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A fortune in gold bullion, silver plate, and jewels beyond
price ... This was the fabled Cuesta treasure. Men had died for it
a century before. Then it had disappeared--hidden somewhere near
the Cuesta ranch in Texas. Now, men were beginning to hunt this
treasure again. And more would die.
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One

Buchanan was back in Texas.
Astride the big black horse Nightshade, he had come down over
rimrock to the state in which he was born with a glimmering of an idea in his
romantic mind. He was six feet four and a yard wide, sandy-haired,
florid of complexion, his body slightly marred by the scars of many
unsought battles, but a fine figure of a man withal. His revolvers
were packed in the saddlebags as always, his rifle hooded in its
scabbard at his knee.

He had been up and down and around the West,
caught wind of a rumor gabbled by a borracho in a Silver City bar
on the high plain of New Mexico and on a whim, no more, he had come
southward to check it out. He had heard the tale long ago—it was of
buried treasure. Now a familiar name had been mentioned.

He came to the Cuesta property in Nueces and
climbed a broken wall. This had been a fort, but it was long
abandoned. He looked down at the meandering creek and the oak-lined
hills beyond.

In the hills, it was thought, the treasure
had been hidden during an Indian attack which had wiped out all but
two of the Cuesta expedition. It was so long ago that the many
diggings by treasure seekers were merely depressions in the soil
where the granjeno bushes now grew. The creek widened at one point
where a small dam had been built. He saw movement there and
unlimbered the field glasses he had carried since he had won them
from a cavalry officer in a poker game at El Paso long ago.

A girl’s figure leaped into the prism of the
glasses. She was in the water. She was nude. Her clothes hung
neatly from a tree limb.

There was a man between her and the
garments. He was a large man in tight pants and a varicolored shirt
like the ones sold in the expensive shops of big cities. His hat
was set on the back of his head and he was laughing. Behind the man
were two cowboys, lounging on their ponies, grinning from ear to
ear.

Buchanan folded away the glasses. He reached
for the .44 Remington. He pointed Nightshade down the hill.

The people grew in his vision. He heard
voices. The girl was not screaming. She had lowered herself into
the water until only her head was in view. She was speaking quite
loudly and clearly when Buchanan came silently within hearing
distance. He reined in and replaced the rifle, listening with
admiration—and with shock.

The girl was cursing the man and his
companions. She was using deliberate West country phrasing. She
seemed absolutely unafraid, so that for a moment, Buchanan had the
fleeting thought that this was none of his business, possibly a
lovers’ spat.

Buchanan prided himself on minding his own
business.

He was, above all, a peaceable man. He was
about to turn Nightshade away from the slightly racy, bucolic scene
when a shot rang out.

The effect was instantaneous. The three men
wheeled and moved—the riders spread, reaching for weapons, and the
big man who had been taunting the girl flattened himself. The girl
let out a yip and swam for the edge of the pool formed by the
dam.

There was a single rider coming from the
south. Buchanan reached for the glasses. One glance and he hastily
put them away and came riding in, not too fast.

A handsome woman was swooping down upon the
scene. Her flat hat had fallen from raven locks, slightly gray at
the temples. She wore Levi’s and expensive tooled boots, a man’s
shirt, and a gun. She was shooting at the three men, but because
she was seated on the back of the speeding white horse, she was not
having much luck. Buchanan called, “Molly! Molly Cuesta!”

Her voice was throaty and clear. “What are
you waitin’ for, you big monkey?”

“Just an invitation,” he said meekly, riding
at her side. “You aimin’ to kill somebody?”

“I’ll murder every mother’s son of ’em!” She
fired her last round, again without hitting anyone.

Buchanan put Nightshade in the lead,
shielding Molly O’Rourke Cuesta, a friend of olden days, and rode
to the brink of the limpid pool. The cowboys closed in now, sensing
that the shooting was ended. The big man got to his feet and faced
them, a half smile on his handsome features.

The girl in the water came halfway out
into view, yelling, “Ma! Farmington’s been makin’ eyes at me. Him
and those other two wouldn’t let me get to my duds.”

Molly O’Rourke Cuesta wheeled her white
pony around, then ran it straight at the big man. He laughed,
moving aside. He moved very well, Buchanan noted. The two cowhands,
their composure restored, closed in on either side of Señora
Cuesta.

Buchanan sighed and dismounted, trailing the
reins. He strolled to where the big man was still laughing. He
said, “Time to call off your hounds, there, mister.”

