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CHRIS EVANS was one of the most fearless
gun-iighters in western history. Evans might
have continued leading the life of a respected
rancher at Visalia, California, but for his hatred
of the Southern Pacific Railroad. Evans claimed
the railroad had robbed Californians of millions
of acres of land. He decided on reprisals. With
a trusted hired hand John Sontag he boarded
an S.P. train as it pulled out of Pixley. Sliding
down the coal pile in the tender, the two
jammed guns in the backs of the engineer and
fireman. They then ordered uncoupling of
baggage and express cars. Dynamite did the
rest. A month later Evans and Sontag did a
repeat performance which netted them $5000.
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Arrival of John Sontag’s brother, George, in Visalia, to
assist in Evans’ expanding operations, aroused suspicion of
Big Bill Smith, Chief Railroad Detective. Smith and a
deputy, White, followed George to Evans’ ranch. A ruckus
occurred. Eva:ns, when White called his daughter a liar,
knocked the man down with a bullet. John Sontag then
appeared—with a - “wed-off shotgun—and Smith and his
wounded deputy ran. Then began the man-hunt. A posse
of thirteen gunmen and two Apache scouts caught Evans
and John Sontag in a lonely hideout
cabin. Sontag was wounded. But the
fugitives escaped and vowed that, come \
what might, they would get Smith.

UNNERVED, NOW, to hear that Evans was out hunting
him, Smith organized a huge mob of vigilantes, which he
placed under the leadership of a man named Gard. It was
Gard, with twenty men, who ran into Evans and Sontag one
morning as they were crossing an open wheat

field. There were no conventional greetings.

A broadside from the posse shattered Evans’
left arm. Another shot knocked out his left
eye. A third broke his right arm. Now it
was Sontag who had to bear the brunt of the
battle. Until nightfall, Sontag held off the
posse, and when, finally, it did close in,
Evans was gone! At Sontag’s
suggestion, Evans had pulled out
under cover of Sontag’s guns.

ON DEC. 15, 1893, Evans, one eye gone and one arm ampu-
tated, escaped from Fresno jail with a prisoner named Morrell.
But the law was closing in. John Sontag had died, and Morrell
. became helpless with rheumatism. The sheriff of
Tulare County caught Chris Evans and locked him
in the Visalia jail. That night a lynch mob formed,
and the sheriff told Evans, “Maybe we could
beat ’em to Fresno. You game?” Evans was.
The sheriff gave him his guns, and they
sneaked out the back door. The lawman let
Evans keep his guns until they reached Fresno
because, as he said, ‘““Evans, you’re a man!”
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In the chill, gray dawn the sullen rumble of the Alamo’s south
guns answered the batteries which faced them. Soldiers of
Mexico rushed forward, while over the old church waved a
blood-red banner and Santa Anna’s bands struck up the shrill
notes of the deguello—no quarter. Then Shelby Lee, blue-
blooded gentleman from Kentucky, who had

never fought for anything in his life, watched, and

felt his guts turn cold. Shelby
Lee, American, wondered if

he was afraid to die. . . .
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the grace of God and black gunpowder,
they intended to keep both. Their women-
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this was an omen: Texas would find a
leader and lick the Mexican dragoons.
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Blood-Stirring Novel
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That Will Never Die

By Bob Obets

CHAPTER ONE

Cannon Fodder for the Grays

' AR clouds hung over the land like
battle smoke. Texas men valued
their land and independence and, by

the grace of God and black gunpowder,
they intended to keep both. Their women-
folk and children, left in lonesome cabins,
saw a comet flash across the sky, and said

this was an omen: Texas would find a
leader and lick the Mexican dragoons.

A buck moved toward Shel-
by, a glowi? iron rod in his
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But Texas’ Man of Destiny had crossed
Red River several years earlier, sloshing
through the mud aboard a bob-tailed horse
named Jack.

Brown-skinned Texans called him Don
Samuel. White oues called him an adven-
turer, squawman and a lot of other things,
including plain Sam.

