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The rickety little office, built of red brick, was set flush with the street--the main street of the town of Bethel.
Bethel rested upon the foot-hills of the Blue Ridge. Above it the mountains were piled to the sky. Far below it
the turbid Catawba gleamed yellow along its disconsolate valley. The June day was at its sultriest hour. Bethel
dozed in the tepid shade. It was so still that Goree, reclining in his chair, distinctly heard the clicking of the
chips in the grand-jury room, where the "court-house gang" was playing poker. From the open back door of
the office a well-worn path meandered across the grassy lot to the court-house. The treading out of that path
had cost Goree all he ever had--first inheritance of a few thousand dollars, next the old family home, and,
latterly the last shreds of his self-respect and manhood. The "gang" had cleaned him out. The broken gambler
had turned drunkard and parasite; he had lived to see this day come when the men who had stripped him
denied him a seat at the game. His word was no longer to be taken. The daily bouts at cards had arranged itself
accordingly, and to him was assigned the ignoble part of the onlooker. The sheriff, the county clerk, a sportive
deputy, a gay attorney, and a chalk-faced man hailing "from the valley," sat at table, and the sheared one was
thus tacitly advised to go and grow more wool. Soon wearying of his ostracism, Goree had departed for his
office, muttering to himself as he unsteadily traversed the unlucky pathway. After a drink of corn whiskey
from a demijohn under the table, he had flung himself into the chair, staring, in a sort of maudlin apathy, out at
the mountains immersed in the summer haze. The little white patch he saw away up on the side of Blackjack
was Laurel, the village near which he had been born and bred. There, also, was the birthplace of the feud
between the Gorees and the Coltranes. Now no direct heir of the Gorees survived except this plucked and
singed bird of misfortune. The feud had been a typical one of the region; it had left a red record of hate, wrong
and slaughter. But Yancey Goree was not thinking of feuds. His befuddled brain was hopelessly attacking the
problem of the future maintenance of himself and his favourite follies. Of late, old friends of the family had
seen to it that he had whereof to eat and a place to sleep--but whiskey they would not buy for him, and he must
have whiskey. His law business was extinct; no case had been intrusted to him in two years. He had been a
borrower and a sponge, and it seemed that if he fell no lower it would be from lack of opportunity. One more
chance--he was saying to himself--if he had one more stake at the game, he thought he could win; but he had
nothing left to sell, and his credit was more than exhausted. He could not help smiling, even in his misery, as
he thought of the man to whom, six months before, he had sold the old Goree homestead. They had neither
dog nor children to mitigate the heavy silence of the hills. Pike Garvey was little known in the settlements, but
all who had dealt with him pronounced him "crazy as a loon. Released, he popped back into his hole like an
angry weasel. Pike lifted his squirrel rifle off the hooks and took a shot at them at long range on the chance of
their being revenues. Happily he missed, and the unconscious agents of good luck drew nearer, disclosing their
innocence of anything resembling law or justice. Later on, they offered the Garveys an enormous quantity of
ready, green, crisp money for their thirty-acre patch of cleared land, mentioning, as an excuse for such a mad
action, some irrelevant and inadequate nonsense about a bed of mica underlying the said property. When the
Garveys became possessed of so many dollars that they faltered in computing them, the deficiencies of life on
Blackjack began to grow prominent. Pike began to talk of new shoes, a hogshead of tobacco to set in the
corner, a new lock to his rifle; and, leading Martella to a certain spot on the mountain-side, he pointed out to
her how a small cannon--doubtless a thing not beyond the scope of their fortune in price--might be planted so
as to command and defend the sole accessible trail to the cabin, to the confusion of revenues and meddling
strangers forever. But Adam reckoned without his Eve. These things represented to him the applied power of
wealth, but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an ambition that soared far above his primitive wants. For so
long a time the sounds in her ears had been the scaly-barks dropping in the woods at noon, and the wolves
singing among the rocks at night, and it was enough to have purged her of vanities. She had grown fat and sad
and yellow and dull. But when the means came, she felt a rekindled desire to assume the perquisites of her
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sex--to sit at tea tables; to buy futile things; to whitewash the hideous veracity of life with a little form and
ceremony. And thus, at length, it was decided, and the thing done. The village of Laurel was their compromise
between Mrs. Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the Gorees sprawled in his disreputable
office, at the end of his row, spurned by the cronies whom he had gorged, strangers dwelt in the halls of his
fathers. A cloud of dust was rolling, slowly up the parched street, with something travelling in the midst of it.
A little breeze wafted the cloud to one side, and a new, brightly painted carryall, drawn by a slothful gray
horse, became visible. On the front seat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in black broadcloth, his rigid hands
incarcerated in yellow kid gloves. On the back seat was a lady who triumphed over the June heat. Her stout
form was armoured in a skin-tight silk dress of the description known as "changeable," being a gorgeous
combination of shifting hues. She sat erect, waving a much-ornamented fan, with her eyes fixed stonily far
down the street. He had carved her countenance to the image of emptiness and inanity; had imbued her with
the stolidity of his crags, and the reserve of his hushed interiors. She always seemed to hear, whatever her
surroundings were, the scaly-barks falling and pattering down the mountain-side. She could always hear the
awful silence of Blackjack sounding through the stillest of nights. Goree watched this solemn equipage, as it
drove to his door, with only faint interest; but when the lank driver wrapped the reins about his whip,
awkwardly descended, and stepped into the office, he rose unsteadily to receive him, recognizing Pike Garvey,
the new, the transformed, the recently civilized. The mountaineer took the chair Goree offered him. Pale-blue,
unwinking round eyes without lashes added to the singularity of his gruesome visage. Goree was at a loss to
account for the visit. The Rogerses, the Hapgoods, the Pratts and the Troys hev been to see Missis Garvey, and
she hev et meals to most of thar houses. Goree, that sech things suits me--fur me, give me them thar. I reckon
you are mistaken about that. We was pore as possums, and now we could hev folks to dinner every day. We
been recognized, Missis Garvey says, by the best society. To speak of his feud to a feudist is a serious breach
of the mountain etiquette. Missis Garvey hev studied all about feuds. Quality people everywhar, says Missis
Garvey, has feuds. Goree knew that the sheriff had just won a pot, for the subdued whoop with which he
always greeted a victory floated across the square upon the crinkly heat waves. Stooping, he drew the
wicker-covered demijohn from under the table, and filled a tumbler from it. Of course you are joking about-what you spoke of? Prime, two-fifty to three. Feuds, slightly damaged--two hundred, I believe you said, Mr.
The mountaineer took the glass Goree handed him, and drank the whisky without a tremor of the lids of his
staring eyes. The lawyer applauded the feat by a look of envious admiration. He poured his own drink, and
took it like a drunkard, by gulps, and with shudders at the smell and taste. He struck the table with his fist. One
of the bills flipped over and touched his hand. He flinched as if something had stung him. He turned in an
instant from an outraged gentleman to an anxious chafferer recommending his goods. Shall I w-wrap it up for
you, Mr. You air out of it, and it stands Coltrane and Garvey. The money was clutched in his moist hand.
