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EYNOPEIS: Brother Pascusl
and the Montans Kid have entered
tha Vality of tha Dedad to find @
way o release Maten Rubrie, fon-
desmned to die umder (g scorching
pun. Perciual i made 1o work, e
wmente Mofnro in Ihe foul Bunk-
houase. Bl Keed ia pives a korrible
and then recelved hy Jugn-

areing her metter die.

Chapter 41
JUAN-SILVA'S DREAM
*DUT | shall not stay here in the

Valley of tha Dead until my life

pnds,” Juan-Silva added. "All of this |

—all of thess years—they are spent
for & purpose.

*What purposs, sefior?™ the Kid
nykcod.

“Shall | open my heart to your™
cronkod Juan-Sflva, "Shall | tall you
thst | am barely forty thousand
pesos from my goal? And then | may
leave the Valley of the Dead—| msy
sull over the sea—I may go again to
Old Spain!

“When | was & boy ! was & ahep-
herd in ald Castile. The land of cas-
tles! You undersiand what | say?
Poople make the shepberds alng
gonigs. Aut all that | beard from my

eampanions was cursing. But always |

thare wans pomething above us!"

Ha pointed apwird. Hanven? won-
dered the Kid.

The old man continped: “There
wns always the eastle on Its rock.
The trail wound up to it. But the cas-
tle was ampty, and still wa ware all
serfe, And na | walked with my sheep
1 uned 1o look up and up, and | saw
the castle and told mymself that I
would one day coms to have n mil-
lion pesos, and then 1 wonld buy
that castle,

*“You think, my friend, that these
years In the Valley of the Dend have
besn & tormant. But in the hot sum-
mor day | think of the castla hold:
fng Its head among the blowlng
clouds, And In the winter 1 think of
how my hall will be fn Spain, and
tha great firs of logs burning on the
hearth”

Ha actually extendod his hands
befors blm and rubbed them to
gother as though at this momest &
winter chill struck through him with
the memory.

And Montana said, bluntly, “"Will
you have long with your cantla?

“Aht grinned Juan-Hiiva, “you
look at the body and you sea that it
{s ke old leather, ready to crack
apart with a litts bending. But the
place to ook 18 In the eyes of & man.
Meon bave lved twen.y yanrs past s
hundred. Consldeving them, 1 aiill
hinve o third of my years to spend,
and thoy shindl be spant in my Spain,
in my valley, in my castla on the
rook."”

In the stratge company of Juan
Sllva the days might have gona
swiftly anough for the Kid, but be
hind his mind thera was the con-
stant anxiaty about Rubriz, about tha
friar,

When he felt that he had galned
same foothold in the thought of the
old man, he spoks to him ons day
whon they were in JuanSilva's car-
riuge.

He took the Kid with him every
day for s drive of Inspsction; and at
lant Montana sald: “SBafior, thare
nre two frisnda of mine in the valley.
Ba kind, and st ma snn them.”

HI3 trinr 1 sald Juan-Silva,
“Hn's one.”

“My iad, think of the good ha s
doing!"

e gove his hoarss, croaking
laugh.

And the Kid. looking down st his
gripped bands, fercely reatrained
the {mpulse fo throttle the old fland
at once,

“But then you have a sscond
friend, KBl Kesd

"Ruobirie™

“Ha! Rubriz! But aak me for
something | can give! Tha friarian
Jowal to the othar poar devils, and
Rubriz s a fowel to meat™

“Well™ sald the Kid, slowly, *1
don't ask you to set him fres, | ask
to sea him, only.”

"“To s Bim? To talk with him,
Fou mean?"

*Yon'"

“Ah, my son” sald Juan-Silva,
Swhy do you make me say no to you
#o often when | have nothing tn my
heart but s sense of kinduess and
even of gratitude to you? This much
I know—that not while | live will a
man essape allve from the vallay.
But perhaps—thres men together
RTe & greatl strangth!—perhaps youo
and' your friends might work ‘he
mirncle. They might pass ths grard
st the gate of tha valley. They might

puss even Leyond the roach of
those."