He came to Texas, some claimed, with
expense money from Andrew Jackson’s
private funds weighting his purse, his se-
cret commission from Old Hickory being
to secure Texas for the United States, Cer-
tain it is he carried in his buckskins a pass-
port, signed by Acting Secretary of War
John Robb, requesting “all the Tribes of
Indians . . . to permit safely and freely
to pass through their respective Territories,
General Sam Houston, a citizen of the
United States, thirty-eight years of age.

»”

Certain it is, too, that in the autumn of
1835 Don Samuel took time off from his
law practice in Nacogdoches to offer for
sale four thousand acres of Red River land
“cheap at $2500, $1000 in cash.” The
thing was, Don Samuel had a sword, the
gift of an American Army officer, and he
must pay for suitable habiliments to go with
it. From New Orleans he ordered a uni-
form with a general’s star and a sword sash.
He had been commissioned “Commander-
in-Chief of the forces’’ of the Department of
Nacogdoches, and there was not a doubt
in his mind but that soon he would be ad-
vanced to a higher post.

So shortly thereafter he sent a notice to
New Orleans newspapers to the effect that
volunteers were invited to join the Texas
ranks “with a good rifle and 100 rounds of
ammunition.”” They would receive liberal
bounties of land. “Come soon . . . ‘Liberty
or Death! ”

One Don Adolfo Sterne, alcalde of Na-
cogdoches, added fuel to the fire Don Sam-
uel’s pronouncements touched off by offer-
ing to buy rifles for the first fifty re-
cruits. The New Orleans Grays promptly
claimed them. “Texas!” was on every
tongue when two young men, from neigh-
boring states, reached New Orleans. Both
sought to join the elegant Grays. Both
were destined to play a part in the struggle
soon to make Texas a republic.

Dark-haired Shelby Lee, from Kentucky,
was offered a lieutenant’s commission,

which he accepted with tongue in cheek.
Young Lee’s middle name was Beaumont,
and you had only to look to know his blood
was of the bluest. He accepted the commis-
sion because it offered a fast, easy way to
reach Texas, and God knows what he would
do when he reached that barbaric jump-

- ing-off place! For Shelby’s trip was one of

necessity, He often had chuckled at the
standing joke of those times.

“G. T. T. Gone to Texas,” Shelby Lee
thought. He had left home fast and under
a cloud, all right. But it wasn’t any joke!

He hoped the man he had shot did not
die. And, as God was his witness, he’d
never have another affair with a double-
tongued woman. Lord, he was going to
miss the brandy juleps and the colored
boys who brought them to him, and the
cool veranda on his uncle’s plantation. But
one thing, put out with him as the colonel
was, the old man had furnished him money.
He wouldn’t have to work! And, by the
same token, he wouldn’t have to pack a
musket and have Mexicans shooting at
him !

Women! He never wanted to look at
another one . . . though that new uniform
would set him off. . . .

HE redhead, with his grin and the

glory of adventure shining in his eyes,
was two years younger than Shelby Lee.
His family name was O’Shane. Everyone
called him Irish, and that he was, from
the soles of his worn-out moccasins to the
spot where the cow had licked him. He
had just turned seventeen when he came
floating down the Mississippi on the flat-
boat that had brought him from his native
Tennessee.

He reached New Orleans, carrying with
him a letter from his sister Melissa, now
two years in Texas and married. The letter
was written from “5 miles below Gonzales,
on the Guadalupe,” and it said:

Dear Bro.

Your note rec’d & sad to hear about the
death of our step pa & hope he repented
before. But wish you would put off
comeing for it sure looks like trouble with
Mexkins (my husb. John rareing to go!)
He removed here at start of De W.itt
colonie & so was able to get more land
when we married. Mex gov't passed a
new law that no gringos as they call us
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can get free land now—but knoweing &
loveing you if you are stuborn as a mule
from Mo. will say if you do come our
empresario will find some way to fix you
up. Before the law of 30 a young man
with a nice gyrl got a whole sitio (over
4000 acres) think of it! You better wait
till Johm & boys lick them. Husb. baby
& all well & baby looks just like. . . .”

