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About Brand:
Frederick Schiller Faust (May 29, 1892- May 12, 1944)was an Americ-

an fiction author known primarily for his thoughtful and literary
Westerns. Faust wrote mostly under pen names, and today is primarily
known by one, Max Brand. Others include George Owen Baxter, George
Evans, David Manning, John Frederick, Peter Morland, George Challis,
and Frederick Frost. Faust was born in Seattle to Gilbert Leander Faust
and Elizabeth (Uriel) Faust, who both died soon after. He grew up in
central California and later worked as a cowhand on one of the many
ranches of the SanJoaquin Valley. Faust attended the University of Cali-
fornia, Berkeley, where he began to write prolifically for student publica-
tions, poetry magazines, and occasionally newspapers. He did not attain
a degree, as he was deemed a troublemaker, and began to travel extens-
ively. He joined the Canadian Army in 1915,but deserted the next year
and went to New York City. During the 1910s,Faust started to sell stor-
ies to the pulp magazines of Frank Munsey, including All-Story Weekly
and Argosy Magazine. When the United States joined World War I in
1917, Faust tried to enlist but was turned down. He married Dorothy
Schillig in 1917,and the couple had three children. In the 1920s,Faust
wrote extensively for pulp magazines, especially Street & SmithÕs
Western Story Magazine, a weekly for which he would write over a mil-
lion words a year in fiction published under various pen names,with of-
ten two serials and a short novel in a single issue. In 1921he suffered a
severeheart attack, and for the rest of his life suffered from chronic heart
disease.His love for mythology was, however, a constant source of in-
spiration for his fiction and his classicaland literary inclinations are per-
haps part of the reason for his successat genre fiction. The classical influ-
encesare certainly noticeable in his stories, many of which would inspire
films. He created the Western character Destry, featured in several
filmed versions of Destry Rides Again, and his character Dr. Kildare was
adapted to motion pictures, radio, television, and comic books. Begin-
ning in 1934 Faust began publishing fiction in upscale slick magazines
that paid better than pulp magazines. In 1938,due to political events in
Europe, Faust returned with his family to the United States,settling in
Hollywood, working as a scriptwriter for a number of film studios. At
one point Warner Brothers was paying him $3,000 a week (at a time
when that might be a yearÕssalary for an average worker), and he made
a fortune from MGMÕsuse of the Dr. Kildare stories. He was one of the
highest paid writers of that time. Ironically, Faust disparaged his com-
mercial successand used his own name only for the poetry that he
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regarded as his true vocation. When World War II broke out, Faust in-
sisted on doing his part, and despite being well into middle age and a
heart condition managed to become a front line war correspondent.
Faust was quite famous at this point and the soldiers enjoyed having this
popular author among them. While traveling with American soldiers as
they battled Germans in Italy, Faust was mortally wounded by shrapnel
and died in 1944.He was personally commended for bravery by Presid-
ent Franklin D. Roosevelt. Faust managed a massive outpouring of fic-
tion, rivaling Edgar Wallace and especially Isaac Asimov as one of the
most prolific authors of all time. He wrote more than 500 novels for
magazinesand almost asmany stories of shorter length. His total literary
output is estimated to have been between 25,000,000and 30,000,000
words. Most of his books and stories were turned out at breakneck rate,
sometimes as quickly as 12,000words in the course of a weekend. New
books based on magazine serials or unpublished continue to appear so
that he has averaged a new book every four months for seventy-five
years. Beyond this, some work by him is newly reprinted every week of
every year in one or another format somewhere in the world. Source:
Wikipedia
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Chapter1
It was characteristic of the two that when the uproar broke out Vance
Cornish raised his eyes,but went on lighting his pipe. Then his sister El-
izabeth ran to the window with a swish of skirts around her long legs.
After the first shot there was a lull. The little cattle town was as peaceful
as ever with its storm-shaken houses staggering away down the street.

A boy was stirring up the dust of the street, enjoying its heat with his
bare toes, and the sameold man was bunched in his chair in front of the
store. During the two days Elizabeth had been in town on her cattle-
buying trip, she had never seehim alter his position. But she was accus-
tomed to the West, and this advent of sleep in the town did not satisfy
her. A drowsy town, like a drowsy-looking cow-puncher, might be cap-
able of unexpected things.

"Vance," she said, "there's trouble starting."
"Somebody shooting at a target," he answered.
As if to mock him, he had no sooner spoken than a dozen voices yelled

down the street in a wailing chorus cut short by the rapid chattering of
revolvers. Vance ran to the window. Justbelow the hotel the street made
an elbow-turn for no particular reasonexcept that the original cattle- trail
had made exactly the same turn before Garrison City was built. Toward
the corner ran the hubbub at the pace of a running horse. Shouts, shrill,
trailing curses, and the muffled beat of hoofs in the dust. A rider
plunged into view now, his horse leaning far in to take the sharp angle,
and the dust skidding out and away from his sliding hoofs. The rider
gave easily and gracefully to the wrench of his mount.

And he seemed to have a perfect trust in his horse, for he rode with
the reins hanging over the horns of his saddle. His hands were occupied
by a pair of revolvers, and he was turned in the saddle.

The head of the pursuing crowd lurched around the elbow-turn; fire
spat twice from the mouth of each gun. Two men dropped, one rolling
over and over in the dust, and the other sitting down and clasping his
leg in a ludicrous fashion. But the crowd was checked and fell back.
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By this time the racing horse of the fugitive had carried him close to
the hotel, and now he faced the front, a handsome fellow with long black
hair blowing about his face.He wore a black silk shirt which accentuated
the pallor of his face and the flaring crimson of his bandanna. And he
laughed joyously, and the watchers from the hotel window heard him
call: "Go it, Mary. Feed 'em dust, girl!"

The pursuers had apparently realized that it was useless to chase.
Another gust of revolver shots barked from the turning of the street, and
among them a different and more sinister sound like the striking of two
great hammers face on face, so that there was a cold ring of metal after
the explosionÑat least one man had brought a rifle to bear. Now, as the
wild rider darted past the hotel, his hat was jerked from his head by an
invisible hand. He whirled again in the saddle and his guns raised. As he
turned, Elizabeth Cornish saw something glint across the street. It was
the gleam of light on the barrel of a rifle that was thrust out through the
window of the store.

That long line of light wobbled, steadied, and fire jetted from the
mouth of the gun. The black-haired rider spilled sidewise out of the
saddle; his feet came clear of the stirrups, and his right leg caught on the
cantle. He was flung rolling in the dust, his arms flying weirdly. The rifle
disappeared from the window and a boy's set face looked out. But before
the limp body of the fugitive had stopped rolling, Elizabeth Cornish
dropped into a chair, sick of face. Her brother turned his back on the
mob that closed over the dead man and looked at Elizabeth in alarm.

It was not the first time he had seen the result of a gunplay, and for
that matter it was not the first time for Elizabeth. Her emotion upset him
more than the roar of a hundred guns. He managed to bring her a glass
of water, but she brushed it away so that half of the contents spilled on
the red carpet of the room.

"He isn't dead, Vance. He isn't dead!" she kept saying.
"Dead before he left the saddle," replied Vance, with his usual calm.

"And if the bullet hadn't finished him, the fall would have broken his
neck. ButÑwhat in the world! Did you know the fellow?"

He blinked at her, his amazement growing. The capable hands of El-
izabeth were pressed to her breast, and out of the thirty-five years of
spinsterhood which had starved her facehe becameaware of eyesyoung
and dark, and full of spirit; by no means the keen, quiet eyesof Elizabeth
Cornish.

"Do something," she cried. "Go down, andÑif they've murdered
himÑ"
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He literally fled from the room.
All the time she was seeing nothing, but she would never forget what

she had seen, no matter how long she lived. Subconsciously she was
fighting to keep the street voices out of her mind. They were saying
things she did not wish to hear, things she would not hear. Finally, she
recovered enough to stand up and shut the window. That brought her a
terrible temptation to look down into the massof men in the streetÑand
women, too!

But she resisted and looked up. The forms of the street remained ob-
scurely in the bottom of her vision, and made her think of something she
had seenin the woodsÑa colony of ants around a dead beetle. Presently
the door opened and Vance cameback. He still seemedvery worried, but
she forced herself to smile at him, and at once his concern disappeared; it
was plain that he had been troubled about her and not in the slightest by
the fate of the strange rider. Shekept on smiling, but for the first time in
her life she really looked at Vance without sisterly prejudice in his favor.
She saw a good-natured face, handsome, with the cheeks growing a bit
blocky, though Vance was only twenty-five. He had a glorious forehead
and fine eyes,but one would never look twice at Vance in a crowd. She
knew suddenly that her brother was simply a well-mannered
mediocrity.

"Thank the Lord you're yourself again, Elizabeth," her brother said
first of all. "I thought for a momentÑI don't know what!"

"Just the shock, Vance," shesaid. Ordinarily shewas well-nigh brutally
frank. Now she found it easy to lie and keep on smiling. "It was such a
horrible thing to see!"

"I suppose so. Caught you off balance. But I never knew you to lose
your grip so easily. Well, do you know what you've seen?"

"He's dead, then?"
He locked sharply at her. It seemedto him that a tremor of unevenness

had come into her voice.
"Oh, dead as a doornail, Elizabeth. Very neat shot. Youngster that

dropped him; boy named JoeMinter. Six thousand dollars for Joe.Nice
little nest egg to build a fortune on, eh?"

"Six thousand dollars! What do you mean, Vance?"
"The price on the head of JackHollis. That was Hollis, sis. The celeb-

rated Black Jack."
"ButÑthis is only a boy, Vance. He couldn't have been more than

twenty- five years old."
"That's all."
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"But I've heard of him for ten years, very nearly. And always asa man-
killer. It can't be Black Jack."

"I said the same thing, but it's Black Jack,well enough. He started out
when he was sixteen, they say, and he's been raising the devil ever since.
You should have seen them pick him upÑas if he were asleep,and not
dead. What a body! Lithe as a panther. No larger than I am, but they say
he was a giant with his hands."

He was lighting his cigarette as he said this, and consequently he did
not seeher eyes close tightly. A moment later she was able to make her
expression as calm as ever.

"Came into town to seehis baby," went on Vance through the smoke.
"Little year-old beggar!"

"Think of the mother," murmured Elizabeth Cornish. "I want to do
something for her."

"You can't," replied her brother, with unnecessary brutality. "Because
she's dead. A little after the youngster was born. I believe Black Jack
broke her heart, and a very pleasant sort of girl she was, they tell me."

"What will become of the baby?"
"It will live and grow up," he said carelessly. "They always do, some-

how. Make another like his father, I suppose. A few years of fame in the
mountain saloons, and then a knife in the back."

The meager body of Elizabeth stiffened. Shewas finding it lesseasy to
maintain her nonchalant smile.

"Why?"
"Why? Blood will out, like murder, sis."
"Nonsense! All a matter of environment."
"Have you ever read the story of the Jukes family?"
"An accident. Take a son out of the best family in the world and raise

him like a thiefÑhe'll be a thief. And the thief's son can be raised to an
honest manhood. I know it!"

She was seeing Black Jack,as he had raced down the street with the
black hair blowing about his face. Of such stuff, she felt, the knights of
another age had been made. Vance was raising a forefinger in an author-
itative way he had.

"My dear, before that baby is twenty-fiveÑthat was his father's
ageÑhe'll have shot a man. Bet you on it!"

"I'll take your bet!"
The retort came with such a ring of her voice that he was startled. Be-

fore he could recover, she went on: "Go out and get that baby for me,
Vance. I want it."
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He tossed his cigarette out of the window.
"Don't drop into one of your headstrong moods, sis. This is nonsense."
"That's why I want to do it. I'm tired of playing the man. I've had

enough to fill my mind. I want something to fill my arms and my heart."
She drew up her hands with a peculiar gesture toward her shallow,

barren bosom, and then her brother found himself silenced. At the same
time he was a little irritated, for there was an imputation in her speech
that she had been carrying the burden which his own shoulders should
have supported. Which was so true that he could not answer, and there-
fore he cast about for some way of stinging her.

"I thought you were going to escapethe sentimental period, Elizabeth.
But sooner or later I suppose a woman has to pass through it."

A spot of color came in her sallow cheek.
"That's sufficiently disagreeable, Vance."
A sense of his cowardice made him rise to conceal his confusion.
"I'm going to take you at your word, sis. I'm going out to get that baby.

I suppose it can be boughtÑlike a calf!"
He went deliberately to the door and laid his hand on the knob. He

had a rather vicious pleasure in calling her bluff, but to his amazement
she did not call him back. He opened the door slowly. Still she did not
speak. He slammed it behind him and stepped into the hall.
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Chapter2
Twenty-four years made the face of Vance Cornish a little better-fed, a
little more blocky of cheek, but he remained astonishingly young. At
forty-nine the lumpish promise of his youth was quite gone. He was in a
trim and solid middle age.His hair was thinned above the forehead, but
it gave him more dignity. On the whole, he left an impression of a man
who has done things and who will do more before he is through.

He shifted his feet from the top of the porch railing and shrugged him-
self deeper into his chair. It was marvelous how comfortable Vance
could make himself. He had one great powerÑthe ability to sit still
through any given interval. Now he let his eye drift quietly over the
Cornish ranch. It lay entirely within one grasp of the vision, spilling
acrossthe valley from SleepMountain, on the lower bosom of which the
house stood, to Mount Discovery on the north. Not that the glance of
Vance Cornish lurched across this bold distance. His gaze wandered as
slowly as a free buzzes acrossa clover field, not knowing on which blos-
som to settle.

Below him, generously looped, Bear Creek tumbled out of the south-
east,and roved between noble borders of silver spruce into the shadows
of the Blue Mountains of the north, half a dozen miles across and ten
long of grazing and farm land, rich, loamy bottom land scattered with
aspens.

Beyond, covering the gentle roll of the foothills, was grazing land. Sc-
attering lodgepole pine began in the hills, and thickened into dense
yellow-green thickets on the upper mountain slopes. And so north and
north the eye of Vance Cornish wandered and climbed until it rested on
the bald summit of Mount Discovery. It had its name out of its character,
standing boldly to the south out of the jumble of the Blue Mountains.

It was a solid unit, this Cornish ranch, fenced away with mountains,
watered by a river, pleasantly forested, and obviously predestined for
the ownership of one man. Vance Cornish, on the porch of the house, felt
like an enthroned king overlooking his dominions. As a matter of fact,
his holdings were hardly more than nominal.
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In the beginning his father had left the ranch equally to Vance and El-
izabeth, thickly plastered with debts. The son would have sold the place
for what they could clear. He went East to hunt for education and pleas-
ure; his sister remained and fought the great battle by herself. She con-
secrated herself to the work, which implied that the work was sacred.
And to her, indeed, it was.

She was twenty-two and her brother twelve when their father died.
Had she been a tithe younger and her brother a mature man, it would
have been different. As it was, she felt herself placed in a maternal posi-
tion with Vance. Shesent him away to school, rolled up her sleevesand
started to order chaos.In place of husband, childrenÑlove and the fruits
of loveÑ she accepted the ranch. The dam between the rapids and the
waterfall was the child of her brain; the plowed fields of the central part
of the valley were her reward.

In ten years of constant struggle she cleared away the debts. And then,
since Vance gave her nothing but bills to pay, she began to buy out his
interest. He chose to learn his business lessonson Wall Street. Elizabeth
paid the bills, but she checked the sums against his interest in the ranch.
And so it went on. Vance would come out to the ranch at intervals and
show a brief, feverish interest, plan a new set of irrigation canals, or a
sawmill, or a better road out over the Blue Mountains. But he dropped
such work half-done and went away.

Elizabeth said nothing. She kept on paying his bills, and she kept on
cutting down his interest in the old Cornish ranch, until at the present
time he had only a finger-tip hold. Root and branch, the valley and all
that was in it belonged to Elizabeth Cornish. Shewas proud of her pos-
session, though she seldom talked of her pride. Nevertheless, Vance
knew, and smiled. It was amusing, because,after all, what she had done,
and all her work, would revert to him at her death. Until that time, why
should he care in whose name the ranch remained so long as his bills
were paid? He had not worked, but in recompense he had remained
young. Elizabeth had labored all her youth away. At forty-nine he was
ready to begin the most important part of his career. At sixty his sister
was a withered old ghost of a woman.

He fell into a pleasant reverie. When Elizabeth died, he would set in
some tennis courts beside the house, buy some blooded horses, cut the
road wide and deep to let the world come up Bear Creek Valley, and re-
tire to the life of a country gentleman.

His sister's voice cut into his musing. Shehad two tones. One might be
called her social register. It was smooth, gentleÑthe low-pitched and
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controlled voice of a gentlewoman. The other voice was hard and sharp.
It could drive hard and cold acrossa desk, and bring businessmen to an
understanding that here was a mind, not a woman.

At present she used her latter tone. Vance Cornish came into a shiver-
ing consciousnessthat she was sitting beside him. He turned his head
slowly. It was always a shock to come out of one of his pleasant dreams
and see that worn, hollow-eyed, impatient face.

"Are you forty-nine, Vance?"
"I'm not fifty, at least," he countered.
Sheremained imperturbable, looking him over. He had come to notice

that in the past half-dozen years his best smiles often failed to mellow
her expression. He felt that something disagreeable was coming.

"Why did Cornwall run away this morning? I hoped to take him on a
trip."

"He had business to do."
His diversion had been a distinct failure, and had been turned against

him. For she went on: "Which leads to what I have to say. You're going
back to New York in a few days, I suppose?"

"No, my dear. I haven't been across the water for two years."
"Paris?"
"Brussels. A little less grace; a little more spirit."
"Which means money."
"A few thousand only. I'll be back by fall."
"Do you know that you'll have to mortgage your future for that

money, Vance?"
He blinked at her, but maintained his smile under fire courageously.
"Come, come! Things are booming. You told me yesterday what you'd

clean up on the last bunch of Herefords."
When she folded her hands, she was most dangerous, he knew. And

now the bony fingers linked and she shrugged the shawl more closely
around her shoulders.

"We're partners, aren't we?" smiled Vance.
"Partners, yes. You have one share and I have a thousand. ButÑyou

don't want to sell out your final claim, I suppose?"
His smile froze. "Eh?"
"If you want to get those few thousands, Vance, you have nothing to

put up for them except your last shreds of property. That's why I say
you'll have to mortgage your future for money from now on."

"ButÑhow does it all come about?"
"I've warned you. I've been warning you for twenty-five years, Vance."
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Once again he attempted to turn her. He always had the impression
that if he became serious, deadly serious for ten consecutive minutes
with his sister, he would be ruined. He kept on with his semi-jovial tone.

"There are two arts, Elizabeth. One is making money and the other is
spending it. You've mastered one and I've mastered the other. Which
balances things, don't you think?"

She did not melt; he waved down to the farm land.
"Watch that wave of wind, Elizabeth."
A gust struck the scattering of aspens,and turned up the silver of the

dark green leaves. The breeze rolled across the trees in a long, rippling
flash of light. But Elizabeth did not look down. Her glance was fixed on
the changeless snow of Mount Discovery's summit.

"As long as you have something to spend, spending is a very import-
ant art, Vance. But when the purse is empty, it's a bit useless,it seemsto
me."

"Well, then, I'll have to mortgage my future. As a matter of fact, I sup-
pose I could borrow what I want on my prospects."

A veritable Indian yell, instantly taken up and prolonged by a chorus
of similar shouts, cut off the last of his words. Round the corner of the
house shot a blood-bay stallion, red as the red of iron under the
blacksmith's hammer, with a long, black tail snapping and flaunting be-
hind him, his ears flattened, his beautiful vicious head outstretched in an
effort to tug the reins out of the hands of the rider. Failing in that effort,
he leaped into the air like a steeplechaser and pitched down upon
stiffened forelegs.

The shock rippled through the body of the rider and came to his head
with a snap that jerked his chin down against his breast. The stallion
rocked back on his hind legs, whirled, and then flung himself deliber-
ately on his back. A sufficiently cunning maneuverÑfirst stunning the
enemy with a blow and then crushing him before his sensesreturned.
But he landed on nothing save hard gravel. The rider had whipped out
of the saddle and stood poised, strong as the trunk of a silver spruce.

The fighting horse, a little shaken by the impact of his fall, nevertheless
whirled with catlike agility to his feetÑa beautiful thing to watch. As he
brought his forequarters off the earth, he lunged at the rider with open
mouth. A sidestep that would have done credit to a pugilist sent the
youngster swerving past that danger. He leaped to the saddle at the
same time that the blood-bay came to his four feet.
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The chorus in full cry was around the horse, four or five excited cow-
punchers waving their sombreros and yelling for horse or rider, accord-
ing to the gallantry of the fight.

The bay was in the air more than he was on the ground, eleven or
twelve hundred pounds of might, writhing, snapping, bolting, halting,
sunfishing with devilish cunning, dropping out of the air on one stiff
foreleg with an accompanying sway to one side that gave the rider the
effect of a cudgel blow at the back of the head and then a whip-snap to
part the vertebrae. Whirling on his hind legs, and again flinging himself
desperately on the ground, only to fail, come to his feet with the clinging
burden once more maddeningly in place, and go again through a maze
of fence-rowing and sun-fishing until suddenly he straightened out and
bolted down the slope like a runaway locomotive on a downgrade. A
terrifying spectacle, but the rider sat erect, with one arm raised high
above his head in triumph, and his yell trailing off behind him. From a
running gait the stallion fell into a smooth paceÑa true wild pacer, his
hoofs beating the ground with the force and speedof pistons and hurling
himself forward with incredible strides. Horse and rider lurched out of
sight among the silver spruce.

"By the Lord, wonderful!" cried Vance Cornish.
He heard a stifled cry beside him, a cry of infinite pain.
"IsÑis it over?"
And there sat Elizabeth the Indomitable with her face buried in her

hands like a girl of sixteen!
"Of course it's over," said Vance, wondering profoundly.
She seemed to dread to look up. "AndÑTerence?"
"He's all right. Ever hear of a horse that could get that young wildcat

out of the saddle? He clings as if he had claws. ButÑwhere did he get
that red devil?"

"Terence ran him downÑin the mountainsÑsomewhere," she
answered, speaking as one who had only half heard the question. "Two
months of constant trailing to do it, I think. But oh, you're right! The
horse is a devil! And sometimes I thinkÑ"

She stopped, shuddering. Vance had returned to the ranch only the
day before after a long absence.More and more, after he had been away,
he found it difficult to get in touch with things on the ranch. Once he had
been a necessarypart of the inner life. Now he was on the outside. Ter-
ence and Elizabeth were a perfectly completed circle in themselves.
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Chapter3
"If Terry worries you like this," suggestedher brother kindly, "why don't
you forbid these pranks?"

She looked at him as if in surprise.
"Forbid Terry?" she echoed, and then smiled. Decidedly this was her

first tone, a soft tone that came from deep in her throat. Instinctively
Vance contrasted it with the way she had spoken to him. But it was al-
ways this way when Terry was mentioned. For the first time he saw it
clearly. It was amazing how blind he had been. "Forbid Terence?Vance,
that devil of a horse is part of his life. He was on a hunting trip when he
saw Le SangreÑ"

"Good Lord, did they call the horse that?"
"A French-Canadian was the first to discover him, and he gave the

name. And he's the color of blood, really. Well, Terence saw Le Sangre
on a hilltop against the sky. And he literally went mad. Actually, he
struck out on foot with his rifle and lived in the country and never
stopped walking until he wore down Le Sangre somehow and brought
him back hobbledÑjust skin and bones, and Terence not much more.
Now Le Sangre is himself again, and he and Terence have a fightÑlike
thatÑevery day. I dream about it; the most horrible nightmares!"

"And you don't stop it?"
"My dear Vance, how little you know Terence! You couldn't tear that

horse out of his life without breaking his heart. I know!"
"So you suffer, day by day?"
"I've done very little elseall my life," said Elizabeth gravely. "And I've

learned to bear pain."
He swallowed. Also, he was beginning to grow irritated. He had never

before had a talk with Elizabeth that contained so many reefs that
threatened shipwreck. He returned to the gist of their conversation
rather too bluntly.

"But to continue, Elizabeth, any banker would lend me money on my
prospects."

"You mean the property which will come to you when I die?"
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He used all his power, but he could not meet her glance. "You know
that's a nasty way to put it, Elizabeth."

"Dear Vance,"shesighed, "a great many people say that I'm a hard wo-
man. I suppose I am. And I like to look facts squarely in the face. Your
prospects begin with my death, of course."

He had no answer, but bit his lip nervously and wished the ordeal
would come to an end.

"Vance," she went on, "I'm glad to have this talk with you. It's
something you have to know. Of course I'll seethat during my life or my
death you'll be provided for. But as for your main prospects, do you
know where they are?"

"Well?"
Shewas needlessly brutal about it, but as she had told him, her educa-

tion had been one of pain.
"Your prospects are down there by the river on the back of Le Sangre."
Vance Cornish gasped.
"I'll show you what I mean, Vance. Come along."
The moment she rose, some of her age fell from her. Her carriage was

erect.Her step was still full of spring and decision, asshe led the way in-
to the house. It was a big, solid, two-story building which the mightiest
wind could not shake. Henry Cornish had merely founded the house,
just as he had founded the ranch; the main portion of the work had been
done by his daughter. And as they passedthrough, her stern old eye res-
ted peacefully on the deep, shadowy vistas, and her foot fell with just
pride on the splendid rising sweep of the staircase.They passedinto the
roomy vault of the upper hall and went down to the end. Shetook out a
big key from her pocket and fitted it into the lock; then Vance dropped
his hand on her arm. His voice lowered.

"You've made a mistake, Elizabeth. This is Father's room."
Ever since his death it had been kept unchanged, and practically un-

entered save for an occasional rare day of work to keep it in order. Now
she nodded and resolutely turned the key and swung the door open.
Vance went in with an exclamation of wonder. It was quite changed
from the solemn old room and the brown, varnished woodwork which
he remembered. Cream-tinted paint now made the walls cool and fresh.
The solemn engravings no longer hung above the bookcases.And the
bookcasesthemselves had been replaced with built-in shelves pleasantly
filled with rich bindings, black and red and deep yellow-browns. A tall
cabinet stood open at one side filled with rifles and shotguns of every de-
scription, and another cabinet was loaded with fishing apparatus. The
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stiff-backed chairs had given place to comfortable monsters of easy lines.
Vance Cornish, as one in a dream, peered here and there.

"God bless us!" he kept repeating. "God bless us! But where's there a
trace of Father?"

"I left it out," said Elizabeth huskily, "because this room is meant
forÑbut let's go back. Do you remember that day twenty-four years ago
when we took Jack Hollis's baby?"

"When you took it," he corrected. "I disclaim all share in the idea."
"Thank you," she answered proudly. "At any rate, I took the boy and

called him Terence Colby."
"Why that name," muttered Vance, "I never could understand."
"Haven't I told you? No, and I hardly know whether to trust even you

with the secret, Vance. But you remember we argued about it, and you
said that blood would out; that the boy would turn out wrong; that be-
fore he was twenty-five he would have shot a man?"

"I believe the talk ran like that."
"Well, Vance, I started out with a theory; but the moment I had that

baby in my arms, it becamea matter of theory, plus, and chiefly plus. I
kept remembering what you had said, and I was afraid. That was why I
worked up the Colby idea."

"That's easy to see."
"It wasn't so easyto do. But I heard of the last of an old Virginia family

who had died of consumption in Arizona. I traced his family. He was the
last of it. Then it was easy to arrange a little story: Terence Colby had
married a girl in Arizona, died shortly after; the girl died also, and I took
the baby. Nobody can disprove what I say. There's not a living soul who
knows that Terence is the son of Jack HollisÑexcept you and me."

"How about the woman I got the baby from?"
"I bought her silence until fifteen years ago. Then she died, and now

Terry is convinced that he is the last representative of the Colby family."
She laughed with excitement and beckoned him out of the room and

into anotherÑTerry's room, farther down the hall. Shepointed to a large
photograph of a solemn-faced man on the wall. "You see that?"

"Who is it?"
"I got it when I took Terry to Virginia last winterÑto seethe old family

estate and go over the ground of the historic Colbys."
She laughed again happily.
"Terry was wild with enthusiasm. He read everything he could lay his

hands on about the Colbys. Discovered the year they landed in Virginia;
how they fought in the Revolution; how they fought and died in the
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Civil War. Oh, he knows every landmark in the history of 'his' family. Of
course, I encouraged him."

"I know," chuckled Vance. "Whenever he gets in a pinch, I've heard
you say: 'Terry, what should a Colby do?'"

"And," cut in Elizabeth, "you must admit that it has worked. There
isn't a prouder, gentler, cleaner-minded boy in the world than Terry. Not
blood. It's the blood of JackHollis. But it's what he thinks himself to be
that counts. And now, Vance, admit that your theory is exploded."

He shook his head.
"Terry will do well enough. But wait till the pinch comes. You don't

know how he'll turn out when the rub comes. Thenblood will tell!"
She shrugged her shoulders angrily.
"You're simply being perverse now, Vance. At any rate, that picture is

one of Terry's old 'ancestors,' Colonel Vincent Colby, of prewar days.
Terry has discovered family resemblances,of courseÑsame black hair,
same black eyes, and a great many other things."

