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To be made welcome at the
town called Hell in the Palo Duro, a man had to have a price on his
head and be willing to share his loot with the mayor. If he did, he
would be safe from the law. By arrangement with their chief, the
Kweharehnuh Comanches protected Hell and kept away unwanted
visitors.

Being determined to wipe out
the outlaws’ stronghold, but wishing to avoid starting an Indian
war, the Governor of Texas asked a friend for help. So Ole Devil
Hardin’s floating outfit set off on another dangerous assignment.
Not only did Dusty Fog, the Ysabel Kid and Waco have to get by the
Kweharehnuh, they had to try to stay alive once they reached the
town called Hell.
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For everybody who attended
the 1970 Corgi Books Salesman of the Year dinner. In the sincere
hope that your hangovers were as bad as mine.


 


 


Publisher’s Note:

As with other books in this series, the
author uses characters’ native dialect to bring that person to
life. Whether they speak French, Irish, American English or English
itself, he uses vernacular language to impart this.

Therefore when Scottish characters use words
such as “richt” instead of “right”; “laird” for “lord”; “oopstairs”
for “upstairs”; “haim” for “home”; “ain” for “own”; “gude sores”
for “good sirs” and “wha” for “who” plus many other phrases, please
bear in mind that these are not spelling/OCR mistakes.


Chapter One – Don’t Come After Me






The Ysabel Kid, Waco and Sheriff Ian Laurie agreed that
there were several puzzling aspects about the way in which the
Glover gang had been acting since robbing the bank in Wichita
Falls.

It was not so much the fact that Andy
Glover had quit his normal hunting grounds in Eastern Texas. Having
received orders from Governor Stanton Howard, the Texas Rangers had
launched a vigorous campaign to stamp out the lawlessness which was
flourishing m the Lone Star State. Naturally the owlhoots in the
more civilized eastern counties were the first to feel the
pressure.

Nor was there too much of a surprise
in discovering that, having brought off a successful robbery for
the loss of one man, the gang did not cover the twenty or so miles
to the Red River to cross into the Indian Nations. Working in
conjunction with the Texas Rangers, the Army and U.S. marshals
planned to run out the outlaws who had settled in that
territory.

Having learned of that policy, which
had not been kept a secret, Andy Glover might have decided that
Indian Nations no longer afforded a safe refuge. Yet, on the face
of it, neither did the route he and his men had been following for
the past three days.

During the gang’s flight from Wichita
Falls, the Kid had shot and wounded one of them. Questioned about
his companions’ destination, the dying outlaw had replied to the
effect that they were going to hell in the Palo Duro. He had died
before he could clarify the statement. At first, the sheriff of
Wichita County had regarded the words as a lie designed to send his
posse off in the wrong direction, or the deranged utterings of a
man in mortal pain. All the evidence now pointed to Billy Robinson
having told the truth.

There had been some debate on the first afternoon of the
hunt about whether the posse should make camp on the gang’s trail
at sundown, or head for the Red River and search out Glover’s
crossing point in the morning. Accepting the Ysabel Kid’s
suggestion, Laurie had decided to make camp. It had proved to be
the correct decision.

Soon after moving off the next
morning, the posse had found that the gang’s tracks veered sharply
to the west. Using the old cavalry technique of riding for an hour
at a fast trot, then halting, removing the saddles and allowing the
horses to roll, graze and relax for fifteen minutes, they were able
to make better time than the outlaws. Slowly, but surely, they were
closing the distance between them and the Glover gang.

Continuing the process of riding and halting until some of
the horses were too tired to roll, the posse had reached the Pease
River about twenty miles above its junction with the Red by
nightfall. They had been in the vicinity of the Box V ranch house
and Laurie had sent men in search of information and fresh horses
to keep up their rapid pace.

The gang had swung well clear of the ranch, but returned to
the river and kept going upstream. On reaching the point where the
North Pease—as it had become—swung sharply to the south-west, the
gang had gone north.

