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When Dusty Fog was ambushed
and nearly killed by a band of hired killers, only the intervention
of a friendly stranger saved his life. From then on, Dusty knew he
had to obey the Texan code of honor and repay his debt to Raymond
Sangster without hesitation.

However, the small Texan did
not envisage the cost of settling his debt of gratitude—for the
price was the building of a railroad across the land of a good
friend—and a threat to the unity of Ole Devil Hardin’s floating
outfit.
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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.


 


 


For Dorothy Murphy and Charles Mwakai of
Kuoni Travel, Nairobi, plus Sammy and all the other safari bus
drivers who have helped to make every visit to Kenya a most
pleasant and enjoyable experience. Heri na baraka, kwenu-nyote


 







 


 


Author’s Note

While complete in itself, the
events in this book follow on from those recorded in:
Decision for Dusty
Fog and Cards and Colts.

We wish to thank Dudley Pope—official
biographer for Captain Lord Nicholas Ramage, R.N.—for allowing us
to borrow the family archives from which we obtained details of the
participation of his His Lordship’s grandson, Sir John Uglow
Ramage.

When supplying us with the
information from which we produce our books, one of the strictest
rules imposed upon us by the present day members of what we call
the ‘Hardin, Fog and Blaze’ clan and the ‘Counter’ family is that
we never under any circumstances disclose their true identities, nor
their present locations. Therefore, we are instructed to
always
employ sufficient
inconsistencies to ensure neither can happen.

We realize that, in our present ‘permissive’
society, we could use the actual profanities employed by various
people in the narrative. However, we do not concede a spurious
desire to create ‘realism’ is any excuse to do so.

Lastly, as we refuse to pander to the
current ‘trendy’ usage of the metric system, except when referring
to the caliber of certain firearms traditionally measured in
millimeters—i.e. Walther P-38, 9mm—we will continue to employ
miles, yards, feet, inches, stones, pounds and ounces, when quoting
distances or weights.

J.T. EDSON


Chapter One –

I Know What
They Say About Him!

‘Damn it, Rocky!’ Michael “Mean
Mick Meach” Meacher hissed, his accent showing he had been born of
none too affluent circumstances in Illinois. ‘That
can’t
be
him!’

‘It can’t, huh?’ Ronald “Rocky” Todd declared
vehemently, never having taken kindly to implications that he might
be wrong in anything he said or did. His voice was indicative of
similar origins, albeit from a background offering the opportunity
of a somewhat better education. ‘Well it is him!’

‘He sure as shitting
don’t look it, for all he’s wearing a badge!’ asserted William “Bad
Bill” Hamilton. He too clearly hailed from the “Prairie State”, but
his tones had a slight Scottish burr and, like his companions, he
had adopted a sobriquet which he considered had a tougher sound
than his given name. Sharing Meacher’s misgivings, he was annoyed
by the previous speaker having assumed the mantle of leadership
throughout the negotiations which had brought them to their present
position. ‘God damn it! The way those beefhead sons-of-bitches talk
about hi—!’

‘I know what they say!’ Todd growled. The intonation he gave
to “they” indicated he had a similar aversion where Texans—whose
dependence upon the cattle business for maintaining the economy of
their State had produced the derogatory sobriquet,
“beefheads” 1
—were concerned.
‘But that Will Little jasper’s hired m—us—pointed him out to me not long after we
got here and that’s him coming!’

There was more than a similarity in the
accents of the speakers. All were tallish, fairly well built and
had reasonably good looking faces with lines suggestive of vicious
natures. A few years earlier, men such as them had formed the
nucleus of the gangs of Northern guerillas led by the likes of
James ‘Redleg’ Lane. While preaching adherence to the Union, they
were just as brutal and unscrupulous as their counterparts riding
with William Clarke Quantrill in an equally spurious pretence of
serving the South. Deprived of this way of getting money, without
the need to raise sweat doing honest work, they had drifted to the
West and, as such an occupation was no longer lucrative in their
home State, they sought to earn a living by hiring out their
guns.

