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  Modern Introduction by the Editor




  About ten years ago I resided and worked in Denver. On an afternoon walk downtown, I observed an older bookstore that was advertising a going out of business sale. As a long acknowledged “book-a-holic” this was simply a lure that I couldn’t resist, and I ended up spending long hours and more money than I could afford in its shelves. Stuffed into a corner and clearly forgotten, I encountered a small leather-bound volume that appeared to be quite old and not a little bit dusty. The volume was battered and worn, its cover and title page long since discarded, the identity of the author carefully obscured, stained with coffee and dog-eared. But the price was right and it looked to contain frontier stories, a long-standing interest of mine, so I added it to my pile. It was only when I began reading it a few weekends later that I realized I held an absolute treasure in my hands, a compilation of the reminiscences of a frontier gambler who had spent seventy years in boom towns throughout the west.




  The stories are copied precisely as the original author recorded them nearly a century before. I have broken the original narrative into individual stories and added appropriate titles, and I have inserted Historic Notes at the end of each story, and in the itinerary of the gambler’s life, to provide an appropriate historic context for them.




  Original Dedication




  The original book’s cover and title page are both lost, and only the dedication page and introduction remain.




  





  Dedicated to


  “An Honest Man of the Green Cloth”


  A Veteran of the Mexican War


  Frontier Gambler for 70 Years


  Owner and Operator of the White Star Saloon


  Throughout the Old West


  And


  The Author’s Friend




  by


  An Old Soldier




  Original Introduction by the Author




  After thirty-five years in the cavalry of the U.S. Volunteers and the U.S. Army, I retired to Denver in 1901. I never married. It’s not that the interest was not there. But unlike many of the officers who drew prime staff assignments at luxurious posts such as Fort Leavenworth or St. Louis or Chicago, or those officers assigned to guard the great seaboard cities in the eastern coastal defense forts, I spent the entirety of my career in the saddle upon the frontier. The only girl I ever really cared about had lost interest when I spent from 1861 to 1866 isolated on the frontier, without a single leave of absence to come home and court her. When I finally got home, she was long married to an up and coming young attorney in town who was universally considered to have fine political prospects, who had avoided enlisting for service in the war, and then had just as studiously dodged the draft.




  I couldn’t get away from my old home town fast enough. I was offered a commission in the 7th Cavalry, then forming for service on the frontier, but first I had to take a detour to Washington D.C. to stand before an officers board. It damn near scuttled me. I was asked questions about the shape of the planet—a sphere; whether Madagascar was a peninsula, island or continent—an island; where Siam was; and the difference between a Lord and a Prince. As if I was ever going to lead a Company of the 7th Cavalry to Madagascar or Siam, or would ever meet a Lord or Prince, or Duke or Baron for that matter, on the banks of the North Platte River. And I noticed that those soft, pink, sweet-smelling members on the Officers board never asked a useful question that would be critical to an officer in actual service on the frontier—how to distinguish the different coup marks on a corpse; how to tell by horse shit how old a trail was; or where was the most likely location to find a ford across a watercourse—just below where two streams intersected, for their currents would ripple as they meet, usually resulting in a sandbar. They asked some questions about cavalry tactics that would have been useful if I was commanding a regiment on dress parade, but they never inquired into a prospective officer’s knowledge of Indian sign language—absolutely critical when dealing with several dozen different tribes and tribal entities between the Red River and the Yellowstone River. Now I knew all this information by rote, but even though they never asked those questions I still managed to squeak through, regardless of Siam and Madagascar’s best efforts to sink my military career before it ever began.




  So I ended up with the 7th Cavalry once they ascertained that my knowledge wasn’t a total loss, and as swiftly as they could ship me out to Fort Riley. And, after that, opportunities for matrimony at the squalid frontier posts where I spent the entirety of my career were, for all practical purposes, nil.




