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Chapter1
The Beginning of it

If you would glimpse the savagewhich normally lies asleep,thank God,
in most of us, you have only to do this thing of which I shall tell you, and
from some safe sanctuary where leaden couriers may not bear prema-
turely the tidings of man's debasement,watch the world below. You may
seecivilization swing back with a snap to savagery and worseÑbecause
savagery enlightened by the civilization of centuries is a deadly thing to
let loose among men. Our savage forebears were but superior animals
groping laboriously after economic security and a social condition that
would yield most prolifically the fruit of all the world's desire,
happiness; to-day, when we swing back to something akin to savagery,
we do it for lust of gain, like our forebears, but we do it wittingly. So, if
you would look upon the unlovely spectacleof civilized men turned sav-
age,and seethem toil painfully back to lawful living, you have but to do
this:

Seeka spot remote from the great centers of our vaunted civilization,
where Nature, in a wanton gold-revel of her own, has sprinkled her river
beds with the shining dust, hidden it away under ledges, buried it in
deep canyons in playful miserliness and salved with its potent glow the
time-scars upon the cheeksof her gaunt mountains. You have but to find
a tiny bit of Nature's gold, fling it in the face of civilization and raise the
hunting cry. Then, from that safesanctuary which you have chosen,you
may look your fill upon the awakening of the primitive in man; seehim
throw off civilization as a sleeper flings aside the cloak that has covered
him; watch the savages fight, whom your gold has conjured.

They will come, those savages; straight as the arrow flies they will
come, though mountains and deserts and hurrying rivers bar their way.
And the plodding, law-abiding citizens who kiss their wives and hold
close their babiesand fling hasty, comforting words over their shoulders
to tottering old mothers when they go to answer the hunting callÑthey
will be your savageswhen the gold lust grips them. And the towns they
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build of their greed will be but the nucleus of all the crime let loose upon
the land. There will be men among your savages;men in whom the finer
stuff outweighs the grossnessand the greed. But to save their lives and
that thing they prize more than life or gold, and call by the name of hon-
or or friendship or justiceÑthat thing which is the essenceof all the fine-
ness in their naturesÑto save that and their lives they also must fight,
like savages who would destroy them.

There was a little, straggling hamlet born of the Mission which the
padres founded among the sand hills beside a great, uneasy stretch of
water which a dreamer might liken to a naughty child that had run away
from its mother, the ocean, through a little gateway which the land left
open by chance and was hiding there among the hills, listening to the
calling of the surf voice by night, out there beyond the gate, and lying
sullen and still when mother oceansent the fog and the tides a-seeking;a
truant child that played by itself and danced little wave danceswhich it
had learned of its mother ages agone, and laughed up at the hills that
smiled down upon it.

The padres thought mostly of the savageswho lived upon the land,
and strove earnestly to teach them the lessonswhich, sandal-shod, with
crucifix to point the way, they had marched up from the south to set be-
fore thesechildren of the wild. Also cameships, searching for that truant
ocean-child, the bay, of which men had heard; and so the hamlet was
born of civilization.

Came afterwards noblemen from Spain, with parchments upon which
the king himself had set his seal.Mile upon mile, they chosethe land that
pleased them best; and by virtue of the king's word called it their own.
They drove cattle up from the south to feed upon the hills and in the val-
leys. They brought beautiful wives and set them a-queening it over spa-
cious homes which they built of clay and native wood and furnished
with the luxuries they brought with them in the ships. They reared
lovely daughters and strong, hot-blooded sons; and they grew rich in
cattle and in contentment, in this paradise which Nature had set apart
for her own playground and which the zeal of the padres had found and
claimed in the name of God and their king.

The hamlet beside the bay was small, but it received the ships and the
goods they brought and bartered for tallow and hides; and although the
place numbered lessthan a thousand souls, it was large enough to please
the dons who dwelt like the patriarchs of old in the valleys.
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Then Chance, that sardonic jester who loves best to thwart the dearest
desires of men and warp the destiny of nations, became piqued at the
peace and the plenty in the land which lay around the bay. Chance,
knowing well how best and quickest to let savagery loose upon the land,
plucked a handful of gold from the breast of Nature, held it aloft that all
the world might be made mad by the gleam of it, and raised the hunting
call.

Chance also it was that took the trails of two adventurous young fel-
lows whose earshad caught her cry of "Good hunting" and set their faces
westward from the plains of Texas; but here her jest was kindly. The
young fellows took the trail together and were content. Together they
heard the hunting call and went seeking the gold that was luring thou-
sands across the deserts; together they dug for it, found it, shared it
when all was done. Together they heeded the warning of falling leaf and
chilling night winds, and with buckskin bags comfortably heavy went
down the mountain trail to SanFrancisco,that ugly, moiling center of the
savagery, to idle through the winter.

Here, becauseof certain traits which led each man to seek the thing
that pleased him best, the trail forked for a time. One was caught in the
turgid whirlpool which was the sporting element of the town, and
would not leave it. Him the gamesand the women and the fighting drew
irresistibly. The other sickened of the place, and one day when all the
grassy hillsides shone with the golden glow of poppies to prove that
spring was near, almost emptied a bag of gold becausehe had seenand
fancied a white horse which a drunken Spaniard from the San Joaquin
was riding up and down the narrow strip of sand which was a street,
showing off alike his horsemanship and his drunkenness. The horse he
bought, and the outfit, from the silver-trimmed saddle and bridle to the
rawhide riata hanging coiled upon one side of the narrow fork and the
ivory-handled Colt's revolver tucked snugly in its holster upon the other
side. Pleasedas a child over a Christmas stocking, he straightway moun-
ted the beautiful beast and galloped away to the south, still led by
Chance, the jester.

He returned in a week, enamored alike of his horse and of the ranch he
had discovered. He was going back, he said. There were cattle by the
thousandsÑand he was a cattleman, from the top of his white sombrero
to the tips of his calfskin boots, for all he had bent his back laboriously all
summer over a hole in the ground, and had idled in town since Thanks-
giving. He was a cowboy (vaquero was the name they used in those
pleasant valleys) and so was his friend. And he had found a cowboy's
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paradise, and a welcome which a king could not cavil at. Would Jack
stake himself to a horse and outfit, and come to Palo Alto till the snow
was well out of the mountains and they could go back to their mine?

Jackblew three small smoke-rings with nice precision, watched them
float and fade while he thought of a certain girl who had lately smiled
upon himÑand in return had got smile for smileÑand said he guessed
he'd stick to town life for a while.

"Old Don Andres Picardo's a prince," argued Dade, "and he's got a
rancho that's a paradise on earth. Likes us gringosÑwhich is more than
most of 'em doÑand said his house and all he's got is half mine, and
nothing but the honor's all his. You know the Spaniards; seems like
Texas,down there. I told him I had a partner, and he said he'd be doubly
honored if it pleased my partner to sleep under his poor roofÑred tiles,
by the way, and not so poor!Ñand sit at his table. One of the 'fine old
families,' they are, Jack. I came back after you and my traps."

"That fellow you bought the white caballo from got shot that same
night," Jackobserved irrelevantly. "He was weeping all over me part of
the evening, becausehe'd sold the horse and you had pulled out so he
couldn't buy him back. Then he cameinto Billy Wilson's place and sat in-
to a game at the table next to mine; and some kind of a quarrel started.
He'd overlooked that gun on the saddle, it seems,and so he only had a
knife. He whipped it out, first pass,but a bullet got him in the heart. The
fellow that did itÑ" Jack blew two more rings and watched them ab-
sentlyÑ"the Committee rounded him up and took him out to the oak,
next morning. Trial took about fifteen minutes, all told. They had him
hung, in their own minds, before the greaserquit kicking. I knowthe man
shot in self-defense; I saw the Spaniard pull his knife and start for him
with blood in his eye. But some of the Committee had it in for Sandy,
and soÑit was adios for him, poor devil. They murdered him in cold
blood. I told them so, too. I told themÑ"

"Yes, I haven't the slightest doubt of that!" Dade flung away a half-
smoked cigarette and agitatedly began to roll another one. "That's one
reason why I want you to come down to Palo Alto, Jack.You know how
things are going here, lately; and Perkins hates you since you took the
part of that peon he was beating up,Ñand, by the way, I saw that same
Injun at Don Andres' rancho. Now that Perkins is Captain, you'll get into
trouble if you hang around this burg without some one to hold you
down. This ain't any place for a man that's got your temper and tongue.
Say, I heard of a horseÑ"

6



"No, you don't! You can't lead me out like that, old boy. I'm all right;
Bill Wilson and I are pretty good friends; and Bill's almost as high a card
as the Committee, if it ever came to a show-down. But it won't. I'm not a
fool; I didn't quarrel with them, honest. They had me up for a witness
and I told the truthÑwhich didn't happen to jibe with the verdict they
meant to give. The Captain as good as said so, and I just pleasantly and
kindly told him that in my opinion Sandy was a better man than any one
of 'em. That's all there was to it. The Captain excused me from the wit-
nesschair, and I walked out of the tent. And we're friendly enough when
we meet; so you needn't worry about me."

"Better come, anyway," urged Dade, though he was not hopeful of
winning his way.

Jackshook his head. "No, I don't want anything of country life just yet.
I had all the splendid solitude my system needs, this last summer. You
like it; you're a kind of a lone rider anyway. You never did mix well. You
go back and honor Don Andres with your presenceÑand he is honored.
If the old devil only knew it! Maybe, later onÑSo you like your new
horse, huh? What you going to call him?"

Dade grinned a little. "Remember that picture in Shakespeareof 'White
Surry'? Or it was in Shakespearetill you tore it out to start a fire, that wet
night; remember? The arch in his neck, and all? I hadn't gone a mile on
him till I was calling him Surry; and say, Jack,he's a wonder! Come out
and take a look at him. Can't be more than four years old, and gentle asa
kitten. That poor devil knew how to train a horse, even if he didn't have
any senseabout whisky. I'll bet money couldn't have touched him if the
man had been sober."

He stopped in the doorway and looked up and down the street with
open disgust. "Come on down to Picardo's, Jack;what the deuce is there
here to hold you? How a man that knows horses and the range, can
stand for thisÑ" he waved a gloved hand at the squalid streetÑ"is
something I can't understand. To me, it's like hell with the lid off. What's
holding you anyway? Another se–orita?"

"I'm making more money here lately than I did in the mine." Jack
evaded smoothly. "I won a lot last night. Whee-ee! Say, you played in
some luck yourself, old man, when you bought that outfit. That saddle
and bridle's worth all you paid for the whole thing. White Surry, eh?He
has got a neckÑand, Lord, look at those legs!"

"Climb on and try him out once!" invited Dade guilefully. If he could
stir the horseman's blood in Jack'sveins, he thought he might get him
away from town.
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"Haven't time right now, Dade. I promised to meet a friendÑ"
Dade shrugged his shoulders and painstakingly smoothed the hair tas-

sel which dangled from the browband. The Spaniard had owned a fine
eye for effect when he chosejet black trappings for Surry, who was white
to his shining hoofs.

"All right; I'll put him in somewhere till after dinner. Then I'm going to
pull out again. I can't stand this hell-pot of a townÑnot after the Picardo
hacienda."

"I wonder," grinned Jack slyly, "if there isn't a se–orita at Palo Alto?"
He got no answer of any sort. Dade was combing with his fingers the

crinkled mane which fell to the very chest of his new horse, and if he
heard he made no betraying sign.
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Chapter2
The Vigilantes

Bill Wilson came to the door of his saloon and stood with his hands on
his hips, looking out upon the heterogeneous assembly of virile man-
hood that formed the bulk of San Francisco's population a year or two
after the first gold cry had been raised. Above his head flapped the great
cloth sign tacked quite across the rough building, heralding to all who
could read the words that this was BILL WILSON'S PLACE. A flaunting
bit of information it was, and quite superfluous; since practically every
man in SanFrancisco drifted towards it, soon or late, as the place where
the most whisky was drunk and the most gold lost and won, with the
most beautiful women to smile or frown upon the lucky, in all the town.

The trade wind knew that Bill Wilson's place needed no sign save its
presence there, and was loosening a corner in the hope of carrying it
quite away as a trophy. Bill glanced up, promised the resisting cloth an
extra nail or two, and let his thoughts and his eyes wander again to the
sweeping tide of humanity that flowed up and down the straggling
street of sand and threatened to engulf the store which men spoke of
simply as "Smith's."

A shipload of supplies had lately been carted there, and miners were
feverishly buying bacon, beans, "self-rising" flour, matches,
teaÑeverything within the limits of their gold dust and their carrying ca-
pacityÑwhich they needed for hurried trips to the hills where was hid-
den the gold they dreamed of night and day.

To Bill that tide meant so much business; and he was not the man to
grudge his friend Smith a share of it. When the fog crept in through the
Golden GateÑa gate which might never be closed against itÑthe tide of
business would set towards his place, just as surely as the ocean tide
would clamor at the rocky wall out there to the west. In the meantime,
he was not loath to spend a quiet hour or two with an empty gaming hall
at his back.
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His eyeswent incuriously over the familiar crowd to the little forest of
flag-foliaged masts that told where lay the ships in the bay below the
town. Bill could not name the nationality of them all; for the hunting call
had reached to the far corners of the earth, and strange flags came flut-
tering acrossstrange seas,with pirate-faced adventurers on the decks be-
low, chattering in strange tongues of California gold. Bill could not name
all the flags, but he could name two of the bonds that bind all nations in-
to one common humanity. He could produce one of them, and he was
each night gaining more of the other; for, be they white men or brown,
spoke they his language or one he had never heard until they passed
through the Golden Gate, they would give good gold for very bad
whisky.

Even the Digger Indians, squatting in the sun beside his door and gaz-
ing stolidly at the town and the bay beyond, would sell their soulsÑfor
which the gray-gowned padres prayed ineffectively in the chapel at Do-
loresÑtheir wives or their other, dearer possessions for a very little
bottle of the stuff that was fast undoing the civilizing work of the Mis-
sion. The padres had come long before the hunting cry was raised, and
they had labored earnestly; but their prayers and their preaching were
like reeds beneath the tread of elephants, when gold came down from
the mountains, and whisky came in through the Golden Gate.

Jack Allen, coming lazily down through the long, deserted room,
edged past Bill in the doorway.

"Hello," Bill greeted with a carefully casual manner, as if he had been
waiting for the meeting, but did not want Jackto suspect the fact. "Up for
all day? Where you headed for?"

"BreakfastÑor dinner, whichever you want to call it. Then I'm going to
take a walk and get the kinks out of my legs. Say,old man, I'm going to
knock a board off the foot of that bunk, to-night, or else sleep on the
floor. Was wood scarce, Bill, when you built that bed?"

"Carpenter was a little feller," chuckled Bill, "and I guesshe measured
it by himself. Charged a full length price, though, I remember! I meant to
tell you when you hired that room, Jack,that you better take the axe to
bed with you. Sure, knock a board off; two boards, if you like. Take all
the boards off!" urged Bill, in a burst of generosity. "You might better be
making that bunk over, m'son, than trying to take the whole blamed
town apart and put it together again, like you was doing last night." In
this way Bill tactfully swung to the subject that lay heavy on his mind.
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Jackborrowed a match, cupped his fingers around his lips that wanted
to part in a smile, and lighted his before-breakfast cigaretteÑthough the
sun hung almost straight overhead.

"So that's it," he observed, when the smoke took on the sweet aroma of
a very mild tobacco. "I saw by the back of your neck that you had
something on your mind. What's the matter, Bill? Don't you think the old
town needs taking apart?"

"Oh, it needs it, all right. But it's too big a job for one man to tackle.
You leave that to Daddy Time; he's the only reformerÑ"

"Say,Bill, I never attempted to reform anybody or anything in my life;
I'd hate to begin with a job the size of this." He waved his cigarette to-
ward the shifting crowd. "But I do thinkÑ"

"And right there's where you make a big mistake. You don't want to
think! Or if you do, don't think out loud; not where such men as Swift
and Rawhide and the Captain can hear you. That's what I mean, Jack."

Jack eyed him with a smile in his eyes. "Some men might think you
were afraid of that bunch," he observed with characteristic bluntness. "I
know you aren't, and so I don't seewhy you want me to be. You know,
and I know, that the Vigilance Committee has turned rotten to the core;
every decent man in SanFranciscoknows it. You know that Sandy killed
that Spaniard in self-defenseÑor if you didn't see the fracas, I tell you
now that he did; I saw the whole thing. You know, at any rate, that the
Vigilantes took him out and hung him becausethey wanted to get rid of
him, and that came the nearest to an excuse they could find. You
knowÑ"

"Oh, I know!" Bill's voice was sardonic. "I know they'll be going
around with a spy-glass looking for an excuse to hang you, too, if you
don't quit talking about 'em."

Jacksmiled and so let a thin ribbon of smoke float up and away from
his lips.

Bill saw the smile and flushed a little; but he was not to be laughed
down, once he was fairly started. He laid two well-kept fingers upon the
other's arm and spoke soberly, refusing to treat the thing as lightly as the
other was minded to do.

"Oh, you'll laugh, but it's a fact, and you know it. Why, ain't Sandy's
caseproof enough that I'm right? I heard you telling a crowd in there last
nightÑ" Bill tilted his head backward towards the room behind
themÑ"that this law-and-order talk is all a farce. What if it is? It don't do
any good for you to bawl it out in public and get the worst men in the
Committee down on you, does it?
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"What you'd better do, Jack, is go on down to Palo Alto where your
pardner is. He's got some sense. I wouldn't stay in the darned town
overnight, the way they're running things now, if it wasn't for my busi-
ness.Ever since they made Tom Perkins captain there's been hell to pay
all round. I can hold my own; I'm up where they don't dare tackle me;
but you take a fool's advice and pull out before the Captain gets his eagle
eye on you. Talk like you was slinging around last night is about asgood
a trouble-raiser as if you emptied both them guns of yours into that
crowd out there."

"You're asking me to run before there's anything to run away from."
Jack'slips began to show the line of stubbornness. "I haven't quarreled
with the Captain, except that little fuss a month ago, when he was ham-
mering that peon becausehe couldn't talk English; I'm not going to. And
if they did try any funny work with me, old-timer, whyÑas you say,
these gunsÑ"

"Oh, all right, m'son! Have it your own way," Bill retorted grimly. "I
know you've got a brace of guns; and I know you can plant a bullet
where you want it to land, about as quick as the next one. I haven't a
doubt but what you're equal to the Vigilantes, with both hands tied! Of
course," he went on with heavy irony, "I have known of some mighty
able men swinging from the oak, lately. There'll likely be more, before
the town wakes up and weeds out some of the cutthroat element that's
running things now to suit themselves."

Jacklooked at him quickly, struck by something in Bill's voice that be-
trayed his real concern. "Don't take it to heart, Bill," he said, dropping his
bantering and his stubbornness together. "I won't air my views quite so
publicly, after this. I know I was a fool to talk quite as straight as I did
last night; but some one else brought up the subject of Sandy; and Swift
called him a name Sandy'd have smashedhim in the face for, if he'd been
alive and heard it. I always liked the fellow, and it made me hot to see
them hustle him out of town and hang him like they'd shoot a dog that
had bitten some one, when I knewhe didn't deserve it. You or I would
have shot, just as quick as he did, if a drunken Spaniard made for us
with a knife. So would the Captain, or Swift, or any of the others.

"I knowÑI've got a nasty tongue when something riles me, and I lash
out without stopping to think. Dade has given me the devil for that,
more times than I can count. He went after me about this very thing, too,
the other day. I'll try and forget about Sandy; it doesn't make pleasant re-
membering, anyway. And I'll promise to count a hundred before I men-
tion the Committee above a whisper, after thisÑnine hundred and
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ninety-nine before I take the name of Swift or the Captain in vain!" He
smiled full at BillÑa smile to make men love him for the big-hearted boy
he was.

But Bill did not grin back. "Well, it won't hurt you any; they're bad
men to fuss with, both of 'em," he warned somberly.

"Come on out and climb a hill or two with me," Jack urged. "You've
got worse kinks in your system, to-day, than I've got in my legs. You
won't? Well, better go back and take another sleep, then; it may put you
in a more optimistic mood." He went off up the street towards the hills to
the south, turning in at the door of a tented eating-place for his belated
breakfast.

"Optimistic hell!" grunted Bill. "You can't tell a man anything he don't
think he knows better than you do, till he's past thirty. I was a fool to try,
I reckon."

He glowered at the vanishing figure, noting anew how tall and
straight Jack was in his close-fitting buckskin jacket, with the crimson
sash knotted about his middle in the Spanish style, his trousers tucked
into his boots like the miners, and to crown all, a white sombrero such as
the vaqueros wore. Handsome and headstrong he was; and Bill shook
his head over the combination which made for trouble in that land
where the primal instincts lay all on the surface; where men looked
askanceat the one who drew oftenest the glancesof the women and who
walked erect and unafraid in the midst of the lawlessness.JackAllen was
fast making enemies, and no one knew it better than Bill.

When the young fellow disappeared, Bill looked again at the shifting
crowd upon which his eyes were wont to rest with the speculative gaze
of a farmer who leans upon the fence that bounds his land, and regards
his wheat-fields ripening for the sickle. He liked Jack, and the soul of
him was bitter with the bitterness that is the portion of maturity, when it
must stand by and seeyouth learn by the pangs of experience that fire
will burn most agonizingly if you hold your hand in the blaze.

One of his night bartenders cameup; and Bill, dismissing Jackfrom his
mind, with a grunt of disgust, went in to talk over certain changeswhich
he meant to make in the bar as soon as he could get material and car-
penter together upon the spot.

He was still fussing with certain of the petty details that make or mar
the smooth running of an establishment like his, when his ear, trained to
detect the first note of discord in the babble which filled his big room by
night, caught an ominous note in the hum of the street crowd outside.
He lifted his head from examining a rickety table-leg.
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"Go seewhat's happened, Jim," he suggested to the man, who had just
come up with a hammer and some nails; and went back to dreaming of
the time when his place should be a palace, and he would not have to
nail the legs on his tables every few days becauseof the ebullitions of ex-
citement in his customers. He had strengthened the legs, and was testing
them by rocking the table slightly with a broad palm upon it, when Jim
came back.

"Some shooting scrape,back on the flat," Jim announced indifferently.
"Some say it was a hold-up. Two or three of the Committee have gone
out to investigate."

"YeahÑI'll bet the Committee went out!" snorted Bill. "They'll be
lynching the Diggers' dogs for fighting, when the supply of humans runs
out. They've just about played that buckskin out, packing men out to the
oak to hang 'em lately," he went on glumly, sliding the rejuvenated table
into its place in the long row that filled that side of the room. "I never
saw such an enthusiastic bunch as they're getting to be!"

"That's right," Jim agreed perfunctorily, as a man is wont to agreewith
his employer. "Somebody'll hang, all right."

"There's plenty that need itÑif the Committee only had senseenough
to pick 'em out and leave the rest alone," growled Bill, going from table
to table, tipping and testing for other legs that wobbled.

Jim sensed the rebuff in his tone and went back to the door, around
which a knot of men engaged in desultory conjectureswhile they waited
expectantly. A large tent that Perkins had found convenient as a tempor-
ary jail for those unfortunates upon whom his heavy hand fell swiftly,
stood next to Bill's place; and it spoke eloquently of the manner in which
the Committee then worked, that men gathered there instinctively at the
first sign of trouble. For when the Committee went out after culprits, it
did not return empty-handed, as the populace knew well. Zealous cus-
todians of the law were they, as Bill had said; and though they might
have exchanged much of their zeal for a little of Bill's senseof justice (to
the betterment of the town), few of the waiting crowd had the temerity
to say so.

Up the street, necks (whose owners had not thought it worth while to
wade through the sand to the sceneof the shooting) were being craned
towards the flat behind the town, where the Captain and a few of his
men had hurried at the first shot.

"They're comin'," Jim announced, thrusting his head into the gambling
hall and raising his voice above the sound of the boss's nail-driving.
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"WellÑwhat of it?" snapped Bill. "Why don't you yell at me that the
sun is going to set in the west to-night?" Bill drove the head of a four-
cornered, iron nail clean out of sight in a table top. And Jim prudently
withdrew his head and turned his face and his attention towards the
little procession that was just coming into sight at the end of the ram-
bling street, with the crowd closing in behind it as the water comes sur-
ging together behind an ocean liner.

Jim worshiped his boss, but he knew better than to argue with him
when Bill happened to be in that particular mood, which, to tell the
truth, was not often. But in five minutes or less he had forgotten the
snub. His head popped in again.

"Bill!"
There may be much meaning in a tone, though it utters but one un-

meaning word. Bill dropped a handful of nails upon a table and came
striding down the long room to the door; pushed Jim unceremoniously
aside and stood upon the step. He was just in time to look into the rage-
ful, blue eyesof JackAllen, walking with a very straight back and a con-
temptuous smile on his lips, between the Captain and one of his trusted
lieutenants.

Bill's fingers clenched suggestively upon the handle of the hammer.
His jaw slackened and then pushed itself forward to a fighting angle
while he stared, and he named in his amazement that place which the
padres had taught the Indians to fear.

The Captain heard him and grinned sourly ashe passedon. Jackheard
him, and his smile grew twisted at the tone in which the word was
uttered; but he still smiled, which was more than many a man would
have done in his place.

Bill stood while the rest of that grim procession passedhis place. There
was another, a young fellow who looked ready to cry, walking unstead-
ily behind Jack,both his arms gripped by others of the Vigilance Com-
mittee. There were two crude stretchers, borne by stolid-faced miners in
red flannel shirts and clay-stained boots. On the first a dead man lay
grinning up at the sun, his teeth just showing under his bushy mustache,
a trickle of red running down from his temple. On the next a man
groaned and mumbled blasphemy between his groanings.

Bill took it all in, a single glance for each,Ña glance trained by
gambling to seea great deal between the flicker of his lashes.He did not
seem to look once at the Captain, yet he knew that Jack'sivory-handled
pistols hung at the Captain's rocking hips as he went striding past; and
he knew that malice lurked under the grizzled hair which hid the
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Captain's cruel lips; and that satisfaction glowed in the hard, sidelong
glance he gave his prisoner.

He stood until he saw Jackduck his head under the tent flaps of the
jail and the white-faced youth follow shrinking after. He stood while the
armed guards took up their stations on the four sides of the tent and
began pacing up and down the paths worn deep in tragic significance.
He saw the wounded man carried into Pete'splace across the way, and
the dead man taken farther down the street. He saw the crowd split into
uneasy groups which spoke a common tongue, that they might exchange
unasked opinions upon this, the biggest sensation since Sandy left town
with his ankles tied under the vicious-eyed buckskin whose riders rode
always toward the west and whose saddle was always empty when he
cameback to his stall at the end of the town. Bill saw it all, to the last de-
tail; but after his one explosive oath, he was apparently the most indiffer-
ent of them all.

When the Captain ended his curt instructions to the guard and came
towards him, Bill showed a disposition to speak.

"Who's the kid?" he drawled companionably, while his fingers itched
upon the hammer, and the soul of him lusted for sight of the hole it
could make in the skull of the Captain. "I don't recollect seeing him
around townÑand there ain't many faces I forget, either."

The Captain shot him a surprised look that was an unconscious tribute
to Bill's diplomatic art. But Bill's level glance would have disarmed a
keener man than Tom Perkins.

Perkins stopped. "Stranger, from what he saidÑthough I've got my
doubts. Some crony of Allen's, I expect. It was him done the shooting;
the kid didn't have any gun on him. Allen didn't deny it, either."

"NoÑhe's just bull-headed enough to tough it out," commented Bill.
"What was the row aboutÑdo yuh know?"

Perkins stiffened. "That," he said with some dignity, "will come out at
the trial. He killed Rawhide outright, and Texas Bill will die, I reckon.
The trial will show what kinda excuse he thought he had." Having de-
livered himself, thus impartially and with malice towards none, Perkins
started on.

"Oh, say! You don't mind if I talk to 'em?" Bill gritted his teeth at hav-
ing to put the sentence in that favor-seeking tone, but he did it,
nevertheless.

The Captain scowled under his black, slouch hat. "I've give strict or-
ders not to let anybody inside the tent till after the trial," he said shortly.
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"Oh, that's all right. I'll talk to 'em through the door," Bill agreed
equably. "Jack owes me some money."

The Captain muttered unintelligibly and passed on, and Bill chose to
interpret the mutter as consent. He strolled over to the tent, joked con-
descendingly with the guard who stood before it, and announced that
the Captain had said he might talk to the prisoners.

"I did not," said the Captain unexpectedly at his shoulder. "I said you
couldn't. After the trial, you can collect what's coming to you, Mr.
Wilson. That is," he added hastily, "in caseAllen should be convicted. If
he ain't, you can do as you please." He looked full at the guard. "Shoot
any man that attempts to enter that tent or talk to the prisoners without
my permission, Shorty," he directed, and turned his back on Bill.

