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When Rem McAllister arrives
in Limber he takes an instant dislike to the drab, melancholy
mining town. He’d smelled a rat immediately he was offered the job
of Chief Marshal, and he’s soon to find out that his unfailing
instinct is once again on target. For the unsavory fact is that the
man who owns the town, the mine, the mayor, the law officers and
the starving miners is trying to buy him, too. And for why? To
prevent with bullets and terror the possibility of a
violent, bloody strike.

When McAllister refuses, he
becomes trapped. The bosses want him removed on suspicion of siding
with the slaves – and the slaves cannot be convinced that he is not
gun-slinging for the bosses. The only alternative is to leave town
fast.

But McAllister isn’t about
to be ‘persuaded’ by anyone...
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Chapter One

 


ALL THE WAY from Tucson, McAllister knew he
wouldn’t like Limber. When he dismounted stiffly on Main around
noon from the swaying stage, he was damn certain he didn’t like
Limber.

And he had a funny feeling that Limber
wasn’t going to like him. Which just shows that a man should listen
to his instincts. If McAllister had listened a little better, he
would have gotten right back into that stage again and gone right
on.

But he didn’t. He heaved his valise down
from the stage roof, told Hank Doolittle it had been the worst
drive anybody had given him since he had ridden his first stage
years back and took a look around.

It was noon and it was hot as hell, but just
the same Limber wasn’t taking its siesta like any other respectable
south-western town would. It was going full-blast and that included
the stamping mill on the ridge above. Smoke from the furnaces
belched out black into the pure azure of the desert sky, dirtying
it. To McAllister, it was an obscenity.

A few men stood around and stared at him. He
greeted them cheerfully, received no reply, hefted his baggage and
went along the sidewalk to the hotel that called itself The
Imperial. When he entered the lobby it smelled of sawdust and fried
fat. A pale acned youth stood behind the desk picking his nose.

‘There’s a room reserved
for me,’ McAllister said.

‘Name?’

‘McAllister.’

The boy’s eyes searched for the bulge of the
gun under McAllister’s coat, found it and stared.

‘Welcome to Limber, Mr.
McAllister, sir,’ he said. He reversed the register and McAllister
signed. The boy reached down a key, placed it on the desktop and
said: ‘I’ll carry your bag up.’

‘No call,’ said McAllister.
‘I have just enough strength left.’ He picked up the key and the
valise and headed for the stairs.

The boy said: ‘The mayor said he wanted to
see you as soon as you got in.’

Over his shoulder, McAllister said: ‘Is that
a fact? Tell him my room number.’

‘He meant for you to go to
him, Mr. McAllister.’

McAllister stopped at the foot of the stairs
and looked at him. The boy thought he had never seen a darker pair
of eyes on a white man in his life.

‘Tell him my room number,
sonny.’

The big man went up the stairs, found his
room overlooking the street and threw his valise on the hard bed.
The room was no more than a box. He rapped a wall with his knuckles
and found it wasn’t thick enough to withstand a paper dart. He took
off his jacket, dropped it on the bed and poured some water from a
chipped jug into the basin. Then he unstrapped his gun belt,
dropped it on the bed and pulled off his boots. When he had soaked
his head, neck and face, dried them, he pulled off his sox and put
his aching feet in the cool water while he sat on the bed. He
sighed with relief. All he wanted now to make him half-human was
some whiskey and a large steak.

He dried his feet after a while, lay down on
the bed and fell asleep.

An authoritative tap on the door woke
him.

‘Come.’

Two men entered. One was made like a
longhorn bull, the other was as tough, but sleek.

The longhorn said: ‘McAllister?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’m Cyrus Harding and I
have the honor to be mayor of this town.’

McAllister swung his legs over the side of
the bed and stood up. ‘Howdy. Pleased to know you.’

The man’s hand was hard and dry when they
shook.

Harding said: ‘This is Stanley Fallow.’

McAllister shook the other man’s hand. It
was very smooth. His face didn’t show much character. In fact, the
man didn’t show much of anything. He gave nothing away. He could
have been anything, anybody. McAllister recognized him as one of
what he called The New Men. The men who were coming into the West
now, the manipulators and the managers. Not men who did anything
specific, but the men who had the money and the power behind them
to make other men do things. In his book a man had to adapt to
survive. Once he had fought the Kiowa and the Comanche, the
occasional badman. Now he saw as his enemy the man with the law on
his side – The New Man, the new kind of American who believed in
freedom – freedom for his own kind to squeeze the lifeblood out of
other men for a fast buck.

