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Captain Jackson Baines Hardin had been given the task of
ensuring the safe delivery of a five hundred caplock rifles, on
which depended the success of the Texians’ struggle to liberate
themselves from the tyrannical rule of the Mexican dictator,
Presidente Antonio Lopes de Santa Anna. Not only was he being
pursued by a large contingent of the Arizona Hopi Activos Regiment,
but it was likely that an even larger enemy force would be coming
after him. So he found that devising a way of transporting the
rifles and ensuring protection on the journey was a most welcome
diversion—and it didn’t leave him much time to worry about what
might happen if he had things figured wrong. By the end of the
journey, he’d learned a lot about mule trains.

But at
last Captain Hardin found himself trapped on the banks of the
Brazos River, with no way of getting the consignment across. Just
as well for him that, as men claimed, he was a ‘lil ole devil’ for
a fight.
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Author’s Note

While complete in itself, this
book continues the story which has been told so far in
Young Ole
Devil and Ole Devil and the Caplocks. It also gives the information of how a
mule train operates, which various footnotes in the earlier stories
said would appear in Ole Devil at San Jacinto.


Chapter One – How the Hell Did They Let It
Happen?

There had been death in plenty at the top
of the hollow which surrounded Santa Cristóbal Bay, some ten miles
north of the Matagorda Peninsula, Texas, on the morning of February
28, 1836. The bodies of many horses and men lay in a mass some
fifty or so yards from the rim, their lifeblood thickly upon the
ground.

A few of the corpses were
Mexicans, clad in fancy light green uniforms of the style worn by
Hussars and other light cavalry regiments in Europe. The remainder
were Indians, but not of the kind who might have been expected in
East Texas. Tall and lean for the most part, their garments were
multi-hued cotton shirts hanging outside trousers which were tucked
into the knee-high leggings of moccasins. Weapons of various types
were scattered about, discarded by their lifeless owners. There
were the officers’ swords, the enlisted men’s tomahawks, lances, primitive
yet effective curved wooden throwing-sticks, bows and arrows, but
few firearms.

The commanding officer of the
Arizona Hopi Activos Regiment, who lay with a large proportion of the three
Companies which he had sent into the attack, had based his strategy
upon the fact that there was always a serious failing of flintlock
rifles and pistols in chilly and damp weather conditions.
i He had stated that the Regiment would
rely upon cold steel. Shattered open by one of the defender’s
bullets, the state of his skull was testimony to the fact that he
had made a terrible miscalculation.

In spite of all the slaughter they had
inflicted that morning, it seemed the victors still had not become
sated by fighting and wanted to see more killing.

Gathered in a rough circle
around a pair of young men who were facing each other and holding bared
knives, it was plain that those responsible for the corpses
belonged to two separate parties. They were, in fact, members of
the Texas Light Cavalry, and the Red River Volunteer Dragoons; both
part of the recently organized Army of the Republic of
Texas.

Like the majority of the other
Texians ii
and
Chicanos
iii who were fighting to obtain freedom
from Mexican domination, the two groups of men who had defeated the
attack by a much larger force—the purpose of which was to capture a
valuable shipment of arms—belonged to privately raised
outfits.

The Texas Light Cavalry showed
the greatest uniformity in attire and weapons. Its members wore
low-crowned, wide-brimmed black hats of a pattern which had become
popular among the Anglo-U.S. colonists, particularly as the
oppressive policies of Presidente Antonio Lopez de Santa Anna had caused an increasing antipathy
towards everything of Mexican origin. Their fringed buckskin shirts
were tucked into fawn riding breeches which ended in black Hessian
boots. iv
Each of them had a
pistol carried butt forward on a broad, slanting leather loop at
the right side of the waist belt, so that it would be accessible to
either hand, and had a knife of some kind sheathed on the left.
While their garments were stained and untidy, it was from hard
usage and long traveling rather than neglect.

However, while the Red River
Volunteer Dragoons also sported buckskin shirts, they had retained
whatever style of headdress, trousers, footwear and armament they had had in
their possession at the time of enlistment. In most cases, their
dirty and disheveled aspect stemmed from a complete disinterest in
their personal appearance.

The combatants in the
center of
the circle were about the same age, in their early twenties.
v At close to six foot, they were
evenly matched in height and weight. From all appearances, there
was little between them where skill was concerned. Crouching
slightly, with the knives’ blades extended in front of the thumb
and forefinger of the right hand—a grip permitting a variety of
cuts or thrusts—each used his left as an aid to his balance as well
as to try and distract or grab hold of the other. Moving warily
around, they watched for their chances and launched or evaded
attacks.

