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Earn $70 to $200 a Week

You’ve always had a liking for Electricity and a hankering to do electrical jobs.
Now is the time to develop that talent; there’s big money in it. Even if you
don’t know anything at all about Electricity you can quickly grasp it by my
up-to-date, practical method of teaching. You will find it intensely interest-
ing and highly profitable. I've trained and started hundreds of men in the
Electrical Business, men who have made big successes. YOU CAN ALSO

Be a Big Paid
ELECTRICAL EXPERT

What are you doing to prepare yourself for a real success? At the rate you are
going where will you be in ten years from now? Have you the specialized train-
mg that will put you on the road to success? Have you ambition enough to
prepare for success, and get it?
You have the ambition and I will give you the training, so get busy. I am
offering you success and all that goes with it. Will you take it? I'll make
you an ELECTRICAL EXPERT. I will train you as you should be trained.
I will give you the benefit of my advice and 20 years of engineering experience
and help you in every way to the biggest, possible success.

My book,

Valuable Book Free !} ok

Become an Electrical Expert,” has started many a

man on the way to fortune. I will send a

copy, free and prepaid, to every person answer-
ing this advertisement.

CHIEF ENGINEER
COOKE

Chicago Engineering
orks

Dept. 71, 2150LawrenceAv.
CHICAGO, ILL.

Dear Sir: You may send me \ ACt NOW! Good intentions never

entirely free and fully prepaid, a \ i k get you anyw here.
copy of your book, "‘How to Become It is action, alone, that counts. NOW IS
an Electrical Expert,” and particu- THE TIME TO ACT.

lars about your Home Study Course
in Electricity and the Free Radio Course. L.L.COOKE, Chief Engineer
CHICAGO
NEMMBe oo seennsassascasisssiansigse fooiosansnsins i\ ENGINEERING
" ' \ WORKS

% 2150 LAWRENCE AVENUE
CHY: 2savecs soessiacsatnssiomaarsniod BLal) .ovais e \Dept.n, Chicago, U.S. A.
A

lectricity Needs Yo
I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

Stop right here. This is YOUR opportunity! Electricity is calling you, and the Electrical
Business is in for a tremendous increase. But it needs more trained men—at big pay. By
my Home Study Course in Practical Electricity I can train you for these positions.

FREE!

ELECTRICAL
OUTFIT

A fine outfit of Electrical
Tools, Instruments, Materi-
als, etc., absolutely FREE to
every student. I will also send
you FREE and fully prepaid
—Proof Lessons to show you
how easily you ecan learn
Electricity and enter this
splendid profession by my
new, revised and original sys-
tem of Training by Mail,

Radio
Course
FREE)!

Special newly-written wire-
less course worth $45.00 given
away free. Full particulars
when you mail coupon below.

Earn Money
While Learning

I give you something you can
use now. Early in my Home
Study Course I show you
how to begin making money
in Electricity, and help you
get started. No need to wait
until the whole course is com-
leted. Hundreds of students
Eave made several times the
cost of their course in spare
time work while learning.
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and you
keep this
typewriter

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—NoOT ONE CENT MORE

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

Write Right Now

and learn how it is possible for
us to ship you this Underwood
Typewriter upon our free trial
plan and our direct-to-you money
saving methods. Get the 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.Justsignthecoupon,
send it to us and we will
mail you our big cata.
log_absolutely free,

ou will'be amazed
st the liberality of

Our Factory

EVERY MACHINE is fully guar™

anteed. New parts wherever

needed. New enamel, new nickel, new
lettering, new platen, new key rings—a
complete, perfect typewriter. Impossible to tell
it from a gr:md new Underwood either in ap=
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 our offer, the

we furnish FREE waterproof cover and Send t,]e beautyand

special Touch Typewriter Instruction Book. allaround
ou can learn to operate this Under- Coupon

wood in one day.

Big Book FREE

Our big handsomely illustrated

10 Days
Free Trial

You

This is the genuine Underwood
Typewriter. We offer you the same
three models of the Underwood
Typewriter being made and sold by
the manufacturers today. Stand-
ard 4-row single shift keyboard.
Absolutely visible writing —
the full line of typewriting is
visible at all times. All the im-
provements and attachments that
any high grade typewriter ought
to have.

Big Saving to You

Our plan of selling to you direct makes
possible enormous savings, which are all
for 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
our big Free catalog and com-
plete details of our amazing

catalog will be sent free on re- You have ten full daysin  typewriterofferex- SIS 4NN { V.10
quest. It tells you all about the which to try the typewriter  cept to sign and il ;
advantages of owning a STANDA&D befo{% d]e:cxdn;tg g}let}_xter you ;%‘x‘xd in ’It‘gg l'c';m- COUPON
SIZE UNDERWOOD; how and why this wantto keep it. Give it every . €

. : 4 : test—see for yourself —maki is no obli- ¥ SHIPMAN.-WARD MFG. CO.
machine will last for years, savingmany {2770 erw%o 3 provrgaitg gation, 2631 Shi > L(.‘- [ o0)

dollars not only in the purchase price
but in its operation.

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

worth toyou. Don’t take our
word for it—put the Under-
wood before you and see if
you don’t think it the great-
est tyé)ewnter bargain ever

offere v

Please send me FREE, all charges
fully prepaid, your BIG NEW catalo,

of UNDERWOOD TYPEWRITER

and complete details of your FREE

TRIAL Offer,
It is understood that I am under no obligation
whatever and that this is to be sent without one cent

Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co. "™

“Typewriter Emporium”

2631 Shipman Bldg. / s
BCrry.

STATE.

Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago 5

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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213!

SAYS

F.W. Bentley

of Philadelphia

‘“Ye Gods—Some sell-
er! I made $215 today!”

Buys Car with Profits
““Have earned enough
in one month to buy me
a new auto.”
S. W. Knappen, Cal.

$7 Profit per Hour
“I started out and
made $21.50 in about 3
The Oliver does
the work. It certainly is
the real thing,’””
L. Zucker, Ohio.

“Sells Lnke Beer in a
Dry Tow

“‘Am sending today for
7 Olivers. This is one
day’s orders ($85 profit).
Selling like beer in a
dry_town.

H. W. Drew. Mich.

Mr. T.’s 28th Order In
Six Months

“Ship 52 O]lvars. 10
No.

profit on this order alone
is 8711).
G. T., Ottawa, Ont.

Russell Earned $3300
in Five Months
““Have averaged $660
profit a month for last

six months.”’
A, M. Russell, Conn.

‘ Carnegey
$1000 a Month
Am making $1000 per
month. I have made big
money before but did not
expect so much. Your
Burner is just the thing.”
J. Carnegey, S. D.

“«

Berger—
$258.50 per Week
“*Send following weekly
hereafter: 10 No. 1:
No. 2: 4 No. 5.”
R. Berger, Ont.

$43 in One Evening

‘T made $43 last night
selling Oliver Burners.”

N. B. Chelan, Wash.

nOneDay
New [Invention
Does Away

With Dirty Coal and Wood

O wonder this amazing new in-
N vention is bringing fortunes to

agents. All over the whole
country this new device is doing
away with dirty and expensive coal
and wood in heating stoves, ranges
and furnaces.
Already over
$1,000,000
worth have
been sold.
You can read-
ily under-
stand why
this new in-
vention — the
Oliver Oil-
Gas Burner—is sweeping over the
country like wildfire. It does away
with all the expense of coal—making
every stove a modern oil-gas burner.
Saves money, time and drudgery.
Three times the heat of any other

method. No wonder agents are rid-
ing in on the tide of big Oliver
profits.

It Sells Itself

Agents find it no work at all to
sell this amazing invention—the Oli-
ver new improved Oil-Gas Burner.
They just show it—taking only one
minute to connect it—then light it.
And the sale is made! This new in-
vention is its own salesman. It sells
itself ! The Oliver Oil-Gas Burner is
the most timely thing that could be
put out. It dispenses entirely with
coal and wood when all signs indi-
cate that coal will be impo
get this winter in every section. It
burns the cheapest fuel-—oil. It saves

AGENTS

Are Making Fortunes

know that the time is rive for this
new Oliver improved Oil-Gas Burner.
They know that this age of high-
priced coal and wood and the pres-
ent serious coal famine makes it
necessary for some substitute. They
see ships and
locomotives being
run_ by oil and
big buildings be-
ing heated by it,
And they know
that an invention
that makes use
of this cheap
fuel for every
home — and yet
does it so as to
give more heat
than coal or wood—is the thing they want to
tie up to.

Big Profits
Quickly Made

You too can use this secret of biz money.
You do not need to be a high-powered sales-
man, The Oliver’s amazing features sell it for
you. When people see it they know at once
that it is the thing they want. You will
realize that this is a proposition that will
pay you as big money as it does others. We
have a definite number of open territories
which we are ready to dispose of to those
who act quickly. Every territory allotted is
filled with big-money opportunities. And this
big money comes easily. Because not only
does this invention practically sell itself on
sight but when you have sold one this one
will sell several others as soon as your cus-
tomer’s friends and neighbors see it. And
thru our special plan you get credit and com=-
missions for every sale in your territory.

You can also make big money just by using
your spare time. Note how N. B. Chelan
made $43 in one evening.

Coupon Brings
F%ll Offerg

a woman work now in times when
she is looking for just such things.
or as little heat
off and on instantly by sim-

Just as much
wanted,
ply turning a valve.

The Secret of
Big Money

Of course, now that you
know the facts you yourself
can understand why this new
invention is going over like
wildfire! and you can under-
stand why F. W. Bentley made
$215 in one day. Why J.
Carnegey made $1.000 in_ one
month and why hundreds of
other agents are cleaning up
big too.

These men know the secret of
big money. They know a good
thing when they see it and they

as about this. We

If you want to make at least $5,000 a year
easily, mail this coupon now for our offer.
We are not making any extravagant claims
do not have to. We be-
lieve that your common sense will indicate
a good proposition to you when you know
about it. We want to give you the facts.
Won’t you write us? And by doing so
quickly you will be allotted an exclusive ter-
ritory with private selling rights.

The coupon will bring you the facts and
will save you writing a letter. But mail the
coupen at once.

OLIVER 0IL-BAS BURNER AND MACHINE CO.

2412-M Oliver Building, St. Louis, Mo.

: 2 2 ]
Oliver 0il-Gas Burner and Machine Co.
2412-M Oliver Building, St. Louis, Mo, [

Please send me full facts about how I can make at l
least $5,000 a year representing you in my territory. 1
Also your plan if I just wish to make big money in
my spare time.

Name . .o.co0s Csdeieees . evsesseenay e i ORaue el I

1

1 ARATOBE -5 o o b7v 13 06 oy oo i s o A S SRS B o oo SR ]
W e

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Automobile Engineer
pied hile Renai

.Civil Engineer
Structural Engineer
.Business Manager
.Cert. Public Accountant
.Accountant and Auditor nitary Engineer
Surveyor (and Mapping)
Telephone Engineer
elegraph Engineer

gh School Graduate
ire Insurance Expert
Wireless Radio
Undecided

.Electrical Engineer
.Electric Light & Power
General Education
.Vocational Guidance
.Business Law

This simplified, complete High School Course
—specially prepared for home study by leading
professors—meets all requirements for entrance
Whether you need High School
o other training or specialized instruc-
tion in any trade or profession
courses you, Check and mail coupon
for Free Bulletin.
American School
‘ ‘ : Dept. H-14
$ > Chicago
American School, Dept. H-14, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago
a month
$60 increase in salary! I took the money
out of my pocket and asked Mary to count
it. You should have seen her face light up when
happier than I was, for it was the third increase
in a year.
“Today I am manager of my department—
would be possible for me to make. I owe it all
to the training I received from the International
Correspondence Schools. That little coupon was

to college and the leading professions.
the American School can help
Drexel Ave. and 58th Street

' , , Send me full information on the subject checked and how you will help

)
"I AST night I came home with great news—a
she found the extra $60. I think she was even
earning more money than I ever thought it
the means of changing my whole life.” Name.....

Ada

OW much longer are yoz going to wait before
taking the step that is bound to bring you
more money? Isn’t it better to start now than to
wait for years and then realize what the delay = » >
has cost you? Here’s a Prescription

One hour after supper each night spent with

the I. C. S. in your own home will prepare you for

the position you want in the work you like best. or ou s
Don’t let another priceless hour go to waste! :

Without cost or obligation, let us prove that we

can help you. Mark and mail this coupon.

For quick relief try PISO’S—A most
effective syrup different from all others.

afe and sane for young and old. Pleas-
ant — no opiates —no upset stomach.
35c and 60c sizes obtainable everywhere.

PISO’S —For Coughs and Colds

—— - — — — TEAR OUT HERE — =— — — — ——
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2059, Scranten, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify for the
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X:

BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT

Business Management [ Salesmanship

Industrial Management [ Advertising

Personnel Organization [JBetter Letters

Traffic Management []Foreign Trade

Business Law [JStenography and Typing
Banking and Banking Law [J]Business English
Accountancy (including C.P.A,) []Civil Service

Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects
Private Secretary High School Subjects
Business Spanish [ French Illustrating  [J Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT

trical Engineerin, Architect : . . et

E}:gtric Ligh‘t;ing 2 B B{lclellfrcint Reading YOU can earn from $1 to $2 an hpur in your spare time writing

Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder wr_ show cards. %!:nckly and easily learned by our new, simple

Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman *Instructograph” method. No canvassing or soliciting ; we teach

Machine Shop Practice [ Concrete Builder u how, guarantee you steady work at home no matter where you

Railroad Positions Structural Engineer ive, and pay you cash each week.

(G“uEEg";e Operating g}lumglfl '“E gg‘“n‘ ull lputiculara and Booklet Free.

Civ! ngineer emistry armacy .

Surveying and Mapping L] Automobile Work = ,AMER CAN SHOW CARD SCHOOL

Metallurgy C1Navigation 240 Ryrie Building Toronto, Can

Steam Engineering DAzr::ulturo and Poultry

Radio [ Airplane Engines [JMathematics F" E DIAMOND
B b ek bonsisonowsiados snssng o> Ranerss Stal A Ahes fussaalsias shsid sty ovs o RING OFFER
Street 6.26.22 Just to our famous im,
MUBEREE - . dessevs sovessasssonsessesiavivswasssssnadns savuseongss oaseesoassovsses s satvss atssessisesve d‘-‘.m::g:_k'::w:."“ﬁ:‘ gg?lw-':n -‘g:n:x‘::lld

Stat: Blv:r:.il'ihg' ler: kd‘uﬂﬂ)ﬂ‘d’—rli: 'e:::t 'll'h o l-ox

CIYnnnrusennsinnnsssinisnnnns RPN, o singrmenlicanent iares POoStage ?:ld. Pay pnutmnbur{ Lc‘ad C.d i
0 1 endiing. ote. "If yoc can teil Jt rom & resl

diamond return and money refunded. Only
10, given away. Send no money. Answer
quick. ~Send size of finger. -

KRAUTH & REED, Dept412
MASONIC TEMPLE CHICAGO

Persons residing in Oanada should send this coupon to the Interma-
tional Oorrespondence Bchools Uanadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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vZ.000 FRE

FIND OBJECTS
N BE GINN/NG

A0

FREE CASH

Solve Puzzle and WIN!

WANT TO WIN $1,000? Sure you do,—then see how Jmany objects you
can find in this picture beginning with “S,” like ‘“‘Stove,” ‘“Shoes,’
“Shirt,” etc. Have your folks or friends help. You'll have barrels of spare
time fun and think of winning $1,000 besides. Five $1,000 PRIZES—
100 IN ALL.

Winning $1,000 Easy! Here’s How!
Send in your list of S-words as soon as possible. If your list is
awarded from first to fifth place, and you have “Qualified” under
Class A by sending in a $5 Henber Pencil order during this campaign,
you will win $1,000; under (lass B ($3 pencil order) you would
win $300; under Class C (no pencil order) you would win $25. You
can win without ordering a Pencil.

Advertising Campaign for Henber Pencils
We want every one to become acquainted with our pencils, the most useful of all writing
appliances. They make suitable gifts for every occasion.

Lady’s and Gent’s Style
The illustration shows our Gentleman’s Sterlmg Silver style (regular $3.50, now $3 or two
for §5, Lady’s or Gent’s). The $5 gold (Lady’s or Gent's) comes in Colonial Hexagon shape.
The Henber has many distinctive features: Repelling lead device; safety clasp; chase en-
graved barrel non-clogging mechanism, ete.

EXTRA !

$500 Lady’s Prize.

To the Lady sending in the nearest correct llst of S-words an Extra $500 Prize will be added to

$500 Gentleman’s Prize.

which ever prize she wins if she *“‘Qualified’’ under Class A or B -when sendmé in her list of S-
words. An Extra $500 prize will be awarded under the same conditions to the Gentleman send-

ing in the nearest, correct list of S-words.
Wishing Will Not Win! Others Have Won!
The following persons each won $1,000 in

Don’t wish and wish you could win. Go
right ahead and try. Surprise yourseif previous advertising campaigns conducted
and friends by winning $1,000. There by this company: Thomas Damico, 1154

Philadelphia, Pa.; Frank

are five $1,000 prizes, besides many other S. 12th St.,
Vogel, 720 North I St., Tacoma, Wash.;

prizes. Start winning right now by mak-
S-words. DO IT E. J. Kilkelly, Kenosha, Wis.; Mrs. B.

ing up your list of
NOW. This is your opportunity. ACT! Bulfin, Milwaukee, Wis.

100 Pr1Ze

S " Cla “E" Class‘‘C"”
$ $25.00

=ENNNNN

20000000000
©00000060600

Blst to 100th

] 3. 1.00
—Prize if you order $5 pencil
Class * rize if you order $3 pencil
Class ““‘C’’—Prize if you buy no pencil
Prizes at Republic State Bank, Minneapolis.
READ THESE RULES

1. Anyone living outside of Minneapolis may com-
pete for the free prizes except employees or their
relatives of the Henber Company
hoever sends in the Inrnesv. ‘number of words
which correctly name the e ohjects shown in the pie-
ture starting with * e awarded first prize,
and so on down the hst of 100 free prizes. One point
will be allowed for each correct word, and one point
deducted for each incorrect word or omission of a
correct wor
8. In case of tles for ar:iv fpﬂzes offered the full
amount of each prlza tied for will be awarded to
each tyln% contestan » list winning the first
E}nu will be pubhshed ac the close of the contest.
nlarged copy of picture will be furnished on
reqy
Ynur solution must not include hyphenated,
haol: te, compound (words made up of two com-
lete Englhh words) or fore|ﬁ;1 words. Webster's
tcrnunonnl Dictionary will be used as authority.
is permissible to name either singular or
p]urnl but both cannot be used. Synonyms and
words of same spelling but different meaning will
count only one, but any part of an object can be
na
6. All olutions mailed and postmarked Feb. 10,
1923, wull be accegtcd Contestants may qunllfy
under Class A or B up to midnight, Feb. 24, 1923.
rite words on one side of paper only number-
Inz pnch l 2,38,4, etc

g

Class

le of Mi lis will ad

op
udges Their decmon must be accepted as ('nul
d conclusive.

fdreeYour The Henber Co., 2% fiatiror Minneapolis, Minn.

Please mention this maegazine when answering advertisements
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Which One?

RN S NN
Not one of these jobs is beyond your reach MNAN
Which one do you want? N\

N

-
The kind of a fellow who gets ahead today—and holds \.\§
. = \

one of these high positions is the fellow with fraining. RN
Nowadays employers can find men with training very \\Q\\‘\{\\\\\

easily—because colleges are graduating them pretty S
=
-

flasta_—so thg felllowhwhot htad.t(_) le(ailve. sc}ilpo]dleaﬁly is .
andicapped unless he gets training during his idle hours.
e

Today you can get it in your home town, every man can, \

regardless of how much time he spent in school. And NI
you can make every hour of your practical experience
pay big dividends as well. American School training was
made for YOU and has brought success to thousands.

Big Raise in Salary
It is easy to get, if you go about it in the ﬁght way. You have often
heard of others who doubled and trebled their salaries in a year’s time.
You wondered how they did it. Was it a pull? Don’t you think it.
When a man isb hired he gIets paid for exafctly l\;vhat hedoes, éhire is no

SRR sentiment in business. It’s preparing for the future an nowing
§\ }\\:«\}\::Q\\\\\\\ what to do at the right time that doubles and trebles salaries.

Why Don’t You Try It?

Why don’t you see what an American School course will do for you?
ML Our experience in helping thousands of others will surdjé help you get
\\\QQQQ}\Q:&\ to the top. If you really want to get ahead, get busy and —

—— Mail This Coupon Today

Send us your name and address on the coupon. Just write under-
neath, in the coupon what job you want to hold. We’ll tell you how

N
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\\\\\\\\\ you can get just the training you need right in your own home.
N

\\}Q\\Q\\\\Q\Qﬁi‘f\\:\\\‘\\ You’ll be under no obligation—and the information you will get will
R do you a great deal of good. Let us help you. We are at your service

s —and all you need to do is to send this coupon with your name and
\\\§\\Q address. Do it now—for your own sake and the man you want to be,

?\t‘ \\\\;:\}t\\\\ Dept.G1192
AlNH.S
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Pl e .
wlay = Be a Master of

Notes § JAZZ and RAGTIME

Anyone who can remember a tune can
easily and quickly learn to play Jazz,
Ragtime and Popular Songs by ear, at a
very small costt New Niagara Method
makes piano playing wonderfully simple.

O matter how little you know about music—

even though you ‘‘have never touched a
piano ’—if you can just remember a tune, you can
learn to PLAY BY EAR. I have perfected an
entirely new system. It is so simple, so easy,
and shows you so many little tricks of playing
that it just comes natural to pick out on the piano
any piece that is running through your mind.
Even those who could not learn by the old-
fashioned method grasp the NIAGARA idea
readily, and follow through the entire course of
twenty lessons quickly in spare time at home.

No need to devote years to study, in order to learn piano
nowadays. Neither is special talent necessary. Every lesson is so
easy, so interesting and fascinating that you ‘can’t keep your hands
off the piano.” Just devote a part of your spare time to it for ninety
days and you will be playing and entertaining your friends almost
before you realize how this wonderful new accomplishment has been
acquired. No tiresome scales, no arpeggios tolearn —no do-re-mi,
no tiresome practice and meaningless exercises. You learn a bass
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What Do You Call an Opportunity?

of opportunity. I have read some very fine

definitions of this wonder-word. It has
been the subject of many splendid speeches;
authors have written abundantly about it in
prose and poetry.

You have said,
nity.”’

But I am wondering what you call an
opportunity.

IN my lifetime I have heard many men speak

““I wish I had an opportu-

Do you—as so many

do — mistakenly asso-
. . . (43

ciate it with “‘good for-

tune’’ or ‘‘good luck”?

Suppose tomorrow
you heard of a $10,000
position seeking a man.
Could you fill it? If so,
it would be an opportunity. If not, it would be
no opportunity at all so far as you are concerned.
It would be merely a bit of information from
which you could not benefit.

Opportunity, I believe, is usually a recog-
nition of worth.

The biggest opportunity that can ever come
to you will never be any bigger than your prep-
aration—your worth-whileness.

If you are not worth considering, Oppor-
tunity won’t give you a thought.

The biggest job of all the big jobs open and
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filled in the last twenty-four hours would have
been an opportunity for you—

—if you had been prepared.

And I am not one who believes that
Opportunity knocks but once.

The hundreds of opportunities which are

here to-day will come again to-morrow—

—if you are prepared.

But you can be sure they will never be
found on the door-steps
of worthless prospects
—men who are not
ready.

Opportunity seeks
and finds only those
who have paid the price
of preparation. She
does not pick men as
you pick a number from a lottery ; neither does
she cover up what she has to offer. Her gifts
are an open book—yours from which to choose.

Pick the thing you want, and get ready for
it. Opportunities do not come except as you
attract them. LaSalle training offers a sure way
to increase your powers of attraction.

Just bear in mind that the biggest opportunity
that can ever come
to you will never
be greater than
yourpreparation.
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of Chicago, Illinois

LaSalle Extension University

The Largest Business Training Institution in the World
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Quemado

By Marvin Wilhite

E had a deadly manner with six-guns and women. Killer of men, abductor

of maids—that was Quemado as Joanna knew him. She disapproved of

him cordially. As her interest in him quickened she schooled herself to hate
him. Her hatred flamed and roared under the lash of Quemado’s magnificent

bombast.

To the last she hated him. But at the last she loved him.

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER L

UT of the mountains lying among the
O deserts to the west of the Rio Grande
Jim Fairfax rode and with him rode
the shadow that had pursued his
course for many months. Harry Rankin,
old and gray, known to two generations as
“Pieboy” from some obscure episode of his
youth, paced at Fairfax’s right hand. One
might have said that age and youth rode to-
gether, that death and life went side by side,
that the past and the future met and greeted
each other. One might have said almost
anything indicative of contrast, so utterly
unlike were the two—the grizzled man of
sixty and the young one of thirty years.
Into the south they rode, faring out as
they had fared before, seeking what they

might find which would be a relief to rest-
less and reckless souls. But one of them
sought only for the delights of the dead
past, searching for the sensations that had
fed his youth, while the other reached out
blindly and impatiently for something that
should fill a life that was still incomplete.
One reached backward; the other forward.
The old man gnawed ceaselessly and fiercely
in secret on a furious envy and jealousy of
the young one, while in turn the younger
contemplated the old man with half curious,
half reckless disdain, secretly desirous of
baiting him as some small boy contemplates
the prodding of a sleepy, caged lion to insen-
sate, roaring fury. And neither manifested
in word nor manner what was going on in
the minds behind the tanned faces. Out-
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wardly amicable, taciturn and composed,
they went on their way to what lay in store
for them.

