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A GUNMAN’S 
SHADOW 

By CADDO CAMERON 
 

. . . and a Man Can’t Ever Run Out 
on His Shadow 

 
 AIN’T no man hunter. To tell the 
truth—I’m usually workin’ in the 
lead of such hunts, doin’ my durndest 
to keep a fast horse’s tail and plenty 

scenery between me and the hunters. But 
Five Thousand Dollars ain’t tobacco 
money in any man’s country. So here I am 
a-draggin’ my spurs down the toughest 
street in the toughest town in Texas—
Griffin Avenue in Old Fort Griffin—
huntin’ a man that I never seen and ain’t 
got nothin’ against and the surprisin’ part 
of it is, I’m makin’ this hunt for the law. 
Of course, a Five Thousand Dollar reward 
is a good persuader, too. 

It happens like this— 
Up in The Nations a while back I 

accidentally run onto U. S. Deputy 
Marshal Heck Henderson. You can 
gamble that any time I run onto him it is 
an accident, but nothin’ serious comes of 
this meetin’ because Old Heck is a-needin’ 
help bad and he’s been lookin’ high and 
low for me—watchin’ the news of bank 
and train robberies and stickups by a lone 
bandit, is the insultin’ way he puts it to 
me—as he figures it will take a cuss of my 
experience and wide acquaintance to find 
the man he’s got to find. 

Before Heck finishes his story we’ve 
emptied two bottles of warm beer in 
Horseface Hazel’s dugout dive up yonder 
on the Dodge City Trail, and I’m buyin’ 
two more at a dollar a helpin’. It seems 
that somewheres back East there’s an old  
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boy by the name of Brady who is famous 
for big money and a cantankerous son. 
This here son, Grant Brady, runs off and 
comes out West to make a genuine 
badman out of himself and he’s doin’ a 
first-rate job of it, too, from what the old 
man hears—a good part of which comes in 
letters from the boy himself and some 
Denver, El Paso and Tucson newspapers 
that the boy sends him. This up-and-
comin’ young fella kills several men, so 
Old Man Brady says, and he’s afraid his 
son will go bad if he ain’t rounded up and 
shipped home right away. Well, far as he 
knows the law ain’t got nothin’ on Grant 
yet, but Brady has put the Pinkertons on 
the scent and he’s gone to Washington 
where his money talks louder than 
anywheres else, and before long the 
Federal Government is usin’ strong 
language to its Secret Service and 
Marshals from one end of the country to 
the other, tellin’ ‘em to go out and find 
Grant Brady and fetch him in alive, or 
else. 

This don’t interest me none, because 
it’s an old story. All up and down the West 
there’s fellas from the East who came out 
here to go bad and realized their ambition, 
as a fella says, and I ain’t got no more 
sympathy for them than I have for the 
boys that go bad right out here on their 
home range. So I up and tell Old Heck just 
that. 

“Would Five Thousand Dollars arouse 
your sympathy?” he asks. 

“Five Thousand would arouse me from 
forelock to fetlock,” I say, “ ‘cause I’m a-
needin’ money powerful bad.”  

“Huh-oh,” grunts Heck. “Banks and 
trains had better put on extra guards.”  

After that personal dig he goes on to 
say that the Pinkertons lost Grant’s trail in 
Arizona, but they got it straight that he’s a-
headin’ for the southern buffalo range to 
make a winter hunt. Fort Griffin is 

headquarters for the southern hunters. 
Heck allows that Old Man Brady’s 
description of his son ain’t much help – 
medium build, brown hair, blue eyes and 
no brands or marks, but the Pinkertons 
swear that Grant’s right ear has been 
gotched by a bullet since he come West 
and his father does say that the boy’s 
letters told of bein’ shot up a few times, so 
the Pinkertons and Federals are trailin’ a 
gotch-eared man who answers the balance 
of the description. They say that Grant 
Brady has never used his own name and 
changes whenever he’s a mind to, but he 
can’t get shed of that gotched ear. 

“It will be a feather in my bonnet,” 
says Heck, “and Five Thousand in your 
pocket if you find this pilgrim. His dad is 
offerin’ that reward for him, alive. How’s 
about it?” 

