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Introduction

Johnston McCulley was born in 1879 in the United States of
America. He worked as crime reporter for a newspaper, but often
wrote cowboy stories for weekly magazines. In 1919, McCulley
created a new character called Zorro for five of his stories. They
were made into a film in 1920. The stories were so popular that they
were published as a book in 1924 — using the film’s title “The Mark
of Zorro” .

The Zorro stories are set in the small town of Reina de Los
Angeles (Queen of the Angels), in southern California. This town
is now the city of Los Angeles. California was then a province of
Mexico and its people spoke Spanish. Many Franciscan monks went
there to set up missions. They owned much of the land and raised
cattle to sell cattle hides.

Zorro was a man who appeared in times of trouble wearing a
long purple cloak and a black mask. He fought with a sword in one
hand and a pistol in the other. He helped the poor and always stood
up for what was right. In The Mark of Zorro, he helps a friar and a
noble family whose land has been stolen — and falls in love!

More than eighty films based on Zorro have been made
throughout the world. He was such a well-loved character that
Johnston McCulley wrote stories about him until his death in 1958,

at the age of seventy-nine.
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These are the Spanish words used in the story:

adios goodbye

caballero gentleman

Don Mr.

fray friar, monk

plaza a village or town square
senor / senores Mr. /gentlemen

senorita Miss/madam

sombrero hat with a large round brim
zorro fox
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adios
caballero

Don

fray

plaza

senor / senores
senorita
sombrero

Zorro

goodbye BRI

gentleman [T (%4 )

Mr. 4

Friar, monk f&iE+, €18

a village or town square FES/NET 1
Mr. /gentlemen %4 /ET

Miss/madam /N/AK

hat with a large round brim [F3iA1§
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CHAPTER ONE

The Stranger in the Storm

It was a typical February storm for southern California. The wind
shrieked and sheets of rain hit the ground in the little town of Reina
de Los Angeles. But inside the tavern, Sergeant Pedro Gonzales
stretched his big feet towards the roaring fire. With one hand he
touched his sword and in the other he held a mug of wine.

“Tis a night for evil!” he said to the landlord.

The landlord agreed and filled the sergeant’s mug again. Pedro
Gonzales had a bad temper when it was empty.

“An evil night!” the sergeant repeated. He drank his wine in
one gulp and sprawled closer to the fire.

The conversation died away and the landlord became afraid.
Sergeant Gonzales was only happy when he was arguing and if he
could not argue, he might start a fight. The landlord came closer
and started to speak. “They are saying in the town that this Senor
Zorro is causing trouble again. ”

His words had a terrible effect on Gonzales. He hurled his
half-filled wine mug onto the dirt floor and crashed his fist onto the
table. The other soldiers scattered.

“Senor Zorro, eh?” he cried in a ferocious voice. “Is it my
fate to always hear that name? Senor Zorro, eh? Mr Fox! He is as
cunning as one, and he stinks as much!”

Gonzales turned to face his soldiers. “He is the curse of the

L 7 .
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highway with his mask and sword, they tell me. He uses the point
of it to carve the letter ‘Z’ on the face of his enemy. The mark
of Zorro, that’s what they call it. But I have never seen him or his
sword. No, Senor Zorro never comes near me. Here is one fox it
will give me pleasure to hunt. ”

“There is a reward. .. ” the landlord began.

«yes,” Gonzales interrupted, “offered by the Governor of
California himself. But Senor Zorro never visits our town. Why
not? Because we have a prison, that’s why! And Senor Zorro keeps
away from prisons. ”

“But he must have a place where he eats and sleeps,” the
landlord said. “One day your soldiers will trail him to his den. ”

“He says that he is not a thief, ” Gonzales sneered. “He says
that he is a friend of the poor and that that he only punishes those
who behave badly. ”

“I am glad that he never comes here, ” the landlord said. “I
have no wish to be robbed. ”

“To be robbed?” Gonzales cried in a voice of thunder.

“Robbed of what? Of a jug of weak wine. You fool! Let this bold
and cunning Zorro enter this door. Let his eyes twinkle through his
mask. Let me face him just for one moment and I shall claim that
generous reward. More wine, fat fool!”

The door of the tavern suddenly opened and the candles
flickered in a gust of wind and rain. Gonzales half pulled out his
sword. The landlord gave a sigh of relief. It was Don Diego Vega,
a fair young nobleman of twenty-four.

