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Chapter One


LORDSBURG WAS DIVIDED more or less evenly into two
sections by the line of rail-tracks running through the centre of
town. The Southern Pacific depot stood like some kind of neutral
frontier post on the north side, a long, low building with gold
lettered windows and a big sign suspended over the single platform.
Facing the depot there were sheds and stockyards, utilitarian in
purpose like the structures beyond. South of the tracks, Lordsburg
was given over to pleasure. Saloons, whorehouses and cheap hotels
spread in a random pattern over the flat New Mexico landscape, the
narrow streets dividing the buildings loud with the noise of
guitars, tinkling pianos and the strident cries of the whores and
saloon girls.

In direct contrast, the north side was quiet; almost
sedate. The buildings were generally larger, the streets wider and
better kept, mostly empty of people despite the warmth of a June
evening. Here there were the more expensive hotels and a few
well-kept saloons; the stores, a bank and the Marshal’s office.
Those citizens not directly involved with the red light area lived
on the north side, acknowledging the existence of their bawdy
neighbors only when business – or more personal pursuits – took
them across the tracks.

The man who climbed down from the passenger car of
the train halted at the depot might have belonged in either
section. He was dressed respectably enough in a suit of gray cloth,
cut English style, with a matching gray derby surmounting his
close-cropped black hair. He was of average height, his build slim
yet somehow powerful, as though his wiry frame concealed a good
deal of hard muscle. His face, in the warm yellow glow of the
lanterns hung along the platform, was ordinary, almost nondescript
at first glance. A closer inspection would have revealed a hardness
in the set of his jaw and a weariness in the deep-set brown eyes. A
band of pale scare tissue ridged his nose just below the eyes,
contrasting with his otherwise bland appearance. In the same way,
the Colt .45 Peacemaker holstered on his waist and the .30 Spencer
lever-action rifle he carried contrasted with the worn, but still
neat look of his suit. His luggage consisted of an old black valise
and a pair of newer saddlebags. These, together with the rifle, he
set down on the platform outside the ticket office.

When he spoke to the clerk, the movement of his lips
revealed two broken front teeth that, allied with his smile, lent a
youthful appearance to his features.

‘If I was looking for someone,’ he said,
‘where would I go?’

‘Depends.’ The clerk took the chewed end of
a cheroot from his mouth and flicked it at a spittoon across the
little office. ‘On what kind of a someone.’

‘A wanted man. A killer.’

‘You a bounty hunter?’ The clerk took a
fresh cheroot from a battered tin and stuck it in his mouth without
lighting it.

‘No. A doctor. This is
personal.’

The clerk shrugged: he saw all sorts come into
Lordsburg. All sorts leave, not always on their own feet.

‘Across the tracks.’ He jutted the cheroot
in the direction of the lights. ‘Any place there. Take your
pick.’

‘They got hotels?’

‘Sure.’ The clerk chuckled. ‘They got
anything you want. If you got the money.’

The man in the gray suit nodded and turned away. He
slung his saddlebags over his left shoulder and picked up the
valise. The clerk noticed that he did it with his left hand: the
Spencer got held in the right. He stepped off the platform and
crossed the duckboards spanning the tracks, walking away into the
shadows so that he was lost to view.

Minutes later he emerged into the
brightness of the south side, heading for the closest of the
hotels. It was a two-story edifice with a big sign outside that
read, The
Railwayman’s Palace. It was a long way from palatial: the carpet covering the
floor of the vestibule was faded and worn through, marked with ash
and ground-in butts, two chairs showing springs that were trying to
fight their way through the dirty covers. The desk was scarred,
splintered at the center where a bullet had struck. Behind the desk
there was a man in a blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up and the
collar removed. He looked as battered as the furniture.

‘Two dollars a day, includin’ meals.’ He
spun a register to face the newcomer. ‘In advance.’

The man in the gray suit signed his name: Jubal
Cade. He dropped coins on to the desk. The clerk fished a key from
the pigeon-holes behind him and passed it to Jubal.