Of the three, Todd presented
what some people might have considered the most striking
appearance. Having a slight advantage in height over his
companions, he had clearly based his appearance upon that of a man
from Illinois who had acquired quite an impressive name throughout
the West. Not only had he allowed his mousey brown hair to grow
shoulder long, but he had cultivated a drooping moustache which did
little to improve his features. He wore a flat topped, wide brimmed
grey hat with a shining leather band decorated by what looked to be
silver coins around its crown, a black cutaway coat, frilly bosomed
white shirt with a string bow tie, grey trousers and black boots
more suitable for walking than riding. The resemblance to James
Butler ‘Wild Bill’ Hickok was taken even further. Two Colt Model of
1851 Navy Belt Pistol revolvers were tucked through the scarlet
cloth sash about his waist, their walnut handles turned butt
forward in the manner preferred by the famous gun fighter.
2

Compared to their leader, although neither
was willing to confer that status on him, despite knowing he was a
relation of a prominent outlaw, the other two were far less
flamboyant.

Their round topped, wide
brimmed hats were not in the style adopted by Texans, nor—being
stout ‘Yankees’ at heart— would they have wished this to be the
case, but their clothing was much the same as worn by the cowhands
who arrived at the railroad towns in Kansas, delivering herds of
half wild longhorn cattle to the shipping pens.
3 The gunbelt each wore was of a kind
intended to permit the fast withdrawal of the Colt 1860 Army Model
revolvers in the twin holsters.

Two nights earlier, the trio
had been paying their first visit to a notorious gathering place
for outlaws, Honesty John’s Tavern, in Brownton. Wanting to acquire
the title ‘killer’, they had been delighted to have the opportunity
of shooting down two men in front of an audience they considered—
although they had never heard the term—to be comprised of their
peers. Having learned that the beautiful young woman they had
‘rescued from the unwanted attentions’ of their victims was none
other than Belle Starr, they had expected to be eagerly requested
to become members of her ‘gang’. However, their feelings of
satisfaction were ended by the scant gratitude she had shown and
the owner of the Tavern, Jonathan Ambrose Turtle, had ordered them
to leave. 4

Starting to look for somewhere
they would be better appreciated, the trio had heard hurrying
footsteps and a masculine voice asking to speak with them. Although
they hoped he was sent with a belated invitation from Belle Starr
to go into full partnership with her, or—taking into account that
Todd was related to the well known gunslinger and outlaw, David
Short—that Turtle had had a change of heart and was
requesting them to
return, they discovered that neither supposition materialized. Nor
had the precaution of being ready to draw their weapons proved
necessary. The man who approached them had indicated his pacific
intentions by keeping his hands extended well clear of his sides.
Of indeterminate age, medium height and build, although his attire
was that of a Texan, he was heavily bearded and had hair much
longer than was considered acceptable by cowhands from that State.
Glancing around to make sure they were not overheard, he had
introduced himself as ‘Will Smith’. However, regardless of his
style of clothing and somewhat harsh drawl suggesting his origins
were in the West, he had not appeared to know what was meant when
Todd had asked sardonically, ‘Is that your summer name?’ 5

Making no response to the implication that
he might have given an alias, the man had asked to be told the
trio’s names. He had apologized for such a breach of range country
etiquette, but claimed he was sure he must have heard of them
referred to in the same breath as other such notable gunslingers as
Wyatt Earp, Bat Masterson and Wild Bill Hickok. Delighted by the
supposition, it had not occurred to any of them to wonder why
somebody who was going out of his way to give such strong
indications that he was Texan would select the first name in
particular, rather than some of those in the same category who
hailed from the Lone Star State. Furthermore, none had thought to
ask where he had gathered such information about them. Instead,
overlooking the fact that hardly anybody outside their small home
town had heard of them, Todd had introduced himself and his
companions by their sobriquets.