"But suppose he should ever learn the truth?" murmured Vance.
She caught her breath.
"That would be ruinous, of course. But he'll never learn. Only you and

I know."
"A very hard blow, eh," said Vance, "if he were robbed of the Colby il-

lusion and had Black Jack put in its place as a cold fact? But of course
we'll never tell him."

Her color was never high. Now it became gray. Only her eyes re-
mained burning, vivid, young, blazing out through the mask of age.

"Remember you said his blood would tell before he was twenty-five;
that the blood of Black Jack would come to the surface; that he would
have shot a man?"

"Still harping on that, Elizabeth? What if he does?"
"I'd disown him, throw him out penniless on the world, never seehim

again."
"You're a Spartan," said her brother in awe, as he looked on that thin,

stern face. "Terry is your theory. If he disappoints you, he'll be simply a
theory gone wrong. You'll cut him out of your life as if he were an algeb-
raic equation and never think of him again."

"But he's not going wrong, Vance. Because, in ten days, he'll be
twenty- five! And that's what all these changes mean. The moment it
grows dark on the night of his twenty-fifth birthday, I'm going to take
him into my father's room and turn it over to him."
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He had listened to her patiently, a little wearied by her unusual flow
of words. Now he cameout of his apathy with a jerk. He laid his hand on
Elizabeth's shoulder and turned her so that the light shone full in her
face. Then he studied her.

"What do you mean by that, Elizabeth?"
"Vance," she said steadily, but with a touch of pity in her voice, "I have

waited for a scoreof years, hoping that you'd settle down and try to do a
man's work either here or somewhere else. You haven't done it. Yester-
day Mr. Cornwall camehere to draw up my will. By that will I leave you
an annuity, Vance, that will take care of you in comfort; but I leave
everything else to Terry Colby. That's why I've changed the room. The
moment it grows dark ten days from today, I'm going to take Terry by
the hand and lead him into the room and into the position of my father!"

The mask of youth which was Vance Cornish crumbled and fell away.
A new man looked down at her. The firm flesh of his face becameloose.
His whole body was flabby. She had the feeling that if she pushed
against his chest with the weight of her arm, he would topple to the
floor. That weakness gradually passed. A peculiar strength of purpose
grew in its place.

"Of course, this is a very shrewd game, Elizabeth. You want to wake
me up. You're using the spur to make me work. I don't blame you for us-
ing the bluff, even if it's a rather cruel one. But, of course, it's impossible
for you to be serious in what you say."

"Why impossible, Vance?"
"Becauseyou know that I'm the last male representative of our family.

Becauseyou know my father would turn in his grave if he knew that an
interloper, a foundling, the child of a murderer, a vagabond, had been
made the heir to his estate. But you aren't serious, Elizabeth; I
understand."

He swallowed his pride, for panic grew in him in proportion to the
length of time she maintained her silence.

"As a matter of fact, I don't blame you for giving me a scare,my dear
sister. I have been a shameless loafer. I'm going to reform and lift the
burden of business off your shouldersÑlet you rest the remainder of
your life."

It was the worst thing he could have said. He realized it the moment
he had spoken. This forced, cowardly surrender was worse than brazen
defiance, and he saw her lip curl. An idler is apt to be like a sullen child,
except that in a grown man the child's sulky spite becomesa dark malice,
all-embracing. For the very reason that Vance knew he was receiving
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what he deserved, and that this was the just reward for his thriftless
years of idleness, he began to hate Elizabeth with a cold, quiet hatred.
There is something stimulating about any great passion. Now Vance felt
his nerves soothed and calmed. His self-possessionreturned with a rush.
He was suddenly able to smile into her face.

"After all," he said, "you're absolutely right. I've been a failure, Eliza-
bethÑa rank, disheartening failure. You'd be foolish to trust the result of
your life labors in my handsÑentirely foolish. I admit that it's a shrewd
blow to see the estate go toÑTerry."

He found it oddly difficult to name the boy.
"But why not? Why not Terry? He's a clean youngster, and he may

turn out very wellÑin spite of his blood. I hope so. The Lord knows
you've given him every chance and the best start in the world. I wish
him luck!"

He reached out his hand, and her bloodless fingers closed strongly
over it.

"There's the old Vance talking," she said warmly, a mist across her
eyes. "I almost thought that part of you had died."

He writhed inwardly. "By Jove, Elizabeth, think of that boy, coming
out of nothing, everything poured into his handsÑand now within ten
days of his goal! Rather exciting, isn't it? Suppose he should stumble at
the very threshold of his success? Eh?"

He pressed the point with singular insistence.
"Doesn't it make your heart beat, Elizabeth, when you think that he

might fallÑthat he might do what I prophesied so long agoÑshoot a
man before he's twenty-five?"

She shrugged the supposition calmly away.
"My faith in him is basedas strongly as the rocks, Vance. But if he fell,

after the schooling I've given him, I'd throw him out of my lifeÑ
forever."

He paused a moment, studying her face with a peculiar eagerness.
Then he shrugged in turn. "Tush! Of course, that's impossible. Let's go
down."
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Chapter4
When they reached the front porch, they saw TerenceColby coming up
the terrace from the river road on Le Sangre. And a changed horse he
was. One ear was forward as if he did not know what lay in store for
him, but would try to be on the alert. One ear flagged warily back. He
went slowly, lifting his feet with the care of a very weary horse. Yet,
when the wind fluttered a gust of whirling leaves beside him, he leaped
aside and stood with high head, staring, transformed in the instant into a
creature of fire and wire-strung nerves. The rider gave to the side- spring
with supple grace and then sent the stallion on up the hill.

Joyous triumph was in the face of Terry. His black hair was blowing
about his forehead, for his hat was pushed back after the manner of one
who has done a hard day's work and is ready to rest. He came close to
the veranda, and Le Sangre lifted his fine head and stared fearlessly,
curiously, with a sort of contemptuous pride, at Elizabeth and Vance.

"The killer is no longer a killer," laughed Terry. "Look him over, Uncle
Vance. A beauty, eh?"

Elizabeth said nothing at all. But she rocked herself back and forth a
trifle in her chair as she nodded. She glanced over the terrace, hoping
that others might be there to seethe triumph of her boy. Then she looked
back at Terence. But Vance was regarding the horse.

"He might have a bit more in the legs, Terry."
"Not much more. A leggy horse can't stand mountain workÑor any

other work, for that matter, except a ride in the park."
"I suppose you're right. He's a picture horse, Terry. And a devilish eye,

but I see that you've beaten him."
"Beaten him?" He shook his head. "We reached a gentleman's agree-

ment. As long as I wear spurs, he'll fight me till he gets his teeth in me or
splashesmy skull to bits with his heels.Otherwise he'll keep on fighting
till he drops. But assoon as I take off the spurs and stop tormenting him,
he'll do what I like. No whips or spurs for Le Sangre. Eh, boy?"
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He held out the spurs so that the sun flashed on them. The horse
stiffened with a shudder, and that forward look of a horse about to bolt
came in his eyes.

"No, no!" cried Elizabeth.
But Terry laughed and dropped the spurs back in his pocket.
The stallion moved off, and Terry waved to them. Just as he turned,

the mind of Vance Cornish raced back to another pictureÑa man with
long black hair blowing about his face and a gun in either hand, sweep-
ing through a dusty street with shots barking behind him. It came sud-
denly as a revelation, and left him downheaded with the thought.

"What is it, Vance?" asked his sister, reaching out to touch his arm.
"Nothing." Then he added abruptly: "I'm going for a jaunt for a few

days, Elizabeth."
She grew gloomy.
"Are you going to insist on taking it to heart this way?"
"Not at all. I'm going to be back here in ten days and drink Terry's long

life and happiness across the birthday dinner table."
He marvelled at the easewith which he could make himself smile in

her face.
"You noticed thatÑhis gentleman's agreement with Le Sangre? I've

made him detest fighting with the idea that only brute beastsfightÑmen
argue and agree."

"I've noticed that he never has trouble with the cow-punchers."
"They've seen him box," chuckled Elizabeth. "Besides, Terry isn't the

sort that troublemakers like to pick on. He has an ugly look when he's
angry."

"H'm," murmured Vance. "I've noticed that. But as long as he keeps to
his fists, he'll do no harm. But what is the reason for surrounding him
with guns, Elizabeth?"

"A very good reason.He loves them, you know. Anything from a shot-
gun to a derringer is a source of joy to Terence.And not a day goes by
that he doesn't handle them."

"Certainly the effect of blood, eh?" suggested Vance.
She glanced sharply at him.
"You're determined to be disagreeable today, Vance. As a matter of

fact, I've convinced him that for the very reason he is so accurate with a
gun he must never enter a gun fight. The advantage would be too much
on his side against any ordinary man. That appeals to Terry's senseof
fair play. No, he's absolutely safe, no matter how you look at it."

"No doubt."
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He looked away from her and over the valley. The day had worn into
the late afternoon. Bear Creek ran dull and dark in the shadow, and
Mount Discovery was robed in blue to the very edge of its shining crown
of snow. In this dimmer, richer light the Cornish ranch had never
seemedso desirable to Vance. It was not a ranch; it was a little kingdom.
And Vance was the dispossessed heir.

He knew that he was being watched, however, and all that evening he
was at his best. At the dinner table he guided the talk so that Terence
Colby was the lion of the conversation. Afterward, when he was packing
his things in his room for his journey of the next day, he was careful to
sing at the top of his voice. He reaped a reward for this cautious acting,
for the next morning, when he climbed into the buckboard that was to
take him down the Blue Mountain road and over to the railroad, his sis-
ter came down the steps and stood beside the wagon.

"You will come back for the birthday party, Vance?" she pleaded.
"You want me to?"
"You were with me when I got Terry. In fact, you got him for me. And

I want you to be here when he steps into his own."
In this he found enough to keep him thoughtful all the way to the rail-

road while the buckskins grunted up the grade and then spun away
down the long slope beyond. It was one of those little ironies of fate that
he should have picked up the very man who was to disinherit him some
twenty- four years later.

He carried no grudge against Elizabeth, but he certainly retained no
tenderness.Hereafter he would act his part as well as he could to extract
the last possible penny out of her. And in the meantime he must concen-
trate on tripping up Terence Colby, alias Hollis.

Vance saw nothing particularly vicious in this. He had been idle so
long that he rejoiced in a work which was within his mental range. It in-
cluded scheming, working always behind the scenes,pulling strings to
make others jump. And if he could trip Terry and actually make him
shoot a man on or before that birthday, he had no doubt that his sister
would actually throw the boy out of her house and out of her life. A wo-
man who could give twenty-four years to a theory would be capable of
grim things when the theory went wrong.

It was early evening when he climbed off the train at Garrison City. He
had not visited the place since that cattle-buying trip of twenty-four
years ago that brought the son of Black Jack into the affairs of the
Cornish family. Garrison City had become a city. There were two solid
blocks of brick buildings next to the station, a network of paved streets,
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and no less than three hotels. It was so new to the eye and so obviously
full of the "booster" spirit that he was appalled at the idea of prying
through this modern shell and getting back to the heart and the memory
of the old days of the town.

At the restaurant he forced himself upon a grave-looking gentleman
across the table. He found that the solemn-faced man was a travelling
drummer. The venerable loafer in front of the blacksmith's shop was
feeble-minded, and merely gaped at the name of Black Jack.The propri-
etor of the hotel shook his head with positive antagonism.

"Of course, Garrison City has its past," he admitted, "but we are living
it down, and have succeededpretty well. I think I've heard of a ruffian of
the last generation named JackHollis; but I don't know anything, and I
don't care to know anything, about him. But if you're interested in Gar-
rison City, I'd like to show you a little plot of ground in a place that is go-
ing to be the center of theÑ"

Vance Cornish made his mind a blank, let the smooth current of words
slip off his memory as from an oiled surface, and gave up Garrison City
as a hopeless job. Nevertheless, it was the hotel proprietor who dropped
a valuable hint.

"If you're interested in the early legends, why don't you go to the State
Capitol? They have every magazine and every book that so much as
mentions any place in the state." So Vance Cornish went to the capitol
and entered the library. It was a sweaty task and a most discouraging
one. The name "Black Jack"revealed nothing; and the name of Hollis was
an equal blank, so far as the indices were concerned. He was preserved
in legend only, and Vance Cornish could make no vital use of legend. He
wanted something in cold print.

So he began an exhaustive search. He went through volume after
volume, but though he came upon mention of Black Jack, he never
reached the account of an eyewitness of any of those stirring holdups or
train robberies.

And then he began on the old files of magazines.And still nothing. He
was about to give up with four days of patient labor wasted when he
struck gold in the desertÑthe very mine of information which he
wanted.

"How I Painted Black Jack," by Lawrence Montgomery.
There was the photograph of the painter, to begin withÑa man who

had discovered the beauty of the desertsof the Southwest. But there was
moreÑmuch more. It told how, in his wandering across the desert, he
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had hunted for something more than raw-colored sands and purple me-
sas blooming in the distance.

He had searchedfor a human being to fit into the picture and give the
softening touch of life. But he never found the face for which he had
been looking. And then luck came and tapped him on the shoulder. A
lone rider came out of the dusk and the desert and loomed beside his
campfire. The moment the firelight flushed on the face of the man, he
knew this was the face for which he had been searching. He told how
they fried bacon and ate it together; he told of the soft voice and the win-
ning smile of the rider; he told of his eyes, unspeakably soft and un-
speakably bold, and the agile, nervous hands, forever shifting and mov-
ing in the firelight.

The next morning he had asked his visitor to sit for a picture, and his
request had been granted. All day he labored at the canvas,and by night
the work was far enough along for him to dismiss his visitor. So the
stranger asked for a small brush with black paint on it, and in the corner
of the canvas drew in the words "Yours, Black Jack."Then he rode into
the night.

Black Jack!Lawrence Montgomery had made up his pack and struck
straight back for the nearest town. There he asked for tidings of a certain
Black Jack,and there he got what he wanted in heaps. Everyone knew
Black JackÑtoo well! There followed a brief summary of the history of
the desperado and his countless crimes, unspeakable tales of cunning
and courage and merciless vengeance taken.

Vance Cornish turned the last page of the article, and there was the re-
production of the painting. He held his breath when he saw it. The out-
law sat on his horse with his head raised and turned, and it was the very
replica of TerenceColby as the boy had waved to them from the back of
Le Sangre. More than a family, sketchy resemblanceÑfar more.

There was the same large, dark eye; the same smile, half proud and
half joyous; the sameimperious lift of the head; the samebold carving of
the features. There were differences, to be sure. The nose of Black Jack
had been more cruelly arched, for instance, and his cheekbones were
higher and more pronounced. But in spite of the dissimilarities the re-
semblancewas more than striking. It might have stood for an actual por-
trait of Terence Colby masquerading in long hair.

When the full meaning of this photograph had sunk into his mind,
Vance Cornish closed his eyes. "Eureka!" he whispered to himself.

There was something more to be done. But it was very simple. It
merely consisted in covertly cutting out the pages of the article in
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question. Then, carefully, for fear of loss, he jotted down the name and
date of the magazine, folded his stolen pages,and fitted them snugly in-
to his breast pocket. That night he ate his first hearty dinner in four days.
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Chapter5
Vance's work was not by any means accomplished. Rather, it might be
said that he was in the position of a man with a dangerous charge for a
gun and no weapon to shoot it. He started out to find the gun.

In fact, he already had it in mind. Twenty-four hours later he was in
Craterville. Five days out of the ten before the twenty-fifth birthday of
Terence had elapsed, and Vance was still far from his goal, but he felt
that the lion's share of the work had been accomplished.

Craterville was a day's ride across the mountains from the Cornish
ranch, and it was the county seat.It was one of those towns which spring
into existencefor no reason that can be discovered, and cling to life gen-
erations after they should have died. But Craterville held one thing of
which Vance Cornish was in great need, and that was Sheriff JoeMinter,
familiarly called Uncle Joe.His reason for wanting the sheriff was per-
fectly simple. Uncle Joe Minter was the man who killed Black Jack Hollis.

He had been a boy of eighteen then, shooting with a rifle acrossa win-
dow sill. That shot had formed his life. He was now forty-two and he
had spent the interval as the professional enemy of criminals in the
mountains. For the glory which came from the killing of Black Jackhad
been sweet to the youthful palate of Minter, and he had cultivated his
taste. He became the most dreaded manhunter in those districts where
manhunting was most common. He had been sheriff at Craterville for a
dozen years now, and still his supremacy was not even questioned.

Vance Cornish was lucky to find the sheriff in town presiding at the
head of the long table of the hotel at dinner. He was a man of great dig-
nity. He wore his stiff black hair, still untarnished by gray, very long,
brushing it with difficulty to keep it behind his ears. This mass of black
hair framed a long, stern face, the angles of which had been made by
years. But there was no sign of weakness.He had grown dry, not flabby.
His mouth was a thin, straight line, and his fighting chin jutted out in
profile.

He rose from his place to greet Vance Cornish. Indeed, the sheriff ac-
ted the part of master of ceremonies at the hotel, having a sort of silent
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understanding with the widow who owned the place. It was said that
the sheriff would marry the woman sooner or later, he so loved to talk at
her table. His talk doubled her business.Her table afforded him an audi-
ence; so they needed one another.

"You don't remember me," said Vance.
"I got a tolerable poor memory for faces," admitted the sheriff.
"I'm Cornish, of the Cornish ranch."
The sheriff was duly impressed. The Cornish ranch was a show place.

He arranged a chair for Vance at his right, and presently the talk rose
above the murmur to which it had been depressed by the arrival of this
important stranger. The increasing noise made a background. It left
Vance alone with the sheriff.

"And how do you find your work, sheriff?" asked Vance; for he knew
that Uncle JoeMinter's great weakness was his love of talk. Everyone in
the mountains knew it, for that matter.

"Dull," complained Minter. "Men ain't what they used to be, or elsethe
law is a heap stronger."

"The men who enforce the law are," said Vance.
The sheriff absorbed this patent compliment with the blank eye of sat-

isfaction and rubbed his chin.
"But they's been some talk of rustling, pretty recent. I'm waiting for it

to grow and get ripe. Then I'll bust it."
He made an eloquent gesture which Vance followed. He was distinctly

pleased with the sheriff. For Minter was wonderfully preserved. His face
seemed five years younger than his age. His body seemed even young-
erÑ round, smooth, powerful muscles padding his shoulders and stir-
ring down the length of his big arms. And his hands had that peculiar
light restlessnessof touch which Vance remembered to have seenÑin the
hands of Terence Colby, alias Hollis!

"And how's things up your way?" continued the sheriff.
"Booming. By the way, how long is it since you've seen the ranch?"
"Never been there. Bear Creek Valley has always been a quiet place

since the Cornishes moved in; and they ain't been any call for a gent in
my line of business up that way."

He grinned with satisfaction, and Vance nodded.
"If times are dull, why not drop over? We're having a celebration there

in five days. Come and look us over."
"Maybe I might, and maybe I mightn't," said the sheriff. "All depends."
"And bring some friends with you," insisted Vance.
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Then he wisely let the subject drop and went on to a detailed descrip-
tion of the game in the hills around the ranch. That, he knew, would
bring the sheriff if anything would. But he mentioned the invitation no
more. There were particular reasons why he must not press it on the
sheriff any more than on others in Craterville.

The next morning, before traintime, Vance went to the post office and
left the article on Black Jackaddressed to Terence Colby at the Cornish
ranch. The addressing was done on a typewriter, which completely re-
moved any means of identifying the sender. Vance played with Provid-
ence in only one way. He was so eager to strike his blow at the last pos-
sible moment that he asked the postmaster to hold the letter for three
days, which would land it at the ranch on the morning of the birthday.
Then he went to the train.

His self-respect was increasing by leaps and bounds. The game was
still not won, but, starring with absolutely nothing, in six days he had
planted a charge which might send Elizabeth's twenty-four years of
labor up in smoke.

He got off the train at Preston, the station nearest the ranch, and took a
hired team up the road along Bear Creek Gorge. They debouched out of
the Blue Mountains into the valley of the ranch in the early evening, and
Vance found himself looking with new eyes on the little kingdom. He
felt the happiness, indeed, of one who has lost a great prize and then put
himself in a fair way of winning it back.

They dipped into the valley road. Over the tops of the big silver
spruceshe traced the outline of SleepMountain against the southern sky.
Who but Vance, or the dwellers in the valley, would be able to duly ap-
preciate such beauty? If there were any wrong in what he had done, this
thought consoled him: the ends justified the means.

Now, as they drew closer, through the brancheshe made out glimpses
of the dim, white front of the big house on the hill. That big, cool house
with the kingdom spilled out at its feet, the farming lands, the pastures
of the hills, and the rich forest of the upper mountains. Certainty cameto
Vance Cornish. He wanted the ranch so profoundly that the thought of
losing it became impossible.
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Chapter6
But while he had been working at a distance, things had been going on
apace at the ranch, a progress which had now gathered such impetus
that he found himself incapable of checking it. The blow fell immediately
after dinner that sameevening. Terenceexcusedhimself early to retire to
the mysteries of a new pump-gun. Elizabeth and Vance took their coffee
into the library.

The night had turned cool, with a sharp wind driving the chill through
every crack; so a few sticks were sending their flames crumbling against
the big back log. The lamp glowing in the corner was the only other
light, and when they drew their chairs close to the hearth, great tongues
of shadows leaped and fell on the wall behind them. Vance looked at his
sister with concern. There was a certain complacency about her this
evening that told him in advance that she had formed a new plan with
which she was well pleased. And he had come to dread her plans.

Shealways filled him with aweÑand never more so than tonight, with
her thin, homely face illuminated irregularly and by flashes. He kept
watching her from the side, with glances.

"I think I know why you've gone away for these few days," she said.
"To get used to the new idea," he admitted with such frankness that

she turned to him with unusual sympathy. "It was rather a shock at
first."

"I know it was. And I wasn't diplomatic. There's too much man in me,
Vance. Altogether too much, while youÑ"

She closed her lips suddenly. But he knew perfectly the unspoken
words. Shewas about to suggest that there was too little man in him. He
dropped his chin in his hand, partly for comfort and partly to veil the
sneer. If she could have followed what he had done in the past six days!

"And you are used to the new idea?"
"You seethat I'm back before the time was up and ahead of my prom-

ise," he said.
She nodded. "Which paves the way for another new idea of mine."
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He felt that a blow was coming and nerved himself against the shock
of it. But the preparation was merely like tensing one's muscles against a
fall. When the shock came, it stunned him.

"Vance, I've decided to adopt Terence!"
His fingertips sank into his cheek, bruising the flesh. What would be-

come of his six days of work? What would become of his cunning and
his forethought? All destroyed at a blow. For if she adopted the boy, the
very law would keep her from denying him afterward. For a moment it
seemed to him that some devil must have forewarned her of his plans.

"You don't approve?" she said at last, anxiously.
He threw himself back in the chair and laughed. All his despair went

into that hollow, ringing sound.
"Approve? It's a queer question to ask me. But let it go. I know I

couldn't change you."
"I know that you have a right to advise," she said gently. "You are my

father's son and you have a right to advise on the placing of his name."
He had to keep fighting against surging desires to throw his rage in

her face. But he mastered himself, except for a tremor of his voice.
"When are you going to do it?"
"Tomorrow."
"Elizabeth, why not wait until after the birthday ceremony?"
"BecauseI've been haunted by peculiar fears, since our last talk, that

something might happen before that time. I've actually lain awake at
night and thought about it! And I want to forestall all chances.I want to
rivet him to me!"

He could see by her eagernessthat her mind had been irrevocably
made up, and that nothing could changeher. Shewanted agreement, not
advice. And with consummate bitterness of soul he submitted to his fate.

"I suppose you're right. Call him down now and I'll be present when
you ask him to join the circleÑthe family circle of the Cornishes, you
know."

He could not school all the bitterness out of his voice, but she seemed
too glad of his bare acquiescenceto object to such trifles. She sent Wu
Chi to call Terence down to them. He had apparently been in his shirt
sleevesworking at the gun. He came with his hands still faintly glisten-
ing from their hasty washing, and with the coat which he had just
bundled into still rather bunched around his big shoulders. He cameand
stood against the massive, rough-finished stonesof the fireplace looking
down at Elizabeth. There had always been a sort of silent understanding
between him and Vance. They never exchanged more words and looks
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than were absolutely necessary.Vance realized it more than ever as he
looked up to the tall athletic figure. And he realized also that since he
had last looked closely at Terencethe latter had slipped out of boyhood
and into manhood. There was that indescribable something about the set
of the chin and the straight-looking eyes that spelled the difference.

"Terence," she said, "for twenty-four years you have been my boy."
"Yes, Aunt Elizabeth."
He acknowledged the gravity of this opening statement by straighten-

ing a little, his hand falling away from the stone against which he had
been leaning. But Vance looked more closely at his sister. He could see
the gleam of worship in her eyes.

"And now I want you to be something more. I want you to be my boy
in the eyesof the law, so that when anything happens to me, your place
won't be threatened."

He was straighter than ever.
"I want to adopt you, Terence!"
Somehow, in those few moments they had been gradually building to

a climax. It was prodigiously heightened now by the silence of the boy.
The throat of Vance tightened with excitement.

"I will be your mother, in the eyes of the law," she was explaining
gently, as though it were a mystery which Terry could not understand.
"And Vance, here, will be your uncle. You understand, my dear?"

What a world of brooding tenderness went into her voice! Vance
wondered at it. But he wondered more at the stiff-standing form of Ter-
ence,and his silence; until he saw the tender smile vanish from the face
of Elizabeth and alarm come into it. All at once Terencehad dropped to
one knee before her and taken her hands. And now it was he who was
talking slowly, gently.

"All my life you've given me things, Aunt Elizabeth. You've given me
everything. Home, happiness, loveÑeverything that could be given. So
much that you could never be repaid, and all I can do is to love you, you
see,and honor you as if you were my mother, in fact. But there's just one
thing that can't be given. And that's a name!"

He paused. Elizabeth was listening with a stricken face, and the heart
of Vance thundered with his excitement. Vaguely he felt that there was
something fine and clean and honorable in the heart of this youth which
was being laid bare; but about that he cared very little. He was getting at
facts and emotions which were valuable to him in the terms of dollars
and cents.
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"It makes me choke up," said Terence,"to have you offer me this great
thing. It's a fine name, Cornish. But you know that I can't do it. It would
be cowardlyÑa sort of rotten treason for me to change. It would be
wrong. I know it would be wrong. I'm a Colby, Aunt Elizabeth. Every
time that name is spoken, I feel it tingling down to my fingertips. I want
to stand straighter, live cleaner. When I looked at the old Colby place in
Virginia last year, it brought the tears to my eyes. I felt as if I were a
product of that soil. Every fine thing that has ever been done by a Colby
is a strength to me. I've studied them. And every now and then when I
come to some brave thing they've done, I wonder if I could do it. And
then I say to myself that I must be able to do just such things or elsebe a
shame to my blood.

"Change my name? Why, I've gone all my life thanking God that I
come of a raceof gentlemen, clean-handed, and praying God to make me
worthy of it. That name is like a whip over me. It drives me on and
makes me want to do some fine big thing one of these days. Think of it!
I'm the last of a race. I'm the end of it. The last of the Colbys! Why, when
you think of it, you seehow I can't possibly change, don't you? If I lost
that, I'd lose the best half of myself and my self-respect!You understand,
don't you? Not that I slight the name of Cornish for an instant. But even
if names can be changed, blood can't be changed!"

Sheturned her head. Shemet the gleaming eyesof Vance, and then let
her glance probe the fire and shadow of the hearth.

"It's all right, my dear," she said faintly. "Stand up."
"I've hurt you," he said contritely, leaning over her. "I feelÑlike a dog.

Have I hurt you?"
"Not the least in the world. I only offered it for your happiness, Terry.

And if you don't need it, there's no more to be said!"
He bent and kissed her forehead.
The moment he had disappeared through the tall doorway, Vance,

past control, exploded.
"Of all the damnable exhibitions of pride in a young upstart, thisÑ"
"Hush, hush!" said Elizabeth faintly. "It's the finest thing I've ever

heard Terry say. But it frightens me, Vance. It frightens me to know that
I've formed the character and the pride and the self-respect of that boy
onÑa lie! Pray God that he never learns the truth!"
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Chapter7
There were not many guests. Elizabeth had chosen them carefully from
families which had known her father, Henry Cornish, when, in his reck-
less, adventurous way, he had been laying the basis of the Cornish for-
tune in the Rockies. Indeed, she was a little angry when she heard of the
indiscriminate way in which Vance had scattered the invitations, particu-
larly in Craterville.

But, as he said, he had acted so as to show her that he had entered
fully into the spirit of the thing, and that his heart was in the right place
as far as this birthday party was concerned, and she could not do other-
wise than accept his explanation.

Some of the bidden guests, however, came from a great distance, and
asa matter of course a few of them arrived the day before the celebration
and filled the quiet rooms of the old house with noise. Elizabeth accep-
ted them with resignation, and even pleasure, becausethey all had pleas-
ant things to say about her father and good wishes to express for the
destined heir, Terence Colby. It was carefully explained that this selec-
tion of an heir had been made by both Elizabeth and Vance, which re-
moved all causefor remark. Vance himself regarded the guests with dis-
tinct amusement. But Terence was disgusted.

