
  [image: image]


  
    [image: images]

  


  
    [image: images]

  


  
    Published 2011 by Pyr®, an imprint of Start Science Fiction

    The Doctor and the Kid. Copyright © 2011 by Mike Resnick. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, digital, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, or conveyed via the Internet or a website without prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

    Cover illustration and interior illustrations © J. Seamas Gallagher.

    Inquiries should be addressed to

    Pyr

    c/o Start Publishing LLC

    101 Hudson Street

    37th Floor, Suite 3705

    Jersey City, New Jersey 07302

    VOICE: 212-431-5455

    WWW.PYRSF.COM

    15  14  13  12  11      5  4  3  2  1

    The Library of Congress has cataloged the printed edition as follows:

    Resnick, Michael D.

    The doctor and the kid : a weird west tale / by Mike Resnick.

                  p. cm.

          “An imprint of Prometheus Books”

          ISBN 978-1-61614-537-8 (pbk.)

          ISBN 978-1-61614-538-5 (ebook)

          1. Holliday, John Henry, 1851-1887—Fiction. 2. Geronimo, 1829-1909—Fiction. 3. Edison, Thomas A. (Thomas Alva), 1847-1931—Fiction. 4. West (U.S.)—Fiction. 5. Steampunk fiction. I. Title.

    PS3568.E698D63 2011

    813'.54—dc22

    2011032792

    Printed in the United States of America on acid-free paper

  


  
    [image: images]

  


  
    [image: images]

  


  
    [image: images]

    From the pages of the March 25, 1882, issue of the Leadville Bullet:

    THE REMARKABLE MISS ANTHONY

    Susan B. Anthony, the famed suffragette, will be spending the coming week in Leadville, where she will be giving a number of speeches. Her reputation has reached beyond our shores, and she will be touring Europe, speaking all over the continent, next year.

    She will be signing autographs this Saturday at the Baptist Church bake sale.

    NEW ARRIVALS

    Dr. John H. Holliday and his companion, Kathryn Elder, have arrived from Arizona and have announced their intentions to settle here. Dr. Holliday has rented a studio where he plans to set up his dentistry business, and is also said to have invested in the Monarch Saloon and Casino.

    Holliday was a participant in the famous altercation in Tombstone, Arizona, last autumn, which has come to be known as the Gunfight at the O.K. Corral. Both he and Wyatt Earp have been absolved of any guilt or complicity in the incident by the local Tombstone court.

    R.I. P.

    Leadville resident Abner Fuller was shot and killed while visiting family members in New Mexico. Two eyewitnesses claim the murderer was the famed desperado Henry McCarty, alias William Bonney, alias Billy the Kid. A warrant has been issued for his arrest, joining numerous other warrants. If anyone has any information concerning his whereabouts, please report it to the Bullet and we will telegraph the information to the New Mexican authorities.

    Mr. Fuller's body had been shipped to Leadville and will arrive on Tuesday. Funeral services and burial are expected to be Wednesday afternoon.

    ANOTHER DISTINGUISHED VISITOR

    Famed British writer Oscar Wilde filled the Tabor Opera House to capacity with his humorous lecture last night, and will speak again this Friday before heading back East to conclude his American tour. He was seen dining with Susan B. Anthony last night at the new Captain Waldo's restaurant, which replaced the original that was lost in a fire last spring.

    FAMOUS GUNFIGHTER ACQUITTED

    “Texas Jack” Vermillion, a former associate of the Earp Brothers in Arizona, and a participant in the questionable police action now known as Wyatt Earp's Vendetta Ride, was found innocent of the killing of Wilbur McCoy in the alley between Shale's General Store and the Buntline Manufacturing Plant, just off Front Street, on March 14. Dr. John H. Holliday and two other bystanders testified that Vermillion shot McCoy in self-defense. The jury deliberated for less than ten minutes before reaching its verdict.

    BRASS MOLE FINDS NEW VEIN

    The remarkable Brass Mole, the electric machine designed by Mr. Thomas Edison and built by Mr. Ned Buntline, uncovered a new silver vein in the Montrassor Mine at the previously unattainable depth of 1,637 feet. According to the Cornwall Assay Office, this is as rich a sample as any yet brought in.

    NEW GAME DEBUTS SATURDAY

    The sport of baseball, so popular in the United States, will debut here on Saturday afternoon, when the Gunnison Prairie Dogs take on the Twin Lakes Six-Shooters. Tickets are ten cents apiece until sold out. Come see what all the excitement is about!
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    HOLLIDAY WAS CUTTING INTO HIS STEAK at the Sacred Cow when the large shadow fell over his table. He looked up to see an elegantly dressed pudgy man standing next to him.

    “Are you the notorious Doc Holliday?” asked the man.

    Holliday checked to make sure the man was unarmed. “I am,” he replied.

    The man extended a hand. “I am the notorious Oscar Wilde. I wonder if I might join you?”

    Holliday shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

    Wilde sat down opposite him. “I didn't see you at my lecture last night.”

    “Good.”

    “Good?” repeated Wilde, arching an eyebrow.

    “It means you're not hallucinating.”

    Wilde threw back his head and laughed. “I knew I'd like you!”

