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C H A P T E R  X—Continued 
— 11—

Quince—a blue-eyed man. Verily, 
d isaster was raining upon her from 
all quarters. But she would not 
sink, she would not give up. W hat 
ever seemed to  be, there was still 
behind it r 11 the sound of S ta rr 
Stone's voice saying. “I'd crawl 
around the world—to change my 
sp o ts !" W hatever he had done, 
w hatever he had been, he was an 
o ther man now. It was in his eyes, 
In his heart, in every tone of his 
voice. The past and all It meant of 
sin and shame were done. He would 
change his spots if he could: that 
she knew beyond all doubting.

The newcomers had passed from 
sight and sound, and the Mexican 
night hung its s ta rry  jew els above 
the  drowsing trees. And Sonya
Savarin sat by her barred window 
as the hours passed, her hands
clasped in her lap, her face pale in 
the  shadows.

W hat the morrow would bring
she did not know. Uneasy thoughts 
moiled in her mind. She heard
again the S o n a n t of the Lord talk­
ing in M yra's yard, a t the dance at 
the Neidlingers'. “Beelzebub—and 
the  Blue-eyed One—danger where 
they passed by—a dark form hung 
on a cross.”

She shivered In the warm night, 
hugged her arm s across her breast.

“Beware. Innocent One,” the mad 
old man had said—and here was his 
w arning fulfilled. Here was the 
goal toward which she had turned 
h e r face irrevocably when she had 
looked in S ta rr Stone’s eyes and fol­
lowed him in spirit. All the good 
past, all her work and her services, 
a ll the sane and precious things of 
ordinary life, were gone like so 
much chaff in the wind because a 
m an had looked at her with wild 
blue eyes and she had turned and 
followed.

Now th a t man rode by out there 
in the dusk of an alien land, a pris 
oner; she sat trem bling here, a pris­
oner also, and the morrow held 
th e ir  fate.

The morrow and El Capitan 
Diablo.

C H A P T E R  XI

The Empty Desert.

BACK a t the adobe house of Serge 
Savarin stark  tragedy held sway. 

The sheep man himself was hard­
ly accountable, raging with fear and 
anger, bewildered entirely, a t a loss 
to understand his sister's disappear­
ance.

No one had seen her. No one 
but Hosteen Nez, and a youth from 
Bad canyon, who had stopped to 
talk  with her about the sickness. 
T ha t had been in the morning, be­
fore midday. And Parks a t the 
store. Miss Savarin had been in— 
pretty  late—for some small pur­
chases.

He watched Serge narrowly as he 
told him that. Didn’t they find the 
things in her saddlebags? Some 
thread  and two rolls of adhesive 
tape. They would be there. Yes, 
Serge remembered, they were.

But here Mr. M arston had 
stepped forward, and Parks had 
looked a t him sidewise with guard­
ed eyes. Was Miss Savarin alone? 
H ad P arks noticed which way she 
rode when she left? Alone, yes. 
Young Doctor Sonya was always 
alone. Paries had never seen her 
rid ing with anyone. Since this was 
the  last place she had been seen, 
would he, Mr. Parks, mind if they 
looked about the store a bit?

Looked about his s to re ’ Just 
w hat did they mean?

A tide of red had come flowing 
up along the usually pasty cheeks of 
the storekeeper.

They meant nothing, only to look 
about the last place a missing girl 
had been, admittedly, peen alive.

If they mennt to insinuate— 
I’arks wns deadly cold.

They lnsituated  nothing. Was he 
averse to their looking?

N o ! Parks exploded. Look all 
they pleased.

But he followed closely at their 
heels while Marston, Serge, and 
Rodney Blake walked about the 
scantily stored front room, looked 
under counters. In tipping bins and 
behind doors. They entered the 
storeroom behind with its stacks of 
packing cases, barrels, the usual 
Jumble of m erchandise and Its con 
tniners which litte r such a place 
And here the  red left Pnrks’ face. 
It beenme waxen, like a moon In 
fog.

But none of the three men no­
ticed It.

As the three men explored among 
the disorder of the plnce the pro­
prietor kept close to them, and once 
when M arston raised the lid of a 
bin of dry beans the muscles of his 
right hand rose along the back, ex­
actly as the body of a cat tenses be­
fore it leaps. M arston dropped the 
lid, and the hand relaxed.

“There is nothing here,” Serge 
said in despair.

They went to find the sheriff and 
see how many men he had sent out, 
in which directions.

And back at the ranch Lila, who 
had held her tongue, looked In the 
face of Myra L ittle and poured out 
in a flood all she knew of Sonya and 
S ta rr Stone. Myra, who had come 
as fast as her two good horses anti 
a bouncing buckboard could bring 
her when she heard the news from
a Navajo runner who had passed
her place.

