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The pattern was always the same when the Bad Bunch made their
raids. They chose their time when there was a county fair, or some
such diversion, to take folks minds off the protection of their
property. Then they’d start a fire in another part of town, so that
all the local lawmen and officials would have their hands full with
that. Then they’d move in on their chosen target.

To catch them seemed easy
enough for Dusty Fog, Mark Counter and the Ysabel Kid. All they had
to do was wait for a county fair, watch out for a fire, and then
make sure they were at the bank in time to stop the planned
robbery.

But even the floating outfit
found the Bad Bunch a mite trickier than expected!
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One – The Ravaged
Village

 


 


The last time they
saw the small village it had been a peaceful haven on the banks of
the Ouachita River’s Oak Creek, passed over by the tide of war
which swept across much of Arkansas. From all appearances, the
peace had ended in no uncertain manner. Although fires no longer
burned and the previous night’s rains had even wiped away the
smoke, blackened timbers rose stark and grim among the wreckage of
the houses. Bodies lay scattered around. Men, women and children
sprawled in death; made more hideous, if possible, by the clear
blue sky and warm sun of a glorious late May’s day.

Halting their horses on top of a rim
overlooking the village, the two riders stared down in disbelief,
then horror, although neither was exactly unused to violent death.
Captain Dustine Edward Marsden Fog bit down an exclamation as he
studied the scene. At his side, the lean, Indian-dark sergeant gave
a low grunt.

‘We’re on the right trail, Cap’n Dusty,’ he
said.

‘It looks that way, Kiowa,’ agreed the man
rated by many as one of the Confederate States’ Army’s three top
fighting commanders and the best on the Arkansas battle front.

At first glance Dusty Fog did not appear to
fit in with his reputation. His height would not exceed five foot
six inches, although his shoulders had a width which hinted at
considerable strength. Dusty blond hair showed from under the brim
of his white Jeff Davis campaign hat and its brim threw a shadow on
a tanned, strong, good-looking face. Though the face had strength,
it looked even younger than its eighteen years when in repose. At
that moment, grey eyes slitted and lips drawn tight, it showed
something of the man tempered by war and command over others. His
tunic had been well-tailored, but bore signs of much use.
Double-breasted in the formal manner, it ended at waist level,
without the skirt ‘extending half-way between hip and knee’ as
required by Dress Regulations. Like the tunic, his breeches had
seen long service, but his boots showed they had been kept in good
repair. Around his waist hung a Western-style gunbelt, matched
ivory-handled 1860 Army Colts riding butt forward in the contoured
fast-draw holsters. He rode a big black stallion, astride a
low-horned, double-girthed range saddle. Under his left leg lay a
Spencer carbine in a saddleboot, while a Haiman Bros. saber rode on
the right side, secured to the horn.

The man at Dusty’s side had a face which told
of Indian blood, and wore a worn uniform with three chevrons on the
sleeves. Like his officer, he possessed good leather work and
carried well cared-for arms.

While Dusty and Kiowa sat staring at the
ravaged village, the remainder of Company ‘C’ approached under the
command of 1st Lieutenant Red Blaze. Any student of cavalry tactics
as practiced by Dusty Fog would have deduced that the Company did
not ride on an ordinary mission. Normally those hard-bitten
veterans relied upon their Colts, such rifles as they might possess
and sabers when in action. In addition to their normal weapons,
they had along a sharpshooter armed with a heavy, powerful rifle
that bore a barrel-long telescopic sight, while at the rear of the
column came four mules carrying a dismantled mountain howitzer and
its ammunition.