    “I'm flattered,” said Holliday. “Not many people do.” He gestured to the bottle on the table. “Pour yourself a drink.”

    “Thank you. I will.” Wilde reached for the half-empty bottle and filled a small glass. “I am told that you are the only shootist who might have read my writings.”

    “Johnny Ringo probably did, but he's dead now.” Holliday paused. “I hope,” he added. “The only other one might be John Wesley Hardin. He's been in jail the last few years, but I hear he's studying to be a lawyer when he gets out, so at least it's safe to assume he can read.” He paused. “Though I've met my share of lawyers who couldn't.”

    Wilde laughed again. “I'll be speaking again on Friday. May I count on seeing you in the audience?”

    Holliday shook his head. “No, I'll be playing cards at the Monarch, over at 320 Harrison Street.”

    “Surely you can stop gambling for an hour or two to come hear me speak.”

    “Do I ask you to skip speaking and come on over to watch me gamble?”

    “Speaking's part of my livelihood,” protested Wilde.

    “Gambling's part of mine.”

    “Touché.”

    “Whatever that means,” said Holliday.

    The waiter came by and asked Wilde for his order.

    “I'll have what my friend is having,” replied Wilde.

    “Including a bottle of whiskey?”

    Wilde smiled. “No, I'll just borrow his.”

    “Within the limits of propriety,” said Holliday. Wilde looked for a smile, but couldn't find one.

    Wilde shifted his weight, trying to arrange his bulk comfortably on the plain wooden chair. “So what is the notorious Doc Holliday doing in Leadville?”

    “Trying to be less notorious,” replied Holliday.

    “Seriously,” said Wilde. “Is there some gunfight brewing?”

    “I hope not.”

    “Surely you jest.”

    “Look at me,” said Holliday irritably. “I'm a dying man, wracked with consumption. I can't weigh a hundred and thirty pounds. I'm a dentist by trade, but I've pretty much given it up, because you can't keep your clientele when you keep coughing blood in their faces.” He stared at Wilde. “There's a very good sanitarium in Leadville. I'll move into it when I can't function on my own any more.” A brief pause. “I came up here to die, Mr. Wilde.”

    “Excuse me,” said Wilde. “I didn't know.”

    “You're damned near the only one.”

    “I haven't heard anything about a sanitarium here in Leadville,” admitted Wilde.

    Holliday coughed into a handkerchief. “There are other good ones, I'm told. I came here because everyone told me the air was pure and clean at ten thousand feet, and it is.” He grimaced. “What they didn't tell me was that it's so damned thin that the birds prefer walking.”

    Wilde nodded his head and smiled. “I may borrow that line from you someday.”

    “There's no charge. You're welcome to the consumption, too.”

    “You fascinate me,” said Wilde, pulling a thin cigar out of his pocket and lighting it up. “I may have to write a play about you.”

    “For a British audience?” said Holliday. “If you insist on wasting your time and money, come on over and do it at the Monarch.”

    “You own it?” asked Wilde.

    “Part of it.”

    “Then why not call it Doc Holliday's, and put a huge sign out front?”

    “Because there's fifty or sixty men that would like to see me dead,” answered Holliday. “Why make it easier for them?”

    Wilde leaned forward. “Did you really kill all those men you've been credited with?”

    “Probably not.”

    Wilde studied his face. “I can't tell if you're kidding or not.”

    “I'm supposed to have killed two men who were five states apart on the very same day.” Holliday smiled. “They must have thought I was riding Aristides.”

    “Aristides?” repeated Wilde.

    “He won the very first Kentucky Derby, which my friend Bat Masterson assures me is on the road to becoming a very important race.”

    “Bat Masterson? What does a gunman know about horse-racing?”

    “We're not all one-dimensional shootists, Mr. Wilde,” said Holliday. “I'm a dentist. Masterson is a sports journalist. And it looks like Hardin is going to be a lawyer.” Holliday snorted in amusement. “I'll bet it won't stop him from killing people. It just means he'll have a defense lawyer he can trust.”

    “What about this Billy the Kid that everyone's talking about?” asked Wilde.

    “I'm not talking about him.”

    “I mean, what else does he do?”

    Holliday shrugged. “I hear he's barely twenty years old. I don't imagine he's had much time to find a profession yet.”

    “Besides killing people, you mean,” said Wilde.

    “That's only a profession if someone pays you to do it,” answered Holliday. “I've never been paid a penny. Neither have most of us. And if you do it for free, no matter how reluctantly, then it's not a profession, it's an art form.”

    “Or a hobby,” suggested Wilde. “How reluctant are you about killing people?”

    “You make it sound like it's all I do, Mr. Wilde,” said Holliday, and Wilde couldn't tell if he was being sardonic, angry, or merely conversational. “Occasionally I eat and sleep, and even pull a tooth or two.” A brief pause. “But I will say that I never killed a man who didn't deserve killing.”

    “If you're looking for men who deserve killing, you might spend some time with Miss Anthony,” observed Wilde. “I had dinner with her last night, and I gather she's had enough death threats to fill a small book.”

    “Believe it or not, Mr. Wilde,” said Holliday, “I have spent most of my adult life trying to avoid confrontations, not seeking them out.” He paused. “But I think you may overestimate the dangers to Miss Anthony.”

