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Forward

In the days following the Civil War, unrest and violence
prevailed. Outlaws, Jayhawkers, Bushwhackers, and gunfighters wreaked
havoc on atorn nation struggling to recover from its mortal wounds. Along
with these threats, new and even more sinister dangers emerged as evil
organizations appeared to take advantage of anation in tears.

Ruthless men, hungry for power and wealth, concerned only with
the satisfaction of their own greed prayed on the lowly, the poor, the
disillusioned. Often these were men of power who sprang up from the ranks
of military and government. The days of Reconstruction, Carpetbaggers and
Military rule brought opportunities for these despots to plunder and pillage.
Codlitions of these men engaging the help of already terrorizing outlaws
strengthened their stranglehold on the Citizenry. There was new wealth to
grab in the West and powerful empiresto build.

Wagon trains of settlers were preyed upon. Indian uprisings were
stimulated and gunrunners supplied modern weapons to them. Farmers and
ranchers were evicted from their lands. Unfair taxation and martial law ran
rampant. Shootings, robberies and murder was the order of the day. Stage
coach lines and freight wagons were held up and robbed. Gold shipments,
payrolls and U.S. Mails were hijacked. Currencies were counterfeited, banks
were robbed and the nation's economy was threatened . International
relations with Mexico were threatened as smuggling of illegal contraband
flourished. Gun runners provided guns to Mexican and French
revolutionaries.

Into this melee of terror and crime were sent agents of the U.S.
Government, commissioned to fight this crime and to protect citizens from all
criminals, including those of the Government’s own ranks, the most heinous
villains of al.
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Chapter One
The Kidnap

The Butterfield Stage  driver
whipped up the team as it approached the
next bend and upturn in the trail. The
crack of the bullwhip and the “Heaaah!”
of the driver was hardly heard over the
roar of the stage wheels. Hot dust
billowed over driver and guard.

Inside, rocking with the bounce of
the stage’s springs were three trail weary
travelers.  On the back bench facing
forward was a tall, stout, gray haired
man. The cut of hisgray suit and his neat
appearance added to the air of distinction
he exuded. With his neatly trimmed gray
mustache, he looked like a Senator. In
fact he was a Senator. Senator Joshua P.
Ballard from Missouri. Next to him sat
his young blond haired daughter Sally,
who was trying to not show her
discomfort with the rollicking ride. The
Senator sensing her discomfort said.
“Just hold on a while longer, dear. We
should be in Denver soon and you can
relax with anice soft bed.”

“A bath would work nicely too,”
she added. Then to the man sitting
opposite, “How much longer do you
think it will be, Mr. Blaine.”

The young man smiled from
beneath his black , flat crowned hat, and
adjusted the lapels of his brown suit coat.
“I"d like to encourage you miss, but it
will be a while longer. It's about two
miles to Vinegar Wells where we'll
layover awhile, before pushing on to
Denver.” Dan Blaine was a government
agent assigned to accompany and protect
the Senator and his daughter. Before he
could add more, the stage jerked to a
sudden stop, the steep incline forcing the
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Senator and Sally into a backward
reclining position.

“ What the---?" Blaine muttered.
Pushing the door open and trying to lean
out he shouted to the driver. “What’s the
problem?’

“Tree acrossthetrail,” He spatted
tobacco juice to the ground in disgust.
“Ethan will clear it and we'll be on our
way.” The guard was aready climbing
from the box, when the shot rang out.
The guard aready swinging down from
the box felt the hot sear of a sharps rifle
bullet tear into his chest. He stiffened
and fell heavily to the ground.

The lead horses reared and
thrashed, their shrill whinnies a ghastly
screech. The driver fought to control
them and the coach rocked back and forth
on the steep incline.

Dan Blaine practically fell from
the stage as he pushed himself though the
doorway. He landed on his shoulder,
simultaneously grabbing his pistol from
beneath his coat. Another shot rang out
and the driver pitched sideways from the
box, landing in the stone covered road, a
dark black red hole gaping between his
eyes. A stocky black bearded man
astride a bay horse was pulling at the lead
horse's reins preventing the stage from
rolling further back.  Another man,
loomed before Blaine's eyes. His mount
reared as the man’s pistol flamed. Blaine
barely heard the blast as a bullet caught
him midsection. He rolled in the dirt,
bringing his sixgun up and firing with
one last breath. The outlaw whirled his
mount, careening from Dan’s bullet as it
caught him in his left arm. Bringing the
horse back around, the outlaw could see
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Blaine's bent body folded into a fetal
position, blood pooling beneath him.

With a guttural oath, the bandit
fired twice more into the body of Dan
Blaine and grinned. “Take that you dirty
polecat!”

Screams came from inside the
coach. The senator tried to restrain the
hysterical Sally, but the precarious
position of the incline restricted them
both. He held her tight as the door was
pulled wide open. A tal, swarthy man
filled the open space. His pistol loomed
before him, the menacing black bore
threatening. “Good afternoon, Senator.”
The man chided, a smirky, twisted grin
on his narrow face. The menacing eyes
mocking. “Y ou are now my guest.”

