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The task had seemed simple
enough to the Ysabel Kid. All he had to do was ride into Mexico,
find the man who had killed James Bowie at the Alamo and ask him to
return Bowie’s legendary knife to its rightful owners. Nothing
simpler ... or so the Kid thought ...

But before the job was
through he had locked horns with some mighty bad hombres. Men like
Manos Grande, the fearsome Yaqui war chief; Silk, a dude but also a
lightning fast killer; Juan Escuchador, as mean a bandido as ever
slit a throat; or Octavius Xavier Guillemot, the international
criminal with a nature as deadly as a rattlesnake, to name but a
few who wanted to lay hands on Bowie’s blade.

And then there were the
women, real tough ladies like Belle Boyd, the rebel spy working for
the U.S. Secret Service or Belle Starr, the outlaw—but at least
they were on the Kid’s side—or were they?
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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 –
Give Me the Knife

 


From the plaza came a rising cacophony of
shouts, shots, the clashing of steel against steel, all
intermingled with screams of men in mortal agony. They told a grim
story to the two occupants of the room in the hospital.

Clearly at last, on March 6th,
1836, the defenses of the Franciscan Order’s disused
Mission San Antonio
de Valera—which was more frequently referred to as the ‘Alamo’
Mission on account of it once having been surrounded by a grove
of alamo, cottonwood trees—had been breached. Although as yet it
had not reached the hospital building, a savage, bloody
hand-to-hand, no quarter conflict was raging on the plaza and in
the convent. The bitterness of the fighting was, in part, caused by
memories of the events which had preceded it.

For the past thirteen days, one
hundred and eighty-three men under the joint command of Colonels
William Barrett Travis, Davy Crockett and James Bowie—although the
latter was bedridden with a broken leg sustained in an accident
while helping to mount a cannon on the parapet—had contrived to
hold the Alamo Mission against a Mexican army which had grown until
it was over four thousand strong. By making their stand in what had
always been as much of a fort as a place of worship, the small band
of defenders were hoping to gain sufficient time for Major General
Samuel Houston to gather together a force which would be strong
enough to liberate the newly created Republic of Texas from the
tyrannical clutches of the Mexican dictator, Presidente Antonio Lopez de Santa
Anna.

Right from the beginning, Travis and his
co-commanders had been realistic enough to admit there could be
only one ending to their efforts in spite of the heavy casualties
which they were inflicting upon their assailants. Long before a
relief column could arrive, even if Houston had had one to
dispatch, Santa Anna and his second-in-command, General Cos, would
have assembled enough men to launch such a massive assault that the
garrison—which had also suffered losses, if on a much smaller
scale, during the fighting—would be swamped under by sheer weight
of numbers. Once that happened, there would be little or no hope of
survival for any of the defenders. They had been left with no
doubts on that point.

Soon after his arrival on the
scene, being desirous of bringing the siege to an end without
further loss of life among his army and wishing to avoid being
delayed in his pursuit of Houston, Santa Anna had instructed
General Cos to present the men inside the Alamo Mission with an
opportunity to lay down their arms and leave. Travis, Crockett and
Bowie had guessed what had motivated the offer and had realized
that, by continuing their resistance, they might improve the
Republic of Texas’s chances of throwing off the yoke of tyranny and
oppression. What was more, they had doubted whether the Mexicans
would honor the terms of the capitulation. 1 In view of what had happened a few
months earlier, they had not regarded Cos’s word of honor as being
a satisfactory guarantee of their safety. 2 Nor had the despotic
Presidente
Santa Anna ever
been noted for his compassion or mercy towards those who opposed
him. So, after having had the situation explained to them, the
defenders had elected to carry on with the fight. A warning that
they would be granted no quarter if they did not accept Cos’s offer
had served to stiffen their resolve rather than sway them from
their purpose.

Such was Santa Anna’s rage over the
defenders’ defiance in the face of his ultimatum, the reply having
been deliberately phrased in insulting terms so that it might
produce the required reaction, that he had allowed it to cloud his
judgment. Ignoring the advice of his senior officers, he had
refused to follow what would have been the most sensible line of
action. Instead of leaving a small force to contain the occupants
of the Alamo Mission until starvation had driven them out, while he
followed Houston with the rest of his army, he had sworn that he
would not move on as long as one of the defenders remained
alive.