‘Go
get him, Wilkie!’ yelled one of the Dragoons, as the representative
of his outfit made a fast stride rearwards to avoid a low
thrust.

‘Keep
after him, Stepin!’ encouraged one of the cavalrymen, watching the
fighter in the fawn breeches press forward to make another attempt
at driving home his weapon. ‘You’ve got him on the run!’

There were other pieces of
advice, some similar and others conflicting, supplied by various
members of the crowd. Being so engrossed in watching and exhorting,
none of them noticed the two groups of riders who were approaching.
The first, consisting of three young men, was coming at a gallop
and was about a quarter of a mile ahead of the second,
larger—eleven-strong—party.

If the Texas Light
Cavalry’s
contingent around the fight had been aware of the leading trio’s
presence, particularly that of the man in front, not even their
excitement would have prevented them from realizing that they were
behaving in a most unsatisfactory and undesirable fashion. They
would also have realized that they were likely to have the point
brought home to them, aware or otherwise, in no uncertain
fashion.

Having seen and heard the
commotion, as he and his companions were returning from the
successful pursuit of the person who had been responsible for the
Arizona Hopi Activos Regiment’s attack, Captain Jackson Baines Hardin—commanding
officer of Company C, Texas Light Cavalry—acted with his usual
promptitude, but also showed the kind of forethought and
understanding which made him one of the regiment’s most successful
fighting leaders.

Those same qualities had caused Captain
Hardin to be given responsibility for handling his present
assignment. It was one upon which the future of Texas might be
hinged. So the last thing he wanted was further trouble and
difficulties, particularly such as might accrue from a fight
between his men and the other group who had been thrown into their
company at such an opportune moment.

Since circumstances had caused
Captain Hardin to leave Louisiana and would make it impossible for him to
return, vi
he had become
deeply involved in the Texians’ struggle for independence. That was
only to have been expected. Other members of the wealthy and
influential Hardin, Fog and Blaze clan had already made their homes
in what was at that time a Territory of the State of
Coahuila vii
and had welcomed
him to their midst. When it had become obvious that open conflict
with Mexico was unavoidable, they had financed, recruited and
equipped the small regiment in which he was now serving.

The Hardin, Fog and Blaze clan
were stout supporters of the strategy proposed by Major General
Samuel Houston, who had been given command of the Republic of
Texas’s viii hastily assembled Army. They had
willingly accepted his decision to withdraw to the east. They had
shared his understanding that it would be disastrous to make a
stand against the vastly superior numbers of the force which Santa
Anna was already marching north to quell their uprising, unless it
was at a time and in a place of their own choosing. Whilst
retiring, they were to harass the Mexicans with hit-and-run tactics
calculated to create as much havoc as possible.

However, Captain Hardin had
been taken away from the regiment and was handling an important
mission. A consignment of five hundred new, percussion-fired,
caplock rifles and a large supply of ammunition had been donated by
sympathizers and had been dispatched by sea from New Orleans. Due
to the delicate political situation in the United States of
America, where feelings were sharply divided over the
rebellion, ix
it had been
considered advisable to keep the consignment a secret. So it was
landed at Santa Cristóbal Bay, instead of being delivered through
one of the seaports which were in the Texians’ hands. Company C was
under orders to collect the consignment and, transporting it by
Ewart Brindley’s mule train, take it to wherever General Houston
and the rest of the Army might be.

A band of renegades led by
Madeline de Moreau and her husband had learned of the shipment.
Before they could be disposed of, in addition to wounding Ewart
Brindley and his cargador, assistant pack master, Joe Galton, they had killed the
train’s bell mare. However, Brindley’s grand-daughter, Charlotte
Martha Jane—who was more usually referred to as ‘Diamond-Hitch’,
shortened to ‘Di’, because of her speed and efficiency in
‘throwing’ x
such a fastening on
a mule’s pack—was fully capable of handling the train.

With her husband already dead,
Madeline de Moreau’s last fling had been to guide the three Companies of the
Arizona Hopi Activos Regiment—also a volunteer outfit consisting of Mexican
officers and Indian enlisted men—to the bay. Having learned that
they were coming, Captain Hardin had conceived a most effective
defensive plan. The attack had been driven off with heavy losses
ending in the deaths of the woman, all but one of the officers, and
many of the Hopis’ chiefs and war leaders who were serving as
non-coms.