Chapter Two
Perilous Venture

The wind whipped a Jack
Clayton’s body and he swung from side
to side, clutching the cold, slippery rope
as he groped for footing on the side of the
cliff. The rain pelted his face and rivulets
of water poured into his eyes adding to
the poor visbility of the night. There
should have been a full moon, but the
storm clouds had covered the sky this
night. It made better cover as he tried to
scale the rock wall, but every step, every
inch of his climb was precarious and
more difficult, calling on al his strength
and strong willed determination to make
it to the top of the canyon wall.

Minute after agonizing minute he
inched his way up the wall until he
reached the precipice where he had
looped his lasso around an outcropping of
rock. As he pulled himsef to the
outcropping, he found a narrow ledge
that he could roll onto. He rolled to his
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back, breathing heavily, relaxing and
trying to regain his strength. The rain
pounded his face. He closed his eyes as
let the torrent pour over him.

When he had caught his wind, he
opened his eyes, sguinting though the
pounding rain and wind. He could see
the top of the rim now, about twenty feet
further up. He wouldn’'t use the rope
again. From here on, he would climb
finding footholds and handholds where
he could. He was close now. Don’t rush
it! One dip, one misstep and he could
give himself away or worse, tumble back
to the canyon floor.

Slowly he stood up on the ledge.
Checked his six gun, secured in the
holster on his right thigh and then the
pistol in the shoulder harness rig beneath
his leather vest. Hatless, rain drizzled
from his tousled black hair. A flash of
lighting glinted across his strong face
reflecting in his steely blue eyes.

With a sigh of determination, he
turned to the wall, reached high over
head and found a handhold. With a tight
grip, his body stretched, his right booted
foot sought a foot hold. Only after
careful search and fixing his foot firmly
in place did he attempt to pull himself
higher. Slowly, methodicaly, he
repeated the procedure, inching skyward.

When at last he reached the top,
he gave one huge lunge , pushing himself
over the edge and rolling onto the turf.
Lightening flashed and for a fleeting
moment he could see a building of some
sort. With a sudden roll to the left, he
found himself crawling behind a large
rock and some scrub brush. Raising
himself on his elbows, he waited for the
next flash of lightening.

Thunder  rolled. Darkness
remained. Then another flash, followed
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by more thunder. In that instant he made
out the shape of a barn, some fifty yards
away to his right. Another flash and he
saw a rough hewn house across the way
from the barn. Darkness again. He
peered intently toward where the house
stood. After moments, he could finally
make out the wink of a faint light which
must have shone through a window,
difficult to seein the storm.

Again and again he waited for the
flashes. Each time taking in more of his
surrounding, mapping the entire area in
his head. He would need to know where
he was at all times, even in the pitch
black of night.

Finally, it was time to make his
move. Quickly, he darted toward where
he had seen the barn standing. A flash of
lightening sent him diving to the wet
ground, hoping to find cover. A second,
then two. The thunder rolled. He pushed
himself upward and continued through
the darkness. Repeatedly, he continued
forward until he found himself sitting
with his back against the rear wall of the
barn. He rested, listening intently for
sounds.

Eventually he could tune out the
drum of the rain and the rolling of
thunder until he thought he could here
sounds of movement. Livestock, no
doubt. Could he discern the murmur of
voices? No. He could not be sure.
Stealthily, he crept around the corner of
the barn, found the front door and lifted
the bar holding it shut. The door creaked
open on rusty hinges. He dlid through
and pulled the door shut behind him. A
leather strap looped for fastening over a
nail held the door shut from the inside.

He stood stock still for severa
moments, absorbing the darkness, the
sounds of livestock, and enjoying the
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respite from wind and rain. From a small
tin box, he withdrew a match, struck it
into flame and held it high. The light
revealed four stals, a horse in each of
them. Saddles and riding gear lay
strewn on the straw covered floor where
they had been stripped from the horses.
Moving closer to the stalls, he could see
that they had not been cared for and had
been put away wet.

The match went out. Darkness.
Another match flared. Hefound alantern
hanging from a hook on an upright
supporting beam. The match light died,
but the next match lasted until he had lit
the lantern and adjusted the wick.

On closer ingpection, he could see
the straw had been trampled and there
was a well used path to a tack room
doorway at the back of the barn..
Drawing his six gun, he held the lantern
high looking for the latch. Carefully, he
released it. His body tensed, ready for
what may lay in waiting for him beyond
the door. With a tremendous pull, he
flung the door outward, half crouching to
a gunman’s stance, his pistol cocked and
ready to fire.

He held himself in check as he
stared at the scene before him. He was
staring into the wild eyes of agray haired
man and a young girl, each one on
adjacent walls of the tack room tied with
arms spread eagled above their heads
with ropes dangling from the rafters.
Muffled sounds of terror came through
the dirty rag cloths that were tied tightly
in their mouths as gags.

Quickly, Jack sheathed his
gun and set the lantern on the floor, drew
his knife from a scabbard in his boot, and
slashed through the rags. “Keep qui€t,
I’m here to get you out..” He slashed at
the bonds holding the girl’s wrist, and
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caught her beneath her arms as she
collapsed into his strong hands. Gently,
he lowered he to the floor and propped
her against the wall. Then turning to the
Senator, he did the same. Kneeling on
the floor in front of them he waited for
them to compose themselves and refresh
their lungs. “Take it easy. I'll be right
back.” He whirled taking the lantern
with him and soon returned with a
canteen that had been left with one of the
saddles. Holding it to the girl’s lips, he
said, “ Just asip, takeit low.”