In the little town of Hillsdale, lying
perched on the eastern slopes of the Florida
Mountains of New Mexico, men gathered on
the porch of the Hillsdale House, “American
and European plans,” their chairs tilted
backward and their booted feet upon the
rickety rail. A few horses stood with hang-
ing heads and closed eyes, somnolent hefore
the rack to which they were tied. In Ja-
copo’s bar others leaned over the mahogany
and retailed the endless gossip of the range.

Before the two or three stores, false-
fronted and unpainted, lounged groups of
men. In the streets, heedless of the dust,
chattering children, mostly Mexican, ran
about or splashed in the cool water that ran
down the ditches between the sidewalks and
the roadway. From where wooden houses
of the Anglo-Saxon residents stopped, the
adobe dwellings of the Mexicans ran on up
the street, uniform in monotonous cubes of
clay with rafters sticking through the walls
beneath the flat roofs. Among them rose
the dingy frame walls of the courthouse,
barnlike, with a cupola sticking up from
its roof. Across from it was the jail, an
adobe structure scarcely different from the
houses except that it had barred windows.

Progress and the great outside world were
present in the shape of an occasional bat-
tered and rusty cheap automobile—and-one
car of different description. This was an ex-
pensive, powerful touring car which stood
before the hotel. In it Arnold Massillon
had come with his builder and manager from
his great ranch on the Cedro, a dozen or
more miles from the town.

Massillon was a millionaire whose fortune
had been made in industry in the East and
whose wife had brought him to the West.
Mrs. Massillon was threatened with tuber-
culosis and forbidden by physicians to live
longer near the seacoast. Her husband had
not been content merely to settle in this
country, living in hotels or sanatoria, but
when the doctor’s sentence had been pro-
nounced had determined that he would go
West with the idea of settling and bringing
his millions and his energies into the service
of the district he chose to live in.

The result had been a nine-day wonder
in New Mexico. Massillon, the captain of
industry, was bringing big-business methods
to the range. It had been done before fo

some extent by the larger cattle companies
of Bakersfield and elsewhere, which had suc-
ceeded the individual stock raiser in some
sections, but this part of the West had not
hitherto been invaded. Now the old cattle
and sheepmen were to perceive the phe-
nomena of hundreds of thousands of acres of
land bought outright or leased from the
State, fenced-in pastures for rotation of graz-
ing, and the building of a great irrigation
and power system.

But Massillon went farther than the big
companies did. They raised cattle for the
market as had the old-timers but Massillon
intended to raise them for breeding purposes.
Instead of good grade stock he was turning
into his pastures hundreds of blooded short-
horns, any one of which was worth a small
fortune.

To build this institution properly he had
brought with him a man who had a wide
reputation both as an architect and as an
engineer. Baldwin Gretorix, who had at
once been christened “Baldy” by the natives,
had exercised his genius and his executive
ability in the construction and temporary
management of the establishment. He had
planned and built the great dam and reser-
voir and the system of ditches which irri-
gated the vast fields of lucerne. There he
had shone as the engineer. But in the great
house which Mrs. Massillon had called The
Manor his art as an architect had had as full
and successful sway.

As an executive his ability also had been
called upon in the stocking and management
of the ranch and here he again had acquitted
himself to the approval of Massillon and
even of critical and half antagonistic cattle
and sheepmen of the region.

The ranch was finished and in full opera-
tion. Already the first droves of sleek,
broad-backed heifers and steers had been
driven to the railroad and sold at prices that
staggered the natives, used to getting thirty
dollars a head for prime range steers. Al-
ready the shrewd cattle raisers of the neigh-
borhood had gathered to purchase unhesitat-
ingly at figures that assured the success of
Massillon’s experiment the yearling bulls
that would grade up their own herds. = Only
the finishing touches remained to be put on
before Gretorix might go back to building
and designing for others.

Massillon and Gretorix were in Hillsdale
to settle one final matter and that had to do
with the successor as manager or major-
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domo of the great ranch on Cedro Creek.
This was how it came about that they sat
with Jake Castro, the biggest of Sierra
County cattlemen, and Sam Blenkinship,
who enjoyed almost equal rating, on the
porch of the Hillsdale House, seeking advice
and counsel from men who were well able
to give it.

Old Jake reared back and ruminated, his
brown and wrinkled face and gray mustache
showing with distinction above a suit of
clothes that had cost a hundred dollars in
Los Angeles and was as carelessly worn as
if it were a suit of overalls. His shirt was
gray and of French flannel; his shoes were
made to order for him and his hat was a
Stetson that was as costly as a Parisian mil-
liner’s “creation.” And yet he looked what
he was, a self-respecting cattleman who was
able and willing to afford the best but who
“put on no dog” in the presence of his fel-
low men. And Sam Blenkinship was much
the same.

“That’s some order you give us, Mas-
sillon,” said Jake. “A man who knows the
cattle business is easy enough to get. A man
who can run this nickel-plated hacienda
you've gone and desecrated the hills of New
Mexico with is something else. Mostly the
folks around here are raised to regard cows
as respectable animals without no great
amount of aristocratic distinction and when
you introduces them to these here parlor pets
of yours they are liable to feel considerable
embarrassment. You want a man who’s on
speaking terms with ordinary vecas and can
still appreciate and spare the sensibilities of
these here nobility heifers. Likewise you
aim to draw a sport that can cuss a cow
hand or a Mexican vaquero and yet refrain
from spitting his eating tobacco all over the
Turkish rugs.”

“Something like that,” said Massillon
grinning. Gretorix thought Jake’s wit pretty
crude and his judgment negligible.

“I reckon you need some hombre that
can connect all this dog and plutocracy up
with the plain and democratic ways of our
aborigines,” said Blenkenship. “Some one
that can talk literature with the ladies and
then go out and talk turkey to a hard-boiled
cattle buyer. Well, I might do it myself and
Jake, here, he gets plenty of social training
from his daughter Marcella, while his natu-
ral orneriness gives him the other qualifica-
tions. But outside of us and one or two

others who all own ranches of our own there
isn’t any one that just jumps to mind.”

“You've got young Brad Carson riding for
you,” said Jake. “He’s a graduate of the
college up at Albu-Q and a top hand with
cows. I reckon you might break him in at
a pinch.”

“He’ll get a job as foreman,” said Massil-
lon. “But he’s not quite big enough for the
general management yet. I’m afraid Gre-
torix couldn’t let his work go in inexperi-
enced hands.”

“You could get a man from Bakersfield,
I should judge.” This suggestion was one
that struck Gretorix as sensible. He thought
the prospect of getting native talent more
or less negligible.

“I don’t want a man from Bakersfield,”
said Massillon quietly. “I think you can
guess why.”

Jake nodded and Blenkinship followed
suit. “The big companies have a way of
riding wide and regardless,” he agreed. “The
men they train sort of fall into the same hab-
its. I reckon a ranch run by one of them
wouldn’t be entirely popular with the old-
timers.”

“That’s it exactly,” said Massillon.
not here to hurt any one.”

“Except the sheepmen,” said Blenkinship.
“And, speaking personal, I'm rather root-
ing for you in that direction. I never could
overcome my inborn sentiments regarding
sheep. There’s Hi Docherty, now. He’s a
fine hombre, personally and I'd be proud to
know him if it wasn’t for the fact that when-
ever I herd up with him he reminds me of
mutton.”

“You think the prospects are poor, then?”
asked Massillon with some disappointment.

Both Jake and Blenkinship looked at each
other and then turned again to contemplate
the dusty street.

“I ain’t saying that,” said the former.
“But it requires thought. You know, here
a ways, there are sometimes things that it
pays to think about before saying.”

“Yeah!” echoed Sam and looked up the
street where a little stirring of dust an-
nounced the progress of mounted folk.
Through it appeared two girls riding in and
with them a man dressed as a cow hand.
“Here comes that flapper filly of yours,
Jake.”

But Jake was looking in the other direc-
tion where likewise dust obscured the view
of horsemen who approached.

((I’m
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Gretorix looked up with interest and
leaned out to view the girls who came clat-
tering up to the porch. One of them, a
bright-haired young woman, browned by the
sun, clad in the latest thing in riding
breeches and coat, slid down before the
horse had stopped and before the young f:i-
low who rode with them could make a move
to dismount and aid her. Gretorix ran to
the steps to assist the other to alight but
the cowboy was before him although the
girl did not seem to require the attention
from either of them.

Marcella Castro, the fair-haired girl, ran
up to the porch and greeted her father.

“Howdy,” said he dryly. “Well, you’re
sure rolling your hoop a plenty, daughter.
You showing the Massillons all the latest
wrinkles?”

The other girl paused to thank the cow-
boy, a young fellow rather good looking and
not altogether convincing in his role. He
was intent upon Marcella however, though
Gretorix did not notice that fact.

“What are you doing in town, Duncan?”
he demanded abruptly.

“Came for the mail,” said the other
briefly. But the girl had something further
to say.

“I asked him to come with us, Baldwin.
Some one had to ride in and Mr. Duncan
was in from his station for the day. It is
his day off.”

“Oh!” said Gretorix as though accepting
the explanation, but with reservations.
“Who’s riding your line?”

“Gonzales,” said Duncan shortly. He
turned away and led his horse across the
street to the post office. Behind Gretorix’s
back the light-haired Marcella made a gri-
mace and then waved as Duncan half turned
toward her. :

“I’'m going to the drug store,” said the
other girl. “Come on, Marcella!”

“Can I come, too?” asked Gretorix.

She shook her head. ‘“You can keep right
on with your gossip,” she replied and walked
off with Marcella.

“That’s quite a pair,” said Sam Blenkin-
ship approvingly. “This Miss Thatcher is
some girl, Massillon, but we back Marcella
to keep New Mexico’s kite flyin’ even with
her.”

“Or with any one else,” said Massillon cor-
dially. “Mrs. Massillon thinks Marcella is
the salt of the earth and so does Joanna
Thatcher.”

“Who’s the shorthorn that came with
them?” asked Jake.

“That’s Johnny Duncan,” said Gretorix
disparagingly. “A sort of remittance man
from the East. Been out here some time,
I guess. He’s riding fences for us.”

“Oh, he’s hardly a remittance man,” said
Massillon, looking at Gretorix keenly. “He
strikes me as being a pretty bright fellow
who is trying to gain firsthand experience.
I believe he has some money of his own.”

The dust cloud at the other end of the
street was nearer now and Jake’s eyes drifted
back to it. Out of it loomed two figures,
the one in advance a startling apparition
whose advent was greeted by excitement all
along the street. Here and there a Mexican
raised a hand to his hat with a “como la
va, sexior,” but the majority of the natives
scowled furtively. The Mexican girls, how-
ever, turned their heads, coyly hidden under
their mantillas and smiled and blushed as
the rider threw compliments at them in their
own language.

The two girls walking down the street to-
ward the drug store on the corner heard a
murmur running through the groups on the
sidewalk. “Quemado is here!” To joanna
Thatcher it meant nothing but Marcella
Castro woke to instant interest.

Back on the porch of the hotel Jake Cas-
tro made comment.

“Here comes that hell-firea Quemado!
He’s jinglin’ in with a bolero on and velvet
pants, and he’s ridin’ a California tree with
the hull hidden under enough conchas to
keep the mint running a year. And he’s got
all the girls giggling and sucking their fin-
gers under their mantillas.”

Massillon leaned and looked.
the man?” he asked.

“Quemado?  Well—that’s one of the
things we were thinking about before say-
ing. Some think he’s one thing and some
think otherwise. Jim Fairfax is his name.”

“Fairfax? I seem to have heard some-:
thing about him.”

“TI reckon you have. He was world’s
champion football player once, they say.
Not that I know anything about it.”

“World’s champion 2

But Gretorix broke in.
Columbia?
Massillon.
here.”

“Yeah, and he came back, too,” said Jake,

“Who is

“Jim Fairfax of
He made the All American,
I recall that he came from out
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“which some would express regrets over.
What do you think, Sam?”
“I'm doing no thinking out loud where

that hombre is involved,” said Sam. “He’s
still got Pieboy tagging along!”
“Each one to his taste,” said Jake. “Me,

T’d as soon nurse a frozen rattlesnake in my
bosom. But that’s Quemado. T reckon he
likes the excitement of it.”

“Excitement is good,” returned his friend.
“If it was me, no matter how I honed for
excitement I'd hesitate a whole lot before
I let that snake get behind me, especially
since he heard over at Zuni that Quemado
sang that ‘Hassayampa Sam’ thing. They
say Pieboy took the whole thing as personal.”

“We’re not having much rain nowadays,”
said Jake, glaring at Sam. Sam blushed.

“It has been dry,” he said. Gretorix,
somewhat puzzled at this exchange and in-
terested in the picturesque figure down the
street, spoke:

“What was that about?” he asked.
eyed him severely.

“Mr. Gretorix,” he said solemnly, “we’ve
got a climate justly celebrated for salubrity
but it has its dangers. Mountain fever and
pneumonia, for instance, are plumb deadly.”

Gretorix sputtered. “What has that to

2

Jake

do

But Massillon, once more giving him a
thoughtful look, broke in.

“There are some things these gentlemen
don’t care to discuss, Baldwin,” he said
quietly. Gretorix muttered and subsided.
Able and famous, inclined to hcld these na-
tives cheaply, he resented a certain faculty
they had of making him feel like a school-
boy. He understood their hints and reti-
cences well enough, or thought that he did,
but he thought them exaggerated and over-
drawn. They annoyed him.

Massillon spoke again to Jake. “You
don’t care to tell me who the man is, then?”

“Oh, not at all,” said Jake. “Glad to.
His father was Clay Fairfax, said to have
come from Virginia after the Civil War. He
was a pretty big cattleman back in the
eighties. Folks do say that he stole most of
his herd during the little unpleasantness we
had here in those days, but as most of us
were doing likewise that wasn’t much to his
discredit. Old Clay was some lobo, though.
He didn’t hold on to his money and I reckon
he found law-abiding ways too tame for him.
He liked to go out and fake his. This is his
son.”

“He sent the kid to that college back in
New York,” added Blenkinship, “where they
taught him to be a mining engineer, but he
don’t work at it regular or at anything else.
Mainly he piroots around all over the map,
squandering into places where he hasn’t any
business, looking for trouble and raising his
own brand of hell. See that horse he’s rid-
ing?”

“A beautiful animal,” said Massillon.

“It sure is. He got the sire of that horse,
along with a half a dozen others, from some
sport that knew the Sultan of Turkey. He
brings them into these mountains and allows
there’s no money in cattle any more and that
he’s going to show us how to raise real
horses. I reckon he does, too.”

“He’s got that range around his ranch on
Elk Mountain stocked with pure-bred Arabs
that’d make your mouth water,” said Jake.
“But he don’t seem to make money at it.
He won’t sell any of them.”

“That’s a pity,” said Massillon.
to buy some.”

“Well, you can try. But I don’t hold out
any hopes. Still, you can’t tell what Que-
mado will do. Look at that, now!”

The four of them and others gathered on
the porch started up and craned outward as
shouts broke out up the street. The man
who had ridden in, after stopping to ex-
change a word or two with a Mexican loafing
before a cantina, had turned and ridden on.
Before him was a fat little brown child play-
ing in the dust. The rider had stooped with
a cheery word and grasping the youngster
by the ragged shirt had lifted him up to the
saddle horn where, at first frightened and
then shyly delighted, the child rode grin-
ning.

But just ahead of where Joanna Thatcher
and Marcella stood before the drug store a
Mexican, apparently the parent of the boy,
suddenly broke into wild screams and or-
ders, oaths directed at Quemado and com-
mands to the child instantly to leave the rob-
ber who carried him. He shook a fist wildly
at the rider, his right hand clutching at his
belt whence a knife handle peeped.

The horseman turned his head and
laughed without sound. Then with startling
suddenness he wheeled and spurred his horse,
which reared and curveted across the road-
way and upon the sidewalk, smashing down
upon the man. With a screech of fury and
terror the Mexican fled out of the way and
into the doorway nearest to him. The lad

“T’d like
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on the saddle horn laughed out loud. Then
the man set him gently down.

“That’s Quemado in a forbearing mood,”
said Jake.

“I should think he’d be knifed if he treats
these Mexicans that way,” said Massillon.
Sam Blenkinship snorted in sudden mirth.

“He ain’t in much danger,” said Jake
dryly. “Well, now that you’ve seen him,
what do you think of him?”

“Of Fairfax? Why, I don’t know.
turesque, certainly.”

“I was referring to his utility,” said Jake.
“He’s the man Sam and I were devoting all
that thought to a while back.”

“Do you mean as a major-domo?”

“He seems to have some of the specifica-
tions,” said Jake. “He’s a gentleman, edu-
cated, knows the cattle business and after a
fashion he gets along with folks. VYes, I'd
say he sure gets along with them. That isn’t
saying he gets along just the way you'd
appreciate.”

“Do you appreciate him?” asked Massil-
lon. Jake grinned.

“I sure do,” he said. “I’ll even go so far
as to say I like him. So do lots of other
folks although some of them won’t own to
it. But 7 wouldn’t hire him. I've got a
daughter who’s susceptible.”

Massillon laughed. “I haven’t got one,”
he said, “so that wouldn’t count against
him.”

“But you got Miss Thatcher,” said Jake
and Gretorix scowled. Massillon was undis-
turbed. “She’s already planned otherwise,
I think,” he said, looking at Gretorix. “Be-
sides, she’ll not be here long.”

“Well, it’s your funeral,” said Castro.
“And hers. Only Quemado has a way of
ignoring any one’s plans but his own. How-
ever, if you want to risk him I'll speak to
him. Maybe he will and maybe he won’t.
He may trample right over me for suggesting
it to him but then again he may not. You
can’t tell about Quemado.”

Pic-

CHAPTER 1II.

Joanna Thatcher and Marcella Castro,
pausing to stand on the.sidewalk and stare
with frank curiosity at the horsemen, ob-
served them with differing feelings. To the
cattleman’s daughter, young, joyous, facing
an interesting world without a care, the ar-
rival of Quemado Jim meant only a titilla-
tion of curiosity, a vague stirring of interest

MAGAZINE

as in something often heard of, slightly
familiar and undeniably questionable and
reprehensible. Quemado was an old story
to her, a story once heard with the interest
attached to romance, forgotten for a time
and then revived in the form of later and
worse tales. To Joanna name and personal-
ity were new and fresh. Older, more sophis-
ticated, facing a future which had none of
the rosy tints of Marcella’s dreams, hungry
for relief from monotony and discourage-
ment, there broke on her vision and imagi-
nation something colorful and vibrant with
atmosphere and life.

She gazed frankly on Quemado, jogging
leisurely down- the dusty road, a slim but
powerful figure outlandishly clad in jaunty,
short bolero jacket of black velvet worn over
a white silk shirt, and rimmed with silver
braid; and long calzoneras, also of black
velvet, tight to the knee and thence flaring
out and slashed to the bottom, the vent lined
with pale blue silk and the edges trimmed
with tiny silver buttons; broadly belted with
cartridge belt and holstered six-shooter. On
Quemado’s head sloped a flat-brimmed Stet-
son; on his hands were buckskin gauntlets,
and his feet were cased in high-heeled, pat-
ent-leather boots from which silver spurs
jingled. The face beneath the hat was clean
cut, strong, with gray eyes that roved rest-
lessly, keen and never still. The man had a
sort of still, confident beauty, compelling and
disturbing, like the beauty of a black leopard
in repose.

He was mounted on a horse that in clean,
slender limbs and small, handsome head
matched its rider’s striking personality. His
accouterments were in keeping. The saddle,
of fair leather, unstamped, bore a silver
concha wherever the strings sprang from it.
Bit and bridle carried a full share of the
metal. The whole effect was of a somber,
artfully subdued and yet cunningly insis-
tent splendor and opulence; a masterpiece
of suggestion, saved from extravagance by
its undeniable good taste.

And yet the man dominated his costume,
with that straight figure and still face, made
restless by the roving eyes. Perhaps the
effect was enhanced by the foil that rode
beside and a little behind him, for Que-
mado’s countenance showed nothing evil
while the whole burly, grizzled being of Pie-
boy Rankin spoke of nothing else. Hard,
seamed, cruel eyes above a bull neck, the
old ruffian’s face was a record of his life.
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He moved with Quemado in a slow, inevi-
table pace as though he personified evil pur-
suing joy, terror following laughter, death
crowding hard upon life.

The arrival of Quemado had about it
something theatrical, although the Mexicans
slinking here and there out of the way, fad-
ing quietly from the streets, the gringos
straightening from lounging attitudes to a
certain alert and expectant interest, the half-
guarded greetings, the scowls and muttered
oaths here and there and the smiles of some,
gave his arrival a touch of reality and seri-
ousness that belied the spectacular features.
There was a note of art, of studied effect, but
there also was a more prominent note of in-
dividuality, of independence, as though
Quemado aimed at being first, last and all
the time, himself, and achieving his object
made a picture of himself unintentionally
that would have made the fortune of an
artist.

And yet, as long as that hard, gray figure
rode at his side there was a note of tragedy
and sorrow, as though a threat hung over
the joy of living.

When, as the two had come opposite the
girls, the Mexican had run out shouting as
Quemado stooped and lifted the lad to his
saddle, Joanna had understood the furious
oaths and sensed the fiery hatred behind
them. She had seen the calm face of Que-
mado smiling kindly on the little boy at
one moment and now she saw it light up
with reckless ferocity as he wheeled and spun
his horse upon the narrow pathway and
drove the panic-stricken native into hiding.
The stamping, quivering animal backed
down almost upon them. In the roadway
the hard-faced Pieboy had quietly drawn
his horse around crosswise of the street and
sat still, glancing to this side and to that.
His attitude was challenging, threatening,
that of welcoming any interference.

“Jim Fairfax, what are you doing?” Mar-
cella Castro cried angrily. Her confident,
commonplace, familiar scolding brought Jo-
anna out of her trance with a start. The
horse swung around, sidewise to them. The
boy slid to the ground and ran off, half
frightened, half laughing. Then Quemado
dropped lightly from the saddlé and stood
there, quiet-faced, good looking and friendly,
his hat in his hand.

“I beg your pardon, Marcella,” he said.
“If I'd noticed whe it was—but how could

I when you're all gotten up like a Central
Park parade!”

Half quizzical, half admiring, his restless
eyes roamed over the indignant young
woman and from her to Joanna. They
flitted swiftly over her and came to a sud-
den, startling rest and stop as they came
level with her eyes. Joanna met the keen,
straight look, saw what seemed a point of
flame burning in the depths of the gray
eyes and a flush crept over her face. The
cold, calm, unemotional Miss Thatcher felt
a flutter of embarrassment that would have
graced a débutante.

As for Quemado Jim, he had taken in a
slender, graceful figure in tan riding boots
and skirt and then raised his eyes to a face
that stilled the restless fire in his heart. It
was a beautiful face, blue-eyed under sharply
contrasting, jet-black hair, vivid for that rea-
son but otherwise rather calm, almost bored
in expression, without any mirth in the eyes
or about the shapely mouth. She was no
more striking, no more beautiful than Mar-
cella Castro. People who knew her well said
she was lacking in spirit, discontented; they
often dismissed her as one who might have
counted had she been more animated. But
Marcella, with precocious insight, even as
she hurriedly made an introduction vaguely
felt that her friend matched Quemado in
some indefinable way; that she set him off,
harmonized with and completed him, and she
was stirred to a faint uneasiness.

Quemado merely bowed, uttered a polite
commonplace and turned to lead his horse
off the walk and swing into the saddle. He
and the stolid, brooding Pieboy moved off up
the street.

Marcella almost dragged Joanna into the
drug store and to a table for the unromantic
operation of drinking a soda. She was frown-
ing in annoyance.

“Who on earth is Quemado?” asked Jo-
anna, still uneasy with that sudden reaction
to that meeting.

“I knew you’d say it!” said Marcella
tartly. “Who is Quemado? What is Que-
mado? How and why and wherefore is
Quemado? If this darned country would
advertise that spectacular idiot to tourists
the Santa Fe couldn’t carry them all. We’d
have every flapper in the country out here
raving over him and gushing slush about
him as they gush about Owen Marshbanks,
the handsome devil of the films. And now
you must begin raving about that—that—
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oh, why don’t you get out a kodak and
snapshot him and then put it on your dress-
ing table? What fools women are!”

“But what on earth have I done?” pro-
tested Joanna. “I simply asked who he
was? Surely I can do that.”

Marcella viciously attacked her ice cream.