“Why d’you calc’late I can find the 
cuss?” 

“In the first place,” declares Heck, 
“you think like a man on the dodge—don’t 
never think any other way, I reckon. And 
in the second place, you’re known from 
here to yonder in the underworld of 
Kansas, Oklahoma and Texas. They either 
hate you or trust you—most of ‘em trustin’ 
you, though damned if I can figure why—
and they’ll talk to you.” 

S
 
O THAT’S how come I’m a-draggin’ 
my spurs down Griffin Avenue from a 

west-end wagon yard where I put up my 
horse. I ain’t got no better sense than to set 
off on a hunt for Gotch-ear Brady, which 
is what I’m a-callin’ him in my mind, 
knowin’ plumb well that I’ve gotta keep a 
sharp eye open for Charley McBride and 
Snake Simms and several other jaspers 
who hang out down here and don’t like me 
none. I ain’t got no business in Griffin—
none at all, Five Thousand regardless. The 
very best way for a man like me to shorten 
his life considerable is to hang around 
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crowded places and The Flats in Fort 
Griffin are some crowded—six to eight 
thousand folks in a town that ain’t fixed to 
accommodate a thousand, except in the 
matter of saloons and honks. 

One of the first persons I run onto is 
City Marshal Bill Gillson. He’s a-ridin’ 
down the road that goes up Government 
Hill to the fort on top, and when he sees 
me he lifts his horse into a trot. I wait up 
for him. Bill’s all right and far’s I know, 
he ain’t got anything on me now. 

We pass the time of day, then he says, 
“If I was in your place I’d wind up my 
business here as quick as I could, then I’d 
try and find me some business 
somewheres else. Charley McBride and 
his bunch are in town and Snake Simms 
has been talkin’ some about you.”  

Now, I know that Bill ain’t a-
threatenin’ me and he ain’t tellin’ me this 
because he has any special likin’ for me, 
either. He’s doin’ what’ any good officer 
would do. Everybody has heard how the 
McBride Gang is goin’ to hang my hide on 
the fence the first chance they get, and my 
little argument with Snake Simms a while 
back caused more talk than it deserved. 
When Snake got up and around again, he 
dabbed on war paint and said things. Bill 
is merely hopin’ to keep lead from flyin’ 
in his town and he figures that gettin’ shed 
of me is one of the best ways to do it. 

I ain’t sore at him, but I do claim that 
every man has his rights—even a fella like 
me. So I tell Bill, “I’m shore much 
obliged, Marshal. Have you told them 
other jaspers that I’m in town?”  

“Nope, not yet.”  
“Then maybe you’d better. So ‘long, 

Bill.” 
 

T AIN’T more’n two hours to sundown 
and I’m hungry. Maybe the Marshal’s 

warnin’ should’ve taken the edge off my 
appetite, but it don’t. Fact is, I never like 

to tangle with trouble on an empty 
stomach. So I head for Uncle Billy 
Wilson’s stage station and eatin’ house, 
and I take it slow because there’s so much 
that I’d ought to see and I know that I 
can’t see enough even if I stop and lean up 
against a post. 

I’ve never been in Griffin when it 
wasn’t crawlin’ with strangers. Today 
there seem to be more of ‘em on The Flats 
than ever and my eyes get plumb tired a-
lookin’ at ears. Of course, I know that I’m 
practically wastin’ my time because it’s 
mighty nigh certain that Gotch-ear Brady 
can’t walk the streets very long in broad 
daylight, even if he is here, without a 
lawman or a Pinkerton spottin’ him, there 
bein’ plenty of both in this rip-roarin’ 
town. But I can’t help seekin’ that Five 
Thousand Dollar ear, regardless. 

Accordin’ly, I go to lookin’ for a 
certain swamper and run onto him sooner 
than I expected. He’s a-sprinklin’ sawdust 
in Tom Walsh’s saloon when I spot him, 
so I go to a side window and catch his eye 
and nod my head and it ain’t long before 
he meets me in the alley behind the place. 
I been knowin’ this little rat-faced man 
ever since he was a saplin’. Away back 
yonder he wrangled the remuda with a trail 
herd that I pointed north for Riley and 
Rhodes, and us boys named him Beans 
because he hated the things, and he’s still 
in that brand. Beans went bad, plumb bad. 
First off he gets to be a soak and a bar-fly, 
then he goes to cappin’ for crooked games 
and from there he slides away on down to 
runnin’ for bawdy houses. Now he does all 
these things and swamps out saloons for 
his liquor. Beans shakes and holds onto 
my hand until I’m afraid he’s goin’ to cry. 