She coughed and her face
contorted with the surprise of the liquid.
Jack sniffed at the open mouth of the
canteen. “Whiskey! Sorry miss, | should
have known these men wouldn’t drink
water. Try another sip, it may help you
just the same.” This time she gulped it.
Then a second gulp. “That’s enough,”
Jack said. Then offering it to the Senator.
He drank greedily, then lowered the
canteen and passed it back to Jack

“Thanks, son? Who are you and
how did you find us?’

“I'm Jack Clayton. | was sent to
get you.”

“Did you bring the ransom
money?’

“No, I’'m taking you out of here.”

“Alone?” the Senator queried
incredulously. “These men are killers.
I’ve counted six of them. | don’t know
how many more there might be.”

“Six? There's only four horses
here.”

“The others must be guarding the
bridge across the canyon. Didn’t you see
them?”’

“l didn’t come across the bridge.
| came from the other end of the canyon.”

The senator’s gray brow arched.
“How? You couldn't........ ”
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“Never mind now.” Then to the
girl, “Are you, aright? Did they hurt
you?’ He glanced toward the senator.
He shook his head. The girl answered.
“No. but they would have. How can we
thank you.”

“Never mind. We're not out of
here yet and if we are going to, we'd
better get to it. This storm is good cover,
but it will be difficult to find our way out.
Those hombres inside the house probably
didn't want to come out in the storm to
check on you, but they will when the
storm clears. When they find the barn
door unlocked from the outside, they’ll
be on guard.

“Senator, if you are up to it, can
you stand guard at the door and watch for
them, while | get the horses ready?’

“Just help me to my feet, son.”

With the lantern lighting the way,
they left the tack room. The Senator
leaned against the barn door and peered
through a crack into the darkness outside.
“Looks like the storm is starting to
subside. We'd better hurry, Jack.”

Sally was resting on a bale of hay
while Jack hurriedly tended to the horses;
rubbing them down, feeding them a few
handfuls of grain and then attending to
saddles and bridles. Both hands were full
of saddle as he was about to throw it on
the third horse when it happened.

The door burst open, a blast of
wind surging through the gaping opening.
The senator fell backward to the floor,
flat on his back. A flash of flame and
deafening roar of a six gun filled the
gloom. A lead slug thudded into the
saddle in Jack’s grip. The force was
somewhat muted, but it did force Jack to
stumble a step backward.  With a
tremendous shove he threw the saddle at
his assailant, at the same time drawing
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his gun and firing point blank at his
adversary. The saddle stuck the man mid
section. Jack’s bullet tore into his chest
and flung his body backward onto the
straw covered floor.

Two more men had rushed in
behind him, but Jack’s repeated
triggering of his weapon cut them down,
there own shots going wild as they were
struck down. A third man stood in the
open doorway, hands raised and
pleading. “D..don't shoot. Please for
God's sake.” Jack eased out of his
crouch to a standing position. He could
see the man’ s left arm was bandaged.

“All right. No sudden moves.
Throw your gun on the floor and come
forward so | can see you.”

The man did as told and moved
into the lantern light. “Well, well” Jack
chided. “Trigger Murphy. So we meet
again. | thought | left you dead at the
bottom of Dead Man’s Gulch.”

Murphy glared beneath his dirty
black beard. “If | had known it was you
Jack, 1 wouldn’t have given up this easy.
It ain’'t over, you'll never get out of here
alive. The boys will stop you at the
bridge.”

“If 1 don’'t, you won't either.”
Jack glanced at the doorway. He could
see the rain was settling down to a mist
and the grayness of dawn was
approaching. “How many are there?
He nodded toward the cabin. Murphy
shrugged.

“Senator” Jack called. “You and
your daughter get those slickers and hats
off those men and put them on. Take
their guns if you know how to use them.
You may have to.” The Senator |ooked
puzzled, then glanced at Saly. She was
still  shaking, but nodded her
understanding and joined her father in
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making preparations. Turning to
Murphy, Jack said, “You're going with
us. We'll just be your three buddies here,
and your pals will let us across the
bridge.”

“Yeah, that's what you think,”
Trigger sneered.

“Y our friends better think that too
or they might just shoot you .. So if you
cross me out there you'll be dead by one
of their bullets or mine. Either way,
you'll be dead.” Jack jerked the muzzle
of his gun and pointed toward the
unsaddled horse. “Now finish saddling
that bronc and be quick about it.”

“But my arm....” He protested.

“Too bad. Get it done.” Clayton
growled.

Murphy’'s lips pursed as he
grudgingly moved forward and picked up
the saddle.

Chapter Three
Bridge of Peril

A few minutes later, four slicker
clad riders emerged from the barn. The
sky was beginning to brighten and puffs
of fog clung toward the ground as the
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riders pushed their mounts toward the
bridge. Trigger took the lead with Jack
to his left and dlightly behind him, his
gun barrel inches from Murphy’ sribs.

