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Аннотация
Kerrigan probably should have been satisfied with being free for the first time in two years - but he wasn't. To be freed in the custody of Colonel Tom Harrow was tantamount to being in prison. His every move would be watched - Harrow's paid gunmen would see to that - and pressure would be put on Kerrigan to reveal the whereabouts of the rich gold strike like that at now-abandoned Dalyville.
Lew Kerrigan had been framed to life imprisonment in the territorial prison at Yuma, not because he had killed Buck Havers over his attentions to blonde Kitty Anderson, but because Harrow had wanted the gold claim of Lew's friend, "Bear Paw" Daly.
Now Harrow was confident that the Indian Kadoba, Lew's cellmate in an Arizona dungeon these past two years, knew the source of the gold that "Loco" and his Apache band continued to bring in in exchange for Harrow's smuggled guns. As soon as he could find out what Kerrigan had learned from Kadoba, Lew would be killed.
How Lew, with the help of Kadoba, outwits "Colonel" Harrow on his gamble for gold and power - and saves the spirited Carlotta Wilkerson from becoming Harrow's wife - is the story of this dramatic Western novel by the author of "The Last Apaches."
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CHAPTER ONE
During the late afternoon hours large white clouds began to form in ominously boiling platoons over the Gulf of Lower California, drawing up heavy loads of precipitation from the undulating swells of the wind-disturbed salt waters below. In the night blackness they moved slowly northward like well-fed cows plodding ponderously homeward from pasture, long overdue and with heavy udders swinging. Converging into a solid front over Arizona's arid southern wastes, they unloaded amid ear-shattering thunder and lightning flashes; then, gathering their forces, lumbered on farther to the north.
It was the first big rain of early September; the wet blanket before the passing of the months until the coming of Ghost Face. Winter.
The Colorado River, rough and angry now because of slashing brown waters fed in by the rain-hit Gila tributary, had begun to rise; and, as always, Yuma's main street turned from tire and hoof-powdered dust into soggy mire and muddied boardwalks.
In the territorial prison, on a bald caliche rise northwest of town, the hard-packed, rocky yard lay drenched.
Lew Kerrigan hadn't slept much that hot September night. A man usually didn't the last hours before release. You could lie there on a dank straw bunk in the pitch-blackness, listen to the muted rumble of water growing in volume; hear the steady creak-creak of mooring lines holding bobbing Southern Pacific Company river boats to the crude wharves, and try to figure out why release from prison was coming so unexpectedly.
Why, in fact, it should come at all after a man had served only two years of a life sentence at hard labor for killing a buck-toothed young "town marshal," one Buck Havers, up north at old Fort Pirtman. Something wasn't right.
The unexpected summons to the office of Elia Mangrum, the warden, had not sent him back to his wheelbarrow amid the sweating work gang fired with elation. It might have been that way with others among the murderers and plain desperadoes, and even those serving light sentences, but no elation had come to the quiet man who had shot dead the hulking Havers to protect the girl Kerrigan planned to marry, lovely Kitty Anderson.
Kerrigan had left the warden's office with a strong sense of caution overriding the knowledge that he was being paroled to "Colonel" Tom Harrow, the man he'd sworn to kill if he could ever make good a planned escape.
Something about Harrow's intervention after two years of ignoring him didn't fit. The Territorial Governor was "paroling" Kerrigan to Harrow; overriding a sentence handed down by a U.S. District Court, and that meant bribery. Nothing from Kitty since her letters had ceased abruptly six months before. Nothing from Clara Thompson, the widow of a cavalry captain, now running a boarding house near the old military cemetery where her husband lay buried.
Not a word from Harrow those two years in answer to Lew Kerrigan's letters, not even a visit from Tom yesterday. But then the "Colonel" was a rich and respected man in the territory now, and likely he couldn't smudge his new standing among Arizona's prominent men by visiting a man who had thrown a gun and thrown it fast.
Not a thing had happened, unless you could except the speculative look in the bloodshot eyes of Wood Smith, the heavy-drinking head prison guard. Smith had become civil, almost cordial, for a change.
Now, as day began to break soggily, Lew Kerrigan heard the rattle of a light chain near him in the darkness. He and Kadoba had talked about many things during the night; in the English Kerrigan had taught the Apache, in the Apache the Indian had taught his cellmate to while away nights, with a few Spanish words sprinkled in.
Talking while the chain rattled on the gesticulating Apache's unseen hands.
Outside the row of hillside dungeons, which faced west, Bud Casey, special night guard for Tough Row, rose from his chair beneath a hastily erected canvas fly, slapped disgustedly at the swarm of Anopheles mosquitoes newly hatched among the reeds, took down his night lantern and returned to the warden's office. Presently he and Wood Smith came slogging across the yard to Tough Row.
Smith had been drinking most of the night with Jeb Donnelly, the marshal, and his eyes showed the effects of it. His and Casey's huge keys began their familiar rattle along the row of iron doors, and with the first sound of the keys came the head guard's bellow:
"All right, you sons of bitches! Come out of there and line up for the count. Out pronto or I'll bust a few more sore butts this morning!"
Casey's big key twisted once and slid the bolt, and the heavy hinges, rusty and wet this morning, creaked as Lew Kerrigan stepped out. Out into a world in which he shortly would be free, if one could discount certain restrictions to be laid down by Thomas Harrow. And there would be conditions. After two years of silence from Harrow, you could bet on that.
The man wanted something from Kerrigan and he must want it pretty badly.
" 'Mornin', Lew." Bud Casey grinned a sandy-whiskered grin. "I never thought I'd see this one, but I've been looking forward to it all night long�since I first heard when I came on duty." He lowered his voice. "Watch out for Wood this morning, Lew. He's had a bad all-nighter in town with Jeb Donnelly, and I don't like the way he's acting. Strange as all get-out. And if he does happen to treat you like a white man this last mornin', then I'd be a damned sight more on guard after I got out of here!"
"Thanks, Bud," said Kerrigan, and stepped out into the mud. Moving toward the short line of the prison's worst from Tough Row, forming over there a few feet away, he saw the wiry figure of the Apache killer follow as far as the open doorway, chains still around ankle and wrist.
A knife in his slender hands had slashed open the throat of a woman, his adulterous squaw, and Kadoba had been doomed to spend the rest of his life in chains.
The Indian stood there alone, in filthy pants cut off at the knees and wearing moccasins almost in shreds after more than two years. Here was one able-bodied prisoner who did no man-killing toil; he remained on a fifty-foot length of light chain, the other end padlocked to a huge iron ring sunk deep into the mortar floor.
Chained like a vicious black wolf because guard and other prisoners alike were afraid of him. All except Bud Casey and the man who had nightly shared a cell with the Indian for two years, "Yew" Kerrigan.
Kadoba, watching, shook back the coarse black hair around his shoulders; the hair that Wood Smith had talked about in the warden's office one day two years ago, an hour after the Apache killer had been brought in manacled and weighted down with leg irons:
Hell no, Mr. Mangrum. Let's not cut his damned hair off. Leave it long so's he'll knot it tight around 'his neck some night and choke himself to death. No Apache of Loco's bronco band can stand a dungeon and chains very long. Let him kill himself and then the territory'll thank you for getting rid of one more of those black devils.
Kadoba hadn't knotted his long hair around his throat and killed himself. He had stood it. He'd taken Wood Smith's clubbings and all the rest of it because he was a smoky-eyed Apache bronco, and because he had found a strange friendship and understanding with a Pinda-Lick-O-Yi cellmate so different from other White Eyes.
The count of prisoners from Tough Row had begun, and almost immediately Wood Smith let out an angry bellow.
"Martinez! Come out of there, you sick faker! So you want to go back to the hospital again and eat eggs for breakfast, do you? I'll damn well give you something to get sick about!"
Around Smith's hairy right wrist was a slip-on buckskin thong, and dangling from the sweat-slick thong hung a long billy of brightly polished manzanita wood which the head guard habitually swung in a spinning circle. The club snapped up into Wood Smith's hard right hand as he slogged determinedly through more of the mud to a gaping doorway and peered inside.
His reaction was instant. He let out a disdainful grunt and came back. "Never mind old Martinez, Bud. He's here. Maybe his spirit ain't but his old carcass damn sure is. Not a bad day for us, Bud. A few more mornings like this one and we won't have to work so hard. One killer dead in his cell from sickness and we turn Lew Kerrigan loose in parole custody of Colonel Harrow. Not bad at all," and Smith laughed.
With the count completed and cells sloshed down with buckets of water to counteract the fetid air, Kerrigan took his place in line with the others from Tough Row. Smith came up, club spinning a circle once more, and stopped behind Lew Kerrigan.
"Some lucky break for you, eh, Kerrigan?"
"I'm not complaining," Lew said.
"Well, I should hope not! Otherwise, some morning twenty or thirty years from now we'd be dragging you out like old Martinez and planting you deep under the caliche down there in the Point by the riverbank."
Kerrigan waited for the lock step to breakfast to begin. But Smith apparently had something on his mind.
"Maybe I shouldn't have treated you so rough, Kerrigan," he said, "but some men are just plain stubborn. Take you now: you brought it on yourself. I always wondered what you and that damned Apache killer jabbered about so much nights. From what I hear, there ain't a one of them in the whole country who don't know where there's plenty more free gold like Colonel Harrow found up north in Apache country two years ago. I always did sorta figger that Kadoba might have told you where more of it is, the two of you bein' cellmates and in for life, anyhow. But you had to play tight-lipped, so I had to play rough. Like I said, some prisoners are just plain stubborn�"
The blow came from behind with terrific force.
More than two feet of polished brown wood cut a numbing streak of hellish fire across Kerrigan's seat, causing violent and abrupt reaction inside his empty stomach. The sickness from it erupted into his throat, bile sour. He retched hard and then retched again, and his legs began to tremble.
"Hold on there, Wood," Bud Casey protested mildly. "Lew'll be out of here as soon as the warden comes up. There wasn't any call for that a-tall."
"You better keep your trap shut, Bud, if you want the job I'll be resigning one of these days pretty soon," the head guard advised. "One word from me to Mangrum that you're too soft on these cell birds and the job's gone."
Standing behind the frozen men from Tough Row he grinned almost lazily at Kerrigan's back. "That was a little too much to resist this mornin', Kerrigan. Just a little goodbye rememberer so's you'll not forget ole hard-workin' Wood Smith when you get out and go downtown this mornin'. Sure, I know what's in your mind. It's in all of them the last mornin' when they leave. But you won't be doin' what you're thinking, Kerrigan. You'll be just like the others. You'll find Jeb Donnelly waitin' to have a few words to say real nicelike. You ain't forgot how Jeb worked up here as guard for awhile last year, eh? He swatted your butt a few times himself, now didn't he?"
Kerrigan made no answer. He'd seen this thing happen to other men on the last morning. A freed man, limping in pain, going downtown to find a tough marshal waiting to order him to keep going or get another beating.
And Wood Smith was deliberately baiting him, Kerrigan knew; waiting for words that would bring the gripped club into action again. His big face was flaming with more than early-morning whiskey flush now.
"Maybe you sorta figgerin' on squaring up with Jeb, too, hey?" Smith's voice came again. "Now that's what you was thinkin', wasn't it, Kerrigan?"
No reply.
The club smashed again, the pain of it more sickening than ever. "Answer me, damn you!"
"Cut it out, Wood!" Bud Casey said angrily.
"Answer me, Kerrigan!"
"I've no quarrel with the marshal if he'll keep out of my way," Lew Kerrigan answered quietly.
"Out of your way? I'll damn well fix it where he can get in your way and you won't do a thing about it, cell bird!"
The club began to crash. No more against the buttocks. It struck hard against Lew Kerrigan's right shoulder. Hellish pain tore through the muscles and rained downward through biceps and triceps, all the way to the elbow. Smith finally finished, panting in rage and short-windedness, and bawled at the men to face right.
On legs trembling so badly he could hardly stand Lew Kerrigan stumbled along, his hands on the shoulders of the man in front of him. He needed their support.
Bud Casey was out in the yard when Kerrigan emerged from the tin-roofed mess hall with food for the Apache. Casey fell in alongside, and though he said nothing his glance was sharp when he looked sidewise at the prisoner.
"I was afraid of something like that, Lew," he finally said, and closed the door as Kerrigan carried breakfast in to the Indian for the last time.
Kadoba sat as he usually sat, back against the mortar wall, knees drawn up.
"So now you are a free man again, Yew," he said, speaking in a garbled mixture of three tongues.
"When the Giver of All Things rises and the Nantan viene aqui. Maybe three hours."
"You talk much last night when you sleep poco. Call out name of a squaw Kitty and talk about a White Eyes. 'I gonna kill you, Harrow.' Who this Harrow you zas-tee, Yew?"
"Pinda-Lick-O-Yi. He took my part of much gold and gave me to the White Eyes law to be hanged. Now he frees me."
The Apache looked puzzled. He'd looked puzzled in the pitch-black darkness last night and said murmuringly, "The White Eyes are a strange people who walk a strange path."
"Enyah!" Kerrigan said, and indicated the food. But Kadoba ignored it.
An inner excitement had begun to grip the Indian. He lifted his left foot by the chain around his bare ankle. With an index finger he made sawing motions across the wide but thin band of iron riveted to the end of the long chain.
"You get me knife with teeth, Yew. I go with you. Teach you how to hang him by the feet from a tree and burn him like Apache burn hunters of yellow iron."
Kerrigan couldn't help smiling. This slender, boyish-looking Indian of perhaps twenty-six had done no wrong in the eyes of his people. He had been taught from babyhood that all other human beings were enemies to be killed; to protect the young and the aged�to hunt and steal food and warm winter clothing for them.
Their laws said it was just and right to hack off the nose or kill the young squaw who had shared her loins with another Indian, and he'd followed those laws. He had cut her throat quickly and painlessly, with a single slash of a knife blade.
Simple generic laws, harsh but quite just to the Apache code of life. So different from the foolish law of the White Eyes who now ruled over most of the bands of Apacheria. Judge Eaton up at Globe, Arizona's notorious "Hanging Judge," had shown "mercy." Because Kadoba was but "an untutored young savage," he'd received a mere life sentence as a good lesson to other Apaches trying to follow their own laws instead of the white man's new ones.
"You cannot escape from here, amigo" Kerrigan said simply. "Too many guards. Many guns. And the river. No man can cut the waters. The pools swirl around and around in circles and catch a man and hold him in their arms. Sometimes many days later the man is found in the same whirlpools, dancing around and around in the Last Dance in the arms of the water."
"Send me knife with teeth," the Apache hissed.
The hinges creaked again and light flooded in from outside as Bud Casey swung back the unlocked door. He was silent as he locked the Apache in again, his sandy-colored face sober.
He turned to Kerrigan, heavy key ring dangling. "Come on, Lew. Let's get on over to the storeroom and get your stuff. I'm worried."
They walked through the gummy mud of the yard and Kerrigan said, "Why?"
"Because," Casey replied grimly, "that's the first time I ever saw Wood Smith try to break a man's gun arm the morning of his release."
"I thought for a few minutes it was broken. I won't be able to use it much for a week."
"Something about this whole deal is fishy, Lew. If somebody is out to get you, Wood was in on the deal and did his part a little while ago. Hell of it is," Bud went on, "if they get you, you're six feet under. And if you ever throw a gun again, even to defend yourself, they'll bring you back here. And I'll have to supervise the building of the scaffold they'll hang you from."
"They'll never hang me," Lew Kerrigan said harshly.
"Three other men I know of thought that same thing, Lew. They're down there on the Point below the prison, under six feet of caliche. Right close by where old Martinez will be planted this morning."


CHAPTER TWO
The storeroom was a square, heavily barred affair in the southwest corner of the high-walled yard, and directly south of the warden's office. Casey unlocked another iron door leading in from the prison yard and led the way inside. Full daylight came in through the bar-protected windows and the damp, unused air gave off a faintly musty odor. In the distance the wet mooring ropes creaked and the paddle-wheel boats rocked up and down under the rolling swell of the turgid waters.
Casey turned from a large wooden cabinet in the corner with a card in his hand. He pointed to a warbag with a saddle and bridle beside it on a wide shelf and said, "Over there."
He replaced the card and seated himself on an empty packing case. "Lew, Arizona's territorial laws ain't worth a damn four hundred yards from here, on the California bank of the river. Why don't you hide out until I get off at eight and then let me hunt up a Yuma Indian ferryman and get you across the river?"
"I'm in 'parole' custody to Colonel Harrow, remember, Bud?" Kerrigan almost grinned, opening his warbag.
"You'll at least be a free man. You ain't the type to bend under another man's hand."
"You never spoke a more truthful word in your life, Casey," Lew Kerrigan said, jerking open the drawstrings of the canvas bag containing his "possibles."
Casey sighed and reached for tobacco and papers. "Maybe the sheriff who brought you down here from up north two years ago has a few ideas on what's in the wind. Your guns and money came along last week."
Kerrigan was stripping off his prison shirt. He sat down and began to unlace the iron-hard prison shoes. "Joe Stovers is square. It was his testimony that got me off with a life sentence instead of hanging. It almost broke Judge Eaton's heart to do it, and he told me so in court. He's a Bible-quoting old devil who believes, or pretends to believe, that God sent him to clean out the north part of the territory of every man who ever had to throw a gun for any reason. I've got Joe to thank for being here this morning instead of down there on the Point."
He shed the remainder of his prison clothes and showered from a bucket-operated water stall in a corner. He put on first the worn brown Stetson, crimping it into a sharp "Montana" peak. The jeans and shirt fitted his lank frame a bit loosely now, and the boots were almost too tight. The weight of wheelbarrow loads of dirt and rock had caused his feet to spread inside the ill-fitting prison shoes.
His arm ached more than ever by the time he finished dressing and began to soften up whisker stubble with coarse soap and cold water. Bud Casey had finished his smoke and was yawning, arms stretched above his head.
"Damn it, Lew, if you won't jump the river� if you're determined to stick your head into a wire noose like a rabbit in a trail snare, go down to meet them on a good horse. There's a California horse buyer around town, fellow named LeRoy. Now if you'll�" He looked at Kerrigan busy lathering his cheeks and said, "Ahhh, hell!" in disgust.
Kerrigan said over his shoulder, "Bud, I want you to do something for me. It's Kadoba. You cell with a man for two years, even if he is an Apache, and you grow to like him because he's become a friend you can trust. So when I get my money this morning I'm going to leave a hundred dollars and a few little things at the Big Adobe Store I want you to pick up. Sneak him a big chunk of half-roasted beef now and then. Get him some horse hair for making hackamores you can sell for tobacco money for him. He never should have been tried by Judge Yeager Eaton, but by military authorities at Globe. But the old Bible-quoting hypocrite bulled his way in and showed 'mercy' when he gave him life, where the military boys would have sent him to Alcatraz Rock for a couple of years."
"Leave the money," Bud Casey said, yawning after twelve hours of night duty. "I can feed him nights when everything is all quiet."
Elia Mangrum, a political appointee in a graft-ridden administration in the capital at Tucson, drove up from town in his buggy and turned it over to a Mexican trusty. The territory's population was 30,114, and Mangrum was busy enlarging the newly started prison. Arizona was notorious as a sanctuary for fugitives fleeing California and other vigilantes committees.
Mangrum came in through a hallway built like a mine tunnel and found Lew Kerrigan lounging in a chair in the office, saddle and bridle and warbag on the mortar floor beside him.
Mangrum sat down at his desk without speaking; a man in his middle forties with brown hair spit-curled down over his temples. His mustache drooped a full two inches down over his mouth, and it pleased him to have people say he resembled Wyatt Earp, the famed peace marshal up in Kansas.
He said curtly, "Kerrigan, two years ago you had a small ranch and a hundred head of cattle up in the northern part of the territory near the old abandoned military post of Fort Pirtman. You shot to death a town marshal over a woman named Kitty Anderson. I might as well tell you I stopped her letters and others to you some time back. I didn't want a young woman like that eating her heart out over a lifer," he added sourly. "At any rate, after you fled the law and went to Colonel Harrow's place, Sheriff Joe Stovers finally ran you down. You appeared before Circuit Judge Yeager Eaton, the finest magistrate in the territory for dealing harsh justice to lawless men such as yourself. Instead of hanging you, he sent you down here to serve a life sentence at hard labor. I have been following the court's edict to the letter."
"No doubt about that," Lew Kerrigan said bitingly. "And with the capable aid of Wood Smith's bottle and billy."
"Don't get funny with me, Kerrigan," Mangrum snapped coldly. "You might find yourself back in here sooner than you think. And if it happens, you'll find out soon enough that I have a long memory. Colonel Harrow is waiting for you at the hotel. It is the Colonel's impression that you might be leaving prison with the sole purpose in mind of killing him. I want to know what's in your mind."
"The conditions of my so-called parole to Tom Harrow," Kerrigan answered coolly. "I don't know how much he paid and who he paid it to. It was my money he handed out so generously anyhow. What are those conditions from the Territorial Governor?"
Mangrum's clean-shaven face flushed angrily. "The Colonel has felt all along that the sentence was unjust. He had to wait two years until feeling cooled down before he could make a successful attempt in your behalf. It worked. He wants you freed into his custody to keep you from going on a rampage, as so many men embittered by prison do. They come out hating the world and ready to lash out in any direction. The Colonel says you're too good a man for that. You're in his custody until he feels you're on the right track again. It's as simple as that, Kerrigan."
He rose to his feet, unlocked a small side door to a vault, and stepped inside. He came back almost immediately carrying a small canvas sack with a numbered tag tied around the neck. Jerking loose the bowknot, he dumped out the contents on his desk and nodded to Kerrigan.
A few dollars in silver, a long-bladed jackknife, a shiny leather purse. In thin-lipped silence, Lew Kerrigan counted the money in the purse and began to pocket his belongings. Mangrum had sat down again as though that was all.
Kerrigan's thin voice cut the silence. "Didn't you forget something, Warden?"
"I don't think so."
"You forgot the guns Joe Stovers sent along with this money a week or so ago."
"I don't remember anything in the papers about giving them to you. Now look here�"
"Stovers must have known, or he wouldn't have sent them to me," Kerrigan cut in again, still harsh. "I want my guns even though I won't be able to use them for awhile. Wood Smith tried to break my right arm with his club this morning and almost did. Get my guns for me, Warden!"
And Mangrum, strangely enough, did so without speaking another word. He returned with a .45-90 repeating rifle in one hand and a heavy cartridge belt in the other. Half the loops were filled with brass and lead for the larger weapon, the others, .44's for the worn six-shooter, he chucked into the dusty, covered sheath. Kerrigan slung on the protective belt, the unaccustomed weight heavy upon his hip.
The warden reluctantly stuck out his hand. "I'm supposed to lecture a man and shake hands with him when he leaves, Kerrigan. But I won't waste words on a man like you. If you follow the inclinations I suspect in your mind, you'll eventually end up back here again. Next time, Kerrigan, it won't be a life sentence. It'll be a new hangman's scaffold out there in the yard and then another grave down there on the Point."
Kerrigan looked at the warden and then cocked the repeater into its saddle boot and swung the gear to one shoulder. Pain went through his brutally bruised right arm as he bent and lifted the warbag, holding it clear of the floor. The warden walked with him as he carried his belongings through the tunnel-like hallway and outside to where the Mexican trusty, the warden's rig put away under a shed, now waited stoically with a one-horse prison hack.
"I hope I don't see you back here, Kerrigan."
Mangrum said after the gear was loaded and Kerrigan had climbed up to the seat.
"You won't, Mangrum," Lew Kerrigan said significantly.
The rig creaked out through the wall gate and fell into wet tracks made by the warden's buggy. Kerrigan glanced up at a section of new wall he had sweated to help build, back of which lay an Apache Indian chained in a dungeon.
He thought, So long, Kadoba. You're more white than some white men I could name.
And then the realization came over him suddenly that he was a free man. For some strange reason he found himself taking it casually, as though he'd always known that someday he'd have made it over the walls and across that unswimmable river anyhow. His thoughts swung not to Harrow and the meeting with him this morning, but to Kitty Anderson up north. Perhaps Mangrum had thought himself right in stopping her letters. But he hadn't known Kitty and what such a blow could have done to her.
He wondered about Clara Thompson, too, up there alone in her boarding house in old Fort Pirtman, in front of which he had killed Havers, in a gun fight before the eyes of both Kitty and Clara. You could never tell what a proud, lonely woman like Clara was thinking. Maybe her cavalry captain husband, buried in a carefully tended grave near her home, would know.
He shook away such thoughts and turned his attention to the town below.
The muddied hack wheels crunched on down the slope and came into the mire that was Yuma's main street, and Lew Kerrigan directed the stolid Mexican to drive to a large adobe building, its high, long porch awning built out over the boardwalk for pedestrian street shade.
The old flea-bitten mare sawed over and Kerrigan stepped down from wheel hub to thick planking. The movement caused the worn gun-sheath to twist out of place. With the instinct of years, Lew's hand automatically dropped and straightened it over a much worn spot on the right hip of his jeans, and pain cut like a hot iron through his arm.
"Wait here," he said in Spanish to the black-faced trusty, and went into the fetid dampness of the Big Adobe Store.
For Kadoba he bought buckskin moccasins with curled toe rawhide soles, made and peddled by fat Yuma squaws on the reservation a mile west of the Colorado River, to replace the rotted shreds of footgear the Indian had worn since he'd been brought to prison. He piled on the counter tobacco and several pipes, cheese and sausages and other imperishable edibles, not forgetting to add, with a faint smile, a small bottle of castor oil the Apache taste craved like a white man long without a lemon or dill pickle.
The big chunks of fresh beef Bud Casey could buy and have his wife cook would be nothing short of heaven to the Indian. That much Kerrigan could do for one of the two men up there on the hill he could call friend. He sacked the purchases for Kadoba, paid for them, and then handed the clerk five goldbacks of twenty-dollar denominations.
He said, "Sometime today Bud Casey will pick up this money and that second package of food and stuff."
He picked up his own sack and started out. Just beyond the double doorway he came face to face with a man. Just another cowpuncher dressed in his Sunday best while in town, except for the mechanical, dark-faced smile and a slim brown hand hanging over a gun butt.
"Kerrigan?" he said softly. "I'm Ace Saunders, remember? I saw you up in the high country at the Colonel's place when you were hiding out after gunning Buck Havers two years ago."
"Don't tell me you're a friend of Havers," Lew Kerrigan said.
Saunders shook his head, still smiling. "I'm one of the drivers of Colonel Harrow's private coach, among other things. After the gold strike at Dalyville I rode shotgun on the Pirtman run."
Whatever the man wanted, the pain was still in Kerrigan's arm, and he knew he didn't have a chance. Years of habit had caused him to sling the .44 into its usual place at his right hip. He thought, too late now, that the gun should have been slipped inside his waistband, with the worn butt turned to the left.
"I remember you, Saunders, as another of the shady characters the 'Colonel' had around up there in the high country," Kerrigan replied shortly. "What's on your mind right now?"
"Colonel Harrow," the dark-faced gunman answered softly, "wanted to make sure you two have a talk before you leave. He's over at the hotel, waiting. I won't take your gun."
Kerrigan said thinly, "I know you won't, Saunders."
"No use for there to be any fuss. Nothing personal on my part�yet. Just a job for the man who pays me. Will you come peaceably?"
"I'll talk with him after I ride north."
"You'll talk with him now, amigo." There was an almost imperceptible shrug of the blue-shirted shoulders. "The Colonel has much influence with many people, including the law, in this town. You go with me peaceable or Jeb Donnelly brings a couple of men down and they carry you away from here feet first. Your move, mister."
Lew Kerrigan moved on past him, the gunman turning warily. But Kerrigan merely stepped to the prison hack and tossed his sack of supplies over beside the warbag and saddle.
"Take those to the hotel, the big new one three rooms high," he directed the mustachioed Mexican trusty. "Put them in the corral or stable, and leave them there for me."
The mare leaned forward into slow movement and Kerrigan turned and jerked his head curtly to the man Tom Harrow had sent to bring him in.
The massive figure of Jeb Donnelly, marshal and former guard up on the hill, emerged from a nearby doorway and casually fell in forty feet behind them.
They moved along the muddied boardwalk, eastward toward the end of the street and a three-story hotel already built to await the coming of the railroad between Los Angeles and El Paso. The sun was out, clear and hot, and already beginning its work of baking the soft wetness into hard surface crust. The gunman walked at Kerrigan's right, left hand close to Kerrigan's gun, right hand close to his own weapon. Behind them, Jeb Donnelly shuffled along as though on his way home after being up all night.
At the east end of the street they turned left and began skirting small water puddles in the raw graded roadbed to reach the big new hotel. In front of it stood an Abbott-Downing stagecoach with red body and yellow wheels. Something cold cut through Kerrigan when he saw the gold lettering on the door.
Colonel Thomas Harrow, Esq. Dalyville, Arizona Territory.
Six sleek black horses stood in soft leather harness adorned with white rings under the admiring eyes of two-score people on the high front porch. Waiting up in the driver's seat, his stubby fingers full of lines, sat a towheaded, cherubic-faced young driver.
He looked down at Kerrigan, read the story of his presence with the slim, dark Ace Saunders, and winked a grin at the gunman.
Saunders winked back at him and said with a friendly grin, "That's my saddle kick, Stubb Holiday, in case you don't remember him."
"I saw him a couple of times," Lew Kerrigan said.
"We came all the way down here atop with the Colonel and his bee-utiful fianc�e, Carlotta Wilkerson," a sardonic touch in the words, "all cuddled up below with fancy grub and a few bottles of shampanee. Personally, Kerrigan, I think you had better taste for looks in Kitty Anderson, and no offense meant. Miss Wilkerson is a Southern lady who came all the way out here to marry Harrow. He brought her down with him to meet the right people in Tucson, though 'showing her off' would be a better word for it. They're going to have a big wedding in the twenty-room house Harrow built on the ridge west of the gulch that's Dalyville since you went to prison. The Governor of the territory is coming up from Tucson."
"Interesting," Lew Kerrigan murmured. "Thanks for the information, Saunders."
"Not at all. I like to earn my pay. Go inside and up to the third floor. I'll be outside if you make trouble. Nothing personal, like I told you. Just walk up those steps casual-like about one ahead of me."
From the end suite on the top floor of the new hotel a slender man, a touch of grey along his carefully brushed temples and sideburns, stood gazing out the west window. From it Thomas Harrow could see the wet, unimaginative pattern of the simply slanted street roofs and, directly west, a new section of prison wall under construction over there on prison hill. He unclasped one hand, removed a thin black cheroot from his mouth, placed it in an ash tray on the desk, and resumed his pacing the length of the thickly carpeted room. The glow in the end of the cigar went out and turned to grey ash and Colonel Thomas Harrow paced on.
He stopped at the big desk long enough to pull open a drawer and examine the pistol he'd already examined twice. He smiled softly.
There had been that big victory at Bull Run early in the hostilities between North and South�and, or so everybody in the South believed, the war practically over. Only then had he been quick to leave his modest plantation and other men's wives and hurry into the thick of it, using a modicum of military-school background to obtain a Captain's commission.
But the war had not ended in a few more weeks; and after a month of hardship and privation, of watching one man killed in battle and two more die of wounds and disease, the man who now called himself Colonel Harrow had had enough. The Great Cause was lost. And afterward... what? Back to an anemic, barren wife and a now weed-grown plantation she had given him as a dowry?
Not for him.
In a driving rain he'd ridden out of the thick of a skirmish, remembering even now after the passing of the years how cold he had been. Heading west in the night to begin a new life under a new name. Texas showed him long-horned cattle without brands and with no buyers of hides and tallow. Plain-faced women in homespun doggedly plowing dry land he wouldn't have let one of his five slaves set foot upon�not even soft-bodied Bertha, of whom he'd grown tired and sold as a common field worker. The shells of burned-out sod homes where the arrogant Comanches and Lipan Apaches had left ghastly death and destruction.
Not for a gentleman plantation owner.
He wanted a quick fortune, in gold, and California officers who knew the Southwest had said it was down there in a thousand places. Like California itself in '49. War and greed have a way of callousing men, and from a tiny frontier bank in Nacogdoches the man who overnight had become Thomas Harrow obtained with his revolver a few hundred dollars in specie. Gold.
It had become a burning obsession by the time the long, heavily guarded ox train of two-wheeled carretas, with which he had been traveling by permission of a genial Spanish merchant, reached Santa Fe. There, at a trail's end baile given by the merchant to celebrate a hugely profitable journey safe from marauding Utes and southern Comanches, the flashing ankles and flirtatious black eyes of the merchant's pretty young esposa caught his own. He had fled Santa Fe for his life.
He left behind his pistoled host and a conscious-stricken young widow, her spurring vaqueros hard on his trail.
The long years of the Civil War came to a weary end, but the man now pacing the thick carpeting of his magnificent hotel suite had not yet found his hoped-for fortune in gold. A failure as a conscientious plantation owner, it had been inevitable that he would fail in a raw frontier country where iron will and brawn usually spelled the difference between wealth and prominence in the territory or lack of both. The following years found him living in the high country of northern Arizona, a country brought into being by Lincoln during the Civil War, owning a few crude cabins, gambling and drinking with men who knew firsthand about Vigilantes. Men who received no answers concerning the fresh horses some of them now and then needed.
Men like Ace Saunders and Stubb Holiday, who brought in the guns and cartridges sold at fabulous prices to bronco Apaches.
Six hundred dollars each for a rifle! One dollar per round for cartridges! In gold! Raw gold nuggets, the source of which only the Apaches knew and Thomas Harrow dared not ask.
Harrow's great hopes were almost a thing of the past when Lew Kerrigan rode in to his place, fleeing the law for killing Buck Havers�and Harrow had found the key to a great fortune laid in his hand.
Still pacing the floor, the man who now called himself "Colonel" Thomas Harrow heard a slight sound in the hallway outside the door to his suite. He moved swiftly and seated himself at the big desk a thoughtful management had provided for the use of such a prominent man.