‘You’re lucky. We got plenty o’ rooms.
Yours is at the back. Quiet, there.’

‘You got one at the front?’ Jubal ignored
the key. ‘I want to see the street.’

The clerk shrugged and replaced the key with
another. ‘Your choice, mister. Up the stairs an’ left.’

Jubal nodded and went up the stairs. The place
smelled of sweat and over-boiled vegetables. The carpet got as far
as the stairhead and then ended on boards. From a room along the
corridor there came the sound of coughing and a woman’s voice
raised in complaint. He opened the door of his room and stepped
inside. There was a musty odor and the sound of a fly buzzing
against the closed window. He dropped his bags and the rifle on the
bed and opened the window. The fly buzzed off into the night, its
sound replaced by the noise of the street. He leant out of the
window, looking across at the saloon facing the hotel, then up and
down. To the north, the street disappeared into the darkness of the
rail sheds, to the south it ran in a band of light out to the flat
ground beyond.

He left the window open as he lit the lamp suspended
from the ceiling and glanced round the room.

There was a square of dirty carpet on the floor and
a narrow brass bed up against one wall, the foot facing a row of
hooks. A washstand stood beside the bed, a gray tide mark showing
around the inner rim of the jug. The bed creaked as he sat down.
The sheets smelled stale and there was a burn hole through one
pillow.

He took off the gray derby and stretched on the bed.
Staring at the ceiling as he thought about the reason he had made
the journey to Lordsburg and wondered where to start looking for
Lee Kincaid. The thought brought a flash of pure rage so that for
an instant his face was transformed. All the blandness disappeared
as the skin stretched taut across his cheekbones, flaring his
nostrils and compressing his lips into a thin, ugly line. Had
anyone been there to see his expression, they might have revised
their opinion of him, deciding that far from a mild-mannered
doctor, they were looking at a killer.

Either opinion would have been correct. Jubal Cade
was a doctor. He had trained in England after winning a scholarship
that took him from Chicago to London, where he had married the
daughter of one of his teachers. The marriage had lasted three
months, for Jubal had graduated with the firm intention of
dispensing his skills where he felt they were needed most: on the
expanding frontier of the American West. He had brought his bride
back to the States and begun the journey westwards. Along that
trail, Mary had died at the hands of a man called Lee Kincaid. And
Jubal had discovered within himself a fury that overrode the oath
he had taken to save life: a fury that had transformed him from
healer to killer. Years had passed since he had seen Mary’s skull
exploded by Kincaid’s bullet, but the burning desire for vengeance
was undimmed, taking him the length and breadth of America in his
implacable hunt for the scar-faced killer. That was his sole reason
for coming to Lordsburg: the hope that the words of a dying outlaw
would at last bring him face to face with the man he hunted.

He recognized the tenuous nature of the lead. Knew
that it might well be one more cold trail. And knew, too, that he
had to follow it until he was sure.

He waited until the flash of rage had subsided, then
swung his feet from the bed and stood up. He was hungry. He settled
the derby back on his head and went out of the room, locking the
door behind him.

As he paced down the corridor light shone from one
of the adjoining rooms as the door swung open. A woman’s voice
called, ‘Don’t forget the bottle,’ and a man grunted something in
reply as he stepped out. He was a short, skinny man, wearing a
threadbare brown jacket and dark blue pants. He held the jacket
closed over his scrawny chest with one hand while the other pressed
a dirty handkerchief to his face. He was coughing, shoulders
trembling with the effort. He glanced at Jubal with watery blue
eyes and shook a hank of greasy blond hair from his forehead before
scuttling off down the corridor like a man afraid of getting
stopped. Jubal heard his feet thud down the stairs, then the
clatter of the door as he went out on to the street.

Jubal followed him at a more leisurely pace.
Lordsburg looked the kind of place where lives could get sold along
with information, a question answered with a bullet in the back. He
decided to look around before he began asking direct questions
about Kincaid. He crossed the street to the saloon, scanning the
place as he went through the batwings.