At a steady pace, they approached
the bridge. The bridge was made with
planks and was about fifty feet in length.
It was going to be a long hard ride if
shooting started on this side of the bridge.
Clayton grimaced, but kept the horse's
pace steady. A guard sat atop a large
boulder to theright of the entrance to the
bridge. There was another guard on the
other side of the bridge standing squarely
in the middle of the trail.

“Pull up here, Trigger. Make sure
they know who you are.” The gun barrel
prodded Murphy.

The riders came to a stop.
Murphy hesitated. “Go on. Sing out.
They better believeit.” Clayton ordered.

“It's OK boys, it's us. There's
been a change in plans. We'll be right
back. We're coming through.”

Jack nodded approval and they
urged their mounts forward. The man on
the rock dlid to his feet and walked
forward, rifle held chest high. A
quizzing look was on his long narrow
face. “Bossdidn’t say nothin’ ‘bout this’

“Careful, Trigger,” Jack breathed
as they moved forward slowly. “Keep
your head up so he's sureit’s you.”

“He doesn't tell everybody
everything.” Murphy was passing by
him now. One by one they passed by
,each keeping the head downward so hats
and dlickers would cover them. Slowly
the seconds ticked by. So far so good.
Almost there. It was working . Then
suddenly recognition glowed in the
man’s eyes, “What the...?” He started to
bring his rifle to bear. Clayton fired and
drilled the guard between the eyes.
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Without hesitation, he fired two
more times at the other guard before he
could react. “Follow mel Fast!” he
shouted to his companions as he leaped
from his saddle onto Murphy’s mount
behind him.  With his arms around
Murphy so he could not bolt, and using
him for a shield.  Jack drummed the
horse's ribs with his heels and raced it
forward across the bridge.

The clatter of hooves across the
wooden planking was drowned out by the
crash of Clayton’'s pistol as he continued
to fire. The guard, half recovering from
the surprise loosed a shot. The bullet
thudded into Trigger's chest and he
slumped forward in Jack’'s arms. Jack
fired again and the guard flew backward
from the force of his slug.

Jack pushed Trigger from the
saddle, sending him sprawling onto the
muddy trail, just past the bridge. The
three riders thundered on down the trail
into the morning dawn.

Chapter Four
Secret Headquarters

Randolph Farms was a vast
sprawling estate just north of and out of
the city limits of St. Joseph, Missouri.
The finest in thoroughbred racing horses
were raised here. The stately mansion
was well kept and retained the French
charms of its origina beauty. Jack
Clayton was aways impressed with its
imposing stature every time he came
here, but always wondered as to the need
for such extravagance. It wasn't his
place to question it, but it did annoy him
that the government would spend so
much of taxpayers dollars on this facade.
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For Randolph Farms was not just a Horse
farm. It was the secret headquarters for
the region's Justice  Department
operations. The public would not be
aware that John Randolph, Horse
Breeder, was in fact the deputy director
for the western district.

The sun was shining brightly, this
early May morning as Jack Clayton rode
his big black stallion into the driveway of
Randolph House. An ageing bading
groomsman hurried up to him quickly,
reaching for the reins as Jack lifted his
lean body from the saddle and stepped
down. “Good to see you again, Mr.
Clayton. Here let me take care of Regret
for you.”

“Thanks, Clyde.” Jack smiled,
handling the reins to him. Most men
would regret handling this horse, thus the
name, but Clyde had raised him from a
colt and always looked forward to their
return.

“Thank you, Sir.” He led the
stallion away toward the stables.

Jack adjusted the lapels of his
black frock coat, tightened his black
string tie and stepped to the ornate door.
He lifted and dropped the heavy brass
knocker and stood waiting, looking down
at his neatly pressed gray striped trousers.
He was just removing his black flat
crowned Stetson, revealing his neatly
combed, close cropped, wavy black hair,
when the door swung open. A withered
elderly black man with gray hair and
dressed in an immaculate white suit stood
in the doorway. His eyes brightened.
“Welcome back, Mr. Jack. Mr. Randolph
IS expecting you.”

“How are you, Silas?  Jack
smiled warmly. “Good to see you again.
You don't look any worse for wear than
last time | saw you.”
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“No Sir, Mr. Jack. I'm just fine.
You know me. I'll never get old. And
you just take my advice and don’'t get old
either. You'll liveto regret it.”

“Don’t worry about me, Silas. |
have only one Regret and he's in the
stable being pampered right now.”

Silas laughed. “Comeonin, sir.
He' sin his study as usual.”

Jack stepped into the spacious
vestibule and glanced around at the
opulence of the furnishings, the high
ceilings, a winding circular staircase and
shiny marble flooring. His high heeled
boots clicked with an echo down the
hallway.

Just outside the door to John
Randolph’s office was his secretary’s
desk where Jack would usually stop to
chat with Effie Carmody, but today she
was not there. To his surprise, Saly
Ballard was seated behind the large oak
desk and working on some papers.

“Sally,” Jack said with surprise.
“What are you doing here?’

