
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_724c27e3d501259f19bd6fe60bce82f2_tsm15Z_html_2a1b54f9.jpg]

The Home of Great Western Fiction!


 


The Brotherhood for Southron
Freedom’s message had gone out through the ex-Confederate
States.

Give money to buy
arms!

Make ready for the day of
reckoning with the Yankees!

THE SOUTH WILL RISE
AGAIN!

In Texas, the unscrupulous
leaders of the Brotherhood had gathered a band of desperate,
dangerous men and armed them with repeating rifles. Belle Boyd, the
Rebel Spy, now working for the U.S. Secret Service, was on their
trail. As she saw evidence of their growing strength and power, she
knew that she would need help to defeat them.

So she sent a message to her superiors, telling all she had learned
and offering a solution to the menace.

She said, ‘Send me three
regiments of Cavalry... or Dusty Fog!’
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For my bueno amigo Louis
Masterson, in the hope that he will give Morgan Kane a decent
gun.


 


 


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 – Death to All Traitors

 


 


The sign at the side of the
stage read, ‘MELANIE BEAUCHAMPAENE & TEXAS, Cowgirl
Magic’.

There were few male members of
the audience who would have objected to sharing their campfires
with such ‘cowgirls’. Each wore a skin-tight, sleeveless, black
satin blouse of extremely extreme décolleté, ending short enough to leave its
wearer’s midriff exposed. The riding breeches, of the same glossy
material, clung so snugly that every curve, depression and movement
of the hips, buttocks, thighs and calves showed tantalizingly. They
had black Stetsons set at jaunty angles on their heads. Hessian
riding boots graced their feet. Each had on a gunbelt, with a
revolver in its holster.

Of equal height, Melanie
Beauchampaine was a tall, slender girl; although anything but
flat-chested, skinny or boyish in appearance. For all that, she was
out-done in the matter of a figure by the rich, voluptuous curves
of her beautiful assistant. A close observer might have noticed
that Texas’s left eye was blackened and Melanie had a thickened top
lip, hinting possibly at a disagreement between them over some
matter.

Whatever the cause of
controversy had been, the girls displayed no sign of it. They were
a trifle nervous, but that might have been on account of the
quality of certain members of their audience. The Variety Theater
in San Antonio de Bexar was that night acting as host to the
Governor of Texas, Stanton Howard, and several prominent figures in
the State’s all-important cattle industry.

Nervous or not, the girls had given a
good performance of magical tricks. They had been a fitting climax
to a pleasant show. Clearly, however, they were coming to the end
of their act.

‘And
now I would like the assistance of a few gentlemen,’ Melanie
announced. Seeing several male members of the audience rise
hurriedly, she went on, ‘With so many handsome volunteers to choose
from, I do declare I don’t know who to take.’

‘We’d
best pick them quickly, Melanie,’ Texas suggested, speaking in a
similar Southern drawl to that of her companion. ‘If we don’t,
they’ll stompede all over us.’

‘Why
sure,’ Melanie agreed. ‘Let’s be tactful for once, shall we? I
think all you boys had better sit down and we’ll get somebody a bit
further away. They won’t be coming on the stage, anyways.’ Waiting
until the men had returned to their seats, she waved a hand towards
the guests-of-honor’s box. ‘Perhaps his Honor, the Governor, will
oblige?’

‘I
wish I was the Governor,’ yelled one of the disappointed
candidates.

‘The
job has to have some consolations,’ Governor Howard pointed out, standing
up.

‘May I
ask Captain Dusty Fog to take part,’ Melanie called, ‘without being
thought to be making favorites?’

‘Go
on, Dusty,’ the burly rancher known as Shanghai Pierce suggested.
‘It’ll make up for you losing out on that beef
contract.’

‘We
haven’t lost it yet,’ the well-dressed young man whom the rancher
had addressed replied and came to his feet.