CHAPTER THREE
In the hallway the man Ace stopped and said casually, "It's time to take your gun now, Kerrigan. You won't need it in there, because I'd only step in and kill you anyhow if you made trouble. If you still want to use it when you get back out here, I'll be very glad to let you have it back with the loads untampered. My job."
He was already slipping the gun from the worn sheath when a door opposite them opened and a woman emerged. An astonishingly beautiful woman. Her dress was of brown organdie, her shoulders square and tapering down from below the armpits to a slender waist, and then the dress flared out again in flowing lines over thighs probably developed from much horseback riding.
Her blonde hair beneath a small tricorne hat seemed to shine like ripened wheat even in the sunless hallway. She carried a dainty-looking sun umbrella more for style than practical use.
Her eyes widened ever so slightly as the heavy pistol was slipped from the sheath at Kerrigan's right hip.
"Howdy, Miss Wilkerson," Ace said imperturbably. "Getting ready to see the sights of Yuma? Couple of Southern Pacific* steamboats bouncing up and down at the landing with the river plenty high. The territory prison is just up on the hill above. They got some real bad whites, Mexicans, and an Apache or two in there, I hear."
* Author's note: In 1874 Southern Pacific bought most of the boats plying the Colorado River.
"Thank you, Ace," she murmured. "Is the coach ready?"
"Stubb's got it waiting in front of the hotel, Miss Wilkerson. I expect there'll be quite a few eyes start poppin' when you and that red coach with them six blacks roll through town."
"Thank you for the compliment, Ace, and putting the horses last. Is�is this the man Thomas came to Yuma to see?"
"This is him, all right. But you wasn't expected to see this part of it. He's just outa the territorial prison and you got to handle them accordin'."
Kerrigan saw a slight revulsion come into her face and he knew she was viewing him as some kind of a human mad dog. No telling, of course, what kind of story Harrow had concocted for her benefit. But one thing was certain: seeing him disarmed by Ace told her a part of that story.
She was studying his features; the quick glance of an intelligent woman toward a man she was instinctively afraid of. She viewed him as a hardbitten frontier man worlds apart from a woman like her; a man of whom she had heard much, all of it bad.
She saw a tight-lipped mouth, thin like the mouths of two manso Apache Indians she'd seen up north. An aquiline nose and, at the moment, the most piercingly impersonal brown eyes a woman had ever looked into.
"You're Mr. Kerrigan, aren't you?" she asked in a voice that was soft and cultured and which, under normal circumstances, probably was very musical.
To Kerrigan's surprise, she walked closer and extended a slim, white-gloved hand, grey eyes searching his harsh face. She was too faintly superior, he thought, and she stirred nothing inside of him even after two years without the sight of a woman. But she was too good to marry a man with a past such as Tom Harrow had put behind him, and he wondered fleetingly how much she knew about the man.
"I'm Lew Kerrigan, ma'am," he admitted with a brief nod, and touched the brim of his brown hat with the fingers of his left hand.
"I've but recently arrived in Arizona Territory from the deep South, Mr. Kerrigan, but I've heard your name. Clara Thompson up at Pirtman spoke kindly about you."
"Clara saw a husband brought back to her lashed head down over a cavalry horse with most of his face hacked away by Apache lances, ma'am," he said. "Such things have a way of tempering a woman."
He found himself removing his hat then, feeling suddenly strange and uncomfortable in the presence of this woman. She wasn't as beautiful as Kitty Anderson by any stretch of the imagination. She didn't look like she'd ever gone through what Clara had suffered. And the thought came to him quite suddenly that perhaps this meeting might have been carefully arranged by Tom Harrow, to soften Kerrigan up before their meeting.
The old chill of antagonism came into him and he put on his hat with an abrupt movement.
"I understand that for some reason in the past you hold considerable enmity toward Thomas," she said. "May I ask the nature of it?"
"It's personal, ma'am."
"I see," she replied softly. "Could I offer you my friendship on his behalf?"
He placed his left hand upon the doorknob, and his voice was as flat and cool as the fireless corn baking stone of an Indian woman. "I don't think after today you'll be wanting it, Miss Wilkerson."
He opened the door, closed it behind him, and saw Harrow seated at the desk. The man who had sent him to prison, the man he had planned to destroy.
He saw the immaculate suit of blue wool broadcloth, the grey temples and sideburns over freshly barbered chin, the thin, aristocratic nose above a briskly clipped mustache. This was no mountain country man; this was no longer a seller of guns and cartridges to Loco's bronco Apaches. Sudden wealth and prominence in Arizona mining circles had returned Harrow to the status of a suave Southern gentleman. Only Lew Kerrigan and possibly a very few others knew the man for what he actually was.
Harrow got to his feet easily and with the welcome smile Kerrigan had been prepared for, although he leaned stiff-armed with hands on the edge of the polished desk, above an open drawer. Lew Kerrigan noticed that, too.
"Hello, Lew," the mining tycoon greeted him pleasantly. "When I heard the noise in the hallway I wasn't sure whether it would be you coming to see me or Ace coming in to tell me you wouldn't be here. Needless to say, I'm glad it's you. Sit down, Lew."
"I haven't that much time," Kerrigan replied. "You seem to have regained the taste for nice things since our old strike paid off so rich."
"I know how you feel, thinking what you do," Harrow replied smoothly. "But I wish you'd sit down while I talk. How about a drink, Lew?"
"Maybe my own taste has undergone a change in the past couple of years," Kerrigan replied harshly. "Whatever you've got to say, let's hear it, Tom. I don't happen to be the ranting kind. I'm just a man who's had two years in prison to do some thinking. Seven hundred and thirty-odd nights in a pitch-black cell with an Apache Indian to do a lot of thinking. I used to feed an old one-armed prospector named Bear Paw Daly. The old grey-bearded fellow who wore a bear claw and skin on his left arm stub to scare the hell out of superstitious Apaches like Loco so he could prospect in their country without fear of being strung up by the heels and burned head down."
He paused a moment to let Harrow know what was coming.
"I was up at your place to hang out for a few weeks after killing Buck Havers. All I wanted was to let the law cool down, catch Joe Stovers out of town, pick up Kitty and be on our way back to Texas and a new life back there among my own people. I was safe up there with you in the one place Joe Stovers, knowing me as he did and what you were, wouldn't have come looking for me. He didn't either. Not until somebody tipped him off as to my whereabouts. You real sure you want me to go on, Tom?" he sneered.
"Go on, Lew," Harrow nodded quietly, "because I know it's all been tied up tight inside of you for two years. You'll feel like a new man when you get it off your chest."
"Anyhow," Kerrigan went on, "I was there when old Bear Paw came by with the coarse grain nuggets he'd finally found. From the evidence of Indian tools, it was Loco's secret hoard beyond any doubt. The same gold he'd been paying you for guns and ammunition to keep defying the soldiers. Just one of those things�old Bear Paw stopping by for supplies while on his way to Pirtman and my small ranch. He didn't have to go any farther. I was there at your place, sharing your big cabin. Men had gone mad for years hunting old man Adams' lost diggings, and it looked like Bear Paw had hit where scores of others had missed and died."
"It was to be a three-way deal among us, you and Bear Paw going back to the strike and leaving a blazed trail for me to follow with a mule pack train of stuff to get operations under way. I was going to clean up a fortune, get clear with the law, and take Kitty on to Texas. But I didn't figure on your greed. You knew if I got caught while the case was still hot, old Judge Eaton would hang me. Without any doubt. And just two days later Joe Stovers rode into the little settlement where I was outfitting a pack train and arrested me. Bear Paw Daly was never seen again, because you got rid of him, too�probably with a shot through the back of the head. Thanks to Joe Stovers' testimony, I didn't hang like you planned; but I was in for life and you announced a big 'strike' in bronco Apache country. Old Adams' fabulous lost gold, men swore. But you gave it the name of Dalyville. It was very touching of you, Tom, to name it after the old fellow and put out the story he dropped dead from age and excitement at the new diggings."
Harrow straightened with a look of poker-faced patience on his well-groomed countenance and picked up the dead cheroot and reached for a match. He struck it into flame and then stood holding it in one hand and looked over at Kerrigan.
"You forget," he reminded him quietly, "that Joe Stovers put a five hundred dollar territorial reward on your head, Lew. Even Kitty knows that. Why don't you ask Joe who collected it?" He removed the cigar from his mouth. "And aren't you going to ask about Kitty?"
"I'm asking if you have anything more to say."
"Quite a few things, if you'll listen, Lew. I always intended to see that you got one half of the cleanup in the Dalyville strike. But a few months ago I took a trip back to the South. People were dead or had forgotten many things, and it was there that I met Carlotta. Then I went on to New York to promote some mining stock for gold exploration. But the Robber Barons of Wall Street were milking millions in the stock market and I went after some of it. Railroad stock. It took two days for the Robbers to manipulate the stock to nothing and fleece the mining lamb from Arizona. Three hundred and forty-five thousand dollars! I'm sorry about your part of it, of course. I might have made a million for us."
Kerrigan grinned a hard grin and reached for a chair. "I think," he said bitingly, "that I'll sit down and have the first decent smoke I've had in two years."
Harrow flushed at the implication and shed some of his suaveness, a desperate note creeping into his voice. "I got back practically broke, and knowing that Dalyville's gold was cleaned out, the place about to become another Arizona ghost mining town."
"Tough luck, eh?" Lew Kerrigan grinned at him. "You went to New York to sell a million dollars of worthless mining stock in played-out Dalyville claims to the lambs, and ended up a fleeced lamb yourself. You come back pretty well broke and suddenly remember that the pardner you double-crossed is still in the pen doing life. So out of the goodness of your big heart you buy me out and come all the way down here, bringing along your Southern fianc�e, to carry me back in style. Get to the point and stop stalling, Tom: what do you want of me?"
Harrow sat down and laid the cigar in an ornate ash tray. He grinned faintly and then his mouth beneath the clipped mustache hardened.
"No use beating around the bush with a man like you, Lew. I should have known better. With Carlotta on her way out here to take up life with a supposedly rich husband, I was desperate. I got to thinking about Loco and all the raw gold he used to bring me for guns and cartridges. Old Bear Paw found his source of supply, but I know enough about Apaches to know there's more somewhere else. To prove it, I had a friend of mine get him some more guns recently and they were, of course, paid for in more coarse grain gold!"
He leaned forward with his elbows on the desk, gazing at Kerrigan intently. "I've known for some time that for two years you've been in a cell with one of Loco's top young warriors. With both of you doing life and little chance ever to escape, I know in my own mind he told you where to find another strike like Dalyville. I spent the last twenty thousand dollars I could rake up to buy you out of prison."
"And you couldn't sleep nights because of the fear that I'd smash out over the walls someday, come north and kill you?" Kerrigan grinned at him. "Maybe you didn't miss it too far at that, Tom," he added softly.
"Exactly," Harrow admitted with a deprecative shrug. "I had no choice in the matter and, frankly, neither have you. I've had Wood Smith watching you. He put your gun arm out of order this morning at my instructions, to make it more certain that Ace Saunders could bring you here alive."
"In other words," Kerrigan grinned thinly, "for the past two years you've lived in fear I'd get free and come after you with a six-shooter in one hand. And now if I refuse to accept your terms of 'parole,' you're still so afraid to take me back up there to Mangrum and Wood Smith� afraid that I'll escape again�that you brought along a couple of dependable men from the old mountain hideout to do a gun job. Softening the marshal and sheriff here probably like you paid off the Territorial Governor to stretch and bend the law. I know it was bribery when I was sentenced by Judge Eaton, a United States District Court judge, my keep paid for by the Government. Twenty-five cents per day keep, thanks to a gold-mad man like you, Tom," he added savagely, his face dark.
Harrow tried a new tack. He said patiently, "Does anything matter except that you're free again? Play things my way and ride out free. Meet me in Pirtman and get Kitty back, while the two of us clean up a fortune and you get back, in addition, what I lost. I'll sell stock back East this time, one million dollars' worth in a new strike�and who cares if it plays out this time!"
Kerrigan grinned a hard grin at Harrow's anxiety. He stepped to the desk; leaning over to pinch out the brown paper butt in the silver ash tray. Harrow sat unmoving, only his desperate eyes showing what he might be thinking.
"You won't change your mind, Lew?"
"No," Kerrigan said.
"Then damn you," Harrow cried out in desperation, "I'll make you change it!"
His hand flashed into the open drawer of the big desk but Lew Kerrigan's thin body whip-lashed in a twisting motion. Fingers calloused from gripping a wheelbarrow handle clamped down so hard around Harrow's wrist that a grunt of pain came from the surprised man. Kerrigan stepped back with the pistol in his left hand. The pin points in his brown eyes grew smaller and his low voice slashed through the room.
"I'm riding north to Kitty, Tom. I'm going to wait for you up there while I take care of a few things and maybe even deliver a message for Kadoba. Don't stake out my little ranch up in the basin, because I won't go back there. And don't try staking out Clara's place either, because maybe in the past two years I've had infused into me a little bit of Apache."
"You're forgetting Joe Stovers," Harrow grunted back, a new light of hope flickering for a moment in his eyes. "Joe got you once. He'll get you again."
"Joe won't get me this time because he won't have you to tip him off again. I'm going to destroy you, Tom. You wanted me to meet you in Pirtman instead of riding back with you, because you're afraid of what your woman will find out. If Clara Thompson won't tell her what you are, then I intend to let her find out anyhow. I'm not going to shoot you right through that window, as I should. I want you to enjoy your return trip up north with the woman you thought you were going to marry."
He backed on the soft carpeting to the door, the gun still in his uninjured left hand. He opened it and whirled through, and the thin barrel of Harrow's gun rammed savagely deep into the surprised Ace Saunder's lean stomach. It brought a grunt from the gunman.
"I'll take your pistol, for a change, Saunders," Kerrigan said coolly, and did so, slipping his own and Harrow's pistol into his belt.
Saunders said calmly, "I told Tom he shouldn't have had a gun in the same room with you. Your move now, Kerrigan."
He took back his emptied weapon, accepted the cartridges in the palm of a slim hand, dropped them into a pocket of the blue silk shirt and grinned. "Looks like it's my turn to walk a step ahead of you now."
They went down two flights of stairs and through the huge, high-ceilinged lobby, coming to a halt on the long veranda. The red coach with its six sleek blacks was gone and the spectators, gathered to ogle a beautiful lady, had melted away.
"I'm going to hunt up a horse and get out of town," Lew Kerrigan informed Saunders. "But from what the 'Colonel' intimates, I'm to stay here. Permanently. So maybe you better go back upstairs and find out how Harrow wants you to do the job."
"Maybe I'd better," Saunders breathed out softly. "I earn my pay, Kerrigan."
He turned and went back into the hotel and up the carpeted stairs once more. But Tom Harrow had already acted.
He had stepped to the open window three stories above the street and waved a white handkerchief in signal to a lone man waiting in the muddy alley at the rear of one of the buildings fronting the north side of Yuma's long main street.


CHAPTER FOUR
Kerrigan made his way back, again skirting the small water puddles. He stepped onto the muddied boardwalk again, wondering where he could find the California horse buyer LeRoy, the man Bud Casey had mentioned.
It was too late to go back to the hotel clerk and ask, with Saunders probably on his way down again from Harrow's suite. But there was one place you could always find out. It was about four doors down from the end of the street.
The odor of stale beer roiled out through the open doorway of the Escondido Saloon and Kerrigan went into the dank interior. Never much of a drinking man in the past, he hesitated now. His stomach hadn't been hit by liquor in more than two years. But the coffee that morning on the hill had been just as rancid and the bacon just as greasy as ever. He needed a drink to cut the foul taste of it. Twenty-five cents a day didn't buy much food, and Mangrum had to make himself some profit.
The adobe-walled building was quite narrow but went back deep to the rear door and the muddy alley beyond. The few gaming tables, deserted this early in the morning, were in a disorderly row along one dirty white-washed wall. Three drunks were sleeping off an all-nighter. The air held the peculiar odor and dankness of the desert country after a hard rain, as fetid almost as it had been up there in the dungeons before Wood Smith and Casey had unlocked the doors.
Kerrigan stepped past a Mexican swamper leisurely pushing a small knoll of floor trash sprinkled with cigar butts toward the back doorway and a soggy litter of trash and bottles in the alley. A man came out of nowhere, seemingly, his big shoes leaving muddy tracks on the freshly swept floor. After following Kerrigan and Saunders up the street, Jeb Donnelly hadn't gone on home to sleep through the heat and sweat of another hot day.
Donnelly ignored Kerrigan but Lew caught the bartender's knowing look. He said coolly, "Yes, I know I probably look it. I just came down off the hill a little while ago."
"I know who you are, mister. Strictly your business and none of mine. What'll you have, Mr. Kerrigan?"
"Brandy."
"Well, that's something anyhow," the bartender smiled at him. "It shows you've got some sense. Most of the men who come down from up there order a double whiskey and then a few more. Not being used to it, they end up on the floor almost before the marshal can�" He broke off, his face coloring.
"I won't," Kerrigan said easily.
"You're damned well right you won't, Kerrigan," Jeb Donnelly spoke up. "Not if you know what's good for you. Wood Smith ain't the only one who knows how to handle you cell birds."
He was eyeing Kerrigan's worn .44; looking at the queer way Kerrigan's right arm hung so stiff and awkward at his side. Wood Smith had said last night he'd do it up right on the arm, and Wood had kept his word. Kerrigan was badly hurt, and the damned fool still wore his gun in its accustomed place in the sheath, instead of his belt, where he'd at least have a chance to get at it with his left hand.
"So I seem to remember, Jeb," Kerrigan said thinly. "Under the expert tutelage of Wood Smith you got to be pretty good at handling unarmed men who couldn't help themselves. Almost as expert with a billy club as Wood Smith."
The bartender was pouring the brandy into a small glass with studied carefulness, something in his manner indicating that he had seen this kind of thing happen before to men fresh from behind the walls on the hill. Kerrigan sensed what was coming, wondering if Donnelly was going to make a stab for it or merely soften him up still more until Ace Saunders could move in and finish the job later that morning. The thought seemed to accentuate the pain in his swelling arm and stiff elbow.
But he picked up the glass with his right hand. The sip he took was vile tasting and smoking hot to his mouth and throat. The man back of the bar slid across change for a silver dollar and grinned sympathetically.
"It'll taste better on the second round," he said.
"Not in here it won't," the marshal grunted.
Another man entered the place and stepped to the bar not far from where Kerrigan stood waiting for Jeb Donnelly to make his move. The newcomer's light summer suit was cloud-grey, calfskin boots red, but on his head he wore an expensive low-crowned beaver hat of a bygone era in the West. Kerrigan classified him as a gambler in town for a quick cleanup. And yet the man was tall and well built, with a definite military set to his shoulders.
Kerrigan had seen many men like him riding Grimley saddles captured from Union forces during his own four years as a Confederate officer with Terry's famed Texans.
The man spoke politely to the bartender. "An after-breakfast constitutional, if you please, sir."
"Anything you wish, Mr. LeRoy. Any luck yet buying some good Arizona horses?"
LeRoy. The man Bud Casey had mentioned. Kerrigan had come into the Escondido seeking information as to where he could find LeRoy. He'd found him.
He flicked a glance at both the front and rear doors of the deep, narrow saloon. Ace Saunders would have new orders from Tom Harrow by now�
"A bourbon straight with a touch of sweetened water, if you please. And drinks for the other two gentlemen with my compliments. Gentlemen?"
"Thanks, friend," Kerrigan smiled in return, his eyes still watching both doors. "This one will do me for the present."
Jeb Donnelly spoke again; "You damn' right it will. You got a half-hour to git outa Yuma, Kerrigan. Drink up an' git goin'!"
Kerrigan guessed shrewdly that inasmuch as there had been no shooting in front of the Big Adobe, the marshal figured Kerrigan had bowed to some kind of an agreement with Harrow. Donnelly's job, it now appeared, was to harry Kerrigan on out of town and head him north to Pirtman. And Donnelly was doing his part of the job in his own way.
The pupils in Kerrigan's eyes began to pin point as they had when he left Harrow. His piercing gaze locked with the marshal's belligerent, red-shot eyes.
Kerrigan said almost softly, "Wood did a pretty good job with the club this morning, Jeb. But when you see him tell him it wasn't quite good enough."
He moved in closer to the heavy, scowling face; in toward the man who was a brutish bruiser lacking the cool courage of the slim, ever-smiling Ace Saunders.
Whatever had been in Donnelly's mind when he entered the Escondido, his courage was now whiskied to the apex and a big hand with blunt end fingers crept downward to the butt of his pistol; and yet the flame of a new fear lay burning amid the alcohol inflaming his brain. Something had gone amiss in the handling of this tall man towering above him; the man who had just come out of prison for killing another town marshal.
Donnelly didn't carry a club. He'd have to make his pistol barrel do now.
A wave of fear began to wash through Jeb Donnelly's brain. He'd overplayed his hand and pushed the wrong man too far. He weighed his chances against a club-beaten arm a second time.
Then, on a frantic impulse, he drew swiftly.
The big pistol slid smoothly from its sheath but another gun flashed into sight in Lew Kerrigan's left hand�the gun he had taken from Tom Harrow. The thin barrel and cylinder of the pistol slashed out at the side of the big man's heavy jaw, thudding against the fat face with a crunch as teeth were torn loose and a jawbone caved in.
Donnelly's big body collapsed to the floor and a flabby-lipped groan gushed out of his mouth, the thick mouth beginning to bleed. He made a feeble attempt to sit up and did raise himself a few inches. But Kerrigan's memory of the ex-guard was long and he drew back his right boot a distance of fifteen inches. The toe lashed into that ugly red face and he watched the marshal relax on his massive back in some of the fresh mud his big shoes had tracked in from the street.
"It's not a habit of mine to kick a man when he's down," Kerrigan said pointedly. "I was merely paying back a clubbing Jeb once gave me when I was down."
He stepped back and the thin-barreled pistol slid from sight. The bartender said, "That's all right, friend. I've seen Jeb work on drunks in here. He's had that coming for a long time."
Kerrigan, turning to ask the man LeRoy about buying a good horse in a hurry, heard a soft chuckle, saw the extended hand.
"My implicit admiration, sir. About the most workmanlike job I've ever had the pleasure of witnessing. My name, by the way, is Hannifer LeRoy. I'm a California trader over here in Arizona on a horse-buying trip."
"I was looking for you because I happen to need a good horse in a hurry, LeRoy," Lew Kerrigan answered with pleasure. "I'm out of prison less than an hour, and from the looks of things I'm outside the law once more. I didn't want to kill Donnelly, much as he deserves it at the hands of some decent man. But laying a six-shooter against his jaw makes it necessary more than ever that I find a good horse."
"That I can understand, Mr. Kerrigan," agreed the horse dealer, chuckling. "I have forty-six head of picked stuff on pasture along the river a half mile below town, night-herded by Old Cap, one of my drovers. Suppose we�"
"Donnelly won't keep that long," Kerrigan interrupted sharply. "He might cut me off south and drive me into Mexico. I happen to be going the other direction." He turned to the silent bartender, who had made no effort to assist the fallen marshal. "When you help Jeb to his feet, tell him we're square. But I've been pushed once too often since daybreak this morning."
He picked up his glass and downed the few drops of brandy remaining, and again the horse buyer laughed softly. "I've no wish for trouble with Arizona law, Mr. Kerrigan, so if the bartender will forget about it when the estimable marshal regains his feet and spits out a few teeth, I'll sell you the pick of those forty-six head which I'm riding as a personal saddle horse. He's over in a stall back of the hotel. He'll cost you two hundred cash, no notes or credit."
"If he's the kind of a horse I need right now, hell be worth two hundred," Lew said. "Let's go take a look. Jeb's coming out of it."
Donnelly had let out a slobbering groan. With eyes still closed, he ran a sleeve across his mouth and left a streak of red along the damp blue cloth. Kerrigan moved toward the doorway with LeRoy beside him, and now a strange fear began to bite its way through his mind. Word would spread like lightning around town and there would be no doubt of what would happen if he met Ace Saunders. Saunders also knew the condition of Kerrigan's nearly broken arm and elbow, and Saunders would have more orders from Tom Harrow by now.
The .44 slid out of its sheath and went back into the front of Lew Kerrigan's waistband, butt left. They entered the big hotel corral and went to one of the stalls containing a red horse.
It was sleek and fat, and when it turned its head in answer to Kerrigan's low-spoken voice the eyes showed as clear and as bright as a new moon. Gastric juices working on the oats the animal had finished eating rumbled its stomach loudly as Kerrigan spoke in a low voice again and then gently shoved aside a sleek red hip and moved into the stall beside it.
A big red horse. Four inches taller than average but more there in the blocky body, the short deep barrel. No saddle scars, no wire cicatrices marring the hair around fetlocks above freshly shod hoofs. This horse was sleek and well groomed. Ready for travel.
LeRoy was smoking a thin black cigar, watching with interest as Kerrigan checked the big red animal point by point.
"You don't have to buy him at all, Mr. Kerrigan," he said. "I'm more interested in you. I liked the way you handled Donnelly with a gun barrel where most men in your position would have shot a couple of bullets through his heart. You're already in trouble with the law again over here on the Arizona side of the river, but that won't hold on the west bank of the Colorado. How about going to work for me?"
"Sorry, not interested," was the reply as Kerrigan stepped back out of the stall.
"Then suppose we put it this way. I need a good man like you to help me protect a pretty heavy investment in good horses that certain gentlemen are intending to take from me on the return drive to the California desert. Help me get those horses safely through and I'll do more than give you a percentage of the profits. We'll return to northern Arizona as pardners on a horse-buying trip, and you'll have enough men at your back to make the odds even against a certain Colonel Thomas Harrow. Take the horse, Kerrigan, and get across the river with him and wait for me. He's yours."
Lew Kerrigan looked at the man with the cigar and a chill came into his brown eyes. "What do you know about Harrow?" he asked quietly.
"That man Ace Saunders," LeRoy said as quietly. "From the looks of him he's certainly not a drinking man. Perhaps he was a little nervous about the job of meeting you this morning. But last night he had a bit too much to drink, and he talked in one of the bars. If you don't get shot down this morning before you get out of Yuma, you still face odds of a dozen to one when you get back north. I can get you across the river on the planks of the unfinished railroad bridge. I can make the odds even when we go north as pardners a few weeks from now. Saddle up Big Red, Kerrigan. He's yours."


