WPS 04376

e " ,.:%{“‘ ) = LU S &~ i o N.“ -
A Conversation w1th
Terry J ohnston
. L b
ak Qut Eldck Bart b

¥y .n”the Trail of the
W Lewis and Clark Espéﬁitimh

A
v "
. ¢ L ' ‘ ' nk




@ Coty, NY 1989




Jittle Big Horn. Sitting Bull. Crazy Horse.
[ Custer. After more than a century, the names
till stir our emotions. Like Gettysburg and
Bull Run, the Little Big Horn is a battle burned
into the American consciousness, a brief moment
in time preserved forever in history.

Now, America Remembers memorializes
this event with the Seventh Cavalry Tribute, a
faithful reproduction of the classic Colt Model
1873 Single Action Army Revolver carried by
Custer’s cavalrymen.

The Classic Single-Action Army .45

In Custer’s day, it was said the Cavalry could
travel forty miles a day on beans and hay. What
was needed was a sidearm every bit as hardy and
dependable as the soldiers themselves.

The U.S. Cavalry’s Board of Officers decided
they had found exactly that in the Colt Single-
Action Army Model 1873. Praised for its superi-
ority in “efficiency, safety, simplicity and lightness,”
this .45 caliber revolver became an indispensable
tool for the Cavalry.

Honoring the Fighting Seventh

With the Seventh Cavalry Tribute, the clas-
sic Single-Action Army lives again. On both sides
of the barrel, 24-karat gold crossed sabres and the
number “7” signify the Seventh Cavalry.

A combination of Cavalry and Indian sym-
bols adorn the cylinder. A diamond-shaped pat-
tern is from an original Sioux saddlebag. Sabres
and arrows symbolize the two armies who fought.
On each side of the frame, the inscription
“U.S.”recreates the markings present on all gov-
ernment issued Colts in this era.

The final element is a pair of faux ivory grips,
laser-etched in amazing detail. On the right is the

crossed sabres logo of the Seventh Cavalry. On
the left is a detailed portrait of George A. Custer,
dashingly attired in his Army jacket and broad
brim hat.
A Display of Valor

A firearm as remarkable as the Seventh
Cavalry Tribute deserves a special showcase. We
have designed a special walnut presentation case.
The top bears a laser-etched portrait of Custer with
the Seventh Cavalry symbol. Each case features a
brass plaque inscription, and a U.S. Army Sword
Plate Buckle just like the one worn by Custer.
Remember the Fighting Seventh

By the banks of the Little Big Horn River,
the spectacular career of George Armstrong Custer

Specifications
Edition Limit:
500 Revolvers |
Barrel: 71/2"

¢ Caliber: .45

ended. Historians may debate the whys and
wherefores of the battle, but it will forever be re-
membered as a milestone in American history.

For the men of the Seventh Cavalry, it was
the ultimate test of courage. For the American
Indians, it was one last great victory. About the
Cavalry at Little Big Horn, in later years Sitting
Bull said,“] tell no lies about dead men. These men
who came with the “Long Hair” were as good men
as ever fought.” Brave Wolf said, “It was hard fight-
ing; very hard all the time. [ have been in many
hard fights, but I never saw such brave men.” The
Seventh Cavalry Tribute is a fitting, lasting me-
morial to that unforgettable battle and to the proud
warriors who fought on both sides.

I 1 wish to reserve

of the Seventh Cavalry Tribute, an authentic Single-Action Army Pistol, at the

advance issue price of $1500.* (Official Issue Price $1650). With my pistol, I will receive a walnut I

‘/Please [] Check enclosed for §

check

No.

display case and Certificate of Authenticity. Thirty day return privilege. (Vuguna residents please add 4.5% sales tax)
[CIMy deposit of $300 per revolver is enclosed. I will pay the balance
at the rate of $100 per month, with no interest or carrying charges.

[ Charge to my: [JVISA [CIMasterCard [JAMEX

Exp.

Name

Telephone

Address

City/State/Zip

r--_---—--

America Remembers™
8428 Old Richfood Road ¢ Mechanicsville, Virginia 23111

To place your reservation toll-free call 1-800-682-2291.
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~~ Lambert. Pat Garrett. =
' Now, the badges they wore to hrmg Lm dnd order to

the West are re-created for the first time in

ern Heritage Museum.
. Twelve famous badges in all Lach one

“unique. All based on extremely rare origi-

nals—-many of which were thought to have

: vamshed llﬂtll an e\llaustne search was

The Franklin Mint

Franklin Center, PA 19091-0001

Please enter my order for The Official Badges of the
Great Western Lawmen.

I need SEND NO MONEY NOW. I will receive one
imported badge every other month and will be billed in 2
equal monthly installments of $3 “ each, beginning
when my first badge is ready to be There is no addi-
tional charge for the custom-designed display case crafted

of wood and glass.
*Plus my state sales tax and a

charge of 81.95 per badge for shipping and handling.

Own the badges
that made
them legends.

~ & landmark eollection-issued bv the West-;ﬁj

Display is 19%" high, 15%" wide.

Badges shown slightly. smaltler
than actual size.

: 'undutakcn to recover thLm Lach mmtcd to perfutum m
solid sterling silver. And the legendary badge of Pat Gar-

~rettis even embellished with 24 karat gold electroplate.

~ The price, just 8657 payable in convenient monthly
: .msmllments fm each. And a handsome display case, crafted of

“imported wood with a glass cover, is mdud
ed as part of the collection. e

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
1f you wish to return any Franklin Mint pur-

~ chase. you may do so within 30 days of your

receipt of that purchase for replacement, cred-
it or refund.

Please mail by April 30, 1995.

SIGNATURE =
ALL ORDERS ARE SUBJECT TO ACCEPTANCE.

MR/MRS/MISS
PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY.
ADDRESS

CITY/STATE

85174-226-001
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BY ELANA LR

If our Classic Western this issue—“A Horse

for Mrs. Custer,” by Glendon Swarthout—seems
familiar to you, it may be because you have seen
the movie that was made from it. The 1956 film,
Seventh Cavalry, is frequently shown on televi-
sion. Several of Swarthout’s books were made into
films, as well. They include The Shootist, which
was John Wayne’s last film, and They Came to
Cordura, which starred Gary Cooper. A commemo-
rative twenty-fifth anniversary edition of
Swarthout’s best-known book, Bless the Beasts &
Children, is being released in March in paperback
by Pocket Books.

A note for historians: Miles Swarthout,
Glendon’s son, says that over the course of the
years since this story was originally published, his
father, who is now deceased, received many
inquiries from people who wanted to obtain a copy
of Dakota Days, the book mentioned as the source
of the background for this story. The book does not
exist.

It is difficult to believe, but “The Man Who
Killed the Devil” is Cameron Judd’s first published
western short story. He has written twenty-two
western and frontier-themed historical
novels—twenty already published and two about to
be released by Bantam Books. His most recent
one, Crockett of Tennessee, published by Bantam in
1994, is based on the life and times of Davy
Crockett, who was born only a few miles from
where Judd now lives.

< LOUIS L'AMOUR WESTERN MAGAZINE

David Curran, author of “The Truth About the
Wild Love,” has perhaps the most unusual back-
ground of our authors in this issue. He is an expert
on American ginseng farming and ghosts, and has
written books on both subjects, including The
Complete Ginseng Grower’s Manual and True
Huauntings in Montana. He says his first big sale
was a story he wrote with a friend for the televi-
sion series Wiseguys. The episode, called “People
Do It All the Time,” was first aired in November
1989.

R. C. House, who wrote “The Snakebite Cure”
for this issue, is also the author of The Official
Price Guide to Old West Collectibles, published by
Random House in 1994. Several western writers
have also told me that they rely on him for expert
information on firearms for their stories. He has
had an unusual honor bestowed on him-an aster-
oid discovered in 1988 was named after him by its
discoverer, JPL astronomer Eleanor Helin. It’s
called 4950 House.

Tim Champlin, author of “Standoff at Tinajas
Altas,” retired this past May from his day job—as a
supervisor of eight to ten benefits counselors for
the Veterans Administration in Nashville,
Tennessee. He and his staff answered about a
thousand calls a day on the VA toll-free telephone
line. That’s a lot of talking! He has a novel called
The Survivor coming out from a new publisher,
Circle V Books, sometime later this year.

We hope you enjoy this issue.
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Collector Plates
from The Fleetwood Collection

You can acquire any one or all of the extraordinary
collector plates depicted here. Enduring masterpieces sure to
enhance your home, they're crafted of fine porcelain and
bordered in pure 24-karat gold.

Limited to an edition of just 14 firing days, each original
work of art is hand numbered and bears the artist’s signa-
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The Fleetwood Collection
One Unicover Center
Cheyenne, Wyoming 82008-0001 01D2-GMO1
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plate(s) I’ve checked below:

(1 Siberian Sojourn [ Cool Water O Dining Out
[J Man of Peace 1 Taking Wing [ Reflections
[ understand I need SEND NO MONEY NOW. I’ll be billed
$29.50* with shipment for each plate I select, payable in two
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shipped individually every other month.
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Casweu D’lcCarthy was no hero. The very idea of
such a thing‘ had never crossed his mind. Yet he had

cheated to give himself the short straw when the five
exhausted men had drawn to see who would stay
behind. To hiln, it was strictly a practical matter. He
was the only one who had the slig’htest chance of slow-
ing down the pursuing war party of Chiricahua
Apaches.

It mattered not that he was the oldest of the group
of golcl hunters l)y at least ten years. At ﬁfty, his
scarred laocly was still lean and hard, his reflexes quiclz.
Only his eyesight was not as keen as it once was.

He had stung the pursuers early Ly wounding‘ the
lone scout who had come creeping forward to check
the water hole for (].anger. With the crack of the shot
that downed the scout, the five other Apaches he had
seen 1eac1ing their horses across the desert had simply
faded into the dun-colored lanclscape.

That was four hours ago, and the situation had set-
tled into a standoff. He shifted his position and pressecl
his back against the smooth })oulder, feeling’ the
warmth of the rock throug’h his thin cotton shirt. The

snlotl'lering heat of late afternoon hung’ oppressively

ILLUSTRATION BY JASON DOWD
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Cﬂs was gambling fhat the

Apaches would nof abandon their horses
and bypass the water, especially with
one of them wounded.

over the jumbled rocks of the Ti-
najas Altas Mountains. They were
a few miles north of Mexico and a
long way from anywhere else.

