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The sudden drumming of hooves mingling
with the crackle of revolvers’ shots, accompanied by a ringing
shout of ‘Yeeah! Texas Light!’ Following them, smoke and flames
might rise from a Quartermasters’ Corps depot; a supply train would
be found, its wagons wrecked, their loads carried off and teams
driven away; a cursing Artillery officer could find the guns in his
battery spiked and his magazine exploded.

That was how the men who rode under the
Stars and Bars flag of the Confederate States fought against the
Yankees in Arkansas. One name ranked high when such incidents were
mentioned. That of an eighteen-year-old captain, the commanding
officer of the Texas Light Cavalry’s Company ‘C’.

His name was Dusty Fog.
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Part One – The Scout

‘Here they come now,
Captain Fog,’ whispered Logan Huntspill, head of the Confederate
States’ spy-ring that operated out of Pine Bluff and maintained a
watch over the activities of the Union’s Army of Arkansas along the
Arkansas River south of that town. ‘What do you reckon to
them?’

Keeping his field glasses
to his eyes, Captain Dustine Edward Marsden Fog turned his
attention from the original objects of his scrutiny. Big, piggish
of face, his almost bloated fat body straining the
gold-lace-trimmed blue uniform’s seams, General Buller stood with
several of his senior officers on top of a small knoll about half a
mile from the two Rebels’ position. The Yankees were looking or
pointing across the Arkansas River to where a small, derelict
steamboat bobbed at its moorings by the eastern bank. Beyond the
old side-wheeler sat a cluster of dilapidated log cabins. Neither
the boat nor the buildings seemed to merit the attention lavished
on them by Buller’s party.

A sense of expectancy bit into Dusty
as he turned his glasses in the direction indicated by his
companion. At least he was going to see the reason for his being
given orders at Prescott to ride as fast as possible to Pine Bluff
and contact Huntspill.

Focusing the glasses on the
new subject, Dusty felt both puzzled and a sense of anti-climax.
The tall, thickset, bearded man sharing the concealment of the
large clump of buffalo-berry bushes with him had hinted that
something of great importance was due to happen. According to
Huntspill’s message, brought by a courier to General Jackson Baines
Hardin’s headquarters at Prescott, the Yankees were shortly to
receive some new form of weapon that might once again put them on
the offensive in the Toothpick State.

According to Ole Devil Hardin,
Huntspill had always been accurate with his news and was no
alarmist. The spy had stressed the extreme urgency of the matter
and requested that an officer be sent to help him assess the extent
of the danger. That had been sufficient to cause the commanding
general of the Confederate States’ Army of Arkansas and North Texas
to respond immediately. So Dusty was expecting to be confronted by
a sight of more apparent importance than met his gaze. Especially
after crossing the Ouachita River—the boundary separating the two
opposing armies—and riding nearly sixty miles through enemy-held
territory in just over twenty-four hours.

Going by his tone and
expression, Huntspill felt doubts as to whether the officer sent by
Ole Devil would have an opinion worth hearing. Of course, he
remembered how Dusty Fog had been promoted to captain in the field
after his superior officer had been killed and he had led Company
‘C’ of the Texas Light Cavalry in the charge that had turned the
course of the battle at Mark’s Mill to the South’s favor. In
meetings with other members of that regiment, Huntspill had heard
his companion’s name mentioned several times; but he had formed an
entirely different impression of what Captain Fog would be
like.

The Texans had told of
Dusty’s lighting fast withdrawal of his two revolvers and
superlative accuracy when shooting from either hand. Never modest
about the prowess of their State’s favorite sons, the beef-heads
had claimed that Dusty Fog was the equal of Turner Ashby or even
the Gray Ghost, John Singleton Mosby, as a military raider. A
further boast—clearly false, even if the other two be true—was that
Dusty possessed the bare-hand fighting knowledge to let him lick
any man on the Confederate or Union side of the civil
conflict.

Captain Fog had proved to
be something of a disappointment to Huntspill. A young eighteen, he
had a handsome, though not strikingly so, face with intelligence in
its lines and gray eyes that looked at a man steadily. In height he
would stand no more than five foot six inches; but with the wide
shoulders and lean waist that hinted at considerable strength. A
regulation white Jefferson Davis campaign hat was thrust back on
his curly, dusty-blond hair. In the front center of its crown rode
a badge formed of a five-pointed star, with the letters TLC on it,
in a laurel-wreath decorated circle. Based on the Lone Star State’s
coat-of-arms, that was the insignia of the Texas Light
Cavalry.