Irish O’Shane reached New Orleans the
13th of October. He wanted to see the
sights of that town, so he washed up as
best he could, slicked his cowlick. Couldn’t
siruce much. Moccasins worn-out, buck-
skins wet. Wicked town. Better take
Butch and Bess along. . ..

With strange odors exciting him, yellow-
skinned girls smiling invitingly and rubbing
against him, he headed up-town. And even
in the New Orleans of that day people
turned to stare at the young man in greasy
buckskins, with the long rifle under his
arm and the eighteen-inch Bowie strapped
to his belt. He came opposite a building
brightly lighted, crammed with people.
Some man told him it was Bank’s Arcade,
but the name meant nothing to him. He
started on, when the man added, “They’re
organizing the New Orleans Grays. Boys
that’s going to Texas to help Sam Houston
whip the—Hey! What’s the rush?”

Irish shoved through the crowd, with
more than the exertion making his heart
pound. Texas! Sam Houston! Those
were fabulovs names to him. Ever since
the days wheui his sister Melissa had taught
him to spell out words, he had devoured
every printed scrap he could find that
mentioned Houston and Texas. For Texas
always had been his land of adventure, Sam
Houston, along with Old Hickory and
Davy Crockett, his boyhood hero of Ten-
nessee. Already, he could see himself in a
fine gray uniform magnificently stained
with crimson; he could hear Houston say-
ing, ‘“Suh, you are dying, but you led a
charge that old Texas will long remem-
ber!”

A waspish voice broke in on his heroic
imaginings. ' What do you want, lad? We
are busy here, as you can see.”

Irish woke to the fact that he had pushed
forward to where several men—elegant
gentlemen, to him—sat behind a long table.
He noticed now, too, that a number of
dandies were moving aside as if to avoid

contact with him and his greasy clothes.

“Well 7" the voice said impatiently.

This man was sitting, so Irish couldn’t
size him up very handily. But he had keen
eyes and a stubborn face, and he spoke
with authority.

“I came to join the Grays,”” Irish blurted.
“I got me a Bowie and a rifle, right here.
Old Butch and Bess. And I know how to
use ‘em. Somebody said Cap'n Bob Mor-
ris—"’

“I'm Captain Morris, the keen-eyed
man interrupted him. ‘“We’re about full
up, but—what do you think, Shelby?”’ He
turned to the dark, immaculate young man
at his right, who sat with the muster rolls
before him. “He’s a pretty rough-looking
customer, ragged as a scarecrow. DBut
pretty feathers don’t make a fighting man,
you know.”’

Lieutenant Shelby ILee, not yet in uni-
form, stared at O'Shane. “Butch and Bess,
eh? I suppose you've shot a lot of rabbits,
skinned out many a coon. And that makes
you a fighting man!”

Some of the dandies tittered ; this young
lieutenant was quite a wag. Good connec-
tions, too! .

O’Shane missed none of this. “Yes,” he
satd stoutly. “And, devil take yo’ eyes, I
¢’'n skin you out’n that purty coat befo’
you can say eawn bread!”

He dropped his right hand to the handle
of old Butch, and Shelby Lee, his black
eyes glittering, half rose from his chair.
Then he dropped back, sighing.

“You see, Captain? Like the colonel al-
ways says, it’s the blood that counts,
whether it’s in a race horse, a game
rooster, or a fighting man. What kind of
discipline could we expect, with uncouth
fellows like that ?”

“I suppose you’re right, Lee,” the cap-
tain agreed reluctantly. “Davy Crockett
and Jim Bowie didn’t come from such—
but I see you're right in this instance. I'm
sorry, lad. We have no place for you.”

O’Shane swallowed. He blinked his blue
eyes against a sudden, unaccountable mist.
Then he had to make one more try.

He said, “Look, Captain. I know I ain’t
much spruced up. Been on the river, seems
like, since Hector ate the pup. But my
folks was fightin’ men befor’ ever they

come over from the old—"
“My good lad,” Shelby Lee said, “you
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heard what Captain Morris said. “We
have business to attend to. Will you leave,
or shall T have the men throw you out?”