‘No
bickering, boys!’ Melanie warned. ‘This is a peace conference
you’re all here for.’ Swinging towards the box on the opposite side
of the theater, in which were seated the same ranchers’ foremen,
she said, ‘Now let me see, how about you, Mr. Figert?’

‘Which
shows you’ve got right good taste as well as beauty, ma’am,’
drawled Miffin Kennedy’s segundo as he stood up.

‘If I
get something like that said to me, I’m picking the next one,’
Texas declared. ‘Mr. Counter, will you make our other
assistant?’

‘Why
I’d admire to assist you, most any old time, ma’am,’ declared the
handsome blond giant to whom the words had been
directed.

Going by the glance Melanie threw at
her assistant, she had not expected the interruption. However, she
made no comment on it.

‘Now
Texas will go into the magic box,’ Melanie announced, indicating
the large, gaily-painted but as yet unused structure standing in
the center of the stage. ‘We will see what happens
next.’

‘Mind
you-all drop me on top of the handsomest of them, Melanie,’ Texas
requested, opening the door and showing the empty interior of the
box, then entering.

‘Why
I’d do that, honey,’ Melanie answered, closing the door. ‘But I
doubt if Governor Stanton’s wife would approve.’

There was a laugh from the audience,
wiped away by the orchestra in the pit commencing a long roll of
the drums.

Every eye was on the slender,
beautiful girl as she reached for and jerked open the door of the
box.

It was not empty!

Two male figures in range clothes
sprang out, holding revolvers.

‘Death
to all traitors!’ bellowed the smaller, swinging his weapon into
alignment.

Shots thundered from both the
newcomers’ revolvers, their barrels pointing towards the
guests-of-honor’s box. Clapping his hands to his forehead, Governor
Howard spun around and tumbled to the floor. Clutching at his left
breast, Captain Dusty Fog was pitched backwards and landed across
the knees of Pierce and the third rancher, Richard King.

Instantly wild confusion
reigned in the building. Due to the delicate nature of the
situation—the Governor was trying to avert a range war between his
companions—the San Antonio town marshal had caused every visitor to
the theater to be disarmed on arrival. Voices raised in shouts.
Women screamed. Men rose, grabbing at empty holsters and blocking
the lines of fire of the peace officers who were standing guard at
the exits.

The moment the two men had made their
appearance, Melanie stepped into the back of the box. She pressed
herself to the rear, for there was little enough room
inside.

Having fired at and sent the
Governor down, the smaller of the pair leapt to Melanie’s side.
Instead of following them immediately, the taller, younger man—a
boy in his late teens—swiveled in the direction of the foremen’s
box. Left, right, left, the long-barreled 1860 Army Colts in his
hands boomed out. Mark Counter’s giant frame rocked under the
impact. Before the big blond had pitched headlong out of sight, the
youngster was joining his companion and the girl. The bottom of the
box sank rapidly downwards and carried them from view.


Chapter Two – You’re Not Long Out of Jail

 


 


A few weeks before the incident
at the Variety Theater.

 


Strolling slowly along the
sidewalk in the direction of the German’s Hotel at Mooringsport, Sabot the
Mysterious displayed the attitude of a man engrossed in his
problems. He was so preoccupied with his thoughts that he ignored
the scrutiny of the slender, beautiful young woman who was standing
outside Klein’s General Store. Somewhat over painted and dressed in
the kind of clothes poorer actresses, or saloon girls, wore when
travelling between jobs or walking the streets, she held the
inevitable parasol and vanity bag in her left hand.

Going closer, Sabot
became very aware of the girl. Advancing in a casual-appearing manner,
she bumped into him. The collision was anything but accidental. As
soon as their bodies came into contact, her right hand slipped
under his jacket towards the wallet in its inside
pocket.

Sabot had just concluded a most
satisfactory interview with the town’s marshal and was returning to
his hotel feeling, for the first time in days, a sense of relief.
The state of nervous tension under which he had been living since
arriving in Shreveport, to fulfill an engagement at the Grand
Palace Theater, was ebbing away.