    “The threats are real,” insisted Wilde. “She showed me some of the letters. Semi-literate, most of them, but dangerous.”

    “If anyone harms her, or even attempts to harm her, we're likely to have a replay of Lysistrata,” said Holliday with a smile.

    “You know the story of Lysistrata?” said Wilde, surprised.

    “I have had a classical education, Mr. Wilde,” replied Holliday. “Why, I've even read The Nihilists.”

    “You have?” exclaimed Wilde. His chest puffed up with pride. “What did you think of it?”

    “I thought it showed promise.”

    Wilde's face dropped. “Only promise?”

    “You're a young man with your whole career ahead of you,” said Holliday. “I'm a dying man who is difficult to impress.”

    “It's a shame you won't live long enough to see the United States spread all the way to the Pacific Coast.”

    “No one currently alive may be around for that,” answered Holliday. “It all depends on Tom Edison.”

    “Thomas Alva Edison?” said Wilde. “The inventor?” Holliday nodded. “What does he have to do with it?”

    “Didn't you notice the electric street lights when you came to town?” asked Holliday. “And if you arrived by stagecoach the likelihood is that you rode the Bunt Line, one of those bullet-proof brass coaches that's powered by one of Edison's motors and requires no horses.”

    “I came by train,” answered Wilde. “And I knew about the lights. I knew Edison had set up an office—or would it be a laboratory?—here in Leadville. But what does that have to do with expanding to the Pacific Coast?”

    “The United States ends at the Mississippi River,” said Holliday. “It would like to extend to the Pacific, but so far the magic of the Indian medicine men, especially a pair known as Hook Nose and Geronimo, have stopped them. Oh, we have some towns and ranches here and there, but we're here under sufferance. And since Edison is currently our greatest mind, the government has paid him to come out West and see what he can learn about the magic and how to counteract it.”

    “He was in Tombstone last year, wasn't he?” asked Wilde.

    “Yes. He still spends some time there.”

    “And now he's in Leadville?”

    Holliday nodded. “That's right. The silver mines in Tombstone are just about played out, so he came up here with an invention that can extract silver faster than any ten-man crew you ever saw.”

    “You were in Tombstone last year.” Holliday nodded again. “And now you're in Leadville too.” Wilde frowned and stared at him. “It can't be a coincidence.” He suddenly smiled. “Can it?”

    “I don't mine silver. He doesn't gamble.”

    “You didn't answer the question.”

    “You noticed.” Holliday, his dinner finished, stood up and left a silver dollar on the table. “Tell the waiter that includes his tip.”

    “I think I'll visit the Monarch later,” said Wilde. “I'd like to see you in non-violent action. I might even risk a dollar or two at the faro table.”

    “Suit yourself.”

    Holliday walked to the door, buttoned his coat, and stepped out into the chilly Colorado night air. The Sacred Cow was on Third Street, three blocks from the Monarch Saloon, and he decided to take a short cut, saving half a block by cutting down an alley. Suddenly he was aware of a large snake, some ten feet long. Its head rose up until it was looking directly into his eyes. Holliday knew what was coming, and waited patiently. A moment later the snake vanished, to be replaced by an Apache brave in buckskins.

    “Goyathlay sends you greetings, White Eyes.”

    “My eyes are bloodshot,” answered Holliday. “What does Geronimo want?”

    “He wants to remind you that the two of you had an agreement once, in Tombstone.”

    “We made a deal,” agreed Holliday. “But it's over and done with, and I assume we're at hazard again. What now?”

    “Nothing.”

    “All I'm supposed to do is remember we had a deal for a few days in Tombstone?”

    But he found that he was speaking to empty air.

  


  
    [image: images]

    HOLLIDAY HAD ORIGINALLY BEEN BOUND FOR THE MONARCH, but after his encounter with the phantom Apache he changed his course and went directly to the large building with the super-hardened brass walls across the alley from Shale's General Store. He stared at the electric sign that proclaimed it was the Buntline Manufacturing Plant and wondered how Ned Buntline was handling the fact that just about everyone in town called it “Edison's Lab.”

    There was a mangy-looking dog stretched out on the ground by the front door, gnawing on a bone. Holliday paused and stared at it until he was certain that it wasn't going to morph into another of Geronimo's message-bearers. The dog stared curiously at him for a moment, then went back to its bone.

    Holliday approached the impenetrable brass door that reflected the light of the sign, keeping a wary eye on the dog. After all, it didn't have to be a mystic Indian to feel threatened and decide to bite, but the dog decided that the bone was far more interesting than the emaciated dentist/gambler.

    “Friend or foe?” demanded a voice that didn't belong to Thomas Edison or Ned Buntline.

    “That depends on who you are,” responded Holliday warily, his fingers gliding down to the top of his pistol.

    “I am one of the many protective devices created and installed by the owners of this building,” said the voice.

    “Then I'm a friend.”

    “Advance, friend, and be recognized,” said the voice, as a small circular lens he hadn't seen before began to glow.

    “Goddamnit, Tom, it's colder than a witch's tit out here!” growled Holliday. “Are you going to keep me standing here all night?”

    He heard Edison utter a hearty laugh and then order the door to swing open. “Good evening, Doc,” said the inventor, standing in the doorway. “Just testing out the latest addition to my security system.” He smiled at Holliday. “Come on in.”