One of the first things he says, “So you 
ain’t been in town long? Good! I gotta tell 
you”—he looks all around cautious—
“Snake Simms is a-talkin’ mean. I know 
that you’re more’n a match for Snake 

I 
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himself, but with that there gotch-eared 
pardner of his’n—”  

I sorta catch my breath. 
“—you’ll have your hands full.”  
I nod careless. “Much obliged, Beans. 

Gotch-eared? Reckon I don’t know him.” 
Beans scratches his head. “Well, he’s a 

middlin’-sized cuss, brown hair I reckon, 
about my age.”  

Beans looks old, but he ain’t. I tell 
him, “Come to think of it, I may know 
him. D’you figure he’s on the dodge?”  

“Behaves like it. He shore shies away 
from the light.” 

“Betcha I do know him,” I say. 
“Which ear is gotched and where does he 
hang out?” 

“Lemme see—it’s his right ear. D’you 
recollect the Hide Palace?”  

“Huh! Yes.”  
“Well, Snake and him have got women 

down there and they’re a-trimmin’ 
greenhorns at monte and poker, too. Just 
last night I steered two sports to the 
Palace, and the girls took ‘em for big 
money—”  

I don’t want to hear any more. I’m 
afraid it’ll spoil my appetite. So I hand 
Beans two dollars for eatin’ money which 
I know he’ll blow for liquor, and leave 
while he’s sayin’, “—and Snake, he shorts 
me on my percentage, the dirty swine!” 

 
EATS hell how many things can 
happen to a man when he’s hungry. 

I’m a-steppin’ out for Uncle Billy 
Wilson’s when I go to pass Louie’s 
Frontier Bar and hear a ruckus in there, 
shootin’ and yellin’ and things fallin’ and 
bustin’ like they will when men take cover 
behind tables and such, so I stop and look 
in cautious. It’s a sight to see. At the bar 
stands a cuss with Buffalo Bill hair a-
hangin’ to his shoulders and fringed 
buckskin clothes and a beaver hat and hip 
boots—I look close to make shore that his 

right ear ain’t gotched and it ain’t—and 
he’s a-yellin’ in a high thin voice about 
what a curly wolf he is and how he’s 
straight from the wild and woolly out-
yonder, and his two silver-mounted six-
shooters a are a-spittin’ bullets at the floor 
and the roof and a stack of whiskey barrels 
over in the corner, while the customers 
dive for anything that might stop lead. 
That is, all s but one of ‘em are divin’.  

This one is a long, snaky-lookin’ cuss 
and he’s movin’ across the floor towards 
Young Wild West with his thumbs hooked 
in his belt and a hungry look on his sunk-
eyed face. He’s Snake Simms and I know 
what that look means. Snake is out to add 
another credit to his list of credits and it 
don’t make no difference to him whether 
the victim is a genuine badman or an 
innocent fool like this here long-haired 
pilgrim. 

Why don’t I mind my own business? 
Hard to tell. Maybe I’m soft, but I don’t 
think so. More’n 1ikely it’ s because I 
have got business with Snake, the way 
he’s been talkin’, and this is a good time to 
get it over with—sorta take him by 
surprise. So I look quick to make certain 
that his gotch-eared pardner ain’t in sight, 
then I mosey into Louie’s. 

I’m comin’ up behind the pilgrim. 
Snake sees me right off and stops in his 
tracks. The other customers scrooze down 
lower behind whatever they’re behind. 
Plumb careful not to take my eyes off’n 
Snake, I spank the pilgrim’s hat down over 
his face and slap his right-hand gun loose 
from his paw with my left. 

“Be still, you damned fool!” I growl 
into his ear. “You’re a-fixin’ to get 
yourself killed!”  

