
Death In Blue Velvet

Will T. Earp

Text copyright ©Wild West Story Corp.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Death In Blue Velvet

CHAPTER I

CHAPTER II

CHAPTER III

CHAPTER IV

CHAPTER V

CHAPTER VI

CHAPTER VII

CHAPTER VIII

All rights reserved

No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means - graphic, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or information storage and retrieval systems - without the prior permission in writing of the publishers

The storyline of this novel, all situations in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to living persons is purely coincidental.

The Preacher discovered when he decided to ride herd on the last of the lawless O’Terrans!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER I 
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GUN-SMOKE ADIOS

––––––––
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The three horses made it across the river, splashing and blowing, to the ragged line of the north bank.

Two of them, a long-legged black and a hard-mouthed brute of a sorrel, scrambled up the red clay and crashed into the brasada thicket, their riders shielding their faces from the adder-toothed thorns of the green-and-gold retamas. The third horse, a fast little Moro mare, failed to make the bank. The water showed a pinkish tinge where it splashed and floundered, trying to find footing. It uttered one thin squeal before its head went under, and the current tugged it treacherously away from the bank.

The two riders heard the squeal, and swung back through the brush with one accord. The rider of the black had his rope in his hand when he pulled up on the edge of the sloping bank, and he sent it looping out to a small dark head that was bobbing up and down in the water. At the same time, he whipped a glance across the river, and saw horsemen breaking here and there into sight.

“Grab pronto and hang on tight!” he snapped to the swimmer.

His voice was as harsh as his looks, and as icily calm as his deep set gray eyes. His face, strong, hard, almost satanic, was the face of a dark and dangerous man who ran his life to a fast tempo. The long coat that he wore, black and of ministerial cut, did not soften his appearance. Nor did his wide brimmed black hat, stiff and flat crowned. He was big, tall, a giant of a man, and the black austerity of his garb only accentuated his air of leashed power and lawless self sufficiency.

The rider of the sorrel drew up by him with a tug that brought his horse back on its haunches. He, too, had the look of danger in his eyes, and an easy acceptance of it. He laughed as he swung out of his saddle, dragging a rifle from its boot, though he swayed as his feet touched the ground.

“Well, the kid needed a bath, anyway, he remarked, and braced his rifle against the gnarled and black-barked trunk of a giant mesquite, taking aim across the river. 

“Better snake the tyke out fast, Devlin, and never mind the skin. They're layin’ up to shoot!”

The crack of carbines sounded across the river as he spoke, sending up little smoke balls and raising splashes around the small swimmer.

The kid caught the end of the rope, tossed back a tangle of black hair from shining eyes, and called out, “All set, Preacher!“
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PREACHER DEVLIN,  gunfighter and gambler, wasted no time in gentle pulling. He took a turn around his saddlehorn with the rope, reined the black around, and dug in his heels. The long-legged black Junged ten yards before Devlin drew him up. The kid came through the water and up the claybank like a fish being reeled in.

“An? now,” observed Devlin, gathering up his rope, “she needs another bath already. Must be a hell’s own busy job, bein’ a father!”

The braced rifle was thudding away. Oh, I don’t know. Shamrock’s a good kid. She looks after herself. I never pestered her about personal matters like that.”  Captain O’Terran grinned, though his face was queerly drawn. He went to his knees, and braced the smoking rifle again.

A reckless man, Captain O’Terran. A wild, notorious hawk of storm and trouble, forever plunging whole-heartedly into one quixotic lost cause or another and kicking up some private hell of his own between times. He had won his title of captain as skipper of a South American gun runner, and his gay Irish vanity and sense of humor were to blame for his keeping it. His handsome, laughing face was getting gray now, and blood soaked his shirt, but his eyes still danced to the tune of gunfire as he worked the rifle. One of his bullets hit the river, which was strange, for he was a crack shot. He fell against the mesquite, swore softly, and fumbled his belt for shells.

“Shamrock, my darling, come here,” he called gayly, and thrust the rifle at her. “Take it, lass, and show yon dons some shooting. I got mud in my eye and can’t see straight. Keep your sweet eye bent on that mogote downriver. There's where they'll try to cross.” He twisted around and grinned at Devlin. “Shall we make a stand here, amigo, or keep traveling?”

Devlin pulled out his own heavy repeater, fired without apparent aim, and levered another shell into the breech. A riderless horse broke from the opposite bank, skittered around on the edge of the river, and bolted back again.

“Might as well take a breather here, now we've made a halt,” he shrugged, after a brief glance at the other man’s face. He had seen dying men before.

Shamrock O’Terran, sixteen years old, used her father’s rifle like a veteran, and wasted no shots. She, too, glanced at the graying face and could read the signs there. But she showed no more awareness of the knowledge than Devlin. You didn’t get mawkish over a dying man, not even if he was your father and your god. You didn’t even let him see that you knew— not if you were an old campaigner, or a considerate man, or an O’Terran. A man had a right to decent privacy at such a time, for reflection and a gathering of his inner forces so that he could step out off the end of the road without stumbling too badly.

So the girl, Shamrock, blinked furtively and fired with a sort of concentrated animosity at the men across the river. And she whistled through her teeth like a boy, the way the captain always did when his back was to the wall. She was a queer kid, Devlin thought, bushed down beside her and shooting. Her dark eyes that looked too big for her urchin face—they didn’t tell you a thing about her, they held such a mingling of brooding Irish melancholy and joyousness, of fierce moods and pensive gentleness. You wouldn’t know, if she caught a hated enemy, whether she might kill him with a swift stroke, or forgive and kiss him for his helplessness.

“Damn little savage,” thought Devlin, and another thought pressed on him, bringing the beginning of a scowl to his hard mouth. A pity O’Terran had to catch that bullet in his chest, and leave his kid as a legacy to burden another man. He had caught that bullet as they thundered through Tierra Blanca, when the rurals ran out at them on the street. O' Terran had shot the wrong rural. It had been the skinny little one who’d had a gun lined on him, but O'Terran had picked the big one, because the big one had jumped at the bridle of Shamrock’s Moro mare.
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IT had begun in Candelaria, in the biggest and grandest gambling house on the Mexican end of the Chihuahua Trail. It would always be a mystery why O’Terran had knocked the teeth out of that Mexican monte dealer, and busted up every game in the house. He likely had good reason, and Devlin didn’t hold that against him. The dealer, spitting out teeth, had come up from the floor with a tricky little Spanish sleeve gun, and that had been the last of him.

Devlin, bucking the tiger at another table and running in luck, hadn’t been disposed to take any part in the resulting fireworks, until he noticed that he and the Irishman were the only extrangeros in the place; and that the Irishman had his hands full. And then that durn kid sprang up near the door with a gun and began doing an efficient job of shooting out the lights. She put a hole through the shoulder of a hefty oficial de policia, too, when that worthy made a lunge for her. Then things really exploded, and Devlin regretfully left his game and took a hand. He scooped up all stakes in sight, kicked the layout over into the lap of the dealer, slammed down two men who seemed to have objections, and flipped out his pair of long-barreled guns from under his coat with a “Let's go, Irish!”

They'd made it to their horses and got out of Candelaria, but Candelaria carried the grudge after them. Several leading citizens had been hurt, others had lost their dignity, and the gambling palace would never look the same again. The longer the pursuit lasted, the bigger it grew, with new members joining in all along the line, until it seemed to the fugitives that they were rolling up half of Mexico behind them in their dash north for the Rio.

Captain O’Terran stretched out on
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