“Oh, yes,” she said resignedly. “You can
and you will. Well, you leave him alone.
He’s no good. He’s just a conceited, vicious
devil and he dresses that way and looks that
way and poses that way because he knows
that susceptible female hearts go pit-a-pat
whenever the ensemble bursts upon them. I
hope you’ve got more sense than to be silly
about a cheap matinée-idol, would-be bad
man like that, Joanna!”

Joanna stiffened. “I’'m not exactly silly,
I think. I simply indicated a natural inter-
est in a rather striking figure.”

“Oh, I know! I suppose you must have
it. Well, this Jim Fairfax is a man who
might have been a credit to us and instead
elects to be a disgrace. He goes swashbuck-
ling around, appearing here and disappear-
ing there. He is, or was, a gentleman. He
is well educated and is said to have talents.
I don’t know about that. I never knew him
well and I haven’t seen him for two or three

years. But you saw that brute who was
with him?”
“Yes. I wondered at the contrast.”

“There isn’t any real contrast. One’s
young and hasn’t had time to show his char-
acter in his face, that is all. That Pieboy
Rankin is the last of an almost extinct spe-
cies—or almost the last, although Quemado
apparently is trying to revive it in his own
person. He is a contemporary of Billie the
Kid and the old gunmen who were hired to
murder and steal in the days when the cat-
tlemen were fighting each other for the range
and the water. Quemado’s father was one
of the prominent ones and this Pieboy was
his pet assassin and head cattle stealer. Lord
only knows what crimes he had committed.
He never stopped at murder. He killed in-
offensive Mexicans for the mere fun of
creating terror among them. He is a fear-
fully fast and accurate shot with a gun and
even to-day he is feared as one fears a rat-
tlesnake or a tarantula.

“That’s the man who has been boon com-
panion and tutor to your Quemado. He has
taught young Fairfax more than Columbia
ever did, taught him to be a gunman and a
swaggering bully. People are afraid of

Quemado because he is said to shoot as well
as Pieboy himself and to be as ready to
shoot. He has killed men—and he has done
worse than that.”

Then she laughed shortly and fiercely.
“There’s only one humorous and comforting
thing about either of them. They’ll kill
each other before long and then New Mexico
will be rid of them.”

“But,” said Joanna, “why should they kill
each other if they are so closely related?”

“Oh, you don’t know the type, since it is
extinct except for these precious specimens.
I can shoot a pistol as well as most of our
cow-punchers, and goodness knows I’d never
win any medals at it. But the kind that
make a cult of skill with the six-shooter are
insanely proud and jealous of their reputa-
tions. An old-time gunman, hearing of some
famous rival, would be irresistibly impelled
to seek him out and try conclusions. If he
didn’t the other would be looking for him
with the advantage of being prepared. Sus-
picion, envy and fear were the commodities
they dealt in. In each community one killer
had to be supreme and unchallenged. He
had to maintain his ascendancy by killing
any one who threatened it. The condition
was naturally corrected by mutual extermi-
nation.

“But Pieboy survived. Old Fairfax pro-
tected him and through some unholy luck he
lived until the country settled down. Que-
mado’s father kept him and tamed him more
or less. I suppose he was loyal enough, like
some old feudal retainer. He retaliated by
training Quemado to be a sleight-of-hand
performer with a gun. And everything went
well until it began to be whispered about
that Quemado was a better man than Pie-
boy.

“Now Pieboy can’t stand that. He may
have had some affection for Quemado at one
time if he’s capable of any such feeling.
But when his cherished reputation for blood-
thirstiness was eclipsed he turned on him.
He hates him worse than potson and they
say the climax came when that reckless fool
Quemado sang an idiotic song about some
mythical bad man over at Zuni a few months
ago. Some other fools bruited it around that
his hero was actually Pieboy and every one
has been snickering as loud as they dared
when Pieboy wasn’t within a hundred miles.”

“But how on earth can they ride and live
together?”

“Just habit and secretiveness. Each knows
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the truth and each hides it, awaiting the
psychological moment for the tragedy. In
the meantime Quemado flaunts about as
though he really enjoyed having that shadow
of death at his elbow. Ugh! The horror
of it!”

“It’s evident that you don’t like the man,”
said Joanna. Inwardly she was feeling a
strange, barbarian thrill, as though lost in
some alien, savage romance.

“That’s the worst of it,” said Marcella.
“I did like him. He’s the kind of man every
one does like—or hate. You can’t help liking
him, he’s so—so ‘don’t-give-a-darn’ and all
the rest. But never again! Not after his
latest exploit!”

“And what was his latest?”

But Marcella suddenly seemed to realize
that she had talked too much. She fell
stubbornly silent.

“You’ll probably hear plenty about it,”
was all she would say.

“Still,” said Joanna, “I don’t see why you
should be so anxious that I should know
about him.”

“I anxious? Joanna Thatcher, you began
to cross-examine me the moment we got in
bere! And anyway I was anxious! The
man’s dangerous.”

“Dangerous?”

“Oh, you know what I mean. He’s in-
fernally attractive. I saw you—well—star-
ing at him and I was afraid that his spell
was falling on you. You forget him.”

Joanna laughed. “I fancy that he won’t
trouble my dreams,” she said in some dis-
dain.

In the meantime Quemado had ridden on
until he came opposite the post office where
Johnny Duncan was just emerging with the
mail. His roving eyes, which secmed to see
everything in a flash, fell on the fence rider’s
form and stopped for a fractional instant.
He said a word to Pieboy who answered with
a surly nod and swung across the road to dis-
mount and stalk into Jacopo’s bar at the
hotel, where he elbowed his way to the rail,
truculent and silent, gruffly ordered his
liquor and stood aloof and grim among the
other patrons who sidled away and gave him
room, ignoring him with studied, half-fearful
ostentation.

Quemado had come to the ground before
the post office with a word for Johnny Dun-
can.

“Como la val” he greeted. “John Dun-

can of Rochester, isn’t it? Don’t you re-
member me?”’

Duncan looked up blankly, eyed the splen-
did figure with astonishment and then with
growing recognition.

“Why—it’s Fairfax, isn’t it? Remember
you! DI'm surprised that you recalled me.
Every one remembers Jim Fairfax.”

They shook hands cordially but with some
little reserve on the part of the younger
man, awed in spite of himself at contact with
a famous figure in the annals of his uni-
versity, even though half forgotten now.
And then the usual questions.

“What are yox doing out here?”

“Why, I’'m wandering around, learning the
cattle business. I'm riding fences for Mas-
sillon now.”

“Riding  fences?” asked Quemado.
“That’s a new one on me. And Massillon?
Is that the plutocratic party who is rais-
ing hand-painted and bottle-fed cows out
herez?

“The same. He has the range fenced so
there’s no need for range riders. We have
stations about twenty miles apart along the
wire and we ride the fence to see that there
are no breaks and, if there are, to drive the
cattle back and mend the gap. Tame work
enough.”

“It doesn’t sound exciting,” said Que-
mado, grinning. He questioned Duncan
briefly, idly curious about the place. And
then:

“I came in with Miss Castro and Miss
Thatcher,” Duncan volunteered. Instantly
Quemado’s roving eyes became fixed.

“Yes?” he said politely. “Little Marcella
Castro? She’s blossomed out, hasn’t she?”

“She’s staying a while with Mrs. Massil-
lon and Miss Thatcher,” said Johnny, flush-
ing a little. “She’s a mighty fine girl.”

“She sure is! I've known her for years.
That why you’re staying on that fence
job?”

“No,” said Johnny. “I’m thinking of leav-
ing it. I’d like to make some money and
fence riding pays about thirty a month.”

“Why don’t you go to work for old Jake,
then?”

“Well—I couldn’t do that. He’s rich, isn’t
he?”

“Fairly,” said Quemado, smiling.

“T’ve got a little money. But it seems to
me there’s no chance to make it in cattle.
It takes capital like Massillon’s to make it
pay. D’ve been thinking of sheep.”
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Quemado laughéd quietly. “Sheep and
Marcella? My God, man! Youll queer
yourself with Jake.”

Again the young fellow blushed. “Well,
if Marcella: “
“Marcella comes high, though! Well, go

ahead with the sheep. If Jake gets to pitch-
ing just carry her off. I’ll help you there.
Do you know Docherty?”

“T’ve been talking to him.”

“Then I'll talk some more to him. The
old longhorn will listen to me. You buy in
with Hi and you’ll be wearing diamonds
shortly. And, by the way, who is the young
woman I saw with Marcella?”

“Miss Thatcher? She’s a girl from the
Coast staying with Mrs. Massillon. Going to
marry Gretorix, the big noise at the ranch,
I understand.”

“Oh, she is? And who’s Gretorix?”

Duncan gave a brief and unenthusiastic
account of Baldwin’s career and functions.

“I suppose he’s going to marry her,” he
added. “He seems to think he owns her, at
any rate. Rather high-and-mighty sort—
at least with me. Gets along all right with
the natives. I imagine it’s a sort of cut-and-
dried affair. Both of them are that sort.”

“Both?” questioned Quemado musingly.

“Oh, he’s the important man all over,
making a career and all that. She’s orna-
mental and distinguished, and i I guess right
pretty cold blooded. Hasn’t any money, you
know.”

“No, I didn’t know,” said Quemado
thoughtfully. “You’re going to leave Mas-
sillon, then, I take it?”

“Yes, I am. He, or rather Gretorix, is
talking about polo, now. Wants to get up a
team among the cow-punchers. I know
what that means and I’'m not anxious to
play around as a polo coach.”

“Better herd sheep, hey? Well, I don’t
blame you. Tl fix it right with Docherty,
old man. And, say, John, there will be a
vacancy among the fence riders, won’t there?
I wonder if I could get a job?”

Johnny laughed heartily at the idea of the
resplendent Quemado in the role of a lowly
fence rider but Quemado did not answer
his smile. He was glancing at the form of
Jake Castro striding across the street. The
latter came straight to where they stood.

“Howdy, Quemado,” he said. “Looking
for you. Want a job?”

“Whose and what?” asked Quemado.

“Fellow with an eighteen-carat, hand-

painted, manicured, latest-model cow estab-
lishment looking for a major-domo. Want
to take it on?”

“Who is it?” Old Jake nodded back at
the porch of the hotel. “Millionaire name
of Massillon. This sport works for him.”

“Good job, is it?”

“I reckon so! The cow hands live in a
stone house with a room for each one and
curtains on the windows. Right luxurious,
they do say.”

“I thought a man named Gretorix was
running the place?” ;

“He was. But he’s a big bug in the way
of building houses and courthouses and dams
and things and he’s got to go back to his
regular labor. He’s just hanging around un-
til they get another man. I sort of recom-
mended you.”

“Thanks, Jake. I’m not quite sure. Do
you think I could sell them any horses?”

Jake stared at him in astonishment. “Sell
’em your horses! Of course you can. Ain’t
every hombre in the country been trying
to buy some, and you won’t sell? I’ll make
a trade with you myself, right now.”

“T’'ll not sell you any but I’ll send Mar-
cella down a colt with my best wishes. I'm
going to sell Massillon some for his polo
team. And I'll think about the job.  Are
they in a hurry?”

“Well, they’d like to get it settled. But
Gretorix may hang around a while. I reckon
he’s aiming to persuade Miss Thatcher to
team up with him and he hasn’t made the
grade yet. He'll stay until he does.”

“Oh, will he?” Again Quemado seemed
lost in thought.

“Jake, you go and tell Mr. Massillon that
T'll be along out there—to sell him a few
horses and perhaps to get a job. But Il
want to start low and work up. Say fence
riding, to begin with.”

Again Duncan laughed but Jake simply
looked at Quemado with a half-affectionate
affectation of disgust.

“Quemado,” he said, “you grow more
damn foolish every year that passes! What
in hell are you aiming to do now?”

“To get a job,” said Quemado serenely.
“A job of fence riding. I'm learning some-
thing new about the cattle business, Jake,
and I can’t run a ranch where I don’t know
every job on it. I’ll come as a fence rider
—but not otherwise.”

Jake shook his head and turned back to
the porch. He came up to the group and
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they waited expectantly for his news. “I
reckon you can hire Quemado,” he said.
“He says he’ll take on a job riding fences
at thirty dollars a month. He’ll be out to
sell you some horses and talk it over.”

“But, good Lord!” said Massillon, “I
don’t want to hire him as a fence rider.”

“I reckon you better do it,” said Jake de-
spondently. “He says he has to know it all
and he don’t know that job. If it was me,
I’d humor him. After he’s played around
he’ll probably run the ranch.”

“Well, ’m inclined to try him—humor
him as you call it. He’ll be out, you say?”

“Yeah! With bells on,” said Jake and he
and Sam Blenkinship chuckled.

CHAPTER III

The big house that Massillon had elected
to call The Manor lay ghostlike in the
moonlight that flooded the terraced bench
overlooking the Cedro valley. Vast it was,
with wings at right angles to the central por-
tion forming a sort of letter H. It was of
whitish stone, quarried from the hills about
it and affected a modified Tudor style, toned
down to chaste severity. It would not have
been out of place on Long Island among
estates of millionaires and yet even in that
wilderness where the adobe built round a
patio was the regulation dwelling it blended
well with the eternal hills and its white
strength harmonized appropriately with the
green and brown chaos of the mountains.

At some little distance was another build-
ing, also of stone but without particular
architectural pretense. This was the dormi-
tory for the hands and was handsome enough
in itself to cause comment in New Mexico
although its lines had been so planned that
it did not obtrude upon the effect intended
for the manor.

Higher up, the valley narrowed to a cafion
and at its head there was a wide swale of
flat land through which several creeks ran
to join in making the Cedro. Here nature
had made a site for a reservoir and Gretorix
had taken full advantage of the fact. A
great bow of concrete already spanned the
narrowest notch of the cafion, solidly locked
to bed rock and the walls of cliff. Behind
it gathered a growing lake of mountain wa-
ter, to be fed through a tunnel into ditches
and led far out on the lower lands of the
valley, rendering them fertile and prolific.
A power house nestled deep below the dam

where the water, before it took up the work
of irrigation, turned a huge dynamo that
furnished ample power for lights and ma-
chinery.

The great house was ablaze with lights
and glowed like a jewel in the lonely night.
Through French doors came the sound of
voices and laughter. Here was a vast living
room, with vaulted ceiling and a fireplace
that might have been the door of a cathedral.
The polished floor was covered with rugs,
skins, Navajo blankets. There was a grand
piano, huge divans, great easy-chairs. It
was magnificent and yet warmly homelike.

To one side of the huge fireplace, crackling
with burning ironwood, stood Baldwin Gre-
torix, big, well-groomed, wearing a dinner
jacket. He was a good-looking man, some-
where between thirty and forty years old,
with a keen, intellectual, strong face. In an
easy-chair facing him sat Massillon, sturdy,
a little corpulent, gray, with a fine face and
thin, straight lips. He was the second gen-
eration of wealth, retaining strength and abil-
ity and adding to it culture and refinement.

Mrs. Massillon, a pretty, languid woman,
chiefly interested in following the régime
prescribed for her ailment and after that in
making a match between Joanna Thatcher
and Gretorix, sat back in a deep chair while
the great divan was shared between Marcella
Castro and Joanna. The three of them were
in decorous, semievening dress. The talk
was desultory, of the ranch, of riding trips,
of social affairs on the Coast and in the East,
The worlds of Los Angeles and San Fran-
cisco and of New York and Palm Beach
joined and mingled here. Marcella had at-
tended school on the Coast. Joanna was a
Californian born and bred but with the back-
ground of an Eastern education. The Mas-
sillons-and Gretorix were at home equally on
either side of the continent.

But there was nothing new in all this.
The monotony palled and inevitably the
thoughts of most of them veered half uncon-
sciously to a subject which had the interest
of expectancy and uncertainty. With in-
fernal flair for effect, deliberate or not, that
subject had kept them waiting. It had been
almost a week since Fairfax had appeared,
had roused their interest and vanished. They
had seen nothing of him, heard nothing
except that he had gone on down to
Deming. In the meantime they waited with
expectancy out of all proportion to the seem-
ing importance of the matter. And as had
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been the case whenever they gathered to-
gether the talk shifted little by little to the
man and his promised advent.

Half bored, half restless, discontented, Jo-
anna sat asking herself why she did not end
the tiresome stay at the ranch, accept the
proposal that Gretorix obviously had been
ready to make for weeks, and which she
really had come there to hear, and then go
back home to prepare for the wedding and
the future—with Gretorix. Gretorix was
the man she wanted to marry, such a man
as she had always intended to marry; a suc-
cessful, ambitious, prominent man who could
give her not only comfort and increasing lux-
ury but the distinction that is reflected from
achievement. She had had her share of be-
ing nobody in particular, of struggling to
maintain her place among wealthy people.
Only it was annoying that in the tiresome
sameness of the life at the ranch, lazing
away the days in the blazing sunlight, the
prospect of a future with Baldwin little by
little took on a drab tinge.

That day she had sat her horse on a rise
of ground and watched the two cow hands
detailed to the work as they gathered a
herd of yearling heifers to drive to the rail-
road for shipment. The sun burned through
her waist, it was hot and dusty, overhead the
sky was hard and blue while the ground
around was brown and arid, the hills harsh
and uninviting. It was a prospect to make
one of her training yawn and yet she had
been interested. While she sat there she
had forgotten Gretorix and her plans in some
vague stirring, some unsatisfied longing.

She supposed that an inherited knowledge
of this sort of existence had its part in her
interest. She was of the settlers who had
owned big cattle ranches in southern Cali-
fornia in the early days and she had a dash
of Spanish blood in her veins which maybe
accounted for her vivid and contrasting
color.

At any rate the solid, well-groomed Gre-
torix standing there before her seemed rather
flat and commonplace to her now. The
thought of passing a lifetime with him did
not arouse her enthusiasm. Not that it mat-
tered. She had no place for romance in her
plans and she was disdainfully skeptical of
what was called “love.”

And then Massillon came to the inevitable.

“I’d give a lot to know if that man Fair-
fax is going to show up,” he said. “Castro,
I suspect, may have been joking.”

“I’'m rather hoping he doesn’t,” said Mrs.
Massillon. “A man with a name like his
must be rather a dubious character, don’t
you think?”

“Is Fairfax a dubious name?” asked Jo-
anna.

“I’'m not referring to his family name but
his nickname. Something like ‘Quasimodo,’
isn’t it?”

“Nothing like it,” said Joanna dryly.

“It’s Quemado,” said Gretorix. “He gets
it, I think, from the name of some ob-
scure station out here somewhere, They
have a way of giving nicknames like that.
It has a picturesque sound but otherwise I
don’t exactly see the point, except of course
that he may have been a native of the
place.”

“You don’t speak Spanish, do you?” asked
Marecella.

“No, he doesn’t,” said Joanna.

“I’ve picked up a little since being here,”
said Gretorix with dignity. “Of course that’s
Spanish, but I didn’t suppose it had any
meaning.”

“But it has,” said Joanna. She was re-
flecting that the meaning seemed peculiarly
to fit the name’s wearer, although she hardly
knew why.

“Anyway he’s kept us guessing long
enough,” Mr. Massillon said. “I’m inclined
to send to Bakersfield for a man and not
waste further time. We could get along
all right for a while without one, but if this
fellow really intends to try the job he’d bet-
ter show up.”

“I don’t think he’s going to show up,”
said Gretorix. “I don’t agree with Castro
that he’s the man for the job. He may be
able but he certainly is irresponsible. And
his record, as far as I’'ve been able to gather
it, isn’t reassuring. Having a pet bandit
about the place isn’t exactly what I’d advise
for a serious undertaking.”

“Is he a bandit?” asked Mrs. Massillon.
“That should be interesting. I don’t sup-
pose he practices it on respectable peopler”

“Well, I wouldn’t be too sure. Some of
his exploits are none too savory although
one can’t get details of much value from
the people here. They have that polite but
emphatic way of changing the subject in a
broad hint to shut up about certain things
and Quemado seems to be one of those
things. Still, I gather that he’s killed men
and that one of his latest exploits was the
carrying off, on her wedding night, of a
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young woman from that Mexican village,
Pajillito, over here.”

“Carried off a young woman?
her will?” asked Joanna sharply.

“Naturally, I presume that it was against
her will. She was being married at the
time.”

“Now, I don’t know about that,” said
Massillon, chuckling. “I heard a hint of
that and asked Sam Blenkinship about it.
He wouldn’t say much but laughed when I
hinted as you have. He said that it wasn’t
likely, since there wasn’t a Mexican girl in
the State that wouldn’t run off with him at
the slightest encouragement. Most people
seem to look on that with a sort of secret
amusement.”

Then the knocker on the door sounded.
They all sat erect as the Chinese servant
padded across the room and opened the outer
door.

Quemado entered.

Through half-veiled, glancing, swift eyes
he swept the great room and its inmates.
His glance rested a moment on details, swept
to individuals, lingered briefly on Massillon
and his wife, on Marcella, on Gretorix, then
came to that sudden, disconcerting stop as it
fell upon Joanna. And under the pale ivory
tan of the girl’s cheeks crept a slow mount-
ing of color, while her heart leaped unac-
countably. She was seized with suppressed
anger at herself for blushing like a silly
schoolgirl.  She inwardly damned Quemado’s
theatrical ability to seize attention and domi-
nate it to the exclusion of everything else.
The others stared at him as though fasci-
nated and Mrs. Massillon fairly gasped. His
somber, splendid figure seemed for the mo-
ment to dwarf and render tawdry all the
magnificence of the place.

“I owe you an apology, Mr. Massillon,”
said Quemado composedly. “I should have
been earlier——"

“We’re mighty glad to see you anyhow,
Mr. Fairfax,” said Massillon cordially.
“You have met Miss Thatcher and Miss
Castro. This is my wife—and Mr. Gre-
torix!”

Quemado’s eyes swept Gretorix again and
then flew to Joanna as though he were regis-
. tering items of their appearances for his own
comparisons. To the others he bowed, quite
at home and composed.

“I was delayed in Deming,” he explained.
“Some friends of mine—Zuni Indians, they
are—had turquoise for sale and I undertook

Against

to dispose of it for them. It took me longer
than I anticipated. However, I’'m here
now to claim my promised job.”

“Arnold,” said Mrs. Massillon emphati-
cally, “Mr. Fairfax is going to be employed.
I insist on it.”

Quemado rewarded this with a frank
smile that was warm as the sun. “Thank

" you,” he said.

“I’'m willing enough,” said Massillon. “I
think we can come to terms on Mr. Castro’s
recommendation.”

“There oughtn’t to be a bit of difficulty,”
said Quemado. “I’'m quite willing to go to
work at once at the regular rates. Thirty
dollars a month I believe you pay fence
riders.”

Massillon broke out in objections and ar-
guments but Quemado smilingly stood his
ground. He would ride fences for the time
being and after that they would see. Gre-
torix, half disapproving the whole scheme,
partly sensing ridicule but unable to object
because his own inquiries had resulted in the
knowledge of Quemado’s capabilities, re-
mained silent. The man was the one for
the job, of that there could be no doubt, if
ability was what was looked for.

And then Quemado deftly spoke of horses
and Massillon’s interest flamed. He had
horses such as they had seen. An explorer,
a friend of his, had brought them from
Arabia through a special firman of the sultan
and their get now ranged the fastnesses of
Elk Mountain. He would let Massillon have
some, certainly.

Massillon was in no mood to cavil at price
nor did it seem was Quemado extortionate.
Agreeably and quickly a bargain was struck.

“T'll send Rankin right up to the ranch
after them and he should be back in a week
or ten days. I'm not inflicting him on you,
you know. He’s no parlor ornament.”

“Fine,” said Massillon. “And now, won’t
you stay——"

But Quemado declined, Joanna was sure
because he knew just when to take his pres-
ence away to leave the greatest effect. He
bowed himself out, Gretorix following him.
And outside he burst out: “But, man alive.
Why are you doing this?”

“It’s the only job I'll take,” said Que-
mado, understanding him.

“But what do you want it for?”

Quemado grinned, “I've tried everything
else in the cow business,” he asserted, “but
this is a new one on me. I'm curious to
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see what it’s like.
chance at it!”

Baldwin shook his head doubtfully, en-
deavoring to read the other’s face in the tan-
talizing moonlight. But he failed and raised
his eyes. There, at some distance, loomed
a bulky, black silhouette, a man mounted on
one horse and holding the bridle of another.
Somehow that formless black, cutting the
white moonlight sharply had a sinister qual-
ity of suggestion, conveying a nameless
threat. Underneath Quemado’s matter-of-
fact tones and calm demeanor, as under that
motionless, silent specter in the night, he
half sensed a certain restless, fiery energy
whose direction he could not guess.

But Gretorix was courageous and a sports-
man, liking the tang of adventure. The life
on the ranch, however they might strive to
enliven it with visitors and entertainments,
was bound to be monotonous and dull to the
Massillons. Here was an opportunity to add
a certain color and picturesqueness to it and
if in doing so they added also a menace.of
some sort he could not guess, the fillip of
danger would perhaps be welcome.