Bill did not permit one muscle of his face to twitch. "All right," he
drawled, "I guess I won't go broke if I don't get it. You mind what your
Captain tells you, Shorty! He's running this show, and what he says
goes. You've got a good man over yuh, Shorty. A fine man. He'll weed
out the town till it'll look like grandpa's onion bedÑif the supply of rope
don't give out!" Whereupon he strolled carelessly back to his place, and
went in as if the incident were squeezed dry of interest for him. He
walked to the far end of the big room, sat deliberately down upon a little
table, and rewarded himself for his forbearance by cursing methodically
the Captain, the Committee of which he was the leader, the men who
had witlessly given him the power he used so ruthlessly as pleased him
best, and JackAllen, whose ill-timed criticisms and hot-headed freedom
of speechhad brought upon himself the weight of the Committee's dread
hand.

"Damn him, I tried to tell him!" groaned Bill, his face hidden behind
his palms. "They'll hang himÑand darn my oldest sister's cat's eyes,
somebody'll sweat blood for it, too!" (Bill, you will observe, had reached
the end of real blasphemy and was forced to improvise milder expletives
as he went along.) "There ought to be enough decent men in this town
toÑ"

"Did you git to see Jack?"ventured Jim, coming anxiously up to his
boss.

The tone of him, which was that hushed tone which we employ in the
presenceof the dead, so incensed Bill that for answer he threw the ham-
mer viciously in his direction. Jim took the hint and retreated hastily.

"No, damn 'em, they won't let me near him," said Bill, ashamed of his
violence. "I knew they'd get him; but I didn't think they'd get him so
quick. I sent a letter down by an Injun this morning to his pardner to
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come up and get him outa town before heÑBut it's too late now. That
talk he made last nightÑ"

"Say, he shot Swift in the arm, too," said Jim. "Pity he didn't kill him.
They're getting a jury together already. Say! Ain't it hell?"
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Chapter3
The Thing They Called Justice

Jackstared meditatively acrossat the young fellow sitting hunched upon
another of the boxes that were the seatsin this tent-jail, which was also
the courtroom of the Vigilance Committee, and mechanically counted
the slow tears that trickled down between the third and fourth fingers of
each hand. A half-hour spent so would have rasped the nerves of the
most phlegmatic man in the town, and Jackwas not phlegmatic; fifteen
minutes of watching that silent weeping sufficed to bring a muffled
explosion.

"Ah, for God's sake, brace up!" he gritted. "There's some hope for
youÑif you don't spoil what chanceyou have got, by crying around like
a baby. Brace up and be a man, anyway. It won't hurt any worse if you
grin about it."

The young fellow felt gropingly for a red-figured bandanna, found it
and wiped his face and his eyesdejectedly. "I beg your pardon for seem-
ing a coward," he apologized huskily. "I got to thinking about myÑm-
mother and sisters, andÑ"

Jack winced. Mother and sisters he had longed for all his life. "Well,
you better be thinking how you'll get out of the scrapeyou're in," he ad-
vised, with a little of Bill Wilson's grimness. "I'm afraid I'm to blame, in a
way; and yet, if I hadn't mixed into the fight, you'd be dead by now.
Maybe that would have been just aswell, seeinghow things have turned
out," he grinned. "StillÑhave a smoke?"

"I never used tobacco in my life," declined the youth somewhat primly.
"No, I don't reckon you ever did!" Jackeyed him with a certain amount

of pitying amusement. "A fellow that will come gold-hunting without a
gun to his name, would not use tobacco,or swear, or do anything that a
perfect lady couldn't do! However, you put up a good fight with your
fists, old man, and that's something."

"I'd have been killed, though, if you hadn't shot when you did. They
were too much for me. I haven't tried to thank youÑ"
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"No, I shouldn't think you would," grinned Jack."I don't seeyet where
I've done you any particular favor: from robbers to Vigilance Committee
might be called an up-to-date version of 'Out of the frying-pan into the
fire.'"

The boy glanced fearfully toward the closed tent-flaps. "Ssh!" he
whispered. "The guard can hearÑ"

"Oh, that's all right," returned Jack, urged perhaps to a conscious
bravado by the very weaknessof the other. "It's all day with me, anyway.
I may as well say what I think.

"And soÑ" He paused to blow one of his favorite little smoke rings
and watch it float to the dingy ridge-pole, where it flickered and faded
into a blue haze "Ñand so, I'm going to say right out in meeting what I
think of this town and the Committee they let measure out justice.
Justice!"He laughed sardonically. "Poor old lady, she couldn't stop with-
in forty miles of Perkins' Committee if she had forty bandages over her
eyes,and both earsplugged with cotton! You wait till their farce of a trial
is over. You may get off, by a scratchÑI hope so. But unless Bill
WilsonÑ"

"Aw, yuh needn't pin no hopes on Bill Wilson!" came a heavy, mali-
cious voice through the tent wall. "All hell can't save yuh, Jack Allen!
You've had a ride out to the oak comin' to yuh for quite a while, and be-
fore sundown you'll get it."

"Oh! Is that so, Shorty? Say, you're breaking the rules, you old pirate;
you're talking to the prisoners without permission. As the Captain's most
faithful dog Tray, you'd better shoot yourself; it'll save the town the
trouble of hanging you later on!" He smoked calmly while Shorty, on
guard without, growled a vilifying retort, and the other guards
snickered.

"Ah, brace up!" he advised his quaking companion again. "If my com-
pany doesn't damn you beyond all hope, you may get out of the scrape.
You didn't have a gun, and you're a stranger and haven't said naughty
things about your neighbors. Cheer up. Life looks just asgood to me as it
does to you. I love this old world just as well as any man that ever lived
in it, and I'm not a bit pleased over leaving itÑany more than you are.
But I can't seewhere I could better matters by letting myself get wobbly
in the knees. I'm sorry I didn't make a bigger fight to keep my guns,
though. I'd like to have perforated a few more of our most worthy Com-
mittee before I quit; our friend Shorty, for instance," he stipulated
wickedly and clearly, "and the Captain."
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If he were deliberately trying to goad Shorty to further profanity, the
result should have satisfied him. The huge shadow of Shorty moving
back and forth upon the front wall of the tent, becameviolently agitated
and developed a gigantic arm that waved threateningly over the ridge
pole. The other guards laughed and checked their laughter with a sud-
denness which made Jack's eyes leave the dancing shadow and seek
questioningly the closed tent flaps.

"If I'm any good at reading signs, we are now about to be tried by our
peersÑtwelve good men and true," he announced ironically. "Brace up,
old man! The chancesare you'll soon be out of this messand headed for
home. Don't be afraid to tell the truthÑand don't act scared; they'll take
that as a sure sign you've got a guilty conscience.Just keep a stiff upper
lip; it won't take long; we do things in a hurry, out here!"

"Say, you're a brick, Mr. Allen!" the boy burst out, impulsively grip-
ping the hand of his champion.

Jackjerked his hand awayÑnot unkindly, but rather as if he feared to
drop, even for an instant, his flippant defiance of the trick fate had
played him. The jerk sent a small, shining thing sliding down to the
floor; where it stood upright and quivered in the soft sand.

"Lord!" he ejaculated under his breath, snatching it up asa thief would
snatch at his spoils. He looked fearfully at the closed flaps, outside which
the trampling of many feet sounded closer and closer; and with a warn-
ing shake of his head at the other, slid the dagger into his sleeve again,
carefully fastening the point in the stout hem of the buckskin.

"You never can tell," he muttered, smiling queerly as he made sure the
weapon was not noticeable.

He was rolling another cigarette when the Captain parted the tent
flaps and came stooping in, followed by twelve men of the Committee
who were to be the jury, and as many spectators as could crowd after
them.

"Gentlemen, be seated," the Captain invited formally, and motioned
the jury to the crude bunks that lined one side of the large tent. Jackand
the boy he moved farther from the entrance, and took up his own posi-
tion where his sharp eyes commanded every inch of the interior and
where the gun which he drew from its holster and rested upon his knee
could speak its deadly rebuke to any man there if, in the upholding of
justice, the Captain deemed it necessary.

The jury shuffled to their places, perched in a row upon the edge of
the bunks and waited silently, their eyes fixed expectantly upon their
Captain. The crowd edged into the corners and along the sides, their hat
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crowns scraping the canvas roof as they were forced closer to the low
wall.

The Captain waited until the silence was a palpable thing made alive
by the rhythmic breathing of the men who were to look upon this new
travesty of justice.

"Gentlemen," he said at last, his sonorous voice carrying his words dis-
tinctly to the crowd without, "we are now ready to proceed with the in-
vestigation. I wish to state, for the information of those present, that after
the prisoners were placed here under guard, I went to get a statement
from the wounded man, Mr. TexasBill. I found him dying from a wound
inflicted upon his person by a pistol ball which passed through his left
lung, above and to the right of his heart. I did not take a written state-
ment, for lack of time and writing materials. But Texas sworeÑ"

"YeahÑI'll bet he swore!" commented Bill Wilson under his breath.
Every one looked toward Bill, standing just inside the flaps, and the Cap-
tain scowled while he waited for attention.

"Texas swore that he was shot by one of the prisoners, JackAllen by
name, who fired upon him without due provocation, while he was talk-
ing to this other prisoner, whose name we have yet to learn. Texasstated
that Allen, appearing suddenly from behind some bushes, began shoot-
ing with deadly intent and without warning, wantonly murdering Raw-
hide Jack,who lies dead in Smith's back room, and shooting him, Texas,
through the lung. He also stated that Mr. Dick Swift was with him and
Rawhide Jack, and was also shot by the prisoner, Jack Allen, without
cause or provocation.

"They had met the stranger and were standing talking to him about his
luck in the diggin's. This stranger, who is the other prisoner, was in-
clined to be sassy,and made a pass at Rawhide with his fist, telling him
to mind his own business and not ask so many questions. Rawhide
struck back; and Allen, coming out from behind some bushes, began
shooting."

The Captain stopped and looked calmly and judicially from face to
face in the crowd.

"That, gentlemen, is the statement made to me by TexasBill, who now
lies dead in Pete's Place as a result of the wound inflicted by Allen."

"That's a lot of swearing for a man to do that's been shot through the
lungs," commented Bill Wilson skeptically.

The Captain gave him a malevolent look and continued. "We will ask
Mr. Swift to come forward and tell us what he knows of this deplorable
and, if I may be permitted the term, disgraceful affair."
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Mr. Swift edged his way carefully through the crowd with his left arm
thrust out to protect the right, which was bandaged and rested in a
blood-stained sling. He asked permission to sit down; kicked a box into
the small, open spacebetween the Captain, the jury, and the prisoners,
and seatedhimself with the air of a man about to perform an extremely
painful duty.

"Hold up your right hand," commanded the Captain.
Swift apologetically raised his left hand and gazed steadfastly into the

cold, impartial eyes of his Captain.
"You swear that you will tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing

but the truth, so-help-you-God?"
Swift, his purplish eyes wide and clear and honest as the gaze of a

baby, calmly affirmed that he did.
Jackgrinned and lazily fanned the smoke of his cigarette away, so that

he might the better gaze upon this man who was about to tell the whole
truth and nothing else.He caught Swift's eye and added a sneering lift to
the smile; and Swift's eyes changed from bland innocence to hate
triumphant.

"Mr. Swift, you will now relate to us the circumstances of this affair,
truthfully, in the order of their happening," directed the deep voice of the
Captain.

Mr. Swift carefully easedhis wounded arm in its sling, turned his in-
nocent gaze upon the crowd, and began:

"Texas,Rawhide, and myself were crossing the sandy stretch south of
town about noon, when we met this chapÑthe stranger there." He nod-
ded slightly toward the boy. "I was walking behind the other two, but I
heard Rawhide say: 'Hello, son, any luck in the diggin's?' The kid said:
'None of your damn business!' That made Rawhide kinda mad, being
spoke to that way when he just meant to be friendly, and he told the kid
he better keep a civil tongue in his head if he wanted to get along
smoothÑor words to that effect. I don't," explained Mr. Swift virtuously,
"remember the exact words, because I was looking at the fellow and
wondering what made him so surly. He sassedRawhide again, and told
him to mind his own business and give advice when it was asked for,
and struck at him. Rawhide hit back, and then I heard a shot, and Raw-
hide fell over. I looked around quick, and started to pull my gun, but a
bullet hit me hereÑ" Mr. Swift laid gentle finger-tips upon his arm near
the shoulderÑ"so I couldn't. I saw it was JackAllen shooting and com-
ing towards us from a clump of bushes off to the right of us. He shot
again, and Texas Bill fell. I ducked behind a bush and started for help,
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when I met the Captain and a few others coming out to seewhat was the
matter. That," finished Mr. Swift, "is the facts of the case, just as they
happened."

The Captain waited a minute or two, that the "facts" might sink deep
into the minds of the listeners.

"Were any shots fired by any one except Allen?" he asked coldly, when
the silence was sufficiently emphasized.

"There were not. Nobody," Swift flashed with a very human resent-
ment, "had a chanceafter he commenced!" He flushed at the involuntary
tribute to the prowess of his enemy, when he saw that maddening grin
appear again on Jack'slips; a grin which called him liar and scoundrel
and in the same flicker defied him.

The investigation took on the color of a sensation at that point, when
the stranger sprang suddenly to his feet and stood glaring at the witness.
There were no signs now of tears or weakness;he was a man fighting for
what he believed to be right and just.

"Captain, that man is a dirty liar!" he cried hotly. "He and his precious
cronies tried to rob me, out there. I was coming into town from across
the bay; I had hired a Spaniard to bring me acrossin a small sailboat, and
the tide carried us down too far, so I told him to land and I'd walk back
to town, rather than tack back. And these men met me, and tried to rob
me! This man," he accused excitedly, pointing a rageful finger at Swift,
"was going to stab me in the throat when he saw I resisted. I was fighting
the three, and they were getting the best of me. I never owned a gun, and
I just had my fists. The two others had grabbed me, and this man Swift
pulled a knife. I remember one of them saying: 'Don't shootÑit'll bring
the whole town out!' And just as this one raised his knife to drive it into
my throatÑthey were bending me backwards, the other twoÑI heard a
shot, and this one dropped his knife and gave a yell. There were two oth-
er shots, and the two who were holding me dropped. This one ran off.
ThenÑ" The boy turned and looked down at Jack,smoking his cigarette
and trying to read what lay behind the stolid stare of the twelve men
who sat in a solemn row on the bunks opposite him. "This young manÑ"
His lips trembled, and he stopped, to bite them into a more manlike
firmness.

"Gentlemen, do what you like with me, but you've got to let this man
go! He's the coolest, bravest man I ever saw! He saved my life. You can't
hang him for protecting a man from murder and robbery!"
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"Young man," interrupted the Captain after a surprised silence, "we
admire your generosity in trying to clear your fellow prisoner, but you
must let this jury try his case. What's your name?"

"John Belden, of Cambridge, Massachusetts."The young fellow's rage
faded to a sullen calm under the cold voice.

The Captain made a startled movement and looked at him sharply.
"And what was your hurry to get to town?" he asked, after a minute.

"I wanted to get a ticket on the boat, the Mary Elizabeth, that is going to
leave for New York to-morrow. I wanted to goÑhome. I've had enough
of gold-hunting!" Youthful bitterness was in his tone and in the look he
turned on the jury.

The Captain cleared his throat. When he spoke again, he addressedthe
twelve before him:

"Gentlemen of the jury, I have reasons for feeling convinced that this
young man is in part telling the truth. I am acquainted with his father,
unless he has given a name he does not ownÑand his face is a pretty
good witness for him; he looks like his dad. While he has undoubtedly
glossed and warped the story of the shooting in a mistaken effort to
make things look better for the man who did the killing, I can seeno suf-
ficient reason for holding him. This Committee stands for justice and is
not backward about tempering it with mercy. Gentlemen of the jury, I re-
commend that John Belden be released from custody and permitted to
go home. He was unarmed when I took him, and there is no evidence of
his having dealt anything but hard words to the victims of the shooting.
Gentlemen, you will give your verdict; after which we will proceed with
the investigation."

The jury looked at one another and nodded to the man on the end of
the first bunk; and he, shifting a quid of tobacco to the slack of his right
cheek, expectorated gravely into the sand and spoke solemnly:

"The verdict of the jury is all in favor of turnin' the kid loose."
"John Belden, you are released.And we'd advise you to be a little care-

ful how you sassmen in this country. Also, you better see about that
ticket on the Mary Elizabeth. JackAllen, you may come forward and take
the oath."

"This box is just as comfortable as that one," said Jack, "and you
needn't worry but what I'll tell the truth!" He took a last pull at his cigar-
ette, pinched out the fire, and ground the stub under his heel. He could
feel the silence grow tense with expectancy;and when he lifted his eyes,
he knew that every man in that tent was staring into his face.
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"I used to believe," he began clearly, "in the Vigilantes. If I had been
here when the first Committee was formed, I'd have worked for it my-
self. I believe it cleared the town of some of the worst scoundrels in the
country, and that's saying a good deal. ButÑ"

"The Committee," interrupted the Captain, "would like to hear your
story of the shooting. Your private opinions can wait until the investiga-
tion of that affair is ended."

"You're right. I beg your pardon for forgetting that it is not settled yet!"
Jack'svoice was politely scornful. "Well, then, this kid told the truth in
every particular, even when he declared that Dick Swift is a dirty liar.
Swift is a liar. He's also a thief, and he's also a murdererÑand a few oth-
er things not as decent!

"As to the row, I was walking out that way, when I saw this kid com-
ing up from the bay toward the town. The three, Swift, Rawhide Jack,
and TexasBill, met him where theÑerÑtrouble took place. I was too far
off to hear what was said; in fact, I didn't pay any attention much, till I
saw the kid struggling to get away. I walked towards them then. It was
easy enough to seethat it was a hold-up, pure and simple. I was about
fifty yards from them when I saw Swift, here, raise a knife to jab it into
the boy's throat. Texas and Rawhide were both holding the kid's arms
and bending him backwards so he couldn't do anything. When I saw the
knife, I began to shoot." His eyessought those of Bill Wilson, standing in
the crowd near the door. "That's the truth of the whole matter," he said,
speaking directly to Bill. "I didn't try to make trouble; but I couldn't
stand by and seea man murdered, no more than any decent man could."
He paused; and still looking toward Bill, added: "I didn't even notice
particularly who the men were, until I went up to the boy. It all
happened so sudden that IÑ"

The Captain cleared his throat. "You admit, then, that you killed Raw-
hide Jack and Texas Bill this morning?"

"I surely do," retorted Jack. "And if you want to know, I'm kinda
proud of it; it was a long shotÑto clean the town of two such black-
guards. And right here I want to apologize to the town for making a
bungle of killing Swift!"

"We have two witnesses who also swear that you killed Tex' and Raw-
hide, though they give a very different version of the trouble with the
boy. Would you ask us to believe that Texas Bill lied with his last
breath?"
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"If he told the story you say he did, he certainly lied most sinfully with
his last breath; but I'd hate to take your word for anything, so I don't
know whether he lied or not."

"Mr. Swift, here, tells the same story that TexasBill told." The Captain
chose to ignore the insults. "I think their testimony should carry more
weight with the Committee than yours, or the boy's. You are trying to
saveyour neck; and the boy probably feels that he owes you some gratit-
ude for taking his part. But the Committee's business is to weed out the
dangerous element which is altogether too large in this town; and the
Committee feels that you are one of the most dangerous. However, we
will call another witness. Shorty, you may come forward."

Shorty came scowling up and sat down upon the box Swift had occu-
pied. He took the oath and afterwards declared that he had overheard
Jack coaching the boy about what he should tell the Committee. The
Captain, having brought out that point, promptly excused him.

"Gentlemen of the jury, you have heard the evidence, and your duty is
plain. We are waiting for the verdict."

The man with the cud looked a question at the Captain; turned and
glanced down the row at the eleven, who nodded their heads in unanim-
ous approval of his thoughts. He once more shifted the wad of tobacco,
as a preliminary to expectorating gravely into the sand floor, and pro-
nounced his sentence with a promptness that savored of relish:

"The verdict of the jury is that we hang JackAllen for killin' Texasand
Rawhide, and for bein' a mean, ornery cuss, anyway."

The Captain turned coldly to the prisoner. "You hear the verdict. The
Committee believes it to be just."

He looked at the group near the door. "Mr. Wilson," he called mali-
ciously, "you will now be given an opportunity to collect from the pris-
oner what he owes you."

"JackAllen don't owe me a cent!" cried Bill Wilson hotly, shouldering
his way to the open spacebefore the Captain. "But there's a heavy debt
hanging over this damned CommitteeÑa debt they'll have to pay them-
selvesone day at the end of a rope, if there's as many honest men in this
town as I think there is.

"I helped form the first Vigilance Committee, boys. We did it to protect
the town from just such men as are running the Committee right now.
When crimes like this can be done right before our eyes, in broad day-
light, I say it's time another Committee was formed, to hang this one!
Here they've got a man that they know, and we all know, ain't done a
thing but what any brave, honest man would do. They've gone through a
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farce trial that'd make the Digger Injuns ashamed of themselves; and
they've condemned JackAllen, that's got more real manhood in his little
finger than there is in the dirty, lying carcassesof the whole damned out-
fitÑthey've condemned him to be hung!

"And why! I can tell yuh whyÑand it ain't for killing Texasand Raw-
hideÑtwo as measly, ornery cussesas there was in townÑit ain't for
that. It's for daring to say, last night in my place, that the Committee is
rotten to the core, and that they murdered Sandy McTavish in cold blood
when they took him out and hung him for killing that greaser in self-de-
fense. It's for speaking his mind, the mind of an honest man, that they're
going to hang him. That is, they'll hang him if you'll stand by and let 'em
do it. I believe both these boys told a straight story. I believe them three
was trying to pull off a daylight robbery, and Jack shot to save the kid.

"Now, men, seehere! I for one have stood about all I'm going to stand
from this bunch of cutthroats that've taken the place of the Committee
we organized to protect the town. To-night I want every man that calls
himself honest to come to my place and hold a mass meeting, to elect a
Committee like we had in the first place. I want every manÑ"

"Bill, you're crazy!" It was Jack, white to the lips in sheer terror for
Wilson, Jackwho refused to blench at his own dire strait, who sprang up
and clapped a hand over the mouth that was sealing the doom of the
owner. "Take him out, Jim, for God's sake! Take himÑBill, listen to me,
you fool! What was it you were telling me, there in your own doorway,
to-day? About not thinking out loud? You can't save me by talking like
that! These menÑthose that don't hate meÑare so scared of their own
necks that they wouldn't lift a finger to save a twin brother. Take him
out, boys! Bill doesn't mean any harm." He tried to smile and failed ut-
terly. "He likes me, and he'sÑhe'sÑ"

Shorty it was who jerked him away from Bill. The Captain, on his feet,
was dominating the uneasy crowd with his cold stare more than with the
gun he held in his hand.

"This Committee," he stated in his calm, judicial tone, which chilled the
growing fire of excitement and held the men silent that they might listen,
"this Committee regrets that in the course of its unpleasant duties it must
now and then rouse the antagonism of a bad man's friends. But this
Committee must perform the duties for which it was elected. This Com-
mittee is sorry to seeMr. Wilson take the stand he takes, but it realizes
that friendship for the condemned man leads him to make statements
and threats for which he should not be held responsible. Gentlemen, this
court of inquiry is dismissed, and it may not be amiss to point out the
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necessity for order being maintained among you. The Committee would
deeply regret any trouble arising at this time."

"Oh, damn you and your Committee!" gritted Bill Wilson, out of the
bitterness that filled him. He gave Jackone glance;one, and with his jaws
set hard together, turned his back.

The crowd pushed and parted to make way for him. Jim, his face the
color of a pork rind, followed dog-like at the heelsof his boss.And when
they had passed, the tent began to belch forth men who walked with
heads and shoulders a little bent, talking together under their breaths of
this man who dared defy the Committee to its face, and whose daring
was as impotent as the breeze that still pulled at the flapping corner of
the cloth sign over the door of his place.

Bill glanced dully up at the sign before he opened his door. "Better get
the hammer and nail that corner down, Jim," he said morosely, and went
in. He poured a whisky glass two-thirds full of liquor and emptied it
with one long swallowÑand Bill was not a drinking man.

"God! This thing they call justice!" he groaned, as he set down the
glass; and went out to make an attempt at organizing a rescue party,
though he had little hope of succeeding.Jackwas a stranger to the better
classof business men, and those who did know him were either friends
of the Committee or in deadly fear of it. Still, Bill was a gambler. He was
probably putting the mark of the next victim on himself; but he did not
stop for that.
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Chapter4
What Happened at the Oak

Jacksat looking after the crowd that shuffled through the doorway into
the sunlight. He thought he had believed that he would receive the sen-
tence which the juryman had spoken so baldly; yet, after the words had
been actually spoken, he stared blankly after Bill and the others, and in-
credulously at the Captain, who seatedhimself upon a bunk opposite to
watch his prisoner, his pistol resting suggestively upon his knee. The boy
lingered to shake Jack's unresponsive hand and mutter a broken sen-
tence or two of gratitude and sympathy. But Jack scarcely grasped his
meaning, and his answer sounded chillingly calm; so that the boy, win-
cing under the cold stare of the Captain and the seeming indifference of
the prisoner, turned away with downy chin a-tremble and in his eyesthe
look of horrified awe which sometimes comes to a youth who has seen
death hesitate just over his head, passhim by, and chooseanother. In the
doorway he stopped and looked back bewildered. Jackhad said that he
loved life and would hate to leave it; and yet he sat there calmly, scrap-
ing idly with his boot-toe a little furrow in the loose sand, his elbows
resting on his knees, his face unlined by frown or bitterness, his eyes
bent abstractedly upon the shallow trench he was desultorily digging.
He did not look as the boy believed a man should look who has just been
condemned to die the ignominious death of hanging. The boy shuddered
and went out into the sunlight, dazed with this glimpse he had got of the
inexorable hardness of life.

Jackdid not even know when the boy left. He, also, was looking upon
the hardness of life, but he was looking with the eyes of the fighter. So
long asJackAllen had breath in his body, he would fight to keep it there.
His incredulity against the verdict swung to a tenacious disbelief that it
would really come to the worst. So long as he was alive, so long as he
could feel the weight of the dagger in his sleeve,it was temperamentally
impossible for him to believe that he was going to die that day.
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Plans he made and smoothed them in the dirt with his toe. If they did
not bind his armsÉ They had not tied Sandy's arms, he remembered;
and he wondered if a dagger concealed in Sandy's sleeve would have
made any essential difference in the result of that particular crime of the
Committee. He sickened at a vivid memory of how Sandy had ridden
away, just a week or so before; and of the appealing glance which he had
sent toward Bill's place when Shorty started to lead the buckskin from
before the prison tent with six men walking upon either side and a curi-
ous crowd straggling after. Would a dagger in Sandy's sleevehave made
any difference?

Then his thoughts swung to the Mexican who had told him of the
trick, only the night before. It had amused Jack to experiment with his
own knife; and the very novelty of the thing had impelled him to slip his
dagger into the new hiding-place that morning when he dressed. The
Captain had not discovered it thereÑbut would it make any difference?
It occurred to him that he need not die the death of dangling and
strangling at the end of the rope, at any rate; if it came to dyingÉ Jack
became acutely conscious of the steady beat in his chest, and immedi-
ately afterward felt the same throb in his throat; he could stop that beat-
ing whenever he chose, if they did not bind his arms.

"Horse's ready, Captain," announced Shorty succinctly, thrusting his
head through the closed flaps; and the Captain rose instantly and made a
commanding gesture to his prisoner.

Jack swept the loose dirt back into the furrow with one swing of his
foot and stood up. He went out quietly, two steps in advance of the Cap-
tain and the Captain's drawn pistol, and advanced unflinchingly to-
wards the horse that stood saddled in the midst of the group of execu-
tioners, with the same curious crowd looking on greedily at the
spectacle.

"Ever been on a horse?" asked the Captain, his deep voice little more
than a growl.

"Once or twice," Jack answered indifferently.
"Climb on, then!"
Jackwas young and he was very human. It might be his last hour on

earth, but there rose up in him a prideful desire to show them whether
he had ever been on a horse; he caught the saddle-horn with one hand
and vaulted vaingloriously into the saddle without touching a toe to the
stirrup. The buckskin ducked and danced sidewise at the end of the rope
in Shorty's hand, and more than one gun flashed into sight at the unex-
pectedness of the move.
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The Captain scowled at the exclamations of admiration from the
crowd. "You needn't try any funny work, young man, or I'll tie you hand
as well as foot!" he threatened sternly. "Give me that rope, Davis."