It was a long, wide room with sawdust on
the floor and a bar running down one wall. Down at the far end
there were people eating so he pushed through the crowd, watching
faces as he got himself a table. The blond man from the
Railwayman’s
Palace was up
at the bar, swallowing whiskey like a man in a hurry. Two bottles
protruded from his jacket pockets, their weight dragging down the
material so that the man’s skinny shoulders were
emphasized.

Jubal sat down and ordered a bottle as he waited for
the food to arrive. The table he had chosen was backed close
against the rear wall, affording a view down the length of the
room. He could not see anyone answering Kincaid’s description in
the place and he was once again reminded of the hopeless nature of
his quest. Kincaid might be in another saloon, or have been in this
one earlier, or come there after Jubal had gone. He might not be in
Lordsburg, or he might have left ahead of Jubal. It was daunting,
and a man with less resolve – a man with less hatred in him – might
have given up. Jubal Cade knew that he could not: he owed it to
Mary. Owed it to his own conscience. He knew that he would go on
looking until either Kincaid or he was dead.

He ate with his eyes on the crowd, not bothering
that the food was cooked to near-tastelessness, then paid for the
meal and the bottle and went out on to the street. He walked down
to where a red light marked the final building, ignoring the
blandishments of the woman who called to him from the balcony, then
back along the far side. The street was crowded and the alleyways
running off were the same. Whores hustled cowboys and bouncers
tossed drunk railwaymen on to the sidewalk; the sweet smell of
opium drifted from a den fronted by a gigantic Chinaman with a meat
cleaver tucked inside his sash; horses stood patiently at the
hitching rails; discordant music fought with shouting and laughter,
and from the depot the train that had brought Jubal in shrieked its
announcement of departure. He decided to sleep, and start looking
in earnest come morning.

The desk clerk looked up as he went back
into the hotel, then returned to the newspaper he was reading. The
headline was emblazoned in two-inch high letters:
Three Men Killed In
Gunfight. It
gave Jubal an idea, and he went up to the desk.

‘The newspaper,’ he asked. ‘Where’s the
office?’

‘The Gazette?’ The clerk looked surprised: as though not many
of his guests could read. ‘The other side o’ the tracks. Corner of
Third an’ Main.’

‘Who’d I ask for?’ Jubal
enquired.

‘Wilbur Garvey runs it,’ grunted the clerk.
‘Why? You got news for him?’

‘No.’ Jubal shook his head. ‘Might be the
other way around.’

He left the man staring after him with a puzzled
look on his face as he climbed the stairs. As he went down the
corridor he heard the sound of coughing again from the room
occupied by the blond man. The woman’s voice lifted, then died
abruptly away. Jubal thought he heard a second man speaking in a
harsh, angry tone. He opened his room and went inside.

The lantern was still burning and a big moth was
beating furiously at the glass in a frustrated attempt to commit
suicide. Jubal closed the window, shutting off some of the street
noise, then shucked out of his jacket. He hung the coat and his hat
on the pegs and poured water into the bowl on the washstand. He was
about to plunge his hands into the liquid when he heard the woman’s
voice again. It was up high now. It said very clearly, ‘Don’t!
Please, don’t!’

Then she screamed.

It was a shrill scream, full of fear. It cut off in
a strangling sound that was followed by a shout that died away in a
bout of coughing and then silence.

Jubal opened his door and stepped into the corridor,
drawing the Colt. He went down to the blond man’s room and paused,
head close to the door. There was the sound of fists landing on
flesh, then a muffled groan.

A man’s voice called, ‘Help! For Chrissakes!’

It stopped with a finality that echoed of death.
Something heavy dropped to the floor.