CHAPTER FIVE
Lew Kerrigan wasted no time. He brought out the big red and saddled him hurriedly, lashing warbag and food pack back of the cantle. He then reached into his hip pocket and brought forth the long leather snap purse and counted out ten more of the twenty-dollar goldbacks.
"Thanks for the offer, LeRoy, but I play my own hand. If you ever get up around Pirtman on a buying trip, look me up. Joe Stovers, the sheriff, might be able to tell you where I can be found."
A cowpuncher strolled into the corral from the back door of the new hotel, breakfast toothpick roaming from side to side in his mouth. He came over to LeRoy. "Mornin, Hannifer." He grinned sheepishly and clapped a hand to his forehead in mock woe. "I ain't never goin' to drink no more of this border whiskey from Mexico." He looked at Kerrigan, a question in his blue eyes. "He's ridin' Big Red. He goin' to California with us?"
"No," LeRoy answered in disappointment, shoving the goldbacks into a pocket of the grey coat. "You get on down to the river and see about the horses while Old Cap comes up for breakfast. And I'd better not find an empty bottle around when I get there," he warned sharply.
He turned to Kerrigan as the puncher left, apparently still not without hope that Lew would throw in with him at the last minute. But a horse came loping past the hotel with mud flying from its hoofs and Bud Casey, on his way home to a day of soggy sleep, beckoned from outside the gate. Kerrigan, thinking of Jeb Donnelly, led the red horse over and opened and went through.
Bud's sandy-whiskered face registered complete and sudden relief.
"I'm damn' glad I got here in time to see you on a good horse, Lew," he said in an undertone.
"What's up, Bud?"
"Something pretty plain. Wood Smith boasted to me just a little while ago, when I got ready to go off shift, about how he beat up your gun arm and elbow. 'Pulled your fangs,' was the way Wood put it. He said there was a pretty good chance you was too full of cussedness to accept the conditions of a parole to any man, so he set you up for an easy kill. Get out of town quick, Lew!"
"You're a little late, Bud." Kerrigan swung a leg high up over the warbag humped back of the cantle. "Jeb Donnelly has already tried it."
"Jeb? Hell he did!" Bud stared in amazement. "Never gave him credit for having that much nerve."
LeRoy had followed over and closed the corral gate. He looked up at Bud and smiled. "Neither did I, Mr. Casey. I didn't know Kerrigan had been hurt, but apparently the marshal did. Unfortunately for the blubbery Mr. Donnelly, he completely overlooked the fact that Mr. Kerrigan is ambidextrous with a hideout gun. An oversight that cost him a caved-in jawbone and the loss of several teeth. Good luck to you, Kerrigan, and if you're ever over in the Mojave Desert country of California, and the sheriff isn't hunting me, he'll be able to tell you where I can be found."
After he was gone, Casey reined over beside Lew Kerrigan, a quizzical look on his long face. "So you busted him in the jaw? Why the devil didn't you kill him, Lew?"
"I only wanted to square up in return for what I got from Donnelly the day I slipped into a ditch with a wheelbarrow and he clubbed me while I was down."
Casey snorted and the sound bespoke his indignation. He said worriedly, "What are you figgering on doing now? You're same as an outlaw, and from the looks of things you'll have a bunch of rough buckos after you, to boot. Wood said something about a professional gunman named Ace Saunders in town and another around with him called Stubb Holiday. You hitting back to Texas?"
Kerrigan nodded, his eyes searching the panorama of the town and the river beyond. "That's right, Bud. Back to Texas. But I'm going by way of Pirtman and Dalyville."
"To get that girl�but kill a man or two first, huh? Dammit, Lew, if they catch you and bring you back here, I lose my job. I'll resign rather than�"
"Take good care of Kadoba. Smith seems to be getting ready to resign and you're slated for his job. Try to keep him from clubbing the Apache to death before then. So long, Bud, and if I get back to Texas in one piece, maybe you won't need that better job. I square up the other kind of debts, too."
They shook hands with a brief, firm grip and Kerrigan reined over and rode west toward the prison; to cut across the railroad grade and swing north along the east bank of the Colorado River.
A red coach with six sleek black horses was trotting into view over there near the prison, coming back from a swing around town.
Kerrigan wanted to send a message to Tom Harrow and this looked made to order. He rode to meet the coach and its lovely occupant.
He held up a hand and the chunky driver, not knowing what to expect, hauled up on the lines. Stubb Holiday sat with his hands occupied with leather; a short man with the strength of a full-grown black bear in arms and shoulders. Ironically, it made Kerrigan think of old Bear Paw Daly, the eccentric prospector who'd lost an arm in a powder accident and made a big strike in bronco Apache country because of it. And then lost his life by a probable bullet from Tom Harrow's gun.
Kerrigan saw Carlotta Wilkerson's tricorne hat emerge from a door opening, her clear grey eyes looking at him quizzically.
"Mr. Kerrigan," she smiled at him as he lifted fingers to the wide brim of the brown hat peaked high and sharp on top, "I assume you've had quite a talk with Thomas?"
"We talked a bit," he admitted.
"Everything is now� understood between you?" she asked hesitantly.
"All clear, I reckon, Miss," he answered. "I'm leaving. I rode over this way to have Holiday take a message back to Tom."
He looked up at the rigidly seated driver he'd seen briefly up in the high country two years before. It might have been this man who had taken the message to Joe Stovers and caused Kerrigan's arrest. His left hand slid inside his unbuttoned shirt and a six-shooter with a long thin barrel sailed through the air. It landed at Stubb Holiday's booted feet, and the man's sudden wooden look indicated that he knew the gun and was wondering if the owner was still on his own feet.
Kerrigan said quietly, "Harrow already knows it by now, Holiday, but you tell him I said Jeb Donnelly didn't quite make it this morning, and your friend Saunders won't get a second chance. Tell him I'll be along up in the high country one of these days. He'll know I'm there when he sees the smoke."
"What smoke?" grunted the driver, and sawed at the restive mouths of the six sleek blacks. "What are you talkin' about?"
"That twenty-room house he built with my money," snapped Kerrigan. "I'm going to burn Dalyville and give the ashes back to the Apaches."
The rain-swollen Gila River branched off across the desert and Kerrigan made his way along its course, heading toward the distant Salt River Valley and Phoenix. No sign of pursuit showed up in the burning distance behind, and he guessed that Jeb Donnelly had spent most of a bad morning in a doctor's office having his shattered jaw attended to and thus was in no condition to ride. A thought that gave Kerrigan a measure of ironical satisfaction inasmuch as he himself was in little better shape.
It enabled him to take his time, to let the pain gradually ooze its way out of his bruised arm. By day he grazed the red horse and slept well hidden out of the heat from now hellishly hot sun coming after the rains. By moonlight he moved on at a leisurely pace, the impatience that once had gripped him forgotten; the combination of thought and physical movement away from the confinement in prison a calming antidote for what had been.
One morning at ten, five days after leaving Yuma, Lew Kerrigan rode at a jog trot down one of the dusty streets of Phoenix and found a livery. He felt no sense of danger here, although Harrow undoubtedly had come through ahead in his red coach.
Just what had happened between him and Carlotta Wilkerson after she returned to the hotel in Yuma would be interesting to know. But in all probability Tom Harrow had twisted her meeting with Kerrigan into something insidious, and in all likelihood the woman, sensing Kerrigan's danger to her financial security, probably hated him the more for what he was going to do.
Kerrigan shrugged away the thought and forgot it. She had been given blunt intimation of the kind of man Harrow really was. Any future decision she made was no concern of Lew Kerrigan's, he told himself.
But he still hoped, instinctively, that some womanly intuition would cause her to postpone becoming Mrs. Harrow.
He slept a few hours, bathed and shaved, and then went out to see if a drink still revolted his sense of taste. Strangely enough, he felt no fear where the law was concerned. Jeb Donnelly would think Kerrigan too cautious to enter a town like Phoenix, and probably hadn't sent word ahead to the law.
Or was it more likely that Harrow, desperate as he was, still hoped that something could be done up north and had stayed the marshal's hand?
At five that afternoon Kerrigan came out of a Chinese grocery store with more of the food that was surging new strength back into his emaciated body. Mormon honey and dried fruits. Canned milk and plenty of sugar. His clothes were new and clean, his brown hair neatly cut, the strings of tension loose now after five nights and two hundred miles of riding.
Wood Smith's brutal clubbing of his arm and Jeb Donnelly's effort at mayhem already were easing themselves out of his mind, replaced by thoughts of the job that had to be done.
Kerrigan moved on along the wide boardwalk carrying his purchases. Back to Big Red busily graining more copper along his sleek belly in a livery-stable stall. Back to a horse that would take him across the desert mesa and on into the high country where trees were green all the time and the grass cool beneath them all summer. Back to a horse that could outrun danger and, if necessary, carry him all the way back to Texas.
I'm coming, Tom, his thoughts ran grimly. I'm on my way back to the country of Loco and his broncos, to burn Dalyville for Kadoba.
Across the width of the dusty side street the slat swing doors of a small saloon swung wide and two men stepped through. One of them was dirty bearded and wearing an outdated buckskin shirt much too hot for Arizona summer weather; a man who looked half desert rat, half mountain hunter.
But it was the second man, a much younger man, upon whom Kerrigan riveted his attention. This was the rider who had come into the corral at the hotel at Yuma and asked LeRoy, "He going with us to California?" The one supposedly ordered to go relieve "Old Cap" of some supposed horses.
They stopped and stared, and Kerrigan felt the chill take a hard grip on his belly. He shifted the food package to his left armpit, right hand dropping down within reach of the worn butt of the .44. But the younger man grabbed the older one by a shoulder and spun him back through the slat swing doors, and Kerrigan hurried on at a faster walk.
The next afternoon he saw them following him.
Five men and a pack mule. Five indistinct shapes in the shimmering heat waves back there when he first spotted them. He could even make out the shape of Hannifer LeRoy's odd hat.
"Well, I'll be damned!" Kerrigan ejaculated softly, and began to laugh, the first time that kind of sound had come from his lips in a long time. Quite a few things suddenly were clear to him.
You want to buy a horse, Mr. Kerrigan. My name is Hannifer LeRoy and I've got some. Forty-six of the best. They're on pasture south of town�in case Ace Saunders or Jeb Donnelly fails to make the kill. Right along the old Colorado's muddy waters. On the bank where right below it the deep swirl pools roil around and gouge out deep holes in the sandy bottom. Where a man goes around and around and around for about five days, sometimes standing upright, until gas forms in his swollen intestines and brings him to the surface at last and the waters float him on into Old Mexico twenty-six miles away. You haven't got that much time? Very well, Mr. Kerrigan. Take this red horse and cross the Colorado and wait for me. Wait until I can come over with Ace and Old Cap and maybe Jeb Donnelly�
Kerrigan looked back again. The shimmering heat waves had broken briefly and he saw the white bandage swathing the lower part of Donnelly's face. Yuma's marshal, it appeared, had changed jobs. Beside Donnelly rode LeRoy, as well as the man who'd come into the hotel corral and later appeared in the doorway of the side street saloon in Phoenix. Behind them, Ace Saunders and the man referred to as "Old Cap."
Kadoba, Lew Kerrigan thought in sudden grimness, we're square for the many things you taught me of how an Apache fights. But be careful when you open one end of that long sausage gut. And if you make it free, don't kill Bud Casey!
He looked ahead at some lava beds beginning to crop up in the distance; black and ugly on the sandy floor of the desert.
"I suppose," Kerrigan informed the big red horse, "that after Jeb made his try and failed, LeRoy figured he'd get you back, either across the river in California or at some later place up here."
He reached the black lava beds that lay like lymphatic scabs from volcanic eruptions of untold millions of years before, now radiating heat waves that distorted the vision. He did not go through, as those patiently biding their time probably expected of him. At the south edge of the beds he swung west and started around.
Close to them he felt the heat blasts. Big Red's sweat glands began to work overtime to cool him around neck and flanks. The sun was like a blowtorch upon Kerrigan's shoulders and neck and he shifted the bandanna at his throat and pulled his hatbrim farther down over squinting eyes. He pushed the big horse on around the edge of the black hell and then resumed his course northward. The heat waves threw up a wall of shimmering glass and the five men and six animals disappeared into the center of a cool lake mirage with green trees around the edges.
Only then did Kerrigan turn the horse in among the hellish heat of the rocks and start back to where his trail had ended at the south edge of the lava beds.
He let the reins trail, pulled the heavy .45-90 repeater from the thorn-scuffed scabbard, made sure of the long length of bright brass in the firing chamber, and closed the breech of the ugly-snouted weapon.
He crept back a few yards to a rocky vantage point and settled down to wait. Now let them come, damn them, he thought grimly. A man could only be pushed so often�and he was tired of being pushed.
Jeb, he heard his voice saying aloud to the heat-hazy figure of the distant marshal, you never should have left Yuma. You'd have been safer up on the hill with Wood Smith, among men who don't have rifles.
He hadn't wanted this thing. He'd already done more than a man's share of killing through the long years. At eighteen with the Texas Rangers against the Comanches before the Civil War. Four more years of it then.
I'm thirty-three, he thought in complete surprise. Hell, and Kitty is only twenty-one. Now why would he be thinking about that?
He concentrated his thoughts upon the men following his trail out there. They had accepted Tom Harrow's ill-gotten money to dance, and now the fiddler must have his pay.
In Yuma the repercussions of the prisoner's unexpected release from the penitentiary, and his explosive actions against the marshal almost immediately afterward, were still rocking the town. People were talking about how Jeb Donnelly had resigned as marshal, got himself a deputy sheriff's badge, and gone after Lew Kerrigan, his smashed jaw still bandaged. The night bartender had asked Wood Smith about it the day after the marshal left town. Smith had snarled an unaudible reply, signed for his drink, and gone on up the hill.
He entered the warden's deserted office at the usual time. A key rattled somewhere and Bud Casey, carrying his night lantern, came in from a final vigil in front of Tough Row. He stared at the head guard in surprise.
" 'Mornin', Wood. You're up kinda early to pick up your pay, ain't you? The warden won't be up here for two or three hours yet."
"Habit, I guess," the former head guard grinned. "Couldn't resist this last time."
He reached up and took down the polished brown club from a peg in the stone wall and slipped the shiny thong over his right wrist. "Let's go roust 'em out, Bud."
"Just a minute, Wood," Bud Casey said quietly. "You don't work here any more, remember? You finished up last night at dark. And when you did, that rough stuff finished with you."
"You ain't got my job yet," Smith grunted. "Come on."
There was nothing for Casey to do but shrug and blow out the lantern. He placed it on the floor in a corner and took down his big key ring. Knowing Smith as he did, there was nothing in Smith's actions to arouse undue suspicion.
"Okay, Wood. But I think you're a plain damn' fool to follow Jeb up north to work for Harrow. Maybe it's supposed to be smart for you to wait a couple of days while, so people are whisperin', Kerrigan is run down and killed. I don't think so. You're a plain damn' fool, and so is Jeb. Lew let him off with a broken jaw, instead of killing him like he should have done. You clubbed his arm the other morning to make the kill easy, only it didn't work out that way. In spite of that, Lew didn't stop by the prison on his way north long enough to slide a .45-90 outa the scabbard and put a slug through your belly at two hundred yards. You both had your chances, but I know Lew Kerrigan a lot better than most men. He ain't goin' to give you a second chance. Unless I miss my guess, Lew is going to do the same I read about them wounded tigers in India: waylay the hunter and kill him before he knows what hit him. And now that the professer has made his little speech, I guess I'll shut up. Let's go!" Casey finished angrily.
They went out into the yard, past other guards waiting at the regular cells, walking together toward the hillside dungeons of Tough Row. The big keys began to rattle in iron doors and Wood Smith let go with his usual morning bellow:
"All right, come out of there, you�"
Dim figures emerged in the dim dawn from their burrows. The hard, cold-eyed bad ones. Sullen men who had killed without mercy and would kill again. Men filled with hatred and with only one hope left to sustain them: escape.
Wood Smith saw the familiar figure of the Apache appear in the doorway with his chained left leg out of sight. Standing dark and stoically silent, alone now since Kerrigan's release. Long black hair down around naked shoulders. Ragged pants torn off at the knees.
Looking up at the sky. Always looking up at the sky each morning and maybe praying his damned Apache prayers to the Great Spirit.
He wouldn't kill himself by knotting his hair around his throat, Smith thought grimly. But I damn' sure came back up here this morning to pay a little debt to Kerrigan for what he done to Jeb Donnelly. I know how to bash in a man's jaw, and his skull too!
Smith snapped the spinning club up into a big hand and his bloodshot eyes began to burn. He moved in on the slight figure, but the opaque black eyes, always so devoid of expression, never moved.
Too late, Bud Casey realized what had been in the former head guard's mind in coming back to roust out the prisoners for the last time.
"Don't stand there like that, you black-faced cholo son of a bitch!" the former head guard roared, and lunged without warning.
Bud Casey's yell to the Apache, however, had come too late. Wood Smith already had swung the club for a skull-crushing blow. But the blow never fell. A black steel spring shot out of the dungeon doorway like a blood-hungry weasel leaping from its burrow at a much larger prey.
Only then did Bud Casey see the big coil of horsehair rope in the Apache's left hand. A rope with a heavy iron ring on one end, made much heavier because wrapped around it were the iron links of fifty feet of light chain.
The Apache's body leaped straight past Smith and was gone, running like a black streak for the far north wall by the river bend. Somebody yelled. Another guard more alert than the others took up the cry. In the tower a hundred yards west of Tough Row two sleepy night guards broke off yawns, grabbed up rifles and tried to peer through the greyness of dawn; shouting to know what the hell was going on down there anyhow.
They heard the booted yard guards in full cry, like a pack of yelping hounds.
"The Apache! He's loose from his chains! Shoot him!"
But there was nothing to be distinguished as a target until the sprinting figure reached the wall and a heavy object on one end of a horsehair rope was flung over the thick top. Something that looked like an oversized monkey skinned up the side of the wall, and then the rifles began to crash. Two ex-cowpunchers, wide-awake now, levering shells frantically. The .44-40 slugs struck adobe and stone and screamed off in ricochet like an Apache in his death cry. But the monkey-like figure never paused.
Kadoba went over the top and dropped from sight.
Bud Casey had broken into a run on the heels of the Indian, surprisingly fast on his feet for a man who had spent so many years in the saddle, grabbing at a flying key on his ring as he sprinted. The smaller key was for a gate near the south bank of the river bend, through which water was carried each morning by trusties to slosh down the cells. He jerked open the gate and looked through.
He was in time to see the Apache flitting among the markers of the graveyard as reloaded rifles began to spang anew. Kadoba's flashing body streaked on through, reached the bank where the current swirled past the rocky promontory named the Point, and arced through the air into the water. Then he was gone and there was nothing among the reeds except newly hatched mosquitoes.
Nothing but a small, final geyser of water as a .44-40 caliber bullet slapped futilely into the belly of the river.
"Why, that little son of a gun!" Bud Casey marveled pantingly. "That black-faced Apache got over the wall into the river! Who'd a thought it?"
He closed and locked the gate and trotted back to where the men from Tough Row stood obediently in line, pointing and cracking coarse jokes while guards in high-heeled boots and big hats gazed down at the body of Wood Smith.
Smith lay sprawled on his back, looking straight up at the grey sky with whiskied eyes that saw nothing. The leather thong of the polished club that had smashed Lew Kerrigan's arm was still around his right wrist.
Protruding from Smith's blood-spurting neck and severed jugular vein were the remaining four inches of a ten-inch file bought in the Big Adobe Store and inserted into a length of sausage when the bespectacled clerk's back had been turned for a few moments.
Bud Casey thought of Kerrigan as he stood looking down at the body of the man who had come up just one time too often to "roust 'em out." He thought of Smith's part in the plot against Lew Kerrigan, and the man's intention of going on north to work for Harrow. But that final trip had been too much for Wood Smith to resist. He'd come to kill the Apache.
A half-hidden smile unseen by the other guards and the prisoners came to Casey's genial, sandy-whiskered face.
The warden, he thought that morning, is going to be awful' mad when he finds out Lew Kerrigan paid somebody to slip the Apache the food that had a file concealed in it.
But then, on the other hand, old Wood always did need all the extra money he could get aholt of to pay his signed whiskey tabs at the Escondido Saloon!


CHAPTER SIX
Lew Kerrigan lay motionless, like a lizard sunning itself in the quiet desolation. Waiting patiently like an Apache, like Kadoba himself would have waited. Sweat formed above the inside leather band of his hat, grew in volume, and finally found an opening near his left temple. It ran down his cheek and into the corner of his mouth, and he felt the salty taste of it. Still, he did not move.
Only his eyes flicked as he at last saw them coming.
Hannifer LeRoy turned and called something to his men, and the buckskin-shirted one named Old Cap rode out ahead at a gallop, face bent low over the right shoulder of his horse. Kerrigan still lay like a giant iguana. The sweat and its salt taste were in both corners of his mouth now, the sun-heated barrel of the rifle uncomfortably hot in his work-calloused hands.
He lined the front sight of the rifle at a point twelve inches below the face of the scout as the man straightened in the saddle. Old Cap's body was twisting to straighten up and look back at LeRoy to say something.
The words never came. Lew Kerrigan let out a part of his breath for steadiness and gently pressured the trigger that exploded 90 grains of black powder back of a .45 caliber bullet.
With the ear-splitting report of the rifle and the hard recoil of it against Kerrigan's shoulder, the trailer pitched face forward off the left side of his horse.
Somebody yelled, and men galvanized by fear wheeled to spur away. Kerrigan flipped out the smoking shell and lined the sights above Jeb Donnelly's big white horse. He held them steadily for a moment and once again he almost spoke aloud to the fleeing ex-marshal. Jeb, you should have stayed up on the hill with Wood Smith.
A heat wave shimmered in front of him, throwing up a wall of moving glass, and Kerrigan fired twice more through it until he saw the frantically spurring figure of Donnelly fade from sight.
He flipped out the third smoking shell and rose almost leisurely. He removed his brown hat and wiped at his forehead with a sleeve and put the hat back on again. His left hand burned as he shifted the barrel and instinctively reached for the loops of his cartridge belt, pushing the long shells into the magazine with a thumb.
He went back to where the big red horse stood like a statue.
Maybe, he thought, it was a mistake. Only time can give the answer to that one. Maybe I should have killed LeRoy with the first shot and stopped the whole shebang right here. But Tom might not know they had failed until I got around to telling him as a surprise. Huh!
He flicked the hot-barreled rifle back into its boot, took a drink from his canteen, mounted and rode out into the desert again.
He camped briefly at sundown to give the horse a small feed of oats and relief from the saddle and afterward he rode on most of the night, knowing they couldn't trail him in the darkness. From hidden caves many miles away the bats darted here and there on a nightly hunt for winged insects and their favorite of all foods, the long-tailed scorpions. The coyotes prowled on a hunt for rabbits and field mice. They stopped and listened to the passage of a lone rider in the darkness and now and then one of them barked derisively; and when one of the old loafer wolves�the bachelors with claws badly worn from following the rocky trails alone�let go with a hoarse howl the coyotes fell silent.
Put a coyote skin over your head, Kadoba the Apache had explained, and you can crawl within arrow distance of the watching antelope�
The miles rolled by, and the country changed in the varying major latitudinal life zones. The Tropical Sea Level Zone on the river at Yuma was far behind Kerrigan to the south. The Transition Zone of the Mogollon Plateau lay fostering to its great, rough, eroded bosom a vast, uneven sea of green forest. Ponderosa pine and blue spruce and aspen. Douglas fir and juniper, some birch and oak. Mountain streams flowing into the headwaters of the Gila to start their Columbrine journeys southward through Yuma and on to the gulf of Baja California.
It was northern Apache country, and at its worst the past three or four years.
Old Victorio and his Warm Springs raiders might be down at Lake Guzman in Chihuahua, making life hell for Mexican villages and haciendas, and even cutting a few telegraph wires over across the border in Texas now and then out of pure cussedness. But Loco and his small, elusive band of tough fighters weren't. They'd just returned to the high country after a breather over in New Mexico because it was their country. Scorning soldier "peace" and telling the troops from Fort Whipple and other posts to try and catch them. Leaving their women and children on the reservation to be cared for by the Government while they roamed and raided.
It had been while on a secret visit to see his wife that Kadoba had found a soft-bellied, well-fed reservation Indian in his jacal and been caught by Apache police after cutting his woman's throat. In the confused official mix-up, so commonplace at the time, the case had been cleverly juggled by Judge Yeager Eaton into his own court. A court composed of military officers likely would have sent Kadoba to the army's new escape-proof military prison on Alcatraz Rock in San Francisco Bay for a couple of years; and this thing Loco, and especially the reservation Apaches attending the trial at Globe, would have understood.
But an old White Eyes man who was not a soldier had sent him to Yuma for life.
For that stupid official blunder many people, including those going to and from Tom Harrow's new gold strike at Dalyville, had paid a disastrous price under the guns the esteemed "Colonel" had sold Loco for raw gold.
On a late afternoon Lew Kerrigan dropped warily down a sharp declivity and worked the red horse through thick underbrush until he came to a small stream where the water splashed over bright stones. Kerrigan dumped warbag and saddle on the ground preparatory to making camp. He took a double handful from his meager supply of oats, put them into a nose bag, and went over to Big Red. The horse turned his broad head and nuzzled at him before the feed bag was slipped on.
Night came down and the stars were out clear and cold up above, blinking to the eye from infinite space. Kerrigan would be in Pirtman to see Kitty Anderson tomorrow, and the thought warmed him. Two years now since he'd seen her, six months since Mangrum had stopped her letters.
Then suddenly he found himself wondering about Carlotta Wilkerson and the thought came to him that he'd had her on his mind much of late. Maybe because she'd been the only woman he had seen for so long.
He finished his supper and then carefully doused his tiny fire. The years of wrist and shoulder coordination had returned, and the sagging cartridge belt wasn't heavy around his waist any more. The night birds twittered in the trees�
Sometime during the early-morning hours the big red horse filled his great lungs with air and expelled it a little faster than usual, enough that Kerrigan heard the sound and came awake fast. He could see Big Red dimly in the darkness, a blocky outline of horse beneath the trees, head and neck high, ears forward.
He was facing south, the direction whence he'd brought his rider several hundred miles.
Kerrigan lay there on his flat belly, hugging the ground, the .45-90's flat-headed hammer drawn back under his right thumb. Big Red breathed a slobbering warning.
It might be a bear that had smelled the odor of bacon grease, but a rock rattled suddenly and somebody followed the sound with a grunt. If Loco's band had spotted him that afternoon and closed in for the kill at dawn, there wouldn't be any rocks rattling. A white man unaccustomed to crawling in the darkness had made those sounds.
Kerrigan lined the sights of the repeater and the heavy roar of 90 grains of exploding black powder went rocketing out across the country for miles. He thought, Damn, the fat is in the fire now, and heard a man scream a startled oath. It was followed by the crashing run of somebody through the underbrush. The man's unexpected terror had galvanized his reflexes into flight before he'd had time to think.
Kerrigan rolled over catlike three times to get clear of the flash area. He heard the voice of LeRoy cursing angrily, and then curse again as somebody else went excitedly trigger-happy and emptied a six-shooter. Bullets drummed through the underbrush around and above Kerrigan and were followed by a scream of anger from Hannifer LeRoy.
"You thickheaded jackass! We want him alive. He can't find Apache gold for Harrow and the rest of us if he's dead!"
In the silence that followed, the crash of the rifle came again as Lew Kerrigan coolly drove another .45-90 slug of lead squarely into the center of the area where the orange flashes of revolver fire had come from. And there was no startled yell this second time. Nothing but a threshing of legs out there in the brush as a man died, kicking convulsively.
"Hey, LeRoy, you stupid damned fool," Kerrigan called.
A moment of silence. And finally, "Well, what do you want?"
"I could have turned on you a dozen times and probably got all of you. I could have killed you with the first shot back there among the lava beds and sent the rest of these curs running."
"Then, why didn't you? Maybe we could have cut around in front and done some ambushing of our own. But we wanted you alive."
"I wanted you alive back there, too. To go crawling back to Tom Harrow and tell him I'm still coming."
There was no answer and he shifted position again. He had no illusions about Jeb Donnelly. In a game like this the ex-marshal, despite his massive bulk, was more dangerous than all the others put together.
Kerrigan spoke quickly, "If you want to stay alive, clear out of here fast, LeRoy. This is Loco's country and it's a hell of a lot closer to his raw gold supply than you think. If he's within miles of here, and I'm betting he is, he'll be coming to investigate."
"Better think about your own scalp, mister."
"Apaches don't scalp. They burn head down from a tree limb. But I spent two years in a cell with one, remember? I've got Yuma Apache moccasins in my pack. Get those fools out of here fast if they don't want a hair singe."
He slid to his bag and hurriedly slipped on the new moccasins he'd bought for himself in the Big Adobe the morning he'd sent a new pair to Kadoba; hard rawhide soles laced into six-inch buckskin tops and tied above the ankle.*
* Author's note: These low-top moccasins made by Yuma squaws and peddled in town across the river were for poor whites and Mexicans. The regular Apache moccasin usually was near hip length and doubled down for protection against thorns as well as forming makeshift pockets around the leg.
With the reloaded .45-90 repeater in one hand, Lew Kerrigan faded into the brush without a sound to mark his passing.