“«Have I startled you, senores?” Don Diego asked politely,

glancing around the room.
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“No, the storm did,” Gonzales replied. “You are not capable

of startling any man. ”
“Hmm!” Don Diego grunted, taking off his hat and cloak.
“Watch your words, my friend. I can forget the difference in our
upbringing only if you mind your tongue. You amuse me, senor,
and for that I do not mind buying you wine. But make fun of me in

public, or in private, and we shall no longer be friends. ”

-9'
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“] beg your pardon, my good friend,” Gonzales replied. “If
any man asks me from now on, I shall tell them that you ar¢ a man
of quick wit and sword. » He threw back his head and roared with
laughter.
The peculiar friendship between the two men was the talk of
the town. Don Diego came from a family that owned thousand of
acres of land, herds of horses and cattle — and huge fields of wheat.
He owned an enormous ranch and a house in the town, too. One
day, he would inherit a great fortune.
But Don Diego was unlike most other young men. He hardly
ever wore a sword. He disliked fighting. He was the opposite of
Sergeant Gonzales in every way.
«We have been talking about Senor Zorro,” Gonzales said.
“The curse of the highway.”

et us not speak about him,” Don Diego said with a yawn.
«All T ever hear are tales of bloodshed and violence. These are
difficult times. Is it not possible to talk of music or poetry?”

“Corn mush and goat’s milk,” Gonzales muttered.

“In any case, Senor Zorro has only robbed men who have
stolen from the missions or the poor., » Don Diego continued. “He
has killed no one.”

«1 shall catch him!” Gonzales cried. “And...”

“Then tell me later — not now!” Don Diego replied. He put
down his wine and reached for his sombrero and cloak. Then he
plunged back into the storm and the darkness.

“ That man is as gentle as a spring breeze,” Gonzales
remarked. “He cannot bear violence. I wish I had his looks and

money. Ha! There would be a stream of broken hearts. o

1100
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“And broken heads!” one of the soldiers said.

“Ha! Ha! Yes, broken heads!” cried Gonzales, jumping to his

feet. He pulled out his sword and swept it backwards and forwards
through the air, shouting, thrusting and lunging. He roared with
laughter as he fought the shadows.

'”

“If only this fine Senor Zorro was here!” Gonzales gasped.

The door opened again and a man entered. His sombrero was
pulled low on his head to stop the wind carrying it away. His body
was wrapped in a long purple cloak.

Suddenly the stranger whirled round. The landlord gave a cry
of fear and moved away. The soldiers gasped. Sergeant Gonzales
allowed his lower jaw to drop and his eyés bulged. The man who
stood before them wore a black mask over his face. His eyes
glittered behind two slits. He bowed.

“Senor Zorro, at your service,” he said.
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CHAPTER TWO

A Clash of Swords

“ By all the saints, if you are Senor Zorro, then you are a fool!”
Gonzales cried. “By coming here, you have walked into a trap, my
fine highwayman. Have you come to surrender your sword to me?”

Zorro laughed. “No. I am here on business. ” He stared at
Gonzales. “Four days ago, you beat a man brutally on the road
between here and the mission at San Gabriel. ”

“What business is that of yours?”

“I have come to punish you,” Zorro said.

“Come to punish me?” Gonzales asked, laughing. “You are as
good as dead, senor. Say your prayers now!”

“There is no need,” Zorro replied.

“Then I must do my duty,” Gonzales replied. He lifted the
point of his sword and walked carefully towards Zorro. Then
suddenly, he stepped back. Zorro was holding a pistol in front of
him.

“Ha! So that is the way you do it!” Gonzales cried.

“Gentlemen prefer the sword. ”

“Move back!” Zorro cried. “I shall not warn you again. I
shall use my sword when everybody else in this room has moved
away from me. [ shail hold my pistol in my left hand and fight the
sergeant with the sword in my right hand.” He laughed loudly.

'7)

“On guard, senor
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Gonzales raised his sword and their blades clashed. Zorro did
not move. He did not step forward or to the side. Gonzales
attacked furiously. Then he moved away, hoping that Zorro would
follow. But he stood his ground, forcing Gonzales to attack again.

Anger got the better of the sergeant. “Don’t stand there like a
mountain!” he cried. Then he tried to control his anger for an angry
man cannot control his sword. His eyes narrowed and his stare
became cold. But all the tricks he tried had no effect. Through his
mask, Zorro’s eyes scemed to be laughing at him.

“We have had enough of playing,” Zorro said. “It is time for
the punishment. ”

Suddenly he began to walk forward, slowly forcing Gonzales
back until he was against the wall. At the same moment, somebody
banged on the bolted door.

“I regret that I do not have time to give you the punishment
you deserve,” Zorro cried.

“We have Senor Zorro in here!” Gonzales cried. Zorro’s
sword darted backwards and forwards, glittering in the candlelight,
until Gonzales felt his sword torn from his hand. He waited for the
final thrust of the blade.

“I shall die here instead of on the field of battle as a soldier
should, ” he thought.

Instead, Zorro slapped Pedro Gonzales once across the cheek.

“Until next time, senor!” he said.

He ran to the window, opened it and jumped out. The wind
and rain rushed in, blowing out all the candles. Gonzales roared
with shame. He and his men stumbled after Zorro. But it was no

use. It was too dark and wet to see anything.
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