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    From the pages of the August 19, 1884, issue of the Leadville Bullet:

    FIRST ELECTRONICALLY PUBLISHED ISSUE

    This is the first issue of the Bullet to be published, which is to say powered, entirely by electricity, thanks to the help of Mr. Thomas Alva Edison and Mr. Ned Buntline. The electronic genius and the inventor have essentially re-invented the publishing business, because now the presses can run night and day without anyone manually working them. We've no idea why Messrs. Edison and Buntline have chosen to set up shop in our town, but we are incredibly grateful. First electric street lights, and now this!


    GAMBLER SELLS INTEREST IN THE MONARCH

    Famed gambler John H. “Doc” Holliday has sold his share of the Monarch Saloon and Casino, though he will still be retained as a dealer for poker and faro.

    BUNTLINE SELLS BRASS MOLE

    Ned Buntline, claiming that the local silver mines are played out, has sold his Brass Mole, the remarkable machine that can dig through solid rock, to the McGraw Mining Company of Northern California.

    BASEBALL DRAWS CROWD

    Yesterday's baseball game against Denver drew almost two thousand spectators, a truly remarkable total given the heat and most people's unfamiliarity with the game.
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    From the pages of the August 19, 1884, issue of the Medora Times:

    THEODORE ROOSEVELT IN ALTERCATION

    Young Theodore Roosevelt, formerly the Minority Leader of the New York State Assembly and currently the owner and resident of Elkhorn Ranch, was involved in an altercation last night in the town of Mingusville, some 35 miles west of here.


    Mr. Roosevelt was after some lost horses and stopped at Nolan's Hotel at nightfall. He was in the restaurant when a local bully began teasing him, calling him “Four-Eyes” because of his eyeglasses, and challenging him to a fight, little knowing that he was challenging the lightweight boxing champion of Harvard University. Mr. Roosevelt made swift work of the bully and summoned the sheriff to take testimony as to what had occurred before the diners and drinkers dispersed. The bully broke loose from the sheriff and his deputies and was last seen clambering onto a moving freight train that was headed for Chicago.

    MARQUIS DE MORES SUES

    The Marquis de Mores had gone to court, claiming that he is in fact the owner of Elkhorn Ranch, and that Theodore Roosevelt has no title to it.

    “This could take months to resolve in a court of law,” said the Marquis to your reporter, “and while I have no doubt as to the outcome, if Mr. Roosevelt would like to settle the matter sooner on the field of honor, with either pistols or swords, I stand ready and willing.”
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    From the pages of the August 19, 1884, issue of the Tombstone Epitaph:

    APACHES ON THE MOVE

    Observers report that Geronimo, the leader of the Apaches in the Arizona Territory, has broken camp and is headed in the general direction of Tombstone. There is no evidence that Tombstone is his destination, or that he is on the warpath, but former Sheriff John Behan has been placed in charge of preparing our defenses, just in case.
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    “I EXPECTED THIS WEATHER IN TOMBSTONE, but not up here in Leadville,” said Texas Jack Vermillion as he fanned his face with his cards in the Monarch Saloon. “I do believe it's hotter than hell today.”

    “I expect I'll find out soon enough,” replied Holliday. He pushed some cash to the middle of the table. “I'll open for fifty.”

    Three men matched his money. Vermillion looked at his cards once more, then laid them face down. “Too damned hot for me to think,” he muttered. “I'm off to get another beer.”

    “Why?” asked Holliday. “The beer here's as warm as the water you shave in.”

    “Then I'll pretend it's cold. I just can't think straight in this heat.” Vermillion got up and trudged over to the bar.

    “Pity,” remarked Holliday. “There goes some easy money. He's not much of a poker player even when he's thinking.” Suddenly he reached into a pocket, withdrew a bloodstained handkerchief, held it to his mouth, and coughed into it, covering it with even more blood. It was such a common occurrence that no one paid any attention to it.


    “Cards, gentlemen?” said the dealer.

    “Three,” said the man on Holliday's left.

    The two others took two apiece, and then it was Holliday's turn.

    “Just one, I think,” he replied.

    The cards were dealt, and Holliday took a tentative peek at the new addition to his hand.

    “Up to you, Doc,” said the dealer.

    “Two hundred,” announced Holliday, counting off the bills and tossing them in.

    Two men immediately folded. The third studied his cards, frowned, stared long and hard at Holliday, and finally cursed and tossed his cards onto the table.

    “Okay,” he said unhappily. “It's yours.”

    “Thanks,” replied Holliday.

    “So did you pull your full house, or was it a bluff?”

    “Full house?” repeated Holliday. “Maybe I was drawing to an inside straight.”

    “Were you?”

    Holliday shrugged. “Anything's possible.”

    “Aw, come on, Doc,” persisted the man. “I'm tapped out. At least let me know what you had.”