Then Jackpaid in pain for his vanity, and paid in full. The Captain did
not bind his armsÑperhaps becauseof the crowd and a desire to seem
merciful. But though he merely tied the prisoner's ankle after the usual
manner, he knotted the small rope with a vicious yank, pulled it as tight
ashe could and passedthe rope under the flinching belly of the buckskin
to Davis, on the other side. Also he sent a glance of meaning which the
other read unerringly and obeyed most willingly. Davis drew the rope
taut under the cinch and tied Jack'sother ankle as if he were putting the
diamond hitch on a pack mule. The two stepped back and eyed him
sharply for some sign of pain, when all was done.

"Thanks," drawled Jack. "Sorry I can't do as much for you."
Whereupon he set his teeth against the growing agony of strained
muscles and congesting arteries, and began to roll a cigarette with fin-
gers which he held rigidly from trembling.

Bill Wilson, returning gloomily to the doorway of his place, grated an
oath and turned away his head.

Some day, he promised himself vengefully, those twoÑyes, and the
whole group of murderers moving briskly away from the tentÑwould
pay for that outrage; and he prayed that the day might come soon.

He went heavily into the big room where men were already foregath-
ering to gossip between drinks of the trial and of the man who was to
die. Bill bethought him of the young stranger; made some inquiries of
certain inoffensive individuals among the crowd, and sent Jim out with
instructions to find the kid and bring him back with him.

Bill was standing in the door waiting for Jim to return, when, in a swirl
of dust, came Dade galloping around a corner and to the very doorstep
before he showed any desire to slow up. At the first tightening of the
reins, the white horse stiffened his front legs, dug two foot-long furrows
and stopped still. Bill had no enthusiasm for the perfect accomplishment
of the trick. He stood with his hands thrust deep into his pockets and re-
garded the rider glumly.

"Well, you got here," he grunted, with the brevity of utter misery.
"You bet I did! I was away from the hacienda when the peon came,or

I'd have got here sooner," Dade explained cheerfully, swinging to the
ground with a jingle of his big, Mexican spurs that had little silver bells
to swell the tinkly chimes when he moved. "Where's Jack?"
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Big Bill Wilson's jaw trembled with an impulse towards tears which
the long, harsh years behind him would not let him shed. "They've got
him," he said in a choked tone, and waved a hand toward the west.

"Who's got him?" Dade clanked a step closer and peered sharply into
Bill's face, with all the easy good humor wiped out of his own.

"The Committee. You're too late; they're taking him out to the oak.
Beengone about ten minutes. They had it in for him, andÑI couldn't do
a thing! The men in this townÑ" Epithets rushed incoherently from Bill's
lips, just as violent weeping marks the reaction from a woman's first si-
lence in the face of tragedy.

Dade did not hear a word he was saying, after those first jerky sen-
tences.He stood looking past Bill at a drunken Irishman who was mak-
ing erratic progress up the street; and he was no more conscious of the
Irishman than he was of Bill's scorching condemnation of the town
which could permit such outrages.

"Watch Surry a minute!" he said abruptly, and hurried into the
gambling hall. In a minute he was back again and lifting foot to the
stirrup.

"How long did you say they've been gone?"he asked, without looking
at Bill.

"Ten or fifteen minutes. Say, you can't do anything!"
Dade was already half-way up the block, a swirl of sand-dust marking

his flight. Bill stared after him distressfully.
"He'll go and get his light put outÑand he won't help Jacka damn bit,"

he told himself miserably, and went in. Life that day looked very hard to
big-hearted Bill Wilson, and scarcely worth the trouble of living it.

It broke the heart of Dade Hunter to seehow near the sinister proces-
sion was to the live oak that had come to be looked upon as the gallows
of the Vigilance Committee; a gallows whose broad branches sheltered
from rain and sun alike the unmarked graves of the men who had come
there shuddering and looked upon it, and shuddering had looked no
more upon anything in this world.

Until he was near enough to risk betraying his haste by the hoof-beats
of his horse, Dade kept Surry at a run. Upon the crest of the slope which
the procession was leisurely descending, he slowed to a lope; and so
overtook the crowd that straggled always out to the hangings, camethey
ever so frequent. Reeling in the saddle, he came up with the stragglers,
singing and marking time with a half-empty bottle of whisky.

The few who knew him looked at one another askance.
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"Say, Hunter, ain't yuh got any feelin's? That there's your pardner on
the hoss," one loose-jointed miner expostulated.

"Sure, I got feelin's! Have a d-drink?" Dade leered drunkenly at the
speaker. "Jack'sÑno good anyway. Tol' 'im he'd get hung if heÑhave a
d-drink?"

The loose-jointed one would, and so would his neighbors. The Captain
glanced back at them, gave a contemptuous lift to his upper lip and
faced again to the front.

Dade uncoiled his riata with aimless, fumbling fingers and swung the
noose facetiously toward the bottle, uptilted over the eager mouth of a
weazened little Irishman. He caught bottle and hand together, let them
go with a quick flip of the rawhide and waggled his head in apology.

"Excuseme, Mike," he mumbled, while the Irishman stopped and
glared. "Go awn! Have a drink. Mighta spilled itÑshame!"

Jack looked back, his heart thumping heavily at sound of the voice,
thick though it was and maudlin. Dade drunk and full of coarsefoolery
was a sight he had never before looked upon; but Dade's presence,
drunk or sober, made his own plight seema shade lesshopeless.He did
not dare a second glance, with Davis and the Captain walking at either
stirrup; but he listened anxiouslyÑlistened and caught a drunken
mumble from the rear, and a chorus of chuckling laughs coming after.

He looked ahead. The great oak was close,so close that he might have
counted the narrow little ridges of red soil beneath; the ridges which he
knew were the graves of those who had died before him. The great
bough that reached out over the spot where the earth was trampled
smooth in horrible significanceÑthe branch from which a noosed rope
dangled sinuously in the breeze that came straight off the
oceanÑswayed with majestic deliberation as if Fate herself were
beckoning.

He clasped his hands upon the saddle-horn and, stealthily loosening
the dagger-point from the hem of his sleeve,slid the weapon cautiously
into his hand. When he felt the handle against his palm, he knew that he
had been holding his breath, and that the sigh he gave was an involun-
tary relief that the others had not glimpsed the blade under his clasped
fingers. He would not have to dangle from that swinging rope, at any
rate.

"Hello, pard!" Dade's voice called thickly from close behind. "Looking
for some rope?"

Jackturned his head just as the looped rawhide slithered past him and
settled taut over the head of the startled buckskin. Like a lightning gleam
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slashing through the dark he saw Dade's plan, and played his own part
unhesitatingly.

Two movements he made while the buckskin sat back upon his
haunchesand gathered his muscles for a forward spring. The first was to
lean and send a downward sweep of the dagger across the rope by
which Shorty was leading the horse, and the second was a backward
lunge that drove the knife deep into the bared throat of the Captain,
stunned into momentary inaction by the suddenness of Dade's assault.

The buckskin gave a mighty leap that caught Shorty unawares and
sent him into a crumpled heap in the sand. Dade's riata, tight asa fiddle-
string at first, slackened as the buckskin, his breath coming in snorts,
surged alongside. Jack leaned againÑthis time to snatch the ivory-
handled revolver from the holster on Dade's saddle. As well as he could
with his legs held rigid by the rope that tied his ankles, he twisted in the
saddle and sent leaden answer to the spiteful barking of the guns that
called upon them to halt.

[Illustration: He twisted in the saddle and sent leaden answer to the
spiteful barking of the guns.]

Davis he shot, and saw him sway and fall flat, with a smoking gun in
his hand. Another crumpled forward; and Shorty, just getting painfully
upon his feet, he sent into the sand again to stay; for his skill with small
arms was something uncanny to witness, and his temper was up and
turning him into a savage like the rest.

But the range was rapidly growing to rifle-length, and death fell short
of his enemies after Shorty went down. When he saw his fourth bullet
kick up a harmless little geyser of sand two rods in advance of the agit-
ated crowd, he left off and turned to his friend.

"I thought you were drunk," he observed inanely, as is common to
men who have just come through situations for which no words have
been coined.

"You ain't the only one who made that mistake," Dade retorted grimly,
and looked back. "Good thing those hombres are afoot. We'll get on a
little farther and then we'll fix a hackamore so you can do your own
riding,"

"I can't stand it to ride any fartherÑ"
"Are you shot?" Dade pulled in a little and looked anxiously into his

face.
"It's the rope. They tied it so tight it's torture. I'd never have believed it

could hurt soÑbut they gave me an extra twist or two to show their
friendship, I reckon."
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Dade rode on beyond a little, wooded knoll before he stopped, lest the
crowd, seeing them halt, might think it worth while to follow them afoot.

"They surely didn't intend you to fall off," he said whimsically, when
his knife releasedthe strain. But his lips tightened at the outrage; and his
eyes, bent upon Jack's left ankle, wore the look of one who could kill
without pity.

"They'll never do it to another man," declared Jack,with vindictive rel-
ish. "It was Davis and the Captain; I killed 'em both." He rolled stiffly
from the saddle, found his feet like dead things and stumbled to a little
hillock, where he sat down.

Dade, kneeling awkwardly in his heavy, bearskin chaparejos, picked
at the bonds with the point of his knife. "Lucky you had on boots," he re-
marked. "Even as it is, you're likely to carry creasesfor a while. How the
deuce did you manage to get into this particular scrape?Ñif I might ask!"

"I didn't get into it. This particular scrape got me. Say, it's lucky you
happened along just when you did."

To this very obvious statement the other made no reply. He cut the last
strand of the rope that bound Jack'sankles so mercilessly, and stood up.
"You better take off your boots and rub some feeling into your feet while
I make a hackamore for that horse. The sooner we get out of this, the bet-
ter. What's left of the Committee will probably be pretty anxious to see
you."

"Oh, damn the Committee!Ñas Bill remarked after the trial." Jack
made an attempt to remove one of his boots, found the pain intolerable
and desisted with a groan. "I wish they would show up," he declared.
"I'd like to give them a taste of this foot-tying business!"

Dade went on tying the hackamore with a haste that might be called
anxious. With just two bullets left in the pistol and with no powder upon
his person for further reloading, he could not share Jack'seagernessto
meet the Committee again. When Surry gave over rolling with his
tongue the little wheel in his bit, and with lifted head and eyes alert
perked his ears forward towards the hill they had just crossed, he
slipped the hackamore hurriedly into place and turned to his friend.

"You climb on to Surry, and we'll pull out," he said shortly. "I wouldn't
give two pesosfor this buckskin, but we're going to add horse-stealing to
our other crimes; and while it's all right to damn the Committee, it's just
as well to do it at a distance, just now, old man."

The caution fell flat, for Jackwas wholly absorbed by the pain in his
feet and ankles, as the blood was being forced into the congested veins.
Dade led the white horse close,to savehim the discomfort of hobbling to
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it, and waited until Jack was in the saddle before he vaulted upon the
tricky-eyed buckskin. He led the way down into a shallow depression
which wound aimlessly towards the ocean; and later, when trees and
bushes and precipitous bluffs threatened to bar their way, he swung ab-
ruptly to the east and south.

"Maybe you won't object so hard to Palo Alto now," he bantered at
last, when at dusk he ventured out upon "El Camino Real" (which is
pure Spanish for "The King's Highway"), that had linked Mission to Mis-
sion all down the fertile length of California when the land was wilder-
ness."Solitude ought to feel good, after to-day." When he got no answer,
Dade looked around at the other.

Jack'sface showed vaguely through the night fog creeping in from the
clamorous ocean off to the west. His legs were hanging free of the stir-
rups, and his hands rested upon the high saddle-horn.

"Say, Dade," he asked irrelevantly and with a mystifying earnestness,
"which do you think would kill a man quickestÑa slash across the
throat, or a stab in the heart?"

"I wouldn't call either one healthy. Why?"
"I was just wondering," Jack returned ambiguously. "If you hadn't

happened alongÑsay, how did you happen to come? Was that another
sample of my fool's luck?" Since the coincidence had not struck him be-
fore, one might guess that he was accustomed to having Dade at his el-
bow when he was most needed.

"Bill Wilson sent word that you were making seven kinds of a fool of
yourselfÑBill named a few of themÑand advised me to get you out of
town. I've more respect for Bill's judgment than ever. I took his advice as
it stoodÑand therefore, you're headed for safer territory than you were
awhile ago. It ain't heaven," he added, "but it's next thing to it."

"I'm not hankering after heaven, right now," averred Jack. "Most any
other place looks good to me; I'm not feeling a hit critical, Dade. And if I
didn't say it before, old man, you're worth a whole regiment to a fellow
in a fix."
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Chapter5
Hospitality

If you would enjoy that fine hospitality which gives gladly to strangers
and to friends alike of its poverty or plenty, and for the giving asksnoth-
ing in return, you should seekthe far frontiers; but if you would seehos-
pitality glorified into something more than a simple virtue, then you
should find, if you can, one of the old-time haciendasthat were the pride
of early California.

Time was when the wild-eyed cattle which bore upon their fat-cush-
ioned haunches the searedcrescentthat proclaimed them the property of
old Don Andres Picardo (who owned, by grant of the king, all the upper
half of the valley of Santa Clara) were free to any who hungered. Time
was when a traveler might shoot a fat yearling and feast his fill, unques-
tioned by the don or the don's dark-eyed vaqueros.

Don Andres Picardo was a large-hearted gentleman; and to deny any
man meat would bring to his cheeksa blush for his niggardliness. That
was in the beginning, when he reigned in peace over the peninsula.
When the vaqueros, jingling indignantly into the patio of his home, first
told of carcassesslaughtered wantonly and left to rot upon the range
with only the loin and perhaps a juicy haunch missing, their master
smiled deprecatingly and waved them back whence they came. There
were cattle in plenty. What mattered one steer, or even a fat cow, slain
wastefully? Were not thousands left?

But when tales reached him of cattle butchered by the hundred, and of
beef that was being sold for an atrocious price in San Francisco, the old
Spaniard was shocked into laying aside the traditions and placing some
check upon the unmannerly "gringos" who so abused his generosity.

He established a camp just within the northern boundary of his land;
and there he stationed his most efficient watch-dog, Manuel Sepulveda,
with two vaqueros whose business it was to stop the depredations.

Meat for all who asked for meat, paid they in gold or in gratit-
udeÑthat was their "patron's" order. But they must ask. And the
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vaqueros rode diligently from bay to mountain slopes, and each day
their hatred of the Americanos grew deeper, as they watched over the
herds of their loved patron, that the gringos might not steal that which
they might, if they were not wolves, have for the asking.

The firelight in the tule-thatched hut of Manuel Sepulveda winked fa-
cetiously at the black fog that peered in at the open door. A night wind
from the north crept up, parted the fog like a black curtain and
whispered something which set the flames a-dancing as they listened.
The fog swung back jealously to hear what it was, and the wind went
away to whisper its wonder-tale to the trees that rustled astonishment
and nodded afterward to one another in approval, like the arrant gossips
they were. The chill curtain fell straight and heavy again before the door,
so that the firelight shone dimly through its folds; but not before Dade,
riding at random save for the trust he put in the sure homing instinct of
his horse, caught the brief gleam of light and sighed thankfully.

"We'll stop with old Manuel to-night," he announced cheerfully.
"Here's his cabin, just ahead."

"And who's old Manuel?" asked Jackpetulantly, becauseof the pain in
his feet and his own unpleasant memories of that day.

"Don Andres Picardo's head vaquero. He camps here to keep an eye
on the cattle. Some fellows from town have been butchering them right
and left and doing a big business in beef, according to all accounts.
Manuel hates gringos like centipedes, but I happened to get on the good
side of himÑpartly becausemy Spanish is asgood ashis own. An Amer-
icano who has black hair and can talk Spanish like the don himself isn't
an Americano, in Manuel's eyes."

While they were unsaddling under the oak tree, where the vaqueros
kept their riding gear in front of the cabin, Manuel himself came to the
door and stood squinting into the fog, while he flapped a tortilla dexter-
ously between his brown palms.

"Is it you, Valencia??" he called out in Spanish, giving the tortilla a
deft, whirling motion to even its edges.

Dade led the way into the zone of light, and Manuel stepped back with
a series of welcoming nods. His black eyes darted curiously to the
stranger, who, in Manuel's opinion, looked unpleasantly like a gringo,
with his coppery hair waving crisply under his sombrero, and his eyes
that were blue as the bay over there to the east. But when Dade intro-
duced him, Jackgreeted his squat host with a smile that was disarming
in its boyish good humor, and with language as liquidly Spanish as
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Manuel's best Castilian, which he reserved for his talks with the patron
on the porch when the se–ora and the young se–orita were by.

The distrust left Manuel's eyes as he trotted across the hard-trodden
dirt floor and laid the tortilla carefully upon a hot rock, where three oth-
ers crisped and curled their edges in delectable promise of future
toothsomeness.

He stood up and turned to Dade amiably, his knuckles pressing lightly
upon his hips that his palms might be saved immaculate for the next
little corn cake which he would presently slap into thin symmetry.

"Madre de Dios!" he cried suddenly, quite forgetting the hospitable
thing he had meant to say about his supper. "You are hurt, Se–or! The
blood is on your sleeve and your hand."

Dade looked down at his hand and laughed. "I did get a scratch. I'll let
you see what it's like."

"You never told me you got shot!" accused Jack sharply, from where
he had thrown himself down on a bundle of blankets covered over with
a bullock hide dressed soft as chamois.

"Never thought of it," retorted Dade in Spanish, out of regard for his
host.

"We had some trouble with the gringos," he explained to Manuel.
"There was a little shooting, and a bullet grazed my arm. It doesn't
amount to much, but I'll let you look at it."

"Ah, the gringos!" Manuel spat after the hated name. "The patron is too
good, too generous! They steal the cattle of the patron, though they
might have all they need for the asking. Like the green worms upon the
live oaks, they would strip the patron's herds to the last, lean old bull
that is too tough even for their wolf teeth! Me, I should like to lasso and
drag to the death every gringo who comes sneaking in the night for the
meat which tastessweeter when it is stolen. To-day Valencia rode down
to the bayouÑ"

While he told indignantly the tale of the latest pillage, he bared the
wounded arm. Jackgot stiffly upon his swollen feet to look. It was not a
serious wound, as wounds go; a deep gash in the bicep, where a bullet
meant for Dade's heart had plowed under his upraised arm four inches
wide of its mark. It must have been painful, though he had not once
mentioned it; and a shamed flush stung Jack's cheeks when he re-
membered his own complaints because of his feet.

"You never told me!" he accusedagain, this time in the language of his
host.
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"The Se–orHunter has the brave heart of a Spaniard, though his blood
is light," said Manuel rebukingly. "The Se–or Hunter would not cry over
a bigger hurt than this!"

Jack sat down again upon the bull-hide seat and dropped his face
between his palms. Old Manuel spoke truer than he knew. Dade Hunter
was made of the stuff that will suffer much for a friend and say nothing
about it, and to-day was not the first time when Jackhad all unwittingly
given that friendship the test supreme.

Manuel carefully inspected the wound and murmured his sympathy.
He pulled a bouquet of dry herbs from where it hung in a corner, under
the low ceiling, and set a handful brewing in water, where the coalswere
golden-yellow with heat. He tore a strip of linen off Valencia's best shirt
which he was saving for fiestas, and prepared a bandage, interrupting
himself now and then to dart over and inspect the tortillas baking on the
hot rock. For a fat man he moved with extraordinary briskness, and so
managed to do three things at one time and do them all thoroughly; he
washed and dressed the wound with the herbs squeezedinto a poultice,
rescued the tortillas from scorching, and spake his mind concerning the
gringos who, he declared, were despoiling this his native land. Then he
lifted certain pots and platters to the center of the hut and cheerfully an-
nounced supper; and squatted on the floor, facing his guests over the
food.

"There's another thing that bothers me, Manuel," Dade announced hu-
morously, when they three were seated around the pot of frijoles, the
earthen pan of smoking carne-seco(which is meat flavored hotly after
the Spanish style) and a stack of the tortillas Manuel's fat hands had cre-
ated while he talked.

Manuel, bending a tortilla into a scoop wherewith to help himself to
the brown beans, raised his black eyes anxiously. "But is there further
hurt?" he asked, and glanced wistfully at the tortilla before laying it
down that he might minister further to the se–or.

"NoÑgo on with your supper. There's a buckskin horse out there that
the gringos may say I stole. I don't want the beast; he's about fourteen
years old and he's got a Roman nose to beat Caesarhimself, and a bad
eye and a wicked heart."

"Dios!" murmured Manuel over the list of equine shortcomings and
took a large, relieved bite of tortilla and beans.The se–or was pleased to
jest with a poor vaquero, but the se–or would doubtless explain. He
chewed luxuriously and waited, his black eyes darting from this face
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which he knew and liked, to that strange one of the blue eyes and the
hair that was like the dullest of dull California gold.

"I don't like that caballo," went on Dade, helping himself to meat, "and
so I'd hate like the deuce to be hung for stealing him; sabe?"

Manuel licked a finger before he spread his hands to show how com-
pletely he failed to understand. "But if the caballo does not please the
se–or, why then did the se–or stealÑ"

"You see,I wanted to bring my partnerÑSe–or JackAllenÑdown here
with me. And he was riding the caballo, and he couldn't get offÑ"

Manuel swore a Spanish oath politely, to pleasehis guest who wished
to amaze him.

"Becausehe was tied on." Dade failed just there to keep a betraying
hardness out of his voice. "The Viligantes wereÑgoing toÑhang him."
The last two words were cut short off with the click of his jaws coming
together.

Manuel thereupon swore more sincerely and spilled beans from his
tortilla scoop. He knew the ways of the Committee. Four months
agoÑwhen the Committee was newer and more justÑthey had hanged
the third cousin of his half-sister's husband. It is true, the man had killed
a woman with a knife; yet Manuel's black beard bristled when he
thought of the affront to his hypothetical kinship.

"I had to take the two together," Dade explained, trying with better
successto speak lightly. "And now, if I turn the buckskin loose, he may
go backÑand he may not. I was wonderingÑ"

Manuel cut him short. "To-morrow I ride to town," he said. "I will take
the caballo back with me, if that pleasesthe se–ors. I will turn him loose
near the Mission, and he will go to his stable.

"The se–or," he added, "was very brave. Madre de Dios! To run away
with a prisoner of the Vigilantes! But they will surely kill the se–or for
that; the taking of the horse, that is nothing." His teeth shone briefly un-
der his black mustache. "One can die but once," he pointed out, and em-
phasized his meaning by a swift glance at Jack, moodily nibbling the
edge of a corn cake. "But if the horse does not please the se–orÑ"

Dade caught his meaning and laughed a little over it. "The horse," he
said, "belongs to the Committee; my friend does not."

"S’, Se–orÑbut surely that is true. OnlyÑ" he stroked his crisp beard
thoughtfullyÑ"the se–ors would better go to-morrow to the patron.
There the gringos dare not come. In this poor hut the se–ors may not be
safeÑfor we are but three poor vaqueros when all are here. We will do
our bestÑ"
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"Three vaqueros," declared Dade with fine diplomacy, "as brave as the
three who live here, would equal twenty of the Committee. But we will
not let it come to that."

Manuel took the flattery with a glimpse of white teeth and a deprecat-
ory wave of the hand, and himself qualified it modestly afterward.

"With the knifeÑperhaps. But the gringos have guns which speak fast.
Still, we would do our bestÑ"

"Say, if he's going back to town to-morrow," spake Jacksuddenly, from
where he reclined in the shadow "why can't I write a note to Bill Wilson
and have him send down my guns? The Captain took them away, you
know; but he won't object to giving them back now!" His voice was
bitter.

"The rest of them might. You seem to think that when you killed Per-
kins you wiped out the whole delegationÑwhich you didn't. What was
the row about; if you don't mind telling me?"

"I thought you knew," said Jack quite sincerely, which proved more
than anything how absorbed he was in his own part in the affair. He
shifted his head upon his clasped hands so that his eyesmight rest upon
the waning firelight, where the pot of frijoles, set back from supper, was
still steaming languidly in the hot ashes.

"You started it yourself, two weeks ago," he announced whimsically,
to lighten a little the somber tale. "If you hadn't bought that white horse
from that drunken Spaniard, I'd be holding a handful of acesand kings
to-night, most likely, in Bill Wilson's place. And my legs wouldn't be
aching like the devil," he added, reminded anew of his troubles, when he
shifted his position. "It's all your fault, bought the horse."

Dade grinned and bent to hold a twig in the coals, that he might light a
cigarette. "All right, I'm the guilty party. Let's have the consequencesof
my evil deed," he advised, settling back on his heels and lowering an
eyelid at Manuel in behalf of this humorous partner of his.

"You bought the horse and broke the Spaniard's heart and ruined his
temper. And he and Sandy had a fight, andÑSo," he went on, after a
two-minute break in the argument, "when I heard Swift sneering
something about Sandy, last night, I rose up in meeting and told him and
some others what I thought of 'em. I was not," he explained, "thinking
nice thoughts at the time. You see, Perkins, since he got the lead, has
gathered a mighty scaly bunch around him, and they've been running
things to suit themselves.

"Then, Swift and two or three others held up a boy from the mines to-
day, and I happened to see it. I interfered; fact is, I killed a couple of
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them. So they arrested both of us, went through a farce trial, and were
trying to hurry me into Kingdom Come before Bill Wilson got a rescue
party together, when you come along. That's all. They let the kid
goÑwhich was a good thing. I don't think they'll be down here after me.
In fact, I've been thinking maybe I'd go back, in a day or so, and have it
out with them."

"Yes, that's about what you'd be thinking, all right," retorted Dade un-
emotionally. "Sounds perfectly natural." The tone of him, being unsym-
pathetic, precipitated an argument which flung crisp English sentences
back and forth across the cabin. Manuel, when the words grew strange
and took on a harsh tang which to his ear meant anger, diplomatically
sought his blankets and merged into the shadow of the corner farthest
from the fire and nearest the door. The se–ors were pleased to disagree;
if they fought, he had but to dodge out into the night and neutrality. The
duties of hospitality weighed hard upon Manuel during that half-hour or
so.

Dade's cigarette stub, flung violently into the heart of the fire glow,
seemed to Manuel a crucial point in the quarrel; he slipped back the
blankets, ready to retreat at the first lunge of open warfare. He breathed
relief, however, when Dade got up and stretched his arms to the dried
tules overhead, and laughed a lazy surrender of the argument, if not of
his opinion upon the subject.

"You're surely the most ambitious trouble-hunter I ever saw," he said,
returning to his habitual humorous drawl, with the twinkle in his eyes
that went with it. "Just the same, we'll not go back to the mine just yet.
Till the dust settles,we're both better off down here with Don Andres Pi-
cardo. I don't want to be hung for the company I keep. BesidesÑ"

"I'll bet ten ounces there's a se–orita," hazarded. Jack maliciously.
"You're like Bill Wilson; but you can preach caution till your jaws ache;
you can't fool me into believing you're afraid to go back to the mine. Is
there a se–orita?"

"You shut up and go to sleep," snapped Dade, and afterward would
not speak at all.

Manuel, in the shadow, frowned over the only words he under-
stoodÑDon Andres Picardo and se–orita. The se–ors were agreeable
companions, and they were his guests. But they were gringos, after all.
And if they should presume to lift desireful eyes to the little Se–orita
TeresaÑTeresita, they called her fondly who knew herÑManuel's mus-
tache lifted suddenly at one side at the bare possibility.
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Chapter6
The Valley

In the valley of SantaClara, which lies cradled easily between mountains
and smiles up at the sun nearly the whole year through, Spring has a
winter home, wherein she dwells contentedly while the northern land is
locked in the chill embrace of the Snow King. In February, unless the
north wind sweeps down jealously and stays her hand, she flings a
golden brocade of poppies over the green hillsides and the lower slopes
which the forest has left her. Time was when she spread a deep-piled
carpet of mustard over the floor of the valley as well, and watched smil-
ing while it grew thicker and higher and the lemon-yellow blossoms
vied with the orange of the poppies, until the two set all the valley
aglow.

Now it was March, and the hillsides were ablazewith the poppies, and
the valley floor was soft green and yellow to the knees; with the great
live oaks standing grouped in stately calm, like a herd of gigantic, green
elephants scattered over their feeding-ground and finding the peace of
repletion with the coming of the sun.

The cabin of Manuel squatted upon a little rise of ground at the head
of the valley. When Jack stood in the doorway and looked down upon
the green sweep of grazing ground with the hills behind, and farther
away another range facing him, he owned to himself that it was good to
be there. The squalidness of the town he had left so tumultuously struck
upon his memory nauseatingly.