Hers he paused, and polntad to-
wards the wall of ths valley, Along
that wall three Indinns wers traotting
their ponles, They locked clumsy,
unwicldy, but the HKid know thst,
once rousad 1o action, man and hnrse
| would Ima &S On6 saTags heast
to pursie an enainy

1UsL ross
another st of
thrae, and behind them still another
nppenrad,

The Kid closad his ayos. And bhe
bogan to think, not for the tirst time,
of Roalta, far out thero in the hilis—-
but not far cnough, because ahe
would keep hersel! always close
enough to one high polnt so thul she
conld sos what was happoning in the
Vallay of the Dead. Or haid she given
up hor wateh boafore this? Had she
rotired townrds the land of the v
lng?

Bhe might find enough of the
sun-starved grassos to asrve as fod:
dar for the horsss, but how did her
awn food last? Or whst traps bad
sha contrived for the lean jack ralb-
bits, sinca sha dared not ghoot for
fanr the nolse might reach aome dis-
ant onr?

| LT E had lost his count of days, But

time was like & hand pulling at
him' constantly, and tha tensonoss
graw little by Uitle untll he knew
that a hranking-point wns naar.

How he could help hix friends—
that wan tha chiafest of the miroclex
now, But tie could g2e no step of hin
wny townrds It. He spent honrs, in
ndditlon, wondering anxiounly what
that “gront good” might be which
Juan-Sllva expocted to draw from
him. And then he learned,

Ot Maria atond inside hin door.

“The mester wanta you,” ahe said.

Sha ramalned there, standing back
tolet him pasa through the door, and
a8 ho woent by her she spoke; “Your
hande ara froo. Why don't you use
them? Why do you wait to die Hken
poor blind sheoep?™

Ha conla unot answer this, He
wnlked on before her Into the patlo
of Juan-Sllva, and ka he stapped ont
into the blinding strength of the
muD e nnw the carrings and tha four
white horses niready baroossed and
walting, though It was hardly time
for the master to begin bis dolly
drive, There wera swoal stalns on
the four, moreover, and a servant
wos now rubbing down the spoles of
the whaals.

Whon & spoke to the mozo who
held the hends of the leadery, the
man safd, with a grin: “Great peoplae
hnva eome—gonornls and groat pao
plal™

0Old Marin stlil showed the way
until sha hnd opeped the door Into
the maln room of the howse.

The Ki. nas ho entered, was
gripped by guards who wiltad on
alther afda of the doorwny. Thon he
saw hefore him tho enuse For in the
middle of tha room, at a table with
Junn-Silva, were tho lenn, yoliow
graen face of Jack Lasenr, enk
faced Majer Alvaresz, and ahova all
the awltiiah Jowls of Ganeral [znaclo
Estrado.

All headn turned townrds him ns
ho atood thare, made helploss by the
hands that were fastonod on his
Arma.

And Juan-Sllva soid: *'Wall, take
your hands awny from him. Even a
great man ke El Sood nosds
weapons, With his bars fista hecan't
do very much!"

8o the Kid, madg free, walked
dlowly on townrds the table. Hehind
him, the guards wera eatiring frotn
tha room. Only ald Marin remnined
to morve the gueats, who alroady hnd
befora them Uttie glasses of that
fine, greasn-tanting Ore, tequiin.

It meemed to the Kid that he was
advanelug Into an ethersal reglon,
an atmonpibera of pura hate. They
ware nll amiling at Wim—Lascar, ond
tha governcr, and the major, and
Joan-Siiva.

Jack Laszear rose from his place
and bowed to him stifily,

*Your pleasure, Montana,” he aald,
“ain't helf an great as mine™

“You're aitting In at & big gama,
Jaek,"” answarsd Montann “1f you've
got the easrds, d'yon think that you've
got the stakpa?"

“We're thros with one thought,
parmer,” sald Lascar. "That thought
is about you!"™

“Sit down, my son” sald Juan-
Siiva

The Kid took a place a. the and of
tha table, and old Maria poursd ont
A glhan of taguila for him

*Yon, my general,”™ mld tha old
man, “shonld be the first one to
spenk.”

(Copuripht. 101], Harper & Rrothers)

Tam dw, Juan-8liva makes an
unhaly bargain
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(Copyright. 1838, by The Ball Byndicsts, Ine)
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