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Cemetery Jones

He’s Sam to his friends.
Cemetery Jones to his unlucky enemies.

Lucky for Jones he was born
suspicious. And dead quick with a gun.

Sunrise is a frontier town,
just beginning to stretch. Till outlaws vow to take out the whole
damn place to revenge themselves on the new marshal, name of
Cemetery Jones.

The numbers are against
him.

But Jones has his gun. And
the graveyard has plenty of vacancies.

Cemetery Jones and the
Maverick Kid

Sam Jones wears notches on
his soul the way others wear them on the butts of their guns. He’s
about to add one more when an old friend enlists him in a desperate
range war against a thieving, murdering rancher. Joining him is the
mysterious Maverick Kid, riding hard and hot on a secret
vendetta.

The Kid turns out to be a
hell of a help in a knock-down, drag-out battle of
bullets!

Cemetery Jones and the
Dancing Guns

This time Sam—aptly known as
“Cemetery”—Jones isn’t the target. The bushwhacker who’s taken a
shot at Renee Hart, the woman bound to Sam, makes a run for the
small but dangerous town dominated by one Cyrus Dunstan. That he’d
harbor a killer who went after a woman is something for Sam to
think hard about. But when Sam catches up with his quarry, he faces
a whole army of folks for whom the death of Cemetery Jones means
their ticket to glory.

Cemetery Jones and the
Gunslingers

Ned Buntline made Cemetery
Sam Jones the hero of one of his dime novels and called him the
fastest gun in the West. Now every gun-toting cowboy is out to
prove it ain’t so.

Cemetery Jones and the
Tombstone War

Tombstone was fast becoming
one hell of a mess when Bat Masterson and the Earps asked their old
pal Sam “Cemetery” Jones to lend a hand. There was a man a day
getting killed, the notorious Clanton gang raising hell, Apaches on
the warpath and a legendary outlaw called Ringo looking to put
Cemetery Jones six feet under.
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One

It was a high place. Samuel Hornblow Jones
sat on the step of the cabin in a lane of afternoon sunlight. A
wild burro wandered by, sniffed the thin air, wrinkled its nose,
and skittered down a meager trail through heavy brush into a deep
ravine.

Sam could see them coming. They were about a
mile below the mine. The narrow, difficult road meandered so that
they now and then vanished, reappeared. They wore town clothing,
the trio, but they rode well, western-fashion, pacing the horses
against the climb. Sam’s mind ran backward even as he planned
ahead.

He had been in the Black Hills for months,
too long. He had not discovered the claim; he was not a prospector.
He had won the Long John Mine in a poker game. He had, in fact,
almost neglected to properly file it under his own name. An assayer
friend had advised him to pursue the venture. It had been necessary
to learn many things, to invest capital. When Sam had finally
struck the vein he’d known at once that he must sell. He had no
heart for continuing, to build a safe road up the mountain, to find
financial backing for a mill, tying himself to a life for which he
had no stomach. He was a veteran of the frontier, he had gone up
the trail, an orphan, at age fourteen. For more than twenty years
he had tried all that was offered in the towns and on the
prairies.

He was not a cattleman, not a lawman, not a
professional gambler, yet he had been all three. He had been a
lawman, but he had never been a thief. He had seen towns settled,
watched them grow, noted the changes as civilization touched the
land. He had known the Indian and watched what had happened to him
and what he had attempted in self-defense. Time had come in upon
him and now he wondered if he needed roots, a home, he who had
scorned domesticity.

The three men rounded a sharp turn and he
was able to identify them. Jabez Wall was in the lead, clad in
black as always. Harrison Deal, the lawyer, sharp-faced, thin, came
next. Behind them labored Harp Grogan the ex-prizefighter, now
bodyguard, a hulking figure bursting from his striped pants and
checkered coat. The sale had been notarized; it was only necessary
to hand over the cash as Sam had demanded.

He had wanted cash because he hated
paperwork and because he did not trust Jabez Wall. He wanted to get
out of the mountain and down to the town. He watched a black bird
circle overhead seeking offal on which to feed, a bad sign.

His mind flashed to the woman in town, Renee
Hart, who played piano in a way he did not quite understand but
which moved him in a strange fashion. He would see her soon and
continue the good talk, the good times. She was a handsome lady
from the east, somewhat mysterious. She had looked upon him with
favor, disappointing several local swains.

Sunrise was a busy town what with the mining
and the cattle and the commerce of the high plain. Renee played in
the most respectable and profitable saloon, the El Sol. There was
only one other female working in the place, Sally McLaine, a young,
pert creature, defiant, seeming not to recognize the dangerous
future that threatened all of her kind. Sam enjoyed the El Sol far
more than he enjoyed the Black Hills.

Now he would be rich, comparatively
speaking. He could indulge himself. He had notions, some
old-fashioned, he supposed, some a bit ahead of the times. He was
at a crossroads; he had no definite plans except to enjoy
himself.

The three riders came around the last bend
in the road. Sam was more than ready; his saddlebags were packed,
including the revolvers, and his bedroll was in place on the dun
horse. He wore clean, worn work clothing, a loose vest, a red
kerchief, and his new boots and Stetson. He arose from the step and
went forward.

Jabez Wall climbed stiffly down from the
hired hack. “Hell of a road. Goin’ to take a heap o’ money to get
ore down from here. You drove a hard bargain, Sam.”

“Yup.” Wall was reputed to be a
millionaire, yet he was always whining, weeping, carping. Actually,
little was known about him and less admired.

Harp Grogan carried a black satchel.
Harrison Deal seemed nervous, his breathing shallow in the high
altitude.

Wall said testily, “All right, give him the
money. Too damn much money, by gum.”

Sam accepted the bag, took it to the cabin
steps, removed green bills and a poke of gold. He counted it.

Harrison Deal said, “You’re a suspicious
man, Jones.”

“Tried to beat me down, didn’t
you?” Sam finished the count and went to his horse, storing the
money in a saddlebag. They watched him closely and within him there
stirred a small warning. He touched the stock of his rifle in its
scabbard.

Harp Grogan spoke, his voice hoarse from the
punches that had struck his throat. “Heard you got a monicker.
Seems like they call you Cemetery Jones.”

“Not to my face.” Sam was
wary.

“Seems like you put away a lotta
people. In cemeteries.” Now there was a distinct
challenge.

“You say.” Sam leaned against
the withers of the patient dun.

Jabez Wall interposed, whining. “Now, none
of that. The deal’s made; let the man go on his way.”

“Just wonderin’,” said Grogan.
“Killers, country’s full of ’em. Backshooters, mostly.”

Harrison Deal said hastily, “Nothing
personal, Jones. We’ll look around the claim. You’d better go on,
since you’re ready.”

Sam swung aboard the dun, looked down at
them. They were sweating, yet the air was cool. Only Grogan met his
direct gaze. “It’s all yours.” He rode down the trail. He could
feel their eyes boring into his back. He came to the place where
the stray burro had disappeared. It was an old track that he had
discovered months ago when the Apaches were rumored to be in the
hills. He reined abruptly onto it.

He thought he heard them shout at each other
as he rode from their view. He could not have attempted this trail
on another horse; he had to give the mountain-bred, well-trained
dun its head. Sam sat loose in the saddle, going down slowly
through the pines and the heavy underbrush that clung to the rocks.
The dun snorted, seeking tentatively for footing. They were off the
main road, but there were places, Sam knew, where an ambush might
be laid. He could be wrong, but on the other hand it would be easy
to kill him and the horse and fling them deep into the ravine,
where the bodies might not be discovered for months. It had been
done before and the blame laid upon Indians.