Spring was here in the valley, even though the mountains shone white
beyond. A wind had come out of the south and driven the fog back to
the bay, and the sun shone warmly down upon the land. Two robins
sang exultantly in the higher branchesof the oak, where they had break-
fasted satisfyingly upon the first of the little, green worms that gave
early promise of being a pest until such time as they stiffened and clung
inertly, waiting for the dainty, gray wings to grow and set them aflutter
over the tree upon which they had fed. One of them dropped upon Jack's
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arm while he stood there and crawled aimlessly from the barren buck-
skin to his wrist. He flung it off mechanically. Spring was here of a truth;
in the town he had not noticed her coming.

"You're right, Dade," he declared suddenly, over his shoulder. "This
beats getting up at noon and going through the motions of living for
twelve or fourteen hours in town. I believe I'll have Manuel get me a rid-
ing outfit, if he will. Maybe I'll take you up on that rodeo proposition.
Reckon your old don will give me a job?"

"Won't cost a peso to find out," said Dade, coming out and standing
beside him in the sun. "I've been talking to Manuel, and he thinks we'd
better pull out right away. Valencia's got an extra saddle here, and
Manuel says he'll catch a horse for you."

"I believe I'll send a letter to Bill," proposed Jack. "He'll give Manuel
enough dust to buy what I need; and I ought to let him know how we
made out, anyway."

A blank leaf from the little memorandum book he always carried, and
a bullet for pencilÑperforce, the note was brief; but it told what he
wanted: gold to buy a riding outfit, his pistols which Perkins had taken
from him, and news of Bill's well-being. When the paper would hold no
more and hold it legibly, he folded it carefully so that it would not
smudge, and gave it to his host.

"What if the Committee catchesyou with that buckskin, Manuel?" he
asked abruptly. The risk Manuel would run had not before occurred to
him. "Dade he's liable to get into trouble, if they catch him with that
horse; let's turn the darned thing loose."

"Me, I shall not ride where the gringos will seeme," broke in Manuel
briskly. "The se–ors need not be alarmed. I shall keep away from El
Camino Real.At the Mission I will buy what the se–or desires,and I will
bring it to him at the hacienda."

"Get the best they've got," Jack adjured him. "An outfit better than
Dade's, if you can find one. Bill Wilson has got about twelve hundred
dollars of mine; get the best if it cleansthe sack." He grinned at Dade. "If
you're going to bully me into turning vaquero again, I'm going to have
the fun of riding in style, anyway. You've set the pace,you know. I never
saw you so gaudy. ErÑwhat did you say her name is?"

"I didn't say."
"Must be serious. Too bad." Jack shook his head dolefully. "Say,

Manuel, do you know a good riata, when you see one lying around
loose?"
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"S’, Se–or. Me, I have braided the riatas and bridles since I was so
high." From the height of his measuring hand from the beaten clay be-
neath the oak, he proclaimed himself an infant prodigy; but Jackdid not
happen to be looking at him and so remained unamazed.

"Well, you ought to know something about them. Get the best riata
you can find. I leave it to your judgment."

"S’, Se–or.To-morrow I will bring them to you." He hesitated, his eyes
dwelling curiously upon the coppery hair of this stranger, whose pres-
ence he was not quite sure that he did not resent vaguely. Dade he had
come to accept as a man whose innate kindliness, which was as much a
part of him as the blood in his veins, wiped out any stain of alien birth;
but this blue-eyed oneÑ"The se–or himself is perhaps a judge of riatas?"
he insinuated, politely veiling the quick jealousy of his nature.

"We-el-lÑyou bring me one ready to fall all to pieces, and I reckon I
could tell it was poor, after it had stranded."

Dade laughed. "Judge of riatas? You wait till you seehim with one in
his hand!"

Manuel's teeth shone briefly, but the smile did not come from his
heart. "Me, I shall surely bring the se–or a riata worthy even of his skill,"
he declared sententiously, as he walked away with his bridle slung over
his arm and his back very straight.

"That sounded sarcastic,"commented Jack,looking after him. "What's
the matter? Is the old fellow jealous?" Dade flicked his cigarette against
the trunk of the oak to remove the white crown of ashes,and shook his
head. "What of?" he asked bluntly. "Half your trouble, Jack,comes from
looking for it. Manuel's a fine old fellow. I stayed a few days with him
here when I first left town, and rode around with him. He's straight as
the road to heaven, and I never heard him brag about anything, except
the goodnessof his 'patron,' and the things someof his friends can do. I'll
have to ask you to saddle up for me, Jack;this arm of mine's pretty stiff
and sore this morning. Watch how Surry's trained! You wouldn't believe
some of the things he'll do."

He turned towards the horse, feeding knee-deep in grass and young
mustard in the opening farther down the slope, and whistled a long,
high note. The white head went up with a fling of the heavy mane, to
perk ears forward at the sound. Then he turned and came towards them
at a long, swinging walk that was a joy to behold.

"Do you know, I hate the way nature's trimmed down the life of a
horse to a few measly years," said Dade. "A good horse you can love like
a humanÑand fifteen years is about as long as he can expect to live and
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amount to anything. Surry's four now, by his teeth. In fifteen years I'll
still be at my best; I'll want that horse like the very devil; and he'll be
dead of old age, if he lasts that long. And a turtle," he added resentfully
after a pause, "lives hundreds of years, just becausethe darned things
aren't any good on earth!"

"Trade him for a camel," drawled Jack unsympathetically. "They're
more durable."

"Watch him come, now!" Dade gave three short, shrill whistles, and
with a toss of head by way of answer, Surry came tearing up the slope,
straight for his master. The shadow of the oak was all about him when
he planted his front feet stiffly and stopped; flared his nostrils in a snort
and, because Dade waved his hand to the right, wheeled that way,
circled the oak at a pace which set his body aslant and stopped again
quite as suddenly as before. Dade held out his hand, and Surry came up
and rubbed the palm playfully with his soft muzzle.

"For a camel, did you say?" Dade grinned triumphantly at the other
over the sleek back of his pet.

"What'll you take for him?"
Dade pulled the heavy forelock straight with fingers that caressed

with every touch. "JosŽPachecoasked me that, and I came pretty near
hitting him. I don't reckon I'll ever be drunk enough to name a price. But
I mightÑ"

Jackglanced at him, and saw that his lips were half parted in a smile
born of some fancy of his own, and that his eyes were seeing dreams.
Jack stared for a full minute before Dade's thoughts jerked back to his
surroundings. Dade was not a dreamer; or if he were, Jackhad never had
occasion to suspect him of it, and he wondered a little what it was that
had sent Dade into dreams at that hour of the morning. But Manuel was
returning, riding one pony and leading another; so Jackthrew away his
cigarette stub and picked up the saddle blanket.

Manuel cameup and saddled his mount silently, his deft fingers work-
ing mechanically while his black eyes stole sidelong looks at Jack sad-
dling Surry, as if he would measure the man anew. While he was ana-
thematizing the buckskin in language for which he would need to do a
penance later on, if he confessedthe blasphemy to the padre, Jackthrew
Valencia's saddle upon the little sorrel pony Manuel had led up for him
to ride.

"Truly one would not like to die for having stolen such a beast,"stated
Manuel earnestly, knotting a macarte around the neck of the buckskin.
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"He is only fit to carry men to hangings. Come, accursed one! The Vigil-
antes are weeping for one so like themselves. Adios, Se–ors!"

He rode away, still heaping opprobrium upon the reluctant buckskin,
and speedily he disappeared behind a clump of willows clothed in the
pale green of new leaves.

Dade dropped the bullock hide which served for a door, to signify that
the master of the house was absent.Though the old don's cattle might be
butchered under his very nose, Manuel's few belongings would not be
molested, though only the dingy brown hide of a bull long since gone
the way of all flesh barred the way; a week, one month or six the hut
would stand inviolate from despoliation; for such was the unwritten law
of a land where life was held cheaper than the things necessaryto pre-
serve life.

On such a morning, when the air was like summer and all the birds
were rehearsing most industriously their parts in the opening chorus
with which Spring meant to celebrate her return to the northern land, a
ride down the valley was pure joy to any man whose soul was tuned in
harmony with the great outdoors; and trouble lagged and could not keep
pace with the riders.

Half-way down, they met Valencia, a slim young Spaniard with one of
those amazing smiles that was like a flash of sunlight, what with his per-
fect teeth, his eyes that could almost laugh out loud, and a sunny soul
behind them. Valencia, having an appetite for acquiring wisdom of vari-
ous kinds and qualities, knew some English and was not averse to mak-
ing strangers aware of the accomplishment.

Therefore, when the two greeted him in Spanish, he calmly replied:
"Hello, pardner," and pulled up for a smoke.

"How you feel for my dam-close call to-morrow?" he wanted to know
of Jack, when he learned his name.

"Pretty well. How did you knowÑ?" began Jack,but the other cut him
short.

"JosŽ,sheheard on town. The patron, she'sworry leetle. She's'fraid for
Se–or Hunter be keel. Me, I ride to find for-sure." Valencia dropped his
match, and leaned negligently from the saddle and picked it out of the
grass, his eyes stealing a look at the stranger as he came up.

"Good work," commented Jack under his breath to Dade. But
Valencia's ears were keen for praise; he heard, and from that moment he
was Jack's friend.

"I borrowed your saddle, Valencia," Jack announced, meaning to
promise a speedy return of it.
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"Not my saddle; yours and mine, amigo," amended Valencia quite
simply and sincerely. "Mine, she's yours also. You keep him." While he
smoked the little, corn-husk cigarette, he eyed with admiration the
copper-red hair upon which Manuel had looked with disfavor.

Before they rode on and left him, his friendliness had stamped an
agreeableimpression upon Jack'sconsciousness.He looked back approv-
ingly at the sombreroed head bobbing along behind a clump of young
manzanita just making ready to bloom daintily.

"I like that vaquero," he stated emphatically. "He's worth two of
Manuel, to my notion."

"Valencia? He's not half the man old Manuel is. He gambles worse
than an Injun, and never has anything more than his riding outfit and
the clothes on his back, they tell me. And he fights like a catamount
when the notion strikes him; and it doesn't seem to make much differ-
encewhether he's got an excuseor not. He's a good deal like you, in that
respect," he added, with that perfect frankness which true friendship af-
fects as a special privilege earned by its loyalty.

"Manuel's got tricky eyes," countered Jack."He's the kind of Spaniard
that will 'S’, Se–or,' while he's hitching his knife loose to get you in the
back. I know the breed; I lived amongst 'em before I ever saw you.
Valencia's the kind I'd tie to."

"And I was working with 'em when you were saying 'pitty horsey!' My
first job was with a Spanish outfit. A Mexican majordomo licked me into
shape when I was sweet sixteen. And," he clinched the argument merci-
lessly, "I was sixteen and drawing a man's pay on rodeo when you wore
your pants buttoned on to your waist!"

"And you don't know anything yet!" Jackcame back at him. Whereat
they laughed and called a truce, which was the way of them.
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Chapter7
The Lord of the Valley

Scattered, grazing herds of wild, long-horned cattle that ran from their
approach gave place to feeding mustangs with the mark of the saddle
upon them. Later, an adobe wall confronted them; and this they fol-
lowed through a grove of great live oaks and up a grassy slope beyond,
to where the long, low adobe house sat solidly upon a natural terrace,
with the valley lying before and the hills at its back; a wide-armed, wide-
porched, red-roofed adobe such as the Spanish aristocracy loved to build
for themselves. The sun shone warmly upon the great, latticed porch,
screenedby the passion vines that hid one end completely from view. To
the left, a wing stretched out generously, with windows curtained
primly with some white stuff that flapped desultorily in the fitful breeze
from the south. At the right, so close that they came near being a part of
the main structure and helped to give the general effect of a hollow,
open-sided square, stood a row of small adobe huts; two of them were
tiled like the house, and the last, at the outer end, was thatched with
tules.

Into the immaculate patio thus formed before the porch, Dade led the
way boldly, as one sure of his welcome. Behind the vines a girl's voice,
speaking rapidly and softly with a laugh running all through the tones,
hushed as suddenly as does a wild bird's twitter when strange steps ap-
proach. And just as suddenly did Dade's nostrils flare with the quick
breath he drew; for tones, if one listens understandingly, may tell a great
deal. Even Jackknew instinctively that a young man sat with the girl be-
hind the vines.

After the hush they heard the faint swish of feminine movement. She
cameand stood demurely at the top of the wide steps,a little hoop over-
flowing soft, white embroidered stuff in her hands.

"Welcome home, Se–or Hunter," she said, and made him a courtesy
that was one-third politeness and the rest pure mockery. "My father will
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be relieved in his mind when he seesyou. I think he slept badly last
night on your account."

Wistfulness was in Dade's eyes when he looked at her; as though he
wanted to ask if she also were relieved at seeing him. But there was the
man behind the lattice where the vines were thickest; the man who was
young and whom she had found a pleasant companion. Also there was
Jack,who was staring with perfect frankness, his eyesa full shadedarker
as he looked at her. And there was the peon scampering barefooted
acrossfrom one of the huts to take their horses.Dade therefore confined
himself to conventional phrases.

"Se–orita, let me present to you my friend, JackAllen," he said. "Jack,
this is the Se–orita Teresa Picardo."

His nostrils widened again when he looked casually at Jack;for Jack's
sombrero was swept down to his knees in saluteÑthough it was not
that; it was the look in his face that sent Dade's glance seeking Teresita's
eyes for answer.

But Teresita only showed him how effectively black lashes contrast
with the faint flush of cheeks just hinting at dimples, and he got no an-
swer there.

She made another little courtesy, lifting her lashes unexpectedly for a
swift glance at Jack,ashe dismounted hastily and went up two steps,his
hand outstretched to her.

"We Americanos like to shake hands upon a new friendship," he said
boldly.

The se–orita laughed a little, changed her embroidery hoop from her
right hand to her left, laid her fingers in his palm, blushed when his
hand closed upon them eagerly, and laughed again when her gold
thimble slipped and rolled tinkling down the steps.

Dade picked the thimble out of a matted corner of a violet bed, and re-
turned it to her unsmilingly; got a flash of her eyesand a little nod for his
reward, and stood back, waiting her further pleasure.

"You have had adventures, Se–or, since yesterday morning," she said
to him lightly. "Truly, you Americanos do very wonderful things! JosŽ,
here is Se–or Hunter and his friend whom he stole away from the Vigil-
antes yesterday! Did you have the invisible cap, Se–or? It was truly a
miracle such as the padres tell of, that the blessedsaints performed in the
books. JosŽtold us what he heardÑbut when I have called my mother,
you yourself must tell us every little bit of it."

While she was talking she was also pulling forward two of the easiest
chairs, playing the hostessprettily and stealing a lash-hidden glance now
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and then at the tall se–or with such blue eyesand hair the like of which
she had never seen, and the mouth curved like the lips of a woman.

The young man whom she addressed as JosŽrose negligently and
greeted them punctiliously; seatedhimself again, picked up a guitar and
strummed a minor chord lazily.

"Don Andres is busy at the corrals," JosŽvolunteered, when the girl
had gone. "He will return soon. You had a disagreeable experience,
Se–or?One of my vaqueros heard the story in town. There was a rumor
that the Vigilantes were sending out parties to searchfor you when Car-
los started home. Se–or Allen is lucky to get off so easily."

Jackheld a match unlighted in his fingers while he studied the face of
JosŽ.The tone of him had jarred, but his features were wiped clean of
any expression save faint boredom; and his fingers, plucking a plaintive
fragment of a fandango from the strings, belied the sarcasm Jack had
suspected. Don Andres himself, at that moment coming eagerly across
from the hut at the end of the row, saved the necessity of replying.

"Welcome home, amigo mio!" cried the don, hurrying up the steps,
sombrero in hand. "Never has sight of a horse pleased me aswhen Diego
led yours to the stable. Thrice welcomeÑsince you bring your friend to
honor my poor household with his presence."

No need to measure guardedly those tones, or that manner. Don
Andres Picardo was as clean, as honest, and as kindly as the sunshine
that mellowed the dim distances behind him. The two came to their feet
unconsciously and received his handclasp with inner humility. Don
Andres held Dade's hand a shade longer than the most gracious hospit-
ality demanded, while his eyesdwelt solicitously upon his face,browned
near to the shade of a native son of those western slopes.

"I heard of your brave deed, Se–orÑof how you rode into the midst of
the Vigilantes and snatched your friend from under the very shadow of
the oak. I did not hear that you escapedtheir vengeanceafterwards, and
I feared greatly lest harm had befallen you. Dios! It was gallantly done,
like a knight of olden timesÑ"

"Oh, no. I didn't rescue any lady, Don Andres. Just JackÑand he was
in a fair way to rescuehimself, by the way. It wasn't anything much, but
I suppose the story did grow pretty big by the time it got to you."

"And does your friend also call it a little thing?" The don turned quiz-
zically to Jack.

"He does not," Jackreturned promptly, although his ears were listen-
ing attentively for a nearer approach of the girl-voice he heard within the
house. "He calls it one of the big things Dade is always doing for his
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friends." He dropped a hand on Dade's shoulder and shook him with an
affectionate make-believe of disfavor. "He's always risking his valuable
neck to save my worthless one, Don Andres. He means well, but he
doesn't know any better. He packed me out of a nest of Indians once, just
as foolishly; we were coming out from Texas at the time. You'd be
amazed at some of the things I could tell you about himÑ"

"And about himself, if he would," drawled Dade. "If he ever tells you
about the Indian scrape, Don Andres, ask him how he happened to get
into the nest. As to yesterday, perhaps you heard how it came that Jack
got so close to the oak!"

"NoÑI heard merely of the danger you were in. JosŽ'shead vaquero
was in town when the Vigilantes returned with their Captain and those
others, and there were many rumors. This morning I sent Valencia to
learn the truth, and if you were in dangerÑPerhaps I could have done
little, but I should have tried to save you," he added simply. "I should
not like a clash with the gringosÑpardon, Se–ors; I speak of the class
whom you also despise."

JosŽlaughed and swept the strings harshly with his thumb. "The clash
will come, Don Andres, whether you like it or not," he said. "This morn-
ing I saw one more unasked tenant on your meadow, near the grove of
alders. What they call a 'prairie schooner.' A big, red-topped hombre,
and his womanÑgringos of the class I despise; which includes"Ñagain
he flung his thumb across the guitar stringÑ"all gringos!"

Jack's lips opened for hot answer, but Don Andres forestalled him
quietly.

"One more tenant does not harm me, JosŽ.When the American gov-
ernment puts its seal upon the seal of Spain and restores my land to me,
theseunasked tenants will go the way they came.There will be no clash."
But he sighed even while he made the statement, as if the subject were
neither new nor pleasant to dwell upon.

"Why," demanded JosŽbitterly, "should the Americanos presume to
question our right to our land? You and my father made the valley what
it is; your shiploads of hides and tallow that you sent from Yerba Buena
made the town prosper, and called adventurers this way; and now they
steal your cattle and lands, and their government is the biggest thief of
all, for it tells them to steal more. They will make you poor, Don Andres,
while you wait for them to be just. No, I permit no 'prairie schooner' to
stop, even that their oxen may drink. My vaqueros ride beside them till
they have crossed the boundary. You, Don Andres, if you would permit
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your vaqueros to do likewise, instead of shaking hands with the gringos
and bidding them welcomeÑ"

"But I do not permit it; nor do I seekcounsel from the children I have
tossed on my foot to the tune of a nursery rhyme." He shook his white-
crowned head reprovingly. "He was always screaming at his duenna,
one child that I recollect," he smiled.

"Art thou scolding JosŽagain, my Andres? He loves to play that thou
and Teresita are children still, JosŽ;it serves to beguile him into forget-
ting the years upon his head! Welcome, Se–ors.Teresita but told me this
moment that you had come. She is bringing the wineÑ"

On their feet they greeted the Se–ora Picardo. Like the don, her hus-
band, honest friendliness was in her voice, her smile, the warm clasp of
her plump hand. The sort of woman who will mother you at sight, was
the se–ora. Purple silkÑhastily put on for the guests, one might sus-
pectÑclothed her royally. Golden hoops hung from her ears,a diamond
brooch held together the lace beneath her cushiony chin; a comfortable
woman who smiled much, talked much and worried more lest she leave
some little thing undone for those about her.

"And this is the poor se–or who was in such dreadful danger!" she
went on commiseratingly. "Ah, the wicked times that have come upon
us! Presently we shall fear to sleep in our bedsÑSe–or Hunter, you have
been hurt! The mark of blood is on your sleeve,the stain is on your side!
A-ah, my poor friend! Come instantly and I willÑ"

"Gracias, Se–ora; it is nothing. Besides, Manuel put on a poultice of
herbs. It's only a scratch, but it bled a little while I rode to the hut of
Manuel." If blushes could have shown through the tan, Dade might have
looked as uncomfortable as he felt at that moment.

The se–orita was already in the doorway, convoying a sloe-eyed maid
who bore wine and glassesupon a tray of beaten silver; and the smile of
the se–orita was disturbing to a degree, brief though it was.

Behind the wine came cakes,and the se–orita pointed tragically to the
silver dish that held them. "Madre mia, those terrible children of Margar-
ita have stolen half the cakes! I ran after them in the orchardÑbut they
swallow fast, those ni–os! Now the se–ors must starve!"

Up went the hand of the se–ora in dismay, and down went the head of
the se–orita to hide how she was biting the laughter from her lips. "I
ran," she murmured pathetically, "and I caught AngeloÑbut at that mo-
ment he popped the cake into his mouth and it was gone! Then I ran
after MariaÑand she swallowedÑ"
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"Teresita mia! The se–orswill thinkÑ" What they would think she did
not stipulate, but her eyesimplored them to judge leniently the irrepress-
ibility of her beautiful one. There were cakes sufficientÑa hasty glance
reassured her upon that pointÑand Teresita was in one of her mischiev-
ous moods. The mother who had reared her sighed resignedly and
poured the wine into the small glasseswith a quaint design cut into their
sides, perfectly unconscious of the good the little diversion had done.

For a half-hour there was peaceful converse; of the adventure which
had brought the two gringos to the ranch as to a sanctuary, of the land
which lay before them, and of the unsettled conditions that filled the
days with violence.

JosŽstill strummed softly upon the guitar, a pleasant undertone to the
voices. And becausehe said very little, he saw and thought the more;
seeingglancesand smiles between a strange man and the maid whom he
loved desirefully, bred the thought which culminated in a sudden burst
of speechagainst the gringos who had come into the peaceful land and
brought with them strife. Who stole the cattle of the natives, calmly ap-
propriated the choicest bits of valley land without so much as a by-your-
leave, and who treated the rightful owners with contempt and as though
they had no right to live in the valley where they were born.

"Last week," he went on hotly, "an evil gringo with the clay of his bur-
rowings still upon his garments cursed me and called me greaser be-
causeI did not give him all the road for his burro. I, JosŽPacheco!They
had better have a care,or the 'greasers'will drive them back whence they
came, like the cattle they are. When I, a don, must give the road to a
gringo lower than the peons whom I flog for less impertinence, it is time
we ceasedtaking them by the hand as though they were our equals!" His
eyes went accusingly to the face of the girl.

She flung up her head and met the challenge in her own way, which
was with the knife-thrust of her light laughter. "Ah, the poor Amer-
icanos! Not the prayers of all the padres can save them from the black-
nessof their fate, since Don JosŽPachecofrowns and will not take their
hand in friendship! How they will gnash the teeth when they hear the
terrible tidingsÑJosŽ Pacheco,don and son of a don, will have none of
them, nor will he give way to their poor burros on the highway!" She
shook her head as she had done over the tragedy of the little cakes.
"Pobre gringos! Pobre gringos!" she murmured mockingly.

"Children, have done!" The hand of the se–ora went chidingly to the
shoulder of her incorrigible daughter. "This is foolish and un-
seemlyÑthough all thy quarreling is that, the saints know well. Our
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guests are Americanos; our guests, who are our friends," she stated
gently, looking at JosŽ."Not all Spaniards are good, JosŽ;not all gringos
are bad. They are as we are, good and bad together. Speak not like a
child, amigo mio."

The guitar which JosŽflung down upon a broad stool beside him
hummed resonant accompaniment to his footsteps ashe left the veranda.
"Thy house, Se–ora,has been as my mother's house since I can remem-
ber. Until thy gringo guests have made room for me, I leave it!"

"Se–or Allen, would you like to see my birds?" invited Teresita
wickedly, her glance flicking scornfully the reproachful faceof JosŽ,ashe
turned it towards her, and dwelling with a smile upon Jack.

"Wicked one!" murmured the se–ora, in her heart more than half ap-
proving the discipline.

JosŽhad humiliation as well as much bitterness to carry away with
him; for he saw the se–or with the bright blue eyes follow gladly the
laughing Teresita to her rose garden, and as he went jingling across the
patio without waiting to summon a peon to bring him his horse, he
heard the voice of Don Andres making apology to Dade for the rudeness
of him, JosŽ.
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Chapter8
Don Andres Wants a Majordomo

"Se–or, those things which you desired that I should bring, I have
brought. All is of the best. Also have I brought a letter from the Se–or
Weelson, and what remains of the gold the se–or will find laid carefully
in the midst of his clothing. So I have done all as it would have been
done for the patron himself." In the downward sweep of Manuel's som-
brero one might read that peculiar quality of irony which dislike loves to
inject into formal courtesy.

Behind Manuel waited a peon burdened with elegant riding gear and
a bundle of clothing, and a gesture brought him forward to deposit his
load upon the porch before the gringo guest, whose "Gracias" Manuel
waved into nothingness; as did the quick shrug disdain the little bag of
gold which Jackdrew from his pocket and would have tossed to Manuel
for reward.

"It was nothing," he smiled remotely; and went his way to find the pat-
ron and deliver to him a message from a friend.

Behind Jackcamethe click of slipper-heels upon the hardwood; and he
turned from staring, puzzled, after the stiff-necked Manuel, and gave the
girl a smile such as a man reservesfor the woman who has entered into
his dreams.

"Santa Maria, what elegance!Now will the se–or ride in splendor that
will dazzle the eyes to look upon!" Teresita bantered, poking a slipper-
toe tentatively towards the saddle, and clasping her hands in mock rap-
ture. "On every corner, silver crescents;on the tapideros, silver stars big-
ger than Venus; riding behind the cantle, a whole milky way; JosŽwill
surely go mad with rage when he sees.Stars has JosŽ,but no moon to
bear him company when he rides. Surely the cattle will fall upon their
knees when the se–or draws near!"

"Shall we ride out and put them to the test?"he asked wishfully, shak-
ing out the bridle to show the beautiful design of silver inlaid upon the
leather cheek-piece, and stooping to adjust a big-roweled, silver-
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incrusted spur upon his boot-heel. "Manuel does exactly as he is told. I
said he was to get the best he could findÑ"

"And so no vaquero in the valley will be so gorgeousÑ" Shebroke off
suddenly to sing in lilting Spanish a fragment of some old song that told
of the lilies of the field that "Toil not, neither do they spin."

"That is not kind. I may not spin, but I toilÑI leave it to Dade if I
don't." This last, becausehe caught sight of Dade coming acrossfrom the
row of huts, which was a short cut up from the corrals. "And I can show
you the remains of blistersÑ" He held out a very nice appearing palm to-
wards her, and looked his fill at her pretty face,while shebent her brows
and inspected the hand with the gravity that threatened to break at any
instant into laughter.

That sickening grip in the chest which is a real, physical pain, though
the hurt be given to the soul of a man, slowed Dade's steps to a lagging
advance towards the tableau the two made on the steps. So had the
se–orita sent him dizzy with desire (and with hope to brighten it) in the
two weeks and more that he had been the honored guest. So had she
laughed and teased him and mocked him; and he had believed that to
him alone would she show the sweet whimsies of her nature. But from
the moment when he laid her gold thimble in her waiting hand and got
no reward save an absent little nod of thanks, the dull ache had been
growing in his heart. He knew what it was that had sent JosŽoff in that
headlong rage against all gringos; though two days before he would
have said that JosŽ'sjealousy was for him, and with good reason. There
had been glances between those two who stood now so close togeth-
erÑswift measuring of the weapons which sex uses against sex, with
quick smiles when the glances chanced to meet. JosŽalso had seen the
byplay; and the fire had smoldered in his eyesuntil at last it kindled into
flame and drove him cursing from the place. In his heart Dade could not
blame JosŽ.

Forgotten while Teresita held back with one hand a black lock which
the wind was trying to fling across her eyes, and murmured mocking
commiseration over the half obliterated callouses on Jack'shand, Dade
loitered across the patio, remembering many things whose very sweet-
nessmade the present hurt more bitter. He might have known it would
be like this, he told himself sternly; but life during the past two weeks
had been too sweet for forebodings or for precaution. He had wanted
Jackto seeand admire Teresita, with the same impulse that would have
made him want to show Jackany other treasure which Chance held out
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to him while Hope smiled over her shoulder and whispered that it was
his.