At that time, with the fortunes of the war
more and more favoring the Union, the Texas Light Cavalry were
probably the best equipped, armed and mounted regiment in the
Confederate Army. Commanded by leaders skilled in horseback
fighting, they followed the Napoleonic tradition of making war
support war. Although backed by rich Texans and with the resources
of the Lone Star State at their disposal, they also relied on
raiding their Yankee opponents to supply their more specialized
needs. Always out-numbered, Ole Devil Hardin held Arkansas for the
Confederacy and forced the Yankees to expend much effort which
might have been used on other battle-fronts. Had the Southern
States been able to supply him with more men, arms and equipment,
he might have made an even greater contribution, even turned the
course of the war.

Dusty thought of none of that as he looked
down on the village. All he knew was that his present mission
suddenly assumed a grim and deadly importance.

‘We’ll move down ready for trouble,’ he told
Kiowa. ‘Likely they’ll’ve gone, but we’ll not chance it.’

‘Sure,’ grunted the sergeant.

Ideally a company consisted of eighty men,
five sergeants, four corporals, a farrier, two wagonners, two
musicians and a saddler. Action’s casualties, illness and other
causes reduced Dusty’s company to fifty men, not counting the
sharpshooter and five artillery men who served and handled the
howitzer. Not too large a force for the assignment on hand. Nor had
Dusty ever been one for recklessly risking the lives of the men
under his command.

Galloping ahead of the Company, Red Blaze
joined his cousin on the rim. Tall, tanned and freckled, Red was
Dusty’s age and wore a similar uniform, though with the badges of a
1st lieutenant as against his cousin’s triple bar captain’s
insignia. Normally Red’s face held a look of pugnacious cheer and
good spirits, but not as he looked down on the village.

‘God damn it, Dusty—’ he burst out.

‘First three fours with me as skirmishers,
Red,’ Dusty interrupted. ‘Hold the rest to cover us.’

‘Yo!’ Red answered, giving the accepted
cavalry assent to an order.

On command, the leading twelve men joined
Dusty and fanned out into a single line. With their guns drawn,
they prepared to ride down the slope.

‘Cap’n Dusty!’ called a voice.

Turning in his saddle, Dusty looked to where
a soldier broke ranks in the main body and rode towards him. About
to snap a command sending the man back to position, Dusty stopped
the words unsaid. One glance at the soldier’s face told Dusty that
something of importance caused the breach of discipline. Like any
good commander, Dusty knew every man under him. Tracey Prince had
served in Company ‘C’ for over a year, in that time gaining a
reputation for courage and possessing a roving eye for the ladies.
Only something of exceptional importance would have brought such
concern to Prince’s face.

‘What is it?’ Dusty asked before the sergeant
major could blare out an order to Prince.

‘I’d like the Cap’n’s permission to go down
there, right now.’

‘Why?’

‘I know some folks down in the village.’

Which most likely meant Prince knew a girl.
During the time Dusty rode accompanied by a small force on a
mission which saved Texas from the ravages of an Indian War,
i Red took
the Company on a raiding patrol and spent three days camped by the
village until the horses recovered from the exertions put upon
them. Belonging to the Quaker faith, the people of the village took
no sides in the War and made Confederate or Union men equally
welcome. Probably Prince met a girl who attracted his attention and
wanted to learn of her fate.

‘Come with us,’ Dusty said. ‘Only remember
that we’re going there as skirmishers, not to look for
friends.’

Watched by Red and the remainder of the
Company, Dusty’s party advanced on the village. Born and reared on
the Texas range country, they kept to their horses instead of
dismounting to go in on foot. If a fight came, the Texas Light Cavalry preferred to do it Indian-fashion and
from the back of a horse.

Alert and ready for trouble, the skirmishers
entered the village. Low curses came at the sights which met their
eyes, hardened veterans though every one of them might be. There
had been murder, looting, torture, rape and mutilation. It seemed
that those who died fighting—what fighting such peaceable folks
could do—had been the lucky ones.

Passing through the village, Dusty’s party
saw no living person. On reaching the opposite side to which he
entered, the young captain halted his men.

‘It’s like the Comanche jumped them!’
breathed one man. ‘Not one left alive.’

‘That’s allus been Hannah’s way,’ a second
went on.