Whilst it had still left them
outnumbered by almost two to one, the arrival of a Major Ludwig von
Lowenbrau and thirty members of the Red River Volunteer Dragoons
had given Captain Hardin the means by which he could defeat the
larger enemy force. However, there had been a time when the
newcomers’
presence had appeared to be anything but a blessing.

Having found out about the
shipment of arms and ammunition, Colonel Frank
Johnson—the
founder of the Red River Volunteer Dragoons—had seen how it could
be put to his private use. Ignoring Houston’s strategy and orders
to the contrary, he was planning to—as he put it—carry the war to
the enemy by invading Mexico along the coast road. Not knowing that
Captain Hardin had arranged for Company C to act as an escort for
the mule train, he had sent von Lowenbrau to confiscate the
consignment. Nor had he given a thought to how the loss might
affect the rest of the Republic of Texas’ Army. He was solely
concerned with the loot and acclaim which would accrue from the
successful conclusion of his scheme. Being foiled in the attempt,
the Prussian had elected to desert Johnson and transfer with his
men to the Texas Light Cavalry.

On seeing and realizing what
must be causing the commotion at the top of the rim, Captain Hardin
began to doubt the wisdom of having agreed to von
Lowenbrau’s
suggestion. He was also furious that such a situation had been
allowed to develop and take place in his temporary absence. Not
that he could blame von Lowenbrau, who had been knocked unconscious
by a Hopi throwing stick and had not yet recovered. In addition,
Sergeant Maxime of Company C had been killed by an arrow and
Corporal Anchor wounded in the hand-to-hand fighting. Sergeant Dale
had led the party which had followed ready to support himself and
his two companions when they had gone after Diamond Hitch Brindley
in pursuit of Madeline de Moreau.

However, that had still left
all of the Dragoons’ non-coms, and Corporal Smith, who had earned his
promotion for the part he had played in preventing the confiscation
of the consignment. While none of the former would have attained
their ranks in Company C, the latter ought to have been intelligent
enough to have seen the trouble brewing and tried to avert
it.

‘God
damn it to Hell and back,’ the young captain had raged. ‘How the hell did
they let it happen?’

In spite of his anger and
desire to bring the potentially explosive situation to an end,
Captain Hardin had appreciated the disadvantages of charging up at
the head of the party who were with him. Veterans all, disciplined
and obedient as they were, the enlisted men if used to quell the
disturbance would be likely to side with the other members of Company C.
Even if they had no such intention, the Dragoons would have
expected it of them and acted accordingly.

With that in mind, the captain
had ordered Sergeant Dale to return at a slower pace and take care
of Di, who had lost her horse and was riding double with him. Then
having transferred the girl to the non-com’s mount, he had set off at a gallop
accompanied by only two companions. However, he was confident that
the pair was adequate for his needs, each having special qualities
which made him particularly suited to the task. With their
assistance, he hoped to break up the crowd before they got
completely out of hand. Even so, he knew it was not going to be
easy.

Six foot in height, First
Lieutenant Mannen Blaze was dressed in a somewhat better quality version of
the enlisted men’s uniform, but with a scarlet silk bandana tight
rolled and knotted around his throat. He had a .54 caliber
Manton xi caplock pistol and a massive, ivory
handled knife of the kind which had already acquired the name
‘bowie’ in honor of the man credited with the design of the
original weapon. xii Although he was bulky in build and
generally conveyed an impression of well padded, contented
lassitude, the men under his command—and others who had been fooled
until they had learned the error of their ways—realized that his
demeanor was deceptive. For all his size, he was not clumsy. He
could move fast when necessary, and possessed great strength. Some
indication of the former was shown by the way in which he sat his
powerful brown gelding, being a light rider for all his
weight.

So, while on the surface the
burly red haired young man appeared somnolent to the point of being
a dullard, in reality he was a smart and capable officer. It had
been his quick grasp of the situation and his adroit manipulations
which, in Captain Hardin’s absence, had bluffed von Lowenbrau out of
attempting to gain possession of the consignment.

