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The problems started almost as soon as Brand
and Bodie accepted an assignment to track stolen weapons into
Mexico for an old army friend of Brand. There was also the matter
of a kidnapped young woman to complicate the mission.

Before long they had to fight off border
raiders and the Apache renegades who wanted their wagonload of
guns.

And even when they reached the stronghold of
the man dealing in stolen weapons and risked their necks to make
sure they were disabled, Brand and Bodie had to find the girl
before making their way back across the treacherous desert with
violent men on their trail.

The two fighting men were forced to use their
deadly skills and survival instincts to simply stay alive as they
headed for the border. But there was something else in them that
wouldn’t be denied. Neither man had any intention of leaving any of
tthe enemies on their backtrail alive.
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Chapter One

 


Colonel Alex Mundy
watched and waited for the two men he was expecting
to meet at Latigo Halt. The remote location suited Mundy fine. It
was a far cry from his commanding office situated within the
confines of his army fort. Right now Latigo Halt was important to
his current assignment and contrary to military expectations it
suited his purpose.

Latigo Halt was little more
than a way stop in the middle of desolate border country
north of the Bravo. A lonely spot with
little appeal unless a man had little going for him and simply
needed somewhere to break his journey. It survived on the trade
offered by passing travelers. Infrequent stage coaches stopped to
water their teams. Give them a rest and food before continuing
across the rugged land. Inside the adobe structure was an
indifferent store and a makeshift bar. To one side of the building
stood a crude stable, a storage shed and a corral holding a cavvy
of horses and mules. A small, constant spring coming from deep
underground, offered water, and it had been this supply that had
been the catalyst that prompted the building of Latigo Halt. In the
sun-scorched terrain any spot that offered water became a
godsend.

Mercado Cadiz owned
the place. A man of powerful appetites and a
lust for money in any shape or form. Cadiz indulged his urges to
excess. A heavy, overweight individual with crude manners - or none
of such - he ran his place with a hard hand and a lack of
morals.

Physically unattractive, his
body liable to extremes when it came to adding weight, he
shuffled around his establishment, always
clutching a short whip in his pudgy hand. Always ready to use it if
he felt the need.

The house rules were inflexible.
Laid down by Cadiz and maintained by Cadiz.

No credit given under any
circumstances. Cadiz never wavered on that.
If a man was unable to pay his way he was thrown out by the pair of
bleak eyed bouncers employed by Cadiz. Any resistance could get a
man severely beaten - then thrown out. There were a number of
unmarked graves out back. Men who had taken offence at the
treatment they received and who had attempted retribution. Both of
Cadiz’s bouncers, as well as being extremely hard men, were more
than proficient with the holstered guns they wore and on the
occasions those guns were drawn wounding a victim was not an
option.

Alex Mundy had heard the
way Mercado ran his place and made no
outward effort to buck the house rules. He had turned up at the
halt, dressed as a passing rider in range clothes and unshaven.
There was nothing to indicate he was a serving officer of the line.
Mundy looked and played his part well. He ate a meal of beans and
chili-spiced tamales
filled with pork, washed down with home-brewed
beer. Mundy took a second beer and attempted to quell the burning
rage in his throat and fought back the tears threatening to flood
his vision. He was far from a novice when it came to indigenous
forms of spiced food but Cadiz obviously maintained a close
association with the devil himself when it came to hot
food.

‘You enjoy Mercado’s food,
yes?’ he said.

Mundy managed a half-smile.

‘Let’s say I ain’t had
anything like it in a long time.’

The Mexican grinned,
exposing his large and yellow teeth. ‘It
takes a real hombre
to eat my food so readily.’

He planted his formidable
bulk close to the table. By the rich odor he
emitted Mundy took a guess Mercado ate a great deal of his spiced
food himself.

‘You are waiting for
someone? You look out of the door often.’

Mundy admitted his presence
had been noted. Not what he had wanted. It took a fast
explanation to cover his tracks.

‘Couple of old friends. Supposed to meet up here then
travel over north. Been promised work on a
local ranch. Man has to go where the work is.’

‘Very thirsty work on a
ranch. Much dust. Sun very hot.’

‘Time for another beer
then, amigo.’

Mercado nodded and turned
around, shuffling his way to the bar. When he returned, carrying
another glass of beer Mundy saw the men he was waiting for stepping
inside and catching his eye.

‘Better bring two
more, senor. For my thirsty friends.’

Mercado went back to the bar.

‘Fellers, you been keeping
me waiting,’ Mundy said. ‘Beer’s on its way.’

‘Took slightly longer than
we figured,’ Jason Brand said.

‘Hell of spot you picked,’
Bodie said. ‘I hope this beer will take away the dust in my
throat.’


Chapter Two

 


Brand and Bodie
were as dust rimed as Mundy. Unshaven and
definitely dressed down in travel-stained clothes. Hats sweat
marked and boots well worn. They were portraying the evidence of
men long on the trail.