“Jack. I'm so glad to see you
again. | knew you were coming. | so
much looked forward to it.” She smiled
warmly, her big blue eyes flashing
beneath her blond hair.

“ I’'m glad to see you again. You
certainly look a lot better than the last
time | saw you. That was a mighty
harrowing experience for you.”

“Thanks, | feel better too. Dad
does too, but people say he's just not the
same anymore. | guess | wouldn't know
how he was before.” Sally had not seen
her father since she had been a little girl.
He mother had taken off with her and her
father had no idea where they went.
When the Senator received word that
Sally was dive and living in Colorado he
had gone there and been reunited. It was
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on their trip back to Denver when the
kidnapping had occurred. Sally had been
getting to know her father since Jack
Clayton rescued them. “We owe you so
much Jack.”

“Nonsense. It is | who owes
you.”

Sally looked puzzled. “I...”

“If 1 hadn’t come after you, |
wouldn’'t have had the pleasure of getting
rid of Trigger Murphy. That was mighty
satisfying.” He grinned with a gloat.
Then, “Well, Sally what are you doing at
the desk? Where's Effie?’

“Oh, | don't know. | guess she
must have retired or something. Mr.
Randolph just said he needed a new
secretary and | asked if he would
consder me. Dad is going back to
Washington soon and | really don’t want
to go. I'll be living in the Mansion here
and | will have plenty of time to spend
with him when he's home.”

Just then the large door to
Randolph’s office swung open. A tall
man approaching middle age with
dightly graying temples and thin brown
hair stood in the opening. “Jack, come
in. Good to see you again.” He thrust
out his hand and shook Jack’s firmly.
“Comein. Comein.”

Jack followed him into the large
room. Randolph moved to his chair
behind a large mahogany table with his
back to the floor to ceiling glass doors
that led out to a patio. He gestured
toward a well upholstered chair in front
of the desk . Jack nodded recognition to
Senator Ballard who sat in a chair next to
it. The Senator started to rise.

“Good to see you Senator. Please
no need to stand” He reached out and
shook the Senator’'s hand, then sat,
smoothing his jacket absently.
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“Senator Balard is on his way
back to Washington, Jack.” Randolph
said.

“Yes. Sdly told me.”

“I'll be glad to get back in
harness. This business with outlaws was
most trying. I'm afraid | still haven't
fully recovered.”

“l understand Sir. Time will take
care of that. Work will be good for you,
but what about Sally?’

“Oh she doesn’t want to be part of
Washington. Can't say as | blame her.
But | will miss her. I'm just getting to
know her, you know.”

“Yes, | know.”

“Well, Jack.” Randolph cleared
his throat. “We need to get down to
business. We don’'t have much time and
you'll need to leave right away.”

“Oh,” Jack’s interest peaked. He
leaned forward.

“There's trouble brewing in the
Black Hills. Gold has been found and
miners are swarming in by the hundreds,
invading Indian Lands and stirring up
trouble. We need to beef up military
forces up there and we need to supply
Fort Lincoln with guns and ammunition.
WEe're sending a large shipment from the
St Louis Arsenal by river boat to Kansas
City. There they will be loaded onto a
train to the north country. There will be
armed guards aboard the river boat but
they will be returning to St. Louis once
the shipment is unloaded. | want you to
go to Kansas City and supervise the
transfer. A detail of Cavalry from Fort
Lincoln will meet you there and guard
the train until the arms reach their final
destination.”

“A  baby Sir.

sitting  job,
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“ | know Jack. Thisis alittle out
of your line, but we need you to make
sure this shipment gets where its going.
We can’'t have a shipment this size fall
into the wrong hands.”

“This size? What are we doing ?
Preparing for War?”’

“Yes, Jack .
doing just that.”

“But Sir, we have treaties with the
Indians. They have been abiding by
them.”

We may well be

“l know what you’re saying Jack
but we've got our orders.” Then handing
a sheaf of paper across the table. “You'll
need these to accept and transfer the
shipment. Now you need to be in Kansas
City by morning. You'll meet a Captain
McLeod From Fort Lincoln. He should
have his orders and  proper
identification.”

Jack’s dark brow pulled together.
He sighed. “Alright Sir. But , | wish |
knew alittle more about this.”

“l understand. | wish | could tell
you more. All | can say is. Be very
careful. Trust no one.”

Chapter Five
Ambush

Gar Corbin was atal man. His
broad frame was imposing , athough his
midsection had begun running to fat. His
broad face and drooping jowls belied his
age and made him look older than his
mid forties. From high on the canyon
rim, he squinted across the large boulder
where he had laid his rifle. Here he
waited. Waited for the winding trail
below to become filled with men.

He turned toward the huge man
next him. “Tell the others to get ready.
There’s adust cloud rising down the trail.
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They should be here soon.” Corbin
grinned beneath his ragged black
mustache stained with tobacco juice.

“Right boss.” Moose Malloy rose
to a half crouch and move toward the
other men hidden in the rocks. What
Moose lacked in brains, he made up for
with brute strength. Corbin liked his dog
like obedience, but and at the same time,
he held him in contempt for his stupidity.
Still Moose was very useful. That was
al Corbin cared about anyways.
Obedience and usefulness.