With an effort Dusty regained control of
himself. Fury and revulsion had filled him at what he saw, but he
knew he must hold himself in check and take no chances. They might
be on the edge of the fighting area, yet that did not preclude the
chance of meeting the enemy.

‘Take the men to the high ground there,
Kiowa,’ he said. ‘Corporal Gray, put out pickets. You see if you
can find any sign Kiowa.’

‘Yo!’ replied the two men.

‘Go look for your friends, Tracey,’ Dusty
went on, seeing the anguish on the soldier’s face.

Only discipline had held Prince in the line
so long. Given permission, he turned his horse and galloped back to
a burned-out house. Dusty followed, watching the soldier leap down
and charge through what had been the building’s front door.
Dismounting, Dusty followed Prince inside. A charred body lay under
a fallen beam, and another at the fireplace. Dusty thrust past the
soldier and forced himself to make an examination of the
bodies.

‘A man,’ he said, indicating the shape under
the beam. ‘The other was a woman—. Easy there, Tracey, I’d say it’s
not the one you’re looking for.’

‘I—It’s not Rowena,’ Prince confirmed in a
strangled voice as he looked at what had been a plump figure. ‘Oh
god! She’s not in here.’

Dusty’s attention went to the fireplace and
he stepped forward to look at a part of the flooring which had been
raised to expose a small cavity. Such a spot was often used as a
hiding place for money and other valuables, although the one into
which he peered held nothing.

‘Let’s go, Tracey,’ Dusty said quietly.

‘I’ve got to find her!’ Prince shouted,
staring wildly around him. ‘Maybe there’s a cellar—’

With that he flung himself towards some more
charred wood which had formed part of the roof. Dusty saw that the
soldier might easily collapse the entire building on them and
stepped forward.

‘Easy, Tracey!’ he snapped, gently gripping
the other’s arm.

‘Go to he—!’ Prince began, trying to free
himself.

Swinging the soldier around to face him,
Dusty struck as taught him by his uncle, Ole Devil Hardin’s
personal servant. Many people thought Tommy Okasi to be Chinese,
although he claimed to hail from Japan. No matter where he came
from, the little Oriental knew some mighty fancy fighting tricks
and passed them on to Dusty.

So when the small Texan struck Prince in the
stomach, he did not use his clenched fist. Instead he kept his
fingers extended and together, the thumb bent over the up-turned
palm and thrust them hard into Prince’s solar-plexus. Just how
effective the hira-nukite, level piercing
hand, blow of karate was showed in the way
Prince croaked and doubled over. Still keeping the hand in the same
manner, Dusty struck again. This time he used the shuto, hand sword, driving the base of his hand around
to strike the nape of Prince’s neck. Down went the soldier,
collapsing like a back-broken rabbit.

‘Sorry, Tracey,’ Dusty said and bent down to
take hold of the other under the armpits.

By the time Dusty had drawn the unconscious
soldier out of the house, he found Red bringing the rest of the
Company towards the building. Not all of them though. Red might be
a hot-headed young cuss with a penchant for becoming involved in
fights, but he acted cool enough in his duties. Before following
his cousin, Red left four men to watch their rear.

‘What happened to Tracey?’ Red asked, joining
Dusty.

‘He was looking for a gal he knew. Tell the
men to leave the horses outside the village, Red. Off-saddle, feed
and water. Then we’ll need a burial detail.’

‘Yo!’ Red replied. ‘I’ll send somebody to
tend to him.’

‘Be best. Tell Billy Jack to join me.’

Accompanied by his tall, gangling, mournful-looking, but very efficient
sergeant major, Dusty made another round of the town. The small
Texan forced himself to examine bodies and looked into buildings,
but he saw nobody who might have so attracted Prince’s
attention.

‘Maybe Hannah’s bunch took her off alive with
’em,’ the sergeant major said.

‘Maybe,’ Dusty replied. ‘I hope she’s
dead.’

