
Outlaw’s Honor

By Pat Garrett Jr

Copyright © by Wildwest Press Co 

All Rights Reserved


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER I | Wolves at War

CHAPTER II | Tripled Troubles

CHAPTER III | Skeletons From Hell

CHAPTER FOUR | Ravaged Range

CHAPTER FIVE | Honor For Honor

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER I

Wolves at War
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THE OUTLAWS, watching Buck Honor as he patted the last piece of sod down on the grave, weren’t king of the dead. They were wondering, now that Estelle King was gone,how long it would take Rom King toget at the throat of his quiet twinbrother, Rem.

Old Honor stood up. He swallowed a lump in his throat and growled, “Reckon poor ‘Stelle’s better off. Itwasn’t much of a life she led after Scottwas kilt.” He glared at Rem, and addedharshly, “An’ after you had to be born !”

Rom, thumbs hooked over his cartridgebelt, regarded Rem maliciously,his grief for his mother secondary to afeeling of vicious joy. Estelle’s deathleft Rom free to unbridle the hatred heheld for Rem. Rom moved belligerently,but Honor’s, “Not here,” stayedhim, postponing the inevitable clash.Turning, Rom led the men down theslope toward Owlhoot House.

Big Mitch had watched this gravesidescene with interest. Now, the bigoutlaw, disliked and mistrusted by allsave Rom, had a wicked smile on hislips as he followed the others. BigMitch looked like a cat with a fat canaryin view.

Alone, Rem King knelt beside thegrave. He was glad death had come tohis mother in her sleep, and easily. Lifehadn’t been any too good to EstelleKing, he realized. Rom and he had beenborn the same day Estelle got wordof her wild, handsome husband’s death.

Scott King had ramrodded seven salty,wanted men when he rode out of DamnationValley to rob the Sageburgbank. Of their number, only Big Mitch,Buck Honor, and an outlaw doctorcalled Pill had returned.

Pill did all he could, and saved Estelle’slife. But the shock, grief, ordealof bearing twins was too much for thegirl. After that, the mental pattern ofher life became a crazy-quilt; she wassubject to bad “spells.”

Well, that episode in life was donewith. Rem rose, and slowly, regretfullywalked down toward Owlhoot House,a long, log building beside Ripple River.Conversation ceased when he enteredthe big main room. Rom turned fromthe counter that served as a bar, awicked, wild expression on his dark,heavy face.

“Been waitin’ on you, so I could giveorders,” he sneered. “Them I don’tpick for my personal bunch, start payin’double for supplies, likker, bunks an’cabins. Startin’ with Honor an’ BigMitch, I’m buildin’ a crew to go downan’ bust the skunks that murdered my ol’ man. I aim to rob the bank, an’ fillthe whole of Damnation Valley withtheir beef!

“I’d done this before, hadn’t beenfor Estelle; same as I’d stomped outyour guts a long time ago, hadn’t beenshe throwed real bad spells ever’ timeI even looked cross-eyed at you.”

Rem stood quietly, tall, slender, withbrown hair and eyes in marked contrastwith Rom’s glowering darkness andheavier body. There was little similarityto mark them as brothers, much lessas twins. All that had been mean andvicious in Scott King, nothing thathad been good, had been passed on toRom.

“Damn you, say somethin’ !” Rem’scontrolled attitude enraged Rom, as italways did. “You afraid to talk?”

“No. I ain’t afraid of you, an’ thefact gripes you,” Rem told him. “Yourconsideration for Estelle was one decentthing in your favor, Rom. What shouldI say about your plans?This place is as much mine as yours—”

“Like hell it is!” Rom barked. “I’mthe first-born by two hours. I’m Scott’scrown prince, an’ don’t you forget it.Why, damn you, if you hadn’t beenborn, Estelle might not’ve been so childish,an’ all, like she was.”

“Yeah, you’re Scott’s crown prince,all right,” Rem admitted. He didn’twaste time pointing out how unreasonableit was to blame him for Estelle’scondition. Pill had said Estelle mightnot have been mentally unbalanced iftwins hadn’t arrived the same time asthe news of Scott’s death.
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HONOR had worshipped Scott andthe wild, outlaw bravery the nameof King stood for. He’d loved Estelle merely because she became Scott’s wife, and then the mother of Scott’s firstborn—the crown prince. He gave allhis dislike to Rem, the second-born,because of Estelle, and because Remwas as unlike Scott had been as Romwas like him.

“You know how I feel,” Rem wenton. “The people around the town ofSageburg ain’t murderers. They wasonly protectin’ what belonged to themfrom men come to steal it.”

“Hell,” Honor groaned. “A fine passwhen a King stands up for his daddy’skillers. You ain’t no king, Rem, an’it’s a good thing Rom’s ready to carryon, an’ make the name feared again.”

“It would be better if the name ofKing was carried on to be knowed aslaw-abidin’ an’ respected,” Rem said.“An’ that’s what I aim to try an’ do.”

