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When Yancey Bannerman killed the
Leverett boys, Wade and Hawkeye, their old man, Bart, swore
revenge on
him. It wasn’t a threat Yancey was about to take lightly—he well
knew that Bart was a vicious outlaw and no stranger to killing. All
of which meant that he’d have to have all his wits about him at all
times, and allow nothing to distract him.

Then Erik Larsen came into his
life.

The young Dane was a stranger in
a strange land, and needed someone to ride herd on him
until he learned the
ways of the west. Yancey didn’t want the job, but he found himself
stuck with it, anyway.

To make matters worse, Erik
himself started causing problems. A natural with a gun, he was soon
attracting trouble from all over … which meant that
Bannerman the
Enforcer didn’t just need to keep himself alive, he also had to
make sure the Viking with a gun survived as well!
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Chapter One – Stranger in a Strange Land

Chuck Bannerman
covered his head
with his arms as he dived headlong through the cracked window of
the old warehouse down on San Francisco’s Embarcadero. Luckily the
wood was old and rotted by the sea air and the glass already loose
in the frame, but it slashed through his heavy coat and ripped a
trench in his flesh. Another splinter sliced across his scalp and
he felt the blood run down his face even as he somersaulted in
midair and landed feet first on the old wharf.

Someone in the warehouse yelled
and Chuck began to run along the deep shadow of the wall as two shots
splintered the planks near his pounding feet.

“Stop that son of a bitch,” a
man bawled, and Chuck knew it was Carver. Then the gun blasted
again. Three swift shots that smashed through the windows just
above his head. He ducked and ran, doubled-over.

A man appeared at the end of
the warehouse, silhouetted against the moonlit water of the harbor
where tall-masted sailing ships rode at anchor. If things got any
worse, he thought, he could get aboard one of the ships that was
owned by his father. One, the Elizabeth, had berthed earlier that evening from
Europe.

Then the man spotted him and started to
swing his gun around. Chuck flattened against the wall and his
groping hands touched a heavy wooden stick, rounded and smooth. He
lifted it, surprised at its weight, and saw that it was a whaler’s
harpoon. The bullet sang away into the night and Chuck lunged with
the harpoon. The man tried to dodge but screamed as the blade bit
into him. He dropped his gun and clawed at the iron shank as he
went down, thrashing, the heavy weapon quivering in his
body.

Chuck paused long enough to scoop up his
gun. He turned and blasted a shot at Carver in the warehouse
window.

Glass shattered again and he heard Carver
curse as he withdrew his head. Chuck then swung around the corner
of the warehouse, veered left as two dark shapes came out of the
shadows and closed in on him. He fired wildly and one man screamed
as the bullet smashed his kneecap, kicking his leg from under him.
He crashed to the planks and the other man stumbled in his efforts
to avoid him. Chuck slammed him across the head with the six-gun,
leapt away and charged for the gate at the end of a long aisle
between stacked goods. It wasn’t likely that anyone would come to
investigate the shooting; not on the docks. The ’Frisco Police
Force, such as it was in the 1880s, weren’t paid enough to risk
their necks in such situations; they preferred to let the criminal
element sort out its own feuds. If murder was done, then they would
investigate by the light of day, but certainly not at night in this
area.

He ran like hell, wiping blood out of his
eyes as it spilled down from the gash in his scalp. The stacked
crates and barrels whipped past and he saw the gate looming
closer.

Just as he was within ten yards of it,
Carver stepped out from behind a stack of whale oil barrels, gun in
hand. His teeth were bared in a tight grin.

“End of the line, Chuck. It’s
payday.”

Chuck stopped, gasping for breath, hoping
he had one more shot left in the six-gun.

He held up his left hand.

“You kill—me—you’ll never
get—your money. You know my old man’s good for it.”

“We gave you time, punk, but you
ain’t come up with it. Now you fry.”

He started to bring up the gun and Chuck
fired from the hip, almost breathing a prayer of thanks as the Colt
thundered. Carver reeled with the strike of lead and went down to
his knees—retching as he doubled over. Chuck ran forward, threw his
empty gun into the man’s face and then bounded out through the gate
and was soon lost amongst the alleys and dark streets of ’Frisco’s
Wild Side.

