
Texas Rangers, August, 1949 

Louisiana Lobo 

 
 

HE rifle shot cracked with a flat 
snap, slapping echoes back and 
forth among the cottonwood-

covered gorges. It seemed to come at once 
from everywhere and nowhere. But the 
bullet that whistled eerily past Johnny 
Juneau’s head to splatter into the red earth 
of the eroded gully, had a definite origin 
somewhere to the right. 

Johnny Juneau didn’t stop to think. He 
kicked hard at his horse’s barrel and left 
saddle in a sprawling lunge. The hills of 

south Texas were crawling with derelict, 
half-starved veterans turned outlaw by the 
bitterness of a lost war. Such men would 
kill on sight. He struck the gully floor on 
all fours and crabbed frantically for the 
shelter of a clump of buckbrush as a 
second shot nicked his worn campaign hat. 

In the buckbrush, he halted, feeling his 
heart slug wildly. He was a wiry, brown-
skinned man, wearing his old brush popper 
range rig that was too small now, since the 
Civil War. He flicked his revolver from 
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holster and wriggled deeper into the brush, 
aware of anger biting savagely. 

He had not wanted trouble here. He 
had come to Texas to forget the war. His 
somber brown eyes slitted dangerously, 
and he peered through the brush, studying 
the cottonwoods that fringed the slopes. 

Sunlight slanted through the silvery 
leaves, dappling the hillside in fawnlike 
patterns of black and gold. But Johnny 
detected a darker shadow behind a giant 
log halfway up the hill. His lips thinned 
across his teeth. 

He raised his revolver, sighting 
carefully, and fired. One shot was enough 
for he had been first sergeant of Captain 
Gordon’s famed guerrilla raiders. The dark 
shadow behind the log thrashed violently, 
and the man rolled into a patch of sunlight 
with blood dripping redly from his 
shoulder. Even at this distance, Johnny 
could hear high-pitched curses. 

Smiling grimly, he got to his feet and 
approached with a wary running sidestep, 
using the thick growth of cottonwoods for 
shelter. All this was an old game to him, a 
game he had learned to perfection through 
bitter necessity. Presently he stood over 
his attacker. 

The man wore conventional range 
garb. A thick, matted beard half concealed 
hardened features. He was clutching his 
blood soaked shoulder, staring at Johnny 
with fear-reddened eyes that held the 
certainty of death. 

The bushwhacker’s Sharps rifle still 
lay behind the log. Johnny picked it up, 
then quickly fumbled through the 
stranger’s pockets. He found a rusty 
jackknife, but no other weapons. 

“Go ahead,” the stranger moaned 
painfully. “Get this over with.”  

Johnny Juneau stared. Then he realized 
that in this stranger’s hard code, failure 
meant death. A slow smile overspread his 
wiry face. “Rest easy, friend, I never yet 

killed a man that couldn’t fight back. Not 
even a Yankee.” 

He saw the hope coming flooding back 
into the bushwhacker’s dark eyes. 

“Can yuh ride?” he asked before the 
man could speak. 

 
LOWLY the stranger nodded, biting 
his lip and releasing his wounded 

shoulder long enough to gesture to a 
hickory thicket where Johnny now saw a 
horse patiently cropping grass. 

Thoughtfully Johnny stalked into the 
thicket and led the horse forward, aware of 
the bushwhacker’s dark, bewildered eyes. 
He was less sure now that this man was a 
rampaging veteran. The stranger showed 
no signs of starvation. His clothes were 
fairly new. He lifted the wounded man to 
his feet and boosted him into saddle. 

“Don’t try to git away, brother,” 
Johnny said coldly. “I can shoot pretty 
straight with this Sharps of yores. Just ride 
straight ahead—slow an’ easy. After we 
get yuh patched up, you an’ me are goin’ 
to talk.”  

He thought, as they cleared the brow 
of the hill and turned once more into the 
winding trail, that this was not exactly the 
kind of reception he had expected here, 
after the long ride from his own country—
down in the swampy bayous of Louisiana. 
His brown face twisted in a wry smile. 

He had left Louisiana on the invitation 
of Captain Phil Gordon. Gordon had been 
his superior during the war, but rank had 
not touched their friendship. Johnny 
Juneau still remembered Gordon’s 
handsome, yellow-haired face, lined with 
worry before the battle at Five Forks. 

