
ladrones almost winged a pigeon—but not
quite,” muttered Temescal as he bathed the
wound with their precious canteen water.
Searching for something with which to
bandage it, he came upon a handful of fine,
soft material folded and tucked in Juan’s
pocket. A handkerchief, a keepsake from
some girl—Temescal unfolded the tiny gar-
ment which Juan, through sentiment, had
bought from the ragged one in Santuario.
“But no!” reflected Temescal, shaking his
head, “it would seem that another has the
true keepsake and this is but a reminder
of it. This baby’ dress is a fine garment
and it is a shame to tear it: but necessity
is no respecter of fine linen. 1 had a most
excellent shirt, myself, but recently.”

A nip of peach brandy from Temescal’s
silver flask, and Juan’s eyelids fluttered

open. “lIs it you, senor?” he murmured
faintly. “l had thought | was with the
saints.”

“Better luck next time, amigo. More-
over, it is hard digging hereabout, so | de-
cided to take you with me.”

“But, senor--—- ”

“No, we are not followed. Naught but
the sunlight rides the mesa between us and
our escape. Worry promotes fever. Cool
your wound with the assurance that we are
safe for the present. Another nip of brandy
—sol”

“You have no wound, senor?”

“Not a scratch. A hole or two in my
new jacket—mere misplaced buttonholes.
Do you feel stronger?”

“I feel like a fool. | doubted your judg-
ment------ ?

“The bullet is a hard teacher. You
have lost a little blood, which is nothing
compared with gaining a little wisdom. And
remember—courage is valueless without
judgment. A bull has courage, yet a little
man on foot can outgeneral and destroy
him. But we are not here to talk. Up
now! Lean on me! A foot in the stirrup,
and you are your own man again.”

Juan Sepulveda, still a bit shaky, yet in-
spired by Temescal’s hardy example, again
followed, slowly, viewing the broad straight
back of his companion with feelings of re-
spect and affection. To serve such a man
was a privilege, were he rascal or saint, or
a composite of both, mixed judiciously.
Henceforth there would be no arguing, Juan
decided: no dalliance with pretty girls when
his companion sent him upon an errand,
and no dalliance with wine wheji war was
all about them. Juan’s to-morrow was
bristling with good intentions.

CHAPTER VL.

PEDRO IMPORTUNIO.

A THIN skein of smoke first called their
** attention to the hacienda—or such
they imagined it until near enough to deter-
mine the huddle of low buildings and un-
fenced acres roundabout, as neither ranch
nor inn. Temescal, who had been observ-
ing the place with much curiosity, dis-
vested himself of his money belt. “I will
leave it here, beneath this flat rock,” he
said, “close to the road. Mark the spot.
Should 1 have the misfortune to depart hur-
riedly from this world, the gold will then be
yours.”

“But, senor, in such a case | should not
survive you.”

“You might—in spite of yourself. Many
a doting wife has said as much—and wid-
owed, lived to marry a better man.”

“Would the gold not be safer farther
from the road?”

“Not as safe. | have dismounted to
tighten the cincha—thus. My horse is rest-
less and tramples out my tracks—thus. |
have not set foot off the road to tell of other
purpose in dismounting.”

“But, senor, we cross the Plain of the
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Padres. None but simple folk would live
out here in this lonely land.”

“I will not argue the question. Use your
eyes. What do you see?” Temescal
mounted and urged his horse forward.

“l see spots dancing before my eyes like
gnats in a sunbeam,” replied the literal
Juan.

“Poetic—but irrelevant. Look farther.”

“l see a house and outbuildings, yet
there are no fields inclosed, and little culti-
vated land.”

“No sheep, cattle, goats, or a sign of hus-
bandry?” queried Temescal.

“Of a truth, it is but a poor land.”

“Of a truth, it is rich in mischief,” de-
clared Temescal positively.

“You speak as though you knew the
place, senor.”

“1 have seen it but this once—yet | know
it,” and Temescal included the immediate
vista in a broad gesture. “The man who
lives in a place like this, and does not till
the soil, or keep sheep or goats or cattle,
lives by his wits. He is far from all law ex-
cept his own. To be contented with such
a home implies villainy, or stupidity, which
is equally dangerous. Use your eyes?’

“Had | your brains!” said Juan.

“Nonsense. And what a mess you would
make of them! Be glad that your own are
in their original shell. Thinking by proxy
is one of the great sins of humanity. We
draw near to the house. Remember, a
wounded man is always under suspicion.
Carry yourself as naturally as your wound
will permit. You are Juan Sepulveda, as
usual. 1 am, for the time being, Pedro Im-
portunio. They will understand ‘Pedro? ”

A swarthy native, hollow cheeked, and
with a sunken, red slit where an eye should
have been, stared across his nose at the
strangers like a suspicious dog peering round
the corner of a house. Temescal, anxious
to have their horses fed and to inspect and
attend to Juan’s wound more thoroughly,
ignored his immediate antipathy for that
rnan, asking him if they might have break-
fast and fodder for their horses.

“We have nothing to sell,” said the hol-
low-cheeked man.

“Nor have I,” declared Temescal, “be-
cause what | have to offer so far from a
town, is priceless.” He unscrewed the top
of his silver flask and filled it with brandy.
“Here, taste of it! Consider yourself my
guest. | appreciate your hesitancy in the

matter of breakfast and horse feed. You
are an hontest man, and we are unknown
to you. Be assured that we are not rascals,
but travelers in distress. Our horses are
weary, and my Cousin Juan, here, has suf-
fered an accident, for which his horse was
to blame, but not the sharp rock upon which
he fell. | would have water that 1 might
cleanse the dirt from the wound, and food
that we may continue on our way to San-
doval, if------ 7

“Sandoval is not upon this road,” said
the hollow-cheeked one, drinking the liquor
hastily, but retaining the tiny cup.

“Then, indeed, we are lost!” exclaimed
Temescal, turning to Juan. And Temescal
closed one eye. “But one is never lost in
good company,” declared Temescal, again
facing the sinister stare of the hollow-
cheeked man, who seemed unmoved by
either Temescal’s appeal, or his brandy.
Yet Temescal noticed that the tiny veins
on the other’s bulbous nose had changed
in hue from purple to red. The brandy was
at work. “A thousand-and-one pardons,
senor,” cried Temescal. “l had not no-
ticed that your cup was empty. Again!
As for breakfast, we require but little.
Meanwhile our horses can be fed. Would
five pesos induce you to reconsider the mat-
ter?” And Temescal, much to Juan’ sur-
prise, slapped the fellow heartily upon the
shoulder. “Of course we shall dine, and
pay for it. All the shops in the land will
close when Pedro Importunio does not pay.”

“Five pesos?” The hollow-cheeked one
curled his fingers.
“Seguro  Miguel!”  Which, although

Temescal seldom resorted to slang, is pretty
fair Spanish for “Sure Mike.”

“Enrique!” shrilled a woman’s voice
from the adobe, “must | tell you again that
there are horses to be caught and saddled
before Captain Temescal returns from San-
tuario?” And a short and exceedingly fat
woman appeared suddenly in the doorway.

“l have strangers with me,” called the
hollow-cheeked one. “They ask for break-
fast.”

“Must | spend my life cooking for all
the thieves who steal horses and ride this
way?”