Such was not the case of Shep
Palmer and Bart Sprague. He glanced at
their positions. Each held a rifle ready.
Two six guns holstered low at their sides.
They were consummate professionals.

Lean and mean, cold and deadly. Fast
guns with no emotions. No fear, no
conscience. Just efficient killing

machines. Yes, they were useful but
also dangerous. Gar Corbin would never
turn his back on these men. He would
never admit to himself that he feared
them, but he did. He should.

Maloy went from man to man,
twelvein al, each ready to pour lead onto
the trail below.

Corbin looked back to the trail.
He could see them entering the canyon.
This was going to be good , he smiled to
himself. Here they come. Thisis going
to be good.

Captain Rafe MclLeod led his
detail of twelve soldiers along the twisted
trail asit wound through the canyon. The
late afternoon sun  was quickly
diminishing behind the high western wall
of the canyon. A wisp of cool air seemed
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to filter through as the encroaching
shadows grew longer..

The Captain, always alert, darted
green eyes back and forth, surveying the
trail ahead, occasionaly checking their
back trail. The chink of trappings and the
steady clop of horses hooves were all that
broke the stillness of the day. There was
no sign of trouble anywhere, not even a
hint. Still, Captain Mcleod sat uneasy on
his mount, a chill crawling up his spine.
Twenty years in the Army gave him a
sense or premonition. His eyes squinted
as he glanced at the setting sun. It was
blinding, blotting out the rim of the
canyon. It would be a good place for an
ambush. If anyone were on the rim, they
couldn’t be seen.

Then it happened. All fears were
realized as a barrage of gunfire filled the
canyon with a deafening roar. Horses
reared and fell. Troopers were torn from
their saddles. And as the thunder
subsided to an occasional blast , only the
lonely echoes of the canyon remained as
a solemn homage to the bullet riddled
bodies of dead soldiers on the canyon
floor.

Chapter Six
Killer Soldiers

The misty dawn found Jack
Clayton riding the streets of Kansas City.
He had traveled most of the night, taking
time out only for a short rest shortly
before riding the rest of the way into
town. There was a chill in the air and
Jack was wearing aloose hanging fringed
buckskin jacket over his usual trail
riding garb of jeans, faded gray shirt and
leather vest.

He reined Regret to a halt and
reached into his saddlebags, removing a
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sheaf of paper. He checked the map of
Kansas City, glance once more at the
corner street sign.  Satisfied he knew
where he was going, he stuffed the papers
back into the leather pouches. However,
he did retain two envelopes which his
placed securely in his jacket. He would
need them when he reached the levee and
claimed the shipment of arms.

He wound his way through the
streets and soon caught a glimpse of the
river. He urged the big black on. The
river came into full view. A bustle of
activity filled the scene. Boats docking,
unloading their wares, loading new cargo
and sailing off again. Not far from the
docks, Jack could also see railroad
tracks paraleling the river as it bent
westward.  Further down the line, he
could see the train depot and sidings off
to the right, where rail cars were loaded
for shipping and others being left behind
for unloading.

Jack rode on toward the river.
When he reached the levee, He could see
a large river boat approaching the dock.
He looked around for the shipping office
and spotted it off to his left. Guiding
Regret forward, he rode up to the front of
the office, dismounted and tied the reins
to an awning upright support post, and
went inside.

The burly, balding clerk turned
from the wall where he had been
checking the manifests. *“Something |
can do for you?” He eyed Clayton
warily.

“I'm with the Federal
Government,” Jack stated flatly as he
withdrew one of the envelopes out of his
pocket. “Claiming a shipment.”

A thin nervous looking man was
sitting at a roll top desk off to the left.
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He peered up through his thick lensed
glasses suspicioudly.

The burly clerk examined the
papers, strode over to the thin man’s desk
and showed them to him. They conferred
in whispers, both glancing toward Jack
from time to time. Then they both
seemed to be in agreement and nodded
affirmatively to each other.

The river boat soon docked and
Jack met with the commander of the
military escort detail. They verified each
others credentials and the stevedores
began unloading and the rallroad
teamsters started loading a string of three
boxcars parked on asiding. .

As Jack checked the manifest, he
shook his head with disdain. “What in
the world, are they thinking?” He
thought. This was no ordinary shipment
of arms and ammunition. Five hundred
Winchester repeating rifles, fifty
thousand rounds of ammunition, two
hundred kegs of black powder, and , he
shuttered, a Gatling gun. But most
imposing of all, three nine pounder turret
cannons.

A flurry of activity and sound,
broke Jack’s thoughts and he looked up
from his manifest. Riding down the
street toward him was a column of
soldiers. They looked the worse for
wear. Dust covered uniforms. Dirty faces
and scraggly beards. Hardly the best of
military discipline. Their bearing and
riding posture did not clam justice for
the US Cavalry.

Jack lowered the manifest to his
side and strode toward the dismounting
detail. “Captain Mcleod?’ He ventured
as the big man stepped to the ground,
turned to face him and glowered. There
was menace in those steely gray eyes.
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“You Clayton?” He demanded.
“Got papers?’