Possibly being Old Devil
Hardin’s favorite nephew gave Dusty certain privileges. Certainly
he flouted the Confederate States’ Army’s Manual of Dress Regulations on several points in his uniform.

The boots and tight-legged,
yellow-striped riding breeches conformed
with Regulations. Although his cadet-gray tunic had two rows of seven buttons
on its double-breast, and a stand-up collar bearing the triple
three-inch-long, half-inch-wide gold bars—the highest still looking
newer than its mates—denoting his rank, it lacked the prescribed
‘skirt extending halfway between hip and
knee’. True its sleeves carried the
decorative double-strand gold-braid Austrian knot ‘chicken guts’,
as a further aid to marking him as a captain, above their
cavalry-yellow cuffs. However, the required black silk cravat was
replaced by a tight-rolled scarlet bandana of the same material,
long ends trailing down the front of his tunic.

About his lean waist was
suspended a definitely non-issue gunbelt which possessed no means
of carrying a saber. Instead it had two holsters carefully designed
so as to permit him to draw the matched bone-handled 1860 Army
Colts with the minimum of effort and in the shortest possible time.
The long-barreled revolvers’ butts pointed forwards, but seemed to
be angled differently than the conventional Army mode of carriage.
Like many of the Texans Huntspill had met, Dusty tied the tips of
his holsters down with pigging thongs knotted around his
thighs.

While the small captain looked neat,
despite the long, hard ride, he did not strike Huntspill as having
the experience necessary to judge the potential of the Yankees’
secret weapon—whatever it might be.

Sensing his companion’s
feelings, Dusty ignored them. He had long since grown accustomed to
strangers’ reactions to his lack of height and had developed skills
that more than offset it. Contrary to Huntspill’s thoughts, he did
possess a remarkable talent for unarmed combat. In addition to
being able to handle his fists in the conventional manner, he had
gained a thorough working knowledge of jujitsu and karate—all but unknown at that time
in the Western Hemisphere—from his Uncle Devil’s Japanese valet.
Having solid, hard-earned achievements behind him already, and
backed by a good, practical education, Dusty could shrug off other
people’s lack of confidence when it was caused by misgivings on
account of his height.

Although Dusty would later
come into contact with two very prominent members of the
Confederate States’ Secret Service—rescuing Rose Greenhow
single-handed from a Yankee prison i and sharing two dangerous missions
ii with Belle Boyd, the Rebel Spy iii
—this was his first contact with one of that
organization. He had been impressed by Huntspill’s efficiency,
satisfied with the arrangements made for them to be undetected
while watching the Yankees, but could not help wondering if the spy
had acted hastily in requesting a second opinion on what was,
ostensibly, a straightforward matter.

Of course, the presence of General
Buller hinted that something extra special might be in the air. The
current commanding general of the Union’s Army of Arkansas had
never been noted for taking an active participation in the affairs
of his soldiers. So Dusty searched the objects of Huntspill’s
interest for some hint of their importance.

Riding parallel to and
about a quarter of a mile from the west bank of the river came what
appeared to be an ordinary troop of Federal Cavalry in columns of
four. They wore the peaked fatigue kepi, tunic, riding breeches and
boots that were fast becoming the standard uniform for the Union
Army’s mounted troops. Each man carried a revolver butt-forward in
a close-topped holster on the right of his belt and had a saber
suspended from the slings at its left. Well-mounted, good riders,
they might be a better class of soldier than one usually saw in the
Yankees’ Army of Arkansas; but they hardly seemed to warrant
exceptional concern or urgency. Or did they?

Certain significant factors
began to strike Dusty. Directing his glasses at the nearest rider,
he studied the insignia on the front of the kepi. It was not the
usual flattened ‘X’ made by two sabers, but a pair of crossed
cannon above which a silver number ‘14’ was superimposed with the
letter ‘A’. Given that much of a clue, Dusty examined the color of
the tunic’s facings and the stripe along the seam of the breeches’
leg. They were scarlet instead of the expected yellow.

‘Well I’ll be—!’ Dusty
began, lowering the glasses and turning to Huntspill. ‘They’re
artillery, not cavalry.’