"What these true Westerners need," he said to Elizabeth later in the
day, "is a touch of blood. No feeling of family or the dignity of family
precedents out here."

It touched her shrewdly. More than once she had felt that Terry was
on the verge of becoming a complacent prig. So she countered with a
sharp thrust.

"You have to remember that you're a Westerner born and bred, my
dear. A very Westerner yourself!"

"Birth is an accidentÑbirthplaces, I mean," smiled Terence. "It's the
blood that tells."

"Terry, you're a snob!" exclaimed Aunt Elizabeth.
"I hope not," he answered. "But look yonder, now!"
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Old George Armstrong's daughter, Nelly, had gone up a tree like a
squirrel and was laughing down through the branches at a raw-boned
cousin on the ground beneath her.

"And what of it?" said Elizabeth. "That girl is pretty enough to please
any man; and she's the type that makes a wife."

Terry rubbed his chin with his knuckles thoughtfully. It was the one
family habit that he had contracted from Vance, much to the irritation of
the latter.

"After all," said Terry, with complacency, "what are good looks with
bad grammar?"

Elizabeth snorted literally and most unfemininely.
"Terence," she said, lessoning him with her bony, long forefinger,

"you're just young enough to be wise about women. When you're a little
older, you'll get sense.If you want white hands and good grammar, how
do you expect to find a wife in the mountains?"

Terry answered with unshaken, lordly calm. "I haven't thought about
the details. They don't matter. But a man must have standards of
criticism."

"Standards your foot!" cried Aunt Elizabeth. "You insufferable young
prig. That very girl laughing down through the branchesÑI'll wager she
could set your head spinning in ten seconds if she thought it worth her
while to try."

"Perhaps," smiled Terence. "In the meantime she has freckles and a
vocabulary without growing pains."

"All men are fools," declared Aunt Elizabeth; "but boys are idiots, bless
'em! Terence,before you grow up you'll have sore toes from stumbling,
take my word for it! Do you know what a wise man would do?"

"Well?"
"Go out and start a terrific flirtation with Nelly."
"For the sake of experience?" sighed Terence.
"Good heavens!" groaned Aunt Elizabeth. "Terry, you're impossible!

Where are you going now?"
"Out to see El Sangre."
He went whistling out of the door, and she followed him with con-

fused feelings of anger, pride, joy, and fear. She went to a side window
and saw him go fearlessly into the corral where the man-destroying El
Sangre was kept. And the big stallion, red fire in the sunshine, went
straight to him and nosed at a hip pocket. They had already struck up a
perfect understanding. Deeply she wondered at it.
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Shehad never loved the mountains and their people and their ways. It
had been a battle to fight. She had fought the battle, won, and gained a
hollow victory. And watching Terry caressthe great, beautiful horse, she
knew vaguely that his heart, at least, was in tune with the wilderness.

"I wish to heaven, Terry," she murmured, "that you could find a mas-
ter as El Sangre has done. You need teaching."

When sheturned from the window, she found Vance watching her. He
had a habit of obscurely melting into a background and looking out at
her unexpectedly. All at once she knew that he had been there listening
during all of her talk with Terence.Not that the talk had beenof a peculi-
arly private nature, but it angered her. There was just a semblance of
eavesdropping about the presenceof Vance. For she knew that Terence
unbosomed himself to her as he would do in the hearing of no other hu-
man being. However, she mastered her anger and smiled at her brother.
He had taken all these recent changeswhich were so much to his disad-
vantage with a good spirit that astonished and touched her.

"Do you know what I'm going to give Terry for his birthday?" he said,
sauntering toward her.

"Well?" A mention of Terence and his welfare always disarmed her
completely. She opened her eyes and her heart and smiled at her brother.

"There's no set of Scott in the house. I'm going to give Terry one."
"Do you think he'll ever read the novels? I never could. That anti-

quated style, Vance, keeps me at arm's length."
"A stiff style becausehe wrote so rapidly. But there's the greatest body

and bone of character. Except for his heroes.Terry reminds me of them,
in a way. No thought, not very much feeling, but a great capacity for
physical action."

"I think you'd like to be Terry's adviser," she said.
"I wouldn't aspire to the job," yawned Vance, "unless I could ride well

and shoot well. If a man can't do that, he ceasesto be a man in Terry's
eyes. And if a woman can't talk pure English, she isn't a woman."

"That's because he's young," said Elizabeth.
"It's becausehe's a prig," sneered Vance. He had been drawn farther

into the conversation than he planned; now he retreated carefully. "But
another year or so may help him."

He retreated before she could answer, but he left her thoughtful, as he
hoped to do. He had a standing theory that the only way to make a wo-
man meditate is to keep her from talking. And he wanted very much to
make Elizabeth meditate the evil in the son of Black Jack.Otherwise all
his plans might be uselessand his seedsof destruction fall on barren soil.
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He was intensely afraid of that, anyway. His hope was to draw the boy
and the sheriff together on the birthday and guide the two explosives un-
til they met on the subject of the death of Black Jack.Either Terry would
kill the sheriff, or the sheriff would kill Terry. Vance hoped for the latter,
but rather expected the former to be the outcome, and if it were, he was
inclined to think that Elizabeth would sooner or later make excusesfor
Terry and take him back into the fold of her affections. Accordingly, his
work was, in the few days that intervened, to plant all the seedsof suspi-
cion that he could. Then, when the denouement came, those seedsmight
blossom overnight into poison flowers.

In the late afternoon he took up his position in an easychair on the big
veranda. The mail was delivered, as a rule, just before dusk, one of the
cow-punchers riding down for it. Grave fears about the loss of that all-
important missive to Terry haunted him, for the postmaster was a dod-
dering old fellow who was quite apt to forget his head. Consequently he
was vastly relieved when the mail arrived and Elizabeth brought the fa-
miliar big envelope out to him, with its typewritten address.

"Looks like a business letter, doesn't it?" she asked Vance.
"More or less," said Vance, covering a yawn of excitement.
"But how on earth could any businessÑit's postmarked from

Craterville."
"Somebody may have heard about his prospects; they're starting early

to separate him from his money."
"Vance, how much talking did you do in Craterville?"
It was hard to meet her keen old eyes.
"Too much, I'm afraid," he said frankly. "You see, I've felt rather

touchy about the thing. I want people to know that you and I have
agreed on making Terry the heir to the ranch. I don't want anyone to sus-
pect that we differed. I suppose I talked too much about the birthday
plans."

She sighed with vexation and weighed the letter in her hand.
"I've half a mind to open it."
His heartbeat fluttered and paused.
"Go ahead," he urged, with well-assured carelessness.
She shook down the contents of the envelope preparatory to opening

it.
"It's nothing but printed stuff, Vance. I can see that, through the

envelope."
"But wait a minute, Elizabeth. It might anger Terry to have even his

business mail opened. He's touchy, you know."
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She hesitated, then shrugged her shoulders.
"I suppose you're right. Let it go." She laughed at her own concern

over the matter. "Do you know, Vance, that sometimes I feel as if the
whole world were conspiring to get a hand on Terry?"
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Chapter8
Terry did not come down for dinner. It was more or less of a calamity,
for the board was quite full of early guests for the next day's festivities.
Aunt Elizabeth shifted the burden of the entertainment onto the capable
shoulders of Vance, who could please these Westerners when he chose.
Tonight he decidedly chose. Elizabeth had never see him in such high
spirits. He could flirt good-humoredly and openly across the table at
Nelly, or elseturn and draw an anecdotefrom Nelly's father. He kept the
reins in his hands and drove the talk along so smoothly that Elizabeth
could sit in gloomy silence,unnoticed, at the farther end of the table. Her
mind was up yonder in the room of Terry.

Something had happened, and it had come through that long business
envelope with the typewritten address that seemed so harmless. One
reading of the contents had brought Terry out of his chair with an ex-
clamation. Then, without explanation of any sort, he had gone to his
room and stayed there. She would have followed to find out what was
the matter, but the requirements of dinner and her guests kept her
downstairs.

Immediately after dinner Vance, at a signal from her, dexterously her-
ded everyone into the living room and distributed them in comfort
around the big fireplace; Elizabeth Cornish bolted straight for the room
of Terence. She knocked and tried the door. To her astonishment, the
knob turned, but the door did not open. Sheheard the click and felt the
jar of the bolt. Terry had locked his door!

A little thing to make her heart fall, one would say, but little things
about Terry were great things to Elizabeth. In twenty-four years he had
never locked his door. What could it mean?

It was a moment before she could call, and she waited breathlessly.
She was reassured by a quiet voice that answered her: "Just a moment.
I'll open."

The tone was so matter-of-fact that her heart, with one leap, cameback
to normal and tears of relief misted her eyes for an instant. Perhaps he
was up here working out a surprise for the next dayÑhe was full of
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tricks and surprises. That was unquestionably it. And he took so long in
coming to the door becausehe was hiding the thing he had been work-
ing on. As for food, Wu Chi was his slave and would have smuggled a
tray up to him. Presently the lock turned and the door opened.

Shecould not seehis face distinctly at first, the light was so strong be-
hind him. Besides,she was more occupied in looking for the tray of food
which would assure her that Terry was not suffering from some mental
crisis that had made him forget even dinner. She found the tray, sure
enough, but the food had not been touched.

She turned on him with a new rush of alarm. And all her fears were
realized. Terry had been fighting a hard battle and he was still fighting.
About his eyesthere was the look, half-dull and half-hard, that comes in
the eyesof young people unused to pain. A worried, tense,hungry face.
He took her arm and led her to the table. On it lay an article clipped out
of a magazine. She looked down at it with unseeing eyes. The sheets
were already much crumbled. Terry turned them to a full- page picture,
and Elizabeth found herself looking down into the face of Black Jack,
proud, handsome, defiant.

Had Vance been there, he might have recognized her actions. As she
had done one day twenty-four years ago, now she turned and dropped
heavily into a chair, her bony hands pressed to her shallow bosom. A
moment later she was on her feet again, ready to fight, ready to tell a
thousand lies. But it was too late. The revelation had been complete and
she could tell by his face that Terence knew everything.

"Terry," she said faintly, "what on earth have you to do with thatÑ"
"Listen, Aunt Elizabeth," he said, "you aren't going to fib about it, are

you?"
"What in the world are you talking about?"
"Why were you so shocked?"
Sheknew it was a futile battle. He was prying at her inner mind with

short questions and a hard, dry voice.
"It was the face of that terrible man. I saw him once before, you know.

On the dayÑ"
"On the day he was murdered!"
That word told her everything. "Murdered!" It lighted all the mental

processesthrough which he had been going. Who in all the reachesof
the mountain desert had ever before dreamed of terming the killing of
the notorious Black Jack a "murder"?

"What are you saying, Terence? That fellowÑ"
"Hush! Look at us!"
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He picked up the photograph and stood back so that the light fell
sharply on his face and on the photograph which he held beside his
head. He caught up a sombrero and jammed it jauntily on his head. He
tilted his face high, with resolute chin. And all at once there were two
Black Jacks,not one. He evidently saw all the admission that he cared for
in her face.He took off the hat with a dragging motion and replaced the
photograph on the table.

"I tried it in the mirror," he said quietly. "I wasn't quite sure until I
tried it in the mirror. Then I knew, of course."

She felt him slipping out of her life.
"What shall I say to you, Terence?"
"Is that my real name?"
She winced. "Yes. Your real name."
"Good. Do you remember our talk of today?"
"What talk?"
He drew his breath with something of a groan.
"I said that what these people lacked was the influence of familyÑof

old blood!"
He made himself smile at her, and Elizabeth trembled. "If I could ex-

plainÑ" she began.
"Ah, what is there to explain, Aunt Elizabeth? Except that you have

beena thousand times kinder to me than I dreamed before. Why, IÑI ac-
tually thought that you were rather honored by having a Colby under
your roof. I really felt that I was bestowing something of a favor on you!"

"Terry, sit down!"
He sank into a chair slowly. And she sat on the arm of it with her

mournful eyes on his face.
"Whatever your name may be, that doesn't change the man who wears

the name."
He laughed softly. "And you've been teaching me steadily for twenty-

four years that blood will tell? You can't change like this. Oh, I under-
stand it perfectly. You determined to make me over. You determined to
destroy my heritage and put the name of the fine old Colbys in its place.
It was a brave thing to try, and all these years how you must have
waited, and waited to see how I would turn out, dreading every day
some outbreak of the bad blood! Ah, you have a nerve of steel, Aunt El-
izabeth! How have you endured the suspense?"

Shefelt that he was mocking her subtly under this flow of compliment.
But it was the bitterness of pain, not of reproach, she knew.
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Shesaid: "Why didn't you let me come up with you? Why didn't you
send for me?"

"I've beenbusy doing a thing that no one could help me with. I've been
burning my dreams." He pointed to a smoldering heap of asheson the
hearth.

"Terry!"
"Yes,all the Colby pictures that I've been collecting for the past fifteen

years. I burned 'em. They don't mean anything to anyone else, and cer-
tainly they have ceased to mean anything to me. But when I came to
Anthony ColbyÑthe eighteen-twelve man, you know, the one who has
always been my heroÑit went pretty hard. I felt as ifÑI were burning
my own personality. As a matter of fact, in the last couple of hours I've
been born over again."

Terry paused. "And births are painful, Aunt Elizabeth!"
At that shecried out and caught his hand. "Terry dear! Terry dear! You

break my heart!"
"I don't mean to. You mustn't think that I'm pitying myself. But I want

to know the real name of my father. He must have had some name other
than Black Jack. What was it?"

"Are you going to gather his memory to your heart, Terry?"
"I am going to find something about him that I can be proud of. Blood

will tell. I know that I'm not all bad, and there must have been good in
Black Jack. I want to know all about him. I want to know aboutÑhis
crimes."

He labored through a fierce moment of silent struggle while her heart
went helplessly out to him.

"BecauseÑI had a hand in every one of those crimes! Everything that
he did is something that I might have done under the same temptation."

"But you're not all your father's son. You had a mother. A dear, sweet-
faced girlÑ"

"Don't!" whispered Terry. "I suppose he brokeÑher heart?"
"She was a very delicate girl," she said after a moment.
"And now my father's name, please?"
"Not that just now. Give me until tomorrow night, Terry. Will you do

that? Will you wait till tomorrow night, Terry? I'm going to have a long
talk with you then, about many things. And I want you to keep this in
mind always. No matter how long you live, the influence of the Colbys
will never go out of your life. And neither will my influence, I hope. If
there is anything good in me, it has gone into you. I have seen to that.
Terry, you are not your father's son alone. All these other things have
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entered into your make-up. They're just as much a part of you as his
blood."

"Ah, yes," said Terry. "But blood will tell!"
It was a mournful echo of a thing she had told him a thousand times.
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Chapter9
She went straight down to the big living room and drew Vance away,
mindless of her guests. He came humming until he was past the door
and in the shadowy hall. Then he touched her arm, suddenly grown
serious.

"What's wrong, Elizabeth?"
Her voice was low, vibrating with fierceness.And Vance blessed the

dimness of the hall, for he could feel the blood recede from his face and
the sweat stand on his forehead.

"Vance, if you've done what I think you've done, you're lower than a
snake,and more poisonous and more treacherous.And I'll cut you out of
my heart and my life. You know what I mean?"

It was really the first important crisis that he had ever faced. And now
his heart grew small, cold. He knew, miserably, his own cowardice. And
like all cowards, he fell back on bold lying to carry him through. It was a
triumph that he could make his voice steadyÑmore than steady. He
could even throw the right shade of disgust into it.

"Is this another one of your tantrums, Elizabeth? By heavens, I'm
growing tired of 'em. You continually throw in my face that you hold the
strings of the purse. Well, tie them up as far as I'm concerned. I won't
whine. I'd rather have that happen than be tyrannized over any longer."

Shewas much shaken. And there was a sting in this reproach that car-
ried home to her; there was just a sufficient edge of truth to wound her.
Had there been much light, she could have read his face; the dimness of
the hall was saving Vance, and he knew it.

"God knows I'd like to believe that you haven't had anything to do
with it. But you and I are the only two people in the world who know
the secret of itÑ"

He pretended to guess. "It's something about Terence? Something
about his father?"

Again she was disarmed. If he were guilty, it was strange that he
should approach the subject so openly. And she began to doubt.
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"Vance, he knows everything! Everything except the real name of
Black Jack!"

"Good heavens!"
She strained her eyes through the shadows to make out his real ex-

pression; but there seemed to be a real horror in his restrained whisper.
"It isn't possible, Elizabeth!"
"It camein that letter. That letter I wanted to open, and which you per-

suaded me not to!" Shemustered all her damning facts one after another.
"And it was postmarked from Craterville. Vance, you have been in
Craterville lately!"

He seemed to consider.
"Could I have told anyone? Could I, possibly? No, Elizabeth, I'll give

you my word of honor that I've never spoken a syllable about that sub-
ject to anyone!"

"Ah, but what have you written?"
"I've never put pen to paper. ButÑhow did it happen?"
He had control of himself now. His voice was steadier. He could feel

her recede from her aggressiveness.
"It was dated after you left Craterville, of course. AndÑI can't stand

imagining that you could be so low. Only, who else would have a
motive?"

"But how was it done?"
"They sent him an article about his father and a picture of Black Jack

that happens to look as much like Terry as two peas."
"Then I have it! If the picture looks like Terry, someone took it for

granted that he'd be interested in the similarity. That's why it was sent.
Unless they told him that he was really Black Jack'sson. Did the person
who sent the letter do that?"

"There was no letter. Only a magazine clipping and the photograph of
the painting."

They were both silent. Plainly she had dismissed all idea of her
brother's guilt.

"But what are we going to do, Elizabeth? And how has he taken it?"
"Like poison, Vance.HeÑhe burned all the Colby pictures. Oh, Vance,

twenty-four years of work are thrown away!"
"Nonsense!This will all straighten out. I'm glad he's found out. Sooner

or later he was pretty sure to. Such things will come to light."
"Vance, you'll help me? You'll forgive me for accusing you, and you'll

help me to keep Terry in hand for the next few days? You see,he de-
clared that he will not be ashamed of his father."
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"You can't blame him for that."
"God knows I blame no one but myself."
"I'll help you with every ounce of strength in my mind and body, my

dear."
She pressed his hand in silence.
"I'm going up to talk with him now," he said. "I'm going to do what I

can with him. You go in and talk. And don't let them seethat anything is
wrong."

The door had not been locked again. He entered at the call of Terry
and found him leaning over the hearth stirring up the pile of charred pa-
per to make it burn more freely. A shadow crossedthe faceof Terry ashe
saw his visitor, but he banished it at once and rose to greet him. In his
heart Vance was a little moved. He went straight to the younger man
and took his hand.

"Elizabeth has told me," he said gently, and he looked with a moist eye
into the face of the man who, if his plans worked out, would be either
murderer or murdered before the closeof the next day. "I am very sorry,
Terence."

"I thought you came to congratulate me," said Terry, withdrawing his
hand.

"Congratulate you?" echoed Vance, with unaffected astonishment.
"For having learned the truth," said Terry. "Also, for having a father

who was a strong man."
Vance could not resist the opening.
"In a way, I suppose he was," he said dryly. "And if you look at it in

that way, I do congratulate you, Terence!"
"You've always hated me, Uncle Vance," Terry declared. "I've known it

all these years. And I'll do without your congratulations."
"You're wrong, Terry," said Vance. He kept his voice mild. "You're

very wrong. But I'm old enough not to take offense at what a young spit-
fire says."

"I suppose you are," retorted Terry, in a tone which implied that he
himself would never reach that age.

"And when a few years run by," went on Vance, "you'll change your
viewpoint. In the meantime, my boy, let me give you this warning. No
matter what you think about me, it is Elizabeth who counts."

"Thanks. You need have no fear about my attitude to Aunt Elizabeth.
You ought to know that I love her, and respect her."
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"Exactly. But you're headstrong, Terry. Very headstrong. And so is El-
izabeth. Take your own case.Shetook you into the family for the sakeof
a theory. Did you know that?"

The boy stiffened. "A theory?"
"Quite so. Shewished to prove that blood, after all, was more talk than

a vital influence. So she took you in and gave you an imaginary line of
ancestors with which you were entirely contented. But, after all, it has
been twenty-four years of theory rather than twenty-four years of Terry.
You understand?"

"It's a rather nasty thing to hear," said Terencehuskily. "Perhapsyou're
right. I don't know. Perhaps you're right."

"And if her theory is proved wrongÑlook out, Terry! She'll throw you
out of her life without a second thought."

"Is that a threat?"
"My dear boy, not by any means. You think I have hated you? Not at

all. I have simply been indifferent. Now that you are in more or less
trouble, you see that I come to you. And hereafter if there should be a
crisis, you will see who is your true friend. Now, good night!"

He had saved his most gracious speechuntil the very end, and after it
he retired at once to leave Terence with the pleasant memory in his
mind. For he had in his mind the idea of a perfect crime for which he
would not be punished. He would turn Terry into a corpse or a killer,
and in either casethe youngster would never dream who had dealt the
blow.

No wonder, then, ashe went downstairs, that he stepped onto the ver-
anda for a few moments. The moon was just up beyond Mount Discov-
ery; the valley unfolded like a dream. Never had the estate seemed so
charming to Vance Cornish, for he felt that his hand was closing slowly
around his inheritance.
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Chapter10
The sleep of the night seemedto blot out the excitement of the preceding
evening. A bright sun, a cool stir of air, brought in the next morning, and
certainly calamity had never seemedfarther from the Cornish ranch than
it did on this day. All through the morning people kept arriving in ones
and twos. Every buckboard on the place was commissioned to haul the
guests around the smooth roads and show them the estate; and those
who preferred were furnished with saddle horsesfrom the stable to keep
their own mounts fresh for their return trip. Vance took charge of the
wagon parties; Terence himself guided the horsemen, and he rode El
Sangre, a flashing streak of blood red.

The exercisebrought the color to his face; the wind raised his spirits;
and when the gathering at the house to wait for the big dinner began, he
was as gay as any.

"That's the way with young people," Elizabeth confided to her brother.
"Trouble slips off their minds."

And then the second blow fell, the blow on which Vance had counted
for his great results. No lessa person than Sheriff JoeMinter galloped up
and threw his reins before the veranda. He approached Elizabeth with a
high flourish of his hat and a profound bow, for Uncle Joe Minter af-
fected the mannered courtesy of the "Southern" school. Vance had them
in profile from the side, and his nervous glance flickered from one to the
other. The sheriff was plainly pleased with what he had seenon his way
up Bear Creek. He was also happy to be present at so large a gathering.
But to Elizabeth his coming was like a death. Her brother could tell the
difference between her forced cordiality and the real thing. She had his
horse put up; presented him to the few people whom he had not met,
and then left him posing for the crowd of admirers. Life to the sheriff
was truly a stage. Then Elizabeth went to Vance.

"You saw?" she gasped.
"Sheriff Minter? What of it? Rather nervy of the old ass to come up

here for the party; he hardly knows us."
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"No, no! Not that! But don't you remember?Don't you remember what
Joe Minter did?"

"Good Lord!" gasped Vance, apparently just recalling. "He killed Black
Jack! And what will Terry do when he finds out?"

She grew still whiter, hearing him name her own fear.
"They mustn't meet," she said desperately. "Vance, if you're half a man

you'll find some way of getting that pompous, windy idiot off the place."
"My dear! Do you want me to invite him to leave?"
"SomethingÑI don't care what!"
"Neither do I. But I can't insult the fool. That type resents an insult

with gunplay. We must simply keep them apart. Keep the sheriff from
talking."

"Keep rain from falling!" groaned Elizabeth. "Vance, if you won't do
anything, I'll go and tell the sheriff that he must leave!"

"You don't mean it!"
"Do you think that I'm going to risk a murder?"
"I suppose you're right," nodded Vance, changing his tactics with Ma-

chiavellian smoothness. "If Terry saw the man who killed his father, all
his twenty-four years of training would go up in smoke and the blood of
his father would talk in him. There'd be a shooting!"

Shecaught a hand to her throat. "I'm not so sure of that, Vance. I think
he would come through this acid test. But I don't want to take chances."

"I don't blame you, Elizabeth," said her brother heartily. "Neither
would I. But if the sheriff stays here, I feel that I'm going to win the bet
that I made twenty-four years ago. You remember? That Terry would
shoot a man before he was twenty-five?"

"Have I ever forgotten?" she said huskily. "Have I ever let it go out of
my mind? But it isn't the danger of Terry shooting. It's the danger of
Terry being shot. If he should reach for a gun against the sheriffÑthat
professional mankillerÑVance, something has to be done!"

"Right," he nodded. "I wouldn't trust Terry in the face of such a
temptation to violence. Not for a moment!"

The natural stubbornness on which he had counted hardened in her
face.

"I don't know."
"It would be an acid test, Elizabeth. But perhaps now is the time.

You've spent twenty-four years training him. If he isn't what he ought to
be now, he never will be, no doubt."

"It may be that you're right," she said gloomily. "Twenty-four years!
Yes, and I've filled about half of my time with Terry and his training.
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Vance, you are right. If he has the elements of a mankiller in him after
what I've done for him, then he's a hopeless case.The sheriff shall stay!
The sheriff shall stay!"

She kept repeating it, as though the repetition of the phrase might
bring her courage. And then she went back among her guests.

As for Vance,he remained skillfully in the background that day. It was
peculiarly vital, this day of all days, that he should not be much in evid-
ence. No one must see in him a controlling influence.

In the meantime he watched his sister with a growing admiration and
with a growing concern. Instantly she had a problem on her hands. For
the moment Terence heard that the great sheriff himself had joined the
party, he was filled with happiness. Vance watched them meet with a
heart swelling with happiness and surety of success.Straight through a
group came Terry, weaving his way eagerly, and went up to the sheriff.
Vance saw Elizabeth attempt to detain him, attempt to send him on an
errand. But he waved her suggestion away for a moment and made for
the sheriff. Elizabeth, seeing that the meeting could not be avoided, at
least determined to be present at it. She came up with Terence and
presented him.

"Sheriff Minter, this is Terence Colby."
"I've heard of you, Colby," said the sheriff kindly. And he waited for a

response with the gleaming eye of a vain man. There was not long to
wait.

"You've really heard of me?" said Terry, immensely pleased. "By the
Lord, I've heard of you, sheriff! But, of course, everybody has."

"I dunno, son," said the sheriff benevolently. "But I been drifting
around a tolerable long time, I guess."

"Why," said Terry, with a sort of outburst, "I've simply eaten up
everything I could gather. I've even read about you in magazines!"

"Well, now you don't say," protested the sheriff. "In magazines?"
And his eye quested through the group, hoping for other listeners who

might learn how broadly the fame of their sheriff was spread.
"That Canning fellow who travelled out West and ran into you and

was along while you were hunting down the Garrison boys. I read his
article."

The sheriff scratched his chin. "I disremember him. Canning? Can-
ning? Come to think of it, I do remember him. Kind of a small man with
washed- out eyes.Always with a notebook on his knee. I got sick of an-
swering all that gent's questions, I recollect. Yep, he was along when I
took the Garrison boys, but that little party didn't amount to much."
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"He thought it did," said Terry fervently. "Said it was the bravest,
coolest-headed, cunningest piece of work he'd ever seen done. Perhaps
you'll tell me some of the other thingsÑthe things you count big?"

"Oh, I ain't done nothing much, come to think of it. All pretty simple,
they looked to me, when I was doing them. Besides, I ain't much of a
hand at talk!"

"Ah," said Terry, "you'd talk well enough to suit me, sheriff!"
The sheriff had found a listener after his own heart.
"They ain't nothing but a campfire that gives a good light to seea story

byÑthe kind of stories I got to tell," he declared. "Someof these days I'll
take you along with me on a trail, son, if you'd likeÑand most like I'll
talk your arm off at night beside the fire. Like to come?"

"Like to?" cried Terry. "I'd be the happiest man in the mountains!"
"Would you, now? Well, Colby, you and me might hit it off pretty

well. I've heard tell you ain't half bad with a rifle and pretty slick with a
revolver, too."

"I practice hard," said Terry frankly. "I love guns."
"Good things to love, and good things to hate, too," philosophized the

sheriff. "But all right in their own place, which ain't none too big, these
days. The old times is gone when a man went out into the world with a
hoss under him, and a pair of Colts strapped to his waist, and made his
own way. Them days is gone, and our younger boys is going to pot!"

"I suppose so," admitted Terry.
"But you got a spark in you, son. Well, one of these days we'll get to-

gether. And I hear tell you got El Sangre?"
"I was lucky," said Terry.
"That's a sizable piece of work, Colby. I've seentwenty that run El San-

gre, and never even got close enough to eat his dust. Nacheral pacer,
right enough. I've seenhim kite acrosscountry like a train! And his mane
and tail blowing like smoke!"