There were rumors about Jabez Wall. He had
come up from nowhere and grasped for power with the aid of the
slick lawyer, Deal. He had haggled over the price of the mine,
thirty-five thousand dollars, yet he had not objected to carrying
the small fortune up to the mountaintop. There was something about
the man that inspired distrust. There had been something about the
aura of the three men as well that had disturbed Sam’s sensory
system.

The old trail slanted toward the main road.
There would be a place where he could be seen, a cul-de-sac. Sam
took the rifle from its scabbard. The dun stood well, reins
trailing. The path was thorny, but Sam had dwelt with Apaches. He
slicked his way along with silent skill.

He caught a glimpse of sun on shining metal.
He slowed, dismounted, crawling on his belly. He sighted them in
the spot where he had anticipated they might be. He moved closer.
He recognized them without surprise. Their pictures were in every
marshal’s office. They were the Coleman brothers, all four of them:
Frank, the elder and leader, Jake, Jesse, and Tim. They were wanted
from California to Missouri. They were fugitives on every count
under the law. They were train robbers and bank robbers and holdup
men and murderers. They had last been seen in Texas; now they were
in New Mexico.

Sam stepped into the open and said, “Easy
does it.” They were taken completely by surprise. It was Tim, the
youngest, who lost his head. He yelled and jerked up his weapon,
loosing a wild shot.

Sam fired. The bullet took Tim in the head
and knocked him back against the mountainside, gurgling,
bleeding.

As the echo of the shot died Sam said,
“Didn’t want to do that. Frank, better behave. Put down the
guns.”

Frank Coleman looked at his dead brother.
His voice was choked with grief and rage. “Put ’em down, boys. Put
’em down. This here’s Cemetery Jones.”

They obeyed. Their horses were huddled
against the side of the mountain. They bit their lips,
ordinary-looking men in clothing too fancy for hard work. They had
come through a myriad of gun battles without losing a member of the
family. They were in shock.

Sam whistled for his horse. The amiable
animal came through the brush. He mounted without taking an eye
from the Colemans. He said, “Walk.”

“Walk?” They were
bug-eyed.

“Like I say.”

Frank stammered, “And ... leave ... leave
Tim here?”

“Your partners up on the
mountain’ll find him.”

Frank gulped. “Partners? What partners?”

“Them that told you I’d be
carryin’ cash.”

“You’re loco, Jones. We were
restin’, layin’ low.”

“Stick to that. It’s safe,” Sam
told them.

Jesse Coleman said, “I’ll be damned if I’ll
walk. You can drag me afore I’ll walk.”

“You want it that way, you can
have it that way.”

Frank said gloomily, “Believe him. He’ll do
it.” He began to walk unsteadily down the road. The others
followed, throwing glances back at their dead brother, hanging
their heads in disbelieving sorrow. They were stunned in more ways
than one, Sam thought, riding behind them. It must have seemed a
simple task to waylay one man and dispose of him. And in return,
part of the loot and safe conduct out of the countryside—or a
continuing partnership therein.

Now he believed what had been whispered
about Jabez Wall. Sam had, in his fashion, reserved judgment
pending the completion of the deal for the mine. Now he was certain
that he had been set up for the kill. It was a matter he would
consider at his leisure. He was not a forgiving man.

He well knew that the outlaws shambling
ahead of him had weapons concealed about their bodies. He also knew
they would not attempt to turn on him while he kept his rifle at
hand. They were brave enough, but they were also experienced.

Sam did not relish his reputation. Tim
Coleman would not have died if he had kept his head. He shook
himself, knowing he must maintain extreme caution, knowing that if
sudden darkness or a mountain storm overtook them, there would be
problems. Still, he could not refrain from thinking back to the
time when he had shot down a crazed, pistol-wielding cowboy in
Dodge City. That had been the start. The dead man’s friends had
made a concerted attack. From a position in the doorway of the Long
Branch Saloon he had picked them off. Bat Masterson had been the
youngest sheriff in the west in those days. In his whimsical
fashion Bat had coined the name “Cemetery Jones.”

Bat had befriended him, taught him the many
angles of gunplay. Bat’s friend Luke Short had taught him useful
matters about cards, about how to cheat the cheaters while
remaining himself above suspicion.

They had come at him then, the would-be
gunslingers, the ones with imagined heroics to uphold. He had the
quick hands, he could not run; he faced them and they went down. He
never drew first, he avoided argument, he became cryptic in his
effort to avoid trouble. He lived by an ethic born of the frontier:
be quiet, be sure, and be brave.

The three men ahead of him had a hard go of
it on the stony path to Sunrise. Sam had no sympathy for them. They
were men without pity, cruel men, sons of crime. If they had hired
out to Jabez Wall, all the worse for them. There were men and women
and children who had suffered from their depredations. And in this
matter, if he was correct, they had sold their lives. An old song
came to him and he hummed, “A man can shoot another man ... and
still be on the level ... But woe and shame will come to him … Who
sells out to the devil ...”

Music was natural to him. It accounted for
his first acquaintance with Renee Hart when he had not quite
understood the magic of her piano but had warmed to it deep in his
soul.

Jesse Coleman tripped and fell. His brothers
picked him up, brushed him off. Sam Jones wondered what it would be
like to have brothers. He had no kith nor kin, nor had he known any
since the death of his parents; not cousins nor aunts nor uncles.
There was, however, more than that missing from his life. He
stirred uneasily in his saddle as finally they came around the bend
that led to the last steep slope and thence to the wide, dusty,
flat road to Sunrise.

He put aside all cogitation and warily
watched for backup guns. If this was a plot of Jabez Wall’s
fabrication, there could be assurance that the Colemans never would
get back to town with the loot, that more reliable people would
fake an attempt to put them under arrest even while they
appropriated the cash. Possibly Wall had other henchmen who could
be trusted further than one could trust the Colemans.

Nothing interposed. They entered the main
street without incident. The sun was lowering, bathing the town in
colors reflected from the hills. People walked to and fro, wagons
rolled, children and dogs romped.

Then movement stopped, all eyes upon the
cavalcade, on the sore-footed Colemans, on Sam Jones. The outlaws
were easily recognized from the flyers offering a reward for their
arrest. There were oohs and ahs and shrill cries from the boys and
loud barking from the dogs. The Colemans held their heads high,
sneering, swaggering on aching ankles.

The office of Marshal Dick Land was at the
far end of the street. Behind it was the jail, iron-stiffened adobe
walls, strong timbered roof. Sam tied up and motioned his prisoners
indoors, waving negligently at the following crowd.

Land dropped his copy of
the Sunrise
Enterprise and dropped his feet from the desk. He was an aging,
rawboned man with a flowing iron-gray mustache. “What in tarnation
you got here, Sam?”

“Kind of a crowd,” said Sam.
“Better button ’em up.”

“By God, the Colemans. But
where’s Tim?” Land asked.

“They’ll be bringing him
in.”

Frank Coleman said, “And you’ll pay for him,
Jones, goddamn your soul to hell.”

“Yup,” said Sam. “Better let ’em
soak their feet, Dick. There’ll be people askin’
questions.”

“You walked ’em down the
mountain?”

“Safer that way,” Sam
said.

“They jumped you on the
road?”

“Tried to.”

“But in all tarnation, why
you?”