He wondered if he had done the
right thing by simply wounding
the scout in the leg instead of kill-
ing him outright. All five of the
Indians he had seen were armed
with carbines and he dared not let
them get too close, if he was to
stall them from reaching the wa-
ter. It was the water they had to
have if they were to continue pur-
suing the party of prospectors.
Water for their animals, if not for
themselves. Cas was gambling
the Apaches would not simply
abandon their horses, bypass the
water, and go on afoot, especially
with one of their number
wounded. No, they let nothing go
unavenged. They would stay and
finish him.

At least he would not be tor-
mented by thirst while he awaited
his inevitable end. That fact was
assured by the rock tank below
him—a natural hollow worn in
the granite by the scouring of rain
and wind and sand over centuries
of time. Just now it was brimming
with rainwater from a rare recent
cloudburst. Several sun-blasted
days from now the precious fluid
would be shrunk from its present
width of several yards to a gluti-
nous puddle of water and animal
urine, algae-covered and alive
with wigglers—a nauseating mix-
ture barely capable of sustaining
life. But he wouldn’t be at this

8 L0UIS L'AMOUR WESTERN MAGAZINE

stone tank days from now. In fact,
he might not be here hours from
now. The wily native hunters
would probably see to that.

He slipped the straps of the two
full canteens from his shoulder
and set them on the ground. Grip-
ping his carbine in his left hand,
he bent his hat brim against the
westering sun and carefully
scanned the area within a hun-
dred yards of the tank, noting ev-
ery rock and clump of mesquite.
He wished he had a pair of field
glasses to sharpen his focus. He
saw nothing; he would have been
surprised if he had. Yet he knew
they were out there, somewhere.
Since the wounding of the scout,
they had been cautious. He had
seen only a couple of slight move-
ments earlier as they had changed
positions, moving in toward the
jumble of rocks. Likely he would
not see or hear them again until a
bullet or a knife found him. They
were masters of stalking. How
many generations had these peo-
ple lived in this unforgiving des-
ert country? They had certainly
been shaped by it—tough, patient,
enduring, and as cunning as the
nocturnal hunters of the animal
kingdom. Even their physical ap-
pearance had adapted. As a rule,
the full-grown Apache male was
not over five feet eight inches,
with a deep chest and thin, sinewy
arms and legs. They were trained
from childhood to inure them-
selves to pain, hunger, and thirst.
At an energy-saving, ground-

eating lope, one could cover sixty
miles in a day in his knee-high
desert moccasins and be none the
worse for it at the end.

But they had to have some wa-
ter. In spite of rumors to the con-
trary, they were not superhuman
when it came to surviving in the
desert. Granted, they could live
off the land and even thrive on
what would kill a white man. But
they, nonetheless, had to have
moisture. Even now they were
probably chewing the pulp of
some barrel cactus, their black
eyes glittering with hate for the
white man who denied the access
to the water tank—a white man
they had been pursuing for miles,
and who had shot one of them
from ambush.

Gripping his Winchester, he
slid back between the huge boul-
ders and looked for a more secure
place to keep his vigil—someplace
where he would not have to watch
his back until darkness fell. He
was already tired from the chase
in the heat, the strain, and the
waiting. Once night came, he
didn’t know how he would be able
to stay awake to watch the tank.
But every hour he could prevent
his pursuers from reaching water
was one more hour that his com-
panions would be putting distance
between themselves and these
Apaches. By the time he gave up
his life, maybe his friends would
have too great a lead to be caught,
walking southeast on the Camino
del Diablo—the Devil’s Highway
—Ileading their jaded horses, but
loaded with all the water they
could drink and had containers
for. He was determined to give
them the chance to make it to the
next water, at least a day or more
away.

He catfooted away from the
tank and worked his way to
higher ground, making sure not
to expose himself above the rocks.
He settled beneath a bush, watch-
ing, listening, all of his senses
alert.
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The shadows of the shrubs on
the flat desert below slowly
stretched out longer and longer.
Finally, the orange ball of the sun
rested on the horizon and a dis-
tant range of low, arid mountains
took on a glowing rose tint. When
darkness fell, he would change his
position again.

A shot broke the stillness and a
slug zipped through the bush just
above his head. Cas saw the puff
of smoke, but held his fire. The
Apache was well hidden and was
apparently just wanting to keep
him on edge, or to flush him out
for a clear shot. If he stayed silent
and hidden long enough, maybe
they would think he had been hit.
In all his years on the frontier, he
had never known Apaches to at-
tack at night. Coincidence or su-
perstition—he didn’t know which.
But he couldn’t stake his life on
them coming for him only in the
light.

He took a deep breath, knowing
it would be a long, sleepless night.
If only he had someone to spell
him, to trade watches with. But

made no frontal assaults on de-
fended positions. They were
taught from childhood to be cau-
tious—to inflict hurt on an enemy
while taking the least possible
risk. They saw no shame in run-
ning away to fight another day, if
the odds did not favor immediate
victory. Their savage cunning was
totally different from the white
man’s code of honor or bravery.
Their numbers were too few to
sacrifice even one warrior unnec-
essarily. He had already gotten
one of them, and very likely they
wouldn’t chance further injury to
get at him. He was a sidewinder,
or at least a scorpion, to them. But
they had to deal with him. They
couldn’t simply bypass the water
hole and continue their pursuit of
McCarthy’s party. The Apaches
would need to fill their long, hol-
low horse-gut canteens with
water.

The sluggish heat of day still
hung in the windless air over the
isolated drama. Cas took his
sweat-slick hands off his carbine,
one at a time, and wiped them on

“We Apaches saw no shame in
~ running away fo fight another day,
if the odds did not favor -
immediafe vicfory.

as long as he was wishing for the
impossible, why not wish to be
safely away from here? He shoved
the thought from his mind and
turned back to scanning the area
around the tank. He didn’t know
how many of them were out
there—probably no more than six,
counting the wounded scout. They
could make short work of him any
time they wanted. But Apaches
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his pants legs. He drew a deep
breath and watched as the rosy
mountain range faded to dark
gray and the sky silently lit up in
a blaze of red and gold, casting a
strange, postsunset light over the
landscape. He allowed himself to
ponder this grand panorama of
nature for several long minutes.
A sense of wonder began to steal
over him, displacing the fear and

tension. His perilous situation
gradually evaporated from his
conscious thoughts like a puddle
in the desert sun. Allowing his
gaze to drift over the desert, the
mountains and the sky, he felt an
awed sense of his own smallness.
He was only a speck in the vast,
arid distances. The rhythms of im-
personal nature rolled on and on,
day after day, through cycles of
the moon and seasons of the year,
oblivious to the antics of insig-
nificant humans who scrabbled
about the surface of the planet,
killing one another. Individuals
didn’t matter. Nature, in her
abundance, would produce more
so the species would survive. The
realization caused Caswell Mc-
Carthy to feel a terrible pang of
loneliness. He closed his eyes and
bowed his head on the breech of
his carbine. Never could he re-
member being so alone, so vul-
nerable.

He sighed deeply. If he only had
someone human to talk to, to
share his feelings with. His foes,
lying concealed in the desert out
there, hardly seemed human at
all. They were even worse than
implacable nature—they had in-
tellects and wills that were bent
on taking his life. He was even
denied the company of his mule,
who had been killed by a ricochet-
ing slug. Not only would his mule
have provided company, but it
could have alerted him to any ap-
proaching danger. So overpower-
ing was this sense of loneliness
that it became a terrible fear, and
finally wrenched a muffled groan
from his lips.

“God, help!”

It was not an ejaculation of de-
spair; it was a desperate prayer.
He paused, surprised at his own
words. As a child, he had been
taught to believe in a personal
God, but for years he had hardly
given the concept a thought. Was
there really a God who knew, or
cared, about the problems of Cas-
well McCarthy? He hardly dared
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hope. Apparently the belief was
still there, buried somewhere
deep within him. He wanted to be-
lieve, and the thought somehow
comforted him. With this came a
calmness as he looked around at
boulders, granite tank, the mes-
quite bushes with the birds flit-
ting through them. It was as if he
were seeing them for the first
time, instead of the last. From the
tiniest insects to the wvultures
soaring on silent thermals high
overhead, the eternal cycles of
predator and prey continued,
mostly out of his sight. Yet, in
spite of the cruelty of a harsh na-
ture, the world was a beautiful
place, and he would hate to leave
it.

A whisper of sound from behind
gave his subconscious the warn-
ing he needed. He rolled to his
back just in time to take the shock
of a dark form crashing through

to roll onto his stomach and cock
the carbine. As the Indian lunged
upward, Cas jerked the trigger.
The rifle exploded. The Apache
crumpled with a grunt, his wiry,
breechclouted form rolling loosely
down the incline until it slid to a
stop at the base of a boulder, the
long, black hair covering his face.

McCarthy sprang away, his
heart pounding. A rifle cracked
and the bullet whined off a boul-
der just behind him. He faded into
a thick clump of mesquite, then
wormed his way between two
cabin-sized boulders until he
could see the flat surface of the
water in the stone tank again. He
was certain he had made almost
no sound as he stopped to listen
for signs of pursuit. All he could
hear was his own harsh breathing
and his heart pounding in his
ears. Were they coming after him
one at a time? Well, he had put
two of them out of action.

As [as neared fhe spof where
the burrowing owl had vanished, he

heard a buzzing, rasping noise like the
sound of a ratflesnake.

the foliage. The Winchester he
thrust up with both hands de-
flected the blow from a descending
knife. Cas instinctively brought
up both knees and rolled back
hard onto his shoulders. His
Apache attacker was cushioned
by the compressed mesquite
branches, and McCarthy’s quick,
springing action flipped the In-
dian over his head. The Apache
landed on his feet, but slipped on
the loose dirt and rocks of the
downward slope. The second or
two it took to regain his feet and
turn allowed Cas just enough time
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He guessed there were at least
four more. The odds were still four
to one. And they were armed with
rifles.

His breathing and heart rate
slowly subsided as he remained
motionless.

A few minutes later, as he was
staring at the slate-colored water
that was reflecting the last of the
sky’s light, a movement caught
the corner of his vision. He jerked
around, carbine ready, but it was
only a small animal stirring sev-
eral yards above the tank. Cas let
out a sigh of relief as he strained

to see what it was in the dying
light. A kangaroo rat, perhaps?
No. It was some kind of bird, and
a good-sized one at that. He
shifted his position and moved a
few cautious steps toward it to get
a better look. Instead of flying, the
bird stretched taller and then be-
gan a series of bobbing, bowing
movements, nearly touching the
ground with its breast. At the
same time, it emitted a chat-
tering, chucking call.

“Well, I'll be a suck-egg mule
—a burrowing owl!” Cas laughed
to himself as he recognized the
comical appearance of the wide,
round eyes and the formal bowing
motion.