"I got him with patience. That was all."
"S'pose we take a look at him?"
"By all means. Just come along with me."
Elizabeth struck in.
"Just a moment, Terence.There's Mr. Gainor, and he's been asking to

seeyou. You can take the sheriff out to seeEl Sangrelater. Besides,half a
dozen people want to talk to the sheriff, and you mustn't monopolize
him. Miss Wickson begged me to get her a chance to talk to youÑthe
real Sheriff Minter. Do you mind?"
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"Pshaw," said the sheriff. "I ain't no kind of a hand at talking to the wo-
menfolk. Where is she?"

"Down yonder, sheriff. Shall we go?"
"The old lady with the cane?"
"No, the girl with the bright hair."
"Doggone me," muttered the sheriff. "Well, let's saunter down that

way."
He waved to Terence,who, casting a black glance in the direction of

Mr. Gainor, went off to executeElizabeth's errand. Plainly Elizabeth had
won the first engagement,but Vance was still confident. The dinner table
would tell the tale.
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Chapter11
Elizabeth left the ordering of the guests at the table to Vance, and she
consulted him about it as they went into the dining room. It was a long,
low-ceilinged room, with more windows than wall space.It opened onto
a small porch, and below the porch was the garden which had been the
pride of Henry Cornish. Beside the tall glass doors which led out onto
the porch she reviewed the seating plans of Vance. "You at this end and I
at the other," he said. "I've put the sheriff beside you, and right across
from the sheriff is Nelly. Sheought to keep him busy. The old idiot has a
weakness for pretty girls, and the younger the better, it seems.Next to
the sheriff is Mr. Gainor. He's a political power, and what time the sheriff
doesn't spend on you and on Nelly he certainly will give to Gainor. The
arrangement of the rest doesn't matter. I simply worked to get the sheriff
well-pocketed and keep him under your eye."

"But why not under yours, Vance?You're a thousand times more dip-
lomatic than I am."

"I wouldn't take the responsibility, for, after all, this may turn out to be
a rather solemn occasion, Elizabeth."

"You don't think so, Vance?"
"I pray not."
"And where have you put Terence?"
"Next to Nelly, at your left."
"Good heavens, Vance, that's almost directly opposite the sheriff.

You'll have them practically facing each other."
It was the main thing he was striving to attain. He placated her

carefully.
"I had to. There's a danger. But the advantage is huge. You'll be there

between them, you might say. You can keep the table talk in hand at that
end. Flash me a signal if you're in trouble, and I'll fire a question down
the table at the sheriff or Terry, and get their attention. In the meantime
you can draw Terry into talk with you if he begins to ask the sheriff what
you consider leading questions. In that way, you'll keep the talk a thou-
sand leagues away from the death of Black Jack."
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He gained his point without much more trouble. Half an hour later the
table was surrounded by the guests. It was a table of baronial propor-
tions, but twenty couples occupied every inch of the spaceeasily. Vance
found himself a greater distance than he could have wished from the
scene of danger, and of electrical contact.

At least four zones of cross-fire talk intervened, and the talk at the
farther end of the table was completely lost to him, except when some
new and amazing dish, a triumph of Wu Chi's fabrication, was brought
on, and an appreciative wave of silence attended it.

Or again, the mighty voice of the sheriff was heard to bellow forth in
laughter of heroic proportions.

Aside from that, there was no information he could gather except by
his eyes. And chiefly, the face of Elizabeth. He knew her like a book in
which he had often read. Twice he read the danger signals. When the
great roast was being removed, he saw her eyeswiden and her lips con-
tract a trifle, and he knew that someone had come very close to the
danger line indeed. Again when dessert was coming in bright shoals on
the trays of the Chinese servants, the glance of his sister fixed on him
down the length of the table with a grim appeal. He made a gesture of
helplessness.Between them four distinct groups into which the table talk
had divided were now going at full blast. He could hardly have made
himself heard at the other end of the table without shouting.

Yet that crisis also passed away. Elizabeth was working hard, but as
the meal progressed toward a close, he began to worry. It had seemed
impossible that the sheriff could actually sit this length of time in such an
assemblagewithout launching into the stories for which he was famous.
Above all, he would be sure to tell how he had started on his career as a
manhunter by relating how he slew Black Jack.

Once the appalling thought came to Vance that the story must have
been told during one of those moments when his sister had shown
alarm. The crisis might be over, and Terry had indeed showed a restraint
which was a credit to Elizabeth's training. But by the hunted look in her
eyes,he knew that the climax had not yet beenreached,and that shewas
continually fighting it away.

He writhed with impatience. If he had not been a fool, he would have
taken that place himself, and then he could have seento it that the sher-
iff, with dexterous guiding, should approach the fatal story. As it was,
how could he tell that Elizabeth might not undo all his plans and clev-
erly keep the sheriff away from his favorite topic for an untold length of
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time? But as he told his sister, he wished to place all the seeming re-
sponsibility on her own shoulders. Perhaps he had played too safe.

The first ray of hope came to him as coffee was brought in. The prodi-
gious eating of the cattlemen and miners at the table had brought them
to a stupor. They no longer talked, but puffed with unfamiliar awkward-
ness at the fine Havanas which Vance had provided. Even the women
talked less,having worn off the edge of the novelty of actually dining at
the table of Elizabeth Cornish. And since the hostesswas occupied solely
with the little group nearest her, and there was no guiding mind to pick
up the threads of talk in each group and maintain it, this duty fell more
and more into the hands of Vance. He took up his task with pleasure.

Farther and farther down the table extended the sphere of his mild in-
fluence. He asked Mr. Wainwright to tell the story of how he treed the
bear so that the tenderfoot author could come and shoot it. Mr. Wain-
wright responded with gusto. The story was a success.He varied it by
requesting young Dobel to describe the snowslide which had wiped out
the Vorheimer shack the winter before.

Young Dobel did well enough to make the men grunt at the end, and
he brought several little squeals of horror from the ladies.

All of this was for a purpose. Vance was setting the precedent, and
they were becoming used to hearing stories. At the end of each tale the
silence of expectation was longer and wider. Finally, it reached the other
end of the table, and suddenly the sheriff discovered that tales were go-
ing the rounds, and that he had not yet been heard. He rolled his eye
with an inward look, and Vance knew that he was searching for some
smooth means of introducing one of his yarns.

Victory!
But here Elizabeth cut trenchantly into the heart of the conversation.

She had seen and understood. She shot home half a dozen questions
with the accuracy of a marksman, and beat up a drumfire of responses
from the ladies which, for a time, rattled up and down the length of the
table. The sheriff was biting his mustache thoughtfully.

It was only a momentary check, however. Just at the point where
Vance began to despair of ever effecting his goal, the silence began again
as lady after lady ran out of material for the nonce. And as the silence
spread, the sheriff was visibly gathering steam.

Again Elizabeth cut in. But this time there was only a sporadic chatter-
ing in response. Coffee was steaming before them, Wu Chi's powerful,
thick, aromatic coffee, which only he knew how to make. They were in a
mood, now, to hear stories, that tableful of people. An expected ally
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came to the aid of Vance. It was Terence,who had been eating his heart
out during the silly table talk of the past few minutes. Now he seized
upon the first clear opening.

"Sheriff Minter, I've heard a lot about the time you ran down Johnny
Garden. But I've never had the straight of it. Won't you tell us how it
happened?"

"Oh," protested the sheriff, "it don't amount to much."
Elizabeth castone frantic glance at her brother, and strove to edge into

the interval of silence with a question directed at Mr. Gainor. But he
shelved that question; the whole table was obviously waiting for the
great man to speak. A dozen appeals for the yarn poured in.

"Well," said the sheriff, "if you folks are plumb set on it, I'll tell you just
how it come about."

There followed a long story of how Johnny Garden had announced
that he would ride down and shoot up the sheriff's own town, and then
get away on the sheriff's own horseÑand how he did it. And how the
sheriff was laughed at heartily by the townsfolk, and how the whole
mountain district joined in the laughter. And how he started out single-
handed in the middle of winter to run down Johnny Garden, and struck
through the mountains, was caught above the timberline in a terrific bliz-
zard, kept on in peril of his life until he barely managed to reach the tim-
ber again on the other side of the ridge. How he descended upon the
hiding-place of Johnny Garden, found Johnny gone, but his companions
there, and made a bargain with them to let them go if they would con-
sent to stand by and offer no resistancewhen he fought with Johnny on
the latter's return. How they were as good as their word and how, when
Johnny returned, they stood aside and let Johnny and the sheriff fight it
out. How the sheriff beat Johnny to the draw, but was wounded in the
left arm while Johnny fired a second shot as he lay dying on the floor of
the lean-to. How the sheriff's wound was dressed by the companions of
the dead Johnny, and how he was safely dismissed with honor, as
between brave men, and how afterwards he hunted those same men
down one by one.

It was quite a long story, but the audience followed it with a breathless
interest.

"Yes, sir," concluded the sheriff, as the applause of murmurs fell off.
"And from yarns like that one you wouldn't never figure it that I was the
son of a minister brung up plumb peaceful. Now, would you?"
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And again, to the intense joy of Vance, it was Terry who brought the
subject back, and this time the subject of all subjects which Elizabeth
dreaded, and which Vance longed for.

"Tell us how you came to branch out, Sheriff Minter?"
"It was this way," began the sheriff, while Elizabeth cast at Vance a

glance of frantic and weary appeal, to which he responded with a ges-
ture which indicated that the cause was lost.

"I was brung up mighty proper. I had a most amazing lot of prayers at
the tip of my tongue when I wasn't no more'n knee-high to a grasshop-
per. But when a man has got a fire in him, they ain't no use trying to
smother it. You either got to put water on it or else let it burn itself out.

"My old man didn't seeit that way. When I got to cutting up he'd try
to smother it, and stop me by saying: 'Don't!' Which don't accomplish
nothing with young gents that got any spirit. Not a damn thingÑasking
your pardon, ladies! Well, sirs, he kept me in harness, you might say,
and pulling dead straight down the road and working hard and faithful.
But all the time I'd been saving up steam,and swelling and swelling and
getting pretty near ready to bust.

"Well, sirs, pretty soonÑwe was living in Garrison City them days,
when Garrison wasn't near the town that it is nowÑalong comes word
that JackHollis is around. A lot of you younger folks ain't never heard
nothing about him. But in his day Jack Hollis was as bad as they was
made. They was nothing that Jack wouldn't turn to real handy, from
shootin' up a town to sticking up a train or a stage. And he done it all
just about as well. He was one of them universal experts. He could blow
a safeas neat as you'd ask. And if it come to a gun fight, he was greased
lightning with a flying start. That was Jack Hollis."

The sheriff paused to draw breath.
"Perhaps," said Elizabeth Cornish, white about the lips, "we had better

go into the living room to hear the rest of the sheriff's story?"
It was not a very skillful diversion, but Elizabeth had reached the

point of utter desperation. And on the way into the living room unques-
tionably she would be able to divert Terry to something else.Vance held
his breath.

And it was Terry who signed his own doom.
"We're very comfortable here, Aunt Elizabeth. Let's not go in till the

sheriff has finished his story."
The sheriff rewarded him with a flash of gratitude, and Vance settled

back in his chair. The end could not, now, be far away.
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Chapter12
"I was saying," proceeded the sheriff, "that they scared their babies in
these here parts with the name of Jack Hollis. Which they sure done.
Well, sir, he was bad."

"Not all bad, surely," put in Vance. "I've heard a good many stories
about the generosity ofÑ"

He was anxious to put in the name of Black Jack,since the sheriff was
sticking so close to "Jack Hollis," which was a name that Terry had not
yet heard for his dead father. But before he could get out the name, the
sheriff, angry at the interruption, resumed the smooth current of his tale
with a side flash at Vance.

"Not all bad, you say? Generous? Sure he was generous. Them that
live outside the law has got to be generous to keep a gang around 'em.
Not that Hollis ever played with a gang much, but he had hangers-on all
over the mountains and gents that he had done good turns for and
hadn't gone off and talked about it. But that was just common sense.He
knew he'd need friends that he could trust if he ever got in trouble. If he
was wounded, they had to be someplace where he could rest up. Ain't
that so? Well, sir, that's what the goodness of Jack Hollis amounted to.
No, sir, he was bad. Plumb bad and all bad!

"But he had them qualities that a young gent with an imagination is
apt to cotton to. He was free with his money. He dressed like a dandy.
He'd gamble with hundreds, and then give back half of his winnings if
he'd broke the gent that run the bank. Them was the sort of things that
Jack Hollis would do. And I had my head full of him. Well, about the
time that he come to the neighborhood, I sneaked out of the house one
night and went off to a dance with a girl that I was sweet on. And when I
come back, I found Dad waiting up for me ready to skin me alive. He
tried to give me a clubbing. I kicked the stick out of his hands and swore
that I'd leave and never come back. Which I never done, living up to my
word proper.

"But when I found myself outside in the night, I saysto myself: 'Where
shall I go now?'
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"And then, being sort of sick at the world, and hating Dad particular, I
decided to go out and join JackHollis. I was going to go bad. Mostly to
cut up Dad, I reckon, and not because I wanted to particular.

"It wasn't hard to find JackHollis. Not for a kid my age that was sure
not to be no officer of the law. Besides,they didn't go out single and hunt
for Hollis. They went in gangs of a half a dozen at a time, or more if they
could get 'em. And even then they mostly got cleaned up when they
cornered Hollis. Yes, sir, he made life sad for the sheriffs in them parts
that he favored most.

"I found Jack toasting bacon over a fire. He had two gents with him,
and they brung me in, finding me sneaking around like a fool kid instead
of walking right into camp. Jack sized me up a minute. He was a fine-
looking boy, was Hollis. He gimme a look out of them fine black eyesof
his which I won't never forget. Aye, a handsome scoundrel, that Hollis!"

Elizabeth Cornish sank back in her chair and covered her eyes with
her hands for a moment. To the others it seemed that she was merely
rubbing weary eyes.But her brother knew perfectly that she was near to
fainting.

He looked at Terry and saw that the boy was following the tale with
sparkling eyes.

"I like what you say about this Hollis, sheriff," he ventured softly.
"Do you? Well, so did I like what I seen of him that night, for all I

knew that he was a no-good, man-killing, heartless sort. I told him right
off that I wanted to join him. I even up and give him an exhibition of
shooting.

"What do you think he says to me? 'You go home to your ma, young
man!'

"That's what he said.
"'I ain't a baby,' says I to Jack Hollis. 'I'm a grown man. I'm ready to

fight your way.'
"'Any fool can fight,' says JackHollis. 'But a gent with any sensedon't

have to fight. You can lay to that, son!'
"'Don't call me son,' says I. 'I'm older than you was when you started

out.'
"I'd had my heart busted before I started,' says JackHollis to me. 'Are

you asold as that, son?You go back home and don't bother me no more.
I'll come back in five years and see if you're still in the same mind!'

"And that was what I seen of Jack Hollis.

58



"I went back into townÑGarrison City. I slept over the stables the rest
of that night. The next day I loafed around town not hardly noways
knowing what I was going to do.

"Then I was loafing around with my rifle, like I was going out on a
hunting trip that afternoon. And pretty soon I heard a lot of noise com-
ing down the street, guns and what not. I look out the window and there
comes JackHollis, hellbent! JackHollis! And then it pops into my head
that they was a big price, for them days, on Jack'shead. I picked up my
gun and eased it over the sill of the window and got a good bead.

"Jack turned in his saddleÑ"
There was a faint groan from Elizabeth Cornish. All eyes focused on

her in amazement. She mustered a smile. The story went on.
"When Jackturned to blaze away at them that was piling out around

the corner of the street, I let the gun go, and I drilled him clean. Great
sensation, gents, to have a life under your trigger. Just beckon one mite
of an inch and a life goes scooting up to heaven or down to hell. I never
got over seeing Hollis spill sidewise out of that saddle. There he was a
minute before better'n any five men when it come to fighting. And now
he wasn't nothing but a lot of trouble to bury. Just so many pounds of
flesh. You see?Well, sir, the price on Black Jack set me up in life and
gimme my start. After that I sort of specialized in manhunting, and I've
kept on ever since."

Terry leaned across the table, his left arm outstretched to call the
sheriff's attention.

"I didn't catch that last name, sheriff," he said.
The talk was already beginning to bubble up at the end of the sheriff's

tale. But there was something in the tone of the boy that cut through the
talk to its root. People were suddenly looking at him out of eyes which
were very wide indeed. And it was not hard to find a reason. His hand-
some face was colorless, like a carving from the stone, and under his
knitted brows his black eyes were ominous in the shadow. The sheriff
frankly gaped at him. It was another man who sat acrossthe table in the
chair where the ingenuous youth had been a moment before.

"What name? Jack Hollis?"
"I think the name you used was Black Jack, sheriff?"
"Black Jack?Sure. That was the other name for Jack Hollis. He was

mostly called Black Jack for short, but that was chiefly among his part-
ners. Outside he was called Jack Hollis, which was his real name."

Terence rose from his chair, more colorless than ever, the knuckles of
one hand resting upon the table. He seemed very tall, years older, grim.
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"Terry!" called Elizabeth Cornish softly.
It was like speaking to a stone.
"Gentlemen," said Terry, though his eyesnever left the faceof the sher-

iff, and it was obvious that he was making his speechto one pair of ears
alone. "I have been living among you under the name of ColbyÑ Ter-
ence Colby. It seemsan appropriate moment to say that this is not my
name. After what the sheriff has just told you it may be of interest to
know that my real name is Hollis. Terence Hollis is my name and my
father was JackHollis, commonly known asBlack Jack,it seemsfrom the
story of the sheriff. I also wish to say that I am announcing my parentage
not becauseI wish to apologize for itÑin spite of the rather remarkable
narrative of the sheriffÑbut because I am proud of it."

He lifted his head while he spoke. And his eye went boldly, calmly
down the table.

"This could not have been expected before, becausenone of you knew
my father's name. I confess that I did not know it myself until a very
short time ago. Otherwise I should not have listened to the sheriff's story
until the end. Hereafter, however, when any of you are tempted to talk
about Black or JackHollis, remember that his son is aliveÑand in good
health!"

He hung in his place for an instant as though he were ready to hear a
reply. But the table was stunned. Then Terry turned on his heel and left
the room.

It was the signal for a general upstarting from the table, a pushing
back of chairs, a gathering around Elizabeth Cornish. She was as white
as Terry had been while he talked. But there was a gathering excitement
in her eye, and happiness. The sheriff was full of apologies. He would
rather have had his tongue torn out by the roots than to have offended
her or the young man with his story.

Shewaved the sheriff's apology aside. It was unfortunate, but it could
not have been helped. They all realized that. Sheguided her guests into
the living room, and on the way she managed to drift close to her
brother.

Her eyes were on fire with her triumph.
"You heard, Vance? You saw what he did?"
There was a haunted look about the face of Vance, who had seen his

high- built schemes topple about his head.
"He did even better than I expected, Elizabeth. Thank heaven for it!"
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Chapter13
Terence Hollis had gone out of the room and up the stairs like a man
stunned or walking in his sleep. Not until he stepped into the familiar
room did the blood begin to return to his face, and with the warmth
there was a growing sensation of uneasiness.

Something was wrong. Something had to be righted. Gradually his
mind cleared. The thing that was wrong was that the man who had
killed his father was now under the same roof with him, had shaken his
hand, had sat in bland complacency and looked in his face and told of
the butchery.

Butchery it was, according to Terry's standards. For the sake of the
price on the head of the outlaw, young Minter had shoved his rifle across
a window sill, taken his aim, and with no risk to himself had shot down
the wild rider. His heart stood up in his throat with revulsion at the
thought of it. Murder, horrible, and cold-blooded, the more horrible be-
cause it was legal.

Something had to be done. What was it?
And when he turned, what he saw was the gun cabinet with a shim-

mer of light on the barrels. Then he knew. He selected his favorite Colt
and drew it out. It was loaded, and the action in perfect condition. Many
and many an hour he had practiced and blazed away hundreds of
rounds of ammunition with it. It responded to his touch like a muscular
part of his own body.

He shoved it under his coat, and walking down the stairs again the
chill of the steel worked through to his flesh. He went back to the kitchen
and called out Wu Chi. The latter came shuffling in his slippers, nod-
ding, grinning in anticipation of compliments.

"Wu," came the short demand, "can you keep your mouth shut and do
what you're told to do?"

"Wu try," said the Chinaman, grave as a yellow image instantly.
"Then go to the living room and tell Mr. Gainor and Sheriff Minter that

Mr. Harkness is waiting for them outside and wishes to see them on
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business of the most urgent nature. It will only be the matter of a mo-
ment. Now go. Gainor and the sheriff. Don't forget."

He received a scared glance, and then went out onto the veranda and
sat down to wait.

That was the right way, he felt. His father would have called the sher-
iff to the door, in a similar situation, and after one brief challenge they
would have gone for their guns. But there was another way, and that
was the way of the Colbys. Their way was right. They lived like gentle-
men, and, above all, they fought always like gentlemen.

Presently the screen door opened, squeaked twice, and then closed
with a hum of the screen as it slammed. Steps approached him. He got
up from the chair and faced them, Gainor and the sheriff. The sheriff had
instinctively put on his hat, like a man who does not understand the
open air with an uncovered head. But Gainor was uncovered, and his
white hair glimmered.

He was a tall, courtly old fellow. His ceremonious address had won
him much political influence. Men said that Gainor was courteous to a
dog, not becausehe respectedthe dog, but becausehe wanted to practice
for a man. He had always the correct rejoinder, always did the right
thing. He had a thin, stern face and a hawk nose that gave him a cast of
ferocity in certain aspects.

It was to him that Terry addressed himself.
"Mr. Gainor," he said, "I'm sorry to have sent in a false message.But

my business is very urgent, and I have a very particular reason for not
wishing to have it known that I have called you out."

The moment he rose out of the chair and faced them, Gainor had
stopped short. He was quite capable of fast thinking, and now his glance
flickered from Terry to the sheriff and back again. It was plain that he
had shrewd suspicions as to the purpose behind that call. The sheriff was
merely confused. He flushed as much as his tanned-leather skin permit-
ted. As for Terry, the moment his glance fell on the sheriff he felt his
muscles jump into hard ridges, and an almost uncontrollable desire to go
at the throat of the other seized him. He quelled that desire and fought it
back with a chill of fear.

"My father's blood working out!" he thought to himself.
And he fastened his attention on Mr. Gainor and tried to shut the pic-

ture of the sheriff out of his brain. But the desire to leap at the tall man
was as consuming as the passion for water in the desert. And with a
shudder of horror he found himself without a moral scruple. Justbehind
the thin partition of his will power there was a raging fury to get at Joe
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Minter. He wanted to kill. He wanted to snuff that life out as the life of
Black Jack Hollis had been snuffed.

He excluded the sheriff deliberately from his attention and turned
fully upon Gainor.

"Mr. Gainor, will you be kind enough to go over to that grove of
spruce where the three of us can talk without any danger of
interruption?"

Of course, that speech revealed everything. Gainor stiffened a little
and the tuft of beard which ran down to a point on his chin quivered and
jutted out. The sheriff seemedto feel nothing more than a mild surprise
and curiosity. And the three went silently, side by side, under the spruce.
They were glorious trees, strong of trunk and nobly proportioned. Their
tops were silver-bright in the sunshine. Through the lower branches the
light was filtered through layer after layer of shadow, until on the
ground there were only a few patches of light here and there, and these
were no brighter than silver moonshine, and seemedto be without heat.
Indeed, in the mild shadow among the trees lay the chill of the mountain
air which seems to lurk in covert places waiting for the night.

It might have been this chill that made Terry button his coat closer
about him and tremble a little as he entered the shadow. The great
trunks shut out the world in a scattered wall. There was a narrow open-
ing here among the trees at the very center. The three were in a sort of
gorge of which the solemn spruce trees furnished the sides, the cold blue
of the mountain skies was just above the lofty tree-tips, and the wind
kept the pure fragrance of the evergreens stirring about them. The odor
is the soul of the mountains. A great surety had come to Terry that this
was the last place he would ever seeon earth. He was about to die, and
he was glad, in a dim sort of way, that he should die in a place so beauti-
ful. He looked at the sheriff, who stood calm but puzzled, and at Gainor,
who was very grave, indeed, and returned his look with one of infinite
pity, as though he knew and understood and acquiesced,but was deeply
grieved that it must be so.

"Gentlemen," said Terry, making his voice light and cheerful as he felt
that the voice of a Colby should be at such a time, being about to die, "I
suppose you understand why I have asked you to come here?"

"Yes," nodded Gainor.
"But I'm damned if I do," said the sheriff frankly.
Terry looked upon him coldly. He felt that he had not the slightest

chanceof killing this professional manslayer, but at least he would do his
bestÑfor the sake of Black Jack'smemory. But to think that his lifeÑhis
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mindÑhis soulÑall that was dear to him and all that he was dear to,
should ever lie at the command of the trigger of this hard, crafty, vain,
and unimportant fellow! He writhed at the thought. It made him stand
stiffer. His chin went up. He grew literally taller before their eyes, and
such a look came on his face that the sheriff instinctively fell back a pace.

"Mr. Gainor," said Terry, as though his contempt for the sheriff was
too great to permit his speaking directly to Minter, "will you explain to
the sheriff that my determination to have satisfaction does not come
from the fact that he killed my father, but becauseof the manner of the
killing? To the sheriff it seemsjustifiable. To me it seemsa murder. Hav-
ing that thought, there is only one thing to do. One of us must not leave
this place!" Gainor bowed, but the sheriff gaped.

"By the eternal!" he scoffed. "This sounds like one of them duels of the
old days. This was the way they used to talk!"

"Gentlemen," said Gainor, raising his long-fingered hand, "it is my sol-
emn duty to admonish you to make up your differences amicably."

"Whatever that means," sneered the sheriff. "But tell this young fool
that's trying to act like he couldn't see me or hear meÑtell him that I
don't carry no grudge ag'in' him, that I'm sorry he's Black Jack'sson, but
that it's something he can live down, maybe. And I'll go so far as to say
I'm sorry that I done all that talking right to his face.But farther than that
I won't go. And if all this is leading up to a gunplay, by God, gents, the
minute a gun comes into my hand I shoot to kill, mark you that, and
don't you never forget it!"

Mr. Gainor had remained with his hand raised during this outbreak.
Now he turned to Terry.

"You have heard?" he said. "I think the sheriff is going quite a way to-
ward you, Mr. Colby."

"Hollis!" gasped Terry. "Hollis is the name, sir!"
"I beg your pardon," said Gainor. "Mr. Hollis it is! Gentlemen, I assure

you that I feel for you both. It seems,however, to be one of those unfor-
tunate affairs when the mind must stop its debate and physical action
must take up its proper place. I lament the necessity,but I admit it, even
though the law does not admit it. But there are unwritten laws, sirs, un-
written laws which I for one consider among the holies of holies."

Palpably the old man was enjoying every minute of his own talk. It
was not his first affair of this nature. He came out of an early and more
courtly generation where men drank together in the evening by firelight
and carved one another in the morning with glimmering bowie knives.
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"You are both," he protested, "dear to me. I esteem you both as men
and as good citizens. And I have done my best to open the way for
peaceful negotiations toward an understanding. It seems that I have
failed. Very well, sirs. Then it must be battle. You are both armed? With
revolvers?"

"Nacher'ly," said the sheriff, and spat accurately at a blaze on the tree
trunk beside him. He had grown very quiet.

"I am armed," said Terry calmly, "with a revolver."
"Very good."
The hand of Gainor glided into his bosom and came forth bearing a

white handkerchief. His right hand slid into his coat and cameforth like-
wiseÑ bearing a long revolver.

"Gentlemen," he said, "the first man to disobey my directions I shall
shoot down unquestioningly, like a dog. I give you my solemn word for
it!"

And his eye informed them that he would enjoy the job.
He continued smoothly: "This contest shall accord with the only terms

by which a duel with guns can be properly fought. You will stand back
to back with your guns not displayed, but in your clothes. At my word
you will start walking in the opposite directions until my command
'Turn!' and at this command you will wheel, draw your guns, and fire
until one man fallsÑor both!"

He sent his revolver through a peculiar, twirling motion and shook
back his long white hair.

"Ready, gentlemen, and God defend the right!"
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Chapter14
The talk was fitful in the living room. Elizabeth Cornish did her best to
revive the happiness of her guests,but sheherself was a prey to the same
subdued excitement which showed in the facesof the others. A restraint
had been taken away by the disappearance of both the storm centers of
the dinnerÑthe sheriff and Terry. Therefore it was possible to talk freely.
And people talked. But not loudly. They were prone to gather in little fa-
miliar groups and discuss in a whisper how Terry had risen and spoken
before them. Now and then someone,for the sakeof politeness, strove to
open a general theme of conversation, but it died away like a ripple on a
placid pond.

"But what I can't understand," said Elizabeth to Vance when she was
able to maneuver him to her side later on, "is why they seem to expect
something more."

Vance was very grave and looked tired. The realization that all his
cunning, all his work, had been for nothing, tormented him. He had set
his trap and baited it, and it had worked perfectlyÑsave that the teeth of
the trap had closed over thin air. At the denouement of the sheriff's story
there should have been the barking of two guns and a film of gun-
powder smoke should have gone tangling to the ceiling. Instead there
had been the formal little speechfrom TerryÑand then quiet. Yet he had
to mask and control his bitterness; he had to watch his tongue in talking
with his sister.