“Without horses we would have been
late for breakfast,” said Temescal, who had
followed the man Enrique to the doorway.
“It is a pleasure to meet you, senorita. And
even though we appear to you as thieves,
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believe that we would steal even less of
your time if circumstances» permitted.”
Temescal bowed, and jingled some silver in
his pocket. The woman’s shrewish expres-
sion changed at once to one of oily suavity.
“Indeed, it will be an honor to prepare
food for------ 7

“Pedro Importunio. Kindly do not ask
me the name of my horse. | have not yet
learned it. This is my cousin, Juan Sepul-
veda, a vaquero of Los Ojos.”

“Your handsome cousin is wounded?”
queried the woman shrewdly.

“Injured, rather. A fall from a horse.
Thus it is -that he does penance for my
sins as well as his own. But you will ab-
solve us, with a bite of breakfast, per-
haps?”

The woman’s crafty eyes flashed toward
the single orb of her man. He passed his
hand over his face as one who brushes away
a cobweb, and at the same time squeezed
his nose between his finger and his thumb.
Temescal knew the sign—shutting off the
breath—yet its significance did not seem
to disturb his easy poise.

They entered the low, wide, and many-
roomed house. The -earthen floor was
beaten smooth and hard by much use. The
walls were browm with smoke. Despite the
heat the doors leading from the main room,
apparently to numberless other rooms, were
closed. The place smelled of stale grease,
and commingled odors of cooked food. A
serviceable and ample stove, of American
make, stood in a corner of the room, and
upon it were pots and kettles of a size such
as one might expect to find in a small hotel,
rather than in an isolated ranch house oc-
cupied by but two persons. The woman
bustled about the stove. The man, Enrique,
seemed to hesitate as to whether he had
best go and attend to the duty of catching
the horses, or stay.

“Must | remind you again that we have
no milk?” queried the woman. Enrique
of the hollow cheeks departed grumblingly.
Following his departure, Juan and Temes-
cal were shown to a room back of the
kitchen where they couid wash and pre-
pare themselves for the meal.

“l have used my'eyes,” whispered Juan,
as Temescal washed his face and rubbed his
curly black hair vigorously. Temescal ges-
tured toward a big heap of bottles in the
back yard.

Juan nodded gravely. The bottles had

once contained American whisky, not a sur-
prising fact in itself, but significant in that
only officers of the several Mexican armies
and as many bands of guerrillas were able
to procure and afford such beverage. *“We
are as fledglings in a rats nest.” whis-
pered Temescal. “The rest | had promised
ourselves may be longer than | had antici-
pated. There are men,” Temescal adjusted
his silken scarf, “in those rooms. Otherwise
we should not have been left alone with
the fat one. When you speak, be cautious.
If you shoot, waste no cartridges.”

“Si, senor, my shoulder is still painful,
yet | think it is not broken,” said Juan.
There was ample reason for changing the
subject. The morning sunlight through the
front doorway cast the shadow of a listen-
ing woman on the floor of the other room.

“If 1 could have afforded it, 1 should
have had a physician in Dolores examine
the injury,” said Temescal. “The poor
have no business to get injured. Yet though
we are poor we may still pay with both
money and gratitude for that which the
young woman is preparing for us. He
seemed an old man to have so young a
daughter. No doubt-----""

“But, senor------ ”Juan caught himself,
and cleared his throat.

“You speak wisely,” declared Temescal,
“especially when you leave so much to the
imagination.”

Always realizing the absolute value of
personality, Temescal took pains to en-
hance his naturally fine appearance by cast-
ing himself into a superlatively pleasant
mood, without the aid of other stimulant
than necessity. In three strides he had en-
tered the adjoining room, each stride
sprightly, yet dignified. His eyes shone
with congeniality. His face radiated good-
fellowship. Even his hands, as he gestured
and shrugged his shoulders—politely—ex-
pressed deference and a high regard for the
portly woman who was preparing his break-
fast. “I fear this is an imposition,” he said.
“Yet your father was undoubtedly sincere
when he invited us in.”

Enrique’s wife—known to the ladrones
who periodically frequented the rendezvous
as “The Wildcat,” stared at Temescal un-
smilingly. As she distrusted all men, in-
cluding her husband, it was difficult for her
to accept Temescal’s compliment as to her
age. “l am no more the daughter of En-
rigue than this Juan Sepulveda is your
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cousin—and you know it!” she said, squar-
ing her elbows and facing Temescal.

“A thousand-and-one pardons, senorita!”
Temescal bowed gallantly. “You are per-
haps his niece, then?”

“You are bold, and an old hand with
women,” declared Enriques wife. “But
flattery does not fill an empty larder.”

“Or an empty heart, perhaps?” queried
Temescal in his best manner.

The fat woman displayed a slight hesi-
tancy, as though considering the matter.
Temescal encouraged acquiescence in his
suggestion by maintaining a dignified si-
lence, as though the question were of the
deepest import. For a second, or perhaps
two seconds, the portly wife of the malig-
nant Enrique seemed undecided. But she
had been a vixen so long, and accustomed
to the speech and ways of rough men that
not even Temescal’s blandishments could
soften her harshness.

“Your breakfast is ready,” she said, ges-
turing toward the end of the long table,
which could have accommodated twenty
hungry men.

“Lacking only your smile to make it a
banquet,” declared Temescal, who seemed
strangely immune to her rebuffs. And with
the manner of a don of Andalusia, he seated
himself and partook of the coarse fare with
all the grace of an exquisite carving a
pheasant. Juan, whose shoulder was ex-
ceedingly painful, ate sparingly. He was
still using his eyes. There was milk upon
the table, although the woman had said
there was no milk. Juan wondered why
Temescal had wasted so much courtesy
upon so ill-mannered a woman. And any
one not totally blind could see that the
woman was as old as Enrique himself. Still,
Temescal had referred to her as his daugh-
ter. Truly, Temescal was playing a child-
ish part. Then, like a twinge of conscience,
a sudden pain shot through Juan’s shoul-
der, reminding him that Temescal had fore-
seen the recent occasion for it. So, recalling
his vow of loyalty and obedience, Juan ac-
cepted the situation without further self-
questioning, determined that if they were as
fledglings in a rat’s nest, the rats would
find them prepared for an attack. It wor-
ried Juan that their horses and carbines
were not within reach, so, complaining that
he felt dizzy, he rose and stepped out of the
house. Following Temescal’s general exam-
ple Juan did not hasten to see if their horses

and arms were easily available, but sat on a
bench under the portal, his head in his
hands—the veriest image of dejection.

“Splendid!” exclaimed Temescal, noticing
Juan’s attitude.

The woman questioned his exclamation
with shrewd eyes.

“The coffee!” said Temescal.
trouble you for another cup?”

Enrique’s wife poured another cup of
coffee, which Temescal drank slowly, as
though desirous of experiencing its full
flavor.

Meanwhile Juan had risen and was walk-
ing slowly out toward the road. He had
no need to feign distress. His shoulder
pained him exceedingly. He strode back
and forth like a man suffering from tooth-
ache. His stride became aimless—down the
road a few paces, then back, then a few
paces toward the house. Meanwhile he
used his eyes. The horses were in a small
corral, still saddled. Juan could hear
Temescal’s voice, and an occasional word.
He paused and listened. Temescal was tell-
ing the woman the story of “The Alcalde
with Three Wives!” Juan knew the story
—one that interested men, and was of triple
interest to all women. TemescaPs deep,
mellow voice rolled on. Juan continued his
pacing up and down, yet with a definite
aim. Finally he was round the corner of
the adobe, in the shade. Passing an open
window he glanced within. Five or six
ragged and villainous-looking men were
asleep on the floor. Their arms—American
rifles—were in a corner. Juan’s experience
in the army told him much. The men ob-
viously were bandits, possibly followers of
the other Temescal. Moreover, they slept
the sleep of those overcome with much
strong drink.

