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For a couple of months, the streets of San Francisco were a tragic battlefield.

The gunmen dedicated themselves to looking for their weakest rivals in the business and hunting them as best they could, and at that time the city's cemetery was a pilgrimage of coffins that had to wait rigorously for their turn to give them the opportunity to provide them with a space to rest in a once forever ...

The Adventurer is a story belonging to the Far West collection, a collection of novels developed in the American Wild West.
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ARMISTICE MANAGEMENT

San Francisco, the pearl of the Pacific, vibrated with exaltation, with unusual joy, with people attacked by the highest fever; it was like a colossal madhouse, so big that madmen seemed to be loose in it, when in fact they were locked in that exotic patch of wild coastline.

Those were the exalted times when gold, being the lever of the world, could be assured that it was worthless because of its abundance, and yet people fought and coldly killed each other to possess it and the most daring men of the four cardinal points , they came to San Francisco attracted by its splendor and by the easy way to win it, provided that it was understood as easy to possess a hard heart, a suicidal impetuosity and an agile and cultivated hand wielding the colt.

With these elements it was possible to live splendidly and treasure the yellow metal; Anyone who had "killed his man," and by killing a man meant having dramatically suppressed a rival as dangerous as himself, had the absolute franchise to be the owner of whatever he wanted. The personal value of individuals was quoted the same as gold, and although there were many who aspired to become a good stock tradable in that tough market, every day they fell in droves, because their excess of them would have made life impossible for them. others.

The main street of San Francisco, long thoroughfare, heart and brain of the city, Third Street and some others of outstanding importance were full of sumptuous and striking premises, where gold flowed as in an overflowing melting pot. Anyone who had made a good poster and intended to exploit it without running excessive avatars to earn money, used to establish a bar or a gambling den, sure that alcohol, the cheerful and easy-going girls who served as bait and the gaming tables would fill their pockets, with no more logical expositions than those derived from the exploitation of vice.

But there came a time when those who understood the business differently, weighing the issue, considered that the profits of gambling den owners and gamblers were excessive for what they risked, and their sharp wit established a new mode of exploitation of the people.

The method was to impose a daily fee on all the premises, in exchange for which they would allow them to continue exploiting their customers without a third dangerous intervention by the inventors.

It is true that there were rebellions to allow themselves to be subjugated in that comfortable way, but a few mass assaults, some arson and two or three murders of recalcitrant owners to pay the tribute somewhat tamed the nerves of the others and all, accepting the least evil. , they chose to pay that strange contribution.

Not with this the conflict was resolved. A new one emerged from it, which was to define who had the "right" to collect the fee.

Each gunman with some strength assumed this right and there came a time when the fleeced, seeing themselves in constant harassment by some and by others, and fearing that not even with the total profits they would obtain enough to cover so many mouths, they decided to put I curb abuse, refusing to pay through thick and thin.

It was already good that one "the strongest" participated in their benefits as a compensation to allow them to obtain them, but not eight or ten, which made the cow something so flaccid that it was not going to give of itself to anyone.

It was then that Konny Foot and Michel Fritt, the two boldest and best organized of all the gunmen, decided to put some order in that chaos that was sapping their profits. If the product was distributed among many, it would be scarce, and since it was no longer the hostility of the owners of the gambling dens, but the competition between those of the same litter, they decided to start clearing their path of obstacles.

For a couple of months, the streets of the city were a tragic battlefield. Both, separately, dedicated themselves to looking for their weakest rivals in the business and hunting them as best they could, and at that time the San Francisco cemetery was a pilgrimage of coffins that had to wait rigorously for their turn to give them the opportunity to provide them with a hole where stand once and for all.

The cleanup was so bloody that the few who were left to continue the battle realized it was suicide to continue. They were the least and least powerful, and of their own free will they withdrew from the competition, dedicating themselves to promoting their income by other means no less reprehensible, but which did not touch the fiefdom of the two gunmen.

And so a day came when only Foot and Fritt stood face to face.

They were both strong, daring and tough, and both had elements, rough and hardened to support them; then the fight became more tragic and more complicated, because both of them knew the terrain they were treading and what the enemy in front of them was worth.

But as the self-esteem of each one was going to feel hurt if it gave way after many successes, to resolve the situation they decided to undertake a fight of colossi, and using all kinds of cunning and daring blows they tried to eliminate themselves.

But the matter was not as easy to resolve as it seemed. There were many casualties on both sides "casualties that each one rushed to cover immediately" because there was never a lack of elements willing to be part of the band to live well, and therefore, despite the casualties, nothing was achieved to incline the balance in favor of one of the two bosses, until both, who were not stupid, thought that the time was coming to parley and seek an advantageous solution, but that would not leave them in a ridiculous situation.

It was Foot who thought about it first, and after thinking about it and exchanging impressions with his most prominent men, he decided to test the waters.

