
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
It is the 1890s, and the Indian Wars have
finally come to an end. Captain Mack Hawkins is ordered to
take command of one of the first units of the recently organized
U.S. Scouts. For the first time in American military history, these
tribesmen are being allowed to enlist as fully-accepted soldiers in
the United States Army. Hawkins’ new command is the
Kiowa-Comanche Detachment, and he has little time to turn his team
of former nomadic prairie warriors into an efficient, disciplined
fighting unit. If he doesn’t, they're sure to be wiped out on their
first mission of tracking down the outlaws who stole an army
payroll.
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Excerpt from U.S. Army Regulations of 1890

481. Indians employed as scouts will be
enlisted for periods of three years and discharged when the
necessity for their services shall cease. While in service they
will receive the pay and allowances of cavalry soldiers and an
additional allowance of 40 cents per day, provided they furnish
their own horses and horse equipments.

482. Department commanders are authorized to
appoint the sergeants and corporals for the whole number of
enlisted scouts serving in their departments, but such appointments
must not exceed the proportion of one first sergeant, five
sergeants, and four corporals for every sixty enlisted Indian
scouts.

483. The number of Indian scouts allowed to
military departments will be announced from time to time in orders
from the Headquarters of the Army.

484. The enlistment and reenlistment of
Indian scouts will be made under the direction of department
commanders. The appointment or mustering of farriers or blacksmiths
on the rolls of Indian scouts is illegal.

485. In all cases of enlistment of Indians
the full Indian name, and also the English interpretation of the
same, will be inserted in the enlistment papers and all subsequent
returns and reports concerning them.


Prologue

It was a late spring evening in 1890 when a
detachment of cavalrymen rode slowly into the business district of
the small town of Clayville in the Oklahoma Territory. The man at
the head of the column wore the straps of a captain on his
shoulders, indicating an officer and a gentleman. But his rugged
countenance, that included a nose that had obviously been broken
more than once, made it seem the rank of sergeant would be more his
style of command and soldiering.

The troopers continued down the street
deliberately and carefully; each man casting careful glances at
rooftops and into the growing shadows between the buildings. This
was a hostile area that gave every indication of a possible
ambush.

The men at the rear of the formation had
three extra horses that were obviously government mounts. The
animals bore the U.S. brand on their left shoulders, and military
saddles and accouterments on their backs. The horses had been taken
from a livery barn at the edge of the community just minutes
previously.

Captain Mack Hawkins held up his hand to give
a silent order to halt. He surveyed the street of the small hamlet
with practiced eyes. Only a couple of loafers stared in unabashed
curiosity at the soldiers. One building, a saloon, was lit up with
the sounds of loud talking and an occasional drunken shout coming
from within. The rest of the town’s businesses were closed up tight
and dark.

Hawkins spoke in a soft voice.
“Sergeant.”

“Yes, sir?” the noncommissioned officer
replied as he rode up to join his commanding officer.

“The deserters’ll be in there wetting their
whistles no doubt,” Hawkins said, pointing to the saloon.

“I’m sure you’re right about that, sir,” the
sergeant said. “How do you figure on taking ’em?”

“Send a couple of men around to the back.
Have one trooper stay with the recovered horses, and you wait out
here in front with the rest of the patrol.”

“Are you going in there alone, sir?” the
sergeant inquired, already knowing the answer to the question.
Captain Mack Hawkins was known as an officer who looked for
trouble.

“That’s my idea, Sergeant.”

“Now, sir, we ain’t really sure how many
unfriendly folks might be in there. Them deserters we’re after may
have friends and family in this town.”

“That’s right,” Hawkins replied. “But that’s
what will make it interesting.”

“Cap’n, if you don’t mind me saying so, you
should—”

Hawkins interrupted. “Do you understand my
orders?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Carry on.”

“Yes, sir!” the sergeant replied, saluting.
He turned to move the troopers into position.

Hawkins pulled a cheroot from his pocket and
bit off the end. He spat it out, then casually lit the stogie.
After a couple of draws, he eased his horse up to the hitching rack
in front of the saloon and dismounted.

Captain Mack Hawkins, U.S. Cavalry, was a
tall man with a deep chest and thick shoulders. Gray was sprinkled
through his dark hair as well as the handlebar moustache that
drooped along the sides of his mouth. He had a certain gracefulness
in his step that gave an impression of strength and unusual
athletic ability. During his days as a common soldier, he had been
the bare-knuckles boxing champion of his regiment three years in a
row. Those supervised brawls accounted for his bent nose.