Cas took a step closer. Instead
of flying, the owl disappeared into
a hole in the ground. Cas couldn’t
resist a closer look. Taking a
chance of exposing himself, he
dropped to the ground and bellied
forward, feeling the deepening
dusk would cover him. As he
neared the spot where the bur-
rowing owl had vanished, he
heard a buzzing, rasping sound.
He paused, startled, until he re-
membered that this desperate
mimicking of the rattlesnake was
unique to the burrowing owl when
it was cornered.

He grinned as he squirmed his
way back into the rocks. He
leaned back against a boulder,
cradling his Winchester and idly
pondered the strangeness of a bird
that would live and hatch its
young in empty prairie dog bur-
rows and abandoned snake dens.
He wondered why this owl wasn’t
more susceptible to predators
than other birds. Coyotes would
surely have a good chance at
them.

As he pondered the owl, the
seed of an idea sprouted in his
mind and began to grow. The
more he examined it, the more the
idea appealed to him. At best, it
was a desperate long shot, he had
to admit. But it was better than
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B! the Indians were qoing fo
come for (as, if would probably be as
soon as fhere was enough light
fo see well.

no shot at all. He decided to try it;
he had nothing to lose.

All his senses alert, he moved
away from his position and circled
around to where the body of his
mule lay. The premoon night had
fallen black, and he had to feel his
way more than see it. He fumbled
in the saddlebags and found what
he was looking for—a small ball
of twine. With infinite care, he
worked his way back to a vantage
point between the rocks. He was
sure the Apaches probably heard
him moving and scuffing about in
the rocks, but no attack was forth-
coming. Nevertheless, he was
breathing hard with tension and
exertion when he again settled be-
tween the boulders. The only sign
of the pool below him now was the
faint reflection of a few stars on
the unruffled surface. There was
not a breath of wind and the scur-
ryings of several small nocturnal
desert hunters was the only sound
breaking the stillness.

He uncapped one of the can-
teens and soaked the ball of twine
to limber up the kinks when he
unrolled it. He fashioned a loose
slipknot in one end of the twine.
Then, taking it and his carbine,
he stole silently down toward the
tank. He wished for some light,
but knew this job he dared not at-
tempt after moonrise. When he
was about where he had seen the
owl, he went to all fours and felt
for the burrow. One hand finally
encountered it in the, soft earth,
within three feet of a nearly verti-
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cal slab of rock. Forming the slip-
knotted loop around the rim of the
hole he unrolled the twine, play-
ing it out as he backed away. It
was just long enough to reach his
lookout point between the boul-
ders. There he settled in once
more, holding the end of the
twine. He didn’t know if the owl,
or owls, were out hunting, or were
in their burrow. He knew they
hunted during both light and
darkness.

He gripped the carbine and the
twine and slipped to a sitting posi-
tion against the boulder, facing
the tank.

Time crept by on leaden boots.
The sooty blackness, the quiet,
and his fatigue combined to drag
his eyelids down. He fought to
stay alert, but time and again he
found his consciousness fading.
He changed positions, pressed the
cool metal of the rifle against his
forehead; then he sat bolt upright,
so that his head would fall over
and wake him when he dozed.

His eyes flew open and he saw
that the moon was high in the
sky. With a start he realized he
had been asleep for some time. He
had gotten away with it. But had
his enemies crept closer while he
was unconscious? Had the owls
entered or left their burrow while
he slept? He cursed himself si-
lently for his weakness. But it was
done and he had gotten at least
some rest, and escaped with his
life.

The moon, in the clear night

sky, bathed the landscape in a sil-
very hue, etching black shadows.
Cas rubbed his eyes and resumed
his vigil, trying to distinguish
shapes in the strange light.
Bushes appeared to move; shad-
ows became creeping Apaches.
When this happened, he used the
trick of looking away and then
back. All was still and quiet.

Something clicked against
stone only a few yards away and
he brought the rifle up, his heart
pounding. A shape moved cau-
tiously out of the brush near the
tank. Cas brought the carbine to
his shoulder, holding his breath.
But then the moonlight revealed
the head and neck of a mule deer
as it bent to drink.

He lowered the rifle. At least he
was wide awake now. The night
dragged on. The moon gradually
declined and finally disappeared.
McCarthy suffered the agony of
drowsiness again. It was apparent
that the Apaches were not going
to attack at night. Or maybe they
had bypassed the tank to continue
their pursuit. He dismissed this
thought immediately. They were
still close, and he had better not
get careless. He felt as if he had
been drugged as he fought to keep
his eyes open.

Finally, in a period of wake-
fulness, he noticed that he could
distinguish the shapes of the boul-
ders around him as a gray light
began to filter up from the east.
Just at that moment, one of the
burrowing owls popped its head
out of the ground. Cas tensed.
After a few moments, the feath-
ered body moved and Cas
snatched the twine. He caught the
bird by one leg as it popped out of
its burrow. The owl gave several
sharp clacking, chattering noises
as the snare yanked it, flapping,
to the ground. He quickly secured
the end of the twine to a small
creosote bush near his feet.

Now it was just a matter of
waiting and hoping the Apaches
found the captive owl before some



predator did. If the Indians were
going to come for him, it would
probably be as soon as there was
enough light to see well. If his
ruse didn’t work, he was deter-
mined not to be taken alive. He
had seen, firsthand, the results of
Apache torture of a captive. He
would not commit suicide, but if
it came to a hopeless situation he
would make a run for it, and force
them to shoot him. But then,
maybe they would just kill him
quickly, take what water they
wanted, and go on after McCar-
thy’s party.

The light grew, minute by min-
ute, until Cas could see the bur-
rowing owl clearly. It was a light
brown bird, mottled with white
spots, about nine inches long. The
slipknot in the twine had snagged
the loop firmly around one leg.
The bird made a couple of at-
tempts to retreat into its burrow,
but the line was too short.

Cas squinted toward the east as

even though they probably didn’t
know exactly where he was.

The owl was bobbing and jerk-
ing at the end of the twine, mak-
ing angry, chattering noises.

Cas slid away from between the
two boulders and edged his way
carefully toward the east, out of
the jumble of rocks around the
tank. He had delayed the Apaches
long enough to give his compan-
ions about a sixteen-hour head
start. Every few seconds he
paused, listened, and looked in-
tently. Three birds flew up from
the brush a few yards away. He
cocked the carbine, holding his
breath and listening. Nothing.

Just as he moved again, a shot
blasted the stillness and some-
thing solid hit him in the right
side, throwing him off his feet into
a mesquite bush. He reflexively
squeezed the trigger and his car-
bine fired a wild shot into the
ground. In spite of his numbing
pain he rolled over, struggling to

A long fifteen o twenty

minufes passed during which Las saw
and heard nothing. Then the sound of
hoofbeats came fo his ears.

the first shafts of sunlight stabbed
at his gritty eyes. The tempera-
ture had probably not dropped be-
low eighty overnight. He was al-
ready sweating. But the heat was
not the only reason. He felt the
presence of Apaches. They were
somewhere very close—he was
sure of it.

While he had fought, unsuccess-
fully, to stay alert all night, they
had probably taken advantage of
the darkness to close the circle
around the tank and around him,

work the lever for another shot.
Two brown figures with long
black hair were leaping over the
rocks toward him. He fired with-
out aiming. One spun away,
clutching his arm, and dropped
his rifle. Cas rolled away as the
other Apache fired and missed,
the bullet kicking up dirt less
than a foot away. Cas jerked the
lever and fired again, but missed
the Indian, who ducked back and
down.

Cas crawled desperately into

the partial cover of some scattered
rocks, tearing his knees and el-
bows as he went. There was a
burning sensation in. his right
side and he felt a wetness soaking
his clothing. He ignored the pain
that felt as if someone had hit him
with a club and squirmed to a
crouch, his Winchester ready,
looking quickly for other attack-
ers. There were none. He knew he
had been hit and he was breath-
ing heavily, his heart pounding
and his mouth dry. If this was the
end, he meant to make a desper-
ate fight of it. He would not go
easily, and he would not be cap-
tured.

He heard a shout from the other
side of the boulders, in the direc-
tion of the tank. It was not a cry
of rage. Cas understood only a few
of the words of the Apache dialect,
but enough to know that the Indi-
ans had found the owl. Then he
saw the nearby Apaches leap out
and scramble away toward the
water. There was more excited
talk from behind the boulders.

Cas felt safe enough for a few
moments to examine his injuries.
With a sigh of relief he saw that
the shot had burst one of the can-
teens hanging from his shoulder.
The bullet had been slowed and
deflected by the full canteen, and
had cut a shallow groove along
the muscles of his side, just above
the belt. The wetness he had felt
was mostly water, rather than the
small amount of blood from the
wound.

Cas rose from his crouch,
dropped the ruined canteen, and
ran a few steps. He paused to look
and listen, ignoring the scrapes
and bruises and the stinging sen-
sation in his side.

They had apparently given up
pursuing him, but they were mak-
ing no effort at concealment now
as he heard at least two excited
voices. Then one was raised in
what sounded like a strident com-
mand, although Cas could not
pick up any words from this dis-
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tance. The voices grew quieter,
and Cas cautiously moved to the
south and east, away from the
tank. He dared not retreat into
the open desert but stopped just
short of it, staying in the cover of
the rocks and waiting for what-
evers might come. A long fifteen
or twenty minutes passed during
which he saw and heard nothing.
Then the sound of hoofbeats came
to his ears.

Cas crept up from concealment.
The sounds were receding. He
scrambled, slipping and sliding,
up the slick, bare rocks to get a
look. Five riders were galloping
west, leading a riderless horse.
From the way they rode, he
guessed at least two of the
horsemen were wounded. They
were not going after McCarthy’s
party; they were going back the
way they had come.

Cas carefully crept back down
toward the tank. It was deserted.
He breathed a prayer of thanks.
As he suspected, they had had
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enough. No one was there to am-
bush him. The remaining mem-
bers of the war party had appar-
ently taken what water they
needed for themselves and their
horses and left. And, also as he
expected, the twine had been
slashed and the burrowing owl
was gone.

It was not his prowess as a
fighter they had run from. It was
their fear of owls as embodied
spirits of their ancestors and dead
relatives that had saved him.

“Thanks, old friend,” he saluted
the absent owl. “I doubt you were
toting any spirit besides your
own, but you sure helped me keep
mine inside this old skin for a lit-
tle longer.”