‘That’s what I figure when I
saw them arrive,’ the spy answered. ‘Only they don’t have any guns
along. They rode in yesterday just like you’re seeing them now. Had
three battery-wagons and a travelling forge, but nary a
cannon.’

‘Could’ve had them in the
wagons, maybe?’

‘I don’t reckon so. Three
wagons wouldn’t carry all their gear and enough cannons for that
many men to be needed.’

‘Mountain howitzers aren’t
all that big,’ Dusty pointed out. ‘Except that those fellers don’t
even have them along. Could be the Yankees’ve run short of
cavalrymen and’re using some of the culls from their artillery to
make up the numbers. Only those fellers don’t look nor ride like
throw-outs from any outfit.’

‘They sure don’t,’ agreed
Huntspill, knowing ‘culls’ to be the poorer stock cut out as
useless from a cattle-herd. ‘Anyways, if what I’ve picked up is
true, these fellers’re mighty special. That’s why I sent word for
Ole—’

Then the burly civilian
realized that Dusty had swiveled the field glasses upwards
again.

‘Did they have those
stove-pipes hanging on their saddles?’ Dusty interrupted, staring
at the riders.

‘Huh?’ grunted Huntspill,
whipping his own glasses to his eyes.

From his position among the
bushes the spy could see some of the fifteen men in the column
nearest to the river. Each had what looked like a five-foot length
of three-inch stovepipe dangling from the fork of his McClellan
saddle. Not just an ordinary piece of pipe, however. The lower end
had been cut in half to form a trough about twelve inches long. A
pair of metal bands encircled the tube, the upper having a steel
rod fixed to either side of it and arranged so they could be
swiveled and locked in any position from horizontal—as at the
moment—to vertical. Based on the lower band and pointing upwards
along the top of the tube was what looked like an elongated rear
leaf-sight for a rifle.

‘No,’ Huntspill admitted.
‘They didn’t have them on their saddles yesterday.’

‘Or them pouches on the
backs of their saddles?’ Dusty went on.

‘Can’t say I noticed them
either,’ the spy confessed.

Having always earned his
living as a riverboat man, a fact shown by his nautical peaked cap
and clothing, Huntspill could be excused for failing to see
anything out of the ordinary about the horses’ equipment. Born and
raised in a land where a horse was an essential part of life,
rather than a mere means of transport, Dusty had recognized that
the pouches were not usual Federal Army accoutrements. Attached to
the rear of the saddle, they consisted of four leather tubes
slightly less than two feet long hanging on either
flank.

‘Action left!’ bawled the
major leading the party, as they came level with the boat and
cabins. ‘Five hundred yards. Five degrees elevation. Incendiary,
then high explosive. Prepare to fire!’

‘What the hell—?’ Huntspill
began, watching the four lines halt at the major’s first
words.

Working with the swift, trained
orderliness that told of long practice, the men dismounted.
Immediately, without waiting for further instructions, the soldiers
of the right side column took the reins of the other horses in
their own section of four. While the second and third member of
each section peeled the saddle-pouches from their mounts, the man
nearest to the river unstrapped his tube from its position and
cradled it in his arms.

‘So that’s it!’ Dusty
breathed, giving his attention to the forward section.

‘What?’ demanded Huntspill,
staring at the scene of orderly confusion with an expression of
incomprehension.

Letting the question go unanswered,
Dusty watched the four Yankee artillerymen. Carrying his tube, the
first moved away from the horses. Resting the end of the trough on
the ground, he turned downwards the two steel rods and spiked their
tips into the soil. After making an adjustment to the angle at
which the tube was pointing, he raised and set the leaf sight on
the rear band.

Resting his pouches on the ground, the
second man opened the lid of a tube. From it he drew a metal
cylinder about eighteen inches long, with a short truncated cone at
one end and a sharp spike on the other.

‘What the hell is that
thing?’ Huntspill hissed.

‘A Hale Spin-Stabilized
rocket,’ Dusty explained. ‘And some kind of gun for sending it in
the right direction.’

‘Where’s the stick?’ asked
the spy. ‘All the rockets I ever saw had one.’

‘Not this kind,’ Dusty
replied. ‘I’ve read and heard about them, It’s got three curved
metal vanes at the blunt end where the gas that makes it go blows
out. Seems they make the rocket spin like a rifle bullet and keep
it flying straight.’