Yet he was uneasily conscious that the
danger, if there was any, would be directed
toward himself or what he claimed as his
own. There was Joanna—and Joanna was
of particular interest to him. Quemado’s
presence could not fail to be interesting to
a woman and—he recalled that tale of a
girl carried off from a Mexican wedding
fiesta by this man.

He spoke half sullenly. “You may have
the job—if you insist. I’ll go over and as-
sign you a room in the house where the
hands live, right over here, which you will
occupy when you come back, when you’re in
from the station assigned to you. You can
meet the boys also.”

“I'll have plenty of chance to get
acquainted,” said Quemado, “because I'm
going to stay here. Might as well start in
at once.”

“But I thought you were going to get the
horses?”

“Pieboy can attend to that.” He turned
and called to the black bulk on the horse.
In answer to the hail the rider dismounted
and stalked toward them.

“What’s wanted?” growled a voice, rum-
bling and surly.

Quemado spoke rapidly in Spanish, giv-
ing his directions to his henchman to pro-
ceed to his own ranch, gather the horses and

Suppose you give me a

return with all speed. Pieboy listened with-
out comment until he was through.

“What you aimin’ to do?” he then asked.
He spoke in English.

“I am staying here for the present.
going to ride fences.”

Pieboy broke into a rumbling laugh that
was as much a sneer as anything else.

“Ride fences! Quemado ridin’ fences!
Ha, ha! It’s the women, I reckon, an’ not
the vacas, you’re aimin’ to herd!”

“Shut up and get out! You've got your
orders.”

“I'm takin’ orders when I want to, Que-
mado.”

“Pieboy, you going to ride?”

And suddenly Baldwin thrilled to a cer-
tainty that in the quiet tones of both, emo-
tionless on the part of Quemado, surly on
that of Pieboy, lay a smothered menace, a
covered fire smoldering and ready to burst
forth. The two black figures silhouetted in
the moonlight, motionless and formless, were
surcharged with deadly and surpressed
threat.

“You’re gettin’ some haughty, ain’t you,
Quemado?” said Pieboy.

“You're getting more ornery every day,
Pieboy,” retorted Quemado calmly. “Will
you ride or shall we have it out?”

Again Pieboy laughed. “Gettin’ to think
pretty of yourself, ain’t you? Shucks, you
ain’t half growed up, yet. Oh, I'll ride, so
long as you're paym me. But Pm hable to
quit you one o’ these days, Quemado. Only
fer your pa I'd be doin’ it now.”

He turned and for an instant Baldwin had
the feeling that the black, threatening out-
line was surveying him with cold, ferocious
contempt and appraisal. Then it stalked
back to the horses, mounted one and with a
sudden clatter of hoofs whirled and tore
away down the road. The other horse lifted
its head and whinnied after its departing
companion.

Baldwin drew a sibilant breath. “You
and your hand don’t seem to hit it off very
well,” he commented.

Quemado shrugged his shoulders. “We
get on well enough,” he said noncommittally.
“You're going in again?”

“Of course,” said Baldwin, surprised.
“After I have shown you your room.”

“Well, it’s none of my business and I'm
not offering advice. But in this country
there are certain customs pretty generally
observed. One of ’em is not to comment

I'm
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unnecessarily on things that don’t concern
you.”

Gretorix straightened up. “It seems to me
that you take considerable on yourself, Fair-
fax! I think I'm capable of judging proper
subjects of conversation.”

“Maybe you are,” said Quemado care-
lessly. “I'm telling you, however. If you
want to talk about Pieboy, go ahead, but
don’t say I didn’t give you a hint.”

“Well, I'm obliged to you but—I hardly
think it’s necessary. Now, here’s the cot-
tage where the hands live. We'll give you a
room here until you go to your station.
You're welcome at The Manor at any time,
of course, and we’ll be glad to see you when-
ever you care to ride in after you've begun
your work.”

He opened the door of the stone house
and stepped with Quemado into a big and
comfortably fitted living room where a num-
ber of men, most of them young, sat smok-
ing and oiling saddlery or playing cards.
They were all cowmen of the usual type or
a little above it; the sons, for the most part,
of cattlemen of the region. Most of them
had attended high schools and several were
graduates of universities or of agricultural
colleges. Although the ranch was so big
there were not more than half a dozen of
them altogether. :

“Boys,” announced Gretorix, “this is Mr.
Fairfax, who’s signed on to ride fences for
a while. Most of you have heard of him, I
take it.”

“What’s that?” shouted one tall youth.
“Quemado Jim riding fences? What are
you handing us, Baldy?”

The others echoed this sentiment. There
were few who knew Quemado but all had
heard of him and the idea that this figure
of romance should descend to riding fences
struck them all as grotesque. They burst
out laughing and jibing Gretorix, who
seemed to be on the most familiar terms with
them.

But Quemado eyed them soberly and
when they gave him an opportunity broke
in on their scoffing.

“That’s right,” he said. “I’'m riding
fences, boys. I’ve hooted cows around these
hills and done everything else I can think
of and I thought I knew the cow business.
But you don’t know it until you know it
all. This fence riding is a new one on me
so I’'m going to take it up and learn it by
practical experience. There’s a new kind of

cow business come to New Mexico and I'm
starting at the bottom to learn it.”

“You ought to start by learnin’ to ride a
burro, Quemado,” said the tall youth who
had first spoken. He came up and shook
hands with Fairfax, introducing himself.

“Name of Carson. I’'m Brad Carson’s
son, from over to Carlinville. He runs the
Hayfork brand. This here is Sam East but
he’s all West. Comes from around your way
up toward Tularosa. Here’s Billy Watson
from Albu-Q and ‘Slippery’ Wilkins from
‘round Watrous in the north. We’re down
here learnin’ this new-fangled cow business
like you-all, Quemado.”

“I’'m glad to see that New Mexico is look-
ing for progress and enlightenment that a
way,” said Quemado solemnly as he shook
hands with them. “I hear that you-all have
to throw away your running irons and ropes,
though, and learn to carry fly whisks and
nursing bottles, and instead of wearing chaps
you dress in white aprons and carry blue
umbrellas to keep the sun off the lady cattle.
Is that right?”

“You got it pretty near correct,” said Car-
son gravely.

Baldwin smiled and turned to the door
with a parting word.

“Pick out a place to bunk, Fairfax, and
then we’d be glad to see you at The Manor,”
he said.

Quemado nodded. “Thanks. But I
reckon I'll get acquainted with these ama-
teurs first,” he answered.

Baldwin stepped out into the night and
walked toward the house, half regretting the
impulse which had led Massillon to accept
Quemado’s bizarre offer to work. He won-
dered if the man was bent on making a joke
of the whole affair and of the Massillons,
judging that, whether or not he was serious,
the countryside would find much food for
mirth in the fact that Quemado, the pride
of the range, had descended to riding fences
for the millionaire.

Then recurred the veiled warning given
him by Quemado as to mention of Pieboy
and what seemed to be the start of a quar-
rel between them. Why should he not men-
tion that sinister character?

He came into the house and was greeted
with eager and questioning glances in ans
swer to which he explained that he had ar-
ranged for Quemado’s comfort.

“It’s your funeral, Massillon, and I’m not
interfering. Still it strikes me that you’re
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taking a chance with this man. I know
he’s able and that there is no doubt he can
run the place as well as or better than I
can—if he takes it seriously. But what
we’ve heard of him isn’t reassuring any more
than this crazy whim of starting in by rid-
ing fences. I’'m not given to premonition,
but I don’t like the fellow.”

Joanna was silent and thoughtful. Once
she glanced at Marcella but that young
woman merely looked at her and sniffed.
Then, with her restlessness urging her, she
arose, gave Baldwin a glance and went out
on the veranda. He followed her promptly,
to find her standing out on the flagstones
looking toward the bunk house which loomed
black, pricked with squares of light, against
the gleaming, cold moonlight.

Joanna turned to Gretorix as he came up
to her.

“Baldwin, I wish Mr. Massillon had not
hired that man,” she said. He laughed a
little and attempted to take her hand. She
drew it out of his reach.

“Why, you’re mysterious,” he said. “I’'m
not much in favor of it myself. But it can’t
make much difference to us. We’ll not be
here long.”

“I've a feeling that I'll be here longer
than we think,” she answered. She stood
there passive, without warmth. Gretorix
often had noticed a certain lack of response
and it invariably left him uncertain of her.

“We’ll neither of us be here long, Joanna.
I’ve done nearly all I came to do and pretty
soon I'll go away. In the meantime, why
worry about this Quemado and his bizarre
mannerisms?”’

“I don’t worry for myself—but for you,
Baldwin.”

He laughed at this. “I fancy I can take
care of myself,” he asserted.

“I know. But I think you’ve misread the
man. He’s not ordinary. He’s dangerous,
I should say.”

Again Gretorix felt that cold presenti-
ment but he dismissed it impatiently.

“Oh, I've no doubt he’s reckless and per-
haps lawless. . But there is no earthly rea-
son to fear anything he may do to me. In
the first place, he’d have no motive what-
ever.”

Joanna sighed. ‘“He’ll do nothing to you
—directly. It’s what he may do to others
that I was thinking of. I tell you, Bald-
win, he’s dangerous! I—I wish we could
go away at once.”

But he persisted in scoffing. “Why, he’ll
not run me out. I’m going pretty soon and
it would be ridiculous to hurry our plans for
this fellow. He may be dangerous. In
fact, after something I heard out here, I'm
inclined to think you’re right. But that has
nothing to do with us.”

“What was that you heard?” asked Jo-
anna quickly.

Gretorix told her in some detail of the in-
cipient quarrel between Quemado and Pie-
boy and the impression he had had that
there was some deep, repressed feeling un-
derlying it.

“I knew it,” she said.
will be a tragedy herel”

“But, even if these two get to fighting,
what has it to do with us?” he insisted.

“I don’t know,” she replied. ‘“But the
man’s no noisy swashbuckler. I'm sure of
it. For your own sake I wish you were away
from here.”

“But you admit that he does not threaten
me!”

“Not that way—but in another way. I
can’t explain—yet. Maybe I am wrong.
But he frightens me strangely and if he ever
should——"

“Should what?”

“I can’t tell you. I am probably silly.
But I am sure he will kill Pieboy—or Pie-
boy will kill him.”

Gretorix again laughed indulgently.

“We’ll not think of it any more,” he said.
“There’s some one singing in the cottage.
Let’s walk over and listen from outside.”

Joanna shuddered, perhaps with a sud-
den realization of the chill of a New Mexi-
can night. But she went with him toward
the cottage.

“Baldwin, there

CHAPTER 1V.

Standing outside in the moonlight the two
could see through the open window into the
big room where the hands were grouped.
Near the fireplace, strumming a guitar, sat
Quemado Jim, his white silk shirt gleaming
and shimmering against the black velvet of
his jacket, his hat thrust carelessly back on
his head. He was singing a rollicking song
to a tune that was lively and burlesque, and
yet, underneath its burlesque quality lay
some hint of fierceness.

‘Hassayampa Sam! ’Ssayampa Sam-u-el!

They cut him down to half his size:

Hassayampa’s gone to hell|”

The gay cow hands caught up the refrain
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and shouted it at the top of their lungs.
Quemados fingers swept the strings and his
voice took up the song:

“Hassayampa Sam! The Rio Grande’s pride;

He stood eight foot from hoof to hair,

He was forty inches wide.

His voice was like a wolf;
in his eye,

And the poppin’ of six shooters was his favor-
ite lullaby.”

there was lightnin’

A gust of sound swept the air as the boys
crashed out the chorus:

“Hassayampa’s gone to hell!”

Long drawn and wailing it died away and
the strumming chords beat to Quemado’s
singing again:

“Hassayampa Sam! As a babe was awtul cute!

He was bottle fed on pizen juice an’ tiger's
blood to boot.

He killed his nurse at two years old and slew
his brother (jim,

Then chewed his daddy's finger off because he
scolded him!”

Joanna shuddered even as Baldwin
laughed at her side. Again Quemado’s mu-
sical voice took up the tale:

“Way down in San \Ilguel lived Lola Arrigo;

The loveliest little maid ever weaned in Mexico.

She danced for Juan Fernandez in Juan’s can-
tina there,

And Manuel Rocas loved her from her heels up
to her hair.”

The roaring chorus thundered again and
lingered, long drawn. Then above the joy-
ous laughter Quemado’s voice arose:

“Manue}‘_ was young an’ timid, he’d never beefed

a foe,

And when Sam from Hassayampa came, he
didn’t stand a show.

That “fickle female smiled on Sam and Sam
he grinned at her,

While he picked his t(eth with a six-gun of
forty-five caliber.”

Louder roared the chorus:

“Hassayampa Sam! ’Ssayampa Sam-u-el!
They cut him down to half his size:

Hassayampa’s gone to hell!”

Quemado’s glancing eyes flitted from face
to grinning face as his soft voice soared
again:

“Manuel’s poor heart was tore as he saw Sam
press a kiss

On the ruby lips of Lola where he once had
sought for bliss.

He sneaked behind the bar a-feelin’ like the
deuce,

And sought to drown his sorrow in four quarts
of cactus juice.

2A—p

“Oh! Juan’s mescal was strong, and as it hit
the spot,

Young Rocas’ soul was fortified and rendered
wild and hot.

He sprang upon the bar and uttering a yell,

Drew eighteen inch of bowie knife and leaped
on Sam-u-el.”

In a crescendo shriek the chorus came:
“Hassayampa’s gone to hell!”

Quemado swept the guitar and sang:

“Hassayampa’s hand was quick; his aim was
3 very true.

His bullets comin’ thick and fast smote Rocas
through and through.

But though he should have bled to death he
bled no gore at all,

Instead of leakin’ blood, Manuel leaked high-
proof alcohol.

“All tremblin’ at the sight, Sam turned too late
to flee,

For Manuel reached him with the knife and
carved him merrily.

He cut six pounds of roastin’ meat from off his
brisket bone

And chopped the rest to hamburg steak, so
Samuel might atone.

“While up in heaven the angels laugh, the

devil, down in hell,

Is swearin’ sultry, sulphurous oaths above our
Sam-u-el.

His imps are workin’ overtime and drawin’
extra pelf

Assorting Samuel’s remnants to a semblance of
himself.”

Like a gale of wind came the final crash-
ing refrain:

“Hassayampa Sam! ’Ssayampa Sam-u-el!

They cut him down to half his size:

Hassayampa's go-one to he-ell!”

As the last lingering wail died away and
the jubilant laughter of the cow-punchers
followed it the tall Bradley Carson shouted
above the noise:

“Say, boys, they ought to sing that song
to old Pieboy. He’d sure appreciate it.”

Quemado’s swift eyes swept his face in
a direct glance, to find it open and grin-
ning. The slender Slippery Wilkins, a trap-
jawed young fellow with hard eyes, smiled
crookedly.

“Sure fits him plenty personal, if you ask
me,” he declared. Quemado’s gaze danced
to him and flitted on as the others, in reck-
less chorus, echoed this opinion.

“Better not try it,” he advised quietly as
the noise died down. Brad Carson sobered
suddenly.

“I reckon you’re right, Quemado,” he an-
swered. “Shut up, you fellows.”
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There was a sudden cessation of the hi-
larity. There was no discussion, no resent-
ment. Every man seemed to switch his
thoughts at once from the subject.

“Where you riding, Quemado?” asked
Wilkins as casually as though a dangerous
subject had not just occupied them. As
casually Quemado replied.

“I’m taking the southeast lines to-mor-
row. You know where the station is?”

“Sure. Right up at the head of Bear
Creek. Nice little lookout there, Jim.”

“T’ll be riding out there tc-morrow as soon
as I get an outfit. Who’s riding that line
now?”

“A pilgrim from New York. Nice lad,
too. The boss is bringing him in for wran-
gling horses and playing polo. D’you play,
Quemado?”

“No,” said Quemado.
name?”’

“John Duncan. And say,” he glanced
around but did not lower his voice, since
there was apparently none to hear but the
hands, “I’m guessing that John will linger
here. He’s some busy riding round and
sparking Baldy’s girl.”

“Baldy’s girl?”

“I forgot youre just in and don’t know
the gossip. Sure, Baldy’s going to marry
Miss Thatcher. They’ll make a fine pair,
too. Baldy’s all right and if he had a little
more sense of humor he’d be a prize. But,
say, Johnny Duncan’s going to mourn when
it comes off.”

“Hadn’t you better let him do his own
mourning without help?” asked Quemado
gently.

“Right!” said Carson promptly and with-
out resentment. Outside, Baldwin, who had
stopped in spite of the attempt that Joanna
made at escape as soon as she knew the di-
rection of the conversation, frowned in some
perplexity as he noted the ready acquies-
cence in what sounded like a rebuke, the sec-
ond that Quemado had given these young
fellows. He was annoyed not so much that
he and Joanna had been mentioned as at
the reference to Duncan. Was that fence
rider hanging around Joanna? He recalled
merely an occasional meeting and conversa-
tion which had hitherto had little signifi-
cance but now, in the light of sudden jeal-
ousy, seemed to acquire importance.

But Joanna, flushed and angry, was walk-
ing off. Her anger was not at Carson but
at Baldwin, who had ignored her urge to

“What’s his

get out of hearing in order to listen to
the discussion. That seemed to argue a lack
of delicacy and consideration for her. But
he now came hurrying after her.

“Never mind that sort of talk, Jo,” he
said. “There’s bound to be gossip.”

“I wasn’t thinking of the gossip,” she re-
plied absently. She was wondering why it
was that anger flared so readily in her
against the man she intended to marry. “It’s
—it’s more than that. I wish we hadn’t gone
to hear the singing.”

A formless bulk ahead of them, merging
with a row of bushes planted along the ter-
race edge, moved slightly as they drew
nearer but they did not notice it.

“Why, I thought it was very typical and
amusing,” said Baldy, surprised.

“I’'m afraid you don’t always appreciate
humor—at least Southwestern humor—as
Carson hinted,” said Joanna moodily.

Baldwin denied the implication hotly.

“Why, that’s nonsense,” he answered. “I
can see a joke—a real joke—as quick 2s any
one.”

They had come opposite the formless bulk
against the bushes and it moved again, si-
lently, like a threatening shadow. The
moonlight shone white at this spot and the
burly figure of Pieboy Rankin was easily rec-
ognized.

Joanna acknowledged the man’s identity
with a half-suppressed indraft of breath al-
though she did not start back at his unex-
pected appearance.

“How!” said the man grimly.

“What is it?” asked Baldwin sharply.
The man’s hard, seamed face and staring,
cruel eyes annoyed him. °

“Heard you talkin’,” said Pieboy. “I
reckon you was listenin’ in on that song,
same as me. Funny, wasn’t it?”

Baldwin did not answer.

“This here Quemado’s quite a joker,”
went on Pieboy musingly but with a certain
rumbling anger in his voice. “Quite a joker!
We hear a heap about Quemado here a
ways.”

“Well?” said Baldwin taking Joanna’s
arm to steer her past the obstructing figure.
But she did not move, looking intently at
the face of the man, so stern and so evil.

“And I reckon,” Pieboy went on drawl-
ingly, “that we’ll be hearin’ more. Some-
thin’ different we’ll hear, I reckon.”

“I don’t care what we hear about him,”
said Baldwin shortly and took a step to pass
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Pieboy. A hand, white and delicate al-
though strong—a hand in startling contrast
to the roughness of its owner—fell on his
arm and held him like a steel trap.

“You ain’t carin’, maybe. But, sefior, I'm*

tellin’ you something. Don’t go to singin’
any songs around here that you think are
funny—leastwise none about me.”

“Baldwin!” breathed Joanna desperately
but she was too late. Incensed at what he
considered a gratuitous meddling and dicta-
tion Baldy flamed out.

“See here!” he said, “I’'ve had enough of
this sort of thing. Youre trespassing here
and I’d thank you to get out. I’m not in-
terested in you or your affairs but I'll sing
if T please without your censoring it and I’ll
retain my own ideas of humor without in-
struction from you. Do you get that?”

Expecting a tragedy Joanna was surprised
to see the big Pieboy fall back a step and
release Baldwin, laughing softly as he did
SO.

“I sabe, all right,” he answered contemp-
tuously. “Run along then an’ roll your
hoop, you an’ the girl. Only you might
recollect what I say: don’t go singin’ any
‘Hassayampa Sam’ in this region.”

“You'd better be on your way to Elk
Mountain,” retorted Baldwin angrily.

Again Pieboy laughed and then strolled
away. Joanna whisked about and hastened
to the shelter of the deep veranda, where
the disgruntled Baldwin followed her.

She turned on him impatiently, her un-
easiness manifesting itself in temper.

“Why won’t you ever learn?” she asked
as he stood before her somewhat at a loss
to understand her agitation. “You’re won-
derfully capable in many things, Baldwin.
Why can’t you understand—grasp—a sim-
ple thing like this.”

“I don’t see what it is that I don’t grasp,”
he replied. “What’s the matter with you,
Jo? You’re seeing things. I haven’t a sense
of humor because I don’t see some tragedy
underneath a comic song. I am dense as
putty because I don’t let that fellow meddle
and dictate what I shall say or think.”

“But, Baldwin, these people are different!
Not exactly that perhaps, but they have a
different background. It’s a phase of eti-
quette, perhaps, though it’s more than that,
too. Can’t you see?”

“T’ll admit I can’t,” said Baldwin frankly.
“I know they have a sort of overdone ten-

derness about mentioning things. They re-
mind me of certain heathens who regard
some things as sacred and 'not to be talked
about. I certainly can’t go about as dumb
as an oyster for fear of hurting people’s feel-
ings, or whatever it is they are afraid of.”

“Why ”  Joanna paused as though in
despair at making him realize what was plain
enough to her though she had never encoun-
tered it before. Then in a burst: “It’s what
isn’t talked about! Quemado called off
Wilkins, he cautioned you, and now this man
has added to the warning, and all about the
same thing! They are warning you not to
mix in anything between them!”

“But how the deuce am 1 mixing in it?
You're wild, Jo! What earthly business
have I to be meddling in their squabbles?”

“It isn’t a squabble! That’s the point,
Baldwin. Don’t you see that there is some-
thing deadly and fatal underneath all this
quiet warning and readiness to avoid the sub-
ject? I tell you there will be a tragedy here
and these people know if. That’s why they
warn each other not to interfere by even a
casual word.”

“But I’'m not interfering. If they want to
kill each other in orthodox dime-novel style,
let them. It’s silly to think I'll be drawn
in for singing a song or laughing at a joke.
Anyhow this sensitive bandit isn’t the only
subject that’s forbidden. How about the
call-down Quemado gave to Carson—about
Duncan?”

Joanna flushed. “You need not have men-
tioned that,” she said. ‘“That’s—chivalry, I
suppose. Such things are not discussed—I
hope—among gentlemen anywhere.”

“I hope there’s no foundation for discus-
sion,” said Baldwin. “You haven’t been
flirting with Duncan, Joanna?”

“No,” said Joanna contemptuously. If
the man had only been agitated, either angry
or anxious, she would have forgiven. But he
was not—unless he was angry at Duncan.
And why be angry at the man who was
reputed to be attracted by her? A growing
resentment against him was being fed by
every word he uttered.

And yet, although she had never been
wildly in love with Gretorix she had liked and
admired him; had even been fond of him.
He was a strong, successful man who could
give her an enviable position in keeping with
her own beauty and distinction. The idea
of marrying him had pleased her and there
had been no repugnance until she had come
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to New Mexico at Mrs. Massillon’s invita-
tion, ostensibly to bear her company but
really to be near Baldwin. Somewhere out
here with the desert and mountains all about
her, among sunburned men and rough sur-
roundings, she had lost all taste for a life
mapped out with Baldwin Gretorix.

But had she lost it then? Honesty com-
pelled her to hesitate before the doubt. That
certain things about him that did not ex-
actly match the country and the climate had
appeared in him since she had come here was
true but up until recently she had felt only
a slight reaction to these things. New Mex-
ico was merely a passing phase and New
Mexicans were in no sense a part of either
her existence or his. In his own environ-
ment he would be perfect, and that environ-
ment was the one she had been bred to. In
California or New York there would be no
contrasts to emphasize psychological differ-
ences. In either place Gretorix would fit like
a glove.

So she had felt until—when? Pondering
her doubts, her cheeks flushed with a slowly
growing suffusion of blood. When? Re-
cently, very recently! Was it only to-night
that the doubt and the revolt had suddenly
leaped into being? Nonsense. It must be
a thing of slower growth, an accumulation of
impressions, unnoticed hitherto but suddenly
assuming importance!

But why should it be so difficult to avoid
recalling that slender, straight, black figure
in outlandish costume with whom she had
—as yet—exchanged hardly one word be-
yond a murmur following his introduction
to her? Why should the thought of an im-
pending quarrel, even a fatal one, between
this man and another, weigh her down with
foreboding?

Suddenly angry at herself her mood
changed.

“Let’s don’t be silly,” she said, laying her
hand on his arm. “I’m foolish, I suppose.
Only—I wish we were through here and go-
ing back to our own place. Some of these
things get on my nerves, I think.”