As soon as Mercado
brought their beers they downed half of each
glass in hefty gulps. Indicated to Mercado they wanted second
glasses.

‘I think I might like your
friends,’ Mercado said. ‘And I will like them more if they keep
buying my beer.’

Brand waited until they
were briefly alone.

‘He the one?’

Mundy nodded.
‘Guilty as charged.’

‘And he’s the one running
this operation?’

‘Mercado Cadiz.
The Jefe. This
side of the border he’s the man.’

Brand leaned back as Mercado
delivered the fresh beers.

‘My compadres will take your food,’
Mundy said. ‘They are hungry men.’

‘I will bring
it.’

Bodie rubbed at his unshaven
jaw, his eyes tracking the movement of Mercado’s bouncers.

‘Not sure I like the way
that pair are eyeing us up.’

‘That’s their job,’ Brand
said. ‘Keeping an eye on potential troublemakers.’

‘Do I look like a
troublemaker?’

Brand took a swallow of his beer. He didn’t offer any reply to
Bodie’s remark

They kept talk to a
low murmur and let Mercado deliver food and more
beer.

‘Damn these
tamales are
hot,’ Bodie said. ‘See now why you keep ordering more
beer.’

Mercado disappeared behind the bar. One of the bouncers followed him.
The remaining man took a seat in the far corner of the
room.

‘I got that feeling they
don’t exactly trust us,’ Brand said.

‘With what they have running
would you trust anyone?’

‘I see your
point.’

‘May be a dumb question,’
Bodie said, ‘but if you know what they’re up to why not get the
cavalry in to shut them down?’

‘It’s a fair point,’ Brand
said.

He dragged the makings from his shirt and rolled a quirley,
struck a match on the edge of the table and lit up. He was long out
of his usual slim cigars.

Mundy sipped his
beer. Said, ‘We need to locate the end of
the line of these wagon loads of weapons Mercado is sending down
south. Find and stop whoever is brokering these deals. I’ve been
given the assignment and not much time to put it together. Which is
why I sent for you two. My best option. My only option.’

‘Thanks for the vote of
confidence,’ Brand said.

‘I wouldn’t trust anyone
else to carry this out.’

‘Now he’s flattering us,’
Bodie said.

‘I never knew you were so
sensitive,’ Brand said.

He caught the sudden change
in Mundy’s expression as he glanced towards
the door. He had seen something he didn’t like.

‘Damn
...’

Brand threw a
fast look over his shoulder and saw a stocky figure
clad in soiled buckskins and heavy boots moving forward. The
newcomer was staring at Mundy, face twisted into a hard
mask.

He was jerking the rifle
he carried in at Mundy.

‘Sonofabitch,’ he said. ‘We got a damned
army man here, Mercado. Shoot
the bas ...’

The rifle fired, exploded with a heavy sound. The bullet scored the top
of the table, showering Mundy with splinters.

Mundy arched back off his seat.

And
almost together Brand and Bodie rolled off theirs, clawing at
holstered guns.

Confusion reigned for
long seconds.

Bodie angled his gun at the bouncer as the man drew his own weapon
and jerked it on line. The manhunter’s revolver exploded with flame
and smoke, the .45 slug slamming into the bouncer’s chest. He
stumbled back. Went down hard.

In the same moment Brand
snapped off a shot at the rifleman, his slug
hitting the man in the left shoulder and tumbling him back against
the doorframe.

Mercado and the
second bouncer erupted from behind the bar, both
wielding guns and the room echoed to multiple shots. It was a few
moments of madness as guns exploded, wreathing the space with
powder smoke.

Bodie put a slug in the
bouncer’s head, knocking him off his feet.
As he went down the bouncer’s outflung arm slammed across Mercado’s
face. The blow put Mercado off balance and he fumbled his
shot.

Brand and Mundy
fired together, putting slugs into Mercado’s
body. He fell back with a high yell, sliding along the bar and
slamming face down on the hardpacked floor.

Bodie shook his head at the unexpected outcome.

‘Mundy, if you had any kind
of plan I think it just got shot all to hell,’ he said.


Chapter Three

 


Three dead men
and one wounded.

Alex Mundy had a bloody face
from wood splinters.

‘It took me two weeks to set
this up,’ the Colonel said.

‘All they can do is bust you
down to private,’ Brand said.

Mundy scowled at him. ‘You’re no help.’

A ragged moan came from the man by the door. He was clutching a
hand to his shoulder, blood trickling between his
fingers.

‘Least we got one who can
talk,’ Bodie said.

He holstered his gun
and crossed to where the man lay, scooping
up the fallen rifle and casting it aside. Ignoring the man’s pained
cries Bodie hauled him to his feet and deposited him in a
seat.

‘Who is he?’ Brand
said.

‘Sully Cantrell. Works out
of the fort from time to time,’ Mundy said. ‘Horse wrangler.
Sometime scout. Personally I wouldn’t give him the time of day. But
I had no idea he was in with Mercado.’