A bitter sob burst frem the boy’s throat.
He was hurling himself forward when men
grasped his arms. He slung them off, and
more men grabbed him. His long rifle, the
proudest of his possessions, clattered to the
floor.

“Damn you, Shelby Lee!” he panted.
“T’ll go to Texas. I'll see you there. And
when I do—"

They rushed him toward the front door.
Old Bess was back there on the floor by
the recruiting stand. Shelby Lee was back
there. The last thing he heard, before the
young hot-bloods tossed him into the street,
was the suave, deprecating voice of Shelby
Lee.

“You see, Captain?”’

CHAPTER TWO
Looie Without Braid

IEUTENANT Shelby Lee cut a fine

figure in his new uniform. One white-
mustached old gentleman, watching him
board ship with his company, Captain Bob
Morris commanding, gave a nostalgic sigh.
“Ah’ll declah, he’s the spittin’ image.
Almost makes me wish his uncle, the
C'nel, and me had the Battle of New
Orleans to fight over again. Now, there,
gentlemen, was a fightin’ man. . . .”

A few days later the steamer sighted the
wooden green Texas coast. A few days
after that, while the ship was being
searched, Captain Bob Morris was calling
his new lreutenant a lot of things, but
“spittin’ image’’ was not one of them. The
lieutenant could not be found.

Meanwhile, Irish O’Shane had spent his
last dollars for a small journal and a mare
mule of Spanish descent, wicked both of
eye and disposition. He named the mule
Hepsebeth, after a maiden aunt of his—
God rest her bones—and by the time he had
crossed the Sabine into Texas, by way of
Gaines’ Ferry, he hadn’t decided which
was the more stubborn. He confided to
his journal, “See now why neither got
maried. . . . Still raining.”

He found Captain Gaines, who owned a
tavern as well as the ferry, to be a hos-
pitable man—within limits. The elderly

captain fed him on corn pone and side
meat, built up a good fire in the huge fire-
Elace, and then, when Irish admitted to
eing a Democrat, a Jackson man and an
admirer of Sam Houston, his host grabbed
up a poker and ran him out into the rain,
Said the Journal: “Spent cold night in wet
stall with Hepsie . . . Never talk politiks
with a stranger, partikler a John Quincy
Adams man.”

It kept raining. And this was El Camino
Real—the King’s Highway—two miserable
ruts that led in a southwesterly direction,
across flooded creeks and through a wil-
derness of post oak, hickory, pecan and
loblolly pire. One gloomy afternoon, as he
approached the Trinity, a forlorn traveler
on a dejected mule, he broke through a
thicket of underbrush and scrubby trees,
mournfullv festooned with Spanish moss,
and Hepsebeth abruptly planted her feet,
her ears went forward and she lifted her
head with surprising alertness.

To the left of the boggy ruts they had
been following, a partial clearing had been
made, and in it stood a clapboarded cabin
surrounded by girdled, dead live oaks.
Smoke came from the cabin’s two stone
chimneys; all seemed peaceful, except for
an occasional rumble of thunder. Still, when
Irish kicked his heels into Hepsebeth’s
flanks, she refused to budge.

Irish was wet and miserable, the cabin
was inviting. He gritted, “Hepsie! Now,
you lissen to me, you miserable crcss be-
tween a long-eared—"’

Right then was when he began to long
for his Kentucky rifle, He saw the bronzed
figures over to his right, like shadows in
the brush, and he thought regretfully of
his Tennessee home. One big Indian, in
buckskins, with a feather stuck in his hair,
rose and stared in his direction, and a
peculiar tingle ran along Irish’s scalp. It
was either turn and run, or make a break
for the cabin. And Hepsebeth would go in
neither direction.

“Hepsie,” Irish declared, “I ain’t no
deserter, but right here is where you and
me part comp’ny.” He was swinging a leg
over when a sight so strange that it made
him blink came before his eyes.