"You see,"he said quietly, "they don't understand. They can't seehow
fine Terry is in having made no attempt to avenge the death of his father.
I suppose a few of them think he's a coward. I even heard a little talk to
that effect!"

"Impossible!" cried Elizabeth.
Shehad not thought of this phase of the matter. All at once she hated

the sheriff.
"It really is possible," said Vance. "You see,it's known that Terry never

fights if he can avoid it. There never has beenany real reason for fighting
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until today. But you know how gossip will put the most unrelated facts
together, and make a complete story in some way."

"I wish the sheriff were dead!" moaned Elizabeth. "Oh, Vance, if you
only hadn't gone near Craterville! If you only hadn't distributed those
wholesale invitations!"

It was almost too much for VanceÑto be reproached after so much of
the triumph was on her sideÑsuch a complete victory that she herself
would never dream of the peril sheand Terry had escaped.But he had to
control his irritation. In fact, he saw his whole life ahead of him carefully
schooled and controlled. He no longer had anything to sell. Elizabeth
had made a mock of him and shown him that he was hollow, that he was
living on her charity. He must all the days that she remained alive keep
flattering her, trying to find a way to make himself a necessity to her.
And after her death there would be a still harder task. Terry, who dis-
liked him pointedly, would then be the master, and he would face the
bitter necessity of cajoling the youngster whom he detested. A fine life,
truly! An almost noble anguish of the spirit came upon Vance. He was
urged to the very brink of the determination to thrust out into the world
and make his own living. But he recoiled from that horrible idea in time.

"Yes," he said, "that was the worst step I ever took. But I was trying to
be wholehearted in the Western way, my dear, and show that I had
entered into the spirit of things."

"As a matter of fact," sighed Elizabeth, "you nearly ruined Terry's
lifeÑand mine!"

"Very near," said the penitent Vance. "But thenÑyou seehow well it
has turned out? Terry has taken the acid test, and now you can trust him
under anyÑ"

The words were literally blown off ragged at his lips. Two revolver
shots exploded at them. No one gun could have fired them. And there
was a terrible significance in the angry speed with which one had fol-
lowed the other, blending, so that the echo from the lofty side of Sleep
Mountain was but a single booming sound. In that clear air it was im-
possible to tell the direction of the noise.

Everyone in the room seemedto listen stupidly for a repetition of the
noises. But there was no repetition.

"Vance," whispered Elizabeth in such a tone that the coward dared not
look into her face. "It's happened!"

"What?" He knew, but he wanted the joy of hearing it from her own
lips.
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"It has happened," she whispered in the same ghostly voice. "But
which one?"

That was it. Who had fallenÑTerry, or the sheriff? A long, heavy step
crossed the little porch. Either man might walk like that.

The door was flung open. Terence Hollis stood before them.
"I think that I've killed the sheriff," he said simply. "I'm going up to my

room to put some things together; and I'll go into town with any man
who wishes to arrest me. Decide that between yourselves."

With that he turned and walked away with a step as deliberately un-
hurried as his approach had been. The manner of the boy was more ter-
rible than the thing he had done. Twice he had shocked them on the
sameafternoon. And they were just beginning to realize that the shell of
boyhood was being ripped away from Terence Colby. Terry Hollis, son
of Black Jack, was being revealed to them.

The men received the news with utter bewilderment. The sheriff was
as formidable in the opinion of the mountains as some Achilles. It was
incredible that he should have fallen. And naturally a stern murmur
rose: "Foul play!"

Sincethe first vigilante days there has beenno sound in all the West so
dreaded as that deep-throated murmur of angry, honest men. That mur-
mur from half a dozen law-abiding citizens will put the fear of death in
the hearts of a hundred outlaws. The rumble grew, spread: "Foul play."
And they began to look to one another, these men of action.

Only Elizabeth was silent. She rose to her feet, as tall as her brother,
without an emotion on her face. And her brother would never forget her.

"It seemsthat you've won, Vance. It seemsthat blood will out, after all.
The time is not quite upÑand you win the bet!"

Vance shook his head as though in protest and struck his hand across
his face. He dared not let her seethe joy that contorted his features. Tri-
umph here on the very verge of defeat! It misted his eyes.Joygave wings
to his thoughts. He was the master of the valley.

"ButÑyou'll think before you do anything, Elizabeth?"
"I've done my thinking alreadyÑtwenty-four years of it. I'm going to

do what I promised I'd do."
"And that?"
"You'll see and hear in time. What's yonder?"
The men were rising, one after another, and bunching together. Before

Vance could answer, there was a confusion in the hall, running feet here
and there. They heard the hard, shrill voice of Wu Chi chattering direc-
tions and the guttural murmurs of his fellow servants as they answered.
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Someone ran out into the hall and came back to the huddling, stirring
crowd in the living room.

"He's not deadÑbut close to it. Maybe die any minuteÑmaybe live
through it!"

That was the report.
"We'll get young Hollis and hold him to see how the sheriff comes

out."
"Aye, we'll get him!"
All at once they boiled into action and the little crowd of men thrust

for the big doors that led into the hall. They cast the doors back and came
directly upon the tall, white-headed figure of Gainor.
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Chapter15
Gainor's dignity split the force of their rush. They recoiled as water
strikes on a rock and divides into two meager swirls. And when one or
two went past him on either side, he recalled them.

"Boys, there seems to be a little game on hand. What is it?"
Something repelling, coldly inquiring in his attitude and in his voice.

They would have gone on if they could, but they could not. He held
them with a force of knowledge of things that they did not know. They
were remembering that this man had gone out with the sheriff to meet,
apparently, his death. And yet Gainor, a well-tried friend of the sheriff,
seemedunexcited. They had to answer his question, and how could they
lie when he saw them rushing through a door with revolvers coming to
brown, skillful hands? It was someone from the rear who made the
confession.

"We're going to get young Black Jack!"
That was it. The speechcame out like the crack of a gun, clearing the

atmosphere. It told every man exactly what was in his own mind, felt but
not confessed.They had no grudge against Terry, really. But they were
determined to hang the son of Black Jack.Had it been a lesserdeed, they
might have let him go. But his victim was too distinguished in their soci-
ety. He had struck down Joe Minter; the ghost of the great Black Jack
himself seemed to have stalked out among them.

"You're going to get young Terry Hollis?" interpreted Gainor, and his
voice rose and rang over them. Those who had slipped past him on
either side came back and faced him. In the distance Elizabeth had not
stirred. Vance kept watching her face. It was cold as ice, unreadable. He
could not believe that she was allowing this lynching party to organize
under her own roofÑa lynching party aimed at Terence. It began to
grow in him that he had gained a greater victory than he imagined.

"If you aim at Terry," went on Gainor, his voice even louder, "you'll
have to aim at me, too. There's going to be no lynching bee, my friends!"

The women had crowded back in the room. They made a little bank of
stir and murmur around Elizabeth.
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"Gentlemen," said Gainor, shaking his white hair back again in his im-
posing way, "there has been no murder. The sheriff is not going to die.
There has been a disagreement between two men of honor. The sheriff is
now badly wounded. I think that is all. Does anybody want to ask ques-
tions about what has happened?"

There was a bustle in the group of men. They were putting away the
weapons, not quite sure what they could do next.

"I am going to tell you exactly what has happened," said Gainor. "You
heard the unfortunate things that passed at the table today. What the
sheriff said was not said as an insult; but under the circumstances it be-
camenecessaryfor TerenceHollis to resent what he had heard. As a man
of honor he could not do otherwise. You all agree with me in that?"

They grunted a grudging assent.There were ways and ways of look-
ing at such things. The way of Gainor was a generation old. But there
was something so imposing about the old fellow, something which
breathed the very spirit of honor and fair play, that they could not argue
the point.

"Accordingly Mr. Hollis sent for the sheriff. Not to bring him outdoors
and shoot him down in a sudden gunplay, nor to take advantage of him
through a surpriseÑas a good many men would have been tempted to
do, my friends, for the sheriff has a wide reputation as a handler of guns
of all sorts. No, sir, he sent for me also, and he told us frankly that the
bad blood between him and the sheriff must be spent. You understand?
By the Lord, my friends, I admired the fine spirit of the lad. He expected
to be shot rather than to drop the sheriff. I could tell that by his expres-
sion. But his eye did not falter. It carried me back to the old daysÑto old
days, sirs!"

There was not a murmur in the entire room. The eye of Elizabeth
Cornish was fire. Whether with anger or pride, Vance could not tell. But
he began to worry.

"We went over to the group of silver spruce near the house. I gave
them the directions. They came and stood together, back to back, with
their revolvers not drawn. They began to walk away in opposite direc-
tions at my command.

"When I called 'Turn,' they wheeled. My gun was ready to shoot down
the first man guilty of foul playÑbut there was no attempt to turn too
soon, before the signal. They whirled, snatching out their gunsÑand the
revolver of the sheriff hung in his clothes!"

A groan from the little crowd.
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"Although, upon my word," said Gainor, "I do not think that the sher-
iff could have possibly brought out his gun as swiftly as TerenceHollis
did. His whirl was like the spin of a top, or the snap of a whiplash, and
as he snapped about, the revolver was in his hand, not raised to draw a
bead, but at his hip. The sheriff set his teethÑbut Terry did not fire!"

A bewildered murmur from the crowd.
"No, my friends," cried Gainor, his voice quivering, "he did not fire. He

dropped the muzzle of his gunÑand waited. By heaven, my heart went
out to him. It was magnificent."

The thin, strong hand of Elizabeth closed on the arm of Vance. "That
was a Colby who did that!" she whispered.

"The sheriff gritted his teeth," went on Gainor, "and tore out his gun.
All this pausehad beensuch a spaceas is needed for an eyelashto flicker
twice. Out shot the sheriff's Colt. And then, and not until then, did the
muzzle of Terry's revolver jerk up. Even after that delay he beat the sher-
iff to the trigger. The two shots camealmost together, but the sheriff was
already falling when he pulled his trigger, and his aim was wild.

"He dropped on one side, the revolver flying out of his hand. I started
forward, and then I stopped. By heaven, the sheriff had stretched out his
arm and picked up his gun again. He was not through fighting.

"A bulldog spirit, you say? Yes! And what could I do? It was the
sheriff's right to keep on fighting as long as he wished. And it was the
right of Terence to shoot the man full of holes the minute his hand
touched the revolver again.

"I could only stand still. I saw the sheriff raise his revolver. It was an
effort of agony. But he was still trying to kill. And I nerved myself and
waited for the explosion of the gun of Terence.I say I nerved myself for
that shock, but the gun did not explode. I looked at him in wonder. My
friends, he was putting up his gun and quietly looking the sheriff in the
eye!

"At that I shouted to him, I don't know what. I shouted to the sheriff
not to fire. Too late. The muzzle of the gun was already tilting up, the
barrel was straightening. And then the gun fell from Minter's hand and
he dropped on his side. His strength had failed him at the last moment.

"But I say, sirs, that what TerenceHollis did was the finest thing I have
ever seen in my life, and I have seen fine things done by gentlemen be-
fore. There may be unpleasant associationswith the name of Terry's fath-
er. I, for one, shall never carry over those associationsto the son. Never!
He has my hand, my respect, my esteemin every detail. He is a gentle-
man, my friends! There is nothing for us to do. If the sheriff is
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unfortunate and the wound should prove fatal, Terencewill give himself
up to the law. If he lives, he will be the first to tell you to keep your
hands off the boy!"

He ended in a little silence. But there was no appreciative burst of ap-
plause from those who heard him. The fine courage of Terence was, to
them, merely the iron nerve of the man-killer, the keen eye and the judi-
cious mind which knew that the sheriff would collapse before he fired
his second shot. And his courtesy before the first shot was simply the
surety of the man who knew that no matter what advantage he gave to
his enemy, his own speed of hand would more than make up for it.

Gainor, reading their minds, paid no more heed to them. He went
straight across the room and took the hand of Elizabeth.

"Dear Miss Cornish," he said so that all could hear, "I congratulate you
for the man you have given us in Terence Hollis."

Vance, watching, saw the tears of pleasure brighten the eyes of his
sister.

"You are very kind," she said. "But now I must seeSheriff Minter and
be sure that everything is done for him."

It seemedthat the party took this asa signal for dismissal. As shewent
across the room, there were a dozen hasty adieus, and soon the guests
were streaming towards the doors.

Vance and Elizabeth and Gainor went to the sheriff. He had been in-
stalled in a guest room. His eyes were closed, his arms outstretched. A
thick, telltale bandage was wrapped about his breast. And Wu Chi, skill-
ful in such matters from a long experience,was sliding about the room in
his whispering slippers. The sheriff did not open his eyeswhen Elizabeth
tried his pulse. It was faint, but steady.

He had been shot through the body and the lungs grazed, for as he
breathed there was a faint bubble of blood that grew and swelled and
burst on his lips at every breath. But he lived, and he would live unless
there were an unnecessarychange for the worse. They went softly out of
the room again. Elizabeth was grave. Mr. Gainor took her hand.

"I think I know what people are saying now, and what they will say
hereafter. If Terry's father were any other than Hollis, this affair would
soon he forgotten, except as a credit to him. But even as it is, he will live
this matter down. I want to tell you again, Miss Cornish, that you have
reason to be proud of him. He is the sort of man I should be proud to
have in my own family. Madam, good-by. And if there is anything in
which I can be of service to you or to Terence,call on me at any time and
to any extent."
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And he went down the hall with a little swagger. Mr. Gainor felt that
he had risen admirably to a great situation. As a matter of fact, he had.

Elizabeth turned to Vance.
"I wish you'd find Terence,"she said, "and tell him that I'm waiting for

him in the library."
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Chapter16
Vance went gloomily to the room of Terry and called him out. The boy
was pale, but perfectly calm, and he looked older, much older.

"There was a great deal of talk," said VanceÑhe must make doubly
sure of Terencenow. "And they even started a little lynching party. But
we stopped all that. Gainor made a very nice little speech about you.
And now Elizabeth is waiting for you in the library."

Terry bit his lip.
"And she?" he asked anxiously.
"There's nothing to worry about," Vance assured him.
"She'll probably read you a curtain lecture. But at heart she'sproud of

you becauseof the way Gainor talked. You can't do anything wrong in
my sister's eyes."

Terry breathed a great sigh of relief.
"But I'm not ashamed of what I've done. I'm really not, Uncle Vance.

I'm afraid that I'd do it over again, under the same circumstances."
"Of course you would. Of course you would, my boy. But you don't

have to blurt that out to Elizabeth, do you? Let her think it was the over-
whelming passion of the moment; something like that. A woman likes to
be appealed to, not defied. Particularly Elizabeth. Take my advice. She'll
open her arms to you after she's been stern as the devil for a moment."

The boy caught his hand and wrung it.
"By the Lord, Uncle Vance," he said, "I certainly appreciate this!"
"Tush, Terry, tush!" said Vance. "You'll find that I'm with you and be-

hind you in more ways than you'd ever guess."
He received a grateful glance as they went down the broad stairs to-

gether. At the door to the library Vance turned away, but Elizabeth
called to him and asked him in. He entered behind Terence Hollis, and
found Elizabeth sitting in her father's big chair under the window, look-
ing extremely fragile and very erect and proud. Across her lap was a
legal-looking document.

Vance knew instantly that it was the will she had made up in favor of
Terence. He had been preparing himself for the worst, but at this his
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heart sank. He lowered himself into a chair. Terencehad gone straight to
Elizabeth.

"I know I've done a thing that will cut you deeply, Aunt Elizabeth," he
said. "I'm not going to ask you to seeany justice on my side. I only want
to ask you to forgive me, becauseÑ"

Elizabeth was staring straight at and through her protege.
"Are you done, Terence?"
This time Vance was shocked into wide-eyed attention. The voice of

Elizabeth was hard as iron. It brought a corresponding stiffening of
Terence.

"I'm done," he said, with a certain ring to his voice that Vance was glad
to hear.

It brought a flush into the pale cheeks of Elizabeth.
"It is easy to see that you're proud of what you have done, Terence."
"Yes," he answered with sudden defiance, "I am proud. It's the best

thing I've ever done. I regret only one part of it."
"And that?"
"That my bullet didn't kill him!"
Elizabeth looked down and tapped the folded paper against her fin-

gertips. Whether it was mere thoughtfulness or a desire to veil a pro-
found emotion from Terence,her brother could not tell. But he knew that
something of importance was in the air. He scented it as clearly as the
smoke of a forest fire.

"I thought," she said in her new and icy manner, "that that would be
your one regret."

She looked suddenly up at Terence.
"Twenty-four years," she said, "have passed since I took you into my

life. At that time I was told that I was doing a rash thing, a dangerous
thingÑthat before your twenty-fifth birthday the bad blood would out;
that you would, in short, have shot a man. And the prophecy has come
true. By an irony of chanceit has happened on the very last day. And by
another irony you picked your victim from among the guests under my
roof!"

"Victim?" cried Terry hoarsely. "Victim, Aunt Elizabeth?"
"If you please,"she said quietly, "not that name again, Terence.I wish

you to know exactly what I have done. Up to this time I have given you a
place in my affections. I have tried to the best of my skill to bring you up
with a fitting education. I have given you what little wisdom and advice
I have to give. Today I had determined to do much more. I had a will
made outÑthis is it in my handsÑand by the terms of this will I made
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you my heirÑthe heir to the complete Cornish estateaside from a com-
fortable annuity to Vance."

Shelooked him in the eye, ripped the will from end to end, and tossed
the fragments into the fire. There was a sharp cry from Vance, who
sprang to his feet. It was the thrill of an unexpected triumph, but his sis-
ter took it for protest.

"Vance, I haven't used you well, but from now on I'm going to change.
As for you, Terence, I don't want you near me any longer than may be
necessary.Understand that I expect to provide for you. I haven't raised
you merely to cast you down suddenly. I'm going to establish you in
business,seethat you are comfortable, supply you with an income that's
respectable, and then let you drift where you will.

"My own mind is made up about your end before you take a step
across the threshold of my house. But I'm still going to give you every
chance. I don't want to throw you out suddenly, however. Take your
time. Make up your mind what you want to do and where you are go-
ing. Take all the time you wish for such a conclusion. It's important, and
it needs time for such a decision. When that decision is made, go your
way. I never wish to hear from you again. I want no letters, and I shall
certainly refuse to see you."

Every word she spoke seemedto be a heavier blow than the last, and
Terencebowed under the accumulated weight. Vance could seethe boy
struggle, waver between fierce pride and desperate humiliation and sor-
row. To Vance it was clear that the stiff pride of Elizabeth as she sat in
the chair was a brittle strength, and one vital appeal would break her to
tears. But the boy did not see.Presently he straightened, bowed to her in
the best Colby fashion, and turned on his heel. He went out of the room
and left Vance and his sister facing one another, but not meeting each
other's glances.

"Elizabeth," he said at last, faintlyÑhe dared not persuade too much
lest she take him at his word. "Elizabeth, you don't mean it. It was
twenty-four years ago that you passed your word to do this if things
turned out as they have. Forget your promise. My dear, you're still
wrapped up in Terry, no matter what you have said. Let me go and call
him back. Why should you torture yourself for the sake of your pride?"

He even rose, not too swiftly, and still with his eyes upon her. When
she lifted her hand, he willingly sank back into his chair.

"You're a very kind soul, Vance. I never knew it before. I'm appreciat-
ing it now almost too late. But what I have done shall stand!"

"But, my dear, the painÑis it worthÑ"
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"It means that my life is a wreck and a ruin, Vance. But I'll stand by
what I've done. I won't give way to the extent of a single scruple."

And the long, bitter silence which was to last so many days at the
Cornish ranch began. And still they did not look into one another's eyes.
As for Vance,he did not wish to. He was seeinga bright future. Not long
to wait; after this blow she would go swiftly to her grave.

He had barely reached that conclusion when the door opened again.
Terry stood before them in the old, loose, disreputable clothes of a cow-
puncher. The big sombrero swung in his hand. The heavy Colt dragged
down in its holster over his right hip. His tanned face was drawn and
stern.

"I won't keep you more than a moment," he said. "I'm leaving. And I'm
leaving with nothing of yours. I've already taken too much. If I live to be
a hundred, I'll never forgive myself for taking your charity thesetwenty-
four years. For what you've spent maybe I can pay you back one of these
days, in money. But for all the time andÑpatienceÑyou've spent on me I
can never repay you. I know that. At least,here'swhere I stop piling up a
debt. Theseclothes and this gun come out of the money I made punching
cows last year. Outside I've got El Sangresaddled with a saddle I bought
out of the same money. They're my start in life, the clothes I've got on
and the gun and the horse and the saddle. So I'm starting cleanÑMiss
Cornish!"

Vance saw his sister wince under that name from the lips of Terry. But
she did not speak.

"There'll be no return," said Terence sadly. "My trail is an out trail.
Good-by again." And so he was gone.
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Chapter17
Down the Bear Creek road Terence Hollis rode as he had never ridden
before. To be sure, it was not the first time that El Sangrehad stretched to
the full his mighty strength, but on those other occasionshe had fought
the burst of speed, straining back in groaning stirrup leathers, with his
full weight wresting at the bit. Now he let the rein play to such a point
that he was barely keeping the power of the stallion in touch. He
lightened his weight as only a fine horseman can do, shifting a few vital
inches forward, and with the burden falling more over his withers, El
Sangrefled like a racer down the valley. Not that he was fully extended.
His head was not stretched out as a cow-pony's head is stretched when
he runs; he held it rather high, as though he carried in his big heart a re-
serve strength ready to be called on for any emergency. For all that, it
was running such as Terry had never known.

The wind became a blast, jerking the brim of his sombrero up and
whistling in his hair. He was letting the shame, the grief, the thousand
regrets of that parting with Aunt Elizabeth be blown out of his soul. His
mind was a whirl; the thoughts becameblurs. As a matter of fact, Terry
was being reborn.

He had lived a life perfectly sheltered. The care of Elizabeth Cornish
had surrounded him as the Blue Mountains and Sleep Mountain sur-
rounded Bear Valley and fenced off the full power of the storm winds.
The reality of life had never reached him. Now, all in a day, the burden
was placed on his back, and he felt the spur driven home to the quick.
No wonder that he winced, that his heart contracted.

But now that he was awakening, everything was new. Uncle Vance,
whom he had always secretly despised, now seemed a fine character,
gentle, cultured, thoughtful of others. Aunt Elizabeth Cornish he had ac-
cepted as a sort of natural fact, as though there were a blood tie between
them. Now he was suddenly aware of twenty-four years of patient love.
The sorrow of it, that only the loss of that love should have brought him
realization of it. Vague thoughts and aspirations formed in his mind. He
yearned toward some large and heroic deed which should re-establish
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himself in her respect. He wished to find her in need, in great trouble,
free her from some crushing burden with one perilous effort, lay his
homage at her feet.

All of which meant that Terry Hollis was a boyÑa bewildered, heart-
stricken boy. Not that he would have undone what he had done. It
seemed to him inevitable that he should resent the story of the sheriff
and shoot him down or be shot down himself. All that he regretted was
that he had remained mute before Aunt Elizabeth, unable to explain to
her a thing which he felt so keenly. And for the first time he realized the
flinty basis of her nature. The same thing that enabled her to give half a
lifetime to the cherishing of a theory, also enabled her to cast all the res-
ult of that labor out of her life. It stung him again to the quick every time
he thought of it. There was something wrong. He felt that a hundred
hands of affection gave him hold on her. And yet all those grips were
brushed away.

The torment was setting him on fire. And the fire was burning away
the smug complacency which had come to him during his long life in the
valley.

When El Sangre pulled out of his racing gallop and struck out up a
slope at his natural gait, the ground-devouring pace, Terry Hollis was
panting and twisting in the saddle as though the labor of the gallop had
beenhis. They climbed and climbed, and still his mind was involved in a
haze of thought. It cleared when he found that there were no longer high
mountains before him. He drew El Sangre to a halt with a word. The
great stallion turned his head ashe paused and looked back to his master
with a confiding eye as though waiting willingly for directions. And all
at once the heart of Terence went out to the blood-bay as it had never
gone before to any creature, dumb or human. For El Sangrehad known
such pain as he himself was learning at this moment. El Sangrewas giv-
ing him true trust, true love, and asking him for no return.

The stallion, following his own will, had branched off from the Bear
Creek trail and climbed through the lower range of the Blue Peaks.They
were standing now on a mountain-top. The red of the sunset filled the
west and brought the sky close to them with the lower drifts of stained
clouds. Eastward the winding length of BearCreek was turning pink and
purple. The Cornish ranch had never seemed so beautiful to Terry as it
was at this moment. It was a kingdom, and he was leaving, the disinher-
ited heir.

He turned west to the blare of the sunset. Blue Mountains tumbled
away in lessening rangesÑbeyond was Craterville, and he must go there
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today. That was the world to him just then. And something new passed
through Terry. The world was below him; it lay at his feet with its hopes
and its battles. And he was strong for the test. He had been living in a
dream. Now he would live in fact. And it was glorious to live!

And when his arms fell, his right hand lodged instinctively on the butt
of his revolver. It was a prophetic gesture, but there, again, was
something that Terry Hollis did not understand.

He called to El Sangre softly. The stallion responded with the faintest
of whinnies to the vibrant power in the voice of the master; and at that
smooth, effortless pace, he glided down the hillside, weaving dexter-
ously among the jagged outcroppings of rock. A period had been placed
after Terry's old life. And this was how he rode into the new.

The long and ever-changing mountain twilight began as he wound
through the lower ranges. And when the full dark came, he broke from
the last sweep of foothills and El Sangreroused to a gallop over the level
toward Craterville.

He had been in the town before, of course.But he felt this evening that
he had really never seenit before. On other days what existed outside of
Bear Valley did not very much matter. That was the hub around which
the rest of the world revolved, so far asTerry was concerned. It was very
different now. Craterville, in fact, was a huddle of broken-down houses
among a great scattering of boulders with the big mountains plunging
up on every side to the dull blue of the night sky.

But Craterville was also something more. It was a place where several
hundred human beings lived, any one of whom might be the decisive in-
fluence in the life of Terry. Young men and old men were in that town,
cunning and strength; old crones and lovely girls were there. Whom
would he meet? What should he see?A sudden kindness toward others
poured through Terry Hollis. After all, every man might be a treasure to
him. A queer choking came in his throat when he thought of all that he
had missed by his contemptuous aloofness.

One thing gave him check. This was primarily the sheriff's town, and
by this time they knew all about the shooting. But what of that? He had
fought fairly, almost too fairly.

He passedthe first shapelessshack. The hoofs of El Sangrebit into the
dust, choking and red in daylight, and acrid of scent by the night. All
was very quiet except for a stir of voices in the distance here and there,
always kept hushed as though the speaker felt and acknowledged the in-
fluence of the profound night in the mountains. Someonecamedown the
street carrying a lantern. It turned his steps into vast spokes of shadows
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that rushed back and forth acrossthe houseswith the swing of the light.
The lantern light gleamed on the stained flank of El Sangre.

"Halloo, Jake, that you?"
The man with the lantern raised it, but its light merely served to blind

him. Terry passedon without a word and heard the other mutter behind
him: "Some damn stranger!"

Perhaps strangers were not welcome in Craterville. At least, it seemed
so when he reached the hotel after putting up his horse in the shed be-
hind the old building. Half a dozen dark forms sat on the veranda talk-
ing in the subdued voices which he had noted before. Terry stepped
through the lighted doorway. There was no one inside.

"Want something?" called a voice from the porch. The widow Rickson
came in to him.

"A room, please," said Terry.
But she was gaping at him. "You! TerenceÑHollis!"
A thousand things seemedto be in that last word, which she brought

out with a shrill ring of her voice. Terry noted that the talking on the
porch was cut off as though a hand had been clapped over the mouth of
every man.

He recalled that the widow had been long a friend of the sheriff and he
was suddenly embarrassed.

"If you have a spare room, Mrs. Rickson. Otherwise, I'll findÑ"
Her manner had changed. It becameas strangely ingratiating as it had

been horrified, suspicious, before.
"Sure I got a room. Best in the house, if you want it. AndÑyou'll be

hungry, Mr.ÑHollis?"
He wondered why she insisted so savagely on that newfound name?

He admitted that he was very hungry from his ride, and she led him
back to the kitchen and gave him cold ham and coffee and vast slices of
bread and butter.

She did not talk much while he ate, and he noted that she asked no
questions. Afterwards she led him through the silence of the place up to
the second story and gave him a room at the corner of the building. He
thanked her. Shepaused at the door with her hand on the knob, and her
eyes fixed him through and through with a glittering, hostile stare. A
wisp of gray hair had fallen acrossher cheek, and there it was plastered
to the skin with sweat, for the evening was, warm.

"No trouble," she muttered at length. "None at all. Make yourself to
home, Mr.ÑHollis!"
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Chapter18
When the door closed on her, Terry remained standing in the middle of
the room watching the flame in the oil lamp she had lighted flare and
rise at the corner, and then steady down to an even line of yellow; but he
was not seeing it; he was listening to that peculiar silence in the house. It
seemedto have spread over the entire village, and he heard no more of
those casual noises which he had noticed on his coming.