Well, Jackhad seenher, and Jacksurely admired her; and the grim hu-
mor of Dade's plight struck through the acheand made him laugh, even
though his jaws immediately went together with a click of teeth and cut
the laugh short. He might have knownÑbut he was not the sort of man
who stands guard against friend and foe alike.

And, he owned to himself, Jack was unconscious of any hurt for his
friend in this rather transparent wooing. A little thought would have en-
lightened him, perhaps, or a little observation; but Dade could not blame
Jack for not seeking for some obstacle in the path of his desires.

"Shesays I'm lazy and got these callouses grabbing the soft snaps last
summer in the mines," Jackcalled lightly, when finally it occurred to him
that the world held more than two persons. "I'm always getting the worst
of it when you and I are compared. But I believe I've got the best of you
on riding outfit, old man. Take a look at that saddle, will you! And these
spurs! And this bridle! The se–orita saysthe cattle will fall on their knees
when I ride past; we're going to take a gallop and find out. Want to come
along?"

"Arrogant one! The se–orita did not agreeto that ride! The se–orita has
something better to do than bask in the glory of so gorgeous a se–or
while he indulges his vanityÑand frightens the poor cattle so that, if
they yield their hides at killing time, there will be little tallow for the
ships to carry away!"

The Se–orita Teresita would surely never be guilty of a conscious
lowering of one eyelid to point her raillery, but the little twist shegave to
her lips when she looked at Dade offered a fair substitute; and the flirt of
her silken skirts as she turned to run back into the house was sufficient
excuse for any imbecility in a man.

Jacklooked after her with some chagrin. "The little minx! A man might
as well put up his hands when he hears her comingÑhuh? Unless he's
absolutely woman-proof, like you. How do you manage it, anyway?"

"By taking a squint at myself in the looking-glass every morning."
Dade's face managed to wrinkle humorously. "H-m. You are pretty gor-
geous, for a fact. Where's the riata?"

Jackhad forgotten that he had ever wanted one. He lifted the heavy,
high-cantled saddle, flung it down upon the other side and untied the
new coil of braided rawhide from its place on the right fork.
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"A six-strand, eh? I could tell Manuel a few things about riatas, if he
calls that the best! Four strands are stronger than six, any time. I've seen
too many strandedÑ"

"The se–or is not pleased with the riata?"
Manuel, following Don Andres across to the veranda, had caught the

gesture and tone; and while his knowledge of English was extremely
sketchy, he knew six and four when he heard those numerals mentioned,
and the rest was easy guessing.

"The four strands are good, but the six are betterÑwhen Joaquin Muri-
eta lays the strands. From the hide of a very old bull was this riata cut;
perhaps the se–or is aware that the hide is thus of the same thickness
throughout and strong as the bull that grew it. Not one strand is laid
tighter than the other strand; the wildest bull in the valley could not
break itÑif the se–or should please to catch him! Me, I could have
bought three riatas for the gold I gave for this one; but the se–or told me
to get the best." His shoulders went up an inch, though Don Andres was
frowning at the tone of him. "The se–or can return it to the Mission and
get the three, or he can exchange it with any vaquero in the valley for
one which has four strands. I am very sorry that the se–or is not pleased
with my choice."

"You needn't be sorry. It's a very pretty riata, and I have no doubt it
will do all I ask of it. The saddle's a beauty, and the bridle and
spursÑI'm a thousand times obliged."

"It is nothing and less than nothing," disclaimed Manuel once more;
and went in to ask the se–ora for a most palatable decoction whose chief
ingredient was blackberry wine, which the se–ora recommended to all
and sundry for various ailments. Though Manuel, the deceitful one, had
no ailment, he did have a keen appreciation of the flavour of the cordial,
and his medicine bottle was never long emptyÑor fullÑif he could help
it.

A moment later Jack,hearing a human, feminine twitter from the dir-
ection of the rose garden, left off examining pridefully his belongings,
and bolted without apology, after his usual headlong fashion.

Don Andres sat him down in an easy-chair in the sun, and sighed as
he did so. "He is hot-tempered, that vaquero," he said regretfully, his
mind upon Manuel. "Something has stirred his blood; surely your friend
has done nothing to offend him?"

"Nothing except remark that he has always liked a four-strand riata
better than six. At the hut he was friendly enough."
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"He is not the only one whose anger is easily stirred against the grin-
gos," remarked the don, reaching mechanically for his tobacco pouch,
while he watched Dade absently examining the new riata.

"Se–or Hunter," Don Andres began suddenly, "have you decided what
you will do? Your mine in the mountainsÑit will be foolish to return
there while the hands of the Vigilantes are reaching out to clutch you; do
you not think so? More of the tale I have heard from Valencia, who re-
turned with Manuel. Those men who died at the hand of your
friendÑand died justly, I am convincedÑhad friends who would give
much for close sight of you both."

"I know; I told Jackwe'd have to keep away from town or the mine for
a while. He wanted to go right back and finish up the fight!" Dade
grinned at the absurdity. "I sat down hard on that proposition." Not that
phrase, exactly, did he use. One may be pardoned a free translation,
since, though he spoke in excellent Spanish, he did not twist his sen-
tences like a native, and he was not averse to making use of certain
idioms quite as striking in their way as our own Americanisms.

Don Andres rolled a cigarette and smoked it thoughtfully. "You were
wise. Also, I bear in mind your statement that you could not long be con-
tent to remain my guest. Terribly independent and energetic are you
Americanos." He smoked through another pause, while Dade's puzzled
glance dwelt secretly upon his face and tried to read what lay in his
mind. It seemedto him that the don was working his way carefully up to
a polite hint that the visit might be agreeably terminated; and his uneasy
thoughts went to the girl. Did her father resentÑ

"My majordomo," the don continued, just in time to hold back Dade's
hasty assurance that they would leave immediately, "my majordomo
does not please me. Many faults might I name, sufficient to make plain
my need for another." A longer wait, as if time were indeed infinite, and
he owned it all. "Also I might name reasons for my choice of another,
who is yourself, Se–or Hunter. Perhaps in you I recognize simply the
qualities which I desire my majordomo to possess.Perhaps also I desire
that some prejudiced countrymen of mine shall be taught a lesson and
made to see that not all Americanos are unworthy. However that may
be, I shall be truly glad if you will accept.The salary we will arrange as
pleasesyou, and your friend will, I hope, remain in whatever capacity
you may desire. Further, when your government has given some legal
assurancethat my land is mine," he smiled wrily at the necessityfor such
assurance, "as much land as you Americanos call a 'section,' choose it
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where you willÑexcept that it shall not take my house or my cultivated
landÑshall be yours for the taking."

"ButÑ"
"Not so much the offer of a position would I have you consider it," in-

terrupted the other with the first hint of haste he had shown, "as a favor
that I would ask. Times are changing, and we natives are high-chested
and must learn to make room for others who are coming amongst us. To
speak praises to the face of a friend is not my habit, yet I will say that I
would teach my people to respect good men, whatever the race; and es-
pecially Americanos, who will be our neighbors henceforth. I shall be
greatly pleased when you tell me that you will be my majordomo; more
than ever one needs a man of intelligence and tactÑ"

"And are none of our own people tactful or intelligent, Don Andres Pi-
cardo?" demanded Manuel, having overheard the last sentence or two
from the doorway. He came out and stood before his beloved "patron,"
his whole fat body quivering with amazed indignation, so that the bottle
which the se–ora had filled for him shook in his hand. "Amongst the
gringos must you go to find one worthy? Truly it is as Don JosŽtells me;
these gringos have come but to make trouble where all was peace.To-
day he told me all his thoughts, and me, I hardly believed it was as he
said. Would the patron have a majordomo who knows nothing of
rodeos, nothing of the cattleÑ"

"You're mistaken there, Manuel," Dade broke in calmly. "Whether I be-
come majordomo or not, I know cattle. They have a few in Texas,where I
came from. I can qualify in cowology any time. And," he added loyally,
"so can Jack. You thought he didn't know what he was talking about,
when he was looking at that riata; but I'll back him against any man in
California when it comes to riding and roping.

"But that needn't make us bad friends, Manuel. I didn't come to make
trouble, and I won't stay to make any. We've been friends; let's stay that
way. I'm a gringo, all right, but I've lived more with your people than my
own, and if you want the truth, I don't know but what I feel more at
home with them. And the same with Jack.We've eaten and slept with
Spaniards and worked with them and played with them, half our lives."

"Still it is as JosŽsays," reiterated Manuel stubbornly. "Till the gringos
came all was well; when they came, trouble came also. Till the gringos
came, no watch was put over the cattle, for only those who hungered
killed and ate. Now they steal the patron's cattle by hundreds, they steal
his land, and if JosŽspeaks truly, they would steal alsoÑ" He hesitated
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to speak what was on his tongue, and finished lamely: "what is more
precious still.

"And the patron will have a gringo for majordomo?" He returned to
the issue. "Then I, Manuel, must leave the patron's employ. I and half the
vaqueros. The patron," he added with what came close to a sneer, "had
best seekgringo vaquerosÑwith the clay of the mines on their boots, and
their red shirts to call the bulls!"

"I shall do what it pleasesme to do," declared the don sternly. "Advice
from my vaqueros I do not seek. And you," he said haughtily, "have
choice of two things; you may crave pardon for your insolence to my
guest, who is also my friend, and who will henceforth have charge of my
vaqueros and my cattle, or you may go whither you will; to Don JosŽ
Pacheco, I doubt not."

He leaned his white-crowned head against the high chair-back, and
while he waited for Manuel's decision he gazed calmly at the border of
red tiles which showed at the low eavesof the porchÑcalmly as to fea-
tures only, for his eyes held the blaze of anger.

"Se–ors, I go." The brim of Manuel's sombrero flicked the dust of the
patio.

"Come, then, and I will reckon your wage," invited the don, coldly
courteous as to a stranger. "You will excuse me, Se–or? I shall not be
long."

Dade's impulse was to protest, to intercede, to say that he and Jack
would go immediately, rather than stir up strife. But he had served a
stern apprenticeship in life, and he knew it was too late now to put out
the fires of wrath burning hotly in the hearts of those two; however com-
pletely he might effacehimself, the resentment was too keen, the quarrel
too fresh to be so easily forgotten.

He was standing irresolutely on the steps when Jackcame hack from
the rose garden, whistling softly an old love-song and smiling fatuously
to himself.

"We're going to take that ride, after all," he announced gleefully. "Want
to come along? She'sgoing to ask her father to come, tooÑsays it would
be terribly improper for us two to ride alone. What's the matter? Got the
toothache?"

Dade straightened himself automatically after the slap on the back that
was like a cuff from a she-bear, and grunted an uncivil sentence.

"Come over to the saddle-house," he commanded afterward. "And
take that truck off the se–ora'sfront steps before she seesit and has a fit.
I want to talk to you."
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"Oh, Lord!" wailed Jack,under his breath, but he shouldered the heavy
saddle obediently, leaving Dade to bring what remained. "Cut it short,
then; she'sgone to dress and ask her dad; and I'm supposed to order the
horses and get you started. What's the trouble?"

Dade first went over to the steps before their sleeping-room and de-
posited Jack'spersonal belongings; and Jackseized the minute of grace
to call a peon and order the horses saddled.

He turned from watching proudly the glitter of the trimmings on his
new saddle as the peon bore it away on his shoulder, and confronted
Dade with a tinge of defiance in his manner.

"Well, what have I done now?" he challenged. "Anything particularly
damnable about talking five minutes to a girl in plain sight of herÑ"

Dade threw out both hands in a gesture of impatience. "That isn't the
only important thing in the world," he pointed out sarcastically. If the in-
ner hurt served to sharpen his voice, he did not know it. "Don Andres
wants to make me his majordomo."

Jack'seyesbulged a little; and if Dade had not wisely side-stepped he
would have received another one of Jack'smuscle-tingling slaps on the
shoulder. "Whee-ee! Say, you're getting appreciated, at last, old man.
Good for you! Give me a job?"

"I'm not going to take it," said Dade. "I was going to ask you if you
want to pull out with me to-morrow."

Jack's jaw went slack. "Not going to take it!" He leaned against the
adobe wall behind him and stuck both hands savagely into his pockets.
"Why, you darned chump, how long ago was it that you talked yourself
black in the face, trying to make me say I'd stay? Argued like a man try-
ing to sell shaving soap; swore that nobody but a born idiot would think
of passing up such a chance;badgered me into giving in; and now when
you've got a chance like this, youÑSay, you're loco!"

"Maybe." Dade's eyes went involuntarily toward the veranda, where
Teresita appeared for an instant, looking questioningly towards them.
"Maybe I am loco. But Manuel's mad because the don offered me the
place, and has quit; and he says half the vaqueros will leave, that they
won't work under a gringo."

Jack'sindignant eyeschanged to a queer, curious stare. "Dade Hunter!
If I didn't know you, if I hadn't seen you in more tight places than I've
got fingers and toes, I'd sayÑBut you aren't scared;you never had sense
enough to be afraid of anything in your life. You can't choke that down
me, old man. What's the real reason why you want to leave?"

65



The real reason cameagain to the doorway sixty feet away and looked
out impatiently to where the se–ors were talking so earnestly and
privately; but Dade would have died several different and unpleasant
deaths before he would name that reason. Instead:

"It will be mighty disagreeable for Don Andres, trying to keep things
smooth," he said. "And it isn't as if he were stuck for a majordomo.
Manuel has turned against me from pure jealousy. He opened his heart,
one night when we were alone together, and told me that when Carlos
Pacorra wentÑand Manuel said the patron would not keep him long, for
his insolenceÑhe, Manuel, would be majordomo. He's mad as the deuce,
and I don't blame him; and he's a good man for the place; the vaqueros
like him."

"You say he's quit?"
"Yes. He got pretty nasty, and the don has gone to pay him off."
"Well, what good would it do for you to turn down the offer, then?

Manuel wouldn't get it, would he?"
"No-o, he wouldn't."
"Well, thenÑoh, thunder! Something ought to be done for that in-

growing modesty of yours! Dade, if you pass up that place, I'llÑI'll
swear you're crazy. I know you like it, here. You worked hard enough to
convert me to that belief!"

A sudden thought made him draw a long breath; he reached out and
caught Dade by both shoulders.

"Say, you can't fool me a little bit! You're backing up becauseyou're
afraid I may be jealous or something. You're afraid you're standing in my
light. Darn you, I've had enough of that blamed unselfishness of yours,
old man." The endearing smile lighted his face then and his eyes. "You
go ahead and take the job, Dade. I don't want it. I'll be more than content
to have you boss me around." He hesitated, looking at the other a bit
wistfully. "Of course, you know that if you go, old boy, I'll go with you.
ButÑ" The look he sent towards Teresita, who appeared definitely upon
the porch and stood waiting openly and impatiently, amply finished the
sentence.

Dade's eyes followed Jack's understandingly, and the thing he had
meant to do seemedall at once contemptible, selfish, and weak. He had
meant to leave and take Jackwith him, becauseit hurt him mightily to
see those two falling in love with each other. The trouble his staying
might bring to Don Andres was nothing more nor lessthan a subterfuge.
If Teresita'ssmiles had continued to be given to him as they had beenbe-
fore Jackcame, he told himself bitterly, he would never have thought of
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going. And Jack thought he hesitated from pure unselfishness! The fin-
gers that groped mechanically for his tobacco, though he had no inten-
tion of smoking just then, trembled noticeably.

"All right," he said quietly. "I'll stay, then." And a moment after: "Go
ask her if she wants to ride Surry. I promised her she could, next time
she rode."
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Chapter9
Jerry Simpson, Squatter

The se–orita, it would seem,had lost interest in the white horse as well
as in his master. That was the construction which Dade pessimistically
put upon her smiling assurancethat she could never be so selfish as to
take Se–or Hunter's wonderful Surry and condemn him to some com-
monplace caballo; though she gave also a better reason than that, which
was that her own horse was already saddledÑwitness the peon leading
the animal into the patio at that very momentÑand that an exchange
would mean delay. Dade took both reasons smilingly, and mentally
made a vow with a fearsome penalty attached to the breaking of it. After
which he felt a little more of a man, with his pride to bear him company.

Manuel cameout from the room which Don Andres used for an office,
saluted the se–orita with the air of a permanent leave-taking, aswell asa
greeting, and passed the gringos with face averted. A moment later the
don followed him with the look of one who would dismiss a distasteful
business from his mind; and entered amiably into the pleasure-seeking
spirit of the ride.

With the March sun warm upon them when they rode out from the
wide shade of the oaks, they faced the cooling little breeze which blew
out of the south.

"Valencia tells me that the prairie schooner which JosŽspoke of has of
a truth cast anchor upon my land," observed the don to Dade, reining in
beside him where he rode a little in advance of the others. "Sincewe are
riding that way, we may as well seethe fellow and make him aware of
the fact that he is trespassing upon land which belongs to another;
though if he has halted but to rest his cattle and himself, he is welcome.
But Valencia tells me that the fellow is cutting down trees for a house,
and that I do not like."

"Some emigrants seem to think, because they have traveled over so
much wilderness, there is no land west of the Mississippi that they
haven't a perfect right to take, if it suits them. They are a little like your
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countryman Columbus, I suppose. Every man who crosses the desert
feels as if he's out on a voyage of discovery to a new world; and when he
does strike California, it's hard for him to realize that he can't take what
he wants of it."

"I think you are right," admitted Don Andres after a minute. "And
your government also seemsto believe it has come into possessionof a
wilderness, peopled only by savageswho must give way to the march of
civilization. Whereas we Spaniards were in possessionof the land while
yet your colonies paid tribute to their king in England, and we ourselves
have brought the savagesto the ways of Christian people, and have for
our reward the homes which we have built with much toil and some
hardships, like yourselves when your colonies were young. Twenty-one
years have I looked upon this valley and called it mine, with the word of
his Majesty for my authority! And surely my right to it is as the right of
your people to their haciendas in Virginia or Vermont. Yet men will
drive their prairie schoonersto a spot which pleasesthem and say: 'Here,
I will have this place for my home.' That is not lawful, or right."

Ten steps in the rear of them Teresita was laughing her mocking little
laugh that still had in it a maddening note of tenderness.Dade tried not
to hear it; for so had she laughed at him, a week ago, and set his blood
leaping towards his heart. He was not skilled in the ways of women, yet
he did not accuseher of deliberate coquetry, as a man is prone to do un-
der the smart of a hurt like his; for he senseddimly that it was but the
seeking sex-instinct of healthy youth that brightened her eyes and sent
the laugh to her lips when she faced a man who pleased her; and if she
were fickle, it was with the instinctive fickleness of one who has not
made final choice of a mate. Hope lifted its head at that, but he crushed it
sternly into the dust again; for the man who rode behind was his friend,
whom he loved.

It is to be feared that the voice of the girl held more of his attention
than the complaint of the don, just then, and that the sting of injustice
under which Don Andres squirmed seemedlesspoignant and vital than
the hurt he himself was bearing. He answered him at random; and he
might have betrayed his inattention if they had not at that moment
caught sight of the interlopers.

Valencia had not borne false witness against them; the emigrants were
indeed cutting down trees. More, they were industriously hauling the
logs to the immediate vicinity of their camp, which was chosen with an
eye to many advantages; shade, water, a broad view of the valley and
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plenty of open grass land already fit for the plow, if to plow were their
intention.

A loose-jointed giant of a man seatedupon the load of logs which two
yoke of great, meek-eyed oxen had just drawn up beside a waiting pile
of their fellows, waited phlegmatically their approach. A woman, all per-
sonality hidden beneath flapping calico and slat sunbonnet, climbed
hastily down upon the farther side of the wagon and disappeared into
the little tent that was simply the wagon-box with its canvas covering,
placed upon the ground.

"Valencia told me truly. Se–or Hunter, will you speak for me? Tell the
big hombre that the land is mine."

To do his bidding, Dade flicked the reins upon Surry's neck and rode
ahead, the others closely following. Thirty feet from the wagon a great
dog of the color called brindle disputed his advance with bristling hair
and throaty grumble.

"Lay down, Tige! Wait till you're asked to take a holt," advised the
man on the wagon, regarding the group with an air of perfect neutrality.
Tige obeying sullenly, to the extent that he crouched where he was and
still growled; his master rested his elbows on his great, bony knees,
sucked at a short-stemmed clay pipe and waited developments.

"How d'yuh do?" Dade, holding Surry as close to the belligerent Tige
as was wise, tried to make his greeting as neutral as the attitude of the
other.

"Tol'ble, thank yuh, how's y'self? Shet your trap, Tige! Tige thought
you was all greasers,and he ain't made up his mind yet whether he likes
'em mixedÑwhites and greasers.I dunno's I blame 'im, either. We ain't
either of us had much call to hanker after the dark meat. T'other day a
bunch come boilin' up outa the dim distance like they was sent fur and
didn't have much time to git here. Tied their tongues into hard knots try-
in' to tell me somethin' I didn't have time to listen to, and looked like
they wanted to see my hide hangin' on a fence.

"Tige, he didn't take to 'em much. He kept walkin' back and forth
between me and them, talking as sensible as they did, I must say, and
makin' his meanin' full as clear. I dunno how we'd all 'a' come out, if I
hadn't brought Jemimy and the twins out and let 'em into the argument.
Them greasersdidn't like the looks of old Jemimy, and they backed off.
Tige, he follered 'em right up, and soon's they got outa reach of Jemimy,
they took down their lariats an' tried to hitch onto him.

"They didn't know Tige. That thar dawg's the quickest dawg on earth.
He hopped through their loops like they was playin' jump-the-rope with
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him. Fact is, he'd learned jump-the-rope when he was a purp. He
wouldn't 'a' minded that, only they didn't do it friendly. One feller
whipped out his knife and throwed it at TigeÑand he come mighty nigh
makin' dawg-meat outa him, too. Slit his ear, it come that close.Tige ain't
got no likin' fer greasers sence then. He thought you was another
bunchÑand so did I. Mary, she put inside after Jemimy and the twins.

"Know anything about them greasers?I seeyuh got a sample along. T'
other crowd was headed by a slim feller all tricked up in velvet and sil-
ver braid and red sash;called himself Don JosŽPacheco,and claimed to
own all Ameriky from the ocean over there, back to the Allegheny
Mountains, near as I could make out. I don't talk that kinda talk much;
but I been thinkin' mebby I better get m' tongue split, so I can. Might
come handy, some time; only Tige, he hates the sound of it like he hates
porkypinesÑor badgers.

"Mary and me and Tige laid up in Los Angeles fer a spell, resting the
cattle. All greasers, down thereÑand fleasÑand take the two t'gether,
they jest about wore out the hull kit and b'ilin' of us.

"What's pesterin' the ole feller? Pearslike he's gittin' his tongue twisted
up ready to talkÑif they call it talkin'."

"What is the hombre saying?Ñ" asked the don at that moment, seeing
the glance and sensing that at last his presence was noticed.

Dade grinned and winked at Jack,who, by the way, was neither look-
ing nor listening; for Teresita was once more tenderly ridiculing his star-
incrusted saddle and so claimed his whole attention.

"He says JosŽPacheco and some others came and ordered him off.
They were pretty ugly, but he called out a ladyÑthe Se–oraJemima and
dos ni–osÑandÑ"

"Sa-ay, mister," interrupted the giant Jerry Simpson from the load of
logs. "D'you say Senory Jemimy?"

"Why, yes. Se–ora means madame, orÑ"
"Ya'as, I know what it means. Jemimy, mister, ain't no senory, nor no

madame. Jemimy's my old Kentucky rifle, mister. And the twins ain't no
neenos,but a brace uh pistols that can shoot fur as it's respectable fer a
pistol to shoot, and hit all it's lawful to hit. You tell him who Jemimy is,
mister; and tell 'im she's a derned good talker, and most convincin' in a
argyment."

"He says Jemima is not a se–ora," translated Dade, his eyes twinkling,
"but his rifle; and the ni–os are his pistols."

Don Andres hid a smile under his white mustache. "Very good. Yet I
think your language must lack expression, Se–or Hunter. It required
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much speechto say so little." There was a twinkle in his own eyes."Also,
JosŽacts like a fool. You may tell the big se–or that the land is mine, but
that I do not desire to use harsh methods, nor have ill-feeling between
us. It is my wish to live in harmony with all men; my choice of a major-
domo should bear witness that I look upon Americanos with a friendly
eye. I think the big hombre is honest and intelligent; his face rather
pleases me. So you may tell him that JosŽshall not trouble him again,
and that I shall not dispute with him about his remaining here, if to re-
main should be his purpose when he knows the land belongs to me. But
I shall look upon him as a guest. As a guest, he will be welcome until
such time as he may find some free land upon which to build his casa."

Becausethe speechwas kindly and just, and becausehe was in the ser-
vice of the don, Dade translated as nearly verbatim as the two languages
would permit. And Jerry Simpson, while he listened, gave several hard
pulls with his lips upon the short stem of his pipe, discovered that there
was no fire there, straightened his long leg and felt gropingly for a match
in the depth of a great pocket in his trousers. His eyes,of that indeterm-
inate color which may be either gray, hazel, or green, as the light and his
mood may affect them, measured the don calmly, dispassionately, un-
awed; measured also Dade and the beautiful white horse he rode; and fi-
nally went twinkling over Jack and the girl, standing a little apart,
wholly absorbed in trivialities that could interest no one save
themselves.

"How much land does he say belongs to him? And whar did he git his
title to it?" Jerry Simpson asked, when Dade was waiting for his answer.

Out of his own knowledge Dade told him.
Jerry Simpson brought two matches from his pocket, inspected them

gravely and returned one carefully; lighted the other with the samecare,
applied the flame to his tobacco, made sure that the pipe was going to
"draw" well, blew out the match, and tucked the stub down out of sight
in a creasein the bark of the log upon which he was sitting. After that he
rested his elbows upon his great, bony knees and smoked meditatively.
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Chapter10
The Finest Little Woman in the World

"You tell Mr. Picardy that I ain't visitin' nobody, so he needn't consider
that I'm company," announced Jerry, after a wait that was beginning to
rasp the nerves of his visitors. "I come here to live! He's called this land
hisn, by authority uh the king uh Spain, you say, for over twenty year.
Wall, in twenty year he ain't set so much as a fence-post fur as the eye
can see.I been five mile from here on every side, and I don't seeno signs
of his ever usin' the land fer nothin'. Now, mebby the king uh Spain
knew what he was talkin' about when he give this land away, and then
agin mebby he didn't. 'T any rate, I don't know as I think much of a king
that'll give away a hull great gob uh land he never seen,and give it to
one fellerÑmore 'n that feller could use in a hull lifetime; more 'n he
would ever need fer his young 'uns, even s'posin' he had a couple uh
dozenÑwhich ain't skurcely respectable fer one man, nohow. How
many's he got, mister?"

"OneÑhis daughter, over there."
"Hum-mh! Wall, she ain't goin' to need so derned much. You tell Mr.

Picardy I've come a long ways to find a home fer Mary and me; a long
road and a hard road. I can't go no further without I swim fer it, and that
I don't calc'late on doin'. I ain't the kind to hog more land 'n what I can
useÑnot mentionin' no names; but I calc'late on havin' what I need, if I
can get it honest. My old mother used to read outa the Bible that the
earth was the Lord's and the fullness thereof; and I ain't never heard of
him handin' over two-thirds of it to any king uh Spain. What he's snoop-
in' around in Ameriky fur, givin' away great big patches uh country he
never seen, I ain't askin'. Californy belongs to the United States of
Ameriky, and the United Statesof Ameriky lets her citizens make homes
for themselves and their families on land that ain't already in use. If Mr.
Picardy can show me a deed from Gawd Almighty, signed, sealed, and
delivered along about the time Moses got hisn fer the Land uh Canyan,
or if he can show a paper from Uncle Sam, sayin' this place belongs to
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him, I'll throw off these logs, h'ist the box back on the wagon and look
further; but I ain't goin' to move on the say-souh no furrin' king, which I
don't believe in nohow."

He took the pipe from his mouth, and with it pointed to a spot twenty
feet away, so that they all looked towards the place.

"Right thar," he stated slowly, "is whar I'm goin' to build my cabin, fer
me and Mary. And right over thar I'm goin' to plow me up a truck patch.
I'm a peaceable man, mister. I don't aim to have no fussin' with my
neighbors. But you tell Mr. Picardy that thar'll be loopholes cut on all
four sides uh that thar cabin, and Jemimy and the twins'll be ready to
argy with anybody that comes moochin' around unfriendly. I'm the
peaceablestman you ever seen,but when I make up my mind to a thing,
I'm firm! Pur-ty tol'able firm!" he added with complacent emphasis.

He waited expectantly while Dade put a revised version of this speech
into Spanish, and placidly smoked his little black pipe while the don
made answer.

