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HE sun was pouring down heat, and 
the whole valley felt like a furnace. 
Little eddies of hot wind touched us 

languidly now and then, not refreshing us, not 
even adding to our discomfort, but merely 
emphasizing the heat and dryness of our 
surroundings. We sat on the rough-planked 
porch of Martin’s saloon and looked up the 
valley, watching the trail quiver and seem to 
rock in the heat. 
 “No,” said Jimmy Calton, continuing 
the discussion he had been carrying on 
entirely by himself. “Th’ trouble with people 
is that they don’t see what’s just before their 
noses. They go round lookin’ for somethin’ 
excitin’ that ain’t there.” 
 He lounged carelessly in his chair, 
expertly flicking the ashes from his cigarette 
into the floppy wide ear of a huge yellow dog 
that slept peacefully stretched out on the floor. 
When the ashes struck the dog’s ear, he would 
lazily flick them out and go back to sleep 
again. 
 I mumbled something 
indistinguishable in answer to Jimmy’s 
pronouncement. Heat always takes all the 
energy out of me and I revert to my normal 
state of utter indolence. Jimmy took my 

mumble as a sign of interest, however, and 
continued his remarks. 
 “ ’Most everybody,” he said 
didactically, “goes around callin’ himself 
Sherlock Holmes or Nick Carter. Everybody’s 
got a habit o’ thinkin’ in a groove o’ mystery. 
Everybody thinks the same thing every time. 
Nobody likes anything he can’t make into a 
mystery.” 
 “Don’t like things they can 
understand?” I queried listlessly. “How’s that? 
I don’t agree with you.” 
 “Shuh!” Jimmy flicked a bit of ash 
accurately into the yellow dog’s ear. The dog 
reproachfully sat up and scratched it out with 
his hind foot, then lay down again. 
 “Shuh!” Jimmy repeated. “Why, looka 
here. S’pose you’re ridin’ on a trolley-car in 
Houston an’ are hangin’ onto a strap. Right in 
front of you is a pale, puny-lookin’ sort of 
feller, pale-faced, lookin’ like a girl. He’s got 
curly hair that needs cuttin’ and he don’t seem 
never to have needed a shave. He’s got small 
hands, an’ his ears ’re small an’ nice-lookin’. 
You, danglin’ on a strap like they do on the 
street-cars in Houston, you’ve got a bundle in 
your hand. You see this guy lookin’ up at you. 
He’s got blue eyes, awful blue eyes, like you 
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always think the girl you’re in love with has 
got.” 
 “I never do,” I defended myself. “I 
always fall in love with brunettes.” 
 “Anyway you like,” Jimmy conceded. 
“But you’re standin’ up there in front of this 
guy an’ you’ve got a bundle in your hand. Th’ 
car goes around a corner sudden, an’ your 
bundle drops in this guy’s lap. Instead of 
closin’ his knees together to catch it, he 
throws ’em apart. What would you think?” 
 “I don’t understand,” I said. 
 Jimmy pulled his bag of makings cut 
of his pocket and tossed it into my lap. 
Instinctively, I closed my knees upon it to 
keep it from falling to the floor. 
 “Oh,” I said. “Everybody knows a man 
puts his knees together to make a lap and a 
woman throws hers apart. That’s because she 
wears a skirt.” 
 “Well, what would you think if this 
guy on the street-car threw his apart? 
Remember, he’s pale, an’ puny, an’ sort o’ 
hunched over.” 
 “I’d say he was a woman, 
masquerading in men’s clothes,” I said 
promptly. 
 Jimmy nodded his head. 
 “O’ course you’d say that,” he 
admitted. “I did hope you might have more 
sense, but it’s all right.” 
 “Well, what should I think?” I 
demanded. I was a little nettled by Jimmy’s 
manner. He is a decent sort of fellow and has 
given me a lot of good stories, but there is no 
use denying that he is irritating sometimes. 
 “He might be a shoemaker,” Jimmy 
suggested mildly. “They wear leather aprons, 
an’ have to hol’ scraps o’ leather an’ things in 
’em, so they spread their knees to make laps to 
hol’ things in. Ain’t it true? An’ wouldn’t that 
account for his bein’ hunched over, an’ all 
that?” 
