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Introduction – David Whitehead
By the time we celebrate our first anniversary in May

2013, Piccadilly Publishing will have issued no less than
sixty books—not bad going for a company that only began
life at all thanks to a chance remark by my friend and partner
in this venture, Mike Stotter.

“I know what I wanted to ask you,” he said right out of the
blue one day. “What do you think about bringing all the old
Piccadilly Cowboy westerns back as e-books?”

Hmmm. I had to think about it for all of two, maybe three
seconds. The possibility that we could somehow bring all
those hard-and-getting-harder-to-find books back into ‘e-
print’ was impossible to resist. It had all been so much fun
first time around, when Mike and I, then in our late teens, had
taken it upon ourselves to write to, then meet up with our
idols. The possibility of being able to recreate that period all
over again was immensely attractive.

The name of our company was never in doubt. Terry
Harknett, Laurence James, Angus Wells, John Harvey, and
latterly Ken Bulmer, Mike Linaker and Frederick Nolan, all
became known as ‘Piccadilly Cowboys’ because that was
the farthest west they’d ever been. So ‘Piccadilly
Publishing’ it was.

Now, we needed to get our writers on board.
Terry Harknett’s EDGE and STEELE books were already

being reissued quite successfully by Malcolm Elliott-Davey,
alias ‘Cody Wells’ – who himself was to become an



important part of our team as things progressed. But Mike
was still in touch with John Harvey and Elizabeth James,
widow of Laurence. And Mike Linaker was only too happy
to let us give his BODIE THE STALKER and JASON
BRAND books a new lease of life. Indeed, as we went on,
we also added his CADE action-adventures and a third
western series, THE TYLERS.

Inevitably we soon found ourselves widening the scope of
our company. I had always enjoyed the above-average
MADIGAN westerns by my friend Keith Hetherington, alias
‘Hank J. Kirby’, and so he was another writer we went after
very early on. Before long we added the likes of Frederick
Nolan, alias ‘Frederick H. Christian’, and even took it upon
ourselves to add some SF, and latterly, crime, to our monthly
schedules.

But our first love was and remains the western, and that is
how we see ourselves – first and foremost as a publisher of
westerns – specifically, series westerns.

In those early weeks and months, however, there was
plenty of frustration and disappointment. In all too many
cases it has proved to be almost impossible to track down
some writers and establish who now owns the rights in their
books. And I suppose, as new kids on the block, many other
writers or their representatives preferred to wait and see if
we really were serious about what we planned to do. But
that was fine. We expected to have to prove ourselves.

In May 2012 we did just that. That was the month we
published our first book, TRACKDOWN, by Neil Hunter.

Now, it’s at this point that you expect me to add, “ ... and



the rest is history.” It isn’t, though. More accurately it’s still
history in the making.

Over the months we’ve added a number of books and
authors to our line-up, the idea being to vary our monthly
schedules as much as we can, and provide something for
everyone. So now we also have the tough-as-tacks IRON
EYES and more traditional BAR 10 books of Michael D.
George, writing as ‘Rory Black’ and ‘Boyd Cassidy’
respectively. We have THE REAPER and SHATTERHAND
books of B. J. Holmes. We have BELLE SLAUGHTER by
Tony Masero, the FARGO, SUNDANCE, JOHN CUTLER
and RANCHO BRAVO novels of Ben Haas, writing as
‘John Benteen’ and ‘Thorne Douglas’. We have THE
STORM FAMILY by Matt Chisholm, LOU PROPHET by
Peter Brandvold, THE SANTA FE TRAIL by Kent Conwell
... and more to come.

The level of success our company has had has been both
surprising and gratifying. Western readers have embraced
‘the brand’ and many of them now rightly feel that they are
just as much a part of Piccadilly Publishing as the writers
themselves. I can’t explain why this is, but my guess is that
our readers know that we are every bit as much fans as they
are, so maybe they identify with us and understand that we
are genuine in our desire to bring the western back to its old
prominence, and of course to keep it attractive and
affordable in the process!