"Already I find that I have done well to choosean Americano for my
majordomo," Don Andres observed, a smile in his eyes. "With a few
more such as this great hombre, who is firm and peaceful together, I
should find my days full of trouble with a hot-blooded Manuel to deal
with them. But with you, Se–or, I have no fear. Something there is in the
faceof this Se–orSeem'sonwhich pleasesme; we shall be friends, and he
shall stay and plant his garden and build his house where it pleaseshim
to do. You may tell him that I say so, and that I shall rely upon his honor
to pay me for the land a reasonable price when the American govern-
ment places its seal beside the seal on his Majesty's grant. For that it will
be done I am very sure. The land is mine, even though I have no tablet of
stone to proclaim from the Creator my right to call it so. But he shall
have his home if he is honest, without swimming acrossthe oceanto find
it."

"Wall, now, that's fair enough fer anybody. Hey, Mary! Come on out
and git acquainted with yer neighbor's girl. Likely-lookin' young wo-
man," he passed judgment, nodding towards Teresita. "Skittish,
mebbyÑyoung blood most gen'rally is, when there's any ginger in it.
What's yer name, mister? I want yuh all to meet the finest little woman in
the worldÑMrs. Jerry Simpson. We've pulled in the harness together fer
twelve year, now, so I guess I know! Come out, Mary."

She came shyly from the makeshift tent, her dingy brown sunbonnet
in her hand, and the redoubtable Tige walking close to her shapeless
brown skirt. And although her face was tanned nearly as brown as her
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bonnet, with the desert sun and desert winds of that long, weary journey
in searchof a home, it was as delicately modeled as that of the girl who
rode forward to greet her; and sweet with the sweetnessof soul which
made that big man worship her. Her hair was a soft gold such as one
seessometimes upon the head of a child or in the pictures of angels, and
it was cut short and curled in distracting little rings about her head, and
framed softly her smooth forehead. Her eyes were brown and soft and
wistfulÑwith a twinkle at the corners, nevertheless, which brightened
them wonderfully; and although her mouth drooped slightly with the
same wistfulness, a little smile lurked there also, as though her life had
been spent largely in longing for the unattainable, and in laughing at
herself because she knew the futility of the longing.

"I hope you've taken a good look at Jerry's face," she said, "and seen
that he ain't half asbad ashe tries to make out. Jerry'll make a fine neigh-
bor for any man if he's let be; and we do want a home of our own, awful
bad! We was ten years paying for a little farm back in Illinois, and then
we lost it at the last minute becausethere was something wrong with the
deed, and we didn't have any money to go to law about it. Jerry didn't
tell you that; but it's that makes him talk kinda bitter, sometimes.He was
terrible disappointed about losing the farm. And when we took what we
had left and struck out, he said he was going as far as he could get and
be away from lawyers and law, and make us a home on land that
nobody but the Lord laid any claim to. So he picked out this place; and
then along come that Spaniard and a lot of fellows with him and said we
hadn't no right here. So I hope you won't blame Jerry for being a little
mite uppish. That Spaniard got him kinda wrought up."

Her voice was as soft as her eyes, and winsome as her wistful little
smile. Shehad those four smiling with her in sheer sympathy before she
had spoken three sentences;and the two who did not understand her
words smiled just assympathetically as the two who knew what shewas
talking about.

"Tell the se–ora I am sorry, and she shall stay; and my mother will
give her hens and a bottle of her very good medicine, which Manuel
drinks so greedily," Teresita cried, when Dade told her what the woman
said, and leaned impulsively and held out her hand. "I would do as the
Americanos do, and shake the hands for a new friendship," she ex-
plained, blushing a little. "We shall be friends. Se–or Hunter, tell the
pretty se–ora that I say we shall be friends. Amiga mia, I shall call her,
and I shall learn the Americano language, that we may talk together."
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She meant every word of it, Dade knew; and with a troublesome,
squeezedfeeling in his throat he interpreted her speechwith painstaking
exactness.

Mrs. Jerry took the se–orita's hand and smiled up at her with the
brightness of tears in her eyes. "You've got lots of friends, honey," she
said simply, "and I've left all of mine so far behind me they might aswell
be dead, as far as ever seeing 'em again is concerned; so it's like finding
gold to find a woman friend away out here. I ain't casting no reflections
on Jerry, mind," she hastened to warn them, blinking the tears away and
leaving the twinkle in full possession;"but good as he is, and satisfying
as his company is, he ain't a woman. And, my dear, a woman does get
awful hungry sometimes for woman-talk!"

[Illustration: Mrs. Jerry took the se–orita's hand and smiled up at her.]
"Santa Maria! that must be true. Sheshall come and let my mother be

her friend also. I will send a carriage, or if she can rideÑask the big
se–or if he has no horses!"

Jack it was who took up right willingly the burden of translation, for
the pure pleasure of repeating the se–orita's words and doing her a ser-
vice; and Dade dropped back beside the don, where he thought he be-
longed, and stayed there.

"Wall, I ain't got any horses, but I got two of the derndest mules you
ever seen, mister. Moll and Poll's good as any mustang in this valley.
Mary and me can ride 'em anywheres; that's why I brung 'em along, to
ride in case we had to eat the cattle."

"Then they must surely ride Moll and Poll to visit my mother!" the
se–orita declared with her customary decisiveness. "Padre mio!"

Obediently the don accepted the responsibility laid upon him by his
sole-born who ruled him without question, and made official the invita-
tion. It was not what he had expected to do; he was not quite sure that it
was what he wanted to do; but he did it, and did it with the courtliness
which would have flowered his invitation to the governor to honor his
poor household by his presence; he did it because his daughter had
glanced at him and said "My father?" in a certain tone which he knew
well.

Something else was done, which no one had expected to do when the
four galloped up to the trespassers. Jack and Dade dismounted and
helped Jerry unload the logs from the wagon, for one thing; while Teres-
ita inspected Mrs. Jerry's ingenious domestic makeshifts and managed
somehow, with Mrs. Jerry's help, to make the bond of mutual liking
serve very well in the place of intelligible speech.For another, the don
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fairly committed himself to the promise of a peon or two to help in the
further devastation of the trees upon the Picardo mountain slope behind
the little, natural meadow, which Jerry Simpson had so calmly appropri-
ated to his own use.

"He is honest," Don Andres assertedmore than once on the ride home,
perhaps in self-justification for his soft dealing. "He is honest; and when
he seesthat the land is mine, he will pay; or if he does not pay, he will
goÑand tilled acresand a cabin will not harm me. Valencia, if he marries
the daughter of Carlos (as the se–orasayswill come to pass),will be glad
to have a cabin to live in apart from the mother of his wife, who is a
shrew and will be disquieting in any man's household. Therefore, Se–or
Hunter, you may order the peons to assistthe big hombre and his beauti-
ful se–ora, that they may soon have a hut to shelter them from the rains.
It is not good to see so gentle a woman endure hardship within my
boundary. Many tules, they will need," he added after a minute, "and it
is unlikely that the Se–or Seem'sonunderstands the making of a thatch.
Diego and Juanare skillful; and the tules they lay upon a roof will let no
drop of rain fall within the room. Order them to assist."

"I shall tell Margarita to bake many little cakes,"cried Teresita, riding
up between her father and Dade, that she might assist in the planning.
"And madre mia will give me coffee and sugar for the pretty se–ora. So
soft is her voice, like one of my pigeons! And her hair is more beautiful
than the golden hair of our BlessedLady at Dolores. Oh, if the Blessed
Virgin would make me as beautiful as she, and as gentle, I shouldÑI
should finish the altar cloth immediately, which I began two years ago!"

"Thou art well enough as thou art," comforted her father, trying to
hide his pride in her under frowning brows, and to sterilize the praise
with a tone of belittlement.

"I love that pretty se–ora," sighed Teresita, turning in the saddle to
glance wistfully back at the meager little camp. "Sheshall have the black
puppy Rosa gave me when last I was at the Mission San JosŽ.But I
hope," she added plaintively, like the child she was at heart, "she will
make that big, ugly beast they called Tige be kind to her; and the milk
must be warm to the finger when Chico is fed. To-night, Se–or Allen,
you shall teach me Americano words that I may say to the se–orawhat is
necessary,for the happiness of my black puppy. I must learn to say that
her name is Chico, and that the milk must be warm to the finger, and
that the big dog must be kind."
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Chapter11
An Ill Wind

A wind rose in the night, blowing straight out of the north; a wind so
chill that the se–ora unpacked extra blankets and distributed them lav-
ishly amongst the beds of her household, and the oldest peon at the
hacienda (who was Gustavo and a prophet more infallible than Elijah)
stared into the heavens until his neck went lame; and predicted much
cold, so that the frost would surely kill the fruit blossoms on the slope
behind the house; and after that much rain.

Don Andres, believing him implicitly, repeated the warning to Dade;
and Dade, becausethat was now his business, rode here and there, giv-
ing orders to the peons and making sure that all would be snug when the
storm broke.

The Se–orita Teresa,bethinking her of the "pretty se–ora" who would
have scant shelter in that canvas-topped wagon-box, even though it had
been set under the thickest branchesof a great live oak, called guardedly
to Diego who was passing, and ordered Tejon, her swiftest little mus-
tang, saddled and held ready for her behind the last hut, where it could
not be seen from the house.

Tejon, so named by his mistress becausehe was gray like a badger,
hated wind, which the se–orita knew well. Also, when the hatred grew
into rebellion, it needed a strong hand indeed to control him, if the mood
seized him to run. But the se–orita was in a perverse mood, and none but
Tejon would she ride; even thoughÑor perhaps becauseÑsheknew that
his temper would be uncertain.

She wanted to beg the pretty Se–ora Simpson to come and stay with
them until the weather cleared and the cabin was finished. But more
than that she wanted to punish Se–or JackAllen for laughing when she
tried to speak the Americano sentencehe had taught her the night be-
fore, and got it all backwards. Se–or Jackwould be frightened, perhaps,
when he learned that she had ridden away alone upon Tejon; he would
ride after herÑperhaps. And she would not talk to him when he found

78



her, but would be absolutely implacable in her displeasure, so that he
would be speedily reduced to the most abject humility.

Diego, when she ran stealthily across the patio, her riding-habit flap-
ping about her feet in the wind, looked at her uneasily as if he would like
to remonstrate; but being a mere peon, he bent silently and held his cal-
loused, brown palm for the se–orita's foot; reverently straightened the
flapping skirt when she was mounted, and sent a hasty prayer to
whatever saint might be counted upon to watch most carefully over a
foolish little Spanish girl.

"An evil spirit is in the caballo to-day," Diego finally ventured to in-
form his mistress gravely. "For a week he has not felt the weight of
saddle, and he loves not the trees which sway and sing, or the wind
whistling in his ears."

"And for that he pleasesme much," retorted the se–orita, and touched
Tejon with her spurred heel, so that he came near upsetting Diego with
the lunge he gave.

When the peon recovered his balance, he stood braced against the
wind, and with both hands held his hat upon his head while he watched
her flying down the slope and out of sight amongst the trees. No girl in
all the valley rode better than the Se–orita Teresa Picardo, and Diego
knew it well and boasted of it to the peons of other hacendados;but for
all that he was ill-at-ease, and when, ten minutes later, he came upon
Valencia at the stable, he told him of the madness of the se–orita.

"Tejon she would ride, and none other; and to-day he is a devil. Twice
he would have bitten my shoulder while I was saddling, and that is the
sign that his heart is full of wickedness. Me, I would have put the freno
Chilene (Chilian bit) in his mouthÑbut that would start him bucking; for
he hates it because then he cannot run."

Valencia, a little later, met the new majordomo and repeated what
Diego had said; and Dade, catching a little of the uneasinessand yet not
wanting to frighten the girl's father with the tale, made it his immediate
business to find Jack and tell him that Teresita had ridden away alone
upon a horse that neither Diego nor Valencia considered safe.

Jack,at first declaring that he wouldn't go where he plainly was not
wanted, at the end of an uncomfortable half-hour borrowed Surry, be-
cause he was fleet as any mustang in the valley, and rode after her.

In this wise did circumstances and Jackobey the piqued desire of the
se–orita.

After the first headlong half mile, Tejon became the perfect little
saddle-pony which fair weather found him; and Teresita, cheated of her
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battle of wills and yet too honest to provoke him deliberately, began to
think a little less of her own whims and more of the Se–ora Simpson,
housed miserably beneath the canvas covering of the prairie schooner.

She found Mrs. Jerry sitting inside, with a patchwork quilt over her
shoulders, her eyes holding a shade more of wistfulness and less
twinkle, perhaps, but with her lips quite ready to smile upon her visitor.
Teresita sat down upon a box and curiously watched the pretty se–ora
try to make a small, triangular piece of cloth cover a large, irregular hole
in the elbow of the big se–or'scoat sleeve.Sometimes,when she turned it
so, the hole was nearly coveredÑexcept that there was the frayed rent at
the bottom still grinning maliciously up at the mender.

"'Patch beside patch is neighborly, but patch upon patch is beggarly!'"
quoted Mrs. Jerry, at the moment forgetting that the girl could not
understand.

Whereupon Teresita bethought her of her last night's lesson, and
replied slowly and solemnly: "My dear Mrs. Seem'son,
howÑdoÑyouÑ do?"

"Mrs. Seem'son,"realizing the underlying friendliness of the carefully
enunciated greeting, flushed with pleasure and for a minute forgot all
about the patch problem.

"Why, honey, you've been learnin' English jest so'syou can talk to me!"
Sheleaned and kissed the girl where the red blood of youth dyed bright-
est the Latin duskiness of the cheek. "I wish't you could say some more.
Can't you?"

Teresita could; but her further store of American words related chiefly
to the diet and general well-being of one very small and very black pup,
which was at that moment sleeping luxuriously in the chimney corner at
home; and without the pup the words would be no more than parrot-
chattering. So the se–orita shook her head and smiled, and Mrs. Jerry
went back to the problem of the small patch and the large hole.

Hampered thus by having no common language between them, Teres-
ita failed absolutely to accomplish her mission.

Mrs. Jerry, hazily guessing at the invitation without realizing any ur-
gent need of immediate acceptance,shook her head and pointed to her
pitifully few household appurtenances, and tried to make it plain that
shehad duties which kept her there in the little camp which shepathetic-
ally called home.

Teresita gathered that the pretty se–ora did not wish to leave that
great, gaunt hombre who was her husband. So, when she could no
longer conceal her shiverings, and having no hope that the big se–or
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would understand her any better when he returned with the load of logs
he and the peons were after, she rose and prepared to depart. Surely the
Se–orJack,if he were going to follow, would by this time be coming, and
the hope rather hastened her adieu.

"Adios, amiga mia," she said, her eyes innocently turning from the
Se–ora Simpson to scan stealthily the northern slope.

"Good-by, honey. Come again and seeme. Jerry knows a few Spanish
words, and I'll make him learn 'em to me so I can talk a little of your
kind, next time. And tell your mother I'm obliged for the wine; and them
dried peachestasted fine, after being without so long. Shan't I hold your
horse while you git on? Seemsto me he's pretty frisky for a girl to be rid-
ing; but I guess you're equal to him!"

Teresita smiled vaguely. Shehad no idea of what the woman was say-
ing, and shewas beginning to wish that shehad not tried in just this way
to punish the Se–or Jack;if he were here now, he could make the Se–ora
Simpson understand that the storm would be a very dreadful oneÑelse
Gustavo was a liar, and whom should one believe?

Even while shewas coaxing Tejon alongside a log and persuading him
to stand so until she was in the saddle, she was generously forswearing
Se–or Jack'spunishment that she might serve the pretty se–ora who had
Tejon by the bit and was talking to him softly in words he had never
heard before in his life. She resolved that if she met Se–or Jack, she
would ask him to come back with her and explain to the se–ora about
the cold and the rain, and urge her to accept the hospitality of her
neighbors.

For that reason she looked more anxiously than before for some sign of
him riding towards her through the fields of flowering mustard that
heaved in the wind like the waves on some strange, lemon-colored sea
tossing between high, green islands of oak and willow. Surely that fool
Diego would never keep the still tongue! He would tell, when some one
missed her. If he did not, or if Se–orAllen was an obstinate pig of a man
and would not come, then she would tell Se–orHunter, who was always
so kind, though not so handsome as the other, perhaps.

Se–or Hunter's eyes were brownÑand she had looked into brown
eyesall her life. But the blue! The blue eyesthat could so quickly change
lighter or darker that they bewildered one; and could smile, or light
flames that could wither the soul of one.

Even the best rider among the Spanish girls as far south asPasoRobles
should not meditate so deeply upon the color of a se–or's eyes that she
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forgets the horse she is riding, especially when the horse is Tejon, whose
heart is full of wickedness.

A coyote, stalking the new-made nest of a quail, leaped out of the
mustard and gave Tejon the excusehe wanted, and the dreaming se–or-
ita was nearly unseated when he ducked and whirled in his tracks. He
ran, and she could not stop him, pull hard as she might. If he had only
run towards home! But instead, he ran down the valley, becausethen he
need not face the wind; and he tried to outstrip the wind as he went.

It was when they topped a low knoll and darted under the wide,
writhing branchesof a live oak, that Jackglimpsed them and gave chase;
and his heart forgot to beat until he saw them in the open beyond, and
knew that she had not been swept from the saddle by a low branch. He
leaned lower over Surry's neck and felt gratefully the instant responseof
the horse; he had thought that Surry was running his best on such un-
even ground; but even a horse may call up an unsuspected reserve of
speed or endurance, if his whole heart is given to the service of his mas-
ter; there was a perceptible quickening and a lengthening of stride, and
Jackknew then that Surry could do no more and keep his feet. Indeed, if
he held that pace for long without stumbling, he would prove himself a
more remarkable horse than even Dade declared him to be.

He hoped to overtake the girl soon, for in the glimpses he got of her
now and then, asshe flew acrossan open space,he saw that shewas put-
ting her whole weight upon the reins; and that should make a sufficient
handicap to the gray to wipe out the three-hundred-yard distance
between them. It did not seem possible that Tejon could be running as
fast as Surry; and yet, after a half-mile or so of that killing pace, Jack
could not see that he was gaining much. Perhaps it was his anxiety to
overtake her that made the chaseseem interminable; for presently they
emerged upon the highway which led south to Santa Clara and so on
down the valley, and he saw, on a straight, open stretch, that he was
much nearer; so near he could seethat her hair was down and blowing
about her face in a way that must have blinded her at times.

Tejon showed no disposition to stop, however; and Jack, bethinking
him of the trick Dade had played upon the Vigilantes with his riata,
threw off the loop that held it. If he could get close enough, he meant to
lasso the horse unless she managed by that time to get him under con-
trol. Now that they were in the road, Surry's stride was more even, and
although his breathing was becoming audible, he held his pace wonder-
fully wellÑthough for that matter, Tejon also seemedto be running just
as fast asat first, in spite of that steady pull; indeed, Tejon knew the trick
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of curling his chin down close to his chest, so that the girl's strength
upon the reins was as nothing.

Jackwas almost close enough to make it seem worth while to call en-
couragement, when a horseman appeared suddenly from behind a wil-
low clump and pulled up in astonishment, as he saw Teresita bearing
down upon him like a small whirlwind. Whereupon Tejon, recognizing
horse and rider and knowing of old that they meant leisurely riding and
much chatter, with little laughs for punctuation, slowed of his own ac-
cord and so came up to the man at his usual easy lope, and stopped be-
fore him.

So quickly did it happen that a witness might easily have sworn in
perfect good faith that the girl was fleeing from JackAllen and pulled up
thankfully when she met JosŽPacheco.One could not blame JosŽfor so
interpreting the race, or for the anger that blazed in his eyes for the pur-
suer, even while his lips parted in a smile at the coming of the girl. He
reined in protectingly between her and the approaching Jack,and spoke
soothingly because of her apparent need.

"Be not frightened, querida mia. Thou art safe with meÑand the ac-
cursed gringo will get a lesson he will not soon forget, for daringÑ"

Teresita, looking back, discovered Jack behind her. He was pulling
Surry in, now, and he held his riata in one hand as though he were ready
to use it at a moment's notice, and blank astonishment was on his face.
That, perhaps, was becauseof JosŽand JosŽ'shostile attitude, standing
crosswise of the trail like that, and scowling while he waited, with the
fingers of his right hand fumbling inside his sashÑfor his dagger, per-
chance! Teresita smiled wickedly, in appreciation of the joke on them
both.

"Do not kill him, JosŽ,"she begged caressingly. "Truly he did not harm
me! I but ran from him becauseÑ" Shesent a smile straight to the leap-
ing heart of JosŽ,and fumbled with her tossing banner of hair, and
turned eyes of innocent surprise on the Se–or Allen, who needed some
punishmentÑand was in fair way to get it.

"What is the pleasure of the se–or?"JosŽ'svoice was as smooth and as
keen as the dagger-blade under his sash. "His messagemust indeed be
urgent to warrant such haste! You would do well to ride back as hastily
as you came;for truly a blind man could seethat the se–orita has not the
smallest desire for your presence.As for meÑ" As for him, he smiled a
sneer and a threat together.
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Jack looked to the girl for a rebuke of the man's insult; but Teresita's
head was drooped and tilted sidewise while she made shift to braid her
hair, and if she heard she surely did not seem to heed.

"As for you, it wouldn't be a bad idea for you to mind your own busi-
ness," Jack retorted bluntly. "The se–orita doesn't need any interpreter.
The se–orita is perfectly well-qualified to speak for herself. She knowsÑ"

"The se–orita knows whom she can trustÑand it is not a low dog of a
gringo, who would be rotting now with a neck stretched by the
hangman's rope, if he had but received his deserts;murderer of five men
in one day, men of his own race at that! Gambler! loaferÑ"

At the press of silver rowels against his sides, Surry lunged forward.
But Teresita's horse sidled suddenly between the two men.

"Se–orJack,we will go now, if this wicked caballo of mine will consent
to do his running towards home. Thank you, JosŽ,for stopping him for
me; truly, I think he was minded to carry me to Santa Clara, whether I
wished to go or not! But doubtless Se–orJackwould have overtaken him
soon. Adios, JosŽ.Gracias, amigo mio!" Having put her hair into some
sort of confinement, she picked up her reins and smiled at JosŽand then
at Jackin a way to tie the tongues of them both; though their brows were
black with the hatred which must, if they met again, bear fruit of
violence.

Fifty yards away, Teresita looked back and waved a hand at the gay
horseman who still stood fair across the highway and stared blankly
after them.

"Poor JosŽ!" she murmured mischievously. "Very puzzled and un-
happy he looks. I wonder if the privilege of tearing you in pieceswould
not bring the smile to his lips? Se–orJack,if so be you should ever desire
death, will you let JosŽdo the killing? To serve you thus would give him
great pleasure, I am sure."

Jack, usually so headlong in his speech and actions, rode a moody
three minutes without replying. He was not a fool, even though he was
rather deeply in love; he felt in her that feline instinct to torment which
wise men believe they can detect in all women; and angry as he was at
JosŽ'sdeliberate insults, he knew quite well in his heart that Teresita had
purposely provoked them.

"I've heard," he said at last, looking at her with the hard glint in his
eyes that thrilled her pleasurably, "that all women are either angels or
devils. I believe you're both, Se–orita!"

Teresita laughed and pouted her lips at him. "Such injustice! Am I then
to be blamed becauseJosŽhas a bad temper and speechhotter than the
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enchilladas of Margarita? I could love him for his rages! When the
Blessed Mary sends me a loverÑ" She looked over her shoulder and
sighed romantically, hiding the laughter in her eyesand the telltale twist
of her lips as best she could, with lashes downcast and face averted.

Even a kitten the size of your two fists knows how to paw a mouse,
even though it lacks the appetite for devouring it after the torture. One
cannot logically blame Teresita. She merely used the weapons which
nature put into her pink palms.
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Chapter12
Potentiel Moods

So engrossed was the se–orita in her truly feminine game of cat-and-
mouse that she quite forgot her worry over Mrs. Jerry until she was in
her own room and smiling impishly at herself in the mirror, while she
brushed the wind-tangles from her hair and planned fresh torment for
the Se–or Jack.The se–orita liked to seehis eyes darken and then light
with the flames that thrilled her; and it was exceedingly pleasant to
know that she could produce that effect almost whenever she chose.
Also, her lips would curve of themselves whenever she thought of JosŽ's
rage and subsequent bafflement when she rode off with Se–or Jack;and
of Se–or Jack'sblack looks when she praised JosŽafterwards. Truly they
hated each other very muchÑthose two caballeros! She was woman
enough to know the reason why, and to find a great deal of pleasure in
the knowledge.

Still smiling, she lifted a heavy lock of hair to the light and speculated
upon the mystery of coloring. Black it was, except when the sun lighted
it and brought a sheenthat was almost blue; and Se–orJack'swas neither
red, as was the hair of the big Se–or Simpson, nor brown nor gold, but a
tantalizing mixture of all; especially where it waved it had many differ-
ent shades, just as the light gold and the dark of the pretty se–ora'sÑIt
was then that remembrance came to the se–orita and made her glance a
self-accusing one, when she looked at her reflected face.

"Selfish, thoughtless one that thou art to forget that sweet se–ora!" she
cried. And for punishment she pulled the lock of hair so that it hurtÑa
little. "I shall ask Se–or Hunter if he will not send the carriage for
herÑand perhaps I shall go with him to bring her; though truly she will
never leave the big hombre who speaksso many words over such slight
matters. I am glad I did not yet carry Chico to live there in that small
camp. Till the house is finished, he shall stay with me. Truly the storm
would kill him if he were there. But perhaps the storm will not be so
great, after allÑnot so great as is the storm in the hearts of those two
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who met and would have fought, had I not so skillfully prevented it!
Santa Maria, I truly must have been inspired, to act like the dove with
the branch of the olive when I flew between them; and the eyes of JosŽ
were blazing; and Se–or JackÑ" There came the smile again, and the
dawdling of the brush while she thought of those two. So the pretty
se–ora was forgotten, after all, and left to shiver over her mending in the
prairie schooner becauseTeresita was a spoiled child with more hearts
than it is good for a girl to play with.

As a matter of fact, however, the pretty se–ora was quite accustomed
to discomfort in varying degrees, and gave less thought to the weather
than did the more tenderly sheltered women of the valley, so that no
harm cameof the forgetfulness; especially since the storm fell far short of
Gustavo's expectations and causedthat particular prophet the inconveni-
enceof searching his soul and the heavensfor an explanation of the sun-
shine that reprehensibly bathed the valley next day in its soft glow.

Also, no immediate harm resulted from the rage of the two caballeros,
although not even the most partial judge could give the credit to
Teresita's "olive branch." Chance herself stepped in, and sent a heavy,
dead branch crashing down from a swaying oak upon the head and right
shoulder of JosŽ,while he was riding into his own patio. Whereupon
JosŽ,who had been promising himself vengefully that he would send
Manuel immediately with a challenge to the gringo who had dared lift
eyesto the Se–orita TeresaPicardo, instantly forgot both his love and his
hate in the oblivion that held him until nightfall.

After that his stiffened muscles and the gash in his scalp gave him
time for meditation; and meditation counseled patience. The gringo
would doubtless go to the rodeo, and he would meet him there without
the spectacular flavor of a formal challenge. For JosŽwas a decent sort of
a fellow and had no desire to cheapen his passion or causethe se–orita
the pain of public gossip. It was that same quality of dignity in his love
that had restrained him from seeking a deliberate quarrel with Jackbe-
fore now; and though he fumed inwardly while his outer hurts healed,
he resolved to wait. The rodeo would give him his chance.

Becauseit is not in the nature of the normal human to keep his soul al-
ways under the lock and key of utter silence, a little of his hate and a
little of his hope seepedinto the earsof Manuel, whose poultices of herbs
were doing their work upon the bruised muscles of JosŽ'sshoulder, and
whose epithets against the two gringos who were responsible for his ex-
ile from the Picardo hacienda had the peculiar flavor of absolute sincer-
ity. Frequently he cursed them while he changed the poultices; and Don
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JosŽ,listening approvingly, added now and then a curse of his own, and
a vague prediction of how he meant to teach the blue-eyed one a lesson
which he would weep at rememberingÑif he lived to remember
anything.

Manuel did not mean to tattle; he merely let fall a word or two to
Valencia, whom he met occasionally in the open and accusedbitterly of
having a treacherous friendship for the gringos, and particularly for the
blue-eyed one.

"Becausethat mongrel whose hair is neither red nor yellow nor black
speakspraise to you of your skill, perchance,and becausehe makes you
laugh with the foolish tales he tells, you would turn against your own
kind, Valencia. No honest Spaniard can be a friend of the gringos. Of the
patron," he added rather sorrowfully, "I do not speak, for truly he is in
his dotage and therefore not to be judged too harshly. But you, Valen-
ciaÑyou should think twice before you choosea gringo for your friend;
a gringo who speaksfair to the father that he may cover his love-making
to the daughter, who is easily fooled, like all younglings.