“Right here.” Jack reached inside
his coat and brought out the orders. He
was a hit taken back by the sudden
gruffness and offense of the Captain.

“Can't be too careful.” Corbin
growled.  “Orders are not to trust
anyone.”

“That's right,” Jack
“Suppose | see your orders.”

Corbin haf grinned with a self
satisfaction, turned, reached into his
saddle bag and returned a sheaf of papers
to Jack.

Jack examined the papers,
glancing toward the Captain and back to
the papers. Then he pushed them back
toward the Captain. “Looks in order.”
Jack said meekly, trying to hide the
suspicion that he felt. Jack carefully
looked over the detail, trying to show
only a casua interest. “Looks like you
had a rough trip.” Their uniforms were
dusty, dirty, and even somewhat ragged,
with sewn stitched repairs here and there
where bullet holes had been when taken
off thedain soldiers..

“Yeah,” Corbin grunted. “Long
way from Fort Lincoln. Sun, rain, brush,
and rough terrain.” He eyed Jack closdly,
guessing what he was thinking. “Tough
on uniforms and equipment as well as
men.”

returned.

“l suppose so.” Jack agreed.
“You ready to relieve the St. Louis
detail”

“Sure,” Corbin growled.

“We're loading these three cars
on the siding over there” Jack
indicated..

Corbin looked the area over,
taking in the St. Louis guards and the
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cargo being piled on the landing.
“Alright,” he said. “Let’s get to it.”
Then to his men, “Get to work, men, .
start loading the horses in the first
boxcar then take over the loading of the
shipment so these other guys can get out
of here.”

Jack eyed them all carefully as
they set to work. Corbin or MacLeod as
Jack knew him reported to the St. Louis
commander and the transfer of
responsibility proceeded.

Jack’s face turned grim as he
noticed a big soldier loading his horse
onto the boxcar with the rest of the
horses. Not only did he seem to be
busting our of his tight army britches and
blouse, but he wore non regulation boots.
They were scruffed and run down at the
heels and definitely the boots of the
range; not a soldier. Huge as the man’'s
feet were, these boots did seem to fit him.
It was as if the boots were his own and
his uniform wasn't. Even more strange,
his horse was large enough to fit him too,
and the brand on his horse’s rump was
not US as the other horses, but a Crown
7. avery unusual brand.

“What're you lookin' at Mister?”’
A sharp voice broke off Jack’ s thoughts.

He turned to face Shep Palmer
who was wearing a corporal’s uniform.
Jack stared grimly into the snearing face
and without fluster retorted. “What are
you looking at, Sir? Though | don’t wear
a uniform, | am Captain Clayton,
Corpora and you will address me as, Sir.
| understand you had no way of knowing
but you men seem to be lacking in
discipline. Aslong as you work with me,
| will expect adherence to strict military
protocol. Do you understand, Corpora ?’

Pamer smiled threateningly,
“Yes, Sir. | understand, Sir.” There was
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a mocking in the menacing glint of his
ditted eyes. Out of the corner of his eye,
he saw Corbin coming his way. Then his
tone changed and his face lightened.
“Didn’t mean anything, Sir, but | wanted
to show you something, | think you
should know about.”

“All right, Corporal. What isit?’

“This way ,Sir. It's on the other
side of this car.” Palmer started to lead
the way around the car. Warily, Jack
followed. Suspicion rising, his pulse
beginning to race.

The East bound train on the next
set of tracks behind the car on the siding
was aready starting to chug into motion.
It's long line of cars beginning to crawl
forward. The whistle blared and the roar
of the engine was beginning to rise as
Palmer stopped to turn on Jack. “Wéll,
What isit?" Jack demanded.

“This” The voice behind him
growled. Jack felt the steel barrel of an
army pistol pressed into the middle of his
spine. “Don’t move. Don't say a word.
Don't even breathe.” Corbin warned.

Jack stiffened, half turned his
neck to see Corbin out of his eye as he
spoke over his right shoulder. “Go
ahead. Shoot. The shot will be heard
and someone will be al over you.”

“Maybe not. There's a lot of
noise here.”

Jack shrugged acquiescence.

“No point in taken chances,
though” Corbin chuckled.

The stedl pressure released from
Jack’s spine long enough for Corbin to
raise the weapon high above Jack’s head
and whipped it down to crack his skull.
A flash of light, then darkness as Jack
crumpled into the dirt, half unconscious,
saved from a split head by the cushioning
of his chin strapped Stetson.
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“What
Corbin demanded.

“1 think he was getting wise to us,
Corbin.” Shep stated.

“Probably.” Corbin agreed. “I
was afraid of that. | knew Clayton would
be too smart” Then added. “It’'s just as
well we get rid of him.”

“How? You got aknife? Hewas

happened,  Pamer?’

right, we can't risk a shot. And what
about the body?”’
The east bound's whistle

screeched again. Corbin glanced to his
left and smiled at the slowly moving cars.
“We're going to send mister Government
Man, G-Man on atrip east. We'll throw
him into a box car as it goes by and by
the time he can get back here, we'll be
long gone. Here, help me get him over to
therail.”