Hawkins crossed the boardwalk and stepped
through the batwing doors into the noisy, smoky interior of the
saloon. He spotted the three men in army uniforms he was looking
for at a table near the center of the room. Hawkins, the cigar
clenched between his teeth, called out. “How’re you doing, Riley?
And you, Johnson and Barton?”

The three soldiers jumped up and glared in
nervous anger at the newcomer. The largest, the one named Riley,
was not uneasy. He gave Hawkins an insolent look. “You’re kind of
out of your neck of the woods, ain’t you, Cap’n?”

“This is part of the U.S. here, isn’t it?”
Hawkins asked.

“Yeah,” Riley answered. “I hear tell that the
Oklahoma Territory is American.”

“And I’m in the United States Army,” Hawkins
pointed out. “That means there isn’t a neck of the woods between
the Atlantic and the Pacific or Canada and Mexico that isn’t my
place to be in.”

A tough-looking civilian sneered over his
beer. “The town of Clayville don’t belong to you, soldier-boy.”

“My business here doesn’t concern you,”
Hawkins said. “So just shut your mouth.”

“Maybe you want to shut it for me,” the man
said, getting up and walking toward him.

Hawkins stepped forward in long strides and
slammed a gloved right hand straight into the civilian’s face. The
man’s eyes rolled up as he staggered back and hit the bar before
sliding down to rest beside an overturned spittoon.

The captain turned his gaze to the three
soldiers. “You’re under arrest and charged with desertion and
stealing government property. Drag your butts out to the
street.”

“I ain’t going no place with you,” Riley
said. “The days I fetch and jump for a pair of shoulder straps
ended when I took off from Fort Lone Wolf a week ago.”

“That goes for us too,” Johnson said, taking
courage from Riley’s defiance.

“You bet it does,” Barton agreed.

Hawkins was slightly amused. “I wish I could
say that I admire your grit, but right now I don’t have the time to
really appreciate it.”

“Don’t you think it’d be best for you if you
just went away?” Riley asked.

“I intend to do that as quickly as I can,”
Hawkins said. “In the meantime, let’s not forget that you owe the
U.S. Government the time on the rest of your enlistments along with
the horses, weapons and equipment you took with you.”

“You know what we think of that, don’t you,
you son of a bitch!” Riley growled.

“I sure do,” Hawkins replied cheerfully. He
chose Barton first because he was closest. A backhand swing knocked
the soldier over the nearest table. The drinkers there jumped back
with curses and yells of protest.

Riley moved forward without hesitating. He
charged into the captain with both fists pumping, hoping to use his
large size to overwhelm him. Hawkins, who had stood his own in many
a barracks room brawl as well as the boxing ring, danced back and
peppered Riley’s face with vicious, rapid punches. He drew blood
immediately and celebrated the event with a solid left cross to the
deserter’s jaw. The impact of the blow spun Riley sideways, but he
quickly recovered and moved back out of harm’s way, shaking his
head to clear his senses.

Johnson, not wanting a face-to-face
confrontation with Hawkins, chose that moment to hit him from
behind. After delivering a glancing blow, he leaped up on the
officer’s back and locked his wiry arms around his neck, hoping to
choke him into unconsciousness.

Hawkins spun around rapidly, throwing his
attacker on top of the bar. Barton slid down the wet surface and
collided with a kerosene lantern, knocking it to the floor. The
flammable liquid spilled and lit up immediately. Flames leaped up
from the wooden planking as Riley tried again. This time he
received a heavy boot to the knee, and he went down screaming in
pain.

Hawkins, with one eye on the growing fire,
figured it was time to stop the fun. He drew his revolver and threw
down on the three. “I’ve already got you under arrest. Get outside
or I’ll put a U.S. issue forty-five slug in each of your useless
carcasses. Now godamn it! Move!”

The three deserters, their hands above their
heads stumbled out onto the street. They were immediately grabbed
and cuffed by the sergeant and a couple of troopers. The prisoners
were placed on the same horses they used to run away from the
Army.

The sergeant quickly sent for the soldiers
behind the saloon and formed up the detachment. Hawkins mounted his
horse and rode to the front of the column. After a quick glance to
make sure his men were ready, he ordered, “For’d, yo!”

The cavalrymen cantered out of town to head
back to their home post of Fort Lone Wolf, Indian Territory.
Hawkins glanced to the rear and saw the entire business district of
the town in flames. He looked at the sergeant. “Isn’t it funny how
sometimes things get completely out of hand?”