While they had been talking, the
soldier had placed the rocket on to the trough and inserted the
sharp nose up the tube. Stepping aside, he made way for the first
man. After connecting a lanyard to the ring of the rocket’s
friction-primer, the first Yankee rested his foot on the lower end
of the tube.

Turning his glasses, Dusty saw that
all fifteen launchers had been set up and were loaded ready for
use. No regular form of artillery could have been prepared in so
short a time. Then he resumed his watch on the first
section.

‘Fire!’ roared the battery
commander.

A sharp tug on the lanyard
caused the serrated iron ignition-bar to scrape across and set into
operation the highly combustible priming compound. A spark of flame
stabbed among the propellant charge. The slow-burning mixture of
niter, sulphur and charcoal, forced under great pressure into the
3¼-inch light iron case, took fire and began to emit its
gas.

With a spurt of flame and sudden
‘whoosh!’, the rocket disappeared up the tube, burst from the
muzzle and streaked across the river. It flew true, making for the
side of the boat. Watching its flight, Dusty saw it strike the wall
of the side-wheel’s cabin and understood the reason for the sharp
point. Instead of bouncing back, the rocket spiked into the timber
and held there. Rupturing under the impact, the case allowed a flow
of blazing ‘Greek fire’ mixture to pour on to the wood.

The other fourteen rockets made their
curving flight across the Arkansas River. Three more stuck into the
boat and the remainder landed on, or between, the log cabins. Red
glows of flame licked upwards, dancing over the sun-dried
timbers.

Holding a rocket, the third
man of the section advanced. Dusty saw that the missile’s head was
more cone-shaped than pointed. Again the reloading process was
faster than any cannon could be charged. Fifteen hands tugged on
lanyards and the rockets spun through the air towards their
targets. On striking, the reason for the differently shaped heads
became apparent. Instead of spreading ‘Greek fire’, the second
broadside’s rockets exploded on impact.

‘Whooee!’
Dusty breathed, lowering his glasses.
‘Wasn’t that something?’

‘I’ve never seen anything
like it!’ Huntspill replied, glaring as if mesmerized at the flames
consuming the old side-wheeler.

‘I’d heard the Hale’s were
an improvement on the old Congreve stick-stabilized rockets Jeb
Stuart used one time,’ Dusty drawled. ‘But I didn’t know they were
this effective.’

‘They’re deadly,
huh?’

‘Deadly enough. Only there’s
more to it than just that.’

‘How do you mean,
Captain?’

‘Surprise,’ Dusty
elaborated. ‘You mind what we thought when we first saw those
jaspers riding up?’

‘That they were an ordinary
cavalry patrol,’ Huntspill replied.

‘Sure,’ Dusty said soberly.
‘Take it this way. Some of our fellers see that battery riding
along between five hundred yards and a mile away across the
Ouachita or the Caddo. They reckon it’s just a bunch of Yankee
fly-slicers out for a ride. Then they cut loose with those rockets.
Either incendiary or high explosive’d do. It’d throw our boys into
confusion. If an attack was launched straight after that, with our
folk set back on their heels and wondering what the hell’s hit
them, it’d have a better than fair chance of
succeeding.’

Which just about confirmed Huntspill’s
summation of the situation. He looked at the small, soft-spoken,
almost insignificant young man by his side and was suddenly aware
of Dusty’s strength of personality. That was no bald-faced
stripling, placed in a position of trust through family influence,
but a shrewd, discerning cavalry officer.

‘What’re you figuring on
doing, Captain Fog?’ the spy asked, in a far more respectful tone
than he had shown up to that moment.

‘I’m going to spread the
word to our people,’ Dusty replied.

‘We can’t be sure where the
Yankees’ll hit with those blasted rockets,’ Huntspill
protested.

‘Then we’ll have to guess.
Likely they’ll go for the targets that’ll do most damage first,
before word gets out what they’re at.’

‘That’s likely enough. What
do you reckon it’ll be?’

‘There’s three comes to
mind,’ Dusty replied, looking pointedly at the burning
side-wheeler. ‘Uncle Devil’s navy.’

‘Those three “tin-clads” on
the Ouachita?’ grinned Huntspill, with the cheerful contempt of a
man who had handled the helm of a fast boat that ran along the
Arkansas and Mississippi Rivers.