On the face of it, the second
of the young captain’s assistants seemed to warrant even less confidence than
Mannen Blaze. Not quite five foot six inches in height, but with a
sturdy physique, his almond-eyed and cheerful features were those
of a native of the Orient. Bare headed, he had closely cropped
black hair. His garments were a loose fitting and wide sleeved
black shirt hanging outside trousers of the same material which
were tucked into matching Hessian boots.

Apart from his footwear and the
lack of a pigtail, the man could have been a Chinese coolie who
might be found in any of the United States’ major seaports. However, one rarely
saw a coolie carrying weapons and he appeared to be well armed if
in a somewhat primitive fashion. A pair of long handled, slightly
curved swords with small, circular guards, balanced each other—the
shorter at the right—in lacquered bamboo sheaths attached by slings to his
leather waist belt. xiii In addition, he grasped a bow at
least six foot in length in his left fist and there was a quiver
suspended across his back so that its arrows would be readily
accessible to his right hand. xiv

As with Mannen Blaze, Tommy
Okasi’s
looks were deceptive. There was little contact between his homeland
and the Western Hemisphere—nor would there be until after the
visits in 1853-54 of a flotilla of warships commanded by Commodore
Perry, United States’ Navy—so few people knew that he had
originated from the group of islands known collectively as Japan.
They believed him to be Chinese. He was reticent about his reasons
for leaving and, being exceptionally capable in his nation’s highly
effective martial arts, for the most part his privacy was
respected. Those who tried to invade it never repeated the
attempt.

For all his undoubted skill as
a warrior, the little Oriental was content to act as Captain
Hardin’s
valet. He had always proved to be a cheerful, loyal, courageous and
dependable companion, being willing to take any risk which became
necessary. These admirable traits had been displayed many times,
even before accompanying his employer to Texas and taking an active
part in the present assignment.

Matching Mannen Blaze in
height, attire—with the exception that his tight rolled silk bandana was
a riot of clashing, multi-hued colors—age (in the mid-twenties) and
armament, Jackson Baines Hardin was slender without being skinny or
puny. Even while riding at a good speed across uneven terrain, he
sat his line-backed dun gelding with a ramrod straight erectness.
Although travel-stained and somewhat disheveled, his clothing
showed signs that he had endeavored to keep it as clean as
possible.

The most remarkable feature
about the young commanding officer of Company C, especially at such a moment,
was his face. Combed back and exposed by having his hat hanging on
his shoulders by its barbiquejo chinstrap, his coal black hair formed what looked
like small, curved horns above his temples. Taken with eyebrows
like inverted W, lean cheeks, an aquiline nose, a neatly trimmed
mustache—he had shaved that morning—and a short, sharply pointed
chin beard, they created a satanic aspect which, in part, had
produced his nickname, ‘Ole Devil’. xv

Bringing the dun to a
rump-sliding halt about thirty feet from the still unsuspecting and
rowdy mob, the young captain quit its low horned,
double-girthed xvi saddle and released its split-ended
reins. Doing so ensured that the animal would not stray. It had
been trained to stand still when ‘ground hitched’ by the dangling
strands of leather and would only move under the direst of
provocation.

Without even so much as a
glance at his two companions, knowing that he could rely implicitly
upon their judgment, Ole Devil Hardin strode forward with sharp and
angry strides. Since taking on the mission, he had had to deal
ruthlessly with several situations and was willing to do so on this
occasion. Nor would the fact that his own men were involved prevent
him from taking whatever steps he considered necessary. For all
that, he knew a single mistake on his part could blow the whole affair up
into something which neither he nor anybody else could
handle.


Chapter Two – I’ll Make You Sorry You Were
Born!

Selecting a portion of the onlookers comprised of
his own men, from whom he felt he could produce the most desired
effect, Ole Devil Hardin headed straight for it. He heard footsteps
on either side and a few paces to his rear. So he knew that Mannen
Blaze and Tommy Okasi were following in the same rough arrowhead
formation in which they had been riding. Although he did not see
that the little Oriental no longer carried the bow and, by tugging
at the quick-release knot of the carrying strap, had removed and
left both it and the quiver near the horses, he would have felt no
qualms if he had. Even without wearing his daisho, Tommy’s ability in the little
publicized—outside his homeland—unarmed combat techniques of
ju-jitsu
and
karate
made him more than
a match for most bigger, heavier and stronger
assailants.