Giving the trio no time to
think about any of the conflicting points, the bearded man had said
how he admired the way in which they had dealt with their ‘latest’
victims in Honesty John’s Tavern. However, he had made no reference to their
rejection when they had offered their services to the lady outlaw
and were summarily ejected by the proprietor. Instead, he had asked
whether they would be available to handle a chore for him. Being
somewhat quicker witted than his companions, Todd had acted as
spokesman before either Hamilton or Meacher could respond. Asking
how much the pay would be, before offering to discover what was
entailed by the prospective employment, the long haired youngster
had been as surprised as his companions at the reply. Quoting a sum
of one thousand dollars and saying it would be considered justified
when the trio learned the identity of their victim, Smith had
supplied the name.

Discovering they would be expected to kill a
peace officer would have been sufficient of a surprise for the
trio. That the victim was the town marshal of nearby Mulrooney was
even more so. Regardless of their antipathy towards Texans, which
was based upon cultural indoctrination rather than for any genuine
reasons, it had come as something of a shock to learn that the man
they were to deal with was none other than Captain Dustine Edward
Marsden ‘Dusty’ Fog. Despite pretending to reject all they had
heard about him, not one of the trio had believed the task would be
a sinecure. If the truth had been told, without the need for
discussion, all of them had concluded the chore would prove a
vastly different proposition to tackling two comparatively old and
unsuspecting dudes like their previous, in fact only, victims.

Realizing his companions were
experiencing a sense of perturbation similar to his own, Todd had
sought to distract attention from it in case it was noticeable.
Contriving to sound much more confident than he was feeling, he had
sought to impress the potential employer with his ‘experience’ in
such situations. Pointing out that the proposed victim had a number
of deputies available for protection, some of whom would almost
certainly have to be gunned down to complete the chore, he had claimed he
considered a higher rate of pay was necessary to cover this
contingency.

The man, claiming Todd’s
suggestion of another five hundred dollars was a tribute to his
astute business sense, had accepted the terms without
argument. 6
With the financial
side of the deal concluded, he declared it must be terminated with
the minimum of delay. Learning the trio had horses, he had said he
would meet them at Hampton’s Livery Stable in Mulrooney around noon
two days later. Asked by Hamilton why he would not be accompanying
them, he had alleviated similar suspicions which the other two were
feeling by replying that men with their ‘considerable experience’
in such matters would appreciate how ill-advised it would be for
them to be seen traveling together. Furthermore, he had other
business to attend to in Brownton and would reach the rendezvous by
train. Gratified by the complimentary reference to their supposed
experience, Todd had stated his concurrence with the arrangement.
His manner had implied, regardless of what the other two might
think, that he was satisfied and the offer was accepted.

Although Hamilton and Meacher had not
troubled to hide their annoyance at the way in which ‘Smith’
regarded Todd as their undisputed leader, or that Todd considered
the same to be the case, they had not been granted an opportunity
to rectify the misapprehension. Before the point could be raised by
his employees, the employer had said that men of their
‘considerable experience’ would be aware that only traveling
expenses were provided at this point in the negotiations. Being
unsure whether such was the case, but having no desire to let their
lack of knowledge become obvious to one who had so much misplaced
faith in their non-existent abilities, the trio had agreed and
accepted the twenty dollars they were offered without argument.

The negotiations had been
carried out in the shadows of an alley between two unoccupied buildings, so
there were less details available of the bearded man’s appearance
than would have been seen if they had been out in the open.
However, with the deal concluded, Hamilton—possessing the dour
nature of the race from which he had his origins—had suggested
pointedly it should be sealed with a drink paid for by their
employer, as this was always the case under such
circumstances.

Accepting the statement with some
reluctance, although its maker had wondered whether he had
inadvertently stumbled upon the correct routine, the man had taken
them to a small and almost empty saloon. While having the drink,
they had inadvertently received a clue as to his identity when he
had remarked as verification of what he was saying in answer to a
comment from Meacher, ‘or my name’s not Will Little’. While he had
tried to cover up the error, all three had guessed Todd was correct
when assuming ‘Will Smith’ to be an alias. What was more, the
inadvertently supplied name had given a clue as to why the man
wanted to have Dusty Fog killed.