The sergeant sighed. “Damn, sir!”


Chapter One

The young soldier, fidgeting from utter
boredom, occupied a camp chair on the regimental headquarters
building porch. Strangely enough, the trooper was not there at the
whim of some sergeant. He had actually won the right and privilege
to be at that particular location. This occurred following the
previous afternoon’s guard mount when he was honored by being
chosen colonel’s orderly. During that most strict of inspections,
the officer of the day picked him as the sharpest soldier in the
formation. The slim young man with the fuzz of a scraggly moustache
above his lip, had been very proud and pleased. But now, as he
endured long, slow hours on the job, he wondered if it were really
worth it.

His pals who hadn’t looked quite so soldierly
had gone on to guard duty. They walked their posts during the
night, but were now napping and taking it easy in the guard room
while he spent the day running errands for the regimental staff. It
was also irritating to have to jump up from his chair to salute
each and every officer walking across the porch to enter the
building. And there were plenty of them.

The clump of heavy cavalry boots caught his
attention once more, and the young soldier leaped to his feet. He
looked down and saw Captain Mack Hawkins ascending the steps.
Everyone in the garrison was talking how the captain had tracked
down the three deserters then gave each a good beating before
dragging them back to Fort Lone Wolf for court martial. The captain
was known as someone not to fool with.

The soldier fearfully saluted. “Good morning,
sir!”

Hawkins returned the salute. “Good morning,
Trooper.” He took a close look at the lad. He seemed very young to
the veteran captain. “How long have you been in the Army?”

“Well, sir, I reckon it at six months,
sir.”

“So you made colonel’s orderly at yesterday’s
guard mount, did you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why that’s a good job on your part,
Trooper,” Hawkins said with a friendly grin. “Not too many fellows
with less than a couple of years’ service could have done
that.”

Now a surge of pride coursed through the
youngster. “I worked real hard, sir. I shined my boots good and
made sure I knowed my general orders and ever’thing. I ironed my
clothes just before we fell out so’s the creases would be
sharp.”

“Well done!” Hawkins said. “You just keep
soldiering like that and you’ll be sporting chevrons on your arms
before you know it.”

“Yes, sir!”

“But don’t forget to pay the same amount of
attention to your field craft,” Hawkins counseled him. “A good
soldier is the kind that not only can be colonel’s orderly in
garrison, but knows how to conduct himself properly on
campaign.”

“Yes, sir!”

“I think you’ve got what it takes to do both.
Keep up the good work, Trooper.”

“Thank you, sir!” the young soldier said. Now
being colonel’s orderly seemed a lot better, and he resumed his
seat on the camp chair with a feeling of pride and
accomplishment.

Hawkins went inside the building, stopping at
the regimental sergeant major’s desk. “I’m here to see the
colonel.”

“Yes, sir,” the sergeant major said. He was a
large man who wore the huge chevrons of his rank well. “He said to
send you in the minute you showed up.”

“How do things look?”

“You’re gonna get your heels locked, Cap’n,”
the senior noncommissioned officer answered in a frank manner. He
and Hawkins had known each other for many years. In fact, they had
been corporals together in the same troop during the war against
the Apache tribes.

“I expected that,” Hawkins said. He adjusted
his cap, grasped his saber to keep it from clanking as he walked,
and marched up to the regimental commander’s door. He knocked
twice.

“Come!”

Hawkins entered the office, and marched up to
the desk, coming to a foot-stomping halt. “Captain Mack Hawkins
reporting to the regimental commander as ordered, sir,” he said,
executing a salute so sharp it almost cracked.

Colonel John Bennington spoke tersely. “At
ease.” He was both the commanding officer of the cavalry regiment
and the post commander of Fort Lone Wolf, Indian Territory.

Hawkins had snapped into the position of at
ease by moving his right foot six inches to the rear, slightly
bending his left knee while clasping his hands to the front. The
captain was the picture of the prototypical professional soldier.
The ladies of the post thought the bachelor captain handsome in
spite of his bent nose.

“Do you know why I’ve summoned you here,
Captain Hawkins?” The strain in the colonel’s voice was
evident.

“I have an idea, sir.”

“Quite a few messages have come into this
headquarters in the past several days, Captain Hawkins.”

“Yes, sir?”