“Johnny,” Gordon had said, slapping 
his quirt nervously against his gray 
trousers, “this is going to be a heck of a 
battle. Maybe we won’t either one come 
out alive, but if we do, you ride out to 
Texas when the war is over. I own a ranch 
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out there. It’s not worth much now, but it 
will be someday. And I’ve got enough for 
us to live on. I’ve got a sack of gold, 
Johnny.”  

“Gold?” Johnny had tried to suppress a 
start of eagerness. To men who have 
starved and frozen, gold means more than 
wealth. It means food, warmth, life. 
“Gold! I didn’t know they wuz gold in 
Texas.” 

Phil Gordon had grinned. “My old man 
went to Californy in ‘50, Johnny. He 
brought back all the gold he could carry. 
He’s a queer duck—my old man. Claims 
he don’t want to spend it till a rainy day. 
Well, Johnny, it’ll be a rainy day in Texas 
when we get there. We’ll start from 
scratch and build the finest ranch north of 
Mexico.” Gordon’s voice gentled. “I know 
you want to go home. But things are going 
to be bad in your Louisiana country. Bad 
as can be, even for a wild-haired lobo like 
you. Come to Texas, Johnny, and if I’m 
alive I’ll give you a decent job, and maybe 
even find you a Texas girl.”  

That was three years ago, Johnny 
thought. He had lived through Five Forks 
and Appomattox and so had Captain Phil 
Gordon, although taking a bullet through 
the knee that left him with a permanent 
limp. Johnny had gone home and found 
that Gordon’s prophecy was true. Things 
were hellishly bad in Louisiana. 

Johnny’s lean face twisted with 
bitterness when he thought of it. It was a 
familiar story, he supposed, happening in a 
thousand places in the South. Farm sold 
for back taxes. Mother and father dead 
from starvation and malaria. Fat 
carpetbaggers infesting the land like 
disease-ridden rats, spreading graft and 
corruption. . . . 

Johnny Juneau was gripping the saddle 
horn in a white-knuckled fist, struggling 
with the bitter memories of a lost war and 
a dishonorable peace, when the white 

ranchhouse came into view. He leaned 
forward in saddle then, relaxing, studying 
the place with eyes sharpened by Gordon’s 
description. 

It was exactly as Gordon had said. The 
tall, two-storied house with a veranda 
running around three sides. The 
whispering cottonwoods just inside the 
white picket fence. The huge lilac beside 
the open front door. Johnny felt 
excitement speed his heartbeat. 

Ahead of him on the trail, the 
bushwhacker turned painfully in saddle. 
The bushwhacker’s face above his beard 
was drawn and white with pain. 

“We goin’ there?” the bushwhacker 
croaked. 

Johnny nodded. “Straight up to the 
house, brother. Then I’ll have a look at 
that shoulder.”  

He saw the bushwhacker sway 
drunkenly. Evidently the man was 
weakening from loss of blood. Johnny felt 
a twinge of pity, but he reflected the 
stranger had tried to kill him. A little pain 
might be a good tongue-Ioosener. 

Approaching the house, Johnny 
glimpsed two figures standing on the wide, 
shaded porch. One was a girl, he saw, and 
he grinned. He followed the bushwhacker 
through the gate, the horses’ hoofs moving 
almost soundlessly in the thick dust. He 
halted at the hitch-rail before the porch, 
looking at the two, who were conversing 
animatedly. 

The man on the porch had black eyes. 
Cruel eyes, Johnny thought, that seemed to 
pinch inward. He wore moccasins and a 
red Spanish sash, and he was burly, with 
arms that hung down like a gorilla’s. 

“I rode west,” the man was saying 
gruffly, “and I didn’t find a track less than 
two weeks old. I’ll try south tomorrer.” 

 

A CLIPPED something about the 
man’s speech jarred on Johnny’s ear, 
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but before he could place it the girl swung 
round with a strangled cry and pointed into 
the yard. 

“Mike,” she shrilled. “M-Mike’s hurt!”  
Johnny turned and saw that the 

bushwhacker had fallen from saddle. He 
lay in the thick dust with blood oozing 
from his shirt. Johnny swung from saddle, 
then and bent over the stranger. The man 
had fainted. 

Johnny cursed softly. Gritting his 
teeth, he got his arms under the man’s 
shoulders and picked him up. He looked at 
the girl. 

“Where can I put him?”  
“In—in the house.” She had paled, but 

she was biting her lip to regain her control. 
“Hank, get the bandages from the 
bunkhouse.”  