Having brutally murdered a
prostitute at a brothel in Mulrooney, a young man called Kenneth
Little from the Ozark Mountains’ ‘hill country’ of Missouri had
been arrested and held in the jailhouse pending his trial. Knowing
that he would be sentenced to death if he was brought before a
court of law, a number of his kin had sought to set him free. Not
only had their efforts ended in failure but, due to the competence
of the town marshal and deputies, Kenneth Little and several of his
clan had been killed. Therefore, the trio assumed they had been
hired by one of the survivors—impelled with the
loyalty to
family of their ‘hillbilly’ kind—to take revenge upon the man
responsible for their death. However, they were not given a chance
to ascertain whether the supposition was correct. Having paid for
one round of drinks, although Hamilton hinted more would be
acceptable, the man had said he must go to keep another urgent
appointment and had parted company with the trio. They had decided
to follow him in the hope of learning what the undisclosed business
might be, but by the time they had considered it safe to make the
attempt to leave the saloon, he was nowhere in sight.

Meeting their employer at the
appointed time and rendezvous, once again the long haired youngster
had received the majority of his attention. Nevertheless, sensing
the arrangement was resented by the other two and displaying the
possession of tact, Will Little had supplied an acceptable excuse
for leaving them behind while he took Todd to see their proposed
victim. This had been achieved by stressing the necessity of the
precaution of attending to the horses to ensure all would be ready,
in case there should be the need for a hurried departure. Despite
having claimed nothing could go wrong, Hamilton and Meacher had had
to concede the latter was advisable. Like Todd, they knew Dusty Fog
only by reputation and would need to be familiar with his
appearance—impressive as it was credited to be by his fellow
Texans—so as to avoid mistakes when the time came.

Returning alone from conducting the
examination, Todd had announced that ‘the bastard’ did not look
anywhere nearly as tough and big as was asserted by the other
‘beefhead sons-of-bitches’. Then he had described the plan for
carrying out the chore he had received from their employer,
although he pretended it was his own. Keeping off the streets until
nightfall, in a small and cheap saloon well clear of the main
business section, they had set off after dark to implement the
scheme. Making their way to a street devoted to business premises,
all of which were already closed for the day so that the street was
deserted, they had waited for their intended victim to make his
rounds. Although they had been warned this might not occur until a
subsequent evening, it seemed fortune was favoring them.

Regardless of their claim of
disbelieving the stories they had heard about the prowess of Dusty
Fog, they had just sufficient common sense to realize these must
have some basis in fact, and had accepted one fact from the
beginning. Satisfying though it would be to claim later that they
had achieved their purpose in what would pass as a fair fight, they
had declined to seek one. Not that any of them would have admitted
openly they had no relish for the prospect of such a confrontation.
Instead, they told one another he would never dare accept such a
challenge no matter who made it and to issue it would result in
immediate intervention by his deputies.

Therefore, with an excuse produced which was
to their satisfaction, the trio had turned their attention to some
other means of attaining their purpose. Without confessing the
scheme had come from their employer, apart from admitting the
bearded man had told him their intended victim took turn-about with
the deputies at making the rounds, Todd had proposed a scheme and
they were now waiting to put it into effect. It had not occurred to
any of the three that a man who had so recently taken a wife, as
rumor claimed to be the case with Dusty Fog, might refrain from
following a routine established in his bachelor days. However,
circumstances were proving this was not the case. What was more,
when he did show up with reasonable clarity, the sight of him
provoked comments indicative of disbelief from Hamilton and
Meacher.

‘We’ll do things the way I
said,’ Todd ordered, rather than suggested, being disinclined to
confess to his companions that he had been no less surprised on
receiving his first view of Dusty Fog. ‘Give me time to get around
the back and down the alley I showed you, then come
al—!’

‘We know what we’ve got to do!’ Hamilton
interrupted coldly. ‘And time’s too short for us to be standing
here running it by again.’