“Got my own notions about that.
I’ll write it all down for your reports.”

“You better had. Donkey!” Land
called.

Donkey Donovan was very young, very large.
He came sleepily from the cells and stared in astonishment,
fumbling for his keys. “The Colemans? I be galled.”

“Most of ’em,” said the marshal.
“Put ’em away careful-like, Donkey. Search ’em down to the skin
while I hold on ’em.” He took a big Colt .45 from a drawer. “They
come loaded for bear, these people.”

Sam sat down behind the desk. He found an
official form, dipped a steel pen in ink, and began to write. He
put it all down without alluding to his suspicions of Jabez Wall.
He signed it and shoved it back.

The lawmen returned with their arms full of
assorted knives, derringers, ankle guns, brass knuckles. Donovan
took a shotgun from a case and returned to the cells.

Land said, “Damn if you ain’t the one, Sam.
Trouble walks in your footprints.”

“Been here almost a year without
any.” Sam shrugged. “Got to see Banker Solomon. Toted too much
money. Dumb.”

“I’ll be sendin’ out telegrams
and such. This here is hot news. The governor put up a thousand
dollars t’other day when he heard the Colemans might be around. The
newspapers, even those back east, they’re gettin’ so they got their
noses in everything goes on. Must say this here’s the biggest grab
been made in a hell of a time. The Colemans, shoot, hell! Next
thing to the James Boys and the Youngers.”

“Best you put out word no
lynchin’. People get riled easy these days,” Sam
cautioned.

“Don’t expect there’s much Judge
Lynch left around here. Town’s calmin’ down a heap. Lots of money,
plenty jobs. The old days is jest about gone,” the marshal
said.

“You got the Colemans in
there.”

“And the Pitman bunch is still
runnin’ and there’s thieves in high places and Apaches in the
mountains. And there’s me and you, mostly you.” The aging lawman
saluted and Sam departed.

He unlimbered his saddlebags and walked
across the street. People called out, asked questions. He waved
them off. The bank was closed. He walked through the alley to the
back door and knocked in code. Abraham Solomon peered through an
aperture, then admitted him.

Sam said, “Had to see you, Sol.”

“It was in my mind that you
would.”

They went into an office that contained a
desk, a table, two chairs, and a huge iron safe. Solomon sat at the
table, which served him for various purposes, including a bed for
napping during the hot noondays. He was more than a banker; he was
part and parcel of the town of Sunrise, an honest man with the
weight of his fellows on his bent shoulders. He was bald, with
sideburns and a neatly trimmed beard. His eyes were shrewd and
piercing.

“You got to learn, Sam. Cash
dealings with Jabez Wall, that is not safe business.”

“Just a notion. The Colemans
proved me wrong.” Sam told the story.

“Ah. Yes. And how did the
Colemans know about the money?”

“Jabez Wall, I
expect.”

“Which you cannot prove and I
cannot prove.”

“He’s movin’ into Sunrise.
Right?”

“True or not true, I do not like
my feeling about him.”

“Yup. Me neither,” Sam
said.

Abraham Solomon ran a finger around the edge
of his celluloid collar, then made a steeple of his long, veined
hands.

“I am going on sixty years of
age. When I came here with my Becky there was no need of a bank.
Becky, rest her soul, had hard days. Then we had help. From back
east. And the town grew and became my town. Jabez Wall we do not
need.”

“If I’d of known I wouldn’t have
sold to him.”

“How could you know? Now it is
too late to do anything but wait and watch.”

“If that’s enough.”

“True. I own this bank. He owns
or controls ranches, bits of railroads, this and that. He buys
politicians. Cash? He may be short there. Still, the town needs
help,” Solomon said.

“It’s a nice town.”

“Strong help. From men like you,
Sam.”

“Not me.”

“You are going to leave here the
money?” Solomon nodded at the saddlebags.

“You know a better
place?”

“Many. Frisco, Denver. Big
cities. Safer.”

Sam said, “Could be I wouldn’t make it to
some other place.”

“Ah!”

“Dick Land is a good
man.”

“Like me, he grows old.”
Solomon’s fingers separated, went back together again. “You like
Sunrise.”

“As good as any
town.”

“There is the lady.”

Sam said, “Now, Sol.”

“I see no difference between a
lady playing classical piano in the El Sol and women raising
children in a sod house.”

“Never mind Renee. You’re askin’
me to stick around?”

“The circuit judge won’t be here
until next month. The Colemans, you think Dick can hold them that
long?” Solomon asked.

“Sure. Unless they get outside
help.”

“That’s not
probable?”

Sam sighed. “Put the money in your safe,
Sol. It stays, and if it’s here, I’d better be here.”

“On the other hand, if we lose
the town you could lose the money.”

“So? Maybe I owe somethin’ to
Sunrise. I struck it rich here.”

“Nobody owes anything to a
place, Sam. To people he owes, and to himself.”

Sam nodded. They shook hands, holding tight
for a moment, understanding each other.

“I’ll be at the hotel,” Sam
said.

“God go with you.”

Sam walked across the street to the dun
horse. He was, he realized, weary. When strain was upon him he was
not aware of it, but when it was over, the reaction set in. Dick
Land peered out a window at him, his face creased with worry. Sam
waved at him and walked the horse to the livery stable. He carried
his belongings into the Miner’s Roost Hotel and a Mexican boy
leaped, smiling, to his aid. He went into the bar and drank four
ounces of whiskey. He was sweating. He had no notion of escaping
into a bottle, though; it was not his style.

He obtained his key and went upstairs. The
boy had a tub in the room and was pouring hot water. He handed over
a dollar and took off his clothes. Then he remembered to lock the
door.

He immersed himself in the tub with a bar of
soap and thought about the killing of Tim Coleman. It had been
absolutely imperative to stop the man from shooting. But he was not
now and never would be certain that it had been necessary to kill.
Sam had faced this dilemma before. Living as he had set up within
him certain reflexes. Instinct had told him to fire a fatal
shot.

His trouble was that where other men notched
their gun butts, he wore the notch on his soul. That is, he added
to himself, if he had a soul, if anyone had a soul. On such
subjects he was unsure. He knew that there should be a reason for
being on earth and that he had not discovered it.

If there was a pattern to his life, then the
sale of the mine, his demand for cash, and the ambush were all part
of a plan. Perhaps there was a purpose behind it all; maybe he was
fated to remain in Sunrise as Sol had requested. He had no answers,
only unanswered questions.

He dried himself and lay on the bed and fell
suddenly into deep slumber. When he awakened it was dark and there
was someone tapping on the door. He called out and quickly donned
clean clothes. As always, his heart beat faster when he opened the
door and saw her.

She wore a full, deep blue cloak with red
lining. Beneath it was a long dress designed far from Sunrise. She
was tall and her shoulders were squared and her head was held high.
Her dark hair was drawn back from delicate ears into a bun at the
nape of her shapely neck. Her great, round onyx eyes shone upon
him. Her hands, long and slender, reached out to him.

He said, “Renee. I was asleep.”

“I thought you might be.” She
came into the room, closing the door behind her, scorning
convention. “News gets around like wildfire in this
town.”

“I’m okay.”

“Yes. It takes a very short time
for you to recover. Still, a man dead, bandits corralled.” She sat
on the bed, divesting herself of the cloak, smiling. Her feet were
small, her ankles shapely. She had velvet skin; the sign of her age
was only in the tiny lines at the corners of her eyes. “It’s nearly
time for supper.”