The mayor was saying: ‘Thought we’d give you
a welcome, Mr. McAllister. We’re a friendly town that meets
strangers halfway.’ The politician, his face all things to all men,
all men who had a vote or had power. ‘I left word with the clerk
for you to call on me. I guess the message didn’t reach you.’

‘It reached me,’ said
McAllister.

The mayor looked surprised and a little put
out. Fallow stared hard at McAllister as if coming to the
conclusion that he doubted he and McAllister wouldn’t get along too
well.

‘Ah, well,’ said the mayor.
‘Now we’re here, let’s get down to cases. I understand you’re
applying for the office of chief marshal in the town.’

‘I ain’t applyin’,’
McAllister said. ‘I was asked. Remember?’

‘Sure, sure, we won’t
quibble over a little old word.’

‘We will,’ Fallow said.
‘We’ll quibble over a little old word. We’re doing the hiring and
firing, Harding. Let there be no doubt about that from the start.
We’re hiring McAllister’s gun.’

‘That’s putting it a little
rawly, isn’t it?’ said the mayor.

‘I don’t think so,’ said
Fallow. ‘I believe in facts. I believe in laying it on the line.
What we need here is a man who is good with a gun. If he isn’t the
job won’t fit him.’

‘All right,’ said
McAllister. ‘Let’s lay it on the line. Let’s wheel out a basic
fact. I am not a hired gun. I am a professional peace
officer.’

Fallow said: ‘You wouldn’t deny you have a
certain reputation?’

‘If you mean I can kill
your town or let it live,’ McAllister said, ‘that’s a fact. Fill me
in on the situation an’ I’ll tell you if you want a hired gun or a
peace officer.’

The two men looked around for chairs. As
there was only one, Fallow took it and the mayor was forced to sit
on the bed. McAllister stayed standing. Fallow started to talk, but
before he had gotten two words out, McAllister stopped him with a
raised hand and said: ‘Hold your horses a minute. There’s something
I want clear. You’re the mayor, Harding. So you must be the man
who’s hiring me. But Fallow’s doin’ the talkin’. Just what’re you,
Fallow?’

Fallow became a little more human as his
eyes became angry. The mayor looked nettled and embarrassed. The
sight pleased McAllister.

Harding said: ‘Mr. Fallow is the manager of
the mine.’

‘An’ the town lives on the
mine?’

‘The town
is the mine.’

McAllister turned his dark eyes on Fallow
—

‘You got labor troubles,
Fallow?’

The question took the man aback.

‘When doesn’t a mine have
labor troubles?’ he demanded. ‘You hire hundreds of men and there’s
bound to be troublemakers among ’em. The fact of the matter is, the
large majority of the population around here are miners either
employed by me or wanting to be employed by me.’

‘How many peace officers do
you have, Mayor?’ The question took Harding by surprise.

‘Eight,’ he
said.

It was McAllister’s turn to be surprised. He
had pictured himself with one deputy here. There could be only one
explanation.

‘How many deputies do you
pay, Fallow?’

‘Is that any concern of
yours?’

‘I’ll want to know where
the loyalty of my men lies.’

Fallow was calm, but mad. His eyes were
deadly.

‘It will lie where yours
will lie if you take my pay.’

‘And what is
that?’

‘One hundred and fifty
dollars a month plus bonuses.’ McAllister could imagine what the
bonuses were for.

‘Come right out with it,’
he said. ‘You want a strike-breaker.’

Fallow came up to him and poked him in the
chest with a forefinger. He said: ‘You’ll be hired to maintain law
and order. Just that. Nothing more. My company operates on the
level. We have real troublemakers here. There has been destruction
of property and a man has been killed.’

‘By union men?’

‘We recognize no union. We
pay fair wages for a fair day’s work. We are well aware,
McAllister, that this is a free country and that there is justice
for all. If men don’t like our conditions of engagement, they are
free to go someplace else for work. Nobody’s forcing them to work
for the company. We are on the brink of anarchy here. The man who
died here was the chief marshal. He died defending the town. The
work people ran riot. The marshal stood up against them like the
brave man he was. He died doing his duty. Is that what you want to
know? Or does the prospect of dying in a line of duty sit badly
with you?’