Giving a low grunt and silently promising
himself he would instill a more suitable sense of respect for his
leadership upon his companions when they had carried out the chore,
Todd withdrew and darted as quietly as he could through the gap
between the two buildings from which the observation had taken
place. Giving him the time which they estimated he would require to
reach his destination, still watching the figure approaching at a
leisurely stroll interspersed by pauses to ensure the doors of the
unlit and deserted looking buildings being passed were locked,
Hamilton and Meacher made preparations for the part they were to
play in their forthcoming debut into the trade of professional
killers.


Chapter Two –

They’re Going to Kill You!

‘Not that one!’ William “Bad Bill” Hamilton hissed,
as his remaining companion took out the right side Colt 1860 Army
revolver. Regardless of the disparaging comments he had uttered on
numerous occasions since learning the identity of their prospective
victim, he was sufficiently impressed by what he had heard earlier
to be unwilling to take any unnecessary chances. ‘Use the other
and, with that ’n’ being in leather, Fog’ll see it and won’t wonder
why your holster’s empty.’

‘Huh huh!’ Michael “Mean Mick
Meach” Meacher grunted, trying to avoid showing he was grateful for
being reminded of something he had overlooked in the sense of
anticipation mingled with apprehension creeping over him. Despite
seeing a far less impressive figure than he had expected, he too
had no illusions over the danger they would be facing if the
approaching peace officer should suspect their purpose before the
trap was sprung. Making the transfer and, holding the replacement
in his right hand, he cocked its hammer while continuing, ‘We’ll
get him easy, Willie!’

‘That we will,’ Hamilton breathed. Normally he would have
protested at being addressed by the less robust sounding sobriquet
of his childhood. Being just as cognizant of the situation as was
his companion, and being equally aware of the possible peril
involved, he refrained from objecting to being called Willie.
Instead, having already armed himself in the same manner, he
estimated that there would not quite have been time for Todd to
arrive at the appointed position. Wanting to try and carry out the
killing himself and gain the credit personally, albeit with a
little unavoidable assistance from the man by his side, he went on,
‘Let’s go get it done!’

‘Sure,’ Meacher replied,
ever willing to be one of the led rather than a leader.

Concealing their gun-filled
right hands behind their backs, but ensuring the empty left was in
plain view, the two young men stepped from their hiding place. They
were ready to take whatever immediate action might prove necessary,
but the intended victim did not present them with any apparent
problem. Although he glanced briefly their way as they appeared, he
continued to stroll forward without reducing or increasing his
pace. However, just before he reached the opening from which Todd
was to put in an appearance, he looked in the other direction and
stepped from the sidewalk to stride quickly at an angle towards
the center
of the street. He acted in such a casual seeming fashion, Hamilton
and Meacher assumed he did not suspect their intentions but was
merely crossing to check on something he had noticed on the other
side.

There was considerable justification for the
surprise expressed by the two young men when first seeing Captain
Dustine Edward Marsden ‘Dusty’ Fog!

Often, in fact, even people of
greater perception found difficulty in reconciling the appearance
of the town marshal of Mulrooney with the considerable reputation
he had acquired during and since the War Between
the
States!

Even aided by his high-heeled
tan colored boots, Dusty was no more than five foot six in height.
Neatly trimmed dusty blond hair showed from beneath the wide brim
of his black, low crowned, Texas style, J.B. Stetson hat. Not much
beyond his early twenties, while moderately good looking, there was
nothing particularly eye-catching about his tanned and clean-shaven face when
it was in repose. The tightly rolled scarlet silk bandana, dark
green shirt—with the badge of town marshal pinned to its left
breast pocket—and Levi’s pants he was wearing had been purchased
recently, but he contrived to give them the appearance of being
somebody else’s cast-offs and they tended to emphasize rather than
detract from his small stature. Nor, despite the rig having been
produced specially for him by a master craftsman, was he made more
impressive by wearing a well designed brown gunbelt with twin
bone-handled Colt 1860 Army Model revolvers butt forward for a
cross-draw in contoured holsters. Nevertheless, if one took the
trouble to look more closely, there was a strength of will and
intelligence beyond the norm about his features and, although his
garments tended to distract attention from it, his muscular
development was that of a Hercules in miniature.