He went to the window and raised it to let whatever wind was abroad
enter the musty warmth of the room. He raised the sash with stealthy
caution, wondering at his own stealthiness. And he was oddly glad
when the window rose without a squeak. He leaned out and looked up
and down the street. It was unchanged. Across the way a door flung
open, a child darted out with shrill laughter and dodged about the
corner of the house, escaping after some mischief.

After that the silence again, except that before long a murmur began
on the veranda beneath him where the half-dozen obscure figures had
been sitting when he entered. Why should they be mumbling to them-
selves?He thought he could distinguish the voice of the widow Rickson
among the rest, but he shrugged that idle thought away and turned back
into his room. He sat down on the side of the bed and pulled off his
boots, but the minute they were off he was ill at ease. There was
something oppressive about the atmosphere of this rickety old hotel.
What sort of a world was this he had entered, with its whispers, its cold
glances?

He cast himself back on his bed, determined to be at ease.Neverthe-
less,his heart kept bumping absurdly. Now, Terry began to grow angry.
With the feeling that there was danger in the air of CratervilleÑfor
himÑthere came a nervous setting of the muscles, a desire to close on
someoneand throttle the secretof this hostility. At this point he heard a
light tapping at the door. Terry sat bolt upright on the bed.

There are all kinds of taps. There are bold, heavy blows on the door
that mean danger without; there are careless,conversational rappings;
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but this was a furtive tap, repeated after a pause as though it contained a
code message.

First there was a leap of fearÑthen cold quiet of the nerves. He was
surprised at himself. He found himself stepping into whatever adven-
ture lay toward him with the lifting of the spirits. It was a stimulus.

He called cheerfully: "Come in!"
And the moment he had spoken he was off the bed, noiselessly, and

half the width of the room away. It had come to him as he spoke that it
might be well to shift from the point from which his voice had been
heard.

The door opened swiftlyÑso swiftly was it opened and closed that it
made a faint whisper in the air, oddly like a sigh. And there was no click
of the lock either in the opening or the closing. Which meant an incalcul-
ably swift and dexterous manipulation with the fingers. Terry found
himself facing a short-throated man with heavy shoulders; he wore a
shapelessblack hat bunched on his head as though the whole hand had
grasped the crown and shoved the hat into place. It sat awkwardly to
one side. And the hat typified the whole man. There was a sort of shifty
readinessabout him. His eyesflashed in the lamplight as they glanced at
the bed, and then flicked back toward Terry. And a smile began some-
where in his face and instantly went out. It was plain that he had under-
stood the maneuver.

He continued to survey Terry insolently for a moment without an-
nouncing himself. Then he stated: "You're him, all right!"

"Am I?" said Terry, regarding this unusual visitor with increasing sus-
picion. "But I'm afraid you have me at a disadvantage."

The big-shouldered man raised a stubby hand. He had an air of one
who deprecates, and at the same time lets another into a secret. He
moved across the room with short steps that made no sound, and gave
him a peculiar appearanceof drifting rather than walking. He picked up
a chair and placed it down on the rug beside the bed and seatedhimself
in it.

Aside from the words he had spoken, since he entered the room he
had made no more noise than a phantom.

"You're him, all right," he repeated, balancing back in the chair. But he
gathered his toes under him, so that he remained continually poised in
spite of the seeming awkwardness of his position.

"Who am I?" asked Terry.
"Why, Black Jack's kid. It's printed in big type all over you."
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His keen eyescontinued to bore at Terry as though he were striving to
read features beneath a mask. Terry could see his visitor's face more
clearly now. It was square, with a powerfully muscled jaw and features
that had a battered look. Suddenly he teetered forward in his chair and
dropped his elbows aggressively on his knees.

"D'you know what they're talking about downstairs?"
"Haven't the slightest idea."
"You ain't! The old lady is trying to fix up a bad time for you."
"She's raising a crowd?"
"Doing her best. I dunno what it'll come to. The boys are stirring a

little. But I think it'll be all words and no action. Four-flushers, most of
'em. Besides,they say you bumped old Minter for a goal; and they don't
like the idea of messing up with you. They'll just talk. If they try any-
thing besides their talkÑwell, you and me can fix 'em!"

Terry slipped into the only other chair which the room provided, but
he slid far down in it, so that his holster was free and the gun butt con-
veniently under his hand.

"You seem a charitable sort," he said. "Why do you throw in with me?"
"And you don't know who I am?" said the other.
He chuckled noiselessly, his mouth stretching to remarkable

proportions.
"I'm sorry," said Terry.
"Why, kid, I'm Denver. I'm your old man's pal, Denver! I'm him that

done the Silver Junction job with old Black Jack, and a lot more jobs,
when you come to that!"

He laughed again. "They were getting sort of warm for me out in the
big noise. SoI grabbed me a side-door Pullman and took a trip out to the
old beat. And think of bumping into Black Jack's boy right off the bat!"

He became more sober. "Say, kid, ain't you got a glad hand for me?
Ain't you ever heard Black Jack talk?"

"He died," said Terry soberly, "before I was a year old."
"The hell!" murmured the other. "The hell! Poor kid. That was a rotten

lay, all right. If I'd known about that, I'd ofÑbut I didn't. Well, let it go.
Here we are together. And you're the sort of a sidekick I need. Black
Jack, we're going to trim this town to a fare-thee-well!"

"My name is Hollis," said Terry. "Terence Hollis."
"Terence hell," snorted the other. "You're Black Jack'skid, ain't you?

And ain't his moniker good enough for you to work under? Why, kid,
that's a trademark most of us would give ten thousand cash for!"

He broke off and regarded Terry with a growing satisfaction.
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"You're his kid, all right. This is just the way Black Jack would of
satÑcool as iceÑwith a gang under him talking about stretching his
neck. And now, bo, hark to me sing! I got the job fixed andÑBut wait a
minute. What you been doing all these years? Black Jack was known
when he was your age!"

With a peculiar thrill of awe and of aversion Terry watched the face of
the man who had known his father so well. He tried to make himself be-
lieve that twenty-four years ago Denver might have been quite another
type of man. But it was impossible to re-create that face other than as a
bulldog in the human flesh. The craft and the courage of a fighter were
written large in those features.

"I've been leadingÑa quiet life," he said gently.
The other grinned. "SureÑquiet," he chuckled. "And then you wake

up and bust Minter for your first crack. You began late, son, but you may
go far. Pretty tricky with the gat, eh?"

He nodded in anticipatory admiration.
"Old Minter had a name. Ain't I had my run-in with him? He was

smooth with a cannon. And fast as a snake's tongue. But they say you
beat him fair and square. Well, well, I call that a snappy start in the
world!"

Terry was silent, but his companion refused to be chilled.
"That's Black Jack over again," he said. "No wind about what he'd

done. No jabber about what he was going to do. But when you wanted
something done, go to Black Jack.Bam! There it was done clean for you
and no talk afterward. Oh, he was a bird, was your old man. And you
take after him, right enough!"

A voice rose in Terry. He wanted to argue. He wanted to explain. It
was not that he felt any consuming shame becausehe was the son of
Black JackHollis. But there was a sort of foster parenthood to which he
owed a clean-minded allegianceÑthe fiction of the Colby blood. He had
worshipped that thought for twenty years. He could not discard it in an
instant.

Denver was breezing on in his quick, husky voice, so carefully toned
that it barely served to reach Terry.

"I been waiting for a pal like you, kid. And here's where we hit it off.
You don't know much about the game, I guess?Neither did Black Jack.
As a peterman he was a loud ha-ha; as a damper-getter he was just an
amateur; as a heel or a houseman, well, them things were just outside
him. When it come to the gorilla stuff, he was there a million, though.
And when there was a call for fast, quick, soft work, Black Jackwas the
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man. Kid, I can seethat you're cut right on his pattern. And here's where
you come in with me. Right off the bat there's going to be velvet. Later
on I'll educate you. In three months you'll be worth your salt. Are you
on?"

He hardly waited for Terry to reply. He rambled on.
"I got a plant that can't fail to blossom into the long green, kid. The

store safe. You know what's in it? I'll tell you. Ten thousand cold. Ten
thousand bucks, boy. Well, well, and how did it get there? Becausea lot
of the boobs around here have put their spare cash in the safe for
safekeeping!"

He tilted his chin and indulged in another of his yawning, silent bursts
of laughter.

"And you never seena peter like it. Tin, kid, tin. I could turn it inside
out with a can opener. But I ain't long on a kit just now. I'm on the hog
for fair, as a matter of fact. Well, I don't need a kit. I got some sawdust
and I can make the soup as pretty as you ever seen.We'll blow the safe,
kid, and then we'll float. Are you on?"

He paused, grinning with expectation, his face gradually becoming
blank as he saw no response in Terry.

"As nearly as I can make outÑbecause most of the slang is new to me,"
said Terry, "you want to dynamite the store safe andÑ"

"Who said sawdust? Soup, kid, soup! I want to blow the door off the
peter, not the roof off the house. Say, who d'you think I am, a boob?"

"I understand, then. Nitroglycerin? Denver, I'm not with you. It's
mighty good of you to ask me to join inÑbut that isn't my line of work."

The yegg raised an expostulatory hand, but Terry went on: "I'm going
to keep straight, Denver."

It seemed as though this simple tiding took the breath from Denver.
"Ah!" he nodded at length. "You playing up a new line. No strong-arm

stuff except when you got to use it. Going to try scratching, kid? Is that
it, or some other kind of slick stuff?"

"I mean what I say, Denver. I'm going straight."
The yegg shook his head, bewildered. "Say," he burst out suddenly,

"ain't you Black Jack's kid?"
"I'm his son," said Terry.
"All right. You'll come to it. It's in the blood, Black Jack.You can't get

away from it."
Terry tugged his shirt open at the throat; he was stifling. "Perhaps," he

said.
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"It's the easy way," went on Denver. "Well, maybe you ain't ripe yet,
but when you are, tip me off. Gimme a ring and I'll be with you."

"One more thing. You're broke, Denver. And I suppose you need
what's in that safe.But if you take it, the widow will be ruined. Sheruns
the hotel and the store, too, you know."

"Why, you poor boob," groaned Denver, "don't you know she'sthe old
dame that's trying to get you mobbed?"

"I suppose so. But she was pretty fond of the sheriff, you know. I don't
blame her for carrying a grudge. Now, about the money, Denver; I hap-
pen to have a little with me. Take what you want."

Denver took the proffered money without a word, counted it with a
deftly stabbing forefinger, and shoved the wad into his hip pocket.

"All right," he said, "this'll sort of sweeten the pot. You don't need it?"
"I'll get along without it. And you won't break the safe?"
"Hell!" grunted Denver. "Does it hang on that?"
Terry leaned forward in his chair.
"Denver, don't break that safe!"
"You kind of say that as if you was boss, maybe," sneered Denver.
"I am," said Terry, "as far as this goes."
"How'll you stop me, kid? Sit up all night and nurse the safe?"
"No. But I'll follow you, Denver. And I'll get you. You understand? I'll

stay on your trail till I have you."
Again there was a long moment of silence, then, "Black Jack!"muttered

Denver. "You're like his ghost! I think you'd get me, right enough! Well,
I'll call it off. This fifty will help me along a ways."

At the door he whirled sharply on Terence Hollis. "How much have
you got left?" he asked.

"Enough," said Terry.
"Then lemme have another fifty, will you?"
"I'm sorry. I can't quite manage it."
"Make it twenty-five, then."
"Can't do that either, Denver. I'm very sorry."
"Hell, man! Are you a short sport? I got a long jump before me. Ain't

you got any credit around this town?"
"IÑnot very much, I'm afraid."
"You're kidding me," scowled Denver. "That wasn't Black Jack'sway.

From his shoes to his skin everything he had belonged to his partners.
His ghost'll haunt you if you're turning me down, kid. Why, ain't you the
heir of a rich rancher over the hills? Ain't that what I been told?"

"I was," said Terry, "until today."
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"Ah! You got turned out for beaning Minter?"
Terry remained silent.
"Without a cent?"
Suddenly the pudgy arm of Denver shot out and his finger pointed in-

to Terry's face.
"You damn fool! This fifty is the last cent you got in the world!"
"Not at all," said Terry calmly.
"You lie!" Denver struck his knuckles acrosshis forehead. "And I was

going to trim you. Black Jack, I didn't know you was as white as this.
Fifty? Pal, take it back!"

He forced the money into Terry's pocket.
"And take some more. Here; lemme stake you. I been pulling a sob

story, but I'm in the clover, Black Jack.Gimme your last cent, will you?
Kid, here's a hundred, two hundredÑsay what you want."

"Not a centÑnothing," said Terry, but he was deeply moved.
Denver thoughtfully restored the money to his wallet.
"You're white," he said gently. "And you're straight as they come.Keep

it up if you can. I know damned well that you can't. I've seen'em try be-
fore. But they always slip. Keep it up, Black Jack,but if you ever change
your mind, lemme know. I'll be handy. Here's luck!"

And he was gone ashe had entered, with a whish of the swiftly moved
door in the air, and no click of the lock.
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Chapter19
The door had hardly closed on him when Terence wanted to run after
him and call him back. There was a thrill still running in his blood since
the time the yegg had leaned so close and said: "That wasn't Black Jack's
way!"

He wanted to know more about Black Jack,and he wanted to hear the
story from the lips of this man. A strange warmth had come over him. It
had seemedfor a moment that there was a third impalpable presencein
the roomÑhis father listening. And the thrill of it remained, a ghostly
and yet a real thing.

But he checked his impulse. Let Denver go, and the thought of his
father with him. For the influence of Black Jack,he felt, was quicksand
pulling him down. The very fact that he was his father's son had made
him shoot down one man. Again the shadow of Black Jack had fallen
across his path today and tempted him to crime. How real the tempta-
tion had been, Terry did not know until he was alone. Half of ten thou-
sand dollars would support him for many a month. One thing was cer-
tain. He must let his father remain simply a name.

Going to the window in his stocking feet, he listened again. There
were more voices murmuring on the veranda of the hotel now, but with-
in a few moments forms began to drift away down the street, and finally
there was silence. Evidently the widow had not secured backing as
strong as she could have desired. And Terry went to bed and to sleep.

He wakened with the first touch of dawn along the wall beside his bed
and tumbled out to dress. It was early, even for a mountain town. The
rattling at the kitchen stove commenced while he was on the way down-
stairs. And he had to waste time with a visit to El Sangrein the stable be-
fore his breakfast was ready.

Craterville was in the hollow behind him when the sun rose, and El
Sangrewas taking up the miles with the tireless rhythm of his pace. He
had intended searching for work of some sort near Craterville, but now
he realized that it could not be. He must go farther. He must go where
his name was not known.
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For two days he held on through the broken country, climbing more
than he dropped. Twice he came above the ragged timber line, with its
wind-shaped army of stunted trees, and over the tiny flowers of the
summit lands. At the end of the secondday he cameout on the edge of a
precipitous descent to a prosperous grazing country below. There would
be his goal.

A big mountain sheeprounded a corner with a little flock behind him.
Terry dropped the leader with a snapshot and watched the flock
scamper down what was almost the sheer face of a cliffÑa beautiful bit
of acrobatics. They found foothold on ridges a couple of inches deep,
hardly visible to the eye from above. Plunging down a straight drop
without a sign of a ledge for fifty feet below them, they broke the force of
the fall and slowed themselves constantly by striking their hoofs from
side to side against the face of the cliff. And so they landed, with
bunched feet, on the first broad terrace below and again bounced over
the ledge and so out of sight.

He dined on wild mutton that evening. In the morning he hunted
along the edge of the cliffs until he came to a difficult route down to the
valley. An ordinary horse would never have made it, but El Sangrewas
in his glory. If he had not the agility of the mountain sheep,he was well-
nigh as level-headed in the face of tremendous heights. He knew how to
pitch ten feet down to a terrace and strike on his bunched hoofs so that
the force of the fall would not break his legs or unseat his rider. Again he
understood how to drive in the toes of his hoofs and go up safely
through loose gravel where most horses, even mustangs, would have
skidded to the bottom of the slope. And he was wise in trails. Twice he
rejected the courses which Terry picked, and the rider very wisely let
him have his way. The result was that they took a more winding, but a
far safer course, and arrived before midmorning in the bottomlands.

The first ranch house he applied to accepted him. And there he took
up his work.

It was the ordinary outfitÑthe sun- and wind-racked shack for a
house, the stumbling outlying barns and sheds, and the maze of corral
fences.They asked Terry no questions, accepted his first name without
an addition, and let him go his way.

He was happy enough. He had not the leisure for thought or for re-
membering better times. If he had leisure here and there, he used it in-
dustriously in teaching El Sangrethe "cow" business.The stallion learned
swiftly. He began to take a joy in sitting down on a rope.
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At the end of a week Terry won a bet when a team of draught horses
hitched onto his line could not pull El Sangre over his mark, and broke
the rope instead. There was much work, too, in teaching him to turn in
the cow-pony fashion, dropping his head almost to the ground and
bunching his feet altogether. For nothing of its size that lives is so deft in
dodging as the cow-pony. That part of El Sangre's education was not
completed, however, for only the actual work of a round-up could give
him the faultless surety of a good cow-pony. And, indeed, the ranchman
declared him useless for real roundup work.

"A no-good, high-headed fool," he termed El Sangre,having sprained
his bank account with an attempt to buy the stallion from Terry the day
before.

At the end of a fortnight the first stranger passed,and ill-luck made it
a man from Craterville. He knew Terry at a glance,and the next morning
the rancher called Terry aside.

The work of that season,he declared, was going to be lighter than he
had expected.Much ashe regretted it, he would have to let his new hand
go. Terry taxed him at once to get at the truth.

"You've found out my name. That's why you're turning me off. Is that
the straight of it?"

The sudden pallor of the other was a confession.
"What's namesto me?"he declared. "Nothing, partner. I take a man the

way I find him. And I've found you all right. The reason I got to let you
go is what I said."

But Terry grinned mirthlessly.
"You know I'm the son of Black Jack Hollis," he insisted. "You think

that if you keep me you'll wake up some morning to find your son's
throat cut and your cattle gone. Am I right?"

"Listen to me," the rancher said uncertainly. "I know how you feel
about losing a job so suddenly when you figured it for a whole season.
Suppose I give you a whole month's pay andÑ"

"Damn your money!" said Terry savagely. "I don't deny that Black Jack
was my father. I'm proud of it. But listen to me, my friend. I'm living
straight. I'm working hard. I don't object to losing this job. It's the atti-
tude behind it that I object to. You'll not only send me away, but you'll
spread the news aroundÑBlack Jack'sson is here! Am I a plague because
of that name?"

"Mr. Hollis," insisted the rancher in a trembling voice, "I don't mean to
get you all excited. Far as your name goes, I'll keep your secret. I give
you my word on it. Trust me, I'll do what's right by you."
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He was in a panic. His glance wavered from Terry's eyes to the re-
volver at his side.

"Do you think so?"said Terry. "Here's one thing that you may not have
thought of. If you and the rest like you refuse to give me honest work,
there's only one thing left for meÑand that's dishonest work. You turn
me off becauseI'm the son of Black Jack;and that's the very thing that
will make me the son of Black Jackin more than name. Did you ever stop
to realize that?"

"Mr. Hollis," quavered the rancher, "I guessyou're right. If you want to
stay on here, stay and welcome, I'm sure."

And his eye hunted for help past the shoulder of Terry and toward the
shed, where his eldest son was whistling. Terry turned away in mute
disgust. By the time he came out of the bunkhouse with his blanket roll,
there was neither father nor son in sight. The door of the shack was
closed, and through the window he caught a glimpse of a rifle. Ten
minutes later El Sangre was stepping away across the range at a pace
that no mount in the cattle country could follow for ten miles.
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Chapter20
There was an astonishing deal of life in the town, however. A large com-
pany had reopened some old diggings across the range to the north of
Calkins, and some small fragments of business drifted the way of the
little cattle town. Terry found a long line of a dozen horseswaiting to be
shod before the blacksmith shop. One great wagon was lumbering out at
the farther end of the street, with the shrill yells of the teamster calling
back as he picked up his horses one by one with his voice. Another
freight-wagon stood at one side, blocking half the street. And a stir of
busy life was everywhere in the town. The hotel and store combined was
flooded with sound, and the gambling hall across the street was alive
even at midday.

It was noon, and Terry found that the dining room was packed to the
last chair. The sweating waiter improvised a table for him in the corner
of the hall and kept him waiting twenty minutes before he was served
with ham and eggs.He had barely worked his fork into the ham when a
familiar voice hailed him.

"Got room for another at that table?"
He looked up into the grinning face of Denver. For some reason it was

a shock to Terry. Of course, the second meeting was entirely coincident-
al, but a still small voice kept whispering to him that there was fate in it.
He was so surprised that he could only nod. Denver at once appropri-
ated a chair and seated himself in his usual noiseless way.

When he rearranged the silver which the waiter placed before him,
there was not the faintest click of the metal. And Terry noted, too, a cer-
tain nice justness in every one of Denver's motions. He was never fid-
dling about with his hands; when they stirred, it was to do something,
and when the thing was done, the hands became motionless again.

His eyes did not rove; they remained fixed for appreciable periods
wherever they fell, as though Denver were finding something worth re-
membering in the wall, or in a spot on the table. When his glance
touched on a face, it hung there in the samemanner. After a moment one
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would forget all the rest of his face, brutal, muscular, shapeless,and see
only the keen eyes.

Terry found it difficult to face the man. There was need to be excited
about something, to talk with passion, in order to hold one's own in the
presenceof Denver, even when the chunky man was silent. He was not
silent now; he seemed in a highly cheerful, amiable mood.

"Here's luck," he said. "I didn't know this God-forsaken country could
raise as much luck as this!"

"Luck?" echoed Terry.
"Why not? D'you think I been trailing you?"
He chuckled in his noiseless way. It gave Terry a feeling of expecta-

tion. He kept waiting for the sound to come into that laughter, but it nev-
er did. Suddenly he was frank, because it seemed utterly futile to attempt
to mask one's real thoughts from this fellow.

"I don't know," he said, "that it would surprise me if you hadbeen tail-
ing me. I imagine you're apt to do queer things, Denver."

Denver hissed, very softly and with such a cutting whistle to his
breath that Terry's lips remained open over his last word.

"Forget that name!" Denver said in a half-articulate tone of voice.
He froze in his place, staring straight before him; but Terry gathered

an impression of the most intense watchfulnessÑas though, while he
stared straight before him, he had sent other and mysterious sensesex-
ploring for him. He seemedsuddenly satisfied that all was well, and as
he relaxed, Terry became aware of a faint gleam of perspiration on the
brow of his companion.

"Why the devil did you tell me the name if you didn't want me to use
it?" he asked.

"I thought you'd have some savvy; I thought you'd have some of your
dad's horse sense," said Denver.

"No offense," answered Terry, with the utmost good nature.
"Call me Shorty if you want," said Denver. In the meantime he was re-

garding Terry more and more closely.
"Your old man would of made a fight out of it if I'd said as much to

him as I've done to you," he remarked at length.
"Really?" murmured Terry.
And the portrait of his father swept back on himÑthe lean, imperious,

handsome face, the boldness of the eyes. Surely a man all fire and
powder, ready to explode. He probed his own nature. He had never been
particularly quick of temperÑuntil lately. But he began to wonder if his
equable disposition might not rise from the fact that his life in Bear
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Valley had been so sheltered. He had been crossed rarely. In the outer
world it was different. That very morning he had beentempted wickedly
to take the tall rancher by the throat and grind his face into the sand.

"But maybe you're different," went on Denver. "Your old man used to
flare up and be over it in a minute. Maybe you remember things and
pack a grudge with you."

"Perhaps," said Terry, grown strangely meek. "I hardly know."
Indeed, he thought, how little he really knew of himself. Suddenly he

said: "So you simply happened over this way, Shorty?"
"Sure. Why not? I got a right to trail around where I want. Besides,

what would there be in it for meÑfollowing you?"
"I don't know," said Terry gravely. "But I expect to find out sooner or

later. What else are you up to over here?"
"I have a little job in mind at the mine," said Denver. "Something that

may give the sheriff a bit of trouble." He grinned.
"Isn't it a littleÑunprofessional," said Terry dryly, "for you to tell me

these things?"
"Sure it is, boÑsure it is! Worst in the world. But I can always tell a

gent that can keep his mouth shut. By the way, how many jobs you been
fired from already?"

Terry started. "How do you know that?"
"I just guess at things."
"I started working for an infernal idiot," sighed Terry. "When he

learned my name, he seemedto be afraid I'd start shooting up his place
one of these days."

"Well, he was a wise gent. You ain't cut out for working, son. Not a bit.
It'd be a shame to let you go to waste simply raising calluses on your
hands."

"You talk well," sighed Terry, "but you can't convince me."
"Convince you? Hell, I ain't trying to convince your father's son.

You're like Black Jack.You got to find out yourself. We was with a Mick,
once. Red-headed devil, he was. I says to Black Jack: 'Don't crack no
jokes about the Irish around this guy!'

"'Why not?' says your dad.
"'Because there'd be an explosion,' says I.
"'H'm,' says Black Jack, and lifts his eyebrows in a way he had of

doing.
"And the first thing he does is to try a joke on the Irish right in front of

the Mick. Well, there was an explosion, well enough."
"What happened?" asked Terry, carried away with curiosity.
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"What generally happened, kid, when somebody acted up in front of
your dad?" From the air he secured an imaginary morsel between stubby
thumb and forefinger and then blew the imaginary particle into empty
space.

"He killed him?" asked Terry hoarsely.
"No," said Denver, "he didn't do that. He just broke his heart for him.

Kicked the gat out of the hand of the poor stiff and wrestled with him.
Black Jackwas a wildcat when it come to fighting with his hands. When
he got through with the Irishman, there wasn't a sound place on the fool.
Black Jackclimbed back on his horse and threw the gun back at the guy
on the ground and rode off. Next we heard, the guy was working for a
Chinaman that run a restaurant. Black Jackhad taken all the fight out of
him."

That sceneout of the past drifted vividly back before Terry's eyes.He
saw the sneer on the lips of Black Jack;saw the Irishman go for his gun;
saw the clash, with his father leaping in with tigerish speed; felt the
shock of the two strong bodies, and saw the other turn to pulp under the
grip of Black Jack.

By the time he had finished visualizing the scene,his jaw was set hard.
It had been easy, very easy, to throw himself into the fierceness of his
dead father's mood. During this moment of brooding he had been look-
ing down, and he did not notice the glance of Denver fasten upon him
with an almost hypnotic fervor, as though he were striving to reach to
the very soul of the younger man and read what was written there.
When Terry looked up, the face of his companion was as calm as ever.

"And you're like the old boy," declared Denver. "You got to find out
for yourself. It'll be that way with this work idea of yours. You've lost
one job. You'll lose the next one. ButÑI ain't advising you no more!"
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Chapter21
Terry left the hotel more gloomy than he had been even when he depar-
ted from the ranch that morning. The certainty of Denver that he would
find it impossible to stay by his program of honest work had made a
strong impression upon his imaginative mind, as though the little sa-
fecracker really had the power to look into the future and into the minds
of men. Where he should look for work next, he had no idea. And he bal-
anced between a desire to stay near the town and work out his destiny
there, or elsedrift far away. Distance, however, seemedto have no barri-
er against rumor. After two days of hard riding, he had placed a broad
gap between himself and the Cornish ranch, yet in a short time rumor
had overtaken him, casually, inevitably, and the force of his name was
strong enough to take away his job.

Standing in the middle of the street he looked darkly over the squat
roofs of the town to the ragged mountains that marched away against
the horizonÑa bleak outlook. Which way should he ride?

A loud outburst of curses roared behind him, a whip snapped above
him, he stepped aside and barely from under the feet of the leaders as a
long team wound by with the freight wagon creaking and swaying and
rumbling behind it. The driver leaned from his seat in passing and vol-
leyed a few crackling remarks in the very ear of Terry. It was strange that
he did not resent it. Ordinarily he would have wanted to, climb onto that
seat and roll the driver down in the dust, but today he lacked ambition.
Pain numbed him, a peculiar mental pain. And, with the world free be-
fore him to roam in, he felt imprisoned.

He turned. Someone was laughing at him from the veranda of the
hotel and pointing him out to another, who laughed raucously in turn.
Terry knew what was in their minds. A man who allowed himself to be
cursed by a passing teamster was not worthy of the gun strapped at his
thigh. He watched their facesas through a cloud, turned again, saw the
door of the gambling hall open to allow someone to come out, and was
invited by the cool, dim interior. He crossed the street and passed
through the door.
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He was glad, instantly. Inside there was a blanket of silence; beyond
the window the sun was a white rain of heat, blinding and appalling. But
inside his shoestook hold on a floor moist from a recent scrubbing and
soft with the wear of rough boots; and all was dim, quiet, hushed.

There was not a great deal of business in the place, naturally, at this
hour of the day. And the room seemed so large, the tables were so nu-
merous, that Terry wondered how so small a town could support it.
Then he remembered the mine and everything was explained. People
who dug gold like dirt spent it in the samespirit. Half a dozen men were
here and there, playing in what seemeda listless manner, savewhen you
looked close.