‘Lively and right pretty lil gal, by all
accounts,’ Billy Jack continued.

‘How’d you mean?’

‘Hear tell she acted a mite too free for a
Quaker person’s daughter. Might be that she just got all excited at
seeing some new young faces around.’

Dusty looked at the sergeant major and read
nothing in the miserable features. Yet Billy Jack never wasted
words on idle gossip and must have some reason for making the
statement. An interruption came before Dusty could ask
questions.

Two riders galloped over the rim, by the
pickets left by Red and down in the direction of the village.
Recognizing them as scouts left to watch the rear, Dusty put aside
his interest in the missing girl and walked over to where the men
swung from their lathered horses.

‘There’s a bunch of Yankees on our trail,
Cap’n Dusty,’ announced one of the pair, a grizzled
corporal with surprisingly young eyes.

‘How many, Vern?’

‘Only ten—but they look to have one of our
officers a prisoner.’

‘Ten!’ Billy Jack grunted. ‘We’ve nothing to
worry about there.’

‘Not if that’s all there is,’ Dusty
agreed.

‘Which same I can’t see any Yankee commander
being fool enough to send just ten men after us,’ Billy Jack
admitted dismally. ‘And I’d be plumb mortified if one sold us that
low.’

‘We’d best take a look,’ Dusty stated.
‘Guidon, my horse!’

Already the Company’s guidon carrier had
anticipated the command. It was his duty, in addition to carrying
the Company’s identifying pennant, to hold and tend to the
commanding officer’s mount. Fortunately he had not placed the
horse’s feed bag on and swiftly saddled the black ready for use. An
able second-in-command, Red stood by Dusty’s side ready for
orders.

‘Form the men up ready,’ Dusty said while
waiting for his horse. ‘If we have to, we’ll fall back and hold the
village.’

‘Yo!’ Red replied.

Accompanied by Billy Jack, Dusty rode up the
slope but halted below the rim. A signal brought one of the pickets
to them and Dusty handed over his black’s reins. Taking the field
glasses from his saddle pouch, Dusty went on foot until he could
look cautiously over the rim and present the approaching enemy with
as little chance as possible of locating him. He noted with
approval that his men each selected a concealed position and
doubted if the enemy knew they had been discovered.

Focusing his field glasses, Dusty first
studied the distant body of men and then scoured the surrounding
area. He saw no sign of supporting troops following at a distance
behind the first party and brought his attention to them once more.
By that time they had come close enough for him to study details
and what he saw puzzled him. While his scouts proved correct as to
the number of the enemy, and the presence of a Confederate soldier,
they erred in one detail. ‘That’s Cousin Buck with the Yankees,’
Dusty told Billy Jack, having recognized Captain Buck Blaze, Red’s
elder brother.

‘A prisoner?’ the sergeant major growled.

‘If he is, they trust him plenty. He’s still
wearing his guns.’

A captured officer might, on giving his
parole, be permitted to retain his arms, but not when being
escorted through hostile territory. Watching the men, a cold,
almost clairvoyant feeling crept over Dusty. All too well he knew
how badly the War went elsewhere for the Confederacy. Fighting
ability and cold courage could not match the superior facilities of
the Union and the U.S. Navy’s blockade of the South starved Dixie
of the necessary materials which might otherwise have been imported
from Europe. Maybe

‘I’m going to show myself, Billy Jack,’ he
decided.

‘Yo!’ replied the non-com.

Rising, Dusty walked up on to the rim and
stood in full view of the approaching party. Almost immediately
they came to a halt and the officer at Buck Blaze’s side turned to
speak to him. Removing his campaign hat, Buck swung it over his
head in a circle from right to left, Dusty relaxed and felt sure he
guessed correctly at the reason for the party following him. If
there had been danger, Buck would have swung his hat in the other
direction; trusting that the Yankee did not know the meaning, to a
Texan, of a ‘wave ’round’. Waved from left to right, the hat signal
meant ‘danger, steer clear’.