Give de Richelieu his due,
Sabot mused before coming into contact with the girl, he had been
correct in his assessment of how the military and civil authorities
would react if their enterprise had not reached its ultimate aims.
For all that, being aware that things had gone wrong, the business in which they had
been engaged was of such a serious nature Sabot had hardly been
left feeling comfortable, or easy in his mind.

Nobody could have been relaxed
and free from care when trying to stir up an open rebellion against
the United States’ Congress. Which is what Sabot the Mysterious and
the other members of the Brotherhood for Southron Freedom had been
hoping to do in Shreveport.

When the Brotherhood had got into
their stride, with a campaign of agitation that was calculated to
provoke the Southern States into a second attempt to secede from
the Union, they had met with little success. By 1874, the worst
elements and excesses of Reconstruction had been eliminated.
Prosperity was returning to the lands south of the Mason-Dixon line
and the white population had no desire for a resumption of the
hardships of war, nor to sample again the bitter consequences of
defeat.

There had been some response to
the Brotherhood’s rallying cries; ‘Give money to buy arms!’; ‘Make
ready for the day of reckoning with the Yankees!’; ‘THE SOUTH WILL
RISE AGAIN!’. Not enough, however, to have made the dreams of
secession become a reality. The men behind the conspiracy had
realized that some dramatic proof of the Union’s perfidy and hatred
of the South was needed. So a devilish plot had been hatched to
bring this about.

All that had been achieved so far was
to obtain sufficient money to buy a hundred obsolete Henry
repeating rifles and ten thousand rounds of .44/28 Tyler B. Henry
ammunition. The chief satisfaction from the purchase had been that
the arms—and some military uniforms and accoutrements taken as an
excuse for making it—had originally been destined to equip a Kansas
volunteer Dragoon regiment that was being raised to fight the
Confederate States. So far, the weapons had not been put to use in
the cause of Southern freedom.

They would have been, if everything
had gone according to plan in Shreveport.

Although friendly relations had
been resumed between the United States’ Army and the Southern
civilian population through much of Dixie, that happy state had not
existed in Shreveport. Brevet Lieutenant Colonel Szigo, in command
of the local Army Post, was an embittered man who had been passed
over for promotion or even elevation from his substantive rank of
captain. Blaming the South, which had given up the fight before his
brevet rank could be made substantive, he had allowed—even overtly
encouraged—his men to behave as if they were still a garrison force
of the Reconstruction Period. So there had been little love lost
between the soldiers and the citizens.

Knowing of the hostility which
existed in Shreveport, the leaders of the Brotherhood had selected
it as the ideal area for their demonstration. Having thrown the
United States’ Secret Service off the trail of the arms,
1 they had made ready for
action.

Throughout his engagement at
the Grand Palace Theater, Sabot had worked to win the confidence of
the Army officers at the post and certain influential members of
Shreveport society. He had succeeded to such an extent that Szigo
not only permitted him to give a benefit performance free to
ex-members of the Confederate States’ Army and Navy—he had already
done the same for the soldiers—but had agreed, in the interests of
avoiding possible clashes, to place the town off limits to his own
troops on the evening of the show.

That latter, engineered by Sabot, had
been very necessary to the success of the scheme.

Towards the end of the benefit,
masked members of the Brotherhood had ‘invaded’ the stage and
‘interrupted’ Sabot’s display of magical illusions. They had made
inflammatory speeches, then taken certain precautions to ensure
that nobody interfered with their escape.

Present in the audience had
been Colonel Alburgh Winslow, a member of the Louisiana State
Legislature and owner of the Shreveport Herald-Times, and other prominent citizens noted
for their moderate opinions and their efforts to prevent open
conflict between the town’s people and the soldiers. It had been
planned that, later in the evening—disguised in the Dragoons’
uniforms 2
—Victor Brandt
would take an ‘escort’ and ‘arrest’ Winslow’s party on charges of
organizing a treasonable assembly. Any who had resisted were to be
shot on the spot. Those who had gone quietly would have been
murdered and their bodies—decorated with boards inscribed, ‘So
perish all traitors to the Union’—left hanging in the city’s main
square.