A little long-eared Spanish mule, that
might have been Hepsie’s twin, trotted
smartly into view, past the far end of the
cabin. Behind the mule, holding onto a
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halter rope, strode a dark-haired man in
what looked like once might have been
some kind of gray uniform. Behind the
man came a girl in a blue dress, with the
yellowest hair Irish had ever seen, holding
before her a shovel upon which some coals
smouldered.

The Indians, squatted in the brush like
partridges, set up a caterwauling. The
man in gray stopped, the mule stopped,
and the ycllow-haired girl handed the man
the shovel. He motioned for her to go back,
but, like Hepsebeth, she refused to budge.

Irish forgot his danger. The Indians for-
got their bows and dogwood switches. As
their heads popped up im curiosity, the
brush began to bristle with feathers.

Strapped lengthwise of the mule’s back,
pointing past its long ears, was a metal
cylinder about as long as Irish’s leg and as
big around as his thigh. The man held the
shovel of coals near the rear of the cylinder.
Irish saw one grinning Indian put thumb
to nose in a derisive gesture that he certain-
ly hadn’t learned from his forefathers.
Then flame and sound burst from the
cylinder. It and mule both became a pin-
wheel—and Hepsebeth stampeded.

By the time Irish got his mule under
control, there was not an Indian in sight.
Hep sebeth trotted up and gazed inquiringly
at the mule that lay on its back, atop the
brass four-pounder, and when the dark-
haired man in the tattered gray uniform
gave the recalcitrant creature a vigorous

kick in the ribs, both Hepsebeth and the
down mule snorted.

The man looked up at Irish.
sit there! Can’t you lend a hand?”

“I told you,” Irish said. “I didn’t think
it’d be this soon, but I told you I'd see you
in Texas, Lee.”

He got down and Lee straightened,
frowning.

THIS Shelby Lee might have been a cari-

cature of the dapper lieutenant who had
boarded the steamer at New Orleans. His
uniform hung like scarecrow rags. His
boots were so worn-out that mud and sand
came through the holes and got between
his toes. His money was gone; he never
had felt so miserable in the whole of a
sheltered and indolent lifetime. Once, he
had gone without food for so long that he
found himself wolfing down a settler’s fat

“Don’t just

bacon, greens, corn pone, and good water.

At Indianola, where he had parted com-
pany with the New Orleans Grays, he had
purchased a saddle horse and gear. He had
headed for Nacogdoches, thinking to put
as many miles between iimself and the war
zone as possible. Then he had run into a
bunch of howling savages called the
“Kronks.” In a way, he had been lucky.
The Kronks had taken his horse and money,
but he had escaped with the hair still on
his head—thanks to God and the darkness
and some fast footwork. But he bore a
wound over his short ribs, where an arrow
had nicked him, that would trouble him for
some time to come. And he bore an abiding
and bitter grudge against Texas and all
its people. *

The very thought of that bull-train
freight outfit, that he had hooked up with,
made him sick. They must have crossed a
million creeks, and not one v.ith any bot-
tom! Till the day he died, he was quite cer-
tain, he would wear callouses on his shoul-
ders from heaving against those big wooden
wheels. The day they hit Doe Run Creek,
near Washington-on-the-Brazos, where one
cart went clear out of sight, was when Shel-
by quit the freighting business. That was
some fifty muddy miles and ten flooded
creeks to southward of this cabin on the
Trinity—a distance Shelby Beaumont Lee,
sometime lieutenant of the New Orleans
Grays, had covered on foot.

Texas! They could give it back to the
Mexicans. The only bright spot he found
in it was that young woman with the
clean-limbed body of a thoroughbred, eyes
clear and blue as the waters of the Mexico
Gulf and sunflower yellow hair. She excited
a man. If it wasn’t for that double-tongued
woman in Lexington; if she had bluer
blood to go along with her yellow hatir. . . .

Shelby couldn’t understand Sabina Col-
lins. When first he had set eyes on her,
yesterday morning, she had been dlggmg a
grave.