Baldwin laughed in ready acceptance of
her surrender. “I can see how that would
be,” he said tolerantly. “These veiled warn-
ings and tragic appearances in the gloom,
men with legendary reputations as Kkillers
and all the rest, are enough to disturb you.
But this is the twentieth century and even
New Mexico is civilized.”

Joanna sighed. “I suppose you’re right,”

she said. But his very assurance grated on
her. “We had better go in.”

CHAPTER V.

Early in the morning Joanna Thatcher
was roused and drawn to her window over-
looking the court by some unexplained im-
pulse of curiosity. But it was not ade-
quately rewarded. She did, it is true, see
Quemado, but merely in the prosaic role of
one who prepares for work. He appeared
with his own horse and a pack horse all
laden, and rode away without so much as a
glance at the house. Furthermore he was
now dressed like any other cow hand, in
woolen shirt, unbuttoned waistcoat and blue
jeans over his trousers and boots.

Somewhat disillusioned and disappointed
Joanna appeared for breakfast to find Mar-
cella Castro making preparations for a ride.

“I’'m going to Pajillito, Joanna,” she said.
“Do you want to go along?”

“I’ve no preference,” the other answered.
“But what is there there? It is nothing but
a Mexican hamlet, isn’t it?”

“I want to see about something there,”
said Marcella. Mr. Massillon listened and
commented.

“You had better have some one go with
you, I think. Duncan came in last night
and I’ll tell him to ride with you.”

He telephoned the cottage and pretty soon
Duncan appeared with the horses. He was
rather silent as he waited for them and when
Gretorix came out to go to his office in the
cottage greeted him with the barest of nods.
Baldwin stopped and frowned.

“I thought you were with the horse herd
to-day,” he said. Duncan inclined his Lead
toward the house.

“Massillon’s orders,” he said. Baldwin
shrugged his shoulders and walked away.
He was irritated and annoyed at Duncan’s
being detailed to escort Joanna where the
appointment of any other would not have
affected him.

As for Johnny, he cared little for Gretorix
and as long as he could ride with Marcella
Castro allowed nothing to trouble him.
When the two girls came out he stepped
forward to hold Marcella’s stirrup for her
but she laughed at him.

“I was riding bronks before you were in
long trousers,” she said, waving him aside.
Then, a hand on the reins at the horse’s
neck and another on the saddle horn, she
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suddenly shouted, slashed the animal with
her hand and as it leaped and whirled at a
run she took a running step or two, hopped
once or twice and then vaulted into the sad-
dle as lightly as a bird.

As she tore off at a dead run Johnny
turned to Joanna and assisted her, grin-
ning. “Look at that girl ride,” he said. A
moment after he was spurring ahead of Jo-
anna in an effort to catch the flying figure
while Joanna galloped along more leisurely.

When they had calmed down and joined
forces again Joanna, considerate of their in-
terest in each other, rode at a little distance.
The conversation, however, was mostly of
Johnny’s affairs and fast developed into an
incipient quarrel. Duncan had confessed to
Marcella, the daughter of a cattleman, that
he was going into the sheep business with
Hiram Docherty. After Marcella had be-
come somewhat reconciled to this—although
she declared that her father never would be
—they rode on across the open range after
passing the last fences until they finally came
to the road which wound down to the valley
in which Pajillito lay. The dusty road me-
andered on, an occasional adobe structure,
a light, sickly brown in color, with rafters
projecting through the walls, being the only
sign of habitation. These merged finally
in a group of houses lining the road at closer
intervals.

An elderly man in a priest’s cassock, to-
gether with several Mexicans, was at work
on what seemed to be a stone edifice at one
end of the street. In the doorways of the
houses lounged women clad in shapeless cot-
ton or sateen dresses, black or gray in color.
Their sleek, crow-black hair was plastered to
their heads. Children played in the dust but
scattered and ran to shelter as the visitors
rode through the lane. The women and the
few lounging men watched them silently and
inscrutably. Johnny addressed a question in
English to one of the men, to be greeted with
a stare and a muttered “No sabe!”

“Hernando Ramirez!” Marcella spoke to
Joanna. “He understands English well, the
sneaky rat!”

They came to the place where the priest
and the men were at work on what was now
seen to be the foundation for a church. The
padre had a more intellectual face than the
others. One of the men held a drill and an-
other a heavy sledge, with which he struck
the drill as its holder squatted beside the
stone.

Marcella began talking with the priest
about the ostensible object of her visit, some
charitable enterprise. The padre answered
her courteously and Marcella exchanged
with him a few polite inquiries about his
flock. These also he answered formally.

“And Hernando Ramirez, whom we passed
but now? Is it that he has lost his tongue
or has he forgotten what English he spoke?”

The priest shrugged his shoulders. “Pan-
chito does not like the gringos, sefiorita,”
he replied. “Since Quemado—you under-
stand?”

Joanna heard the name and turned
sharply from her contemplation of the stolid
peons. She listened now to what Marcella
was saying. :

“It was his sister, was it not, that Que-
mado carried off?”

The padre nodded, a sorrowful look on
his face. “He will not forget that wrong—
nor forgive, sefiorita,” he said.

“Your pardon, padre!” broke in Joanna.
“T am a newcomer here and am ignorant of
many things. May I ask what is this of one
who has carried off the sister of Ramirez?”

Marcella fell back a little, an enigmatic
look on her face. As the priest glanced in-
quiringly at her before replying to Joanna
she gave him a slight nod.

“It is a regrettable story, sefiorita,” said
the priest. “One can hardly blame my peo-
ple for disliking the gringos when such things
can happen. There is one of the Ameri-
canos who is a veritable fiend, a child of the
devil indeed, whom they call Quemado be-
cause he is a brand of hell. He is accursed
with the beauty that turns women’s silly
heads as his master Satan intended should
be the case.

“It was this one who when a marriage had
been arranged between Conchita Ramirez,
a lovely girl of my flock, and our esteemed
sheriff’s brother, Pancho Garcia, sent word
to Hernando Ramirez that if he let the girl
wed Pancho, the wedding night would see
Pajillito exposed to fire and disaster. But
Garcia, the sheriff, vowed that he would up-
hold the law and come with his deputies.
Notwithstanding which, on the wedding
night, when the bride was about to join her
spouse at the altar, which had been blessed
in the parish house, this devil Quemado, with
his attendant imp, the murderous Rankeen,
descended upon us. One of them set fire
to the wood which had been stored in my
patio and the arbor which supported my
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poor vines while the other frightened the
people by shooting at the door and shout-
ing his barbarous threats. Our brave sheriff,
it is true, ran with his deputies to the front
and the bride in great fear sought refuge in
the patio, not noting that it was afire.

“Then while the brave Garcia was fighting
off the fiend in front the twice-cursed Que-
mado galloped through the garden on his
horse. I heard him laughing above the poor
girl’s screams as he swept her to his saddle
and galloped away with her, leaping the wall
at the rear before the brave Garcia could
come to her rescue.

“You may be sure that we followed hard
but it was useless. Quemado has horses
which the devil, his master, obtained for him
from the infidel Turks and which our beasts
could not catch. He vanished away with the
girl and that is the last that we have seen
of her to this day although I pray for her
soul always, sefiorita.”

Joanna was listening in horror to this cruel
tale of outrage. Marcella watched her
through narrowed eyes.

“But, padre, there is the law and you say
that the sheriff is Garcia, the brother of the
bridegroom! Surely he could have held this
man to account!”

The priest shrugged his shoulders. “It
would seem that it should be so,” he said
wearily. “Yet the man is an Americano and
the courts are not kind to Mexicanos who
have suits against such. It is perhaps as the
sheriff has said; that we put our hopes in
ourselves and seek redress in such ways as
offer. But I do not approve of violence and
that is what I fear he advocates.”

Joanna was bewildered and shocked.
“And what became of the girl?” she asked.
The priest shook his head and made the
sign of the cross.

“Can you ask?” he sighed. “I pray that
her tortured soul may find rest with God.”

Joanna, sick at heart, turned away and
the two others followed her. She rode in
silence to the edge of the village and out onto
the plain. Marcella and Johnny ranged
alongside of her.

“But why?” she breathed, half to herself.
“Why did he do it?”

“If you ask me, only Quemado knows—
or the devil, as the padre would undoubtedly
suggest,” said Marcella. “Anyway, now you
have Quemado’s pedigree.”

Joanna shuddered, in her mind’s eye a

picture of a shrieking, hopeless, maddened
maiden being borne away. Then Duncan
spoke.

“What was the yarn the padre told her?”
he asked. “I caught enough to know it was
about Quemado but my Spanish isn’t good
enough to get it all.”

Marcella told him briefly and he listened
shrewdly to her summary of the story.

“There’s something wrong with that,” he
said at the end, heedless of Marcella’s flash-
ing eyes which vainly ordered him to be
still. “D’you mean to tell me that this ban-
dit could ride off with a girl against her will
in the face of the sheriff of the county?
Why, he’d never dare show his face again
anywhere and yet here’s Quemado prancing
about the country without a care on his
mind. And that’s all rot about the courts,
Three of the county judges are Mexicans
and the juries are notoriously packed with
them. Garcia is sheriff, too.”

“But everybody knows it’s true,” declared
Marecella.

“Oh, everybody’s heard that Quemado
carried the girl off. I’ve heard it too. But
nobody thinks she was unwilling to go. If
she was, how long would Quemado last?”

“I don’t see that her willingness excuses
him,” said Marcella tartly.

“It casts some doubt on that padre’s yarn,
anyway,” asserted Johnny. “Those Mexi-
cans are out after Quemado, I'll grant you
that, but I’ll bet there’s another side to the
story.”

“There’s no very good side, at any rate,”
said Marcella.

Joanna rode on in silence, angry at her-
self for several reasons. In the first place
she was angry because Quemado interested
her at all. She was angry because her in-
terest had led her to inquire into his story
and more angry because she had been so
shocked at it. Again she was angry because
Johnny Duncan’s doubt had pleased her.
She confessed that she would be glad to
have those doubts confirmed.

A certain fear was taking possession of
her. She recognized that this interest in a
man whom she did not know was extraordi-
nary although she would have denied that it
had any sentimental basis. Vet it made her
uneasy, especially when she remembered
that, whenever Quemado filled her mind the
possibility of her engagement to Gretorix be-
came more than ever distasteful.
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As’ they rode on she looked about her at
the bare and arid wastes of sandy soil and
mesquite and sage. The blue sky above and
the bare earth beneath seemed to take on a
character of sinister hardness. Blue moun-
tains screened with timber, far off to the
west, lay dim against the horizon. Between
her and them lay tumbled bare hills, yellow
and glaring in the sun. She felt an urge
to head straight across the wastes and keep
traveling until she reached the mountains
and then to bury herself among the trees,
to sleep beside the running, tumbling streams
and to crouch over a camp fire while the
darkness crept around her and the cold of
the high places drove the heat of day into
retirement.

“I wonder if we couldn’t go hunting and
fishing up in the mountains some time,” she
asked Marcella.

That young woman at once fell in with
the idea and began to lay plans for such an
expedition. But immediately Joanna re-
gretted her suggestion. She didn’t want a
planned expedition. She wanted to plunge
into the wilderness by herself—or at least
almost by herself. She wanted no guides
and helpers to fuss with tents and packs and
to cook meals for them. She wanted

She abruptly made up her mind that what
she wanted was to be alone, somewhere or
anywhere. She wasn’t happy and the more
she contemplated a future all mapped out
for her the more unhappy she became. She
was in a state of revolt and because her re-
volt would not be understood she did not
want to share it with her intimates. She
was lonely, that was it. No one understood
her nor could understand her because she
did not understand herself.

And suddenly she found herself wondering
if Quemado would understand her; if, behind
his splendid surface there lay the brain and
heart to understand and to feel.

Impatiently she uttered an exclamation.

“Oh, come on, for Heaven’s sake!” she
cried and spurred her horse to a gallop.
Marcella exchanged a meaning look with
Johnny and then the two raced after her.
But, with some intuition, Marcella restrained
the young man and they contented them-
selves with keeping pace with Joanna at a
distance of twenty-five yards or so.

Thus, sometimes riding fast and some-
times slowing down, they came home at last
to The Manor. Flushed and tired, Joanna
felt more calm.

CHAPTER VI.

Perhaps it was Johnny’s obvious satisfac-
tion with affairs that again irritated Gre-
torix or maybe it was general dissatisfaction
at a fairly obvious interruption to the prog-
ress of his affair with Joanna. At any rate
his temper was stirred and uncertain and he
felt a sullen antagonism to the young fellow
where before had been nothing but contempt.
He had seen the three return from their ride
and Joanna go into the house without a word
for him. She retired to her room with the
excuse that she had a headache and did not
appear again.

And on the day following the trip to Pa-
jillito, Johnny Duncan did not go to work
with the horses but remained at the cottage
until Gretorix was about. When the man-
ager entered his office about nine o’clock
Johnny was lounging before the door instead
of being about his business and Baldwin
greeted this delinquency with a frown.
Johnny Duncan’ meant to him a source of
mingled annoyance and a constant reminder
of his own personal difficulties.

“I thought you were to go to work with
the horses thls morning?” he said as Duncan
straightened up to meet him.

“No,” said Duncan, “I'm wa}tlng to get
my time.”

“Your time?
quitting?”

“That’s what I mean.”

“Tsn’t that rather sudden?”

Duncan shrugged his shoulders.
too sudden for me,” he retorted.
working for this outfit any more.”

Gretorix was annoyed still more. He
hated to have his plans go wrong even in
minor details. His vague antagonism to
Duncan, a man that he looked upon with a
certain contempt, flared into resentment.
Gretorix was a man of system and method
and he hated to have the ordered course of
his affairs disturbed by the vagaries of
others.

“Well, T'll make out your check, but it
seems to me you might have had the decency
to give me a little more notice. Not that we
can’t get along without you,” he added with
a sneer.

“T reckon we can both get along without
each other,” said Johnny. “As for notice; I
was hired to ride the fences. You didn’t
ask me or give me any notice when you
dragged me in to play with your horse herd.”

Do you mean that you're

ST dshilt
“T’m not
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“Oh,” said Baldwin unpleasantly. “You
don’t like being in here, is it? Rather hang
about where you aren’t under any eyes and
can do as you please.”

“Johnny flushed red. “I generally do as
I please no matter where I am, Mr. Gre-
torix.”

“So I see,” said Gretorix as he entered the
office. “It’s as well that you do it some-
where else, then. We don’t care to have any
such independence here. And when doing as
you please boils down to forcing yourself as
escort on Miss Thatcher and Miss Castro
it becomes annoying. Here’s your check.”

Johnny took the check and folded it.
“I'm going to tell you something, Gretorix,”
he said, slowly. “You're not only a liar but
you're a fool!”

Gretorix’s temper was frayed and strained
to the breaking point. It broke now. With
a strangled cry of rage he leaped forward
and struck at Johnny. The rider stepped
back, threw up an arm in defense, stumbled
on the door sill and lurched backward into
the open. Neither of them saw that the
occupants of The Manor had come out on
the terrace where they could see the quarrel.

Following up the retreating man Gretorix
rushed in swinging his fists. He was far
larger than Johnny, a powerful and dynamic
man. The rider had an advantage in quick-
ness but that was all. He was also at a dis-
advantage from having been thrown off his
balance and the high boot heels interfered
somewhat with his activity. Still, although
retreating he got in a stinging blow on Bald-
win’s cheek. Then the bigger man closed
with him.

Smashing, short-arm blows crashed home.
Johnny clinched blindly, striving to bind his
opponent’s arms but Gretorex tore them loose
and uppercut him viciously. Duncan stag-
gered back, tried to recover and as Bald-
win ran in again was hurled to the ground.
Breathing heavily, Gretorix stood over him,
threatening. -

“Get up, you sheep!” he snarled, “and
take what’s coming to you!”

Johnny was not much hurt and drew him-
self together, preparatory to remewing the
fight. He was on one knee, about to spring
up, his face distorted with rage and marred
with blood from a bleeding mouth, when
Massillon, followed closely by Marcella, ran
forward shouting to Gretorix. :

“What does this mean, Baldwin?” cried

_the owner of-the ranch angrily. Baldwin
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uttered a short laugh and fell back while
Johnny slowly rose to his feet.

“This blackguard gave me a bit too much
of his impudence and I lost my temper,” he
said. “Sorry, Massillon. But I can’t take
names like that from a worthless remittance
man.”

“How’s that!” Massillon turned sternly
on Duncan. The young man stood there
dusting the hat he had retrieved.

“You lie again,” he said harshly. “I told
him he was a liar and a fool and I repeat it,
Mr. Massillon. Furthermore, if you’ll stand
out of the way I'll do my best to make him
admit it.”

Baldwin laughed shortly and contemptu-
ously. “It’s all nonsense, of course,” he said.
“I shouldn’t have made such a scene. But
the man’s discharged and I hope that will
be the end of it.”

Massillon became the business man at
once. “If you've discharged him that is the
end of it. There is no need to carry the
matter into brawling and fighting. You,
Duncan, had better get your things together
and go, if you've been paid off. Let it end
there.”

Johnny looked from under his hat brim
with lowering eyes. “It doesn’t end there,”
he said. “You’ll realize that later, Mr. Gre-
torix.”

He looked at Marcella who had stood
frowning behind Massillon and except for
a cry when they had come on the scene had
uttered no sound. “Sorry, Miss Castro.
I'm afraid I won’t have that ride after all.”

Marcella did not answer in words. She
raised one hand and pinched her lip, looking
thoughtfully at Johnny and then at Gretorix.
Then she nodded and turned away. Johnny
ruefully flexed a fist that had been barked in
the struggle and then walked off toward the
stable to get his horse. In a few moments
he came out, went into the cottage and be-
gan to gather his things together. Marcella
and the other two men walked to the
veranda.

. Joanna and Ruth met them with anxious
inquiries.

“Oh, it was nothing but a rotten squab-
ble,” said Gretorix impatiently. “Duncan
has been presuming on the fact that you
rode with him, I suppose. He got imperti-
nent and I lost my temper.”

“Because he rode with us?” asked Jo-
anna with ominous calm. This nettled Gre-
torix again.
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“No!” he said too emphatically. “He
called me a liar.”

“Why did he call you a liar?” asked Mar-
cella quietly.

But Gretorix did not answer that. He
followed Massillon into the house where his
employer led him to a smaller room, used as
a library, off the big living room. There
Massillon motioned him to a seat.

“See here, Gretorix,” he began abruptly.
“Something is wrong, isn’t there? I don’t
mean about your discharging this fellow.
That’s all right if he deserved it. It’s your
affair anyhow. But I don’t understand your
flying off the handle this way.”

“To tell the truth,” said Gretorix, “I don’t
understand it myself, entirely. Something
is wrong and I’m not sure that I know what
it is.”

“It won’t do, I think,” said Massillon.
“It isn’t so much your hitting Duncan—but
suppose it had been some one else you
tackled.”

“What do you mean?” Gretorix thought
he detected an imputation on his courage in
attacking a smaller man and resented it.

“TI mean that you may fight with Duncan
and it’s merely a fight. Presumably you’ve
made an enemy but an enemy who’ll prob-
ably act as you or I would act under the
circumstances. Duncan, however, is one
type, and a type we all know. There are
men here who are not his type and you
must not go knocking them about. You
understand me, don’t you?”

“If you mean that I’m to take blackguard-
ing from any of these men, I don’t under-
- stand you.”

Massillon tapped the arm of his chair im-
patiently. “I’'m used to reading men, Bald-
win, and I thought you were. Suppose you
had to handle employees in the South—or
a bunch of Sicilians?”

“I think I get what you are driving at,”
said Gretorix. “It would hardly do to rely
on fists with them.”

“It would not do to rely on the assumption
that ordinary methods applied to them at all.
The point is that different kinds of people
have different attitudes toward such mat-
ters. You might whip one of these cowboys
with your fists, but would he admit that he
was whipped?”

“He’d have to, I should think,” grinned
Baldwin.

“No more than you would admit a fair
whipping received from a Japanese jujutsu

expert administered through his peculiar
skill. You’d think he’d taken an advantage
of you.”

“And so he would have done.”

“You’d want to get even by trying him at
your specialty, wouldn’t you?”

“If I get what you’re aiming at, Massil-
lon, you mean that if I fight any more men
here, especially our cowboys—which isn’t at
all likely, I assure you—I’d best be prepared
to be shot. Is that it?”

Massillon shook his head. “We've got a
greater problem on our hands than I think
you realize, Baldwin,” he said. “I imagine
that most of the men around here are quite
willing to rely on fists and take a whipping
just like any one else, if they can’t give one.
On ordinary occasions I judge that they are
not any more dangerous or vindictive than
others. = Still——"

He paused and reflected before resuming.

“There’s a certain survival of custom and
instinct, if you can call it that. I’ve noticed
it here and there. There is a certain cau-
tious reticence at times, a meticulous atten-
tion to one’s own affairs apparent, that seems
to us overdrawn. There are also persons
who seem somehow to be set apart, in a
way of speaking. Such men as this Que-
mado, for example.”

“All of which is easily explained by the
fact that they are survivals,” said Baldwin.
“T assume that Quemado is a gunman who’s
peculiar conception of honor would require
him to kill any man who quarreled with him.
But what has that to do with me?”

But again Massillon shook his head. “I
think it’s deeper than that,” he said. “In
fact, I think Quemado would go out of his
way to avoid a quarrel—because a quarrel
may be so serious.”

“Well, I'm not likely to quarrel with him,”
said Baldwin. “I admit that I’d stand no
chance and I don’t intend to commit suicide
even if they hanged him afterward. As for
this other episode, it is finished. I've been
short tempered lately and forgot myself.
That’s all.”

Massillon trimmed the end of a cigar.
“I'm afraid this fellow may make further
trouble. Joanna and Marcella were talking
this morning about yesterday’s ride. They
were quite facetious but I gathered that
young Duncan is somewhat smitten with
Marcella. And you humiliated him in front
of her.”

“All the better for her,” said Baldwin.
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“Tt will show the worthless pup in his true
light, in case she has been taken with him.”

Massillon rose. “Perhaps. But it is just
possible, although I don’t think so, that he
has been inoculated with this—whatever it
is that makes a Southwesterner. In that
case he may be dangerous.”

Baldwin merely laughed.

A few days later a man rode up to The
Manor asking for Gretorix. He was a huge,
grizzled, rock-faced man, Scotch-Irish in
blood, a man whose character was like his
looks, rock hard, dour, straightforward.
Such a man as would take a course and keep
to it though the whole world opposed.

“Hiram Docherty,” Marcella told Joanna
as they saw him engage Gretorix in conver-
sation before the office door. “He owns
more sheep than any other man in this part
of the country. But he’s square.”

Out before the cottage Gretorix was lis-
tening to the sheepman’s proposals.

“We’re drivin’ north to the desert below
Elk Mountain,” Docherty told Gretorix.
“There ain’t no water down this way except
what you’ve got fenced above your reser-
voir. If T have to go up in the hills T’ll
be hard driven to get any unless I go way
back beyond Pajillito. What I was aimin’
to ask was, could we go through your fence
up on Hermosa Creek and water there? Of
course we’d tie up the wire and see that the
cattle didn’t git away and we’ll just water
and git right out again.”

Gretorix gave this some thought. “I don’t
see why you can’t,” he said. “There aren’t
any cows in that pasture now and we don’t
intend to put any there for some time. You
could cut the wire and drive to the creek
without scattering your flocks, I suppose?”

“Oh, we’ll herd ’em close,” said Docherty.

“I don’t aim to spoil your grass. And we’ll
pay fer the water, if you say so.”
“You’re welcome to the water. But you’ll

be careful not to let your sheep get away
and graze. If that’s understood, go ahead.”

Docherty gathered up his reins. “That’s
right neighborly, amigo,” he said. “I'm
thankin’ you fer it.”

This episode reached Marcella’s ears in
due time and set her thinking. She had not
seen Johnny Duncan since he had gone from
the ranch but Brad Carson had told her
that he was with Docherty and probably
would be with the sheep for the rest of the
season. It was probable that he would be
on this drive in some capacity or other.

She and Joanna were accustomed to riding
out almost daily and it was a simple matter
to turn their course toward the upper part
of the range above the reservoir when they
started out a few days later.

They skirted the great pastures, following
the outer fence and noting with interest the
contrast already apparent between the range
on one side the barrier and that on the
other. Outside the wire the sandy soil lay
bare and forbidding, with scattered, strag-
gling, short-stemmed bunch grass eaten al-
most level with the ground. Spiny prickly
pear cactus alternated with gnarled sage and
spiky yucca. Sheep trails crisscrossed the
plain in endless confusion of paths and on
the barbs of the fence fluttered tufts of white
wool where the animals had brushed along
it and tried in vain to gain the other side.

On that other side there was a difference.
Here the grass grew in strong tufts, scat-
tered but thriving. Even the cactus was
different, for Baldwin had sown freely since
he had come and now, among the spined va-
rieties there cropped numerous fat, warty
plants of the spineless kind developed by
Burbank. The soil had a warmth and life
that was utterly lacking in the open coun-
try, a more lively color and a vastly greater
capacity. In every swale that would hold
any moisture tall grasses were growing pro-
lifically, green and yellow in the sunlight.

