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Chapter One
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“Captain, far as I can tell, the Indians got ’em surrounded. But it looks like they’re holding them off all right.”

Captain Toombs Sullivan looked at the Ranger, Tom Redcalf. Then he looked down from the rise they were on. He spat off to his right, pondering what to do—as though there were any choice. He already knew.

He pulled his pistol from its holster. It was one of the new single-action Colt .45-caliber pistols, called the Peacemaker, recently issued to the Texas Rangers.

He looked around at his men, members of Company K.

“Awright, boys, there ain’t but one thing to do. Draw your pistols and let’s be havin’ at ’em. Yee-haw!”

He kicked his horse and charged down toward the battle raging below. The other Rangers followed right behind him.

Pow!

Pow!

Pow!

The Rangers burst into the swarm of Indians circling a group of whites holed up in a trading post, trying to hold off their attackers.

Indians fell from their ponies as the Rangers rode straight into and through them, pushing toward the building. They charged into a large barn and quickly dismounted.

Some, led by Sullivan, ran from the barn to the trading post, the door opened from inside. Others stayed behind, firing their rifles.

“Who are they?” Sullivan asked, to everyone and no one.

Bang!

Bang!

Pow!

“It’s a bunch of Comanches, we think—led by Quanah Parker. Some Cheyennes, Kiowas, and Arapahos mixed in. Same bunch, maybe—or part of the bunch—that hit Adobe Walls.”

Bang!

Pow!

Pow!

Bang!

“Yeah. We heard about that. That’s why we’re here.”

“Who are you?”

“I’m Toombs Sullivan.”

“And these others?”

“We’re Texas Rangers.”

Pow!

Pow!

Bang!

“Let’s talk—”

Pow!

Pow!

“—later,” Sullivan said.

On May 26, 1874, a large group of Indians—Comanches, Cheyennes, Kiowas, and Arapahos—attacked a trading post at a place called Adobe Walls. They were led by Quanah Parker, a half-white Comanche whose mother had been a captive.

The number of attackers was said to be as many as seven hundred, though it may have been closer to two hundred fifty. Whatever the number, they greatly outnumbered the defenders.

There were twenty-eight white men and one white woman in the trading post—buffalo hunters, skinners, merchants, and drovers. Among them was gambler and gunman Bat Masterson. Also among them was famed buffalo hunter Billy Dixon.

The attackers meant to wipe them out.

But they could not burn them out. The building was made of sod, the walls nearly two feet thick. It gave the defenders strong cover, making it difficult to shoot them, and the attackers could not break in, though they tried.

Making it worse for the attackers was the weapon the defenders possessed.

They had the new Sharps .50-caliber rifles—“Big Fifties.” Single-shot rifles with long barrels, firing six-hundred-grain bullets powered by heavy charges of black powder. The merchant had cases of them, along with thousands of rounds meant for buffalo hunters.

At distance, nothing the attackers carried could match them.

Billy Dixon made one of the most famous shots in Western history—dropping a man at nearly a mile.

By ten o’clock, the attackers broke off and withdrew.

Sullivan, the Rangers, and the people in the trading post held their ground until the attack finally ended.

When it was over, they stepped outside.

“So you’re Texas Rangers?”

“We are indeed.”

“How’d you happen to show up just in time?”

“We were sent up here for exactly this.”

“Well... thank God,” the man said.

Though driven off once again, that summer saw renewed attacks across the frontier.

Toombs Sullivan had his work cut out for him—a task he was not sure he could accomplish.

But he had his orders.

And he would proceed as ordered.
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Chapter Two
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Toombs Sullivan and his wife Constance had moved to Austin, Texas, headquarters for the Texas Rangers. It was good for them—and sometimes not. It was convenient—and not so much. It felt like home—and not at all.

One of the problems was that Toombs was often sent off on long patrols—very often, and very long. Most of the time they lasted only a couple of weeks, but sometimes much longer. Constance was left alone, and Toombs was with his men and was also alone. At least he felt that way—though sometimes not.

“The boss in?” Sullivan asked as he walked into Ranger headquarters.

“He’s in. Expecting you. Go on in,” answered George Bailey, now a clerk in the office.

The boss was Major Jack Peacock, now Commander of the Rangers.

Sullivan knocked on the door.

“Come!” a booming voice rang out.

“Sullivan! Good to see you today. Have a seat.”

“Good to see you, sir,” Sullivan replied.

“How is the wife?”

“She’s fine. Yours?”

“Doing well. I’ve got a job for you.”

“I thought you would.”

“There was a big battle up in the Panhandle at a place called Adobe Walls.”

“Rings a bell.”

“It should. About ten years ago, there was an Indian attack there. Three thousand Indians, led by Chief Ten Bears, nearly destroyed Colonel Kit Carson and the Second Cavalry. The only thing that saved them was the two small cannons they had with them.

“Anyway, a large group recently attacked the trading post at Adobe Walls—several hundred, it seems. They were after buffalo hunters. Likely some kind of revenge for what’s been done to the buffalo—their livelihood. Hard to blame them in a way, but we can’t have it.

“The hunters held out, and the attackers finally withdrew. It’s said one of their leaders was there—Quanah Parker, a half-white Comanche.

“Take your men up there. Find them and engage as you can. Assist settlers as you can. Give aid where you can. You understand what I’m saying? Do what you can—but don’t get yourself killed.”

“I understand. We’ll do our best. As we can, as you say.”

Ten minutes later, Sullivan walked into the small house he and Constance were renting.

“How was your meeting?” she called from the kitchen.

“Uh, the meeting was fine. Coffee still good?”

“Yes. Sit down. I’ll pour you a cup.”

Sullivan sat at the table and watched her as she walked toward him with the coffee. She set it down in front of him.

