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CHAPTER XI
Outside the cave he hurriedly
saddled El Cielo an¢ started down

the slope for the badlands he must "

travel to reack Paisano Valley.
The last g e he had of Juanita
was of her standing in the cave
entrance, her lovely young face
smiling at him as she waved her
hand.

Michac! Valdez made a swift
ride to the valley and as swift a
return as he could, leading the
horse that had been Juanita’s
father's mount. It was a skinny

4 z believed it had
it was properiy
rita had a meal ready for

1, and it was only shortly after
noon when her horse was ready
for her trip to the missi

it 228 Sc

a three-day ride for the

girl, and made preparation for

that. Plenty of supplies were pack-

ed for the journey, and a saddle

roll was made up which contained

everything for the girl’s comiort

during those three days in the
open.’

* * *

Without comment, then, El Ca-
ballero Rojo fastened to the cantle
of the saddle the heavily laden
saddlebags cont g the money
he had taken from Raymond Gar-
vin the night before. Juanita's eyes
widened as she heard the clink of
coins.

“But what is this?” she deman-
ded.

“l want you to give these sad-
dlebags to Padre Vincente when
you meet him. He'll know what to
do with them and what they con-
tain. Tell him he'll hear from me
again from somewhere around
Deep Water Valley. I'm heading
for Arizona and Coronado right

Valdez led the girl’s horse out
on the rock ledge before the cave
and told her good-bve. Her con-
fident, love'y young face was alive
with eagerness at the prospect of
fulfilling a mission for him.

“Hasta la vista, senor!” she
cried, as she turned her mount's
head toward the slope. “We shall
meet again!”

“Vaya con Dios,” echoed Vaidez,
and grinned as he turned back into
the hideout. “Go with God—be-
cause we shall not meet again, my
wild one.”

But as he sat down on the stump
chair beside the pine-bough cot,
somehow the cave refuge seemed
empty.

Juanita de Cuevas had plenty to
think of during the seventy-two
hours that followed her leave-

All dressed up in her Ice-cream-
'n’-Cake dress! Pattern 4819 is so
dainty, has a darling flower-bouguet
to embroider on it. Make the every-
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taking of El Caballero Rojo. Like
everybody else in that part of the
West, through all the states lead-
ing up to Arizona from the border
and on the other side of the border
itself, she ha¢ long heard of the
man as an almost legendary figure.

Some of what she had heard
had been good, but far more of it
had beer not so goed. But now she
knew him herself, had known him
for a day and a night. She had
talked to him, she had seen his
kindness, his gentleness back there
in her ravaged home. She had
searched his face with clear-seeing
eyes that she believed had looked
into his soul, and she had found
it clean of any evil thing.

Perhaps after she had completed
this strange journey she would
know more of the strange saga of
El Caballero Rojo. The priests at
Corpus Christi might tell her many
things.

But whatever the outcome, what-
ever she learned or did not learn,
she knew one thing right now, and
from that nothing on earth could
sway her—she must follow him
wherever he went, whatever he
did. That firm though: fike
a signpost with just one arrow, an
arrow showing her the only trail
her own life could take.

* * x

Juanita rode through Paisano
Valley as swiftly as she could, but
once she had passed it she s
steady pace.

Star-eyed daisies and primroses
gazed up at her invitingly in other
places, and here ané there she
rode by a jungle of juniper and
chaparral that looked like a sea of
green, stretching away tc the hori-
zon. But nothing tempted her to
dismount until each night, she
found a camping spot where she
ate a cold meal and wrapped up in
her blankets to fall asleep under
the stars.

On the afternoon of the third
day of her journey Juanita de
Cuevas saw the distant outlines of
the mission. She urged Pedro on
to a swifter pace.

Soft banks of white clouds hung
motionless in the cardinal sky of
just before dusk. In the rays of
that setting sun they shone like
polished silver. And under this
cathedral canopy stood her goal
—the Mission of Corpus Christi.