He scrubbed a callused hand
over the stubble on his face.
“Reckon they thought you were
flyin’ the soul of that warrior I
shot last night to the spirit world?
Well, whatever they believe, it
scared hell outta them and they
left.”
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The sting in his side asserted
itself and he slipped out of his
shirt. “Lucky,” he muttered,
twisting around to view the raw,
oozing path of the bullet, “I was
movin’.” Where the canteen had
slammed into him, the flesh was
already starting to discolor into
what would be a very sore bruise.

He buttoned the shirt back on
and went to find the other blan-
ket-sided canteen he had dropped.
He drank his fill of the gamey-
tasting liquid. Back at the tank,
he rinsed his bandanna and
strained water into the container.
Pulling off his boots and gun belt,
he eased his body into the tank,
where he soaked and rinsed away
the accumulated dirt and sweat
from himself and his clothes as
best he could, while luxuriating in
the relatively clean, cool water.

After ten minutes he climbed
out, refreshed. He pulled his boots
on his bare, wet feet and buckled
the gun belt back in place. He
would set off from the tank, walk-
ing east. His friends would not be
expecting him, so they would not
be waiting, but he hoped to catch
up to them eventually—maybe in
a day or two, if they had paused
at the Tule Wells. They had taken
all the food. By traveling easily
and mostly at night, he thought
he had the strength to make it.
After all, he smiled to himself, a
man his age didn’t burn up the
fuel that a younger man would
need.

He looked around for his lost
hat. It was going to be a hot day.
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Iuttle Sanders, chief and only deputy in the town mar-
shal’s office in Willow Creek, Kansas, leaned back in his
chair in the Laura Belle Cafe and scratched at his beard like

he always did before saying something’ wise and deep. “You
lznow, Joe,” he said, gazing Wist£ully past his companion
and across the room, “it always did make me hung’ry to

WatCl’l fat man eat.’

THE ITIAH WH@ KiLLED

CAMMEROMN
juDD

"DEVIL

——
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It was a Tuesday, about eight o’clock, the (].ay and time
Tut Sanders and Joe Alder always sat down to breakfast
together at the Laura.Belle. Alder set aside his coffee cup
and leaned closer, unsure he had heard Sanders right.

“What'd you just say?”

“I said, it always did make me hungry to see a fat man
eat. A fat man eats with such...such refish, you l;znow.y’

Alder was incredulous. “Tut, you're telling me that
Watc}ling’ a fat man slop himself actually gives you an
appetite?”

Sanders frowned. “You find something’ wrong with
that?”

“It's the most tomfool thing I've ever heard you say,

tl'xatys aH. ¥
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“That right, Marshal?” Sanders
called Alder by his title only when
he was growing riled at him.
“Well, then, sneak yourself a look
at that man yonder in the corner,
then tell me truthful if you don’t
catch a yen for flapjacks. Go on.
Do it.”

Just to play along, Alder delib-
erately dropped his checked nap-
kin and looked in the indicated
direction as he leaned to retrieve
it. At the corner table sat a mon-
strously huge man in a black suit,
forking hunks of sorghum-
drenched flapjacks into a cavern-
ous mouth. What he accommo-
dated in one bite would have
made three for the average man.
When he chewed, little dribbles of
molasses squeezed out over his
lips to be recaptured with the flick
of a wide tongue. He looked ut-
terly contented, even though he so
outsized his suit that he surely
must have been uncomfortable in
it, his bulk straining out in
pouches wherever his stretched
garments would allow it.

He was a sight worth seeing,
but what caught Alder’s attention
even more was the auburn-haired
woman seated across from the big
man. It wasn’t because she was
pretty, for the fact was that she
was plain and small-shouldered
and meek-looking. She was eating
with birdlike delicacy made all
the more noticeable in contrast
with her tablemate’s crude swill-
ing. His wife, or maybe a daugh-
ter? She looked young enough to
be the latter, for he was sixty or
so—but then she shifted position
and Alder saw that she was preg-
nant—at least six or seven
months along. She had a terribly
sad manner about her and a sor-
rowful expression that was so
fixed it was evident she had worn
it a long time.

Alder sat back up and retucked
his napkin under his collar. “Tut,
that man’s putting on the most
purely disgusting show I've ever
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seen. How that could make you
hungry is beyond me.”

“Well, it does,” the other mum-
bled in a tone that said the subject
should now be dropped. Alder
fought back a grin as Sanders sat
grumpy and silent a few mo-
ments, but then their food arrived
and brightened the deputy’s hu-
mor. Alder tucked Sanders’s com-
ment about the fat man away in
his mind with scores of other
“Tutisms” his companion had
come up with over the years.

Alder carved up his hard-fried
eggs, mixed them with his hash
browns, and began eating. The
two men dined for a time without
talking. Alder couldn’t stop think-
ing about the forlorn expression of
the young woman. At length he
said, “Tut, take a glance and tell
me if that gal looks as sad as she
did a few minutes ago.”

Sanders peered past Alder,
squinting, and said, “She does.
Why you asking?”

“Don’t know. Just noticed her
manner. You ever seen either of

them about town before? I ain’t.”

“Me, neither.”

“I reckon they must be here for
the camp meeting.”

Sanders grunted unhappily.
The campground revival meeting,
going on now for two weeks in a
big meadow just west of town, was
a sore topic for him. Though the
series of nightly services was
proving a boon for east Kansas
religion and Willow Creek com-
merce, it was a bane for tav-

ernkeepers, gamblers, and guilt-
ridden sinners such as Tut Sand-
ers, who despised the fierce
preaching, the vivid descriptions
of hell’s eternal torments, the
pleas to turn away from every vice
he held dear. Despite his feelings,
Sanders’s job as deputy had re-
quired him to be on hand for half
the camp meeting services, with
Alder covering the other half. The
presence of law was important.
With several hundred people liv-

¢ ing together in close, uncomfort-

able quarters for days on end,
growing weary and cramped and
emotional under nightly bom-
bardments of fire and brimstone
sermons, there was always the po-
tential for more than revival to
break out. There had already been
one shoving match—boys arguing
over a girl—and a fistfight be-
tween two men who had taken op-
posite sides in the war some
twenty years ago and still nursed
old angers.

Sanders muttered, “Dang-
blasted camp meeting squall-
ing—seems it’s been going on an
eternity. Singing and harping and
praying and meddling in every-
body’s life. I don’t know how much
longer I can stand it. You know
what it is keeping it going, don’t
you, Joe? It’s the women. They get
all swoonish and pitterpat-
hearted over that pretty-faced
preacher, and then their men got
to come out with them to meeting,
night after night, so. as not to see
their women stole away by him.
That’s what it is, Joe!”

“You’re a cynical man, Tut.
That preacher ain’t after nobody’s
woman. And tonight’s my turn to
go to meeting, anyhow, so you’re
off the hook till tomorrow eve-
ning. Now, let’s finish up these
victuals and make us a round be-
fore work.”

They cleaned off their meal and,
as always, Alder paid the bill.
Sanders was compensated very
little for being deputy. He made
his meager living primarily as a
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stableman at the livery, which,
like every other enterprise in Wil-
low Creek, was a busy place these
days because of the camp meeting.
The little town’s population had
swollen considerably, if temporar-
ily. Folks had come in from a hun-
dred miles around, living in
wagons and tents on the camp-
ground itself, or in some cases
taking up rooms in Willow Creek.
It was all rather exciting, espe-
cially to Willow Creek’s popula-

tion of dogs, children, and old 4

folks—three groups that always
love big goings-on.

At the heart of the excitement
was the handsome young
preacher named Charles Craig,
originally from Louisville, Ken-
tucky, now a full-time traveling
evangelist. He had a musical
speaking style that would drift
into a dark chant, and when he
got to going full steam there was
a flash and furiousness about him
that kept even children’s atten-
tion. He had a gift, no doubt about
it; rumor was that the preachers
of the local congregations were
jealous and trying to mimic his
style.

Alder and Sanders made a jaunt
about Willow Creek, mostly just
saying hello to folks and making
themselves and their badges seen,
so that strangers would be re-
minded there was law in the town.
Then Sanders headed off to the
livery and Alder to the big Willow
Creek General Mercantile store,
which his father had founded
when the town was new and
passed down to his only son when
he had died. When Alder walked
in through the squeaking front
double door, still thinking about
the sad-eyed pregnant woman in
the cafe, his wife Sally had al-
ready opened shop and was hand-
ing a bottle of Brendle’s Epicural
Salve to a slender young man it
took Alder a couple of moments
to recognize. It was the preacher,
Charles Craig. The only reason
Alder hadn’t instantly known him
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young preacher had a
musical speaking style
that would drift into a
dark chant. He had a
gift; no doubt about it.

was that he had never before seen
him outside the surroundings of
the camp meeting.

Craig turned and fired a bright,
toothy grin at Alder, nodding
greeting. He was indeed a fine-
looking man, evenly featured and
with thick, dark hair that parted
neatly down the middle and
stayed combed even in the wind,
unlike Alder’s own thinning
wisps. One of Joe Alder’s regrets
in life was that Alder men were
always thin of hair.

Alder walked up to the preacher
and stuck out his hand. “Hello,
Reverend Craig.”

“Hello. Marshal Alder, isn’t it?
I've seen you come to meeting, I
believe.” Craig’s voice sounded
scratchy today and soft—a ghost
of the thunderous voice that
boomed across the meeting
ground night after night.

“I’'ve been there, indeed. Good
preaching, sir, very good. I see
you've already met my wife, Sally,
here.” Alder leaned' over the
counter and kissed her on the
cheek, publicly reaffirming his
claim. Sally was a pretty, charm-
ing woman and the Reverend
Craig was unmarried, so Alder
wanted to make darn sure Craig
knew how things stood.

“Yes, indeed,” Craig said. His
bright grin was like a continual
beam of light. “She’s been very
helpful. I preached my throat raw
last night, and she’s been kind
enough to provide me this salve.”

“It’s good salve. Smear some on

your neck and wrap a hot, wet
cloth about it, and it’ll bring your
voice back. It’s costly, I admit, but
worth every cent.”

The preacher’s smile flickered
uncertainly for a moment. Sally
hurried to say, “Joe, I gave him
the salve. A gift for a minister do-
ing a good work, you know.”

Alder’s face flushed. “Oh. Yes.
Of course. I should have thought
to make that offer myself.”

Craig’s smile cranked back up

4 to full wick. “And I do thank you

fine folks for your kind gift,” he
said. “May God bless you both
—and please come to services
each night you can.”

“We shall,” Sally said. “And
Reverend, might you be free to
share supper with Joe and me to-
night? Our house sits at the end
of Broad Street. It’s the big blue
clapboard with flower boxes along
the porch rail.”