The distinctive look of our books is really down to the
aforementioned Malcolm Elliott-Davey. They do say that
water finds its own level, and Malcolm, Mike and I all found



common ground in our love of, and enthusiasm for, the genre.
This is a very good opportunity to thank Malcolm publicly
for his incredible work, because he more than anyone has
really stamped the distinctive ‘look’ on the PP product.

But we cannot let the contribution of our resident artist,
Edward Martin, go unsung. Ed is a self-taught artist with
enormous talent. He has taken our HART THE
REGULATOR and FARGO westerns and stamped his own
unique brand on them. He is a wonderful guy, always willing
to go that extra mile and he’s a long-time western fan to boot.
It is my hope that he will stay with us throughout the years,
and books, to come.

Larry Gebert – you do an awful lot to help spread the
word, and we appreciate it. Ethel Curley – thank you for
establishing a Piccadilly Publishing page on Facebook, and
for also keeping PP in the public eye.

This special ‘sampler’ allows you a sneak-peek at what
we have coming up in our anniversary month. It also gives
you a little background on the books themselves. We hope it
whets your appetite for our product, and that you stick
around to enjoy the fun.











Hart the Regulator – John B.
Harvey

Where to start? The time the phone rang in my flat in
Stevenage back in 1975 and it was Patrick Janson-Smith
asking me if I were interested in writing a new western
series for Corgi Books? Or earlier? My father, then. A lot of
things started with him – my very self, of course, but others,
too: a sense of fair play, a sort of basic decency – the advice
never to get too far above yourself – a more or less lifelong
adherence to Tottenham Hotspur – and, importantly here,
westerns movies.

From around the age of ten until I deemed myself too old
to be seen out socially with my parents in public, we went,
the three of us – my father, mother and myself – to see just
about every western film that played in our area of north
London, the Forum or Palace in Kentish Town, the Odeon
or Gaumont in Camden. And what I didn’t see with him, my
gran – his mother – would take me to see at the poky little
Gaisford off Kentish Town Road, which seemed to
specialize in B movie double bills, Gene Autry followed by
Roy Rogers and the Sons of the Pioneers.

Then there was the book, given to me by my father on my
twelfth birthday: The Buffalo Bill Wild West Annual, written
by Arthur Groom and with illustrations by Denis
McLoughlin. Linked stories, not comic strips but each
several thousand words long, and cleverly involving three



English schoolboys taken back in time, were interspersed
with dramatically illustrated ‘factual’ sections detailing the
principal tribes of American Indians or the deeds of famous
outlaws. There were glorious full-color plates, reproduced
on glossy paper, showing Custer vaingloriously leading his
men into battle or – my favorite – the moment Pat Garrett
gunned down Billy the Kid. And the endpapers, front and
back – fascinating to me, this – comprised a map of the
United States, packed with tiny line drawings and dotted
with numbers which corresponded to all 26 chapters and
allowed you to place each adventure in its correct location.
“Tour the Wild West in the Buffalo Bill Wild West Annual”
the book invited and for years, those early, impressionable
early years, that’s what I did.

Of course, such being the nature of life,  other things
intervened – sport, different kinds of movies, girls (as distant
and illusory, for the most part, as Annie Oakley’s sharp
shooting or Belle Starr’s banditry), jazz and early rock ‘n’
roll, and the book got lost; lost or given away, I’m now not
sure. It didn’t seem to matter at the time. Then, in 1982, I
walked into a book fair in Belsize Park and there it was, face
out on the very first stall,  not mine, of course, but a copy in
good condition, and the minute I opened it, every word,
every frame, leaped back bright from my memory – and none
more so than Denis McLoughlin’s masterly art work.

McLoughlin, who came from Bolton, Lancs, and was an
honorary member of the Arizona Fast Draw Association, had
in the mid-70s compiled a fascinating Encyclopedia of the
Old West , which had usurped the earlier annual in my



affections. For, by that time, putting all that boyhood
enthusiasm to good use, I had joined a small group of British
writers of paperback westerns – the latterly named
Piccadilly Cowboys – and, often working in tandem, and
under shared pseudonyms, had produced some forty or so
books in such series as HAWK, HERNE THE HUNTER and
HART THE REGULATOR.