 I grunted in ungraceful admission of 
my defeat and relapsed into silence. We sat 

without speech for some moment. All the 
valley was very quiet. The heat made 
everything seem to dance in jerky, hypnotic 
motions. Inside the bar we could hear the flies 
buzzing dully about. Occasionally a half-
strangled snore came from within. Joe, the 
bartender, lay peacefully behind the bar, 
resting against the night and the need for 
labor. Our two ponies dozed against the 
hitching-rail. Now and then one of them lazily 
whisked at the numberless flies with his tail, 
but nearly all of the valley seemed as indolent 
and as inert as the two of us sitting on the 
porch. Jimmy sprawled in his chair and fanned 
himself slowly with his sombrero, pulling the 
while on his cigarette. The big yellow dog lay 
soundly asleep in the strange languor of hot 
climates. 
 “It ain’t to be wondered at,” Jimmy 
said presently, referring to his former subject 
of conversation. “When folks had to think 
things out f’r themselves they diden’ stick to 
grooves, but now—gosh! Look at Joe inside 
there. The barkeep that was here before him 
knowed every man in forty miles real 
intimate, an’ most men in four hundred miles 
well enough to lend ’em money. He knowed 
every brand, an’ every ranch, an’ most Mexes 
well enough to keep the wrong ones out o’ 
here. An’ look at Joe. What d’you s’pose he’d 
do ’f I asked him where Carey Walters lives? 
He’d use th’ telephone!” 
 “Not that bad,” I said. “Everybody 
knows where Carey lives.” 
 “Pretty near that bad,” Jimmy repeated 
doggedly. “He’d call up somebody that 
knowed an’ ask how to get there from here. 
He thinks in a groove, a telephone groove. 
Everybody thinks in grooves nowadays.” 
 He threw the butt of his cigarette away 
and sat in disgusted silence. Without energy to 
stir him up again, I lay lazily back and looked 
out at a dazzling world through half-closed 
eyes. The sun-glare was terrific. The whole 
valley seemed to be simply baking slowly but 
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thoroughly in the hot, pitiless sunshine. 
Presently, far down the quivering, baking 
track that through courtesy we called a road, a 
whirl of dust appeared, and then a darker spot 
in its center. 
 “Here comes somebody,” I said 
without movement. “Must be Carey.” 
 Jimmy squinted his eyes and watched 
the approaching figure. 
 “Yeah,” he said. “He ought to have 
better sense than to travel in the middle of the 
day.” 
 “I wonder,” I said idly, “if his wife is 
standing up well in the heat.” 
 “I saw her a couple of weeks ago,” 
Jimmy yawned. “and she looked pretty well. 
He’s a lucky dog. She’s una muy gellina, 
believe me!” 
 That was Jimmy’s private Spanish 
rendition of “Some chicken!” He had a habit 
of translating American slang into ‘dobe 
Spanish and inflicting it upon his hearers. In 
this case, he happened to be quite correct. 
Mary Walters was one of the most charming 
little women a fool husband ever dragged 
away from civilization. Her husband was the 
manager of a tiny mine ten miles from 
everywhere but the saloon on whose porch we 
sat. With the sublime folly of an adoring 
husband, he had brought his wife there to live 
in the manager’s house, to be the only white 
woman in thirty miles, and to almost literally 
fry in the heat of the valley. There were thirty 
or forty Mex women attached to the village of 
the mine-workers, and about seventy-five or 
so men about the mine, but her husband was 
the only white man she would see for weeks 
on end. He usually had a white assistant, but 
for two months past had been without one. 
 “He shouldn’t have taken her up 
there,” I said resentfully. “It’s ridiculous to 
expect a white woman to live like that.” 
 “But he did,” Jimmy said lazily. “The 
point isn’t that he shouldn’t have taken her 

there, but just he’s got in a groove of thinkin’. 