He passed the window swiftly. It would
be well to get the horses and depart. Cau-
tiously he entered the corral, secured the
horses and was making his way back when
a head was thrust from the window he had
so recently passed. Bleared eyes stared at
him from a heavy, drink-swollen face. Juan
nodded a greeting and kept on. He heard
a voice, and then another. He hastened
round the corner and up to the doorway.
Temescal was proffering money to the fat
woman, who was arguing shrewishly. “But
why should we wait for your husband, when
the sun is already above us?” queried
Temescal.

“May |
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“Senor!” cried Juan*  “Make haste!
There are men in that room!”

“Impossible!” exclaimed Temescal. “The
senorita assured me that we were alone.
Twice she has refused the money | have
offered for our entertainment. | would have
her understand that we are not beggars.”

Temescal had heard the sound of a voice
and some one moving in one of the rooms,
and for that reason he was on his feet and
ready for a surprise. Yet he did not know,
until Juan arrived at the doorway with the
horses, where Juan had gone. “Your
money!” said Temescal brusquely, as he
tossed the coins on the table. Enrique’s wife
had earned the name of The Wildcat, be-
yond all doubt. With a surprisingly swift
gesture, for one so fat, she dipped her hand
into the pot of ground chili on the table and
flung the pepper in Temescal’s face. For an
instant Juan did not realize what had hap-
pened. Then, as he heard Temescal cry
out, he knew. Dropping the reins of the
horses, Juan leaped through the doorway
and caught hold of his companion. “This
way!” he cried, pulling Temescal round and
urging him toward his horse. “Here is the
stirrup. Mount and ride! 1 will follow.”

Thrust against the horse, Temescal,
though blinded and suffering great agony
from "the pepper, caught stirrup and horn
and swung up. “lI am of no use. | am
blind!” he cried. Juan struck the horse,
which leaped away.

The fat woman shrieked, calling upon
some one to kill the strangers. And like a
mad Amazon she rushed at Juan to grap-
ple with him and hold him. “An eye for
an eye!” cried Juan as he struck out. En-
rique’s wife suddenly sat down in the door-
way. Juan jumped back and swung to the
saddle. As he spurred his horse he turned.
A rifle was thrust through a window. Juan’
pistol barked. A figure slumped down be-
side the fat woman. Juan leaped to his
horse and sped down the road like a flash
of light. A half mile beyond the house he
overtook Temescal, who was riding at a

short lope. “Turn!” he cried. *“You ride
toward Santuario!”
Temescal, rubbing his streaming eyes

with his handkerchief, reined up. “Even
though blind, 1 still have intuition. Some-
where near here is my money belt. Ten
paces east of the road, beneath a triangular
piece of rock. Secure it.”

Juan hastened to obey, yet it took him

some time to find the hiding place of the
money. Finally he rode back to Temes-
cal.

“l see one coming from the hill, driving
horses before him,” said Juan. “Yet there
is one among the thieves of the plains who
will not ride again. Also | was forced to

punch the fat woman in the eye. Other-
wise she would have detained me.”
“You did wisely,” said Temescal. “Lead,

and | will follow the sound of your horse’s
hoofs.”

“You suffer!” cried Juan.

“You must be my eyes—for a time, |
shall recover. Almost, | dodged the as-
sault. Ride wide of the house and then
swing in toward the west. | would give my
money belt and all that it contains for a
gallon of cold water.”

And despite their injuries and suffering
they rode hard, bearing in an arc toward
the south and then toward the west. They
were not followed then, for the very good
reason that the bandit TemescaFs men had
instructions to await him at the house on
the plains. Finally the far, blue range of
the Cordovas rose like a tiny welt on the
great plain, and toward the hills rode Juan,
faint and weary, and following him, Temes-
cal, suffering great pain from his seared
and swollen eyes. Soon their horses slowed
to a walk, leg weary and oppressed by the
intense heat.

Toward evening they struck into an ar-
royo which narrowed as it reached the hills.
The horses pricked their ears and struck
into a trot.

“There is water near bv,” said Temescal.

“Si, senor.”

“Your voice sounds strange.”

“You are a fool.” declared Juan in the
singsong voice of the demented. “Had I
your strength | would have strangled the
fat sow with my naked hands, and thirst

should then be unknown to us. My colonel
is dead. Then how should he spend
money?”

“Find wafer!” Temescal commanded
brusquely. *

Juan found it—rode his thirsty horse into
it, and without so much as a sigh, slipped
from the saddle, and sank into oblivion.
Temescal, who had regained a glint of his
eyesight, dragged Juan from the pool, and
half seeing, half feeling, poured a trickle of
brandy down his throat. Temescal did not
drink until he had bathed his eyes in the
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pool. Then he took a generous draft of
the peach brandy, and set about washing
and rebandaging Juan’s wound.

This accomplished, Temescal unsaddled
the horses and hobbled them. As they
hopped ludicrously up the barranca toward
the hills, he shrugged his shoulders. The
horses might stray, and neither he nor Juan
were in the best condition for tracking them
in the morning. Yet presently the sound of
the hobbled hoofs ceased. Temescal nodded.
“They have found grass—else they would
have kept on. And here is water. They
will not stray far.”

Toward midnight, when the stars were
many, and the air was cooler, and, faint, oc-
casional breezes from the hills drifted down
the barranca, Juan wakened and sat up.
He still felt weak and dizzy, but his mind
had cleared. He could see nothing in the
darkness. “Compadre!” he called softly.

“l am here,” came Temescal’s voice.

“You do not sleep?”

“No. My eyes are not inclined to sleep,
this night, so I keep them company.”

“You suffer much?”

“Not greatly—now that | have hold of
the pain and will not let it gain the upper

hand. Moreover, |1 have my handkerchief
bound about my eyes. | have dipped it in
the pool.”

“I know of no pool,” declared Juan.

“We are in the foothills of the Cordovas.
You rode well, until the fever of your
wound unseated both you and your rea-
son.”

“And you, unable to see, took care of
me, that 1 am here and safe?”

“It is nothing. 1 did what | could.”

“But, senor! What may | do to ease
your suffering? It is not that you should
be burdened with the care of one like me.
What may | do?” 0

It is possible that the great Temescal
chuckled, or perhaps it was the sound of
wringing out his handkerchief and dipping
it in the pool that Juan heard. Then:
“Sleep, my son. The good sleep will restore
you, strengthen your sinews, heal your
wound, clear the cobwebs from your brain.
Is there not to-morrow? To-morrow you
will climb the golden stairway of the dawn,
and standing upon the rim of the world sur-
vey the fields of romance and adventure.
You are young. Sleep while you may.
Then it will be still, that I may think.”

“Of what will you think, senor?”
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“l cannot say. Thought is born of itself.
At present | am thinking of Temescalita.”

“Temescalital”

“None other.
upon my eyes.”

Her little hands lie cool

CHAPTER VII.
IN THE ARROYO.