CHAPTER SEVEN
At daybreak the next morning in Pirtman, Joe Stovers came out of his comfortable log house and went out to grain his two favorite saddle horses. He returned to have his morning shave in a kitchen no woman had set foot in since the death of his wife, many years ago. A round-faced man of fifty-one, light in the saddle for a man of such blocky weight but merciless astride a horse when the exigencies of his office demanded it.
Afterward he strapped on his pistol and rode among the trees to Clara Thompson's place for breakfast. Pirtman's main street was actually a wide former military road almost blocked overhead by the spreading branches of pine and fir and, of course, snowbound in winter.
Some officer on staff in the War Department in Washington, remembering the successes of winter campaigns against the plains Indians when their ponies were thin and hide lodges wrapped in sub-zero weather, had ordered the fort built with the same idea in mind for the Apaches. Indian vedettes had watched with amusement while sweating soldiers hauled logs and rock and built the place, after which they had packed up their families in the late fall and headed for the more pleasant clime of Old Mexico, where food in the form of horses and sheep was to be had for the taking.
Two years afterward Fort Pirtman had been abandoned; but not before Clara Thompson's husband had been brought back to her face down across his horse, hacked to pieces in a vicious fight with Loco's band�using guns Joe Stover believed had been sold to them by Tom Harrow.
Stovers jogged across the clearing in front of Clara's low, spacious place and got down before a porch railing of bark-covered pine poles. It was this same porch from which Lew Kerrigan had shot Havers, the hulking-shouldered night watchman "marshal," because the buck-toothed young lout apparently had lost his head over Kitty Anderson and laid rough hands upon her.
Stovers clumped through parlor and the big dining room once filled by stagecoach travelers during the heyday of the boom. He made his way through into the large kitchen. He said, " 'Mornin', Clara. Coffee ready yet?" and hung his old hat over the back of a rawhide-covered chair.
"You're four minutes late, Joe," she said, and brought the big coffee pot.
He found himself studying her tall, firm figure with its high rounded bosom and the lift of chin only a proud, lonely woman could have. He noticed that for the first time her hair, not quite blonde and yet not a full brown either, was parted in the center and swept back in soft, fluffy waves. It came to the sheriff with something of surprise that Clara Thompson was astonishingly beautiful this morning.
"Has there been any more news of Lew?" she asked, and placed the sugar bowl within reach. She came back from the stove and sat down with her second cup that morning.
He shook his head gloomily and dropped two lumps into the cup and stirred vigorously. "Nothing good. The sheriff at Yuma sent me a report by mail that after Lew bashed in their marshal's jaw with a gun barrel, Jeb Donnelly put on a deputy's badge and came after him. Asked me to co-operate."
"And you will, of course," she said pointedly.
"Not on account of Lew bustin' a marshal's jaw," he grunted at her. "I saw what happened to one prisoner I took down there to the pen and delivered to Mangrum. He was turned over to Jeb, who was working as a guard at the time. As for the sheriff, it was damned strange he wasn't around when Lew was released; everybody in town seemed to know what was going to happen. I figure that Harrow's money bought him, too."
"Then you won't arrest Lew?"
"I'm going to arrest him on sight, Clara," he answered uncomfortably. "Another killing. And if Judge Eaton tries his case again, no power on earth can save him from hanging. Eaton is just as fanatical about trying to emulate the new hanging judge at Fort Smith, Arkansas, Judge Parker, as Buck Havers had stupid ideas of someday becoming another town marshal like Wild Bill Hickock or Wyatt Earp. Any man who quotes the Bible like Judge Eaton does and then sentences some poor devil to get his neck broken from a scaffold is crazy. Why don't you just make sure about Lew by putting a good dose of strychnine in the judge's grub when he comes in today to stuff his gluttonous old belly with enough food to do three men?"
"Just tell me about Lew, Joe. I wrote him encouraging letters for a long time but he stopped answering them some time ago. Whom did he kill this time?"
"One of Jeb Donnelly's so-called 'posse' running him across the desert country northeast of Phoenix. They crowded in on him too close and he turned on them and laid an ambush from some lava beds. He missed Jeb twice. Two stray horse hunters happened along and Jeb sent one of them at a run with a mail message to me. Lew's first thought will be to head straight here to see about Kitty. She up yet?"
She lifted her spoon and placed it alongside the cup in her saucer, her coffee untasted. She shook her head. "She was tired last night from traveling so far by train and stage. She was very eager for news of Lew."
"Well?" he demanded almost roughly. "Are you going to tell Lew when he gets here?"
"What should I tell him, Joe?"
"You women!" he growled at her to cover his feelings. "Kitty wandered in here from the East over two years ago with the fool idea of finding a father who'd probably been dead for years. Lew was alone up there on his little ranch in the basin, watching his small herd grow. It was natural them two would fall in love, both being alone. But Havers, being too lazy to work, got the people here to pay him twenty-five a month as night 'marshal.' He knew Kitty wouldn't spit on him, that she was crazy about Lew. But he went after her all of a sudden in a way Lew couldn't overlook, and he got himself killed. I've always been puzzled why Buck did it the day Harrow was around."
"Joe, what in the world is going through that cagey mind of yours?" she demanded, and he saw the new look that came into her startlingly blue eyes.
"Harrow was always after money. He'd bought Buck a couple of drinks in the Pine Knot. He was aware I'd have to put a territorial reward on Lew's head when Lew rode out. Clara, you might as well know the truth after two years: Tom collected that reward. Ace Saunders brought me word where Lew was, outfitting a pack train to go hunt some gold. Tom Harrow found that gold, Clara."
"Merciful heaven," she said softly. "I never dreamed there might be a connection."
"Right after the strike that made Dalyville, Tom took Kitty up there to work for him in the office. You know as well as I do, Clara, that Tom's sudden wealth and smooth manners were too much for a girl like Kitty. In the months that followed she was more than a woman working for him. To put it bluntly, she became his mistress. And you know it, too, though you'd never let it get through that poker face of yourn. She traveled with him when he went back East to sell gold stock. But he left her there, probably tired of her as a man like him always tires of such a woman after awhile. He met Carlotta Wilkerson, a real Southern lady, and made plans for a big summer wedding out here. Miss Wilkerson didn't know Tom long enough to see him for what he is. And if Lew hadn't been a lonely man, if he probably hadn't seen your own heart buried over there in the cemetery, he'd have seen through Kitty in a hurry."
Relief went through her when he changed the subject. "Harrow is going to be one hell of a surprised gent when he finds out Kitty came back to Pirtman last night."
"And you planned it that way, every bit of it," she said accusingly, and rose. She went to the stove and slid a warmed frying pan over the firebox plate.
"All right, I planned it that way," he growled defensively. "I wrote her that Tom Harrow was arranging to get Lew out of prison, although I admit I was puzzled at what he expected to profit from it. I didn't want Lew writing Kitty to come West and marry him. He's got to find out the hard way, and I knew a poker face like you would never tell him what kind of a woman she turned out to be!"
She said, laying strips of bacon in the hot frying pan, "Lew met Carlotta in the hallway outside of Tom Harrow's suite in Yuma. She doesn't say much but I think from that moment she began to have doubts about the man she is supposed to marry. She's a lovely woman, Joe."
"Harrow thought you were, too, until you sent him packing," he retorted, and grinned.
"Did you know she has expressed a desire to buy this place from me?"
"The devil she did! A woman like her, come here to marry into wealth�how much you suppose she's found out about the kind of man Tom Harrow really is?"
"Quite enough, I think," Clara replied; and then, because she was a woman, she added, "We women have a keen perception for such things."
"You women!" Joe Stovers snorted again.
He finished his breakfast in silence, a frown on his usually good-humored face. Afterward he took the north road toward Dalyville. Kerrigan had sent word to Harrow that he was going to burn the town, and a dozen unemployed, hastily sworn-in miners were patrolling the place day and night. Loco was on the rampage again, after a breather over in New Mexico Territory. He'd picked off an occasional traveler after Harrow went East; people rapidly turning Dalyville into a ghost town. A trickle of them had been coming through Pirtman almost every day. A troop of cavalry from Fort Whipple, Captain Rawlinson commanding, was patrolling roads. More troops from Fort Stanton, New Mexico, had been reported on the way, hoping to intercept the bronco fleeing north.
A mining-boom camp drained of its gold, and its people, into a shell of empty shacks in a gulch. A grim, determined man fresh out of prison and on his way to put the torch to it. And the law said Joe Stovers had to arrest him again for murder.
Three miles north of Pirtman the brooding sheriff rounded a sharp turn in the mountain road and met the red coach. He spurred his horse aside and scowled up at the armed driver, Pete Orr, a man he'd arrested numerous times. Orr scowled back as he hauled hard on the lines and brake blocks squealed against rear wheel tires.
On top of the coach, also heavily armed, were three more of the shoddy characters who'd hung around Harrow's mountain hangout in the days before the "Colonel" had struck it rich.
Behind the coach Captain Rawlinson, red-bearded and thirtyish, halted his detail of nine blue-clad troopers acting as escort.
As Harrow opened the door to the red coach, Stovers saw the trim figure of Carlotta Wilkerson inside. He looks like he ain't slept in a week, the sheriff thought and felt better. He went East to sell a crooked million in worthless gold stock and came back fleeced of all his money. He got Lew Kerrigan out of prison to help him out of some kind of trouble. But Lew turned on him and is coming north with a gun in one hand and probably a box of matches in the other. And when Tom gets to Clara's place in Pirtman with that lovely woman I should stop him from marrying, he'll find Kitty's come back all full of love for either him or maybe hoping to marry Lew now �
" 'Morning, Joe," Harrow said as the pudgy sheriff tipped his hat to Carlotta.
He looked haggard and he was haggard. He'd told the woman who'd come so far to marry him in the great mansion in Dalyville that Kerrigan had no valid claim against the diggings. He'd painted for her a picture of a gun-throwing outlaw present when Bear Paw Daly whom Harrow had grubstaked, came in with news of the strike. He had hired Kerrigan to pack-train in for him, but the law in the grim person of hard-riding Joe Stovers had caught up with him and sent him to Yuma prison as an embittered killer blaming Harrow for everything.
She'd believed him, but there was something in her quiet reticence that worried him. She'd taken an immediate liking to Clara Thompson, the respect of a clean woman for another woman who at nineteen had married her second-lieutenant husband the day he graduated from West Point and at twenty-seven had seen them bring back her captain face down across his cavalry mount.
Captain Rawlinson of the gay manners and red beard had filled in a few more details, including those of a well-kept grave in the little military cemetery not far from Clara's back door in Pirtman. He'd been a lieutenant second-in-command under Captain Thompson in that vicious tangle with Loco's well-armed broncos.
Now Carlotta Wilkerson sat beside Harrow in the coach, thinking of Clara, her mind made up. There was nothing to go back to in the South. Her home had been in the path of Sherman's "March to the Sea," and it had not been spared. The long years afterward had not been good, and when the distinguished Western mining man, Colonel Thomas Harrow, met her he represented the aristocratic South she had known as a small girl and an opportunity to leave behind forever the postwar South she did not care for. She had accepted his proposal without any particular feeling. No feeling at all except the calm acceptance of a secure marriage with untold wealth. Not until she had looked into the hard-bitten face of a man named Lew Kerrigan in the hallway of a new hotel in Yuma. He'd struck a new, strange fire inside of her, and she hadn't been able to get him entirely from her thoughts.
She sat there in the comfort of the coach, listening to Harrow talking with the sheriff and Captain Rawlinson; now calmly accepting the fact there would be no marriage to Harrow, and somehow very much relieved. Too many people in Dalyville were asking the whereabouts of the girl Kitty, the same Kitty who had carelessly left behind some of her clothing, possibly expecting to return to the big mansion.
Carlotta suddenly wanted to get on to Pirtman; to ask an understanding Clara how much Kerrigan had really loved the girl.
"Have you heard any word of that hard-headed madman yet, Joe?" Carlotta heard Tom Harrow ask. "The frame of mind he's in, he'll kill again, Joe."
"He already has," Stovers said matter-of-factly.
"Seems like when Lew pulled out of Yuma and headed up this way Jeb Donnelly followed him. Jeb and a supposed horse buyer named Hannifer LeRoy who'd been hanging around Yuma but hadn't bought but a couple of good mounts and a pack mule. Ace Saunders is with 'em, along with maybe a couple other gents. I don't suppose you'd be knowing anything about all this, Tom?"
"Why should I?" snapped Harrow angrily, his face flushing.
"Just wondering, that's all," came the unruffled reply. "Sorta noticed, too, that Stubb ain't drivin' you this morning."
"He went south to try to find Lew and give him a message from me."
The coach got under way once more and Carlotta looked at the man sitting beside her. Harrow didn't see the faintly amused smile on her soft mouth.
The coach wheels were spinning a yellow blur of bright-painted spokes down the winding mountain road. The harness of the six fast-trotting horses jangled, the vehicle rocking gently on the thorough braces of thick, laminated leather. It was rear-heavy with Carlotta's baggage; and Harrow, too, was abandoning Dalyville.
He'd reminded himself all night long that he was a captain during the War Between the States.
Therefore, as a military man of sorts, it was necessary to make a strategic retreat and regather his forces for an all-out attempt to corner Lew Kerrigan and give him the choice of revealing the new source of Apache gold or being returned to Yuma to be hanged.
An act of desperation, yes, but one that easily could succeed. He'd regain his fortune and sweep away the doubts causing his fianc�e to be strangely aloof these past few days, and the wedding would not be above the gold-stripped gulch at Dalyville. The wedding would be in the Governor's own mansion at the state capital.
The greedy politician owed him that much for the twenty thousand in gold he'd accepted to free Lew Kerrigan from prison!
Above the steady clop-clop of the cavalry horses behind the rocking coach Carlotta spoke to him. Her words were cool, almost casual.
"Thomas, I have decided to postpone our wedding for the present."
"Of course, my dear Carlotta." He smiled and laid a reassuring hand on her arm. "This whole thing has gotten out of hand. I tried to help a man in prison and he's turned on me like a mad dog. I want you to take up quarters at Clara's place for the present, where you'll be perfectly safe. I'm taking these four men and riding south in the morning."
"Why, may I ask?"
"What else but to find Kerrigan and try to reason with him again before he rides in here with a gun in his hand? I wish I had sent for Kitty. He loved her�that is, as much as a man like him can love a beautiful woman. I should have had her waiting for him in a buggy when he stepped through the gates of the prison at Yuma. After two years without seeing a woman, it might have made him think of something else besides wanting to kill somebody."
How he wished it! If only he had done that, instead of bringing Carlotta by way of the state capital in Tucson, to show her off to the governor and other prominent people while he handed over twenty thousand for "campaign expenses."
"Now should you have, Thomas?" she asked, and seemed actually amused at some thought back of her lead-grey eyes. "You've been very vague about her, you know. In fact, embarrassed when people up in the gulch asked about her. I did ask Clara�"
"And what did she tell you?" he snapped at her before he could stop himself.
Her voice came with warning sweetness, something utterly alien to this calm-eyed beauty he had completely misunderstood until now. "As I managed to put together the few bits of information pried out of Clara, she screamed hysterically when Lew was arrested and brought to trial here in Pirtman by Judge Eaton."
"Lew?" he cut in, uncontrollably angry now. "Since when has it become 'Lew'?"
"When Mr. Kerrigan was sentenced to life imprisonment at hard labor, Thomas, I believe your fair Kitty was hysterical for all of two days, while patient Clara carried cold packs for her eyes. I also believe the sheriff, who, I understand, is a United States Marshal appointed by Judge Eaton, hardly had taken him away when you took Kitty under your fatherly wing to the new strike and gave her employment."
"Now, look here, Carlotta�" he began ragingly.
"How cruel and callous could you have been? Did you help her write the letters to him to make certain nothing of her possibly stricken conscience was revealed? Did the two of you together read his undoubted heartfelt replies, written from a dungeon? From the clothing she left behind in that architectural monstrosity, you must have been as generous with her as you were with me when you gave me the money to replace my own threadbare wardrobe."
She laughed softly at the stunned surprise on his suave features, now turning dark with outraged anger. It was Carlotta's turn to pat Harrow on the sleeve, reassuringly.
"Don't look so shocked, Thomas, that the cold woman you bought for display on the frontier has a normal woman's instincts for love. I overlooked your evasions as to details of the great military battles fought during the Civil War. You're not the only one of that particular breed. I also managed to overlook your insufferable vanity at thinking I could love a man like you, my dear Thomas."
"Then why did you do it?" he burst out. His arm under her fingers was trembling. Women had always been conquests. He wasn't used to a knife.
"Why? I thought you might have suspected the answer. A once-proud family destroyed and scattered during the great war. Poverty and rags during that conflict and little more than proud poverty in the years that followed. It's not easy to live as an old, old maiden of twenty-five, scorned by the townspeople as being too proud to accept the inevitable and marry into a life of near poverty. You were tired of an empty-headed mistress like Kitty and wanted a lady to grace that cavelike monstrosity in Dalyville. I wanted anything away from what I had. But after I arrived here, and found out a few details of your rather sordid past, I discovered that my supposedly thick skin was still very, very thin, Thomas."
"I see." He turned on her, cold and hard now. "And just what do you propose to do now, my dear Carlotta," he almost sneered.
"I still have the down payment you made on my purchase," she answered him quite calmly. "Aside from the real necessity of new clothes to replace my wardrobe of made-over dresses from my mother and grandmother, most of the twenty thousand you gave me before you left for New York is carefully packed away in goldback currency in my baggage. I have hinted to Clara Thompson that I might wish to purchase the place she built with her husband's savings. She's become restless, living too long near old memories, and might go away to Texas and start a new life, as I might do here. But I wish to see Lew Kerrigan first. It is my feeling the money you thrust upon me might rightfully belong to him. If he refuses to accept it from me, then I'll talk seriously with Clara."
She moved away from him to the far side of the softly cushioned seat in the rear of the coach, and he knew he had irrevocably lost this woman he'd never possessed from the beginning. Her next words confirmed the bitter gall of the truth.
"And now, Thomas, will you please oblige me by climbing up to the seat with the driver? I wish to be alone, to enjoy a sudden uplift of feeling I never thought could happen. And you can do little good in here if we're attacked by veritable swarms of the Apaches, whom I understand you're suspected of having provided with arms and ammunition before you became wealthy and respectable�now could you?"
He wrenched savagely at the door and clambered up on top, ignoring the questioning looks in the eyes of his three heavily armed guards. He slid into the seat beside the driver and scowled.
"Pete," he said, looking straight ahead, "you heard what Joe Stovers said about Kerrigan. Hannifer and Ace Saunders tipped their hands, and Kerrigan turned on them like a damned Apache. If he gets through to Pirtman�and that's the first place he'll come�somebody is going to get killed."
"You don't want him alive any more, huh?" Pete Orr asked.
"Out of the question now, Pete. He's a wolf with a taste for blood. Mine and any of you who used to be with me up at the old place."
"How much in it for me? Same as the state put on before? Five hundred?"
"Five hundred to any of you."
"He'd spot the red coach under the sheds at the old fort first thing. He'd slip in that way to get to Miz Thompson's place. I guess I'll play it from that angle."
"Good! Just make sure you get him, and don't worry about Joe Stovers. Judge Eaton is in Pirtman today, but we still might have to kill ourselves a sheriff before this day is out."
"Things are that bad, eh?"
"They could get that bad, Pete."
"Suits me. I haven't forgot that Stovers arrested me up in Dalyville in Sam Blaze Face's place for shooting a damned miner. It ain't been the same since you got rich, Tom. I still prefer the old hangout up in the back country. Nothing to do but handle some of the horses an' guns LeRoy ran in from California. Play cards, plenty of good whiskey, and with a few Indian and Mex gals around to make a man feel at home."
The coach whipped on down the road to the outskirts of the first few houses among the evergreen trees and here the troopers left it and began the return patrol back to Dalyville and their temporary camp in the mountains. Pete Orr wheeled the six horses up with a flourish before the long frontier veranda of Clara Thompson's place. The three guards climbed stiffly down and strode off toward the Pine Knot near the road, the settlement's only saloon.
Pete Orr licked his lips but had to wait and take the coach over to the old fort and unharness�and then wait some more.
Harrow had descended the folding step and now hastily helped Carlotta out of the opened doorway of the bright red coach. Thomas Harrow, Esq. Dalyville, Arizona Territory. As Harrow turned, a girl came running off the front porch, arms open and outstretched. A yellow-haired girl, blue-eyed and kitten-faced, who flung herself into Tom Harrow's arms with a little squeal of gladness.
"My dear," Carlotta smiled warmly at Kitty Anderson's flushed face looking over Harrow's rigidly frozen shoulder, "you do it as naturally as though you'd done it quite often. Thomas, have you forgotten your manners? Aren't you going to introduce me?"


CHAPTER EIGHT
Daybreak came uncomfortably to Lew Kerrigan in the September chill of the high country in northern Arizona. The pines around him stood tall and majestic as though through lordly green eyes they were surveying all of the vast wilderness; a panorama of broken-chested country, myriad colors of green and brown, amber and yellow, with, now and then, the pale-blue glint of distant water.
Kerrigan had devoted the remaining hours of darkness in cutting a careful circle in the blackness; almost a slow step at a time in the moccasins. He knew how desperate Tom Harrow must be. In so far as Kerrigan knew, Harrow had long since been waiting for his men to bring in the fugitive, and probably wondering at their silence.
He thought grimly, Well, he won't have to wonder much longer. I'll make Pirtman today and maybe Kitty will be there. He'd realized many times how much younger she was than himself, but she was beautiful and this was the frontier where almost any woman was a premium in a country preponderantly male and single. After two years of not seeing a woman, a man could forget subconscious misgivings and think only of seeing her again.
He didn't know exactly what his next step would be after that. He'd think of that when he got to Clara's place.
As for LeRoy and Jeb Donnelly and who else was with them, they had pushed him twice and each time it had cost them a man. He'd spared Donnelly's life in the Escondido Saloon. He'd ducked away from town to avoid meeting Ace Saunders again. He hadn't gone up to the prison with a rifle to pick off Wood Smith. And he'd spared LeRoy's life back there at the lava beds, shooting instead a man trained to trail like a hound on the scent of a big deer-killing mountain cat.
But he thought he knew LeRoy, the beaver hat and McClellan saddle a key to the pride and vanity of a man probably once a gentleman from the South. Kerrigan had been ordered brought in or killed, and Hannifer LeRoy had failed in his part of the unsavory job. He'd been trying again now for many days, and last night the red horse he had sold Kerrigan had proved the means of not letting Kerrigan be taken in camp.
They'd be coming in to play rough now. This was their final big chance!
Kerrigan lay in a thick brush clump atop a small ridge and waited, a cluster of green weeds tied to the top of his head. Kadoba had said that an Apache could flatten out within five feet of a White Eyes and not be seen, something that the officers and troopers of a hundred, a thousand patrols had at one time or another learned to their sorrow; and that bunch out there somewhere couldn't shoot a man when they couldn't see him.
Below dipped a sweeping view of a wide swale to his right, with well-worn game trails among the trees, the kind of trails riders traveling northward would instinctively follow. To his left was another, studded with a thick growth of evergreens.
Kerrigan continued to wait patiently, the words of Kadoba coming back to him: Time is nothing to the Indian. To the stalker of game or an enemy, an hour or a sun or a moon is nothing.
When the Indian hurries too much the game flees. When the Indian waits it comes to him.
The sun crept into view and showered the vast panorama with yellow light against green and brown. A lizard came out from behind a rock and regarded the strange object flat on its stomach. But impatience had begun to take its inevitable toll in worry. Those men had known during the night that he had not remained in camp, nor had he jumped on the red horse and risked their fire in a hard-running get-away; something Kerrigan now thought of with regret.
They probably had taken the horse and left Kerrigan to plod away on foot, certain he'd head straight for Pirtman. Hell, he thought impatiently, they probably hurried on to wait for me there.
He rose to his feet with a grunt of disgust at himself and tossed aside the head grass, in him the foolish feeling of a man who'd tried to play at being an Apache and, in so doing, had lost his only horse. Damned fool, he muttered, and went down into the small swale to his left. He threaded his way over the carpeting of dry mat and pine cones beneath the trees and climbed the opposite ridge, intending to work his way down its hogback under concealment of the thick brush.
He was still a bit disgusted with himself when he stepped noiselessly out on top and saw Stubb Holiday crouched behind a bush thirty feet distant, rifle in hand.
"Don't move, Holiday," Lew Kerrigan warned, the repeater cocked and halfway to his shoulder.
Holiday came around slowly, rising at the same time, his chunky body stiff. The driver of Harrow's private coach spoke through bloodless lips.
"I gave Tom your message, Kerrigan," he said, and exploded into lightning action.
With no time to raise rifles for aim, they shot simultaneously from hips, the twin reports rolling out across the country and then echoing back like thunderclaps presaging a storm. The .45-90 in Kerrigan's work-hardened hands jerked from recoil and, at the same time, Holiday's bullet cut a slash through the worn brim of the brown Stetson. Kerrigan leaped sidewise and snapped the weight of the weapon against the jacking lever to whip in a fresh cartridge, a right-handed action faster than working the lever.
But Stubb Holiday's rifle clattered against the rocks at his feet, making an odd, metallic sound. He threw up both hands and almost flung himself from the rocky perch, writhing from the shocking impact of 350 grains of lead fired into his body at close range.
The slope on the east side of the little hogback dropped down at an angle of about sixty degrees and Holiday fell feet down. He slid that way, on his face, hands outspread above him.
He came to a stop in a cloud of dust and a shower of small stones raining down from above. He lay with his round, almost cherubic face partly buried, yellow hair powdered, legs outspread, short arms still outflung.
Kerrigan watched stonily. A third man of Tom Harrow's was dead.
Three of them now, and he hadn't wanted to kill again after the Havers business. Holiday hadn't been with them in the beginning. He'd taken a message and a thin pistol back to Harrow in the hotel in Yuma and then driven the red coach on back to Pirtman and Dalyville.
Was Harrow now in the vicinity with still more men?
He had no time to conjecture that possibility. A quarter-mile away a bay horse with a frantically spurring rider bent low in the saddle broke at a dead run from a clump of timber. From another point, almost due south and below Kerrigan, at the point where the hogback descended into the ground, Jeb Donnelly's booming roar of warning came clearly. His big white horse, a color no hunter of men should have ridden, shot into view and headed toward the one spurred by the man wearing an odd-looking beaver hat with a low round crown.
"Git outa here!" the ex-marshal was bellowing to Hannifer LeRoy. "That damned lobo circled around and got into us! He's killed Stubb Holiday up there in the brush on the ridge!"
Kerrigan snapped the repeater to his shoulder and lined up the sights on the man riding his white horse like a huge brown cockleburr stuck on its back. Four shots left. Many days previously, back there among the lava beds in the desert, it had been like this. Donnelly had half heard, half felt the waspish whistle of bullets from the .45-90 cutting the air past him and throwing up little sand spurts ahead of his running white horse.
Now he heard the slugs again, striking among the limbs his outflung arm was trying to ward off as he rode for cover and tried to protect his still partly bandaged jaw. But the four shots had missed their target, and Kerrigan again refused the thought of trying to down the white horse.
He looked around for the dead man's horse and soon found it hidden in an aspen clump below. With the reloaded repeater in one hand, he mounted. The horse broke into movement under the urging of soft moccasin heels and with a tight rein against the bit carried a new, wary rider cautiously back in the direction of his abandoned camp.
Lew Kerrigan crept through the underbrush on noiseless feet, circling around from the south, and stepped over the body of a dead man close by where he had camped. This one turned out to be the "cowpuncher" who had come into the corral back of the new hotel in Yuma and later, in Phoenix, had grabbed Old Cap by the shoulder and hurriedly spun him back through the slat swing doors of a side-street saloon. He'd foolishly emptied his six-shooter last night, and died for that mistake.
Big Red was gone, as had been expected, led or ridden away by LeRoy, who had intended to recover the powerful horse. The fact that they'd been gone for quite a bit was evidenced in a big black bear nosing around in the torn remnants of Kerrigan's warbag. It gave vent to a startled "woof" and broke away at a lumbering gallop.
Bear Paw Daly, slipping furtively into Kerrigan's small ranch north and east of Pirtman to replenish his empty food packs, had worn a claw and foreleg skin on his left arm stub to terrify the superstitious Apaches while he hunted unmolested for their gold.
Kerrigan watched the galloping bear and acted instinctively.
"Maybe," he half-grunted, "Tom would like another one from me as a wedding gift."
He swung up the heavy rifle and drove a .45-90 slug of lead squarely behind the camp marauder's left ear.
It rolled forward twice like a big furry rubber ball and then sprawled out flat on its belly. Kerrigan moved over to it, took from his pocket the sharp jackknife, and deftly skinned out the left foreleg and claw.
He straightened with the bloody trophy in his hands�and saw around him the price he had paid for such trivial thinking. Apaches!
There were about thirty of them standing like silent ghosts in a wide, loosely patterned circle that brooked no thought of an attempt to escape. Brown statues with rifles slung over their mostly bare arms. The same rifles Tom Harrow had sold them for raw gold.
A few wore old shirts above dirty white muslin breechclouts and doubled-down buckskin leggings wrapped around with thongs. Loco himself wore a Stetson, property of some long-dead rancher, the brim pulled down hard all the way around. He was easily recognizable from pictures taken during one of his brief stays on the reservation.
They began to close in on moccasined feet that made not a whisper of sound; moving in to where Lew Kerrigan still stood astraddle the body of the bear. The animal was their brother, and old Daly had terrorized them because they thought him to be Bear-in-Body-of-White Eyes.
Ace Saunders lowered the powerful field-glasses from in front of his heavily whiskered countenance and slipped them into the leather case slung from his saddle horn. He rode at a slow, careful walk until he rejoined the others back of a knoll.
"For two cents," he said more to himself than the others, "I'd go back down there and horn in."
"That's what you were supposed to do. All of us, in fact. Try for a crippling shot. You lose some guts since he played Apache and killed your pardner?"
"Don't," Saunders whispered softly, a queer light flecking his dark eyes. "Don't ever speak to me like that again, Hannifer, if you want to stay alive. I'd have got him alone after you two decided it was healthier to go running to Pirtman with your tails between your legs. Now for two cents I'd go back and help him. Lew Kerrigan don't deserve a slow burn."
"What's he talking about, Hannifer?" Jeb Donnelly grunted, looking at the slim, unshaven gunman. "What's eatin' you, Ace?"
"Apaches down at Kerrigan's camp," Saunders said coolly. "They just closed in on him. First wild ones I've ever set eyes on. It put ice up and down my back."
"Then let's get out of here slow and careful," LeRoy said. With the instinctive fear of men long familiar with the bloody price exacted by the Apaches, he began to glance around nervously.
"Just as quiet as we can go," Jeb Donnelly nodded, sheer fright in his own eyes.
"What about Kerrigan?" asked the gunman. "He's a white man and there's twenty or thirty of them�with plenty of matches."
"Listen to the man," grunted Jeb Donnelly to LeRoy and jerked his head at Ace.
"Kerrigan warned us last night this is Loco's country and to get out while we could," Saunders replied doggedly. "He tried to tell us and you two wouldn't listen. If he hadn't twisted out of our little ambush this morning�if we'd shot him crippled like we figured and been down there with him at his camp now�those of us not dead would be getting ready to swing by our heels over a slow fire. I haven't got any particular affection for Kerrigan, but dammit, he's a white man. He don't deserve to die like that!"
"He was the one who knew so much about them 'Paches in the first place," Jeb Donnelly pointed out, and started his horse in a slow walk. "You two can do what you please. I'm going to soft-walk this white hoss of mine for another mile and then lay the steel in his sides."
LeRoy said, "Well, Ace?" and began to follow.
Saunders looked back once and then rode after them. He said, ignoring them and speaking as though to himself, "I still think we shoulda gone back."
Jeb Donnelly grinned through the opening around his flabby mouth and pointed furtively to his temple. "These gents who hire out their guns, Han, they allus got a bolt loose upstairs some'ers."
"No telling what Tom will do, now that he's lost his only chance at some more of Loco's gold," LeRoy replied, still continuing his nervous glances at the surrounding timber. "But that's his lookout. Right now I'm going to put some distance between me and those Apaches. Come on, let's make a run for it!"
They spurred along, the red horse galloping at the end of a lead rope, and once more Ace Saunders looked back. This time toward the ridge where Stubb Holiday hadn't wanted to go, except that Ace had insisted.
He and Ace had ridden the same trails for almost six years, and now the Apaches would strip and mutilate Stubb's body.