He sat beside her, their bodies touching,
aware of each other. “They did try to wipe me out, Renee.”

“Which has been tried rather too
often.” Her voice was well placed, not quite western, cultivated.
She was from the east, he knew, and there was very little else he
knew of her past. When she played the piano men came from miles
around and were enthralled. She was not notorious, she had no other
love than Sam, but she was becoming famous in the territory. She
seemed content, yet there was always a feeling that she might
vanish overnight into thin air.

“What will you do now?” she
asked.

“What should I do?” He had never
asked anyone that question.

“Oh, you’ll stay in Sunrise. The
western man.”

“Cemetery Jones.” They had been
through this before.

“The name you
earned.”

“And never wanted.”

“So. This time the victim was a
criminal who, had he been brought to trial, would have hanged,” she
said softly.

“No matter.”

“I understand, my dear. However,
since you brought in his brothers there will be further
complications.”

“Probably,” he
agreed.

“A possible feud?”

“Maybe so.”

She slipped her arm around him. “Please,
Sam. Relax.”

“Abe Solomon wants me to stay. I
put a heap of store in Sol.” They were close; he wanted to stay
close to her.

“Sam, we need each other.” She
had never stated it before. It had, he realized, been taken for
granted.

“You give, Renee. You give me a
lot.”

“Everyone needs at times. Even
loners.” She sighed. “You don’t know anything about me, what I’ve
been and done. You very well might never know.”

“In the west we don’t ask,
remember?”

“That is why I am here. So long
as we have music, darling.”

“Yes.” It was true in a way he
could vaguely understand.

“Do what you must do,” she told
him. “I will be here for what will happen. But let this time be
enough for now.” They sat tight together in the darkness, in a
mantle they drew about them. The town came alive with voices and
other sounds. They did not hear, being together.

 


The shop was lettered
“Freygang’s Photography.” The corpse was stretched upon a board
tilted against a sawhorse. Spade, the undertaker, had done a
careful job and the light of the lamp shone directly upon it. Tim
Coleman’s face wore a waxen sheen; the bullet hole in his forehead
was noticeable. Spot Freygang, who doubled as reporter for
the Enterprise, was focusing his camera. He was thin as a pencil, clad in
a bright red shirt and striped trousers.

Jabez Wall was intoning, “Comin’ upon the
boy like that layin’ there dead, well, it was a shock. He looked so
young and innocent. Little did we know.”

“One of the Colemans. Oh my, oh
my. And they were out to rob our friend Sam Jones. My, oh my,” said
Harrison Deal.

Dick Land leaned against the wall, disliking
the strange mingled odors of the room. “Glad you toted him in. I
don’t dare leave town whilst his brothers are in jail.”

“Ah, yes,” said Wall. “They have
friends.”

“Them and the James Boys and
Billy the Kid. Allus there’s them that sees good in them. Damn if I
know why,” said the marshal.

“Romance,” said Harrison Deal.
“Robin Hood.”

“Never heard of no robbers in
hoods around here, ” said Land. “Know all about the Kid. A
snivelin’ young fool. Come east to Silver City with his ma. Never
was any good. The lies started about him after he stabbed a man and
run off to Mexico.”

“A backshootin’ coward,” said
Wall. “The country’s full of ’em. Best they should be wiped out.
Sam Jones did the right thing. Shoot first, ask questions
afterwards. That’s the way the west was won. That’s the way to keep
it, more law. Better lawmen like you, Marshal.”

Freygang set off his flash powder and the
flare blinded them all for the moment. He popped out from beneath
the black hood and said, “I’ll take a couple more. Can always sell
’em to the newspapers.”

“You might take a picture of the
marshal and Mr. Wall along with the—uh—corpse,” Deal
suggested.

Freygang wrinkled his long nose. “Uh, why
not? Just stand over there, Mr. Wall. Like you’re lookin’ at Tim,
thinkin’ he deserved what he got.”

Wall edged toward the body. He blinked,
concealing distaste, faint alarm. He braced himself. Land shook his
head, leaning against the wall. Freygang changed plates, altered
his focus.

Harrison Deal prattled on, “You must know
that Mr. Wall is a great force for good in the west. And now, with
his purchase of the Long John Mine, he is about to bring great good
to Sunrise. There will be more jobs and jobs mean prosperity for
all.”

Land murmured, “We doin’ all right here for
some time.” No one heeded him.

“I will make notes for your
editor, Freygang,” said Deal. “Mr. Wall has vast interests up and
down the land. The newspaper shall have a story. Make sure the
pictures are good and clear...”

Again the flash blasted; the odor of
phosphorus became overpowering. Dick Land went to the door, opened
it, and departed with a bandanna covering his nose and mouth.

Wall said, “Uh, that’ll be enough.” He
handed a coin to Freygang. “Make the story good, son. We’ll be
needin’ pictures as we go along with the mine.”

“Thank you, Mr. Wall.” Freygang
closed the door behind them. He looked at the coin and saw that it
was a four-bit piece. He grimaced and addressed the unseeing eyes
of the dead man. “The bigger the cheaper. The hell with him. You’re
the one’ll make me a few dollars.”

On the street Grogan growled, “Hey, I got me
a Mex whore ’cross town. You ain’t needin’ me.”

“Go,” said Wall. “There’ll be no
trouble tonight.”

“If they lynch ’em, what the
hell?” Grogan shrugged. “Tim looked better dead than alive, seemed
like to me.” He laughed and walked away.

Deal called after him, “Report at midnight,
Grogan.” To Wall he whispered, “If there’s no lynching we’ll need
to plan.”

“Time enough. Now we go to the
saloon and tell everybody how we’re so glad the Colemans are under
lock and key. Make it sound real true. You’re good at
that.”

“I’m worn down to a nubbin,
Jabez. All that riding,” Deal complained.

“You think I’m fresh like a
daisy? There’s things have to be done at a certain time. A man has
to ride whatever wave comes in. You mind the ocean? How the rollers
come in and then there’s the seventh and it’s a big one, the prime
one? That’s the one to take to shore.”

Harrison Deal was silent until they came
under a cast-iron stanchion upon which was a carefully trimmed
coal-oil lamp, a modern improvement of which Sunrise was proud.
Then he asked, “What time is it, Jabez?”

Wall withdrew his watch, snapped open the
gold hunting case. Then he hastily put it away. His voice was
higher and thinner than ever. “Now, Harrison ...”

“You brought it up. The waves.
The sea. They were high indeed. The ship was rudderless but it
floated. We were watching. Oh yes, we were ready.”

“Damn it, Harrison
...”

“We could have saved
it.”

“You don’t know that for
fact.”

“We had Captain Golden. He knew.
Of course, he died soon after.”

“Someday you’re goin’ to get
yourself in trouble, rememberin’ so much,” Wall growled.

“I find it necessary to remember
sometimes. As when you are flying too high, Jabez.”

“I didn’t kill the
man.”

“He was alive when we went
aboard,” Deal said.

“No mind. We needed
money.”

“We did, indeed. There was that
deal you had to make. Eh? Just like now. Cash, you needed cash.
When we went aboard the man was alive, I say. But you had to have
the salvage.”

“I said I didn’t kill
him.”

“He died. You carry his
watch.”

“I’m warnin’ you, Harrison
…”

The voice of the lawyer was dry, cutting in.
“I’m reminding you, Jabez. It’s all written down. Always know that.
It is in a safe place. If anything untoward should happen to me it
will go to the authorities.”