OOSSIBLY because youth seems perversely
* inclined to ignore good advice, Juan
did not go to sleep, as Temescal had sug-
gested, but lay staring up at the countless
and incomprehensible stars, thinking of his
recent experiences and pondering upon the
probable consequences of deserting from the
army. His imagination—so to speak—was
in the saddle and spurring blindly in a wide
and erratic endeavor to escape no greater
enemy than himself. Had his pulse—still
carried a trifle high by the momentum of
his fever—been normal, he might have rea-
soned that he was far safer in the cpmpan-
ionship of Temescal than serving under so
Unscrupulous a leader as his colonel had
proved to be. Yet Juan again allowed him-
self to doubt Temescal’s judgment, and the
value of his personality as affecting those
inclined toward argument. It was quite
evident that Temescal was vain of his per-
sonal appearance, vain of his eloquence,
his marksmanship, his courage and his new
boots. True, he was a fine figure of a
man, talked entertainingly, shot accurately,
feared nothing and wore excellent leather—
yet in spite of all this he managed to stir
up trouble wherever he went. His very
presence excited interest, invited contro-
versy, caused women’s eyes to turn admir-
ingly—a dangerous man to be associated
with.  Why, even in Santuario, where Juan
was known, it had been Temescal this and
Temescal that, and Juan Sepulveda scarce
noticed, or if noticed it was simply as the
handle on the lamp, something useful but
having nothing whatever to do with its radi-
ance.

Thus Juan cogitated, inspired by that
human perversity which forever seeks to
pick a flaw in perfection. A gentle snore
disturbed his cogitations. The mist of stars
that floated above him became less vague
and fanciful. A twinge of pain pricked his
shoulder. It was as though the finger of
conscience had touched him. “A trifling
wound, in the muscles of your shoulder,” an
inner voice seemed to say. “Had it not
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been for the foresight and courage of your
companion—who snores—the wound might
have been here!” Juan shivered as he fan-
cied a finger placed directly between his
eyes. A deeper snore shook the balmy air
of the starlit and peaceful night. *“He
sleeps!” soliloquized Juan. “While | lie
here sleepless! And he snores like he talks,
with great assurance. | am thirsty. He
spoke of a pool.” Juan sat up and felt
about. His saddle blanket was beneath
him, and his saddle placed for a pillow.
Across his legs was a serape—Temescal’s
serape. Juan threw back the serape and
stood up. His tongue was dry and rough,
his forehead hot. Temescal had taken oh
Juan’ boots that he might rest more com-
fortably. Juan, not aware of this in his
somewhat dazed condition, took a step
toward what he thought might be the pool
—a black shadow in the hazy shadows of
the rocks. He stepped, as one often does
when arising at night in an outdoor camp,
on a sharp stone. “Ow!” exclaimed Juan.
A sharp click, like the turning of a key in
a crisp lock, startled him. “It is I, senor!
Do not shoot!” he cried briskly. Temes-
cal’s snoring had ceased abruptly.

“l thought so,” said Temescal. “But I
am glad you spoke. | was about to express
a doubt.”

“But, senor, you slept!”

“Not a wink!”

“But, senor, some one snored.”

“Then it must have been your con-
science which slept and snored while you
listened. However, that is nothing unusual.
What disturbed you?”

“l have a great thirst.”

“So? Then get back to your blanket, and
remember that we are companions in dis-
tress—not master and servant. You should
have called me. | will get water for you.”

Juan was glad to creep back to his blan-
ket. He still felt weak and dizzy. Temes-
cal fetched water from the pool, traversing
the rocky ground several times, as his small
drinking cup held but little, and Juan was
a thirsty man. Refreshed by the cool wa-
ter, Juan felt better. As his physical irri-
tation subsided he grew penitent. Temescal
retired to his place against the rock, where
he sat smoking a cigarette to allay his hun-
ger.

“l have not slept since you spoke of Te-
mescalita,” declared Juan, presently.

“That is bad, because the mind magnifies

distress at night. Moreover, your tone im-
plies that you would confide something to

me. Frankly, my temper is somewhat short,
owing to the condition of my eyes. How-
ever, | shall try to be just. If you won't

sleep, go ahead and talk.”

“It is nothing, senor. And yet------ ”

“Spoken like a woman! Out with it, and
tell me to my face that you are weary of
this pilgrimage; and I, Temescal, have dis-
appointed your romantic young ideals; that
our feasting has been of the catch-as-catch-
can order and our dancing has been to the
tune of six-shooters and thundering hoofs.
No loafing about war-tortured towns and
strutting in uniform before the fear-stricken
and fawning eyes of girls who would knife
you if you didn’t wear a uniform. No op-
portunity, in this, our peaceful and serene
adventuring, for standing bravely shoulder
to shoulder in a firing squad and shooting
down poor, stupid peons lined against an
adobe wall! No officer to slap your face
and call you that which it would shame me
to utter, because you had looked cross-eyed
at some girl he fancied! No chance to dash
out the brains of an abandoned infant with
the butt of your rifle; to loot, maim, devas-
tate, pillage, brutalize, murder; or terrorize
and put to shame the womanhood of your
own country! Oh, I can understand how,
sojourning with a man of peace and a gen-
tleman—your stupidity is my excuse for
mentioning it—and finding yourself in a
position to recline at ease and think, you
have been filled with self-pity for your hum-
ble estate as the companion of the friendless
Temescal.”

“But, senor!”

“Quite so! Do not interrupt me. |
can confess and absolve you much quicker
and more effectively than by listening to
Jhat which | already know. | would in-
struct rather than reprimand. To be brief,
jealousy is at the bottom of this nest of
disorder which seems to have enmeshed
your better self. Jealousy! If it is pos-
sible for you to be nakedly honest with
yourself, and with me, answer me! Was it
not in the town of Santuario that you first
secretly rebelled against my judgment and
authority? Wait! And was it not because
you imagined that the glances of many of
the women were concerned with Temescal
rather than with Juan Sepulveda? You
have hitherto fed upon the admiration of
women as you have taken your daily bread
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—as a matter of course. Missing a meal
or two—so to speak—you wondered who
had filched it. Jealousy inspired you to
charge me with the offense. Do you think
I would stoop to filch a cooky from the
shallow platter of your egotism?  Girls?
Shucks!  Women? Shavings! And from
these shucks and shavings you have kindled
a fire to scorch your own soul. | may seem
intolerant. 1 am not. | am simply honest.
What have you to say?”

“l am dazed,” declared Juan, contritely.
“Yet now that you have finished speaking,
| see that you are correct. | have been dis-
loyal in thought. Forgive me!”

“For being yourself? Not I. Forgive-
ness between friends is of the heart, not of
the lips. Moreover, | did but humor a pass-
ing fancy; | knew nothing of your callow
cogitations. | but guessed at them. And
in becoming vehement | somewhat eased the
torment of my eyes, which feel like two
ripe Bermuda onions. A pungent simile.
But now that you have confessed----- "

A gentle snore interrupted Temescal’s
harangue. Temescal smiled. “Of a truth,
| thought I could talk him to sleep if | kept
at it long enough. The hatches of his mind
battened themselves down in sheer self-de-
fense. Poor young soldier! Who am | that
I should chide his youth? Yet good will
come of it. In declaring himself disloyal
to me, if only in thought, he will become
more loyal. Yesterday he exhibited exceed-
ing loyalty. ‘One of those thieves of the
plains will not ride again,” he said, their
argument having been adjusted automat-
ically, so to speak. And, ‘I was forced to
punch the fat one in the eye,” he said again,
‘else she would have detained me.” Hap-
pily expressed, and with no thought of the
risk he ran when he helped me, blinded and
helpless, to my horse. Of a truth, Juan
Sepulveda shall prosper, and sleep soft, and
become a good citizen—of some country—
even though he is but incidental to my pres-
ent quest. The dawn is twitching at the
curtain of'night. Hunger is also twitching
at the lid of my empty stomach. | could
do much to a pot of frijoles—without chili.”