CHAPTER NINE
Lew Kerrigan stood facing Loco. He made no move to turn and look behind him. His face was as blankly inexpressive as he could make it, not knowing at what moment brown fingers would seize his hands from behind or a swung rifle barrel would land a stunning blow alongside his head.
Maybe, he thought desperately, I can do it by talking Apache.
"Ninda-hi," he said slowly to Loco. The Outlaw People, they called themselves.
Loco's lateral gash of a mouth did not change. Kerrigan received no answer, nor did he expect any for a few moments. It was the Apache way. Loco merely stood looking at him. Some Apaches cut their hair across the bottom and let it hang shoulder-length. The others rarely braided as was the custom among plains Indians. The renegade's hair beneath the pulled-down brim of the old hat had been drawn back, covering his ears, and tied at the back of his neck with a buckskin thong.
Kerrigan tried again. "I have seen the White Eyes' face-writing of you on paper. You are Chief Loco."
"Yes, he's crazy," spoke up a voice behind Kerrigan. "Also Bi-ni-edine, we are, Yew. The Brainless Ones."
Kerrigan turned slowly and stared in astonishment at Kadoba. It seemed unbelievable that he could be here�in the high country of the Mogollon Plateau. When they had parted the last time the Apache had lain behind the locked steel door of a hillside dungeon, left wrist and ankle chained to a heavy iron ring sunk deep in floor mortar.
Kerrigan had seen few grins on the Apache's face during their two years of confinement. Heaven knew there had been little to bring even a faint smile to Kadoba's face. But at the moment, among about thirty thin-slitted mouths, his was open in a schoolboy grin. He was free of the white man's prison chains; he was back, not among fat reservation Indians, but the wild, lean broncos; and he was meeting the friend who had made it possible.
"I'm glad you escaped, Kadoba," Kerrigan said, shaking hands.
Kadoba turned and faced the fierce visage of the beady-eyed Loco, who'd eluded the troops in a masterful hit-and-run campaign and yet mostly remained in northern Arizona, whereas others had fled to Mexico. Natchise, the extremely tall son of Cochise, and Chatto, the short Apache Bull, had made frontier history by flashing up out of Mexico, pouncing into the San Carlos Reservation to get their women and children, and then making a running, twisting fight back to sanctuary across the border.
Loco the Crazy One rarely had had to flee across the invisible boundary. His will-o'-the-wisp band had seldom been cornered in a disadvantageous fight, and when it finally did happen Loco had spun to face them.
Kadoba began to speak to Loco. "This is the White Eyes who was with me in the prison at Yuma. He was my friend and teacher, and I told him many things of the Outlaw People. I have told how he sent me the knife-with-teeth and I killed the guard."
Kerrigan stared at him, having understood every word of it. "Who did you kill, Kadoba?" he asked, thinking of genial Bud Casey's wife and four children.
Kadoba grinned and swelled out his chest for the benefit of the others as he answered in broken English they didn't understand. "You send me knife-with-teeth in pig meat. Get horsehair from Bud. He say make Apache hackamore. No make hackamore. Make long rope. With knife-with-teeth I kill Wood Smith in neck. Kkkkkkttt!" he hissed and jabbed an index finger into his throat.
So the brutal, hard-drinking friend of Jeb Donnelly was dead? Kerrigan had felt no sympathy or fellowship for the average desperado doing time in Yuma for their various crimes, but they had deserved more humane treatment at the hands of their guards than Smith had given them.
"I get across the water, me," Kadoba was speaking. "Steal horse, run him dead. Take meat and run all night in new moccasins. Steal 'nother horse, some days pretty soon hunt Loco with smoke signals. He see."
Kerrigan could picture the astonishing rapidity of Kadoba's flight northward to the familiar high country where he had been born. Next to the famed Tarahumari runners of Old Mexico, from whom young Apaches had adopted the method of running for eight hours and kicking a light ball ahead of them, Kadoba seemed to have about doubled the daily distance of troops probably on the lookout for him since his escape.* The young Indian probably had been back with Loco's band of broncos for several days.
* Author's note: Upton states in his military textbook, Cavalry Tactics, that forty-five miles per day was the absolute limit of cavalry horses on the Southwest Indian frontier.
Loco began to speak then in short, grunting gutturals. He stared at Kerrigan and Kerrigan returned the stare, making certain there was no fear evident in it. He curled his lips contemptuously to show he'd helped an Apache.
"He asks why do you kill our brother the bear?" Kadoba said. "He says we do not kill our own brother."
Kerrigan lifted his left arm and held it straight out. Over it he laid the skinned-out foreleg and pointed the claws at Kadoba's face. The Apache sucked in his breath and leaped backward.
All around the glade Lew Kerrigan heard the little sucking intake of breath that told of a sudden, inner excitement beginning to grip the hostiles. They began to mutter and point�and small wonder.
For years they had seen the old grey beard, the Bear-in-Body-of-Man, and fled in panic at the sight. Now while they listened, Kerrigan, aided by the voluble Kadoba, gravely told them the story of the old man who had hunted yellow iron unmolested in the heart of bronco Apache country. He had known that hunters of the yellow metal, when caught, always were burned head down over a slow fire as a warning to others. He had worn the bear paw on his blown-off left arm to frighten the Apaches away.
Loco stepped forward, again speaking Athapascan* gutturals. Then it was not a bear in the body of a man? It was an old viejo who'd finally found Apache gold? It was Harrow, the man who once sold us guns, who had brought in all the White Eyes yellow hunters and made a big camp?
* Author's note: Athapascan is a common language understood by many tribes. The fact that Indians in the Mackenzie Valley near the Arctic Circle speak the same language as Arizona Apaches is cited by ethnologists as proof of aborigine migration from Asia.
"Yes," nodded Kerrigan.
But Loco wasn't through. "And now you come alone to hunt more yellow iron with a bear claw on your arm to make fools of the Apaches?" The beady-black eyes were beginning to turn bright with an instinctive hatred.
"No," Kerrigan shook his head. "I wanted to travel here in safety because I have enemies to kill. Two of them are already dead. One of them is over there," pointing to the brush. "But there are others who have been trailing me."
"These things we know, because we have been trailing them. If you kill your enemies, this we Apaches understand. You can go free. You will be safe. But you must not hunt for yellow iron or white iron."
"This thing I understand," Lew Kerrigan agreed.
Kadoba spoke a sharp warning, in English. "He believes you speak with a straight tongue. Now you shake hands quick!"
Kerrigan stepped forward and shook the small, dirty hand. The eyes above it were still beady, the mouth a thin, vicious-looking slit. The odor that came to Kerrigan's nostrils was like that found in the den of a wild animal.
They walked down to the camp a short distance away. One of the war party espied the body of the man who'd emptied his six-shooter at Kerrigan's gun flash the night before and paid for that foolishness with his life. With a wild yell the buck grabbed up the wide-brimmed hat, tore off the filthy buckskin band around his forehead, and put on the Stetson, yanking and tugging until the brim was down around his greasy black locks. Next he unbuttoned the shirt, jerked the blood-caked object from its former owner, and held it up. He put it on proudly, wearing it tail out as was the custom of all wild Apaches.
Kerrigan removed Stubb Holiday's saddle and tossed it aside, cinching his own saddle on the back of the dead man's horse. Kadoba came up leading his pied pony and eased himself into the rawhide kak with its soft sheepskin pad.
To Kerrigan's inquiring look, he said proudly, "I go with you so other Apaches no kill. Loco say you no hunt gold. You hunt gold, I kill you."
"This thing I understand," Kerrigan replied in very polite Apache.
He was hiding a grimace of annoyance as he swung into leather. Somehow he had to get word to Fort Whipple in a hurry as to the approximate whereabouts of Loco and his long-sought band of butchers. Nor did he want any escaped convict killer Apache Indian with him when he returned to civilization. God forbid! He was already as good as hanged if Joe Stovers ever got the drop on him again.
And if Kadoba should be with him when Joe made the attempt, a wild Apache knew only one way in which to repay a debt of gratitude: lever that .44-40 Harrow had sold them, and when it was empty go in beside Kerrigan with a knife.
Sometime between three and four that afternoon their horses made the last steep climb up the side of a ridge they had been skirting and came out on top. Kerrigan and the slim Apache pulled up and looked down upon the green forest below, through which a single brown thread wound its way crookedly along a half-mile stretch of partly hidden buildings.
The walls and buildings of the old fort stood out clear. And so did the top of Clara Thompson's sprawling establishment not far from the headquarters office.
Kerrigan led the way down the steep declivity, both he and the Apache quartering their horses back and forth. Halfway down he pulled up and bent to look at deep hoof marks in the soft carpeting dropped from the pines. Kadoba glanced once and held up four fingers. Kerrigan nodded.
Three riders and one led horse that would be Big Red. The three probably were over there cleaned up and comfortable after gorging themselves on Clara's food. Who else would be over there? Kitty? Where were Harrow and the woman he probably had married by now? And where would cagey old Joe Stovers be about now?
Lew Kerrigan had ridden a few hundred miles to find out the answer.
"Come on," he said to the Indian, and led the way down under an overhead blanket of green branches.


CHAPTER TEN
Carlotta Wilkerson came out on the back porch of Clara's place and once again looked out over the area of the old fort and to the mass of green up there a half mile away. The sun, slanting into the big bend of what now was named Thompson Canyon in honor of Captain Thompson, caught her eyes and she shaded them with a hand. She went back into the kitchen and smiled at Clara's understanding look.
Judge Eaton finished off the last of a slab of canned peach pie, grunted contentedly and rose with coffee cup in one hand. He was a man of sixty, an even six feet in height, with a face so cadaverous that both his bony cheeks and temples were round, sunken spots. He wiped at his greying mustaches and ran a hand over the faint knot of belly beneath the long black coat of wool broadcloth.
"The Lord gives all of us certain gifts, Clara, and yours is one of the greatest," he rumbled. "I wonder if by chance Joe is back from Dalyville yet� Think he went home first?"
"Why don't you go over and see?" Clara suggested. "If you don't, I'm afraid there won't be any pie left for supper."
He took that as a compliment, which it wasn't, drained away the rest of the warm coffee and wiped at his mustaches. "A good suggestion, Clara. He'll want to know the details of Kerrigan's death today at the hands of Indians. Very regrettable that he should come to such an end, but the Lord can be terrible in His vengeance upon such a man. He killed young Havers right in front of your porch, Clara, and for that I should have sentenced him to hang instead of showing mercy. But I listened to the voice of Joe Stovers�and now see what it has brought. One dead man down in the lava beds and two more dead at Kerrigan's hand this very day. I was weak and because of that weakness I have three dead men resting upon my troubled conscience. But the Lord is strong and He showed the black soul of the murderer no such mercy by delivering him into the hands of the Indians."
Carlotta looked over at Clara after he was gone, her mouth a little white around the corners. "A woman can stand only so much, Clara, and if that gluttonous old hypocrite had rolled one more sonorous quotation about the Creator I don't think I could have stood it. Clara, couldn't there be any hope that Lew Kerrigan escaped?"
"I guess I'm like you," Clara said and picked up the empty cup and plate. "I just can't believe it. And yet I know what must have happened if Loco got him back there this morning. I saw the evidence of it when they brought my husband home one afternoon about this time, Carlotta, and broke the news that tore my own small world apart. In the years since then such butchery has been an almost weekly occurrence in this and New Mexico Territory."
Carlotta tried to smile understandingly at this proud woman who still lived alone in a wild frontier country where women, certainly such as she, were so few. She wanted to put a woman's thoughts into words and ask the big question in her mind�if Clara loved Lew Kerrigan. Would she have married him if Kitty had not come along? Carlotta Wilkerson thought almost fiercely to herself, I would have! That sniveling little snip upstairs crying her eyes out over Kerrigan's death wouldn't have got him away from me!
It had been a day with repercussions that would rock Arizona Territory, from the Governor's mansion to the office of the Commanding General of the district in Winslow. Loco's last raid and subsequent butchery of five Mexican sheepherders had exploded three weeks before far to the southeast; and after three terrified men, leading a big red horse, had come spurring in with more bad news Pirtman was a silent, deserted settlement with armed men behind the barred doors of their houses.
Harrow and his men were in town somewhere, a rider on a good horse having been sent north to tell Joe Stovers what had happened. He could withdraw his guard of men from the mining camp now. Lew Kerrigan wouldn't be keeping his promise to burn it. Kitty Anderson was in her room upstairs, weeping hysterically into a pillow over the supposed death of Kerrigan.
She'd tried to explain her effusive greeting to Harrow when he arrived in the coach with Carlotta, and that had been something all of them would remember. Harrow, stony-faced with anger, had pushed the girl away. Clara Thompson had been a witness to it all, and somehow she felt glad it had happened that way.
She liked Carlotta, and the thought of such a woman following Kitty into Harrow's home had strained to the speaking point her natural reticence concerning other people's lives. But from the looks of things now, the calm-eyed beauty from the South had made her own decision before the meeting, and unfortunate Lew Kerrigan would never have to find out the truth about the woman upstairs.
A faint sound came from the dining room and Kitty appeared in the doorway. She'd combed into loose waves the long flow of yellow hair and tied it back with a blue ribbon. Except for her eyes she was as beautiful as ever, with a full, curved figure men couldn't keep their eyes from when she walked into a room.
Small wonder, Clara thought, that a lonely man like Lew Kerrigan would have forgotten his close ties of friendship with her when Kitty, so alone and so helpless, came to Pirtman.
"You look much better now, Kitty," Clara said with a sincerity natural to her.
"Has there been any more news?"
"Nothing."
"I guess you two must think I'm awful to break this way, but I just couldn't help it. Poor Lew! He killed Buck Havers on account of me and went to prison because of it; and now he's dead." Kitty's eyes began to mist again and she dabbed at them with a tiny handkerchief. On the return trip from back in the States Kitty had thought much about Kerrigan and convinced herself she'd never loved anybody else. Suffering the pangs of an already badly mauled conscience, the report of his death had hit her hard.
"Have you any immediate plans for the future, Miss Anderson?" Carlotta inquired.
"I don't know now," Kitty almost sighed. "Everything is all mussed up. Poor Lew is dead and you and Tom are going to be married. I was so surprised when Joe Stovers wrote me about it. I thought Tom would�I thought I'd come back and see Lew, because it was on account of me he got sent to the pen. Now I just don't know what I'll do." She dabbed at her eyes with the tiny handkerchief again and went out on the back porch.
"I'm going over to the fort," she called back. "I've got to do something to keep my mind off poor Lew."
"You'd better stay right here in this house, Kitty," Clara warned sharply. "There's no telling what might happen with Indians this close."
"Oh, I don't care what happens to me any more," Kitty replied, stepping off the porch.
She walked the forty yards to a low wall and a gap knocked in it for Clara to use between the house and her grain supply in a room once occupied by the desk of her husband. Harrow's coach had been backed under a long shed and near it were a number of horses tied to mangers: the six coach horses and four more, including a big red horse.
A handsome man in a low-crowned beaver hat stood talking with Pete, who'd been the driver of the coach down from Dalyville that morning. LeRoy and the two others had abandoned the pack mule back near Kerrigan's camp. He'd lost all of his better clothing; and the mule, of course, would be butchered by Loco's meat-hungry warriors. Roasted and eaten probably while Kerrigan swung by his heels over another slow fire.
To Kitty he'd looked like any other roughly dressed rider over in the dining room, except that he didn't wolf his food and his manners equalled those of Torn Harrow.
"Ah, Miss Anderson." LeRoy gave her a smile and lifted his hat, a speculative look in his eyes. Small wonder Lew Kerrigan and then Harrow had been attracted to her. This girl was beautiful! It made a man itch to run his fingers through that soft yellow hair. "You seem to be feeling much better. I'm very happy for you."
A man on foot slipped around the far end of the shed and froze motionless in the shadows. Hannifer LeRoy and the driver of the stage, their eyes on the girl, didn't notice.
Kitty said, "I've been crying all day over Lew, just like I did the last time. I guess I'll never really get over it. You work for Tom, don't you?"
"In a manner of speaking," LeRoy replied gallantly. "I'm actually his first cousin." He didn't add that he'd also supplied some of the guns and ammunition now in the hands of bronco Indians, as well as stolen horses Harrow had sold to men in a hurry. Nor that Harrow had sent word to him in California to come to Yuma and help make certain that Kerrigan either complied with the terms of his freedom or was put out of the way.
The man they were talking about waited in the deep shadows of the shed a few moments, his eyes upon Kitty. Something had happened to her during those two long years. She'd matured amazingly and to his hungry eyes held a different kind of beauty. And yet inside him was the same strange feeling he'd had when the hack rocked down the muddy slope from the prison. Not the warm flush of eagerness he'd looked forward to, but something alien he didn't quite understand. Prison, probably. It had a way of changing a man and making things look different afterward.
Movement over at the north end of the old parade ground caught his eyes as Joe Stovers, on a tired horse, came along the road bitten out a long time ago by army wagon tires. Tom Harrow strode alongside Stovers' horse, the two in animated conversation. From the back porch of the boarding house Carlotta and Clara Thompson saw them and began walking along the trail to the gap in the wall. Kerrigan, his view blocked by the office building, didn't see them.
Well, this was as good a time as any to settle a few things. Then he'd recover the red horse and be on his way. He slid along the manger-lined wall and came up under cover of Big Red, contentedly munching hay.
Joe Stovers' angry voice, obviously lashing at Harrow, ceased as the two men came up to the little group and the sheriff swung his short, bulky weight from his horse.
Stovers dropped the reins to the ground and grunted wearily. Then he said, still angry, "I wasn't worried about Lew burning your damned town. Well, not too much anyhow. Not as long as there weren't any women and kids left. Now I guess it doesn't matter. Where's that red horse those crummy men of yourn brought in?"
"He's right here, Joe," Kerrigan replied, and stepped into view around the animal's coppery hip. "I came back to get him."
"Lew!" Kitty screamed and took a faltering step toward him, and then drew back as she saw he wasn't looking at her.
His eyes were upon Tom Harrow, whose face had lost color.
"What is all this anyhow, Lew?" Joe Stovers demanded. "What's all this about you getting caught by 'Paches and burned? What kind of cock-and-bull story is this, LeRoy? Answer up!"
"Hold it, Joe," Kerrigan said. "Loco's band did close in on me right after LeRoy pulled out with Ace Saunders and Jeb Donnelly. They were right in thinking it was trail's end for me. But as luck would have it, the Apache I celled with had made his way back and rejoined Loco's band of broncos."
He flicked his cold glance first to the hard-faced driver, Pete, and to LeRoy, who was smiling lazily, waiting his chance when Kerrigan's attention was diverted.
"In case Tom hasn't told you," Kerrigan said thinly to the sheriff, "the only reason he bought my freedom from prison was because I'd been in a cell for two years with that same Indian, Joe. Tom was pretty certain Kadoba had told me the location of more diggings richer than Dalyville. He guessed right, too. I know where there's another Dalyville, and Tom was desperate to get his hands on it. When I broke loose from Yuma he put LeRoy and the rest of the pack on my trail. Three of those men are dead, including Stubb Holiday, who slipped south and joined them. I came after my horse, and to kill the others."
He felt more than saw the moment LeRoy chose, a shoulder stabbing downward as the horse buyer flashed his hand to his gun. He and the man Pete. Amid the smashing roars of big pistols Kitty began to scream and then screamed again and again. Kerrigan felt the butt of the .44 jarring hard against his calloused hand as he lined shot after shot waist-high at two men writhing in faint wisps of coarse grain powder vapor. He caught two flashes of orange fire spurting from LeRoy's side but felt no pain. A third flash came from the gun of the driver, Pete; slanted groundward as the man fell.
LeRoy was still on his feet as the hammer of Kerrigan's .44 responded with a click on an empty chamber. Slowly the horse thief dropped to his knees; his head jerked back and his chin came up and he looked straight into Kerrigan's eyes. He tried to nod toward Harrow.
"Finish him�off, Kerrigan!" he cried out hoarsely, and a gush of red came to his mouth. "He sent me to hell and�I want to�" He couldn't finish the rest of it. His head dropped down and red flowed from the corners of his mouth as he fell forward to lie curled up on his right side.
A shrill laugh broke from Harrow. Wheeling, he snatched the gun from the sheath at Joe Stovers' heavy right hip. He didn't use it, but sprang away and jerked from inside his coat a pistol with a long, thin barrel. It was the same weapon Kerrigan had used to smash in the jaw of Jeb Donnelly in the Escondido Saloon that morning down in Yuma.
"Stand fast, Joe, or I'll shoot you, so help me!" he ordered. He looked at Kerrigan. "Five of them, Lew. I counted those shots, fast as they were; and a man like you would never carry a live one under the hammer. Your gun's empty. It's my turn now� Stand fast, Joe!" he warned again, and covered the sheriff.
"I could have made you rich, Lew. Both of us rich! But you wouldn't have it that way. You had to play it your way and now I've got all the trumps. As long as things had to end this way, I might as well tell you that I planned for you to kill Buck Havers."
"Why?" Lew Kerrigan asked in surprise. "I hardly knew you by sight at that time."
Harrow's lips beneath the clipped mustache twisted into a cruel smile that moved the long sideburns; the irrepressible gloat of a man who had known many women.
"Why?" he repeated softly. "Because of Kitty. Our long-jawed friend, Buck Havers, was just thick-brained enough to have Wild Bill Hickok ambitions after he became a twenty-five-dollar per month 'night marshal' here in Pirtman. I told him," he laughed pleasantly, "that you were a Texas gun fighter, and he sicked easy. Eagerly, I'd say. I knew you'd kill him, and I was temporarily in need of the territorial reward Joe would have to put on your head. I saw that you were guided to my place. By merest chance, old Bear Paw Daly came by on his way to you with news of the strike I was certain was Adams' Lost Diggings. I got the reward. I got the gold. And I got Kitty." He grinned at Stovers.
"I suspected some of it," Stovers grunted. "Just keep on talking a noose, Tom."
"There's nothing more to say now, I guess, except I won't ask for the reward this time. He's got an empty chamber under the hammer of his gun, and I'm going to kill him. And if I have to kill you, too, Joe, I'm quite prepared to do so."
"You made just one mistake, Harrow," Lew Kerrigan said coolly. "There's no empty chamber under the hammer."
Kitty let out a sudden wail of self-pity and fled toward the corner of the building. Only then did Kerrigan see Carlotta and Clara Thompson standing by it. He glanced at Carlotta, wondering what she would think of him now. He'd forced the man she was engaged to marry to expose his rotten soul, and, being a woman, she'd probably hate the man responsible for bringing hurt to her.
"I never thought I'd catch you with a dead chamber under the hammer," Harrow laughed and raised his pistol.
"You haven't," came the quiet reply. "I said there's a live one. But it's in one of the .44-40 repeating rifles you sold Loco. It's lined right at your head. Take a good look at it, damn you!"
He called sharply to the Indian and spoke something none of them understood. Forty feet away the Apache, naked to the waist, stepped into view as though he'd come up out of the ground. Kadoba slithered forward like a dark animal in a half crouch, the Winchester leveled.
Joe Stovers said sharply, "Hold off that damned Injun, Lew, while I get back my gun."
"Don't touch it!" Kerrigan snapped sharply.
Stovers swung around and stared. "You going to try disarming a sheriff, too?"
"I just don't want to risk you getting killed by an Apache with a nervous trigger finger. For two years he's been under the guns and clubs of guards wearing boots and broad-brimmed hats. To him you're a lawman anxious to put him back in Yuma to hang. He didn't kill Tom just now, because I'd ordered him to hold his fire no matter what happened."
"Then get him outa sight quick!" snapped the sheriff. "I see men looking over this way, and if they see an Apache after this bad scare�"
But Kadoba had already moved, disappearing around the horses under the shed. Kerrigan handed the sheriff the weapon he'd taken from Harrow's limp hand and tossed the pistol with the thin barrel a dozen feet away. Instinctively he opened the loading gate of the .44 and began to punch out five empty shells. He didn't look at the two huddled bodies. He felt all sick inside.
Two more dead men, and Kitty writing him letters while she'd been in Dalyville with Harrow. He wanted more than ever to get this thing over with and leave Arizona forever.
Stovers' handcuffs clicked into place on Tom Harrow's wrists. "I'm taking Tom over to Judge Eaton and I'll find where we all stand, Lew. Will you give me your word you won't leave Pirtman?"
"I wouldn't mind talking first. And thanks for my guns. We'll see."
"Good. I'll get back as quick as I can. Keep a sharp lookout for Jeb Donnelly and Ace Saunders� And for God's sake," he rumbled, "don't get into any more fracases. I don't want to resign to keep from arresting you again. Don't want to get my fool head shot off either. Come on, Tom, let's get walking."
Kerrigan spoke sharply to the Apache, telling him to bring in the horses and to saddle Big Red. He heard Stovers bellowing in a far-reaching voice, waving his arms to several men over among the trees and log buildings to stay over there; that everything was all right.
Kerrigan slid the six-shooter into the worn sheath and found two women coming toward him.
"Hello, Clara. Thanks for the letters you wrote." He nodded and touched the brim of his hat to Carlotta Wilkerson.
Clara looked up at him, her eyes searching over his clothing. "Lew, are you hurt? Did any of those shots�"
"No, Clara. LeRoy was over-anxious and missed twice. That other hardcase�Pete Orr� should have stuck to stealing horses and never come down here when Tom struck it rich."
"You'd better come over and try to eat some supper. Carlotta and I will bar the doors until Joe comes."
Kerrigan looked at Carlotta and a faint smile came to his lips. He found an answering one as she extended a slim hand. She said, "I didn't think you were capable of it�looking anything but grim, I mean, Mr. Kerrigan."
"Lew," he corrected her as the three of them walked toward the gap in the old wall. "You offered me your friendship in Yuma, Miss Wilkerson�"
"Carlotta," she said. "I'm offering it again, Lew. I suppose both of us have found out quite a number of things within the past few minutes. Somehow I feel much better."
He didn't answer that one and he didn't see the brief question that came into her eyes. They went up the path to the porch and on into the kitchen. Clara left them there and almost immediately he heard the faint jar of a front door being closed. He sat down in the same chair Joe Stovers had occupied that morning and Carlotta came with the same coffee pot. From somewhere upstairs came muffled whimperings like a frightened kitten locked outside and trying to get in.
"I had expected to find you married to Tom Harrow by the time I finally got here," he said.
She was pouring coffee for him, and to his nostrils came the clean, womanly smell of her and the awareness of how very close she was. Something he'd never felt before stirred inside him. He'd just killed two men in front of her eyes, although she didn't appear to be terribly shocked. He put it down to the fact that perhaps she'd witnessed much of it as a teen-age girl during the war Tom Harrow had fled from.
"And suppose I had been married to him, Lew?"
"It would have saved his life," he answered, looking down as he used the spoon inside the rim of the white cup. "I figured while I was making the long ride north with LeRoy and the others on my trail that you'd got a bad break you didn't deserve. I didn't want to make it worse by making a widow out of you so soon. I was going to let him live."
"And now should I overlook his sordid affairs with other women, his greed and dishonesty, his murder of an old man, and be noble? I'm afraid you don't know me very well, Lew. Thomas' destiny is now in his own hands. But I do wish to exact a promise from you: don't kill him. Will you promise me that?"
He felt a chill begin to course through him. He thought she was pleading for Harrow's life no matter how the man had turned out, what he had done to her.
The man was rotten to the core, but was his record to be compared to five dead men strung along a trail several hundred miles long? Killed by a man now branded an ex-convict and gun fighter?
Now that she'd had time to think, it looked as though she were viewing him in that light. Trying to save the life of an evil man at the hands of one still more evil. He drank the warm coffee and rose and brushed at the whisker stubble that made his mouth look so suddenly unfriendly.
"I don't happen to be noble either, Miss Wilkerson," he said quietly. "I'm traveling along a road where there is no turning back. The man I know as a Confederate deserter killed an old one-armed fellow for his share of a gold strike. He sent me to the pen and got my share. I swore I'd destroy him and burn the town he built."
"Haven't you already destroyed him?" she asked gently. "Better than killing?"
He shook his head and went into the dining room. Clara said almost cheerfully, "Everything storm proof, Lew. Joe can handle things over in town, and Tom's men wouldn't dare fire on a house with women in it. Now how about some good food?"
"Where's Kitty's room?" he asked her.
"It's�upstairs," she said faintly. "The one on the southeast corner."
"Thanks," he said, and moved into the parlor, which showed the hard effects of stage travelers during the two-year boom. He disappeared on moccasined feet and Clara found the other woman beside her.
"Why?" Carlotta whispered. "For what reason would he go to her, Clara?"
"I don't know, my dear. He might feel that after prison and five dead men�"
Kerrigan moved soundlessly on the worn carpeting. He was almost to Kitty's door when another beside it opened behind him and a man's voice, barely audible, said, "Hold it, Kerrigan. Turn slow and don't try anything."
Kerrigan turned and looked into the muzzle of the six-shooter in Ace Saunders' slim hand; saw the odd, twisted smile on the dark, handsome face.
"Seems like we're always meeting in front of stores or in hotel hallways," Saunders remarked softly, keeping his voice down. "No matter what I got to do, I'm glad you got loose from that war party of Apache bucks. The farther away we got from them the more panicky I got."
"I know the feeling, Saunders. Sort of like a hangover, with a bad case of shakes afterward. It's sheer luck I didn't burn. Where do we go this time? Back to Tom, I suppose."
"I wanted to go back and get you. If Jeb and Hannifer had backed my play, we'd have split that war party wide open. A few flying shots would have scattered them like quail."
"But you came on and waited here for me?"
Saunders nodded and casually slid the .45 into its sheath. It was a newly developed weapon, only recently put on the market by Colt, and Kerrigan thought, It's too heavy and long for a man like him. He should have a .44 on a lighter frame with a shorter barrel.
"That's right," Saunders replied. "I was strolling back from the saloon over there along the road. I saw you ride in with the Indian and slip into the shed. When Pete Orr didn't make it collecting the five hundred Harrow promised to pay us all, I slipped in through the front door here and hid. I knew you'd be over."
Kerrigan studied the dark, youthful face and found himself puzzled. The man had been in the party that had been trailing Kerrigan ever since he had left Yuma. Saunders saw the question in Lew Kerrigan's eyes.
"I've got just one question to ask you, Kerrigan. You going in there to get righteous with Kitty?"
Kerrigan shook his head. "I'm in no position to get righteous with anybody."
"I'm glad. It just saved your life. I was listening downstairs just now when you told the Wilkerson woman�she's a real beauty, ain't she?� about travelin' along a road you couldn't turn back on. Things just naturally happen to people sometimes. Like they happened to Kitty. She wasn't happy with Tom�I could see that. Kitty wasn't bad. You were in the pen for life and she was just lonely, with nobody to turn to. That's about all I got to say, Kerrigan. Maybe I'm on one of them roads you were talking about a little while ago. I can't turn back either. I'm not in Tom's pay any more. I'm just a gent who led another gent named Stubb Holiday along a six-year trail he sometimes didn't want to go. He didn't want to go up on that ridge alone either, because he was afraid of you. I made him go. Make your peace with Kitty, Kerrigan."
He went down the stairs loudly and into the kitchen, to grin good-humoredly at Clara's surprised look. Kitty's door opened at the noise. Her eyes were wet. A look of shame and humiliation came into them as she saw Kerrigan.
"What do you want of me now, Lew?" she whispered.
"I wanted to talk with you, of course, Kitty," he said gently.
She opened the door wider and stood aside and then closed it behind him. The bed was rumpled, one of the pillows twisted into a dampened ball. She came and stood beside him and then reached up a hand to touch the uncut hair at his temples.
"Tom said you were hard and mean the way you killed Buck so quick. Why� you're not that way at all, Lew," she said, a new note of wonder in her voice as she sank down on the edge of the bed. He seated himself beside her, and she touched him again as though she still couldn't believe it.
"I couldn't stop writing you letters, Lew, and at night I cried about me and about you down there in prison. It got so bad Tom made the warden send back my letters. He said you were in for life. And then he wanted to take me back East where I belonged. Lew, did I do something so terribly bad?"
"I suppose it would all depend upon what kind of people look at things, Kitty. I expect my viewpoint would be different from, say Judge Eaton's or Joe Stovers'."
"You mean they think I'm bad�not like Clara, who was married to her husband?"
"And Miss Wilkerson, who was raised a lady, she might think differently from me."
"Clara never said a single word of reproof after I went to Dalyville and went to work for Tom. That's the way she is. But I don't care what anybody else in the world thinks about me any more. I just want to have you say what you feel, Lew."
"Take a look at my right hand, Kitty," he said, and opened it to her, palm up. "A gun in that hand has killed six men here in Arizona. I've got quite a lot of mud on me to be wiping it off others."
"There were others in Texas, Lew?"
"Five brothers in Texas, who tried to kill my father and shot my mother to death by accident. They're all dead. I've no right to censure you, Kitty, any more than I've a right to censure Harrow for assuming another name. I've got the blood of eleven dead men on my hands and Kerrigan isn't my real name."
Her hand slid inside his and she looked up with hope in her eyes. "You mean I'm not like Clara and Miss Wilkerson downstairs and you're not like Joe Stovers? That we're two of a kind? Is that what you came to tell me? If it is, I'll go anywhere you want, Lew."
"I want you to go back East, Kitty," he told her quietly. "You don't belong out here alone. That's why I came up. I might not get out of Pirtman alive, and even if I do, I'll still have to run for it. When I went to prison Joe Stovers came back from Yuma and sold off the hundred head of cattle I had up in the basin. He's been holding the money for me all this time. If I get out of here alive, I want you to have five hundred of it. Start fresh somewhere new. I left Texas for that reason, came over here and changed my name and went to work. But I got a bad break at Tom Harrow's hands. Now I'm going to finish a job I have to do and try it once more. I think it'll work next time."
"But you don't want me?" She choked a little on the words.
He rose to his moccasined feet, at a loss for words. What could you say to a woman like Kitty, alone and grabbing at any straw?
"I've just told you how the chips fell my way, Kitty," he said kindly. "For all I know, the last card in the deck is about to be dealt. You've got a long hand ahead of you to play. This game is too far along to deal yourself in."
"Could I go downstairs with you and get some coffee, Lew? I don't think Clara would mind."
"Wipe your eyes a bit first." He grinned at her. "Clara is a very understanding woman."
He took her by the arm and they went down together.
But his mind was still puzzling over the strange actions of Ace Saunders. The slim gunman had got the drop on him flat-footedly after helping trail him all the way from Yuma. He could have forced Kerrigan out of the house, or smashed him over the head and got him away in the hopes of finding the secret of Apache renegade gold.
Instead, he'd appeared to be more concerned about Kitty. He'd found out to his satisfaction what he wanted to know. Then, instead of killing Kerrigan on the spot, he'd turned his back and gone downstairs and out through the kitchen.
It made one thing certain in Kerrigan's mind anyhow: Saunders was confident that when they met again under even circumstances he'd still be on his feet with a gun in his hand afterward.