    Holliday walked past the dog and entered the brass building, joining Edison as they walked to his study, a wood-paneled room with books and scribbled notes everywhere—on a desk, on tables, tacked to the wall, crumpled on the floor. Suddenly Holliday stopped and stared at his host. “Where the hell's your arm?”

    Edison glanced briefly at the stump on his right shoulder, all that remained of his original arm. “Ned is making some improvements to it.”

    “It already spins, cuts metal, weighs things to the closest ounce, could lift all of the Earps tied together, and can probably outdraw me in a gunfight. What else does it have to do?”

    “It's too good a conductor of electricity, and it actually becomes a hazard during some of my experiments. I'm tired of removing it every time I'm working with positive and negative charges, so Ned's trying to negate its conductivity.”

    “I think I may introduce you to a British visitor I met tonight. He'd love to write you up in song and story for the stage.” A pause and a cynical smile. “Well, he'd love to write your arm up, anyway.”

    “Mr. Wilde?”

    “I was going to ask how you knew,” said Holliday. “Then I remembered that he's probably the only writer currently on tour in Leadville.”

    “Well, the only playwright,” agreed Edison. “Miss Anthony has written some powerful articles. I hope to meet both of them before they leave town.”

    “If you want to meet Mr. Wilde, come over to the Monarch. He'll be there pretty soon.”

    “I can't,” said Edison regretfully. He wiggled his stump. “I'm being, ah, re-attached in another hour.”

    Holliday shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

    Edison sat down at his desk, gestured to a wooden chair with a cushioned back, and Holliday seated himself. “Now, my friend, to what do I owe the honor of this visit?”

    “Have you got any business with Geronimo or the Apaches?” asked Holliday. “Did you promise them anything, or offend any of them, before you left Tombstone?”

    “No to the first, and I hope not to the second,” answered Edison, frowning. “Remember, it was Hook Nose and the Southern Cheyenne who got Curly Bill Brocius to try to kill me—and wound up blowing away my arm—back in Tombstone, not the Apaches.”

    “Good,” said Holliday.

    “Why?”

    “Because I was just visited by one of Geronimo's representatives, so he obviously knows I'm here—and if he knows that, he knows you and Ned are here too.”

    “What did he want?”

    “Damned if I know.”

    “Geronimo's warrior just walked up, said ‘Hi, Doc,' and went away?” said Edison sardonically.

    “In essence.” Holliday's brow furrowed in puzzlement. “He told me to remember that I had once made a deal, long since consumated, with Geronimo. Before I could ask what kind of deal the old bastard wants this time, he was gone.” The gambler grimaced. “I'll take war chiefs to medicine men any day. I still can't get used to magic.”

    “That's pretty difficult to believe at this late date,” said Edison. “It's their magic that's stopped the United States from extending to the Pacific, and it's what I'm being paid to study and counteract.”

    “Geronimo knows that. That's what I came to tell you: He knows you're here.”

    “Well, he probably knew it last night and last week as well, so let's assume he has some other reason for contacting you.”

    “I wish he'd choose some other way,” complained Holliday irritably. “I just hate giant snakes turning into braves before my eyes.”

    “If he wanted to kill you, he could have,” offered Edison. “So if I were you, I'd wait until he decided to say what he wanted. You're not going to be leaving town, are you?”

    Holliday shook his head. “I'm here for the duration.”

    Edison frowned again. “The duration of what?”

    “Of my life.” Another grimace. “You'd think they could have built the damned sanitarium a few thousand feet lower, where nothing but dogs pant and gasp for breath.”

    “I hear they're building one a few hundred miles south of here in Arizona,” said Edison. “You might consider that.”

    “Too many men in Arizona want to save the sanitarium the trouble of burying me,” answered Holliday with a wry grin. “No, I've set twenty thousand dollars aside for my upkeep. At five thousand a year, the place will run out of me before I run out of money.”

    “Try not to be such an optimist,” said Edison dryly.

    “I'm just being a realist. When you've been dying as long as I have, realism gets easier every day.” He turned toward the door. “I think I'd better be going. Nobody'll ever remember a consumptive gunfighter, so I want to impress the illustrious Mr. Wilde and have him write me into a book or a play.” He paused, then smiled. “I'm going to stop by Kate's office and pick up my bankroll, just so I can flash it and impress him.”

    “Let me make absolutely certain first I understand the purpose of this visit,” said Edison. “The only reason you came here is to tell me Geronimo knows I'm in Leadville—or, rather, that we can assume he knows it?”

    “Right,” said Holliday. “And to accept a drink, if you hadn't forgotten your manners.”

    Edison chuckled, opened a desk drawer, and pulled out a bottle.

    “No sense getting a glass dirty,” said Holliday, taking it from him. He took a long swallow, then another, put the top back on, and handed it back. “My best to Ned.”

    “You may see him later,” said Edison. “He's working on another of Kate's robots. I think he should have it—or should I say, her?—in working order by midnight.”

    “Must be nice work, field-testing metal whores,” said Holliday.

    “You know he doesn't do that.”

    “More's the pity,” remarked Holliday. “I won't see him, though. Once I get my money, I'm off to the Monarch until sunrise.”