He married her. Wives ought to live with their 
husbands. An’ so—” 
 “He certainly oughtn’t leave her there 
alone.” I said virtuously. 
 “You’re right there,” Jimmy agreed. 
“We’re no more’n twenty miles from the 
border.” 
 “I wasn’t thinking of raids,” I 
remarked. “The rangers have pretty well taken 
care of them.” 
 “I was thinkin’ of raids,” Jimmy was 
quite serious. “Every spigoty revoltoso in 
Chihuahua is just lookin’ f’r a chanst to make 
a gran’ stan’ raid. ’F he c’n make a big splash 
an’ get his name in all the dobe newspapers—
like the ones that come out once a week an’ 
say Roosevelt is headin’ a revolution in the 
States an’ the President’s had to move the 
gov’ment to Canada—a big raid ’ll mean any 
number of men f’r him.” 
 “But they wouldn’t dare raid this far,” 
I protested. “And no one could get any 
number of men this far with any hope of 
getting back.” 
 “Wouldn’t need many men,” Jimmy 
persisted. “Half a dozen men ’d be plenty.” 
 “There are seventy-five at the mine,” I 
pointed out. 
 “And fifty of ’em ’d join the raiders,” 
Jimmy replied casually. “You don’t know 
greasers yet. I ain’t sayin’ there’s any real 
danger. I’d have licked some sense into Carey 
’f I’d thought there was, an’ I wouldn’t be 
loafing here, either. I just said it was possible. 
Those spigoties think in grooves, too. But you 
know the Mariposita is a dam’ rich mine if it 
is small. It ’d be worth takin’ a chance on. I’d 
raid it myself f’r much.” 
 Carey waved his hat to us and drew up 
before the door. 
 “Hello, people,” he said cheerfully, 
and mounted the steps. “Come in and have a 
drink.” 
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 We followed him. Joe, inside, woke 
reluctantly and served us, then lay down again 
to sleep. 
 “I’m going to use the telephone, Joe,” 
Carey said matter-of-factly, and went to the 
instrument. We heard him call his wife and 
give her a message to be delivered to the Mex 
foreman. 
 “Carey,” said Jimmy deliberately when 
he turned away, “what’s eatin’ you, goin’ 
aroun’ in this hot weather?” 
 “I got a phone call that the owners are 
down in Dos Pasos and want to see me. They 
don’t want to come out to the mine. I don’t 
blame them,” he added with a laugh. “It’s 
some ride even this far, and it’s going to be 
worse the rest of the way.” 
 “You got a telephone out there at the 
mine now?” Jimmy asked curiously. “You 
musta had money to burn to run a wire all that 
ways.” 
 Carey laughed again. 
 “The owners put it in, and I wanted it 
for Mary, anyway. She was getting a little bit 
lonesome, and having a phone in is almost like 
being in town.” 
 “Of course,” Jimmy said with a trace 
of sarcasm. Carey did not notice. 
 “You ought to see the way the mine is 
turning out.” he said in a burst of enthusiasm. 
“You know what placer stuff is like, but this is 
a wonder! I’m carrying down some stuff that 
will open the owners’ eyes.” 
 “You carryin’ around a lot of stuff 
casual like?” Jimmy asked. “An’ all by 
yourself?” 
 “I’ve got more than I like to think 
about,” Carey admitted. “It’s all right, though. 
Nobody’ll bother me. The men expect me to 
carry down the month’s out-put next week and 
get the money for their pay. They’ll never 
suspect I’m going to trot down with it to-day. 
I’ll get back by to-morrow night with their pay 
and then I don’t mind their finding out. This is 
the best plan, after all. 

 Jimmy looked a trifle queer, but said 
nothing. In a moment or two more Carey 
mounted again and rode away. 
 “Grooves,” said Jimmy meditatively as 
he disappeared down the valley. “Grooves. 
There was a guy once wrote a thing—a story 
or somethin’—sayin’ that the best way to hide 
a thing was to not hide it at al1.” 
 “ ‘The Purloined Letter,’” I suggested. 