CHAPTER ELEVEN
Joe Stovers, looking straight ahead, had not spoken a word to his prisoner as they moved away from the former parade ground. With the reins of his led horse in one hand he walked beside a man now fully revealed as a criminal.
Harrow had regained his aplomb and now he looked over at the sheriff with a faintly amused smile. "No use to get yourself upset, Joe," he remarked suavely. "If it will help remove that outraged thundercloud from your slightly apoplectic features, I'm glad I didn't kill Lew Kerrigan."
"I'll bet!" Stovers almost spat out. "Still haven't given up hope about grabbing yourself another Dalyville, eh?"
"I regret it, of course. With another such strike to back me up I could go East again and sell a cool million dollars' worth of stock. I could make you rich, Joe."
"I know where you're going and it ain't east. It's south, where Lew just came from with your crummy pack of wolves on his trail."
"That's where you're very much wrong, my righteous friend. I'm not going to any penitentiary. I paid the governor of the territory a twenty-thousand-dollar bribe to get Kerrigan out of prison. Regardless of what charges I'm brought to trial for, I'll have full freedom within two or three days. Just long enough to get word to the right person."
"Maybe," grunted Stovers shortly.
He knew Harrow probably was right. The Territorial Governor had sold offices right and left during his administration, receiving a kickback percentage of their state salaries for the favors. But if every paper in the territory knew the full story of Tom Harrow, freedom for him under any legal technicalities would be tantamount to political suicide.
And there was Judge Eaton. The ex-minister had the complete approval of far-seeing men in Arizona who were backing him in his avowed campaign to clean the northern part of the territory of every tough character who came before him while riding circuit court. Stovers had always thought that Eaton was just a mite crazy, but this was one time it might pay off. The Governor already had Harrow's bribe for freeing Kerrigan, and Dalyville was finished as a source of further income. Harrow was through as a mining man with money, and a wily politician afraid of his next election might be somewhat reluctant to give Harrow a clean bill when the facts were laid before him.
Stovers walked on, suddenly feeling very much better.
Under the trees beside the old road several men, armed and nervous, waited. The sheriff told them what had happened, and added a blunt warning to stay on guard at their cabins in case he needed them.
"Where's Judge Eaton?" he demanded.
"Over there in the Pine Knot, Joe," a man replied and nodded toward a low building of chinked logs. "Having a brandy and bellowing about lawlessness in the territory."
"I reckon he'll have a chance to bellow some more," Stovers growled. "Get going, Tom."
"Take these handcuffs off me," Harrow replied angrily. "I'm no common criminal, and I'm not going to run away."
"You ain't no common criminal," the sheriff agreed, "and you damn' sure ain't going to run away."
They walked over to the crude pole porch and found the tall, black-coated figure of the judge. Beside him stood Jeb Donnelly. It was hard to tell what lay back of those eyes above the dirty bandage covering the lower part of the ex-marshal's heavy face. But he looked uneasy.
Stovers said to him almost belligerently, "That shooting over in the old fort was Lew Kerrigan settling accounts with LeRoy and Pete Orr. Seems like he had a friend among them bronco Apaches and didn't get his hair singed. LeRoy and Pete are both dead and Lew is over at Clara's, a place you damn' well better stay away from. That badge you're wearin' don't mean a thing up here, Donnelly. You make one false step after what I've just found out and I'll have you behind log walls."
"You say the murderer Kerrigan is over at Clara's house?" demanded Judge Eaton ominously.
"Yep," replied Stovers.
"Then why haven't you arrested him?" thundered the judge, his thin face darkening. "I appointed you a U.S. Marshal to handle prisoners for a U.S. Court."
"I can only catch me one bird at a time and right now I got my net on the prize of them all."
"On Tom Harrow? Have you lost your senses, Sheriff?"
"Just getting 'em back, maybe," retorted the sheriff. "Come along with me over to my place, Judge, while I put Tom in the log jail. There's been an injustice and I thought you might want to straighten it out." He looked at Jeb Donnelly again, his eyes glinting. "You heard what I said, Donnelly. You walk soft until I talk to the judge. If he says what I think, I just might be back after you."
The sheriff left the horse in front of his modest home and the three of them went through the front yard with its beds of carefully tended flowers. His wife had always loved mountain flowers and Stovers still grew them in profusion during summer. In the front room he removed the handcuffs from Harrow's wrists and nodded for him to sit down.
Judge Eaton sank his gaunt frame into a deep chair, thinking it would soon be time for supper at Clara's, and took a cigar from a box on the table. He lit it and leaned back, drawing slowly on the long cheroot; listening while the sheriff told him the whole story as he had reconstructed it from the very beginning.
Stovers told it with a blunt, steadily rising anger. He reminded the judge that he had wanted to hang Kerrigan and that he, Stovers, had threatened to resign as United States Marshall and wire President Grant.*
* Author's note: This was a common occurrence in those days when there was no Appellate Court to appeal to. It was the only recourse left to a man condemned to the gallows, and President Grant received many such appeals from men condemned by U.S. judges in the various Territories.
Tom Harrow smiled and smoked his own cigar and said nothing. Eaton glanced at him now and then, but mostly he watched the sheriff's blazing eyes.
"So that's about it," Stovers finished. "I've been digging away at this thing for two years, but never could get any concrete proof of what I knew to be the truth. Not until Tom got caught in a corner down there in the old fort a little while ago and admitted the whole business in front of witnesses, after which he figured to kill Lew and then make a run for it. I couldn't get hold of any bronco Apaches to prove he sold them guns and ammunition to kill innocent men and women and kids. Not any more than I can prove he shot Bear Paw Daly after the old fellow led him to the new strike. Judge, you drove down here in your buggy and brought the U.S. prosecutor with you and held awful damn' quick court when I sent you word I'd captured Lew Kerrigan. I told you Tom had collected the territorial reward for some reason that turned out to be the strike, but you refused to admit it in court as evidence. Now what I want to know is where's the prosecutor and how soon you're going to bring him down here again to hold trial?"
Judge Eaton didn't answer for a few moments. He finally removed the cigar from between his few remaining front teeth and said quietly, "And what I wish to know, Marshal Stovers, is what you're going to do about Kerrigan having complete freedom in Clara's house, after killing two more men right here in the settlement? You've arrested one man you claim is a murderer, but what are you going to do about the other?"
"LeRoy was a notorious California horse thief taking Harrow's money to catch, cripple, or even kill outside the law," snapped back the angry sheriff. "I've arrested Pete Orr a half-dozen times during the past two years, for everything from drunken fighting with deadly weapons to killing a miner. But you always ruled in your court in Dalyville that direct evidence was insufficient. Well," he added in grim satisfaction, "I reckon I won't have to get you any more evidence on him now. I'm asking you again what you're going to do about clearing Kerrigan's record and what you're going to do about this smooth scoundrel sitting here?"
"And I'm asking you again what you are going to do about the gun-fighting killer in Clara Thompson's home," Eaton thundered. "Coming in here with an Apache Indian I always regretted not sending to the gallows. An escaped murderer who killed a brave prison guard, using a file the murderer Kerrigan smuggled into his cell."
He was, Joe Stovers saw resignedly, working himself up to the fine pitch of outraged anger that had made him both famous and feared among the thirty-one thousand whites in Arizona. "I'll do my duty toward this man. You do yours toward Kerrigan and the Apache. Let me remind you again, Stovers, that my appointment as U.S. District Judge came straight from President Grant, as did that of Judge Parker of Fort Smith, Arkansas, who but recently sentenced six foul murderers to hang from the gallows all at the same time!" *
* Author's note: This occurred in September of that year, 1875.
Joe Stovers let out an angry blast of breath and jerked on his old hat, something he never did in the presence of his wife's picture above the fireplace. "I'm going out and saddle up my other horse. Will you accept the responsibility for the prisoner's custody while I'm gone, or do I take him out in the back yard and throw him in the log lockup?"
"I assure you he won't escape," Judge Eaton replied acidly.
"Good. With Tom in custody awaiting trial, I can talk Lew Kerrigan out of burning Dalyville, and if the troops get here from Fort Stanton, Loco will lit for one of his hideouts."
He went out and closed the door behind him. Judge Eaton reached over and de-ashed his cigar tip and then puffed thoughtfully. He looked an inquiry as Harrow laughed softly.
"I refuse to see anything amusing in your present situation," he remarked coldly.
"Just wondering," Harrow smiled, "having had considerable experience with the opposite sex, if Joe isn't mooning over Clara Thompson and badly frustrated because she won't forget her husband, and him being so old and ugly anyhow?"
But Eaton only frowned disapprovingly, holding that such a coarse remark was entirely out of place. He waited a moment, frowning again, and then looked straight at Harrow.
"This situation," he said severely, "has gotten completely out of control, for which I hold you solely responsible. How could you have conducted yourself in such a stupid manner over there in the old fort?"
"I slipped badly, no doubt about that," Harrow admitted worriedly. "But I can still come out on top if the cards fall just right."
"I'll overlook your obvious assumption that I'll free you; something you'd better not depend upon, my friend. Just what 'cards' are you referring to, may I ask?"
"You've got to free me," Harrow said almost desperately. "I can't depend upon the Governor now. He's under fire from every little newspaper in the territory for selling political jobs, and he knows I can't help him put out that fire with any more money."
"And just what do you propose that I do in the matter?" Eaton asked quietly, but with an undercurrent of meaning that turned Harrow a bit cold inside.
"Free me of all charges because of hearsay evidence not being acceptable to a United States Court. Kerrigan is still alive, isn't he? Jeb Donnelly is here in Pirtman, a sworn-in deputy sheriff. You have the judicial power to appoint him a United States Marshal, as you did Stovers�at six cents per mile to walk over to Clara's house and arrest Kerrigan and ten cents a mile to bring him back," he added with a forced laugh.
"And you have Ace Saunders and three more men to swarm in on the Apache hiding over in the fort," the judge added with unconcealed sarcasm.
"I tell you, we can get Kerrigan alive! He knows the location of another pocket, when it might take years of combing those canyons down south of here to find it. If you give him the choice of hanging or revealing the location, he'll take us there in a hurry. And this time I won't gamble at making a mere three hundred and fifty thousand. I won't be buying railroad stock. I'll go back to Wall Street and sell a million dollars' worth of gold stock to the robbers who fleeced me! I'll beat them at their own game!"
Eaton laid aside the dead cigar, as though it suddenly had become bitter in his mouth. He uncoiled his gaunt frame from the depths of the chair and began to pace thoughtfully back and forth in the comfortable living room, black coattails rustling around his thin knees.
He said aloud, looking at the walls with antelope and deer heads staring from bright glass eyes, "You're a criminal, Harrow. Your money is gone, you've lost a very lovely lady, you're a thief and a�"
"I can get Kitty back anytime," Harrow interrupted, laughing.
"That's the second time you've brought up a subject of which I heartily disapprove," Judge Eaton answered curtly.
He stopped in front of Harrow and his gaunt shoulders straightened themselves, and the same fanatical gleam too many men had seen in his eyes just before sentence was passed flamed down. Harrow had the sudden, panicky feeling that he was already tried and convicted.
"Now you listen to me!" snapped Judge Eaton, and leveled a forefinger at Harrow. "If ever in this world any scoundrel deserves to be sent to the gallows, you are that scoundrel. Ever since I was appointed United States District Judge for this part of the territory, honest men, aware of Arizona's reputation for harboring more outlaws and wanted men than any other territory or state, have applauded my code of being ruthless with ruthless men like you, Mr. Harrow! They named me 'The Hanging Judge,' and I've let that reputation speak for itself."
He paused, took a turn down the room to the fireplace and came back.
"I've known for a long time the sordid political conditions surrounding the Territorial Governor's office in Tucson. When I sentenced Lewis Kerrigan to life in prison at hard labor, I stipulated that he be sent not to the House of Correction at Detroit but to the territorial penitentiary at Yuma, the United States Government to pay for his keep. As such, the Governor of Arizona had no legal authority to 'parole' the prisoner into your custody. But he stretched a few points of law and took a bribe from you while I turned my back. I did so to put him into position for the criminal charges of malfeasance in office I shall make before next election. I'm sure he'll be quite anxious to withdraw from any race when I announce my own candidacy."
Harrow rose to his feet, but he was unable to express the sudden astonishment in his eyes before Judge Eaton changed the subject abruptly.
"How broke are you, Tom? How much money have you got? Right now?"
"Very, very little," Harrow admitted, and shook his head.
"How much?" snapped the judge.
"About six thousand in tiny gold bars hidden in Dalyville," Tom Harrow answered desperately, somehow knowing it wasn't near enough. "All that's left of ten thousand I had smelted to hand out as gifts to the right people. The Governor has one."
"I want twenty-five thousand," came the inexorable reply. "I can't risk my whole carefully planned political goal upon the exigencies of your own desperate hopes. I've protected Pete Orr and the rest of the scum, but I need more money to campaign in threadbare clothes of a poorly paid man while I put out money to those who can help me. Well?"
It was Harrow's turn to pace to the end of the room. He came up by the huge fireplace, free of ashes and carefully swept clean, and rested his left elbow on the mantel near a picture of Joe Stovers' dead wife.
"I haven't got any more, Yeager," he said low-voiced, and shook his head. "It's all gone but that."
"Very unfortunate, but I cannot run the risk of a loose tongue such as yours in the years to come, Tom. Not even in prison. I'm holding you for trial for complicity in the murder of the men Kerrigan killed." It was tantamount to a death verdict.
"Wait!" cried Harrow, and again he was in the clutch of the old fear. He said desperately, "I'll get you the money, Yeager!"
"When?" the judge asked and raised a dubious eyebrow and sniffed.
"Possibly within an hour. As soon as Kerrigan is out of Clara's house."
"Do you think I'm child enough to believe she has such an amount, and you could secure it by bold robbery, and then I accept it from you?"
"I'm not speaking of Clara. Carlotta Wilkerson has the money. I gave her twenty thousand dollars when we became engaged. She has it with her now in goldback currency, over at Clara's house. If we can get Kerrigan out of there, I'll get it!"
"Hmmm," the judge said briskly. "This puts an entirely different complexion on matters. I am freeing you of all charges for lack of evidence. But to make certain of everything, I am removing Stovers as United States Marshal, filing charges of malfeasance in office against him for his conduct in the Kerrigan case, and issuing a court order restraining him from carrying out further official duties. I shall appoint Jeb Donnelly to take Stovers' place; and your other men as his deputies to help apprehend Kerrigan when he attempts to burn Dalyville, which probably will be tonight. You'll take him tomorrow and find your new source of renegade Apache gold, Tom. Then bring him back to me�in chains. As one of my last official acts before I resign office to take over complete political control of Arizona, I'm going to send Kerrigan to the gallows!"
"My God!" Tom Harrow whispered in soft amazement, staring at the man he'd known for more than two years, viewing him as a not-too-well-paid man content to accept; the money Harrow had paid him at regular intervals. He'd never dreamed that such thoughts had ever entered the bony, partly bald skull of the tall man in the threadbare coat.
He shook his head a couple of times as though to clear it. "You in the Territorial Governor's office and me with a million dollars' worth of gold stocks in a new strike. Yeager, we'll own Arizona!"
"I'll own one half of your gold stocks by proxy," the judge said matter-of-factly, and actually smiled. "I'll want those men brought here to swear them in. Make certain they don't go near Clara's place until Kerrigan leaves. I wish it were time for supper," he complained. "I've suddenly a very healthy appetite for some more of Clara's fine cooking."