>roaching it from the mount-
ide along~which she had been
traveling for the last few hours,
the first thing she saw was the life-
sized representation, in granite, of
the Crucifixion. It was in the
center of the garden that was lush
with blooms of scarlet and white
and gold, and shaded by age-old
trees that seemed to hover over the
place in benediction.

A gray-haired padre walked
slowly back and forth in the court-
yard, repeating his paternoster. He
stopped and kneeled before the
great granite crucitix. Only the
low mumble of his voice could be
heard, and the muted hum of in-
sects coming out to greet the com-
ing dusk.
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His devotions completed, the
padre became aware then, for the
first time, of the kneeling figure
at the gate. He arose and greeted
Juanita, in her ragged overalls of
a peon boy.

“A  benediction, my son,” he
said in a sonorously mellow but
gentle voice. “What brings you
here this night?”

“I have come a long way wiih
a message and a present for you,
Padre”, Juanita replied meekly.

“Had you come with no burden
except ‘your sins for which you
may wish to atone you would have
been welcome,” murmured the
padre. “I am Padre Vincente,” he
announced. “It is I perhaps whom
you seek? What do men call you,
my son?”

“Juan de Cuevas, Padre,” was
Juanita’s simple response, and she
spoke truthfully, for men had call-
er her that, since her father had
seen fit for her to go about in the
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Westan Solves Juvenile Delinguency—]Juvenile «‘f-]m‘lucnr_\" has
disappeared from - Weston, Ont..' due to an .nrgnmzvd rccrut—mn
program sparked by the local .Ll(mF club six years ago. Organ-
ized parties on Hallowe’en night have eliminated vandalism.

Here a group of lads whoop it up during a s

a soccer game, one of

the ways the program keeps youngsters out of mischief.
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The True Secret
Of Popularity

MELANCHOLY girl today

* voices the complaint of many
*another. She Ilacks seli-con-
* fidence to a painful degree. She
tells me she is

always depress-

ed. She doesn't

go to dances be-

cause she’s af-

raid she won't

be asked to

dance. She won't

go on a blind

date because she

is afraid the

young man

might be disappoinied. She has a
good position, claims she has lots

oood, she
goo

says, and she dresses well. But
she is “not attractive.”

The trouble with this girl, as
with so many other shy ones, is
that she is afraid of life. She
dreads one more rebuff, she lacks
the courage to try again. So she
hides herself away from any new
experience. She is practically
standing in a corner, while life is
passing her by.

This is not normal, though it is
far from uncommon. What she
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guise of a boy..
“Juan,” muttcred  the padre,
“may the grace of God be with
you. Come with me indoors where
you may be fed and cared for. I
will have your beast seen to.”
Juanita Jifted the weighted
saddlebags from Pedro’s saddle,
tossed them over her slight should-
ers and half stumbled after the
priest. He led her through a cor-
ridor and into a cell-like office in
the adobe building. There she
dropped her burden to the flaor,
opened the saddlebags and let the

* needs is some good advice, and I
* hope I can give it to her.
© NOTHING VENTURE

She must | some engaging
qualities, or she wouldn’t h

? most of liem e consigntly
dwells on what she thinks are her
faults. Who says she is mot attract-
we, for i Only herself, 1
suspect. Next time she looks in the
mirror I urge her to examine herself
more fairly, acknowledge what
pleases her and see what can be done
to improve the rest. One’s expression
often has more to do with her popu-
larity than mere prettiness, and it is
inspired by her state of mind. If she
sets out om a date convinced that
she’s going to have a wonderful time,
she’ll have it. The thought will bring
o sparkle to her eye, color to her
cheek; it will add music to her voice,
and change her whole personality.

Next time this girl is asked to go
out, I hope she’ll accept. She'll wear
6 new frock (which will give her a
Iift) and she’ll stride out of the house
feeling she is Sombody Important.