Two of the spectators, who were
clad in fawn riding breeches, felt themselves being pushed roughly
from the rear by somebody who clearly wanted to pass between them.
Turning, bristling with indignation and ready to take reprisals,
they found themselves confronted by a figure whose features were
meaner than—and very much like the pictures they had seen of—Old Nick
as he was stoking up the fiery furnaces to roast another bunch of
miserable sinners. Although they realized that the owner of the
face was considerably more earthly and mundane, the effect was
pretty near the same.

In fact, the pair
was aware that
somebody was sure as hell going to find themselves pretty close to
being roasted in the very near future. Assuming expressions which they hoped
showed indifference, trying to appear innocent, they lost all their
hostility. Once their commanding officer had stalked by, they began
to edge backwards with the intention of disassociating themselves
from a situation that they felt sure would not meet with his approval.

Glancing at Tommy, Mannen
diverged from the line being taken by his cousin and passed around
the circle to the right. Without needing advice, the little
Oriental hurried in the opposite direction until he reached the
dividing line between the Dragoons and the left flank of
Company C.
It was, he concluded as he entered the gap, fortunate that he had
demonstrated his skill at ju-jitsu, the fast withdrawal of the tachi, during the final stages of the fight
and also how deadly effective such a weapon could be in his trained
hands. It would be a fine inducement towards compliance with orders
and a warning that any attempt to extend the hostilities would be
extremely dangerous.

For his part, the burly red-haired
lieutenant seemed to be almost on the point of falling asleep as he
elbowed his way through the other narrow space separating the two
factions. A few from each group turned with angry protests on their
lips, but none of them continued with their complaints. All of them
were aware of his true potential and were not fooled by his languid
exterior. However, before he could emerge beyond them, he saw
something which demanded his immediate attention.

On arriving at the forefront of
the circle, Ole Devil took in the situation with a swift look. He
found some slight relief in noticing that, as yet, there was no
mingling between the members of the two Companies. That made things
just a little more stable, provided the Dragoons did not attempt to
take their representative’s part. He was counting upon his companions and
the speed with which he must now act to prevent trouble.

Although Ole Devil had never
heard of psychology, he realized that the more spectacularly he
dealt with the situation, the greater its effect would be upon the
onlookers. In this, he would be aided by his knowledge of
savate;
the foot and fist
fighting practiced by French Creoles in Louisiana. Furthermore,
while he did not possess the skill which would be acquired by
another—as yet unborn—member of the Hardin, Fog and Blaze
clan, xvii Tommy had taught him several
useful ju-jitsu and karate tricks. Utilizing his combined lessons in the art of
self-defense, he felt he could achieve his purpose. Particularly
as, seeming to wish to help him, the combatants were close
together. Each having grasped the other’s right wrist with the left hand, they
were straining to gain the advantage.

Thrusting himself forward
without waiting for Mannen or Tommy to emerge from the crowd, the
captain darted towards the two young men. He bounded into the air,
rotating his body until it was parallel to the ground.
Unfortunately, an instant before he reached them, they decided
their position was at a deadlock and, as if by mutual
consent—or
realizing another factor was entering the game—shoved each other
away. So they were just too far separated to receive the full
impact of the collision.

While Ole Devil still struck the fighters
and sent them staggering, his attack lacked the force to
incapacitate them. They went reeling at angles away from each
other, but without losing their holds on the knives. Having been
hit slightly the harder, the cavalryman sprawled to his hands and
knees. Blundering onwards for a few more paces, the Dragoon
contrived to remain erect. Alighting on his feet, Ole Devil glared
from one to the other, knowing the affair was not yet over.

Muttering an oath, one of von
Lowenbrau’s
men standing at the edge of their group reached for the pistol
which was thrust into his belt. A friend of the knife fighter, he
felt it was incumbent upon him to register a protest over such an
unfair intervention by a man clad in the fashion of the opposition.
Before he could do so, or identify the interloper—not that he would
have been influenced towards wisdom by the discovery—he experienced
a sensation such as might have resulted if he had allowed his right
shoulder to come between the jaws of an exceptionally powerful bear
trap.

‘Now
you just leave that be and stay out of it, please,’ requested a drawling and lethargic
voice, which somehow sounded as chilling as if it had been snarled
ferociously. The last word of the sentence was accompanied by an
even greater crushing pressure on the shoulder. ‘Because, if you
don’t, I’ll make you sorry you were born!’