My L ord!” she said aghast. 
“You th ink—that maybe stie s guru- 
With him? Itnn off?'’

“ W hat else?” said Lila miserably. 
She Iovqs  him. And Rod Blake 

has said he'll never give her up to 
anyone.”

H m —yes. maybe you 're right. 
She told me of th is m an—what 
kind of eyes he had. Blue eyes, 
wild an ' excitable— with pupils that 
spread easily. I’ve seen their lik 
once in a preacher who never should 
have been one, an ’ in an outlaw at 
Laredo. Strange eyes they are, an ’ 
strange men who own ’em, an ’ wom­
en can 't forget them, ever. Maybe 
you're right, Lila. He’d take her 
—an’ she’d go—if she loved him.” 

She does," said Lila with convic­
tion.

And all among the Bad I^inds, in 
the scattered canyons, along the 
sage-brush levels, a peculiar thing 
was happening. From every ere 
vasse of the lonely land where she 
had worked for, loved, and be­
friended them, the Navajos were 
coming: tall brown men on sorry 
horses, their long hair bound on 
their heads beneath their wide- 
brimmed hats, their turquoise neck 
laces swinging on their breasts.

They met and spoke in soft 
clipped voices, parted, and went ap­
pointed ways, their dark eyes on the 
desert’s floor, scanning the open 
book of the world around, a mov­
ing network of detection.

It was Hosteen T ’so who traced 
her shod horse to the town, who 
knew th a t she had sat some hours 
in a dry wash over to the east be­
fore she went to town, and who 
followed her step by step back along 
the circling way which had taken 
her a t th a t certain spot where Son­
ya Savarin had looked last upon 
the desert's fam iliar face from the 
security of her saddle. And there 
Two Fingers stood with Hosteen 
Nez, holding her lost hat.

The three men looked at each o th­
er, nodded, spoke a few low words.

They all saw, too, three long 
strange m arks In the sand—wheel 
m arks soft and wide with Indenta­
tions in them, a sharply defined 
m ark running between them, be­
ginning a bit before their s ta rt, end­
ing a bit before they did.

None of tin* three had ever seen 
an airplane closer than the high 
blue sky above, hut they sjsike of one 
now. considering. Aral they took 
the sombrero with them, Jogging 
back to their hogans.

Tomorrow they would meet again, 
these three, and circle wider, ask­
ing all o thers of their tribe they 
met what they knew of sky ships, 
telling this which they knew. And 
only these—the humble ones whom 
Rodney Blake despised -knew any­
thing of Sonya Savarin and what 
had become of her.

C H A P T E R  XII

The Leopard Changes Spots.
AWN came slowly to the deep 

walled room where Sonya sat 
by the window. The girl was weary 
from her sleepless vigil. There 
were dark circles under her eyes, 
lines in her young face.

But her lips were steady and cour 
agoutis, her heart the same. Today 
was to be big with po rten t: that 
she kuew.

I’erhaps it meant death. Perhaps 
she would never again behold the 
sunrise, or see the sta rs  wheel In 
the heavens.

Well, one had but one time to 
die, though she could have wished 
a more gentle end than would like 
ly come to anyone who fell under 
El Diablo’s displeasure. And that 
she was there she knew full well; 
also why. S ta rr Stone hail risked 
his life each time he saw her when 
he overstayed his time. S ta rr Stone 
who was, who must lie, that Num­
ber Fifteen, K enthai—how soft the 
numeral wns in Spanish—who was 
El Diahlo's ablest lieutenant. The 
man whom he could neither spnre 
nor wholly trust, now, since he had 
disobeyed him for a woman.

And those who disobeyed Diablo 
—Sonya Jerked her shoulders up, 
wet her lips that were dry ns 
ashes.

Twice, they said, had the bandit 
leader “spread him up," only to take 
him down again. S ta rr Stone of 
the laughing courage who had dared 
all things In the old days, whose 
clever brain had been Invaluable to 
El Capitán, who was too valuable 
to kill, yet who knew too much to 
live If he did not live for him.

And Sonya Savarin, who knew 
too inuf^i also, who loved S tarr 
Stone and had listened to him in 
the dusk of many moons; who had 
stooped and picked up a f i v e - ta e l  
can of first-grade opium when a 
bungling hand had dropped I t

I’arks—Quatro, Number Four— 
the bland keeper of a store on the 
cross-continent railroad. He bad 
blundered, but he had retrlev I his 
blunder Instantly by sending El Di­
ablo’s henchman to destroy the evi­
dence by taking it aw ay—herself 
that evidence.