Unfortunately, Sabot’s
assistant, Princess Selima Baba, had not been convincing in her
behavior during the ‘invasion’ of the stage. In fact, her attitude
had threatened to spoil the whole effect. So, in the dressing-rooms
after changing into his uniform, Brandt—an arrogant, bad-tempered
and vicious young man—had beaten her with his fists. Furious at the
punishment, Selima had fled. Suspecting that she might warn the
authorities of what was planned, Sabot had suggested that the
scheme be delayed until she had been captured. Taking two of his
men, Brandt had set off to fetch the girl back. One of his escort
had returned to say that she was trying to reach Colonel Szigo, but
that the others were on her trail and hoped to prevent her visiting
the Army post. Brandt had also warned that the ‘arrests’ must not
be attempted until he had given the word. As he alone wore an
officer’s uniform, that had been sound advice. The party would have
lacked credibility if it had arrived to make the arrests comprising
only enlisted men.

When Brandt and his companion
had not returned in a reasonable time, Sabot had taken it upon
himself to call off the whole affair. Dismissing the men, he had
sent a warning to de Richelieu—who had left the theater to
supervise the delivery of the arms from their hiding place five
miles away—that something was wrong. After that, Sabot had
continued with his pre-arranged intention of leaving Shreveport on
the Texarkana Belle and travelling to Mooringsport. From that town, he
was to commence an itinerary of Texas engagements. During it, he
was to spread the word of the ‘Yankees’ dastardly deed and to help
arouse enmity in the Lone Star State.

On his arrival in Mooringsport,
shortly before noon, Sabot had immediately visited the
town’s marshal. He had told the peace officer a story that would,
all being well, hold water when compared with the recollections of
the audience concerning what had happened on the stage.

To hear Sabot tell it, he had
been attacked and, along with Selima, driven to his dressing-room
by the masked agitators. After they had completed their treasonable
activities, he had been compelled to return to the stage and
satisfy the audience that he had not been harmed. Then his
assailants had departed, taking Selima as a hostage against his
behavior. They had also warned that he would be kept under
observation and killed, along with the girl, if he should attempt
to consult the authorities.

Fearing for his assistant’s
life, despite the men’s promise that she would be allowed to join
him aboard the Texarkana Belle, Sabot had complied with their demands. However,
the girl had not made her appearance at sailing time and he had
left without her. In exculpation for his desertion, he had claimed
that, on thinking the matter over, he had reached the conclusion
that Selima had been an active participant in the plot. That, he
had told the marshal, explained how the masked men had known the
trick with which he planned to end his show; and had been able to
substitute their treasonable portraits—which portrayed Union
generals in an uncomplimentary light and showed an unsavory aspect
of life under Reconstruction—for the harmless illustrations which
he would have used.

Although the marshal had
apparently been satisfied with Sabot’s story, he had insisted that
the magician remained in Mooringsport until after he had
telegraphed the Shreveport authorities. Stating that he had
intended staying over to give a few performances, Sabot had acceded
to the request. He had been allowed to go about his business and
was promised that he would be kept informed of any future
developments.

At four o’clock in the
afternoon, a deputy had arrived at the hotel and asked the magician
to accompany him to the marshal’s office. Managing to conceal his
anxiety, Sabot had obeyed. He had spent the hours in trepidation,
wondering what the answer from Shreveport would be. Flight had been
impossible, for it would have been construed as evidence of guilt.
The marshal’s kindly, sympathetic attitude had hinted that he had
nothing to fear.