Everything else suddenly seemed to grow trivial and light. Goree was standing near the window. There he
goes, down the other side of the street. Colonel Abner Coltrane, an erect, portly gentleman of about fifty,
wearing the inevitable long, double-breasted frock coat of the Southern lawmaker, and an old high silk hat,
was passing on the opposite sidewalk. As Garvey looked, Goree glanced at his face. If there be such a thing as
a yellow wolf, here was its counterpart. Garvey snarled as his unhuman eyes followed the moving figure,
disclosing long, amber-coloured fangs. Prices as low as the lowest. He stretched out both hands toward the
mountaineer, his fingers hooked and shaking. Even a Ch-Chinaman protects the g-graves of his ancestors--go!
While he was climbing over the wheel Goree was collecting, with feverish celerity, the money that had fallen
from his hand to the floor. As the vehicle slowly turned about, the sheep, with a coat of newly grown wool,
was hurrying, in indecent haste, along the path to the court-house. The sheriff, the sportive deputy, the county
clerk, and the gay attorney carried him, the chalk-faced man "from the valley" acting as escort. I wonder how
much he dropped to-night. What I wonder is whar he got it. The next eye to gaze upon the miserable Goree
was the orb of day. He peered through the uncurtained window, first deluging the sleeper in a flood of faint
gold, but soon pouring upon the mottled red of his flesh a searching, white, summer heat. His movement
dislodged a heavy law book, which crashed upon the floor. Opening his eyes, he saw, bending over him, a
man in a black frock coat. Looking higher, he discovered a well-worn silk hat, and beneath it the kindly,
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smooth face of Colonel Abner Coltrane.
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A Blackjack Bargainer by O. Henry. The most disreputable thing in Yancey Goree's law office was Goree himself,
sprawled in his creakv old arm- chair. The rickety little office, built of red brick, was set flush with the street -- the main
street of the town of Bethel.

This section needs additional citations for verification. Please help improve this article by adding citations to
reliable sources. Unsourced material may be challenged and removed. He changed the spelling of his middle
name to Sydney in His parents were Dr. When William was three, his mother died after birthing her third
child, and he and his father moved into the home of his paternal grandmother. He then enrolled at the Lindsey
Street High School. His aunt continued to tutor him until he was At the drugstore, he also showed his natural
artistic talents by sketching the townsfolk. Hall to Texas in March , hoping that a change of air would help
alleviate a persistent cough he had developed. While on the ranch, he learned bits of Spanish and German
from the mix of immigrant ranch hands. He also spent time reading classic literature. Porter resided with the
Harrells for three years. He went to work briefly for the Morley Brothers Drug Company as a pharmacist. He
also began writing as a sideline and wrote many of his early stories in the Harrell house. As a young bachelor,
Porter led an active social life in Austin. He was known for his wit, story-telling and musical talents. He
played both the guitar and mandolin. He sang in the choir at St. Porter family in early sâ€”Athol, Margaret
daughter , William Porter met and began courting Athol Estes, 17 years old and from a wealthy family. Her
mother objected to the match because Athol was ill, suffering from tuberculosis. Smoot, pastor of the Central
Presbyterian Church , where the Estes family attended church. The couple continued to participate in musical
and theater groups, and Athol encouraged her husband to pursue his writing. Athol gave birth to a son in , who
died hours after birth, and then daughter Margaret Worth Porter in September The salary was enough to
support his family, but he continued his contributions to magazines and newspapers. The castle-like building
he worked in was even woven into some of his tales such as "Bexar Scrip No. His job at the GLO was a
political appointment by Hall. Hall ran for governor in the election of but lost. Porter resigned on January 21, ,
the day after the new governor, Jim Hogg , was sworn in. The bank was operated informally, and Porter was
apparently careless in keeping his books and may have embezzled funds. In , he was accused by the bank of
embezzlement and lost his job but was not indicted at the time. He then worked full-time on his humorous
weekly called The Rolling Stone, which he started while working at the bank. Although eventually reaching a
top circulation of 1,, The Rolling Stone failed in April because the paper never provided an adequate income.
However, his writing and drawings had caught the attention of the editor at the Houston Post. Porter and his
family moved to Houston in , where he started writing for the Post. Porter gathered ideas for his column by
loitering in hotel lobbies and observing and talking to people there. This was a technique he used throughout
his writing career. While he was in Houston, federal auditors audited the First National Bank of Austin and
found the embezzlement shortages that led to his firing. A federal indictment followed, and he was arrested on
charges of embezzlement. He was due to stand trial on July 7, , but the day before, as he was changing trains
to get to the courthouse, an impulse hit him. He fled, first to New Orleans and later to Honduras, with which
the United States had no extradition treaty at that time. William lived in Honduras for only six months, until
January There he became friends with Al Jennings , a notorious train robber, who later wrote a book about
their friendship. Unfortunately, Athol became too ill to meet Porter in Honduras as he had planned. When he
learned that his wife was dying, Porter returned to Austin in February and surrendered to the court, pending
trial. Athol Estes Porter died from tuberculosis then known as consumption on July 25, He was sentenced to
five years in prison and imprisoned on March 25, , at the Ohio Penitentiary in Columbus, Ohio. Porter was a
licensed pharmacist and was able to work in the prison hospital as the night druggist. He was given his own
room in the hospital wing, and there is no record that he actually spent time in the cell block of the prison. He
had 14 stories published under various pseudonyms while he was in prison but was becoming best known as
"O. A friend of his in New Orleans would forward his stories to publishers so that they had no idea that the
writer was imprisoned. Porter was released on July 24, , for good behavior after serving three years. Margaret
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was never told that her father had been in prisonâ€”just that he had been away on business. While there, he
wrote short stories. His wit, characterization, and plot twists were adored by his readers but often panned by
critics. Porter married again in to childhood sweetheart Sarah Sallie Lindsey Coleman, whom he met again
after revisiting his native state of North Carolina. Sarah Lindsey Coleman was herself a writer and wrote a
romanticized and fictionalized version of their correspondence and courtship in her novella Wind of Destiny.