He subsides sudden. 
While this went on was the time for 

Snake to make his play. I figured he might 
and was ready for it, but he didn’t. Maybe 
he remembers what happened a while back 

B
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and aims to play safe this time. Anyhow, 
I’m started and can’t stop now. I walk 
right up to him and before he’s got any 
idea what’s comin’, I haul off and knock 
him clean across the room with my fist. 
First move I make, he goes for his gun, but 
he’s a shade slow. Snake piles up against 
the wall a-sleepin’ sound. Now he’s really 
got somethin’ to talk about. When you 
make out that you don’t think a gunman is 
worth gunplay, you hand him the worst 
insult you can give him. He’d rather you’d 
shoot him. 

I turn and walk out. I’m still hungry 
and I’m a-headin’ for Uncle Billy 
Wilson’s as fast as my long legs dare to 
take me with so many things to look out 
for. With folks goin’ and comin’ all 
around me I don’t hear anybody on my 
trail, but all of a sudden somethin’ touches 
me on the back. Before I know it, I’m 
facin’ the other way and my six-shooter is 
ticklin’ a fella’s belly! 

It’s the pilgrim. He has walked up and 
touched me, timid like, and now his hand 
is a-hangin’ up there where he’d lifted it 
and his chin is a-danglin’ where it dropped 
of its own accord. For a second he’s froze 
thataway, then his arm falls as if it was 
boneless. 

I put my gun away. Several men have 
seen the play and I they’re laughin’ fit to 
kill. My neck and ears are afire. I could 
easy salivate this here pilgrim for causin’ 
me to make a show of myself. But I’m 
hungry, so I turn around and head for 
Uncle Billy’s. 

Ten steps later, I hear him, “Please, 
mister. I’m awful sorry! I just wanted—”  

He catches up with me, and his words 
spill out like buffalo stampedin’ over a 
cutbank, “I wanted to thank you. Back 
there in Louie’s they told me that Snake 
would’ve killed me if it hadn’t been for 
you. And I want to pay you back 
somehow.” 

“You don’t owe me nothin’.”  
He grabs a-hold of my arm. I pull 

away. Never can tell when I’ll need both 
arms. 

But the pilgrim goes on, “Yes, I do! 
You saved my life and I want to do the 
same for you sometime.” 

I look down at him and I mighty nigh 
grin, but I don’t. He means all right. He’s 
just an ignorant pilgrim. 

He’s sayin’, “That Snake was awful 
mad when he come to. I stopped outside 
and listened through a window. He says 
that he and his men will—”  

“I ain’t interested in what Snake 
Simms has to say.”  

“But I was,” declares the pilgrim, 
“because I’m going to pay you back 
somehow. They told me who you are. 
They said you’ve never had a pardner. 
You need one now. I want to be your 
pardner. I’d be proud, mighty proud to be. 
I’ll stick with you, come hell or high 
water. We’ll stand back to back and fight 
‘em—”  

I had to laugh then, simply had to, 
even though I didn’t want to hurt his 
feelin’s. “Looky here, Pilgrim,” I say, 
“I’m much obliged to you, but I don’t 
want a pardner and you certainly don’t 
want a man like me for a pardner. Go and 
find you a job on a cow ranch and get you 
an honest cowhand for a pard. That’s the 
thing for you to do, Pilgrim. Forget you 
ever seen me.”  

His face falls, but he comes right back, 
“The boys call me Wildcat.”  

“Maybeso, but I call you Pilgrim.”  
He puts out his hand. “Well, shake, 

anyhow. I’m sorry you don’t want a 
pardner, but I’ll save your life sometime 
anyhow. Now, don’t forget it. I’ll save 
your life sometime.” 

I grin at him. “So ‘long, Pilgrim.” 
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HAT they call The Flats in Fort 
Griffin is mostly Griffin Avenue, 

one long street that commences close to 
the crossin’ of the Clear Fork of the 
Brazos and runs west past the road up 
Government Hill. The fort and its soldiers 
are on top of the hill, the ‘dobies and 
shacks and their cussedness are down 
below. After supper I amble over to 
Conrad and Rath’s store and hang around 
for a spell. Hunters and skinners and such 
are goin’ and comin’ at the store, gettin’ 
outfitted for the season, and there’s plenty 
other men around, but I don’t catch a 
glimpse of Gotch-ear Brady. The pilgrim 
is in and out a couple of times, but he 
don’t bother me none. After a while I 
decide that Gotch-ear is a-layin’ low like 
Beans said he was, so I reckon I’ll have to 
go and look for him in places I’d a heap 
rather stay clean away from. But Five 
Thousand is temptin’ bait, not to mention 
the fact that a fella likes to finish what he 
starts. 