    He walked out the door, which closed automatically behind him, and headed toward Kate Elder's establishment. The dog got up and began walking beside him.

    “You sure you're not from Geronimo?” asked Holliday.

    The dog made no reply, which seemed almost as odd to Holliday as an affirmative would have been. He walked the two blocks to Kate Elder's whorehouse on Second Street, pausing three times to catch his breath, and cursing the thin night air.

    Finally he arrived at the large two-floor frame building, one of the holdouts against Buntline's impervious brass, climbed the three steps to the broad veranda, and entered. There were four scantily clad girls and two robots positioned around the parlor, talking to a trio of local men. The girls, none of whom were as young as they looked, all smiled and nodded to him, while the robots, whose feminine appearance always surprised him, ignored him and continued their pre-programmed flirting with the men. Holliday walked through the room, proceeded down a long corridor, and opened the door to Kate Elder's office.

    Kate was a busty woman in her early thirties, with a proboscis that had earned her the sobriquet of Big-Nose Kate. She sat at a desk, staring at him, her head framed by a large painting on the wall of a passionate Leda and a highly motivated swan. “Well, you're back early,” she said dryly. “Did you shoot all the customers, or did the saloon burn down?”

    “Only in your dreams,” said Holliday, walking over to a safe in the corner, kneeling down, and dialing the combination.

    “What do you think you're doing?” she demanded.

    “Taking my bankroll out for an airing,” answered Holliday as the lock clicked and he was able to open the door.

    “You're not touching that!” she snapped.

    “Don't be silly,” replied Holliday, pulling it out. “Whose money is it?”

    “What if someone shoots you and takes it?”

    “Then, my love, you will be shit out of luck when they read the will,” answered Holliday in amused tones. “You know, it's difficult to feel sorry for the proprietor of the biggest whorehouse in the territory.”

    “I thought you needed it for that place where they're going to lock you away to die,” said Kate.

    “Ah, the mistress of the delicate phraseology,” said Holliday. “I told you—I'm just taking it out for a few hours to impress someone who may very well immortalize me.”

    “I thought all those dime novels did that.”

    “There's immortality, and then there's immortality,” replied Holliday with a wry smile. “The money and I will both be back here before you wake up.”

    “It had damned well better be,” she said, glaring at him. “If you lose it, or get robbed, or get killed, don't come running to me for any money.”

    “Kate, light of my life, if I get killed I promise not to come to you for more money,” Holliday responded.

    “I'm not kidding, Doc,” she said, suddenly serious. “You come back without it, and you can cough your life out in some goddamned stable or toolshed.”

    He closed the safe, riffled the money as if it were a deck of cards, placed it in a vest pocket, walked over, and kissed her on the cheek.

    “I love you too, my angel,” he said, trying to suppress a grin.

    She glared at him for a moment, and then her expression softened. “Why do we put up with each other, I wonder?” she asked almost wistfully.

    “There's an easy answer to that.”

    “What is it?” she asked, honestly puzzled.

    Holliday smiled. “Who else would?”

    He picked up his cane, and a moment later he was out in the street. He looked around for the dog, couldn't spot it, couldn't decide whether that was a comforting sign or a bad omen, and finally shrugged and headed toward the Monarch.
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    AS HOLLIDAY APPROACHED THE SALOON he saw a well-dressed woman carrying a parasol approaching from the opposite direction. As she came closer he recognized her from the posters around town as Susan B. Anthony. When they were a few feet apart he took off his hat and bowed low.

    “Top of the evening, Miss Anthony,” he said.

    “Do I know you?” she asked curiously.

    “No, Miss Anthony,” replied Holliday. “But I know you. Or of you, anyway.”

    “If we haven't met, why such a fancy bow?”

    He shrugged. “Why not?”

    “Well, let's make the introduction official,” she said, extending a gloved hand. “I am pleased to meet you, Mister…?”

    “Doctor,” he replied, taking her hand. “John Henry Holliday.”

    “Dr. Holliday,” she concluded.

    “Doc Holliday,” he corrected her. “Why stand on formality?”

    Her eyes widened and she pulled her hand back as if it had been touching a rattlesnake. “The notorious Doc Holliday?”

    “As opposed to all the other Doc Hollidays?” he asked in amused tones. When she had no answer, he continued: “May I buy you a drink, Miss Anthony?”

    “Certainly not!” she said in outraged tones.

    “I'd offer to play five-card stud with you, but that seems somehow inappropriate.”

    “I know all about you, Doc Holliday!” she said angrily. “I was hoping not to encounter you before my tour continued. You are a dreadful man!”

    “True,” he agreed. “But I'm a very good dentist.” A self-deprecating smile crossed his once-handsome face. “Or at least, I used to be.”

    “I will not stand here conversing with a terrible killer!”

    “Actually, I'm quite probably the best killer you will ever encounter,” replied Holliday. “You're sure I can't buy you a drink?”

    “You are a drinker and a shootist!” she snapped. “You represent everything I am campaigning against. You are the enemy!”

    “If the enemy is composed of drinkers and shootists, you should be thanking me rather than condemning me,” said Holliday easily. “I've eliminated more of your enemies than I think you can imagine.”