“They’re originally from Clayville, Oklahoma
Territory and forwarded to me through various echelons,” Colonel
Bennington said. “You know what that means, do you not?”

“Again, sir, I have an idea.”

“On the contrary, I don’t think you
completely realized the serious implications of this development,
Hawkins. Those missives with dozens of endorsements have been
perused and reviewed through the military division and department
headquarters before they got to me.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You can be certain that copies have been
forwarded to the War Department in Washington as well,” Bennington
said wearily. “They all know what happened when you arrested those
deserters in Clayville. A United States marshal from the Federal
court in Guthrie was sent to investigate.”

“Nothing to worry about, sir.”

“For the love of God, Hawkins!’ Bennington
shouted. “You burned that godamned town down!”

“I respectfully beg your pardon, sir, but the
whole town didn’t burn down. Just the business district.”

The colonel almost choked. “Do you really
think that make a difference in the seriousness of the matter?”

“Well, sir, in truth I didn’t burn anything
down. A fire was accidentally started while I was arresting the
three deserters Riley, Johnson and Barton.”

“Witnesses interviewed by the marshal said
you walked into that saloon by yourself and instigated a fist fight
with those three men.”

“Riley started the trouble, sir,” Hawkins
insisted. “I just entered the establishment and ordered him and the
others outside to return to Fort Lone Wolf with me.”

“I know you, Hawkins. You went into that
saloon hoping to have an altercation. If you had gone in there with
several men instead of alone—” He stopped speaking as he fought for
self-control. After a moment he reached for a packet of papers and
opened it up. “This is your service record, Hawkins.”

“Yes, sir.”

“For the most part, the items in here reflect
favorably on you not only as a soldier but as an officer.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“You were an enlisted man for six years,
rising to the rank of sergeant. That is an excellent record for a
professional soldier in an army where it can take up to ten years
to gain that grade. Also, I’m sure you used your fists and boots
when you had to enforce discipline as a good sergeant will.”

“Yes, sir,” Hawkins acknowledged. “When a
trooper won’t do things properly, it can save a lot of time and
trouble by changing his attitude with a swift kick in the ass.”

“Your record as a leader under fire in the
campaigns against the Apaches is filled with favorable reports and
even commendations,” Bennington said. “That is something of which
you can be truly proud.”

“That I am, sir.”

Bennington took a deep breath and slowly
expelled it. “Then you received a commission.”

Hawkins grinned in spite of himself. “I got a
piece of paper that made me an officer and a gentleman.”

“An officer maybe.”

“Anyhow, I didn’t want it,” Hawkins said.

“That’s what makes your commission so
admirable,” Bennington said. “Not so much because you came up
through the ranks, but because General Phil Sheridan himself kicked
it through channels with his own personal endorsement.”

“He wouldn’t let me turn it down. I had a
heart-to-heart chat with the general and he told me that he thought
I owed it to the Army to take on more responsibility. I’m an
old-fashioned sergeant at heart, like you said, and I couldn’t
refuse what was really an order to become an officer. Particularly
from one hell of a fine commander like General Sheridan.”

“Just my luck,” Bennington moaned under his
breath. He raised his voice. “But you didn’t seem to realize that
conducting yourself as an officer is much different than conducting
yourself as a sergeant.”

“I developed a style of command in the
barracks,” Hawkins admitted. “Old habits are hard to break.”

“Obviously! Officers and gentlemen do not
engage in unnecessary fisticuffs when arresting deserters as you
did over in the Oklahoma Territory. You know what you should have
done, don’t you?”

“Any other officer would have gone in there
with a sergeant and a half dozen men and made the arrest,” Hawkins
stated. “I realize that, sir.”

“For the most part the men admire you,
Hawkins,” Bennington said. “They even tend to imitate you.”

“I wouldn’t know about that, sir,” Hawkins
commented. “I just perform my duties in my own manner.”

“It’s bad enough when the sergeants ape your
style, but there’s been more than one young lieutenant also trying
to smash his way through his military career.”

“Yes, sir.”

The colonel looked into Hawkins’s records for
a few more moments. “Since becoming an officer, you’ve received
several more commendations.” He scowled. “As well as quite a few
reprimands in writing. They are all right here.”

“Yes, sir.”

Bennington folded up the packet and pushed it
aside. “All that is academic now.” He grabbed another piece of
paper and shoved it across the desk at Hawkins. “This is a recently
issued War Department Circular. Read it.”

Hawkins took the document and carefully
scanned it with obvious great interest.