Making good time, the posse had tracked their quarry across
what would one day become Hall and Briscoe Counties to the Red
River’s Prairie Dog Town Fork. On crossing over, they had
discovered that the gang had once more headed west. That appeared
to rule out the possibility of Glover returning to the Indian
Nations after having laid a long, false trail. It could also mean
that he had selected his route in the hope of bluffing the posse
into turning back.

On coming to the junction of the Swisher Creek and the
Prairie Dog Town Fork, Laurie had once more sought information and
fresh mounts. Each had been found at Dan Torrant’s Lazy T ranch.
According to Torrant, there had been no sign of the outlaws near
his house. However, one of his men had claimed to have seen signal
smoke to the west. Torrant was of the opinion that the gang would
turn back once they had become aware of it.

Sheriff Laurie had faced a difficult decision. Although he
wanted to take back the gang and its loot, he felt himself
responsible for the lives of his posse. In addition to the Ysabel
Kid and Waco, he had along his brash, hotheaded young deputy, Eric
Narrow, and four citizens. Skilled fighting men, the latter quartet
each had a family in Wichita Falls. So Laurie had wondered if he
was justified in taking them into the Palo Duro country.

While the other Comanche bands had made peace a few years
earlier, due in some part to the Ysabel Kid’s efforts,
1 the Kweharehnuh, Antelope, band had refused to do so.
Returning to the wild, virtually unexplored canyons, draws and
hillocks of the Tule and Palo Duro country, they had continued to
live in the traditional Nemenuh 2
manner and were
known strenuously to resent trespass on their domain.

After long, deep thought, Laurie had
concluded that Glover knew he was being hunted and intended to
bluff them into quitting. Believing that the gang would turn away
before reaching the area from which the signal smoke had been seen,
he had told the Kid to keep following their tracks.

Now the sheriff wondered if he had
guessed wrongly.

Instead of turning away, the gang’s trail had led the posse
straight towards the location of the smoke. Then the Kid had made
an interesting—and puzzling—discovery. A man had met Glover’s
party. Telling the sheriff to let the horses rest, the Kid had
backtracked the newcomer. Returning thirty minutes later, the Kid
had said the man had sent up the smoke signal from the top of a
hill which offered an excellent view of the surrounding terrain. He
had also claimed that the man walked like an Indian, but rode a
shod horse; hinting at mixed blood. Whoever he might be, he had
accompanied the gang westward after the meeting.

Much to Deputy Narrow’s undisguised annoyance, Laurie had
consulted the Kid on what the posse ought to do next. They had
closed the distance separating them from the gang to slightly over
a mile. Given reasonable luck, they would catch up and capture the
outlaws during the night. Against that was the danger of coming
across a Kweharehnuh hunting party. If it should happen, the Kid believed that he
could avert trouble and might even be granted permission to keep
going after the gang.

On Laurie putting the situation to the
posse, they had agreed to stay with him. Apart from Narrow, they
had faith in the judgment of the Ysabel Kid. Possibly the deputy
shared it, but he had no intention of letting it be known. To
someone who did not know the facts, that faith might have seemed
strange, or even misplaced.

Around six feet in height, the Kid had a wiry frame
suggestive of untiring and whipcord-tough strength. Every item of
his clothing, from the low-crowned, wide-brimmed J.B. Stetson hat,
through bandana, vest, shirt, Levi’s pants to the flat-heeled
boots, was black in color. On a gunbelt of the same sober hue, he
carried a walnut-handled Dragoon Colt butt forward in a low
cavalry-twist holster at the right and an ivory-hilted James Black
bowie knife sheathed at the left. Across the crook of his left arm,
encased in a fringed buckskin pouch of Indian manufacture, rested a
Winchester Model ’66 rifle.

