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Impetuous Love and Dashing
Adventure in the Far Southwest

By ELIZABETH VORE

ALITA

to fl

ee to the Mission, should there
an outbreak.’
For some moments the vouny
man and the priest talked in unc
tones, and then,
ranged, José said:

plans being ar

“Thou Art

a Braggart and a Coward!
I Hate Thee!™

ippeared he drew in a deep breath, and
picked up his whip from where it had fallen
** Jesu Maria, but she is beautiful!” he said softly.
‘I shall win her. By the saints, I swear it!”

Down by the river the Indians were
dam

working at the
José was pleased to see the progress they were
g up he saw F:

her Gre

era coming

ace lighted with

to his confessor

hat heavily

1 11s sins of omission
art in his first trousers,
his determined, had
mar To the
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my son,” he said without
1 dayvt
an insurrection is impend-
ill be

from 1t

since

1d others t}
» of the ne

ghboring tribes. - It

xicans and Indian women_gnd-et en

Let Me Pass!

“You will come wup to the
house, father, and old Nit:

make you some of her famous tor-
tillas.  Some

~

coffee or wine will
refiresh you after your long ride.”
Then, motioning to the Indians. he
said: ‘“‘Come and receive the father’s
blessing.”

One by one they filed up, dusky
and perspiring from laboring in the
hot sun, and knelt at the good
priest’s feet, while he laid his hand
upon them and pronounced the
blessing they craved.

José stood silently until the scene
was ended. It impressed him with
the same feeling of reverence and
awe that it always had for him.
Hot-blooded and reckless though he
was, the .\'up(!'ﬂhiun\ of childhood
were strong upon him, and the
religion in which he had been
brought up was not a thing to hold
lightly.

A half-hour later he was seated
with Father Grevera under the big
oak in front of the adobe house,
the house of his grandfather, the
old Sefior Manuello, to which he had
returned only recently from Mexico.
José was a sad wanderer, who had
liked adventure and travel better
than the quieter pleasures in the
home of his father

“It is good to see thee back, my
son,” said the confessor, regarding
“Thy

thy

him with appreciative eyes.
place is here, now that
father hath joined the saints. Thy
people need thee. A boy should not
be grudged his playtime, but a man
may not shirk his duty, and thou
art a man—and the last of the
Manuellos.”

“Si, padre,” replied José with a

new gravity. His face had grown
thoughtful.
“l1 expect much of thee,” con-

tinued the old priest
and thy grandfather
day occupied the most prominent
any Mexican in the

country. Thou hast stepped into

their shoes, and must. also be the
padrone of thy people, their leader, their example,
their friend. It is a great responsibility,” said the
old man with a solemnity that José had never heard
in his voice before.

“Thy father
each in his
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“It is,” said the young man soberly. “I am
unfitted for it.”
“All these things are taken into consideration,

fitted for thy place, thou
time, never fear. Thou
is not for a young

my son. If thou art not
wilt be fitted for it in
shouldst take a wife, José; it
man to be
José blushed like a school-girl. The hot blood that
ts bold outlines; a half-

well

alone.”

crimsoned his face softened
shamed look was in his handsome eves
“I have seen her, father, the girl I intend to

marry,

—S( vf!! \’.”

perchance thou hast wooed her
told her that within a
betrothed,” said José

to him to keep the

month

steadily

truth from

w my

occurred

fessor.
‘M k her name, my son?"” asked the old man,
T(

. padre; she is t daughter
of 1 said José, laughing a little
in sudden embarrassment.

“Ah!" exclaimed Father Grevera. His face became
luminous with satisfaction. *My little Alita! Dost

thou tell me with such composure that I!»lllil hast dared

woo my little pomegranate blossom before thou hast

even known her name? Young blood! Young blood!

The old n sighed softly and looked away towhrd
1ie old man sig )

the blue mountains, an uncqascious smile on his aged

lins R

, Young blood!” he said again, fixing his eyes upon

the voung man's face. ‘'But we all were voung onte
- v > = hoo ‘the
son, and this time I shall not reprove thee [