McAllister smiled.

‘Dyin’ always sits badly
with me. All right … you made me an offer. I’ll look the ground over, make an
assessment of what can be done, then I’ll come an’ make you an
offer.’

Fallow stared at him.

‘You have gall,’ he
said.

‘Don’t I?’ said
McAllister.

‘When I want to hire a
negotiator, I’ll hire me one.’

McAllister said: ‘I’m not settin’ up as one.
You’re offerin’ me a job of peace officer. That means I have to
keep the peace. You aim for me to kill a couple of malcontents,
then the rest simmer down an’ we call it a day. You hand me a bonus
an’ I ride out. Maybe there’s other ways of doin’ this without a
gun. It has been known. A peace officer, remember.’

‘It’s too late for
talk.’

‘I heard that before.
Plenty. You only shoot when you run outa talk. Maybe I can think of
somethin’ more to talk about. Leave me sleep on it, boys. I’ll give
you my answer in the mornin’.’

Fallow looked a little disgusted.

‘Maybe your reputation
outgrew you,’ he said.

‘All reputations outgrow a
man,’ McAllister told him. ‘Specially in the West. I’ve heard more
lies about me than I’ve told. An’ that’s sayin’ somethin’. I’ll bid
you two gentlemen good day.’

They stared at him a moment, Fallow jerked
his head toward the door and they both went out.

McAllister said: ‘Goddam shysters, the pair
of ’em.’

 


Down in the lobby Fallow stopped.

‘He was your idea, Harding.
And I can’t say I think much of it,’ he said.

‘Now don’t be hasty,
friend,’ said the mayor. ‘Can’t you see? He’s playing hard to get.
He wants the price upped. I tell you that fellow’s hell on wheels
in action. I saw him in El Paso once.’

‘All these so-called
lawmen’re crooks.’

‘But we need that kind,
you’ll admit.’

‘I suppose so. Let’s go get
us a drink.’

They entered the ornate bar of The Imperial
where the more respectable topers of the town drank.

 


McAllister stood scratching the hairs on his
chest for a few minutes after they’d left. He knew what kind of a
set-up it was here now. He didn’t like it, but he was getting near
to being broke. Just the same, it didn’t mean he had to throw in as
a strike-breaker and that was what he was being offered. More than
that, he smelled the fact that Fallow wanted a man or two killed,
all legal and above-board, so that he could lean on his workpeople.
Maybe there were men who could earn their keep that way, but
McAllister couldn’t.

He washed up and shaved, dusted his boots
off with a rag, passed a six-toothed comb through his hair twice
and reckoned he was spruce enough to meet Limber head on or any
other way it fancied being met. He went down onto the street,
looked around and saw that the place was getting pretty lively.
There were saloons, dancehalls and brothels all along the street
and such places never did so well as when men were on hard times.
It was one of those true contradictions in life.

He angled across the street and was called
by a painted woman leaning from a window.

‘Naughty girl,
handsome?’

‘Big Aggie McFarlane in
town, honey?’

‘Sure. Hear that pye-anny?
That’s Aggie’s.’

‘Thanks.’

‘Only five dollars for a
friend of Aggie’s.’

‘Another time,
sweetheart.’

He found Aggie’s down on the right and he
found it roaring. Just the same, he knew that the woman would claim
she ran an establishment of young ladies for the entertainment of
gentlemen. There was a big mick bouncer on the door with a cigar
between his yellow teeth and a brown derby over one eye. He was
living on the fat of the land and ready to take on anything.

‘Evenin’.’

‘Evenin’ to youse, sor.’
They liked to play at being Irish when they were so far from
home.

‘Aggie to home.’

‘She is that. Who shall I
say?’

‘McAllister.’

‘Holy Jesus, is it
yourself, man? I didn’t see you clear in this light. Sure the
stuff’s startin’ to affect my poor old eyes, it is.’

‘Paddy Dolan.’

They shook and exchanged politenesses and
Paddy said: ‘You go in through the lobby there and sure Aggie’s the
first door to the left. I daresn’t leave my post an’ that’s the
trut’, there’s that many misbehavin’ bastards around these
days.’

McAllister thanked him and entered the
house, walking into the deafening clamor of an untuned piano, the
singing of a dozen drunken men and the shrill cries and laughter of
a handful of painted and half-naked women. He knocked on the door
and was bidden enter.