Alder was not surprised to hear
his wife give the invitation. Sally
was always inviting folks over for
meals—sometimes people who
were no more than good custom-
ers of the mercantile. The Alders
had no children, and opening
their home to visitors was a way
they compensated for how empty
the place sometimes seemed with
only two of them there. Their
house was dJoe Alder’s family
home, and large enough to accom-
modate a family of fifteen or so.

“Why, how kind,” Craig said.
“I'd be pleased.”

“Wonderful. If you can come
about an hour and a half before
preaching, I think that would be
just about right,” Sally said.

“I look forward to it.” He shook
Alder’s hand again, and nodded to
Sally. “Good day, and thank you
again for the salve. God bless you
both.”

“I have a natural appreciation
for that man,” Sally said after he
was gone. “I suppose it’s the pure
goodness of him that is so appeal-
ing. It just shines from him.” She
gave her husband a wry look.
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“You made me blush, kissing me
like that in front of him.”

“Just wanted him to know this
particular calf is branded. And
considering this ‘natural appreci-
ation’ talk I'm hearing, maybe it’s
a good thing I did.”

She grinned mischievously,
making her all the prettier. “So
I'm your calf now, Joe Alder?” She
glanced around to make sure no-
body else was in the store, then
vaulted right across the counter
to where Alder stood. She had lost
neither the nimbleness nor play-
fulness of her girlhood. Alder em-
braced her, pulling her close.

“In my arms—that’s right,
where you belong. And I don’t
want no fine-looking preachers
getting notions about you, nei-
ther. I got to watch out. Tut
swears that preacher is after ev-
ery woman in town.”

“Why, you’re jealous. Of a
preacher, no less. I'm surprised at
you, Joe Alder. And what does Tut
know? He’s never said a sensible
word in his life.”

“Maybe not, but I ain’t taking
chances. A man has to keep watch
on his treasure, don’t he?” Alder
planted a kiss on her lips.

She hugged Alder a few mo-
ments, then said, “I suppose now
that we’ve got a guest coming, I'll
have to leave the store early today
to cook a worthy supper. That
preacher is an awfully cheerful
sort, isn’t he? Out of the pulpit, at
least.”

“Seems to be. But he does turn
fierce come preaching time. Seems
to be the absolute devil on wick-
edness.”

“Not the best choice of words,
considering he’s a preacher,
husband.”

He thought about it and chuck-
led. “No, reckon it ain’t, at that.”

The Reverend Craig’s eating
manners were as impeccable as
his grooming. He was a nibbler,
taking clean, small bites. For
Alder, who was accustomed to
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dining with Tut Sanders, this was
a novel and fascinating sight.
Craig had managed to consume
two big pieces of Sally’s fried
chicken without even greasing his
lips. Remarkable. Sanders would
have been sucking the bones and
wiping his beard on his sleeve by
now.

Sally Alder asked, “More bis-
cuits, Reverend Craig?” The
preacher had complimented her
profusely on the biscuits since the
start of the meal, pleasing her.

“No, no. He leaned back and
patted his midsection. “If I eat any
more, I won’t be fit to preach at
all. But oh, the temptation! I
haven’t had such fine fare for
weeks.”

“I'd say it’s hard for an unmar-
ried traveling man to keep him-
self in good victuals,” Alder
commented.

“Oh, it is. I'm left to count
mostly on good folk such as your-
selves to keep me fed. Otherwise,
it’s catch as catch can, or can’t.
When the open road is a man’s
home, he learns to make do. But
the Lord provides.”

“Do you have plans for a real
home and wife someday?” Sally
asked.

A shadow passed over Craig’s
face. “A ‘real home’ may be a long
time coming for me, if ever it
comes at all. I expect never to
marry.”

“Oh. Because of your work, I
suppose.”

“Partly—but no, not really.”

His tone grew somber. “Because
of my past. I was orphaned very
young, you see, and had a hard
life in boyhood. Some of my expe-
riences have made me wary of
ever taking the marriage vow,
much less parental responsibility,
upon myself.”

Alder glanced at Sally. By coin-
cidence, they had come upon a
close-to-home, painful topic for
her. She herself had been an or-
phan since infancy. There were

4 stories of her orphanage life that

she hadn’t yet told even her hus-
band—things she said she didn’t
like even to remember, much less
talk of, and which Alder wasn’t at
all sure he would ever want to
hear anyway. Alder was thinking
it would be best to change the sub-
ject quickly, but she plunged into
it, a solemn expression on her
face.

“Were you raised in an orphan-
age, Reverend Craig?” she asked.

“Yes. from the age of six. My
mother and father raised me be-
fore that.”

“] was an orphan, too,” Sally
said.

“No! I had no idea. I hope your
experience was better than mine.”

“My life wasnt a happy
one—not until I was grown and
met Joe.”

Alder decided to try and
brighten an increasingly somber
conversation. “Well, Reverend,”
he said in a cheerful tone, “at
least you have some memory of
your parents, and memories count
for much.”

“No, I don’t,” he said. “I don’t
remember my parents at all.”

Alder gave him a puzzled look.
“But you said you were with your
parents until you were six.”

“So I was—but still, I have not
one memory of them, nor of any
part of my life prior to entering
the orphanage. I realize it sounds
odd—it is odd. But the simple
truth is that I have no memories
at all of my early life. My mind
has erased it all, like a cloth wip-
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ing over a slate. I know why. My
mother was murdered, you see,
before my eyes. It was too much
for a boy to endure, and I blotted
out the memory. The only reason
I know today that I witnessed the
murder was that I was told I did.
The police questioned me closely
—I have a vague memory of
that—but I could tell them noth-
ing. Already my mind had done
me the mercy of erasing what I
had seen.”

“Merciful heaven!” Sally ex-
claimed.

“Did they ever find the mur-
derer?” Joe asked.

“A man was caught, tried,
locked away. I'm told he died in

prison.”

“It was heaven’s vengeance,”
Sally said.

“Don’t speak of vengeance,

ma’am,” Craig chided gently. “It
is our place to forgive, as we have
been forgiven.”

“And have you forgiven that
man?” Alder asked.

“Yes,” he answered promptly.
“With God’s help, I believe I have
forgiven him. I confess that my
lack of memory of his crime, and
his victim, made forgiving easier
than it would have been other-
wise. I like to think that, even if
I did remember, though, I would
have forgiven him all the same.”

Alder said, “Preacher, there’s
no reason you should have to talk
of something so painful to you.
You have my apology for having
brought it up.”

“No apology necessary. You
couldn’t know, and I make no se-
cret of my experiences of life. As
the hymn tells us, our fiery trials
are designed to consume the dross
and refine the gold within us. And
perhaps it is for the best that my
mind chose not to burden me with
the memory of the tragedy.”

They talked no more of any-
thing but light and easy matters
for the duration of the preacher’s
visit. When service time drew
near, Alder drove Sally and Rev-
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erend Craig to the meeting
grounds. They passed Sanders’s
rooming house along the way, and
Alder sensed him watching them
out the window, no doubt cringing
at the sight of the preacher.

That night the Reverend Craig
preached like Alder had never
heard any man preach before. His
voice, now fully returned to him,
boomed across the campground,
piercing like the proverbial Sword
of the Lord, raging like the fire
that burned Moses’ bush, ringing
like the trumpet that sounds the
end of time. Answer the call of
God! he exhorted. Turn away from
your life of wrong lest the right
hand of God’s wrath smite you!
Repent! Turn! God calls you
—close your ears and your heart
at your own peril!

When he raised his arms and
gave the final call, they swarmed
to his altar by the score. Among
the penitents were men Alder had
jailed time and again for drunken-
ness, or brawling, or beating their
wives. There were tears and cries
and prayers, and above it all,
standing in the glow of the torches
that had been lighted about the
speaking platform when darkness
had come, stood Reverend Charles
Craig, sweating and stooped liked
a man who had just labored all
day in field or mine, but looking
satisfied and triumphant none-
theless. If ever there was a man

2 g

born to his role in life, it was
Craig.

“I've never seen anything like
it,” Alder said to Sally. “If we
could keep him around Willow
Creek there’d be little need for me
and Tut any longer. There’d be
few wrongs left for us to right.”

But she wasn’t looking or lis-
tening. She was gazing at some-
thing to her left. Alder looked and
saw the sad-faced woman who had
been with the fat man in the
Laura Belle that morning. She
was standing at the back edge of
the crowd, her hands crossed over
the bulge of her pregnancy.
Though her face was hidden from
Alder by the darkness, he knew,
simply could feel, that on it was
the same expression of deep mel-
ancholy she had worn earlier.

Alder looked for the fat man,
but he was not with the woman.
Perhaps she had come to the camp
meeting alone. Or perhaps he was
in the swell of repentants stand-
ing before the platform and re-
ceiving new, quieter exhortations
from Reverend Craig. Indeed he
was. Scanning the clump of peo-
ple, Alder saw him. He stood out
against the more average-sized
folks around him.

“That poor young woman,”
Sally whispered to Alder. “I've
been watching her. I've never
seen anyone seem so burdened.
The sadness just seems to flow
from her!” She paused, biting her
lip. “I'm going to introduce myself
to her, Joe. Maybe I can help her
in some way.”

Alder had figured Sally would
do something like that. Sympathy
was in her nature. “Go ahead,
then,” he encouraged.

But Sally had hardly advanced
two yards before the woman no-
ticed her, tensed, drew back, and
hurriedly walked away. Sally
watched her go, then came back
to Alder and slipped her hand into
his.

“I don’t think she wanted to be
helped tonight,” Alder said.



900 MHz breakthrough!

New technology launches
wireless speaker revolution. ..

Recoton develops breakthrough technology which transmits
stereo sound through walls, ceilings and floors up to 150 feet.

By Charles Anton

f you had to name just
one new product “the 4
most innovative of the
year,” what would you
choose? Well, at the recent International
Consumer Electronics Show, critics gave Recoton’s
new wireless stereo speaker system the Design

Crisp sound throughout your
home. Just imagine being able to
listen to your stereo, TV, VCR or CD
player in any room of your home with-
out having to run miles of speaker wire.
Plus, you'll never have to worry about range
because the new 900 MHz technology allows

and Engineering Award
for being the “most in-
novative and outstand-
ing new product.”

Recoton was able to
introduce this whole
new generation of
powerful  wireless
speakers due to the ad-
vent of 900 MHz tech-
nology. This newly
approved breakthrough
enables Recoton’s wire-
less speakers to rival the
sound of expensive
wired speakers.