Temescal, squinting ludicrously, gazed to-
ward the western sky. A bold, bright star
still hung resplendent against the farthest
wall of space. Temescal rose stiffly, and
reaching out his arms as though importun-
ing some goddess of old, addressed the heav-
ens in a resonant, mellow voice, forgetting

that Juan slept within a few feet of him,
or that there was a Juan Sepulveda in the
world. “To you, bright star of Mexico, I
will say that which | may not say to her.
Somewnhere within this desolated land she
sleeps in comfort and soft luxury. Each
mile | journey is a song to her, a cadence
of unrest and high desire. She, like the im-
mortal Beatrice, bade me on this errand
forth, and thus far | cant see that Senor
Dante had anything on me. Yet | shall ar-
rive, and lay my homage at her pretty feet.”
Temescal paused and scratched his head.
“That is,” he added thoughtfully, “if she
hasn’t changed her mind and decided to
spend the summer at Palm Beach.” Temes-
cal frowned, possibly at his own interrup-
tion. “And when, once more in my beloved
City of Mexico, we again sit beneath the
silken awning of the Cafe Simpatica, and I
recount the hazards and the stress, the-—-"

Juan sat up suddenly. Temescal’s voice,
intensified by his feelings, had risen a full,
though melodious octave.

“Are you in pain?” queried Juan solici-
tously.

Temescal frowned. “I was but stretch-
ing myself awake.” He yawned. Midway
in the act of flexing his arms he stopped. A
faint, silvery tinkling tickled the suave, still
air of the arroyo.

“Sheep!” exclaimed Juan, rising.

“Breakfast!” declared Temescal.

CHAPTER VIII.

TEMESCAL SHAVES.

T'HE pool, a luxury after traversing so
1 arid a land, was patronized extensively
by both Juan and Temescal. After bathing
his eyes, Temescal kindled a tiny fire and
heating water in his drinking cup, shaved
himself laboriously. Juan was puzzled that
Temescal gazed continually into his broad,
upturned sombrero as he shaved. Peering
into the small round mirror fastened in the
crown of his hat, Temescal smiled at the
reflection of Juan’s curious face.

“You are feeling better,” declared Temes-
cal, holding his head a bit sidewise and
scraping away with his razor, “else you
would not be so interested in my labors.”

“But, senor, your back is toward me.
How. can you know that | watch you?”

“This little informer told me,” said
Temescal, tapping the mirror with the han-
dle of his razor. *“As you have surmised,
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I have been able to keep myself presentable
when far from the conveniences of a town,
by having this little mirror always handy.”

Temescal took up his hat and surveyed his.

partially shaven face critically. “Yet, by
‘presentable’ 1 do not mean simply clean
shaven.” His hand trembled as he replaced
his hat on the ground. He smiled, and his
hand grew steady as he resumed his task.
“You would not consider a man presentable
with a bullet hole in his head, would you?”

“l have seen many such, and they were
not good to look upon,” said Juan, puzzled
by the peculiar question.

“Quite so. Once, in Agua Caliente, | had
the misfortune to differ with some gentlemen
to whom | had taught the grand old Ameri-
can game of poker. | will admit that the
lesson was expensive, to them. One of
these gentlemen became displeased, as he
said, with my personal appearance. It hap-
pened that we were standing out in front
of a cantina, the displeased gentleman in
front of me. There were others behind me.
| replied courteously to the one who had
accosted me, raising my hat as | invariably
do when addressing an inferior, or a
woman.”

“Yes! Yes! | seel” cried Juan.

“Indeed? And what do you see?”

“Why, those behind you were preparing
to seize you and recover their money. You
shot the man who had insulted you, made
a rush for your horse------ 7

“Softly, amigo! You mean you would
have shot the man in front of you. Think,
while 1 shave my chin.” Temescal again
picked up his sombrero and apparently stu-
died his face. Then he laid his hat down
and shaved his chin with a few broad
strokes, glancing up at Juan who had moved
round in front of him, the better to hear
his discourse. Juan shook his head.

“Then | am allowed to proceed?” queried
Temescal, wiping his razor gently on the
palm of his hand and rubbing the lather into
the side of his boot. “It was thus,” he said,
as he dropped the razor into his sombrero.
“In this little glass | saw one behind me
about to shoot me. | turned thus------ 7
Temescal leaped to his feet, and whirling
like a cat that is thrown in the air, fired
twice at a clump of brush on the edge of the
arroyo. Then, before the startled Juan
could catch his breath, Temescal jumped
round again and kicked him in the stomach.
Juan doubled up like a hinge and shot back-

ward into the pool. It would seem that
Temescal had suddenly gone crazy. Hardly
had he kicked Juan in the stomach when
he charged at the clump of brush on the
arroyo’s edge like a dog alter a rat.

Gasping, bedraggled and half stunned,
Juan dragged himself from the pool. He
saw Temescal standing knee-deep in the
brush, gazing at the ground.

“Senor!” called Juan. Temescal did not
seem to hear him, but stood gazing down
pensively, his six-shooter hanging loose in,
his hand.

Juan experienced a quick chill that was
not due to his immersion. He stepped gin-
gerly among the rock, coming to where
Temescal stood.

On his face, in the brush, lay that which
had, less than a minute past, been a living
being—a potential murderer, as the cocked
carbine bore eloquent testimony—yet a liv-
ing being, as fond of life, perhaps, as was
Temescal himself. Recovered from his sur-
prise, Juan seized one of the lifeless arms
and turned the body over. *“Such are the
followers of one called Temescal,” he said,
pointing toward the hideously grinning face.

“What could you expect of this,” ob-
served Temescal, gesturing toward the fallen
man, “save ambushment, treachery, brute
hatred and the lust to kill?”

“Dog!” exclaimed Juan.

“Not so! Rather, a poor waif of cir-
cumstance, the ragged emblem of poverty
and disease; ignorant, faithless, kicked from
one mischance to another, feeding from the
common trough of his kind, and finally
forced to bear arms and serve a cause about
which he knew and cared' nothing save that
it fed him—filled his belly with coarse food
and clothed his back with a garment which
a dog would sniff at and disdain to sleep
on. Go back three hundred small years—
the snap of a finger in eternity—and find
from whence he came, and then dare cen-
sure him for \vhat he was.”

“You mourn for a man so vile and treach-
erous, senor?”

“Not so. | do but ponder him and his
kind. | think | have done a good deed in
freeing him from the wheel. It was his time
to go. | am but incidental to his going.”

“There were no others?”

“A bright question, my son, now that this
one is where he is. No. He came alone,
and he went alone.”

“I thought you had gone mad,” declared
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Juan, gazing at the still pensive Temescal.
“You were smiling, until you whirled about
and fired so swiftly.”

“To defend myself—yes.”

“And now | know why you kicked me
into the pool. Otherwise | might have
made an excellent target for this one, or
others, had they been with him.”

“Quite so! It was the quicker way. You
are inclined to argue.”

“But, senor------ 7

“The handle by which you swing your
arguments. But what?”

“Why did you charge at the very place
where this man was concealed, knowing he
was there. He might have killed you.”

“That is true—because my first shot
missed him. Yet, where else could I run?”

“And the story of the men in Agua Cali-
ente—the men who would have shot you in
the back?”