"The young Don JosŽwill deal with that blue-eyed one, Valencia.
Every day he swears it by all the saints. He but waits for the rodeo and
until I have healed his shoulderÑand then you shall see!There will be
no love-making then for the gringo. JosŽwill have the se–orita yet for his
bride, just as the saints have desired since they played together in the
patio and I watched them that they did not run into the corrals to be
kicked in the head, perchance,by the mustangs we had there. JosŽ,I tell
you, has loved her too long to stand now with the sombrero in hand
while that arrogant hombre steals her away. When the shoulder is
wellÑand truly, it was near brokenÑand when they meet at the rodeo,
then you shall see what will happen to your new gringo friend."

Valencia did not quarrel with Manuel. He merely listened and smiled
his startlingly sunny smile, and afterwards repeated Manuel's words al-
most verbatim to Jack. Later, he recounted as much as he considered
politic to Don Andres himself, just to show how bitter Manuel had be-
come and how unjust. Valencia, it must be admitted, was not in any
senseworking in the interests of peace.He looked forward with a good
deal of eagernessto that meeting of which Manuel prated. He had all the
faith of your true hero-worshiper in his new friend, and with the story of
that last eventful day which Jackhad spent in SanFrancisco to build his
faith upon, he confidently expected to seeJosŽlearn a much-needed les-
son in humilityÑaye, and Manuel also.
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Sinceeven the best-natured gossip is like a breeze to fan the flames of
dissension, Don Andres spent an anxious hour in devising a plan that
would preserve the peacehe loved better even than prosperity. While he
smoked behind the passion vines on the veranda, he thought his way
slowly from frowns to a smile of satisfaction, and finally called a peon
scurrying across the patio to stand humbly before him while he gave a
calm order. His majordomo he would see,as speedily as was convenient
to a man as full of ranch business as Dade Hunter found himself.

Dade, tired and hot from a forenoon in the saddle inspecting the
horsesthat were to bear the burden of rodeo work, presently cameclank-
ing up to the porch and lifted the sombrero off his sweat-dampened fore-
head thankfully, when the shade of the vines enveloped him.

The eyes of the don dwelt pleasedly upon the tanned face of his fore-
man. More and more Don Andres was coming to value the keen
common-sensewhich is so rare, and which distinguished Dade's charac-
ter almost as much as did the kindliness that made nearly every man his
friend.

The don had already fallen into the habit of presenting his orders un-
der the guise of ideas that needed the confirmation of the majordomo,
before they becamedefinite plans; and it speaksmuch for those two that
neither of them suspected that it was so. Thus, Don Andres' solution of
the problem of preserving peacebecamethe subject for a conferencethat
lasted more than an hour. The don was absolutely candid; so candid that
he spoke upon a delicate subject,and one that carried a sting of which he
little dreamed.

"One factor I cannot help recognizing," he said slowly. "I am not blind,
nor is the se–ora blind, to theÑtheÑfriendship that is growing between
Se–orJackand our daughter. We had hopedÑbut we have long been re-
solved that in matters of the heart, our daughter shall choosefor herself
so long as she does not choose one altogether unworthy; which we do
not fear, for to that extent we can protect her by admitting to our friend-
ship only those in whose characterswe have some confidence. Now that
we understand eachother so well, amigo, I will say that I have had some
correspondencewith friends in SanFrancisco,who have been so good as
to make some investigations in my behalf. Their Vigilance Committee,"
he said, smiling, "was not the only tribunal which weighed evidence for
and against your friend, nor was it the only vindication he has received.

"I am assured that in the trouble which brought him to my house he
played the part of an honest gentleman fighting to uphold the principles
which all honest men espouse; and while he is hot-tempered at times,
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and perhaps more thoughtless than we could wish, I hear no ill of him
save the natural follies of high-stomached youth.

"Therefore I am willing to abide by the choice of my daughter, whose
happiness is more dear to her parents than any hope they may have
cherished of the welding of two families who have long been friends. I
myself," he added reminiscently, "fled to the priest with my sweetheart
as if all the fiends of hell pursued us, becauseher parents had chosenfor
her a husband whom she could not love. Since we know the pain of
choosing between a parent's wishes and the call of the heart, we are re-
solved that our child shall be left free to choose for herself. Therefore, I
think our plan is a wise one; and the result must be as the saints decree."

Dade, becausehe was engrossedwith stifling the achehe had begun to
think was dead becauseit had grown numb, bowed his head without
speaking his assent and rose to his feet.

"I'll tell Jack,"he said, as he started for the stables. "I guess he'll do it,
all right."
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Chapter13
Bill Wilson Goes Visiting

"I Don't know what you've been doing to JosŽPacheco, lately," was
Dade's way of broaching the subject, "but Don Andres asked me to
'persuade' you not to go on rodeo, on account of some trouble between
you and JosŽ."

"He wants my scalp, is all," Jackexplained easily, picking burrs from
the fringe of his sashÑburrs he had gotten when he ran a racewith Tere-
sita from the farther side of the orchard to the spring, a short time before.
"Valencia told meÑand he got it from ManuelÑthat JosŽis right on the
warpath. If it wasn't for his being laid upÑ"

"Oh, I know. You'd like to go over and have it out with him. But you
can't. The Pachecosand the Picardos are almost like one family. I don't
suppose JosŽever stayed away from here so long since he was a baby, as
he has since we came. It's bad enough to keep old friends away, without
mixing up a quarrel. Have you seenJosŽlately? Don Andres seemed to
think so, but I told him you'd have said something about it to me if you
had."

"I met him in the trail, a week or so ago," Jackadmitted with manifest
reluctance. "He wasn't overly friendly, but there wasn't any real trouble,
if that's what you're afraid of." He looked sidelong at the other, saw the
hurt in Dade's eyesat this evidence of the constraint growing intangibly
between them, and laughed defiantly.

"Upon my soul!" he exclaimed, "one would think I was simple-
minded, the way you act! D'you think a man never scowled my way be-
fore? D'you think I'm afraid of JosŽ?D'you think I don't know enough to
take care of myself? What the devil do you think? Can't go on
rodeoÑyou're afraid I might get hurt! I ain't crazy to go, for that matter;
but I don't know as I relish this guardian-angel stunt you're playing.
You've got your hands full without that. You needn't worry about me;
I've managed to squeak along so far without getting my light put outÑ"
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"By being a tolerably fair shot, yes," Dade assented,his face hardening
a little under the injustice. "But since I'm hired to look after Don Andres'
interests, you're going to do what I tell you. You'll stay here and bossthe
peons while I'm gone. A friendship between two families that has lasted
as many years as you are old, ain't going to be busted up now, if I can
help it. It's strained to the snapping-point right now, just becausethe don
is friendly with us gringos. Of course, we can't help that. He had his
ideas on the subject before he ever saw me or you. Just the same, it's up
to us not to do the snapping; and I know one gringo that's going to be-
have himself if I have to take him down and set on him!"

"Whee-ee!Somebody else is hitting the war-post, if I know the signs!"
Dade stirred to anger always tickled Jackimmensely, perhaps becauseof
its very novelty, and restored him to good humor. "Have it your own
way, then, darn you! I don't want to go on rodeo, nohow."

"I know that, all right," snapped Dade, and started off with his hat
tilted over his eyes.No one, he reminded himself, would want to spend
a month or so riding the range when he could stay and philander with as
pretty a Spanish girl as ever played the game of cat-and-mouse with a
man. And Jacknever had beenthe kind to go looking for trouble; truth to
tell, he had never found it necessary, for trouble usually flew to meet
him as a needle flies to the magnet.

But, a wound is not necessarily a deadly one because it sends
excruciating pain-signals to a man's heart and brain; and love seldom is
fatal, however painful it may be. Dade was slowly recovering, under the
rather heroic treatment of watching his successorwrithe and exult by
turns, as the mood of the maiden might decree.Strong medicine, that, to
be swallowed with a wry face, if you will; but it is guaranteed to cure if
the sufferer is not a mental and moral weakling.

Dade was quite ready to go out to rodeo work; indeed, he was anxious
to go. But, not being a morbid young man, he did not contemplate carry-
ing a broken heart with him. Teresita was sweet and winsome and mad-
deningly alluring; he knew it, he felt it still. Indeed, he was made to real-
ize it every time the whim seized her to punish Jack by smiling upon
Dade. But she was as capricious as beauty usually is, and he knew that
also; and after being used several times as a club with which to beat Jack
into proper humility (and always seeing very clearly that he was merely
the club and nothing more) he had almost reached the point where he
could shrug shoulders philosophically at her coquetry; and what is bet-
ter, do it without bitterness. At least,he could do it when he had not seen
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her for several hours, which made rodeo time a relief for which he was
grateful.

What hurt him most, just now, was the constraint between him and
Jack;time was when Jackwould have told him immediately of any un-
pleasant meeting with JosŽ.It never occurred to Dade that he himself
had fostered the constraint by his moody aloofnesswhen he was fighting
the first jealous resentment he had ever felt against the other in the years
of their constant companionship. An unexpected slap on the shoulder al-
most sent him headlong.

"Say, old man, I didn't mean it," Jack began contritely, referring per-
haps to his petulant speech,rather than to his mode of making his pres-
ence known. "ButÑcome over here in the shade, and let's have it out
once for all. I know you aren't stuck up over being majordomo, but all
the same you're not the old Dade, whether you know it or not. You go
around as ifÑwellÑyou know how you've been. What I wanted to say
is, what's the matter? Is it anything I've said or done?"

He sat down on the stone steps of a hut used for a storehouse and
reached moodily for his smoking material. "I know I didn't say anything
about running up against JosŽÑbut it wasn't anything beyond a few
words; and, Dade, you've been almighty hard to talk to lately. If you've
got anything against meÑ"

"Oh, quit it!" Dade's face glowed darkly with the blood which shame
brought there. He opened his lips to say more, took a long breath in-
stead, closed them, and looked at Jackqueerly. For one recklessmoment
he meditated a plunge into that perfect candor which may be either the
wisest or the most foolish thing a man may do in all his life.

"I didn't think you noticed it," he said, his voice lowered instinctively
becauseof the temptation to tell the truth, and his glance wandering ab-
sently over to the corral opposite, where Surry stood waiting placidly
until his master should have need of him. "There has beena regular brick
wall between us lately. I felt it myself and I blamed you for it. IÑ"

"It wasn't my building," Jack cut in eagerly. "It's you, you old pirate.
Why, you'd hardly talk when we happened to be alone, and when I tried
to act as if nothing was wrong, you'd look so darned sour I just had to
close my sweet lips like the petals of aÑ"

"Cabbage,"supplied Dade dryly, and placed his cigarette between lips
that twitched.

Former relations having thus been established after their own fashion,
Dade began to wonder how he had ever been fool enough to think of
confessing his hurt. It would have built that wall higher and thicker; he

93



saw it now, and with the lighting of his cigarette he swung back to a
more normal state of mind than he had been in for a month.

"I'm going up toward Manuel's camp, pretty soon," he observed lazily,
eying Jack meditatively through a thin haze of smoke. "Want to take a
ride up that way and let the sun shine on your nice new saddle?"Though
he called it Manuel's camp from force of habit, that hot-blooded gentle-
man had not set foot over its unhewn doorsill for three weeks and more.

Jack hesitated, having in mind the possibility of persuading Teresita
that she ought to pay a visit to the Simpson cabin that day to display her
latest accomplishment by asking in real, understandable English, how
the pup was getting along; and to show the pretty se–ora the proper way
to pat tortillas out thin and smooth, as Margarita had been bribed to
teach Teresita herself to do.

"Sure, I'll go," he responded, before the hesitation had become pro-
nounced, and managed to inject a good deal of his old heartiness into the
words.

"I'm going to have the cattle pushed down this way," Dade explained,
"so you can keep an eye on them from here and we won't have to keep
up that camp. Since they made Bill Wilson captain of the Vigilantes,
there isn't quite so much wholesale stealing as there was, anyway, and
enough vaqueros went with Manuel so I'll need every one that's left. I'll
leave you Pedro, becausehe can't do any hard riding, after that fall he
got the other day. The two of you can keep the cattle pretty well down
this way."

"All right. Say,what was it made you act so glum since we camedown
here?"Jack,asoccasionally happens with a friend, was not content to for-
get a grievance while the cause of it remained clouded with mystery.

"Are you sore over that trouble I had in town? I know how you feel
aboutÑwell, about killings; but, Dade, I had to. I hate it myself. You
needn't think I like the idea, just becauseI haven't talked about it. A fel-
low feels different," he added slowly, "when it's white men. When we
fought Injuns, I don't believe it worried either one of us to think we'd
killed some. We were generally glad of it. But these othersÑthey were
mean enough and ornery enough; but they were humans. I was glad at
the time, but that wore off. And I've caught you looking at me kinda
queer, lately, as if you hated me, almost. You ought to knowÑ"

"I know you're always going off half-cocked," chuckled Dade, quite
himself again. "No, now you mention it, I don't like the idea of shooting
first and finding out afterwards what it was all about, the way so many
fellows have got in the habit of doing. Guns are all right in their place.
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And when you get away out where the law doesn't reach, and you have
to look out for yourself, they come in mighty handy. But like every other
kind of power, most men don't know when and how to use the gun ar-
gument; and they make more trouble than they settle, half the time. You
had a right to shoot, that day, and shoot to kill. Why, didn't the Commit-
tee investigate you, first thing after Bill was elected, and find that you
were justified? Didn't they wipe your reputation clean with their official
document, that Bill sent you a copy of? No, that never bothered me at all,
old man. You want to forget about it. You only saved the Committee the
trouble of hanging 'em, according to Bill. Say, Valencia was telling me
yesterdayÑ"

"Well, what the dickens did ail you, then?"
Dade threw out both hands helplessly and gave a rueful laugh. "You're

harder to dodge than an old cow when you've got her calf on the
saddle," he complained.

"The trouble was," he explained gravely, "that these last boots of mine
pinched like the devil, and I've been mad for a month becausemy feet
are half a size bigger than yours. I wanted to stump you for a trade, only
I knew yours would cripple me up worse than thesedid. But I've got 'em
broke in now, so I can walk without tying my face into a hard knot.
There's nothing on earth," he declared earnestly, "will put me on the
fight as quick as a pair of boots that don't fit."

Jackpaid tribute to Dade's mendaciousnessby looking at him doubt-
fully, not quite sure whether to believe him; and Dade chuckled again,
well pleased with himself. Even when Jackfinally told him quite frankly
that he was a liar, he only laughed and went over to where Surry stood
rolling the wheel in his bit. He would not answer Jack'schagrined vilific-
ations, except with an occasional amused invitation to go to the devil.

So the wall of constraint crumbled to the nothingness out of which it
was built, and the two came close together again in that perfect compan-
ionship that may choosewhatever medium the mood of man may direct,
and still hold taut the bond of their friendship.

While they rode together up the valley, Jacktold the details of the en-
counter with JosŽ,and declared that he was doing all that even Dade
could demand of him by resisting the desire to ride down to SantaClara
and make JosŽ swallow his words.

"I'd have done it anyway, as soon as I brought Teresita home," he ad-
ded, with a hint of apology for his seeming weakness. "But, darn it, I
knew all the time that she made him think she was running away from
me. It did look that way, when she stopped as soon as she met him; I
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can't swear right now whether Tejon was running away, or whether he
was just simply running!" He laughed ruefully. "She's an awful little
teaseÑjust plumb full of the old Nick, even if she does look as innocent
and as meek as their pictures of the Virgin Mary. Shehad us both guess-
ing, let me tell you! He was pretty blamed insulting, though, and I'd
have licked the stuffing out of him right then and there, if she hadn't
swung in and played the joker the way shedid. Made JosŽlook as if he'd
been doused with cold waterÑand him breathing fire and brimstone the
minute before.

"It was funny, I reckonÑto Teresita; we didn't seethe joke. Every time
I bring up the subject of that runaway, she laughs; but she won't say
whether it was a runaway, no matter how I sneak the question in. So I
just let it go, seeing JosŽis laid up now; only, next time I bump into JosŽ
Pacheco, he's going to act pretty, or there's liable to be a little excitement.

"I wish I had my pistols. I wrote to Bill Wilson about them again, the
other day; if he doesn't send them down pretty soon, I'm going after
them." He stopped, his attention arrested by the peculiar behavior of a
herd of a hundred or more cattle, a little distance from the road.

"Now, what do you suppose is the excitement over there?" he asked;
and for answer Dade turned from the trail to investigate.

"Maybe they've run acrossthe carcassof a critter that's been killed," he
hazarded, "though this is pretty closehome for beef thieves to get in their
work. Most of the stock is killed north and east of Manuel's camp."

The cattle, moving restlessly about and jabbing their long, wicked
horns at any animal that got in the way, lifted heads to stare at them sus-
piciously, before they turned tail and scampered off through the mus-
tard. From the live oak under which they had been gathered camea wel-
coming shout, and the two, riding under the tent-like branches, craned
necks in astonishment.

"Hello, Jack," spoke the voice again. "I'm almighty glad to see yuh!
Hello, Dade, how are yuh?"

"Bill Wilson, by thunder!" Jack's tone was incredulous.
Bill, roosting a good ten feet from the ground on a great, horizontal

limb, flicked the ashesfrom the cigar he was smoking and grinned down
at them unabashed.

"You sure took your time about getting here," he remarked, hitching
himself into a more comfortable posture on the rough bark. "I've been
praying for you, two hours and more. Say, don't ever talk to me about
hungry wolf-packs, boys. I'll take 'em in preference to the meek-eyed
cow-bossies, any time."
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They besought him for details and got them in Bill's own fashion of
telling. Briefly, he had long had in mind a trip down to the Picardo
ranch, just to seethe boys and the country and have a talk over the stir-
ring events of the past month; and, he added, he wanted to bring Jackhis
pistols himself, becauseit was not reasonable to expect any greaser to
withstand the temptation of keeping them, once he got them in his
hands.

Therefore, having plenty of excusesfor venturing so far from his place,
and having "tied the dove of peaceto the ridge-pole" of town by means
of some thorough work on the part of the new Committee, he had boldly
set forth that morning, soon after sunrise, upon a horse which somebody
had sworn that a lady could ride.

Bill confessedfrankly that he wasn't any lady, however; and so, when
the horse ducked unexpectedly to one side of the trail, because of
something he saw in the long grass,Bill surprised himself very much by
getting his next clear impression of the situation from the ground.

"I dunno how I got there, but I was there, all right, and it didn't feel
good, either. But I'd been making up my mind to get off and try walking
though, so I done it. Say, I don't seenothing so damned attractive about
riding horseback, anyway!"

He yelled at the horse to stop, but it appeared that his whoas were so
terrifying that the horse ran for its life. So Bill started to walk, beguiling
the time, by soliloquizing uponÑwell, Bill put it this way: "I walked and
I cussed,and I cussedand I walked, for about four hours and a half. Say!
How do you make out it's only twenty miles?"

"Nearer thirty" corrected Dade, and Bill grunted and went on with the
story of his misfortunes. Walking becamemonotonous, and he wearied
of soliloquy before the cattle discovered him.

"Met quite a band, all of a sudden," said Bill. "They throned up their
heads and looked at me like I was wild Injuns, and I shooed 'em offÑor
tried to. They did run a little piece,and then they all turned and looked a
minute, and commenced coming again, heads up and tails a-rising.
And," he added na•vely, "I commenced going!" He said he thought that
he could go faster than they could come; but the faster he departed, the
more eager was their arrival. "Till we was all of us on the gallop and
tongues a-hanging."

Bill was big, and he was inclined to flesh becauseof no exercisemore
strenuous than quelling incipient riots in his place, or weighing the dust
that passed into his hands and ownership. He must have run for some
distance, since he swore by several forbidden things that the chaselasted
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for five milesÑ"And if you don't believe it, you can ride back up the trail
till you come to the dent I made with my toes when I started in."

Other cattle came up and joined in the race, until Bill had quite a fol-
lowing; and when he was gasping for breath and losing hope of seeing
another day, he came upon a live oak, whose branches started almost
from the roots and inclined upward so gently that even a fat man who
has lost his breath need not hesitate over the climbing.

"Thank the good Lord he don't cut all his trees after the samepattern,"
finished Bill fervently, "and that live oaks ain't built like redwoods. If
they was, you'd be wiping off my coat-buttons right now, trying to
identify my remains!"

Being polite young men, and having a sincere liking for Bill, they hid
certain exchangesof grins and glances under their hat-brims (Bill being
above them and the brims being wide) and did not by a single word be-
little the escapehe had had from man-eating cows. Instead, Dade coaxed
him down from the tree and onto Surry, swearing solemnly that the
horse was quite as safeas the limb to which Bill showed a disposition to
cling. Bill was hard to persuade, but since Dade was a man who inspired
faith instinctively, the exchangewas finally accomplished, Bill still show-
ing that strange, clinging disposition that made him grip the saddle-horn
as a drowning man is said to grasp at a straw.

So they got him to the house, the two riding Jack'speppery palimeno
with some difficulty; while Surry stepped softly that he might not dis-
lodge that burden in the saddle, whose body lurched insecurely and
made the horse feel at every step the ignorance of the man. They got him
and themselves to the house; and his presencethere did its part towards
strengthening Don Andres' liking for gringos, while Bill himself gained a
broader outlook, a keener perception of the rights of the native-born
Californians.

Up in SanFranciscothere was a tendency to make light of those rights.
It was commonly acceptedthat the old land grants were outrageous, and
that the dons who prated of their rights were but land pirates who
would be justly compelled by the government to disgorge their holdings.
Bill had been in the habit of calling all Spaniards "greasers," just as the
average Spaniard spoke of all Americans as "gringos," or heathenish
foreigners.

But on the porch of Don Andres, his saddle-galled person reclining at
easein a great armchair behind the passion vines, with the fragile stem
of a wine-glass twirling between his white, sensitive, gambler-fingers
while he listened to the don's courtly utterances as translated faithfully

98



by Dade (Jack being absent on some philandering mission of his own),
big Bill Wilson opened his eyes to the other side of the question and
frankly owned himself puzzled to choose.

"Seemslike the men that came here when there wasn't anything but
Injuns and animals, and built up the country outa raw material, ought to
have some say now about who's going to reap the harvest," he admitted
to Dade. "Don't look so much like gobbling, when you get right down to
cases,does it? But at the sametime, all thesemen that leave the eastand
come out here to make homesÑseems like they've got a right to settle
down and plow up a garden patch if they want to. They're going to do it,
anyway. Looks like thesegrandees'll have to cashin their chips and quit,
but it's a darned shame."

As to the town, Bill told them much that had happened. Politics were
still turbulent; but Perkins' gang of hoodlums was fairly wiped out, and
the Committee was working systematically and openly for the best in-
terests of the town. There had been a hanging the week before; a public
hanging in the square, after a trial as fair as any court properly author-
ized could give.

"Not much like that farce they pulled off that day with Jack,"asserted
Bill. "Real lawyers, we had, and real evidence for and against the feller,
and tried him for real murder. Things are cooling down fast, up there,
and you can walk the streets now without hanging onto your money
with one hand and your gun with the other. Jackand you can come back
any time. And say, Jack!"Having heard his voice beyond the vines, Bill
made bold to call him somewhat peremptorily.

"There's some gold left, you know, that belongs to you. I didn't send it
all down; didn't like the looks of thatÑerÑ" He checked himself on the
point of saying greaser. "And seeing you're located down here for the
summer, and don't need it, why don't you put it into lots? You two can
pick up a couple of lots that will grow into good money, one of these
days. Fact is, I've got a couple in mind. I'd like to see you fellows get
some money to workin' for you. This horseback riding is too blamed
risky."

"That looks reasonable to me," said Dade. "We've got the mine, of
course, but the town ought to go on growing, and lots should be a good
place to sink a thousand or two. I've got a little that ain't working." Then
seeing the inquiring look in the eyesof Don Andres, he explained to him
what Bill had suggested.

Don Andres nodded his white head approvingly. "The Se–or Weelson
is right," he said. "You would do well, amigos, to heed his advice."
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"Just as Jacksays," Dade concluded; and Jackamended that statement
by saying it was just as Bill said. If Bill knew of a lot or two and thought
it would be a good investment, he could buy them in their names. And
Bill snorted at their absolute lack of business instinct and let the subject
drop into the background with the remark that, for men that had come
west with the gold fever, they surely did seem to care very little about
the gold they came after.

"The fun of finding it is good enough," declared Jack,unashamed, "so
long as we have all we need. And when we need more than we've got,
there's the mine; we can always find more. Just nowÑ"

He waved his cigarette towards the darkening hills; and in the little si-
lence that followed they heard the sweet, high tenor of a vaquero some-
where, singing plaintively a Spanish love-song. When the voice trailed
into a mournful, minor "Adios, adios," a robin down in the orchard ad-
ded a brief, throaty note of his own.

Bill sighed and eased his stiffened muscles in the big chair. "Well, I
don't blame either one of you," he drawled somewhat wistfully. "If I was
fifteen years limberer and fifty pounds slimmer, I dunno but what I'd set
into this ranch game myself. It's sure peaceful."

Foolishly they agreed that it was.
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Chapter14
Rodeo Time

In those days of large leisure and cyclonic bursts of excitement and activ-
ity; of midday siestasand moonlight serenadesÑand a duel, perchance,
at sunriseÑthe spring rodeo was one of the year's events, to be looked
forward to all winter by the vaqueros; and when it was over, to be talked
of afterwards for months. A mark from which to measure the passing of
time, it was; a date for the fixing of incidents in the memory of men.

In the valley of SantaClara, rodeo time really began when the Picardo
vaqueros cinched saddles upon restive mustangs some misty morning,
and with shouts and laughter and sombreros waving high over black
heads in adieu to those who remained behind, swept down the slope like
a charge of gayly caparisoned cavalry, driving the loose saddle horses
before them. Past the stone and adobe wall of the home pasture, past the
fences where the rails were held to their posts with rawhide thongs,
which the coyotes sometimes chewed to pulp and so made extra work
for the peons, they raced, exultant with life. Slim young Spaniards they
were, clothed picturesquely in velvet and braid and gay sashes;with
cumbersome, hairy chaparejos, high-crowned sombreros and big-
roweled, silver spurs to mark their calling; caballeros to flutter the heart
of a languorous-eyed se–orita, and to tingle the pulse of the man who
could command and see them ride gallantly to do his bidding.

Fairly in the midst of them, quite as gaudy to look upon and every
whit as reckless in their horsemanship, rode Dade and Jack. If their
hearts were not as light, their facesgave no sign; and their tongues flung
back the good-humored jibes of their fellows in Spanish as fluent as any
they heard.

When they left the highway and rode straight down the valley
through the mustard that swept the chestsof their plunging horses with
dainty yellow and green, the two fell behind and slowing their horses to
an easy lope, separated themselves from their exuberant fellows.
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"I wish you were going along," Dade observed tritely. "If JosŽPacheco
changes his mind and stays at home, I'll send you word and you can
come on, if you want to."

"Thanks." Jack'stone, however, did not sound thankful. "If I wanted to
go, do you think I'd hang back because he's going?"

"No, I don't. I think the prospect of a fine, large row would be a
temptation; and I must say I'm kinda surprised that you've been able to
resist it. Still, I realize there's compensations."

"Sure, there are. I never denied it, did I?"
"Never. I reckon you've sent by Bill Wilson for a trumpet to

proclaimÑ"
"Oh, shut up. I think," Jackdecided suddenly and without any visible

cause,"I'll turn off here and ride around by Jerry Simpson's. Adios, old
man, and heaps of good luck to you." He swung abruptly off to the right
and galloped away, looking back over his shoulder when he had ridden
a hundred paces,to wave his sombrero and shout a last word or two of
farewell.

"Truly, JosŽwill be disappointed when he does not see Se–or Jack
amongst us," smiled Valencia, reining in beside Dade and looking after
the departing horseman with friendly eyes. "Though if he had good
sense,he would be thankful. Me, I should not like to have trouble with
that friend of yours, Se–or. In San Francisco they talk yet of that day
when he fired three times from a galloping horse and killed three men.
Dios! That was pretty shooting. I would have given much to seeit. There
will be few men so bold now as to make war with that blue-eyed
hombre; but JosŽis a fool, when his will is crossed.Me, I fightÑyes, and
love the heat of fighting in my blood; but I do not bellow threats before,
as JosŽhas been doing. Carramba! To hear him, one would think he be-
lieved that men may die of curses; if they did, the Se–or Jackwould be
lying now with candles burning at his head and his feet! Truly, love
takes the sense out of a man quicker than wine."

Dade agreed with him, though his lips did not open to form any
words upon the subject.