As they rode along, the evidence of con-
verging sheep became more apparent. The
trails became a wild, tangled confusion until
the arid soil was beaten into dust which
sifted up from every step their horses took.
Along the fences the little tufted balls of
wool clung thicker, almost hiding the wire.

Finally, far ahead of them, they heard a
low, monotonous noise, the incessant, tone-
less baa-ing of countless sheep. It grew
louder as they went on until it filled the
air with a maddening, clamorous, senseless
complaint.

Then they came over a sharp rise, the
ridge separating the creek from the plain,
and before them beheld the rolling valley
crowded now with blatting imbeciles.

The wire ran along the ridge, well up on
their side. Outside of it, trickling along the
hillside in confused lines, hundreds and thou-
sands of sheep wandered, strolling along at
leisure, stopping to crop grass or to look
about them, jumping in sudden, idiot haste
and crowding to leap upon each other.
Swirling and drifting they meandered along
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the trails while dogs trotted on the flanks
of the flock and kept them moving in the
right direction. A man against the sky line
walked slowly along while another, lower
down, followed the flock.

Behind the man on the sky line followed
a wagon and a rider.

Below them the fence had been cut for a
width of about a hundred feet and through
it poured another flock, jostling, crushing
and blatting as they hurried to water. Dogs
raced around them and the herders called
and shouted to- keep them from spreading
wide over the lush-grass. Ahead the crystal
creek was fouled and churned to soup where
the animals trampled in it.

At the break in the fence sat a horseman,
a dark man wearing a sombrero. He was
silent and motionless, leaning on his saddle
horn as he watched the performance. It
was Gonzales, the Mexican fence rider for
this section of wire.

Joanna watched the scene fascinated. She
did not notice that Marcella, seeing her ab-
straction, had stolen another glance at the
wagon trailing along the sky line and stealth-
ily turned her horse. A moment later she
had ridden off, leaving Joanna alone.

Her horse at a gallop, Marcella climbed
the slope, and the rider behind the wagon
shortly saw her and turned back to meet
her. They came together on top of the ridge
and sat there conversing while the sheep
trailed on, spreading out in long lines to
crawl around the head of the valley where
the fence ended.

The wagon went on out of sight and the
sheep in the pasture crowded and swirled
forward toward the water. Those that were
satisfied were driven away and herded close
with dogs ranging vigilantly around them.
Others took their places in an endless rush of
bleating crowds.

“I’'m hard at it, you see,” said Johnny as
he swept a hand over the scene. Marcella
turned up her nose.

“You shouldn’t boast of it,” she replied.
“What sort of animal is that for a man to
associate with? But I didn’t come here to
discuss sheep. I want to know what hap-
pened between you and Gretorix.”

Johnny’s face darkened. “That’ll be all
right. He got the first round. I’d rather
not discuss it.”

“But I must know. Did he discharge you
and what for?”

“You know he didn’t.

T Anit

Then he
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insinuated it was because I was set up and
thought myself too good to do anything but
ride around and play squire to dames. I
told him he was a liar and a fool—and he
hit me.”

“You were both fools,” said Marcella
sagely. “But since you've taken to being
intimate with sheep I can expect nothing else
from you. But what are you going to do—
about him, I mean?”

“T don’t know,” said Johnny. “Whip him
the first chance I get, if I can.”

“I don’t think you can. But, anyhow,
you’re not going to 2

“Oh, I'm not going to lay for him and
bushwhack him with a gun. TI’ll get square
with him in a legitimate way. Darn it,
what’s Pancho doing?”

He looked down at the sheep in the pas-
ture. The flock, most of which had wa-
tered by now, instead of being turned to
the fence was milling in a vast jam not
far from the water. One of the herders was
standing idly, leaning on a rifle which he car-
ried. The other shouted something and
pointed toward the head of the valley across
the pasture. The Mexican at the gap in
the fence straightened suddenly in his sad-
dle.

Johnny broke away from Marcella and
spurred his horse down the slope. He waved
his hat and yelled, motioning in a wide
sweep.

“Get going, Garcia!” he yelled. The idle
herder looked up and waved in answer. The
dogs barked and dashed among the sheep.
The fence rider relaxed in his saddle.
Johnny rode back to Marcella.

The wagon had sunk below the sky line
and was out of sight. Far away the last
of the sheep trailing the hillside were disap-
pearing in the folds of the upper valley.

“Tll have to be getting along,” said
Johnny regretfully. “But don’t worry. I’ll
not kill Gretorix if you’d rather have him
alive.”

“I wish some one would kill him—or get
rid of him,” said Marcella. “Efficiency ex-
perts aren’t needed in this country yet. But
you be careful. Don’t let these sheep affect
you to any imbecility.”

“I won’t,” said Johnny with a laugh.
“And if I come back in a little while can I
come to the Forkhandle and see you?”

“Why, we wouldn’t even turn a sheep-
man away. You know that,” said Marcella.

“Docherty likes me,” said Johnny vaguely.
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“He hasn’t any children—and he and his
wife want to let go and go back to the old
country next year. I'm going to make
good here, Marcella. Would that make any
difference to you?”

“We'll see about it—when you make
good,” said Marcella.

Johnny held out his hand and she put
hers in it. He shook it frankly, wheeled his
horse and a moment later rode over the sky
line and down on the other side.

CHAPTER VII.

Joanna, watching the sheep, telt more and
more at peace with herself and her world.
The blazing sunlight and bracing air .made
for physical well-being and the sight of the
mauling, milling animals was interesting and
absorbing. She found herself laughing at
their crazy helplessness and marveling at the
intelligence of the tireless dogs. She did not
notice that Marcella was gone until some
time had passed. Then, seeing her far up
the hill talking to Duncan, she thought no
more of her.

But when Johnny had gone Marcella after
a moment rode to the crest of the ridge and
halted there to watch him as he galloped out
of sight following his wagon. Joanna again
did not notice but remained absorbed in
watching the sheep.

After Johnny had called and signaled to
the herders there was a moment of activity.
Joanna supposed that the sheep were about
to be driven out of the gap to take up
the trail of the other flock. But all they did
was mill about in apparent senseless confu-
sion while the dogs raced and yelped around
the bunched woollies.

One of the herders shouted to the other.
The man he addressed answered in an argu-
mentative way but the first speaker gesticu-
lated insistently. The other finally shrugged
his shoulders and turned. The dogs got an
order and sprang at once to work.

To Joanna’s amazement the sheep
straightened out and began to drift, a bell-
wether leading them. Straggling, running,
stopping, leaping, they scattered out and be-
gan to trail—not toward the gap in the wire
but up the valley along the course of the
little stream. They trampled and cropped
the lush grass cruelly and behind them as
they drifted on appeared barren lines of trail.

Startled she picked up her reins and her
dozing horse came to life. She began to

ride down to the pasture with some vague
idea of interfering.

But the fence rider was ahead of her. As
the course of the sheep became apparent he
came out of his trance with a shout. In
another instant he was whirling along out-
side the fence, crying orders to the herders
which they affected not to understand. The
sheep drifted along unmindful of his objec-
tions. Joanna spurred her horse and rode
faster.

Now the fence rider, seeing that the herd-
ers paid no heed to his orders, wheeled
again and started back on the run for the
gap. He pivoted through it on his horse’s
haunches and was off like a shot in the wake
of the sheep. Joanna, entering the gap be-
hind him, saw him range up alongside the
herder and engage in a heated argument,
Both of them waved their arms excitably
and oaths rose above the dispute.

The fence rider suddenly abandoned rea-
son and went on to force. He galloped away
toward the head of the flock, scattering stray
sheep ahead of him. He shouted and waved
his hat and a dog sprang at him, barking
and snarling.

But before he could make any successful
effort to turn the sheep the herder with the
rifle coolly raised the gun, aimed it carefully
and fired. The fence rider lurched in his
saddle, almost fell out of it, straightened
with a vast effort. His horse swerved, either
of its own volition or in response to the rein.
The sheep drifted on and the man with the
rifle stood there with it half lowered, ready
for another shot.

Joanna stopped with a jerk, her horse
plunging. She felt a vast astonishment, not
exactly shock but a simple noncomprehen-
sion. A man had been shot but she was un-
able to realize it for the moment. The
wounded man’s horse, wheeling, ears back,
nostrils distended, was rushing about in a
half circle, heading back toward her. The
man, crumpled up, clutched the saddle and
lurched to every leap of the animal.

Then she awoke to reality as the horse
thundered past her with snorting breath. She
saw the gray face above the saddle horn
and the black stain spreading on the man’s
denim jacket. His tangled black hair fell
over his face and his hat lay on the ground
back by the sheep.

The herder uncertainly raised his rifle
again. Joanna dragged her rein across her
horse’s neck and whirled the animal across
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the path the rider had taken, interposing her-
self between him and a second shot. The
herder pointed excitedly. The other man
was running back toward him, gesticulating.
The man who had fired the shot swept a
hand across his forehead, turned to the sheep
and whistled shrilly to the dogs. With every
evidence of haste they fell on the flock and
hurried it on at top speed.

Joanna tried to think but her mind was
blank. She did not know what to do though
she knew that she should do something.
There through the gap went the wounded
man and here his murderer hastened away.
There should be a warning and succor for
the victim but where was she to go to give
one or get the other? She looked around
for Marcella but the girl was nowhere in
sight.

First and foremost the wounded ‘man
needed help. Joanna comprehended that
and she also knew that his horse was run-
ning away. That offered her a clear course
and she took it. Wheeling, she roweled her
horse and settled down to catch the other.

The frightened animal had turned along
the fence and still was running but not with
the panic speed of his first flight. His sway-
ing rider still clung to the horn with the in-
stinct of the born horseman. He would not
fall until all strength departed from him.

Joanna settled in the saddle, her feet
straight against the stirrups, her knees loose.
The horse gathered his limbs beneath him,
laid out his head and took the ground in
great, tearing leaps. With rein loose, head
up, right hand swung out, the girl urged him
on with tapping spurs. At the gap in the
wire he swung out and Joanna let her right
knee swing against the leather while her left
foot swung out against the stirrup. It was
not park riding. It was the loose-seated,
perfectly balanced horsemanship of the
range. Her body lay in the saddle as in a
cradle.

The fence rider’s horse was slowing down
and she was gaining as the animal’s panic
left it. But the pounding hoofs behind
started him up again and she gained but
slowly. Along the fence they tore, the dust
around them and the wire sweeping past as
the wind beat in Joanna’s face.

Miles swept behind them and the man still
clung, though swaying drunkenly in the sad-
dle now. Leaping sage and yucca the girl
rode like a storm and ahead of her ran the
other horse, losing ground foot by foot. A

confident determination had succeeded to her
confusion of mind. Horror and panic had
gone.

Then as they tore up the long slope of a
rise another figure appeared suddenly on
the sky line, paused a moment. She heard
a cry, saw a hand flung up. Her horse was
closing on the runaway and the wounded
man was reeling from side to side.

The man ahead was cutting across the
path of the runaway. The fence rider’s horse
saw him, planted its feet, jolted to a sliding
stop, wheeled as though to dart away in
another direction and, as though concluding
that it was hopeless to escape, took a step
or two and stopped, head hanging, flanks
sweating and heaving. The man on his back
half turned and flopped with sodden loose-
ness to the ground.

Joanna’s horse was dragged to a stop.
The other man left his while it was still
running and landed on light feet beside the
fence rider. In another instant Joanna was
down beside him.

The man stooped over, tore the denim
jacket open, laid his hand on the Mexican’s
breast, shook his head and straightened up.
It was Quemado.

“That was a good ride,” he said quietly,
“but you were too late. He’s dead.”

Joanna was surprised to feel no shock.
Her interest was sober and practical as
though the expected had been discounted.

“I did my best,” she said.

“You couldn’t have helped him. Wonder
was that he lived at all. Must have come
some distance.” He glanced at her horse,
dripping and blown.

Joanna indicated with a nod of the head
the direction from which they had come.

“It happened back where they were water-
ing sheep. They’d cut a gap in the fence.
A sheep-herder shot him.”

“Who else was there?” asked Quemado.

“Nobody except the other herder. Mar-
cella Castro was with me but she went off
somewhere. The other sheep and a wagon
had gone on and were out of sight.”

Quemado straightened up and leaned
against his saddle. He pulled tobacco and
papers from a pocket in the breast of his
shirt and rolled a cigarette. The action,
casual in the face of tragedy as it seemed,
did not shock Joanna. She was taking the
matter coolly and impersonally herself.

“What’s to be done about it?” she asked.
Quemado for the first time appeared to give
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her his attention. His eyes came to rest on
her face and remained there, steady and
cool.

“You’ve got good sand,” he said contem-
platively. She felt slightly warmed by his
approval, even in face of the dead man.
“You’re not afraid to stay with that?”

A nod of the head indicated the corpse.
Joanna felt a little vague wonder because she
did not shudder nor feel any great emotion.

“No,” she said.

“T’ll have to go and close the gap—and
T’ll pick up Miss Castro. Will you wait o1
come with me?”

“T’ll wait.” .

Without another word Quemado turned
and swung into his saddle. A moment later
he was spurring back on her route almost as
fast as she had come. Joanna watched him
go until he was out of sight. Then, although
the still form of Gonzales lay there near her,
covered by Quemado with his saddle blanket,
she sat down with a strange absence of fear
and horror to think what all this upheaval
might mean to her and her ordered and
planned existence.

Quemado rode fast and mechanically and
he too was thinking, but it would have been
hard to guess what went on behind his still
features. Wild plans, vague and impulsive,
were, no doubt, half forming in his restless,
reckless mind; plans which swirled about a
girl with black hair and blue eyes—a girl
that was going to marry Gretorix.

He came up to the gap in the wire at last,
finding no signs of sheep except the place
where they had left the field. He mended
the breaks and turned back. He found Mar-
cella coursing anxiously about looking for Jo-
anna, and briefly told her what had occurred.

“Oh, what will this mean to Johnny!” she
whispered with suppressed horror. Quemado
shrugged his shoulders as he reined his horse
around and led the way back to Joanna.

They found her still sitting beside the
dead man, her hands in her lap. Marcella
was volubly sympathetic at what she im-
agined must have been Joanna’s terrible
ordeal but the latter simply smiled at her
agitation.

“I hardly think this is the worst of it,”
she said quietly. Her eyes met Quemado’s
and he nodded.

“What do you mean?” asked Marcella.

“This poor fellow’s death is bad enough
—but for me—us—I think it is only the be-

ginning. His death isn’t so bad as what it
means, is it?”

Quemado was fastening the gruesome bur-
den to the man’s horse while Joanna and
Marcella sat on their horses at a little dis-
tance.

Marcella was paler and more distressed
than Joanna.

“It will mean trouble, of course. But they
can’t blame Johnny—or Hiram Docherty.
They never dreamed of anything like this.
Why, I was with Johnny when he waved to
Garcia to take the sheep out through the
gap‘”

Yet she was wondering if Garcia would
not, in case he was charged with the crime,
swear that he interpreted Johnny’s motion
to mean that he was to <drive through the
pasture.

Quemado had mounted as she spoke.
caught the name she uttered.

“Garcia? Was that the herder who shot
him?”

“Yes,” said Marcella, paling still more.
“It was Pancho.”

Quemado laughed shortly. Joanna sud-
denly recalled that this was the Mexican
whose bride Quemado was said to have
stolen. But the fact struck her as having
small significance.

“Johnny had nothing to do with it,” Mar-
cella said as though she found it necessary
to bolster her own belief by iteration.

“Of course not,” said Joanna soothingly.
“We all know that.”

Quemado jogged behind them, leading the
horse burdened with the dead man. They
had taken the way through the fence offer-
ing a short cut to The Manor. Here and
there groups of broad-backed cattle grazed
peacefully.

“But will Gretorix know it?” Marcella
half whispered. “Johnny threatened him
the other day.”

“Nothing happened to Johnny,” said Que-
mado dryly.

Marcella flushed and Joanna smiled. A
few days ago the younger girl had been the
one who had directed, the experienced and
shrewdly capable guide of the other. Now
the roles were reversed in the most unex-
pected way. Joanna had acquired some in-
ward strength which was inexplicable.

And so they came to the house at last and
were greeted with stormy questions and
ejaculations. Joanna told the story quietly
and calmly while Ruth Massillon stared with

He
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pale face and parted lips and Marcella lis-
tened timidly. Massillon was stern and
quiet, Gretorix angry and stormy.

Quemado came up to the veranda as they
were still grouped about the girl, pelting her
with questions. He had turned his charge
over to others. It was to him that Massillon
turned for additional details but he could
not supplement Joanna’s story (o any extent
beyond telling what he had done. Yet Gre-
torix saw an opportunity to question his
actions.

“You say you followed the sheep and
made sure that they had left the field and
the fence was restored where they had gone
through,” he remarked. “Then you came
back and closed the wire where they had
entered. It seems to me that you were much
more anxious to mend fences inclosing an
empty field than you were to pursue the
murderer.”

Marcella stared at Gretorix in frank and
startled amazement. But Joanna merely
smiled in some contempt. Massillon frowned
but said nothing. He had been thinking
much of late, revising all previous opinions
of his manager and friend. He was still gath-
ering impressions and making up his mind
about him and was willing to let Baldwin
betray himself.

Quemado merely glanced flittingly at Gre-
torix and answered shortly.

“Why, yes. I’'m hired to ride and mend
fences; not to chase Mexicans with rifles.”

“Humph!” said Gretorix contemptuously.
“I see. Well, we’ll get the sheriff on the
phone and put him on the case.”

“I would,” said Quemado. ‘“And don’t
forget to tell him who did the killing.”

Gretorix wheeled about. “You know?
Who was it then?”

“The sheriff’s brother,” replied Quemado
with a smile.

For an instant Gretorix glared at him as
though to make some further observation
but he thought better of it and flung off
to the telephone.

While he endeavored to get his connection
Massillon turned to Quemado, looking him
over curiously. Some of his picturesqueness
had gone with his Mexican costume but even
in wool shirt and opened waistcoat, with
trousers tucked into high boots, the-man was
a splendid figure.

“What do you think was the occasion for
this affair, Mr. Fairfax?” he asked. Que-

mado leaned against a column of the veranda
and rolled a cigarette.

“Hard to say,” he replied rather indiffer-
ently. “Gonzales isn’t—or wasn’t—a friend
of the Garcias. He was a friend of mine.
Used to ride for my father. Then, Ramon
Garcia, the sheriff, owns sheep. The sheep-
men don’t like your fencing the range, you
know. Ramon doesn’t like Docherty, either.
Mix all that with a rifle in the hands of a
fellow like Pancho Garcia and you're likely
to get most any result.”

“But a bold murder like that, in the pres-
ence of witnesses! Surely, even though it is
his brother, the sheriff will act vigorously.”

“He sure will,” said Quemado with his
short laugh. “I’ll gamble that he’ll be over
here on the run and dragging Brother Pancho
behind him.”

Joanna broke in hastily. “Then you will
not be here to give your evidence?” she said.

Quemado’s eyes locked into hers.

“What makes you think I won’t be here?”
he asked.

“But—I thought that you and Garcia—
he’ll arrest you, won’t he?”

“No, ma’am,” said Quemado quietly. “He
won’t arrest me. Why should he?”

“About your—the girl his brother was
going to marry.”

Quemado broke into a soft laugh of pure
enjoyment. “Oh, yes! The Ramirez girl!
I'd plumb forgotten about that. Yes, he
might want to run me in for that. Guess I'll
just stick around in case he wants to serve
his warrant—providing he’s got one.”

Joanna was astonished and puzzled and
Marcella, to whom she turned for enlighten-
ment, seemed embarrassed and uncomfort-
able. Before anything further could be said
Gretorix strode out of the house.

“Garcia will be over in the morning,” he
said. “He was astonished to hear that his
brother was mixed up in the thing but as-
sured me that no family consideration would
deter him from doing his full duty. He
pointed out that the murderer, being on foot
and well known to the rest of Docherty’s
men, would be easily apprehended.”

“He sure will be,” said Quemado.
torix turned to him.

“Well, Fairfax,” he said, “we’ve heard
what you have to tell us and there doesn’t
seem to be anything material you can add
to Miss Thatcher’s account. You’d better
be getting back to your station at once.

Gre-
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Some of those sheepmen may cut wires at
cther places.”

“I’'m staying to see Garcia,” said Que-
mado.

Gretorix needed only a hint of opposition
to rouse his slumbering resentment. In-
wardly he had concluded that Quemado was
an overrated person and that most of the
stories told about him were legendary. His
conduct to-day stamped him, in Gretorix’s
opinion, as a ‘“four-flusher” with a reputa-
tion founded largely on bluff. With this
conviction added to the irritation roused in
him by a resentful recognition of the man’s
attraction he was not disposed to let his au-
thority be questioned.

“I’ve said that you aren’t needed here and
you are needed at your post,” he said em-
phatically. “Do you intend to obey orders?”

“No,” said Quemado casually and calmly.

Gretorix stood, oddly helpless. His mas-
terfulness was at fault. To discharge
Quemado was the obvious thing to do and
the one thing that would make him ridicu-
lous. He turned helplessly to Massillon and
found that gentleman eying him with a half
smile that was instantly wiped away.

“What do you intend to do?” he asked
because he could think of nothing else to
say.
“Nothing,” said Quemado. “I’m through.”

Then he too smiled and looked at Joanna,
catching her with a twitching lip. Gretorix
stalked furiously away.

CHAPTER VIII.

That evening, again restless and dis-
turbed by some premonition that alarmed
her, Joanna found no comfort in Gretorix.
He was sulky and irritated. Marcella also
was out of tune with her. She was worrying
about Duncan and things which Joanna did
not understand.

The coolness of the outer veranda offered
Joanna a refuge from her thoughts and she
wandered out there. The moon, now but a
thin, rising crescent, did not bring out the
shadow against a white blaze of light as it
often did. The night seemed softer than
usual, more sympathetic to her moods.

And then Quemado came, dressed again in
his Mexican costume, somber and overpow-
ering in its theatrical fitness to the occasion.
He came up on the veranda and though she
sat still on a bench behind one of the col-
« umns he seemed to sense her presence or to
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have faculties which enabled him to see in
the dark. At any rate he came directly to
her and sat down.

Joanna’s eyes fell on his hand which was
outstretched on the rail of the veranda where
a shaft of light fell through the French
doors. It was white, strong and well
groomed, like the hand of an artist, deft and
handsome, yet its appearance gave her a
shock. It reminded her of something she
had seen but could not place for the mo-
ment. Somewhere she had observed a hand
that resembled it, in circumstances which
were unnatural, a white artistic hand where
one would expect a far different sort. Que-
mado saw the direction of her glance and
withdrew the hand.

“I was wondering,” said Joanna, ‘“how
you managed to keep your hands so soft
and so free from tan. Mine are as dark
as an Indian’s.” She held one of them out,
displaying its slender fingers, barely tinted
by the sun to a delicate ivory tint.

“I wear gloves more religiously than you
do, I suppose,” said Quemado. “Can’t I tell
you about turquoises?”

“I don’t want to talk about turquoises,”
she said. “I know that you represent the
Indians in disposing of them because Mr.
Massillon told me about it. But I'd rather
talk about other things I am curious about
—if it isn’t forbidden?”

Quemado smiled back at her. “Nothing’s
forbidden,” he answered. “Only sometimes
we don’t like to discuss certain subjects for
one reason or another. But you say what
you like and if I don’t answer you can form
your own conclusions.”

“Well, I don’t know why you should be
so sensitive about hands, but if you are I'll
try something else. Is it a breach of good
taste to ask about—Miss Ramirez?”

“Not that I know of,” answered Quemado
with a chuckle. “She was well the last I
heard of her.”

Joanna was dazed.

“Is that effrontery or callousness?” she
asked indignantly. But Quemado was quite
unmoved.

“Merely the courage of my convictions,”
he said brazenly.

Joanna was moved by a great curiosity
and encouraged by several obvious inconsis-
tencies in what she had heard about the
man. She recognized that the abduction
with which he was credited must have em-
‘braced other factors than those she had
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heard or else the man would never be allowed
to come and go unchallenged.
“I wish you would tell me something

about Sefiorita Ramirez,” she said. “Is it
quite a romance?”
Quemado answered carelessly. “It was

something like that. However, there isn’t
much to tell. She was going to marry a man
and I carried her off. She didn’t marry him,
that’s all.”

“That’s all?
you?”

“Good Lord, no!” exclaimed Quemado. “I
wouldn’t marry her.”

Again she was puzzled and shocked, but
more puzzled than shocked. His bare words
hinted at a brutal and sickening disregard
for decency and humanity but beyond them
lay the puzzle of his cool indifference and
casual discussion of it all. On top of that
his face, with clean, perfect features, showed
no sign of a character in keeping with such
conduct.

“I don’t understand you,” she said help-
lessly. Again Quemado smiled.

“Tt isn’t necessary,” he answered. “Un-
derstanding and disillusion go hand in hand.
When you understand me—TI'll be sorry.”

“Oh, if you want to be a mystery,” she
said depreciatively.

