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greed and joy, planned liow they
should commit the robbery.

"Look yen, Mateol We shail bide
by La Santta-in the mesquite!1 As
you pass by, I and Mendel will ap-
pear. See that alie does not shoot.
These northern senoritas are often
quick with the gun. You shail have
something for your share. Don't f ail
us!1 If you do-" José 's teetli
dlicked hoilowly bebind. his lips, and
lie went through the pantomime that
suggests the kuif e thruft.

Mateo shook and sweated and
liung back. "By Mary, I will do
it!" lie swore.

José grinned as lie saw the other's
fear, and nodded. "Now go. Re-
memnber! "

Motee, çlid ont the hack door and
around te the street. Ail bis if e,
game for thecehildren, their slirill
voices greeted him with langliter as
lie limaped along, and a piece of de-
cayed fruit landed flatly npon his
back. lie turned with a threat, but
paled as a few of the youngsters
started bellîgerently toward him, and
hurried en.

"Hlall, Mateo, the Brave!" a mu-
sical voice dlianted langhingly, and

hée, glaneing around, saw the siffing
face of a girl throngh an aperture in
the adobe wall. Èis head dropped
at the uiirtht in lier eyes.

A few steps brouglit him. te the
baiik door. and there Miss Marston
was waiting. She looked at him with
pitying eyes.

"Why de they inake se mundl £un
of yen, Mateo?"

"I amn nothing, senorita, juat a
dog of the. streeta," lie axxswered.

She smiled as sh. swung into the
saddle. "Mir. Eason told me that
yen wouldn't b. of muel use i pro-
tectiug me, but I think you wenld."

Mateo glanced np fnrtively at the
baiik window, and lie saw the. keen
eyes of the American easbier loeking
at hlm aixi)uBly. lie was evidèntly
worried if she were not.

The door opened, and Eason said,
"Miss Marstoni, T think 1 lad better

ýgo with yon."1

She looked baek, and lier eyes were
tender. "I 'i saf e with Mateo."1

"I shall ride out to-niglit, liow-
ever, or earlier! " he said quietly.

"Do," she answered smiling; and
Mateo, watching under bis eyebrows,
knew that there was love between the
two, and lie guessed more-perliaps
she did not have the money; per-
haps Eason was to bring it out.
Mateo was nervous.

They rode slowly to the outskirt8
of tlie town, and the horses pieked
up their pace.

A £ew miles farther, and, as if
with one glorious sweep of a gigantiè
wand, the briglit day clianged into a
golden dusk of moonliglit and sha-
dow. Now and then the girl stopped,
breathless with the beauty of the
change; and often on a ridge she
would pause long to ealu Mateo 's at-
tention to the mountains far ini the.
distance, theïr silvery snowy tops
weirdly wonderful in the f ar flung
moonlight.

Mateo listened and looked in
silence. lie saw not the mountains
but La ,Santita, rising like the figure
of a robed saint, beyond thein. José
and his partner were hidingr in the
shadow of the mesqluite, thiekets at
its baue. Mateo knew bis life was
safe, but lie was worried for tw4)
reasons: perliapa, she did not have
the money after ail; perhaps Eason
miglit deçide to fellow iimnediately.

Thinking of these things, Mateo
suggested that they hurrY on, and
she relnetantly agreed.

La &zntita ros higher and sharp.
er in outline as they drew near, and
snddenly the shadew of the towering
rock feUl upon them. They tnrned to
take the downward trail to the. flats,
and the horses slowed up. Hlere was
the. place!

The. blood was pounding througb
Mateo s weùk body. H. watehed witb
strained eyes and tant nerves; per.
haps--

Two figures darted frein the. bish.
The. herses reared. The girl ex-
claimed sharply, then sereained i
voice that went tbrough Mateo likE


