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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.
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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
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