  I only saw Kansas City once. In October 1864, a captain at the time, I commanded a volunteer regiment as all of our senior officers had long since gotten themselves more comfortable and safer berths elsewhere. I led my cavalry through the dark city at a canter in the pre-dawn hours, and the next day we were fully engaged with Confederate General Sterling Price at the Little Blue River. Three days later we were fighting on the prairie again at some forgotten creek crossing to the south across the state line in Kansas, making sure that Price and what was left of his rebel rabble kept heading in that direction. Once we were done with him, my regiment was right back on the frontier, riding hard for the Powder River. That was as far east and as close to a city as I ever got, and after that, the only communities that I ever saw were cowtowns. Not that some of the girls in those towns were without their charms. But the ladies you met in those towns you wouldn’t exactly want to take back home to meet your mother.




  So when I retired to Denver, I was single. I no longer had any family, for somehow I had survived all of my siblings. They had stayed at home and spent their lives in comfort, ease and civilization, while I spent it upon a McClellan saddle occasionally chasing but mostly being chased by adept Indian warriors who eagerly wanted to count coup on my hide. And yet I was the last one standing. All alone, I was away from the Army for the first time in my adult life, and to be honest, I was rather morose.




  I guess I never had too many vices, but I had always enjoyed relaxing with a couple of bourbons and a good cigar with a few close friends come evenings. At my simple retirement parade, a senior officer, a comrade of many years service, recommended that I patronize “The White Star Saloon” at a certain address in Denver, and provided me with a letter of introduction to ‘My good friend Professor Lamb.’ You’ll enjoy meeting Professor Lamb, trust me, and his saloon is more of a gentleman’s club than a drinking hall. And entirely safe and reputable, I assure you. In fact, it is the finest in the city.”




  My few meager belongings unpacked and arranged in the modest but comfortable Arts and Crafts bungalow that I had purchased in the Baker neighborhood, I ventured downtown and followed the street signs to a meticulously clean brick building at a surprisingly expensive address, prominently painted in spectacular gild above the entrance as “Professor Lamb’s White Star Saloon.”. Stepping through what I recognized as doors with Tiffany stained glass, I was immediately greeted by a competent and confident bartender in an immaculate white jacket, who swiftly produced a whiskey cocktail upon my request. When I stated that I had a letter of introduction to Professor Lamb, the bartender replied, “Of course, sir.” Two seconds later a grizzled but well-dressed man stood in front of me, big as a house but entirely friendly, powerful and dangerous looking, wrinkles and thinning gray-hair notwithstanding. He quickly perused the note. “Oh, yes, sir, Professor Lamb always enjoys hearing from General (Name carefully cut out of the volume). If you will give me a moment, I shall summon him from his office.” I learned later that I had just met THE White Star, arguably the most famous bouncer in the West, whose prowess with the Bowie Knife was legendary.




  Shortly a gentleman perhaps ten years older than me appeared, leaning lightly on an expensive and well-worn silver-adorned cane, round wire-rimmed glasses, little hair but a spectacular white moustache, square shoulders and a military posture. The gentleman doubtless noted my Grand Army of the Republic pin in my lapel, just as I observed his Mexican War Veteran pin in his lapel. Then we locked gazes, and both broke into huge smiles. We didn’t need an introduction. We had met years before, near Monument Rocks, when I had encountered the ruin of his wagon train during a supply train escort on the Butterfield Overland Dispatch Trail.




  It was like old times. We renewed our short acquaintance started on the Smoky Hill River decades before, and became the closest of friends. Beginning that night, as General (Name carefully cut out of the volume) had predicted, the White Star Saloon became my mess and my club, a role that it served for many gentleman, politicians, businessmen, and Army officers in the city. Lamb and I spent a considerable amount of time together. He had never risen above the exalted rank of private, but he was surprisingly well read on military and historical matters and he owned one of the finest libraries in the city. We spent many a late evening in involved and sometimes heated discussions of American military leaders, campaigns and historic events.




