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"This way, senor. May I go first? 
Thank you. Gaucho, will you stay 
with the senorlta? Thank you. And, 
Senor Stanway, \ should be glad to 
have you accompany me." 

Already his foot was upon the first 
step. Stanway laid a quick hand upon 
his arm. 

"Surely you do not think of coming 
upon them this way—" 

"Surely," smiled the old man, "they 
are my guests, I am the host. I- am 
going to them." 

He went slowly up the short flight 
of stairs, Stanway close at his heefs, 
wondering. At the top was a little 
door. De la Guerra rapped softly with 
the barrel of his revolver. 

There was a sudden silence in the 
room, voices dropped to whispers. De 
la Guerra knocked again. 

"Well?" It was Torre's voice, 
sharp, impatient. "Who is it?" 

"It is I, Senor Torre," answered the 
old man, quietly. "And I am Antonio 
de la Guerra. I bring my apologies foi 
being so tardy to wait upon a guest— 
and I come to talk with you." 

Again silence, again hurried whis
pers, then Torre crying out: 

"What have yon to say? I can put 
a bullet through the door which will 
find you! If you will open the safe, 
let us take the gold and go; you may 
keep the silver and stay. What do you 
say?" 

De la Guerra laughed softly. And 
then, seriously, he answered: \ 

"I say, my dear Senor Torre, you 
are' talking bravely; but that you at 
last are in no position to dictate. It is 
I who dictate. Let-me come in that 
we may talk, or I shall have to have 
Vldal chop down some more of my 
doors. And I do not like to do that." 

Torre hesitated. Why? Stanway 
thought because he was studying his 
men with those keen eyes of his, trying 
to guess how far he could count on 
them now. 

Evidently not very far. For in a 
moment came his soft laugh, and his 
short command: 

"Nunez, open the door. Let my 
kinsman come just to the threshold. 
If any of his men try to enter—well, 
leave them to me! Enter, senor I" 

The door slid open. De la Guerra 
stepped just to the threshold, Stan
way close behind him. 

"Good evening, caballcros," said the 
old Spaniard courteously. "Now for 
my word with Torre. All of the men 
he has brought with him may go free 
and unharmed, provided that I am as
sured Pedro Celestino, and poor Al
fredo there will live. If any of them 
is to die, then the man who has killed 
him is not to go! Juarez may go. 
Dempton may go." 

"You are pleased to be gracious, 
my high and mighty kinsman!" 
sneered Torre impudently. "Oho, 
Senor Stanway! You are there, too? 
Castro," sharply to a black-browed 
ruffian at his side, "you are the best 
marksman I ever saw, and, besides, 
you are an admirable soldier who 
knows how to take a command. If 
the Senor Stanway moves a hand or 
takes a step this way will you blow 
his brains out for me?" 

Castro's answer was to fling down 
his revolver so that it rattled noisily 
on the floor. 

Ton have led us into a trap," he 
retorted sullenly. "I accept the Senor 
de la Guerra's word that I may go 
free. I have harmed no one!" 

A black frown gathered Torre's 
brows. A little smile crept into De 
la Guerra's stern eyes. 

"The first sign that yon lose, Tor
re," he said quietly. "The first sign 
»thatlwinl" 

"Do yon know, my kinsman," re
plied Torre insolently, shrugging his 
shoulders at the mutiny of Castro, 
"that I may lose and still yon not 
win? How? Why, to be explicit to 
an old man, I can at least have the ex
quisite pleasure of ending my gay lit
tle existence gaily—and in shooting 
you Just between the eyes, senor!" 

Stanway shuddered, seeing the 
deadly earnest threat in Torre's low-
lidded eyes. But De la Guerra's gaze 
did not waver and he answered: 

"Even that, Torre, is denied to 
you." He laughed softly. "For, 
above all things, yon are a gambler 
and will take a gambler's choice! Yon 
can kill me, yes—perhaps! And If 
you did? My vaqueros would rush In 
here and on time for me to see yon 
die! You know that. There would be 
no chance in It for you. I offer you a 
chance—if yon let these men go, if 
yon throw down your gun and agree to 
take the chance I offer yon! And be
ing: a gambler above anything else in 
the world—why, yon will accept the 
one little chance I offer yon." 

Torre hesitated. His hesitation 
was plain in his attitude, the head 
dropped a little, the moody gathering 
of the brows* He leaked swiftly to 

the men about him, to Juarez first, to 
them all. Juarez shook his head 
slowly, his lips compressed, his eyes 
on the floor. 

"There is no longer anything for 
me to fight for," he said slowly. 
"Nothing but death! I can find that 
any day upon the other side of the 
border, senor. I think—that you are 
alone!" 