Recently approved
technology. In June
of 1989, the Federal
Communications Com-
mission allocated a
band of radio frequen-
cies stretching from 902
to 928 MHz for wireless,
in-home product ap-
plications. Recoton, one

150 foot range through walls!

Recoton gives you the freedom to lis-
ten to music wherever you want. Your
music is no longer limited to the room your
stereo is in. With the wireless headphones
you can listen to your TV, stereo or CD
player while you move freely between
rooms, exercise or do other activities. And
unlike infrared headphones, you don’t have
to be in a line-of-sight with the transmit-
ter, giving you a full 150 foot range.

The headphones and speakers have
their own built-in receiver, so no wires are
needed between you and your stereo. One
transmitter operates an unlimited number
of speakers and headphones.

Recoton’s transmitter sends music through walls
to wireless speakers over a 75,000 square foot area.

stereo signals to travel
over distances of 150 feet
or more through walls,
ceilings and floors with-
out losing sound quality.

One transmitter, un-
limited receivers. The
powerful transmitter
plugs into a headphone,
audio-out or tape-out jack
on your stereo or TV com-
ponent, transmitting mu-
sic wirelessly to your
speakers or headphones.
The speakers plug into an
outlet. The one transmit-
ter can broadcast to an un-
limited number of stereo
speakers and headphones.
And since each speaker
contains its own built in
receiver/amplifier, there
are no wires running from
the stereo to the speakers.

Full dynamic range.
The speaker, mounted in

of the world’s leading wireless speaker man-
ufacturers, took advantage of the FCC ruling
by creating and introducing a new speaker
system that utilizes the recently approved fre-
quency band to transmit clearer, stronger
stereo signals throughout your home.

Built-in receiver Volume

and amplifier:

Power Tuning

// /’
The wireless
speaker and
headphones

L Tuned ports
. 2" tweeter
b

= 4" woofer
4 woof

a bookshelf-sized acoustically constructed cab-
inet, provides a two-way bass reflex design
for individual bass boost control. Full dynamic
range is achieved by the use of a 2" tweeter
and 4" woofer. Plus, automatic digital lock-in

AWARD WINNING WIRELESS SPEAKER :

Don’t take our word for it. Try it yourself.
We're so sure you'll love the new award-winning
Recoton wireless speaker system that we offer
you the Dare to Compare Speaker Challenge.
Compare Recoton’s rich sound quality to that of

both contain

a built-in & mono switch and
rccrimjr and £ ] S Individual bass boost
amplifier. control (on back)
Signals are

picked up and Size: 9"H x 6"W x 5.5"L
transmitted Signal-to-noise ratio: 60 dB
as far as 150 Channel Separation: 30 dB
feet away Two-way bass reflex design
through walls 10 watts/channel RMS amps
without the Frequency Response:
use of wires. 50 Hz-15 KHz

///Imlizvidunl left, right

same

Recoton’s Design and
Engineering Award

any $200 wired speaker. If you're not completely
convinced that these wireless speakers offer the
outstanding
sound quality as wired
speakers, simply return
them within 90 days for
a full "No Questions
Asked" refund.

Breakthrough wireless speaker design
blankets your home with music.

tuning guarantees optimum reception and
eliminates drift. The new technology provides
static-free, interference-free sound in virtual-
ly any environment. These speakers are also
self-amplified; they can’t be blown out no mat-
ter what your stereo’s wattage.

Stereo or hi-fi, you decide. These speak-
ers have the option of either stereo or hi-fi
sound. You can use two speakers, one set on
right channel and the other on left, for full
stereo separation. Or, if you just want an ex-
tra speaker in another room, set it on mono and
listen to both channels
on one speaker. Mono
combines both left and
right channels for hi-fi
sound. This option lets
you put a pair of speak-
ers in the den and get
full stereo separation or
put one speaker in the
kitchen and get com-
plete hi-fi sound.

These wireless stereo
headphones have a
built-in receiver.
Factory direct savings. Our commitment
to quality and factory direct pricing allows us
to sell more wireless speakers than anyone!
For this reason, you can get these speakers far
below retail with our 90 day ”“Dare to Compare”
money-back guarantee and full one year man-
ufacturer’s warranty. For a limited time, the
Recoton transmitter is only $69. It will operate
an unlimited number of wireless speakers
priced at $89 and wireless headphones at $59
each. Your order will be processed in 72 hours
and shipped UPS.

Recoton Transmitter (you must have a transmitter

to operate speakers and headphones............ $69 $4 S&H
Wireless products compatible with ihe Recoton transmitter:
Recoton Wireless Speaker.............. $89 $6 S&H

Recoton Wireless Headphones......$59 $4 S&H
Please mention promotion code 161-LL1107
For fastest service call toll-free 24 hours a day

800-992-2966

To order by mail send check or money order for the total
amount including S&H (VA residents add 4.5% sales tax).
Or charge it to your credit card by enclosing your account
number and expiration date. Send to:

ESEE

INDUSTRIES

2820 Waterford Lake Drive Suite 106
Midlothian, Virginia 23113



“She seemed so sad,” Sally an-
swered. “Like a woman who has
seen her own grave. Why would
she be that way, Joe?”

“I can’t imagine,” he said.

As the camp meeting broke up
for the night, Alder looked one
more time down toward the
speaking platform. The fat man
was standing nearer Craig now,
seemingly waiting for him to fin-
ish his conversation with another
of the penitents. There were tears
on his face. Alder smiled to him-
self, irreverently thinking, Maybe
he needs some preacherly advice
on how to repent proper for the sin
of gluttony.

That night, Sally Alder tossed
sleeplessly for an hour after retir-
ing. At length her husband rolled
over and asked, “You still think-

ing about that sad-looking
woman?”
“Yes, and about Reverend

Craig. It’s so tragic, thinking of a
child seeing his own mother mur-
dered. So many sad things in the
world, so many sad people. I won-
der why it must be that way?”

“If you find the answer to that,
then the Reverend Craig ought to
step aside and let you do the
preaching,” Alder replied. He
paused, then added, “You never
can know what kind of weights
folks carry around hidden in their
hearts. It’s sad, when you think
about it.”

“It truly is,” Sally said.

The next day brought more
than the usual activity to the law
enforcement team of Alder and
Sanders. A wire came from Wich-
ita warning them that an escaped
prisoner might be fleeing in their
direction, and on the heels of that,
a man riding through town told
them of a man who had cussed at
him and brandished a rifle when
he chanced to ride near what he
thought was an abandoned old
line shack five miles north of
town. Sanders and Alder armed
up and rode out to investigate,
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and discovered that the man was
no escaped convict, just a familiar
drunk who had graced their cell
four times in as many months a
year ago. He had vanished for a
bit and now had returned. They
warned him against threatening
travelers on the public roadways
and then headed home to Willow
Creek. And when they arrived
back at the office, another wire
had come in saying the escapee
had been recaptured two hours be-
fore, still in Wichita. They had
wasted most of the day because of
a harmless drunk and a fugitive
who wasn't even nearby. And
Sanders was already in a foul hu-
mor, dreading his night’s duty at
the camp meeting.

Sally was tired that evening,
having held down the store work
by herself all day, and so she
didn’t attend the camp meeting.
After supper Alder went out onto
the porch for a smoke, expecting
to hear the distant sound of Rev-
erend Craig’s voice, as he had on
previous camp meeting nights
when he remained home. Odd, but
he couldn’t hear him at all, even
though the wind was in the right
direction for it. He smoked a cou-
ple of pipefuls, then fetched out a
book and lamp and sat down to
read in the porch rocker, thinking
of retiring early. Yet for some rea-
son he couldn’t relax; he had the
tight, hot feeling at the back of his
neck that he got when something
somewhere was wrong, and he
didn’t know just what it was.

A flux of citizens appeared
within a few minutes, indicating
the camp meeting had broken up.
Alder looked at his watch, puz-
zled. It seemed awfully early for
the service to be ending. Then
Sanders came striding out of the
crowd toward him, looking
cheerful.

“Bvening, Tut. What’s going
on?”

“Not a blessed thing, glad to
say. No real preaching tonight. A
few songs and prayers and such,
and everybody headed on home.”

“That’s right peculiar. Craig
has tended to be long-winded up
till now.”

“That’s the thing—Craig didn’t
preach. And he said the camp
meetings are ended for good. It’s
over.”

“What? Has he took sick or
something?”

“Well, there did appear to be
something wrong with him, but
he didn’t give no specificals.” That
was the way Sanders always said
specifics, one of the few big words
he knew, or thought he did. “He
just got up, said the meetings
were ending, quoted a Bible verse
or two about the wicked being
smote down, and said good-bye.
He didn’t seem at all like hisself.
And here’s what struck me oddest:
When he come down off the plat-
form, he went straight to a woman
in the crowd and pulled her aside.
You'll never guess who it was.”

“Tell me.”

“That sad-looking lady friend of
our fat man from the Laura Belle.
Oh, the preacher was talking
something fearsome to her, while
everyone was leaving. Real seri-
ous talking, with her putting her
hand to her mouth and looking
real worked up.”

“That’s interesting. You know,
Tut, old fatty himself went down
to the altar last night. Was he
there this evening?”

“Didn’t see hide nor hair of
him.”

Sally had come out onto the
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porch when Alder was talking to
Sanders. He paused and touched
his hat. “Evening, Sally.”

“Evening, Tut. I heard what
you were saying.” She turned to
Alder. “Joe, it sounds to me like
the reverend is sick. Maybe he
needs taking in, and care. He’s
staying in the Smith boarding-
house, isn’t he, Tut?”

“That’s right,” Sanders said.
“Thank heaven he ain’t living in
mine. It would give me the willies
something fierce to have him close
by.”

Alder stood, that hot feeling at
the back of his neck all the more
intense. “I'll go see how he is,”
Alder said. “I feel like something’s
not right. Tut, you come with me.”

“Aw, Joe, I don’t want to go see
no psalm-singing preacher.”

“Don’t try to back out. You're
my deputy.”

Willow Creek was a small town,
and Sanders and Alder walked
across it in short measure, reach-
ing the boardinghouse where
Craig had taken lodging for the
duration of the camp meetings.

And then Alder saw the preg-
nant young woman. He hadn’t
been looking for her, but there she
was, seated on the stone wall sur-
rounding the town well. She was
alone; her face was buried in her
hands and she was weeping heav-
ily. Sanders saw her, too, and
stopped, looking at Alder uncer-
tainly.

Alder had never liked intruding
into the privacy of others, but con-
sidering that this woman had last
been seen with the man they were
going to call on, it seemed neces-
sary to approach her. And he did,
reluctantly, with Sanders lolling
unhappily behind.