    “Murderer!” she yelled.

    Suddenly his demeanor changed. “I have never shot a man in cold blood. And I do not call half the human race my enemies before judging each of them in his turn.” A very brief pause. “Excuse me. I meant each in her turn.”

    She glared at him in silent rage.

    “Well, it's been a pleasure, Miss Anthony. But if you'll excuse me, you are standing in the doorway to my office,” he concluded, indicating the saloon's swinging doors.

    She walked past him without another word.

    Holliday looked at his reflection in the Monarch's glass window. “That went about as well as usual, you old charmer, you,” he said sardonically, then walked to the swinging doors, pushed them open, and entered the saloon.

    The robotic bartender, a gift from Buntline, nodded to him, then went back to pouring drinks. Edison's latest phonograph, running on the same electrical circuit that powered the overhead electric lights, was playing a Viennese waltz, which seemed very out-of-place here. There was a brass roulette wheel at a large table, a dozen smaller tables for poker and blackjack, and a faro table in the corner. Holliday had considered building a stage and importing some dancing girls, but decided against it on the reasonable assumption that his clientele couldn't watch the girls and gamble at the same time, and if it were a choice between the two, he knew which was the more lucrative.

    “Howdy, Doc,” drawled a tall, burly man wearing a frock coat and sporting a ten-gallon Stetson.

    “Hello, Jack,” replied Holliday. “I see you've saved my seat for me.”

    “Ain't no one whose money I'd rather win,” said Texas Jack Vermillion.

    Holliday took his seat, joining Vermillion and the three other men who were at the table. “Has Oscar Wilde been here yet?”

    “Never heard of him,” said Vermillion.

    One of the other men laughed. “You must have passed twenty posters of him on the way here from the Grand Hotel.”

    “Who looks at posters?” said Vermillion with a shrug.

    “He's a British gentleman,” said another. “Here on some kind of tour. I heard him speak last night. Very witty, though I'm sure half of it went over my head.”

    “What's he look like?”

    “He'd never miss a hundred pounds,” answered Holliday, “and he's got just about as much hair as Kate does.”

    “Nope,” said Vermillion. “Ain't seen no one like that, knock wood.”

    Holliday signaled the bartender to bring a bottle to the table.

    “How many glasses?” it asked in a mechanical monotone.

    “Just one. If these gentlemen wish to partake, I'm sure they'll be happy to buy their particular poisons.”

    “I regret to inform you that we do not sell poison in the Monarch,” replied the bartender to a chorus of laughter.

    Holliday grimaced. “Ned and Tom are always telling me that I've got to be literal with it. I guess you gents will have to go to Mort Shale's store to buy poison. But if you want some fine drinking stuff, we can cater to your needs, and it'll make losing all that much less painful.”

    “And winning that much more pleasurable,” added Vermillion, shuffling the cards. “Ante up, gents. Five-card stud is the game.”

    “How much to play?” asked Holliday.

    “Ten dollars.”

    “I approve.” Holliday placed ten dollars in the center of the table.

    He lost the first two hands, won the third, and lost another.

    “Not your night, Doc,” said Vermillion as he won his second pot. “I can't tell you how happy that makes me.”

    Holliday filled his glass, drained it, and filled it again. “This is doubtless going to come as a shock to you, Jack, but occasionally I've even lost three hands in a row.”

    Suddenly he became aware of a large presence standing behind him. He turned and saw that it was Wilde.

    “Welcome to the Monarch,” he said. “Pull up a chair and I'll show you how this game is played.”

    “Poker, isn't it?” said Wilde, seating himself just to Holliday's left.

    Holliday nodded. “You know the rules?”

    “I read up on it,” answered Wilde.

    “What do you play in England?” asked Vermillion.

    “Three-Card Brag,” said Wilde.

    “Never heard of it,” said Vermillion. Suddenly he smiled. “Is it anything like Six-Gun Brag? Doc's a master at that.”

    “There's a difference between recounting and bragging,” said Holliday, taking another drink. “I don't brag.”

    “I'd love to hear you recount some of your adventures,” said Wilde, pulling out a pen and a notebook.

    “Not if you're going to write it down,” said Holliday. “It'll come out like recounting, but it'll read like bragging.”

    “As you wish.” Wilde put the notebook back in his pocket. “Tell me about the O.K. Corral.”

    “Damned thing's been written up in half a dozen dime novels,” replied Holliday.

    “How about Johnny Ringo, then?”

    “Johnny Ringo was my friend.”

    Wilde frowned. “I thought I read that you killed him.”

    “I did,” said Holliday, draining and refilling his glass.

    “But—”

    “He was my enemy too.”

    “Sounds like a strange relationship,” said Wilde.

    “It was complicated,” agreed Holliday.

    “If you think the relationship was complicated, you should have seen Ringo himself!” laughed Vermillion.

    Wilde turned to him. “Why?”

    “Because a dead man takes more killing than most.”

    “I don't understand.”

    “One of the medicine men brought him back from the dead to kill Tom Edison and Doc.”

    “Where I come from, we call that a zombie,” said Wilde. “How do you kill one?”

    “Carefully,” said Holliday. “Is anyone going to deal, or am I moving to another table?”