The man called Hank growled 
something arid strode around the corner of 
the house. Johnny moved up the porch 
steps, staggering a little under the heavy 
weight of the bushwhacker. Inside the 
house, he laid the man on a sofa and tore 
open his shirt. Grim-faced, he was 
examining the purplish wound when the 
girl returned with hot water and clean rags.  

He heard her draw in a swift breath at 
sight of the wound, and he took the rags 
from her and went to work. He had gained 
a rough and ready experience with gunshot 
wounds during the war. As he probed for 
the bullet he was aware of the girl 
hovering anxiously beside him. 

“His name’s Mike?” he asked her. 
“Yes,” she said, and he noted that her 

voice had that same clipped quality. “He 
works here, for my cousin, Phil Gordon. 
Where did you find him?”  

“Gordon! Your cousin?” He stared at 
her, noticing for the first time the yellow 
hair, her pale blue eyes, and the delicate 
cast of feature. She had a strong 
resemblance to Phil Gordon. Where 
Gordon was handsome, she had a lissome 

beauty. Johnny felt a sudden lurch of 
eagerness, remembering Phil Gordon’s 
words before that last battle. 

“If I’m alive,” Phil Gordon had said, 
“I’ll even find you a Texas girl.”  

Johnny ducked his head, then, and 
drew the bullet from the shoulder of the 
man called Mike. He dressed the wound 
with bandages brought by the sullen Hank 
from the bunkhouse. As he finished, a tint 
of color flushed Mike’s cheeks, and he 
opened bleary eyes. 

Johnny straightened, smiling with grim 
satisfaction. He turned and saw Hank and 
the girl watching him. 

He shifted on his feet, carefully 
studying the two, impelled by some 
strange undercurrent of warning. Hank’s 
sullen black eyes slitted with narrow 
cunning, while the girl stared at him with 
frank curiosity. Without speaking, Johnny 
took brown-paper makings from his 
pocket and fashioned a cigarette. During 
the war, he had learned to sense trouble. 
He sensed it now, twisting his midriff into 
hard knots. “Where,” he gritted, “is Phil?”  

Sudden tears came to the girl’s blue 
eyes, and she turned her head quickly. 
When she spoke, her voice grated in a dry 
sob. “We—we don’t know. Who are you? 
Phil’s gone.” 

“Gone?” Johnny Juneau took one step 
forward and touched her shoulder. He 
shook her gently, feeling his suspicion 
ripen to certainty. “What happened?” he 
asked gruffly. “Is he dead?”  

“Easy, buddy,” the man called Hank 
said. “Don’t get excited over nothing. Phil 
rode out of here two days ago, and he 
didn’t come back. We don’t know where 
he is.”  

Johnny Juneau stepped away from the 
girl, remembering then the things Phil had 
said. There was that sack of gold. For the 
first time, Johnny began to see a possible 
reason behind the bushwhack attempt. He 
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turned savagely, sensing the wounded 
Mike staring at him from the sofa. 

Mike’s eyes were dark, fear-struck.  
Johnny crossed the room and grabbed 
Mike roughly by the shirt. 

“Why did yuh shoot at, me?” he 
snapped. 

He heard the girl’s shrill cry of 
surprise, but he ignored it. He shook Mike 
till the man cried out in pain. 

“Why did yuh shoot at me, blast yuh,” 
Johnny snarled. “Talk, or I’ll—”  

“I’ll talk,” Mike whimpered. “L-let go 
my shirt. I thought you was an owlhooter. 
The hills are full of outlaws, an’ I thought 
you was one of ‘em. Honest, I didn’t 
know—” 

“Like blazes!” Johnny dropped Mike’s 
shirt. He spun on Hank, the red-sashed 
foreman. “Turn ‘im over to the sheriff. I’ll 
swear he tried to kill me.”  

Hank grinned, his black, beady eyes 
glittering. “There isn’t any law in this 
country, stranger. If you want him 
punished, do it yourself.” 

 
RIMLY Johnny stared at the 
foreman, mulling this over. He had 

no desire to kill Mike. He only wanted to 
find out the truth, to locate Phil Gordon if 
possible. He grunted and swung toward 
the girl. 

“Where did Phil say he was headin’, 
when he left, ma’am?”  