“Ma’am?”

She looked up sharply, sur-
prised. “Yes?”

“Ma’am, are you well?”

To his surprise, a smile slowly
spread across her tear-streaked
face. “Yes,” she said. “I am well.
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Something about

the pregnant woman's
manner and words gave

Alder a chill. He want-

e(l to turn a.n(l hurry
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I'm free—the devil is gone and I'm
free!”

She didn’t sound any too lucid.
From the vaguely religious tone
of her words Alder assumed she
was talking of a spiritual experi-
ence. Or maybe she was drunk;
the vacant way she looked at
Alder might indicate it. But about
her was no smell of liquor, and
when she stood she did not waver.
Her eye fell to his badge.

“Are you the sheriff?”

“Town marshal.”

“Oh. He said you would be com-
ing for him. Are you going to get
him now?”

“Who?7’

“The holy man. The good man.
The man who killed the devil.”

Something about her manner
and words gave Alder a chill. He
actually wanted to turn and hurry
away from her. Sanders must
have felt much the same, consid-
ering the way he drew back and
gaped at her.

“Who is the holy man, ma’am?”

“The preacher, Reverend Craig.
He killed the devil and set me
free. He told me himself. Don’t be
hard with him, Marshal. I was al-
ways afraid before, but now I'm
not afraid. It was a good thing he
did. A good thing, even if it was
harsh. I had been a prisoner be-
fore, with nowhere else to go. But
now the devil is killed, and I'm
glad. Glad!”

And then she abruptly turned
and walked away, and though
Alder knew he should stop her,

?

away from her. ‘

get her name, and question her
further, instead he just stood
there as if stunned and let her go.
He rubbed the back of his neck
with his knuckles; it throbbed al-
most like a beating heart.

Sanders said, “Joe, that wom- -
an’s loco.”

“Maybe so. But right now I be-
lieve we need to find the preacher,
as quickly as possible. This talk
of killing worries me.”

They went on to the boarding-
house where Craig was lodged,
climbed the outer stairs, and
paused. Now that Alder was here
he felt reluctant to knock. But he
had to, and did.

“Reverend Craig? It’s Joe Alder.
You in there?”

There was no answer, but Alder
heard a chair being scooted across
the floor and its creak as someone
sat down in it.

“Preacher? You hear me?”

This time he answered, softly,
wearily. “Yes. You may come in
now. I knew you would be here
eventually. I'm ready for you.”

They opened the door. The
preacher was there in the lamplit
room, seated in a straight-backed
chair beside the bed, on which lay
the fat man from the Laura Belle
with hands folded across his chest
and eyes weighted shut with
coins. He was laid out as neatly
as if an undertaker had fixed him
for burial, his face discolored in
death. If he had to guess, Alder
would say he had been dead since
sometime the previous night.

Alder and Sanders walked in si-
lently and went to the bedside.
There was a great bloody spot on
the dead man’s shirt, crusted to
the color of rust, and a hole like a
knife would make.

“Oh, Lordy,” Sanders whis-
pered.

“Im sorry about the blood on
him,” Craig said hollowly. “I tried
to dab off as much of it as I could,
but it stains, you know. One can
never seem to get it all out. I even
tried rubbing it off with some of



that salve your wife gave me,
Marshal, but it didn’t help.”

“Preacher, what happened
here?” Alder asked.

“I've killed him,” Craig re-
sponded. His manner and voice
had the same dazed, vacant qual-
ity Alder had noted in the preg-
nant woman. “I killed him with
that knife, lying on the desk. I
wiped it off so it wouldn’t stain the
desktop.”

“You're telling me you stabbed

this man to death? Did he attack <4

you?”

“Oh, no, no. He came to me at
last night’s service to seek me out.
He had come many a mile just to
find me, and even came here with
me from the meeting ground. You
see that he’s dead now. I'm sorry
it happened. I didn’t want it to,
but there was no other way.”

“I don’t understand.”

“He was going to kill again, you
see. Very soon. The demon was on
him again, urging him to kill. He
told me himself.”

“He was going to kill ... Wait
a minute. Are you saying he at-
tempted to kill you, and you were
forced to defend yourself, and—"

“No! No!” The preacher shook
his head as if perturbed by Alder’s
inability to comprehend. “I told
you, he didn’t attack me. It wasn’t
to protect me that I killed him.”

“Then, why?”

From the street outside came
the sound of a woman singing in
a high, nearly girlish voice. Craig
heard it and went to the window.
He threw back the curtain and
looked out onto the street. The
pregnant woman was there,
standing beneath one of Willow
Creek’s five oil-burning lamp-
posts, singing toward the sky.
Craig watched her silently a few
moments, then stepped aside so
the others could see her. “It was
for her. Otherwise, he would have
killed her, just like he killed the
others he told me about. Helpless,
desperate women, just like her.
He would take them in, some-
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times even marry them, but in the
end the demon would grip him
and he would take their lives.”
Craig’s voice grew tight. “He con-
fessed it all to me. He said I was
the only one who would under-
stand. The only one who could
help him be free of his demon.”

“Wait a minute. What you’re
saying is that this man here has
murdered young women, and that
he was about to murder that
young woman out there?”

“Precisely. She was his compan-
ion, very much under his control.
He presented her to everyone as
his wife, but she wasn’t, he con-
fessed. There was only one way to
stop him from killing her.”

Alder violently shook his head.
“No, Reverend. don’t you see what
you've done? This is murder!
You’ve murdered a man based on
nothing more than a bunch of loco
talk. You don’t know that he
would really kill her, or that he’s
ever killed anyone at all.”

“Oh, I knew.”

“You couldn’t have known! He
was a stranger. For all you could
say he was a madman, telling big
stories he dreamed up.”

The preacher’s face suddenly
changed. Bitter fury showed in his
features. He clenched and raised
a fist, and spoke his next words
through gritted teeth. “Yes, I
knew. I knew because I knew him.
He was no stranger to me—oh, no,
not this man. Do you know what
it is, Marshal, to have memories
come upon you in a rush, like wa-

ter breaking over a dam? I do. It
happened to me while he spoke.
His face, his form all came rush-
ing back to me, and memories
that my mind had buried for years
were laid out before me as clearly
as if they had happened yester-
day. I tell you, that man lying on
that bed is the very man I saw
murder my own mother. Oh, yes,
indeed, I knew him, just as he
knew me, and what I saw him do
SO many years ago.”

Alder was so taken aback that
for a few moments he could find
nothing to say. Tut Sanders,
meanwhile, had edged back
against the wall, eyeing the door
as if he longed to bolt for it. Lack-
ing even the sparse information
that Craig had earlier given to
Alder and his wife, he was utterly
confused, but even his bewilder-
ment was hardly greater than Joe
Alder’s at the moment.

The marshal stammered, then
said, “But you said a man was ar-
rested and convicted of that mur-
der, and died in prison.”

“There was no such man. He
was a contrivance—a tale I told
because I couldn’t bear to tell the
truth. My mother’s killer was
never caught, Marshal. He es-
caped his punishment . .. until
now.”

Something began to gel in
Alder’s mind. He looked closely at
the pallid face of the corpse on the
bed, then at the preacher. “Merci-
ful heaven,” he whispered, a sud-
den and shocking suspicion very
nearly confirmed by what he saw.

“Ah, you see now, do you?”’
Craig said. “Look at our faces
—you see how much we are the
same!”

Alder took a deep breath. The
pain in the back of his neck
throbbed even harder now. He did
understand. “You said you were
an orphan. You said your mother
was murdered—but you never
told us what happened to your
father.”

“No. How could I tell you or
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anyone so terrible a thing—that
my mother died at my own fa-
ther’s hands? I was no orphan,
Marshal. My father didn’t die. He
killed my mother and deserted
me, left me to a hellish life in an
orphanage. I wasn’t a true or-
phan, but my life was no different
than if my father had been dead.”
He paused, shuddering. “If only
he had been dead. If only!”

“God help us,” Alder said.

“Yes, yes, indeed, God help us.
God help me, for I don’t even know
now what is sin and what is righ-
teousness. That man there walked
back into my life, bringing back
every ugly memory with him, and
now I'm confused. God help me, I
feel so lost.” He stopped speaking
abruptly and seemed to be on the
verge of an emotional outburst.
With an obvious effort of will he
regained control, then walked to
the bedside and looked down at
the dead man.

“My mother was the first of his
victims. He told me about them
all—told me how sorrowful he was
for what he did to them. But he
knew he could never stop himself
from doing it all over again. He
had lost himself to his demon. He
had come to believe that only by
his own dying could he be sure
that he would ever be free, but he
lacked the courage to make his
own end. He came to me because
he felt I was the one person who
would understand, who could do
what must be done. He had heard
I had become a preacher, and he
tracked me down.” A tear trailed
down Craig’s face. “And I did
what he wanted. I didn’t fail him.
Did I do right, Marshal? You tell
me. I've lost the ability to tell.”

*
It came to Alder

that not one but two
men had died, and it
was l)eyond his power

to say which passing

was the more tragic.
4

Alder could find nothing to say.

The woman outside was still
singing. Craig went back to the
window and watched her walk
slowly out of the light of the lamp-
post and into the darkness. “I
found her at the meeting ground
tonight, told her what I had done.
She wept out of relief, told me I
was good and holy, that I had
killed the devil. She had been
afraid of him, you see, but even
more afraid to leave him. She had
feared he would hurt her. Now she
is free. That much, at least, is
good—isn’t it?”

“I must arrest you, you under-
stand,” Alder said quietly. “You’ll
be charged with murder.”

For the first time, Tut Sanders
spoke directly to the preacher.
“Mister, help me to understand
this. Are you saying that that
man there wanted to die?”

“He wanted to be free,” the
preacher replied. “Free of himself.
And I freed him.”

Sanders’s face was cold, staring,
still showing no comprehension.
Seeing that, Craig became emo-
tional again. “I had to do it, did I
not?” he asked pleadingly. “He

Y

told me himself it was the only
way. It was his command to me as
his son, and is it not the duty of a
son to obey his father? Tell me,
Marshal, is it not? What else
could I have done? Can you give
me no answer? Why do you just
stand there, staring like that?”
The preacher gazed at the mar-
shal, awaiting an answer dJoe
Alder could not provide. The mar-
shal knew only that behind
Craig’s peering eyes nothing re-

4 mained of the righteous, fiery holy

man he had watched stirring
souls to repentance by the glow of
camp meeting torchlight. It came
to him that not one but two men
had died in this room, in two very
different ways, and it was beyond
his power to say which passing
was the more tragic.