    Vermillion began dealing the cards. “Draw poker this time,” he announced. “Ante up.”

    One of the players reached for his cards, and found himself looking down the barrel of Holliday's gun.

    “Forgot a little something, didn't you?” asked Holliday.

    “What?” asked the player nervously.

    “You pay to play before you look at your cards.”

    The player tossed ten dollars onto the table, waited for Holliday to holster his gun, and then picked up his cards. “I'm out,” he announced, laying his cards on the table, getting to his feet, and walking off.

    “You frighten ‘em all away and you and me are gonna wind up cutting cards for money,” drawled Vermillion.

    Holliday drained his glass again. “He knows the rules,” he said at last.

    “That was positively frightening,” said Wilde.

    “He didn't pull the trigger,” said Vermillion. “Can't compare to people getting their heads blowed off in all your Limey wars.”

    “Mr. Wilde is a writer, not a soldier,” remarked Holliday. “I would guess that he's never seen a man killed.”

    “But I've written about them,” replied Wilde with a smile.

    “Probably reads better than the real thing,” offered Vermillion.

    “Neater, anyway,” said Holliday.

    “Do you mind if I ask you some questions?” said Wilde, as Holliday pushed fifty dollars to the center of the table.

    “Go ahead.”

    “What was Clay Allison like?”

    “Never met the gentleman,” answered Holliday.

    “And Ben Thomson?”

    “Same answer.”

    Wilde frowned. “I'd have thought—”

    “The West is a mighty big place, Mr. Wilde,” said Holliday. “And contrary to the dime novels, it's populated by more than gunslingers, a term we don't use much.”

    “What do you use?”

    “Shootists.”

    “How many cards, Doc?”

    “Two, please,” answered Holliday, sliding two cards, face down, across the table to Vermillion.

    “I know you knew the Earps,” continued Wilde. “What were they like?”

    “Morgan was a sweet man with a wonderful sense of humor. If I'd had a brother, I'd have wanted him to be like Morgan Earp.”

    “And Virgil?”

    “He and Wyatt were cut from the same cloth,” answered Holliday. “Humorless men, hard men. Their word was their bond, and there was nothing they were afraid of.”

    “They didn't have to be afraid of anything with you there,” said Vermillion. He turned to Wilde. “Doc was their enforcer, just like Ringo was for the Clantons.”

    “Tell me about it,” said Wilde eagerly.

    “Up to you, Doc,” said one of the players.

    “How much?”

    “Two hundred to stay in.”

    Holliday pulled out the wad of money he'd taken from Kate's safe, peeled a pair of hundred-dollar bills off the top, and shoved them into the pot in the middle of the table.

    “Two hundred dollars!” said Wilde, clearly impressed. “Translate that into pounds and it's more than my advance for The Nihilists.”

    “That's one of the advantages of being a successful gambler,” replied Holliday. “Do you know how many teeth I'd have to pull for two hundred dollars?”

    “Another fifty to stay in, Doc,” announced Vermillion.

    Holliday pulled a fifty out of the wad.

    “Don't you want to look at the two cards you drew first?” asked Wilde.

    “If there's another raise, I may very well do that,” said Holliday. He looked at the empty bottle in front of him, frowned, and snapped his fingers to get the robot bartender's attention. “Another bottle over here,” he ordered.

    “Since you are the proprietor there will be no charge,” announced the robot, walking out from behind the bar and carrying the bottle over to the table.

    “Damned generous of you,” said Holliday sardonically.

    “Thank you, sir,” said the robot.

    “Call me Doc.”

    “Thank you, sir Doc.”

    “I've got to talk to Tom about you,” said Holliday. He gestured to the bar. “Go back to making money.”

    “I do not make money, sir Doc,” replied the robot. “I serve drinks.”

    “I stand corrected.”

    “You sit corrected.”

    “Whatever.”

    “Call,” said one of the players.

    “Three ladies,” announced Vermillion.

    “Shit,” muttered the man who had called. “Beats two pairs.”

    Vermillion turned to Holliday. “What have you got, Doc?”

    “Let's see,” said Holliday, laying down two aces and a jack. He turned up the two cards he'd drawn, an eight and a six.

    “Maybe I should have looked first,” he said, pouring another drink.

    The game continued until midnight, at which time the other two players had left, and Holliday and Vermillion were waiting for someone to join them. Suddenly there was a loud “Yahoo!” from the far side of the room, and a well-dressed man stood up from a table. He surveyed the room, saw that the crowd had thinned down to perhaps twenty men, and announced that he was buying drinks for the house.

    “Here it comes,” said a grinning Vermillion to Wilde.

    “The house cannot drink, sir,” said the bartender. “Only humans can.”

    Wilde chuckled in amusement.

    “All right,” said the man. “Drinks for all the humans.” He walked over to the bar and slapped a bill down on it. Then his gaze fell on Holliday, and he walked over. “You gents still playing?”

    “Care to join us?” said Holliday.

    The man sat down at the table. “My name's Wilson,” he said. “Henry Wilson. Selling ladies' dresses, corsets, and shoes town-to-town.”

    “John Henry Holliday,” said Holliday, “and this is Jack Vermillion.”

    “I've heard of you both,” said Wilson. He smiled at Wilde. “And I was at your lecture last night. You're a fine speaker, sir.”