The armament appeared out of keeping, taken with the
handsome, almost babyishly-innocent aspect of his Indian-dark face.
Or might if one discounted his red-hazel eyes. They implied that a
savage, untrammeled wildness lay behind the black-haired Texan’s
youthful exterior.

Slouching apparently at ease on a horse borrowed from the
Lazy T, with his magnificent white stallion—which looked as untamed
as its master—loping bare-backed at his side, he exuded a sense of
being more Indian than white. People who knew him were aware of how
close that came to being true.

Although his mother had died giving birth to him, Loncey
Dalton Ysabel had survived to be raised as a member of the
Pehnane—Wasp, Quick-Stinger, Raider—Comanches. His maternal
grandfather, Long Walker, was war chief of the Dog Soldier lodge.
From that source, his father—an Irish Kentuckian called Sam
Ysabel—being away much of the time on the family’s business of
smuggling, the child had learned all the subjects a brave-heart
warrior was expected to know. 3

By his fourteenth year, when he had ridden off on his first
war trail, the boy had already gained the man-name
Cuchilo
by virtue of his
skill in using a bowie knife. To the Mexicans along the Rio Grande,
where he had helped his father on contraband-running expeditions,
he became known as Cabrito, the Kid. The Texans with whom he had come into contact
called him first Sam Ysabel’s Kid, then changed it to the Ysabel
Kid. Members of all three races were unanimous in their opinion
that he would become a fighting man second to none and he had
fulfilled the predictions. Maybe he was not real fast with his old Dragoon, but he
could claim few peers when it came to accuracy in using a
rifle.

At the outbreak of the War Between the States, the Kid and
his father had joined Mosby’s Raiders. The Confederate States’
Government had soon found an even more useful purpose in which
their specialized talents could serve the South. So they had spent
the remainder of the hostilities collecting shipments of essential
materials from Matamoros and delivering the goods across the Rio
Grande to the authorities in Texas. Whilst doing so, the Kid had
increased his reputation of being a bad man to cross.

Bushwhack lead had cut down Sam Ysabel soon after the War
had ended. While searching for his father’s killers, the Kid had
met a man who changed the whole course of his life. The Rio Hondo
gun wizard, Dusty Fog, had been conducting a mission on which the
peace between the United States and Mexico hung balanced and the
Kid had helped him bring it to a successful conclusion.
4 At the same time, the Kid had also
avenged his father’s murder. That had left him with the problem of
what to do next. Smuggling was unprofitable in the War-impoverished
Lone Star State and, without his father along, it had no longer
appealed to him. So he had accepted Dusty Fog’s offer and joined
the OD Connected ranch’s floating outfit.

In that way, a potentially dangerous young man had been
transformed into a useful member of the community. The people of
Texas could be grateful that he had. His Comanche-trained
skills—silent movement, locating hidden enemies and remaining
concealed from keen-eyed searchers, how to follow a track or hide
his own trail, exceptional ability with a variety of weapons and at
horse-handling—would have made him a formidable outlaw with no
exaggerated notions about the sanctity of human life. However,
since joining the elite of General Ole Devil Hardin’s ranch crew,
he had used his talents solely for the cause of law and
order.

On resuming the hunt, the Kid had told
Waco to handle the tracking. Instead of studying the marks on the
ground, the Kid concentrated his efforts on scouring the terrain
ahead. Having seen the youngster, whose only name was Waco, read
sign during the hunt, Laurie raised no objections. The sheriff knew
that the Kid was acting in a correct manner and was better occupied
in locating an ambush should one be attempted.

Maybe two inches taller than the Kid, Waco had a spread to
his shoulders that hinted at a powerful frame fast developing to
full manhood. In dress and appearance, he was a typical Texas
cowhand. Blond, blue-eyed and handsome, he wore two staghorn-butted
1860 Army Colts in the carefully-designed holsters of a well-made
gunbelt. He too sat a borrowed horse and led his big, powerful
paint stallion. A Winchester Model of 1873 rifle dangled from his
right hand.