  In the saloon, Professor Lamb’s tales of his life on the frontier were always in demand, and he enjoyed reminiscing about men and women that he’d known, and a lifetime spent behind the green cloth. This slender volume is a collection of Professor Lamb’s favorite and most popular stories, as he related them in his White Star Saloon. I cannot vouch for their complete historic accuracy, but I can absolutely guarantee that they are recorded precisely as they fell from Mr. Lamb’s lips.




  This volume is presented to a few select acquaintances of mine from the White Star Saloon, as my tribute to our esteemed and recently departed friend, Professor Reginald Lamb, an Honest Man of the Green Cloth, a frontier gambler for nearly seven decades.




  Our nation is unlikely to see his type again, and it will not be the better for its loss.




  (Name cut out of the volume)


  Colonel and Brevet Brigadier General, U.S. Army, Retired


  Denver, Colorado


  July 4, 1915




  An Honest Man of the Green Cloth




  Professor Reginald Lamb’s White Star Saloon in Denver occupied a prestigious address downtown, in one of the finest neighborhoods of the city. The establishment was installed in a sturdy brick building, well maintained, and glimpses through its crystal windows revealed that it was immaculately outfitted and furnished in the most spectacular manner.




  Inside, the famed proprietor, Professor Reginald Lamb, surveyed his kingdom, the center piece of which was a spectacular walnut bar and back that ran full length on one side of the front room, polished until it glistened, a gleaming brass rail at its base with shining glass mirrors to its rear, although its magnificence was rather spoiled by a row of badly soiled spittoons set along the floor. A few hunting trophies and patriotic ornaments adorned the walls, but mostly the decorations consisted of paintings of a succession of scantily-clad women, when they wore any garments at all, eternally smiling at his patrons. The rear of the bar was festooned with bottles of fine liquor, for Lamb’s barkeep was a skilled mixologist, and could spin together any number of exotic drinks containing liberal quantities of fruit, sugar and intoxicants. Only the finest crystal and silver tableware was used in Professor Lamb’s White Star Saloon. A number of colorful gaming machines were parked in the corners for those clients who desired entertainment while still socializing in the saloon. A massive turn-of-the-century player piano hulked against the rear corner of the room, providing musical entertainment at any hour. Cigar lighters dangled from the pressed tin ceiling. The room was gorgeously lit with glittering, electrical and gas-light crystal chandeliers. Brass, silver and crystal shone and sparkled.




  To the rear, in a separate room, set aside from the saloon by a pair of ornate pocket doors, was the real mother lode, Lamb’s Gambling Emporium. Once you entered, your gaze was immediately drawn to a massive mahogany keno goose occupying point of honor, centered atop a table on a low platform at the rear of the room. Ensconced behind it was a real looker of a young lady with manicured hands and painted fingernails, who had apparently lost the majority of her wardrobe in a terrible accident, operating the goose and withdrawing the pills from its interior. Aligned along the left wall were three keno layouts, green cloth bordered with cherry, immaculately dressed dealers sitting behind them, lookouts to the side perched on high stools, and once again, scandalously-clad young ladies serving as case keepers. At the door, one of Lamb’s employees sold keno cards and faro checks, from a carefully safeguarded bank. To the right was a chuck-a-luck layout featuring another female dealer, with the remainder of the room filled out with chairs arrayed around the keno goose. A still smaller room to the rear of the saloon, opposite to Lamb’s business office, contained a single round table surrounded with fine chairs, and was utilized by clients who preferred a private game of poker.




  The chuck-a-luck layout was, truth to tell, a bit old-fashioned. You didn’t see a sweat cloth layout in most of the newer establishments in Denver. However, many of Lamb’s best customers were distinguished Civil War veterans and members of the Grand Army of the Republic—Lamb himself belonged to the National Association of Veterans of the Mexican War. These veterans enjoyed rolling the bones for old times sakes, just as they’d done as younger men during the late conflict deep in the heart of the Old Confederacy. The fact that the dealer was a drop-dead gorgeous blonde and apparently seemed to get easily overheated when overdressed, didn’t seem to harm the popularity of the sweat cloth.