But wait, now I’ve sneaked just a little ahead of myself.
When that call came in from Patrick, I’d written a couple of
biker books, under the tutelage of my good friend and mentor
in such matters, Laurence James, but little else. And so it
was that when I told Laurence about the interest from Corgi
and showed him the ideas I’d had for a series about an
ageing gunfighter named Jedediah Herne – HERNE THE
HUNTER – Laurence suggested, not unreasonably, that we
should work on the series together, writing alternate books.
As he pointed out, practical man that he was, if his name was
on the contract alongside mine, we could expect more money
up front.

So, what might have been my first solo western series
became a co-operative effort of the kind Laurence and I, and
a little later, Angus Wells and myself, would enjoy writing
for some good few years. It wasn’t until four years later,
1980, that I finally got the chance to set out on a series on my
own, that series, of course, being HART THE
REGULATOR, the ten volumes of which were published by
Pan between 1980 and 1983. In those days, we wrote ’em
fast!

As a character, I suppose Wes Hart was not all that



different from my original conception of Jed Herne – tall,
taciturn, stoical and deadly – except that instead of being
driven by revenge, his motivation was more that of the
private eye, who walked the mean mesas and boardwalks
alone and once a task had been shaken on wouldn’t stop until
it was done. I gave him a past that involved him, as well as
being a former Texas Ranger, having ridden with Billy the
Kid, and perhaps one thing that makes this series somewhat
different – for me, at least – was the inclusion of several
real-life characters – Belle Starr, for instance, in BLOOD
TRAIL, and John Wesley Hardin in the eponymous eighth
book – their stories as close to the given truth as was
possible. I’d taken an MA in American Studies at
Nottingham University by then, and accumulated a small
library of books on the West, though it was still
McLoughlin’s Encyclopedia I referred to the most.

Although Gino D’Achille’s excellent illustrations for the
original Pan jackets showed him more and more resembling
Clint Eastwood as the series progressed, I think Edward
Martin’s equally fine portraits for the covers of these
Piccadilly Publishing reissues, suggesting a man not
dissimilar to the laconic but trustworthy Joel McCrea of Sam
Peckinpah’s Ride the High Country, come closer to
capturing the spirit of the Wes Hart I had in mind.

Happy trails!





Cherokee Outlet Excerpt
He was a tall, dark shape coming out of the sun. Shrouded

in his own shadow. A man who rode alone.
Like an orange medallion, the sun hung behind him in the

afternoon sky. Its light caught the surfaces of misshapen rock
scattered on the hill to the north, making them glow red and
silver; it shone on the creek water where a whitetail doe
drank nervously; it spread the shadow, long and deep, as
horse and rider moved slowly towards the east.

The doe touched her head to the water a final time before
pulling it nervously back, soft nose twitching the air. Brown
eyes flickered their fear and she turned, springing away,
white rear sparkling as she chased for the safety of higher
ground. In less than a minute the doe had disappeared from
sight.

Wes Hart rode easily, reins resting across the palm of the
left hand, the thumb of the right hooked round the pommel of
his saddle. The fingers of that hand were spread wide,
touching the leather, never far from the pistol that sat snug in
its cutaway holster. A Colt Peacemaker .45, the mother-of-
pearl grip carved with the Mexican emblem of an eagle
holding a snake in its mouth and between its claws.

It wasn’t the only weapon that Hart carried. A Henry .44
pushed its smooth wooden stock up from the rifle sheath tied
under the left flap of the saddle. On the opposite side a
specially fashioned bucket holster held a Remington 10-
gauge shotgun, the 28-inch barrels sawn down to half their



usual length.
A fringed buckskin sheath hung from the left side of the

saddle pommel, showing the bone hilt of a double-bladed
knife.

Smelling the water clearly now, the dapple-gray snickered
her head to one side and broke into a trot. The rider nodded,
half-smiled, letting her go; he was thirsty too.

It had been a long ride east out of New Mexico Territory,
away from the Pecos River, never certain that he wasn’t
being followed; odd moments when the short hairs at the
back of his neck began to prickle and his sweat burned dry.