Increasing their pace, the party rode closer.
At fifty yards distance they came to a halt.

‘It’s all right, Dusty!’ Buck called,
indicating the white flag carried by the Yankee guidon.

‘I’ll leave my escort here while we talk,
Captain—Fog,’ the Yankee captain at Buck’s side continued.

Captain Baines Hardy of the 6th New Jersey
Dragoons wondered if he might be running into a trap. Could that
small man be the Captain Dusty Fog who
raided the Dragoons’ camp and followed up a devastating attack by
capturing a well-guarded Union Army pay roll? ii

Riding closer, Hardy studied Dusty and, with
a professional soldier’s eye, saw beneath the small exterior. Yes
sir, small or tall as a pine tree, there stood a man capable of all the feats
attributed to Captain Fog.

‘The war’s over, Dusty,’ Buck said in a flat,
emotionless voice as he and Hardy dismounted.

Despite having guessed the same thing, Dusty
could not hold down his low spoken, ‘Over!’

Breathing in deeply, Hardy waited for the
next question, one he did not relish answering. It was one thing to
stand in his Regiment’s mess and boast of having licked the rebs,
but quite another to repeat the words when facing Captain Fog’s
company and backed by only ten men.

Of all the Confederate commands, the Army of
Arkansas under Ole Devil Hardin had been the most consistently
successful during the last eighteen months. On other fronts, the
Union’s superior equipment gave them an ascendancy. In Arkansas
alone did the Confederacy maintain their record of victory which
had been established in the early days of the War.

So men of the Texas
Light Cavalry would not accept Lee’s surrender terms mildly. In
fact some considerable concessions had been made by the Union’s
leaders when requesting Ole Devil’s cessation of hostilities.

‘General Hardin sent us after you, Captain,’
Hardy explained after being introduced. ‘The Union Government wants
to avoid the chance of—incidents.’

‘Which’s why I came along, Dusty,’ Buck went
on. ‘Uncle Devil said for you to report back to him right
away.’

‘Not until I do what I came out here for,’
Dusty stated.

‘The War’s over, Captain,’ Hardy pointed
out.

‘It ended yesterday morning for those folks
in the village,’ Dusty replied.

‘How do you mean?’

‘Hannah’s guerillas were there, Captain.’

Stepping by Dusty, Hardy looked down the
slope. He knew the village and its people, so a low growl left his
lips. Fury showed on his face as he turned
to Dusty.

‘Hannah did it?’

‘We reckon so. There’s nobody left alive and
that’s always been his way:’’

‘He’s a reb—’

‘Hannah’s no Confederate,’ Dusty corrected.
‘He’s like most guerillas on both sides, a bloody-handed butcher
out for loot. General Hardin’s outlawed all of them and took time
to hunt the bands down. As soon as we heard that

Hannah was hereabouts, the General sent my
company out after them.’

Hooves drummed and the three officers turned
to see Kiowa galloping up the slope towards them. Bringing his
horse to a halt, the sergeant dropped from his saddle and threw
Dusty as near a military salute as he ever achieved.

‘The rain mussed up their sign some, but I
reckon it can be followed,’ Kiowa said.

‘Rest your horse,’ Dusty told him. ‘Billy
Jack, tell Mr. Blaze we’re pulling out as soon as the burial detail
finishes its work.’

‘You’re to return with me, Captain Fog,’
Hardy reminded.

‘How about it, Buck?’ asked Dusty.

Only for a moment did Buck Blaze hesitate,
then replied, ‘I’m with you.’

‘Are you fixing to stop us, Captain?’ Dusty
said, looking at Hardy.

At first the Union officer did not answer.
His eyes went to the ravaged village and he shook his head. ‘The
hell I am, I’m coming with you.’