“So the name ain’t respected?” Romyelled, working himself into a furiousframe. “You wouldn’t talk like that ifyou had on a gun. You—”

“I didn’t feel called on to pack aniron to the burial.”

“It’s over with, ain’t it? Go get yourcutter, you salve-mouthed dogie. ThisValley won’t hold both of us. Go getyour gun, an’ I’ll fix it so we can bothstay here. You savvy?”

“I do.” Rem nodded. “An’ I ain’tsure it’d be me buried up beside Estelle.But I ain’t Cain—or Romulus. I won’tgunfight you.”

“Will you give me a chance to bustyour neck with my bare fists, then?”Rom raged. “Will you, you yaller pup?”

“Shuck your gun,” Rem said levelly,and peeled off his shirt.

Tables and benches were pushedback and men shouldered the walls.There was no talk, no bets were made. Not an outlaw there but sensed thatDeath’s will was omnipresent in theroom. And Rom King was living personificationof Cain, and his namesake,Romulus. Brother-slayers, both.

Stripped to the waist, Rom’s torsoshowed thicker, more muscular thanRem’s. He was a cutlass, and Rem arapier type. Rem stood straight, handsas his sides. Rom crouched and startedslowly toward him.

“Anything goes,” he snarled, andleaped.

His charge seemed to halt against astone wall. Rem’s right fist came upfrom his hip and crashed against Rom’sjaw. It put him to his haunches. Itwould have been fair for Rem to havekicked Rom while he was down. Hestepped back. Save for a diamond brilliancein his eyes, his expression didnot change.

Rom was damnably silent as he cameup. He charged Rem, stopped, swungthe toe of his boot into Rem’s stomach.Rem gasped, grabbed Rom’s ankle,twisted and dumped him to the flooragain. He jumped astraddle of hisback, wound his fingers in Rom’s hairand banged his head against the floor.Rom shrieked an oath and rose withRem on his back, and hurled himselfon over with Rem under him.

They came to their feet, stood toe-to-toe and slugged. Blood smeared theirfaces, their ears. It was Rom whofinally gave ground. He grabbed abench and swung it. Rem ducked under,and it shattered against the floor.Rom raised his knee and drove itagainst Rem’s chin. Rem spun anddropped backward. Rom, teeth barred,gleaming scallops in a bloody mask,panted as he leaped into the air andtried to drive his high heels into Rem’skidneys. Rem rolled. One heel rippedthe hide down his left ribs. Romdropped on top of him, got his thickfingers around Rem’s throat and bluegreenlights flashed in Rem’s head.

He fumbled, found Rom’s throat withhis own fingers and clamped down. Thewheeze of their attempted breathingwas the only sound in the room. Romtoppled sideways, thumping the floor.Neither of them let go the other’s throat.

They squirmed, kicked, rolled over andover and over, tried to surge to theirfeet and fell apart. Rom went to hishands and knees; Rem swayed perilously,but he had the bitter will toremain on his feet.

“Here, Rom!” Big Mitch hissed, andthe knife he tossed down clattered tothe floor within Rom’s reach.

Buck Honor’s gun slithered from theholster. “Mitch, keep outta King business,”he warned. “There’s only onereason I even stand for you comin’ toOwlhoot House. Don’t press yourluck.”

“The hell with you. I don’t see yougrabbin’ the knife,” Big Mitch snarled.“An’ cross Rom? Get him on thepeck at me, him thinkin’ I was sidin’Rem? That was your idea, wasn’t itMitch, you son—”
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ROM had grabbed up the knife. Heleaped to his feet and the murderousblade flashed downward. Remswayed aside, the blade’s point leavinga sudden, bloody thread down one arm.

Rom’s body followed the drop of theknife, pulling off balance. Rem raisedon his toes, locked his fingers togetherand brought both hands down on theback of his brother’s neck.

Rom flattened out, groaning, unableto rise. He was partially paralyzed bythe effects of the rabbit-punch. Chestheaving, blood smearing him, Rem staggeredand leaned against the counter.

Rom, at last, rolled over and tried tostand. His knees gave under him andhe sat down. He squinted hellishly atRem, his eyes swelling nearly shut becauseof his broken nose.

“I’ll kill you for this,” he ground out.“No difference where you go, I’ll findyou an’ let my lead into your guts—even if I got to hunt you to hell an’ backto these Desertion Mountains!”

Big Mitch’s shoulders humped asRem answered Rom’s sworn intentions.The outlaw’s fingers made claws closeto his gun butts. The Colt in Honor’sfist, Honor’s dislike, his warning to BigMitch to stay out of King business,stayed the outlaw’s move.

Rem said: “You won’t have to huntso far, Rom. God forbid I ever haveto bend a gun on my own brother to protectmyself. But if you go on with thisidea of raidin’ Sageburg, dirtyin’ up thename of King some more while I’mtryin’ to scrub it clean, you’ll see thatI’m easy enough to find!”(■)
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