  Lamb didn’t deal in other forms of female entertainment, and he never had. But as a favor for highly esteemed customers he could make a quick call on the newfangled telephone ensconced in his office , and provide an introduction to a discreet boarding house just down the street that exclusively catered to gentlemen, and that could satisfy any and every conceivable carnal desire. His old and dear friend Miss Mattie Silks was always thrilled to have the opportunity to entertain Professor Lamb’s distinguished guests.




  Lamb’s White Star Saloon was regarded as one of the finest such establishments in Denver, a place where a gentleman could find both friendship and entertainment, completely at leisure and in safety. The current Governor of Colorado, the long-standing Mayor of Denver, and several State Senators practically made the White Star Saloon their personal office. The possibility of an unpleasant police raid with its attendant adverse publicity occurring on Lamb’s saloon was also zero, as the Denver Police Chief was another frequent customer, and Professor Lamb ensured that he was provided with a liberal line of credit.




  It was a discrete and entirely safe establishment, for Lamb also employed a small but select group of powerful looking, hard-eyed young men, one slightly older man particularly grizzled in charge, whose demeanor suggested that they were not inexperienced in matters of security and, if need be, abject violence. Ruffians and malcontents were not welcomed through the swinging doors of the White Star Saloon, and if one accidentally slipped in, he would shortly find a strong man at each elbow, who gently but firmly guided him to another establishment, “Where you will feel more comfortable at, sir, and there is no charge for your refreshment, it is on the house.”




  Professor Lamb was quite proud of his establishment, for the White Star Saloon enjoyed a superlative reputation, and just coincidentally turned a healthy profit. Lamb had a tastefully furnished apartment upstairs, complete with a superb library in which the smoking lamp remained inexorably lit, and an astonishingly well-stocked humidor. Lamb simply adored fine cigars, and rarely went long without one.




  As he lit a particularly superlative Havana from a dangling lighter, Professor Reginald Lamb thought about a few of the more spectacular adventures in his lifetime, and other stories that he’d either experienced, or heard about, in boomtowns scattered throughout frontiers both east and west. He puffed away happily on his cigar, older now, a few steps slower, grayer, having put on a few pounds, well-established and settled down. Through a series of careful investments his financial security was well established, he had everything that he really needed or wanted, except maybe for his own personal railroad, but then railroads took up a lot of space anyway, and were generally noisy and smoky. It would be a confounded nuisance to own one of the things.




  Lamb counted among his friends some of the most prominent businessmen and soldiers in the state. Behind a locked false panel in his library was concealed a healthy pile of gold and silver metal, just in case an emergency developed. He would never move again. But, boy, oh boy, once he’d wanted to do nothing more than to journey out into the world to find adventure, action and excitement. He’d done so, and the world had not disappointed.




  Reginald Lamb had been born to a Scotch Irish family in a small town along the historic Forbes Road in Western Pennsylvania on his nation’s birthday in 1830. When the Westmoreland Guards of the 2nd Pennsylvania Regiment was raised for service in Mexico in the war down south of the Rio Grande, a young, bored sixteen-year old Reginald Lamb, not wanting to miss out on this great adventure, had enlisted through the simple subterfuge of a minor adjustment regarding his birth year. Dull-minded ministers generally viewed such adjustments with ill-disguised consternation as bald-faced lies. The youthful and ambitious recruiting officer, running far behind on enlistments, saw nothing to be gained in pushing the issue, the pen was scribbled across the paper, and Mr. Lamb became Private Lamb.




  * * * *




  A few months later, a lot of boredom, several moments of utter terror, and scores and scores of miles of marching under a blazing sun and through horrid dust and in pouring rains, saw him pulling tours of guard duty in a Mexico City now under American control. One fortuitous evening, he was introduced to the intricacies of a game of fortune and chance popularized as “Spanish Monte” and a truly spectacular Frenchified game bearing the mysterious title of “Pharo.” Lamb had seen the promised land, and it looked like an ivory poker check.