“I—I—” she shrugged hopelessly. 
“It’s a long story. But if you’re a friend of 
Phil’s—”  

Wryly he grinned. “Yeah. I fergot to 
introduce myself, formal like. My name is 
Johnny Juneau. I was his sergeant during 
the war.”  

“Johnny Juneau!” A smile lit her face, 
bringing a bright, glad light to her blue 
eyes. “Johnny Juneau! Of course! He’s 
spoken of you so many times! Oh, I’m so 
glad you’re here.” Her smile vanished, and 

she straightened, a faint flush of self-
consciousness on her cheeks. “But I’ve 
been an awful hostess. Hank, go put up 
Johnny’s horse. I’ll finish off the supper.”  

An hour later, Johnny pushed aside his 
plate, sighing contentedly. He had not 
eaten a meal like this since before the war. 
He grinned at the girl, whose name, she 
had said, was Martha. Martha Gordon. He 
lit a cigarette and studied her yellow hair, 
and the delicate, upturned lips. She was as 
much like Phil as she could be, he thought. 

“Tell me now,” he said, “about Phil.”  
She had changed into a cotton house 

dress while Hank was carrying the 
wounded Mike to the bunkhouse. She 
wore a flowered apron, and her face was 
flushed pink with heat from the wood 
cookstove. 

“Why,” she dropped her hands to the 
table, “there isn’t much to tell. You see, 
Phil’s father brought back a sack of gold 
from California.”  

“Yeah.” He lit a cigarette. “He told me 
about it.” 

“Oh! Well, Phil is the only one who 
knows where the gold is, since his father 
died last year. We think somebody 
kidnapped him to try to make him tell.”  

Under his anxiety for Phil, Johnny was 
conscious of a strange beauty in this girl 
who sat opposite him at the table. Her 
hands, for instance, playing worriedly with 
a fork. The fingers were long, slender, and 
a spattering of freckles dotted the bridge of 
the knuckles. It was a sensible hand, he 
thought. The kind of hand that could cook, 
sew, maybe even rock a cradle. 

Johnny was aware with a wry humor 
that he could easily make a fool of himself 
over Martha Gordon. He wondered if Phil 
had been thinking of Martha when he 
mentioned that Texas girl. 

The kitchen door swung open then and 
a stranger stepped inside. A thin, yellow-
haired stranger who looked something like 
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Phil Gordon. But it wasn’t Phil, Johnny 
saw after the first start of surprise. Martha 
jumped up with a glad smile. 

“Hello, Donald. Johnny, this is my 
brother, Donald Gordon.”  

Johnny got to his feet, aware of a 
strange uneasiness, wondering suddenly 
why Phil had never mentioned these 
cousins. He rounded the table and shook 
hands with Donald Gordon. 

“Glad to know you, Juneau,” Donald 
said curtly. “Phil spoke highly of you. If 
he were only here now—” 

“Did you have any luck in town, 
Donald?” Martha asked anxiously. 

“None!” Donald’s thin lips curled as 
he carefully knocked dust from his 
trousers. “Hank was right—there is no law 
in Texas. It’s shameful. That sheriff 
laughed at me when I suggested coming 
out here. Shameful! They wouldn’t allow 
this at home. Not in Boston!”  

Johnny Juneau jerked as if a hornet 
had stung him. He swung ‘round and 
stared at Donald Gordon, feeling blood 
slam his temples. 

“Boston! Did you say Boston?”  
“Why, yes.” Donald Gordon looked up 

in mild surprise. “Boston is our home. 
What of it?”  

Johnny Juneau dropped into a chair, 
feeling his surprise fade before anger that 
hurtled through him like a Gulf Coast 
thunderstorm. So they were Yankees! He 
ground his fingernails into his palms. This 
explained that clipped accent that had 
sounded strange on the lips of Martha and 
the foreman, Hank. Yankees! 

Johnny Juneau had not fought four 
bloody years of war against Yankees 
without learning to hate them. He had 
killed them. He had seen them kill his 
buddies. Phil Gordon carried an enemy 
bullet in his knee. 

And his own mother and father had 
died, weakened from starvation caused by 

the blockade. His own farm was in the 
hands of a carpetbagger. 

Johnny Juneau dropped his head in his 
hands. The war was over, he told himself 
savagely. The killing of Yankees was 
finished, and his bitterness should die with 
it. But Johnny knew that no man can 
forget a hatred overnight. He straightened, 
finally, knowing that his own face was 
pale and drawn. Knowing, too, what he 
would have to do now. 