The man named Farmington was wearing tight
buckskin gloves. He swung around, backhanding, moving like a cat.
He caught Buchanan by surprise. The blow had astounding authority;
Buchanan went down on his haunches. The two riders brayed like
mules.

It had been many a long year since anyone
had knocked down Tom Buchanan. He did not enjoy the sensation. Now
he saw the big man reaching for a gun worn in a spring shoulder
holster. He reacted promptly, without reasoning, purely upon
reflex.

He uncurled his long legs. He kicked
Farmington in the exact middle. As he did so he came to his feet.
Farmington shot backward into the hindquarters of the horse of one
of his riders. The horse bucked, demanding all the attention of the
man in the saddle.

Farmington was doubled over, swaying, still
reaching for his gun. Buchanan moved in close, paused for a moment
to get perfect balance, then threw an uppercut which had served him
a hundred times in the past. It caught the big man in fancy
clothing right on the chin.

Molly Cuesta said in her deep voice, “That’s
the end of the party. You, Sandy Wills ... Don Doug James ... don’t
you make a bad move!”

She had a .38 Smith & Wesson in her
hand. The cowboys managed their ponies and were silent. They were
now far from amused. Their eyes were narrowed beneath hat brims as
they sat tanned and motionless and looked down at their fallen
boss.

“Put him on his cayuse, will you, Buchanan?”
the woman asked. She was backing toward the edge of the water, as
though to further protect the girl.

Buchanan said, “My pleasure, Molly.”

The man was a heavyweight. He was
thoroughly unconscious. Buchanan placed him face down across an
ornate saddle that adorned the barrel of a beautiful roan
horse.

“Now get out of here. This is C-R land and
you all know it,” commanded the woman. “I’ll take up this other
dirty business with your boss later. Vamos!”

The riders had still not spoken a word. They
closed in on either side of their boss. They turned southward,
moving gingerly, making certain that he did not sway or tumble from
his uncomfortable perch. One by one they took turns staring
backward, as though to positively identify Buchanan. Then they were
gone around a bend in the creek.

Molly dismounted. She stood with her hands
on her hips and addressed the naked girl in the pool. “You
Patricia! It’s another one of your doin’s. You get yourself out
here and put on these clothes. And where’s your blue horse?”

“Those dirty varmints ran him off,” cried
the girl. “That damn Hal Farmington wouldn’t let me get to my
clothes.”

She swam three vigorous strokes and stood
up. The water was barely to her knees. Buchanan, taken once more by
surprise, spun around, turning his back.

Molly O’Rourke Cuesta said to him, “You see
her?”

“Well, I didn’t have a mind to stare,” he
replied. He was beginning to feel a bit abused. His face ached from
the whopping blow which had downed him. “Your daughter, no
doubt.”

“Course she’s my daughter. Would I come
roarin’ down here shootin’ if she wasn’t?”

Buchanan observed, “She sure favors you a
lot. I mind when you were young. Always swimmin’ in a creek or a
pond or wherever.”

“And once in the Pacific Ocean.”
For the first time the woman smiled. There were lines at the
corners of her wide mouth and tiny crow’s feet adorning each blue
eye, but she was as vital as the Texas springtime. “How’ve you
been, anyway, Buchanan?”

“Just fine,” he said. “How’s the
señor?”

The handsome face clouded. “He ain’t with us
anymore.”

“No!”

“He went looking for the treasure again. The
last time. They dry-gulched him.” Her voice was grim and cold.
“Never could find the tracks, couldn’t find anything. But someone
knew he was onto something. And they got him and Enriquez and
Donovan.”

Buchanan said, “I sure am sorry.
Benito was muy hombre.”

The vitality drained from the woman. “He was
that.” Buchanan had known them when the girl Patricia Ann was a
baby. They were ten or a dozen years older than he but it had not
made any difference as they saw the elephant together in San
Francisco, doing the theaters, the Barbary Coast, the beaches.
Molly had been the best swimmer of them all. It had been a
wonderful time.

The girl came around and into his line of
vision. She was tall, like her mother, dark like her father. She
must be about seventeen, he thought. She wore a loose shirt and a
pair of men’s pants and low-cut boots. Her hair was pulled back,
soaking wet, tied with a limp ribbon. She was as beautiful as a
sunset on the mountains.