It was not a very viable undertaking to contact his rival. The two feared each other and both took drastic precautions so as not to give the other the facility to eliminate him, and for this reason something had to be invented that would put them in contact without immediate danger and without suspicion when conducting the interview.

Then Foot thought of the best person to arrange the interview. This person was Agnes Desher, "California Beauty," as the bronze people of San Francisco called her. A blonde of provocative and attractive beauty, a woman already curdled in life and with a fortitude worthy of the toughest gunman, since she had rolled through all the mining fields, and by dint of skill, of knowing how to exploit her beauty and not feeling scruples to win money, he had raised quite an excellent capital, which enabled him to establish a magnificent gambling den on the street of San Francisco, which was attended by the best and most turbulent of the city.

Agnes, skillful, had managed to capture the friendship of both leaders. The two threatened her at first, they both demanded a large sum from her for letting her live in peace and exploit the gambling den at her pleasure, and she had tamed both of them, getting her to stay out of all tribute as an exception.

Nobody knew about the kind of trickery that she appealed to to achieve it, and only she mattered, but Agnes, a practical and suggestive woman, had hinted more than once that this was not the best procedure to solve the conflict, since they would live in perpetual war biting his own tail without reaching anything definite.

The two used to visit her a few times. It was true that when they did, they appeared well guarded by the cream of their guardians, fearing to run into their rival, and both felt a special attraction for that energetic and brave woman, who disdaining their sex and endowed with an aggressiveness Extraordinary, she hadn't been afraid to settle in the roughest and wildest city in all of California, exploiting, in addition, the roughest and most compromising business imaginable.

In their conversations with Agnes, the two of them had been irreducible. Their vanity as gunmen could not compromise with a denigrating pact, because they had lost face with their men and this was more dangerous than suffering a shooting defeat in the middle of the street. But, as circumstances demanded, Foot felt that he should listen to Agnes's advice and consult with her. Her power, her attraction and her cunning as a woman were weapons that, when well wielded, could do much to resolve the conflict.

So one night, surrounded by his six best men, Foot showed up at the gambling den. It was crowded with miners, gamblers, livelihoods, people of high rank in the town, and to top it off, enlivened by a chorus of pretty and provocatively dressed girls, who were the best hook that "the Californian Beauty" could put on her fishing line. fish customers.

And for this, Agnes's somewhat autumnal beauty should not be overlooked. This was a very good-looking blonde, still with a smooth and well-made-up face, the owner of a pair of large, deep black eyes that knew how to play with mischief or naivety, as it suited her to disarm the most determined in front of her, and She was endowed with a slender and well-groomed body, which she enhanced with wisely tailored dresses toned in color, cut to better enhance her person, and also possessed a collection of valuable and eye-catching jewels that gleamed in the light of the oil lamps, making her more eye-catching. its silhouette.

A rare thing in a city as rough and bustling as that one; only once did someone, a little mistaken, try to appropriate his jewelry box. Taking advantage of a carelessness, he managed to slip into Agnes's private rooms, where he hid himself determined not to leave without the coveted loot.

She must have suspected something or something she had invented to know if someone entered her private rooms, because when she retired to them quietly and without asking for the help of the men she had at her service to guard the premises, she armed herself with the two small revolvers which he always kept hidden in his pockets and pushed the door open with his foot stepping aside.

When the intruder, believing that Agnes was entering, stepped forward with a revolver in hand to intimidate her, she found herself without knowing how with two ounces of lead on her chest. Properly directed, the thief only lasted long enough to realize the mistake he had made, since five minutes later he was in a position to appear in the mortuary census of the town.

But Agnes was a very refined woman, and she was not content to calmly and courageously eliminate danger. He needed to make it public and launch an alarm call to those like that one who might be too dazzled by the shine of his jewels, and calling the most trusted man he had in the gambling den, he ordered:

“Billy, carry that carrion and take it to where you find a tree with strong branches. Hang him on it and put this paper on his chest for those who are curious to know it to read.

The paper said briefly:


"She was killed by Agnes Desher, 'California Beauty', for trying to steal her jewelry by raiding her rooms."



The ad was healthy. The Golden Herald, the city's most widely circulated newspaper, picked up the story and commented on it to its liking. Agnes was an institution in San Francisco and everything that affected her interested both the neighborhood and the floating population.

The event was commented on in all tones and in all gambling dens and recreational venues, and, as she claimed, it was a forceful warning that prevented her from new temptations to plunder.

This was the intermediary Foot had chosen to resolve his differences with Fritt. If she wanted "and was sure she would", she could arrange the interview with her rival on neutral ground, where neither would have to fear the other.

That night Agnes was in her glory. The tables were working at full capacity, the counter bar was packed with customers who drank without tax, and the other tables that occupied the center of the joint were occupied by an audience so crowded that they barely had space to move, and by If that was not enough, the state senator had felt happy visiting the joint and gallantly courting its owner, despite being a man in his sixties and paunchy, dominated by asthma and somewhat clumsy when walking due to his severe attacks of rheumatism.