    Holliday allowed himself the luxury of a small smile. “Tapped out? What were you going to bet with if you'd pulled whatever it is you'd hoped to pull?”

    The man grinned. “I thought I'd borrow it from you.”

    Holliday laughed—or at least it began as a laugh, but ended as a bloody cough. “You've got a fine sense of humor, Mr. Richardson. I'll give you that.”

    “Show me your cards so I can see whether I had you beat or not,” said Richardson. He reached his hand toward Holliday's cards, and an instant later Holliday jerked at the knife he wore on a string around his throat, broke the string, and brought the point of the knife down hard into the table, just between Richardson's index and middle fingers.

    “After you pay to see them,” said Holliday. His voice wasn't raised, his smile wasn't hostile, but there was something in the tone of his voice that said that this wasn't a party trick, that he was fully prepared to kill any man who tried to see his hand without paying the price.

    Richardson pulled his hand back quickly.

    “All right, Doc,” he said quickly. “Whatever you say. No offense meant.”

    “None taken,” replied Holliday, pulling his knife out of the table with an audible grunt.

    “Maybe I'll see you at Kate's one of these days,” said Richardson, getting to his feet.

    “Better be soon,” said Holliday. “I'll be moving into the sanitarium any day now.” He grimaced. “And once I move in, I'd give mighty long odds on my ever moving back out.”

    “Soon, then,” promised Richardson and headed out into the street.

    “So he's too broke to call, but he's not too broke to rent one of Kate's metal chippies for the night,” announced Holliday with an amused smile. “I'll offer three-to-one that he stops to make a few bets at the Silver Bullet along the way.”

    There was general laughter, and Vermillion returned to the table, carrying two beers and placing one of them in front of Holliday, who gingerly touched the glass.

    “Hot,” he remarked.

    “I don't recall Tombstone ever being any hotter,” agreed Vermillion.

    “Not only that, but the air there was thick enough to breathe,” added Holliday. “Up here in the mountains, even the birds have to walk.”


    “Maybe you should have stayed in Tombstone,” said a man at the bar.

    Holliday shook his head. “I should have stayed in Georgia.”

    “Why the hell didn't you?”

    Holliday turned to see who was speaking to him, and his gaze fell on two young men in nondescript clothing, neither cowboys' nor miners' outfits.

    “Do I know you?” asked Holliday.

    “Indirectly,” said the younger of the two men. “You knew some friends of mine.”

    “Oh?” said Holliday, refusing to ask who the friends were, since the young man seemed so eager that he should ask.

    “That's right,” said the other man. “At least we'd like to think you knew them. We'd hate to think you gun strangers down in cold blood.”

    Sounds pretty damned tempting, thought Holliday. Aloud he said, “I take it that whoever we're talking about were friends of yours?”

    “Frank and Tom McLaury. You killed them at the O.K. Corral.”

    “May I suggest that you have very poor taste in friends?” said Holliday.

    “We liked them well enough,” said the younger man.

    Holliday shrugged. “You were welcome to.”

    “I don't like your attitude, Holliday,” said the younger man.

    “A lot of people share your opinion of it,” agreed Holliday with a pleasant smile. Suddenly the smile vanished. “And it's Doc Holliday to you.”

    The younger man tensed, and his fingers poised over the handle of his pistol.

    “Don't do that, son,” said Holliday, still not raising his voice.

    “Or you'll make me regret it forever?” came the sarcastic reply.

    “Try it, and your forever ends in about half a second.”


    The young man's friend grabbed him by the arm and tried to lead him away.

    “Come on, Billy!” he urged. “Look at him, nothing but a skinny old lunger. He's not even worth a bullet.”

    “Listen to your friend,” said Holliday. “He makes sense.”

    The young man pulled back for a moment, then uttered an obscenity and pointed his finger at Holliday. “I'll see you again!” he promised.

    Holliday pointed back, and pretended that his finger was a gun and he was firing it. Most of the gamblers laughed, and finally the two men left the saloon.

    “You know who they were, don't you?” asked Vermillion.

    “Sure,” answered Holliday. “But I wasn't going to give them the pleasure of saying I knew. The kid's Billy Allen, and the bigger kid is Johnny Taylor—and I'll lay fifty-to-one that neither of 'em ever saw either McLaury brother or got within two hundred miles of Tombstone.”

    “Then what was that all about?” asked one of the poker players.

    “Just a couple of kids looking to make a reputation,” said Holliday.

    “Happens a lot,” added Vermillion. Suddenly he grinned. “Never the same kid twice, though. Doc keeps his fair share of undertakers in business.”

    There was general laughter, and then Holliday announced that he was there to play poker, cards were dealt, and a moment later bets were made.

    The game continued for another hour. Then Holliday was seized by another coughing fit, and it left him weak enough that he relinquished his seat and walked slowly to the bar, accompanied by Vermillion.