 “I don’t know.” Jimmy’s brow was 
wrinkled. “I ain’t much on readin’. But that 
story thing makes more trouble than ’most any 
one other thing I know. It started a new kind 
o’ groove. Look at Carey there. Everybody 
that bothers to think about it at all will know 
he’s carryin’ somethin’ to show the owners. 
See? It’s near th’ time to carry the stuff, he’s 
got a lot of it, an’ he’s got to go to town. He 
wouldn’t want to leave all that unguarded at 
the mine anyway.” 
 “You just said that thinking in 
grooves—and having a guard with him would 
be thinking in grooves—was the worst thing a 
man could do. You’re contradicting yourself.” 
 “That shows I’m tellin’ the truth,” 
Jimmy said cryptically. “When a man is lyin’ 
he’s pretty sure to be plausible. When he 
contradicts himself he knows what he’s 
talking about.” 
 He rolled another cigarette and lighted 
it, throwing the extinguished match at the 
head of the sleepy yellow dog on the porch. I 
lay back in my chair again, and half-closed my 
eyes. The valley danced and quivered in the 
heat. The two ponies still dozed at the 
hitching-rail. I was taking a vacation and had 
ridden over early in the morning from the 
ranch at which I was stopping. I had been told 
I would probably find Jimmy turning up some 
time during the day, but so far he had merely 
bored me with diadactic reflections on life in 
general. 
 Jimmy, as a story-teller, was amusing, 
but as a philosopher he was dull. I found 
myself growing more and more drowsy from 
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the heat. A small lizard poked his head from 
beneath a stumpy bit of yellow brush, heard 
nothing, and ventured out into the sunlight. He 
lay still, torpid, basking, baking in the sun. 
The big yellow dog gave a sigh and flopped 
his uppermost ear, in which Jimmy had just 
flicked a bit of cigarette-ash. Jimmy began to 
speak again, but I paid no attention. A 
muffled, strangled snore came from inside the 
house. The sun poured down. A little whirl of 
hot, dry air touched my face. My soft collar 
was damp with perspiration. 
 I lay back, comfortable, my arm lazily 
hanging down. My cigarette slipped from the 
relaxed fingers and rolled on the rough plank 
flooring of the porch. The valley danced 
dizzily in the heat. I slipped off into that 
delightful state of half-waking, half-sleeping 
semiconsciousness that is the true siesta. 
 I roused with a start. The telephone-
bell inside was ringing. I had not dozed long, 
no more than a normal midday siesta. I heard 
Joe, inside, shuffle protestingly across the 
floor to the phone. He took down the receiver 
and answered it sleepily. 
 “Naw, he ain’t here. He lef’ a couple 
o’ hours ago. Jimmy Calton’s here. Wan’ ter 
talk to him?” 
 Jimmy rose, stretched, and went 
indoors. 
 “Hello,” he said casually into the 
transmitter. The next second I had a sense of 
an electric tension. Jimmy’s voice had 
changed entirely. 
 “You’re Mendez? At the Mariposita? 
What’s up?” 
 I went inside. Jimmy was pale as 
death. Joe, the bartender, stared at him, 
puzzled. 
 “What’s the matter, Jimmy?” I asked 
curiously. 
 He paid no attention for a moment, 
listening on the receiver. 
 “Wait a minute, Mendez.” he said 

quietly, and turned to face us. 
 “Felipe Mendez is at the Mariposita. 
He crossed th’ border las’ night an’ made f’r 
the mine. His gang’s in charge now, only they 
dynamited the safe an’ foun’ Carey took all 
the stuff with ’im. Now Mendez says if he 
don’t come back with it, it’s good-by for 
Carey’s wife.” 
 He stood still a moment, his fingers 
working nervously. 
 “You know what that means,” he said 
sharply. “It ‘d take hours to catch Carey, an’ if 
he came back, it ’d be good-by anyway. There 
ain’t any rangers we can git together in time. 
Dammit, what’re we goin’ to do?” 
 I went to the phone. Some two or three 
months before I had met Mendez. He was then 
a strong partisan of the central government, 
and I had interviewed him. He would 
remember me, I felt sure, because from 
motives of policy I had praised him in 
moderation. I told him who I was and he did 
remember me. 