Every ome of us is more or less
self-coascious. The cure for it lies in
6 sure knowledge of our attractive
qualities and in employing them to
our best advantage. Once we know
we are doing that, we can relaxr and
forget ourselves, and concentrate on
other people. This is the true secret
of popularity.

*  x %

“Thinking can make it 0” counde
trite, but it often works. Anme Hirst
will help you to believe in yourself.
Write her at Box A, yoom 421, 73
Adelaide St. West, Toronto.
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Sunday School Lesson

Religion in Practice
James 1:5-6, 22-272 2:14-20

GOLDEN TEXT —Faith, if it have
not works. is dead-+ James 2:17,

“Living Our Religion” is the
topic of this lesson for Ypung
People and Adults, and that is re-
ligion in practice.

The Epistle of James .is reput-
edly the epistle of “works” and
some, including the great Martin
Luther, have set it over against
the Episties of Paul as episties of
“faith.” But to make such a con-
trast is untrue to the letter and
spirit of the New Testament.

Four Jameses are mentioned n
the New Testament: James. the
Apostle, son of Zebedee, and
brother of John; James, the son
of Alphaeus, also an Apostle (see
Luke 6:16, American Revised Ver-
sion,; James, the iather of Judas,
the Apostle who was not Judas
Iscariot; and James, the brother of
Jesus

is last James, Christian his-
tory serts, was the author of the
Epistle of James. He was not
among the Twelve Apostles; in fact,
we are told in John 7:3-5, that the
brothers of Jesus did not believe
in Him. But after His crucifixion,
they joined the Christian company
(Acts 1:4), and two books of the
New Testament, James and Jude,
are asscciated with brothers of the
Master.

James is mentioned by Paul (I
Corinthians 15:7) as among those
who had a vision of the Risen
Christ. He became a great power in
the church at Jerusalem

When we think of James as the
leader of the Christian community
we can see him much as we would
see the wise pastor of a church,
dealing with his people according
to their needs and conditicns, re-
buking laxity.

By the time the Epistle was
written, the Christian community
had grown enough to present new
problems. The “man with the gold
ring” was typical of some of the
well-to-do who had been drawn to
the Christian fellowship, and James
found it necessary to remind the
Christians that God was no res-
pecter of persons. Likewise, when

he saw Christ
tunities for L;; 1

ed, be gaye ,\J y
definition of PUTe religio
1:27, ;
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majority of homes. It is just as
pleasant

gold pieces tinkle out onto the
stone floor.
(To be Continued)
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make your first b
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Calumet's double action protects lightness all the way.
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In the mixing

- 22 . bowl — thousands of siny sven sized
bubbles are released to start the leaveni iy
bl In the oven; di vening, when liquid is

continue to raise and hold the mixture high, light and even.
Follow directions on the tin for anw ..,:gl' gh

usands more new, lively little bubbles
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and cakes and muffins — comsist:
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experience, or have yet t©
iscuits, you'll find that Calumet Baking Powder assures
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" layour of the Erin Fall Fair grounds, where

JRTIME HIGHLIGHTS

By Your Ful-O-Pep Reporter S —
tless thousands throughout.the world, the
‘Erin’ is just another, and more poetic way of saying
i—one that comes handy to sentimental song-
‘:. and radio tenors.
g E;x* {o multitudes in all parts of Ontario—including,
rse, YOU Ful-O-Pep Reporter—Erin means some-
~Mt}urclv different. It stands for one of the very
[ 7[‘ of all our beauty spots; and when word comes
tl;e Erin Fall Fair is on the cards, your reporter
£ plans for a very early start towards Wellington

—

Te count

That your Ful-O-Pep Reporter is not alone in his
ation of Rural Ontario on Show—and at its best

i be seen from some of the shots our camera-man made

there. Favored by ideal weather, the Erin Fall Fair

s huge success as viewed from any angle; and those

ible for it are deserving of our heartiest congratu-

neg

some of our readers, w

B |

pod time was had by all”—Here our rovin g photographer gives us : ance shot showing

thousands spent a most

enjoyable and profitable day recently.