Aggie was much the same as she had been when
he’d seen her last, except that she was fifteen pounds heavier,
which was saying something, and five years older. She was drinking
gin with a drummer. At the sight of McAllister, she sprang to her
feet and yelled: ‘Godamighty, look who’s here.’ She rushed at
McAllister and strained him to her immense breasts. When she’d
finished with him, McAllister said: ‘You ought to be your own
bouncer, Aggie.’

She slapped him with a hand like a bear-paw,
her fat face wreathed in smiles, her shrewd eyes trying to assess
why he was here.

‘Rem, lad,’ she cried,
‘have the best girl on the house for old time’s sake.’

‘I wanted a quiet word with
you, Aggie.’

She turned to the drummer. ‘Get lost, will
you, honey? This is business. Business before pleasure.’

The drummer was on his feet, a little bow
for Aggie, a nod for McAllister and he was gone. Aggie threw
herself into a complaining chair, took a mouthful of gin and waved
a fat hand. ‘Help yourself to a drink, boy.’

McAllister reached for whiskey and poured
it. When he tasted it, it was the best, just as he expected. He
sat.

‘Aggie,’ he said, ‘what’s
the set-up here?’

‘How do you
mean?’

‘I’ve been offered the job
of chief marshal.’

‘I heard that. Don’t tell
me you’re fool enough to take it.’

‘I need the
money.’

‘Nobody needs money that
bad. They killed the last one … you know that?’

‘I heard.’

‘And I never knew a
back-shootin’ sonovabitch that needed it more. This ain’t your
kinda job, Rem, believe me.’

‘I didn’t think it
was.’

‘Now, this is just between
these four walls. I owe you an’ I never forget a debt. Except when
it’s money. The company owns the mine, it owns the town, mayor,
committee, the whole caboodle. Half the menfolk’re out of work.
Wages is rock-bottom and likely to go lower. You know me; I’ve
known all kindsa towns, good, bad an’ worse. This place is so damn
bad I don’t have a word for it. But I should bellyache. Business is
boomin’. The lid’s off.’

‘Is there a leader to the
opposition?’ he asked.

Her mouth shut like a trap. Her eyes were
wary.

‘What kinda question is
that?’ she asked. ‘You know I don’t pass that kinda information. I
mind my business. That’s why I stay in business. If Fallow could
lay his hands on the opposition, he’d be as dead as the late
unlamented marshal. You certain sure you ain’t hired on with
Fallow?’

‘I’m sure.’

‘Well, I guess that’s good
enough for me. I never knowed you for a liar. Tell you what you do,
Rem, you go on over to the Painted Lady an’ you get yourself into
conversation with a man called Denvers. Mike Denvers. He ain’t the
man you want, but if you want to talk with this feller, you’ll have
to get past Mike.’

‘What’s he look
like?’

‘Tall feller, ’bout your
build. Fair though. Beard. Few years younger’n you and a scar
across one cheek. Ask. Anybody knows Mike Denvers.’

McAllister rose and said: ‘I’m obliged to
you, Aggie.’

She said: ‘My advice to you, handsome, is if
you said “no” to Fallow, you git outa town. Fast. All the miners in
town know you come here to wear a badge. On the other side of the
coin, Fallow reckons you’re a hired gun and if you refused him
he’ll calculate you was hired by the other side.’

McAllister smiled. He thought Aggie had
summed up the situation nicely.

‘See you.’

He finished his whiskey and with its warmth
under his belt, he walked out.

Aggie poured herself some more gin, shot it
down her immense throat and said: ‘The goddam fool.’
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Chapter Two

 


THE PAINTED LADY lived up to its title.
There was a semi-nude painting of a woman reclining outside the
saloon and a large painting of a completely nude one up above the
mirror behind the bar inside. It was full of men, drink fumes,
tobacco smoke, a lot of noise and a few girls, the most wholesome
of whom could only have looked tempting to a man who hadn’t seen a
woman in a long time. They seemed to be pretty popular.

McAllister elbowed his way to the bar and
ordered whiskey. A squint-eyed barkeep with a bald head and outsize
mustache served him.

‘Is Mike Denvers here?’
McAllister asked.

‘Over in the corner yonder
at the table.’