    “Thank you,” said Wilde. “I'm even a better writer. I hope you'll consider buying my book before you leave town.”

    “Why not?” said Wilson. “It gets mighty lonely riding the stage from town to town, especially since Mr. Buntline created that damned horseless coach.”

    “Why would that make you lonelier?” asked Wilde. “You get to where you're going faster.”

    “Ah, but you don't stop to rest and water the horses a few times a day, so you don't get to visit along the way.”

    “Man's got a point,” agreed Vermillion.

    “Well, gentlemen, I feel lucky tonight,” announced Wilson.

    “What's the game?”

    “Been playing draw for the past hour,” replied Vermillion.

    “That suits me fine,” said Wilson. “And how much to play?”

    “As long as you're having a good night,” said Holliday, “let's make it a hundred.”

    “That's a lot of corsets and unmentionables,” said Wilson thoughtfully. Then he shrugged. “What the hell. I'm playing with other people's money anyway. When it's gone, I'll take mine back to the hotel with me and dream about how I might have beaten the famous Doc Holliday.”

    “I like your attitude, sir,” said Holliday. He noticed that his bottle was empty and called for another.

    “You ought to take it a little easy, Doc,” said Vermillion. “That's your third bottle tonight.”

    Holliday shrugged. “I'm thirsty.”

    “But—”

    “Enough,” said Holliday in a tone of voice that convinced Vermillion to drop the subject.

    They played four hands. Wilson won two, Vermillion won the other two.

    “Let's up the ante to two hundred,” said Holliday. “I've got to start winning some of my money back.”

    “No objection,” said Wilson.

    “Me neither,” added Vermillion.

    Wilde studied Holliday closely. The man was starting to smell like a distillery, he had a little trouble picking up and fanning his cards, and whenever he looked at his cards he blinked his eyes several times as if trying to focus them. Vermillion opened with one hundred dollars, Holliday raised him with a pair of eights, Wilson dropped out, and Holliday drew a third eight to win the hand.

    It was Holliday's turn to deal. He shuffled the cards awkwardly, poured yet another drink to steady his hands, shoved his ante into the middle of the table, and dealt. Wilde looked over his shoulder as he picked up his cards and slowly fanned his hand. He had two kings, a jack, a three, and a deuce.

    Wilson shoved a thousand dollars into the center of the table. Vermillion took one look at his hand and folded. Holliday pulled out his bankroll and peeled off a thousand.

    “How many cards, sir?” he asked Wilson.

    “None.”

    “Dealer takes two,” said Holliday, discarding his deuce and three, and dealing himself two more cards. He picked them up and slowly fanned his hand to reveal a third king and a six.

    Wilson counted the pile of money in front of him and pushed it all into the center of the table. “Sixty-three hundred dollars,” he announced.

    Wilde was sure Holliday would fold, but the gambler pulled out his bankroll and put it down next to Wilson's bet. “See you and raise you.”

    “How much?” asked Wilson.

    Holliday shrugged. “Whatever's in the pile,” he slurred.

    Vermillion counted it and turned to Wilson. “It'll cost you eleven thousand one hundred and fifty to see him.”

    “I haven't got it.”

    “I will not accept the marker of a corset salesman,” said Holliday.

    “We'll get it,” said Vermillion. He signaled seven or eight of the patrons over. “Look at his hand, gents. Who wants to buy in?”

    It took ten minutes, but finally they'd collected enough to match Holliday's bet, and Wilson laid down his hand, face up. It contained four queens and an ace.

    “Nice try,” said Holliday, laying out his own. “Four kings.”

    “What are you talking about?” demanded Wilson. “That's three kings and a jack.”

    “What are you talking about?” Holliday shot back angrily. He got unsteadily to his feet, placed his hands on either side of his cards, and lowered his head until it was mere inches above the table. He stared at the cards, blinked furiously, then stared again. “Well, I'll be damned!” he muttered, and collapsed.
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    THE MONARCH WAS EMPTY, except for the bartender, when Holliday awoke. It took him a few minutes to remember what had happened, and another to realize that he was now all but penniless, every dollar he had saved for the sanitarium gone because he'd been too drunk to tell a jack from a king.

    He got to his feet, steadied himself for a moment, and then staggered out into the night. Harrison Street was empty except for a single coyote that stared at him, unafraid.

    Holliday pulled out his gun and aimed it at the animal.

    “It will have no effect,” said the coyote.

    Holliday tried to focus his eyes as it grew into an Apache warrior, the same one he had seen earlier.

    “Goyathlay knew this night would come,” said the warrior.

    “Bully for him,” muttered Holliday. “Did he send you here to gloat?”

    The warrior shook his head. “To remind you that you have worked together once before.”

    “You reminded me already. What kind of deal does he have in mind?”

    “Soon you will know.”

    “Damn it!” growled Holliday. “I'm in no mood for guessing games. I just lost every penny I have. Now tell me what he wants, or leave me the hell alone.”

    “He wants you to do precisely what you must do,” answered the warrior. “But you cannot do it alone.”

    “And what is that?” demanded Holliday.

    “You will know when the time comes.”

    “And when will that be?”

    Suddenly he was facing a coyote again.
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