Like the Kid, Waco had once teetered
on the verge of the owlhoot trail. Where smuggling might have
brought the Indian-dark young man into conflict with the law, Waco
could easily have turned into a wanted, desperate
killer.

Left an orphan almost from birth by a Waco Indian raid, the
blond youngster had been raised as part of a North Texas rancher’s
sizeable family. Guns had always been a part of his life and his
sixteenth birthday had seen him employed by Clay Allison. In that
tough wild-onion crew, noted for their boisterous ways and
generally dangerous behavior, Waco had perfected his ability to
draw fast and shoot accurately. Living constantly in the company of
older men, he had grown sullen, quick to temper and ever ready to
take offence. It had seemed only a matter of time before he would
become involved in that one shoot-out too many which would have
seen him branded as a killer, with a price on his head.

Fortunately for Waco, that day did not come. From the
moment that Dusty Fog had saved his life—at considerable risk to
his own—the youngster had started to change for the better.
5 Leaving Allison, with the Washita
curly-wolf’s blessing, he had found himself accepted as a member of
the floating outfit. From the other members, who treated him like a
favorite younger brother, he had learned many useful lessons. His
skill in handling revolvers had not diminished, but he now
knew when as well as how to shoot.

Six miles had fallen behind the posse
since the Kid had relinquished his post as tracker. Suddenly he
brought his horses to a halt.

‘Stay put, boy!’ he
ordered as Waco’s head swung in his direction.

‘Yo!’ the youngster
answered.

‘Hold it back there, sheriff,’ the Kid went
on, looking over his shoulder. ‘I’m going to make some talk to
them Kweharehnuh bucks up ahead.’

‘Kweh—!’ Laurie began, motioning to Narrow and
the townsmen to stop and advancing to join the cowhands. ‘I don’t
see ’em!’

‘They’re there,’ the Kid
assured him. ‘So stay put. No matter what happens don’t start
shooting and don’t come after me.’

‘We won’t,’ promised
Laurie.

‘That goes for you more
than any of them, boy,’ the Kid said, eyeing his companion
coldly.

‘I hear you,’ Waco
drawled.

‘Mind you do it then!’
growled the Kid.

‘You’d reckon he didn’t
trust me to do it,’ Waco commented to the tall wiry peace officer,
as the Kid transferred to the white stallion’s bare back without
setting foot on the ground.

‘Maybe he knows you,’
Laurie replied.

‘I’ll fix his wagon,’ threatened the young blond, without
denying the allegation. ‘When we get down to home, I’ll lay all the
blame on him for us being late back.’

On their way home after a successful
and profitable trail drive to Mulrooney, Kansas, the floating
outfit had called at Bent’s Ford in the Indian Nations. Dusty had
found a telegraph message from Ole Devil awaiting his arrival,
telling him to call and see the Governor of Texas at Austin. Doing
so had created something of a problem. Part of the trail herd had
belonged to a friend who ranched near Throckmorton and had been
unable to make the drive. After some discussion, it had been
decided that the Kid should deliver the friend’s share of the money
brought in by the cattle.

Sharing the Indian-dark cowhand’s aversion to wearing
formal clothes and a necktie—which would most likely be expected of
him when visiting the Governor—Waco had volunteered to accompany
the Kid. They had been in Wichita Falls during the bank robbery and
offered their services to the sheriff. Before setting out with the
posse, the Kid had notified Dusty of their actions by telegraph.
Neither of them felt any qualms at turning aside from their duty,
knowing that Dusty and Ole Devil would approve of them doing so
under the circumstances.

‘What’s up, Ian?’ Narrow
demanded as he and the four townsmen gathered around the
sheriff.

‘The Kid’s seen some
Kweharehnuh
and’s going to talk
to them,’ Laurie replied. ‘Keep your rifles on your saddles and
don’t nobody shoot unless I give you the word.’