 


 


Two – Hannah’s
Hideout

 


 


‘One thing,
Captain,’ Dusty said, before moving from where he stood. ‘Who’s in
command?’

That point had occurred to Hardy as he made
the offer. However there could be only one answer. Hardy might be
older than Dusty and a career officer trained in the West Point
Military Academy, the South may have lost the War too, but he knew
he rode with his master.

‘I’m under your orders, Captain Fog.’

‘Can you trust your men?’ asked Dusty. ‘I
don’t want any trouble.’

‘They’re regular soldiers. I can trust
them.’

Men who made the Army their career tended to
be less vindictive than those enlisted under the stimulus of
patriotism in time of war. For all that, Dusty watched the Yankees
as they approached. He liked what he saw. Hard-bitten, tough, but
disciplined was how they struck him and the time served had given
him the knack of knowing such things. While Hardy’s men showed some
professional interest, no hint of hostility carne as they approached Dusty’s company.

Assembling Company ‘C’, Dusty told them the
news. A stunned silence followed his words. At last Billy Jack
asked the question on every mind.

‘Who-all won, Cap’n Dusty?’

‘Nobody,’ Dusty replied. ‘They just got the
good sense at last to call off the killing.’

In a command which had suffered heavy losses
and defeats, or fought on its home ground so saw enemy depredations
on a personal level, the news might have been taken differently.
Most of Dusty’s men thought only of one thing. The end of the War
meant they could return home to Texas and resume their interrupted
lives.

‘I’m still going after Hannah,’ Dusty went
on. ‘Who’s with me?’

‘Can’t rightly recollect you ever having to
ask for volunteers afore, Cap’n Dusty,’ drawled the elderly
corporal. ‘And until Ole Devil tells us different, we-all still
under your command.’

‘Then have your food and we’ll move when
we’ve done what’s needed here.’

It said much for the chivalrous reputation
gained by the Texas Light Cavalry in general and Company ‘C’ in
particular that none of Hardy’s men connected them with the raid on
the village. Nor did the Yankees make any comments on the outcome
of the War. Like their officer, Hardy’s men knew the value of
discretion and did not feel it advisable to flaunt the Union’s
victory when faced with odds of around four to one.

Rebel and Yankee worked together in the
grisly business of burying the dead and their hatred of Hannah grew
as each further atrocity was discovered. Even the older Texans, who
had seen the results of Indian raids, felt sickened at what they
saw. The fact that white men had been responsible for the
massacre made its effect so much
worse.

A wild-eyed Prince, recovered from Dusty’s
blows, prowled disconsolately among the other men, searching in the
wreckage and ruins, but finding no sign of the beautiful girl met
on his previous visit. At last he stood at the edge of the homes
and stared around. Hearing footsteps, he turned and found Dusty
approaching.

‘She’s not here,’ Prince said.

‘Could be she’s away visiting kin,’ Dusty
replied, hoping to hold out some faint hope to which the other
might cling.

‘No,’ Prince groaned. ‘All the kin she had in
the world was right here. Why she’d never been farther than Little
Rock in her life.’

‘You must have known her pretty well,’ Dusty
said. ‘I never laid a hand on her—’

‘And I never thought you did.’

‘Hell, Cap’n Dusty. She was different to any
other gal I ever met,’ Prince groaned. ‘She was that pretty, had a
face like an angel. We’d walk down by the creek, then sit and talk.
How that gal’d talk. She hated being cooped up in this one-hoss lil
village and wanted to see some of the big cities she’d read
about.’

‘She didn’t care for it here then?’

‘What pretty gal would? If it hadn’t been for
the War, I’d’ve taken her out of it myself. In fact I damned near
went over the hill for her.’

‘You made the right decision, Tracey,’ Dusty
told him. ‘Not deserting, I mean—’

‘If I’d done it—’ Prince began.

‘You’d’ve been hunted down and brought back.
Which wouldn’t’ve done either of you any good. You’d’ve been shot
as a deserter and she couldn’t’ve gone back to her folks after
it.’