The colonel asked, “What do you think?”

“I agree with it wholeheartedly, sir,”
Hawkins said. “Enlisting Indians in the Army is a good idea. Even
though I fought against them, I learned to respect ’em a good deal.
Those warriors were damned smart and very brave.” He read some
more. “It says here they’ll be called the U.S. Scouts and be used
to maintain law and order, carry messages, guard military
installations and wagon trains, apprehend deserters and criminals,
patrol duties, and other missions as directed by the commanders of
the military departments in which they serve.”

“It sounds like you give the project your
full approval, Captain Hawkins.”

“Yes, sir. It’s pretty easy to see that by
creating the U.S. Scouts, they’re establishing a new branch of the
Army. It says here they’ll have their own insignia. Crossed arrows.
That’s similar to the crossed sabers of the cavalry and the crossed
rifles of the infantry.”

Now Colonel Bennington smiled. “Well, Captain
Hawkins, I suggest that you go immediately to the quartermaster
stores and draw a few of those crossed arrow insignias to issue to
your new command.”

“Sir?”

“The department commander and I have both
recommended your transfer to the U.S. Scouts,” Bennington said. “In
fact, you are going to recruit and organize the Kiowa-Comanche
Detachment from among the Indians living at the agency in the Fort
Lone Wolf area.”

Hawkins had a sensation of extreme
excitement. “Is the Army serious about using these scouts as the
circular directs?”

“It sure as hell is.”

Hawkins grinned widely. “Sir, that means I’ll
be getting out of all this dull garrison duty. Those scouts are
going to be spending a lot of time in their saddles.”

“Indeed, Captain.”

“It’ll be like the old days when we were out
campaigning in the Arizona Territory,” Hawkins said.

“Yes!” Bennington commented happily. “You’ll
be gone a lot, Captain Hawkins.”

“I expect so, sir.”

“As I stated previously, you’ll be
transferred from my command,” Bennington said, chuckling with glee.
“I’ll not have to answer for your personal conduct, deserters being
beaten up, towns burned down or any other wild thing you might
do.”

“That’s good for you, sir,” Hawkins agreed.
“Who do I belong to now?”

“You’ll be quartered here on the military
reservation, but you and your new command will have a separate camp
at the Kiowa-Comanche Agency. You’ll report directly to the
department commander. In fact, you are free to begin drawing the
tentage, building supplies and other items you’ll need. A detail of
soldiers will be given temporary assignment to you for those tasks.
Are you ready to immediately take all that on?”

“I can manage that, sir.”

“Carry on, Captain. You’re dismissed.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.” Hawkins rendered
another snappy salute, performed a faultless about-face movement
and marched out the office.

The sergeant major looked up from his
paperwork at Hawkins’s approach. “How do you think you’ll like the
U.S. Scouts, Cap’n?”

Hawkins grinned. “You already knew all about
it, huh?”

“I wouldn’t be much of a sergeant major if I
didn’t.”

“Very true,” Hawkins agreed. “Well, to answer
your first question, I consider it a blessing. Now I can really
stretch my legs and see some action like we had in the years when
we fought the Apaches.”

The sergeant major shook his head. “You’re
not like a lot of us, are you, Cap’n Hawkins? After all them
thankless years of that God-awful desert and mountain campaigning,
every old-timer is glad he got out of the Indian campaigns in one
piece. You’re just giving yourself another chance to get shot
up.”

Hawkins shrugged. “Now that makes life worth
living, Sergeant Major.”

“Sir, with all respect, I have a feeling I’ll
be among those hearing taps played at your funeral,” the sergeant
said seriously.

“Maybe so,” Hawkins admitted. “Well, I have
some important matters to attend to. See you later.”

The sergeant major watched the captain walk
from the building, then turned back to the papers on his desk.


Chapter Two

The Plain—that famous parade ground of the
United States Military Academy at West Point—was a scene of martial
excitement, punctuated by the spontaneous outbursts of applause and
cheering coming from the nearby crowd of civilian and military
spectators. This occurred an instant after the West Point band
struck the stirring march of Gerry Owen for the final review of the
class of 1890. This would be those cadets’ last parade as a group
before receiving their commissions in the United States Army.

Among the onlookers were Mr. and Mrs. Robert
Dooley whose twenty-one-year-old son Ludlow was one of the
graduating cadets. He and his classmates marched past the crowd
with their gray-uniformed ranks in perfect alignment. Mr. Dooley, a
cold, calculating financier who was the president of the Merchants
and Investors Bank in New York City, was not overly impressed with
the military pomp. He snorted under his breath, “What a waste of
energy, time and money.”