    “I'd go outside for a bracing breath of cold, clear air,” he muttered, “but…”

    “I know,” agreed Vermillion.

    “Sometimes I wonder why the hell I ever left Arizona,” said Holliday.


    Vermillion grinned. “It just might have had something to do with those arrest warrants that were issued against you and Wyatt.”

    “They were sworn out by Wyatt's political enemies,” said Holliday. Then he grinned. “And all the men I beat at poker.”

    “Then why don't you go back?”

    “You know why,” replied Holliday. “This is where I've chosen to die of this damned consumption. They've got the best facility west of the Mississippi, and I didn't live in this airless town for two years so I could go back down the mountain now that it's time to die.”

    “Is it time?” asked Vermillion.

    “It's getting close. I'm coughing up more blood than usual, and even the whiskey doesn't kill the pain. And when you drink as much of that poison as I do…” He let the sentence trail off.

    “I'm sorry, Doc. I thought you had a few more years.”

    “I thought so too,” said Holliday. “Oh, well, I've only got a couple of regrets.”

    “That you didn't marry Kate?”

    Holliday chuckled. “Hardly. She's made my life a living hell for more than ten years. Think of what she could do if I married her.”

    “She broke you out of jail, though,” noted Vermillion.

    “Couldn't nag and badger me in jail,” said Holliday. “No, my greatest regret is that Wyatt and I aren't friends any longer.”

    “I know you're not, but I don't know why.”

    A self-deprecating smile crossed Holliday's face. “Blame it on my aristocratic upbringing. I said a few things about Josie I shouldn't have said.”

    “His wife?”

    “His Jewish wife,” answered Holliday, emphasizing the subject he should have avoided. “I loved her like a sister. I was just drunk, and drunks say mean, stupid things that can't be taken back.”


    “And your other regret?” asked Vermillion quickly, trying to change the subject.

    “That it's going to be the consumption that takes me, slowly and inch by inch, instead of a bullet.”

    “I could backshoot you right now if you'd like,” said Vermillion with a smile.

    “You're all heart, Jack.”

    “That's not what Kate's chippies say,” laughed Vermillion.

    “And they'll keep saying it as long as you keep paying them,” said Holliday. He straightened up. “Well, I can lean on the bar all night, or I can go home and cough myself to sleep. See you tomorrow, Jack.”

    “I'll be here,” said Vermillion.

    Holliday walked out into the sweltering heat of the night. His instinct said that he should be able to take a deep breath of cool mountain air, but his brain told him that there simply wasn't any cool air to be had within a hundred miles, even at this altitude.

    He stood in front of the Monarch for a few moments, hoping for an errant breeze that never came, then turned and headed off toward Second Street, where he shared living quarters with Kate Elder at the back of her brothel. A small prairie dog suddenly blocked his path, which was more than passing strange since there were no prairie dogs at this altitude or in these mountains. Rather than walk around it or trying to scare it away, Holliday stopped.

    “You know they lie in wait for you?” said the prairie dog in a familiar voice.

    “I figured it was a strong possibility,” answered Holliday.

    “You are not afraid,” observed the prairie dog.

    “Why should I be? I go up against kids trying to make a reputation from time to time. But I'm the first shootist they've ever faced.”

    “Why should you think so?”


    “They're still alive,” said Holliday with a grim smile.

    “Do not be careless,” said the prairie dog. “We have things to discuss—important things.”

    “Now?”

    “Soon,” said the prairie dog, and vanished.

    Holliday had gotten about halfway to Kate's brothel when Billy Allen stepped out into the street about twenty feet away from him.

    “Been waiting for you, Doc,” he said. “It's gonna be a pleasure to kill you.”

    “Be more of a pleasure if both of you faced me like men,” said Holliday with no show of alarm or concern. “You can come out of hiding, Johnny. I can see you over there in the shadows.”

    Johnny Taylor walked out into the street and stood about fifty feet away from Billy Allen. “How are you going to handle this, Doc?” he asked with a smile. “Which one are you going to try to shoot while we're both drawing on you?”

    “You think this is a contest?” said Holliday, pulling out his pistol, instantly putting a bullet between a startled Billy Allen's eyes, and turning to aim at Taylor. “You think I'm going to wait for a referee to ring the bell? You came here to kill me, son. I'm going to let you in on a little secret. The graveyards are full of kids like you who thought they could kill men like me.”

    Johnny Taylor went for his gun, but it was too late. Holliday fired another shot before his gun had cleared his holster, and he was dead before he hit the ground.

    “Damn!” muttered Holliday, holstering his gun and pulling out his handkerchief as he felt another coughing seizure coming on. Isn't one of you ever going to be good enough to put me out of my misery?

    “Don't turn around, Doc,” said a deep voice from behind him. “Hands in the air. Reach for your gun and you'll still have one hand left to vote for me come reelection time.”