Temescal frowned, as though endeavor-
ing to recall the details of the incident.
“Oh, as for that story,” he said finally, “I
did but humor a passing fancy—until |
raised my hat and saw in the mirror the
bright ring of a carbine muzzle in the brush
here. Then the story became a reality, with
a slightly different setting. So you may ob-
serve that nothing is impossible. No rid-
dle that the human mind may conceive, but
what some mind may solve. Hence the rid-
dle of immortality may yet be solved, with-
out recourse to ancient superstition and

ignorance.
ing sense.
and------

“But, senor, it moves!” declared Juan,
starting back and seizing a rock with which
to quiet all movement of the supposedly
dead bandit. Temescal seized Juan’s arm.
“Let it move,” he said quietly. “Did | not
tell you that nothing is impossible?”

The man on the ground shuddered. His
eyes came open. He groaned. Temescal
knelt and examined the wounded one’s head.
“Damn the luck!” murmured Temescal in
excellent American, “I only creased the buz-
zard!”

The companions again had recourse to
the pool. Temescal bathed the scalp wound
of the thoroughly frightened and evidently
penitent young ruffian, set him on his feet,
and leading him to the arroyo’ edge pointed
toward the morning desert. Temescal said
nothing. He simply gestured—with his six-
shooter. The other zigzagged across the
open, and disappeared among the rocks.
Temescal turned to meet Juan’s reproach-

But | ask your pardon for talk-
We will bury this poor peon

ful gaze.
“I have earned your reproach,” declared
Temescal. “l missed twice. However, he

will never require a comb with which to part

his hair. He enjoys a permanent division.”
“l am glad he is alive,” said Juan, slowly,

after considering the matter. “Now you

will speak words that | can understand.”
“Breakfast, for instance?”

To be continued in the next issue, on the news stands January 20th.

SOMETHING RARE

IN COWS

is, has hanging over his office desk a cow picture which is distinctly nothing to brag

LOUIS HILL, of Great Northern Railway fame, excellent judge of painting that he

1 about.

as ever fought for sustenance in a desert.

history over which Mr. Hill enthuses.

It represents as scraggy, bony and generally wretched-looking type of cow

It is, however, not her looks but her

“She was,” he explains, “the only common cow ever killed by a locomotive of our

road.

we thought common cows. Not so when investigation was made.

A great many cows have been accidently killed on our tracks.

Many of them
It always turned out

that, despite the multitude of common cows in the Northwest, every cow killed by our
locomotives was a full-blooded, thoroughbred, prize-winning, precious animal. The cow
in that picture happened to belong to an honest Swede who, when our claim agent asked
him what her value was, immediately replied: “Vel, Ay tanks she ban vort’ about forty-
eight dollars.””
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Crowe—when he first opened the let-

ter and read it, felt that it coujdn’t

be real. He figured himself going
batty, imagining things. But after a while
he steadied himself into the conviction that
the letter was genuine! A huge, fine piece
of good luck had befallen just when he had
become convinced that the word held no
such brand of thing for him any more!

His heart was pounding in his small body
as if he had received bad news instead of
good. But then his heart had all gone fluky
these days, anyway. He went to the open
window of his room which was small even
for so small a man and breathed deeply of
the soft June air. But still he felt a little
dizzy.

That wasn’t unusual. He had been feel-
ing continuously somewhat dizzy for
months. Dazed might best, perhaps, de-
scribe it.  And, in Jimmy Crowe’s shoes,
who wouldn’t have? For to drop from an
income of about seventy-five thousand dol-
lars a year and a fortune of nearly half a
million to the occupancy of a four-dollar-
per-week, strictly-in-advance hall bedroom
in a reeky East Side, New York, tenement,
is a steep fall. It is by way of going the
limit. The drop had, indeed, been so com-

LITTLE Jimmy Crowe—tiny Jimmy

plete that Jimmy wasnt always certain of
being able to produce the four dollars
strictly in advance.

All he had left of everything he had
once possessed was his fame. This was still
lively. He was only forty years old and
the memories of men still young were vivid
of Jimmy in those years between his twen-
tieth and thirtieth when he held the fly-
weight championship of the world—a tiny
bit of speedy muscularity with a big man’
punch. Sporting writers frequently harked
back to him and his prowess though with
an odd effect on Jimmy of their writing of
him after he was dead. It carried the same
impression to other readers less intimately
concerned. Many of these had come to
think that Jimmy really was Way Off Some-
where cooling his rosined toes in the neigh-
borhood of the Gates of Glory.

He had been a newsboy, a wiry midget
of a kid, when “Brownie” Ryall, manager
of boxers, nipped him out-of an amateur
show, supported him, trained him, chastened
him and finally guided him to the crown in
his class. Browmie had also assumed full
control of Jimmy’s business affairs all the
while the big cash was curling in, feather-
ing his own nest, to be sure, but being very
fair, as boxing managers go, investing Jim-
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my’s money for him as well, so that when
Brownie Ryall died suddenly of pneumonia,
he left Jimmy’ concerns shipshape with
“the greatest flyweight of all time,” as the
newspapers frequently designated Jimmy,
possessed of about four hundred thousand
dollars.

But he had also left Jimmy in dense ig-
norance of how to handle it. And he
couldn’t leave Jimmy his sharp and ac-
curate judgment of men. It was simply
that at this time little Jimmy Crowe felt
friendly toward all the world and was eager
to feel that all the world felt the same to-
ward him. And he had taken on men for
friends who were human rats. With a loan
here and an investment wheedled out of
him there, always with voluble promises of
fat returns, they had eaten and eaten at
his fortune till, one day, since none of these
fat returns had ever come in, Jimmy was
alarmed into finding out just where he stood
financially. When the figuring was over
the showing was that his wealth had dwin-
dled to one hundred thousand dollars. He
was induced to try to build his fortune up
again—in Wall Street. And then the big
rats got him. Following which he had hired
the four-dollar-a-week room on the proceeds
of a pawned gold watch.

Now if Jimmy Crowe with his high, clean
fame had ever come out flatly and let the
sporting world know that he was stony
broke benefits for him would have been
held. Or he could easily have obtained
money for the starting of a gymnasium
wherein the use of his name would have
been more valuable than the cash advance
on the other side. But Jimmy Crowe, you
see, had been a champion. And it is not
easy for one who has ever been such to step
forward hat in hand.

A few old intimates, friends whom he
could now estimate as genuine, knew his
real need of money and about once a week
one of these would have him taken on as a
sort of consultant behind some second-rate,
or youthful, aspiring fighter, and this would
be worth about fifteen dollars to Jimmy.
Most of the sporting crowd, noting his pres-
ence at these sporting bouts, thought he
had a financial interest in the fortunes of
the boxer or was lending gratis the prestige
of his person in a mediocre battler’s corner.

Over his poverty, however, Jimmy Crowe
possessed the infinite solace of being able
to sleep comfortably with himself. He had

lost neither his fortune nor his champion-
ship by turning drunkard or licentiate; he
had been an upright man of the ring and
unquestionably a great champion and a gen-
erous friend. He could even dismiss thought
of his wife, who had left him about the
same time his money did, herself bedizened
with jewels his money had purchased.
Jimmy had several photographs of himself
in ring costume in his heyday and a finely
bound volume of the records of champions,
and these he found highly consoling at
times, for they could kill loneliness.

His health worried him, though. Like
most men who have been tremendously
strenuous physically in their youth, Jimmy
was prematurely aged. He was withered,
puckered and shrunk. He was now even
less than a flyweight. Small exertions made
mhim whistle when he breathed. If his health
had been all right he felt that he could
have faced the future with an equable if
unhappy mind. But he had been finding
it hard to fight off the dread of a collapse
which must involve the hospital and an
advertisement to the wide world of his pen-
niless state.