So I mosey down the avenue, doin’ my 
durndest to look everywhere at once and 
see everything ‘cause I’m as skittish as a 
last year’s bronc. I’m shore hopin’ that 
some fool don’t slap me on the back. Off 
and on I see the pilgrim behind, in front or 
over to one side of me, but he never comes 
close enough to be any bother, and before 
long I’m feelin’ kind of sorry that I was 
sorta rough on the tenderfoot. But the very 
idea of him ever savin’ my life! He hangs 
onto my trail like an Apache and it tickles 
me to think of him as my shadow. 

Pretty soon it strikes me that folks I 
know ain’t behavin’ quite natural towards 
me, some of ‘em sidelin’ away when I 
show signs of stoppin’ to talk and others 
edge away a foot at a time when I do stop 
where they’re a-settin’ or standin’. It ain’t 
long before I feel like a stray dog with the 
mange. Then it comes to me that I’ve been 
through this before at a time when 

everybody knew that I was likely to 
become a target any minute and they 
wanted to give me plenty room to move 
around, and make room for any lead that 
happened to miss the target. This ain’t a 
comfortable feelin’ and it’s liable to make 
a fella cross. 

At the busiest corner on the avenue I 
run onto a man that I know. It’s Oily 
Ollinger and he’s doin’ what he’s been 
doin’ for twenty year or so-sellin’ Chief 
Wahoomonga’s Snake Oil by the light of a 
coaloil torch at a dollar a bottle, and Oily’s 
boomin’ voice is guaranteein’ the magic 
medicine to cure anything from rheumatiz 
to in-fi-delity in a woman. I know some 
things about this fat little pitch-man that 
the law don’t know. He travels up and 
down the West makin’ his pitch wherever 
money is the heaviest and loosest, and we 
folks who live mostly outside of the law 
know that Oily can be depended upon to 
take a message and remember it word for 
word until he gets a chance to deliver it to 
the party it’s intended for. He’s got a 
wonderful memory, Oily has. This fat 
green-goods man is a great convenience to 
us men who know that a U. S. Post Office 
is one of the places the law watches, when 
it’s lookin’ for us, and we always go out of 
our way to pass a word with Oily 
wherever we happen to run onto him. He 
may have a message for us. Everywhere in 
the underworld he’s called The Office and 
his real name is never mentioned. 

Oily says I’m one of his very best 
friends. Some years back a drunk buffalo 
hunter buys five bottles of Chief 
Wahoomonga’s Snake Oil and drinks ‘em 
down right there and they sober him up, 
completely destroyin’ a drunk that had 
cost the hunter all of twenty dollars, so he 
pulls his skinnin’ knife and swears he’ll 
take Oily’s hump ribs home for breakfast. 
Oily declares he’d a-done it, too, if I 
hadn’t been there. 

W
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Anyhow, when Oily catches sight of 
my long face over the heads of the crowd 
around him, he sorta flutters an eyelid at 
me and I hang around until they thin out 
some, then I edge my way to his elbow 
and buy two bottles, and while he’s 
makin’ change and I’m stooped down to 
help him lift another box of oil to his 
stand, I get this message piece by piece— 

“Snake and McBride have throwed in 
together. They aim to hang you on the 
avenue for everybody to see so’s to get 
square for what you done to Snake in 
public. Hide Palace is their meetin’ place 
and tonight’s the night.”  

Beans sent me that word through Oily 
because he was afraid to be seen talkin’ to 
me any more. 

 
’D SHORE like to stay away from the 
Hide Palace if I can get a-hold of Gotch-

ear Brady without goin’ there. I figure 
there ain’t no sense in huntin’ trouble 
when there’s so daggoned much of it 
runnin’ around loose, so I head down 
Griffin Avenue a-takin’ it slow and 
lookin’ the town over careful. It’s plumb 
funny how Pilgrim hangs onto my trail. 
Everywhere I go, here comes my shadow. 