    Holliday tensed.

    “Don't even think of it, Doc. I'm not one of those kids you just killed.”

    Holliday raised his hands and turned to face his newest antagonist, a tall man with a gun in each hand.

    “Sheriff Milt Andrews,” he introduced himself. “And you, sir, are under arrest for murder.”

    “If you're here this quick, you saw what happened,” said Holliday. “Those two were waiting for me.”

    “No question about it.”

    “They were here to kill me, not talk to me,” continued Holliday.

    “Anything's possible,” agreed Andrews. “But neither of them pulled a gun, and we got enough people coming out now because of the sound of the gunshots that I won't be the only one to testify that they both died with their guns in their holsters.”

    “You saw it!” said Holliday angrily. “You know it was self-defense.”

    “I saw it,” echoed Andrews. “And if I wasn't Billy Allen's uncle, I might even agree with you. Now let's go on over to the jail.” Holliday coughed again. Andrews waited until he was done and then shot him a cold, humorless smile. “I'll have Kate Elder send over a supply of your handkerchiefs, since I don't figure you're getting out anytime soon.”
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    HOLLIDAY OPENED HIS EYES.

    He was lying on his cot, it was still dark out, and the deputy who'd drawn the graveyard shift was two rooms away, snoring peacefully. He swung his feet to the stone floor, massaged the back of his neck with his long delicate fingers, and blinked his eyes a few times. He started to reach inside his coat for his flask, then remembered that it had been taken from him, along with his gun, when he'd been arrested.

    He pulled his watch out of a vest pocket by its gold chain and opened it. It was four thirty in the morning, and as far as he knew the whole damned town was asleep. So why the hell was he awake?

    He felt very uneasy, finally got his eyes to focus, and studied his surroundings—and then he saw it, perched between the iron bars on the ledge of his window.

    “Don't you get tired of pretending to be birds and animals?” he said.

    The bird spread its wings and leaped lightly to the floor. By the time it landed, it had morphed into an Indian—a very familiar Indian.


    “I hope to hell you didn't come to gloat,” said Holliday. “I've got a hangover and my head's splitting open.”

    “Your head is intact,” announced the Indian with certainty.

    “Figure of speech,” said Holliday. He stared at the Indian. “Well?”

    “We have serious matters to discuss, Holliday,” said the Indian.

    “Lower your voice,” said Holliday. “If the guy at the desk hears us, he's going to come over to see who I'm talking to, and when he finds out it's Geronimo himself, he'll blow you to Kingdom Come.”

    Geronimo shook his head. “He will not awaken.”

    “You killed him?”

    “No. But he will sleep until we are through with our business.”

    “I thought we were through with our business a year and a half ago,” said Holliday.

    “No,” said Geronimo. “That was your business; this is mine. Do you remember that I told you there was one White Eyes among your race that I could treat with?”

    “Yes.”

    “He has now crossed the great river, which you call the Mississippi.”

    “And now the medicine men will end their spell or curse or whatever the hell it is and let the United States expand to the Pacific?” said Holliday.

    “It will not be that easy,” said Geronimo.

    “Somehow it never is,” said Holliday with a sigh. “Damn! I wish I had my flask.” He stared at Geronimo. “I don't suppose the greatest of all the Apache medicine men would care to magic it to me?”

    Geronimo shook head. “You will have access to such things soon enough.”

    “You're breaking me out of here?” asked Holliday eagerly.

    “I will break nothing.”
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    “You know what I mean,” said Holliday. “Don't play word games with a man who's got a hangover.”

    The Indian stared at him expressionlessly for a moment, then walked over and sat down at the end of the cot. “Holliday, I am willing to make my peace with the White Eyes.”

    “Good,” said Holliday, certain that nothing was quite that easy.

    “There is one man, a man of courage and character, that I will treat with, and no one else.”

    “So you said.”

    “He will not come because I ask him,” continued Geronimo.

    “Do I know him?” asked Holliday.

    Geronimo shook his head. “No. I doubt that you have ever even heard his name mentioned.”

    Holliday frowned, trying to follow the Indian's line of reasoning. “Then why should he come for me any more than he'd come for you?”

    “He will not.”

    “Then—”

    “But he will come because your friend asks him, and it is not in his nature to refuse a challenge.”

    “My friend?” repeated Holliday, frowning.

    “The man Masterson.”

    “Bat Masterson?” said Holliday, and Geronimo nodded his head. “We're not exactly friends, him and me. We just find ourselves on the same side most of the time, thanks to Wyatt Earp. He and Wyatt are lawmen, or at least they were. And Wyatt and I are friends.” Or at least we were, he added silently.

    “Nonetheless, it is he who knows and has befriended the man I seek, and he who will convince that man to come to my lodge.”