Molly said, “Patricia Ann, this is Tom
Buchanan. Best we get back to the house. I don’t trust Hal
Farmington from here to there.”

“He won’t kill anyone,” the girl said. “He
just wants me to marry him, that’s all.”

“It’s enough.” Molly’s voice regained its
timbre. “I’m not sure yet that he didn’t murder your father.”

“Oh, hell,” said the girl
dismissing the notion as either absurd or unimportant. “Who am I
going to ride with, you or this Buchanan feller?”

“You’re going to ride with me,” her mother
told her. “I’ve got troubles enough without you getting ideas about
Tom.”

The girl grinned, then winked. She seemed
entirely unaffected by the violence of the previous scene. She said
to Buchanan, “Molly’s turned out to be a papa and a woman rolled
into one. Gee, Hal sure did knock you on your behind now, didn’t
he?”

“He sure did,” Buchanan admitted. “He’s got
a real good backhand.”

The girl leaped aboard her mother’s white
horse in one lithe move. “He won’t be satisfied ’til he’s tried it
again. You kicked him before you knocked him out. He’ll make that
his excuse.”

“I can’t wait for his next excuse,” said
Buchanan. “I’m a peaceable man but fisticuffs ain’t really what I
call violence. When you see him again, tell him I’ll be
around.”

They headed in the direction from which
Molly O’Rourke Cuesta had ridden. There was brush and the trail
wandered. There was no rhythm to the land after they left the
waterway. There were a few steers here and there, munching the
stark herbage. They weren’t fat enough for the spring drive;
Buchanan frowned at them.

This was country neither utterly strange nor
very familiar to him. He had ridden brush but he had never visited
the old Cuesta ranch. Time and tide had taken him elsewhere
throughout the Western country. It was the rumor of the treasure
and his remembrance of Benito and Molly as good companions that had
brought him here, more or less without definite aim. He never
craved gold; he had enough for his small needs. He was a man of the
outdoors, and he would rather fish and hunt and contemplate nature
than spend his time in towns. Above all, however, he cherished
friends.

When they came to the old hacienda he was
shocked. The roof sagged. The fences were leaning, one way or the
other. Barbed wire had come to Texas but there was no line of it in
sight. The stable was tacky. Paint was needed everywhere. Only the
fact that the house was a hundred years old and built honestly held
it all together, he thought.

The best men had gone down with Benito,
according to Molly, the segundo and an old retainer. He looked at
two hired hands in the corral. They seemed indolent but the horses
looked sound and he recognized a blue among them. The older of the
men came to the rails, hung a boot, grinned and addressed Molly
Cuesta.

“See you found her okay, ma’am. Swimmin’
again?”

He was near middle age, bowlegged,
mahogany-faced, squinting eyes. About him was an air of not quite
belonging, yet he bore a note of authority.

Molly said, “My foreman, Bottles Jimson. The
other one is the wrangler, Pecos Harder.” She pointed at Jimson.
“How come you didn’t go huntin’ her when Blue came home without
her?”

“Shoot, ma’am, it happens all the time.
Patricia don’t tie him down.”

“He’ll stand if I tell him to, yon ninny,”
yipped the girl. “He was run off by those damn Farmingtons.”

“Sorry about that.” Jimson didn’t seem
concerned. “You need us for anything?”

Buchanan said, “My hoss, here, Nightshade.
He needs some oats and some attendin’ to. You mind if I go right on
ahead?”

Molly said, “The name’s Buchanan. Tom
Buchanan. He’s my guest.”

Bottles Jimson surveyed the powerful, huge
black with respect. “Yes, sir. Hoss like that, he deserves special
’tention.”

“If you’ll excuse me, Molly?” Buchanan rode to
the barn. He watched out of the corner of his eye as the two women
dismounted and walked toward the house. It seemed to him that the
foreman and the silent, lanky man exchanged sly glances and secret
smiles. He led Nightshade to a stall, removed the saddle and gear,
and found straw with which to rub him down. There were oats in a
bin, not of the first grade. He shook down straw for bedding and
forked hay into the manger. Then he took his rifle and his
saddlebags and went to the rear door of the ranch house. He had a
growing bad feeling about the setup at this ranch, which had been
in the Cuesta family since before Texas had joined the
Union.

Further, Molly had mentioned only a couple
of hands who were out on the roundup. It was coming time for the
spring drive—yet the foreman and an extra man were fiddling around
in the home corral. It was all wrong.