There had been several attempts
at dislodging the garrison during the days which had followed their
refusal to surrender. Made for the most part by the poorly armed,
badly trained Militia regiments—comprised of peons who had little desire to fight, but
who had nevertheless been forced into Santa Anna’s service—they
were not carried out with any great resolution, and each had been
repulsed.

However, with each succeeding day, the size
of the Mexican army around the Alamo Mission had continued to
increase in numbers. In his anger, Santa Anna had insisted upon
calling on the services of two other columns which could have been
put to a much more effective use elsewhere. By doing so, he had
fallen into the trap which Travis, Bowie and Crockett had laid for
him.

From the walls, the defenders
had watched the preparations being made for a major assault.
Scaling ladders had been manufactured in large numbers and brought
forward. Batteries of cannon had been assembled and sited.
Lastly—and most significant—a vast pile of wood had been collected
to be used as their funeral pyre. Obviously, el Presidente
had been determined
to crush their resistance no matter what the cost to his own
men.

Although the price in dead and wounded had
been high, the mass of Mexicans who had swarmed forward from every
side would not stop. When the defenders’ positions on the parapets
had become untenable they had fallen back. Now the walls had been
breached, they were continuing to sell their lives as dearly as
possible.

Sitting on the bed in his hospital room,
with his left leg held rigid by the splints which secured it, James
Bowie knew that the end was drawing near. Not five minutes ago,
having been sent to take care of Captain Dickinson’s wife and
daughter, Travis’s Negro servant, Joe, had arrived to say that his
master had been shot and killed on the northern wall. However,
Dickinson and his men were still fighting. So, according to Joe,
were Davy Crockett’s Kentuckians and Bowie’s own Texas Volunteers.
For all that, Bowie realized, it was only a matter of time before
it was all over.

A big man, well over six feet in height
and broad with it, Bowie was still hard-muscled, strong and
powerful despite his gray hair. Accepting that he was going to be
killed, he was determined to go out fighting. There were two cocked
pistols on the chair at the right of the bed and a big knife was
sheathed on the belt which was hanging over its back.

‘Get me on my feet, Sam,’
Bowie ordered, as the sounds of the fighting grew nearer. ‘I’m
damned if I’ll let them kill me lying on a bed.’

‘Sure thing, Massa Jim,’
the tall, well-made, white-haired Negro replied, setting down the
double-barreled shotgun which he had been holding as he stood by
the window and reported on the progress of the battle.

Hurrying across the room, Sam helped his
master to rise. Bowie grunted as, in spite of the Negro’s
assistance, pain shot through his broken leg. However, he braced
his back against the wall and allowed Sam to slip a crutch under
his left arm. While that took most of the strain from the injured
limb, Bowie knew he would be unable to move from his position.

‘That’s better,’ Bowie gritted.
‘Now give me the knife.’

There was an expression of reverence almost
on the old Negro’s face as he slid the knife from its sheath and
handed it to his master. He knew what the great weapon meant to
Bowie.

Closing his fingers around the concave ivory
handle, specially made to suit his massive hand, Bowie flipped the
sheath on to the bed. There was just the trace of a smile on his
lined, tanned face as he looked at the great knife and felt the
perfect way in which its forty-three-ounce weight balanced in his
grasp. Razor sharp, the clip-pointed blade was eleven inches long,
two and a quarter inches broad and three-eighths of an inch thick
where it joined the brass-lugged hilt. James Black, the blacksmith
and master cutler from Arkansas, had never produced a finer piece
of work. While the knife had been made to an original design which
Bowie had devised, it was Black who had turned it into more than
just a superlative weapon. It was, in fact, unique.

So unique that Bowie wondered if he should
have tried to send the knife and a letter of explanation to his
friend Sam Houston. Unfortunately, as the siege had progressed, no
man could have been spared from the ever-decreasing garrison. That
was a pity, for the knife carried a clue which could make the
fortune of anybody who knew its secret and could exploit it.

There was, Bowie realized, no time to spare
for futile regrets over the lack of an opportunity to pass on his
information. Probably James Black would be able to find some other
way to attain the goal towards which they had been working. Bowie
hoped so, remembering the number of times that the great knife
created by the other’s skilled workmanship had saved his life.

Thrusting all such reverie from his head,
Bowie swung his gaze towards the pistols which Sam was holding. He
spiked the point of the knife, with its cutting edge upwards, into
the adobe wall alongside his left ear so it would be readily
available when it was needed. Then, nodding his gratitude, he
grasped the butts of the pistols.