“You got no call to threaten me.
We’re partners. You’re a rich man because of me, what I’ve done,”
Wall said.

“Starting with the salvage
money. It was nip and tuck until then. Oh, we were in on it
together. I’m an accessory. I could never inform upon you without
facing indictment.”

“We been through all
that.”

“You sometimes become
headstrong, Jabez. As in the case at hand. The Colemans. I was
against the Colemans,” Deal reminded him.

“They were convenient. We needed
that cash. It seemed easy to take it back. And I have other, uh,
connections.”

“Yes, and we must use them. The
Colemans must never come to trial. They might talk if we desert
them. We must plan with care. Jones—they call him ‘Cemetery’ and I
do not like that cognomen. I sense an intelligence in the man.
Also, he has a background in enforcing the law.”

“We’ll take care of Jones one
way or t’other,” Wall promised.

“Perhaps. Sooner or later. But
with caution.”

“Are you takin’ over the
business, Harrison?”

“As your legal counsel... and
partner ... I am warning you. The Colemans must be released or
destroyed. We have influence in Santa Fe.”

“It won’t work. The Colemans got
too much agin them.” Wall shook his head.

“Whatever we do, it must be done
softly. Softly so far as we are concerned. It could all go down the
drain, you know.”

“We got millions.”

“Tied up tight. All that cash in
the mine. And we will need much, much more. And your Colemans
failed us today.”

“I know all that, Harrison.”
Wall was querulous. He touched the pocket that contained the watch.
“The Colemans. You’re right. I’ll be thinkin’. We got a bit of
time.”

“Not much time,” the lawyer
cautioned.

“We need cash. There’ll be a
way.”

“I hope so.”

“Let’s go talk to people and
tell our story. Let’s get a woman. Be alive.”

They walked toward the El Sol Saloon.
Harrison Deal said, “That watch. You should get rid of it. The
man’s name is engraved on it. Burr. Alexander Burr.”

“Now, Harrison, I prize this
watch.”

“Odd, isn’t it?” Deal
asked.

“What’s odd about
it?”

“Alexander Hamilton was shot and
killed in a duel with Aaron Burr. Strange that a Burr should bear
the name of a Hamilton.”

“Ah, just a coincidence or
somethin’.” But Wall was grimly silent as they went on their
way.

When he was very young in Chicago he had
wondered why his name, “Walner,” had been the same as his mother’s,
why he did not have a father. He had been shining shoes when he
learned in the streets that his mother was bringing home men for
more than sociability. The boys called him “Bastard Joe.” He was
not strong enough to fight them. His vengeance came from his
ability to steal and lie without being caught.

Opportunity hammered when a drunken friend
of his mother’s fell asleep and a wallet dropped from his pocket.
Joe Walner was on the next train west, age sixteen, in full belief
that any means was sufficient to the end and that money made the
mare go.

The War Between the States had begun, a
matter of no importance to him. He had found himself in Virginia
City, Nevada, at a time of turbulence when men from the South lost
influence and men of the North took over the politics. He had
aligned himself with Jabez Firenzi, an Italian mine operator,
fetching and learning. A chance came to steal a sack of gold from
his employer just before that worthy died in a gunfight.

From then on it had been San Francisco,
Denver, Cheyenne, any place he could invest and profit. Harrison
Deal had been a young lawyer in Santa Fe trying to escape an
unsavory past when the two had joined forces. They had prospered,
but he who was now Jabez Wall had an overweening ambition to own
everything upon which he could lay a hand. The result had been
overextension and the matter of the foundering ship.

Again he touched the watch in his pocket,
nearing the El Sol Saloon, his jaw hard. The man had been dying. He
was certain of that. Captain Golden had not believed it, however.
It had been a simple matter to shove Alexander Burr overboard—after
emptying his money belt, of course. Captain Golden was a drunk, and
he was soon dead on the Barbary Coast. Now only Harrison Deal knew
what had happened.

Wall would have taken care of Deal before
now had it not been for that document in a safe place in San
Francisco. As it was, he must continue at status quo, using the
legal tricks that Deal could manage, gritting his teeth at the
sharing of money and power.

Nothing ever worked out in quite a perfect
fashion. He flattered himself that he could make the best of a bad
bargain. He was a successful businessman, he told himself; there
was no margin for failure now.

 



 


Two

Adam Burr was a large young man, too bulky
for the long stagecoach ride to Sunrise. When he hit solid ground
his knees were weak and cramps assaulted various parts of his body.
He wore whipcord breeches, high laced boots, a light blue flannel
shirt, and a flat-crowned felt hat, a costume advised by a New York
salesman who professed to know about style in the Far West. He
carried a carpetbag with changes of attire. Around his waist was an
oilskin money belt containing some four thousand dollars, his
entire fortune.

It was noontime and no shadows fell upon the
stark outlines of the buildings that lined the main street. He
turned in a slow circle and saw towering mountains north, south,
east, and west. It was a wonderment how he had come to this place.
The air was thin; its dry heat assailed him.

He located the bank, a hotel all of two
stories high, a saloon. He was thirsty but decided to head first to
the hotel, called Miner’s Roost. The clerk wordlessly shoved a
register at him, and he signed his name.

The clerk coughed and spoke. “New Jersey, is
it? A far piece. It’s siesta time. Town’s nappin’. Take room
four.”

“I’d like to see a Mr. Solomon
at the bank.”

“Sol’ll be around. Easy does it
this time o’ day.” The clerk yawned and vanished from
view.

The room was of good size. The bed was hard
but clean. There was a washstand with a pitcher of water and a
cubbyhole for a chamber pot. Adam washed thoroughly and put on a
clean shirt. He lay down for a half hour while his mind worked on
his possible future.

He was twenty-one. He doted upon women and
liquor. He had been three years at Princeton College before he had
been forced to flee. His mother had disowned him and his father had
been lost at sea and he did not have the slightest idea about
himself, his talent, or lack of it. And he was making a new
start.

He slept and awakened and went down into the
street. He was hungry. He found a small restaurant where he was
waited upon by a weary woman who brought steak and mashed potatoes
with gravy and apple pie. The food tasted flat but was filling.

The bank employed a teller and a plain girl
who sat at a desk and wrote in a ledger. In Abe Solomon’s back
office he found the man he sought sitting with his feet up, reading
a book. Adam asked, “Are you Mr. Solomon?”

The man lowered his feet and peered. He
said, “I am. And you are Adam Burr.”

Adam was immediately relieved that he was
expected. “Yes, sir.”

“I had a letter. A long letter
from my dear old friend Jacob Wisberg. You have distinguished
ancestry, no?”

“Aaron Burr was my great-uncle.
If that’s distinguished.”

“A strange genius, he was. Your
father was Alexander Burr. Yes. You killed a man.”

“He came at me with a knife.”
Adam shivered, remembering.

“Women. Whiskey.” Solomon shook
his head, sighing. “Ah, youth.”

“The woman was willing. I didn’t
know she was sister to the townie. Princetonians and townies are
always at odds, y’ see. He had this big knife ...”

“You said. Your mother now. She
disinherited you.”

Adam took a deep breath. “Yes. Mother. I’d
rather not ... I have four thousand dollars to deposit in your
bank.”