    “Bat's not out here any longer,” said Holliday. “He gave up being a lawman to become a sportswriter—a newspaperman. He's up in New York, covering horse races and boxing matches and this new baseball game.”

    “That is where he met the man I must speak to,” said Geronimo with absolute certainty.

    Holliday was going to ask how he knew that, and then realized the silliness of doubting a warrior who could change into an animal or back into a man on a half second's notice. Instead he said: “Who is this miracle man? Grant and Sherman are dead, and George Custer turned out to be a fool.”

    “He is a very young man, but he is already the most accomplished of the White Eyes.”

    “If he's that accomplished, what if he's too busy to come?” asked Holliday.

    “He will come because his curiosity will overwhelm his reluctance. He will want to see all the wonders that Edison and Buntline are famous for. Further, he has forsaken the crowded cities of the White Eyes to live on this side of the river, and he will realize instantly that to refuse my offer is to keep his country forever confined to the other side of the river.”

    “If he's all that special, maybe I've heard of him after all,” said Holliday. “What's his name?”

    “Roosevelt.”

    “Is that a first or a last name?”

    “It is his name.”

    “Thanks,” said Holliday sardonically. “I've never heard of any Roosevelt. How many men has he killed?”

    “None.”

    “What is he, some kind of preacher or religious leader?”

    “No,” said Geronimo.

    “A scientist like Tom Edison?”


    “No.”

    “And he's the only one you'll treat with?”

    “That is correct.”

    “Must be a hell of a man,” said Holliday. “What's he done?”

    “Masterson will tell you,” answered Geronimo.

    “Why not you?”

    “I know his aura, not his accomplishments.”

    “His aura?”

    Geronimo nodded. “All men have them. Yours is black, for the death you bring and the death that awaits you.”

    “And his?”

    Geronimo merely stared at him.

    “Okay, okay, it must be pretty damned bright if you can spot it from two thousand miles away.”

    “He must come to my lodge.”

    “You mean the one near Tombstone, down in the Arizona Territory?” asked Holliday.

    “Yes. And he must come quickly.”

    “Well, now, we have a little problem in that regard,” said Holliday. Geronimo looked at him quizzically. “In case it has escaped your attention, I am sitting in a cell in the Leadville Jail. I can't contact him from here.”

    There was an instant of extreme cold and total darkness, and suddenly Holliday found himself in the Leadville telegraph office.

    “You can send a message from here,” said Geronimo, appearing beside him.

    “We still have a problem.”

    The Indian stared at him, frowning. “What is it?”

    “I don't have any money to pay for sending it. My wallet is back in the jail, along with my gun and my flask.”


    Geronimo closed his eyes and tensed, and suddenly Holliday felt somehow different. He ran his hands over his hips and torso and found that his wallet was once again in his lapel pocket and his pistol rested comfortably in its holster.

    “What about my whiskey?” he asked.

    “First the message.”

    “There's no one to give it to, and I don't know how to work the machine.”

    Geronimo closed his eyes briefly a second time, and when he opened them, a telegraph operator, still in his nightshirt, looking totally confused and more than a little bit frightened, sat at his desk.

    “Don't be afraid, son,” said Holliday. “It's all perfectly normal, except for the magic and the jailbreak and the Indian. I want to send a message.”

    The young man gulped and nodded.

    “To Bat Masterson, in care of the Daily Telegraph,” began Holliday.

    “Where is that, sir?” asked the operator.

    “New York City,” replied Holliday. “Dear Bat: Got a situation here that may result in ending the barrier that exists at the Mississippi.”

    The operator, his eyes wide, began tapping away. “Really, sir?” he asked.

    “It all depends on whether he believes me or not,” replied Holliday. “Continuing: It is essential that you bring your friend Roosevelt to Tombstone as quickly as possible. I can't tell you more until you get here, but your safety has been guaranteed by a man whose abilities are not unknown, especially to you.” He paused. “Okay, sign it ‘Doc Holliday’ and send it.”

    The operator finished the message and put it on the wire.

    “Now, how much do I owe you?” asked Holliday, pulling out his wallet, but he found himself speaking to an empty chair.


    “He is back in his bed,” announced Geronimo. “When he awakes, he will remember nothing.”

    Holliday nodded his approval.

    “Will Masterson come?” continued Geronimo.

    Holliday shrugged. “I suppose so. He'll figure out that you've guaranteed his safety, and he of all people knows what you can do. After all, you're the one who turned him into an oversized bat.”

    “He killed one of my warriors.”

    “After your warrior attacked him.”

    “He must come,” said Geronimo, ignoring what Holliday had said, “And soon.”

    “Why soon?” asked Holliday. “I mean, as long as you've decided to end the spell and let us expand to the Pacific, what difference does it make whether he gets here in a month or a year?”

    “I may be dead before a year has passed,” answered Geronimo.