In , Sarah left him, and he died on June 5, , of cirrhosis of the liver , complications of diabetes , and an
enlarged heart. She married cartoonist Oscar Cesare of New York in ; they were divorced four years later. She
died of tuberculosis in and is buried next to her father. Stories[ edit ] Portrait of Porter used as frontispiece in
the posthumous collection of short stories Waifs and Strays O. In his day he was called the American answer
to Guy de Maupassant. While both authors wrote plot twist endings, O. Many take place in New York City
and deal for the most part with ordinary people: Henry had an inimitable hand for isolating some element of
society and describing it with an incredible economy and grace of language. Some of his best and least-known
work is contained in Cabbages and Kings , a series of stories each of which explores some individual aspect of
life in a paralytically sleepy Central American town, while advancing some aspect of the larger plot and
relating back one to another. Cabbages and Kings was his first collection of stories, followed by The Four
Million. Henry, everyone in New York counted. He had an obvious affection for the city, which he called
"Bagdad-on-the-Subway", [7] and many of his stories are set thereâ€”while others are set in small towns or in
other cities. His final work was "Dream", a short story intended for the magazine The Cosmopolitan but left
incomplete at the time of his death. The essential premise of this story has been copied, re-worked, parodied,
and otherwise re-told countless times in the century since it was written. Despite efforts at petty theft,
vandalism, disorderly conduct, and "flirting" with a young prostitute, Soapy fails to draw the attention of the
police. Disconsolate, he pauses in front of a church, where an organ anthem inspires him to clean up his life;
ironically, he is charged for loitering and sentenced to three months in prison. He goes to a town bank to case
it before he robs it. They immediately fall in love and Valentine decides to give up his criminal career. He
moves into the town, taking up the identity of Ralph Spencer, a shoemaker. Just as he is about to leave to
deliver his specialized tools to an old associate, a lawman who recognizes him arrives at the bank. Knowing it
will seal his fate, Valentine opens the safe to rescue the child. In later film and TV depictions, the Kid would
be portrayed as a dashing adventurer, perhaps skirting the edges of the law, but primarily on the side of the
angels. In the original short story, the only story by Porter to feature the character, the Kid is a murderous,
ruthless border desperado, whose trail is dogged by a heroic Texas Ranger. The twist ending is, unusually for
Porter, tragic. Pen name[ edit ] Porter used a number of pen names including "O. Henry" or "Olivier Henry" in
the early part of his writing career; other names included S. Dowd, and Howard Clark. Henry" seemed to
garner the most attention from editors and the public, and was used exclusively by Porter for his writing by
about He gave various explanations for the origin of his pen name. It was during these New Orleans days that
I adopted my pen name of O. I said to a friend: Help me pick out a good one. In the society columns we found
the account of a fashionable ball. I want something short. None of your three-syllable names for me. I replied,
"O stands for Olivier, the French for Oliver. Dispensary which Porter used working in the prison pharmacy.
Henry Award is a prestigious annual prize named after Porter and given to outstanding short stories. A film
was made in featuring five stories, called O. Henry House and O. Henry Hall , both in Austin, Texas, are
named for him. Henry was convicted of embezzlement.

Page 5

DOWNLOAD PDF A BLACKJACK BARGAINER
Chapter 3 : A Blackjack Bargainer by O. Henry
A Blackjack Bargainer has 12 ratings and 3 reviews. Leah said: The story takes a while to set up. Yancy Goree is the
last member on his side of the famil.

A Blackjack Bargainer by O. Mohammad Daeizadeh in O. The rickety little office, built of red brick, was set
flush with the street â€” the main street of the town of Bethel. Bethel rested upon the foot-hills of the Blue
Ridge. Above it the mountains were piled to the sky. Far below it the turbid Catawba gleamed yellow along its
disconsolate valley. The June day was at its sultriest hour. Bethel dozed in the tepid shade. From the open
back door of the office a well-worn path meandered across the grassy lot to the court-house. The treading out
of that path had cost Goree all he ever had â€” first inheritance of a few thousand dollars, next the old family
home, and, latterly the last shreds of his self-respect and manhood. The broken gambler had turned drunkard
and parasite; he had lived to see this day come when the men who had stripped him denied him a seat at the
game. His word was no longer to be taken. The daily bouts at cards had arranged itself accordingly, and to him
was assigned the ignoble part of the onlooker. Soon wearying of his ostracism, Goree had departed for his
office, muttering to himself as he unsteadily tra- versed the unlucky pathway. After a drink of corn whiskey
from a demijohn under the table, he had flung himself into the chair, staring, in a sort of maudlin apathy, out at
the mountains immersed in the summer haze. The little white patch he saw away up on the side of Blackjack
was Laurel, the village near which he had been born and bred. There, also, was the birthplace of the feud
between the Gorees and the Coltranes. Now no direct heir of the Gorees survived except this plucked and
singed bird of misfortune. The feud had been a typical one of the region; it had left a red record of hate, wrong
and slaughter. But Yancey Goree was not thinking of feuds. His befuddled brain was hopelessly attacking the
problem of the future maintenance of himself and his favourite follies. Of late, old friends of the family had
seen to it that he had whereof to eat and a place to sleep â€” but whiskey they would not buy for him, and he
must have whiskey. His law business was extinct; no case had been intrusted to him in two years. He had been
a borrower and a sponge, and it seemed that if he fell no lower it would be from lack of opportunity. One more
chance â€” he was saying to himself â€” if he had one more stake at the game, he thought he could win; but he
had nothing left to sell, and his credit was more than exhausted. He could not help smiling, even in his misery,
as he thought of the man to whom, six months before, he had sold the old Goree homestead. They had neither
dog nor children to mitigate the heavy silence of the hills. Released, he popped back into his hole like an angry
weasel. Pike lifted his squirrel rifle off the hooks and took a shot at them at long range on the chance of their
being revenues. Happily he missed, and the unconscious agents of good luck drew nearer, disclosing their
innocence of anything resembling law or justice. Later on, they offered the Garveys an enormous quantity of
ready, green, crisp money for their thirty-acre patch of cleared land, mentioning, as an excuse for such a mad
action, some irrelevant and inadequate nonsense about a bed of mica underlying the said property. When the
Garveys became possessed of so many dol- lars that they faltered in computing them, the deficiencies of life
on Blackjack began to grow prominent. Pike began to talk of new shoes, a hogshead of tobacco to set in the
corner, a new lock to his rifle; and, leading Martella to a certain spot on the mountain-side, he pointed out to
her how a small cannon â€” doubtless a thing not beyond the scope of their fortune in price â€” might be
planted so as to command and defend the sole accessible trail to the cabin, to the confusion of revenues and
meddling strangers forever. But Adam reckoned without his Eve. These things represented to him the applied
power of wealth, but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an ambition that soared far above his primitive wants.
For so long a time the sounds in her ears had been the scaly-barks dropping in the woods at noon, and the
wolves singing among the rocks at night, and it was enough to have purged her of vanities. She had grown fat
and sad and yellow and dull. But when the means came, she felt a rekindled desire to assume the perquisites of
her sex â€” to sit at tea tables; to buy futile things; to whitewash the hideous veracity of life with a little form
and ceremony. And thus, at length, it was decided, and the thing done. The village of Laurel was their
compromise between Mrs. Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the Gorees sprawled in his
disreputable office, at the end of his row, spurned by the cronies whom he had gorged, strangers dwelt in the
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halls of his fathers. A cloud of dust was rolling, slowly up the parched street, with something travelling in the
midst of it. A little breeze wafted the cloud to one side, and a new, brightly painted carryall, drawn by a
slothful gray horse, became visible. On the front seat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in black broadcloth, his
rigid hands incarcerated in yellow kid gloves. On the back seat was a lady who triumphed over the June heat.