A low rumbled mutter of surprise rose from the men. They
all tried, without success, to locate the Indians which the Kid had
claimed he was going to interview. Ahead, the range was little
different to the kind of terrain through which they had traveled
all day. Rolling, broken by folds, mounds and draws, it hardly
seemed capable of offering hiding places for a large body of men.
Apart from the solitary, black-clad figure on the huge white
stallion, there was no sign of human life in front of them. As
usual, Narrow was inclined to scoff.

‘They must be a hell of a
long ways off,’ the deputy declared. ‘I can’t see hide nor hair of
them.’

‘Which’s likely why the
sheriff had Lon and not you riding the point,’ drawled
Waco.

Although Narrow let out a hiss of
annoyance, he made no reply. Early in the hunt, he had found out
that his assumption of tough superiority did not impress Waco. So
he sat back in his saddle and watched the Kid with an air of
disbelief. At the moment, Narrow found himself tom between two
desires. While he looked forward to a fight with the

Indians, he also hoped the Kid would
prove to be wrong. Then the sheriff would stop listening to the
cowhand and pay more attention to his deputy’s opinions.

‘Reckon he’s joshing us about
them Kweharehnuh, Waco?’ asked a posse man called
Bretton.

‘He wouldn’t know how at a
time like this,’ the young blond replied.

With each sequence of hoof-beats in
the stallion’s walking gait carrying him deeper into danger, the
Kid maintained his ceaseless vigilance. Detecting the whole of the
Antelope party might spell the difference between life and death.
So, although he slouched casually as if a part of the horse, he had
never been more alert.

Give them their full due, the Kweharehnuh braves sure knew how to keep out of a
man’s sight. Like the Kid, they must have taken seriously their
childhood games of nanip’ka, ‘guess over the hill’, in which the players had to hide so
that the one who was ‘it’ could not locate them. It offered mighty
good training in concealment as well as for the discovery of hidden
men.

That is, all but one of them remembered the lessons
of nanip’ka.

Flattened on a slope behind a fair-sized rock, the solitary
transgressor had allowed the single eagle’s feather of his
headdress to rise into view. He must be a tuivitsi 6 fresh from horse herding and on his
first man’s chore. Happen he did not improve his technique, he
would never make a tehnap 7
much less reach the
honored state of tsukup. 8
The feather’s
movement in the breeze had been sufficient to attract the Kid’s
attention and so spoiled what would have been an effective
ambush.

The nearer the Kid rode, the more uneasy he became. So far,
he had picked out twenty braves and feared that there might be
others still hidden from him. A gentle touch on the reins of the
stallion’s hackamore ended its forward motion about sixty yards
from the nearest located Indian. That ought to leave him sufficient
distance to turn and get the hell back to the posse happen things
should go wrong.

Gripping the rifle at the wrist of the butt and end of the
barrel, he elevated it above his head. That allowed the
Kweharehnuh
to see the red,
white and blue patterns on the buckskin container. With such a
well-planned ambush, there must be a tehnap present who would be able to identify the
medicine symbols. If so, they would know the container to be a Dog
Soldier’s medicine boot; given to each member of that hardy, savage
lodge on his initiation.

Three times the Kid raised and lowered the rifle. Then,
taking his right hand from the butt, he turned the rifle so it
pointed forward with the barrel still in his left fist. After that,
it was just a matter of waiting. He had let them see the medicine
boot and made a sign identifying himself as a Dog Soldier who asked
to make talk. That put the play into the Kweharehnuh’s hands. The next move must come
from them.

It came!

Rearing to kneel on the rock, the tuivitsi who had betrayed the ambush flipped
the butt of his rifle to his shoulder and pressed its
trigger.


Chapter Two – You’re Not About to Be Coming
Back

 


‘They’re attacking him!’ screeched Bretton as
the young Kweharehnuh brave appeared and fired in the Kid’s direction.

‘Come on!’ Narrow shouted,
starting his horse moving. ‘Let’s go—!’

