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		Author’s Note



The Jubal Cade books have never carried dedications, but as this may well be the last I should like to thank those friends and colleagues who have aided and abetted the production of twenty-two titles.

So, a group dedication to Terry Harknett (who started it all), to Laurence James, Mike Stotter, Dave Whitehead, Nick Austin, Andy McKillop, Nick Sayers and Dick Clifton-Dey (whose superb covers have sometimes dictated the content). To – of course  –  all the loyal readers. And, so far as this one is concerned, to Samuel Bowles, whose Our New West provides much of the source material.

Thank you all.

Charles R. Pike. 1982









 



		Chapter One





ADJUSTING THE WICK of the kerosene lantern so that the flame threw a clearer light over the papers stacked neatly on the scarred surface of the desk, the man sat down. The lantern was shaded, so that his face remained largely in darkness, the only other illumination the sparkle of starlight dusting the bare boards of his room. His hands, lit bright where they rested on the desktop, were soft, with long fingers, stained blue-black about the bitten nails. For a while they toyed with the metal-knibbed pen as the man stared blankly into the shadows, then began to move purposefully as he grunted and began to write.

He penned a brief address: George McReady, Editor, Chicago Tribune.

Then he paused, eyes fastened on the blank sheet as though he willed words to appear there. None did, and he smiled slightly as he shook his head and set the pen to work…

I have arrived in Denver after a journey of some twenty hours from Cheyenne. I will bore you with no more accounts of stage travel here on what we still call the Frontier. Suffice it to say that the ride was uneventful and the Plains are finally behind me. Ahead looms the magnificence of the Great Divide, but for now I am content to leave the mountains to their rest whilst I take a little of my own – I can assure you, George, that for one more accustomed to a streetcar traveling a Chicago boulevard, the saddle and the stage coach are chastening experiences. But our esteemed journal requires the utilization of my humble talents to portray to our readers the scope of Our New West, and so I must suffer.

At least, for a few days I may suffer in relative comfort, here in Denver. Though do not fear, George, that I shall allow this time to go idle. Far from it! I am in pursuit of what I deem to be a most intriguing story. One that began, incredibly enough, in our home of Chicago!

But I run ahead of myself. I am tired and I must ask you to forgive me: I seek merely to record these matters whilst they remain fresh in my mind. For it may chance that I am required to quit Denver at short notice, and in that event I do not know when I shall again be in a position – indeed, in a place – to send a further missive.

I arrived in Denver not long after dawn yesterday. The account of my journey is enclosed, and tomorrow I shall record my impressions of the city. For now, however, I intend to concentrate on a more personal tale; one that I find intriguing, and one that that knack of mine you refer to as my ‘nose’ tells me is worthwhile.

After the journey I required only sleep on something other than bare planks. I required a hot tub and a measure of what passes here for whiskey. These needs satisfied, I betook myself to the streets in search of some eating house of local note. I found myself in an establishment that billed itself as The Denver Grill & Rib Room, and which served a most passable, if somewhat grandiose, steak. My fellow diners were of a variety I have come to expect here in The West. That is to say, there was little of social distinction in either their dress or their manner, the result being that it is impossible to discern who may be the rancher and who the cowboy, the only real difference being between the business classes of Denver and the be-Stetsoned riders of the range.

Thus my attention was drawn to a single man, eating alone in the corner of the room facing my own position. In a crowd I might well have overlooked his presence, for there was nothing about his physiognomy or mode of dress that was immediately striking. Yet I sensed about him an air of tension that seemed at some variance with his general demeanor, which was otherwise what I can only describe as mild. He was dressed soberly in a suit of gray cloth cut in the English manner, clean and neatly pressed, but clearly past its prime. A gray derby - I suppose that if his suit were of English cut, then his hat would be a bowler - lay upon the table at his left. The chain of a gold Hunter spanned his vest, and when he rose to leave (with myself not long behind) I saw that he wore a gunbelt with a pistol holstered upon his waist. In itself, the presence of that Westerner’s tool was not unusual, but here it seemed to contrast dramatically with the cut of his clothes.

Physically, he was not impressive. I would estimate his height at around five and one half feet, his physique slim, but suggestive of strength. His age I would estimate to be beyond his thirtieth year, but he could be either younger or older. His hair was black and cropped close to his skull, his eyes brown and deeply set in a visage framed by high cheekbones and a firm jaw, supporting a generous mouth. I noticed that his front teeth were broken, as though some heavy blow had rendered jagged the lower edges, and that pale scarring spanned the bridge of his nose. His hands were surprisingly delicate, yet not soft; but nor did they sport the callouses of a working man. In general appearance, he might have been a salesman or a store-keeper, yet I could not believe he pursued any such mundanely respectable occupation. Nor did he appear to my admittedly untutored eye to be a cattleman.