She sat erect, waving a much-omamented fan, with her eyes fixed stonily far down the street. He had carved
her countenance to the image of emptiness and inanity; had imbued her with the stolidity of his crags, and the
reserve of his hushed interiors. She always seemed to hear, whatever her surroundings were, the scaly-barks
falling and pattering down the mountain- side. She could always hear the awful silence of Black- jack
sounding through the stillest of nights. Goree watched this solemn equipage, as it drove to his door, with only
faint interest; but when the lank driver wrapped the reins about his whip, awkwardly descended, and stepped
into the office, he rose unsteadily to receive him, recognizing Pike Garvey, the new, the transformed, the
recently civilized. The mountaineer took the chair Goree offered him. Pale-blue, unwinking round eyes
without lashes added to the singularity of his gruesome visage. Goree was at a loss to account for the visit. The
Rogerses, the Hapgoods, the Pratts and the Troys hev been to see Missis Garvey, and she hev et meals to most
of thar houses. Goree, that sech things suits me â€” fur me, give me them thar. I reckon you are mistaken
about that. We was pore as possums, and now we could hev folks to dinner every day. We been recognized,
Missis Garvey says, by the best society. To speak of his feud to a feudist is a serious breach of the mountain
etiquette. Missis Garvey hev studied all about feuds. Quality people everywhar, says Missis Garvey, has feuds.
Goree knew that the sheriff had just won a pot, for the subdued whoop with which he always greeted a victory
floated across the sqquare upon the crinkly heat waves. Stooping, he drew the wicker-covered demijohn from
under the table, and filled a tumbler from it. Of course you are joking about what you spoke of? Prime,
two-fifty to three. Feuds, slightly damaged â€” two hundred, I believe you said, Mr. The mountaineer took the
glass Goree handed him, and drank the whisky without a tremor of the lids of his staring eyes. The lawyer
applauded the feat by a look of envious admiration. He poured his own drink, and took it like a drunkard, by
gulps, and with shudders at the smell and taste. He struck the table with his fist. One of the bills flipped over
and touched his hand. He flinched as if something had stung him. He turned in an instant from an outraged
gentleman to an anxious chafferer recom- mending his goods. Shall I w-wrap it up for you, Mr. You air out of
it, and it stands Coltrane and Garvey. The money was clutched in his moist hand. Everything else sud- denly
seemed to grow trivial and light. Goree was standing near the window. There he goes, down the other side of
the street. Colonel Abner Coltrane, an erect, portly gentleman of about fifty, wearing the inevitable long,
double-breasted frock coat of the Southern lawmaker, and an old high silk hat, was passing on the opposite
sidewalk. As Garvey looked, Goree glanced at his face. If there be such a thing as a yellow wolf, here was its
counterpart. Garvey snarled as his unhuman eyes followed the moving figure, disclosing long, amber-coloured
fangs. Prices as low as the lowest. He stretched out both hands toward the mountaineer, his fingers hooked and
shaking. Even a Ch-Chinaman protects the g-graves of his ancestors â€” go! While he was climbing over the
wheel Goree was collecting, with feverish celerity, the money that had fallen from his hand to the floor. As the
vehicle slowly turned about, the sheep, with a coat of newly grown wool, was hurrying, in indecent haste,
along the path to the court-house. I wonder how much he dropped to-night. What I wonder is whar he got it.
The next eye to gaze upon the miserable Goree was the orb of day. He peered through the uncurtained
window, first deluging the sleeper in a flood of faint gold, but soon pouring upon the mottled red of his flesh a
searching, white, summer heat. His movement dislodged a heavy law book, which crashed upon the floor.
Opening his eyes, he saw, bending over him, a man in a black frock coat. Looking higher, he discovered a
well-worn silk hat, and beneath it the kindly, smooth face of Colonel Abner Coltrane. A little uncertain of the
outcome, the colonel waited for the other to make some sign of recognition. Not in twenty years had male
members of these two families faced each other in peace. You brought me a whip with a whistle in the end.
There was a pump in the yard at the rear, and Goree closed his eyes, listening with rapture to the click of its
handle, and the bubbling of the falling stream.
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You have undoubtedly performed some of the most wonderful feats in your profession known to modern
crime. Knight suddenly drew a revolver and shot the man in the back. His victim fell and lay without moving.
The great murderer went up to him leisurely and took from his clothes his money, watch, and a valuable ring
and cravat pin. He then rejoined me smiling calmly, and we continued our walk. Ten steps and we met a
policeman running toward the spot where the shot had been fired. Avery Knight stopped him. But when you
come to the task of hunting down the detective that they send upon your trail you will find that you have
undertaken a difficult feat. If it should be an ordinary plain-clothes man I might fail to gain a sight of him. If
they honor me by giving the case to some one of their celebrated sleuths I do not fear to match my cunning
and powers of induction against his. It seems that a card case of mine containing cards with my name and
address was found near the body. They have three witnesses who saw the shooting and gave a description of
me. The case has been placed in the hands of Shamrock Jolnes, the famous detective. He left Headquarters at
I waited at my address until two, thinking he might call there. I had a better opinion of your shrewdness,
Knight. During the three hours and a half that you waited he has got out of your ken. He is after you on true
induction theories now, and no wrongdoer has yet been known to come upon him while thus engaged. I advise
you to give it up. To-morrow I will take you to Shamrock Jolnes-- I will unmask him before you and prove to
you that it is not an impossibility for an officer of the law and a manslayer to stand face to face in your city.
The pistol being a. But I could not find a trace of him. But you have aroused my pride, doctor; and if I fail to
show you Shamrock Jolnes this day, I promise you I will never kill or rob in your city again. At length he
looked up brightly. Put on your hat, and come with me. In half an hour I guarantee that you shall stand in the
presence of Shamrock Jolnes. I did not hear his instructions to the driver, but the vehicle set out at a smart
pace up Broadway, turning presently into Fifth Avenue, and proceeding northward again. It was with a rapidly
beating heart that I accompanied this wonderful and gifted assassin, whose analytical genius and superb selfconfidence had prompted him to make me the tremendous promise of bringing me into the presence of a
murderer and the New York detective in pursuit of him simultaneously. Even yet I could not believe it
possible. Now and then the man would remove his whiskers to wipe his face, and then I would recognize at
once the well-known features of the great New York detective. Jolnes was keeping a sharp watch upon the
doors and windows of the house. By what process of induction--" "My dear doctor," interrupted the great
murderer, "the inductive theory is what the detectives use. My process is more modern. I call it the saltatorial
theory. Without bothering with the tedious mental phenomena necessary to the solution of a mystery from
slight clues, I jump at once to a conclusion. I will explain to you the method I employed in this case. Do you
not think my postulation justified by precedent? And not only in the wrong way, but exactly opposite from the
right way. That was my clue. Now, let me describe myself to you. I have no money to speak of; I do not like
oatmeal, and it is the one ambition of my life to die rich. I am of a cold and heartless disposition. I do not care
for my fellowmen and I never give a cent to beggars or charity. You who are familiar with the history of crime
in New York of late should be able to foretell the result. When I promised you to exhibit to your incredulous
gaze the sleuth who was set upon me, you laughed at me because you said that detectives and murderers never
met in New York. I have demonstrated to you that the theory is possible. I have given you a description of
myself. When thus far is reached the mind hesitates no longer.
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was provided to The Portal to Texas History by the Austin History Center, Austin Public Library.