So all he said was, “Come on,
Preacher. It’s time to go.” Then
they blew out the light, closed the
door, and walked out together into
the night, marshal and deputy
each gripping an arm of the weep-
ing, broken preacher—the man
who had killed the devil, and in
the same stroke had killed the
man he himself had been as well.
The Reverend Charles Craig
would never again be what he had
been before, and Joe Alder found
that terribly sad.

They walked across Willow
Creek in silence, toward the jail.
From somewhere out in the dark-
ness, they could still hear the
high, faint sound of the woman
singing.

“At least she is free,” Craig
said.

“Yes,” Alder replied. “At least
she is free.”
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ABOUT THE

Stoney’s face whitened. “You're a liar,” he shouted. Then
the man he had spolzen to turned, and Stoney caugl’lt the
g’lint of a well-oiled Colt. Stoney, at fifty, was as limber as
a mountain cat.

Though gray-llairecl and Ieather-slzinned, his blue eyes
blazed with all the fig’l'lt he had had at twenty. Now he had
called out Banyan, a man age had sllaped out like a potato
but who had been a fair hand with a gun in his (lay. Banyan
prol)ably didn’t know that Stoney hadn’t strapped leather
in some time. There was no way to uncall it.

The whole ugly situation had clevelopecl, just moments
Le{ore, out of what had been a meeting of old friends.

Emma didn’t like Stoney to drink too much. So when he

by David Curram
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“1 FELT LIKE A FOOL WHEN I WAS HAULING THAT DEAD
HORSE OUT HERE,” BANYAN SAID, “BUT YOUR WOMAN

went to check the stable, he al-
lowed himself but one whiskey at
the Nugget. Ed, a man in his sev-
enties, ran the stable for them
competently, even to depositing
the income in the bank, but
Stoney liked to oversee things. As
was his custom, Stoney went for
his one at the Nugget and had
paid no mind to other men at the
bar until he’d had his first sip.

He’d just taken a taste when the
man next to him said, “Stoney
—Stoney Carr. Is that you?”

Stoney turned. He stared at the
man for a time. His long coat had
a cover of dust. A droopy hat
sloped down his face, hiding all
but a grizzled beard. Then the
man’s head rose, and Stoney
peered into the eyes of Jake
Banyan.

“Jake!” Stoney exclaimed.

Jake’s grin showed broken yel-
low teeth.

“Heard youre doing well,
Stoney. I've heard of your horses
all the way to Kansas.”

Stoney, pleased,
broadly.

“Clem,” Stoney said to the bar-
tender. “Bring this man some of
my stock.” Then, looking at Jake,
he said, “Haven’t seen you in, well
now, onto thirty years.”

Banyan nodded.

“Was the weddin’,” Banyan said
after the bartender swabbed a
new glass with a wet rag, plunked
it on the counter, and poured from
a bottle hidden beneath the bar.

“Well,” Banyan said, “that was
the last time you saw me at least
to recognize me. I'm dern glad you
recovered and made a good life for
yourself.”

The words brought back a mem-
ory that Stoney was wont to for-
get. “What you been doing, Jake?”

smiled
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wAS INSISTENT.”

“Herding cattle, mostly. But I'm
getting old, tired.”

Stoney understood. Banyan was
at least ten years older than he
was. Trail herding was a hard life
for a man in his sixties.

“Maybe I could use a hand,”
Stoney said carefully. A man of
Banyan’s experience was deserv-
ing of being a foreman, but Stoney
had a good one. Still, he could find
an old friend and one-time em-
ployee of his wife’s family a place.

“Be an honor to work for the
Wild Love,” Banyan said. “You've
made something of it.”

“All luck. If it weren’t for the
fact that I was a dern fool, or that
one horse that almost got me
killed, it wouldn’t be.” Stoney
said.

“I know,” Banyan said. “I felt
the dern fool myself when I was
hauling that dead horse out here.”
Banyan was looking down at his
drink and failed to see the look
of bewilderment that came across
Stoney’s face. “But your woman
was insistent and wouldn’t take
no for an answer. If I hadn’t been
working for Emma’s aunt for
years, I wouldn’t have. But you
shoulda seen the ravens and this
one vulture trailing me. Even had
a bear come up to the camp one
night before I got to your place.”

“You gone daft?” Stoney said,
unable to control the anger and
confusion that welled up.

Banyan looked up. This time
the bewilderment was on his face.

“That horse was the start of my
line. Emma brought him back
here and bred him. What is all
this about hauling a dead horse?”

“The horse was shot. Hit by a
stray bullet when they shot you.
Or at least I think it was a stray
shot. There was some thought it

was done on purpose. Emma shot
it after they took you to the doc’s.”

That was the moment Stoney
had called Banyan a liar. Now,
Stoney was looking at the man.
Expecting Banyan to draw, not
knowing Stoney had no gun.

Banyan didn’t move; his big
hands stayed on the bar. His
work-worn fingers tightened on
the whiskey glass. A sad look
came over his face. “I ain’t gonna
draw with you, Stoney. Emma’d
never forgive me if I kilt you, and
I'm of no mind to. I'm sorry. I
thought you knew. Perhaps you
best have a talk with Emma.”

The man had called Stoney’s
wife a liar. Stoney knew he should
hit him or worse. Instead, he
looked at the man for a moment
and then turned, hurrying for the
door and the Wild Love.

Stoney, though born in Brook-
lyn, New York, had lived two
years in St. Louis, Missouri, be-
fore coming out to Montana. His
widowed father, a fairly prosper-
ous storekeeper, had died in St.
Louis and left Stoney a small in-
heritance. Stoney, at twenty-two,
had headed west. By the time
Stoney had ridden into Red Gulch,
he had only a few hundred dollars
left.

Stoney had arrived in town in
the afternoon and had gone di-
rectly to the stable. Except for
scattered straw, it was bare. Not
a single horse stirred in a stall.
Stoney was backing out, looking
for a stable hand, when he
bumped smack into Emma. She
had skin as light as a newborn
babe’s and wore her hair, the color
of wheat, in a cloudlike cluster of
curls. Her green eyes in that
heart-shaped face seemed to smile



AS STONEY TURNED TO LOOK AT DAVIDSON, THE
DECK IN DAVIDSON’S HANDS VANISHED AND A
DERRINGER APPEARED. TWO SHOTS RANG OUT.

at him for a moment, measure
him.

Though Stoney was not aware
of it, he was a fairly handsome
young man. Just shy of six feet
tall, he had broad, well-muscled
shoulders from lifting crates in
his father’s store. Brown hair
curled from beneath his hat. His
deep blue eyes would have caught
the interest of many a young
woman if Stoney had been a bit
less shy when it came to the fair
sex.

To Stoney, Emma seemed an
angel in a dress the color of the
sky. The smile in her eyes reached
her lips for just an instant. He
smiled back and lifted his hat, but
her smile vanished.

“If you don’t know how to walk
like a gentleman,” she said, in a
voice full of righteous anger, “per-
haps you should stay on the street
like a horse.” The fact that they
were on the street at the time had
seemed to pass her by entirely.
Then she had marched off
proudly.

The next day he saw her walk-
ing down the street. Her dress,
this time the color of the bit-
terroot flower, seemed to float
about her. Wanting desperately to
talk to her, he instead found him-
self shyly moving to avoid her.
After she passed he followed her
with his eyes, kicking himself for
his failure of nerve.

Stoney was too young and too
green to know he wasn’t much of
a gambler. He won often enough
against unskilled cowhands and
greenhorns, so that in the time
since his father died his inheri-
tance had only trickled away. But
as the days went by, and more
failures to talk to the beautiful
girl who soon began to occupy his

every thought occurred, what
skill Stoney did have failed him.
His money began vanishing like
water from a gunshot trough.

It was his luck to be at the Nug-
get one evening a week after his
arrival. Stoney was playing with
a gambler named Davidson and
three cattlemen—two brothers
and an uncle—for what was, con-
sidering Stoney’s financial situa-
tion, high stakes. Most of the
money he had left was in the
game. Davidson had added to the
pot a deed to the town’s only sta-
ble and a small ranch outside of
town he had won just before
Stoney arrived in town.

Davidson’s fingers were flying
out over the table top dealing the
cards when one of the brothers,
Salty Pike, said quietly, “You're
dealing off the bottom.” Pike’s
hands still held his cards, yet the
yellowed eyes in the pockmarked
face were cold.

As Stoney turned to look at Da-
vidson, Davidson’s hands moved.
The deck in his hands vanished
and a derringer appeared. Before
his hideout gun could roar, two
shots rang out. Stoney turned to
see Pike’s gun smoking. Davidson
slumped bloodily to the table.

Stoney turned and looked at
Pike. Pike’s gun swung toward
him. “He was cheating?” Stoney
asked.

“As if you didn’t know,” Pike’s
brother Colby said. His gun was
now drawn also.

“lI didn’t have nothing to do
with him,” Stoney said. Stunned,
he raised his hands.

“We're thinking you was in on
it,” Pike said.

From across the room the bar-
tender spoke. “That fella just got
into town. Davidson’s been here

almost a year.” He looked directly
at Stoney. “I don’t mean you no
offense, mister, and I don’t want
you should take this personal, but
you ain’t good enough to even be
playing with Davidson.”

Stoney blanched. And he felt
anger stirring in him. What
stopped it was Salty and Colby
putting away their guns. “I guess
we were mistaken then,” Pike
said, still eyeing Stoney warily.

“What will we do about the
pot?” Stoney asked. “We could just
call.”

Stoney laid his hand down. He
had a full house—aces over jacks.

The others put their cards
down. Salty’s full house was tens
over sevens. The other two had
three pair between them.

“Well,” Stoney said, reaching
for the pot. “I guess it’s mine.”

“Hold it,” Colby Pike said.

“It don’t set with us to give
away our money on a hand that
was misdealt,” Pike said.

Stoney nodded. “Let’s divide the
pot,” Stoney suggested. “Do you
want me to count it?”

“No,” Salty said heavily. “My
brother and uncle and I are going
to be needing to skedaddle, so we
don’t want to be tied down with
no deed. You're going to take that
deed and we’ll be taking the
cash.”

The man was pushing. Stoney
felt his anger grow. He wondered
if he could ease his gun out into
his hand without them being
aware. Carefully, he slipped his
hand off the table.

“I know what you’re thinking,
son,” the elder of the group, Hal
Pike, said. He was looking at
Stoney kindly. “Don’t do it.” He
turned to his nephew. “And Salty,
don’t push so hard. I know you're

LOUIS L'AMOUR WESTERN MAGAZINE 3