I was at a loss to guess his occupation, and that irked my professional pride, so I hit upon the notion of following him and engaging him in conversation. And I am glad that I did!

When he rose, affording me an opportunity of making the detailed examination described above, I was quick to settle my account and follow.

He left the Grill and Rib Room to make a leisurely promenade along the boardwalk. The street was busy at this time of night and I saw that he stood somewhat shorter than most of the folk about him, a fact which did nothing to impede his progress, for he paced the boards with a firmness that served to clear us both a passage. He halted outside a saloon with bright-lit windows and a bevvy of those women who frequent such establishments taking the night air on the porch. I, too, halted, studying the establishment as though pondering its merits, so that the ladies of the night took us both for prospective customers. We found ourselves assailed with invitations of a lewdness I have not previously encountered, and, as you know, I am a man of some experience.

My quarry took it in good part, as though accustomed to such ribaldries, touching his derby to the ‘ladies’ and murmuring something in a voice too low for me to be able to hear what was said. He went through the ‘bat’s wing’ doors and I followed with alacrity.

The saloon was known as The Denver Palace Pride, and the proprietors had clearly taken this title as their theme, for the interior of the lengthy room was decorated in a manner suggestive of some uninitiate’s conception of regal abode. Baroque chandeliers lit the room, together with side lanterns of the same vulgar patterning, their light falling upon woodwork carved in somewhat grotesque scrollery, apparently attempting to emulate those coats of arms found in the more ancient and noble English homes. Items of armor and antique weaponry were hung upon the walls, several of the shields and breast-plates, I noticed, marred by the indentations of shot. As is customary in these places a long bar presented itself on one side of the room, a staircase on the other, leading - needless to say - to the quarters of those ‘ladies’ met upon the porch. There were the usual games of chance: poker, faro and (perhaps less usual west of the Mississippi) a roulette wheel.

I followed my quarry through the crowded drinkers to the bar, and when he called for whiskey I did the same, accepting a glass and a corked bottle from the saloonkeeper.

At this moment, he turned towards me and demanded to know why I was following him!

I was somewhat taken aback, for I have prided myself modestly on my skills of observation and pursuit, and proven myself more than once adept at the art of self-camouflage. However, I adroitly concealed my surprise and set a brave face upon it.

‘I merely chance to be here,’ said I. Taking a night-cap before retiring.’

‘You were in the grill,’ he returned. ‘Watching me.’

The tension I had felt present in him before was acute now. I saw that his features were somewhat drawn, as though anger served to tighten the skin covering his cheekbones and causing his nostrils to flare slightly. There was what I can only describe as a ‘dangerous’ light in his eyes, and with an odd incongruity, I saw that the scarring I had remarked earlier across his nose seemed to pale as his anger grew.

I deemed confession the wisest course, and revealed my credentials.

He studied them for a moment, the anger seeming to drain from his features as abruptly as it had appeared, and then he smiled. His face was immediately changed so that he appeared younger, almost youthfully handsome. I must confess that I felt considerably relieved.

I suggested that we secure a table, to which he agreed, finding us a spot from which, I noticed, he was able to see most of the room as we talked. In consequence, I asked him if he was seeking someone. To which he nodded, adding with some degree of bitterness, ‘But he’s probably not here.’

When he continued no further with any explanation, I saw that I had touched upon a subject perhaps best left for some later point in what I even then sensed was to be a relationship rather more than casual. I said no more on the matter, enquiring instead his name.

‘Jubal Cade,’ he replied. ‘Doctor Jubal Cade.’

When he pronounced his title I sensed a curious mixture of emotions. He was proud. I felt sure, hut there was also regret and some cynicism., too I was, furthermore surprised by the announcement, wondering if it might be genuine, or some gratis ennoblement from an unknown ‘quack’ fraternity. I asked him of what practice.

‘Medicine,’ he answered, calmly enough.

I enquired as to where his shingle might be found, and he answered that he did not practice in any fixed place, but rather where and when he was needed. Again I sensed that reserve and considered the wiser course of action to be the careful steering of our conversation on to topics acceptable to him, but that would also permit me to come gradually to this matter I felt to be central to his disposition. I poured us both whiskey and set to the exercising of my journalistic skills.

