
THE LAWMEN SERIES 
MARSHAL DANNY DERRINGER
TUCKER WEBB


Table of Contents

Title Page

Chapter One — Arrival in Red Mesa

Chapter Two — The Missing Sheriff

Chapter Three — The Canyon Ambush

Chapter Four — The Silver Trail

Chapter Five — The Widow’s Warning

Chapter Six — The Showdown Plan

Chapter Seven — The Ranch Raid

Chapter Eight — The Quiet Law

Epilogue — Onward

Also By Tucker Webb

About the Author

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One — Arrival in Red Mesa
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The sun was just dipping behind the red cliffs when Marshal Danny Derringer rode into town. The wind kicked up dust along the main street, swirling it around his horse’s hooves and settling on the wooden porches of the saloon, the mercantile, and the jail.

People watched him from windows and doorways as he passed — quiet, cautious. Lawmen didn’t come through Red Mesa often, and when they did, it usually meant trouble.

Danny sat straight in the saddle, his green eyes scanning the town with a calm, steady look. He rode a sleek black gelding named Sable, whose ears twitched at every sound but whose steps were smooth and measured.

At the far end of the street, Danny swung down in front of the jailhouse. The sign over the door hung crooked on its nails, and the windows were dark. He tied Sable to the hitch rail, gave the horse a quick pat on the neck, and climbed the two steps to the door.

Inside, the air was thick and stale. The place was empty — no sheriff, no deputy. Dust lay on the counter like nobody’d bothered with it in weeks. A wanted poster curled on the wall behind the desk.

Danny leaned against the counter and tapped the bell.

It took nearly a full minute before a young deputy stumbled out from the back room, shirt untucked and hair mussed. He froze when he saw Danny’s badge.

“You’re... the marshal?” the boy asked.

“That’s right,” Danny said evenly. “Where’s the sheriff?”

The deputy swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Gone. Rode out three days ago. Never came back.”

Danny’s green eyes narrowed just a fraction.

“Gone where?” he asked.

The boy shifted from foot to foot. “After the last stage robbery. Folks say they ambushed him out in the canyon. But... nobody’s gone to look. Not yet.”

Danny let the silence hang for a moment, then straightened and adjusted his hat.

“Don’t bother lookin’ now,” he said quietly. “I’ll find him.”

With that, he turned on his heel and walked back out into the street.

Behind him, the deputy just stared, wide-eyed, as the quiet law of Red Mesa took the first steps toward setting things right.
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Chapter Two — The Missing Sheriff
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The canyon lay west of town, carved deep into the earth, its walls painted with streaks of ochre and shadow. The trail leading there was narrow and quiet, and Marshal Danny Derringer rode it alone.

He kept his hat low over his eyes, scanning the ground as Sable picked his way through the rocks. Here and there, he spotted scuffs in the dirt — hoofprints, a faint streak of dried blood, a crushed patch of brush where a man might have fallen.

It didn’t take long to find what he was looking for.

At a bend in the canyon, where the walls pressed close and the air smelled like dust and stone, Danny dismounted and crouched. There in the gravel lay a hat — a lawman’s hat — weather-beaten and flecked with blood.

He picked it up, turning it over in his hands. Inside was a name stitched in faded thread: Sheriff C. Roane.

Danny stood and let his eyes follow the signs. More blood. Boot tracks. Drag marks heading off the trail, into the brush. He tied Sable to a scrubby mesquite and followed on foot.

A few dozen yards in, he found the sheriff.

Clayton Roane lay face-down at the base of a boulder, his shirt torn, his badge lying beside him in the dirt. One arm was bent under him at an ugly angle, and blood darkened the rocks beneath him.

Danny crouched and checked for a pulse, though he already knew. Nothing. The man had been dead at least a day.

He stayed there for a moment, quiet, letting the wind whistle through the canyon. Then he straightened, brushed the dirt from his knees, and picked up the sheriff’s badge.

As he walked back to Sable, he slipped the badge into his pocket.

Halfway back to town, he saw dust on the trail ahead — two riders coming fast. Danny eased his horse off the trail and waited.

The men were strangers — rough-looking, with pistols on their hips and hard eyes that flicked to his badge as they passed. They slowed just enough to glance at him, then spurred on without a word.

Danny watched them disappear into the distance, his jaw tightening.

Whoever they were, he already knew they had more to do with the sheriff’s fate than they’d care to admit.