Is also an albino. Wants to reunite humans with this race so they can prosper once again. Is being used by his
father to spy on humans through his brother. Jenario Onyx Middle Aged Creates a magic he believes will
make him into a powerful mage by taking the horn from a unicorn. Dark Horn After having its body destroyed
by Jenario, this unicorn wants more than just a soul trapped within a pretend mage. Agrees to help Jenario spy
on Keith, but soon grows tired of being used as a puppet. Controls smoke and flames. Can become fire as
needed. Has a very mischievous personality. Can become air as needed. Can be found following the great
migration of sea creatures as temperatures change with the seasons. Pinterest is a great way to organize ideas
for writers. See more character art, sketches, and other author interests! Check out the free download of the
month on Amazon for Kindle: Click Here to Visit Amazon See some of the chapter snippets and struggles
often posted about the latest writing, upcoming character concepts, and just general who-ha on Wisdom
Novels Wordpress Be sure to check out the latest artwork either on Tumblr or DeviantART gallery He was
raised in seclusion. Now he seeks more than truth. A young boy must discover what he is and where he came
from in order to unite the people of the land and stop a growing Darkness caused by the first black unicorn.
Meet a half-breed Black Wing seeking his captive mother in the human realms in order to escape his
pure-blood family, an alchemist wielding a newfound power he hopes will make him the magic-user he has
always wished to be, a Healer seeking to destroy the very foundation which lead to the division of his people,
and two sister unicorns. A blackjack bargainer questions - Descargar slots king - Planche a roulette jeux
Originally started back in , Wisdom Novels was a mere concept of characters thrashing through an unknown
land and trying to stop a growing Darkness. Where this Darkness came from was a mystery. Following an art
progress, the story started out using animal characters. Now, with myself being an illustrator, I was not
satisfied with just using animals. I knew I wanted more, and more came the longer I worked on the project. It
follows the footsteps of a young man who must discover what he is in order to stop a growing Darkness
caused by the first Black Unicorn.
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Here is A Blackjack Bargainer, the story of the drunken Yancey Goree, a washed-up lawyer who has lost his money,
possessions, property, and self-respect as a result of playing poker. After settling a feud, however, he manages to
redeem himself by trading places with an old www.nxgvision.comds from sale of this title go to Reach Out and Read, an.

A Blackjack Bargainer by O. The rickety little office, built of red brick, was set flush with the street -- the
main street of the town of Bethel. Bethel rested upon the foot-hills of the Blue Ridge. Above it the mountains
were piled to the sky. Far below it the turbid Catawba gleamed yellow along its disconsolate valley. The June
day was at its sultriest hour. Bethel dozed in the tepid shade. It was so still that Goree, reclining in his chair,
distinctly heard the clicking of the chips in the grand-jury room, where the "court- house gang" was playing
poker. From the open back door of the office a well-worn path meandered across the grassy lot to the
court-house. The treading out of that path had cost Goree all he ever had -- first inheritance of a few thousand
dollars, next the old family home, and, latterly the last shreds of his self-respect and manhood. The "gang" had
cleaned him out. The broken gambler had turned drunkard and parasite; he had lived to see this day come
when the men who had stripped him denied him a seat at the game. His word was no longer to be taken. The
daily bouts at cards had arranged itself accordingly, and to him was assigned the ignoble part of the onlooker.
The sheriff, the county clerk, a sportive deputy, a gay attorney, and a chalk-faced man hailing "from the
valley," sat at table, and the sheared one was thus tacitly advised to go and grow more wool. Soon wearying of
his ostracism, Goree had departed for his office, muttering to himself as he unsteadily tra- versed the unlucky
pathway. After a drink of corn whiskey from a demijohn under the table, he had flung himself into the chair,
staring, in a sort of maudlin apathy, out at the mountains immersed in the summer haze. The little white patch
he saw away up on the side of Blackjack was Laurel, the village near which he had been born and bred. There,
also, was the birthplace of the feud between the Gorees and the Coltranes. Now no direct heir of the Gorees
survived except this plucked and singed bird of misfortune. The feud had been a typical one of the region; it
had left a red record of hate, wrong and slaughter. But Yancey Goree was not thinking of feuds. His befuddled
brain was hopelessly attacking the problem of the future maintenance of himself and his favourite follies. Of
late, old friends of the family had seen to it that he had whereof to eat and a place to sleep -- but whiskey they
would not buy for him, and he must have whiskey. His law business was extinct; no case had been intrusted to
him in two years. He had been a borrower and a sponge, and it seemed that if he fell no lower it would be from
lack of opportunity. One more chance -- he was saying to himself -- if he had one more stake at the game, he
thought he could win; but he had nothing left to sell, and his credit was more than exhausted. He could not
help smiling, even in his misery, as he thought of the man to whom, six months before, he had sold the old
Goree homestead. They had neither dog nor children to mitigate the heavy silence of the hills. Pike Garvey
was little known in the settlements, but all who had dealt with him pronounced him "crazy as a loon. Released,
he popped back into his hole like an angry weasel. Pike lifted his squirrel rifle off the hooks and took a shot at
them at long range on the chance of their being revenues. Happily he missed, and the unconscious agents of
good luck drew nearer, disclosing their innocence of anything resembling law or justice. Later on, they offered
the Garveys an enormous quantity of ready, green, crisp money for their thirty-acre patch of cleared land,
mentioning, as an excuse for such a mad action, some irrelevant and inadequate nonsense about a bed of mica
underlying the said property. When the Garveys became possessed of so many dol- lars that they faltered in
computing them, the deficiencies of life on Blackjack began to grow prominent. Pike began to talk of new
shoes, a hogshead of tobacco to set in the corner, a new lock to his rifle; and, leading Martella to a certain spot
on the mountain-side, he pointed out to her how a small cannon -- doubtless a thing not beyond the scope of
their fortune in price -- might be planted so as to command and defend the sole accessible trail to the cabin, to
the confusion of revenues and meddling strangers forever. But Adam reckoned without his Eve. These things
represented to him the applied power of wealth, but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an ambition that soared
far above his primitive wants. For so long a time the sounds in her ears had been the scaly-barks dropping in
the woods at noon, and the wolves singing among the rocks at night, and it was enough to have purged her of
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vanities. She had grown fat and sad and yellow and dull. But when the means came, she felt a rekindled desire
to assume the perquisites of her sex -- to sit at tea tables; to buy futile things; to whitewash the hideous
veracity of life with a little form and ceremony. And thus, at length, it was decided, and the thing done. The
village of Laurel was their compromise between Mrs. Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the
Gorees sprawled in his disreputable office, at the end of his row, spurned by the cronies whom he had gorged,
strangers dwelt in the halls of his fathers. A cloud of dust was rolling, slowly up the parched street, with
something travelling in the midst of it. A little breeze wafted the cloud to one side, and a new, brightly painted
carryall, drawn by a slothful gray horse, became visible. On the front seat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in
black broadcloth, his rigid hands incarcerated in yellow kid gloves. On the back seat was a lady who
triumphed over the June heat. Her stout form was armoured in a skintight silk dress of the description known
as "change- able," being a gorgeous combination of shifting hues. She sat erect, waving a much-omamented
fan, with her eyes fixed stonily far down the street. He had carved her countenance to the image of emptiness
and inanity; had imbued her with the stolidity of his crags, and the reserve of his hushed interiors. She always
seemed to hear, whatever her surroundings were, the scaly-barks falling and pattering down the mountainside. She could always hear the awful silence of Black- jack sounding through the stillest of nights. Goree
watched this solemn equipage, as it drove to his door, with only faint interest; but when the lank driver
wrapped the reins about his whip, awkwardly descended, and stepped into the office, he rose unsteadily to
receive him, recognizing Pike Garvey, the new, the transformed, the recently civilized. The mountaineer took
the chair Goree offered him. Pale-blue, unwinking round eyes without lashes added to the singularity of his
gruesome visage. Goree was at a loss to account for the visit. The Rogerses, the Hapgoods, the Pratts and the
Troys hev been to see Missis Garvey, and she hev et meals to most of thar houses. Goree, that sech things suits
me -- fur me, give me them thar. I reckon you are mistaken about that. We was pore as possums, and now we
could hev folks to dinner every day. We been recognized, Missis Garvey says, by the best society. To speak of
his feud to a feudist is a serious breach of the mountain etiquette. Missis Garvey hev studied all about feuds.