‘But she’s either dead—or—’

‘It looks that way.’

‘If Hannah’s got her, I’ll finish him, no
matter where he goes!’ Prince spat out.

‘We’ll maybe find out what happened to her,’
Dusty replied. ‘Only when we catch up to Hannah’s bunch, mind that
you follow orders. If I see you making a wild move, I’ll have you
hawg-tied until it’s over.’

‘I’ll not forget, Cap’n,’ Prince
promised.

‘I know,’ Dusty replied. ‘Go get your horse.
We’ll be pulling out soon.’

Grim-faced men took to their horses after the
burial detail completed its work. With Kiowa ahead as lead scout,
Company ‘C’ started on what would be its last patrol together.
Nobody spoke much as they rode. The somber nature of their business
did not stimulate conversation, even if Dusty had permitted chatter
when on the move in hostile territory. In addition to what they had
seen in the village, the Texans rode with the knowledge that the
War was over and gave thought to what the future might hold in
store for them.

Shortly before sun-down they made camp and
spent a silent night, waiting for sufficient light to let them
resume their journey. At dawn they fed, cared for the horses and
moved on again. Despite the rains, Kiowa managed to keep them on
the trail and they covered mile after mile through the Arkansas
hill country.

Accompanying Company ‘C’ and studying them,
Hardy could see how they built up their splendid record as military
raiders. Only the fact that his escort were all veteran cavalrymen
prevented them from slowing the Texans down. The average member of
the Dragoons, volunteers from the East, could never have maintained
such a pace. Never had Hardy seen such superb horse-handling. Even
the mules of the artillerymen did not slow down the party to any
appreciable extent. Nor did the Texans allow speed to preclude
caution. In addition to Kiowa, who needed to concentrate on reading
tracks, two scouts rode ahead. A further pair rode on each flank
and four more brought up the rear. Surrounded by that square of
keen eyes, there would be little chance of any enemy surprising
them.

All through the day they rode without a sight
of Hannah’s cut-throat band, although the tracks grew clearer.
Apparently Hannah did not expect any pursuit, for he took no
precautions to hide his party’s sign. That figured though. The area
in which he travelled lay somewhat to the West of the main battle
area and had been little touched by either side.

As night approached, the two lead scouts
returned and reported to Dusty.

‘Kiowa’s done gone ahead, Cap’n,’ one said.
‘Allows he saw a smidgen of smoke rising and’s gone to check on
it.’

‘We’ll make camp and wait for him at the next
water,’ Dusty stated. ‘Where is it?’

‘Maybe half a mile on,’ the scout
answered.

Again the men made camp and prepared to spend
another night under the stars. While the Yankees had brought along
jerked meat and hard-tack biscuits, they had the meager fare
augmented by pemmican—that rare Indian delicacy iii —offered by the Texans. In
return the Dragoons shared out their coffee, an item which had
recently been in very short supply in the blockade-starved ranks of
the Texas Light Cavalry.

Towards midnight Hardy woke as voices came
from close by. He sat up and saw Kiowa had returned. The dark-faced
scout squatted on his heels, a bowie knife in his hand. Watched by
Dusty, Red and Billy Jack, he used the knife’s clipped point to
draw a map on a patch of cleared and flattened earth.

‘How does it look?’ Hardy asked, joining the
others.

‘I’ve had easier chores,’ Dusty replied.

On looking down, Hardy found that Kiowa
produced a pretty fair map; and he also agreed with Dusty’s
summing-up of the situation. The guerillas’ camp, consisting of
seven buildings formed in a half circle, lay across the bottom of a
valley. An arrow indicated the line of march the attackers must
take and Hardy found they had to approach along the valley to reach
the buildings.

‘Kiowa allows that we can move on foot along
the valley sides, but they’d be too steep for fancy horse-back
work,’ Dusty explained. ‘That circle
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