I’m pretty near to the end of the street, 
down where the dives are toughest and 
line it on both sides, when I catch sight of 
my man through a window in The Prairie 
Rose. I look again to make certain. No 
doubt about it—that tough at this end of 
the bar, a-takin’ his liquor straight, is 
Gotch-ear Brady, and from the looks of 
the cuss I’d say that Old Man Brady is 
crazy as hell to spend five thousand or 
better to get I him home. If it was me and I 
had the money, 1’d double the ante to get 
him sent to China. Anyhow, there he is 
with two other fellas and three women, 
and a closer look tells me that I know 
those two men that are trailin’ with Grant 
Brady. They’re Chuck Winters and Tom 

Dana and they belong to the McBride 
gang. This ain’t so good. Fact is, it’s bad. 

I take a quick slant at the situation 
outside. Far’s I can see it’s just the usual—
men goin’ and comin’ up and down the 
street on both sides, drunks and near-
drunks and others gettin’ that way. On the 
other side of the avenue I see my shadow. 
He’s keepin’ an eye on me while 
pretendin’ to talk to a bunch of hunters 
and skinners. So into The Prairie Rose I 
go. I’m movin’ lazy and careless like, but I 
don’t feel thataway. 

Hookin’ an elbow on the bar next to 
Gotch-ear Brady, I tell the barman to fetch 
me a bottle of cold beer. Meantime the 
McBride men are a-pretendin’ that they 
ain’t seen me and they’ve got their hats 
down low, no doubt hopin’ that I won’t 
recognize them. Gotch-ear ain’t makin’ no 
pretenses, though. He looks me over w1th 
a mean eye and when I glance down at 
him with sort of a half-way grin I don’t get 
no results. If there’s a grin underneath his 
skin it’s buried deep. 

So I grab the bear by the tail and hang 
on, like this, “Didn’t I run onto you up in 
The Nations a while back?”  

“Ain’t never set foot in The Nations.”  
I take a gentle swig of warm beer. 

“Mmmm—that’s peculiar. At some time 
or another ain’t you packed the name of 
Grant Brady?”  

“Naw-w!” he comes back quick. “Why 
in hell are you pokin’ your long snout into 
my business?”  

Sounds bad. I ain’t a-gettin’ nowheres. 
But I grin, and allow, “It might pay 

you to come outside with me and let’s 
make a little private talk.” Somehow or 
other I generally manage to say the wrong 
thing. This time I did and it mighty nigh 
cost me. Gotch-ear Brady goes for his gun 
and what I mean—he GOES. I’m caught 
flatfooted, but I happen to be in time by 
about one one-thousandth of a split 

I 
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second. If Brady is sorta surprised, so am 
I. 

I count the buttons on his vest with the 
barrel of my six-shooter playful Like, and 
tell him, “I still say there ain’t no harm’ in 
us goin’ outside for a little personal talk. 
You can see that now, can’t you, Brady?”  

Gotch-ear calculates he can, then we 
start out with me a-walkin’ backwards so’s 
to keep an eye on the McBride men. So far 
they ain’t made no breaks, though. I’m a-
wonderin’ why, when I happen to catch a 
glimpse of a front window behind me and 
off to one side a little. The McBrides have 
already seen what I see. It’s my shadow 
again. Pilgrim has got his two six-shooters 
a-peekin’ over the sill at ‘em! 

Regardless of what Marshal Heck 
Henderson says, I ain’t got eyes in the 
back of my head. I’m sidlin’ through the 
front door a-watchin’ Gotch-ear mighty 
close and I get him onto the sidewalk, 
when here comes a bunch of cowhands 
and they’re chock full and a-runnin’ over. 
One of the fools trips on his own spurs and 
takes a dive and his head busts me in the 
short ribs and I go down with him a-
straddle of me. The other drunks yell, 
“Ride him cowboy!” and so help me, that 
fool lifts the long yell and rowels my 
flanks and fans the side of my head with 
his paw. I ain’t got wind enough left in me 
to blow out a match. All I’m able to do is 
to stay where I am and watch Gotch-ear 
Brady go splittin’ the breeze around the 
corner. Pretty soon I do a back-fall and 
unload my rider and I get up mad enough 
to fight all this part of Texas, but I cool off 
and go to laughin’ before anything comes 
of it. 