To encapsulate what would otherwise be a somewhat rambling discourse, I give you the bare bones of his history:

Jubal Cade was a name given him for no particular reason by the worthies tending the orphanage in which he spent his youth. And that orphanage, George, was in Chicago! A direct and personal link for our esteemed readers! He was raised there, a foundling with few friends, smaller than most of his compatriots, and thus a victim of their rough humor. He learnt to fight (and I am in a position to vouch for his abilities in that violent art) to protect himself. Further, he discovered a propensity for marksmanship when he, and a friend, discovered an ancient rifle in the basements of the orphanage.

The friend with whom he learnt to shoot was, I gather, the only friend he had during this period, and Doctor Jubal Cade still carries a memento. It would appear that the beat of the war-drums separated the friends, for at the commencement of the War Between The States, his comrade rallied to the Union, whilst Jubal, in pursuance of his burgeoning physician’s skills, was to take up a scholarship in England. The next he heard of this boyhood companion was that he was dead, killed in battle, his last request that Jubal should receive in memory of him, the Spencer carbine he carried. The weapon was duly delivered, and Cade carries it to this day, its fundamentals unchanged save for its conversion to the rifle mpde.

In England, Cade’s fortunes waxed. He studied the healing arts, becoming an adept surgeon and a competent physician. Further, he married the daughter of his professor - another area I sensed was for now forbidden me.

His studies completed, he set sail for America, no longer alone, but with a bride at his side. His intention was noble: to practice his skills in that place he deemed in most need - The Frontier. Landing in New York, he obtained a wagon and proceeded westwards across Pennsylvania. It was a rude re-introduction to his homeland, and a starker meeting for his wife, Mary!

He speaks little of this time, so of necessity my details are now brief to the point of reticence. However: they encountered trouble along the road in the form of villainous agents of the very man who had sold them the vehicle! Thus were they prompted to form a ‘train’ with another family encountered along the way, the Prescotts. Bandits attacked them, slaughtering the Prescott family save for one boy, Andrew. And he was blinded by a stray bullet!

Were that not sufficient burden for any one man, the same road agents perpetrating the attack fell upon a town, their leader murdering Mary Cade before riding free!

I knew, without any need to ask, that the man, Lee Kincaid, was the reason for Jubal’s alertness, for the tension I had felt in him.

His story was not ended there, however, for he was suddenly bereaved, yet encumbered by his sense of responsibility to Andrew Prescott. Andy, as he calls the boy, was delivered to the Lenz Clinic in St. Louis, and Jubal was required to find the wherewithal necessary for the fees whilst seeking the murderer of his wife. He had, whilst attending the Lenz Clinic, attracted the attention of a prominent local businessman and his wife. It would seem that Andy bore a marked resemblance to their recently- deceased son, and that the wife, in consequence, suffered a fixation on the boy. The husband, Ben Agnew, attempted first, to ‘buy off Jubal, then to lure him into an ambuscade. Jubal both refused and escaped, returning to St. Louis to confront Agnew, who promptly attacked him. In the ensuing struggle, Agnew’s pistol discharged, killing his own wife! For this, he blamed Jubal, promising to extract revenge. Indeed, he went so far as to hire a ‘regulator’, or - to put it more exactly, though perhaps a shade less delicately for some ears - a hired assassin. This man stole Andy from the clinic in an attempt to bait a trap for Jubal. And in the fight that resulted, Andrew Prescott died!

Thus Jubal Cade is a doctor without a practice. He has no one, and devotes his life to finding the man who murdered his wife.

Is it not a splendid story, George? It has gripped me, even to the extent that I suggest a line to surmount the page, one that will attract the attention of our readers:

Trained to heal - but born to kill!





 



		Chapter Two




JUBAL’S EYES SCANNED the saloon as the newspaperman spoke. He felt mildly amused by the interest he obviously aroused, but was not so intrigued he failed to make a habitual study of the place for Lee Kincaid. The newspaperman was called Howard Lamar, and as he drew out Jubal’s story, Jubal saw that it contained the elements of obsession. He smiled to himself, thinking that to Lamar it probably sounded crazy. Which didn’t matter in the slightest. He was in Denver on the heels of yet another rumor - probably as fruitless as all the others he had followed-up over the years - that a scarfaced man wearing matched Colts was holed up outside of town. It was as possible as it was unlikely: it was all he had.

He lifted his glass and asked Lamar, ‘You think I’m crazy?’

The newspaperman shrugged, angular shoulders hiking high the black frockcoat covering his thin torso. He frowned, wrinkles striating his sunburnt forehead, and fixed a blue-eyed gaze on Jubal’s face.