Hearing approaching footsteps,
Sam hurried across the room. Even as he was snatching up the
shotgun, there was a crash and the door burst open. Before Sam
could turn, he saw several men coming towards the window. Armed
with old flintlock rifles and bayonets of the long, spike variety,
they wore straw sombreros, ragged white shirts and trousers, white leather
cross-belts, red sashes and had home-made sandals on their feet.
That meant they were soldiers of the Mexican Militia and not
Chicano
3 members of the Texas Volunteers
arriving to try to defend their colonel.

Facing inwards and holding their weapons in
what bayonet fighters called the ‘high port’ position, two more of
the Militiamen entered the room. From all appearances, they had
been expecting considerable resistance as they had shoulder-charged
at the door and were taken by surprise when it had yielded very
easily. However, they were not allowed to recover their
equilibrium.

Bowie’s right-hand pistol bellowed, vomiting
smoke and propelling its heavy ball into the centre of the taller
man’s forehead. As he spun in a half circle, dropping his rifle and
clawing spasmodically at the wound, the big Texian’s second weapon
hurled death just as surely at his companion. With the lead tearing
open his heart, the stricken Mexican was twirled around to blunder
a few helpless steps before sprawling face down on the floor.

Already the next attacker was
coming through the door, and one glance warned Bowie that he was
likely to prove a much tougher proposition than the
peons
who formed the
unwilling rank and file of the Militia. Big, burly, hard-faced, he
had on a better-quality version of the previous pair’s ‘uniform’,
with three stripes on the sleeves of the shirt and his trousers
tucked into boots. What was more, unlike his predecessors, he was
in control of his movements and held his rifle and bayonet ready
for use.

Glaring at Bowie, the sergeant started to
raise his weapon. At that moment, Sam’s shotgun thundered and one
barrel’s charge of buckshot slashed through the window to tumble
two of the approaching men as limp as rag dolls to the ground.
Instantly, the sergeant swung his attention from the big
Texian.

Deciding that the old Negro
might pose a greater and more immediate danger than the
crippled gringo, who was dropping what were obviously empty pistols, the
sergeant acted to counter it. Swiveling at the hips, he whipped the
butt of his rifle to his shoulder and took aim.

‘Look out, Sam!’ Bowie
roared, reaching up and across towards the hilt of his
knife.

The warning came too late.

Lining his sights, the sergeant squeezed the
trigger. From the fully cocked position, the simple mechanism
propelled the flint in the jaws of the hammer so that sparks were
struck from it as it met and tilted forward the steel frizzen.
Falling into the now exposed pan, the sparks ignited the priming
powder. There was a puff of white smoke from the pan and a tiny
streak of flame passed through the touch-hole to detonate the main
charge in the chamber. Spat out of the muzzle, the round lead ball
flew to catch Sam in his right temple and burst out at the left.
Pitched sideways, Sam was dead before his body landed in the
corner.

Having dealt with the Negro,
the sergeant returned his gaze to Bowie and took note of his
actions. Raising the rifle’s butt above his shoulder, he drew it
back so that he would be able to drive home the bayonet. Although
the big gringo’s right hand was closing on the hilt of the knife that
protruded from the wall close to his head, the sergeant did not
expect any difficulty in killing him. Handicapped as he was by the
broken leg, the Texian seemed likely to be easy meat. Once he was
dead, the sergeant would be able to claim the pistols and the knife
as his loot.

Plucking his knife free as the burly,
savage-featured Mexican bore down upon him, Bowie acted with the
deadly speed which had made him famous and feared. Whipping the
weapon around to the right before him, he directed its blade in an
arc that was calculated to meet and deflect the attack.

Knife and bayonet converged before the
latter, moving with all the sergeant’s strength behind it, could
reach its target. Such was the quality of the steel used by James
Black to manufacture Bowie’s already legendary weapon that its
blade not only pushed aside, but actually cut into and snapped the
greatly inferior metal of the bayonet when they came together.

Awe, amazement and alarm began to flood
through the sergeant as he realized that in addition to his rifle
being turned away from its intended mark, the bayonet had been
snapped like a rotten twig. Before he could decide upon what
defensive action he might take, his momentum carried him onwards to
his death.

