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the hog! tek hid all the country beyond the view 
of those in the cafion, Thady Shea had waited 
until Dorales had ridden down into the cafion, 
then had come on with Thomas Twofork. Un
seen, the two men had arrived, had waited; at 
the right moment, Thady Shea had made his ap
pearance. As Thomas Twofork told it, the whole 
story was very simple, all very prosaic. But to 
those who had waited by the shack in the cafion, 
it had not been simple or prosaic. It had been 
very tragic and very terrible.

“So work the gods!” Coravel Tio tossed 
away his cigarette. “Thomas Twofork, here are 
the gods of your fathers; they are yours to take 
back to Cochiti. They have brought disaster 
upon Mackintavers and Dorales; they have 
brought us good blessings. And presently will 
come the real Premble, sefiora, to buy this mine of 
ours.”

“What was that ye threatened Sandy about?” 
demanded Mrs. Crump, looking up from the baby 
for the first time. “That information ye men
tioned?”

“Oh, that!” Coravel Tio laughed gently. “The 
grand jury is sitting at Santa Fé. I arranged a 
few things; a few affidavits, chief among them 
that of Sefior Cota, one of our native legislators. 
I am confident that by this time Sandy Mackin
tavers has been indicted for bribery and other 
things. When he reaches Magdalena, he will