Remembering the Kid’s orders and seeing that his
amigo
had not been hit,
Waco jumped his horses to swing into the other men’s
path.

‘Stay put!’ the youngster snapped and the fore-grip of his
Winchester slapped into his left palm as he prepared to enforce the
demand should it become necessary. ‘Lon’s all right and he’s not
high-tailing it back here.’

‘Do like Waco says!’ the
sheriff commanded. ‘Form a line, just in case, but hold your fire
unless I tell you different.’

When the bullet flung up dirt less than a yard in front of
his horse, the Kid uttered a silent prayer that the posse would not
attempt to intervene. He stiffened just a trifle, alert to pivot
the stallion around and go like a bat out of hell should the need
become apparent. So far, only the tuivitsi had thrown lead. Other Kweharehnuh came popping out of their
hiding places, many of which hardly appeared to offer enough cover
to conceal a jackrabbit. However, they made no hostile
gestures.

With a sensation of relief, the Kid noticed that a few
obvious tehnap and a war bonnet chief were present. The latter barked an
order for the tuivitsi to refrain from further shooting. That indicated a
willingness to talk. On the other hand, to add to the Kid’s
concern, he observed that every man—even the youngest
tuivitsi—carried a rifle.

And not just a rifle!

The weapons they held were all repeaters!

Looking closer, the Kid saw the big side-hammers and
distinctive trigger-guards of Spencer carbines. In addition to
brass-framed Winchester Model of 1866 ‘yellow boys’, there were a
few all-steel Model ’73’s. What was more, from the raw
tuivitsi
to the war bonnet
chief, each warrior had at least one belt with bullet-loaded loops
on his person.

‘Who are you, white man?’ called the chief
in the quick-tongued dialect of the Kweharehnuh. ‘You wear the clothes of a
ride-plenty, but signal that you are a Pehnane Dog Soldier.’

‘My name is Cuchilo, the Knife,’ replied the Kid, using
the slower-spoken Pehnane accent fluently. ‘My grandfather is Long Walker. I come to
make peace talk with my Kweharehnuh brothers.’

‘I have heard of Long Walker, and
of Cuchilo,’ the chief admitted as the Kid rode up to him. ‘But it is
said that you are now a white man. And all men know that Long
Walker eats the beef on the reservation.’

‘Long Walker has made peace with the white
men, as did chiefs of other bands,’ answered the Kid, watching the
braves coming closer to hear what might be said. ‘Just as I now
live with them. But if any man doubts that I am still one of
the Nemenuh—’

While addressing the chief, the Kid had eased the boot from
his rifle and draped it across the stallion’s neck. Giving no hint
of what he planned to do, he let the one-piece reins fall, swung
his left leg forward and up, jumping to the ground on the horse’s
Indian side. 9
As he landed, he
snapped the Winchester to his shoulder. Now his left hand held the
fore-grip, while the right inserted its forefinger into the
trigger-guard and curled the other three through the ring of the
lever. Almost as soon as his feet touched the ground, he had the
sights laid. Three times in a second and a half, blurring the lever
through its reloading cycle, he sent .44 caliber bullets spinning
from the muzzle.

Once again Waco displayed his quick grasp of the situation.
Realizing from the Kid’s apparently passive acceptance that
the tuivitsi’s shot had been no more than a test of
courage, the blond cowhand had been waiting for his
amigo’s
response. Knowing
him, Waco had expected the answer to the challenge to be something
sudden and dramatic.

‘Keep the guns down!’ Waco
warned, even before the Kid’s Winchester had started to crack.
‘He’s all right.’

Shock twisted at the tuivitsi’s face as he realized that the black-dressed
ride-plenty, cowhand, was lining a rifle at him. Before he could
make a move to counter the threat, bullets started slamming between
his spread-apart knees and spattering his bare legs with flying
chips of rock. Letting out a startled yelp, he bounded into the
air. Coming down, he slipped from his perch and landed rump-first
on the ground. Although the descent and arrival proved painful, he
retained his grip on the Spencer carbine. Spitting out furious
words, he tried to raise it and avenge his deflated ego.