‘Most men would let the authorities handle it.’

‘And let Kincaid escape.’ Jubal poured liquor. ‘The law doesn’t have the time.’

‘Then no,’ answered Lamar. ‘I don’t think you’re crazy. Unusual, certainly. But not crazy.’

Jubal went on smiling and the newspaperman asked, ‘When you find him? What will you do then? Report him to the constables?’

Jubal’s face hardened for an instant, the expression of pent-up rage Lamar had seen earlier returning. Then he chuckled: a harsh, bitter sound.

‘I’ll kill him.’

That might well be construed as murder,’ Lamar suggested. ‘At best it is vigilante justice/

‘It’s justice.’ Jubal said. ‘I don’t have time to wait on the law. He could go free.’

Lamar nodded, eyes hooding momentarily as he saw that he trespassed. He changed direction.

‘You think he may be here?’

‘Maybe.’ Jubal shrugged. ‘Maybe outside of town.’ 

‘Denver is a growing city.’ Lamar toyed with his glass. ‘How do you hope to find him?’

‘I ask around,’ came the reply. ‘I keep my eyes open. He’s the kind of man doesn’t go unnoticed for long.’

The newspaperman nodded, face thoughtful. Then: ‘I should like to accompany you. Is that possible?’

‘Why?’ asked Jubal.

‘A story!’ Lamar’s thin features got excited. ‘A story of great human interest.’

‘Maybe you’re crazy.’ Jubal’s smile showed the ragged teeth at the front of his mouth.

‘No.’ Lamar shook his head earnestly. ‘Trust me. I know my business, and I have a truly great story in my grasp. Love, death, revenge - epic themes! Besides, you were born in Chicago, so my readers will look on you as a hometown boy.’

‘It could be dangerous,’ Jubal warned. ‘You could get hurt.’

‘My friend, I am a newspaperman.’ Lamar said it as if that explained everything. ‘I am writing a series of articles on Western life.’

‘And death?’ Jubal grinned.

‘Where necessary,’ agreed Lamar. ‘I have seen more than one gunfight. And suffered an attack by hostile red men.’ 

‘You could slow me down,’ Jubal said. ‘Get in my way.’ Lamar drew himself up, shoulders squaring as he stared at Jubal with something like affronted pride showing in his eyes.

‘I am a professional,’ he said, setting an emphasis on the last word. ‘Nor am I unacquainted with danger. I assure you, Cade, I would not prove an encumbrance. Besides,’ he paused dramatically before continuing, ‘what you propose must surely skirt the fringes of the law at the very least. Were you apprehended - were there any witnesses - might you not find yourself on trial for murder? You might need a friend then. And who more effective than I? A respected newspaperman, with a mighty journal behind him? And another thing – as the representative of The Chicago Tribune, a great many doors are opened to me. I could be useful in that respect.’

It was an argument Jubal was forced to acknowledge. Alone, he might easily miss Kincaid—if the scarfaced killer was in Denver—while two men could cover the town more easily and a good deal faster. And what Lamar said about the newspaper made sense – people were more likely to open up to a correspondent from Chicago than to a wandering doctor with vengeance on his mind.

Balanced against those considerations were the problems he had already stated. Lamar could get in his way or slow him down. But there was no reason he need allow that to happen: if Lamar slowed him, he could ride on. There were no ties between them other than self-interest.

‘All right,’ he said, ‘you got a deal. On the understanding I don’t wait up for you.’

‘A deal!’ Lamar extended his hand, shaking heartily. ‘And a story!’

Jubal got his hand back and sipped whiskey, glancing around. Somewhere outside he heard a clock strike, the clanging of its bell under the babble of sound filling the saloon. The room was crowded, men jostling one another to reach the bar or jamming tight against the tables. Farther down, the faro box was clicking and light reflected off the polished rim of the roulette wheel.

‘Where do we start?’ Lamar asked. ‘Have you spoken to the marshal?’

‘Yeah.’ Jubal nodded. ‘Nothing.’

‘A second approach might be useful,’ Lamar suggested. Then the hotels.’

Jubal nodded, his attention caught by a sudden swirl of movement around one of the poker tables. Lamar swung round, following his gaze to where the crowd was pulling back. He climbed to his feet to get a better view.

There was some kind of argument going on, voices lifting loud enough that they carried over the surrounding conversations, imposing a tensing silence on the long room. Five men were on their feet around a baize-topped card table. A bottle of whiskey stood half finished at the centre, glasses by the cards dropped on the surface. Three of the players were backing edgily
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