“I’m sorry,” he grunted. “I didn’t 
know you were Yank—uh—New 
Englanders.” 

 
OHNNY JUNEAU started heavily 
toward the door. But Martha Gordon 

read his thoughts and intercepted him, her 
blue eyes soft. 

“Wait, Johnny!” She stood before him, 
face anxious, her yellow hair glittering in a 
slanting beam of sunlight. “Wait, Johnny. 
Of course we’re Yankees. But we’re Phil 
Gordon’s cousins. Doesn’t that mean 
anything to you?”  

He shook his head, feeling his own 
stubborn anger block the tenderness he 
had felt for her. “Not much,” he gritted. 

“But Phil’s in trouble,” she pleaded. 
“Please, Johnny! Stay here till we find 
Phil! We need you to help us. When we 
find Phil, then you can leave if—if you 
want. But we need you now. Phil needs 
you.” . . . 

He hunkered in the lee of the big white 
house, staring across the white picket 
fence at the sun dropping behind the 
cottonwood covered hills. He snubbed out 
his cigarette against his boot-heel and 
pulled his Stetson further down across his 
eyes. 

He would not have stayed, he told 
himself savagely, except for Phil. Phil was 
in trouble, she had said. And Johnny 
Juneau was not the man to leave his old 
captain in a whipsaw. 
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For Phil was being whipsawed, Johnny 
reflected. The answer to Phil’s 
disappearance lay somewhere between 
Martha and Donald Gordon on one side, 
and big burly Hank, the foreman, on the 
other. Between three Yankees. Johnny 
closed his eyes and argued with himself 
that any of the three could be after Phil’s 
gold. Any of the three. Or all of them. 

Presently he got to his feet. Bluish 
dusk was settling now over the horse 
corrals behind the house. He stalked across 
the deep dust of the yard and entered the 
bunkhouse, thinking that he still hadn’t 
finished with the bushwhacker, Mike. 

The bunkhouse was dark. Johnny 
stood in the doorway and fumbled for a 
match. By its guttering light he located a 
lantern hanging from a nail on the wall. He 
lit it and peered into the empty bunks till 
he found Mike. 

Mike lay with his good hand across his 
eyes, snoring softly. Johnny put his hand 
on Mike’s knee and shook it. “Mike,” he 
whispered. “Wake up.”  

Mike rolled a little in his sleep, and 
opened his dark eyes. He tensed, then 
relaxed with a tired smile. “Howdy, 
Mister. I figgered you’d be here before 
this.”  

Johnny Juneau hunkered forward, 
aware of a thin excitement threading 
through him. Knowing he had to gain this 
man’s confidence, he grinned cheerfully. 

“Mike, what have these damn Yankees 
got you into?” Mike’s dark face sagged 
with weariness. 

“I’ll tell yuh, Mister, because yore a 
right hombre. Yuh could have killed me, 
an’ yuh didn’t. When I shot at yuh, I only 
aimed to scare yuh away. I was holdin’ 
Phil Gordon a prisoner. He’s in a cabin up 
in them hills. I was promised part of his 
gold. I—”  

The gunshot cracked like a whipshot 
just outside the bunkhouse, shattering the 

glass window and passing Johnny 
Juneau’s shoulder like a flicker of death. 
Concussion rang in Johnny’s ears, and 
instinctively he rolled sideward, not 
knowing what had happened. Swinging a 
booted foot, he kicked the lantern against 
the floor, smashing it. In the darkness, he 
lay quiet, heart thudding.  

Then he heard Mike’s strangled cough, 
and he understood. Lunging to his feet, he 
made the bunkhouse door in two swift 
strides. He had his gun in his hand as he 
plunged through the door, but he didn’t 
need it. The figure that faded into the dusk 
of the horse corrals was already too far off. 

A flash of color gleamed from the 
figure’s waist. Red, Johnny thought, and 
he remembered Hank’s red sash. But he 
might be mistaken, he knew. Colors 
changed in twilight. Cursing savagely, he 
turned back into the bunkhouse and struck 
another match. 

 
T WAS easy to see that the bullet had 
entered the side of Mike’s head, just 

above the ear. In his death throes, Mike 
had fallen half off the bunk, till he lay with 
his forehead touching the floor. 