Quality people everywhar, says Missis Garvey, has feuds. Goree knew that the sheriff had just won a pot, for
the subdued whoop with which he always greeted a victory floated across the sqquare upon the crinkly heat
waves. Stooping, he drew the wicker-covered demijohn from under the table, and filled a tumbler from it. Of
course you are joking about what you spoke of? Prime, two-fifty to three. Feuds, slightly damaged -- two
hundred, I believe you said, Mr. The mountaineer took the glass Goree handed him, and drank the whisky
without a tremor of the lids of his staring eyes. The lawyer applauded the feat by a look of envious admiration.
He poured his own drink, and took it like a drunkard, by gulps, and with shudders at the smell and taste. He
struck the table with his fist. One of the bills flipped over and touched his hand. He flinched as if something
had stung him. He turned in an instant from an outraged gentleman to an anxious chafferer recom- mending
his goods. Shall I w-wrap it up for you, Mr. You air out of it, and it stands Coltrane and Garvey. The money
was clutched in his moist hand. Everything else sud- denly seemed to grow trivial and light. Goree was
standing near the window. There he goes, down the other side of the street. Colonel Abner Coltrane, an erect,
portly gentleman of about fifty, wearing the inevitable long, double-breasted frock coat of the Southern
lawmaker, and an old high silk hat, was passing on the opposite sidewalk. As Garvey looked, Goree glanced at
his face. If there be such a thing as a yellow wolf, here was its counterpart. Garvey snarled as his unhuman
eyes followed the moving figure, disclosing long, amber-coloured fangs. Prices as low as the lowest. He
stretched out both hands toward the mountaineer, his fingers hooked and shaking. Even a Ch-Chinaman
protects the g-graves of his ancestors -- go! While he was climbing over the wheel Goree was collecting, with
feverish celerity, the money that had fallen from his hand to the floor. As the vehicle slowly turned about, the
sheep, with a coat of newly grown wool, was hurrying, in indecent haste, along the path to the court-house.
The sheriff, the sportive deputy, the county clerk, and the gay attorney carried him, the chalk-faced man "from
the valley" acting as escort. I wonder how much he dropped to-night. What I wonder is whar he got it. The
next eye to gaze upon the miserable Goree was the orb of day. He peered through the uncurtained window,
first deluging the sleeper in a flood of faint gold, but soon pouring upon the mottled red of his flesh a
searching, white, summer heat. His movement dislodged a heavy law book, which crashed upon the floor.
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Opening his eyes, he saw, bending over him, a man in a black frock coat.
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The rickety little office, built of red brick, was set flush with the street -- the main street of the town of Bethel.
Bethel rested upon the foot-hills of the Blue Ridge. Above it the mountains were piled to the sky. Far below it
the turbid Catawba gleamed yellow along its disconsolate valley. The June day was at its sultriest hour. Bethel
dozed in the tepid shade. It was so still that Goree, reclining in his chair, distinctly heard the clicking of the
chips in the grand-jury room, where the "court- house gang" was playing poker. From the open back door of
the office a well-worn path meandered across the grassy lot to the court-house. The treading out of that path
had cost Goree all he ever had -- first inheritance of a few thousand dollars, next the old family home, and,
latterly the last shreds of his self-respect and manhood. The "gang" had cleaned him out. The broken gambler
had turned drunkard and parasite; he had lived to see this day come when the men who had stripped him
denied him a seat at the game. His word was no longer to be taken. The daily bouts at cards had arranged itself
accordingly, and to him was assigned the ignoble part of the onlooker. The sheriff, the county clerk, a sportive
deputy, a gay attorney, and a chalk-faced man hailing "from the valley," sat at table, and the sheared one was
thus tacitly advised to go and grow more wool. Soon wearying of his ostracism, Goree had departed for his
office, muttering to himself as he unsteadily tra- versed the unlucky pathway. After a drink of corn whiskey
from a demijohn under the table, he had flung himself into the chair, staring, in a sort of maudlin apathy, out at
the mountains immersed in the summer haze. The little white patch he saw away up on the side of Blackjack
was Laurel, the village near which he had been born and bred. There, also, was the birthplace of the feud
between the Gorees and the Coltranes. Now no direct heir of the Gorees survived except this plucked and
singed bird of misfortune. The feud had been a typical one of the region; it had left a red record of hate, wrong
and slaughter. But Yancey Goree was not thinking of feuds. His befuddled brain was hopelessly attacking the
problem of the future maintenance of himself and his favourite follies. Of late, old friends of the family had
seen to it that he had whereof to eat and a place to sleep -- but whiskey they would not buy for him, and he
must have whiskey. His law business was extinct; no case had been intrusted to him in two years. He had been
a borrower and a sponge, and it seemed that if he fell no lower it would be from lack of opportunity. One more
chance -- he was saying to himself -- if he had one more stake at the game, he thought he could win; but he
had nothing left to sell, and his credit was more than exhausted. He could not help smiling, even in his misery,
as he thought of the man to whom, six months before, he had sold the old Goree homestead. They had neither
dog nor children to mitigate the heavy silence of the hills. Pike Garvey was little known in the settlements, but
all who had dealt with him pronounced him "crazy as a loon. Released, he popped back into his hole like an
angry weasel. Pike lifted his squirrel rifle off the hooks and took a shot at them at long range on the chance of
their being revenues. Happily he missed, and the unconscious agents of good luck drew nearer, disclosing their
innocence of anything resembling law or justice. Later on, they offered the Garveys an enormous quantity of
ready, green, crisp money for their thirty-acre patch of cleared land, mentioning, as an excuse for such a mad
action, some irrelevant and inadequate nonsense about a bed of mica underlying the said property. When the
Garveys became possessed of so many dol- lars that they faltered in computing them, the deficiencies of life
on Blackjack began to grow prominent. Pike began to talk of new shoes, a hogshead of tobacco to set in the
corner, a new lock to his rifle; and, leading Martella to a certain spot on the mountain-side, he pointed out to
her how a small cannon -- doubtless a thing not beyond the scope of their fortune in price -- might be planted
so as to command and defend the sole accessible trail to the cabin, to the confusion of revenues and meddling
strangers forever. But Adam reckoned without his Eve. These things represented to him the applied power of
wealth, but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an ambition that soared far above his primitive wants. For so
long a time the sounds in her ears had been the scaly-barks dropping in the woods at noon, and the wolves
singing among the rocks at night, and it was enough to have purged her of vanities. She had grown fat and sad
and yellow and dull. But when the means came, she felt a rekindled desire to assume the perquisites of her sex
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-- to sit at tea tables; to buy futile things; to whitewash the hideous veracity of life with a little form and
ceremony. And thus, at length, it was decided, and the thing done. The village of Laurel was their compromise
between Mrs. Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the Gorees sprawled in his disreputable
office, at the end of his row, spurned by the cronies whom he had gorged, strangers dwelt in the halls of his
fathers. A cloud of dust was rolling, slowly up the parched street, with something travelling in the midst of it.