His wife Margaret gently nudged him. “Please,
darling. You don’t want to be overheard.”

“God!” Dooley exclaimed. “I cannot believe
this sort of thing would appeal to a son of mine!”

Dooley was a short stocky man whose height
barely matched that of his svelte wife. It had been Dooley’s dream
to send his boy to Yale to get a good, solid education for a career
in economics and investments, as well as make contacts with other
young men that would prove advantageous in later years. But the son
Ludlow had always wanted to be a soldier, and chose to shun the
entrepreneurial world. Eventually, through the boy’s insistence and
his wife’s nagging, Dooley let him apply for a congressional
appointment to the nation’s military academy. Mr. Dooley consoled
himself with the comforting thought that at least Ludlow would get
an engineering degree. When he outgrew the military nonsense, such
an education could prove helpful in any number of profit-making
enterprises such as railroads, bridges and other infrastructural
construction.

Mrs. Dooley, her slight build giving her
above-average agility, raised up on her toes and peered at the long
ranks of gray-clad cadets marching by. “Oh, goodness! I don’t see
Ludlow. Can you see him, dear?”

“They are all dressed alike, Margaret,”
Dooley said. “They are marching in step and doing their damndest to
smother any semblance of individuality they might have.” He
shrugged. “On the other hand, Ludlow does have a certain look all
his own.” He squinted his eyes and peered carefully at the young
men passing by. Finally, he noted one who seemed to be about a
half-step behind the others, his shako bobbing out of rhythm. “Ah,
yes! Our Ludlow!”

“Do you see him, darling?” Mrs. Dooley
asked.

“Oh, yes. There he is, dear.” He pointed. “In
that last group toward the rear.”

Mrs. Dooley looked hard, then smiled. “Yes!
Yes! That must be Ludlow!”

“I will never be able to figure out why a boy
like that is attracted to military life,” Dooley said. “He’s such a
skinny, awkward, bumbling kid. He seems the farthest thing from a
soldier I can imagine.”

“Now, dear,” Mrs. Dooley said. “He’s a bright
boy, and he is a quick learner on any subject in which he has any
interest at all.”

“True,” Dooley agreed. “But Ludlow’s mind
tends to wander. The results of his activities are filled with
forgetfulness and misguided fervor that sometimes lead to the most
ridiculous consequences.”

“You must be understanding in your dealings
with Ludlow.”

“As you constantly remind me,” her husband
fumed. “May I point out that I’ve been struggling with being
understanding with that boy since he uttered his first words?”

The march-by concluded as the Corps of Cadets
paraded off the Plain. At that point, the crowd, with the Dooleys
in the middle of the throng, began wandering off toward the large
open area where the families and cadets could get together. The
Dooleys peered into the crowd trying to find where their son might
have gotten off to. It was Ludlow who sighted them. He waved and
trotted toward them in his awkward gait, holding onto a U.S.
Springfield Model 1890 rifle. His shako suddenly bounced off his
head and he made a move to retrieve it. As he bent over, his cross
belt slipped from one shoulder. Within moments he was struggling
with shako, cross belt and rifle as he tried to straighten himself
up. He eventually accomplished the task and joined his parents.

Robert Dooley held out his hand.
“Congratulations, son.” Then he added insincerely, “We’re very
proud of you.”

“Thank you, Father,” Ludlow said. He took
more after his mother than his father, and was an exceedingly slim
youngster. He had an elongated, friendly face that carried an
expression that could only be described as showing a certain amount
of confusion and perplexity. An unruly shock of blond hair had been
exposed when his shako fell off. Ludlow dutifully kissed his mother
on the cheek. “I’m glad you could come up for graduation.”

“Now that you’ve completed your studies at
West Point, what will you do in the Army, dear?” his mother
asked.

“Oh, I must tell you all about that,” Ludlow
said. “Let’s find a table over by the pavilion.” He led his parents
through the crowd, bumping into people and shyly apologizing for
his clumsiness several times in his meandering trek through the
throng. Finally they found an empty table. “I’ll get us some
punch.”

Dooley, his mind picturing his son struggling
with punch glasses along with his military accouterments, shook his
head. “That’s all right, Ludlow. We really don’t need any
refreshments. Let’s just sit down and chat.”

“Yes!” Mrs. Dooley said. “That will be
nice.”