Johnny Juneau blew out the match. He 
stood in the middle of the darkened 
bunkhouse, grinding fingernails into his 
palms, feeling once again the old bitter 
futility of this. The old bitterness that had 
plagued him through the war. The hatred 
of killing. The hatred of the black things in 
men that made them kill. 

Gently he lifted Mike into the bunk. 
He found a blanket and placed it over the 
dead man’s face. He left the bunkhouse, 
his lips thin and taut against the whiteness 
of his teeth, and strode grimly toward the 
horsebarn. 

He found the eroded gully, deep in the 
cottonwood gorges, about an hour later. 
The moon had risen, a pale, sickly moon 
that threw a ghostly light into the hills, 
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distorting shadows into darkly forbidding 
shapes. This was the place where Mike 
had shot at him. 

He sat on his horse quietly an instant, 
getting his bearings. He remembered that 
the shot had come from his right. That 
meant the cabin in which Phil Gordon was 
held would be in that direction. 

He touched his heels to the horse’s 
barrel. Then, urged by an unreasoning 
desire for haste, he swung in wide half 
circles, zig-zagging across the gorges in a 
fast walk that ate up distance. His brown 
eyes peered into the shadows, alert for the 
danger he felt twisting knots inside him. 

He found the cabin in a half hour. The 
moon had slid behind a bank of scudding 
white clouds. It lay well hidden in a 
dimple in the hills, a dilapidated, slab-
sided affair with a door that gaped wide on 
rusty hinges. He tied his horse and crept 
forward on foot, his six-gun between 
white-knuckled fingers. 

This could be a trap, he told himself. If 
Mike’s killer had heard enough—”  

At the rickety porch he halted, 
listening, probing the shadows of the 
rustling cottonwoods. He heard nothing. 
The cabin was dark, silent as a graveyard. 

Moving quickly then, with the 
guerrilla skill he had learned in the war, he 
leaped across the porch toward the open 
door. His foot struck the porch floor once, 
sending a startling creak squalling through 
the night. Then he was inside, immersed in 
blackness. 

He breathed softly, “Phil?”  
“Here,” Phil Gordon croaked. “Who is 

it?” 
Johnny stumbled toward the sound. 

Bending, he found Phil Gordon on the 
floor, bound hand and foot. He grinned 
tightly and fumbled for his knife. 

“It’s Johnny. Be quiet. I think they 
followed me.”  

“Thank God!” Phil’s sigh gusted 

through the darkness. “I prayed you’d 
come.” 

Johnny didn’t answer. He was working 
swiftly in the blackness, slashing Phil 
Gordon’s ropes. He helped Phil to his feet, 
feeling the bones beneath the thin flesh of 
his old captain’s arm. Phil was half-
starved he thought. Gently Johnny helped 
him toward the door. 

On the porch, he glimpsed Phil’s face 
in the flickering moonlight. Phil’s eyes 
seemed sunken into his head. ‘His 
cheekbones ridged his pale face with gray. 

“Listen, Johnny,” Phil croaked 
painfully, swaying with weakness. 
“They—they been starvin’ me. Tryin’ to 
make me tell where the gold is hidden. I 
want you to know, in case something 
happens. It’s in the fireplace, Johnny. 
Under a brick in the—” 

“Wait!” Johnny hissed, putting a sharp 
hand on Phil’s shoulder. “Listen!”  

He had heard a rustling in the brush 
around the cabin. Grim-jawed, he drew his 
gun and that instant an orange flash 
blazed, and the crack of a gun boomed 
through the night. Johnny was aware Phil 
Gordon stumbled backwards against the 
cabin wall, and then he was shooting 
savagely at that gunflash, his revolver 
bucking in his hand. He heard a hoarse 
scream of fright. Something thrashed 
heavily, then running hoofbeats clattered 
down the hillside. 

Johnny Juneau holstered and turned in 
time to catch Phil Gordon as he fell. A 
sickness lurched in his stomach as he 
glimpsed the blood spurting from Phil 
Gordon’s pain-wracked mouth. 

“Johnny,” Phil Gordon gurgled. 
“Martha—my cousin—I—” 

 

BACK in the doctor’s house in town, 
where Johnny had managed to carry 

his sorely wounded friend, the white-
haired old medico shook his head as he 
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shut the sick room door. His weathered 
face creased in a thoughtful frown, and 
when he looked up, Johnny saw his 
answer in his eyes. 