Shelby heard the rasping sound of the
shovel befnre he saw the girl. He had ap-
proached the Trinity by way of Spanish
Bluffs: he was soaked to the skin because

‘the ferry was abandoned, and he’d had to

use a log for a raft. He broke through
heavy underbrush, on the east bank, and
heard the shovel scraping. He must have
made a racket, for the next thing he knew



14 ~ STAR WESTERN

Sabina was staring at him. Her eyes were
so dark blue they looked black; and steady
and challenging as the rifle barrel she
pointed at him.

She said, “You sneakin’ redskin! Stop
right there, before I blow your gizzard
out!” Then she said, “Oh! I thought—"

So they stared at each other, a man and
a woman, in the Trinity River bottom
jungle, while the rain dripped mournfully
from moss-bearded trees. So might Ug
have gazed upon a woman, come on un-
expectedly, in a cave mouth—except that,
instead of a club and leopardskin, this
woman held a rifle and wore a homespun
dress that was too tight for her.

Shelby said, “I’'m no redskin, no matter
what I look like. Woman, put up that

ll'l

gun!

“Oh,” she said, “I—"" Then she dropped
the rifle, and tears popped into her eyes.

“Here,” Shelby said gruffly, “what are
you doing here? What’s that hole for?
Damn it, woman!”’

She told him, then, how a few days ago
her father had started to San Felipe, which
was Steve Austin’s settlement, on the
Brazos. They needed tallow and a candle
mold. Cow Collins figured to look for some
shoes for her. “See,” giving him a peek
at her bare toes. But mostly he wanted to
get the latest news about Sam Houston and
the Texas Army.

““Pa, he was a Houston man from the
grass roots down, and when he heard ru-
mors our boys captured San Antonio de
Bejar, without old Sam bein’ on hand, pa
was fit to be tied! Reckon you heard about
that. Maybe you got in on it—you look like
right smart of a fighteh.”

Shelby shook his head.

“Well, way we got it, Ben Milam yelled,
‘Who’ll follow old Ben into San Antone?’
And there was ten Mex’'cans to every
Texas boy! They followed old Ben and
took the place by storm. Mighty good man,
o’ Ben, mighty good man. Shot through
the chest, just when they got the Mex’cans
on the run. Poor old Ben . . . the New
Orleans Grays were there, and I thoug ht
maybe you, with that gray outfit.

An old uniform, Shelby murmured,
handed down from his father. “And what
about all this digging?”’

She wiped her eyes with her sleeve,
stooped to pick up the shovel. “I better get

on with it. Like ma used to say, before the
cholera morbus took her, “When the’s just
one ox it has to bear the load.” Brother
Cass and Brother Arch—one they call
‘Little Cow’—they’re down on the War-
loupe, with Houston’s army. And now the
damned Injuns have—have—"

Shelby made a clucking sound, and im-
mediately regretted it. For Sabina Collins,
at this unexpected kindness, let the shovel
drop, took two blind, staggering steps,
grabbed him fiercely and put her head
against his chest and bellowed.

““He ca-came home and f-fell off his mule.
All night I s-sat up and I p-prayed and was
scared the Injuns would come. I had to
p-push the arrow through and then he—
d-died. Oh, I wish I wasa man! I wish I
had every Injun and Mex’can in—"’

“There,” Shelby said, “I'm here. You're
not alone now. I'll—I better get on with
the digging.”

Early this morning, while at the river, he
had spotted bristling feathers—on the far
bank, praise the Lord—and he had re-
gamed the cabin’s shelter with perhaps half
a bucket of the water Sabina had sent him
to fetch. The Indians had crossed and all
day had skulked in the brush, occasionally
favoring the cabin with a flight of dogwood
switches. Old Cow Collins, with a thought
for just such a contingency, had built a log
corral onto the back of his cabin. There,
along with the old man’s mule, Shelby had
noted the small cannon, ‘“borrowed,” the
girl explained, from the Mexican garrison,
that time they had the trouble down at
Anahuac. And, well, there was the mule
and the cannon, a keg of black gunpowder,
some old trace chains that could be cut up
for shot. . ..