There had been answers from the
Shreveport Police Department and the commanding officer of the Army
post. The former had merely stated that the incident at the theater
was being investigated, but everything pointed to Sabot being a
victim rather than a participant. Numerous witnesses had seen him
struck down and had testified to the interruption to his
performance.

The latter message had been
both puzzling and a source of relief. Apparently Selima had
‘escaped from her captors’, but was killed before she could reach
the gates of the post. Opening fire, the guard had shot down her
murderers—there was no mention of them having been in
uniform—before they could flee from the scene of the
crime.

The puzzling aspect had been
that the message was signed, ‘Manderley’ and not
‘Szigo’.

With something like
satisfaction, the marshal had said that the intruders had slipped
through the Shreveport police’s and the Army’s fingers. Sabot was
free to go. The meeting had ended amicably with the magician
handing out free tickets to his first performance.

Sabot had quit the marshal’s
office with a lighter heart than when he had entered. Despite the
failure to carry out de Richelieu’s scheme, the affair had not
ended too badly for him. He had emerged without being suspected of
complicity in the plot. With Brandt dead, he stood a chance of
stepping into the ‘captain’s’—Brandt’s rank for the deception—shoes
as second-in command of the Brotherhood. Not that he gave a damn
for the ideals which guided de Richelieu’s actions. He merely
wanted to gain a larger proportion of the financial benefits he
felt sure would accrue as a result of the organization’s
activities.

Thinking of the future had
brought another aspect to Sabot’s attention. He would be continuing
to produce his show, which allowed members of the Brotherhood to
visit, or meet in, different towns without raising questions
concerning their presence. So he would require a replacement for
Selima. Only this time he must be more selective in his choice. His
rivals for Brandt’s position might use Selima’s inadequacies as a
tool against him, blaming him for the failure of the Shreveport
affair.

What Sabot needed was a pretty,
shapely, fairly intelligent girl who was not overburdened by
scruples. There had not seemed much chance of him finding such a
person in the small Lake Caddo town of Mooringsport.

Having just reached that
conclusion, Sabot collided with the girl and felt her fingers
reaching into his jacket. He grinned internally at her mistake. Of
course, if he had been wearing his stage make-up and clothes,
instead of being clean-shaven and clad in a snappy gray suit of the
latest Eastern sport’s fashion, she might have known better than to
make the attempt at picking his pocket.

Catching hold of the girl’s
wrist, before she could completely withdraw the wallet from his
pocket, the magician plucked her hand from beneath his jacket. They
had that particular length of the sidewalk to themselves and he
realized how nobody could see what was happening between
them.

‘Let
me go!’ the girl hissed, trying to snatch her wrist from his grasp.
‘What do you-all think you’re doing?’

Sabot was on the point of
shouting for somebody to fetch the marshal. Hearing the girl speak,
he hurriedly revised his opinion and studied her. The ribbons of a
grubby white spoon bonnet were fastened in a bow under the chin of
a beautiful face. The hat effectively covered her hair, but Sabot
sensed that it had been cut almost boyishly short. Taken with the
tanned texture of her skin, the hair’s length was significant. She
had on a Basque jacket, but did not wear the socially-required
blouse underneath it, and a shiny black skirt which emphasized the
shape of her slender hips before ending short enough to expose an
indecorous amount of her cheap high-buttoned shoes.

While her appearance had
intimated that she was a not-too-prominent actress or a saloon
girl, she had spoken in the accent of a well-raised Southron lady.
Except that her tones had been hardened and harshened by life and
unpleasant experiences. Such a combination suggested possibilities
to the magician.

‘Shall
we call the marshal so that you can complain?’ Sabot inquired,
holding the girl close to him with his left hand while the right
moved swiftly on a mission which she failed to detect. ‘I’ll do it,
if you’re so inclined.’

‘So
call him and we’ll see whose word he’ll take,’ challenged the girl,
drawing back but still held by the wrist.

For all her brash answer, she looked
decidedly uneasy.