CHAPTER TWELVE
Kerrigan finished eating the kind of meal he hadn't been used to in a long time, with smiling apologies to Clara for the amount of food consumed. By the time he finished, Clara Thompson had silently wrapped up a package of food to be taken to Kadoba, still under cover somewhere down in the old fort.
He and Clara were alone in the kitchen. She sat across the table from him now, her coffee unwanted and untasted. Both of them had the feeling that he was leaving for the last time.
"And you won't give up this mad idea of yours to ride to Dalyville tonight and burn it, Lew?"
He shook his head. "No, Clara. The whole thing seems to be a blot on my soul�that is, if a man like me has one any more. Kitty will probably give you the details anyhow, so I might as well tell you that I came to Arizona in the first place with a changed name because circumstances made a Texas gun fighter out of me. I could have been contented over here. I could have forgot that your heart will always be buried over there in the cemetery; but I couldn't tell a woman like you, who'd been the wife of a fine officer, that there were five graves strung out behind me. That's what made it so easy when Kitty came along. But Tom Harrow played his cards the way he did, and now there's nothing left but to run for it again."
"Tom is in jail, Lew," she reminded him. "I'm certain Joe Stovers and Judge Eaton can find something in the law to send him to prison and to vindicate you for what you had to do. This is all finished, if you'd let it be that way."
He smiled at her and squashed out the butt of his cigarette in the saucer holding his coffee cup. "I'm not afraid of what Jeb Donnelly will do now. But I am afraid of Ace Saunders. I know how a man like Ace thinks. I thought the same way when I trailed down the murderers who shot my mother. He's the man who'd have ridden in at a dead run and busted that war party of Apache bucks wide open long enough to get me out of there, simply because I was a white man. He saw me kill his best friend, but he waited here in the house to find out what I was going to do about Kitty's lack of faith. He'll never give up hunting me, and it's got to be settled before I go."
Movement came from the parlor doorway and Carlotta came in from her lower floor room next to Clara's. She carried a small black valise in one hand. She placed it on the table before him and opened it.
She said simply, "Lew, when I became engaged to Thomas, he gave me twenty thousand dollars in certificates. He was a very wealthy man, my future husband, and I accepted the money because I needed it. That money came from the diggings in Dalyville. The money is of no use to me any more, and I feel that it belongs to you. It's all here, a little over eighteen thousand dollars."
He stared at her and then slowly shook his head, picking up, instead, the food package for Kadoba.
"You won't accept it?" she asked in surprise. "But you'll need it for your defense."
He shook his head again.
"Carlotta," he smiled at her, "Joe Stovers is holding all the money he received for my cattle, less five hundred dollars I want Kitty to have to go back East. He can send me the rest of it when I light again somewhere else."
"Then you're not going after that Apache gold?"
"I don't need it, Carlotta. Joe Stovers has enough for me to start all over again, if I get clear tonight."
He shifted the food package underneath his left arm and padded to the back porch, tall even in the moccasins. He turned and a smile softened briefly the harsh outlines of his embittered face, and to Carlotta Wilkerson the brown eyes weren't cold and penetrating and hostile as they had been down in the hotel hallway at Yuma. She had felt sympathy for him there; her heart went out to him now.
"Things weren't in the cards, I guess," he said, and then he was gone. Running low down the trail to the gap in the wall, crouched over like an Indian. The two women stood in silence as a red horse and an Apache pony shot into view and went out at a gallop; out past the tiny cemetery with its well-kept grave and bright flowers.
Kerrigan turned and waved once to them and then he and the Indian were swallowed up in the forest on the floor of Thompson Canyon; heading north to put the torch to an all but abandoned mining camp in a gulch stripped bare of its gold.
They must have been under observation from over in town, for almost immediately five men went trotting on foot to the fort; Jeb Donnelly and Ace Saunders to saddle their horses, the three men who'd ridden guard to hook up Tom Harrow's red coach.
"Something has happened," Clara said as she began unlocking the front doors. "Here comes Harrow walking as free as you please. Why isn't he in jail? And I wonder what happened to Joe Stovers? Carlotta, something is wrong!"
"Very much wrong," Carlotta replied, looking unhappily at the other woman. "Lew is gone and won't be back."
Harrow reached the long porch with its rough pole handrail. "Why the unhappy countenances, ladies? Lew got out of Pirtman without being arrested, and that's what the two of you and Kitty wanted, wasn't it?"
"You're not welcome here any more, Mr. Harrow," Clara informed him coolly. "I thought you would have known."
"Just waiting for my coach, the last time I'll ever pain you with my presence, I assure you."
"What happened? Where's Joe?"
"Joe," he laughed softly, his eyes dancing, "is temporarily incarcerated in his own log jail to prevent him from doing anything foolish. Because of his actions, or lack of them, in not arresting Kerrigan, Judge Eaton has stripped him of his marshal's badge. To put it briefly, he's finished. Jeb Donnelly is now United States marshal for this district, with Ace and three other men as deputies. Here they come now."
Two horses flashed up from the fort at a hard gallop, one of them white and carrying the former Yuma marshal. They spurred by and disappeared among the trees along the road north to Dalyville. The red coach was following at a fast trot, three men up on top. Harrow laughed softly.
"Lew swore he'd burn Dalyville, but he completely overlooked the fact that Judge Eaton is a determined man when it comes to exterminating outlaws. When he gets there, he's going to walk into a trap� Where's Kitty? Oh, there you are, my dear."
"What is it?" Kitty asked. "What's happened?"
"Nothing at all, my dear," Harrow said fondly. "Merely that you're going back home to Dalyville. Go upstairs and pack a few things. Quick!"
Kitty glanced at Clara in bewilderment and then shook her golden head. "I just won't go with you any more, Tom. I�"
"Hurry!" snapped Harrow at her. "Don't you want that big mansion again? Do you wish to stay out here on the frontier alone and with nobody to turn to? I'm going to marry you, Kitty!"
"I don't know," she said doubtfully. "I� Oh, all right, Tom. I guess I'd better."
He walked on through the parlor and into the dining room, his eyes flicking around as though he owned the place. They fell upon the black valise still on the kitchen table. He snapped it open and then smiled as he closed it. This saved the bother of forcing his way into Carlotta's room to take it.
"I'm sure you won't object if I 'borrow' this from you, Carlotta," he said, smiling at his former fianc�e. "If it will make you feel better, it's only temporary. I happen to need it at the moment."
"That money belongs to Lew Kerrigan, as I've already told you," Carlotta said calmly. "But I'm powerless to prevent your taking it. It's rather amazing, now that I look back, that I didn't see through your suave manners and fine clothes long before I came."
"Perhaps you were blinded until you met Lew." He grinned lazily as the red coach crackled to a harness-jangling halt outside and a man bellowed they were ready.
"I saw through him because he had nothing to hide," she answered. "And I liked very much what I saw."
Kitty came downstairs with a single bag, her face flushed but something in her eyes Clara perceived instantly. Instinct was telling the girl she mustn't go. But she was still grasping at any straw, even marriage to the man who'd deserted her.
"Ah, there you are, my dear." Harrow smiled at her reassuringly. "We'd better be going. There's much to be done tonight."
Clara spoke up and her words startled him. "Somebody might need help up there before this night of devil's work is at an end. We'd like to go with you, Tom, Carlotta and I."
"And try to talk Kitty into changing her mind? But�no, I don't suppose you would. Not two women following a man, both probably in love with him, who's going to get what is coming to him tonight. By all means come with us," and Harrow bowed with a sweep of his hand toward the front door.
They rolled away from the place five minutes later. Beneath the green branches of the tall pines and over to the road; across it to the front of Joe Stovers' yard. Judge Eaton came out, looked in surprise at the three women inside with Harrow, frowned and pulled his long, gaunt frame in with them. A few men stood watching in the distance and from somewhere out in the back came muffled shouts of anger.
"Joe isn't used to being locked in his own jail." Harrow's grin faded in the face of Judge Eaton's icy glare. "Some of the people will probably let him out."
They got under way along the twisting mountain road down which the coach had come that morning with an escort of cavalry troopers. The team trotted and pulled by turns, the driver working them to the utmost.
Darkness came down and in the coach five people, three women and two men, sat mostly in silence. What little conversation passed back and forth had nothing to do with the thoughts uppermost in the minds of them all. Judge Eaton had sternly forbidden it.
And he'd said to Clara, "Don't forget that I am a U.S. District Judge, Clara, sworn to uphold justice and the law. It is my intention to see justice done tonight if we get there in time."
They got there in time. About ten that night the completely exhausted team of six strained up the side of a final ridge and stood panting on trembling legs while the eight people who weighted down the coach looked below. The moon that had been early when Kerrigan rode north from Yuma more than a week before was late now, but it threw dim silver light into the gulch where in the past furtive Apaches had come like flitting shadows when they needed money for Tom Harrow's guns and cartridges; where an old man wearing an ancient bear skin and claw on his left arm had come alone, leading a burro and carrying food from Lew Kerrigan's well-stocked ranch cabin.
The shacks stood out like black humps and a light breeze was blowing down the dark funnel below. A half-dozen lights twinkled here and there where womenless miners still hung on. Only one building was lit up in the deserted street below. From it emanated the tinkle of a mechanical piano and a man's voice singing in a drunken bellow. One of Cherokee Sam Blaze Face's customers.
The words held no relation to the music.

If you want to smell hell�

If you want to have fun�

If you want to catch the devil�

Jine the Cavalry!


The words came quite clearly to the listeners in the coach and Tom Harrow stirred and broke the silence among them, his voice strange and faraway, as though he was seeing something out of the past.
"That was General Jeb Stuart's favorite song," he remarked. "He always closed his gay parties with that song, and sharply at midnight if the day was Saturday. He went to church Sundays when there was an opportunity."
"Probably an ex-Confederate soldier down there and a long way from home," Carlotta replied softly. "I didn't think you'd remember, Thomas. I thought you deserted the war long before that."
He stiffened beside the small, huddled figure of Kitty, and said sharply to the judge, "Looks like we arrived in time. Jeb Donnelly and Ace are hidden in my house by now, waiting for Kerrigan. I told them he'd probably set fire to that first, to draw the men out of the gulch. Let's get on over there."
"No," Judge Eaton disapproved sharply. "If they're hidden inside, let them wait for him up there. Take the coach down into the gulch to my office. I dare say that if Kerrigan sees it�and the presence of three ladies here�he'll hesitate before firing the town."
Harrow leaned out the window, head twisted up. "All right, boys, we're in time. Take the coach down to the judge's office and hold a tight line on those horses. We don't want to roll down the side of the mountain."
The coach broke into jerky movement and the brake block began to bite at the rear tires like a rusty nail drawn across a pane of glass. It tilted forward as the driver began a cautious descent.
They came at last to the floor of the gulch and entered town at the narrow north end. They passed the lone saloon where the music still tinkled out and eight or nine men drank whiskey to alleviate boredom. Two or three looked out as they passed and then disappeared again with surly oaths as they recognized the outlines of the red coach. Harrow had gone East to get more money to find more gold. He'd come back and done nothing. Not one damned thing, except ride around with a pretty Southern lady he'd brought back. What had happened to that yaller-haired Kitty? Now there was a woman�
A few doors past the saloon the driver stopped the coach on the opposite side of the deserted street in front of a single-story building unadorned by a false front. Harrow had built the place as a courtroom for Judge Eaton, with small living quarters, plus a jail of sorts in the back. During the heyday of the boom the man appointed Deputy United States Marshal had made a fair living making arrests at five dollars each, two dollars for serving papers, and six cents per mile going after a prisoner, ten cents the mile to bring him back.
But there was no deputy marshal in Dalyville now. Like the miners and gamblers and others, he'd faded away to more prosperous diggings.
They got out of the coach stiffly and the judge opened the front door with a key from his pocket and soon produced a light. In the yellow rays of the lamp he looked more gaunt and cadaverous than ever. To Clara he looked like some kind of vulture. A hungry one.
"You ladies can find food in my living quarters behind the rostrum and jury box," he said. "Some coffee would be especially good at the moment. Tom, I think we'd better go over to that rotten sink of iniquity and inform those Godless creatures sober enough to understand that their services as guards will be needed again."
They went out on the narrow porch to where the three men who'd ridden guard atop the coach were waiting. "Spread out and hide under cover near the coach," Judge Eaton instructed them. "If Kerrigan goes to Tom's mansion first, Saunders and Jeb Donnelly will bring him in. If he descends into the gulch first, he'll go straight to the coach here to investigate. Shoot at close range and shoot for his right shoulder. Kill the Apache, by all means, but Kerrigan must be taken alive. Understand?"


CHAPTER THIRTEEN
The same late moon looked down upon the two dismounted figures of a tall white man and an Apache Indian. They had come out on a ridge above the lower end of the gulch, because in Arizona the night breezes always blow from the southeast. In the distance, on the opposite ridge and looming up like a black square box in the moonlight, stood the house Carlotta Wilkerson had referred to as an architectural monstrosity. Twenty rooms and two stories high, and otherwise doomed to become an eyeless, weather-beaten haven for bats in the years to come had not the embittered man standing beside the Apache Indian willed different.
Kerrigan stood there pondering his next move. He could hear the faint tinkle of the piano far up the gulch, but the sounds themselves registered only vaguely in his mind. The main street of the gulch was a good half-mile long and the night breeze blowing up through it wasn't too strong. Those men up there, unless sleeping off a drunken stupor, would have plenty of time to evacuate after they saw the flames.
Kadoba stirred impatiently, the excitement of a lifetime beginning to grip the Indian. This would be a fire that all the White Eyes and Indians in Arizona would never forget.
"We go now, Yew, huh? Burn big house first?"
"The sheriff will think of that and perhaps be hidden there waiting for me," Kerrigan said. "He'll try to put me in irons to keep the gulch from being burned."
The Indian made no reply. He laid a hand on Kerrigan's arm and stood rigidly, face to the west across the gulch, sniffing the air like a night-hunting animal. He pointed. Kerrigan could see nothing.
"Wagon over there," Kadoba said hissingly. "Many people, many horses."
Wagon? No wagon entered the gulch except by the old military road cut-off from the north end. No freight wagon, at least. A freight wagon didn't come into an abandoned mining camp at night.
He heard, then, the faint jangle of harness and the distant squeal of a brake block against tires, and the answer came to him in a flash. Nothing but a coach or buggy could come down the steep west side of the gulch at night.
Harrow's coach, of course, and Lew Kerrigan knew that somehow the man had regained his freedom. The judge probably had been so obsessed with the idea of getting his hands on Kerrigan again he had ignored Stovers' charges.
Kerrigan squared his shoulders and something terrible came into his face. He'd fought his way free of Yuma. He'd killed only because he'd been forced to kill. He'd wanted only to come on up here, free his soul once and for all by burning out this place, and then pull out. In the back of his mind was the thought that he'd like to slip back in a few months and get his money from Joe Stovers; in his heart the hope that when it happened a woman would still be in Pirtman.
But where Judge Eaton apparently was obsessed with the idea of hanging him, so apparently was Tom Harrow obsessed with the idea of getting his hands on Kerrigan and more gold.
Harrow would get no second chance this time. Kerrigan was going straight in for the kill. He said, "'We're going down in the town."
"No burn?" asked the Indian, and pointed into the south mouth of the gulch where the night breeze rustled through.
"I'm going to kill a man first," Lew Kerrigan said.
They mounted and began to work their horses down through the scrub pine. A rock rattled here and there as they took their time quartering back and forth along the sharp declivity. They half slid past two or three shacks perched precariously upon painstakingly placed rock foundations buttressed to levelness, and finally came out at the lower end of the street.
A coyote barked somewhere off in the night and then another. Kerrigan saw the Apache jerk up the head of his horse and sit with a hand shading his eyes, sniffing like a hound.
"What is it?" asked Kerrigan.
"Loco."
"What!"
"Loco is out there, Yew. Maybe follow red wagon of Harrow. He come kill more White Eyes Pinda-Lick-O-Yi�"
From far over across the gulch, at Harrow's mansion, a sudden burst of firing broke out and a man let out a yell. It sounded like a white man, and Kerrigan thought of Stovers; presuming him to be alone up there. A series of sharp animal-like cries rent the night air, followed by more firing and yells that definitely were those of white men.
Light appeared up there in a half-dozen different places, pin points in the night. The faint thunder of two hard-running horses broke out as men fled but Kerrigan heard none following in pursuit. He was watching the torches carried by a half-dozen sprinting Apaches disappear through smashed windows in the twenty-room mansion. He could picture the fine curtains and draperies at all the downstairs windows and around them beautiful wallpaper in flowered designs over pine walls cut by a new sawmill and nailed into place.
Those boards would have had nearly two years in which to dry out thoroughly.
"Loco," Kadoba said again, looking up impassively. "I tell him much you tell to me in prison, Yew. How bring many Pinda-Lick-O-Yi here and take Apache gold. He follow red wagon tonight to catch Harrow. Burn big house up there. Catch Harrow. Hang him by heels and burn him, too."
Over on the narrow road Tom Harrow had ordered cut up the side of the ridge to the big home now licking flame, two horses were coming down carrying two panic-stricken riders. In a clearing where the moonlight lit up a sharp bend around a rocky promontory Lew Kerrigan saw a dot of white flash by. A white horse; and, so far as he knew, there was only one white horse whose rider would have been up there at the mansion.
As though the firing of Harrow's mansion up on the ridge had been the signal, a whole chorus of screaming cries now broke out among the deserted shacks festooning the south end of the gulch a quarter mile below where Kerrigan and Kadoba sat their horses. More torches appeared; at least twenty of them this time. Amid the screaming cries, riders on Indian ponies began dashing here and there firing shacks and tents so rotted their former owners hadn't bothered to take them away.
They had been left as they stood and it would be but a matter of minutes until the whole south end of the gulch, fed by the night breeze from the southeast, would become a ball of fire beginning a slow roll forward up the gulch to sweep it clean.
Kadoba had been excited all evening at the prospect of seeing such a fire. He was not going to be disappointed. Dalyville was going to be wiped out. The decision to burn it had been taken from Lew Kerrigan's hands.
"Now what we do?" Kadoba asked excitedly. "We help 'em, huh?"
That decision, too, was taken from Kerrigan's hands. Tossing their torches aside, Loco's kill-mad broncos came spurring along the rutted road, making a dash for the heart of town where lights from the whiskey dive and Judge Eaton's courtroom could be seen. Kerrigan whirled the big red horse, digging him hard, and jumped from sight back of a building that would soon be caught in the path of the advancing flames.
Nor was he any too soon. More than twenty screaming Apaches slashed by at a run and swept up the street, and when Kerrigan jarred out into the road again Kadoba was gone. The lust to kill had proved too much for the Apache. He'd gone with the others of Loco's hard-riding band.
Kerrigan slapped soft heels into Big Red's sides and began a thundering run along the wagon road, following the Apaches.
General George Crook had referred to them as, "the tigers of the human race." Over a period of twenty years of desert and mountain warfare against them other cavalry leaders had admitted with grudging reluctance that many of their chiefs were possessed of sheer military genius. Kerrigan was seeing a facet of that diabolical genius now.
Loco had sent about six of his dependable broncos up on the west ridge to burn Harrow's great mansion, now turning into a roaring mass of flames and a high, twisting column of smoke. Those six would come down that same narrow, winding coach road and kill anybody trying to escape up it.
And Loco himself was slashing through town, to kill on a run through, and then in all likelihood station himself at the north end of the gulch to await any victims running before the flames.
Nobody but a bronco Apache chieftain would have thought of it.
Kerrigan forced the big red horse to greater speed. He was trapped in the gulch with whoever else was in it, and at the moment he didn't know how they were going to get out of it. He heard a high scream somewhere back there in the flames.
Some unfortunate devil had paid the price for staggering home from the whiskey dive and falling into bed in a drunken slumber.
Judge Eaton and Harrow had stepped across the deeply rutted street at a sharp angle northward to enter the saloon. Around them in the night were the bold outlines of several two-story buildings, mostly stripped of furnishings. The hotel's front door stood wide open and lettered across it was a final message from the former owner, stroked with a sense of typical frontier humor: All beds free. Help yourselves, boys.
Most of the eight or nine men in the place when Eaton and Harrow entered had done just that; making the place home, batching in the kitchen, and loafing in the dirty dive next door. Men enervated by the vicissitudes of bad luck at mining, bad luck at gambling, and drinking bad whiskey. Men who didn't care much any more.
The owner of the place, a part-Cherokee fugitive from Indian Territory named Sam Blaze Face, looked up and grunted at sight of the two visitors. The law had taken many men out of his place during the past two years and he held no love for the judge because of what had happened to two of them. They'd been hanged. The Cherokee didn't like Harrow either. He'd promised to come back with big piles of money to sink shafts all over the mountains and find the mother lode from which flash floods had ripped loose particles of gold and deposited them along the floor of the gulch for thousands of years. He'd come back flat broke, so it was whispered.
The Cherokee grunted again, and it bespoke his feelings, glaring belligerently over a thin sprinkling of black whiskers, the result of his mixture of white and Indian blood. The man who'd been cranking the mechanical music box had tired and the ex-Confederate who'd bellowed Jeb Stuart's favorite song was bent forward asleep across a domino table, bearded face buried in his arms. The place stank.
"What's this, a holdup or are we goin' to have court?" the Cherokee asked sardonically.
"Don't talk to me in that tone of voice," snapped Judge Eaton frigidly. "I'll remind you there is still law here."
"Hell there is? Thought it had left this part of the country. Follered the people."
"Take things slow, Sam," Harrow said. "I've got some more work for you boys."
"They need it," Sam said succinctly. "Credit's run out, whiskey is about out, they spent all the money you paid 'em, so I'm about out, too. Out of business. What's up? That fellow Kerrigan give you another scare?"
"No scare this time, Sam. He rode north from Pirtman this afternoon, got away from the officers. He headed here to burn this place tonight, and there's a five-hundred-dollar reward for any of you who grabs him alive. Alive, you understand."
"Huh!" came the disdainful grunt from the Cherokee. He'd heard many rumors lately. Some of them had to be true. "Heard you ain't got five hundred dollars no more."
Out in the street came the sound of a horse; a very tired horse judging from its broken, irregular stride. It stopped outside the front door and a man grunted as he dismounted. In the silence of men turning to see who the newcomer was Joe Stovers stepped through into the dim light from two smoky lamps with sooty globes.
He looked as though he had been riding hard at a horse-killing pace, as indeed he had. He wore no badge now, and he fixed his gaze upon the two men.
"You sons of bitches!" he stated bitterly. "You rotten, filthy, dirty-souled scoundrels! For the first time in my life I know what makes a man want to kill. I've handled some bad boys in my time but I never killed one for any reason. For two cents I'd start shooting now."
He stepped to the end of the filthy bar where night flies buzzed up and came to rest on the smoky ceiling. "Sam, I haven't had a drink of liquor since before my wife died. Let me have a shot of that rotgut now. I'm tired and I need it."
Eaton started to speak but changed his mind, remembering the stormy scene in Stovers' house when Joe had returned with a fresh horse and been informed that he no longer was an officer of the law. Any man, even one like Stovers, could be pushed to the breaking point, and the ex-lawman appeared to be on the verge of it now. Better let this grim man alone right now, the judge thought. Stovers was dangerous.
He looked at the two with burning eyes. "I might not have almost killed a good horse and broke my own neck making the run here after the lock was finally pried off my log jail door," he said and slid a quarter on top of the bar. "But when I loped over to Clara's and found the place deserted I knew that somehow them womenfolks had got sucked into this mess. I wasn't thinking about you two. I knew the whole pack of you wouldn't be a match for Lew Kerrigan and that 'Pache Indian. You seen any sign of them?"
"There's no fire in the gulch yet," Harrow said, "so we haven't seen them. But they'll show. Ace and Jeb Donnelly are up on top at my house�"
He broke off and shot a startled glance at Judge Eaton. Stovers dropped the untasted whiskey and the glass clattered on the rubbish-littered floor as he bolted outside. The others ran out, pushing away to the opposite side of the street and looking up over the tops of the building. Shots had come from up there.
"By God, I guess Kerrigan made the try and fell into a trap," Harrow said excitedly. "Knowing Jeb and Ace as I do, they probably got him�"
"The hell they did!" screamed the Cherokee as sharp cries broke out. "Don't tell an Injun like me what's up there. Them's 'Paches!"
"Loco's band," Tom Harrow said and men caught the sudden fear in his voice. It was always that way. Just mention the name of the "human tigers" and men who had seen firsthand evidence of their butchery turned cold inside.
"Horses running," the judge said, listening. "Saunders and Jeb Donnelly must have caught them flat-footed when they approached the house and scattered them long enough to get outside to their horses. They're coming down the road now."
Joe Stovers looked across the street to where three women stood near the stage, faces upturned to the windows beginning to blaze from the mansion. He turned and walked over to them.
"Why, Joe, what are you doing up here?" Clara said in relieved tones. "We thought� Joe, what is it up there? What's happened?"
"Just offhand I'd say it's Loco coming in to collect interest on an overdue bill Tom Harrow owes him. He's burning the mansion first and he'll probably not stop there. How he missed that coach and all of you in it I'll never know. Must have come in from the west."
"They didn't plan this alone," Eaton said with conviction. "I see the fine hand of Kerrigan."
"That's a lie," Clara exclaimed passionately. "How can you say such a thing? Haven't you and Harrow done enough to Lew already?"
"Not as much as they'd like to, Clara," Joe Stovers spoke up grimly. "Eaton is crazy, Clara. I've always thought so. Now I'm certain of it."
"Kerrigan was captured and then freed by Loco, wasn't he?" Eaton snapped back. "He came up here with one of the band, didn't he? It would have been easy to make contact with signal fires, wouldn't it? Of course he planned it!"
"I don't give a damn who planned what," Sam the Cherokee replied. "Listen! Take a look down in the lower end of town. They're firing it to drive us out, and when we go we'll be pounced on and cut to pieces. Joe, you're the only man here I've got any respect for, even if you did allus make things rough for my customers. What's the best thing to do now?"
"Here comes Ace and Jeb Donnelly with their shirttails flying," Stovers grunted as two running horses crashed their way in among the shacks and made the street.
Donnelly hauled up hard on the bloody mouth of his white horse and almost flung himself from the saddle. He'd torn off the bandage and his hairy face was livid with fear.
"Tom, Apaches all over the place!" he gasped out. "We were hid inside the house in the dark, waiting for Kerrigan to show, when about six of them rose right up out of the ground and lit torches. We shot two of them and then broke for our horses."
"They've fired the lower end of the town, in case you ain't noticed," Ace Saunders said to Stovers. "I told Kerrigan down in Pirtman I still had ice up and down my back after we saw 'em down south early this mornin'. I reckon right now it's froze cold and stiff." He seemed to see the three women for the first time and wheeled on Harrow. "What in God's name are those women doing here?" he asked savagely. "Who brought them?"
"They wanted to come, and they're here," Harrow said coolly. "Nobody asked them to come."
"Sam," Joe Stovers ordered, "Get over there and douse the lights in that dive of yourn. The rest of you inside quick and bar the doors."
Harrow's three guards, including the coach driver, had come out of hiding and stood waiting uneasily. These men had stolen horses and been guilty of many other crimes where lack of courage would have been fatal. But they were scared now because of one word burning inside their thoughts: Apaches!
"What about the coach and team?" the driver asked hoarsely. Stubb Holiday had driven that coach and Stubb was dead. Pete Orr had taken over the job and now Pete was dead, too. With a bunch of yelling Apaches coming up from the lower end of town at a run, the man was so frightened he barely could speak.
"Leave them!" snapped Joe Stovers. "Inside everybody and douse the lights. All right, Sam!" he bellowed across the street. "Get set with that bunch of drunks and give 'em hell! Maybe we can get out of this thing yet."
Ace Saunders scattered chairs provided for courtroom spectators in a run back into the judge's small kitchen and living quarters. The door was a good strong one and there were no windows. Judge Eaton had stipulated that when Harrow ordered the place built for him. His Honor had taken no chances of being shot to death some night as he slept in the single bunk.
Ace slammed the bar into place and shoved in the safety peg. He turned to find Kitty standing in the curtained opening. He had bent to blow out the lamp but suddenly straightened and looked at her. She was trembling like a child.
"No need to get scared," he said to her. "They ain't got us yet. Kerrigan talked to you in your room down at Pirtman, huh?"
"You've got a badge on," she said.
"Deputy U.S. Marshal," he grunted. "What did Kerrigan say?"
"He said the sheriff is holding some cattle money for him. He wanted me to take some of it and go back East alone."
"Then what are you doing up here tonight, Kitty?"
"I came with Tom," she said simply.
"After what he did to you, throwing you over to marry another woman?"
"He's not going to marry her�ever. He's going to marry me."
"And you believed him, of course," the gunman said savagely.
"I'm not going back East!" Kitty cried out desperately.
He bent and blew into the top of the lamp, plunging the room into darkness. "Stay in here," he said roughly, and thrust her aside. "Kerrigan and his bronco Apaches will be here any minute."
He made his way back into the courtroom as the second lamp in there went out. He heard the crash of broken glass as Joe Stovers used his six-shooter barrel. Ace went over and knelt beside the sheriff at the opening. The drum of galloping hoofs shod in rawhide was coming closer now and the screams out there sounded like a pack of catamounts gone mad. Up on the hill, in plain view from the two windows, Harrow's magnificent home was a blazing inferno.
"There goes a funeral pyre to the memory of Bear Paw Daly," Stovers said, his eyes on the distant fire high above the gulch. "And as long as Lew didn't set it, I'm glad to see it burn."
"I don't suppose anybody will really ever know if this strike turned out to be old man Adams' lost diggings men have been hunting for ever since the Apaches wiped out part of his party," the gunman said. "I hear tell our friend Harrow actually has quite a pile of gold buried up there around that house. You reckon old Bear Paw's ghost is up there poking around in the flames trying to find some of the gold Tom stole from him after he murdered the old man here at their first camp in the gulch?" he added with a sardonic chuckle.
He chuckled again as an angry snarl came from the darkness over on the other side of the door, below the window. Stovers said grimly, "I wouldn't know about things like that, mister. But one thing I do know: unless you shoot straighter now than you ever did with that hired gun there'll be some more ghosts around here in a damn' few seconds. Here they come!"