McAllister leaned against the bar and
surveyed the room. Through a slight parting of the crowd he saw the
man he wanted. He drew McAllister’s attention because at that
moment he stood up, spoke a few words to the other men at the table
and started for the door. McAllister downed his whiskey, paid and
followed him. He saw him go through the doors to the street, then
McAllister became caught up in the crowd.

When he reached the sidewalk, he looked left
in the dim lamplight, saw several moving figures and knew that none
of them was his man. He swore softly to himself, stepped down off
the sidewalk onto the rutted surface of the street and turned
right. Twenty paces and he heard the murmur of voices. They came
from an alleyway off to his right. He peered into the dark shadows
but could see nothing, so he stepped back out of the light onto the
sidewalk and waited.

A few minutes later, three men walked out of
the alleyway. One man led the way and the two others followed
behind. The man in front held his hands above his head, the other
two held guns. The man in front was Mike Denvers.

McAllister slipped the thong from the hammer
of his old Remington forty-four converted and drew it from
leather.

He stepped down from the sidewalk, still
staying in shadow and called softly: ‘Hold it.’ He cocked the
Remington as he spoke, so the two men would get the full message.
They were professionals and they understood how cards fell. They
halted.

McAllister said: ‘Lower the hammers of your
guns, then drop ’em.’

They obeyed. ‘Denvers, you step off to one
side. You two men, take three paces forward with your hands above
your heads.’ They obeyed.

‘Denvers, pick up them guns
and step this way.’

One of the men said: ‘We’re deputy marshals.
This could mean a lot of grief for you, mister.’

‘I was raised on it,’
McAllister said. ‘Now you walk down the center of the street an’
you keep on goin’. You turn or stop an’ I’ll drop you with a bullet
in the back. Hear?’

They heard. They started walking.

Denvers joined McAllister.

‘Who the hell are you?’ he
demanded.

‘A fellow who just braced a
couple of deputies,’ McAllister said. ‘Do we stand jawin’ here all
night or do we get the hell out of here?’

The man hesitated. He shoved the two guns
into the top of his pants, pulled the tails of his coat over them
and led the way down the alleyway. Which seemed kind of stupid to
McAllister, but he had to go somewhere and this man knew the town
better than he did.

At the end of the alley, they halted,
Denvers looked right and left, then crossed. They turned left along
the sidewalk, reached an intersection and turned right.

‘Does this go on for long?’
McAllister asked.

‘Not long,’ said the
man.

They walked straight out of town till they
reached the old Mexican stone bridge over the creek. They crossed
and turned right along the edge of the creek, walking alongside the
tent and shanty town where so many of the miners eked out an
existence. Candle and lamp light showed through the canvas walls of
tents. Here and there was a flimsy shanty built out of anything men
could lay their hands on. The place smelled insanitary from the
heat of the day that still hugged the ground. The place must be a
breeding ground of disease. On the far side of the camp there were
several small adobe houses and one wooden shack. Denvers led the
way to the center adobe, opened the door and beckoned him
inside.

McAllister’s danger signals sounded, but he
stepped inside and looked around.

It was pretty small, simply furnished and
clean. There was an open stone fireplace with a pot of meat stewing
on it. The smell was delicious. McAllister’s stomach juices worked.
There was a Mexican woman stirring the pot. She was young and her
face and figure were good. She watched them out of large eyes, but
she neither smiled nor greeted them.

Denvers turned and he held one of the guns
in his hand.

‘We can talk now,’ he said.
‘I’ll feel better if we talk with me holding the guns.’

‘Sure,’ said McAllister,
‘if you feel strongly about it.’

He unbuckled his gun belt and handed it to
the other. Denvers tossed it onto a rope bed in the corner and
said: ‘Sit if you want.’

McAllister found a stool and sat.

‘I reckon you’re
McAllister,’ Denvers said.

‘Correct.’

‘You came here to hire on
as a gun for the mine-owners.’ It was an accusation and there was
hatred in it. McAllister liked the man. His eyes were direct. He
looked passably honest.

‘I came here,’ McAllister
said, ‘because I was broke an’ I was offered a job. So far I didn’t
take it.’

‘You aim to?’

‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘I ain’t a hired
gun.’

‘Am I expected to believe
that?’

‘I don’t expect you to
believe anything.’

‘How come you were so handy
when the deputies arrested me.’