"Cowards! Cowards all!" jeered 
Torre. Then he turned again to De 
la Guerra. "What chance do you of
fer me, senor?' 

"We shall speak of that when the 
others are gone, when you accept It," 
returned De la Guerra sternly. "I 
simply give you my word that I shall 
give you what the Americans here call 
an 'even break.' You haven't that 
now." 

"Your word, senor." 
"My word," gravely. 
"Bueno," cried Torre gayly. That 

is all that I ask. Adios, my little 
cowards," he smiled at Juarez and the 
rest. "Congratulations upon the 
game, my kinsman," bowing to De la 
Guerra. And he tossed his revolver 
to the table. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

A Game of Dice. 
"Now, Senor Torre, you shall have 

a gambler's choice!" 
The tall candles burned steadily in 

the massive candlesticks, the little 
yellow plumes shining reflected In the 
polished woodwork of the walls. Senor 
de la Guerra sat In his favorite arm
chair at the great mahogany table, 
his white, aristocratic hand tapping 
idly upon its glistening top. Stan
way, standing at his side, watched 
curiously both De la Guerra and the 
smiling Torre. 

*I am waiting, senor," returned 
Torre gravely. 

"I have assured myself," went on 
De la Guerra in the same even tone, 
"that Pedro and Celestino 'and the 
vaquero who was shot here in this 
room will live. I have let all of your 
men go, excepting Captain Juarez. 
Senor Stanway," turning a little In his 
chair, "will you be so kind as to tell 
the captain that I should be pleased 
to see him?" 

Stanway left the room promptly, re
turning almost immediately with the 
rebel captain at his heels. De la Guer 
ra rose, bowed courteously. 

"Senor capltan," he said, "I am 
going to wish you a pleasant ride 
across the border." 

He snapped open a drawer of the 
table, drew out a packet and tossed It 
upon the table top. 

"Will you examine It, senor?" 
Juarez, frowning, a little suspicious, 

held back for a moment. Then under 
the amused eyes of Torre he stepped 
forward, took up the packet; opened 
it, stared incredulously, and fell back 
with a little gasp. 

De la Guerra smiled. 
"American banknotes," he said easily. 

"You will find that they amount to five 
thousand dollars. For your needy coun
trymen, senor. You see, 1 have never 
yet refused—pardon me, senor—alms 
to a beggar! Senor Stanway, will you 
be kind enough to show the captain to 
the door?" 

"Now, Senor Torre," resumed the old 
man when Stanway had returned, "I 
am. to give you your gambler's chance. 
I have learned that a month ago you 
killed a man in San Antonio. Now," 
leaning forward a little, "are they look
ing for you along the border? Have 
you a good chance of getting across 
without being shot?" 

Torre's cheeks grew a little pale. He 
returned De la Guerra's gaze, however, 
and answered steadily: 

"I should have, perhaps, one chance 
in ten thousand!" 

"Good! I thought so!" 
' The old Spaniard slipped his hand 
again into the table drawer and the 
thing he brought out this time he hand
ed to Torre. 

"Here is your chance, senor," he said 
sternly. 

It was a dicebox! 
"What do you mean?" snapped Torre. 
"I mean this: Yon shall shake the 

dice you love so well, and the stake 
high enough to satisfy even you! If 
you win, there is another packet of 
banknotes ready for you, and a horse 
to carry you as far and as fast as you 
can wish to go. If yon lose—there is in 
the stable a lame horse which yon are 
to ride across the border!" 

The dusky red ran back into Torre's 
cheeks. 

"With whom do I shaker' he asked, 
a little hoarsely, his fingers growing 
white about the box. 

"With the bitterest enemy you have," 
retorted the old man with dignity. "Do 
yon know who it is?" 

"Yoj?" queried Torre, with snarling 
emphasis. 

"Yourself! Yon shall cast twice, with 
a single die. The ace is high In this 

game, senor. .If your first throw is 
higher than your second, then yon go 
free. Will you throw now? I shall be 
glad when you are gone." 

Torre rose swiftly to his feet, draw
ing near the table, his eyes burning like 
flames, his cheeks flushed. For a mo
ment he stood with the die rattling In 
the box, which he shook slowly back 
and forth. 

"One throw," he whispered. "One 
good throw, and I drink many another 
good bottle of red wine, I kiss many 
another pair of red lips, I live on in 
my gay little existence. One good 
throw. Ah!" 

He had thrown. 
"It is the ace!" cried Torre with 

suddenly up-flung head. "My lady of 
chance is kind to me, senor!" 