Having diverted the attack, Bowie rotated
his right hand until its knuckles were pointing towards the floor.
Even as the ruined bayonet went by him and impacted against the
wall to halt its user, he chopped upwards in a circular motion to
his left. Showing no evidence of having been dulled, or even
affected, by its cutting into the bayonet, the blade sliced the
lobe from the sergeant’s left ear and gashed open the side of his
neck. While painful, the injury was not fatal.

Realizing that he had not incapacitated his
attacker, Bowie reversed the knife’s direction. Passing beneath the
sergeant’s chin, the five-and-a-quarter-inch-long concave upper
portion of the clip point made the contact. Being just as sharp as
the main cutting edge, it laid his throat open to the bone. Blood
spurted in a flood over Bowie’s hand as he twisted the sergeant
aside. Releasing the rifle, the dying man took a long, involuntary
stride before he crumpled and went down.

At that moment, Lieutenant Arsenio Serrano
arrived on the scene.

The son of a wealthy Northern
Coahuila haciendero, Serrano was in his mid-twenties, tall, slender and good
looking. Bare-headed, having lost his hat during the advance on the
walls, his brown, waist-length, double-breasted shirt-jacket was
decorated with silver braid and buttons. His brown, bell-bottomed
trousers and spur-bearing boots seemed better suited to riding than
marching.

With the ever-present threats
posed by the local Yaqui Indians and frequent raiding by Comanches
or Apaches from north of the Rio Bravo, 4 Don Pascual Serrano had insisted on
retaining all his vaqueros to defend the hacienda. So his son had had to be content with taking
twenty peons when he had gone to answer Presidente Santa Anna’s call for support to quell the
rebellion in Texas. That had meant he was given a commission in the
Militia, instead of being allowed to join one of the elite
volunteer cavalry regiments. Like all the Militia’s officers,
although he was fighting on foot, he had done all his travelling on
horse-back while his men walked.

If Arsenio Serrano had given thought to the
matter, he might have considered himself a very lucky young man.
Having been among the first arrivals outside the Alamo Mission, the
Northern Coahuila Militia Regiment had suffered heavy casualties in
the previous assaults. In fact, their strength had been so
decimated by death, wounds and desertion that they could muster
only two companies for the final attack. There had been a high
mortality rate among the regiment’s officers. The Texians and
Crockett’s Kentuckians were experienced Indian fighters and had
known the strategic value of removing their enemies’ leaders.
Although Serrano had taken part in all the previous assaults and
had had a few narrow escapes, he had come through them unscathed.
That morning, because of their losses, his regiment had been held
in reserve. So, much to his annoyance, Serrano had not reached the
walls until after they had been breached.

On entering the plaza, hot and eager to play
his part, Serrano had found that all the visible defenders were
already being engaged in combat by the attackers who had preceded
him. So he had led his men towards the hospital building. His luck
had still held, although he did not regard it in that light. Flying
from one of the savage, violent melees that were taking place all
around the plaza, a bullet had struck his sword to shatter its
blade and knock it from his hand. Surprise, alarm and not a little
pain had caused him to drop his pistol and clutch at the stinging
fingers with his left hand. While he had been delayed by retrieving
and checking that the pistol had not lost the powder from its
priming pan when it had struck the ground, Sergeant Ortega had led
their men towards the hospital.

If it had not been for the chance
destruction of the sword, Serrano and not the sergeant would have
followed the two men into the room.

As it was, Serrano had seen the entry
effected as he was running to join his men. He had watched Ortega
following the pair who had broken open the door, heard the shots
from inside and had witnessed the number of the party who had
accompanied him from his home being reduced to four by the blast of
Sam’s shotgun. Calling upon the quartet to follow him, Serrano had
set off to find out what was happening inside the building.

Having crowded through the door
on their young officer’s heels, the four peons were—like him—brought to a halt as they
stared at the spectacle which was confronting them. There was
something terrible and frightening about the big
gringo
who had, despite
being incapacitated by his injury, already killed three of their
number. If the grim, savage determination on his face was anything
to go by, he was all too willing to continue with the
slaughter.

Being descended from a family which had
always produced brave fighting men, Serrano recovered quickly from
the shock of his first real contact with one of the enemy. Up to
that moment, they had always been at least a hundred yards away and
no more than small, briefly seen shapes beyond the walls. So,
momentarily, he had found coming into such sudden and close
proximity to be disconcerting and alarming.