“You are maybe your father’s
son?” The voice was kindly, the smile gentle. “So said Jake Wisberg
in his letter. A good letter. So, Adam Burr, this is a good town.
Not every person good, that cannot be. Mostly good. There are women
and men, some poor, some well off. There are dogs and children.
Sometimes there are cloudbursts scary, believe me. All people come
together—Indians, Mexicanos, Nigras also. You want a new life? This
is a new world.”

“I must try it,” Adam
said.

“It will try you. Death comes
early and sudden to the unwary. You will notice I am the oldest man
in Sunrise. The law, it is loose. A marshal. A circuit judge. From
the outside, new, one Jabez Wall.” Solomon peered at
Adam.

“Jabez Wall? Yes, I remember the
name.”

“Jake Wisberg mentioned him, no?
It was a good, long letter from Jake. Wall is here with a lawyer,
one Harrison Deal. A tricky pair, I fear.”

“My father’s ship foundered,
they told me. He went down with it off San Francisco somewhere.
It’s all vague, sir. Jabez Wall, he claimed salvage.”

“Him I do not trust. Nor his
mealy mouthed lawyer.”

“I’ll keep my eyes open,” Adam
promised.

“And your ears. Right now there
are outlaws in the jail. Brought in by Sam Jones. A good man, Sam
Jones.”

“That’s exciting. Outlaws. Back
east we read about them.”

“Reading and seeing, two
different things. For the young, exciting. For me,
worrisome.”

Adam produced his money. “If I can deposit
this with you?”

“Always glad to get a new
customer. You have money to live on? It’s expensive here,
no?”

“More so than back
home.”

“Hard to get supplies up through
the passes, over the mountains. No manufacturing here. Not yet. You
come back, talk to me. Any friend of Jake Wisberg.” Solomon wrote a
receipt. “Move slow and be careful.”

“Thank you for your time,
sir.”

Adam went back into the street. Now the sun
was shining on the mountains to the east. Shimmering beauty was
reflected from pyrites and other deposits. At noon it had been
still, sullen. Now the town was bathed in beauty. It was a place of
varied moods, he thought, walking toward the El Sol Saloon. Already
he was feeling a tug, he thought, a relationship with this strange,
wild place.

 


Inside the El Sol it was cool and dim, a
pleasant escape from the lingering siesta time. Few moved on the
streets. Sam Jones stood at the bar, four ounces of whiskey before
him.

There was a long mirror, reflecting a row of
shining bottles against the wall behind the bar. Two ceiling
chandeliers hung high. The piano, a polished upright, was ensconced
in a corner. In the rear were poker tables, unoccupied at present.
Clean sawdust, brass spittoons, decorated the floor. Shaky, the
bartender, wore a clean apron high on his ample middle and sported
a handlebar mustache. Shaky had a nervous tic, which disappeared
when he was pouring. He stood at the far end of the bar, polishing
glass. The El Sol had pride in itself.

The doors swung open and Adam Burr entered,
blinking from the sunlight, peering. Four men at a table looked
back at him. Sam Jones scanned him from the corner of his eye. The
young man was very big and very wide, they all noted. He was blond
and blue-eyed, and when he walked, he walked tall. He was also
one-hundred-and-one-percent tenderfoot.

He took a place four feet from Sam and put a
coin on the bar. “May I have a drink?”

Shaky came slowly, concealing a hard mouthed
grin. “And what may you be drinkin’, sir, please?”

“Whiskey and a beer
chaser.”

Shaky looked at the coin. It was gold. He
picked it up and bit it. He nodded and put a bottle of beer, a mug,
a bottle of whiskey, and a shot glass in front of the young man. He
went to the cash drawer and took out a handful of silver, brought
it back, and carefully deposited it on the mahogany. He concealed
his shaking hands by folding them under his apron and asked,
“Stranger here, ain’t you?”

“Got in just before noon.” Adam
tossed down the whiskey, reached for the beer. He choked. He
gasped. He fought for air. He tilted the bottle and drank the beer
without pouring it into the mug. He said, “Woosh!”

“Little strong for you?” Shaky
asked.

“Back home we drink mostly
applejack. Smooth.” Adam spoke with difficulty.

“Reckon you won’t want any more
of it, then.”

“Leave the bottle,” said Adam.
“Just give me another beer and a little time.”

Silence fell upon the El Sol. Adam leaned on
his elbows and looked around. He took a sip of a second whiskey. He
addressed Sam Jones. “Hot out there, you know?”

“Yup.” Sam was regarding his
reflection in the mirror.

“You live here?”

“Off and on.”

“My name’s Adam
Burr.”

“Sam Jones.”

“Oh. Mr. Solomon at the bank was
speaking of you. He said nice things about you.”

“Friend of Sol’s?” Sam
asked.

“Well, a friend of a friend. I
mean Mr. Wisberg back in New York sent me to Mr. Solomon. I’ve
never been west before.”

“I see.”

“They thought ... I mean, I am
to try to find a job of some sort. Here. In the west.” Adam was
babbling; there was something disconcerting about the man, the
atmosphere.

The stillness descended again. The four men
were talking in undertones, a drone of voices indistinguishable as
to content. Shaky polished; Sam stood nursing his glass.

Adam said, “Say, will you have a drink on
me?”

“No, thanks,” said
Sam.

“Oh. Sorry.”

“Just havin’ one.”

“That’s okay.”

Now the voices at the table rose and a man
called, “Sam. Can y’ spare a minute?”

Sam finished his drink and walked toward
them. He was wearing his gun tied low and was not as much at ease
as he seemed. At the table were Mayor Wagner, hay and grain; Frank
Nixon, general store; Morgan King, mining; and Tex Tillus, rancher.
They constituted the Council of Sunrise. All were on the lean side,
tanned, prosperous.

Mayor Wagner said, “Sam, we got word someone
stole the cannon up at Santa Rita. You mind the old cannon?”

“Yup.”

“They also stole a can o’
powder.”

“Mean business, don’t
they?”

“It’s got to be the Pitmans,”
said Tex Tillus. “Rob Pitman, he was in the army. They been seen
around and about in the hills.”

“Most likely,” Sam
agreed.

“The Colemans been in the
hoosegow for a week. The judge ain’t due for three, four days. And
Sam, Dick Land is gettin’ along. Donkey, he’s just a boy. We’re
beginnin’ to worry,” the mayor said.

“Dick’s worried. Town’s worried.
Don’t do a bit o’ good,” said Sam.

“We figure you might
help.”

“Just how?”

“Well.” The mayor scowled. “You
brought the Colemans in. You ... I dunno, Sam. We’re plain
worried.”

“You said that.”

“That damn Freygang kid, he’s
been writin’ stories about how slow everything moves. How the
town’s feedin’ the prisoners on tax money. How the judge and the
whole territory needs more law.”

“He’s right,” Sam said
flatly.

“It ain’t helpin’ any. The
Colemans sayin’ you murdered Tim.”

“They say.”

“Well, we know different. But if
the Pitmans hook up with the Colemans some way ...”

“What way?”

“I dunno,” said the mayor
helplessly. “It’s just ...”

“You’re worried?”

“Oh, hell, Sam. People look to
us for every doggone little thing.”

“Can’t help you,” said Sam. “You
can’t do anything until somethin’ happens.”

It was like it was a cue. A tremendous
explosion out in the town shattered the early-afternoon peace. The
four men at the table started, interfered with Sam Jones. Adam Burr
ran for the door.

Sam tore himself loose and interposed his
body between the doorway and the men with the speed of a large
panther. They fell over him.

Shots poured into the El Sol Saloon. Sam
said, “Low! Keep your heads down and crawl.”