A little breeze wafted the cloud to one side, and a new, brightly painted carryall, drawn by a slothful gray
horse, became visible. On the front seat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in black broadcloth, his rigid hands
incarcerated in yellow kid gloves. On the back seat was a lady who triumphed over the June heat. Her stout
form was armoured in a skintight silk dress of the description known as "change- able," being a gorgeous
combination of shifting hues. She sat erect, waving a much-omamented fan, with her eyes fixed stonily far
down the street. He had carved her countenance to the image of emptiness and inanity; had imbued her with
the stolidity of his crags, and the reserve of his hushed interiors. She always seemed to hear, whatever her
surroundings were, the scaly-barks falling and pattering down the mountain- side. She could always hear the
awful silence of Black- jack sounding through the stillest of nights. Goree watched this solemn equipage, as it
drove to his door, with only faint interest; but when the lank driver wrapped the reins about his whip,
awkwardly descended, and stepped into the office, he rose unsteadily to receive him, recognizing Pike Garvey,
the new, the transformed, the recently civilized. The mountaineer took the chair Goree offered him. Pale-blue,
unwinking round eyes without lashes added to the singularity of his gruesome visage. Goree was at a loss to
account for the visit. The Rogerses, the Hapgoods, the Pratts and the Troys hev been to see Missis Garvey, and
she hev et meals to most of thar houses. Goree, that sech things suits me -- fur me, give me them thar. I reckon
you are mistaken about that. We was pore as possums, and now we could hev folks to dinner every day. We
been recognized, Missis Garvey says, by the best society. To speak of his feud to a feudist is a serious breach
of the mountain etiquette. Missis Garvey hev studied all about feuds. Quality people everywhar, says Missis
Garvey, has feuds. Goree knew that the sheriff had just won a pot, for the subdued whoop with which he
always greeted a victory floated across the sqquare upon the crinkly heat waves. Stooping, he drew the
wicker-covered demijohn from under the table, and filled a tumbler from it. Of course you are joking about
what you spoke of? Prime, two-fifty to three. Feuds, slightly damaged -- two hundred, I believe you said, Mr.
The mountaineer took the glass Goree handed him, and drank the whisky without a tremor of the lids of his
staring eyes. The lawyer applauded the feat by a look of envious admiration. He poured his own drink, and
took it like a drunkard, by gulps, and with shudders at the smell and taste. He struck the table with his fist. One
of the bills flipped over and touched his hand. He flinched as if something had stung him. He turned in an
instant from an outraged gentleman to an anxious chafferer recom- mending his goods. Shall I w-wrap it up
for you, Mr. You air out of it, and it stands Coltrane and Garvey. The money was clutched in his moist hand.
Everything else sud- denly seemed to grow trivial and light. Goree was standing near the window. There he
goes, down the other side of the street. Colonel Abner Coltrane, an erect, portly gentleman of about fifty,
wearing the inevitable long, double-breasted frock coat of the Southern lawmaker, and an old high silk hat,
was passing on the opposite sidewalk. As Garvey looked, Goree glanced at his face. If there be such a thing as
a yellow wolf, here was its counterpart. Garvey snarled as his unhuman eyes followed the moving figure,
disclosing long, amber-coloured fangs. Prices as low as the lowest. He stretched out both hands toward the
mountaineer, his fingers hooked and shaking. Even a Ch-Chinaman protects the g-graves of his ancestors -go! While he was climbing over the wheel Goree was collecting, with feverish celerity, the money that had
fallen from his hand to the floor. As the vehicle slowly turned about, the sheep, with a coat of newly grown
wool, was hurrying, in indecent haste, along the path to the court-house. The sheriff, the sportive deputy, the
county clerk, and the gay attorney carried him, the chalk-faced man "from the valley" acting as escort. I
wonder how much he dropped to-night. What I wonder is whar he got it. The next eye to gaze upon the
miserable Goree was the orb of day. He peered through the uncurtained window, first deluging the sleeper in a
flood of faint gold, but soon pouring upon the mottled red of his flesh a searching, white, summer heat. His
movement dislodged a heavy law book, which crashed upon the floor. Opening his eyes, he saw, bending over
him, a man in a black frock coat. Looking higher, he discovered a well-worn silk hat, and beneath it the
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kindly, smooth face of Colonel Abner Coltrane.
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Here is "A Blackjack Bargainer," the story of the drunken Yancey Goree, a washed-up lawyer who has lost his money,
possessions, property, and self-respect as a result.

Henry Approximate Word Count: The rickety little office, built of red brick, was set flush with the street -- the
main street of the town of Bethel. Bethel rested upon the foot-hills of the Blue Ridge. Above it the mountains
were piled to the sky. Far below it the turbid Catawba gleamed yellow along its disconsolate valley. The June
day was at its sultriest hour. Bethel dozed in the tepid shade. It was so still that Goree, reclining in his chair,
distinctly heard the clicking of the chips in the grand-jury room, where the "court- house gang" was playing
poker. From the open back door of the office a well-worn path meandered across the grassy lot to the
court-house. The treading out of that path had cost Goree all he ever had -- first inheritance of a few thousand
dollars, next the old family home, and, latterly the last shreds of his self-respect and manhood. The "gang" had
cleaned him out. The broken gambler had turned drunkard and parasite; he had lived to see this day come
when the men who had stripped him denied him a seat at the game. His word was no longer to be taken. The
daily bouts at cards had arranged itself accordingly, and to him was assigned the ignoble part of the onlooker.