They took seats on a bench along one side of
the table, and Dooley came right to the point. “Now, Ludlow, tell
me straight out. How long must you continue this army
nonsense?”

“Why, I suppose for the next thirty or forty
years.”

“That is ridiculous, Ludlow!” Dooley
snapped.

“Well, Father, I want to make the Army my
life’s work. I told you, remember?”

“I remember you talking about it when I
arranged your appointment through Congressman Smithers. But
naturally, I did not take it seriously. It seemed something you’d
grow out of. Now let’s forget the Army for the moment. Tell me, are
you or are you not an engineer?”

“Oh, yes, Father,” Ludlow answered. “As a
matter of fact, I have a bachelor of science degree in
engineering.”

“Then you can practice that profession in
civil life, can you not?”

“Yes, Father.”

“Then why not be one instead of marching
around like a—” Dooley lowered his voice to a whisper. “Why don’t
you pursue a career in engineering and forget this army stuff’n
nonsense?”

“Father, I’ve always wanted to be a soldier,”
Ludlow said. “And now I am one.”

“Good God!”

“Robert!” Mrs. Dooley snapped. “Watch your
language in front of the boy.”

“He is not a boy, he is a man, Margaret. I
might also point out that he is an officer in the Army. An officer
with an engineering degree.” He became thoughtful for a moment, the
turned to Ludlow. “If you stay in the Army, you’ll gain engineering
experience, will you not?”

Ludlow smiled weakly. “No, Father.”

“Why the hell not?” Dooley barked.

“Robert!” Mrs. Dooley scolded. She smiled in
embarrassment at the people who turned to look at them.

“Because my grades weren’t good enough,
Father,” Ludlow said. “You know what a struggle it is for me to pay
attention sometimes.”

“I know. I know.”

“Brilliant minds tend to wander,” Mrs. Dooley
pronounced. “I read that some place or other.”

“Without high grades I couldn’t get a
commission in the Corps of Engineers, Father.”

“So? You’ll be doing something else. Such as
shooting cannons, right?”

“I couldn’t get an artillery commission
either, Father,” Ludlow said. “There was a lot of mathematics
involved in that too.”

“What’s left? The infantry?” Dooley inquired.
“Those are foot soldiers, are they not?”

“I didn’t get an infantry commission either,
Father. I’m going to the cavalry.”

Dooley shrugged. “Well! That doesn’t seem too
bad. Even I know that many famous soldiers were cavalrymen.”

“Well, Father, I’m afraid I’m not receiving a
conventional cavalry commission. I was beaten out for that as
well.” Ludlow hesitated before continuing. “I took something none
of the other fellows wanted.”

“Mmm,” Dooley mused suspiciously. “Just what
did you get, Ludlow?”

“Well, I’ve been made a second lieutenant of
cavalry all right, but they’re not posting me to a cavalry
regiment. I’ve been assigned to a brand new branch. The U.S.
Scouts.”

“What the hell is that?” Dooley loudly
demanded to know.

“People are staring, Robert,” Mrs. Dooley
admonished him.

“Well, father, they’re Indians who are in the
Army,” Ludlow explained.

“You mean like Sioux and Cheyenne?”

“Why, yes, father. The very same and even
some other tribes.”

This time it was Mrs. Dooley who yelled.
“Ludlow!” she shrieked. “They’ll scalp you!”

People turned once again to look at the
source of noise. Dooley frowned at his wife. “Calm down, Margaret.”
He looked back at Ludlow. “You went to the United States Military
Academy and became an engineer to be with wild Indians?”

“Oh, no, Father, that isn’t the situation at
all.”

“Then what is the godamn situation?”

“They are Indians who enlist in the Army and
have white officers like me to lead them.”

Dooley snorted a laugh. “Boy! That’s just
what those Indians need, isn’t it?”

“Where will you go to be with the Indians,
Ludlow?” Mrs. Dooley asked.

“I’m supposed to go to a place called Fort
Lone Wolf in the Indian Territory.”

“What kind of work do those U.S. Scouts do?”
Dooley asked.

“They do special duties like law
enforcement.”

“Oh, God! They made you into a godamn
policeman!” Dooley shouted.

Mrs. Dooley yelled too. “A bandit will shoot
you, Ludlow!”