But the senator was a somewhat theoretical power, but a power in San Francisco, and Agnes did not disdain to flatter him and go along with him, sure that at any moment of need she would make him go head over heels for her benefit.

When he saw Foot appear, he smiled expressively, showing between the painted red of his lips the immaculate snow of his fine and well-cared teeth.

Motioning him to come forward, he indicated the table that he always had reserved for his friends, and Foot, going forward, ordered his men to keep watch and at the same time not lose sight of him.

Agnes sat next to the gunman, commenting:

Hello, Foot. I have not seen your cute mustache for more than three weeks. That is a humiliation for my suggestive person and I will have to complain against you. Are you so busy sending people to hell that you don't have time to visit a good friend, or are you ... afraid to go out because of the cold of the night?

“A little bit of everything, Agnes, why should I deny it? "Replied the gunman smiling cynically." You know the weather in San Francisco well and you know that, at certain times, particularly at night, it is not very healthy. My precious health is very demanding.

“What use are all those good-looking guys who accompany you as your shadow?

"Oh! Against a hurricane of lead arising in the shadows of the night, all clothing is insufficient. The Empire of Shadows is great, but it has its drawbacks as well.

"It's true. So how dare you come tonight?

"Because I need to talk to you.

She, staring at him, replied:

“It will not be to resurrect that of the operating canon or to repeat to me again that you like me, that you would form a partnership with me and even that you would take me to New York to live as an oriental princess. That is already well spent, Foot.

"Shut up that viper's tongue, Agnes," replied the gunman. You know that you are my weakness and I excluded you from the payment of benefits. As for the other, I have given up on repeating it to you because I have convinced myself that you are too green a fruit to nail the tooth.

Despite the fact that some spiteful assure that I am already too mature?

"Good. There are fruits that when they begin to ripen give a feeling of hardness and you are one of those. But let's get this matter down to the point. I have something more important to talk to you about.

“Don't disappoint me, Foot! "She assured making a mischievous gesture of spite." For a woman who aspires to always have men on their knees and at their feet, that is an insult. What is it about?

"I would like to speak with you quietly," Foot assured, glancing around them. " I need to expose you an idea that I have been maturing and I need your advice.

"Ah! Women who look young, but are old, usually have enough life experience to advise beardless toddlers like you, don't we, Foot?

"Don't be scathing, Agnes," Foot replied. Your instinct and your wisdom have nothing to do with your age, but with what you have lived and seen. I have not been wrong in anything that refers to you.

Except for making love to me. You know that this is a microbe that does not find a place to prey on my beautiful person.

“Don't claim victory in spite of everything. If one day it finds a loophole to stick its poison in you, that day you will be lost.

“That's why I disinfect myself daily. Here, this is the key to my rooms. As I am not afraid of criticism, go up to the gallery, open up and wait for me there. In a while I'll be by your side to listen to you.

He gave her a loving pat on the face and got up. Foot approached one of his men, exchanged a few words in a low voice with him, and disappeared down the regal staircase that, opening in two branches to the right and left, led to the gallery.

His bodyguards stood guard near the staircase and Agnes, after chatting with the senator, who had decided to put a few dollars on the roulette wheel, went up to look for the gunman.

He was waiting for her, lying indolently on a divan dock next to a small table where he found a bottle of whiskey and cigarettes. The soft light of a lamp hung from the ceiling cast its reflections squarely on Boot's face, while his revolver radiated metallic reflections, placed almost next to the bottle and within the fastest reach of his hand.

Agnes took a deep look at him, trying to encompass with her gaze everything she could read in the sparkling black eyes of the savage gunman, that man with harmonious lines, flexible waist and serene face, who was one of the greatest powers in San Francisco.

And this time she found him different from others. Now he looked like a tired and aged man. His eyes, always cheerful and a bit mocking, retained the same brightness, a feverish glow, like a hardness of radiance that denounced him as a hard man that he was, but deep wrinkles were marked on his forehead, perhaps of worries, if not it was scary, and the corners of his thin lips were sketched in slight folds that seemed to have put three or four more years on him than he had.

But they were only details seen through the inquisitive gaze of a shrewd and overly observant woman. Apart from these details, he was still the virile, strong, flexible and tough man, in his full vigor, who continued to maintain the hegemony that he proposed to achieve in the town, when a year ago he arrived astray as one of many and that by courage, fierceness and cunning managed to become the leader of one of the most fearsome bands of the pearl of the Pacific.

He had lit a cigar and his glass of whiskey was half full. Agnes cheekily sat opposite him in a provocative attitude and exclaimed wryly:

“What happens to the baby from San Francisco who needs the advice of Mom Agnes? Speak up, doll, and tell mom who makes you suffer.

He ignored the spicy jokes of "California Beauty" and replied:

“I have come to
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