Numbed with agony, the Dragoon glanced
behind him. Maybe some folks would have regarded the bland features
which met his gaze as belonging to a dull-witted simpleton, but he
was not among their number. Recognizing his captor, he would have
obeyed even if the excruciating torment being inflicted by the
largest thumb and fingers he had ever seen were leaving him with a
second choice.

Noticing that several members
of both factions appeared to be contemplating hostile action, either for or
against his employer, Tommy Okasi sprang to confront them. In a
flickering blur of motion which would only be matched by top grade
gunfighters—employing much shorter weapons—using techniques
developed from the late 1860s to the present day
xviii he whipped the thirty inch
long, razor sharp blade of the tachi from its sheath.

‘Ancient Nipponese saying, which I’ve just made up,’ the
little Oriental announced, in sibilant tones and employing very
good English, as he brandished the sword in both hands. ‘Man who
pokes his nose into thing which must be stopped for good of all
could end up walking on his knees, having lost all that is below
them.’

As in Mannen’s case, there were those alive
who might have regarded such behavior, coming as it did from so
short a person in the presence of many larger men, as being
foolhardy to say the least.

However, several of
Tommy’s
audience had seen and told the majority of the rest how he had
practically decapitated—although that was not the term used by
those who described the incident—a large Hopi brave who was trying
to gut him with a war lance. Then, even before the corpse had
struck the ground, he had pivoted through a good ninety degrees to
fell a second warrior harboring similar intentions towards
him.

So the listeners did not regard
the little Oriental’s politely phrased words as other than a serious warning
of the action he was willing to take if necessary.

Without being aware of the way in which his
companions were supporting and protecting him, although neither of
their tactics would have been a surprise, Ole Devil prepared to
bring the fight to an end.

Being on his feet, the Dragoon posed the
greater and more pressing threat.

Unfortunately, the problem was not so simple
as there was the future to consider.

The man’s companions would be resentful of
anything which they regarded as a show of favoritism on the young
captain’s part.

Accepting what could be the
only solution, Ole Devil started to put it into effect. His
conscience was soothed by knowing the nature of his Company’s representative
in the fight. Stepin had always shown considerable reluctance to
accept discipline, despite being loyal to his outfit and proud to
be serving in it, and in the past his behavior on a number of
occasions had come very close to warranting punishment.

Leaping forward, as the cursing
cavalryman began to rise, Ole Devil swung up his right leg. Well
versed in savate, he sent the toe of his boot with carefully calculated force
under Stepin’s chin. Back snapped the head of the recipient of the
attack. Lifted upwards a few inches, he released his knife’s hilt
and collapsed limply to the ground. It was obvious that he would
not be taking any further interest in the proceedings for a few
minutes at least.

However, the Dragoon was already rushing
to the attack. He hoped that he would take his second assailant by
surprise and repay the unprovoked assault upon him.

The hope did not materialize!

Instead of waiting for his assailant to
reach him, Ole Devil glided forward on what appeared to be a
converging course.

Intending to drive his
knife ‘up to
the “Green River”’ xix into the intruder’s belly, the
Dragoon became aware of how his would-be victim looked. Studying
the savage, Mephistophelian features, he could not help glancing
down. It came almost as a surprise and relief to discover that the
other did not have cloven hooves or a forked tail, but was clad in
the attire of the Texas Light Cavalry.

The understanding came a trifle too
late.

Swinging to face his attacker,
Ole Devil watched the knife as it was driven towards his
midsection. At the last moment, he rotated his torso clear by
swinging his left foot in a circular motion to his rear.
Simultaneously, he raised both hands to shoulder height, palm
downwards. Bringing them together, he sent them to clamp hold of
Alvin’s
right wrist and force it downwards away from him. Taking his weight
on the right foot, the captain bent his left knee until its thigh
was parallel to the ground. Still guiding the point of the knife in
a harmless direction, he pulled with his hands and snapped around
the raised limb so that the knee took his attacker in the pit of
the stomach. Then, with a surging heave, he flung the winded,
folded over, and helpless young man with a flipping motion. Turning
a half somersault, Alvin alighted supine and with a bone jarring
thud which drove all the air from his lungs and stunned him. Like
Stepin, he was no longer in any condition to resume
hostilities.

Having ended the main source of
dissension, Ole Devil wasted no time in setting about removing the
rest. Glancing quickly at the two recumbent soldiers, to ensure
that neither was going to make further trouble, he turned and raked
the crowd with his cold black eyes. Noticing in passing that Mannen
and Tommy had fully
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