Terry slumped into a big chair in the darkest corner and relaxed until
the coolnesshad worked through his skin and into his blood. Presently
he looked about him to find something to do, and his eye dropped natur-
ally on the first thing that made a noiseÑroulette. For a moment he
watched the spinning disk. The man behind the table on his high stool
was whirling the thing for his own amusement, it seemed.Terry walked
over and looked on.

He hardly knew the game. But he was fascinated by the motions of the
ball; one was never able to tell where it would stop, on one of the thirty-
six numbers, on the red or on the black, on the odd or the even. He visu-
alized a frantic, silent crowd around the wheel listening to the click of
the ball.

And now he noted that the wheel had stopped the last four times on
the odd. He jerked a five-dollar gold piece out of his pocket and placed it
on the even. The wheel spun, clicked to a stop, and the rake of the
croupier slicked his five dollars away acrossthe smooth-worn top of the
table.

How very simple! But certainly the wheel must stop on the even this
time, having struck the odd five times in a row. He placed ten dollars on
the even.

He did not feel that it was gambling. He had never gambled in his life,
for Elizabeth Cornish had raised him to look on gambling not as a sin,
but as a crowning folly. However, this was surely not gambling. There
was no temptation. Not a word had been spoken to him since he entered
the place. There was no excitement, no music, none of the drink and
song of which he had heard so much in robbing men of their cooler
senses. It was only his little system that tempted him on.
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He did not know that all gambling really begins with the creation of a
system that will beat the game. And when a man follows a system, he is
started on the most cold-blooded gambling in the world.

Again the disk stopped, and the ball clicked softly and the ten dollars
slid away behind the rake of the man on the stool. This would never do!
Fifteen dollars gone out of a total capital of fifty! He doubled with some
trepidation again. Thirty dollars wagered. The wheel spunÑthe money
disappeared under the rake.

Terry felt like setting his teeth. Instead, he smiled. He drew out his last
five dollars and wagered it with a coldness that seemedto make sure of
loss, on a single number. The wheel spun, clicked; he did not even
watch, and was turning away when a sound of a little musical shower of
gold attracted him. Gold was being piled before him. Five times thirty-
six made one hundred and eighty dollars he had won! He came back to
the table, scoopedup his winnings carelesslyand bent a kinder eye upon
the wheel. He felt that there was a sort of friendly entente between them.

It was time to go now, however. He sauntered to the door with a
guilty chill in the small of his back, half expecting reproaches to be
shouted after him for leaving the game when he was so far ahead of it.
But apparently the machine which won without remorse lost without
complaint.

At the door he made half a pace into the white heat of the sunlight.
Then he paused, a cool edging of shadow falling across one shoulder
while the heat burned through the shirt of the other. Why go on?

Across the street the man on the veranda of the hotel began laughing
again and pointing him out. Terry himself looked the fellow over in an
odd fashion, not with anger or with irritation, but with a sort of cold cal-
culation. The fellow was trim enough in the legs. But his shoulders were
fat from lack of work, and the bulge of flesh around the armpits would
probably make him slow in drawing a gun.

He shrugged his own lithe shoulders in contempt and turned. The
man on the stool behind the roulette wheel was yawning until his jaw
muscles stood out in hard, pointed ridges, and his cheeks fell in ridicu-
lously. Terry went back. He was not eager to win; but the gleam of colors
on the wheel fascinated him. He placed five dollars, saw the wheel win,
took in his winnings without emotion.

While he scooped the two coins up, he did not see the croupier turn
his head and shoot a single glance to a fat, squat man in the corner of the
room, a glance to which the fat man responded with the slightest of nods
and smiles. He was the owner. And he was not particularly happy at the
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thought of some hundred and fifty dollars being taken out of his treas-
ury by some chance stranger.

Terry did not seethe glance, and before long he was incapable of see-
ing anything saving the flash of the disk, the blur of the alternate colors
as they spun together. He paid no heed to the path of the sunlight as it
stretched along the floor under the window and told of a westering sun.
The first Terry knew of it he was standing in a warm pool of gold, but he
gave the sun at his feet no more than a casualglance. It was metallic gold
that he was fascinated by and the whims and fancies of that singular
wheel. Twice that afternoon his fortune had mounted above three thou-
sand dollarsÑonce it mounted to an even six thousand. He had stopped
to count his winnings at this point, and on the verge of leaving decided
to make it an even ten thousand before he went away. And five minutes
later he was gambling with five hundred in his wallet.

When the sunlight grew yellow, other men began to enter the room.
Terry was still at his post. He did not seethem. There was no human face
in the world for him except the colorless face of the croupier, and the
long, pale eyelashesthat lifted now and then over greenish-orange eyes.
And Terry did not heed when he was shouldered by the growing crowd
around the wheel.

He only knew that other bets were being placed and that it was a nuis-
ance, for the croupier took much longer in paying debts and collecting
winnings, so that the wheel spun less often.

Meantime he was by no means unnoticed. A little whisper had gone
the rounds that a real plunger was in town. And when men came into
the hall, their attention was directed automatically by the turn of other
eyes toward six feet of muscular manhood, heavy-shouldered and erect,
with a flare of a red silk bandanna around his throat and a heavy som-
brero worn tilted a little to one side and back on his head.

"He's playing a system," said someone. "Been standing there all after-
noon and making poor PedroÑthe thief!Ñsweat and shake in his boots."

In fact, the owner of the place had lost his complacenceand his smile
together. He approached near to the wheel and watched its spin with a
face turned sallow and flat of cheek from anxiety. For with the setting of
the sun it seemedthat luck flooded upon Terry Hollis. He began to bet in
chunks of five hundred, alternating between the red and the odd, and
winning with startling regularity. His winnings were now shoved into
an awkward canvasbag. Twenty thousand dollars! That had grown from
the fifty.
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No wonder the crowd had two looks for Terry. His face had lost its
color and grown marvellously expressionless.

"The real gambler's look," they said.
His mouth was pinched at the corners, and otherwise his expression

never varied.
Once he turned. A broad-faced man, laughing and obviously too self-

contented to see what he was doing, trod heavily on the toes of Terry,
stepping past the latter to get his winnings. He was caught by the
shoulder and whirled around. The crowd saw the tall man draw his
right foot back, balance, lift a trifle on his toes,and then a balled fist shot
up, caught the broad-faced man under the chin and dumped him in a
crumpled heap half a dozen feet away. They picked him up and took
him away, a stunned wreck. Terry had turned back to his game, and in
ten seconds had forgotten what he had done.

But the crowd remembered, and particularly he who had twice
laughed at Terry from the veranda of the hotel.

The heap in the canvas sack diminished, shrankÑhe dumped the re-
mainder of the contents into his pocket. He had been betting in solid
lumps of a thousand for the past twenty minutes, and the crowd
watched in amazement. This was drunken gambling, but the fellow was
obviously sober. Then a hand touched the shoulder of Terry.

"Just a minute, partner."
He looked into the face of a big man, as tall as he and far heavier of

build: a magnificent big head, heavily marked features, a short-cropped
black beard that gave him dignity. A middle-aged man, about forty-five,
and still in the prime of life.

"Lemme pass a few words with you."
Terry drew back to the side.
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Chapter22
"My Name's Pollard," said the older man. "Joe Pollard."

"Glad to know you, sir. My nameÑis Terry." The other admitted this
reticence with a faint smile.

"I got a name around here for keeping my mouth shut and not butting
in on another gent's game. But I always noticed that when a gent is in a
losing run, half the time he don't know it. Maybe that might be the way
with you. I been watching and seen your winnings shrink considerable
lately."

Terry weighed his money. "Yes, it's shrunk a good deal."
"Stand out of the game till later on. Come over and have a bite to eat

with me."
He went willingly, suddenly aware of a raging appetite and a dinner

long postponed. The man of the black beard was extremely friendly.
"One of the prettiest runs I ever see,that one you made," he confided

when they were at the table in the hotel. "You got a system, I figure."
"A new one," said Terry. "I've never played before."
The other blinked.
"Beginner's luck, I suppose," said Terry frankly. "I started with fifty,

and now I suppose I have about eight hundred."
"Not bad, not bad," said the other. "Too bad you didn't stop half an

hour before. Just passing through these parts?"
"I'm looking for a job," said Terry. "Can you tell me where to start

hunting? Cows are my game."
The other paused a moment and surveyed his companion. There

seemed just a shade of doubt in his eyes. They were remarkably large
and yellowish gray, those eyes of JoePollard, and now and again when
he grew thoughtful they becamelike clouded agate.They had that color
now as he gazed at Terry. Eventually his glance cleared.

"I got a little work of my own," he declared. "My range is all clogged
up with varmints. Any hand with a gun and traps?"

"Pretty fair hand," said Terry modestly.
And he was employed on the spot.
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He felt one reassuring thing about his employerÑthat no echo out of
his past or the past of his father would make the man discharge him.
Indeed, taking him all in all, there was under the kindliness of JoePol-
lard an indescribable basic firmness. His eyes,for example, in their habit
of looking straight at one, reminded him of the eyesof Denver. His voice
was steady and deep and mellow, and one felt that it might be expanded
to an enormous volume. Such a man would not fly off into snap judg-
ments and becomealarmed becausean employee had a past or a strange
name.

They paid a short visit to the gambling hall after dinner, and then got
their horses.Pollard was struck dumb with admiration at the sight of the
blood-bay.

"Maybe you been up the Bear Creek way?" he asked Terry.
And when the latter admitted that he knew something of the Blue

Mountain country, the rancher exclaimed: "By the Lord, partner, I'd say
that hoss is a ringer for El Sangre."

"Pretty close to a ringer," said Terry. "This is El Sangre himself."
They were jogging out of town. The rancher turned in the saddle and

crossed his companion with one of his searching glances, but returned
no reply. Presently, however, he sent his own capable Steeldust into a
sharp gallop; El Sangreroused to a flowing paceand held the other even
without the slightest difficulty. At this Pollard drew rein with an
exclamation.

"El Sangre as sure as I live!" he declared. "Ain't nothing else in these
parts that calls itself a hossand slides over the ground the way El Sangre
does. Partner, what sort of a price would you set on El Sangre, maybe?"

"His weight in gold," said Terry.
The rancher cursed softly, without seeming altogether pleased. And

thereafter during the ride his glance continually drifted toward the bril-
liant bayÑbrilliant even in the pallor of the clear mountain starlight.

He explained this by saying after a time: "I been my whole life in these
parts without running acrossa hoss that could pack me the way a man
ought to be packed on a hoss. I weigh two hundred and thirty, son, and
it busts the back of a horse in the mountains. Now, you ain't a flyweight
yourself, and El Sangre takes you along like you was a feather."

Steeldust was already grunting at every sharp rise, and El Sangrehad
not even broken out in perspiration.

A mile or so out of the town they left the road and struck onto a mere
semblance of a trail, broad enough, but practically as rough as nature
choseto make it. This wound at sharp and ever-changing angles into the
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hills, and presently they were pressing through a densegrowth of lodge-
pole pine.

It seemedstrange to Terry that a prosperous rancher with an outfit of
any size should have a road no more beaten than this one leading to his
place. But he was thinking too busily of other things to pay much heed to
such surmises and small events. He was brooding over the events of the
afternoon. If his exploits in the gaming hall should ever come to the ear
of Aunt Elizabeth, he was certain enough that he would be finally
damned in her judgment. Too often he had heard her expressan opinion
of those who lived by "chanceand their wits," as she phrased it. And the
thought of it irked him.

He roused himself out of his musing. They had come out from the
trees and were in sight of a solidly built house on the hill. There was one
thing which struck his mind at once. No attempt had been made to find
level for the foundation. The log structure had been built apparently at
random on the slope. It conformed, at vast waste of labor, to the angle of
the base and the irregularities of the soil. This, perhaps, made it seem
smaller than it was. They caught the scent of wood smoke, and then saw
a pale drift of the smoke itself.

A flurry of music escapedby the opening of a door and was shut out
by the closing of it. It was a moment before Terry, startled, had analyzed
the sound. Unquestionably it was a piano. But how in the world, and
why in the world, had it been carted to the top of this mountain?

He glanced at his companion with a new respect and almost with a
suspicion.

"Up to some damn doings again," growled the big man. "Never got no
peace nor quiet up my way."

Another surprise was presently in store for Terry. Behind the house,
which grew in proportions as they came closer, they reached a horse
shed, and when they dismounted, a servant came out for the horses.
Outside of the Cornish ranch he did not know of many who afforded
such luxuries.

However, El Sangre could not be handled by another, and Terry put
up his horse and found the rancher waiting for him when he came out.
Inside the shed he had found ample bins of barley and oats and good
grain hay. And in the stalls his practiced eye scanned the forms of a
round dozen fine horses with points of blood and bone that startled him.

Coming to the open again, he probed the darkness as well as he could
to gain some idea of the ranch which furnished and supported all these
evidences of prosperity. But so far as he could make out, there was only
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a jumble of ragged hilltops behind the house, and before it the slope fell
away steeply to the valley far below. He had not realized before that they
had climbed so high or so far.

JoePollard was humming. Terry joined him on the way to the house
with a deepened senseof awe; he was even beginning to feel that there
was a touch or two of mystery in the make-up of the man.

Proof of the solidity with which the log house was built was furnished
at once. Coming to the house, there was only a murmur of voices and of
music. The moment they opened the door, a roar of singing voices and a
jangle of piano music rushed into their ears.

Terry found himself in a very long room with a big table in the center
and a piano at the farther end. The ceiling sloped down from the right to
the left. At the left it descendedtoward the doors of the kitchen and stor-
erooms; at the right it rose to the height of two full stories. One of these
was occupied by a series of heavy posts on which hung saddles and
bridles and riding equipment of all kinds, and the posts supported a bal-
cony onto which opened several doorsÑof sleeping rooms, no doubt. As
for the wall behind the posts, it, too, was pierced with several openings,
but Terry could not guess at the contents of the rooms. But he was
amazed by the size of the structure as it was revealed to him from with-
in. The main room was like some baronial hall of the old days of war and
plunder. A role, indeed, into which it was not difficult to fit the burly
Pollard and the dignity of his beard.

Four men were around the piano, and a girl sat at the keys, splashing
out syncopated music while the men roared the chorus of the song. But
at the sound of the closing of the door all five turned toward the new-
comers, the girl looking over her shoulder and keeping the soft burden
of the song still running.
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Chapter23
So turned, Terry could not seeher clearly. He caught a glimmer of red
bronze hair, dark in shadow and brilliant in high lights, and a sheen of
greenish eyes.Otherwise, he only noted the casual manner in which she
acknowledged the introduction, unsmiling, indifferent, as Pollard said:
"Here's my daughter Kate. This is TerryÑa new hand."

It seemedto Terry that as he said this the rancher made a gesture as of
warning, though this, no doubt, could be attributed to his wish to si-
lently explain away the idiosyncrasy of Terry in using his first name
only. He was presented in turn to the four men, and thought them the
oddest collection he had ever laid eyes on.

Slim Dugan was tall, but not so tall as he looked, owing to his very
small head and narrow shoulders. His hair was straw color, excessively
silky, and thin as the hair of a year-old child. There were other points of
interest in Slim Dugan; his feet, for instance, were small as the feet of a
girl, accentuatedby the long, narrow riding boots, and his hands seemed
to be pulled out to a great and unnecessary length. They made up for it
by their narrowness.

His exact opposite was Marty Cardiff, chunky, fat, it seemed,until one
noted the roll and bulge of the muscles at the shoulders. His head was
settled into his fat shoulders somewhat in the manner of Denver's, Terry
thought.

Oregon Charlie looked the part of an Indian, with his broad nose and
high cheekbones,flat face,slanted dark eyes;but his skin was a dead and
peculiar white. He was a down-headed man, and one could rarely ima-
gine him opening his lips to speak;he merely grunted ashe shook hands
with the stranger.

To finish the picture, there was a man as huge as JoePollard himself,
and as powerful, to judge by appearances.His face was burned to a jovi-
al red; his hair was red also, and there was red hair on the backs of his
freckled hands.

All these men met Terry with cordial nods, but there was a careless-
ness about their demeanor which seemed strange to Terry. In his
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experience,the men of the mountains were a timid or a blustering lot be-
fore newcomers, uneasy, and anxious to establish their place. But these
men acted as if meeting unknown men were a part of their common,
daily experience. They were as much at their ease as social lions.

Pollard was explaining the presence of Terry.
"He's come up to clean out the varmints," he said to the others. "They

been getting pretty thick on the range, you know."
"You came in just wrong," complained Kate, while the men turned

four pairs of grave eyesupon Terry and seemedto be judging him. "I got
Oregon singing at last, and he was doing fine. Got a real voice, Charlie
has. Regular branded baritone, I'll tell a man."

"Strike up agin for us, Charlie," said Pollard good-naturedly. "You
don't never make much more noise'n a grizzly."

But Charlie looked down at his hands and a faint spot of red appeared
in his cheek.Obviously he was much embarrassed.And when he looked
up, it was to fix a glance of cold suspicion upon Terry, as though warn-
ing him not to take this talk of social acquirements as an index to his real
character.

"Get us some coffee, Kate," said Pollard. "Turned off cold coming up
the hill."

Shedid not rise. Shehad turned around to her music again, and now
she acknowledged the order by lifting her head and sending a shrill
whistle through the room. Her father started violently.

"Damn it, Kate, don't do that!"
"The only thing that'll bring Johnny on the run," she responded

carelessly.
And, indeed, the door on the left of the room flew open a moment

later, and a wide-eyed Chinaman appeared with a long pigtail jerking
about his head as he halted and looked about in alarm.

"Coffee for the bossand the new hand," said Kate, without turning her
head, as soon as she heard the door open. "Pronto, Johnny."

Johnny snarled an indistinct something and withdrew muttering.
"You'll have Johnny quitting the job," complained Pollard, frowning.

"You can't scare the poor devil out of his skin like that every time you
want coffee. Besides, why didn't you get up and get it for us yourself?"

Still she did not turn; but, covering a yawn, replied: "Rather sit here
and play."

Her father swelled a moment in rage, but he subsided again without
audible protest. Only he sent a scowl at Terry as though daring him to
take notice of this insolence. As for the other men, they had scattered to

108



various parts of the room and remained there, idly, while the boss and
the new hand drank the scalding coffee of Johnny. All this time Pollard
remained deep in thought. His meditations exploded as he banged the
empty cup back on the table.

"Kate, this stuff has got to stop. Understand?"
The soft jingling of the piano continued without pause.
"Stop that damned noise!"
The music paused. Terry felt the long striking muscles leap into hard

ridges along his arms, but glancing at the other four, he found that they
were taking the violence of Pollard quite as a matter of course. One was
whittling, another rolled a cigarette, and all of them, if they took any vis-
ible notice of the argument, did so with the calmest of side glances.

"Turn around!" roared Pollard.
His daughter turned slowly and faced him. Not white-faced with fear,

but to the unutterable astonishment of Terry she was quietly looking her
father up and down. Pollard sprang to his feet and struck the table so
that it quivered through all its massive length.

"Are you trying to shame me before a stranger?" thundered the big
man. "Is that the scene?"

She flicked Terry Hollis with a glance. "I think he'll understand and
make allowances."

It brought the heavy fist smashing on the table again. And an ugly
feeling rose in Hollis that the big fellow might put hands on his
daughter.

"And what d'you mean by that? What in hell d'you mean by that?"
In place of wincing, she in turn came to her feet gracefully. There had

been such an easy dignity about her sitting at the piano that she had
seemedtall to Terry. Now that shestood up, he was surprised to seethat
she was not a shade more than average height, beautifully and strongly
made.

"You've gone about far enough with your little joke," said the girl, and
her voice was low, but with an edge of vibrancy that went through Hol-
lis. "And you're going to stopÑpronto!"

There was a flash of teeth as she spoke, and a quiver through her
body. Terry had never seen such passion, such unreasoning, wild pas-
sion, as that which had leaped on the girl. Though her face was not con-
torted, danger spoke from every line of it. He made himself tense, pre-
pared for a similar outbreak from the father, but the latter relaxed as
suddenly as his daughter had become furious.
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"There you go," he complained, with a sort of heavy whine. "Always
flying off the handle. Always turning into a wildcat when I try to reason
with you!"

"Reason!" cried the girl. "Reason!"
JoePollard grew downcast under her scorn. And Terry, sensing that

the crisis of the argument had passed,watched the other four men in the
room. They had not paid the slightest attention to the debate during its
later phases.And two of themÑSlim and huge Phil MarvinÑhad begun
to roll dice on a folded blanket, the little ivories winking in the light rap-
idly until they came to a rest at the farther end of the cloth. Possibly this
family strife was a common thing in the Pollard household. At any rate,
the father now passed off from accusation to abrupt apology. "You al-
ways get me riled at the end of the day, Kate. Damn it! Can't you never
bear with a gent?"

The tigerish alertness passed from Kate Pollard. She was filled all at
once with a winning gentleness and, crossing to her father, took his
heavy hands in hers.

"I reckon I'm a bad one," she accused herself. "I try to get over tan-
trumsÑbutÑI can't help it! SomethingÑjust sort of grabs me by the
throat when I get mad. IÑI see red."

"Hush up, honey," said the big man tenderly, and he ran his thick fin-
gers over her hair. "You ain't so bad. And all that's bad in you comesout
of me. You forget and I'll forget."

He waved across the table.
"Terry'll be thinking we're a bunch of wild Indians the way we been

actin'."
"Oh!"
Plainly she was recalled to the presence of the stranger for the first

time in many minutes and, dropping her chin in her hand, she studied
the new arrival.

He found it difficult to meet her glance. The Lord had endowed Terry
Hollis with a remarkable share of good looks, and it was not the first
time that he had been investigated by the eyesof a woman. But in all his
life he had never been subjected to an examination as minute, as in-
solently frank as this one. He felt himself taken part and parcel, ex-
amined in detail as to forehead, chin, and eyesand heft of shoulders, and
then weighed altogether. In self-defense he looked boldly back at her,
making himself examine her in equal detail. Seeingher so close, he was
aware of a marvellously delicate olive-tanned skin with delightful tints
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of rose just beneath the surface. He found himself saying inwardly: "It's
easy to look at her. It's very easy. By the Lord, she's beautiful!"

As for the girl, it seemedthat she was not quite sure in her judgment.
For now she turned to her father with a faint frown of wonder. And
again it seemed to Terry that Joe Pollard made an imperceptible sign,
such as he had made to the four men when he introduced Terry.

But now he broke into breezy talk.
"Met Terry down in Pedro'sÑ"
The girl seemed to have dismissed Terry from her mind already, for

she broke in: "Crooked game he's running, isn't it?"
"I thought so till today. Then I seen Terry, here, trim Pedro for a flat

twenty thousand!"
"Oh," nodded the girl. Again her gazereverted leisurely to the stranger

and with a not unflattering interest.
"And then I seen him lose most of it back again. Roulette."
Shenodded, keeping her eyeson Terry, and the boy found himself de-

siring mightily to discover just what was going on behind the changing
green of her eyes.He was shocked when he discovered. It came like the
break of high dawn in the mountains of the Big Bend. Suddenly she had
smiled openly, frankly. "Hard luck, partner!"

A little shivering senseof pleasure ran through him. He knew that he
had been admitted by herÑaccepted.

Her father had thrown up his head.
"Someone come in the back way. Oregon, go find out!"
Dark-eyed Oregon Charlie slipped up and through the door. Everyone

in the room waited, a little tense, with lifted heads. Slim was studying
the last throw that Phil Marvin had made. Terry could not but wonder
what significance that "back way" had. Presently Oregon reappeared.

"Pete's come."
"The hell!"
"Went upstairs."
"Wants to be alone," interrupted the girl. "He'll come down and talk

when he feels like it. That's Pete's way."
"Watching us, maybe," growled JoePollard, with a shadeof uneasiness

still. "Damned funny gent, Pete is. Watches a man like a cat; watches a
gopher hole all day, maybe. And maybe the gent he watches is a friend
he's known for ten years. WellÑlet Pete go. They ain't no explaining
him."
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Through the last part of his talk, and through the heaviness of his
voice, cut another tone, lighter, sharper, venomous: "Phil, you gummed
them dice that last time!"

JoePollard froze in place; the eyes of the girl widened. Terry, looking
across the room, saw Phil Marvin scoop up the dice and start to his feet.

"You lie, Slim!"
Instinctively Terry slipped his hand onto his gun. It was what Phil

Marvin had done, as a matter of fact. He stood swelling and glowering,
staring down at Slim Dugan. Slim had not risen. His thin, lithe body was
coiled, and he reminded Terry in ugly fashion of a snake ready to strike.
His hand was not near his gun. It was the calm courage and self- confid-
enceof a man who is sure of himself and of his enemy. Terry had heard
of it before, but never seen it. As for Phil, it was plain that he was ill at
easein spite of his bulk and the advantage of his position. He was ready
to fight. But he was not at all pleased with the prospect.

Terry again glanced at the witnesses.Every one of them was alert, but
there was none of that fear which comes in the faces of ordinary men
when strife between men is at hand. And suddenly Terry knew that
every one of the five men in the room was an old familiar of danger,
every one of them a past master of gun fighting!
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Chapter24
The uneasy wait continued for a moment or more. The whisper of Joe
Pollard to his daughter barely reached the ear of Terry.

"Cut in between 'em, girl. You can handle 'em. I can't!"
She responded instantly, before Terry recovered from his shock of

surprise.
"Slim, keep away from your gun!"
She spoke as she whirled from her chair to her feet. It was strange to

seeher direct all her attention to Slim, when Phil Marvin seemedthe one
about to draw.

"I ain't even nearin' my gun," asserted Slim truthfully. "It's Phil that's
got a strangle hold on his."

"You're waiting for him to draw," said the girl calmly enough. "I know
you, Slim. Phil, don't be a fool. Drop your hand away from that gat!"

He hesitated; she stepped directly between him and his enemy of the
moment and jerked the gun from its holster. Then she faced Slim. Obvi-
ously Phil was not displeased to have the matter taken out of his hands;
obviously Slim was not so pleased. He looked coldly up to the girl.

"This is between him and me," he protested. "I don't need none of your
help, Kate."

"Don't you? You're going to get it, though. Gimme that gun, Slim
Dugan!"

"I want a square deal," he complained. "I figure Phil has been crooking
the dice on me."

"Bah! Besides, I'll give you a square deal."
She held out her hand for the weapon.
"Got any doubts about me being square, Slim?"
"Kate, leave this to me!"
"Why, Slim, I wouldn't let you run loose now for a million. You got

that ugly look in your eyes. I know you, partner!"
And to the unutterable astonishment of Terry, the man pulled his gun

from its holster and passed it up to her, his eyes fighting hers, his hand
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moving slowly. She stepped back, weighing the heavy weapons in her
hands. Then she faced Phil Marvin with glittering eyes.

"It ain't the first time you been accusedof queer stunts with the dice.
What's the straight of it, Phil? Been doing anything to these dice?"

"Me? Sure I ain't!"
Her glance lingered on him the least part of a second.
"H'm!" said the girl. "Maybe not."
Slim was on his feet, eager. "Take a look at 'em, Kate. Take a look at

them dice!"
Sheheld them up to the lightÑthen dropped them into a pocket of her

skirt. "I'll look at 'em in the morning, Slim."
"The stuff'll be dry by that time!"
"Dry or not, that's what I'm going to do. I won't trust lamplight."
Slim turned on his heel and flung himself sulkily down on the blanket,

fighting her with sullen eyes. She turned on Phil.
"How much d'you win?"
"Nothin'. Just a couple of hundred."
"Just a couple of hundred! You call that nothing?"
Phil grunted. The other men leaned forward in their interest to watch

the progress of the trial, all saving JoePollard, who sat with his elbows
braced in sprawling fashion on the table, at ease,his eyestwinkling con-
tentedly at the girl. Why she refused to examine the dice at once was
plain to Terry. If they proved to have been gummed, it would mean a
gun fight with the men at a battling temperature. In the morning when
they had cooled down, it might be a different matter. Terry watched her
in wonder. His idea of an efficient woman was basedon Aunt Elizabeth,
cold of eye and brain, practical in methods on the ranch, keen with fig-
ures. The efficiency of this slip of a girl was a different matter, a thing of
passion, of quick insight, of lightning guesses.He could seethe play of
eageremotion in her faceasshestudied Phil Marvin. And how could she
do justice? Terry was baffled.

"How long you two been playing?" "About twenty minutes."
"Not more'n five!" cut in Slim hotly.
"Shut up, Slim!" she commanded. "I'm running this here game; Phil,

how many straight passes did you make?"
"Me? Oh, I dunno. MaybeÑfive."
"Five straight passes!" said the girl. "Five straight passes!"
"You heard me say it," growled big Phil Marvin.
All at once she laughed.
"Phil, give that two hundred back to Slim!"
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It camelike a bolt from the blue, this decision. Marvin hesitated, shook
his head.

"Damned if I do. I don't back down. I won it square!"
"Listen to me," said the girl. Instead of threatening, as Terry expected,

she had suddenly become conciliatory. She stepped close to him and
dropped a slim hand on his burly shoulder. "Ain't Slim a pal of yours?
You and him, ain't you stuck together through thick and thin? He thinks
you didn't win that coin square. Is Slim's friendship worth two hundred
to you, or ain't it? Besides,you ain't lying down to nobody. Why, you big
squarehead, Phil, don't we all know that you'd fight a bull with your
bare hands? Who'd call you yaller? We'd simply say you was square,
Phil, and you know it."