They all, in great haste, obeyed. Lead
whizzed over their bodies as they rolled away from the door. Sam
had his revolver in his hand. He rose to a crouching position at
the window, peering, removing his hat, venturing a further look.
The others produced weapons, all but Adam Burr.

Sam said, “Easy does it. I reckoned they’d
know we were in here. They got too much know-how.”

There were shouts. The hooves of horses
pounded. A girl screamed. Dogs barked furiously to the sky. Sam
moved to the shattered door. He peered, thrust his gun forward,
fired five fast shots.

The sound of horses diminished. Sam ran into
the street. It was deserted except for a forlorn figure lying in
front of the jail. Donkey Donovan reeled toward it, holding a
smoking shotgun, bleeding from a head wound. In the middle of the
street stood a cannon. The front of the jailhouse showed a gaping
hole.

Donkey croaked, “The Colemans. Somebody
busted us up and broke ’em out.”

Sam knelt beside Dick Land. A small man with
a black bag came with rapid, short paces to join them. People came
from all directions to form a circle. The councilmen and Adam Burr
were in the foreground, staring, disbelieving.

The man with the black bag was Dr. Bader. He
looked up at Donkey Donovan and said, “Son, your boss man is in bad
shape.”

“Oh, hell and damnation. He was
in his office. I was in the cells. They blasted us all to hell. Oh,
God in heaven, Dick!” Tears ran down Donkey’s cheeks.

“Easy does it,” said Sam. “Guns
and horses. On the double.”

They moved fast, every able man in town.
They were formed up in short order. Sam looked them over. He spied
Adam Burr on a lively stable black. “Where you goin’ without a
gun?”

“Wherever you men
go.”

“What good can you
do?”

“Maybe none. But I can ride. I
have two hands.” They were big, strong hands, unsullied by
labor.

“No time to argufy,” said
Sam.

Abe Porter, a big, aggressive ranch foreman,
said, “Git the greenhorn outa this. We got trouble enough.”

“Just ride,” said Sam. “They got
a good start.”

They rode out. The road led toward the far
hills. The prints were easy to follow. Three Colemans, Pitman and
his bunch, maybe a dozen men, Sam Jones thought. They all knew the
country; they were all hardened; they were all desperate; they were
all experienced in this kind of business. It was a futile chase, he
reckoned, but it had to be made. Custom demanded it; the posse was
an institution.

Soon the prints veered from the dusty road.
Leading toward the foothills was a rising shelf of loose shale.

“Porter,” said Sam, “ride ahead
and make sure they turned off here.”

“You want I should ride into an
ambush?”

“I want to know if this is a
trick.”

“Send the stinkin’ tenderfoot.
He ain’t no use.”

Adam Burr said, “Sir, I object to
‘stinkin’.’ You want to get down from the horse and try me?”

“No time for that,” said Sam.
“Porter, ride on or go back to town.”

Porter hesitated, glaring at Adam Burr. “Aw,
bullcrap,” he said, and rode ahead on the errand assigned to
him.

The posse rode up the edge of shale to where
a stand of trees barred the way. Sam got down from his dun horse
and said, “I better make a pasear.”

Adam Burr dismounted. “My boots are better
on the ground. May I come along?”

Sam hesitated, then said, “Why not?”

They left the posse and climbed. The
tenderfoot was a better walker than the horseman. They moved
through underbrush among the trees, climbing. Sam did not try to
make speed. They were soon out of sight of the riders below. Sam
had a rifle in his hands. They came to a clump of brush, a leaning
tree. There were signs of the escapees which Sam examined,
fingering a horse dropping.

“Warm,” he said. “They came this
way. Watch out above.”

They climbed among fallen boulders half as
big as a house. Sam went ahead, looking upward for hidden guns.
Adam followed, more preoccupied with the immediate
surroundings.

There was a hint of motion from behind one
of the huge hunks of rock. Adam saw it first and leaped to the left
of Sam. Three bodies erupted, emitting high, keening yells. They
were short men and they carried knives. One fired a shot from an
old musket. It went wild.

Adam caught the nearest figure with a full
swing of his right fist. Sam tripped and brought the rifle around
as he fell, landing the stock on the neck of a second attacker.

Adam grabbed the wrist of the third, who
threatened with a curved, shining blade. A moment of the past
flashed through Adam’s head, the man in New Jersey with the knife.
He seized the wrist of this one and swung him. He kicked hard at
the groin and the man groaned in deep anguish.

Sam was looking for further trouble. Adam
followed on his heels. Far off above there was the echo of a
gunshot. Sam said, “Whoa, steady.”

They surveyed the fallen trio. They were
young; they were copper-skinned. They wore leggins and loincloths.
There were red bands around their heads.

Sam said, “These here are your first
Apaches.”

Two of them crawled upward toward the
boulders, leaving the musket where it had fallen. One of them was
quite still, his head at an odd angle.

Sam said, “Let ’em go.” He examined the
prone figure. “Afraid I broke his damn neck. Didn’t aim to do that.
Just young braves out to count a coup.”

“A coo?” Adam asked.

“Yup. Like a white man’s scalp,
that’s big medicine. Just touchin’ you and gettin’ away scot-free,
that ain’t shabby.”

“Any white person?”

“Ain’t no persons exceptin’
them. They call themselves ‘the people.’ We ain’t people to them.
Funny. There’s folks back there don’t think Indians are people.
Evens out, don’t it?” Sam found himself talking more easily with
this wide-eyed greenhorn than was his custom.

“It sounds rather
crazy.”

“Lots of craziness hereabouts.”
Again there was a gun fired above them. Sam toed the dead Indian.
“But I ain’t crazy enough to follow the Pitmans and the Colemans
when they got us outnumbered and also have high gun.”

“The posse?” Adam looked down
below them.

“Too late. Too far behind.
They’ll cool off. Posses are always in hot blood.”

“What must we do about the dead
man, there?”

“We leave him. The other braves
will come back for him. Part of what they believe. They might be
lookin’ for us, too. You mind that.”

“Oh, I’ll mind it.”

Sam said, “You’re mighty quick. Give you a
gun and you’d probably do to take along.”

“I don’t know much about
guns.”

“You might learn.”

“Well, I was always kind of
quick.” Adam hesitated, then said, “You see, I killed a man. With
my hands. That’s why I’m here. Mr. Solomon knows.”

Sam was starting slowly back down the
slope.

“Feller need killin’?” he
asked.

“I truly don’t know. He came at
me with a knife. Scared me as much as anything, I
guess.”

“So you scragged
him.”

“Scragged. Yes, I guess so.”
Adam nodded slowly.

“Nothin’ wrong with that. Him
with a knife.”

“The law didn’t quite agree.
There was his sister, you see. She was involved.”

“Oh.” There was a pause. “What
kinda gal was this sister?”

“Well, she was for
it.”

“Then what the hell? Best you
buy a gun. See me when we got some time. Sudden feller like you,
you’ll need a gun.”

They had come down to the road. The posse
was dismounted, lounging, waiting for Sam. Porter had rejoined
them, assured that the outlaws had indeed headed into the hills.
The sun was brilliant and the dust stirred in a quondam breeze.

Mayor Wagner asked, “Any sign?”

“They’re clean gone up yonder,”
said Sam. “Apaches in the woods. No use tryin’ to go up
there.”

Wagner said, “Nothin’ to do but go back to
town and organize a real party.”