(;.ruxl‘_‘mn said “No”. Our staf
Ol an impressive but somew

S s
lected to tell us its nar

Photograph by your Ful-O-Pep Photographer
I photographer ‘shot’ this picture
hat dour-looking beast, but quite
ne, or that of its owner. Possibly

110 saw 1t at one of Ontario’s Fall Fairs,
be able to identify it.

ground, intensely interested

of the preliminary. trials.
Then from the rear

“all these people bothering

ot better world.”
And that was that!

THE LADY HAD NO ANSWER

At oue of the many Ountario Fall Fairs visited by your
ﬁul-O-Pep reporter, he happened to arrive in Agricultural
all just at a crucial moment.

With scores standing
, the Judges were pondering

their decision between two giant squashes, final survivors

came a voice—one of those

feminine voices styled to try and make you think of mink
eoats, exotic perfumes, and general superiority.

“Oh, Herbert, isn’t it just too quaint,” said the voice,

their heads about the size of

Idiotic things like squashes!”

There was a brief pause — then came the drawling
voice of one of the Judges, “Sorry to contradict you, lady,”
it said, “but if as much attention was paid to the improve-
ment of squash as there is to atomic bombs—well, maybe
{ou wouldn’t be sitting as pretty, but it would be a whole

FPho

under-a-year class.

tograph by your Ful-O-Pep Photographer

W. S. O'Neil—An enthusiastic Ful-O-Pep fee der—is seen with some calves shown in the

Photograph by your Ful-O-Pep FPho

P*een? Prize-winning yearling Hereford shown at
Fall Fair by Margaret Dunbar of Guelph.

[urnbull, v

. is shown with his pr
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er 1 year, exhibited by \\'ilfrcd
; is president of the Erin
prize-winning porker.

ep Pholusidiin '

e drew 19
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Smart Cow

We were delighted to get this
storv from a reader in rural Ohic.
it $\~"‘ he recenily arranged io
ave his aged mother cared for in a

g home, where he has been
visiting her twice a weck. Each time
he brings her a special lunch from
the farm, including a thermos bottle
of milk in which he slips a little
brandy—on advice of the family

doctor.

The lady is always delighted with
the lunches, and the other day, as
she sipped the milk, she said grave-
ly, “Oh, Larry, don’t ever sell that
cow!” —This Week.

"

The Meaning

The teacher was tr_ving to ex-
plain the meaning of certain ‘v';vord.s
to her class. She came to suffi-
L
c““l}\t'low,” she said brightly, “sup-
pose there was a cat hgre and 1

ve it a sancerful of m.nlk, which
jt drank. Then I gave 1t another
saucerful, and it dranlf It'all. But
when I gave it a third it would
only drink half of it. We can !hen
say that the cat }gad sufficient.
Now, Tommy, what is the meaning

of sufficient?” vicil
“Please, teacher,” ﬁlg Tommy
cagerly, “catful of milk.

—_—

Photograph by your Ful-O-Pep Photosrapher

hinery gets tiie once-over. A corner of the
n rait rair with spectators of all ages sizing up

something new in labor saving mechanism.

“Ma wants o know can she borrow a package of crisp,

delicious Grape-Nuts Flakes until tomarrow?”

“Sure thing, Ukluk, we always
keep an igloo full of malty-rich,
sweet-as-a-nut Post’s Grape-Nuts
Flakes.”

“Brother. we can use that good
nourishment in Post’s Grape-Nuts
Flakes: carbohydrates for energy;
proteins for muscle; phosphorus for
teeth and bones; iron for the blood;
other food essentials.”

“Those two golden grains, wheat
and malted barley sure are cleverly
blended, baked and toasted to
dchieve that gloricus flavor and
honey-golden crispness of Post’s
Grape-Nuts Flakes.”

“Know what? We're going to
cook up some cookies and mufing
éoo, iroln? those recipes on the Post’s

rape-Nuts Flakes package. Better
maxe it the big economy size.”
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