There was a pause. Phil was biting his lip, scowling at Slim. Slim was
sneering in return. It seemedthat she had failed. Even if she forced Phil
to return the money, he and Slim would hate each other as long as they
lived. And Terry gained a keen impression that if the hatred continued,
one of them would die very soon indeed. Her solution of the problem
was a strange one. She faced them both.

"You two big sulky babies!" she exclaimed. "Slim, what did Phil do for
you down in Tecomo?Phil, did Slim stand by you last AprilÑyou know
the time? Why, boys, you're just being plain foolish. Get up, both of you,
and take a walk outside where you'll get cooled down."

Slim rose. He and Phil walked slowly toward the door, at a little dis-
tance from each other, one eyeing the other shrewdly. At the door they
hesitated. Finally, Phil lurched forward and went out first. Slim glided
after.

"By heaven!" groaned Pollard as the door closed. "There goestwo good
men! Kate, what put this last fool idea into your head?"

Shedid not answer for a moment, but dropped into a chair as though
suddenly exhausted.

"It'll work out," she said at length. "You wait for it!"
"Well," grumbled her father, "the mischief is working. Run along to

bed, will you?"
She rose, wearily, and started across the room. But she turned before

she passed out of their sight and leaned against one of the pillars.
"Dad, why you so anxious to get me out of the way?"
"What d'you mean by that? I got no reason.Run along and don't both-

er me!"
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He turned his shoulder on her. As for the girl, she remained a mo-
ment, looking thoughtfully at the broad back of Pollard. Then her glance
shifted and dwelt a moment on TerryÑwith pity, he wondered?

"Good night, boys!"
When the door closed on her, Joe Pollard turned his attention more

fully on his new employee, and when Terry suggested that it was time
for him to turn in, his suggestion was hospitably put to one side. Pollard
began talking genially of the mountains, of the "varmints" he expected
Terry to clean out, and while he talked, he took out a broad silver dollar
and began flicking it in the air and catching it in the calloused palm of
his hand.

"Call it," he interrupted himself to say to Terry.
"Heads," said Terry carelessly.
The coin spun up, flickered at the height of its rise, and rang loudly on

the table.
"You win," said Pollard. "Well, you're a lucky gent, Terry, but I'll go

you ten you can't call it again."
But again Terry called heads,and again the coin chimed, steadied, and

showed the Grecian goddess. The rancher doubled his bet. He lost,
doubled, lost again, doubled again, lost. A pile of money had appeared
by magic before Terry.

"I came to work for money," laughed Terry, "not takeit away."
"I always lose at this game," sighed Joe Pollard.
The door opened, and Phil Marvin and Slim Dugan cameback, talking

and laughing together.
"What d'you know about that?" Pollard exclaimed softly. "Sheguessed

right. She always does! Oughta be a man, with a brain like she's got.
Here we are again!"

He spun the coin; it winked, fell, a streak of light, and again Terry had
won. He began to grow excited. On the next throw he lost. A moment
later his little pile of winnings had disappeared. And now he had forgot-
ten the face of JoePollard, forgotten the room, forgotten everything ex-
cept the thick thumb that snapped the coin into the air. The cold, quiet
passion of the gambler grew in him. He was losing steadily. Out of his
wallet came in a steady stream the last of his winnings at Pedro's. And
still he played. Suddenly the wallet squeezed flat between his fingers.

"Pollard," he said regretfully, "I'm broke."
The other waved away the idea.
"Break up a fine game like this because you're broke?" The cloudy

agate eyes dwelt kindly on the face of Terry, and mysteriously as well.
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"That ain't nothing. Nothing between friends. You don't know the style
of a man I am, Terry. Your word is as good as your money with me!"

"I've no securityÑ"
"Don't talk security. Think I'm a moneylender? This is a game. Come

on!"
Five minutes later Terry was three hundred behind. A mysterious

providence seemed to send all the luck the way of the heavy, tanned
thumb of Pollard.

"That's my limit," he announced abruptly, rising.
"No, no!" Pollard spread out his big hand on the table. "You got the red

hoss, son. You can bet to a thousand. He's worth thatÑto me!"
"I won't bet a cent on him," said Terry firmly.
"Every damn cent I've won from you ag'in' the hoss,son. That's a lot of

cash if you win. If you lose, you're just out that much hossflesh, and I'll
give you a good enough cayuse to take El Sangre's place."

"A dozen wouldn't take his place," insisted Terry.
"That so?"
Pollard leaned back in his chair and put a hand behind his neck to

support his head. It seemed to Terry that the big man made some odd
motion with his hidden fingers. At any rate, the four men who lounged
on the farther side of the room now rose and slowly drifted in different
directions. Oregon Charlie wandered toward the door. Slim sauntered to
the window behind the piano and stood idly looking out into the night.
Phil Marvin began to examine a saddle hanging from a peg on one of the
posts, and finally, chunky Marty Cardiff strolled to the kitchen door and
appeared to study the hinges.

All these things were done casually, but Terry, his attention finally off
the game, caught a meaning in them. Every exit was blocked for him. He
was trapped at the will of Joe Pollard!
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Chapter25
Looking back, he could understand everything easily. The horse was the
main objective of Pollard. He had won the money so as to tempt Terry to
gamble with the value of the blood-bay. But by fair means or foul he in-
tended to have El Sangre.And now, the moment his men were in place,
a change came over Pollard. He straightened in the chair. A slight out-
thrust of his lower jaw made his face strangely brutal, conscienceless.
And his cloudy agate eyes were unreadable.

"Look here, Terry," he argued calmly, but Terry could see that the
voice was raised so that it would undubitably reach the ears of the
farthest of the four men. "I don't mind letting a gambling debt ride when
a gent ain't got anything more to put up for covering his money. But
when a gent has got more, I figure he'd ought to cover with it."

Unreasoning anger swelled in the throat of Terry Hollis; the same
blind passion which had surged in him before he started up at the
Cornish table and revealed himself to the sheriff. And the similarity was
what sobered him. It was the hunger to battle, to kill. And it seemed to
him that Black Jackhad stepped out of the old picture and now stood be-
hind him, tempting him to strike.

Another covert signal from Pollard. Every one of the four turned to-
ward him. The chances of Terry were diminished, nine out of ten, for
each of those four, he shrewdly guessed,was a practiced gunman. Cold
reason came to Terry's assistance.

"I told you when I was broke," he said gently. "I told you that I was
through. You told me to go on."

"I figured you was kidding me," said Pollard harshly. "I knew you still
had El Sangreback. Son, I'm a kind sort of a man, I am. I got a name for
it."

In spite of himself a faint and cruel smile flickered at the corners of his
mouth as he spoke. He became grave again.

"But they's some things I can't stand. They's some things that I hate
worse'n I hate poison. I won't say what one of 'em is. I leave it to you.
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And I ask you to keep in the game. A thousand bucks ag'in' a boss.Ain't
that more'n fair?"

He no longer took pains to disguise his voice. It was hard and heavy
and rang into the ear of Terry. And the latter, feeling that his hour had
come, looked deliberately around the room and took note of every
guarded exit, the four men now openly on watch for any action on his
part. Pollard himself sat erect, on the edge of his chair, and his right
hand had disappeared beneath the table.

"Suppose I throw the coin this time?" he suggested.
"By God!" thundered Pollard, springing to his feet and throwing off

the mask completely. "You damned skunk, are you accusin' me of crook-
ing the throw of the coin?"

Terry waited for the least momentÑwaited in a dull wonder to find
himself unafraid. But there was no fear in him. There was only a cold,
methodical calculation of chances.He told himself, deliberately, that no
matter how fast Pollard might be, he would prove the faster. He would
kill Pollard. And he would undoubtedly kill one of the others. And they,
beyond a shadow of a doubt, would kill him. He saw all this as in a
picture.

"Pollard," he said, more gently than before, "you'll have to eat that
talk!"

A flash of bewilderment crossed the face of PollardÑthen rageÑthen
that slight contraction of the features which in some men precedesa viol-
ent effort.

But the effort did not come. While Terry literally wavered on tiptoe,
his nerves straining for the pull of his gun and the leap to one side as he
sent his bullet home, a deep, unmusical voice cut in on them:

"Just hold yourself up a minute, will you, Joe?"
Terry looked up. On the balcony in front of the sleeping rooms of the

second story, his legs spread apart, his hands shoved deep into his
trouser pockets, his shapelessblack hat crushed on the back of his head,
and a broad smile on his ugly face, stood his nemesisÑDenver the yegg!

Pollard sprang back from the table and spoke with his face still turned
to Terry.

"Pete!" he called. "Come in!"
But Denver, alias Shorty, alias Pete, merely laughed.
"Come in nothing, you fool! Joe,you're about half a second from hell,

and so's a couple more of you. D'you know who the kid is? Eh? I'll tell
you, boys. It's the kid that dropped old Minter. It's the kid that beat foxy
JoeMinter to the draw. It's young Hollis. Why, you damned blind men,
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look at his face! It's the son of Black Jack. It's Black Jack himself come
back to us!"

JoePollard had let his hand fall away from his gun. He gaped at Terry
as though he were seeinga ghost. He camea long pacenearer and let his
arms fall on the table, where they supported his weight.

"Black Jack," he kept whispering. "Black Jack! God above, are you
Black Jack's son?"

And the bewildered Terry answered:
"I'm his son. Whatever you think, and be damned to you all! I'm his

son and I'm proud of it. Now get your gun!"
But JoePollard becamea great catapult that shot across the table and

landed beside Terry. Two vast hands swallowed the hands of the young-
er man and crushed them to numbness.

"Proud of it? God a'mighty, boy, why wouldn't you be? Black Jack's
son! Pete, thank God you come in time!"

"In time to save your head for you, Joe."
"I believe it," said the big man humbly. "I b'lieve he would of cleaned

up on me. Maybe on all of us. Black Jackwould of come closeto doing it.
But you come in time, Pete. And I'll never forget it."

While he spoke, he was still wringing the hands of Terry. Now he
dragged the stunned Terry around the table and forced him down in his
own huge, padded armchair, his sign of power. But it was only to drag
him up from the chair again.

"Lemme look at you! Black Jack'sboy! As like Black Jackasever I seen,
too. But a shade taller. Eh, Pete?A shade taller. And a shade heavier in
the shoulders. But you got the look. I might of knowed you by the look
in your eyes.Hey, Slim, damn your good-for-nothing hide, drag Johnny
here pronto by the back of the neck!"

Johnny, the Chinaman, appeared, blinking at the lights. Joe Pollard
clapped him on the shoulder with staggering force.

"Johnny, you see!"a broad gesture to Terry. "Old friend. Just find out.
Velly old friend. Like pretty much a whole damned lot. Get down in the
cellar, you yaller old sinner, and get out the oldest bourbon I got there.
You savvy? Pretty damned prontoÑhurry upÑquickÑold keg. Git out!"

Johnny was literally hurled out of the room toward the kitchen, trail-
ing a crackle of strange-sounding but unmistakable profanity behind
him. And JoePollard, perching his bulk on the edge of the table, intro-
duced Terry to the boys again, for Oregon had come back with word that
Kate would be out soon.
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"Here's Denver Pete. You know him already, and he's worth his
weight in any man's company. Here's Slim Dugan, that could scent a big
coin shipment a thousand miles away. Phil Marvin ain't any slouch at
stalling a gent with a fat wallet and leading him up to be plucked. Marty
Cardiff ain't half so tame as he looks, and he's the best trailer that ever
squinted at a buzzard in the sky; he knows this whole country like a
book. And Oregon Charlie is the best all-around man you ever seen,
from railroads to stages.And meÑI'm sort of a handyman. Well, Black
Jack, your old man himself never got a finer crew together than this, eh?"

Denver Pete had waited until his big friend finished. Then he re-
marked quietly: "All very pretty, partner, but Terry figures he walks the
straight and narrow path. Savvy?"

"Just a kid's fool hunch!" snorted JoePollard. "Didn't your dad show
me the ropes?Wasn't it him that taught me all I ever knew? Sure it was,
and I'm going to do the same for you, Terry. Damn my eyes if I ain't!
And here I beensitting, trimming you! Son,take back the coin. I was sure
playing a cheap gameÑand I apologize, man to man."

But Terry shook his head.
"You won it," he said quietly. "And you'll keep it."
"Won nothing. I can call every coin I throw. I was stealing, not

gambling. I was gold-digging! Take back the stuff!"
"If I was fool enough to lose it that way, it'll stay lost," answered Terry.
"But I won't keep it, son."
"Then give it away. But not to me."
"Black JackÑ" began Pollard.
But he received a signal from Denver Pete and abruptly changed the

subject.
"Let it go, then. They's plenty of loose coin rolling about this day. If

you got a thin purse today, I'll make it fat for you in a week. But think of
me stumbling on to you!"

It was the first time that Terry had a fair opportunity to speak, and he
made the best of it.

"It's very pleasant to meet youÑon this basis,"he said. "But as for tak-
ing upÑerÑroad lifeÑ"

The lifted hand of JoePollard made it impossible for him to complete
his sentence.

"I know. You got scruples, son. Sure you got 'em. I used to have 'em,
too, till your old man got 'em out of my head."

Terry winced. But JoePollard rambled on, ignorant that he had struck
a blow in the dark: "When I met up with the original Black Jack, I was
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slavin' my life away with a pick trying to turn ordinary quartz into pay
dirt. Making a fool of myself, that's what I was doing. Along comesBlack
Jack.He needed a man. He picks me up and takes me along with him. I
tried to talk Bible talk. He showed me where I was a fool.

"'All you got to do,' he says to me, 'is to make sure that you ain't steal-
ing from an honest man. And they's about one gent in three with money
that's come by it honest, in this part of the world. The rest is just plain
thieves, but they been clever enough to cover it up. Pick on that crew,
Pollard, and squeeze 'em till they run money into your hand. I'll show
you how to do it!'

"Well, it come pretty hard to me at first. I didn't seehow it was done.
But he showed me. He'd send a scout around to a mining camp. If they
was a crooked wheel in the gambling house that was making a lot of
coin, Black Jackwould slide in some night, stick up the works, and clean
out with the loot. If they was some dirty dog that had jumped a claim
and was making a pile of coin out of it, Black Jackwould drop out of the
sky onto him and take the gold."

Terry listened, fascinated. He was having the workings of his father's
mind re-created for him and spread plainly before his eyes. And there
was a certain terror and also a certain attractiveness about what he
discovered.

"It sounds, maybe, like an easy thing to do, to just stick on the trail of
them that you know are worse crooks than you. But it ain't. I've tried it.
I've seenBlack Jackpassup ten thousand like it was nothing, becausethe
gent that had it come by it honest. But I can't do it, speaking in general.
But I'll tell you more about the old man."

"Thank you," said Terry, "butÑ"
"And when you're with usÑ"
"You see,"said Terry firmly, "I plan to do the work you asked me to

doÑ kill what you wanted killed on the range. And when I've worked
off the money I owe youÑ"

Before he could complete his sentence,a door opened on the far side of
the room, and Kate Pollard entered again. Shehad risen from her bed in
some haste to answer the summons of her father. Her bright hair poured
across her shoulders, a heavy, greenish-blue dressing gown was drawn
about her and held close with one hand at her breast. She came slowly
toward them. And she seemedto Terry to have changed. There was less
of the masculine about her than there had been earlier in the evening.
Her walk was slow, her eyeswere wide as though she had no idea what
might await her, and the light glinted white on the untanned portion of
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her throat, and on her arm where the loose sleeve of the dressing gown
fell back from it.

"Kate," said her father, "I had to get you up to tell you the big newsÑ
biggest news you ever heard of! Girl, who've I always told you was the
greatest gent that ever come into my life?"

"Jack HollisÑBlack Jack," she said, without hesitation. "According to
your way of thinking, Dad!"

Plainly her own conclusions might be very different.
"According to anybody's way of thinking, as long as they was thinking

right. And d'you know who we've got here with us now? Could you
guess it in a thousand years?Why, the kid that come tonight. Black Jack
as sure as if he was a picture out of a book, and me a blind fool that
didn't know him. Kate, here's the second Black Jack.Terry Hollis. Give
him your hand agin and say you're glad to have him for his dad's sake
and for his own! Kate, he's done a man's job already. It's him that
dropped old foxy Minter!"

The last of these words faded out of the hearing of Terry. He felt the
lowered eyes of the girl rise and fall gravely on his face, and her glance
rested there a long moment with a new and solemn questioning. Then
her hand went slowly out to him, a cold hand that barely touched his
with its fingertips and then dropped away.

But what Terry felt was that it was the same glance she had turned to
him when she stood leaning against the post earlier that evening. There
was a pity in it, and a sort of despair which he could not understand.

And without saying a word she turned her back on them and went out
of the room as slowly as she had come into it.
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Chapter26
"It don't mean nothing," Pollard hastened to assureTerry. "It don't mean
a thing in the world except that she'sa fool girl. The queerest, orneriest,
kindest, strangest,wildest thing in the shapeof calico that ever come into
theseparts since her mother died before her. But the more you seeof her,
the more you'll value her. She can ride like a manÑno wear out to
herÑand she's got the courage of a man. Besideswhich she can sling a
gun like it would do your heart good to seeher! Don't take nothing she
does to heart. She don't mean no harm. But she sure does tangle up a
gent's ideas. Here I been living with her nigh onto twenty years and I
don't savvy her none yet. Eh, boys?"

"I'm not offended in the least," said Terry quietly.
And he was not, but he was more interested than he had ever been be-

fore by man, woman, or child. And for the past few seconds his mind
had been following her through the door behind which she had
disappeared.

"And if I were to seemore of her, no doubtÑ" He broke off with: "But
I'm not apt to seemuch more of any of you, Mr. Pollard. If I can't stay
here and work off that three-hundred-dollar debtÑ"

"Work, hell! No son of Black JackHollis can work for me. But he can
live with me asa partner, son, and he can have everything I got, half and
half, and the bigger half to him if he asks for it. That's straight!"

Terry raised a protesting hand. Yet he was touchedÑintimately
touched. He had tried hard to fit in his place among the honest people of
the mountains by hard and patient work. They would have none of him.
His own kind turned him out. And among thesemenÑmen who had no
law, as he had every reason to believeÑhe was instantly taken in and
made one of them.

"But no more talk tonight," said Pollard. "I can seeyou're played out.
I'll show you the room."

He caught a lantern from the wall as he spoke and began to lead the
way up the stairs to the balcony. He pointed out the advantages of the
house as he spoke.
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"Not half badÑthis house, eh?" he said proudly. "And who d'you
think planned it? Your old man, kid. It was Black JackHollis himself that
done it! He was took off sudden before he'd had a chanceto work it out
and build it. But I used his ideas in this the same's I've done in other
things. His idea was a house like a ship.

"They build a ship in compartments, eh?Ship hits a rock, water comes
in. But it only fills one compartment, and the old ship still floats. Same
with this house. You seenthem walls. And the walls on the outside ain't
the only thing. Every partition is the same thing, pretty near; and a gent
could stand behind thesedoors safeas if he was a mile away from a gun.
Why? Becausethey's a nice little lining of the best steel you ever seenin
the middle of 'em.

"Cost a lot. Sure. But look at us now. Supposea possewas to rush the
house. They bust into the kitchen side. Where are they? Just the same as
if they hadn't got in at all. I bolt the doors from the inside of the big
room, and they're shut out agin. Or suppose they take the big room?
Then a couple of us slide out on this balcony and spray 'em with lead.
This house ain't going to be took till the last room is filled full of the
sheriff's men!"

He paused on the balcony and looked proudly over the big, baronial
room below them. It seemed huger than ever from this viewpoint, and
the men below them were dwarfed. The light of the lanterns did not ex-
tend all the way across it, but fell in pools here and there, gleaming
faintly on the men below.

"But doesn't it make people suspicious to have a fort like this built on
the hill?" asked Terry.

"Of course. If they knew. But they don't know, son, and they ain't go-
ing to find out the lining of this house till they try it out with lead."

He brought Terry into one of the bedrooms and lighted a lamp. As the
flare steadied in the big circular oil burner and the light spread, Terry
made out a surprisingly comfortable apartment. There was not a bunk,
but a civilized bed, beside which was a huge, tawny mountain-lion skin
softening the floor. The window was curtained in some pleasant blue
stuff, and there were a few spots of color on the wallÑonly calendars,
some of them, but helping to give a livable impression for the place.

"Kate's work," grinned Pollard proudly. "She'sbeen fixing theserooms
up all out of her own head. Never got no ideas out of me. Anything you
might lack, son?"

Terry told him he would be very comfortable, and the big man wrung
his hand again as he bade him good night.
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"The best work that Denver ever done was bringing you to me," he de-
clared. "Which you'll find it out before I'm through. I'm going to give you
a home!" And he strode away before Terry could answer.

The rather rare consciousnessof having done a good deed swelled in
the heart of Joe Pollard on his way down from the balcony. When he
reached the floor below, he found that the four men had gone to bed and
left Denver alone, drawn back from the light into a shadowy corner,
where he was flanked by the gleam of a bottle of whisky on the one side
and a shimmering glass on the other. Although Pollard was the nominal
leader, he was in secretawe of the yegg. For Denver was an "in-and-out-
er." Sometimes he joined them in the West; sometimes he "worked" an
Eastern territory. He came and went as he pleased,and was more or less
a law to himself. Moreover, he had certain qualities of silence and brood-
ing that usually disturbed the leader. They troubled him now as he ap-
proached the squat, shapeless figure in the corner chair.

"What you think of him?" said Denver.
"A good kid and a clean-cut kid," decided Joe Pollard judicially.

"Maybe he ain't another Black Jack,but he's tolerable cool for a young-
ster. Stood up and looked me in the eye like a man when I had him
cornered a while back. Good thing for him you come out when you did!"

"A good thing for you, Joe,"replied Denver Pete. "He'd of turned you
into fertilizer, bo!"

"Maybe; maybe not. Maybe they's some things I could teach him about
gun- slinging, Pete."

"Maybe; maybe not," parodied Denver. "You've learned a good deal
about guns, JoeÑquite a bit. But there's some things about gun fighting
that nobody can learn. It's got to be born into 'em. Remember how Black
Jack used to slide out his gat?"

"Yep. There was a man!"
"And Minter, too. There's a born gunman."
"Sure. We all know Uncle JoeÑdamn his soul!"
"But the kid beat Uncle Joefair and square from an even breakÑand

beat him bad. Made his draw, held it so's Joe could partway catch up
with him, and then drilled him clean!"

Pollard scratched his chin.
"I'd believe that if I seen it," he declared.
"Pal, it wasn't Terry that done the talking; it was Gainor. He's seen a

good deal of gunplay, and said that Terry's was the coolest he ever
watched."
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"All right for that part of it," said JoePollard. "Suppose he's fastÑ but
can I use him? I like him well enough; I'll give him a good deal; but is he
going to mean charity all the time he hangs out with me?"

"Maybe; maybe not," chuckled Denver again. "Use him the way he can
be used, and he'll be the best bargain you ever turned. Black Jackstarted
you in business;Black Jackthe Secondwill make you rich if you handle
him rightÑand ruin you if you make a slip."

"How come? He talks this 'honesty' talk pretty strong."
"Gimme a chanceto talk," said Denver contemptuously. "Takes a gent

that's used to reading the secretsof a safe to read the secretsof a gent's
head. And I've read the secret of young Black JackHollis. He's a pile of
dry powder, Joe.Throw in the spark and he'll explode so damned loud
they'll hear him go off all over the country."

"How?"
"First, you got to keep him here."
"How?"
JoePollard sat back with the air of one who will be convinced through

no mental effort of his own. But Denver was equal to the demand.
"I'm going to show you. He thinks he owes you three hundred."
"That's foolish. I cheated the kid out of it. I'll give it back to him and all

the rest I won."
Denver paused and studied the other as one amazed by such

stupidity.
"Pal, did you ever try, in the old days, to giveanything to the old Black

Jack?"
"H'm. Well, he sure hated charity. But this ain't charity."
"It ain't in your eyes.It is in Terry's. If you insist, he'll get sore.No, Joe.

Let him think he owes you that money. Let him start in working it off for
youÑhonest work. You ain't got any ranch work. Well, set him to cutting
down trees, or anything. That'll help to hold him. If he makes some
gambling playÑand he's got the born gambler in himÑyou got one last
thing that'll be apt to keep him here."

"What's that?"
"Kate."
Pollard stirred in his chair.
"How d'you mean that?" he asked gruffly.
"I mean what I said," retorted Denver. "I watched young Black Jack

looking at her. He had his heart in his eyes, the kid did. He likes her, in
spite of the frosty mitt she handed him. Oh, he's falling for her, palÑand
he'll keep on falling. Just slip the word to Kate to kid him along. Will
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you? And after we got him glued to the place here, we'll figure out the
way to turn Terry into a copy of his dad. We'll figure out how to shoot
the spark into the powder, and then stand clear for the explosion."

Denver came silently and swiftly out of the chair, his pudgy hand
spread on the table and his eyes gleaming close to the face of Pollard.

"Joe," he said softly, "if that kid goes wrong, he'll be as much as his
father ever wasÑand maybe more. He'll rake in the money like it was
dirt. How do I know? BecauseI've talked to him. I've watched him and
trailed him. He's trying hard to go straight. He's failed twice; the third
time he'll bust and throw in with us. And if he does, he'll clean up the
coinÑand we'll get our share.Why ain't you made more money yourself,
Joe?You got as many men as Black Jackever had. It's becauseyou ain't
got the fire in you. Neither have I. We're nothing but tools ready for an-
other man to use the way Black Jackused us. Nurse this kid along a little
while, and he'll show us how to pry open the places where the real coin
is cachedaway. And he'll lead us in and out with no danger to us and all
the real risk on his own head. That's his wayÑthat was his dad's way be-
fore him."

Pollard nodded slowly. "Maybe you're right."
"I know I am. He's a gold mine, this kid is. But we got to buy him with

something more than gold. And I know what that something is. I'm go-
ing to show him that the good, lawabiding citizens have made up their
minds that he's no good; that they're all ag'in' him; and when he finds
that out, he'll go wild. They ain't no doubt of it. He'll show his teeth! And
when he shows his teeth, he'll taste bloodÑthey ain't no doubt of it."

"Going to make himÑkill?" asked Pollard very softly.
"Why not? He'll do it sooner or later anyway. It's in his blood."
"I suppose it is."
"I got an idea. There's a young gent in town named Larrimer, ain't

there?"
"Sure. A rough kid, too. It was him that killed Kennedy last spring."
"And he's proud of his reputation?"
"Sure. He'd go a hundred miles to have a fight with a gent with a good

name for gunplay."
"Then hark to me sing, Joe!Send Terry into town to get something for

you. I'll drop in ahead of him and find Larrimer, and tell Larrimer that
Black Jack'sson is aroundÑthe man that dropped Sheriff Minter. Then
I'll bring 'em together and give 'em a running start."

"And risk Terry getting his head blown off?"
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"If he can't beat Larrimer, he's no use to us; if he kills Larrimer, it's
good riddance. The kid is going to get bumped off sometime, anyway.
He's badÑall the way through."

Pollard looked with a sort of wonder on his companion.
"You're a nice, kind sort of a gent, ain't you, Denver?"
"I'm a moneymaker," asserted Denver coldly. "And, just now, Terry

Hollis is my gold mine. Watch me work him!"
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Chapter27
It was some time before Terry could sleep, though it was now very late.
When he put out the light and slipped into the bed, the darkness brought
a bright flood of memories of the day before him. It seemedto him that
half a lifetime had been crowded into the brief hours since he was fired
on the ranch that morning. Behind everything stirred the ugly face of
Denver asa sort of controlling nemesis.It seemedto him that the chunky
little man had been pulling the wires all the time while he, Terry Hollis,
danced in response. Not a flattering thought.

Nervously, Terry got out of bed and went to the window. The night
was cool, cut crisp rather than chilling. His eye went over the velvet
blackness of the mountain slope above him to the ragged line of the
crestÑthen a dizzy plunge to the brightness of the stars beyond. The
very sense of distance was soothing; it washed the gloom and the
troubles away from him. He breathed deep of the fragrance of the pines
and then went back to his bed.

He had hardly taken his place in it when the sleep began to well up
over his brainÑwaves of shadows running out of corners of his mind.
And then suddenly he was wide awake, alert.

Someone had opened the door. There had been no sound; merely a
change in the air currents of the room, but there was also the senseof an-
other presenceso clearly that Terry almost imagined he could hear the
breathing.

He was beginning to shrug the thought away and smile at his own
nervousness,when he heard that unmistakable sound of a foot pressing
the floor. And then he remembered that he had left his gun belt far from
the bed. In a burning moment that lesson was printed in his mind, and
would never be forgotten. Slowly as possible and without sound, he
drew up his feet little by little, spread his arms gently on either side of
him, and made himself tense for the effort. Whoever it was that entered,
they might be taken by surprise. He dared not lift his head to look; and
he was on the verge of leaping up and at the approaching noise, when a
whisper came to him softly: "Black Jack!"
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