"You have another throw," De la 
Guerra reminded him. "The ace can
not be beaten, but it may be tied!" 

Now Torre scooped the die up in his 
box and with no moment of hesitation 
turned it out upon the table. Again 
Torre had thrown an ace! 

"Try again," said De la Guerra crisp
ly. "It is growing late." 

With a curse Torre again caught up 
the die, again it rattled In the box, 
again it rolled half across the table. 

"A four!" he gasped. 
"A four is not bad," De la Guerra 

reminded him. "It may win. Again, 
senor." 

A four! If he turned a three next 
time, or a deuce, he was saved. If the 
die showed an ace again, a six or a five, 
he was lost! 
. Again he took up the die, again cast. 

This time his hand, holding the dice-
box, followed close to the rolling cube. 

"It is the six," said De la Guerra 
sternly. "You were about to touch it, 
senorV 

Torre threw down the box. He had 
lost—against himself! But his head 
flung proudly up. "And now," he cried, 
"where Is my lame horse? It is late, as 
you say." 

He bowed and went out Into the pa
tio, where Gaucho and a half dozen ol 
the cowboys were waiting. De la 
Guerra sighed. 

"He is a brave man," he said gently. 
"Ah, well, he has one chance in ten 
thousand. Well, for a brave man—" 

Then they heard the galloping of sev
eral horses headed toward the border. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Conclusion. 
"Teresa!" called Stanway, "Tere* 

sita!" 
It was night; there was a moon, and 

between It and the stars was the bal
cony. 

"Senor Billy!" 
The voice floated down to him softly, 

and between the parted vines a very 
bright face looked down upon him. 

"Your papa grande Is In the drawing-
room, Teresa," he said swiftly. "I am 
going bock in there—to tell him some
thing. May I, Teresita?" 

"What?" she whispered. "What are 
you going to tell him, Senor Billy?" 

"Can't you guess?" he laughed up at 
her. 

She shook her head. But her soft 
eyes grew softer, her cheeks rosier, and 
her white hands Intertwined and trem
bled a little. 

"Will you go with me, Teresa?" he 
asked bluntly, after the way of Billy 
Stanway. "I think that I am rather 
afraid to go all alone. He will be in
clined to be very terrible, won't he?" 

Teresa laughed, said "Coward!" very 
prettily, and disappeared from the bal
cony. He met her, approximately, halt 
a minute later in the patio. 

"Teresa!" he cried, -his voice shak
ing as he conld not keep his hands 
from shaking. 

"Don't!" she whispered, slipping 
away from him. "Papa grande does not 
like me to come to him with—my hair 
mussed, Senor Billy." 

They came Into the drawing-room to
gether, two very young, handsome, 
happy, eager people. De la Guerra, 
his head drooping a little as though he 
were tired, looked up at them. 

"Teresa!" he said, rising quickly. 
"Senor Stanway!" 

••You can guess it, can't you?" Stan
way blurted out. "We have a notion 
to send to La Panza for Father Ignacio. 
Is there some priest you'd prefer, 
senor?" 

"O-oh!" gasped Teresa. 
De la Guerra bowed gravely. 
"Senor Stanway," he said, speaking 

slowly, his eyes thoughtful, "Teresa^ 
has told me how much you have done 
for us. There was something which 
she did not tell me which I guessed. 
I owe you—very much. I owe you 
everything, senor!» And," with a quick, 
strangely sweet smile, "I am a man 
who pays his debts in full." 

He bowed, suddenly caught up Stan-
way's hand, and placed, it upon the 
girl's. 

*1 owe you everything. And," with 
a courtly bow to his granddaughter, "I 
give you everything!" 

"Papa grande!" cried Teresa. "Papa 
grande!" 

T h e only thing," smiled the old man, 
"is—he is an Americano! Well, since 
one cannot change the Americanos— 
You will come to me, my children, In 
the library." 

He walked to the door, paused, 
turned his smiling face upon them, and 
added: 

"I shall not expect yon immediately. 
Teresa, can you entertain the senor for, 
let us say, an hour? You will pardor 
me for that1 long, senor? I shall be 
very busy amending certain remarks le 
my memoirs," he laughed softly. "Con
cerning the Americanos, senor!** 

(THE END.) 

Confirming It. 
She (angrily)—I took yon for a 

gentleman, sir. 
He (suavely)—Quite right, 

er case of miaa-taken Identity. 