He picked up the cup, blew across it, and took a sip.

“So?”

“Yes—still good,” he said.

“I meant about the meeting.”

“Oh, that. Well, I have to go out again.”

“No surprise there. Where?”

“Up in the Panhandle.”

“What is the problem there?”

“Indian trouble.”

“I should have guessed it.”

“Yeah.”

“What are they doing?”

“They got all riled up and tried to kill a group of buffalo hunters, but were run off. Since then, they’re attacking settlers all through that country.”

“What are you supposed to do about that?”

“Whatever I can.”

“Seems like that ought to be an Army problem. Let them handle it.”

“I agree, but my opinion wasn’t asked. Besides, it’s a long way to Washington. It takes time to get word there—and even longer for action.”

“Well, I don’t like it, Toombs.”

“Me neither, but I ain’t paid for my opinion. I’m goin’ in a bit to find Sergeant Phillips and have him call the boys together for a meeting tonight.”

“A meeting?”

“Yeah... bad choice of words earlier.”

“You know I nearly die every time you go out.”

“Yeah... me too. I hate leaving you, but I’ve got to. Someday I’ll be done with this. The fighting will end one way or another. Then it’ll just be you and me. We’ll get a little place, raise a few cows... maybe a few children. Plant some vegetables. That kind of life.”

“Do you really believe that, Toombs?”

“No,” he said quietly. “I don’t.”

“Then why say it?”

“Tryin’ to give you something to hold on to. Something to hope for.”

“It’s not working very well. The only dreams I have are nightmares—about you not coming back. Not even being brought back. Just buried somewhere I can’t find... somewhere no one remembers.”

“I’m sorry, love.”

“That helps a little. Not much.”

“Fix me a nice supper?”

“Always.”
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Chapter Three
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Sullivan met with his men in the lobby of the Austin Hotel, since many of them lived there.

Sergeant John Phillips was his second in command. He had been a Ranger since the end of the war. He was a native Texan—tall, lanky, with blond hair and blue eyes. He was a dead-eye shot with both pistol and rifle. He carried a Bowie knife as well and was not timid about using it.

Tom Redcalf was third in command, a corporal. He had grown up in Georgia, like Sullivan, and came to Texas after the war, as so many had. He was of medium height and build—strong, courageous, and never met an enemy he did not want to kill.

Tex “Alamo” Langly was a native Texan and had grown up not far from the Alamo. His father had vanished during that time, though he had not been there. The family assumed he had been killed somewhere by the Mexican Army. He was dark-skinned, with black hair and eyes, and full of grit.

Jordon Rivers was the son of a Baptist preacher in Alabama and came to Texas three years after the war ended. He was a large young man who seemed gentle and tender-hearted—until there was a fight.

Ben Proctor was from South Carolina. His family had been wealthy plantation owners until the war wiped out everything they had. Ben still carried himself with cultured, genteel manners, always neatly dressed and often smoking a long cigar.

Skinny Adams was the tallest man in the company. No one knew his real name, and he never cared to give it. He had been called Skinny ever since he grew up in New Orleans.

Ted Bragg had a long scar running down his left cheek. It never seemed to bother him. He wore it well and felt it made him look dangerous. Along with his pistol and rifle, he carried a long knife—making some wonder when and how it had been used on him. He never explained.

Jim Clemons was from Nashville. Short and stocky, he was said to be very strong—the kind of man you would want beside you in a saloon fight. His father had fought with Andrew Jackson in his Indian wars. Jim Clemons loved fighting Indians.

Randolph Posten had once been a plantation owner. He had inherited his family’s land and fortune two years before the war began. He married the woman of his dreams and thought his life set. But he lost everything—his land, his fortune, his wife—though not his dignity. Deep inside him burned a storm of resentment and pain, and a need for revenge. The Indians seemed like good candidates.

Mickey Dugan grew up in Austin. Looking for work after the war, the Rangers seemed like the place to find it—they were just down the street. He was red-headed, blue-eyed, with dimples in his cheeks, and still looked like a boy. They called him Red.

Tommy Bass and Teddy Bass were twin brothers from Dallas, twenty-one years old. They had heard all about Sullivan growing up and asked to be placed in his company. It seemed like a good idea. They both had blond, curly hair, light skin, and hazel eyes. No one could tell them apart.

Abe Duckworth came to Texas from Missouri. Some said he had ridden with raiders, but no one really knew—and no one asked. He was a rough-looking man with a dark complexion and seemed able to take care of himself.

Russell Jones was also from Austin. Becoming a Ranger just seemed like the natural thing to do. He was young, neat, charming, and full of energy.

“All right, boys, we’ve been given an assignment up in the Panhandle. The Indians up there are attacking settlers. Big battle at Adobe Walls, but they were driven off. A bunch of buffalo hunters up there weren’t about to have it.

“So we’re heading up there to see what’s going on—and what we can do about it.

“It’s a long way, as you know. We won’t be taking a wagon. We’ll need three pack mules. Redcalf, you get our supplies ready. Take everything we need, including a table. Use any of the boys to help you. Bass boys, you two get the mules.

“All of us check our weapons and personal gear tomorrow. We leave the next day. Questions?”

“How long will we be gone, Captain?” Russell Jones asked.

“I don’t know, Russ. Wish I could say. Those of you with wives and families—better prepare them, just in case. We’ll be gone until we kill them, they kill us, or we both give up. So... I don’t know.”

Sullivan looked around at the men—their questioning and concerned faces.

They were all good men. If they weren’t, they wouldn’t be Texas Rangers. Some were experienced. Some were new. Some older. Some young. But together, they were a solid company.

Sullivan believed they could handle whatever they had to face.

Still, he worried.
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