 “What’s this Jimmy Calton tells me?” 
I asked. 
 “I am sorree,” Mendez’s oily voice 
came over the phone. “But to conduct the 
revolucion funds are necessaree. So. But 
reparation may be had from el gobernador.” 
 “But what’s this question of Mrs. 
Walters?” 
 “My men; they are much disappointed. 
I cannot blame them. To hold the señora as a 
hostage is the onlee possible way to secure the 
funds we must have.” 
 Jimmy suddenly came up behind me 
and took the receiver from my hand. 
 “Go get the ponies in shape,” he said 
quietly. “You’re game for a scrap? Joe, you’re 
comin’, too.” 
 We went out and I, for one, paced 
nervously up and down. Joe went to the rear 
of the saloon and reappeared leading a pony. I 
heard Jimmy still talking inside, but could not 
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distinguish his words. He joined us in a 
moment and jumped on his horse. We 
thumped away up the valley in the blistering 
heat, the hot wind burning our faces. I could 
not understand what was wanted of me, 
because I am without exception the worst shot 
in America. Joe rode sullenly beside me. 
 “I don’t know what we c’n do,” Jimmy 
said wretchedly. “I said we had enough to pay 
him in the bar safe, an’ I’d bring it if Mary 
Walters wasn’t harmed. I talked to her, an’ so 
far she’s jus’ scared. We gotta trus’ t’ luck.” 
 “You mean we’re goin’ t’ fight?” 
asked Joe with a groan. “Hell, I ain’t no 
fighter.” 
 It was very hot in the valley, but I 
began to feel a little chilly. Riding cold-
bloodedly into a fight is not as pleasant a 
sensation as one would suppose. I began to 
think of many solemn things. The worst of 
them was that I would be quite useless. 
 “We’re to ride up to a mile o’ Carey’s 
cabin, an’ then a couple o’ spigoties ’ll come 
an’ meet me. I’m t’ go on alone an’ see Mary, 
an’ bring ’er beck—presumably,” he added 
grimly. “Looka here, fellers, I got somethin’ 
up m’ sleeve, but if I don’t get out with her all 
right—” 
 Joe grunted. I felt very queer. 
 “I think I’m goin’ to be all right,” 
Jimmy said carefully. “I’m countin’ on th’ 
Mexes thinkin’ in grooves, too.” 
 We pounded on up the trail, with the 
blinding dust rising all around us, soaked in 
sweat and with the dust turning to mud as it 
settled upon us. Joe rode uncomfortably and 
ungracefully, but he seemed vastly more 
comfortable mentally than I was. We were 
going into a tight, place. Mendez was not a 
pleasant person to deal with. He would 
probably, as Jimmy had foretold only a few 
hours before, have only half a dozen or a 
dozen men with him, but to me that was far 
too many. It is all very well to talk about one 
white man being a match for several 

Mexicans, but—well, I was uncomfortable. In 
spite of the heat and the sweat that poured 
from every pore, I felt cold all over. I do not 
think I was intended to be a hero. 
 Jimmy seemed to be going over his 
plan again and again. Neither Joe nor myself 
knew what it was. We knew Jimmy had 
promised to bring a ransom for Mary Walters, 
and we knew he had not brought it—that, in 
fact, there was no sum of money to bring. 
Carey had the only really big sum in the 
locality, and he was miles away and going 
blissfully along, quite unconscious of his 
wife’s danger. It was quite hopeless, 
altogether. I had heard some few tales of 
Mendez, and knew that even if Jimmy did turn 
over all the money Mendez demanded, 
Mendez was just as likely as not to shoot him 
casually and keep Mary Walters as his captive 
anyway. And the thought of a white woman in 
the hands of one of Mexico’s revoltoso 
chieftain— 
 Jimmy reined up. 
 “I’m goin’ t’ try to hang on to my 
gun,” he said to us, “but ’f I can’t, after I’ve 
gone up to Carey’s house you two edge up as 
close as you can. An’ if there’s shootin’—as I 
expec’—you two come a runnin’.” 