Then, having met Bowie at the home of a
mutual friend, the young Mexican realized with whom they were
dealing. For all his broken leg and even when armed only with that
huge knife, Bowie would be terribly dangerous adversary at close
quarters.

With that in mind, Serrano raised and took
aim along the barrel of his pistol. However, he could not bring
himself to shoot without first having made what he guessed would be
a futile and unacceptable demand for Bowie to surrender. As one of
the men responsible for the rebellion, he would not allow himself
to be taken alive.

Given what they regarded as
guidance by the officer, the peons also lined their weapons at the big white man. If
he was afraid of the rifles and pistol which were being pointed in
his direction, he gave no sign of it. In fact, lifting the bloody
knife in a menacing fashion, he swung his crutch forward as if he
was meaning to advance and attack them.

‘Surre—!’ Serrano began,
watching what Bowie was doing with something that was close to
superstitious awe.

The feeling was duplicated by
the peons. Before their officer could even complete the first word,
the man at the left tightened his right forefinger and his weapon
roared. His almost involuntary action proved to be infectious. With
their nerves already stretched taut, the other Mexicans responded
automatically. Three more rifles and the pistol thundered like a
rolling echo to the first shot and clouds of smoke gushed from
their muzzles. Eruptions of pulverized adobe on either side of
Bowie showed that at least two of the men had missed. However, the
rest were more fortunate.

Slammed away from the walls by
the impact of the bullets—not one of which was smaller than .69 in
caliber—plowing into his head and torso, Bowie crashed to the
floor. The knife left his hand and his fingers relaxed and slid
almost to Serrano’s feet. Wild with excitement that was mingled
with relief and fear, the peons rushed forward. Time and again, their bayonets
were thrust into the big Texian’s body; but he could feel no
pain.

Bending, Serrano picked up the knife.
Although its handle was too large to be gripped comfortably with
his fingers, he realized that he was holding a superlative example
of the cutler’s art. From outside, the noise of fighting was being
replaced by cheers and shouts announcing that the enemy was
finished. For a moment, Serrano felt disappointed over having been
able to play only a minor part in the final battle of the siege.
Then, looking at the knife which he was holding, he decided that he
had still obtained a most worthwhile piece of loot.

What the young officer failed
to appreciate was that something unique and very valuable had come into his
possession. However, realizing that the knife would attract the
envy of his superiors, he decided to keep it hidden and to avoid
mentioning the part he had played in Bowie’s death. By doing so, he
hoped that he would be able to take it home with him at the end of
the campaign.


Chapter
Two – It Sounds Straightforward
Enough

 


‘Our family is willing to pay
any reasonable price for the return of Uncle James’s knife, which
we now have good reason to believe is in Don Arsenio Serrano’s
possession. And so, sir, in view of the fact that you were able to
render such a service to Don Arsenio, we feel that you may be able
to help us in this matter. I cannot emphasize too strongly that we
are not asking you to intercede directly on our behalf, but merely
want your assistance in opening negotiations with Don
Arsenio.

‘I appreciate that your
regretted disability will not allow you to visit Don Arsenio
Serrano personally, but hope that you can see your way clear to
allow a member of your family to accompany our representative, Mr.
Octavius Xavier Guillemot. He will arrive at the Sandford Hotel in
San Antonio de Bexar on, or about, April 24th and will await your
answer.

‘Mr. Guillemot has our full
confidence and is empowered to carry out all necessary negotiations
with Don Arsenio on our behalf. However, we and he believe that our request will have more
likelihood of receiving favorable attention if he can be vouched
for by you. This is why we would like the services of your
personal, accredited representative.

‘In view of the unusual
nature of this request, I offer as proof of my bona fides the fact
that my father told me, in the strictest confidence, of the part
Miss Melissa Cornforth played in the incident at Crown
Bayou.

‘Trusting that you will give
this matter your consideration and that we may look forward to a
favorable reply, Sir, I remain,

Yours in anticipation,

Resin Bowie II’

 


Having read aloud for a second time the most
relevant portion of the letter which had just been delivered from
the post office at Polveroso City, seat of Rio Hondo County,
General Jackson Baines Hardin—who was better known as ‘Ole
Devil’—raised his eyes and looked, without really seeing, at the
other occupant of the comfortably furnished, gun-decorated study in
the OD Connected ranch’s main house.