When One Frock Serves for Two 

The present styles in afternoon 
gowns play into the hands of many 
women who-have learned to make one 
frock serve for both afternoon yind 
evening. They managed very well In 
this same matter during the war, when 
evening dress* was taboo, and now 
Paris has dealt the cards so that the 
game becomes easy. There is a vogue 
for bare anus, or very abbreviated 
sleeves, on French gowns, that is re
flected here in short sleeves made of 
the sheerest fabrics that merely veil 
the arms. It doesn't take much ma
neuvering'on the part of a clever 
woman to place an afternoon frock of 
this kind in the class of evening gowns. 
The addition of the right accessory— 
the removal of a guiiupe. the arrange
ment of the coiffure—and the trick is 
turned." 

An alluring frock for afternoon has 
been presented by a famous Fifth' 
avenue house and is shown at the 
right of the picture above. Jit is made 

of cream-colored net and embroidered 
In little beads In pale rose color. The 
skirt is very cleverly draped and 
there Is a flat ribbon girdle about the 
wuistlitie. One can imagine it with a 
more brilliant girdle, evening slippers 
and a high'coiffure, more than holding 
its own when compared with regula
tion evening gowns. 

Net and wide lace make the simpler 
frock at the left, with four straight 
panels of plaited net set In the over
dress. It is worn over a satin slip and 
has a satin girdle. The bodice Is very 
full, cut low at the front, and worn 
with a dainty vestee of narrow lace 
and net. The,very plnin sleeves are a 
little longer than elbow length but can 
be gathered up In small plaits and 
shortened for evening. This, and a 
girdle of bright ribbon, fastened with 
one of the big rhinestone buckles will 
place this frock In the evening class 
Or*a brocaded girdle or one of clotll 
of silver will accomplish this matter. 

RidingHabitsTrim and Flattering 

The time has come to frankly glory 
In perfect health and vigor, for the 
up-to-date girl cannot be a good sports
woman without them. And the 
healthy woman who Is fond of sports 
is an agreeable person to have abont 
She has Interests that will keep her 
young, charms that will last and ac
tivities that will prevent her from get
ting disastrously fat Oostumers see 
to it that .she Is dad becomingly for 
whatever sports she elects to follow, 
and they have made the 'riding habit, 
of all sports clothes, the trimmest and 
the most nattering. 

There are some special habits for 
'rammer wear that are worn by enthu
siastic horsewomen who are devoted 
to this sport all the year rouad.They 
are made of heavy cotton basket 
weaves and whipcords, and are pat-
erned after the habits of wool. White 
china silk blouses are worn with them 
and top boots to. black or brown 
leather. \ 

A very chic outfit is made np of 
cotton whipcord breeches, china silk 
blouse and sleeveless coat of black or 
dark blue serge. The combination 
looks as crisp tad sod ss snow. 

J One of the smart new habits of cov» 
i ert cloth Is shown above. It is the 
' offering of an experienced and en
thusiastic designer, and is an exam
ple of beautiful tailoring in the best 
of cloths. The breeches are re-en
forced with inserts of leather at the 
knee, the coat has a little less flare 
belojr the waistline than last year's 
models, and is more straight-banging. 
This makes an opportunity for a belt 
of the cloth. It fastens with a button 
and button-hole at the front, and the 
coat also buttons at the waistline, 
leaving more of the blouse and tie 
visible than Is usual. 

Puttees, over trim brown walking 
shoes, are a left-over wartime style 
which young women are loath to part 
with, and a pretty, three-cornered hat 
with square crown and rolling brim, la 
so convincingly becoming that it puts 
the good taste of this outfit above 
question. 

A failure is but the slipping of • 
wheel. Give it sand, asd go ea* 

• r 

IF THIM AND NERVOUS, 
TRY PHOSPHATE 

Nothing IJke Plain Bltro-Phosphate so 
Put on Firm, Healthy Flesh and 

to Increase Strength, Visor 
and Nerve Force. 

When one stops to consider the host of 
tbin people who are searching- continually 
(or some method by which they may in
crease their flesh to normal proportions by 
the filling; out of ugly hollows, the rounding; 
off of protruding angles with the attend
ant bloom of health and attractiveness. It 
Is no wonder that many and varied sug
gestions along tbis line appear from time to 
time in public print. 

While excessive thinness might bo at
tributed to various and subtle causes In 
different individuals It is a well-known faet 
that the lack of sufficient phosphorous in 
the human system is very largely respon
sible for this condition. • Experiments on 
humans and animals by many scientists 
have demonstrated beyond question of 
doubt that a body deficient in phosphorous 
becomes nervous, sickly and thin. A noted 
author and professor in his book, "Chem
istry and Food Nutrition." published In 1918, 
says? "• * * that the amount of phos,-
phorpos required for the normal nutrition 
of man la seriously underestimated in many 
of our standard text books." 