‘Seems he might be working
the opposite side of the trail,’ Bodie said. ‘He likely would have
put a bullet in you if he’d been a better shot.’

‘Oh, I won’t forget
that.’

‘Anyone going to help
me,’ Sully said.
His voice was low, full of self-pity. ‘I got shot.’

‘So you did, son,’ Bodie
said. ‘I figure it must hurt you some.’

Sully’s face had paled under his tan as he clutched his wound.
Blood oozed between his fingers.

‘Hurts real bad.’

‘No doctors around here,’
Brand said. ‘You, mister, are going to suffer.’

‘Damn you. I need
help.’

‘Help us first,’ Mundy
said.

Brand said,
‘I’d been of a mind that shot could have been a
damn sight more lethal.’

‘Way I see it we could put a
rope round your neck and hang you right now,’ Bodie
said.

‘You cain’t do
that.’

‘Whose to stop us? Nobody
around to see. It’s what you deserve,’ Mundy said.

Sully stared at him.
‘I done nothin’ to you. Goddam blue belly.’

‘See now,’ Brand said,
‘talking that way isn’t going to get you any help.’

‘How about a trade,’ Bodie
said. ‘Tell us what we need know and we’ll fix your
shoulder.’

‘Tell
what?’

‘No games, Sully. The
missing girl. Esther Kimberley. The wagon deliveries. Where
they go and who collects them.’

‘Mebbe I don’t know
anything.’

‘In that case,’ Mundy said,
‘we need to ride out. Leave you here to deal with your own
shoulder.’

Sully
panicked. Sweat beaded his face.

‘You have to help me. It’s
the Christian thing to do.’

Bodie gave a laugh.
‘Suddenly he’s got religion. Son, if it was down to
me I’d sooner walk away right now. Leave you to bleed all over the
floor. I ain’t forgot you were shooting at us a minute
ago.’

‘I need a drink. Something
strong. Pain’s getting’ awful bad.’

Mundy crossed to the bar,
stepping around the bodies lying there. He
chose a bottle of whisky. Showed it to Sully.

‘Give me something useful
and you get a mouthful.’

‘Where do the wagons go?’
Brand said.

‘South. Across the Bravo.
Into Mexico.’

Mundy held
out the bottle and allowed Sully a quick
gulp, then removed it.

‘Hey.’

‘A location. Across the
Bravo ain’t much to go on,’ Bodie said.

‘Village called Hermosa.
It’s where they take the wagons. Taken to meet the
buyer.’

Sully got a second
swallow. Whisky dribbled from his slack
mouth, running across his stubbled chin and down his
front.

‘My shoulder. Please,
fellas, I told you what I know.’

He slumped to one
side. Bodie took a close look at his
wound.

‘Slug came out the back.
Made a big hole and likely hit bone’ he said. ‘If we don’t stop the
bleeding he’s going to lose more than just blood.’

‘We need him to tell us
more,’ Brand said.

Over the next half-hour they
worked on the semi-conscious man. Cleaning
his wound and binding it with whatever they could find. Sully
yelled a lot. He fell unconscious halfway through.

‘Least he’s quiet now,’
Brand said.

With Bodie’s help Brand slid the bodies across the floor and into a far
corner.

Bodie wandered behind the bar and located the small kitchen. Heated
water on the crude stove and made a pot of coffee.

Later Brand took a look out
back and checked the stable and shed. He
found what he was expecting. A battered wagon with a canvas-covered
load. When he lifted the sheeting he found a cargo comprising boxed
rifles and gunpowder. Lead ingots and bullet molds. Brass bullet
casings. When he told Mundy the man managed a smile.

‘If we check the serial
numbers on those guns I figure they’ll tally with the consignment
missing from the military armory in Houston.’

‘At least we got them back,’
Bodie said. Then he saw the expression on Mundy’s face and didn’t
like it. ‘I missing something?’

‘We have to deliver that
cargo,’ Mundy said. ‘Make it look genuine so it leads us to the man
doing the deals already passed on. The buyers. And maybe the
girl.’

‘Hell of a risk.’

‘I’m guessing Hermosa is
just part of the trail. We have to stop the guns going any further.
We can’t try to pass off an empty wagon,’ Brand said.

Bodie shook his
head. ‘Every time I partner you I get into
something that’s liable to blow up in my face.’

‘If this does go wrong
blowing up could just be the answer.’

tmp_5b36a0b7fbf2d7ec95a7a348a60958d3_llaSth_html_2a1b54f9.jpg
PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING





tmp_5b36a0b7fbf2d7ec95a7a348a60958d3_llaSth_html_681d9a3d.jpg
NEIL HUNTER

BODIE MEETS BRAND 3:

TWO GUNS
SOU'I'H

blCéADlLLY
PUBLISHING






cover.jpg
THEY'RE BACK ... AND THIS TIME THEY REALLY MEAN
BUSINESS!

eI ER

WESTERN FICTIONEERS' LIFETIME ACHIEYEMENT AARD WINNER!