IV ell, once again one could finish 
up but once, and she wns no one’s 
quitter. If only she might see S ta rr 
Stone again, look deep in his blue 
eyes, renew that soul's covenant 
which they had made one starlit 
dusk.

But the señora was here with fo. ».- 
on a tray  and she was Klmf and 
gentle with that tenderness we show 
to those about to go on long and 
perilous Journeys.

“Kef eet piense the Señorita,” she 
said apologetically, “there ees one 
who would speak weeth you today. 
Ket ees one whose word ees the 
law, the m nster.”

I know,” said Sonya, nodding her 
black head. "I shall be ready, 
señora. At what hour?'

“I do not know—only that when 
eet arrives one must be ready.”

“Very well,” said Sonya, and the 
woman went away.

Deliberately she drank the coffee, 
a te  the spiced omelette, the little 
round bits of some hot sweet bread

And s little later the sonorn came 
for her.

She walked down the long «lark 
passage, cool with tin' night s fresh 
Iiesa, and Into the great main room 
of the casa. Here there were ninny 
men ami a few women, who nil 
seemed waiting to look at her, which 
they did with thoroughness In si | 
lence. There were men here wlioj 
bad bur nevi and rubied nini shot, 
wlio thought no more of killing n 
human M nft than <>f slaughtering 
a sheep; women who followed them 
and wore tilings they looted. Their 
eyes were hot and cold at the same 
time, if one might so describe them, 
naming with all the varied lusts of 
lawless folk, devoid of mercy or 
compassion.

The señora passed before them 
and out at lite door which stood 
open at tile south, Soli) a following 
close behind her with her head Up | 
Here in ttic* stone (lagged yard sat 
tier Judge

El Capitan Diablo, In a huge 
ehulr behind a long (able made o f  j 
entile slabs and undress« «I wood 
set on sections o f  saplings peeled 
and weathered. Here tisi was Man I 
nel, that dapper slim pilot w ho ioni 
brought ber n c r o s a  tb«* Border. 
Manuel, second In wer. In vaine. 
In ability, to that one whom the 
m aster had brought home to an i 
swer for his sins.

The sins of lingering too long 
about that m aster's business, of d<> 
lug tils bidding less ami less eager 
ly, or thnt most heinous crime of 
ull, loving n good woman.

El Diablo hated a good woman 
Of all tilings on tlx- earth  lx- feared 
and bate«! most a good Woman.

Jll.’II sr ie  V» up II s

You Are Well Schooled, Señorita,’’ 
He Sneered.

What power this one might hold 
ngalnst him. what secrets she might 
know for Ills undoing, lx- did not

decd aho «III, Ihougti wltti Ilo l*,,,,
a foregolw» coixduslou. ami sin- timq 
take  II s tand ing  T h e  In lu s tn .  u l# 
Instili of lt alt was uinklng a tir- in 
|x-r sotti, ami aho « n i  tiot a ’ruid 

“ I Ihlnk. »Ir." aho sald  aharply, 
suddetti)', “ thltl yoU «sili a t im e r  tu 
my p«*o|do ami iny m u n i r )  for u,,« 
nlMlih th'ii " f  in) self. Voti t nnmq 
tilde it long."

“ So? Voti thltik n«M? U H I w.||,  
hns LI Dialdo h«»t Iti* < un it inev<

Ile  ha«! rhartgod bis s|H-eeb tu 
Spanlsb, timi for a moment Sonni 
hcaltnted ns t<* wb«-lIter or m>t «fi# 
sliould show alio timl«*ratood Thcn 
she deelded tliut Ite prohatd) kix-w 
sin- d!<! ami accep ted  thè Issiti* 

•’Tlx-re cotnes ali end lo  all thlnga, 
aonor." sho »ni<L

"Ve«, lo llfc e re n ,"  thè bandii 
snld sntoolhly. l«M>klng al ber 

“T o  tifo even,"  sa id  Sonya • ulnily. 
A little  wlils|u-r of admlrntlcn 

murmurc«! throiigb ilio sileni ero«r<L 
She ba«l m ur*g« \ thè  )o«rig whlt# 
w unni ri froin Ix-ynml (he Border. 
No otte h.xl e t er lix-t i Im- m aster  su. 
word for w«>r«l nmi evo for ove 

"Voti remoto ber. sonorità .” li 
Dinhlo sald. ’ thii( once I look my 
lletitennnt frotn )o i i r  ariti» on « 
«lam-o fioor. Thnt shoiiM tin te  lx-«-n 
n w arnlng A sulttrleni wnrtdng. 
Vct you <11*1 m>t hood IL"

"Why sliould I t in to  hccdcd U T  
salii Son tu  sten«lily. “ U b o  tt ere 
you flint I »(.ondi fi-nr )» u  to turh 
ali ex ten l?”