“Not much chance,” the medico said 
glumly. “You did a good first-aid job, son, 
but the bullet touched the lung. I’d say 
he’ll die before morning.” 

Johnny Juneau felt his own fingernails 
biting his palms, felt his face freeze into 
rigid lumps. He swallowed hard, thinking 
of the war, of the cold rations and dirty 
blankets he had shared with Phil Gordon. 
Of the sweat, the danger. And of the hate 
for Yankees. His voice was a hollow rasp. 

“No chance at all, eh, Doc?”  
The Doc shrugged angrily. “Blue 

blazes, son, I ain’t God! Of course, there’s 
a chance! He’s a strong man, even if he 
has been half starved. But with a wound 
like that—not one in a hundred would live. 
If he isn’t dead by morning, well, then 
we’ll talk about chances.”  

“All right, I’ll bring in his cousins 
from the ranch.” Johnny turned toward the 
door, then halted. Even yet, he thought, 
there might be danger. 

“Doc,” he grunted. “Whoever shot him 
may try again. Watch ‘im, will yuh?”  

The old medico swore. “Get out of 
here, son! Of course I’ll watch ‘im. I 
brought Phil Gordon into this world. If he 
goes out of it, it won’t be because I fell 
down on the job.” 

The trail back to the ranch lay 
ghostlike, a white ribbon of dust through 
the cottonwoods. Johnny rode at a slow 
jogtrot, not wanting to force the horse after 
its exertions in carrying Phil to town. 
Besides, he reflected bitterly, there was no 
hurry now. 

The idea that Phil Gordon was going to 
die forced a strange sense of unreality on 
him. He could not believe it, somehow. 
Yet Johnny had seen too many good men 
die in battle to doubt for an instant the 

medico’s words. Yes, he told himself, Phil 
was going to die. And all because 
somebody was greedy for gold. Donald 
Gordon, or Martha Gordon, or Hank. 
Three Yankees. Any of them. Or all of 
them. 

The thought of taking the gold for 
himself drifted across his mind then, like a 
vagrant wisp of cool air. Why not? he 
thought. He sat bold upright in the saddle, 
biting his lip. 

Why not? Why not steal the gold 
himself, to circumvent these thieves? He 
was Phil Gordon’s friend, and they were 
not. Three years ago, they would have 
killed Phil across a battle line. 

Johnny Juneau clenched the 
saddlehorn with taut fingers and felt sweat 
bead his forehead. With the gold, he could 
buy back his farm in Louisiana from the 
carpetbagger. It would be easy to take it. 
After Phil died, no one would ever know. 

He was still bleakly clenching the 
saddlehorn, his face twisted into savage 
granite, when he rode into the ranch yard 
and dropped rein over the hitch-rail. Lights 
shone through the parlor windows, and as 
he mounted the wide porch he saw figures 
inside. He halted an instant, lips curled 
bitterly against his teeth as he watched. 

Donald and Martha Gordon stood 
before the empty brick fireplace, facing 
Hank. Hank was talking, his black eyes 
glittering as he smashed his fist into his 
palm. 

Birds of a feather, Johnny thought 
grimly. And he strode across the porch and 
shoved into the room without knocking. 
Martha Gordon lifted her yellow curls and 
stared at him, blue eyes wide. He sensed 
the steel-spring tension between Hank and 
Donald Gordon, but he ignored it. 

“Phil got shot,” he announced grimly. 
“He’s at the medico’s house in town. The 
doc says he won’t live till morning.” 
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NSTEADILY, Johnny Juneau stood 
in the doorway, watching the three 

riders turn into the trail toward town. 
Martha Gordon had taken the news well, 
he thought. She had choked back her tears 
and prepared wordlessly to ride. Hank had 
given Johnny a black look that might have 
meant anything or nothing, and the three 
had saddled and ridden out. 

Johnny waited until the three vanished 
from sight in the wavering trail-shadows, 
then he turned grimly toward the brick 
fireplace. He dropped to his knees and 
fumbled among the soot-covered bricks. 

Phil had said, “The gold is in the 
fireplace, Johnny. Under a brick—”  

Ten minutes later he found the loose 
brick and drew it aside. Underneath, he 
saw the rotted brown paper sack, with 
yellow metal gleaming through. He felt no 
excitement at this moment. Only a queer, 
gnawing guilt. He pulled loose the remains 
of the paper sack, shedding brilliant gold 
nuggets on the blackened bricks. 