‘They might not be Big
Muddy mail packets, but they’ve got four Williams rapid-fire cannon
and two twelve-pounder boat-howitzers mounted on each of ’em,’
Dusty pointed out. ‘Which they’ve done a whole heap to help stop
the Yankees crossing the Ouachita.’

‘I’m not gainsaying it,’
the spy said, thinking of the trio of small, lightly armored—hence
the name ‘tin-’ instead of ‘iron-clad’—steamboats. Their shallow
draught, no more than two feet, made them useful vessels along the
winding, narrow waters of the Ouachita River. ‘Trouble being we
don’t know which the battery’ll try for first.’

‘That’s soon settled,’ Dusty
stated. ‘We’ll warn all three.’

‘We—?’

‘Me and my men.’

‘There’re only three of
you,’ Huntspill reminded Dusty.

‘Why sure,’ the small Texan
agreed. ‘Your message said come fast and you can’t do that at
Company strength. So I just brought along a couple of my men in
case you needed them.’

‘Then how—?’ the spy
began.

‘The Georgia works south out of
Camden,’ Dusty explained. ‘I’ll send Kiowa there with the word.
The Texarkana patrols between Camden and Vaden, up in Clark County,
and the Skimmer runs between Vaden and Arkadelphia. So I’ll tell Vern
Hassle to cut across to Arkadelphia; and call in at Vaden on my way
to tell Uncle Devil about the rocket battery. It won’t take me far
out of my way.’

No matter how he looked at the matter,
Huntspill could not find fault with Dusty’s arrangements. Earlier,
the spy might have doubted the youngster’s ability to make the
return journey unescorted. Such a doubt now never entered his head.
He guessed that the Texan had called the play correctly. Certainly
the rocket battery’s most profitable targets would be the
destruction of the ‘tin-clads’. Their exposed engines and boilers
made them particularly susceptible to an incendiary bombardment.
With them out of action, a crossing of the Ouachita River would be
much easier and safer than while they remained afloat.

On top of that, Huntspill knew there
was no faster means of spreading the warning about the battery.
Even if the boats should be on patrol when the Texans arrived, a
message could be left for their captains. Each of the riverside
towns had a telegraph station, permitting the news to be spread
along its wires.

‘We’d best get going,’ the
spy suggested. ‘I’ll see if I can learn where the battery’s headed
and get word there. Good luck to you, Captain Fog.’

‘And to you,’ Dusty replied.
‘If I get caught, I’ll be sent to a prison camp. If they get you,
you’ll be shot.’

‘It’s a chance I have to
take,’ Huntspill said and led the way back through the bushes.
Behind them, the battery’s personnel were packing up their gear at
the end of the demonstration.

~*~

Between Dusty’s thighs, the
large, spirited black stallion moved easily in a diagonal two-beat
gait. First its off fore and near hind feet struck the ground, then
the near fore and off hind, carrying its rider in a fast,
mile-consuming, but energy-preserving trot. Highly skilled in all
matters equine, Dusty held several views that were almost
tantamount to heresy in that day and age. His demands on the
shoeing of horses had led to considerable heated controversy in the
Texas Light Cavalry, iv but not as much as had his insistence that every member
of Company ‘C’ learned how to ‘post’ when travelling at a trot.
Little used at that period in Texas, regarded with suspicion or as
sissified almost, it said much for the strength of Dusty’s control
over them that the hard-bitten, hard-riding, harder-fighting men of
Company ‘C’ had acceded to his point of view. They had discovered
that they and their mounts benefited from ‘posting’ and ignored the
comments of the unenlightened; or answered the more opprobrious
criticism with two-fisted arguments.

Supporting himself with the
balls of his feet in the stirrup irons and by the bony structure
rather than the fleshy pads of his buttocks, Dusty inclined his
shoulders a few inches before his hips. He sat far enough forward
on the low horned, double-girthed v range saddle so that his weight was directly over the
vertical stirrup leathers. Keeping his hip joints straight, he used
his knees as the pivotal points. Automatically he rose and sank
from the saddle in time with the stallion’s movements. The
long-gaited black moved with plenty of spring and action, causing
Dusty to rise high but without conscious effort or suffering
inconvenience from the motion.

When it was carried out correctly, the
combination of an alert, expert rider and a well-trained, healthy
horse could post at a fast trot for many miles without undue
fatigue to man or mount. Dusty had mastered the art and, being
light of weight, gained the best out of the seventeen-hand
stallion; one of a trio he had selected, broken and trained for his
own use.