In his mind’s eye, Ole Devil
was picturing a valley about five miles north of Eagle Pass about
thirty-nine years earlier. A group of Texian hard-cases had been on
the point of murdering a young Mexican Militia officer whom they
had captured as he was fleeing from the Battle of San
Jacinto 5
and trying to
return to his home below the border. Ole Devil and a small party of
the Texas Light Cavalry, who had been attending to a confidential
assignment for Major General Samuel Houston, had arrived and
intervened. 6
Ole Devil had been
compelled to kill the leader of the mob before they would disperse.
Introducing himself, Lieutenant Arsenio Serrano had thanked Ole
Devil for saving his life. As the two young men had shaken hands,
each had known that a debt had been incurred. If at any time in the
future Ole Devil chose to ask for something in return, he had felt
sure that Serrano would give it without hesitation. On giving his
parole not to take up arms against the Texians in the future,
Serrano had been loaned a horse and pistol to replace those which
he had lost and allowed to go on his way.

The years since the meeting had
been very full for Ole Devil Hardin. They had been action-packed
and eventful years, in which he had fulfilled the promise which he
had already been showing of becoming a prominent factor in the
affairs of Texas. Nor had being crippled in a riding accident and
confined to a wheel chair 7 shortly after the War Between The
States—in which he had played a not inconsiderable part as a
general in the Confederate States’ Army—lessened to any great
extent the influence which he had come to wield.

It is probable that Serrano
would have recognized his rescuer if they had met. In spite of the
accident, Ole Devil had aged gracefully and with little change.
While the once black hair was now gray, the lean face’s crooked
eyebrows and aquiline nose still gave it a Mephistophelian aspect
which in part had been responsible for his nickname.
8 The strong features displayed no
bitterness or despair over the disability but for which he might
have held high public office in the State of Texas. His lean body
might be wrapped in a blanket from the waist down, but the
shoulders under his dark-blue smoking jacket retained much of their
military stiffness.

‘Well, Dustine?’ Ole Devil
said, laying the letter on the table. ‘What do you make of
it?’

The young man to whom the question had
been addressed had attained much the same position in comparison
with Ole Devil, in the esteem of their fellow Texans—the ‘i’ having
been deleted from the name after independence had been won from
Mexico—as Ole Devil had been to James Bowie, William Barrett
Travis, General Houston or Davy Crockett back in the mid-1830s.
Yet, taking into consideration the reputation which Captain Dustine
Edward Marsden Fog had earned during the War Between The States and
since, his physical appearance was mighty deceptive. By popular
conception, a man capable of the deeds which he had performed
should have been a veritable giant and exceptionally handsome to
boot.

Not quite five feet six inches
in height, Dusty Fog had a tanned, reasonably good-looking face
which was far from impressive when in repose and curly, dusty blond
hair. Although his clothing—that of a working cowhand—tended to
hide rather than show it off, he had the muscular development of a
Hercules in miniature. His garments were functional, of excellent
cut and quality, but he contrived to make them look like somebody
else’s castoffs. Even when wearing his gunbelt—which he was not at
that moment—with the matched, bone-handled Colt Civilian Model
Peacemakers in the cross-draw holsters, he was likely to go
unnoticed unless danger threatened. Then his true potential suddenly became all too
obvious.

Not that Ole Devil needed any
convincing about the capability of the young man who was his
segundo, the leader of his ranch’s floating outfit and his
favorite—although he would never admit it in so many
words—nephew.

‘It sounds straightforward enough, sir,’ Dusty
replied, his voice a quiet, well-educated Texas drawl. ‘Only I seem
to remember when Tommy used to tell us about you rescuing
Señor
Serrano, he always
allowed that he wasn’t armed and you had to lend him a
pistol.’

‘I did,’ Ole Devil agreed, knowing that
his Japanese valet—who had been on the mission—had told the story
to the younger members of the Hardin, Fog and Blaze
clan.

‘Then it doesn’t seem likely
that he could have had Colonel Bowie’s knife with him,’ Dusty
stated. ‘Lon’s old toad-sticker was made by James Black to Colonel
Bowie’s pattern. If it is anything to go by, Señor Serrano couldn’t’ve been wearing it,
even hidden under his clothes, without you seeing it.’

‘It could have been in his
saddlebags,’ Ole Devil pointed out. ‘A young officer wouldn’t want
to show off such a valuable piece of loot for fear that one of his
superiors, or even Santa Anna, would take it from him. He explained
that he wasn’t armed as he hadn’t thought it would be necessary, he
was only going to ride across
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