It took him two hours to get home and by
that time he was a mess; clothes torn and dirty with streaks of
blood half-dried on his face. He went into the big mansion on Nob
Hill through the kitchen but the staff barely glanced at him: It
was far from being the first time he had come home in that
condition.

He was almost across the entrance hall and
making for the stairs that led to his rooms, when his sister,
Mattie, appeared from the dining room. She wore her black hostess
dress with the silver chain holding the keys to various cupboards
throughout the house. There was a blood-red rose pinned at her left
breast and Chuck swore silently. It meant they were entertaining
someone to dinner and that she was acting as hostess. She smiled
wickedly.

“Oh, this’ll make pa’s
night.”

“Aw, hell, Mattie. I’m just
about beat. D’you have to tell him I’m even home?”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world.
He’s been asking for you. We’re—entertaining.”

Chuck swore, not bothering to smother the
words and he saw Mattie flush a little. “Sorry, sis,” he said
offhandedly. “Who is it tonight? Another banker? Or some poor fool
trying to shake some money out of him?”

“You keep a civil tongue in your
head,” she snapped. “You’re not so high and mighty when you go
crawling to him to pay your gamblin’ debts.”

Chuck frowned. His head was throbbing and he
was in no mood for a lecture.

“All right,” he sighed, “who is
it?”

“Erik Larsen from
Denmark.”

“Larsen?” Chuck frowned. “The shipping
agent?”

“His son.”

“What’s he want?”

“Nothing. He’s here on
a—vacation.”

“I don’t get it.”

“That’s not
surprising.”

Chuck winced and rubbed his pounding
head.

“Aw, come on, Mattie, quit
pickin’ me to bits, will you? Obviously there’s somethin’ funny
goin’ on—or you wouldn’t be makin’ it sound so special. Why don’t
you just spit it out—and let me get to bed?”

“All right. He’s on the run.
Well, almost.”

Chuck began to look interested.

“Why? What’s he
done?”

Mattie lowered her voice.

“He killed a man.”

Chuck glanced towards the dining room
door.

“Did he now?”

“In a duel.”

“A—what?”

“A duel. With
pistols.”

“You mean a
shoot-out?”

“With finesse. He killed the son
of a duke or a king—or someone connected with royalty. Everybody
thought he should leave Copenhagen for his own sake—at least for a
while.”

“Sure, but why come here? Why
bother us? What’s pa got to do with it?”

Mattie glanced at the dining room door and
began showing signs of impatience.

“Why don’t you ask him? You’ve
got fifteen minutes to make yourself presentable. So,
scoot.”

“Give me twenty minutes and I’ll
be down,” he said.

Mattie nodded, then walked to the
kitchen.

When Chuck entered the dining room about
twenty minutes later, he saw Erik Larsen was a blond young man with
clear blue eyes.

He smiled readily as he eased his six-foot
frame out of a chair and extended his hand to Chuck.

“How do you do,” he said with a
slight accent.

Chuck returned the greeting and complimented
him on the quality of his English.

Erik laughed.

“It is not unusual in Europe.
Most people speak quite a few languages. I speak four—including
Spanish, which I might find useful if I get to Mexico.”

Curtis Bannerman exchanged a glance with his
daughter.

“You—er—have an interest in
Mexico, Erik?” he asked the young Viking.

“Oh, yes. I am interested in
your Wild West. I have read a great deal about it. I would like to
see something of it before I return to Denmark.”

“And so you shall,” Bannerman
said briskly. Mattie looked at him sharply. Her father sounded very
enthusiastic all of a sudden—and she was immediately suspicious.
Bannerman turned to his son.

“Chuck, why don’t you show Erik
the house? You can have dinner later—seeing as we are all finished.
I have some—arrangements to make and need Mattie’s
assistance.”

He smiled at Erik.

“You’ll pardon us, Erik?”

“Surely, Mr. Bannerman, sir,” he
said easily, and with the respect due to an older person of Curtis
Bannerman’s standing.

“I am very grateful that you
have taken me in in this manner and once again I must apologize for
having landed myself upon you so perfunctorily.”

Chuck leaned close to Mattie.

“He won’t want to use words like
that in the ‘Wild West’ or he’ll find out just how wild it really
is.”