The Indians had scattered like quail, but
likely they would be back. And now here

was this red-headed young fellow, scowling
at him, his Irish face somehow familiar,

CHAPTER THREE
Indian Stronghold

GCDO I know you?”’ Shelby asked, meet-

ing scowl with scowl. “Or perhaps

you don’t llke the looks of my face.”
“I know you,” Irish said. “You’re not
wearin’ that fine coat with ruffles, now, so
I’ll just have to skin you out’'n the one you
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got on. You ready?” He grinned nastily.

“Ready?” Shelby said—and right then
was when the tree fell on him.

It must have been a tree. Surely nothing
of less weight could have flattened him
so handily! And to make a bad matter
worse, he had to fall within range of his
flying artillery—that damned mule, on her
side and too stubborn to get up—and she
kicked him with both heels. Shelby got up
slowly, with what dignity he could muster.

““She ought to of brayed,” Irish O’Shane
said solemnly. Sabina snickered. Shelby
Beaumont Lee spoke with that same meas-
ured politeness he once had heard the
colonel use, under somewhat similar cir-
cumstances,

“Suh, if you were a gentleman it would
be yo’ choice of weapons. But no Lee,
from Kentucky, ever stooped so low—?"’

““That,” Irish put in, “sounds reas’nable.
Never saw any critter stoop lower, ‘less’n
it was a shoat rootin’ for acorns! You
ready, Lee? Heah I come ag’in!”

Shelby was in a predicament. He could
use a sword or a dueling pistol—a gentle-
man’s weapons; but the colonel hadn’t
drilled him in such a low art as fisticuffs.
No, firmness was the word—the way the
colonel handled his colored boys.

“Look here, suh!” Shelby said. “Plain
hoss-whippin’ 1s too good for you! I've got
a mind—"

A gentleman never gave ground, and
Shelby would never have admitted to doing
so; nor that he was relieved when Sabina
Collins took a hand in the situation. One
moment, a flaming-haired young fellow was
coming toward him, all ruffed up like an
angry tomcat. The next, Sabina’s yellow
head had come between them.

“You boys quit it!” she commanded.
““Shelby, cut that fool cannon from off that
mule animal’s back. And you”’—to Irish—
““get your critter behind the cabin, in the
stockade, before those plagued Injuns come
back!”

“Yessum,” Irish said, and started Hepse-
beth toward the cabin.

Rt

Irish wrote in his journal, “Would of
licked him but gyrl with hair like buter
stoped me. . . . With gyrl like her could get
sitio of land. Rememb. to tell Melissa.
Expekt trouble with S. Lee.”

The three spent that night in the cabin.

There were two rooms with a dogtrot be-
tween; which poised a problem. Sabina,
her nerves jumpy, solved this neatly.

“Just two ways Injuns could get in,”
she told them. “Irish, you put your pallet
theah in the trot facin’ east, and Shelby,
you put yo’s facin’ west. I'll sleep in be-
tween, with pa’s old rifle. That way it'll
be handy for whichever needs it.”

It appeared, though, that none of them
was sleepy. They made down their pallets,
and after a time Sabina said to the dark-
ness, “Come morning, I'm going to saddle
pa’'s mule and head for Gonzales. Maybe
find brother Cass and brother Arch—that
was Little Cow. Guess he’s plain cow, now.
Long trip for a lone female, mighty long
trip. But when the ox is in the ditch, as ma
used to say. . ..

She let her voice trail wistfully; and
after a time Irish growled, “You won’t go
by yourself. Come to think on it, that’s
where I'm a-headin’. Reckon sister Melissa
will be there. Her husband—that's John
Dickson—he won’'t. He’ll be out fightin’
Mex’cans, John will. What I aim to be
doin’, soon’s I can git me a rifle and join
up with some good outfit. I had a good
rifle! Old Bess was the deadest-shootin’—"’

“Now, Irish,” Sabina chided gently—
with a new warmth in her voice, Shelby
noted. “Allus rufflin’ yo’ feathehs! What
you want is to find Sam Houston. Provi-
sional Govern’'ment elected old Sam Com-
mander-in-Ch<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>