Jubal swung the door open and went through. The room
smelled of whiskey and dirty sheets and blood. A lantern was
swinging from the centre of the ceiling, throwing wild shadows over
the room. A crumpled shape lay on the floor and another across the
bed. A man looked up as Jubal came in, eyes wide and startled. He
hurled the carpetbag he was holding at Jubal’s face and went out
the window in a lurching dive. Jubal triggered a shot that sharded
glass from the upper part of the frame, and powered across the
room. He saw the man swing down from the roof of the verandah and
duck into an alley, gone before Jubal had a chance to form a clear
impression.

Jubal holstered the Colt and moved towards the
shapes. The one on the floor belonged to the woman. She might have
been pretty once. Before whiskey took her looks away. Now she
looked very ugly. Her eyes were wide and sightless, her mouth
stretched back over stained teeth. Beneath her jaw there was a
second mouth. It had bright red lips that opened on the gaping hole
of her windpipe. The inside of the hole was full of blood that
oozed in slowing pulses as her arteries dried, trickling down her
neck to puddle on the threadbare carpet so that her stringy hair
was haloed with crimson.

The man was resting on his side. He had both knees
drawn up tight against his stomach and his arms were folded. He was
moaning softly, eyes screwed tight shut and lips compressed over
gritted teeth. Jubal halted the swinging of the lamp and crouched
over the man.

The hilt of a Bowie knife protruded from his
stomach. It was at a slight angle, driven in on an upwards slant so
that the blade had cut under the ribs without touching bone. One of
the man’s bottles was spilled on the bed, whiskey still running
from the neck to soak into the sheets. Jubal tossed it clear and
turned the man on his back. He whimpered at the movement, eyes
opening to stare at Jubal’s face.

‘I’m dyin’,’ he moaned.

Jubal nodded: there was nothing he could do.

‘Pocket.’ The man forced the words out
through waves of pain. ‘Paper. Don’t show no one. Promise
me.’

Jubal nodded again and reached into the pocket of
the blue pants. They were moist. There was the sour smell of urine.
He fetched out a scrap of folded paper.

‘No one.’ The man repeated.
‘Promise.’

‘I promise.’ Jubal tucked the scrap into
his vest alongside the gold Hunter. The ticking of the watch
sounded oddly loud. ‘I won’t show anyone.’

‘Good.’ The man’s voice was fading. ‘It’s
yours now. All of it.’

He unfolded his arms, lifting his head far enough
that he could see the hilt of the Bowie. The movement cost him all
of his waning strength. He doubled over, a coughing spasm racking
his body. Blood came out of his mouth, mingling with spilled
whiskey, then his legs jerked straight and his hands clutched at
the hilt. He arched on the bed, heels digging deep into the
mattress as his head ground back. Jubal stepped clear as the knife
tugged from his stomach. A great spurt of bright scarlet blood
jetted across the room and the scrawny body fell limp.

The door slammed open and a big man with a star
pinned to his shirt came in. He held a Remington Army model pointed
at Jubal.

‘You best stand very still,
feller.’

Jubal stood very still.

‘All right.’ The marshal looked at the
corpses. Looked back at Jubal. ‘You best start
explaining.’

‘I heard an argument.’ Jubal shrugged. ‘It
sounded like someone was pretty cut up.’

 






Chapter Two


THE MARSHAL WAS big and heavily freckled, with a
shock of flaming red hair and a faint hint of Irish brogue in his
voice. He kept the Remington pointed at Jubal as he examined the
two bodies, his lumpy features creasing in a frown that was the
closest he came to expressing any distaste at the amount of blood
spilled over the sheets and the carpet. When he was finished he
fixed his green eyes on Jubafs face, cocking his head slightly to
one side.

‘You weren’t joking,’ he said, ‘about
someone getting cut up. Why’d you do it?’

‘I didn’t.’ Jubal kept his hand well clear
of his gun, staring back at the peace officer. ‘I heard the woman
scream, then the man shout for help. I found them like
this.’

The marshal nodded thoughtfully and gestured at the
shattered window. ‘Your bullet?’

Jubal nodded. ‘There was a man. He went through the
window. I fired at him.’

‘What’d he look like?’ The lawman sounded
about halfway convinced.
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