‘Very
well,’ countered the magician and turned his head as if to do
so.

‘This
is all a misunderstanding,’ the girl put in hurriedly. ‘I don’t
want to be involved in a public spectacle. So I’ll overlook your
behavior.’

Retaining his grip on her
wrist, Sabot moved back to arm’s length and gave her another
scrutiny. While slender and willowy, she was anything but scraggy.
Dressed in a suitable manner, she would be worth looking at.
Despite her obvious poverty, she carried herself with an air of
breeding and refinement. That was possible. Reconstruction had seen
many formerly well-to-do and respectable Southron girls driven on
to the stage, or into even less savory occupations. Most of the
unfortunates blamed the Yankees bitterly for their downfalls and
had no love for supporters of the Union. Some could not adjust to
their lowered status. Those who did, in Sabot’s experience, became
tough, hard and unscrupulous.

Unless the magician missed his guess,
the would-be pickpocket fell into that category.

Moreover, there were certain
indications about her as to where she had spent time
recently.

‘Don’t
try and run away!’ the magician warned, releasing her. ‘If you do,
I’ll have you arrested. You wouldn’t like that. You’re not long out
of jail, are you?’

‘How
dare you?’ the girl spat, with well-simulated indignation. ‘Just
what do you mean by—’

‘That
spoon bonnet looks like hell on you, but you have to wear it to
hide your hair,’ Sabot interrupted and grinned as her right hand
fluttered nervously towards her head. ‘They cut women prisoner’s
hair short at the State Penitentiary. Your clothing suggests that
you’re an actress, or a calico cat. But you’ve got a tan that says
you’ve spent more time out of doors than you would in either job.
It all adds up to you just having been released from
prison.’

‘Smart, aren’t you?’ the girl demanded bitterly.

‘Shrewd—and correct.’

‘All
right, mister. So I’ve only been out for a few days. What’s that
got to do with you?’

‘I
could have you send back,’ Sabot warned her.

‘For
what?’

‘Stealing my wallet.’

‘Try
proving that,’ grinned the girl.

‘Before you make me do that,’ Sabot answered, ‘take a look
in your vanity bag.’

Jerking open the mouth of the
bag, the girl glanced inside with an attitude of disbelief. Then
she stiffened and stared harder. Raising her eyes, she glared at
Sabot in open-mouthed amazement.

‘I—It’s there!’ the girl croaked, looking frightened.
‘What—How—?’

‘The
next time you try to pick a pocket, make sure it’s not a
magician’s,’ Sabot advised. ‘Like I said, I could send you back to
jail.’

‘But
you won’t if I’m nice to you, huh?’ the girl guessed.

‘Not entirely. I assume that
you’re short of money.’

‘Mister, that’s a mighty shrewd
assumption.’

‘Could
you use a meal?’

‘I
aimed to buy one with whatever I found in your wallet,’ the girl
admitted. ‘The food at those stagecoach way stations isn’t fit for
a hawg, or a Yankee. In that order.’

‘If
you’ll be my guest,’ the magician said, delighted that he had
summed up another aspect of her character so well. She had no love
for ‘Yankees’. ‘I’ll stand treat for a meal.’

‘As a
reward for me trying to lift your leather?’ the girl said
dryly.

‘Do
you want the meal, or don’t you?’

‘I
want it. But I was wondering why you’re being so all fired nice to
me.’

‘Why
do you think I am?’

‘If
it’s for the reason I suspect, you’re wasting your time,’ the girl
declared. ‘One of the reasons I’m so short of money is that I
don’t.’

‘I’ll
remember that, if I get inclined to want it,’ Sabot promised. ‘My
last assistant quit and I need a good-looking, shapely girl to
replace her. While we’re eating, I’ll decide whether to offer you
the job or not.’

‘Why,
thank you ’most to death,’ replied the girl, taking the wallet from
her bag and handing it back to its owner. ‘And I’ll decide whether
I want to take it.’
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