 “Hell!” Joe said mournfully. “I ain’t no 
fighter.” 
 I confess I swallowed hard. My hands 
were shaking, at any rate, when I reached for 
the pistol in my hip-pocket. I slipped it into 
the side-pocket of my coat. Joe did the same. 
Jimmy was not wearing chaps, merely 
corduroy trousers above his boots, and he had 
a big bulge in his hip-pocket. He left it there. 
 We came in sight of Carey’s house. It 
stood by itself on top of a rise in the ground. 
The mine itself lay over the ridge. We could 
see one or two of the houses of the mine-
workers, but most of them were hidden with 
the mine. Two men, apparently of Mendez’s 
gang, loafed before the door of Carey’s house. 
 When we appeared there was a stir. 
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The two men before Carey’s cottage called 
inside and the door opened. I recognized 
Mendez. He grinned at us and gave some 
orders to the pair. They started down toward 
us. Two or three men from the village ran up 
to the house, and received further instructions 
from Mendez. By this time the two he had 
first spoken to were quite near. 
 Jimmy rode forward to meet them. 
There was an angry argument. The two men 
were evidently insisting that he surrender his 
weapons before he came up to the house. At 
last, with a very ill grace, Jimmy gave in. He 
handed over his pistol. Even then, however, 
they were not satisfied. One of them patted his 
pockets to make sure he had no other 
weapons. Then they went on up to the house. 
Mendez greeted Jimmy with a flashing smile, 
showing his white teeth. Jimmy evidently 
snapped at him. The pair disappeared indoors. 
 Joe looked at me uncomfortably. I 
gripped my pistol nervously and we edged 
forward. Carey’s house seemed to quiver a 
little in the heat. Our hearts in our throats, we 
edged our horses toward it. One of the men 
before the door entered, apparently in 
response to an order. 
 There was a sudden yell from the 
house, and an explosion. We dashed forward 
recklessly, scared stiff but desperate, going for 
the house. The men outside ran for the door. 
One of them stopped and fired at us, but the 
bullet went wild. They disappeared inside and 
two more shots sounded. We pounded up to 
the door, and Jimmy appeared, holding Mary 
by the arm, a little trickle of blood coming 
from his ear. He was facing inside with his 
arm leveled, and he was swearing atrociously 
in Spanish. 
 Our arrival seemed to help matters. He 

unceremoniously handed Mary over to me 
and, with Joe, went back inside. There was a 
slight scuffle, but then he came out again and 
began to wipe the blood off his neck. 
 “Got ’em,” he said in a satisfied tone. 
 “But, Jimmy,” I protested, “how did 
you do it?” 
 “Why, I stuck up Mendez as soon’s I 
got inside,” he said deliberately, “an’ made 
’im call one of his gang to come in. I’d tied 
Mendez up, but when this guy come in he 
yelled. I had to shoot ’im. Then the others 
come runnin’, an’ one of ’em nicked my ear. 
Th’ others played my game ’s soon’s they saw 
I had ’em covered.” 
 “But they disarmed you,” I protested 
again. “I saw them search you for a pistol.” 
 Jimmy grinned. 
 “Grooves,” he said sententiously. 
“Grooves. Mexes think in grooves jus’ like 
other folks. You saw that feller feel my 
pockets?” 
 “I did,” I said. 
 Jimmy stood up. 
 “See ’f I’ve got a gun now,” he 
ordered. 
 I felt his pockets and shook my head. 
 “Grooves,” said Jimmy pityingly. 
“You think in grooves, too. I got a gun, the 
same one I used on th’ Mexes. You felt my 
right pants-pocket, an’ my left pants-pocket, 
an’ my hip-pocket, an’ my coat-pockets, but 
you didn’t never think that I might be left-
handed.” 
 “What’s that got to do with it?” 
 “I got a left hip-pocket,” said Jimmy 
mildly. “Nobody ever puts anything in ’ere, 
but everybody wears ’em. Nobody uses ’em 
but left-handed people—an’ me.” 

 