Their first stopping place was JosŽ'sranch down near SantaClara, and
he wondered just how far JosŽ'shatred of him would interfere with the
traditions of hospitality. It was not likely that JosŽ'svaqueros would be
ready to start that day; and although he carried his own camp equipment
on pack-horses,and, guided by Valencia, ordered the camp set up in its
accustomed place beside a little stream half a mile from the house, he
sent many a questioning glance that way.
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If he feared a hostile reception, he was soon reassured. JosŽ and
Manuel speedily appeared, galloping side-by-side through the lush yel-
low and green. JosŽ'smanner was irreproachable, his speech carefully
considered. If his eyes lacked their usual warm glow of friendliness, it
was becausehe could not bring that look at will to beam upon the guest
whom his heart failed to welcome. He invited Dade to dinner with him;
and Dade, hoping to establish a better understanding between them,
accepted.

Dade had not lived half his life amongst the dark-skinned race for
nothing. He sipped the home-made wine with JosŽ, talked of many
things in his soft, easy-natured drawl, and by letting his inner friendli-
nesswith the whole world look out of his eyeswhen they dwelt upon his
host, went JosŽone better in courtesy. And JosŽ,sauntering afterward
acrossthe patio to the porch, met Manuel face to face and paid tribute to
Don Andres' new majordomo in a single sentence.

"If all gringos were like this Se–or Hunter, one could tolerate their
coming to live amongst us," he said frankly.

"S’," grudged Manuel. "But then, he is not all gringo. Many years he
dwelt with our people in Texas,so that he has the Spanish ways; but me,
I want none of him."

JosŽlaughed without much mirth to lighten the sound. "The blue-eyed
oneÑdid you find from the vaqueros why he did not come?He need not
have been afraid of meÑnot if his fame was earned honestly." If his tone
were patronizing, JosŽperhaps had some excuse,since Fame had not al-
together passed him by with face averted.

"Part of the way he came,and turned back. The vaqueros do not know
why, except Valencia. And ValenciaÑhe is growing a gringo heart, like
the patron. He will speak nothing but boastsof what that blue-eyed one
can do. Me, I came near fighting with Valencia; only he would not do
anything but smile foolishly, when I told him what I think of traitors like
himself."

"Let him smile," advised JosŽ,"while he may." Which was not a threat,
in spite of its resemblance to one, but rather a vague reference to the
specter of trouble that stalks all men as a fox stalks a quail, and might
some day wipe that broad smile from the face of Valencia, as it had
swept all the gladness from his own.

He went back and smoked a final cigarette in Dade's company; and if
he said little, his silences held no hint of antagonism. It was not until
Dade rose to return to camp for the night that JosŽput the question that
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had tickled the tongue of him ever since the arrival on his ranch of the
Picardo vaqueros.

"Your friend, the Se–or AllenÑhe is to join you later, perhaps?"
"Jackwas left to look after the ranch." Dade's eyes were level in their

glance, his voice quiet with the convincing ring of truth. "He won't be on
rodeo at all."

JosŽwent paler than he had beentwo weeks before with his hurt, but a
simple word of polite surprise held all his answer. For Jack to stay at
home, to be near Teresita every day, to have nothing in the way of his
love-makingÑnothing, since those doting two, her parents, would but
smile at whatever shemight chooseto doÑthere was acid enough in that
thought to eat away all the warmth, all the generosity JosŽpossessed.He
let Dade go without even the perfunctory phrases of regret, which cus-
tom had made almost compulsory; and Manuel, sitting in silent wrath
upon the porch, listened to the steady footfalls moving up and down the
room behind him until the moon, that had been shining in his smolder-
ing eyes, slipped over the red tiles of the roof and left all but the tree-
tops in black shade.

"Dios! There will be one gringo the less when those two meet," he
muttered, staring at the tiny glow of his cigarette; and afterward folded
his arms tightly over a chest that heaved with the impatience within.
When those two met, Manuel meant to be there also to see."Me, I should
like to drag him to death with the six-strand riata he despised!" was the
beautiful thought he took to bed with him.

Sunshine was lifting the morning fog high above the tree-tops when
the old, gray mare, whose every movement tinkled the bell hung around
her neck, shook her rough coat vigorously to free it from the moisture
which the fog had left; and so jangled a peremptory summons to the
herd of saddle horses that bore the brand of Don Andres Picardo upon
their right thighs. At the camp upon the bank of the Guadalupe, the em-
baladors were shouting curses,commands, jokes,and civilities to one an-
other while they brought orderly packs out of the chaos of camp-equip-
ment that littered the ground.

The vaqueros were saddling their mounts and fairly bubbling with a
purely animal joy in the open; and Dade, his cigarette sending up a tiny
ribbon of aromatic smoke as if he were burning incense before the altar
of the soul of him that looked steadfastly out of his eyes,walked among
them with that intangible air of good-fellowship which is so hard to de-
scribe, but which carries more weight among men than any degreeof im-
perious superiority. Valencia looked up and flashed him a smile as he
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came near; and Pancho, the lean vaquero with the high beak and the
tender heart, turned to see what Valencia was smiling at and gave in-
stant glimpse of his own white teeth when he saw Dade behind him.

"To-day will be hot, Se–or," he said. "Me, I wish we were already at
Tres Pinos."

"No, you don't," grinned Dade, "for then you would not have the Sunal
rancho before you, to build hopes upon, but behind youÑand hope, they
say, is sweeter than memory, Pancho."

Pancho, being ugly to look upon, liked to be rallied upon the one
se–orita in the valley whose eyesbrightened at sight of him. He grinned
gratifiedly and said no more.

A faint medley of sounds blended by distance turned heads towards
the east;and presently, breasting the mustard field that lay level and yel-
low to the hills, cameJosŽ'ssquad of vaqueros, with JosŽhimself leading
the group at a pace that was recklessly headlong, his crimson sashfloat-
ing like a pennant in the breeze he stirred to life as he charged down
upon them.

"Only for the silver trimmings, you looked like a band of warlike In-
juns coming down on us with the sun at your back," laughed Dade, as
JosŽswung down near him. "They're ridersÑthe Indians back there on
the plains; and when they pop over a ridge and come down on you like a
tidal wave, your backbone squirms a little in spite of you. The way your
vaqueros parted and galloped around our camp was a pretty good imita-
tion of their preliminary flourishes."

"Still, I do not come in war," JosŽreturned, and looked full at the other.
"I hope that we shall have peace,Se–or Hunter; though one day I shall
meet that friend of yours in war, if the saints permit. And may the day
come soon."

"Whatever quarrel you may have with Jack,I hope it will not hinder us
from working together without bad feeling between us." Dade threw
away his cigarette and took a step nearer, so that the vaqueros could not
hear.

"Don JosŽ,I know you don't like a gringo major domo to lead Don
Andres' vaqueros on rodeo. I don't blame you Californians for being pre-
judiced against Americans, becauseyou've been treated pretty shabbily
by a certain class of them. But you're not so narrow you can't see that
we're not all alike. I'd like to be friends, if you will, but I'm not going to
apologize for being a gringo, nor for being here in charge of this camp. I
didn't choosemy nationality, and I didn't ask for my job. I'll give you a
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square deal, and I want you to know that if there's any grudge between
us, it's all on your side."

JosŽ'sfingers fumbled the little corn-husk wrapping for the cigarette
he meant to make. "Se–or, I repeat what I said to Manuel last night," he
said, after a pause. "If all gringos were like you, we Californians would
like the name better. But I thought you would stand by your friendÑ"

"And so I will, to the lastÑ" Not being of a theatrical temperament,
Dade balked at protestations of his loyalty. "Jackand I have worked and
fought and played elbow to elbow for a long time, Don JosŽ.But I don't
mix into his personal quarrels, unless I seehim getting a crooked deal. I
believe you'll fight fair. The rest lies between you two."

"But is it not your boast that the Se–or Allen is the supreme caballero
of California?" JosŽwas frank, at least, and Dade liked him the better for
it. "For three years I have held the medalla oro [gold medal] for riding
and for riata throwing; if it is true that you boastÑ"

Dade, as was the way of him when disgust or chagrin seized him,
flung out both hands impatiently. "I did say he couldn't be beat. I said it
to Manuel, when Manuel was sneering that Jackdidn't know a good ri-
ata from a bad one. I won't take it back. I haven't seenyour work in the
saddle, Don JosŽ.I have seenJack's,and I never saw any better. So,until
I do, I can believe he's the best, can't I?"

"S’." JosŽsmiled without effort. "You are honest, Se–or Hunter, and
that pleasesme well. I do not like you lessbecauseyou are loyal to your
friend; but that friend I hope one day to kill." He looked at the other
questioningly. "Now I am honest also," his eyes said plainly.

"That's your affair and Jack's,as long as you don't try to get him when
he isn't looking."

"I am not an assassin, Se–or Hunter," JosŽ retorted stiffly.
"Then we understand each other, I guess.Let's get these fellows star-

ted. It's going to be hot, they say, and the horses are soft yetÑat least,
ours are. We took them off pasture yesterday, most of them."

"Mine are the same,Se–or.But to-day's marcha will be an easyone. To
Sunal Rancho is not far." He turned to remount and give the signal for
starting. And with a little of the pride that had impelled Jackto show off
his skill that day when the Captain of the Committee commanded him to
mount the buckskin, JosŽalso vaulted into the saddle without deigning
to touch the stirrup.

There was doubt in the se–or'smind about his horsemanship being the
best in all California? Very good. The se–or would have the opportunity
to judge for himself. Still, JosŽhad put to sleep most of his antagonism
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towards Dade, and his attitude of friendliness was not so deliberately
forced as Manuel, watching eagerly for the first sign of a clash, believed
it to be.
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Chapter15
When Camp-Fires Blink

Down the valley they rode, gathering numbers to swell the cavalcade at
each ranch they passed. La Laguna Seca,San Vincente, Las Uvas sent
their quota of vaqueros, eachheaded by a majordomo and accompanied
by embaladors with the camp equipment and supplies packed upon
steady-going little mustangs. The bell-mares of the various herds jangled
a chorus of pleasant discords with their little, iron bells. The scent of the
mustard rose pungently under the trampling hoofs. At dusk, the camp-
fires blinked at one another through the purpling shadows; and the
vaqueros, stretched lazily upon their saddle blankets in the glow, stilled
the night noises beneath the pleasant murmur of their voices while they
talked. From the camp of the SanVincente riders rose a voice beautifully
clear and sweet, above the subdued clamor.

Dade was listening to the song and dreaming a little while he listened,
with his head lying cradled in his clasped hands and his face to the stars,
when the group around the next camp-fire tittered and broke into an oc-
casional laugh. Then a question was called to whoever might be within
hearing:

"Who's the best vaquero in California?"
"Jack Allen, the gringo!" shouted a dozen voices, so that every camp

must hear. Then came jeering laughter from every camp save one, the
camp of the Picardo vaqueros.

Valencia's dark head lifted from the red and green blanket beyond the
blaze; and Dade, watching, could seehis profile sharply defined in the
yellow light of the fire, as he stared toward the offending camp. The lips
that smiled so often were drawn tight and thin; the nostrils flared like a
frightened horse. While the laughs were still cackling derision, Valencia
jumped up and ran; and Dade, even before he sat up to look, knew
where he was going.

At the fire where the question was put, a young fellow, whose heavy,
black mustache prudently hid lips coarseand sneering, came to his feet
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like a dummy of a man and glared dazedly at his companions, as if their
facesshould tell him whose hand it was that gripped the braided collar
of his jacket. He was not long in doubt, however. The voice of Valencia
grated vitriolic sentencesin his ear, and the free hand of Valencia was lif-
ted to deal him a blow fair upon the blank faceof him. The circle of faces
watched, motionless, above crouched bodies as quiet as the stars
overhead.

A hand grasped Valencia's wrist while his arm was lifted to strike, so
that the three men stood, taut-muscled and still, like a shadowy, sculp-
tured group that pictured some mythological conflict.

"Let go, Valencia. This is nothing to fight over. Let go."
Valencia's angry eyes questioned the unreadable ones of his majordo-

mo; but he did not let go, and so the three stood for a moment longer.
"But they insult the Se–or Allen with their jeers," he protested. "Me, I

fight always for my friends who are not present to fight for themselves.
Would not the Se–or Allen fight this fool who flouts him so?"

"No!" Dade's eyes flicked the circle of faces upon which the firelight
danced. "If the Se–or Allen were here, there would be no jeering."

"And for that will I fight them all!" Valencia twisted his arm a little, in
the hope that Dade would let go his wrist. "Ah, Se–or!Shall a man not be
true to his friends?"

"S’, he shall be true, and he shall be sensible. Is the Se–or Jacka weak-
ling, that he cannot fight for himself?"

"But he is not here! If he wereÑ" The tone of him gloated over the pic-
ture of what would happen in that case.

"There shall be no fighting." If Dade's voice was quiet, it did not carry
the impression of weakness, or indecision. "Come to your own fire,
Valencia. If it is necessary to fight for the Se–or AllenÑI am also his
friend."

"You are right. There shall be no fighting." Dade started and glanced at
JosŽ,standing beside him. "If the Se–or Allen thinks himself the best,
surely it is I, who hold the medalla that calls me el vaquero supremo,
who have the right to question his boast; not you, amigos!"

"Who's the best vaquero, the bravest and the best in California?" quer-
ied a voiceÑthe voice of the singer, who had come up with others to see
what was going on here. And at his elbow another made answer boldly:

"Don JosŽ Pacheco!"
JosŽsmiled and lifted his shoulders deprecatingly at the tribute, while

fifty voices shouted loyally his name. Dade, pressing his hand upon
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Valencia's shoulder, led him back into the dancing shadows that lay
between the fires.

"Let it go," he urged. "Don JosŽholds the medal, and he's entitled to
the glory. We must keep peace,Valencia, or else I must leave the rodeo.
Personal quarrels must wait."

"S’, Se–or, personal quarrels must wait," assentedJosŽ,again coming
up unexpectedly behind them. "I but wish to say that I regret the bad
manners of those caballeros, whose best excuse is that they are my
friends. I hope the se–or does not accuseme of spreading the news of the
se–or'sboast. There are others, as the se–or well knows, who heard it be-
fore even it came to my ears."

"It doesn't matter," Dade repeated. "They'll have their joke, and I don't
blame them for putting the joke on a stranger, especially when he's a
gringoÑand absent."

"The se–or is wise as he is loyal," stated JosŽand bowed himself into
the shadows. "Buenos noches, Se–or."

"Good-night," answered Dade, speaking English to show he was not
ashamed of it; and rolled himself in his blankets as a deliberate hint to
Valencia that he did not want to discuss the incident, much to that one's
disappointment.

It is to be feared that Valencia did not share in Dade's determination to
keep the peace;for, before he slept, he promised himself that he would
yet tell that pig-faced vaquero from Las Uvas what he thought of him.
But outwardly the incident was closed, and closed permanently.

The sun was not risen above the mountains before they were hurriedly
drinking their black coffee, and making ready to break camp; the flurry
of emotions seemedto have died with the evening fire. If the men of the
other camps were cool in their manner towards Dade when they met
him, at least they were civil; except Manuel, who passed him by with
lowered brows, and of him Dade took no notice. If he were watched curi-
ously, in hope of detecting the awkwardness which would betray unfa-
miliarity with his work, Dade took no notice of that, either, except to grin
now and then when he rode away. Altogether, he was well pleased with
his reception and inclined to laugh at the forebodings he had felt; fore-
bodings born of the knowledge that, unless these natives of California
were minded to tolerate the presenceof a gringo majordomo, it would be
absolutely useless for him to attempt to work with them.

If he had only known it, his own men had done much towards lessen-
ing the prejudice of those who joined the main outfit. Valencia was not
the only one of the Picardo vaqueros whose friendship might be counted
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upon. Like Manuel before he becamejealous, they forgot that Dade was
not of Spanish birth; for his eyes and his hair were dark as many of the
native-born Californians, and his speechwas as their own; he was good-
humored, just in his judgments, reasonablein his demands. He could tell
a good story well if he liked, or he could keep silent and listen with that
sympathetic attention that never fails to flatter the teller of a tale. To a
man they liked him, and they were not slow to show their liking after the
manner of their kind.

By the time they reached Tres Pinos, which was the rendezvous of all
the vaqueros from the Picardo ranch on the north to San Miguel on the
south, Dade had quite lost the constraint that comesof feeling that one is
disliked and only tolerated for the moment. He whistled while he rode
along the creek bank looking for a comfortable camp site; and when
Valencia loped up to him, ashe was hesitating over a broad, shaded strip
under a clump of willows, he turned and smiled upon his head vaquero.

"See,Se–or, how well we Californians work together!" cried Valencia,
pointing pridefully. "Here they come, the vaqueros from Agua Amargo,
Durasno, Corral de Terre, SalinasÑnot yet have our embaladors thrown
off the ropes from our packs, before they are here, theseothers whom we
came to meet! Not one hour late, even! And the word was given weeks
ago that we would meet this day."

From the mouth of the canyon trotted a band of saddle horses,kicking
up a dust cloud that filmed the picture made by the gay caballeros who
galloped behind. A gallant company were they; and when they met and
mingled with those who came down from the north, it was as though a
small army was giving itself a holiday in that vivid valley, with the Tres
Pinos gurgling at the fun.

Having had experience in these matters, Dade was able to do his part
and do it like a veteran, although he tactfully left to the other majordo-
mos all those little details that would make of the various camps one or-
derly company. Two men he chose from his outfit and sent to the cap-
tain, as the Picardo contribution to the detail told off to herd the horses,
but beyond that he confined himself chiefly to making himself as unob-
trusive as was consistent with dignity.

Six men were sent out after beef; and although Dade had many times
in Texas done exactly what they were doing, he watched interestedly
these Californians at their work.

Cattle were everywhere except in the immediate vicinity of the camp.
Half a mile or so the vaqueros galloped; then two of the leaders singled
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out a fat, young steer and made after him with their riatas hissing as the
rawhide circled over their heads.

A loop dropped neatly over the wide horns, and a moment later the
second settled upon the first. The first man turned and headed towards
camp with the steer at his heels, ready at the slightest opportunity to
make use of those long, sharp-pointed horns which nature had given
him for just such need as this. The steer quite forgot the man behind, un-
til he made a vicious lunge and was checked by the rope that had hung
slack and unnoticed over his back. Furious, the steer turned and charged
resentfully at the caballero who was following him and shouting taunts.
But there again he was checked by the first.

So,charging this way and that; galloping wildly in pursuit of the man
who seemed to be fleeing for his life, or wheeling to do battle with the
rider who kept just so far in his rear, he was decoyed to the very out-
skirts of the camp.

If he had been qualified to weigh motives, the heart that brindle-roan
steer would surely have burst at; the pure effrontery of the thing: not
only must he yield his life and give his body for meat, that those yearn-
ing stomachs might be filled with his flesh; he must deliver that meat at
the most convenient spot, as a butcher brings our chops to the kitchen
door. For that purpose alone they were cunningly luring him closer and
closer, that they need not carry the meat far when they had slaughtered
him.

At least his last moments were lighted with hope. He made one grand,
final dash, tripped in a noose that had somehow dropped neatly in the
way of his front feet, and went down with a crash and a bellow of dis-
may. Someone ran lightly inÑhe did not seethat it was the vaquero he
had been pursuing all this timeÑand drove a dagger into the brain just
back of the horns. Thus that particular gust of rage was wiped out of ex-
istence forever.

Later, when the camp-fires burned low, the pleasant odor of meat
broiling upon the forked ends of long, willow branches over the red
coals, proved how even a brindle steer may, at the last, in every savory
morsel have justified his existence.

Life in those days was painted upon a big canvas,with broad sweep of
brushes dipped in vivid colors. Although the branding of the season's
calveswas a matter of pure business,the manner in which that work was
accomplished was a spectacleupon which we of the present generation
would give much to look.
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When the sun parted the fog and looked down inquisitively, the whole
valley was pulsing with life, alight with color. The first real work of the
rodeo was beginning, like the ensemble of some vast, spectacular play;
and the stagewas managed by Nature herself, creator of the harmony of
colors. The dark, glossy green of live oak, the tender green of new willow
leaves,the pale green of the mustard half buried in the paler yellow of its
blossoms, had here and there a splash of orange and blue, where the
poppies were refusing to give place to the lupines which April wished to
leave for May, when she came smiling to dwell for one sweet month in
the valley. The poppies had had their day. March had brought them, and
then had gone away and left them for the April showers to pelt and play
with; and now, when the redwoods on the mountainsides were singing
that May was almost here, a whole slope of poppies lingered rebelliously
to nod and peer and preen over the delights of the valley just below. The
lupines were shaking their blue heads distressfully at the impertinence;
and then here came the vaqueros galloping, and even the lupines and
poppies forgot their dispute in the excitement of watching the fun.

As the roundups of our modern cattlemen "ride circle," so did those
velvet-jacketed, silver-braided horsemen gallop forth in pairs from a
common center that was the chosen rodeo ground. As if they were tra-
cing the invisible spokes of a huge wheel laid flat and filling the valley
from mountain range to mountain range, they rode out until they had
reached the approximate rim of the circle. Then, turning, they rode more
slowly back to the rodeo ground, driving before them the cattle they
found there.

Not cattle only; here and there an antelope herd was caught in the
circle and ran bewilderedly toward the common center; beautiful
creatures with great eyes beseechingthe human things to be kind, even
while riatas were hissing over their trembling backs. Many a rider rode
into camp with an antelope haunch tied to his gorgeous red and black
saddle; and the wooden spits held delicious bits of antelope steak that
night, broiling over the coals while the vaqueros sang old Spanish love-
songs to lighten the time of waiting.

A gallant company, they. A care-free,laughter-loving, brave company,
with every man a rider to make his womenfolk prate of his skill to all
who would listen; with every man a lover of love and of life and the
primitive joys of life. They worked, that company, and they made of
their work a game that every man of them loved to play. And Dade, lov-
ing the things they loved and living the life they lived, speedily forgot
that there was still an undercurrent of antagonism beneath that surface
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of work and play and jokes and songsand impromptu riding and roping
contests (from which JosŽPachecowas laughingly barred becauseof his
skill and in which Dade himself was, somehow, never invited to join).
He forgot that the antagonism was thereÑexcept when he came face to
facewith Manuel, perhaps, or when he chanced to seeon the faceof JosŽ
a brooding look of dissatisfaction, and guessed that he was thinking of
Jack and Teresita.
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Chapter16
"For Weapons I Choose Riatas"

There must have beena good deal of gossip amongst the vaqueros of the
various ranches,as they rode on circle or lay upon their saddle blankets
around the evening camp-fires. As is ever the casewhen a man is young,
handsome, rich, and holds proudly the gold medal which proclaims him
the champion of the whole StateÑthe golden disk which many a young
vaquero longed to wrest from him in a fair test of skillÑthere were those
who would rather like to see JosŽhumbled. True, they would never
choose an alien to do the humbling, and the possibility was discussed
with various head-shakings amongst themselves.

But there were the Picardo vaqueros stanchly swearing by all the
saints they knew that these two gringos were not as other gringos; that
these two were worthy a place amongst true Californians. Could they
not seethat this Se–or Hunter was as themselves?And he was not more
Spanish in his speechand his ways than was the Se–or Allen, albeit the
Se–or Allen's eyeswere blue as the lupines, and his hair the color of the
madrona bark when it grows dark with ageÑor nearly the color. And he
could shoot, that blue-eyed one!

Valencia, having an audience of a dozen or more one night, grew elo-
quent upon the prowess of the blue-eyed one. And the audience, listen-
ing, vowed that they would like to see him matched against JosŽ,who
thought himself supreme in everything.

"Not in fighting," amended Valencia, his teeth gleaming white in the
fire-glow, as he leaned to pull a brand from the blaze that he might re-
light the cigarette which had gone out while he told the tale of that run-
ning fight, when the two Americanos had shamed a whole crowd of
gringosÑfor so did Valencia make nice distinction of names.

"Not in fighting, amigos, nor yet in love! And becausehe knows that it
is so, the cheeksof Don JosŽhang slack, and he rides with chin upon his
breast, when he thinks no one is looking. The medalla oro is his, yes. But
he would gladly give it for that which the Se–or Allen possesses.Me, I
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think that the Se–or Allen could as easily win also the medalla oro as he
has won the other prize." There was a certain fineness in Valencia that
would never permit his tongue to fling the name of the Se–orita Teresa
amongst these vaqueros; but he was sure that they caught his meaning.

"Dios! me, I should like to seehim try," cried a tall SanVincente rider,
shifting his position to easea cramp in his long leg; and his tone was
neither contemptuous nor even doubtful, but merely eager for the excite-
ment there would be in the spectacle.

Someone in the shadows turned and walked quickly away to another
fire-glow with its ring of Rembrandt figures and faces, and none save
Valencia knew that it was Manuel gone to tell his master what had been
said. Valencia smiled while he smoked.

Presently JosŽwas listening unwillingly to Manuel's spite-tinged ver-
sion of the talk at the San Vincente camp. "The vaqueros are making a
mock of thy bravery and thy skill!" Manuel declared, with more passion
than truth. "They would see thee beaten, in fight as well as in loveÑ"

The stiffening of JosŽ'swhole figure stopped Manuel short but not dis-
satisfied, for he saw there was no need that he should speak a single
word more upon the subject.

"They shall seehim try, unless he is a coward." The voice of JosŽwas
muffled by the rage that filled him.

So it came to pass that Manuel saddled his best mustang within an
hour and rode away to the north. And when Valencia strolled artlessly to
the Pachecofire and asked for him, JosŽhesitated perceptibly before he
replied that Manuel had gone home with a message to the foreman there.

Valencia grinned his widest when he heard that, and over two cigar-
ettes he pondered the matter. Being a shrewd young man with an in-
stinct for nosing out mysteries, he flung all uncertainty away with the
stub of his second cigarette and sought Dade.

He found him standing alone beside a deep, still pool, staring at the
shadows and the moon-painted picture in the middle, and looking as if
his thoughts were gone on far journeys. Valencia was too full of his news
to heed the air of absolute detachment that surrounded Dade. He went
straight to the heart of his subject and asa precaution against eavesdrop-
ping he put his meaning into the best English he knew.

"JosŽ,she'sdam-mad on Se–orJack,"he began eagerly. "She'shear talk
lak she's no good vaquero. Me, I hear San Vincente vaqueros talk, and
Manuel she's hear also and run queeck for tella JosŽ.JosŽshe's lak for
keela Se–or Jack.Manuel, she'sride lak hell for say JosŽ,she lak for fight
Se–or Jack. Me, I theenk Se–or Jack keela JosŽ pretty dam-queeck!"
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Dade had come to know Valencia very well; he turned now and eyed
him with some suspicion.

"Are you sure?" he asked, in the tone that demanded a truthful an-
swer. He had seenManuel ride away in the white light of the moon, and
he had wondered a little and then had forgotten all about it in the spell
of utter loneliness which the moon brings to those who are cheated by
Fate from holding what they most desire.

"Sure, me." Valencia's tone was convincingly positive. "Manuel, she's
go lak hell for tella Se–or Jack,JosŽ,she's lak for fight duelo. Sure. That's
right."

Dade swung back and stared moodily at the moon-painted pool where
the trout, deceived by the brightness into thinking it was day, started
widening ripple-rings here and there, where they flicked the surface
with slaty noses;and the wavering rings were gold-tipped until they slid
into the shadows and were lost. Dade watched three rings start in the
center and ripple the whole pool.

"How quick could you get to the rancho?" he asked abruptly, just as
Valencia's spirits were growing heavy with disappointment. "Could you
overtake Manuel, do you think?"

"Me, I could with the caballo which I have in mindÑNochesÑI could
pass Manuel upon the way, though he had two more hours the start of
me!" English was too slow now for Valencia's eagerness."Manuel is fat,
and he is not young, and he will not ride too fast for his fat to endure.
Also he will stop at the Pachecohacienda for breakfast, and to rest his
bones. Me, I can be at the rancho two hours before Manuel, Se–or."

Valencia was not a deceitful young man, as deceit goes;but he wanted
very much to be sent in haste to the ranch, for he was itching with curi-
osity to know the truth of this matter and if he were indeed right. If
Manuel had gone bearing a challenge from JosŽto the Se–or Jack, then
he wanted to know the answer assoon aspossible. Also there was Felice,
the daughter of Carlos, whose lips lured him with their sweetness.Truly,
Valencia would promise any miracle of speed.

The pool lay calm as the faceof a dead child. Dade stooped and tossed
a pebble into it as if that stillness troubled him. He took his cigarette
from his lips, looked at the glowing tip, and over it at the eager face of
Valencia.

"We mustn't let them fight. Take Noches and ride like the devil was at
your heels.Get there ahead of Manuel and tell JackÑ" He stopped there
and bit his lips to hurry his slow thoughts. "Tell Jackhe must go to town
right away, becauseÑwell, tell him Bill WilsonÑ"
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