It seems to be well established that -thin 
deficiency in phosphorous may now. be met 
by the use of an organic phosphate known 
throughout English speaking countries as 
Bitro-Fhosphate. Through the assimilation 
of this phosphate by the nerve tissue the 
phosphoric content when absorbed In the 
amount normally required by nature aooa 
produces a welcome change In our body and 
mind. Nerve tension disappears, vigor and 
strength replace weakness and lack of ener
gy, and the whole body soon loses its ugly 
hollows and abrupt angles, becoming envel
oped in a glow of perfect health and beauty 
and tbo will and strength to be up and 
doing. 

CAUTION:—While Bltro-Phosphate is un
surpassed for the relief of nervousness, gen
eral debility, etc.. those taking it who do 
not desire to put on flesh should use extra 
eare I i avoiding fat-producing food*. 

HEARTBURN 
Caused by 

Acid-Stomach 
That bitter heartburn, belching, food-

repeating, indigestion", bloat after e a t i n g -
all are caused by aold-stomach. But they 
are only first symptoms—danger signals to 
warn you of awful troubles if not stopped. 
Headache, biliousness, rheumatism, sciatica, 
that tired, listless feeling, lack of energy. 
dlsslness. Insomnia, oven cancer and ulcers 
of the Intestines and many other ailment* 
are traceable to ACIB-STOMACH. 

Thousands—yes, millions—of people who 
ought to be well and strong are mere weak
lings because of aold-stomach. They really 
starve In the midst of plenty because they 
dd not get enough strength and vitality from 
the food they eat. 

Take EATONIC and give your atomaeh a 
ehance to do lis work right. Make it strong, 
cool, sweet and comfortable. EATONIC 
brings quick relief for heartburn, belching. 
Indigestion and other stomach miseries Im
proves digestion—helps you get full strength 
from your food. Thousands say EATONIC 
Is the most wonderful stomach remedy In 
the world. Brought them relief when every
thing else failed. - . _ . - - -

Our beet testimonial is what EATONIC 
will do for you So get a big BOo box of 
EATONIC today from your druggist, use It 
Sve days—If you're not pleased, return It 
and get your money back. 

E ATONIC 
( roft TOg Acn>sTOMACtt> 

W. N. U., Minneapolis, No. 34-1919. 

Envy. 
Nineteen-year-old Henry has Just 

come home from his first year la an 
Eastern college. Iiis sixteen-year-old 
brother Bill looks on many changes In 
him with scorn, one which is responsi
ble for the most of this scorn Being 
Henry's bit of mustache. The other 
day Henry went into the bathroom to 
trim the edges of that imitation of a 
mustache and Bill happened in while 
the operation was in progress. For a 
few minutes lie watched his brother in 
silence, and then he called to his 
mother: 

"Oil, mother, be sure to have Jennie 
sweep up the bathroom Immediately. 
Henry is trimming his beard and I 
don't want the little kids to get their 
feet nil cut up!"—Indianapolis News. 

Don't 6o From Bad to Worse! 
Are you always weak, miserable and 

half-licit? Then it's time you found out 
what im wrong. Kidney weakness 
causes much suffering from backache, 
lameness, stiffness and rheumatic 
pains, and if neglected, brings danger 
of serious troubles—dropsy, gravel and 
Blight's disease. Don't delay. Use 
Doan'$ Kidney Pttli. They have 
helped thousands and should help yon. 
Ask your neighbor! 

A Wiacomin C A M 

tec? Mrs. Aug. 
Deer Park, New Rich
mond. Wis., says: "My 
kidneys acted Irregu
larly and the pains 
and annoyance from 
bladder trouble were 
awful. I hadn't been 
able to get any relief 
from any of the medi
cines I used and didn't 
know what to do. I 
read In Doan's Direc
tory how Doan's Kid
ney Pil ls had cured 
different people and 
decided to try them. 
Doan's relieved me 

Four boxes entirely cured 
me. I give Doan's credit for saving 
my Ufa.7, 

GetDeaa'satAsySteee.OOsaBn 

D O A N ' S •V.-AV 
POSTOt-MTLBURN CO, BUFFALO. K. T. 

right away. 

Eye for Music 
"At last," said the man with no ear 

for music, "I have found one tune I 
gan recognize." 

"Sing It" 
"I can't do that. But when I see 

everybody standing up I know it's ten 
chances to one the band to playing 
The Star-Spangled Banner.'" 

The silken thread of temptation, 
yielded to, to pretty sure to become tha 
iron chain of habit 

Few people will take advice unlc 
charged for It 

. Safe for Infant or Adult 