    Holliday studied him briefly. “I know I'm a dentist and not a physician, but I'd say you look pretty healthy to me.”

    “I will not die from disease.”

    Holliday arched an eyebrow and waited for Geronimo to continue. “The other medicine men, those of the other tribes, do not want to end the spell or treat with the White Eyes. When they know I am planning this, they will create a creature such as has never been seen before, and send it out to kill me and those who stand with me. That is why it must be soon. Even with my powers, I cannot evade the creature or hold it at bay for long.”

    “Why are you so sure they'll create such a creature at all?” asked Holliday.

    Geronimo stared at him for a long moment. “Because I would,” he said grimly.
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    MASTERSON STROLLED INTO THE RUNNING STAG tavern on Medora's main street and walked up to the bar, which boasted an impressive set of antlers hanging just above the mirrors.

    “What'll it be, sir?”

    “Make it a beer.”

    “Coming right up.” The bartender stared at him for a moment. “Ain't I seen you before?”

    “I doubt it,” replied Masterson. “This is my first trip to Dakota.”

    “You ain't seen him,” said the lone customer, a gray-bearded man sitting at a table. “But you seen his picture.” He turned to Masterson. “You're Bat Masterson, ain't you?”

    Masterson nodded.

    “I heard you gave up being a lawman and went to New York to be a writer,” said the man. “What brings you to Medora?”

    “I'm looking for a local resident.”

    “Got to be the Marquis de Mores or young Roosevelt,” said the man. “Can't imagine there's anyone else out here that anyone would want to see.”


    “It's Roosevelt,” Masterson confirmed.

    “Figgers.”

    “Because he's American?”

    “'Cause he's a lawman too, like you used to be.”

    Masterson frowned. “A lawman? I hadn't heard.”

    “The best,” said the man. “Makes your pal Wyatt Earp look like a beginner.”

    “Tell me about it.”

    “I would,” said the bearded man. “But my throat's gone dry, and I probably can't get all the words out.”

    Masterson smiled and turned to the bartender. “A pitcher of beer for the table,” he said, walking over and sitting down.

    “Well, that's damned generous of you, Mr. Masterson.”

    “Bat,” said Masterson.

    “Bat,” repeated the man. “And I'm Jacob Finnegan.” He extended a gnarled hand, and Masterson shook it. “Can't say I blame you for hightailing it back to New York. I been reading all about you in those dime novels.”

    “Most of it never happened,” said Masterson as the bartender deposited the pitcher on the table.

    “Go ahead,” said Finnegan. “Ruin an old man's dreams.”

    “I'll do my best to,” replied Masterson with a smile.

    Finnegan laughed. “I like you, Bat Masterson! You're good with a gun, you ain't afraid to face a desperado or two, and even though you're a writer I can pretty much understand you. Your pal Roosevelt uses some of the biggest damned words anyone ever heard.”

    “He'll lose that habit fast enough,” said Masterson. “He needed it for his last job.”

    “And what was that?”


    “He was the youngest Minority Leader in the history of the New York legislature.”

    Finnegan took a swallow of his beer. “That don't sound right. He's still a young man, I'd say no more than twenty-five or twenty-six.”

    “That's about right.”

    Finnegan frowned, and stopped to pet a dog that had wandered in beneath the swinging doors. “Must have taken a terrible whooping at the polls to wind up out here.”

    Masterson shook his head. “He didn't lose. He quit.”

    “Hah! They're as corrupt as we always thought, right?”

    “Probably,” replied Masterson with a smile. “But that had nothing to do with it. His wife and his mother died something like ten hours apart, both in his house, one of disease, one in childbirth. He dearly loved both of them, and didn't want to stay there with all his memories.”

    “So he brung his memories out to the Badlands?” said Finnegan. “That don't make no sense.”

    “He's a complex man.”

    “He's a determined one, anyway,” said Finnegan. “You heard about the three killers he brung back?”

    Masterson shook his head. “No. Tell me about them.”

    “He just don't do nothing in a small way,” began Finnegan. “It wasn't enough that he bought two ranches…” His voice trailed off as he searched his pockets, found a small piece of jerky, and tossed it to the dog.

    “Two?” said Masterson, surprised.

    “Your pal thinks big. Anyway, he volunteered to be the local deputy. Refused to take any money for it. Wore that damned star everywhere. We figured he just wanted it the way a woman wants a pin or a necklace, but then a trio of killers done their evil deeds and Roosevelt went after them. I don't know where he was when he heard about it, but he didn't have no gun with him, and he decided not to waste time getting one, so he just started riding in the worst blizzard you ever saw. We get bad winters up here, really terrible ones, but we never had nothing like this. ‘The Winter of the Blue Snow,’ the local paper called it.”

    “Evocative name,” commented Masterson.