And he intended to find out.
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Chapter Three — The Canyon Ambush
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The next morning, Danny Derringer rode out early. The two riders he’d seen the day before had left a trail — faint but sloppy — heading into the northern canyon pass. He didn’t even stop at the jailhouse. No need.

If they thought they could slip past him, they didn’t know who they were dealing with.

The pass grew narrow and treacherous as the sun climbed higher. Loose shale tumbled under Sable’s hooves, and the red cliffs rose like jagged teeth on either side. Danny kept his hand near his Colt, eyes alert, scanning every ledge and shadow above him.

That was when he saw it.

A glint on the ridge to his left.

He didn’t react, just kept riding, but his heart slowed and his hand found the cool grip of his revolver. Another glint — steel catching the sun — and a whisper of dust as someone shifted behind a rock.

Danny slid down from the saddle and let Sable walk on ahead, his steps loud on the trail. The horse moved obediently, drawing the attention of the men above.

Danny moved like a shadow to the side of the trail, crouching low behind a boulder.

Then he heard it — a sharp crack as a rifle fired, the bullet kicking up dirt where Sable had just been.

Danny didn’t wait. He sprang up, revolver drawn, and fired twice in quick succession. One man on the ridge yelped, dropping his rifle and tumbling halfway down the rocks. The second man scrambled for cover, firing wild, his bullet zipping harmlessly over Danny’s head.

Danny moved fast, circling up the ridge through a cut in the rock, silent as a cat. When the second man popped his head up to aim, Danny pressed his Colt to the back of his neck.

“Drop it,” Danny said evenly.

The man froze, then let his rifle clatter to the rocks.

“On your feet,” Danny ordered.

The man turned, hands raised. He was thin and dirty, with a mouth full of broken teeth and fear in his eyes.

“You... you don’t know who you’re messin’ with,” the man stammered.

Danny cocked the hammer of his Colt just enough for it to click loud in the canyon air.

“Why don’t you tell me?” Danny asked, his green eyes cold.

The man swallowed hard. “Strawn. Caleb Strawn. He sent us. Said... said to scare off the law.”

Danny’s jaw tightened.

“Where do I find him?”

The man hesitated, then muttered, “Big spread, north of town. White house with a windmill. Can’t miss it.”

Danny nodded. “Good.”

Then he cracked the man across the temple with the butt of his Colt, sending him sprawling into the dust.

As the man groaned, Danny holstered his gun and climbed back down to Sable. He mounted up, gave the reins a light tug, and started back toward town.

He had a name now.

And soon enough, he’d have justice.
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Chapter Four — The Silver Trail
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The next morning, Danny Derringer stood in front of the Red Mesa mercantile, watching wagons roll in from the east. He leaned against the hitching rail, hat low over his eyes, arms folded.

Two wagons stacked high with crates clattered down Main Street, the lead driver barking at his team. The crates bore the mark of the Red Mesa Mining Company — silver shipments from the nearby hills.

Danny watched them turn toward the freight yard, his sharp eyes catching the men on horseback flanking the wagons. They weren’t miners, that much was clear — their pistols were too clean, their coats too new. Hired guns.

He waited until the wagons had disappeared behind the freight yard gate before heading back to the jailhouse. The deputy was there, still nervous as a rabbit.

“Morning, Marshal,” he muttered.

Danny didn’t bother answering. He went straight to the small back room and found the wounded man he’d dragged in from the canyon. The man sat slumped on a cot, his arm bandaged, eyes bloodshot.

Danny dragged a chair over and sat, his green eyes fixed on him.

“Tell me about Strawn,” he said flatly.

The man smirked faintly through split lips. “You already know his name, Marshal. That’s more than most dare say.”

Danny didn’t blink. “Start talkin’.”

The man chuckled weakly. “Biggest rancher in these parts. Got his fingers in the mine, the freight yard... hell, even the sheriff’s office. Those wagons that just rolled in? That silver ain’t all his, but he takes his cut. Always does.”

Danny’s jaw tightened. “And the sheriff?”

“Got in the way,” the man said with a shrug. “Started askin’ too many questions about missing shipments. So Strawn had us handle it.”

Danny stood, towering over the man now. “And you thought you’d handle me the same way.”

The man’s smirk faltered.

Danny turned and walked out, his boots striking the floorboards sharp and sure.

He stopped in the doorway, adjusted his hat, and looked back at the deputy.

“Send for a coffin,” he said. “That’s all this man’s good for now.”

The deputy swallowed hard, glancing at the prisoner, who’d gone pale.

Danny stepped out into the morning light and untied Sable from the rail.

Time to pay Caleb Strawn a visit.
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