  Lamb, blessed with a smart intellect, nimble hands and a head for numbers, shortly bent his energies towards mastering “Spanish Monte.” He was rewarded for his endeavors with the discovery of a nearly foolproof scheme of manipulating the game to his own advantage. Specifically designed and manufactured decks of card proved to be a necessity in this deception, and a sizeable order of just such cards was duly placed. Said packages containing decks of these cards were delivered, inevitably, about thirty-four minutes before his regiment was ordered out of Mexico City for home. Fortunately, playing cards don’t weigh that much or occupy much space in a knapsack, and what didn’t fit there was cleverly slipped into the bed of a regimental wagon driven by a teamster who owed him a few favors and a lot of money. But Spanish Monte only flourished south of the Rio Grande, and Lamb was heading entirely in the wrong direction. His substantial investment was endangered. The situation was desperate.




  Private Reginald Lamb found a solution to this potential financial catastrophe through the simple expedient of deserting in New Orleans on the way back to Pennsylvania. A mate on a steamboat heading up the Mississippi and Missouri Rivers who’d found himself unexpectedly short of deckhands at a crucial moment, and who didn’t indulge in the vile vice of question-asking, was more than happy to enlist a stout young lad for service aboard his vessel, even if he was wearing a Federal army uniform. That concern was readily rectified with a transition of dress executed in haste under the cover of the hold of the ship. A couple of weeks later, with both his newly-earned wages and his rigged cards secured, Lamb stepped ashore at the hectic, jammed, and indescribably muddy hamlet of Westport, Missouri, the terminus of the Santa Fe Trail. Men willing to work hard, and handy with a firearm, were in considerable demand for service on the trail. Lamb saw no good reason to turn down a paying trip southwest, and signed onboard a likely-looking caravan. Soon enough, Lamb found himself amidst the fabled fleshpots of Santa Fe, where Spanish Monte flourished.




  Straight, honest Spanish Monte, that is. Nobody in the Hispanic town had yet discovered rigged, crooked Spanish Monte. Until Reginald Lamb arrived. The introduction of rigged, crooked Spanish Monte hit the plaza of Santa Fe like a meteor. Having wreaked a fairly impressive quantity of havoc, at great personal profit, and with a considerable enhancement to the style and appearance of his wardrobe, Lamb then headed to the California coast, reaching the flourishing boom town of San Francisco just about the time that gold was manifesting itself in staggering quantities not far to the east.




  San Francisco had not yet had the opportunity to explore the machinations of Spanish Monte. Lamb considered it his given mission to rectify this deplorable state of affairs, and he did so in wicked style. If rigged Spanish Monte had hit Santa Fe like a meteor, it tore a path through San Francisco like a hurricane. Lamb’s major problem shortly became the management, handling and storage of relatively large quantities of heavy, shining precious metal.




  Lamb saw that he’d definitely hit upon something here. Improvising a nom de guerre with the sobriquet of Professor Reginald Lamb, the fabled Professor of Gamecology; an Internationally Renowned Expert in Games of Fortune, Skill and Chance; and the Personal Entertainer and Partner in Adventures to the Emperors of France and Prussia and the Successor to the Crown of England, he flung himself into establishing his new career. Lamb saw no reason to permit the inconvenient fact that he’d never been east of the Juniata River in Bedford County of Pennsylvania to interfere with a potentially lucrative moniker. He hired a highly qualified staff, particularly skilled and talented at manipulating the pasteboards if somewhat deficient in good ethics and morals, purchased a superb selection of the finest gambling equipment available, and sortied forth to conquer the world. His days as an itinerant gambler had ended, and a lifetime as a saloon owner had begun.




  For, in the frontier lands of the fabled United States of America, there were innumerable boom towns. Mining gold. Mining silver. Mining copper. Driving cows. Selling cows. Cutting timber. Digging coal. But mostly mining gold. All filled with hordes of bored young men earning considerable wages, but lacking entertainment, experience and self-discipline. Lamb had found his calling, and he loved the mining camps. And he found it particularly invigorating to relieve those bored young men of their wages, while simultaneously completing their education. Lamb considered his efforts to be in the performance of a public service.