    “Whatever ‘evocative’ means,” replied Finnegan, reaching down to gently push the dog away. “Go on, pooch. I ain't got no more.” The dog ducked around his hand and remained where he was. “Anyway,” continued Finnegan, “he eventually caught up with 'em, beat the crap out of them, took away their guns, and marched 'em all the way to Dickenson. Must have been fifty miles through that blizzard. They took turns sleeping, but he didn't dare nod off. Says he read this huge novel by this Russian guy, and when that was done he read some dime novels about you and the Earps and that Holliday guy, and somehow he stayed awake for three days and nights, until he finally delivered his prisoners.”

    Masterson nodded his head. “Yeah, that sounds like Theodore.”

    “Okay, you know him,” said Finnegan. Masterson looked at him curiously. “He hates to be called Teddy.”

    “That he does,” agreed Masterson. “You got any idea where I can find him?”

    “He'll either be at Elkhorn or the Maltese Cross, probably Elkhorn.”

    “Those are his ranches?”

    “Yeah. Though if you wait long enough, he'll show up here. The Marquis de Mores has challenged him to a fight.” Finnegan chuckled. “He offered to let Roosevelt choose the weapons.” A pause and a grin. “I figure he'll choose words.”

    “It'd be best for the Marquis if he did,” replied Masterson. “Theodore was a boxing champion at Harvard.”


    “You don't say?” said Finnegan. “Is there anything he can't do?”

    “Not much,” answered Masterson. “Before he was twenty he was already considered one of America's three or four leading ornithologists and taxidermists.”

    “Orni—?” said Finnegan, frowning and trying to pronounce the word. “Orni—?”

    “Ornithologist,” repeated Masterson. “Bird expert.”

    “He sure as hell shoots enough of 'em,” remarked Finnegan.

    “Can't stuff and mount them while they're still alive,” responded Masterson with a smile.

    “How'd you two meet?” asked Finnegan.

    “He wrote me, asking some questions about a series of books he's writing about the West.”

    “He's a writer too?”

    Masterson nodded. “And a damned good one. Anyway, I wrote back, we started corresponding, and we finally met at one of John L. Sullivan's prizefights.” Masterson finished his beer and got to his feet. “And now, if you don't mind, please tell me how to get to Elkhorn and maybe I can make it before dark and not get totally lost.”

    Finnegan got up, gestured for Masterson to follow him, and walked out onto the raised wooden sidewalk. “Just head in that direction, and you'll be there in two, maybe three hours, depending on how lazy your horse is.”

    “Thanks,” said Masterson.

    “And when you see him, tell him Jacob Finnegan would be proud to hold his coat while he beats the shit out of that Frenchman.”

    “I'll do that,” promised Masterson, shaking the old man's hand.

    Then he was atop his horse, heading through the hilly, thickly forested country in the direction Finnegan had indicated. At first he was on the lookout for wolves or perhaps even a bear. Then it occurred to him that Roosevelt had been in the Medora area long enough to make it safe for travelers, and he stopped staring apprehensively at every bush and shadow.

    He rode for ninety minutes, dismounted when he came to a stream and filled his canteen while his horse drank, then continued the rest of the way. He saw an expansive wooden house in the distance, and as he approached it he heard a sound that he couldn't identify. It occurred every few seconds, and finally he saw a well-built young man wearing what were clearly stylish, store-bought buckskins splitting logs with an axe.

    “Greetings, Theodore!” he cried as he drew closer.

    Roosevelt lay his axe down and squinted through his glasses until he finally identified his visitor.

    “Bat Masterson!” he said. “What in the world are you doing out here in the Badlands?”

    “Looking for you,” said Masterson, climbing down off his horse and leading it the last few yards.

    “It's good to see you!” said Roosevelt. “Let me just finish this last log, and we'll go inside and visit.”

    “Why are you even splitting logs?” asked Masterson. “Winter's over.”

    “Got to keep fit,” answered Roosevelt as he brought the axe down on the log. “I run a few miles every morning, but it rained last night and it was a little too muddy today, so I'm doing this instead.”

    “Don't overdo it,” said Masterson. “You're already the fittest man I know.”

    “The Marquis de Mores is pretty fit himself,” said Roosevelt.

    “Yeah, I heard about that.”

    “You couldn't have come all the way out from Manhattan just to watch us fight.”


    “No, I never even heard of the Marquis until a few hours ago. Which reminds me: Jacob Finnegan wants to be your second.”

    Roosevelt offered a toothy smile. “Good old Jacob! In his youth he could probably have beaten both of us.”

    “I doubt it,” said Masterson.

    “Well, if you're not here for the fight, and indeed we haven't set a date for it, what has brought you all this way?”

    “Therein lies a story,” said Masterson.

    “So tell me,” said Roosevelt.

    “You know that the Indian medicine men have let some miners and settlers and farmers past the Mississippi, but that the United States, as a nation, has been stopped there.”