“It’ll take a long time,’” said
Sam. “And there’s Dick Land to think about.”

“We all set a heap o’ store in
Dick,” the mayor agreed.

They were turning to their mounts when Adam
Burr said, “Just a moment, please.”

They stopped and stared at him. Sam sighed.
He had a good notion as to what was going to happen.

Adam pointed at Porter. “I believe the word
was ‘stinkin’.’ Maybe you’d like to retract?”

“I don’t retract nothin’ for no
pulin’ greenhorn,” said Porter. “You just git on your plug and
forget it.”

“You won’t apologize?” Adam
asked.

“Oh, for goshsake.” Porter took
a step away, then swung back. He let go with a roundhouse right
swing.

Adam caught the blow on his forearm. He
struck out straight from the shoulder. The big cowman went down as
if shot.

Sam said, “Okay, that’s enough o’ that.
Porter, he’ll kill you if you keep at him.”

Porter said, “Lucky punch!” and rose,
charging.

Adam hit him three times in the body and
once on the jaw. This time Porter stretched out with a silly grin
on his face, sound asleep.

Sam said, “Now look what you went and done.
We’ll have to waste water on him.”

“Well, he did call me stinkin’,”
said Adam.

Someone emptied a canteen on Porter’s face.
He blinked his eyes and sat up. “What happened?”

“You should’ve seen Burr here
against some Apaches up on the hill,” said Sam. “He didn’t stink
and he wasn’t useless.”

Porter pulled himself erect. “Okay, he ain’t
useless.” He staggered to his horse, grabbing the stirrup. “He just
may be partly the hind end of a mule. I got no argument, no
more.”

Adam was flabbergasted for a moment. Sam
watched him, a tiny grin showing. Then the hard line of the
tenderfoot’s jaw softened. He said, “I’m for making friends.” He
went to Porter and extended a hand. “Okay?”

“You don’t stink after all.”
Porter accepted the hand, straightened, rubbed his chin, and
climbed aboard his horse. Sam shrugged.

They all mounted and rode back to town,
silent, each with his own serious thoughts. They were tanned,
seamy-faced from exposure to the elements, even the townsmen. None
appeared to be past forty years of age. Their horses were tough and
well trained.

Adam rode beside Sam Jones. He said, “Back
home you couldn’t gather a bunch like this in a month of
trying.”

“You reckon?”

“What will happen
next?”

“A confabulation.” Sam was
sober-faced now, thinking of Dick Land. He had known the lawman for
years; they had hunted and fished together. The older man had often
given first shot at a running deer to the young Sam. There were few
of his kind left; he was the Old West personified. Sam fell into
silence for the time it took to get back to Sunrise.

Once in town, Mayor Wagner went directly to
the telegraph office to spread the news that the Colemans had
escaped and were presumed to have joined the Pitman gang. The posse
broke up, but the councilors headed in a body for the El Sol
Saloon.

Sam made for an adobe building on the edge
of town which housed the hospital. Adam Burr tagged along,
respecting the solemnity of the occasion. Dr. Bader met them at the
door, reeking of alcohol but articulate.

“You just about have time, Sam.
They got his lung. Can’t do anything for him.”

Sam removed his hat, baring wavy brown hair,
which lay close to his scalp. Adam followed him into the room where
Dick Land lay, his breath catching in a heaving chest. The
marshal’s face was wan, the lines of age deeply etched. He lifted
one hand toward Sam.

“Friend ... I seen ’em
...”

“Don’t talk, Dick.”

“Gotta talk ... Man don’t cash
in his chips every day ... do we now?” His voice grew a bit
stronger. “It was Rob Pitman and them ... Damn cannon, what a
stunt... That bunch means big trouble, Sam.”

“Forget ’em. You got a family
anywhere, Dick?”

“Nope ... all gone or forgotten
... Did that bunch make the mountains? Pitman knows them mountains
like a book ... Had too good a start, didn’t they?”

“Yup. Take it easy, Dick.” Sam’s
voice was soft.

“Don’t put the blame on
Donkey... It was too quick, real sneaky ... my fault ... Hell to
get old, Sam.”

“Never mind all that. Just take
it easy.”

“Howsomever. We seen plenty good
men go over. Leastways, I got my boots off.” Land coughed up red blood. He tried to
rise up from the pillow, reaching for Sam. He was smiling when he
dropped back, his hand in Sam’s.

“Hell,” Sam said.

“Too bad,” said Dr. Bader. “A
good man.”

“With his boots off,” Sam
repeated. He gently disengaged his hand and bent to close the eyes
of the dead marshal. “Take care of everything, Doc. Send the bill
to me.”

They walked out of the hospital. Adam could
find no words. They repaired to the El Sol Saloon. The bartender
put out the whiskey bottle.

“Dick went over, huh?” Shaky
asked.

“Yup.” Sam poured and passed the
bottle to Adam. “He went good.”

From the back of the saloon Mayor Wagner
called, “Sam. Got to palaver.”

“Dick just left us,” said
Sam.

“I figured. Got to talk,
Sam.”

“Some other time.” Sam was
looking at the mirror but not seeing his reflection. His mind was
turned inward; death was invading his thoughts. The Apache hadn’t
mattered, it had seemed. Now all the deaths mattered, including
that of Tim Coleman. And all the deaths to come mattered, those of
good men and bad that were certain to occur.

Sounds from the piano flowed into the dim
room. Renee was wearing a black gown, her white hands moving with
grace and surety.

Adam whispered, “Why, that’s Handel. The
dirge.”

Sam half turned. Then he finished his drink,
poured another, and walked slowly to the piano.

Shaky said, “Shh. She plays weird but
good.”

Adam helped himself to another drink, paid.
Sam stood close beside Renee, listening, drinking it in. It altered
his mood, yet did not dim his sense of loss, his distrust of the
near future. She looked up at him and shook her head ever so
slightly and he nodded in response, warmed by their
communication.

Men came into the saloon and tiptoed,
remaining near the front of the establishment. Adam moved slowly
down to the far end, nearest to the piano. It was a requiem for
Dick Land, he realized. No more respect had ever been shown in the
greatest cathedrals. Twilight fell and Shaky went noiselessly to
the chandeliers to light them. No one spoke until the music stopped
and Renee bowed her head, hands clasped, and Sam moved closer to
her.

There was a long wait, then she said, “Come,
Sam.” They went to the table where the councilors waited. The men
scrambled to get a chair for the lady. She sat down and said, “Make
your speech, Mayor.”

“Well, it’s about what will
happen now. The Pitman gang and the Colemans. Up in some hole
Pitman’s got above the mines. No way to get at ’em. They could hold
off an army. But they won’t stay up there, will they?”

Sam shook his head. All the men in the bar
were listening; none spoke.

Wagner said, “You killed Tim Coleman. That
means they’ll be after you like a pack of hounds.”

“I’ll handle it.” Sam’s voice
spelled indifference.

“More’n that. They’ll be on this
town. They’ll come down again like today. The bank. You’ve got
money in the bank, Sam. Abe Solomon’s your friend. You want to see
Sol go down, too?”

“Not the point.”

“Sam, we want you to take over
Dick’s job.” The mayor put a shiny silver star on the
table.

“No.”

“Come on. You made your strike
here. You been a lawman. You know the job.”

“Never said I liked
it.”

They had come to an impasse. Renee sat
expressionless. Adam Burr felt suspense, the need for a sign.

Young Donkey Donovan crept from the people
at the bar to stand across from Sam. There were
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