CHAPTER FOURTEEN
They came, wolf swift. Lean black shapes in the moonlight, riding as though they were a part of their hardy Apache ponies. Four of them with old hats whose brims were pulled down hard around their necks, and one in the blood-caked shirt of a dead man. Emitting ages-old animal cries that froze the blood of their victims.
One moment you only heard them coming hard for the kill. The next moment they were there and at their deadly work. Before Joe Stovers and the others could get their guns into operation a swift shadow flashed in and sank a lance deep into the soft belly of one of the rearing, frightened stage horses.
Stovers fired slowly and carefully at the dark figures now swirling in the narrow, moonlit street; at the same instant the new .45 in Ace Saunders' right hand almost split his eardrums with its concussion. The Apache who'd lanced the now-screaming horse toppled out of the rawhide saddle and Saunders' voice said beside the former sheriff and marshal, "Funny. Tom had this gun made special for me at the factory when he went back East and they sent it by mail. A little present, he said. First time I've used it on a man."
He fired again and said, "Damn, I missed that one. A little shaky, I guess."
Amid the crash of pistols and answering wild shots from .44-40 repeaters in the hands of Loco's broncos came Sam Blaze Face's bellow, muffled by the walls of his dive.
"Hurrah for the Cherokees! Who says they cain't lick them 'Paches?"
The fight was over in less than two minutes. A scream that probably was a war command from Loco broke out and the Apaches reacted instinctively. They broke away and spurred on up the gulch, gone as fast and as suddenly as they had appeared.
Somebody let out a gasp as though he'd been holding his breath and there came a scrape of feet in the darkness as the men rose. Out in the street a dark, almost naked figure was crawling around on its hands and knees. A spurt of fire leaped from the doorway of the saloon and the Indian fell flat and lay shuddering.
"You women all right?" Joe Stovers called in the darkness.
"We're all right, Joe," came Clara's voice in answer from the floor. "Anybody hurt?"
"I don't think so." Stovers was using the plunger to clear empty shells and reload.
Judge Eaton said, "I give fervent thanks to the Creator they are gone."
"They're not gone," Stovers said grimly, punching in fresh cartridges. "They were just paying their first installment on a debt to Tom Harrow for the guns he sold them. They ain't through."
He jerked loose the bar and opened the door and ran outside. The lanced horse was down in harness, kicking, and the others were plunging frantically. Stovers ran in, leveled the pistol, and shot the wounded horse through the head. He ran for the leaders and had them by the bit when a big red horse came along the street at a thundering run, a tall man high in the stirrups. Kerrigan hauled up and jumped down, looking about him.
"Joe, everybody all right?"
"Far as I know. Where'd you come from, Lew?"
Tersely Kerrigan told him. "I ducked out of sight when they ran by. Couldn't do anything else. Hated to leave Pirtman without talking with you, Joe."
"I'm damned glad you did. I think Eaton lost his mind today. Can't figure it any other way. He stripped me of all authority, Lew. I'm out. Jeb and Ace Saunders are inside with new badges on�"
His booted feet swept from the ground and his stocky figure hung high for a moment as he fought the plunging horses, and then Lew Kerrigan had hold of them too.
They fought them down and together held them, and then the figure of Ace Saunders loomed up with Jeb Donnelly beside him.
"Free drinks on the house!" bellowed the voice of the Cherokee from across the street. "But there ain't much left and then I'm outa business. Come one, come all. Ladies welcome!"
Kerrigan had released his grip on the reins and bits while Stovers fumbled at tie ropes on the lead horses' hames. The horses were trying to twist sideways to get away from the dead animal, down on its side in the midst of them.
"Hold it, Saunders," Kerrigan said coldly, hand over his gun butt. "This is not the time or place. Anything you want settled can be taken care of later. We've got trouble enough."
"Donnelly, you and Saunders arrest that man," Judge Eaton shouted angrily. "Put him in handcuffs!"
"Jeb will get himself killed if he tries it," the gunman informed the livid-faced judge coolly. "He tried to draw on Kerrigan once before and got his jaw caved in. If he tries it now, I'll kill him, and that goes for you too, Tom. I settle my own scores in my own way and this ain't the time."
Kerrigan left them and the three guards breaking the dead animal out of harness and walked to the dark opening of the courtroom door. He saw three dim shadows and looked at them in surprise.
He said, "This is no place for you to be," and then wished he hadn't. Two, or all three, had come on his account.
"I think we can risk a light now, if there's one back there."
"What about those Indians, Lew?" Clara asked. "Won't they be back?"
"I doubt it at the moment. Their horses were still running hard up the gulch and out of rifle range. They don't like to fight in darkness and there'll be no need to."
"Why do you say that?" Tom Harrow snapped bluntly. "Or did they tell you all about it before you followed them in?"
Kerrigan took two steps forward and got him by the coat. He drew back his fist and smashed it hard into the hated features of the man who had sent him to prison. Harrow fell limply and Kerrigan said, "I can see enough in the dark, Tom, that you'd better not try to slide out that gun I took away from you in Yuma. Loco doesn't happen to be in position to force an attack. Take a look down there in the lower end of the gulch!"
They looked. It was a rolling ball of fire. The night breeze, blowing in from the southeast as always, had caught it and moved it along. But it was the terrible heat of expanding air, growing to explosive intensity as it became hotter, that was mushrooming the roaring inferno faster and faster as it grew in volume.
Joe Stovers ran up, wiping at his face and panting. "They're going to try getting that red horse of yourn into harness, Lew. Don't know whether he's broke to pull or not but he ain't got much choice, and neither have we. We got to get out of here!"
"There's only one way to go, Joe, and Loco knows that," Lew Kerrigan answered tiredly.
"He knew it from the beginning. North ahead of the fire. He sent several of his bucks to fire Harrow's mansion and then to hold the road up the side of the gulch. We've got no place to go that I can think of at the moment."
Carlotta had disappeared inside and now he saw the dim glow of a light behind a curtained doorway in the back of the courtroom. Something impelled him to follow her. He found her there alone, poking idly through a lid opening in the small cookstove, as though she had to find something to do with her hands.
"Would there be time enough for coffee, Lew?" she asked.
"No," he said. "We're in a bad spot. The broncos are waiting for the fire to drive us up the gulch and into their rifles. And there's nowhere else to go."
"That would mean that we won't get out alive, at least some of us?"
"That's right, Carlotta. There's a pretty good chance that at least some of us haven't much time left."
She looked up at him and actually smiled, lifting the lid into place over the fire and laying aside the hook. "Then I'd like to ask a question, if you don't mind, Lew. Why was it that you and Clara�that the two of you�"
"Never got married?" he interrupted soberly. "Well, I suppose it shapes up about like this: Clara walked out beneath an arch of sabers to be married to a childhood sweetheart the day he graduated from West Point. To her he became a living symbol of something fine and great in a young country flexing its muscles. It wasn't a question of her remaining in Pirtman to be near him, and me letting that stand in my way. It was the fact that I couldn't go to a woman who'd lived her kind of life and offer her an assumed name with a background of five dead men behind and the law hunting me for it. She was strong and self-supporting and with a will and intelligence to work out her own future in her own way. Kitty was merely a lonely, helpless youngster, hunting someone and needing someone. Does that answer your question, Carlotta?"
"Yes," she said in a low voice, "that answers my question."
Warmness of a kind he'd never known before stirred through him and with it the strong desire to reach out and sweep her to him. In the back of his mind had been the vague hope that when he slipped into Pirtman some night in the future to get his money from Joe Stovers she'd still be there. She must have read what was in his thoughts, for she suddenly slid inside his arms and buried her face against his chest.
"Lew," she said and looked up at him and smiled, "I've carried a picture inside me of how you looked that first day down in the hotel corridor in Yuma. I felt an ache all through me today when you left Pirtman, thinking I'd never see you again. It's not the proper thing for a Southern lady to say, but would you bend those rough whiskers down just once�"
He buried them against her warm mouth and neither of them felt the pain until a discreet cough came from the curtains over the doorway. Kerrigan released her and looked at Judge Eaton.
"Kerrigan, I must speak quickly," Eaton said, and cleared his throat with a throbbing up-and-down motion of his prominent Adam's apple. "We're trapped by fire that's coming fast. If words will help any at this acute time, I have done you a great injustice. I know Harrow now for what he is, and what he has done. I'm looking at the kind of death tonight I have meted out to other men in the past, and I find myself afraid. Is there any chance that you, knowing those Apaches as friends, could stop this terrible thing that is about to happen?"
"Not any more than you could stop a pack of wolves from pouncing on the one that happened to go down, Judge. They go mad with the lust to kill. I can only try."
"What did you have in mind, sir?" asked Eaton, hope in the sunken sockets of his skull-like features.
"Take all the men and move forward on foot, and let the coach follow behind."
"A fine idea. A very fine idea!" cried out Eaton and actually shook his hand. "Let me assure you, Kerrigan, that if we get out of this place alive tonight you will be a free man tomorrow."
Kerrigan looked at him and thought, Maybe he was right in his way. Maybe I've overlooked the good he's done because Harrow framed me.
"Let's get out of here," he said.
From out in the street came the threshing jangle of harness as men fought the big red horse into the gap left by a dead one. The coach had been turned around, the team to head north. Everybody was out in the street now, clustered around the red coach.
Everybody except Clara Thompson. Kerrigan felt her hand upon his left arm and looked down. She was smiling at what she'd witnessed but a look of dark fear haunted her eyes, the first time he'd ever seen such a thing there.
"Lew, your shadow and Carlotta's were outlined against the curtain from the lamplight and Tom saw it. He rushed outside like a madman. He'll kill you before he'll let you have her."
He said, "All right, Clara," and led her outside. Big Red was in harness in the center span between wheelers and leaders but it took two men to hold the plunging animal by the bit. The fire was beginning to brighten the street as it swept on its way, shacks and tents disappearing into its fiery maw.
As the three women got into the coach Kerrigan said to the frightened driver, "Just keep them moving behind us. If those broncos try to close in, lay on the whip and bust through us and keep going. Hit the old military road cut-off after you get out and then swing south on it to Pirtman. Savvy?"
The light that had gone on over in the Cherokee's dive suddenly went out with a loud crash, as though the lamp had been flung. It had. Flames sprang up from scattered kerosene and Sam Blaze Face came out with several men, a 16-shot Civil War Henry repeating rifle in one hand and a bottle of whiskey in the other.
"Ain't no damned Apaches goin' to burn a Cherokee Indian's saloon," he bellowed into the night and waved the rifle. "I bootlegged liquor to the Indians up in Indian Territory until U.S. marshals chased me out, and I'll live to go back there and do it again. Come on, you free-loadin', whiskey-drinkin' gents. Let's go hunt us some Apache scalps!"
They made a strange-looking group as they moved up the street. A red coach with three women inside and a driver up front and a man walking along with both hands on the bit of a big red horse still fighting the harness. A part-Cherokee Indian and several human dregs of a mining camp striding boldly in front with whiskey courage high. Ace Saunders walking on one side of the coach, leading his horse, and Jeb Donnelly riding his big white horse on the other side. Harrow and Judge Eaton had fallen in directly back of the wheels, the rear boot within easy grasp if the driver suddenly put the whip to the six horses.
In the darkness Judge Eaton looked over at Harrow. Harrow's lips were swollen, his face a mask of the poisonous hatred inside of him. He looked anything but the suave, immaculately tailored man who'd waited for Lew Kerrigan in the hotel at Yuma. To the cool, brightly reflective eyes of Judge Eaton he looked no better than those human dregs out of the Cherokee's dive, and at the moment the judge held him in less respect.
He was an object of contempt, and at the moment he revolted the judge. Kerrigan had sworn a vow to destroy the man and everything he represented, but Eaton had been unprepared for the terrible thoroughness with which the tall ex-ranchman had gone about it.
And now, as though he still wasn't through, Lew Kerrigan came out of the night on noiseless moccasins. "Harrow!" he said sharply.
"What do you want?" came the low, gritted reply. "Haven't you and those Apaches done enough to me?"
"Not as much as Loco would like to do," the tall man answered grimly. "You bought me out of prison because I celled with Kadoba. Through him, Loco has found out you were responsible for this boom camp and what it's done to Apache country. Kadoba told me that Loco wants you worst of all. If he can get his hands on you, he's going to swing you by the heels and burn you."
"Haven't you punished the man enough!" Judge Eaton cried out despite his feelings. "How terrible must your vengeance be, Kerrigan? You've broken him body and soul and taken his woman. What more do you want?"
"Like Ace Saunders, I don't like the idea of a white man being tortured and mutilated by Apaches. Get in the coach with the others, Harrow. The wiping out of Dalyville finishes my job with you. I'm not going to kill you."
He was gone again at a trot, to rejoin Joe Stovers somewhere up ahead. Harrow's shoulders straightened and he wiped at his mouth with his hand, remembered, and removed a handkerchief from his coat sleeve. He used that and then smiled over at Judge Eaton.
"I'm not licked yet, Yeager," he said. "We've got a long way to go."
"Yes," Judge Eaton replied, "we've got a long way to go. But it will be necessary for us to wait until Kerrigan gets us out of this trap. You'd better join the ladies in the coach, Tom. The money is still in there, you know."
The speculative look came again into Eaton's sunken eyes when he found himself alone behind the coach. The contempt for Harrow was still there. The information that Kerrigan not only wouldn't kill him but would try to protect him had worked a new transformation in Harrow.
Let him get Kerrigan, the judge thought. Let Kerrigan find the source of further wealth for them. But Harrow could never again be trustworthy�
Scattered firing broke out somewhere up ahead and Eaton heard men running as though the Cherokee and his followers were scattering to take cover. The coach surged forward under the panicky driver's whip and then was hauled up short again at Lew Kerrigan's harsh order to the man holding the lines.
Judge Eaton found himself fifty yards to the rear, and he lengthened his pace to catch up again. Thanks to Kerrigan's actions since the man had been freed from prison, this thing had gotten completely out of hand. A man like that was hard to stop, as Harrow and his men had found out to their fear and sorrow, and yet that same quality of determination gave the judge confidence now. Someway, somehow, the man he'd sentenced to life at hard labor would get them out of this, the judge was certain.
After that, of course, appropriate action would have to be taken. Self-preservation was the first law of man, and the judge had to protect his name and reputation in the territory�
A shadow glided out of the night on noiseless feet; five feet six inches of young Apache Indian, crouched and leaning forward like the black weasel that had shot out of the dungeon doorway and lunged at Wood Smith. In the dim light the smoky-black eyes of Kadoba were burning.
He closed the distance between them with terrible swiftness. His left arm reached out and locked itself across the judge's throat from behind. Eaton felt the black steel band of forearm sink deep into his prominent Adam's apple and went down into a sitting position, helpless and silent and watching the back end of the red coach move out of sight. To his fear-dilated nostrils came the odor of something not unlike a wild animal and he felt like a rabbit in the firm jaws of a desert wolf.
One of Loco's band had him and he knew he was going to die.
The Apache shifted his grip and twisted around until the terrified "Hanging Judge" saw a face he hadn't seen in two years. He recognized it quite readily despite the streak of white bottom clay now drawn below the fierce black eyes and thin dark nose.
He'd looked down at that same face in the courtroom in Globe, thundering his apologue against lawless white men but that he would show God's mercy to this untutored young savage; thundering it while the interpreter tried vainly to get some of it across to the smoky-eyed bronco. Cavalry officers who knew the Apaches and why they had fought so bitterly against the encroachment of whites across their lands and their way of a free life had listened to Yeager Eaton's overly long harangue with poker faces becoming those of career soldiers.
It had been a big day, a personal triumph, for the judge; taking the case out of their hands and, later, lecturing them severely about setting stern examples for other "savages" to observe, all the while gorging himself on food in the officers' mess and drinking their brandy.
That same young Apache who hadn't understood a word the judge had said now twisted around still farther in front of the judge and spoke to him in garbled English.
"Kadoba, me. You 'member me, huh? I killum squaw with knife. You send me Yuma in iron ropes. Send Yew Ker'gan too, huh? Now I come back kill you."
Eaton's hat had fallen off. Kodoba's dark hand grasped him across the forehead and bent his neck over a knee, the prominent Adam's apple tight beneath the skin as the Apache's knife swept up in a vicious arc.
If Harrow and Jeb Donnelly die this night, Yeager Eaton thought, my name will go into the National Archives as that of an honorable man who helped put down lawlessness in the terr�


CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Tom Harrow stepped to the ground and closed the coach door upon three silent figures, none of whom had spoken to him. Jeb Donnelly reined the white horse over close and looked down, bulking huge in the saddle like a sack of sheep wool.
"Some of them boozed-up miners saw somethin'," he said in answer to Harrow's question. "They'd shoot at a bat overhead, they're that nervous�not that I blame them, I'm nervous, too."
"Where's Kerrigan?"
"Up front some'ers. I saw him duck back of a building. We're almost at the edge of town."
"There might be a possibility," Harrow said in a low voice, "that those broncos will wait until we get a mile or so along the road. Jeb, now is the time. Go get the judge� Say, where is he?"
"He was with you behind the coach a little ways back. I'll take a look� but not too much of one."
He loped away as the coach began to inch ahead in answer to Kerrigan's distant call. And then Donnelly came spurring back, hauling up hard on a sore-mouthed white horse. The lividness of fear had come into his big face again.
"What is it?" demanded Harrow.
"Goddlemighty," panted out the new marshal appointed by Judge Eaton. "He's�back there."
"Dead?"
Donnelly nodded and swallowed hard. He drew his hand and part of his thick forearm all the way across his throat. "They're in behind us, and it was you got me into this trap with your dirty money. For two cents I'd lay the steel to this hoss and take my chances�"
A rocketing explosion of rifle fire broke out at least a mile ahead of them. Lew Kerrigan, working his way far ahead of the others from one now thinly scattered shack to another, came up short and tried to look through the dim moonlight. He could hear the roar of the flames back there, whipping through and consuming the main part of what had been the business section. The great mansion up on the west ridge was a single blazing pillar of fire.
"Joe!" Kerrigan called piercingly. "Joe, where are you?"
Somewhere up there he caught the sound of hard-running ponies and wild cries. Amid the broken sound of ponies darting here and there and the panic-stricken shooting of the fleeing miners, he heard the steady drumming of other horses. They were coming hard in a steady rhythm, a whole line of them riding abreast in skirmish formation, and now for the first time he caught the clear notes of a Cavalry K of C bugle sounding a charge. A sound he hadn't heard in more than ten years; not since Terry's Texans had ridden into battle against Union Cavalry.
He thought, Hell, I'd forgotten about Rawlinson and his troops being camped somewhere up in this country, using Apache scouts from the reservation. I should have known old Greybeard Fox* would figure Loco's next move would be toward home country �
* Author's note: General Crook.
Loco had timed one trap too often. He'd known that the glow of the fire could be seen for fifty miles and that troops would know it hadn't been set by lightning. He'd gambled on a quick butchery of all the whites in the gulch and then scattering like quail, to meet two hundred miles away at a predesignated point.
To Kerrigan it looked as though he'd been outsmarted by Apache scouts in the pay of the army, and from the sound of things up there in the night, cavalry troops at last were putting an end to his elusive career of butchery.
Kerrigan leaned the .45-90 against the logs of a shack he'd been using for cover, suddenly more tired than he had ever been in his life. With the sudden realization that he wouldn't have to kill any more, the hatred and bitterness had drained out of him. He stood there for a few minutes, listening to the crash of running horses, the shots and general confusion. He thought of Carlotta and wondered how she'd feel, now that it was all over. She'd come to him there in the kitchen of Judge Eaton's courtroom because none of them knew what would happen within the next hour or so.
He'd have to run for it, of course. This night's work would be all over the territory�in every small hamlet paper�within a week. It would go to Washington in the reports of Captain Rawlinson and that of the Indian agent accepting new prisoners surrendering to the soldiers and Apache scouts.
And he'd have to get out of the territory to some faraway place because he hadn't believed a word Judge Eaton had promised less than an hour before. He knew the man and his fanaticism. He suspected that Tom Harrow's freedom had had something to do with money paid or to be paid.
Kadoba's familiar shadow loomed up out of nowhere and the Apache grinned his schoolboy grin. "Soldiers come, Yew. Loco gone."
"Dead? Run away?" Lew Kerrigan asked without particular interest. General Crook had cleaned out most of the other bronco bands, and it would have been but a matter of time until he'd run down Loco if the raider had escaped.
"No dead. No run away. Apache scouts catch him. Catch me too but I go back there."
He pointed toward the distant fire, now beginning to slow down from lack of fuel. Many trees were burning fiercely through the tops but there was no wind to speak of out in the open country.
Kerrigan listened while the Indian talked with many gestures in a mixture of English, his own tongue, and a few Spanish words. He didn't jab an index finger against his throat as when he had told of killing Wood Smith. He slashed it across his throat in an emphatic gesture.
The White Eyes soldiers would have sent him away for two years and then turned him loose again. The old White Eyes who wasn't a soldier and didn't understand Apaches had put him in chains for life. He had killed him back there.
Again the simple generic Apache laws: If a squaw was unfaithful, hack off her nose or kill her. If an enemy did you wrong, kill him.
The judge had done a wrong to him and he had paid the debt as only an "untutored young savage" knew how.
"Where you go now, Yew?" he asked.
"Far away, Kadoba."
"You come with me, Yew. I take you to Apache gold. Loco no need more now. Not much like here long time. But some, I think."
"I don't need it," Kerrigan said tiredly. "I have enough for my needs. Where do you ride now?"
The Indian gave a guttural grunt. "Find other broncos, maybe. I hear soldiers cry, 'Where Kadoba? Where that damn' Apache kid?' Apache Kid now, me," he grinned.*
* Author's note: Kadoba is not to be confused with the notorious Apache Kid of later years. That Kid, born in 1869, was only six years old at this time and living on the reservation.
Suddenly he whirled and fled like a shadow, his animal-keen ears picking up sounds that warned of danger; sounds Lew Kerrigan did not hear.
Kerrigan straightened his tired frame and picked up the .45-90 repeater by the barrel. He was in no hurry to get back until the shouting soldiers somewhere over yonder in the night had brought things under control. He was certain that Carlotta and the others were safe, and with that to ease his mind nothing else mattered at the moment.
Tom Harrow had dealt him the cards, he had played out the hand in his own way, and now all he wanted to do was cash in his remaining chips and get out of the game. There would be no point in going back to Texas now, he suddenly decided. A man could dream as he traveled along the road Kerrigan had been traveling, but the longer he rode the harder it would be to turn back upon the past; and if he did, the dreams would be shattered in the bitter truth of reality.
Each day a man outgrew something of the yesterdays and left them behind, and Kerrigan knew now was the time to turn his back again and reach out for tomorrow.
He straightened his shoulders, feeling better now that the decision was made, and began walking back among the thinly scattered log shacks and little pole corrals and sheds.
He rounded one of those sheds by an abandoned burro corral and came face to face with Harrow and Jeb Donnelly. They'd been waiting for him, having ducked away when the soldiers ripped through and began to encircle the members of Loco's bronco band still alive and unable to escape. Kerrigan saw the two pistols leveled at him and the wild gleam of triumph in Tom Harrow's eyes.
"Drop that rifle, Kerrigan!" cried Harrow wildly. "Throw up your hands! It's taken a long time but we've finally got you."
Kerrigan let go of the rifle. Its stock thumped to the ground beside his moccasin and then it toppled over on the grass.
"Throw up your hands!" Harrow ordered again.
"Not for you or any other man in the world right now," Kerrigan said. "Tom, I'm tired and weary of running, of fighting and killing, of hating. I told you tonight I'm not going to kill you. Just go find yourself a horse somewhere and get on it and keep going, the same as I'm going to do. Jeb, you knelt down over a ditch up in the prison one day and beat me with a club while I was down. I paid you back with that gun Tom's carrying now. I said then that makes us square, and I'm willing to forget the part you played in the long haul northward from Yuma."
"That's damn' bighearted of you," Donnelly grunted, speaking awkwardly because he'd injured his partly healed jaw when he tore off the bandage while fleeing the Apaches burning Harrow's big mansion.
"I've just talked to Kadoba, who told me he cut the judge's throat," Kerrigan stated patiently. "He told me, also, that the new source of gold isn't much. A small two-inch vein of ore, which might trickle out within forty feet. I don't want to be taken down there a prisoner and then probably shot to death through the back of the head like Tom killed poor old Bear Paw Daly."
Harrow laughed abruptly. "If you take us and show us where, you at least have my word you'll go free and get something out of the stock I'll sell back East. If you refuse, Lew, you can remember what happened to Bear Paw Daly."
Kerrigan weighed his chances against taking a bullet from the small caliber pistol in Harrow's hand and living, while he writhed sidewise and tried to slam a .44 into Donnelly. Tired and discouraged though he was, something told him he would gamble and possibly win. It was worth a try. Anything except having to be taken a prisoner back down the long trail to show them the vein not far from the camp where Kerrigan had shot the marauding black bear.
But the gods of chance were still dealing the cards from the deck that night as Ace Saunders' cool voice came from behind. "Hold it, Kerrigan. I can read in your mind to a split second what you're going to try."
Harrow gave a soft, relaxed laugh as the gunman, his dark face black in the moonlight shadows of his hatbrim, came up. He said, "So you finally got him, huh?"
"We got him, Ace," Harrow grinned joyously. "One million dollars right in front of us! With my fame as the discoverer of Dalyville, we're rich, men. Richer than we ever dreamed a man could get. I've never admitted nor denied that the strike found by old Bear Paw was Adams' lost diggings. But when I go back East this next time it will be in every paper in New York. I'll have samples of the new strike, and men will go mad to buy stock. One million dollars�and he's right here in front of us."
Saunders smiled and said, "Well, Kerrigan?"
Joe, where are you? Kerrigan thought desperately.
"You haven't got your gold yet," he half-grunted.
"No," came the soft reply. "And you, Harrow, ain't ever going to get it."
Harrow stared at Ace in astonishment. "You" he whispered. "I never would have believed it, Ace. For two years you worked for me, drew your pay, turned your back to gold, gambling, and the gulch women you could have had. But the fever finally got you and you're trying to grab."
"I've had a bad case of fever that began a long time ago when' I first made Stubb Holiday run away with me. I saved my money and maybe I stole some little gold bars up there tonight in your house where they were hid under the fireplace hearth. I was all set to finish up this Kerrigan deal, collect my money from you, and take Stubb outa here and start a decent way of life on a small ranch."
"What are you getting at? Hurry up before Stovers comes hunting us and ruins everything," snapped Harrow uneasily.
"I'm getting at it," the gunman said coolly. "I warned you, Tom, to let Stubb drive that coach back up here and then stay put until we got in with Kerrigan. I didn't want him in on a dirty job like that. But you sent him south to meet us and give a hand, when he didn't want to come. I sent him up on a ridge with a rifle to cripple Kerrigan and he didn't want to go either. I'm paying my debts and salving my conscience in my own way."
His slim body writhed into sudden motion. Smoke and fire began to spurt from his hip, from the new gun Harrow had had made for him and mailed from back East. Kerrigan made no move to help. He watched as the two bodies crumpled under the terrible shocking power of the .45. He understood Saunders now, and what lay behind those ever-smiling dark features.
Saunders sheathed the heavy pistol and stepped back and looked at Kerrigan.
"I misjudged you badly, Saunders," Kerrigan said. "I figured you should have stuck to a .44 on a lighter frame and shorter barrel. I'm glad I never had to throw a gun against you."
"So am I," Saunders said. "I think you'd have killed me. Well, I guess that squares it for Stubb and Kitty. I always did feel sorry for her, like you did, I guess. And Stubb was so gone on her for two years he couldn't sleep nights."
In silence Kerrigan picked up his rifle and stepped past the bodies of the two men. In silence he and Ace Saunders walked to a white horse tethered to a branch of a small fir tree.
Saunders untied the reins and examined the bloody cuts made by the cruel spade bit.
"Damn a man who'd treat a good horse that way," he said softly.
They came to the coach and saw a small mob of people gathered around it, among them Captain Rawlinson and several of his men and a number of Apache Indians wearing blue army shirts with the tails hanging outside. A short distance farther on more of the scouts and soldiers ringed a small group of about ten or twelve sullen, disarmed Apaches..
One of them wore an old hat pulled down over hair tied at the back with buckskin thongs. Loco.
But Kerrigan's eyes were upon a woman coming toward him, her face alight, seeing nobody but him. She came straight into his arms and he felt a long shudder go through her and then a sigh as all tenseness went out of her. She lifted her face, her eyes bright.
"Lew," she whispered softly, "don't say a word. Just hold me for a moment and let's not think of anything now. Hold me tight, Lew."
He held her tight and kissed her again�
On the following afternoon Joe Stovers and Captain Rawlinson of the red beard and sharp wit rode in from Dalyville and came to Clara Thompson's boarding house.
Ace Saunders opened the front door for them and the three came into the dining room where Kerrigan, clean shaven and wearing a new pair of boots, sat drinking coffee with Carlotta and Clara.
"Sit down, boys," Clara said. "I'll have more coffee in just a few minutes."
Rawlinson tossed his campaign hat all the way across the room and straddled a chair in a most unofficer-like fashion. He pulled at his red beard and grinned at Kerrigan.
"Everything turned out very well for the army this trip. We suffered only four light casualties, thanks to the work of those Apache scouts, Kerrigan. We killed thirteen of Loco's bronco band and seven or eight more got away. We got Loco and a few of his boys, but I honestly think the fellow was tired of the whole business and wanted to see his family. Clara, I had hoped for a brevet to the rank of major after last night's work, but I'm afraid it was spoiled by the escape of that little devil Kadoba. Kerrigan, where do you suppose he'll head for now?"
"Hard to say, Captain," Kerrigan answered and shook his head. "My guess is that he'll steal himself a young squaw off the reservation and take off for Mexico to join some of the others down there."
"Is it true he showed you where there's tons of gold?"
"Not tons. He told me where there's a two-inch vein of pretty rich stuff."
"And you're going after it, of course?"
Rawlinson looked surprised as Kerrigan shook his head, then laughed. "Come to think of it, why should you? From what Joe here told me, you didn't come out of this partnership with Harrow as bad as one might think. About twenty-five thousand dollars, including some gold bars Saunders here gave you. And a pretty woman I could fall in love with, except that I used to be in love with Clara until I met my wife."
He looked at Clara and his face grew serious. "Clara, I'm going to confess something to you. In that fight with Loco years ago I won a brevet captain's rank for rescuing one of my wounded troopers under fire. I have thought many times during the passing years the big if of what might have happened if I had stayed with your husband. If it will make you feel any better, I swore through the years I'd get Loco. I asked for an assignment in the Dalyville area�and that hunch paid off, thanks to Kerrigan's part in it."
"Have you made out your official report yet?"
Kerrigan asked. "I'm referring to Judge Eaton and the truly great loss to the territory in his death. Don't look surprised, Captain. I mean it. I wish that you'd specifically mention that in your official report."
"He was a damned thief and as crazy as a loon," Joe Stovers growled. "But Lew's right. Ace and me are the only law up in this part of the country now. The others are dead or high-tailing it out of the country. You going to stick around until a new judge is appointed from Washington, Ace?"
Saunders nodded absently. He stirred at his cold coffee and smiled. "I like the feel of this badge, Joe, after the way I led Stubb along the wrong road for so many years. For that reason I'd like to keep it. He'd be tickled if he knew, and it more or less gives me a better chance to look out after Kitty and see what she wants to do in the future."
Kerrigan rose and Carlotta rose with him. He knew what was going to happen to Kitty now. The inevitable result would be as natural as a pair of aces on the table. Kitty had been born to love much and be loved and she'd gravitate toward Saunders like iron drawn to a magnet.
"Where are you two going, Lew?" Clara asked.
"Down to finish removing a man's name from the coach," Lew Kerrigan smiled. "As long as I didn't have to kill Tom after all, I feel no compunction about taking it. Carlotta and I will be in no hurry. We'll keep on going until we find the right town and the right people and the right ranch. We're going to forget the past and start a whole new life with no shadows."
They went out through the kitchen and off the porch and down the narrow path to the gap in the old wall. At the opening he bent and swung her into his arms, and felt her own around his neck and the warm, gentle passion of her mouth.
Through a cut in the distant peaks the westering sun threw its bright rays down and flooded the great expanse of the bend in Thompson Canyon.
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