How effective posting the trot could
be showed in the fact that, leaving the spy shortly before mid-day,
he had dispatched his two men and had already completed around
twenty-five miles of his journey. With the sun sinking in the west,
he rode along the bottom of a valley. About two miles ahead, he
could see the start of the woodland which fringed that section of
the Saline River he must cross to take the most direct line to
Vaden.

A bullet, coming from the
rear and to the right, made its eerie ‘splat!’ sound as it split
the air a few inches from Dusty’s head. Although startled by the
unexpected—and never pleasant—noise, he did not panic. Like all
Texans, he held his reins so that their split ends dangled
downwards over his palm, gripped between his thumb and
forefinger. vi Slackening his grip so that he did not make a sudden jerk at
the black’s mouth, he stood in his stirrups and twisted his torso
in the direction from which the missile had come. What he saw
caused him to growl a curse, turn to the front, sink back to the
saddle and prepare to increase speed.

Some twenty blue-clad
riders had topped the incline. One of them had a Springfield
carbine at his shoulder, smoke curling from its .58-calibre muzzle.
Going by the way the lieutenant and sergeant of the Yankee party
turned on him, the soldier had opened fire without orders.
Certainly he had not done his companions any favor, for his actions
had deprived them of the best chance they would be likely to get of
taking the Confederate officer by surprise.

‘I’ll bust your guts when we
get back—!’ threatened the sergeant.

‘You stupid son-of-a-bitch!’
screeched the officer, then swung from the man to see their
proposed victim’s horse increase its speed. ‘Get after him,
men!’

Letting out excited yells, sounding
almost like a pack of hounds receiving their first sight of the
prey, the Yankees started their horses running down the incline.
Last to move was the man whose shot had set them up for a long
chase instead of what they had hoped would be an easy
capture.

Settling down on the saddle instead of
posting, Dusty loosened his reins and nudged the stallion’s ribs
gently with his heels. It was a signal that, taken with the
slackening of the pressure on the bit, the horse fully understood.
Building up momentum, its gait changed from the diagonal-striding,
two-beat time of the trot. Instead the right hind hoof struck the
ground, then the off fore and left hind simultaneously, and lastly
the near fore came down to start the sequence again.

From a trot, the stallion began to
canter then opened out to a full gallop. Under-foot, the ground was
ideal for fast travelling; the grama grass, short, springy,
cushioning the impact of the hooves. Crouching forward at the
waist, but maintaining perfect balance and control, Dusty kept his
mount collected and prevented its inborn tendency to rush onwards
at an ever-increasing speed until it was bolting rather than
galloping under his command.

No more shots came, but that did not
cause Dusty any especial joy. From what he had seen, the Yankees
belonged to the New Hampstead Volunteers. Raised and financed by
General Buller, as a means of obtaining his rank—and the social
benefits that went with it in time of war—the regiment was not the
best outfit in the Union’s Army of Arkansas.

Under normal conditions, Dusty would
have been in little or no danger of capture. On his other missions
into the Yankee territory east of the Ouachita or Caddo Rivers, he
had his full Company along. With those sixty expert fighting men at
his back, he could have routed the outnumbered Volunteers. Even on
the outward journey to Pine Bluff, the situation would not have
been desperate. He and his two companions were not only travelling
with the bare essentials, but each had ridden a three-horse
relay.

As his men had greater distances to
cover, Dusty had loaned each of them one of his reserve mounts. In
that way, Sergeant Kiowa Cotton and Corporal Vern Hassle could
attain a higher speed. It had been a sound decision, for the two
non-coms had the better chances of finding one or more of the
‘tin-clads’ at their destinations.

So Dusty was left with only
his black stallion. Apart from a couple of blankets rolled in a
rubberized-cloth, waterproof poncho, strapped to the cantle, his
saddle had no other burden. He had left his Henry rifle—a
battlefield capture—at the Regiment’s headquarters and at that
moment his field glasses were headed towards Arkadelphia with the
mount loaned to the corporal. Unfortunately, the stallion was far
from fresh after covering so many miles. If the Volunteers should
be adequately mounted and reasonable riders, he would be
hard-pressed to escape from them.

Heading towards the woodland, Dusty
could feel the big horse straining under the exertion. To his rear,
the
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