But now this letter! It was heart lift-
ing, amazing, splendid, great!

In type of purple rimmed with gold there
was printed at the top of the sheet:

JACK CARNEY
Heavyweight Champion of the World.

And then Jimmy read:

Dear Mr. Crowe: At the personal request of
the champion | am writing to ask you if it will
he possible for you to give us your services.in
the capacity of an advisory handler at the train-
ing camp to be opened July totb at Long Brandi,
New Jersey, to prepare the champion for his
match with Bruno, at Battle Acres, September
15th.

I am authorized to offer you seventy-five dol-
lars a week and all found from July 8th to the
date of the match.

If you can arrange other business affairs so
that you can accept our offer the champion
and myself will be greatly pleased.

Sincerely, James M agee, Manager.

And at the bottom of the letter in the
champion’s own hand a pen had scrawled:

Come on down to the camp with us, Jimmy
Crowe. | would sure like to have you there.

Jack Carney.

The sweet surprise was the greater in
that Jimmy Crowe knew Carney only
slightly, Magee not at all. Jimmy had
shaken hands with the champion some four
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or five times at chance introductions in
fight stadiums. Fifty words would com-
prise all the talk that had ever passed be-
tween them. And what particular use Jack
Carney had in mind to make of him,
Jimmy couldnt think. Of course there
were many things he could tell Carney out
of his own long experience that might be
valuable, helpful. At any rate, he was sure
that opportunities would arise by which he
could make himself worth the money to be
paid him in the training quarters.

He dug out his small change to see if he
had sufficient with which to telegraph Ma-
gee his acceptance and found he had. He™d
best telegraph because the letter had already
been two days at the office of Bill McGui-
gan, a sporting editor who through a mutual
friend had delivered it to Jimmy. The
little man was happy that it had come that
way. It showed that neither Carney nor
his manager was aware of Jimmy’s mean
home address. He had some clothing of
fine quality left from his wealthy days,
which a little tailoring could make look
nearly new. In his trunk under the bed
was also a sufficiency of gymnasium apparel.
He could, therefore, join the champ’s camp
in the guise of affluence—with his head up.
Fine!

Yet—Jimmy fiddled his fingers in his
tight, grizzled curls—how in the world had
the champion come to think of him at all?

It was well there was no little bird on
the job to whisper the truth to him. Jimmy
probably would have flushed and turned
Jack Carney’s offer down—very much
obliged and all that, but, thank you, no!
And if he had done that—but he didn*, and
that’s where the story comes in.

Still there is no objection to letting the
reader himself know immediately what had
induced the heavyweight champion of the
world to send for tiny Jimmy Crowe.

In his large, expensive hotel suite Jack
Carney had turned to his trim, sharp-faced
little manager and said:

“Magee, | want to get little Jimmy Crowe
for the camp.”

“What for?”

“1 want him, 1I’'m telling you.”

“Well, I aint got him in my pocket,
‘Champ,” and | aint got the first notion of
where to send for him.”

“I happen to know—I’ve been told,” said
the “Big Fellow,” “that a letter sent in
Care of McGuigan, sporting editor of the

Globe, will get to him all right. Write and
ask Jimmy to join up at seventy-five a week
and all found from the time the camp
starts.”

“Seventy-five!  For the love of Pete!
And we got all the people hooked up now
we need, more than we need—falling over
each other theyll be! What’ the idea?”

“The idea is—I want him. | want to
see him around me. You dont know it and
the little guy himself don’t know it, but he’s
done as much for me—my getting to be
champ—as all my training and the tough
battles 1 had to put up before I got on
top.”

“Yeh?” asked Magee in surprise and
mockery. “l had nothing to do with it, |
suppose?”

“Oh, sure, Jim. You had confidence in
me, staked me and was smart as a whip
about the matches you made till 1 was ready
to take on the best of them. But little
Jimmy Crowe helped a whole lot too—a
whole damn lot.”

“How? You don*t hardly know him, as
far as | know.”

“He don’t know how well 1 know him—
Jimmy doesnt,” said the youthful giant,
with a wide smile on his face. He looked
down for a second or two as if he were
studying the knuckles of the right hand
which bad earned him nearly two million
dollars. “I was twelve years old—twelve—
straddling a rafter up in the roof of the
fight hall watching Jimmy Crowe scrap.
He was the first champ | ever saw on the
job. 1’d eras' @ in—through a skylight.
But they didn’t have time to send anybody
up to the roof to yank me out. Crowe was
fighting ‘Kid” Styx—a lightweight, and a
good one, you bet. Jimmy was giving away
more than twenty pounds. Remember that

fight?”
“Sure. | saw it.”
“Wasn’t it a whale?”
“That’s no lie.”

“Well, 1 spent mjr last two-bits next day
buying a photograph of Jimmy Crowe and
I've had it around me ever since.”

“Well,” laughed Magee, “ain’t the photo
enough without paying out seventy-five for
Jimmy himself?”

“You write to Jimmy Crowe care of Mc-
Guigan to-night—do you hear?”

“But what’s all this he did for you—and
what do you expect he’s going to be able to
do at the camp?”
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“That fight 1 saw him put up,” grinned
the champ at Magee. “What a wow! What
Jimmy Crowe did for me that night was to
show me what a champion was like—had to
be like to be a real one. He showed me
that when | was a little bit of a kid and
it came back to'me when | started fighting
and it’s stuck to me. Yep—he showed what
kind of a man a champion had to be!

“Kid Styx was no bum, you can bet, Ma-
gee. He’d oughta had that fight that night.
Jim’s manager must have felt greedy about
that time, because it was a fool of a match
for little Jimmy—he was giving away
twenty pounds to a good fast man and you
know what twenty pounds means among lit-
tle men. Why, Styx had little Timmy Crowe
busted ten, eleven, twelve times in that
fight. But every one of those times------
From there in the rafters 1’d be watching
little Jimmy Crowe. And his legs would be
gone and his arms would be gone and his
breath would be gone and his punch would
be gone. But hed hold himself together
somehow or other and feint and lead like he
was still there and was going to start some-
thing himself, bobbing his little head around
in the English roll so Styx couldnt get a fair
slam at his jaw and somehow—uwell, because
he was a real champion, don’t you see—he
stayed. | could name you a hundred, two
hundred fighters that ten different times in
that fight, if they had been in Jimmy’s shoes,
would have quit and damn small disgrace
to ’em at that. But Jimmy Crowe stuck.
And he won. He outhearted Styx, that’
what he did, and won. And, Magee, there
aint been a time in my own fights, in the
toughest of them for me, when I was hurt,
weakening groggy, half-turned vyeller, that
the picture of Jimmy Crowe hasnt bounced
up in my mind like | saw him that night—
like a little dancing doll—and 1°d remember
how he’d stuck—how real champs stick and
I'd stick—and win.”

It was notorious that sharp-faced Jimmy
Magee had as much sentiment in him as a
screw driver. He threw up his hands.

“Am | going blooey or what?” he de-
manded. “Are you telling me, Champ, that
you need somebody around the camp to
keep your heart up for this fight with
Bruno—a big stiff that you can lick in one
round with one hand?”

“You’re a fine guy to be telling me I'm
afraid of anybody,” said huge young Car-
ney, with a big, smiling show of his strong.
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faultless white teeth. “How come you got
all those diamonds stuck all over you? But,
listen now—I want Jimmy Crowe in the
camp from the get-away and | dont want
to have to make any more speeches about

it either. And don’t try to bargain hipa
down from seventy-five—if he’ll accept
that.”