    “Of course I know,” said Roosevelt. “Hell, every schoolboy knows it.” He paused. “And I also know it can't last forever. It's our destiny to expand from one coast to the other.”

    Masterson stared at him. “How would you like to be the man who brings it about?”

    Roosevelt returned his stare. “You're serious?”

    “I'm here.”

    Roosevelt let his axe fall to the ground. “Come on inside and tell me about it,” he said, throwing an arm around Masterson's shoulder and leading him into the sturdy wooden house, the living room of which was lined with books on all subjects, and featured a large writing desk and a comfortable chair.

    “I'm here because Doc Holliday knows I know you,” began Masterson.

    “Doc Holliday? The shootist?” Roosevelt began reeling off a list of Holliday's gunfights and victims.

    “That's the one,” said Masterson. “But he and I are just middlemen. The person who is really sending for you is Geronimo.”

    Roosevelt's face reflected his excitement. “Geronimo? The greatest of the Apache medicine men. True name: Goyathlay. Leader of the Apaches since Victorio was killed four years ago.” He spent another minute recounting Geronimo's achievements.

    “Yes,” said Masterson when Roosevelt paused for breath. “That Geronimo.”

    “This is exciting, Bat!” exclaimed Roosevelt. “Will your friend Wyatt Earp be involved in whatever this is?”

    Masterson shook his head. “I doubt it.”

    “All right. Why does Geronimo want to see me?”

    “You're not going to believe me when I tell you.”

    “That's always possible,” answered Roosevelt. “But we won't know for sure until you do tell me.”

    “He's ready to lift the spell,” said Masterson. “And of all the white and black men in America, you're the only one he'll deal with.”

    “But I've never met him!”

    “He knows you.”

    Roosevelt frowned in puzzlement. “How?”

    “A dozen men can stop the entire nation from expanding across the Mississippi, and you wonder how one of them can know anything about you?”

    “Forgive me,” said Roosevelt with an embarrassed smile. “I'm so excited by your news that I hadn't thought it through.”

    “Then you'll come?”

    “To double the nation's territory? Of course!” There was a brief pause. “Hell, I'd come just to meet Doc Holliday and Geronimo. I mean, Billy the Kid, Wild Bill Hickok, Jesse James, and at least one of the Younger Brothers are dead, the Earps have gone to California and Alaska, and John Wesley Hardin has been rotting in a Texas prison for years. Of all the bigger-than-life figures of the West, Holliday and Geronimo are just about all that's left. Of course I'm coming!”


    “You'll get to meet Tom Edison, too. I'm not certain what he's doing out there, but he seems to have become a friend of Holliday's.”

    “Thomas Alva Edison?” said Roosevelt, his eyes widening with excitement. “The inventor?”

    Masterson nodded his head. “He's made a lot of changes to Tombstone. Whole town was lit up by electric lights at night when I was there three years ago.”

    “Holliday, Geronimo, and Edison?” said Roosevelt excitedly. “What are we waiting for?”

    “You sound like a hero-worshipping kid at the ballpark,” commented Masterson.

    “There are very few exceptional men in this world, Bat,” replied Roosevelt seriously. “I'm willing to ride halfway across the continent to meet three of them.” Suddenly he began pacing back and forth. “I'll take Manitou, of course, and—”

    “Manitou?” repeated Masterson curiously.

    “My horse. Meanest bronco you ever saw—or he was when I first encountered him.” Another grin. “He must have thrown me twenty times before we finally reached an understanding.” He continued pacing. “I'll need a few blank notebooks and some pencils, and my telescope, and—” He stopped and suddenly turned to Masterson. “What kind of game do you have out there?”

    “In Tombstone?” said Masterson. “An occasional snake or jackrabbit. And once in a while a hawk.”

    Roosevelt nodded, more to himself than to Masterson. “The Winchester will do. And I'll have to prepare a pack for a second horse.”

    “Just to carry a Winchester?” asked Masterson, puzzled.

    “No, of course not,” answered Roosevelt. “But I can't be without my books. Let me see now. For this trip I think Tolstoy, and Jane Austen, and…” He spent the next five minutes deciding on the books he wanted, then rummaging through the six rooms of the house until he'd found them all.

    In another hour he had packed his weapons, books, clothes, everything he thought he might want or need, even a spare pair of spectacles.

    “Okay, Bat, help me load Manitou and the pack horse and we can be on our way.”

    “It's going to be dark in half an hour,” noted Masterson. “We can start tomorrow.”

    “Now,” said Roosevelt firmly.

    Masterson shrugged. “Okay, mount up.”

    As they were leaving Elkhorn, Masterson remarked that without encountering any serious obstacles, he thought they could reach Tombstone in ten days.

    “Nonsense,” said Roosevelt, clicking to Manitou. “We'll do it in seven.”
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