They each grabbed Clayton under
an arm and dragged him near the train.
Pamer let go, raced a few steps back,
chose apassing car and dlid the side door
open as he followed the car back to
Corbin and Clayton. With a heave in
unison two men slung Jack aboard.

Jack landed with a thud onto the
straw covered floor. His ribs hurt as he
rolled further into the car. Through his
half conscious haze he could smell the
stench of cattle and felt milling hooves
around him. Then all went dark as the
car door dlid shut. Jack tried to rise, then
slumped into the filthy straw as he passed
into unconscious darkness, as the dying
shrill of the train whistle blowing, and the
drum of the accelerating engine faded.
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Chapter Seven
Rails of Death

Moments later, Jack stirred,
feeling the vibration of the rolling floor
beneath him. As consciousness returned,
he once again became aware of the cattle
milling about him. He raised to a half
gitting position, shook his head, and
pushed a steer away that was pressing
against him. His head throbbed, and a
trickle of blood had dried on his neck
where it has seeped beneath his hat.

His senses were returning,
remembering what had happened. He sat
fully erect now. Pushed severa cattle
away and while hanging onto the back of
one steer, he pushed himself to his feet.
Dizziness waved over him and the
moving steer beneath him left him
wobbly on his feet. The constant lurch
and vibration of the cattle car made his
stance even more precarious. He stood a
few moments gathering his strength. His
eyes gradually became accustomed to the
dark and he could see the moving dark
shapes of the cattle. Fashes of light
through dlits in the car’s sides and door
gave off an eerie sensation of unreality.

As he gained his strength, Jack
forced his way through the crowded
melee of cattle toward the sliding door.
By the time he reached it, he could feel
the steadiness of his usua self. He knew
now that he had been shipped away like a
drunken sailor, shanghaied and sent out
to sea. He must get out of here. The
arms were being hijacked and he had let
them get away. Like arank amateur, he
had been duped. They had done it easily.
A baby sitting job, Jack recalled saying.
And they had taken the guns away like
taking candy from a baby. He had to get
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back there. And soon, or the arms would
be lost for sure.

He leaned against the sliding door
and felt it give oniitsrollers. With aslow
steady push, he pushed the door dightly
open. Bright sunlight poured into his
eyes and half blinded him for a moment.
He blinked, held his eyes shut
momentarily, then opened them slowly,
getting used to the bright sun. He knew
he could not have been unconscious that
long, so it must still be morning. The sun
was rising higher in the east so he knew
he must be traveling northbound.

He must get this train stopped and
returned to the station before the arms
train moved out westward. He must get
to the engineer and stop this train. He
would have to go up on top of the car and
work his way forward until he reached
the engine. This could be an impossible
task. Even if he could do it without
mishap, it would take time. Each
second, each minute would take him
further away. Even if he could succeed in
returning to the depot, he would probably
be too late. But, he had to try. He had to
do something.

With a deep sigh, he pushed the
door further open and leaned out through
the doorway. The train had revved to full
speed now and the wind rushed past with
a steady, heavy force. He would have to
fight this all the way.

Turning, with his back to the open
door, he leaned backward into the wind
and reached above the dliding door to
grasp the dliding door’s roller bar. The
steel edges bit into his hands as he
heaved himself upwards, now dangling
from the rail, rushing air pelting him with
a constant blast. His powerful muscles
flexed and he gritted his teeth as he
pulled himself upward until his chest
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rose above the car roof. His feet swung
in the opening of the car door like a leaf
in a gale. Rushing air beat his eyelids
half closed as he searched for a hand grip
on the car’s roof. Half lying on the roof,
his left hand still grasping the sharp rail,
he reached out with his right and found a
hand hold on the roof top.

With a mighty shove of hisaching
body, he pulled hard and crawled onto
the flat top of the boxcar. He half rolled
backwards, caught himself , and rolled
back onto his stomach and lay prostrate,
heaving great gulps of air as he tried to
regain his strength. The vibration of the
car roof beneath him jogged him back
and forth and his knees beat against the
car roof beneath him. A moment’s
respite was al he dared take. He needed
to get to the engineer as soon as possible
and he knew not how far away he was,
for he lay crossways on the car top.
Carefully, he tried to change his position
as he crawled clockwise to his right.
Little by little, he turned himself, finding
handholds wherever he could. As he
came around forward, he could now see
the length of the train. There was
probably twenty cars between him and
the locomotive. It would take too long
even if he could make the trek across all
those jolting, careening cars.

He sighed deeply with despair,
but with determined tenacity, he pushed
himself to his hands and knees, knowing
he must try The wind whipped against
hisface His eyes were squinted half shut
to fight off the blasting wind. The shrill
whistle of the train blared in his ears
above the roaring rattle of cars and drone
of the engine. Then like an echo, another
whistle blared, but less shrilly.

With realization, Jack glanced to
the left and further down the track. On
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another set of tracks, running parallel
with this train’s tracks he could see
heading this way was a west bound train.
Hope reawakened in Jack’s brain. Then
with practical thought of reality, he knew
his sudden anticipation of hope was not
that well founded. His first thought was
that if he could transfer himself to the
passing west bound train, he could return
to the depot quickly and he would not
have to traverse the hazardous trek to the
engine room. But the reality was 