 
 MAN ain’t got no business in the 
Hide Palace even when he has got 

business in the joint. I’ve been all through 
the place and swore I’d never go back, but 
here I am along towards midnight a-

headin’ that way on the trail of a five 
thousand dollar gunslinger who’s just 
about as poison as they make ‘em. I ain’t 
got a lick of sense and nobody knows it 
any better’n I do.  

The Hide Palace is so tough it ain’t fit 
to put at the toughest end of the toughest 
street in the toughest town in Texas, so 
they build the dive on the bottoms south of 
the avenue in timber down there. It’s made 
out of anything and everything, and its 
front is covered with buffalo hides, hair-
side out. The place is one story—long, low 
and wide, and it’s got no tellin’ how many 
outside doors and windows—no glass in 
any of ‘em, just wooden shutters and sack 
or blanket curtains. The owner of the 
Palace rents rooms to any and everybody, 
just so long as they’re crooks in a crooked 
business, and he takes his cut of whatever 
they make. It’s right foolish and plumb 
dangerous to hold out on the boss. They 
tell me that an old well back of the place 
holds plenty bones of men and women 
who tried it, but the law can’t be bothered 
to investigate because they figure it’s just 
good riddance. The owner and boss of The 
Hide Palace is Snake Simms. 

Folks in this joint keep their doors shut 
and their windows dark. There ain’t a 
chance to see anything from the outside, 
except maybe in the hottest weather, so I’ll 
have to run the risk of goin’ in without 
first gettin’ the lay of the land. But I do 
know where Snake lives in there. His 
room is right behind the big front room, or 
parlor—as they call it, and he’s got three 
doors—one from the outside, one openin’ 
from the parlor and another in the opposite 
end of the room which opens into a long 
hall that runs to the back of the buildin’ 
with rooms on both sides of it. 

I make my way through the timber to 
Snake’s outside door. There’s a big moon, 
but lucky for me some tall pecans shade 
this side of the Palace and I gamble that 
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nobody won’t spot me when I put my ear 
against the door and listen. Two men in 
there—Snake and somebody else. They’re 
a-talkin’ about this and that and I don’t get 
nearly all of it, but pretty soon I recognize 
the other fella’s voice. It’s Gotch-ear 
himself. Maybe the cards are runnin’ for 
me tonight. Thinkin’ thataway, I bet my 
hand too strong. I wait for a little while to 
hear as much as I can, when I should’ve 
gone in right away. 

All of a sudden, Snake says, “It’s 
about that time, Smoky. Go and see 
whether all the boys are here yet.”  

The other fella leaves by the back 
door. So Grant Brady is callin’ himself 
Smoky now, I’m thinkin’. Then it dawns 
on me that I’ve missed the best chance I’m 
likely to get. Gotch-ear is gone now and 
when he comes back he may have 
somebody with him. I don’t waste any 
more time. I go through Snake’s door with 
its wood latch like it was paper and I don’t 
make much noise, either, with men and 
women raisin’ Cain and music goin’ in the 
parlor. Snake is jumpin’ up from a table 
right by the door and he’s a-grabbin’ for 
his gun. I went in with mine in my fist. 

“Hold it!” I growl low. “That’s right. 
Now move over yonder to the back door. 
Git!” 

He moves, watchin’ me like a hawk. 
“Stop right there,” I tell him. “Now, 

open the door and holler for Smoky. Tell 
him to come by himself. Go ahead. 
Holler!”  

Snake is sorta flustered ‘cause I taken 
him by surprise. But he’s thinkin’ fast, 
powerful fast, and I’m gettin’ damp under 
my hat band. 

“Damned if I’ll do it!” he snaps back. 
I was afraid of that. He thinks he’s got 

me corralled. Thinks Smoky will come 
back any minute with the McBride gang at 
his heels. No doubt they’re gatherin’ here 
now to go to my hangin’. 