  These boom towns were wild, rough, dirty, smelly, and lacked many of the amenities of the more civilized locales of the east. But they were alive, they were exciting, vibrant, new. Something was always happening. Everybody was optimistic. The towns never went to sleep. Everybody’s fortune was in the next claim, in the next shovel, right around the corner, over the hill. Even men who had sustained devastating and abject failures in business endeavors back east knew that their fortunes were a mere instant from turning around here. The men mined the earth of the planet’s face, and Lamb mined them. Life was good. Santa Fe. San Francisco. Denver City. Nashville. Pithole. Hays. Newton. Ellsworth. Wichita. Deadwood. Tombstone. And, then finally, back to Denver. Lamb sojourned at them all.




  Damn, but it had been one hell of a ride.




  It was a slow and quiet afternoon in his beloved White Star Saloon.




  Lamb pulled on his cigar, and remembered…




  * * * *




  Historical Notes




  





  Private Frank S. Edwards, A Missouri Volunteer who helped seize New Mexico during the Mexican-American War, recalled of Santa Fe in 1846: “The universality of the cigarito is only equaled by that of their eternal game of monte, played with cards. The suits whereof are clubs, swords, suns and cups, all delineated in their own proper colors and figures. Each suit numbers ten cards, namely from ace to seven, and then knave, horse standing in place of queen, and king. The mysteries of the game can only be learnt by losing at it…. Men and women of all degrees may be seen sitting at the green cloth covered table.” Frank S. Edwards, A Campaign in New Mexico with Colonel Doniphan (Philadelphia: Carey and Hart: 1847; reprint 1966), 59.




  Private Philip Gooch Ferguson, another Missouri Volunteer serving with the U.S. Army occupation forces in Santa Fe from 1847 to 1848, similarly recalled on September 20, 1847: “On the ninth Colonel Easton issued an order suppressing gambling and the selling of liquor to soldiers, and appointing Captain Jones military marshal of Santa Fe. This was considered a wise measure, as the place had become what might be justly termed a great ‘gambling mart’ there being over one hundred monte tables in operation, the dealers being mostly Spanish men and women, the bettors American soldiers. The sums lost on this game are immense, and many a poor volunteer has been left penniless by betting on monte.” Ralph P. Bieber, editor. Marching with the Army of the West, 1846-1848 (Glendale, Arizona: The Arthur H. Clark Company, 1936), 321.




  For the Mexican-American War service of the 2nd Pennsylvania Infantry, refer to Allan Peskin, editor, Volunteers: the Mexican War journal of Private Richard Coulter and Sergeant Thomas Barclay, Company E, Second Pennsylvania Infantry (Kent, Ohio, 1991).




  A Cold December on the Cumberland, or The Officer Who Forgot His Men




  Reginald Lamb had been only nineteen years old when he reached San Francisco, by way of a slow-moving freight caravan from Santa Fe, armed to the teeth against Apache attacks that fortunately never materialized, and then by coastal boat from a sunny, warm southern port with gorgeous scenery. San Francisco had been very, very good for one young Reginald Lamb, who had introduced the city to the intricacies of Spanish Monte, at a time when the town was absolutely flush with gold. Lamb had reached San Francisco just as the gold rush was really gathering steam, and he’d steadily expanded the size and scope of his establishment in the city. He’d started off with a leased table space in the corner of a rough, crudely-constructed saloon that leaked horribly whenever it rained, which it did entirely too often for Lamb’s tastes. In short order, Spanish Monte became quite the rage, and Lamb controlled the game through his special decks of cards. Lamb had then added a faro layout, and when the tiger bucked for him, he rented the entire floor space of a better saloon with a functional roof and expanded into chuck-a-luck and keno. One spectacular evening when the Tiger blessed him, he was provided a purse sufficient to purchase his own saloon in San Francisco. Lamb now owned an entire establishment complete with multiple games and a full-length bar, in a sturdy although unpretentious board and batten structure, placed on a prominent parcel that pulled in considerable foot traffic. But after nearly ten years in the same city, it was becoming stale, and Lamb was starting to get itchy feet.