“ \o i i  «nw flint Qulm •• feared me ” 
"!«•» And ktx-w itx-re must b*- « 

rea «on I le  is  imi uinn 's eowar«! ‘
"Ttien ymi ehn«)|t| fiat«* kfiowri 

Ilio rea son (•> l»e good,”
“ I d ld .”
“ Ami trlod to  fimi flint rea so# 

nut, I l i s te  no douht ?”
“ A »«nr«-dlv.**
“ Ami d ld?"
"No.”
"Voti Ile to me «cnorlf n 
“ Alni so i|o im i !” Ita»he«l Som a, 
"farra rn lia  !” »«oro Dlablo, "Voti 

teli me th n t?“
“You lobi me (fiat In my m un 

try a m in  ih«-« .tot «peak »<> (<•
! women."

T h e  m an wlio ru led  bis Utile 
w ori«! with Idood limi Steel half 
rose. bis dark  fa re  p tirple w ith a
moitntlng rnge In timi w nterlng 
»cromi Sonya S a tu r i t i  wns tx-nrer 
«lettili (ben stie Imd et or tieen.

T in t i  Ix* «al «lo'.tn agalli «mi 
smlle«l Thnt stilile w as dead lt ss 
un ad d e r’n grifi.

"So,” he sald. " t t e  «hall prorced. 
Ami Qitlnro «Ibi noi teli you iliat I 
incoi thè slilps frolli < 'bilia at 
M azatlan?"

“ No, senor."
"N«ir ih.it I brlng In'*» Mexico nn«| 

along thè Bordar iner<‘liamll«e of 
great vaine?”

“ No, senor ."
“ Nor limi t tu* t niorebsndiso

crosse« luto Ilio U nited S ta tes  by 
my litt le  gray »hip* of th è  «kt !«» he 
sent fo New- V*>rk *»n th è  rnllron«!?” 

"No. «em*r.”
• You a re  well selioolisf. «onorila

know. W'hnt Quince had fold tier he sheered “ I m ake hohl tu compii
in the softening urge of love he 
furiously suspected. Evil himself, 
lost to all standards of loyalty, a 
double erosser of «bmlde-rrossers he 
trusted  no one, believed In no one.

That great struc tu re  of hlood nmi 
rabl and contraband which lie had 
built for himself from Muzntlan to 
New York city stood toppling In the 
hands of these two and El Diahln 
would not have It.

Hi- looked at the slim girl before 
him. his thick nostrils dilating.

"So,” he said, “ we meet again. 
sen«>rita.”

"Nfi It w«nil«l seem,” said Konyn 
Savarin.

A great concourse of people was 
gathering swiftly in the grove, all 
«landing hack at a respectful dis­
tance. But nowhere was there  a 
bill man with bronze hair and wild 
blue eyes that shone. The girl 
looked earnestly around, and El 
Diablo smiled.

“Not Just yet, señorita,” he said, 
presently. In all good time.”

Manuel rose and coming around 
the table, brought a chair and 
placed it for her. Sonya nodded but 
did not sit down. It seemed to her

tnent you IhuIi. Vitti dhl not km>w 
that i illirici- |« or w as my sbl«-st 
man In IhiIIi «-mintries? That he 
know« as tinteli o f El Diablo n« El 
Diablo knows about h im self?  That 
he can do an y th in g  eonnecte«! with 

tny business — from  »einlttg the «ea 
at low tide for floats, t ied  to  s u n k e n  
colli mimmi. I*I Hying a p inne? > <>u 
«11*1 not know all till«?”

He was leaning fo rw ard  now, 
searching »'.e g i r l ’« fs«e  with  I»«*" 
lug eye« to en trh  1'ie faintest 
change.

I «lid ,, »••nor," «be subì.
“ H'm. salti LI Diablo sm ngely . 

'nml whet you «M quickly  stooped 
and picked from t ic ito««r thn t «mall 
b rass  can which Senor Bark* 
«Iropped from b!« pocket, you sil l1 
«H«l not know whin you w ere  fimi 
Ing?”

"No, ' snld Sonya, "and  would n«>! 
now If Maimci (fiere fimi noi tubi 
•he Sonora about li called II » 
flvo-faol can of 'black m olasse« . '"

Muntici leaped from bis seni, talk 
ing swiftly , facing hi« master. Ami 
som ew here beblml her n woman *tl 
Ilo«! a aeream. But Dlabl.i w a i  on 
his feet, his fist on be fnble.
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