Despite having ceased to be a
bachelor only a few days earlier, Dusty was performing a regular
patrol of the town. However, this did not imply there was already
something going wrong with his marriage to the beautiful
Englishwoman, Freddie Woods, who owned the Fair Lady saloon and was
mayor of Mulrooney. The marriage had been contracted mainly to
avert the threat of extradition and standing trial for a crime she
did not commit—although being brought to a court of law in England
was inadvisable under the circumstances of her involvement with the
actual killer. 7
Nevertheless, she
and Dusty had already developed a liking which went beyond the
respect each felt towards the other in a professional capacity. On
the other hand, while having strong feelings towards the vows they
had taken at the ceremony, they were realists and appreciated their
respective ways of life created problems which most young couples
joined in the ‘bonds of holy wedlock’ did not face.

Having been responsible to a
great extent for the establishment of the town, in company with a
group of businessmen she had met shortly after arriving in the
United States, Freddie was determined to stay in Mulrooney until
satisfied it would continue to run in accordance with the ideals she had
demanded when becoming the first mayor. Therefore, to her way of
thinking, leaving—for even so good a reason as marriage—was not
practical, nor in keeping with her strong sense of duty.

Dusty, too, had his
commitments. He had only been taken on as Town Marshal as a
temporary measure until the man who was to have held the position
arrived—which would be any day now. His period of service as the
marshal of Mulrooney was almost up. In fact, even though his time
was being put to excellent use, he had already stayed longer than
anticipated when he brought in a herd for which he was trail boss.
He had been engaged, most successfully, 8 in helping Freddie to maintain law
and order during the vitally important period of the town starting
to carry out its intended function as a shipping point for cattle
driven from Texas. However, he was overdue in returning to his
various duties as segundo of the OD Connected ranch—the brand being a letter ‘O’ to
which the vertical side of a ‘D’ was attached—in Rio Hondo County,
Texas; along with carrying out such extra tasks as came his way as
leader of the owner, his uncle, General Jackson Baines ‘Ole Devil’
Hardin’s floating outfit.

Accepting the situation, the newlyweds had
had the strength of will to follow the only course each knew was
open, to the other. The marriage had most definitely been
consummated, during the night of the wedding and following a
celebration which the invited guests at the Fair Lady Saloon would
never forget. Nevertheless, they had agreed their nuptials were to
remain in the nature of ‘convenience’ until such time as their
respective duties would allow them to turn it into something more
conventional.

That afternoon, receiving an
invitation to be guest of honor at a banquet given by Steven
King—an American delegate for the Railroad Commission assembled at
Mulrooney to discuss the extension of a spur-line being built
northwards to join an inter-continental line under construction in
Canada— Freddie had been annoyed to find it was in her capacity as
mayor and for herself alone. She had stated King was still feeling
antagonistic towards Dusty and herself because they had not treated
him with the respect he considered he deserved since his arrival,
so had worded it in that fashion as a means of taking a petty
revenge. On her threatening to decline, her husband had pointed out
it was the kind of function to which even the senior municipal
peace officer would not be invited under normal conditions.
Therefore, if she refused to attend—or demanded he was permitted to
accompany her—she would be playing into the New Englander’s hands.
What was more, it would provide an opportunity for the faction
amongst the citizens who were opposed to her, to claim either her
absence was an insult to the influential visitor, or she was taking
an unfair advantage of her office by insisting that Dusty came too.
His absence was explained to the other guests by her saying he was
taking the night watch duty with two of his deputies.

Leaving the Ysabel Kid and Waco
at the office, Dusty was engaged upon what was generally no more
than a routine patrol. Checking on the unoccupied business
premises, he had observed the two young men coming from the alley.
Studying their appearance, he had concluded they were not Texans
and might
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