 


 


Two

Hal Farmington returned to consciousness.
The two riders had paused by the edge of the stream, safely out of
reach or view of Buchanan and the two women. They had placed him
against the trunk of an oak tree and were gently administering to
him.

Sandy Wills, red-haired, bolder than his
companion, said, “Didn’t want to take you home until you was okay,
Hal.”

Don Doug James, bigger, a solid man, nodded
and fanned Farmington with his sombrero. The horses nibbled at the
rough vegetation. It could have been a nice warm day in Nueces
County but it was not.

Farmington asked feebly, “Did you get his
name?”

“Buchanan,” said Sandy Wills. “Name of
Buchanan. Heard of him aplenty. You sure cold-cocked him, Hal.”

“Cold-cock him I did not,” muttered
Farmington. He touched his jaw. “Does it show?”

“Not much,” said the cowboy.

“Will the old man be able to tell?”

“Not if you keep your chin in and
your collar up.”

Farmington said, “The bastard kicked
me.”

“He sure did.”

“I could whip him in a fair fight.”

“Never did see the man you couldn’t beat.”
But Sandy looked sideways at Don Doug James, who lifted a shoulder
ever so slightly. “Thing is, this Buchanan’s been travelin’ with a
black champion name of Coco Bean. He sent Bean back East to fight
the best they got.”

“Eastern boxers will whip anyone from the
West,” Farmington said. He was regaining his voice along with some
composure.

“Never been East myself,” said Sandy
cheerfully. “Anyways, this Buchanan, he’s some part of a fighter
his own self, they do say.”

“We’ll see about that.” Farmington’s head
went up. “I’ll look him up as soon as possible.”

“Whatever you say, Hal.” The cowhands waited
respectfully for the next move.

Farmington arose, steadied himself against
the tree for a moment, then demanded, “Where were you two while all
this was happening to me?”

“Under Señora Cuesta’s gun,” said
Sandy, shrugging.

“A woman held the two of you back?”

“You want us to shoot the
señora?”

Farmington said, “No, of course not. But you
might have tried something.”

“Nothin’ we could think of,” Sandy said.
“You want to go back home, now? We got to pop that brush and round
up somethin’ for Box F.”

“Yes. We’ll go home now.”

He always carried himself proudly but his
innards were boiling now, remembering Buchanan’s boots into his
midriff, the swiftness and power of Buchanan’s wallop to the chin.
That it should be witnessed by Patricia Cuesta was bad enough, but
that both women had seen it—and enjoyed it—was a blow from which he
could never recover until he had his revenge.

He rode for the home ranch. The house was
two-storied, gable-roofed with dormer windows. His father had built
it just a few years ago, when the Farmingtons had moved westward as
their Wall Street fortune dwindled during the panic. His father had
never wanted to make the move, had no interest in cattle raising.
Only the continuing rumor about the Cuesta buried treasure had kept
old Judson Farmington interested, in fact.

Hal Farmington had been the child of middle
age. His mother had died giving birth to him. His father was now
into his seventies, a tyrant oblivious to past failures, a
self-styled king of the Box F acreage, the biggest spread in the
county. Hal Farmington did as he was told for the most part. He did
not like it; he had cultivated the respect of Sandy and Don Doug so
that he might use them when he needed help.

One thing he did like—his father had
commanded him to court Patricia Ann Cuesta. That is, he liked the
thought that one day she might succumb. Up until now it had been no
pleasure. She had rejected him a dozen times.

Yet she had smiled, until today. He had made
a mistake by keeping her in the water, threatening her. He realized
it now. He would never admit it to anyone else, especially his
father, but it had been a tactical error.

He could trust Sandy and Wills, he
believed. Actually all the Box F men were together because there
was a goal. They wanted to put together a herd for the trail
north—and they all thirsted for the treasure of the Cuesta
family.

Hal Farmington turned over his horse to the
men and went into the






















































































































































































cover.jpg
B @
el Q;i??:g

® 5

ITWAS A FORTUNE N GOLD BULIONAND JENLS TAT MEN WERE WILING T0 KL FOR

BUGHANAN'S
TEXAS TREASURE

Jonas Ward

/;
- \
4 »





tmp_f40c9048ec9de696275855caf5412b7b_A12UUF_html_65b8a385.jpg
JONAS WARD
BUCHANAN 10:
BUCHANAN'S
TEXAS
TREASURE