Everyone in the crowd stopped talking and
stared at the Dooley table. Dooley sneered at them. “Go on about
your business!” He jerked his head around and pointed a quivering
finger at Ludlow. “Now listen, son. I’m going to our congressman
and put an end to this nonsense. I’m not only going to get you out
of the U.S. Scouts, but the whole godamn Army!” He pulled out his
wallet and put some money on the table. “Buy yourself a ticket to
New York City the first chance you get. I’ll see you home before
day after tomorrow or I’ll know the reason why.”

“You will be back in your own little room,
Ludlow,” Mrs. Dooley said.

“You don’t understand,” Ludlow protested.

“Come, Margaret,” Dooley said, taking his
wife’s arm and tugging her to her feet. “Let’s leave this
madness.”

Mrs. Dooley, being pulled away by her
husband, looked back at Ludlow and waved. “We’ll see you soon,
dear.”

Ludlow sat at the table for a long time,
unaware of the people around him as he pondered what had just
happened. This was decision time. He knew that his father had the
money and influence to get him out of the Army; West Point graduate
or not. The question now was did he break ties with his family and
pursue the career he had always wanted. If he left the Army, his
record at the academy would preclude him from ever getting back in
the service. On the other hand, if he disobeyed his father, he knew
he would never be able to return home to New York City.

Ludlow got up from the table and walked
slowly back toward his quarters, a very lonely, sad, gawky,
unmilitary-looking figure.

When Ludlow got to his room in the cadet
barracks, he pulled off the cross belt and tossed it on his bed. An
army blue uniform complete with the blank shoulder straps of a
second lieutenant was spread cross the bare mattress. Ludlow picked
up the cap, staring at the crossed sabers pinned to the front.

“That means cavalry in all cases but mine,”
he said to himself. “I’ll be going to a newly formed unit as the
lowest man in my graduating class.” Ludlow set the cap on his head,
and went to the room’s full-length mirror, staring at his
reflection. “Maybe father’s right,” he murmured.

His thoughts were interrupted by the arrival
of his roommate Donald Chesterson who was at the top of the class.
The other cadets all looked up to him for his savoir faire, good
looks and deep intellect. They also thought it ironic that he have
someone like Ludlow Dooley as a roommate.

Chesterson began pulling off his West Point
uniform. “Well, we won’t be wearing these again, hey, old man?”

“I guess not,” Ludlow said.

“Say, I couldn’t help but notice your parents
yelling at you. I hope it wasn’t anything serious.”

“No,” Ludlow said sadly. “Father just made me
feel as if I’ve been wasting my life and haven’t accomplished a
thing.”

“It’s because you’re going to that new
outfit, isn’t it?” Chesterson observed. He picked up his own new
army cap that bore the insignia of the Corps of Engineers. “You
should have studied harder, old man. I told you that many times
during the past four years.” He began to change into his new army
blues. “You just didn’t concentrate enough, Dooley.”

“I guess I should have done a lot of things
differently,” Ludlow admitted. “I fear I’m not going to amount to
much no matter what course I choose to follow. In the Army I’ll
serve in an isolated, unpopular unit. If I choose to be a civilian
I’ll have to be an engineer and build bridges and things. I hate
engineering! So I’ll end up living off the charity of my father
with a useless job in his bank.”

“A lot of fellows would be happy to trade
places with you,” Chesterson quipped.

“Maybe it’s time for me to do something,”
Ludlow said. “You know, really do something! Like take an
unfortunate situation and work it into a triumph.”

“Listen, Ludlow, old man, you’re a nice chap,
really,” Chesterson said. “But I’ve seen you struggle with your
studies, get beaten senseless in the boxing ring, fall off horses,
be refused dances at the cadet hops, and God knows what other
terribly embarrassing things. Chuck it all and go with your father.
It’s for the best, believe me.” Chesterson finished dressing and
checked himself in the mirror. “Well, I’ll send an orderly to
finish my packing and pick up my things. So long, old chap, and
best of luck, hey?”

Ludlow watched him leave, then turned his
attention back to his own set of army blues. After a few moments he
slowly began to take off the cadet gray. Five minutes later he
stood in a full U.S. Army officer’s uniform bearing the rank that
his country had bestowed on him: Second Lieutenant of Cavalry. He
walked up to the mirror and stared at his reflection. After a
moment he saw more than himself. His concentration fell on the
uniform and everything it stood for. Officers wearing army blue
were not supposed to falter or whimper. They made up their minds,
by God, and charged ahead.

Ludlow saluted himself and assumed a
determined expression on his face. “Indian Territory, here I come.
Ready or not.”
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