“I certainly do. Mystery arouses interest
and if you find me mysterious you also find
me interesting. I’m egotistic’—he antici-
pated the thought in her mind. “I strive
for effect. If I get it I am satisfied.”

“What effect?” and then she instantly was
in a panic for his level eyes were on hers
and his were dancing with a fire that fright-
ened her. :

“What effect? Is it hard to guess? What
has my name suggested? I'm Quemado,
Miss Thatcher, and Quemado is—only the
name of a village? Isn’t it the name of one
who has burned? I’'ve burned—and the fire
has consumed myself because it had nothing
else to feed upon. You’re thinking I'm a
theatrical poseur, I know. Perhaps I am.
But you may indulge your curiosity if you
wish. T’ll tell you what you want to know
if you’ll ask.”

She heard the challenge, feared its signifi-
cance, feared the admission of interest and
yet could not resist.

“Well—what are you?” she half whis-
pered. “Why are you Quemado and what
have you done?”

“I’Xl Quemado because I was born near
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But didn’t she—marry—

the village of that name. It is mere coinci-
dence that Quemado also means something
else. Otherwise I suppose I am a very bad
man.”

She felt that he was tantalizing her and
flamed with irritation that he should have
the power. Theatrical poseur he had de-
scribed himself and that, no doubt, was ex-
actly what he was.

“I presume you have Kkilled men,” she
said, endeavoring to express her contempt.

“Three in orthodox single combat, several
others in general mélées,” said Quemado with
his exasperating calm. “Would you like to
have the list?”

“It should be interesting.” Her tone con-
veyed the fact that she accepted his asser-
tions as fabrications.

“All right. The first was when I was
eighteen. That was quite lawful, however.
The fellow was an escaped convict who un-
dertook to aid his escape by forcibly seiz-
ing my horse; he held me up on the road
with a gun. I received a reward for ‘beefing’
him, as the term goes.

“The second was a gentleman in Juarez
who dealt a brace game. He and I had dif-
ferences of opinion regarding one of his ma-
neuvers. In the confusion he got shot. I was
acquitted on the ground of self-defense.”

“Is that a justification?” she replied, some-
what sickened.

“Not at all. Of course I should not have
been engaged with such characters. How-
ever, he was earnest in his efforts to empty
a double-barreled derringer into me and I
was forced to do something.

“Number three was a Mexican. He was
intoxicated. His delusion was that he was
a tarantula and he was out to prove it. He
was mistaken in his estimate of himself, it
seems.”

“And you were again acquitted, I pre-
sume?”

“No, I wasn’t even indicted. The com-
munity was preponderatingly gringo and this
gentleman had annoyed it previously. This
time his conduct was more than usually ob-
jectionable since he had started his warfare
by cutting the throat of a girl with whom he
was in love. At the inquest they voted me
the regular bounty on lobos and I got ten
dollars for my trouble.”

“I think I’ve heard enough,” said Joanna
faintly.

“Those are the outstanding crimes,” said
Quemado. “The other murders were per-
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formed in the course of one or two military
adventures and an exploration. In addition
to those I stand credited with a number of
pranks which have occasionally annoyed the
critical but which did not result fatally, and
one abduction which you already know
about.”

“I do,” said Joanna in a stifled voice.
“You have succeeded, if that was your ob-
ject, in arousing a certain interest. I think
I shall recall these interesting anecdotes—
but—I don’t think you may flatter yourself
on the impressions aroused.”

“The truth is that it isn’t the actual crimes
themselves that horrify you,” said Quemado,
“but my flippant manner of recording them.
If somebody else told them, you’d probably
think they were a bit heroic, wouldn’t you?”

“I think not,” said Joanna dryly. “I
might discount the—the shooting, but that
abduction——" She shuddered. ‘“The cal-
lous brutality of it!”

But Quemado chuckled. “Why, you don’t
believe that. What about Young Lochinvar
and all the other bold heroes of romance who
have carried off their inamoratas? If you’d
be honest with yourself, the thing appeals
to you. I shouldn’t be surprised if you’d
rather thrill at the idea of being carried off
yourself.”

“But,” she cried, angry because there was
a slight degree of shrewd truth in the thrust,
“there was at least romance in those others.
In this—there is nothing but brutality. You
did not want the girl?”

“Certainly not,” said Quemado. “I
merely didn’t want the other fellow to have
her—and he didn’t get her.”

“And she went willingly?”

“She was tickled to death to go.”

“But—how could you take advantage—
desert her?”

“I? I never deserted her. She’s at my
ranch now, as happy as a queen.”

Joanna stared at him endeavoring to ex-
press something of her feeling of disgust and
contempt. But it had slight effect on the
debonair Quemado.

“You talk like a gentleman,” she said
slowly. “One would think you knew how to
be one. But it seems to utterly escape you
that what you have ‘told me makes your pres-
ence here an insult to me as it would be to
any decent girl.”

“All on account of an abduction?” he
asked.

“You are a rotten beast!” said Joanna

with slow distinctness and emphasis, so that
the full force of the words might take effect.
Quemado straightened but his eyes did not
flash nor his face flush. He was quiet and
calm as he answered.

“I wonder if you really think that. I
wonder if you know what you are talking
about. I wonder if you are so conventional
that you do not even thrill at the idea of a
real lover who would commit even crimes for
you—to win you. I wonder if your ideal is
actually—like Gretorix, we’ll say.”

“I’ve heard quite enough, Mr. Fairfax, I
think we had better go in.”

“If you choose. But I’m still wondering.
I’'m wondering if you would react as you
think to an abduction of yourself. Suppose
we try it?” :

“What?” It was a cry of mingled aston-
ishment and rage but there was a little fear
behind it.

“Why shouldn’ you have a real lover?
Why shouldn’t you learn to live and feel?
Why shouldn’t you be made to realize that
love is love, and not a mere mush of holding
hands in the moonlight.”

“What do you know of love?” demanded
Joanna, stifled with her anger.

“I know. I know that love is strife and
passion and life! I know that it isn’t billing
and cooing and holding hands. It’s fire and
batt’le and storm. That’s what love is with
me.”

“Take your sort of love to the Ramirez
girl!” Joanna choked. “It—it is gross and
horrible insolence!” She was walking rap-
idly toward the house where the others
awaited her. Quemado stood where she had
left him.

“I’ve brought it to you,” he said. He did
not raise his voice but she heard him. “And
what I give I do not take back. Gretorix
can’t have you!”

Startled and upset, seething with rage in
which was that undercurrent of fear, she
stopped as though she had been shot. Then
S?l(;! slowly retraced her steps to Quemado’s
side.

“What do you mean?” she asked.
are threatening—him?”

“I let no one stand in my way,” said
Quemado.

“You would—would kill him if I—?

“I said he should not have you. I have
said that T will take you whether you are
willing or not. You are not his; you are
mine. I have burned because I did not know

“You
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you and now ‘the flame is for you. But it
will burn any one who stands between you
and me.”

“But—but—merciful God! You would
not murder a man who never did you any
harm!”

“What greater harm could he do me?”

Joanna wrung her hands. “But this is
unthinkable! You’d make me responsible
for his life! It’s abominable—brutal! You
are surely not serious?”

At that anticlimax he laughed again, low
and softly. “Of course not—only in spots.
But——"

He suddenly laid that slim, white hand on
her arm and although he did not grip her or
exert pressure she had the sense of some-
thing steel strong. She glanced down at it
fearfully and at that moment, even in her
trepidation, she recalled what it reminded
her of. She remembered that hand which
Pieboy Rankin had laid upon Baldwin’s arm
in the moonlight those few days ago. It too
was white, deft and strong, though larger
and coarser than Quemado’s. Some hint of
what those hands meant among men whose
lives were coarsened by toil, whose hands
were rough with rope and branding iron,
came to her. And yet she did not under-
stand more than that the fact was sinister.

“What can I do?” she asked hopelessly.

“I’ll not kill him,” said Quemado with the
first show of emotion she had yet heard. It
was merely a sort of scornful roughness.
“You have yet to learn things. But I say
he shall not have you. Rather than that I'll
carry you off. That much I mean.”

Reassured she turned away again.

“Yowll never carry me off,” she said
quietly. And Quemado laughed.

She turned back once more and this time
did not stop, her beating heart and flaming
cheeks marking her agitation compounded
of fear, anger and a lurking, vivid anticipa-
tion that fed both and yet added another
thrill to her emotions which she would not
have dared to define.

And then came the sound of low singing
as Quemado walked away. She heard it and
laughed—a strangled, hysterical laugh, rec-
ognizing the burlesque ballad:

“Hassayampa Sam! As a babe he was awful

cute,

He was bottle fed on pizen juice and tiger’s
blood to boot.

He killed his nurse when two years old and
slew his brother Jim,

Then chewed his daddy’s finger off because he
scolded him.”

CHAPTER IX.

Early the following morning Joanna saw
from her window the arrival of two mounted
men driving eight or ten horses. One of the
men she recognized, with a shudder, as Ran-
kin. The other was a Mexican vaquero.
The horses, both those they rode and those
they drove were such as she had never seen
before even where thoroughbreds were com-
mon. Delicate of limb, fine of head, the
evidences of royal breeding were plain to
the most casual view. She readily surmised
that these were the Arabs which Quemado
was to sell to Mr. Massillon.

Before they were driven to the horse pas-
ture the cowboys gathered outside to look
at them but there was something in their
grouping and the alert yet seemingly care-
less way in which they kept together that
hinted at another case of expectant caution.
Quemado came out of the cottage and they
fell back, letting him have a clear field.

Irritated at her interest she did not pause
to watch what happened but dressed hur-
riedly and went down. She saw Marcella
standing on the veranda talking to Bradley
Carson who had ‘come over from the cottage.
Looking out on the rear court toward the
cottage she saw that the horses were being
driven away across the fields while the men
were lounging back to their place. Nearly
all of them seemed to be making no prepara-
tion to go to work, although they should
have been gone before this under ordinary
circumstances.

Then Marcella came in and Carson
walked away. Joanna waited to hear the
news.

“It was Quemado’s horses,” said Marcella,
which was no news.

“But—wasn’t there something else?”

Marcella looked at her furtively, wonder-
ing what she had seen or guessed.

“What makes you think so?”

“I don’t know. I was looking out the win-
dow and there was something about the way
the men looked—and stood s

“We’re all getting the fidgets, I guess,”
said Marcella with a short laugh. “You've
caught the prevailing disease. Every time
any one connected with Quemado comes
around there’s an atmosphere of ‘Hist! The
plot thickens!” It’s all nonsense!”

“But Carson was talking to you?”
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“Yes, he was and he’s as silly as the rest.
The whole crew are gaping because the man
that came with Rankin is Ramon Gonzales,
one of Quemado’s men. It’s quite natural
that he should come and utterly silly to
think there’s anything behind it. He couldn’t
have heard that his brother was killed, of
course, until he got here and certainly
Quemado couldn’t have sent for him on that
account. Yet to hear these fools you’d think
he anticipated the whole thing and planned
to have Ramon on hand for the inquest.”

“His brother!” ejaculated Joanna. She
chilled in a vague anticipation of disaster
and trouble.

“Well, he’s here—and there may be trou-
ble, of course, though I don’t suppose he’ll
start anything with Garcia and all his friends
on hand. There aren’t many Gonzaleses in
the country around here and there are a
mess of Garcias and Ramirezes. If it wasn’t
for Quemado and Piebo 2

“What will they do?” asked Joanna.

“Oh!” impatiently, “they probably won’t
do a thing. But every one always stands
around with mouths open expecting fire-
works wherever that Quemade appears in
anything. He’s sent Gonzales over with the
horses and Pieboy, too, so it’s quite evident
he’s trying to avoid trouble and not make
it. And—it would be just as well, Carson
dropped a hint—we’d better avoid letting
Garcia know that they are here.”

“Of course,” said Joanna, relieved to
know that Quemado was peacefully inclined.
“And has he gone, too?”

“No,” said Marcella shortly.

“But surely he will not face the sheriff
after that affair with the Ramirez girl!”

Marcella broke out impatiently. “Look
here, Joanna, you’re thinking too much of
that picaro. He’s getting on your mind like
he does on every one else’s. I wish he’d
take his infernal looks and his reputation
dOWI} to the Rio Grande and drown him-
self.’

“But I don’t understand his effrontery,”
persisted Joanna.

“Oh, I know you don’t. Well, there’s
probably something else to the story. Any-
way, Garcia doesn’t dare arrest him, that’s
all T know. He’s had plenty of chance this
year back. And Quemado probably won’t
do a thing but hang around and dare him
to do anything.”

And later, when Garcia did arrive with a
posse of deputies, it did seem that Marcella

was right. Quemado was present when.the
sheriff entered the bunk house and took pos-
session of the body and he remained calmly
about in spite of Garcia’s evident agitation
which seemed to be mingled of uneasiness
and anger. He made no overt move but
sauntered up with the others behind the
posse as Garcia bustled importantly to the
veranda and summoned the witnesses to
question them about the murder.

He was abrupt and cursory, listening to
Joanna’s story politely but impatiently.
When Marcella gave her statement he smiled
and nodded his satisfaction, pressing her
slightly when she told of Duncan’s signal
to the sheep-herder and forcing her to
acknowledge that she had ridden over the
brow of the hill and did not see the shoot-
ing. Yet the thing seemed clear enough.

The Massillon cowboys were serious,
grouping behind the inscrutable Quemado
who made no move nor uttered a sound
though he stood in full view of Garcia, who
pointedly ignored him.

“There will be an inquiry—it is neces-
sary,” said Garcia, after his brief investiga-
tion. “The magistrate at Hillsdale will hold
it. The sefioritas will come? It grieves me
to trouble them but—they will recognize the
importance?”

“Of course,” said Joanna.

“Of course, Garcia,” said Quemado,
speaking unexpectedly and for the first time.
“They’ll be there. So will others.”

Garcia turned snarlingly. “You, perhaps,
Senor Quemado?”

“You’re shouting,” said Quemado calmly.

“Bueno!” retorted Garcia with a grin that
showed his teeth. “We will welcome Sefior
Quemado!”

Quemado smiled and flecked the ash from
his cigarette. A moment later the posse de-
parted, taking the body of the dead man.

During the rest of the day Joanna kept to
the house. =~ Quemado had disappeared and
after a while the cowboys rode off to their
various duties. VYet, somehow, although a
somnolent quiet seemed to settle over the
place Joanna felt that something was seeth-
ing beneath the surface. In this apprehen-
sion she was confirmed by Marcella’s anx-
ious face. The girl seemed to anticipate the
arrival of some one and was continually go-
ing out to the veranda to watch the road.

In the afternoon her vigil was rewarded
by the arrival of three men, one of whom
was her father. The others were Blenkin-
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ship and another cattleman who ranged in
their neighborhood.

They asked for Baldwin Gretorix and
Massillon and sat on the rear veranda talking
about the affair. Marcella seemed more
than ever anxious after greeting her father
and Joanna wondered until her curiosity
forced a question.

“Oh, don’t you see!” said Marcella. “I
don’t know what tales these Mexicans are

spreading. But I'm worried about Dun-
can.”

“But he didn’t do it,” said Joanna in sur-
prise.

“I know he didn’t. But—-"

Suddenly she grasped Joanna's arm. “We
can sneak up to the French doors opening
out of the dining room and listen. They’re
talking out there. I want to hear.”

Joanna was curious too and in spite of her
feeble scruples she interposed no objection
but joined Marcella in a stealthy approach
to the listening post of the half-open win-
dow. Here they bad no difficulty in hearing
what was being said.

Massillon and the cattlemen were doing
little of the talking while Baldwin was
speaking in a positive, dominating way.

“The thing points to only one conclusion
to my way of thinking. This remittance
man went away from here threatening me.
You heard him, Arnold? I don’t say Doch-
erty knew anything about it although I'm
aware he resents our fencing the range. He
asked for permission to water his sheep and
I gave it as a matter of course. But Dun-
can was sore and he seems to have signaled
that fellow. If it was done deliberately, as
it seems to have been, he was behind it, I'm
sure.”

“Do you hear that?” Marcella cried un-
der her breath. “What did I tell you?”

She had told Joanna nothing but the latter
was startled at Gretorix’s plain accusation.

“I'm not advocating trouble with the
sheepmen,” went on Baldwin, “but I’m going
to see that this Duncan is punished. He’s
as guilty as Garcia in my opinion.”

The third cattleman interjected a remark.
“What about Docherty, though?”

Baldwin was surprised. “But he didn’t
authorize it, I’'m sure. There is no need to
drag him in.” :

“Yeah!” said Blenkinship dryly. “But
I'm thinkin’ he won’t stay out. I know Hi
Docherty.”

“So do I,” said Castro with equal dryness.
Massillon said nothing.

“But what has he to do with this?” de-
manded Gretorix.

“Hi just naturally hates to be neutral,”
said Castro vaguely.

“You don’t mean he’d shelter a criminal?”

“Depends on what you call a criminal.
To my way of thinkin’ all sheepmen are sort
of criminal and they sort of hang together
just like honest men do. This thing looks
like it might have what you could call re-
actions, that a way, so we aim to wander
over here and sit in on it—on the cow side
of the fence, so to speak.”

“But I don’t see——"

“I reckon you’ll see Hi Docherty and his
men and maybe some of the other sheepmen
ridin’ in ‘here before long. I don’t know
how they’re goin’ to take it or what they’ll
aim to do. We’re sort of hopin’ it will be
confined to this here Mexican and that us
natives won’t need to mix in it. But if we
do—__”

He left the consequences to be conjectured
and the others also were silent. Then Mas-
sillon spoke.

“We don’t want to make any trouble be-
tween sheepmen and cowmen,” he said
quietly but conclusively.

“I reckon we know how you feel, Mr.
Massillon,” said Castro. “We don’t want
any. trouble ourselves. But if Duncan did
it____’)

“There’s no doubt he did it,” said Bald-
win.

Marcella shook with sudden rage. “The
beast!” she whispered. “Oh, if Quemado—
or Pieboy ”  She did not finish the sen-
tence but Joanna thought she understood.
She led the girl away from the door.

“He’s prejudiced, I think,” she said sooth-
ingly. “But he will not do anything to make
trouble, I'm sure. He has no proof.”

But Marcella greeted this scornfully.
“You don’t know what you’re talking about,”
she said passionately. “I tell you, Joanna,
if you’re going to marry that man take him
out of this country where he doesn’t belong
and can’t understand. He hasn’t an idea
what he’s doing.”
~ “But what is he doing? I know that this
accusation is outrageous but it doesn’t
amount to anything.”

“Doesn’t? With that treacherous Mexi-
can holding the sheriff’s office!l Why, you
poor, silly child, do you suppose for an in-
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stant that Garcia won’t save his brother by
laying the whole thing on the first avail-
able scapegoat—and that’s Johnny!”

A great light began to dawn on Joanna.

“But he couldn’t!”

“Why not, with these idiotic sheep and
cattlemen ready at any time to believe the
worst of each other? Didn’t you hear father
say he hoped they could keep out of it and
didn’t you understand that? They don’t
like Mr. Massillon worth a cent but he’s a
cowman, anyway. And Docherty’s a sheep-
man. If they accuse Johnny, what will hap-
pen?”

“I don’t know,” said Joanna feebly.

“Docherty’ll never let them take him—
because Johnny’s a sheepman, now! And
the cowmen will take him! Can’t you see?”

“T believe I do,” said Joanna in a whisper.

“Oh, what em 1 going to do about
Johnny?” moaned Marcella despairingly.
But Joanna’s mind was on other things and
her eyes on the green field of lucerne below
them, through which was riding a man,
slouching sidewise in his saddle. The sight
matched her thoughts, which seemed to
gravitate inevitably to the one cobject.

“There’s Quemado,” she said.

Marcella looked up and her face lightened
at some thought of her own. “Quemado!
You'’re right, Joanna. He did say that noth-
ing would happen to Johnny. Maybe he can
do something.”

“But surely you wouldn’t go to him?”

Marcella snapped her head aloft, reck-
lessly. “I’d go to anybody to stop this
thing. And why not? Quemado’s the very
man.”

“Well,” said Joanna resignedly indicat-
ing the horseman, “here he comes.”

Quemado had crossed the field and was
entering the road leading up the house. He
came leisurely, as though he had no troubles
nor was ever agitated by thoughts of slender
girls with gray eyes and black hair. He
seemed detached, remote and serenely capa-
ble.

Marcella was off the veranda with a whirl
of short skirts and Joanna, half startled, fol-
lowed her more slowly. She saw her come
in front of Quemado’s splendid horse and
saw him drop from the saddle to listen to
her excited pleas. As she came nearer he
shoved his flat-brimmed hat back on his head
and smiled down on the girl, indulgently and
kindly.

“Mr. Fairfax,” Marcella was saying

breathlessly, “you know what’s going on,
don’t you?”

“I might know—but perhaps you’d better
tell me,” he answered.

“I mean about Johnny Duncan and Gar-
cia and the cowmen. Oh, you do know!
You’re not a fool tenderfoot like this Gre-
torix!”

“That’s what Johnny called him—fool,
isn’t it?” and Quemado lifted his eyes to Jo-
anna as she came up, his faint smile taking
her into the conversation.

“He’s not exactly a fool,” said Joanna,
impelled to defend because she felt guilty of
treachery to Gretorix.

“I know it,” said Quemado. “Well, you’re
worrying about Johnny and I reckon Greto-
rix thinks Johnny’s a bad egg, doesn’t he?
Might even charge him with killing Gon-
zales, I suppose?”

“You know he will,” asserted Marcella.
“And that filthy Garcia will back him up.”

“T doubt it,” said Quemado musingly. “I
rather doubt it.”

They waited as he began to roll a ciga-
rette, smiling down at his hands, one of
which, the right, was gloved while the other
was exposed and brown.

“I thought I told you nothing weuld hap-
pen to Johnny,” he said idly. Marcella
blazed with sudden triumph.

“Was that a promise?” she demanded.

“A prediction,” said Quemado. “But I
can repeat it.”

“Quemado,” said Marcella joyously, “I
could kiss you for that!”

But Quemado only cocked an eye at Jo-
anna. ‘“You’d be shocking folks around
here,” he answered. “And Johnny might
not like it.”

But Joanna was not as ready to accept
him as an oracle as Marcella was.

“What are you planning to do?” she asked
and recognized at once the folly of it. He
would not tell her, of course.

But he merely laughed, frankly, as though
taking them both under his care and into his
confidence. :

“Why, Miss Thatcher,” he said, “I never
plan anything. I always act on impulse—
even when I carry off despairing brides from
the altar. You know that!”

“I don’t care how you act,” said Marcella
confidingly. “You’ve promised, Quemado,
and if anything happens to Johnny——"

“T’ll get the blame. Well, all right. But
you'd better tell him to keep in the court-
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house at the inquest. And you keep him—
and Miss Thatcher—inside, too. The streets
are hot—you know—these days.”

Marcella’s tongue slid over her lips as she
looked at him. “How about the other
men?” she asked huskily.

“Well, I don’t think the matter’ll concern
any of our people. Doesn’t seem so to me,
anyhow. Of course you never can tell but
I’d say this was a matter to be settled be-
tween the Garcias and the Gonzaleses.
Wouldn’t you?”

Again Joanna felt baffled and anxious, as
though there were a significance behind the
casual comments which was serious and yet
concealed. Marcella seemed to understand
but she could not. Uneasy, she turned to
walk back to the house and Marcella and
Quemado came with her, the latter stepping
between the two. She could not avoid a
little thrill at the closeness of her contact
with him. It was as though she ventured
close to a peril which frightened and yet
drew her.

He seemed to know how he affected her
and when they came to the veranda he
stepped back and took off his hat.

“I'll be drifting along now,” he said.
“Don’t worry about Johnny or your father,
Marcella. And, Miss Thatcher -

Joanna met his eyes, uncertain whether
that was a twinkle she saw in them or
whether it was a smoldering fire. And in his
voice was what warning and what threat?

“We probably shall not meet again—until
the next abduction. Haste luego!”

He turned and was gone and Marcella
stared first at his departing figure and then
at Joanna who had flushed and then turned
pale.

“Hasta luego?” she repeated and then ren-
dered it in English. “Until soon! And he’s
talking about an abduction.”

She burst into a sudden, wide-eyed excite-
ment. “Joanna! He meant you! Hell
do it! He'll do it!”

But Joanna, pale to the lips, was scorn-
ful. “Nonsense,” she said. “Do what?”

And then Marcella laughed, half fright-
ened and half gleeful.

“Oh, if he only would! It'd be glori-
ous!”

And Joanna gasped in amazement that
this girl who had once enlightened her as to
Quemado’s true character should now be
joyful over such a horrible possibility. And

why was it that she, Joanna, felt a stir, a
thrill of shivering anticipation?

“QOh, you silly little fool!” she exclaimed
and ran into the house.

CHAPTER X.

They saw no more of Quemado that day
nor did he appear on the following morn-
ing while the people at the ranch were gath-
ering to attend the inquiry at Hillsdale.
They heard of him, however, and that early
enough. The first early risers found Brad-
ley Carson waiting to dispense the news.
This he had ready for the ears of Gretorix
and Massillon.

“Had you paid for those horses Fairfax
brought in yesterday?” he asked seriously.