Having expected such a reaction, the Kid was already
bounding forward. Giving the tuivitsi no opportunity to point the Spencer his way, he
lashed up with his left foot and kicked it from the other’s hands.
In a continuation of the attack, the Kid elevated his Winchester
and propelled its metal-shod butt against the side of the brave’s
head. Down went the tuivitsi, flopping limply on to his side. Without sparing his victim
as much as a glance, the Kid returned and vaulted afork the
stallion’s seventeen-hand back as if it stood no higher than a
newly born foal.

Hoots of laughter burst from the stocky, thick-bodied
warriors in the antelope-hide clothing. Like most Indians, the
Comanches had a lively sense of humor when amongst their own kind.
They had appreciated the manner in which the Kid had handled their
companion. That had been the way of a tehnap dealing with a tuivitsi who had forgotten his proper station
in the band’s social structure. Fast, painful and very
effective.

No matter how the Kid might be dressed, the
Kweharehnuh
braves now accepted
that he was a Comanche. Every action he had made since being fired
at by the tuivitsi had been that of an experienced name-warrior.

‘Well, chief,’ challenged the Kid. ‘Am I
still Nemenuh?’

‘You are still Nemenuh, Cuchilo,’
confirmed the
chief. ‘I am called Kills Something.’

‘The fame of Pakawa has reached my ears,’ the Kid said
conventionally, using the other’s Comanche name.

‘Why do you bring white men into the land
of the Kweharehnuh, Cuchilo?’

That had an ominous ring to it. Normally there would have
been more talk; a lengthy delivery of compliments, or an exchange
of tribal gossip. So the Kid felt puzzled by its omission.
Something else was wrong, too. With Glover’s gang so near, the
warriors must have seen them. Yet there had not been time for
the Kweharehnuh to have killed the five men silently and then taken up
their ambush positions. It seemed unlikely that Pakawa would permit the smaller party to
pass and go for the larger.

‘We are hunting for
thieves,’ the Kid answered frankly, knowing that stealing from
one’s own people rated as a serious crime amongst the Comanches.
‘The men who went by here not long ago.’

‘What is it you want from
us?’ Kills Something inquired, but his voice held no hint of making
an amiable request for information.

‘To go after them and take
them back to their people.’

‘No!’

‘They are like mad wolves,
Pakawa,’
the Kid pointed
out. ‘As long as such live, nobody, red or white, is safe from
them.’

‘I must still say no,’ the
chief stated.

‘Can I ask
why?’

‘It is the order of
Paruwa
Semehno and
the medicine woman Pohawe. They say that no white men, except the chosen, may enter
our land.’

‘And the four white men
and the half-breed are the chosen?’

‘Yes. The man of no people has the
medicine, so we let them pass. Tell the men with you to turn
back, Cuchilo.’

‘What if they won’t do
it?’

‘You are a tehnap, Cuchilo,’ Kills Something replied. ‘So
you will know when it is time to fight and when to ride away. There
are three of us, each with a repeating rifle, for every one of you.
If you come, there will be dead men in the Land of Good Hunting. I
do not think they will be Nemenuh. And tell the one with the star to think well on
what he orders. There are young braves with me who want to count
coups. Let them taste blood, and they will go, looking for more. If
they do, many will die.’

‘All this I will remember,
Pakawa,’
promised the Kid.
‘May your squaws give you many children.’

With that, the Kid turned his stallion
and rode towards his companions. He did not look back. To do so
would be discourteous in that it would imply a lack of trust in the
warriors he was leaving.

‘When do we take out after ’em, Kid?’ demanded Narrow,
before any of the others could speak.

‘I don’t reckon we can,’
the Kid replied flatly.
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