“Sure he will,” said Magee. “I hear he

lost a lot of money.”

“Yes, but | guess he’s pretty well fixed
yet. But, anyway, he never was cheap
when he was a champ, so don’t make me
cheap to him.”

The wiley young Carney knew that
Jimmy Crowe was flat broke. Jack’s
trainer, old wise Jack de Britt, once Jimmy
Crowe’ handler, had whispered it in con-
fidence to the champion, tentatively sug-
gesting what big-hearted young Carney
eagerly seized the opportunity to do—help
little Jimmy Crowe in a manner that would
have on it no taint of charity.

But it would never do to let Magee know
this aspect of the matter. A down-and-out
would always be nothing but a down-and-
out to Magee, and he’d think nothing of
asking a former flyweight champion of the
world to tote water buckets or rosin the
training-camp ring.

The shrewd Magee was now noting that
the heavy, black eyebrows of the champ
had drawn together in sign of absolute de-
cision and was in haste to risk no disagree-
ment with a meal ticket which was studded
with jewels.

“Oh, all right, kid. Don’t grouch. 17
get you Jimmy Crowe—ten Jimmy Crowes
if you like.”

“There never was only one Jimmy Crowe,
old fox face,” said the champ. “You go
write that letter.”

Tiny Jim’s activities at Carney’s camp
may be quickly passed over. Sufficient to
say that he was well worth what he was
paid, being an expert in the mixing of the
brine lotions in which Carney’ hands were
soaked and pickled till hardened to the
toughness of leather; expert in the matter
of a fighter’s training diet, in the use of
the time watch at the camp bouts and in
many other things pertinent to the game.

Toward the last his job, self-appointed,
had been that of sitting up nights beside
the champ while he slept. Jack went to
bed with all the windows wide, of course,
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while the winds from the sea swept over
him.  In the coolness, sometimes sharp
chilliness, of the September nights, during
the hours just before dawn it was very im-
portant to protect the champ from working
his shoulders and torso free of the stout
coverings, for a muscular cold can be most
crippling to the speed and endurance of a
fighter’s arms.  And Jimmy Crowe, night
after night, sat blinkless and saw that this
catastrophy did not occur.

He liked Carney strongly. The champ
had proved good natured under training
discipline and was given to spells of merri-
ment sheerly boyish and decidedly attrac-
tive. Carney had never been moved to tell
Jimmy Crowe of the inspiration he had
drawn from watching Jimmy win from Kid
Styx in the long ago, but he had shown
toward the former ring wonder a sort of
son’s deference that had been as soothing
to the sensitive and somewhat trampled
pride within the little man as oil upon a
burn.

Time had worked up to the day before
battle. Camp was struck in the morning.
Only Magee, the chief trainer, De Britt, and
a Japanese valet remained with the champ
on his return to his New York hotel suite.
The other handlers all went to their homes
to report the next night at Battle Acres.

As for Jimmy Crowe, he went straight
back to his four-dollar-per-week East Side
tenement room. The several hundred dol-
lars which had come into his possession in
wages gave him such a feeling of comfort
and assurance that he meant to keep that
“roll” intact as long as he could.

The stay at the seashore had done his
health great good also, and Jimmy was
feeling serene both in body and mind as
he closed the door of his little room behind
him. But this wasnt to last long. Not
mo'e than a minute, in fact. For within
that small space of time there came a knock
on his door and upon the knock temptation
coolly entered—temptation confident in the
high price it was able to offer for the soul
and honor of Jimmy Crowe, temptation in
heartsickening form for it was temptation
strong indeed.

Jimmy Crowe, seeing who it was that
had followed the knock on his door into
his room, stood up out of his rocking-chair
bristling.

“This aint right, Dixon, it ain’t right!”
he said. “You hadn’t ought to have come
here. Suppose anybody saw you coming
in who knew you and knew me? It would
look rotten.”

“Aw—who’d ever know me in this—this
sort of a place?” retorted Dixon.

“How did you find out where | was, any-
way?”

“I usually find out what I want to.”

Tiny Jimmy Crowe looked the other man
straight in the eyes—"“Dapper Dick” Dixon
whose largest reputation was that he was
the trickiest eel in the sporting world.

Just now he was manager for Bruno, the
challenger for Jack Carney’s title. Dixon
was amazingly clever at taking hold of some
second or even third-rate fighter and run-
ning him along a series of knock-outs of first-
class has-beens until he gained such public
notice as would make the battler an attrac-
tion for a championship match. Then he’d
leave his man flattened out and look for an-
other unknown to boost and boom.

He had been dubbed “Dapper Dick”
since youth because he standardized dress
among his kind. His taste ran to very
finely pointed patent-leather shoes with tan
uppers, and silk-collared shirts fastened with
heavy gold bar pins. And bright green
neckties. When young he had appeared
slim and slick and had been neatly hand-
some of countenance. He had fattened and
coarsened now markedly about the chin
and under his steel-gray eyes, and was many
pounds heavier. But he dressed as dapperly
as ever.

“You usually find out what you want,
do you?” finally said'Jimmy Crowe after
a long look at him. “Well, if you dug me
up thinking you’re going to get any dope
out of the champion’s camp—say, you’d
better get out of my room, Dixon. Go
ahead—get out of my room.”

“Easy, Jim, easy. Dont get excited. |
hear your heart aint any too good any-
way. What do | care about knowing any-
thing out of the champ’s camp—his condi-
tion or anything? Don’t you suppose |
know as well as you know that Carney can
lick this big bum of mine in a half a dozen
wallops? I’'m up here to show you the way
to some easy money—a good 'big bunch of
it—if youll only listen to me.”

“Crooked?”

“Aw, crooked me necktie! It’s a stunt
that isn’t going to do anybody any harm.
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But it can do you a whole lot of good. Oh,
sure—and me too. 1’'m not up here throw-
ing any smoke that I'm trying to hand you
charity, Jimmy Crowe. Although at the
same time | know you’re down and out.
This room would tell the story plain enough
if | hadn’t been wise when | came up here.”

“It’s because you heard | was broke that
you've come up here?”

“l know you maybe have held together
the seventy-five per that Carney’ been pay-
ing you.”

“How’d you find that out?”

“The gorilla up in the zoo told me,”
grinned Dixon. “But, listen, youve had
money—real money. You know how far a
few hundred berries will travel in this town,
Jimmy. Well, 1 didnt come here to talk
to you in hundreds, Jimmy. | came here
to -talk to you in grands—what do you know
about that?”

The former champion frowned.

“What can | do for you that would be
worth thousands?”

“Just go up to a man for me and drop
something in his hand.”

“Thousands for doing that?”

“Yep.”

“How many thousands?”

“Ten—at least. Ten grands,” replied
Dixon flatly.

Ten thousand dollars!

Sick, spent Jimmy Crowe breathed hard.
Willy-nilly, his mind leaped to the con-
templation of the sum. Knowing out of
bitter experience what he now knew of the
handling of money he saw readily how this
capital could mean his future comfort and
independence, the start of a gymnasium in
his name, a training school for boxers, the
managing of fighters, a business game that
he would understand! He gulped, striving
hard to dismiss the vision. He looked at
Dixon.

“The champ is mixed up in this, of
course?”

“Sure—he figures. But it’s small harm
that’s coming to him. The fact is that in
the end he’ll make money out of it—another
bout, another half million.”

“Why don’t you go to the champ him-
self, then? Afraid of a wallop on the jaw?”

“l sho