“T think not,” said Massillon and turned
to Gretorix for confirmation.

“No, I hadn’t. He seemed in no hurry
and we hadn’t even looked them over. He
was to put them in the pasture until we got
around to it.”

“They put ’em in the pasture all right.
Took ’em up to that flat below the reservoir
and turned ’em in. But they ain’t there
now.”

“Aren’t there?
out?”

“No, they ain’t got out.
out.”

“Stolen!”

“Well, if they weren’t paid for I wouldn’t
exactly go so far as to say they was rustled.
Depends on whether they belonged to you
or to Quemado.”

“What do you mean? We’re liable for
them, of course. There was a night herd
there, wasn’t there?”

“Oh, yes, there was a night herd. He says
he was roped and hog tied so’s he can’t say
who did it. But he thinks it was an Injun
that bushwhacked him. He didn’t have a

b3

Do you mean they’ve got

They was took

“I’ll see that they carry guns hereafter,”
stormed Gretorix. “Well, what was done?
You got on the trail at once, didn’t you?”

“Well, I aimed to, but I sort o’ changed
my mind.”

“Changed—see here, Carson, you aren’t
telling me you were afraid to follow those
thieves?”

“No,” said Carson, grinning amiably. “I
wasn’t so much afraid as I was dubious. I
allowed I’d better come on in and find out
whose horses was lifted before I started any-
thing.”
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“But, man, it doesn’t make any difference.
They were in our charge.”

“That’s right. But if the fellow that
owned ’em came and got them I reckon we
couldn’t have him arrested for stealing them.
Seeing the fence rider up that a way wasn’t
hurt except for his feelings I reckoned I'd
better go slow. Chasing Pieboy around that
a way ain’t no ladylike sport, I'm telling
you.”

“Pieboy!
was in itp”

“Listen!” said Carson at last coming to
the point. “Pieboy and Gonzales went with
Quemado to drive those colts up. Quemado
picked the field although he might have
herded them a lot nearer the house. The
tracks they left are all over the place. Well,
there was three men drove the horses
through the wire last night. One wore moc-
casins and must have been the Injun that
lass’ed the fence rider. The other two were
Quemado and Pieboy or else they rode
Quemado’s and Pieboy’s horses. They cut
the wire and headed right straight north into
the hills.”

“But Quemado and Pieboy! Why should
they steal their own horses?” demanded the
bewildered Gretorix. :

“Ask some one that knows,” said Carson
as he started away. ‘“But, just guessin’ I'd
reckon that it was because they’ve got some-
thing up. Quemado ain’t selling you any
horses, it seems, and I guess he just indulges
in a little humor of his own showin’ you that
he’s called the deal off.”

“Why, the insolent scoundrel ” began
Gretorix furiously. He was checked by Mas-
sillon.

“That will do, Baldwin. Your conduct
of the whole affair hasn’t been very happy, I
think. Now, no harm’s been done and we’ll
let the matter drop. I’ll not have you or
any one else working for me quarreling with
Fairfax. You understand that!”

Gretorix nodded sullenly and Carson, who
had turned around and hesitated as he heard
Massillon’s  words, grinned queerly and
walked on.

Massillon’s big car would hold them all
and after breakfast the three cattlemen and
the four from the ranch who were to attend
the inquiry drove off in it on their way to
Hillsdale. None of the cow hands went,
however. Carson hinted at the reason when
he returned to the cottage.

“Say, the Old Man said he didn’t want

D’you mean to tell me that he

none of us quarreling with Quemado, mean-
ing Baldy, chiefly, I reckon. Well, he don’t
need to admonish me.”

“I guess we ain’t none of us missing any-
thing we have to go asking him for,” agreed
Slippery Wilkins. “And while I was aiming
to go down to Hillsdale I reckon I've changed
my mind. Quemado said yesterday that he
figured this killing was a strictly Mexican
affair and it would be a sure enough breach
of etiquette for us folks to go squandering
into it. Seeing he feels that way I reckon
I stick to work to-day.”

On the way to Hillsdale nothing appeared
to rouse any question in the minds of the
party from the ranch except the presence
on the road, after they had gone some dis-
tance, of a more than usual number of pe-
destrians and horsemen. This was not sur-
prising, for news of the event had gone
around and people would be attending the
inquiry from motives of curiosity. Yet Cas-
tro and Blenkinship and their companion
were alert to notice certain signs which
caused their mouths to set grimly. A num-
ber of people whom they passed wore weap-
ons.

“The clans are gatherin’!” said Castro
when he had seen the signs of preparation.

“What do you mean?” asked Joanna,
alarmed, but the men did not answer. In-
stead, Marcella spoke.

“Pop, Quemado says this is a Mexican
baile, exclusively,” she said hurriedly. “He
told me and Joanna to keep inside and to tell
you to do the same.”

Blenkinship and Castro and their friend
considered this with portentous solemnity,
interrupted by Gretorix’s impatient scoffing
from where he sat at the wheel.

“This infernal Quemado has a lot to do
with it. He and his pet bandit were busy
stealing their own horses from our pasture
last night and are probably a long way off
by now. What’s all the melodrama about,
anyway?”’

The cattlemen did not answer the ques-
tion although they were interested in Que-
mado’s latest vagary.

“Looks like he was laying relays for a
get-away, maybe,” hazarded Blenkinship
and the others nodded.

“If that’s the case I reckon we better lay
low and pass the word around until we see
what happens,” said Jake. “I’m free to state
that I don’t want to see no stock war started
again.. This country’s outgrown that.”
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“I see there’s quite a passel of Mexicans
comin’ in, too,” said the third cowman.
“Some of them’s connected with one and
more with the other. Garcia can swing most
of the county, of course.”

“Looks like Quemado was right,” said
Blenkinship and the other two agreed
sagely. The three from the ranch remained
puzzled and uninformed. Massillon tried to
gain enlightenment with a question.

“What does it mean, if I may ask?” he de-
manded.

“It means that if Quemado is goin’ to mix
in it I'm right willing he should throw his
loop without me cuttin’ his throw. That
goes for all of us I reckon.”

After that their progress was slower be-
cause every now and then one or other of
the cattlemen asked to have the car stopped
while he got out and spoke to some acquaint-
ance met on the road. These invariably
asked a few laconic questions and then
nodded as though in agreement, after which
the passenger returned to the car and they
drove on.

At Hillsdale they found the street showing
unusual signs of life. Yet there was no ex-
citement apparent. Little groups of men
stood around, talking quietly among them-
selves. Some were sheepmen and some rais-
ers of cattle and they gravitated together
according to their affiliations. With either
group were men who could be identified as
sheep-herders or cow-punchers, most of the
former being Mexicans and the latter about
equally divided between the two races. Al-
thdugh on previous trips to the town Joanna
bad rarely seen an armed man she was now
conscious that weapons were common. Yet
the really substantial men of either party,
such as their three.guests, were quite un-
armed.

Then they saw Docherty standing close
to the courthouse entrance and with him
were Duncan, a number of Mexicans and
half a dozen Americans. They appeared to
be grimly ready for anything that might turn
up. Castro saw them and turned to Mar-
cella.

“You know that young fellow, daughter?
Well, suppose you go over there and tell
Docherty what you told me. And say me
and my friends are goin’ to wait to see what
Quemado is doin’.”

Marcella jumped from the car and ran
over to the group. Johnny Duncan stepped
forward with both hands held out and she

extended hers to him, at sight of which Cas-
tro’s eyebrows went up. But he said noth-
ing although one of his companions mut-
tered:

“Looks like there might be another com-
plication, Jake.”

Marcella after her greeting hurriedly gave
her message. Although she knew more of
Quemado than Joanna did she was surprised
at the plain evidences of relief, mingled with
a certain expectant curiosity which greeted
her rendering of Quemado’s apparently cas-
ual estimate of the affair. Docherty briefly
questioned her as to what had happened as
she talked to Duncan just before the murder
and she gave her story.

“That’s about as we got it,” he said.
“Run along, young lady, and ask your fa-
ther to step over here, will you?”

When he got the message Jake obeyed
without any hesitation. He and Docherty
met in front of the group of sheepmen and
shook hands. Neither was armed.

All about them lounging cow hands and
sheep-herders directed furtive glances at
them under cover of assumed indifference
and idleness. In doorways of adobe houses
Mexicans lounged. In front of every can-
tina and shop more of them stood about. In
front of the adobe jail across the street from
the dingy courthouse several armed men
lolled sleepily.

“If it’s a Mexican row we keep out of it,
Jake,” said Docherty briefly. Jake nodded.

“I reckon that’s it. But we got to figure
that Garcia will lay it to Duncan, I guess.”

“Two of my herders left me with Garcia
right after news came,” said Docherty. “One
of them was the man who was with him and
the other was drivin’ the wagon. “They lit
out fer town and I reckon we can guess that
they’ll be here as witnesses and what they’ll
say.”

“This fellow Gretorix makes it right bad,”
commented Jake.

“He ain’t got any sabe, I reckon.
he know what he’s likely to start?”

“Don’t seem to know nothing,” said Jake.

“Can’t you gentle him any?”

“Reckon we can try. Anyway, you can
handle Garcia.”

“Sure! I'll pass the word among the boys
that there’s nothing doing, then.”

Castro nodded and went back to the car.
The others seemed to take the result for
granted though they also looked relieved.

“Well, what’s all of it about?” asked Gre-

Don’t
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torix, who was eaten up with curiosity and
a vague uneasiness.

“We was just talkin’ about the fact that
there isn’t any but Mexican evidence against
Duncan—and, under the circumstances,
that’s worse than none. The Mexicans, of
course, won't do anything to him although
they’ll probably let Garcia off clean. Un-
less some one else brings a charge against
him I reckon there won’t be no trouble.”

“But I'm going to tell about his threaten-
ing me,” declared Gretorix.

“I reckon you better not,” said Castro.
“You ain’t aiming to accuse him of ordering
that killing, are you?”

But Gretorix was nothing if not stubborn.
“Not on your life,” he began hotly. Then
Massillon interrupted quietly.

“You’ll keep out of this, Gretorix, or you
and I part company right now. I've been
seeing evidences of a certain lack of tact in
you lately. You know as well as I do that
that boy had nothing to do with the killing.”

“Well, maybe not,” said Gretorix, grudg-
ingly. “I don’t say he did. Still, I think
I ought to give evidence.”

“Man!” his employer burst out in utter
disgust, “can’t you see what’s as apparent
as the nose on your face? Don’t you know
that you may start trouble here that will re-
sult in a local feud? You understand me!
You give no evidence at all!”

Gretorix turned red and sat back stiffly.
“Oh, if you insist!” he said angrily.

They all went into the courthouse, a dingy
structure which lent no dignity to justice.
In a dirty room furnished with a desk and a
row of benches a local magistrate sat. He
was a swarthy Mexican, conscious of his im-
portance but courteous.

Apparently the man already was going
into the matter in a most informal way. A
number of Mexicans sat on the benches and
two stood before the magistrate together with
the sheriff, Garcia. These men were volubly
telling their story and Joanna listened to it
in amazement.

They stoutly maintained that Sefior Dun-
can had given orders that the sheep, after
watering, should be driven through the pas-
ture and out at the upper end. The one who
had been with the flock said that he had re-
ceived such orders together with Garcia. The
other, the driver of the wagon, corroborated
him.

Then the herder swore that Gonzales, the
fence rider, had first attempted to turn them

back and, as they were obeying, had ridden
among the sheep, scattering them. When
they remonstrated he had drawn a pistol and
fired. Only then had Garcia shot in self-
defense.

Joanna, amazed and horrified, jumped to
her feet with a protest. Instantly the mag-
istrate stopped the witnesses and turned
urbanely to her.

“The sefiorita can throw some light on this
distressing affair? That is well. We will
be grateful for her evidence.”

Reassured, Joanna began to tell what she
had seen. She pointed out that Gonzales
had had no weapon and that he certainly
had not shot at either of the men. She also
swore that he had not attempted to turn the
sheep until his remonstrances with Garcia
had been ignored. Neither had she seen
Duncan give any signal to them.

Then Marcella chimed in with her ac-
count. Through it all the magistrate listened
politely although the Mexicans broke in with
fervid protestations that the sefioritas were
mistaken, that they had not seen all. At the
end the magistrate indicated a revolver that
lay on his desk.

“And the sefiorita who testifies that the
man Gonzales was unarmed, can she explain
this which was picked up after the affair in
the pasture? It has two cartridges dis-
charged.”

But Joanna could only shake her head.
She had never seen the gun. The men be-
hind her grinned derisively. Planted evi-
dence was nothing new to them.

“It is regrettable that there should be such
discrepancy,” said the magistrate with what
seemed real concern. “Is there none other
who has anything to say?”

He looked pointedly at Gretorix. The
latter turned red but mindful of Massillon’s
command said nothing.

The jefe went on smoothly.

‘“There is testimony which appears to shift
some of the responsibility to the shoulders
of Sefior Duncan, but it is not apparent that
he anticipated any violence. It seems that,
at the most, he was guilty of ordering a tres-
pass upon the property of Sefior Massillon
and unless the sefior makes a charge against
him”—Massillon shook his head as the
magistrate paused inquiringly—“there would
not appear to be any reason to hold him.
As for the man Pancho Garcis, the evidence
is conflicting and in view of that fact I will
hold him in two thousand dollars bail for
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the action of the grand jury. There will be
no difficulty, I presume?”

The last was directed to the sheriff, Ra-
mon Garcia, who smiled.

“There will be none,” he remarked.

“Then, Sefior Sheriff, if you will have the
goodness to produce the prisoner for arraign-
ment we will conclude the affair.”

Garcia bowed and went out. The rest
turned and went slowly into the corridor.
The cattlemen were grinning sardonically
and exchanged a few comments.

“The sheriff wasn’t any too pleased.”

“He was countin’ on Massillon’s standin’
pat, of course. Nothing they’d like better.”

“Well, he’s fooled. I reckon the whole
county can thank Mr., Massillon for havin’
good sense, that a way.”

“That danged Quemado was right again.”

“Well, yes! But you don’t want to for-
get that he says to stay off the street.”

To Joanna the whole affair was a terrible
anticlimax. She had looked forward vaguely
to a stern battle before the magistrate to
be followed by a line-up of opposite fac-
tions, an attempt to arrest Duncan, resist-
ance on the part of his friends and a finale,
perhaps, of battle, murder, and sudden
death. Instead, although there had been a
very plain lack of formality and a perfunc-
toriness which she could easily observe, the
proceedings had been conducted with every
courtesy and in peaceful orderliness, the cul-
prit had been bound over to the grand jury
and would, no doubt, be tried, though his
bail seemed low. To her the mysterious
uneasiness and grimness of the ranchers in-
volved appeared to have been entirely un-
called for.

But Marcella gave her cause for suspend-
ing judgment. “Well, that’s off our minds,”
she breathed her relief as they stood in the
dusty hall. “It’s up to the Gonzales out-
fit to settle it—with Quemado’s help.”

“Settle it? Why, isn’t it settled now?”

Marcella laughed. “In a way it is. The
grand jury will meet solemnly, every friend
of Gonzales will be kept off it, and it will
decide that Gonzales was the cause of it
all and was killed regrettably but justifiably.
They will apologize to Garcia and let him
gO-”

“But that is a farce!” exclaimed Joanna.
“No, it isn’t. But this is a county where
Mexicans control, and this is a Mexican
feud. The Garcia clan have control, and
the Gonzales crowd have a fat young chance

of getting anything by lawful means. It’s
what they call practical politics back East,
I believe.”

“But isn’t there any chance to get jus-
tice?”

Marcella laughed. “Well, the Mexicans
are simply doing what our own politicians
have done before this. But Mexicans are
not like us, Joanna, and don’t you forget
it. ‘Back in New England or Illinois the
outs would take their medicine and wait
for the day when they might be in. But
the Mexicans aren’t that patient. Which
is why we’re waiting on Quemado.”

“Quemado again! That man seems to
fill the whole horizon,” said Joanna impa-
tiently.

“I’ll bet he’s filling Garcia’s horizon, any-
how,” said Marcella dryly. “And, Joanna,
it isn’t——"

A note of something like contrition min-
gled with anxiety came into her voice as
she paused.

“It isn’t any of my business of course.
But isn’t Quemado filling a good deal of
your o

Joanna turned on her angrily. She was
only too conscious that the hint was true.
It angered her to know that what she re-
garded as an obsession was becoming appar-
ent to others.

“And if he is, whose fault is it? I hear
nothing but ‘Quemado this’ and ‘Quemado
that’ until I begin to believe that he’s the
only thing in New Mexico of any impor-
tance. You've been dangling him before
me until I’'m dizzy with trying to guess
what he is and what he isn’t. One moment
you exhibit him as a degraded and beastly
criminal and the next you are almost fall-
ing on his neck over nothing. I’'m sick
and tired of this Quemado, I tell you!”

She whirled about and stalked toward
the front door of the courthouse where a
number of men were standing. Her own
friends were there, and Docherty and his
allies were mingling with them amicably.
Joanna did not stop, but hurried past them
with the idea of taking refuge in the car
until they were ready to start home.

She heard Marcella’s steps hurrying be-
hind her and her half-whispered cry to wait,
but she paid it no heed. Gretorix started
to intercept her, but she hated Gretorix and
all he stood for as much as she hated herself
or Marcella or Quemado. In fact her rage
was rather impartially extended to every-
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body within sight. She wished to get away
from the whole thing, to get back to civili-
zation and out of the atmosphere of petty
reticence and ridiculously exaggerated triv-
ialities to where burglars and safe blowers
and pickpockets and shoplifters were items
of news interest and nothing else, while
everyday life ignored them by leaving them
to the police. Here, it seemed, crime was
not crime, and she could not yet guess just
what it was. It seemed to be almost any-
thing, shifting with most disconcerting in-
consistency from something more or less
reprehensible to something commendable.

Why, for example, didn’t the sheriff of
the county arrest the insufferable Quemado
for abducting a bride on her wedding night?
Why did a priest speak of that horror with
loathing while respectable citizens either
laughed at it or declined to speak of it at
all> And why did Marcella, who knew
Quemado, take pains to first present that
episode in its true light and later fairly
squeal with romantic delight when she im-
agined that Quemado might have the un-
speakable effrontery to repeat that exploit
with Joanna as its victim? And, lastly, why
did she, herself, shuddering at the very
thought of such an outrage, find the shud-
der trailing into a—well, a thrill?

Behind her Marcella’s plaintive appeal
was wasted, but Jake Castro had better
success than his daughter. He gained it by
stepping swiftly forward and grasping her
arm as Joanna opened the door.

“Better wait a minute before you go out,
ma’am,” he said quietly. ‘“Quemado said
the streets weren’t safe.”

Quemado again! She tore her arm free
with an impatient energy and swung the
door wide.

Across the street, deserted now by every
one except a few Mexicans, loomed, the
squat, dirty-brown block of the jail, and
as Joanna was about to step out on the
porch of the courthouse, the door of the
prison opened. Through it came, first, Ra-
mon Garcia, the sheriff, followed by two
slouching deputies armed with pistols. Be-
tween them lounged Pancho Garcia, smok-
ing a cigarette and quite at his ease. The
quartet headed across the street toward
where she stood.

Joanna had no mind to encounter either
the sheriff or his villainous brother. She
hesitated a moment and then drew back,
but still held the door ajar. On either side

the other men had gravitated to windows
which flanked the entrance, while Castro
stood behind her.

“Here comes hell a-poppin’,”
the cattleman.

But she saw it herself and drew her
breath with a sharp intake while the blood
seemed first to recede upon her heart and
then to surge riotously through her veins.
Standing there, her hand on the edge of
the door, she remained quiescent while the
swift, terrible drama was enacted.

_Around the corners of the jail, which
stood apart from the neighboring buildings,
had wheeled three horsemen, one coming
from the right and the other two from the
left, all of them springing into the dusty
street as though materialized by a magician.
The rider on the left, gay and yet somber
in velvet jacket and trousers slashed at the
bottom, reined in his horse full in the center
of the street. One of the two to the right,
burly, gray, and evil as a wolf, wheeled
opposite him. Between them, frozen where
they stood, clustered the sheriff, his brother,
and the two deputies.

The third man, a Mexican apparently,
reined his horse sharply at the corner of
the jail, dragging him into the air with
forefeet beating and wheeled him at right
angles to come down and stand before the
door of the jail while the rider dropped
gracefully and lightly from the saddle.

In Quemado’s hands and in those of the
burly Pieboy rested dull blue, bulky guns,
carelessly sweeping to right and left, com-
manding the street in either direction and
the little group clustered in the dusty road-
way.

And then came Quemado’s voice, quiet,
almost casual.

“Step away, sheriff, and you, too, you
deputies. Drop the prisoner and put your
hands up. Stand still, Pancho!”

The sheriff, turning a sickly yellow, lifted
his hands and backed toward the court-
house veranda. His deputies, stiff with
panic, also obeyed, sidling away from Pan-
cho Garcia. The latter, with the fear of
death in his staring eyes, remained motion-
less where they left him.

The Mexican behind them moved for-
ward and stepped in front of Garcia with
~ mocking inclination of the head. The
murderer’s lips moved, and a hoarse whis-
per of supplication to the saints came
through their blue barrier. He began to

remarked
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tremble, sagging slowly at the knees as
though about to sink to the ground.

A sharp word in Spanish from Quemado
braced him. Although his eyes rolled and
his lips writhed above his white teeth he
straightened up and remained erect.

The Mexican, as though performing a
drill often rehearsed, wheeled to each of the
other three in turn, running his hands over
them, removing from the deputies their re-
volvers and from the sheriff a large jack-
knife. These he threw on the ground be-
fore the jail door.

From doors and windows faces looked out,
agitated or curious. But the nearest house
had no windows on the side toward the
scene, and those in front looked upon it
only at an acute angle. If there were armed
enemies inside they could not fire without
leaning from the casements and evidently
none cared to take that risk. Or perhaps
awe of that slender velvet-clad figure, fear
of him and of his grim henchman was domi-
nant in every inimical mind. At any rate
although in porch and doorways on either
side of the road were crowded forms and
faces those two horsemen sat serenely, mas-
tering the street and all who looked upon
them. Not a shot was fired at them, and
a deadly silence hung about the scene.

And now the Mexican, having disarmed
the others, wheeled again on the terrified
Pancho Garcia. His dark eyes were snap-
ping and his teeth showed in a smile. It
was not a pleasant nor mirthful smile. Jo-
anna heard what he said.

“Pig and son of a pig!” he murmured

at the sallow culprit. “It is you who kill
my brother and whom the jefe will allow
to escape! But there is still a Gonzales to
avenge a Gonzales, as you shall learn!
Here! Take this, thou pig, and see if thou
canst die otherwise than as a pig' dies!”
* He drew from his breast two evil-looking
knives and threw one of them in the dust
at Pancho’s feet. At this moment the sharp
voice of Quemado broke the stillness with
Spanish words.

“You, there! Look out!”

His hand flicked with apparent careless-
ness to one side and the pistol in it flamed
and roared. A bullet smashed into the jamb
* of a door of a cantina fifty yards away, just
above the head of a man who was fumbling
stealthily at his hip. The man ducked and
dove into the place. The grim Pieboy, com-
manding the other side of the scene, did not

even glance around or move, though his
horse threw up his head with a start.

The wretched Garcia shrank back. The
swarthy Nemesis in front of him, knife in
his right hand, pointed at the blade upon
the ground with the other. There was some-
thing theatrical and yet impressive about the
gesture.

“Pick it up, thou dog, or must I cut thy
throat as I would that of a pig?”

The man glanced at his brother, who was
sagging inert, with yellow face. There was
no help there. On either side the statuesque
horsemen sat, silent, deadly and alert and yet
apparently uninterested. They paid him not
the slightest heed.

Joanna took a step backward, with one
hand still holding the edge of the door and
the other groping for Castro’s arm. To see
a man killed before her eyes was unthink-
able. If it had to be she must tear her gaze
from it, bury her face in her hands, turn her
back. Yet she could not. With lips half
parted and dry she kept her face to the
street, every movement and look of the
actors registering vividly on her brain.

Behind her Marcella half sobbed.

“Pop! For God’s sake can’t you do
something?” It was strange that Marcella
should feel the horror of it more than she.

“It’s a Mexican baile,” growled Jake but
his voice was shaking. “Let ’em settle it}”

And then Joanna knew why these people
had puzzled her. They had known what
Quemado meant; had known perhaps that
he would take a hand in the settlement him-
self. They were glad that the settlement
was out of their hands.

And then at last the shaking Pancho Gar-
cia stooped slowly and cautiously for the
knife. His hand closed on the hilt and, half
on one knee he looked up at his antagonist,
running his tongue over his lips. His fea-
tures contorted, writhed into a snarl as he
summoned the frenzy of desperation. With
a shrill scream he leaped at Gonzales.

Joanna saw the two bodies come together,
hands clutching at wrists, knees uplifted as
they strained against each other. There was
a twisting of forms and they fell apart and
circled each other. The two horsemen sat
unmoved and watchful. From every door
and window forms moved out or leaned out,
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