He had no idea of the value of these 
nuggets. He had never seen raw gold 
before. But they were worth enough to buy 
a farm in Louisiana, he knew. Grimfaced, 
he glanced around the room, searching for 
something to carry the gold. He found a 
table-cloth on the reading table in the 
comer. He removed it, wrapped the gold. 

When he straightened, with the gold 
bulging in the cloth, he saw Hank, the 
foreman, grinning at him from the 
doorway. 

“Thanks, brother,” Hank said, “for 
collecting my gold. I worked hard enough 
to get it.”  

Johnny Juneau back-stepped against 
the empty fireplace, feeling blood drain 
from his face. His heart began to pound in 
his chest, and he knew suddenly that Hank 
must have back-tracked. Hank must have 
heard Phil telling him about the hiding 
place. That meant that Hank must have 

shot Phil while aiming at him, Johnny. 
Hank, too, must have been the man 

who killed Mike to shut his mouth. And 
now, Johnny saw with a rising lump of 
terror in his throat, Hank held a Colt’s .44 
in his big fist. As Johnny watched, Hank 
eared the hammer. It rode back against the 
frame with a rasp that was like a pitcher of 
icewater down Johnny’s spine. 

Johnny blinked and lunged, then, with 
the war-born instinct of a guerrilla to fight 
back, no matter what the odds. Dropping 
sideward, he slung the gold nuggets with 
an overhand motion straight at Hank. The 
backward force of the throw twisted him 
to the floor, but as he rolled he saw the 
gold catch Hank’s shoulder, slamming him 
against the door-jamb. 

Desperately Johnny flicked out his six-
gun and dropped his elbow to the floor and 
fired, belly-flat. It was a snap shot, but a 
good one. Dust kicked from Hank’s red 
sash. The foreman’s hands lifted, and his 
Colt’s .44 skidded across the room. A 
surprised look flitted across Hank’s face as 
he pitched for\yard. When he hit the floor, 
he didn’t move. 

The first bluish fingers of dawn had 
tinted the east before Johnny halted at the 
medico’s house and strode to the door. 
The gold made a heavy drag on his tired 
shoulders. 

He knocked softly, and the door swung 
open to reveal Martha Gordon’s yellow-
framed face. Her eyes were red-rimmed 
from sleeplessness, but a smile quirked her 
mouth.  

“Hello, Johnny,” she whispered, laying 
a finger on her lips. “Phil is sleeping.” 

He thought vaguely that he had never 
seen a finer sight than this girl, with her 
gentle smile, standing in the first blue light 
of morning. But he was tired, he told, 
himself. Tired, and all wrong about a lot of 
things. 

He held out the gold. 

U 
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“Here,” he croaked. “Take this. It’s 
yores, if Phil don’t live.”  

“But he will live,” she whispered, her 
blue eyes shining. “The doctor said he has 
the strongest constitution he’s ever seen. 
Phil will live, Johnny. And you saved 
him.”  

He rubbed a hand across his eyes, 
letting it settle through his mind, taking in 
her meaning bit by bit. He had wanted .so 
hard to believe that Phil would live that 
somehow he could not accept it now. It 
was like a gift, he thought. A gift that he 
did not deserve. He blinked hard, feeling 
the sudden swell of gratitude surging 
through him, scarcely aware that she was 
still talking. 

“Hank tried to turn us against you,” 
she was whispering. “That’s what he and 
Donald were arguing about when you 
came in tonight. And Johnny, Phil never 
told you about us, because his parents 
came from Boston, and he went to school 

there for twelve years. Yet Phil is a 
Yankee, Johnny.”  

He stood there on the porch, blinking 
at her. So Phil was a Yankee, too! 
Suddenly he saw his old hatred slip away. 
He saw, then, that he had been blinded by 
the war. He was only now waking up. But 
there was plenty of time, he thought. 

Phil would live, and Martha would 
stay in Texas. Somehow he was sure of 
that. He reached out and took her hand, the 
slender hand with the sprinkle of freckles 
across the knuckles. He remembered how 
he had thought her hands could cook, sew, 
or even rock a cradle. 

And he remembered those words of 
Phil’s before the Battle of Five Forks. 

“If I’m alive,” Phil had said, “I’ll even 
find you a Texas girl.”  

Well, Johnny thought with a silent 
grin, Phil was alive. And even if she did 
come from Boston, Martha Gordon was in 
Texas now. 

 