I jerk my head at a dark stain on the 
floor, a big patch. “Looky down there, 
Snake. That’s where I left you last time I 
was here. They picked you up and put you 
to bed that time. They’ll pick you up and 
plant you this time. Holler for Smoky, 
damn your dirty soul!”  

I mean it, too. This is one filthy rat that 
needs killin’ and I might as well save 
some better man the nasty job of doin’ it. 
Maybe he reads my mind. Maybe he reads 
it in my face. Or maybe that spot on the 
floor makes him think of what he went 
through that other time. He mighty nigh 
died then. 

Anyhow, he opens the door, and yells, 
“Smoky! Come here! Leave the boys in 
there! Hurry up!”  

“Comin’ in a minute,” answers Gotch-
ear, “soon’s I—” somethin’ or other. I 
don’t get it all. 

 “Now shut the door,” I tell Snake. 
“Drop your belts and kick ‘em over here. 
Make ‘aste!—Good. Stand over yonder 
against the wall. Git a move on—damn 
it!”  

Snake is behavin’ now. Reckon he’s 
waitin’ for help to come and figurin’ it 
will. He’s about half way between the two 
doors, front and back. Boot-heels come a-
clumpin’ up the hall. I take my stand by 
the door. Smoky swings it open. 

Snake yells, “Look out! Look—!”  
But he’s too late. I’ve already let 

Gotch-ear have it over the head with my 
gun barrel. He crumples in his tracks. I’ll 
swear his brain must have been asleep 
when he went down, but somehow be 
jerked his six-shooter and drove a bullet 
into the floor inches from my feet! 

The blast of the gun shook the flimsy 
building. The oil lamp flickered and 
spluttered on the table and I was afraid it 
would leave me in the dark. The clatter of 
boot-heels fills the hall now. Noise in the 
parlor has died to a whisper. Keepin’ an 
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eye on Snake and movin’ mighty fast, I 
pick Gotch-ear up and throw him over my 
shoulder. In three steps I’m at the outside 
door. That’s when Snake makes his play. 
He dives for Smoky’s gun where he 
dropped it. Loaded down the way I am, 
I’m slow about gettin’ Snake covered. He 
might have got me, or at least it would’ve 
been damned close. But right then the door 
into the parlor busted open. 

My shadow, and he’s welcome! 
He comes in with his six-shooters a-

spittin’ fire and smoke and bullets and 
makin’ one hell of a racket. Maybe he 
shuts his eyes when he shoots, but he’s 
throwin’ plenty lead around that room and 
through the door and down the hall. I can’t 
hear ‘em, but I’ll gamble that the boots out 
there are a-headin’ the other way now. 
Snake falls face-down on the floor. 

I yell loud, “Pilgrim! That’s enough! 
Let’s go! Come a-runnin’!” 

I Light out through scattered trees a-
headin’ for the thick timber, and I’m 
gallopin’ as fast as I can with the load I’m 
packin’. Pilgrim ain’t far behind. 

“Keep going!” he hollers. “I’ll cover 
your back!” He hardly gets the words out 
of his mouth before there comes a blast of 
gunfire from the Palace. Lead growls 

around me, but I don’t look back. Then I 
hear Pilgrim cough and I stop. He’s a-
weavin’ on his feet, staggers, falls hard. 

There ain’t but one thing for a man to 
do in a case like this. I put down my five 
thousand dollar prize and go back and pick 
up this worthless pilgrim. 

A man can’t never run off from his 
shadow! 

 
OC THURMAN allows he won’t 
come close to dyin’, ain’t even hurt 

bad. Bullet shock knocked him out. Of 
course, I’m on hand when Pilgrim comes 
to. We have a long talk, then I go and 
write this letter to Marshal Heck 
Henderson: 

 
The Pinkertons lied. Grant Brady ain’t 

gotch-eared. He has been writing his folks 
and sending them newspapers, taking 
credit for the cussedness of a gotch-eared 
gunslinger named Smoky. 

I’ve got Grant Brady and I’m holding 
him until you fetch me five thousand 
dollars cash. Then I’ll turn him loose and 
get him a good job with an honest cow 
outfit. The boy has got man-stuff in him. 
He will make good if his folks and you 
lawmen will leave him be. 

 

D