Mattie prodded her brother in the ribs and
Chuck jerked his head at Erik.

“Come on, Erik, I’ll show you
our modest little mansion. Probably up to the standard of the
servants’ quarters in your Royal Palace of Copenhagen,
eh?”

“I don’t know, Chuck,” Erik said
easily. “I have never been in the servants’ quarters.”

Mattie smiled as Chuck led the tall young
Viking from the room. Then she turned abruptly to her father.

“Pa, if you have in mind what I
think you do—”

“And why not? He’s expressed a
desire to see the West. I can’t keep him here for six months,
playing wet-nurse to him. Just can’t afford the time. You can’t do
it—and Chuck would be, well let’s just say—unsuitable. So that only
leaves Yancey.”

Mattie looked at him soberly.

“I knew it. I just knew
it.”

Bannerman ignored the heavy implication in
her statement and began to pace the room.

“I owe Larsen a favor and I
can’t afford to lose his business. But I also can’t afford the time
to be responsible for his son for six months. But if I were to send
Erik to Texas, to Yancey, that would solve the problem.
My
son would be
looking after his son. All the proprieties would be observed and I would be
free to carry on running my business.”

“It’s not fair on
Yancey—dropping something like this on him.”

Bannerman pretended surprise.

“Fair?”

“You’re the one who should be
responsible—not Yancey.”

“But I shall be, Mattie my dear.
I am merely trying to fulfill the young man’s wish to see the Wild
West. I have a son out there, so what could be more normal than to
put Erik on a train for Austin—and to have Yancey take care of
him?”

“But he may not even be there.
He’s a lawman. He travels all over Texas. All over the
country—sometimes into Mexico. He’s in all kinds of gun battles
with killers and heaven knows who else. Hardly the kind of thing to
send young Erik into.”

Bannerman glared at her.

“Nonsense. He’ll be seeing just
how wild the West really is. At first hand. Just what he wants.
Make a man of him.”

“That’s just what Yancey said
when he wanted to go west—and you objected. So much so that you’ve
almost disowned him.”

He flushed.

“That’s a different matter. I
spent—years—having him trained as an attorney, hoping he would work
in the company, maybe. Even take over from me one day. He showed me
nothing but ingratitude by—quitting—to go west.”

“But, suddenly it’s all right to
send someone else’s son—”

“Enough,” Bannerman roared.
“Don’t you dare speak to me like that. When I want your advice—I’ll
ask for it.”

Mattie bit at her lower lip and nodded
slowly.

“I’m—sorry, Pa,” she said
quietly.

“All right. Make arrangements
for Erik to be on the morning’s train to Austin. I’ll write a
letter to Yancey.”

“Whatever you say, Pa,” Mattie
said.

As she went slowly from the room, Mattie
couldn’t help wondering how Yancey would react when he found young
Erik Larsen waiting on his doorstep.

She felt it would do nothing to heal the
rift between Yancey and her father.


Chapter Two – The Wild, Wild West

Yancey Bannerman galloped into the canyon
with lead flying past his ears and dropped over the skyline to the
steep downgrade of the trail.

Behind him, crouching low along his mount’s
neck, Johnny Cato half-hipped in his saddle and thumbed back the
hammer of his massive gun called the Manstopper.

The gun roared and the charge screamed in a
close pattern, tearing into a bunch of riders who came around the
base of the butte.

Three went down, their horses squealing and
thrashing.

One man got to his feet clutching the
shoulder of an arm that flopped uselessly at his side. The others
reined down and wrenched their mounts around, racing back behind
the butte.

Cato quickly dropped over onto the steep
trail and followed Yancey into the brush-choked canyon. They said
nothing as they negotiated the narrow trail, parts of which were
little more than ledges. It was a long and dangerous way down into
the canyon and they had no idea whether or not they would be able
to find a way out.

But there was little choice—with the
Leverett gang in hot pursuit. At the head was fiery-eyed Buck
Leverett, a half-crazed gunfighter, who had walked the West for far
too many years; filling the Boothills of many towns, and his
pockets with other people’s money. He had brought up his three sons
to follow in his footsteps. Sam, the eldest, a taciturn killer with
lightning in his right hand; Wade, the good-looking one
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