The sheriff, the county clerk, a sportive deputy, a gay attorney, and a chalk-faced man hailing "from the
valley," sat at table, and the sheared one was thus tacitly advised to go and grow more wool. Soon wearying of
his ostracism , Goree had departed for his office, muttering to himself as he unsteadily traversed the unlucky
pathway. After a drink of corn whiskey from a demijohn under the table, he had flung himself into the chair,
staring, in a sort of maudlin apathy, out at the mountains immersed in the summer haze. The little white patch
he saw away up on the side of Blackjack was Laurel, the village near which he had been born and bred. There,
also, was the birthplace of the feud between the Gorees and the Coltranes. Now no direct heir of the Gorees
survived except this plucked and singed bird of misfortune. The feud had been a typical one of the region; it
had left a red record of hate, wrong and slaughter. But Yancey Goree was not thinking of feuds. His befuddled
brain was hopelessly attacking the problem of the future maintenance of himself and his favourite follies. Of
late, old friends of the family had seen to it that he had whereof to eat and a place to sleep -- but whiskey they
would not buy for him, and he must have whiskey. His law business was extinct; no case had been intrusted to
him in two years. He had been a borrower and a sponge, and it seemed that if he fell no lower it would be from
lack of opportunity. One more chance -- he was saying to himself -- if he had one more stake at the game, he
thought he could win; but he had nothing left to sell, and his credit was more than exhausted. He could not
help smiling, even in his misery, as he thought of the man to whom, six months before, he had sold the old
Goree homestead. They had neither dog nor children to mitigate the heavy silence of the hills. Pike Garvey
was little known in the settlements, but all who had dealt with him pronounced him "crazy as a loon. Released,
he popped back into his hole like an angry weasel. Pike lifted his squirrel rifle off the hooks and took a shot at
them at long range on the chance of their being revenues. Happily he missed, and the unconscious agents of
good luck drew nearer, disclosing their innocence of anything resembling law or justice. Later on, they offered
the Garveys an enormous quantity of ready, green, crisp money for their thirty-acre patch of cleared land,
mentioning, as an excuse for such a mad action, some irrelevant and inadequate nonsense about a bed of mica
underlying the said property. When the Garveys became possessed of so many dollars that they faltered in
computing them, the deficiencies of life on Blackjack began to grow prominent. Pike began to talk of new
shoes, a hogshead of tobacco to set in the corner, a new lock to his rifle; and, leading Martella to a certain spot
on the mountain-side, he pointed out to her how a small cannon -- doubtless a thing not beyond the scope of
their fortune in price -- might be planted so as to command and defend the sole accessible trail to the cabin, to
the confusion of revenues and meddling strangers forever. But Adam reckoned without his Eve. These things
represented to him the applied power of wealth, but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an ambition that soared
far above his primitive wants. For so long a time the sounds in her ears had been the scaly-barks dropping in
the woods at noon, and the wolves singing among the rocks at night, and it was enough to have purged her of
vanities. She had grown fat and sad and yellow and dull. But when the means came, she felt a rekindled desire
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to assume the perquisites of her sex -- to sit at tea tables; to buy futile things; to whitewash the hideous
veracity of life with a little form and ceremony. And thus, at length, it was decided, and the thing done. The
village of Laurel was their compromise between Mrs. Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the
Gorees sprawled in his disreputable office, at the end of his row, spurned by the cronies whom he had gorged,
strangers dwelt in the halls of his fathers. A cloud of dust was rolling, slowly up the parched street, with
something travelling in the midst of it. A little breeze wafted the cloud to one side, and a new, brightly painted
carryall, drawn by a slothful gray horse, became visible. On the front seat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in
black broadcloth, his rigid hands incarcerated in yellow kid gloves. On the back seat was a lady who
triumphed over the June heat. Her stout form was armoured in a skintight silk dress of the description known
as "changeable," being a gorgeous combination of shifting hues. She sat erect, waving a much-ornamented
fan, with her eyes fixed stonily far down the street. He had carved her countenance to the image of emptiness
and inanity ; had imbued her with the stolidity of his crags , and the reserve of his hushed interiors. She always
seemed to hear, whatever her surroundings were, the scaly-barks falling and pattering down the mountainside.
She could always hear the awful silence of Blackjack sounding through the stillest of nights. Goree watched
this solemn equipage , as it drove to his door, with only faint interest; but when the lank driver wrapped the
reins about his whip, awkwardly descended, and stepped into the office, he rose unsteadily to receive him,
recognizing Pike Garvey, the new, the transformed, the recently civilized. The mountaineer took the chair
Goree offered him. Pale-blue, unwinking round eyes without lashes added to the singularity of his gruesome
visage. Goree was at a loss to account for the visit. The Rogerses, the Hapgoods, the Pratts and the Troys hev
been to see Missis Garvey, and she hev et meals to most of thar houses. Goree, that sech things suits me -- fur
me, give me them thar. I reckon you are mistaken about that. We was pore as possums, and now we could hev
folks to dinner every day. We been recognized, Missis Garvey says, by the best society. To speak of his feud
to a feudist is a serious breach of the mountain etiquette. Missis Garvey hev studied all about feuds. Quality
people everywhar, says Missis Garvey, has feuds. Goree knew that the sheriff had just won a pot, for the
subdued whoop with which he always greeted a victory floated across the square upon the crinkly heat waves.
Stooping, he drew the wicker-covered demijohn from under the table, and filled a tumbler from it. Of course
you are joking about what you spoke of? Prime, two-fifty to three. Feuds, slightly damaged -- two hundred, I
believe you said, Mr. The mountaineer took the glass Goree handed him, and drank the whisky without a
tremor of the lids of his staring eyes. The lawyer applauded the feat by a look of envious admiration. He
poured his own drink, and took it like a drunkard, by gulps, and with shudders at the smell and taste. He struck
the table with his fist. One of the bills flipped over and touched his hand. He flinched as if something had
stung him. He turned in an instant from an outraged gentleman to an anxious chafferer recommending his
goods. Shall I w-wrap it up for you, Mr. You air out of it, and it stands Coltrane and Garvey. The money was
clutched in his moist hand. Everything else suddenly seemed to grow trivial and light. Goree was standing
near the window. There he goes, down the other side of the street. Colonel Abner Coltrane, an erect, portly
gentleman of about fifty, wearing the inevitable long, double-breasted frock coat of the Southern lawmaker,
and an old high silk hat, was passing on the opposite sidewalk. As Garvey looked, Goree glanced at his face. If
there be such a thing as a yellow wolf, here was its counterpart. Garvey snarled as his unhuman eyes followed
the moving figure, disclosing long, amber-coloured fangs. Prices as low as the lowest. He stretched out both
hands toward the mountaineer, his fingers hooked and shaking. Even a Ch-Chinaman protects the g-graves of
his ancestors -- go! While he was climbing over the wheel Goree was collecting, with feverish celerity , the
money that had fallen from his hand to the floor. As the vehicle slowly turned about, the sheep, with a coat of
newly grown wool, was hurrying, in indecent haste, along the path to the court-house. The sheriff, the sportive
deputy, the county clerk, and the gay attorney carried him, the chalk-faced man "from the valley" acting as
escort. I wonder how much he dropped to-night. What I wonder is whar he got it. The next eye to gaze upon
the miserable Goree was the orb of day. He peered through the uncurtained window, first deluging the sleeper
in a flood of faint gold, but soon pouring upon the mottled red of his flesh a searching, white, summer heat.
His movement dislodged a heavy law book, which crashed upon the floor. Opening his eyes, he saw, bending
over him, a man in a black frock coat.
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Here is "A Blackjack Bargainer," the story of the drunken Yancey Goree, a washed-up lawyer who has lost his money,
possessions, property, and self-respect as a result of playing poker. After settling a feud, however, he manages to
redeem himself by trading places with an old rival.
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