  His conundrum was solved for him early one evening, on a night when San Francisco was locked in a thick fog and the skies had opened in an absolute deluge, washing out the gullies and pounding against the side of the saloon in a depressing staccato, a night so miserable that nobody wanted to venture out of doors, not even in quest of pasteboards, liquor or pussy. Since business was accordingly slow and he had little else to do, he read in a newspaper freshly arrived in a sailing vessel just that morning, that gold had been discovered in the Colorado Territory. Lamb was thrilled to learn that another gold rush was underway. He’d been fielding offers for his flourishing saloon for months now, and it was well past time that he accepted the most lucrative of them. In short order Lamb and the core of his establishment was heading east for Denver City, him and the staff jammed into miserable stagecoaches, his precious saloon carefully packed in sawdust into sturdy wooden boxes. Lamb suspected that the tableware packed into the boxes had much the easier, more comfortable journey.




  Lamb was one of a few dozen men who could lay claim to being both a Forty-Niner in California, and a Fifty-Niner in Colorado. Denver City was sure tell a boom town, and Lamb’s Saloon as it was then known, simply rolled. Not a little bit of Pikes Peak and Cherry Creek placer gold found its way through his establishment’s doors, and very little of it escaped back outside. But after only three years, Lamb was getting tired of the same place once more—his paws were starting to itch, and he was eager for another change in scenery.




  It was a painfully slow winter evening in Denver, as a mountain blizzard that was howling through the city had everybody who valued their lives remaining indoors. Lamb, virtually by himself in the saloon, read in a battered eastern newspaper that had somehow survived a journey west, about the ongoing Civil War in the east. This time he learned that the Union army had seized Nashville, Tennessee and that the Federal government had established a state government of their own there, replacing the late secessionist government. This new state of Tennessee was based upon East Tennessee Unionists, safeguarded by a large Union Army garrison installed there to hold the city. Gazing at a map, Lamb realized that the city’s location astride the Cumberland River with three major railroads, one running north to Louisville, Kentucky, one running south to the gulf coast, and one running southeast to Chattanooga and Atlanta, virtually guaranteed that it would become a major Union supply depot supporting operations in the Western Theater. Lamb puffed away furiously on a cigar, then two, and did a hasty calculation of what the monthly payroll of all those Yankee soldiers, all those Yankee officers, all of those Yankee quartermaster department workers, and the myriad of army railroad, commissary and quartermaster contracts would be worth. The number, quite literally, took his breath away. Lamb hastily stubbed out his cigar, paying no mind to the mess he made, and reviewed his calculations, much more carefully this time. One week later, the Lamb Saloon was sold, and Reginald Lamb was heading for Nashville as swiftly as stagecoaches and then iron horses could carry him.




  Some of his Denver friends had suggested that entering a city in the midst of an active army campaign might be a trifle dangerous. However, Lamb figured that if politicians, who he well knew to be the most cowardly and egotistical of all the human species, were willing to set up shop there, it must be pretty damn safe. Lamb had never known a single politician to risk his own hide. Now, they were bully over risking somebody else’s hides, especially when it came to sending young men across deserts and mountains, hundreds of miles from home, without food or medicine or pay, to invade somebody else’s country. But their own hides? No, Lamb figured that Nashville would in short order be the most fortified city in North America, and once he arrived he realized that he wasn’t far off his bet. Maybe Washington, D.C. had more defenses, but this place had a parcel of Yankee soldiers and cannon and forts larger than a man could count. And, even best, all those Yankee soldiers drew regular paychecks that were just burning holes in their pockets. The Nashville Army Depot was the largest such establishment in the entire theater, it was simply vast, and tens of thousands of dollars in goods passed through it each and every day. Opportunity was knocking on Lamb’s door. Hell, opportunity was pounding on Lamb’s door.
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