‘Easy,’ McAllister replied.
‘Harding and Fallow talked to me at the hotel. They didn’t like me.
I didn’t like what they had to offer. I wanted to see the other
side of the picture, so I made enquiries. I heard your name. You
were described to me and I came lookin’ for you. I saw you in the
Painted Lady. I headed for you but you went out onto the street.
You know the rest.’

‘Who told you about
me?’

‘No names. A friend of
yours who trusts me.’

‘And I’m supposed to
believe this?’

‘Suit yourself. You’re
holdin’ the gun. That makes you boss in my book.’

There was a sort of anguish about Denvers.
The man was too sensitive for this vale of tears. But he’d taken
McAllister’s gun and McAllister didn’t care for that too much.

‘You have to see my
position, McAllister. My God, I—’

‘I see your position all
right. You braced me. Now you don’t know what the hell to do with
me.’

The look on Denvers’ face showed just how
true that was. The girl spoke to the man in Spanish and he replied
in the same language, thinking that McAllister couldn’t understand
them. They were mistaken. The girl gave a final stir to her pot and
hurried from the building.

McAllister grinned disarmingly and said:
‘What shall we talk about?’

Denvers was nervous. ‘We don’t have to talk
at all,’ he said. Three or four minutes passed. McAllister reckoned
the girl had covered enough ground. He jerked his head to the
right, a look of stark terror on his face. The oldest trick in the
world. He had used it three-four times in his life and it had not
failed once. For a fraction of a second Denvers’ eyes were off him.
Which was just enough. McAllister lifted the stool from under him,
hurled it with all his strength at the other man’s head and lunged
to the left.

The gun went off with a
boom that was deafening in the close confines of the adobe and
McAllister’s right shoulder caught Denvers about hip-high so that
he back-pedaled into the wall. He struck so hard that the wind went
out of him with a loud whoosh.
McAllister whisked the gun from his hand and
stepped back. Denvers sank to the floor, back to the wall and
stared at McAllister in shock.

McAllister said: ‘No hard feelin’s. Just I
hate to be braced. Put it down to foolish pride. You have another
gun. Do you want to use it?’

Denvers was gulping air into his lungs.

McAllister tossed the gun onto the bed,
picked up his own gun belt and buckled it on. He said: ‘I hate to
dicker while the other man holds the gun. Kind of weakens my
argument.’

Denvers climbed to his feet. ‘This won’t get
you anywhere. The girl is bringing help.’

McAllister sat on the wooden rim of the
bed.

‘I know. I heard what you
said to her,’ he said. ‘The more the merrier. I told you – I want
to talk to you fellows.’ He could see that Denvers was mad all
through at being suckered so easily. McAllister wasn’t the only one
there with primitive pride. ‘Aw, don’t take it so bad. That kind of
grandstandin’ is part of my job. Just takes a little experience is
all.’

‘It won’t help your case
any.’

McAllister raised his eyebrows.

‘Do I have a case? Do I
have to have a case?’

Angrily, Denvers said: ‘A man like you isn’t
here for his health.’

McAllister laughed.

‘Man, that’s where you’re
wrong,’ he said. ‘That’s just why I’m here.’

They waited, Denvers pacing the floor,
stopping every now and then to stare at McAllister as if he were
tempted to have another trial at arms with him. At last, however,
there came the sound of booted feet outside the small house, the
door opened and several men walked in, followed by the girl.

The first was a large man with a fierce
beard shot with gray. He put his great fists on his hips and said:
‘What goes on here? The girl said you had this fellow here
prisoner.’

McAllister said: ‘Circumstances changed
after she left. Denvers an’ me, we compromised.’

A small man pushed forward to stand by the
big one. He seemed all skin and bone and was mostly hidden in the
folds of a large overcoat. He wore steel-rimmed spectacles, his
face had been shaved a week before and he looked sickly. He wore no
hat and his hair looked as if it had been barbered by a man with a
butcher’s knife. He picked up the fallen stool and sat himself down
only a few feet from McAllister and looked at him with interest.
Behind the lenses his eyes were bright and alert. McAllister put
his age at about fifty.

‘So here’ said this little
man, ‘we have the famous, or infamous’ – here a little laugh –
‘McAllister.’

There were three other men there, all
dressed in grimed miners’ clothes and they all held clubs in their
hands. He saw that they were rough, strong and ready. A man in a
situation like this could take an awful beating if he didn’t mind
his words.
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