Now he turned in the saddle and shielded his eyes with his
left arm, staring back into the sun. Wave upon wave of
buffalo grass shimmered, shifted in the hazy light, unbroken.
He dropped his arm and looked northwards. Low, rounded
oaks patched the hill, almost to its crest. To the left a fist of
red rock thrust itself upwards defiantly. He scanned the hill
for some moments before turning away and freeing his boot
from the stirrup, swinging his left leg over the horse’s back
and dropping to the ground.

He was an inch over six feet, wiry under his light brown
wool shirt, seeming lighter than the hundred and seventy
pounds that had been his weight for thirteen years. His face
was lean and stubbled, the high cheekbones strong against
his tanned skin. Above them, Hart’s eyes were a faded blue.

He squatted on his haunches by the creek, pulling the wool
of his pants free where it had been stuck by sweat to his
thighs. The water was surprisingly cool. He splashed his
hands down into it, lifting it to his face, ridding himself of



the coating of trail dust that had formed like a second skin,
clogging the pores. He shook his head vigorously, pushing
his fingers through the tangle of thick, brown hair. Only then
did he drink.

Satisfied, he moved the mare back from the water,
loosening the cinches then taking the leather canteen from
where it was tied behind the saddle. He filled it in the creek
and replaced it, resting it on the woven Indian blanket
strapped above the two saddlebags. From one of these he
pulled a piece of salt beef wrapped in muslin cloth. He bit
away an end of the meat and started to chew on it as he
recovered the rest and put it back. The beef was fibrous and
tough and he pushed it from one side of his mouth to the
other, working his jaw steadily.

He thought of making a small fire and brewing up some
coffee in the old enamel pot he carried with him but decided
against it. He didn’t want to wait around that long. Stillwater
couldn’t be far off: maybe a couple of hours’ ride.

Hart glanced again at the hillside as something moved in
the branches of one of the oaks. Riding here into the Outlet,
he hadn’t exactly headed clear out of trouble. Any time he
was liable to be jumped by marauding Indian bucks, a bunch
of hungry desperadoes, the Lord knew what. Even the Kid
coming out after him.

Hart grinned ruefully. You couldn’t be certain he wouldn’t
do just that. Never could be with someone like him. Half-
crazed the way the Kid was how could you be?

First time he’d laid eyes on the Kid, that should have told
him. The broad nose, long jaw, mouth too small and more



like a girl’s, the eyes set too far apart. The Kid had been
leaning back against the wheel of a wagon, toying with his
pistol, grinning at nothing at all. Then a woman had run out
of the ranch building opposite, flapping the end of her apron
and calling angrily at some half-dozen chickens. The Kid had
spun the gun round on his finger and clicked the hammer
back; his smile had frozen, mouth set tight, angled up at the
right side.

He’d fired four times: four hens had been hurtled into the
air amid a flurry of orange-brown feathers. One landed on its
feet and scuttled in widening circles, head missing, blood
arching outwards from its torn and opened neck.

The Kid had laughed aloud and shouted down the
woman’s cries, watching fascinated as the bright red blood
continued to pump, the decapitated animal continued to run.
By the time both had finished, a trail of spittle ran from the
upturned edge of the Kid’s mouth and curled round to his
neck.

Hart should have known then; should have got back up on
his horse and ridden away.

Billy Bonney: Billy the Kid.
‘What’s your name, mister?’ The voice was high-pitched

and mocking.
‘Hart. Wes Hart.’
The Kid had smiled his twisted smile. ‘What’s your

business?’
Hart had stepped through the mess of feathers. ‘Saw a

lawyer. Name of MacSween. Reckoned you was hirin’ men.’
‘Yeah.’ The Kid’s smile became a chortle, starting way



back in his throat, making his Adam’s apple vibrate. He
nodded towards the pistol at Hart’s side. ‘Can you use that,
Mister Wes Hart?’

Hart wiped finger and thumb of his left hand across his
dry mouth. ‘I can use it well enough.’

‘You got proof of that?’
‘Been servin’ with the Texas Rangers. Rode in John

Armstrong’s detachment. Was with him the time he took John
Wesley Hardin.’

The Kid narrowed his eyes. ‘You don’t say. That’d be
down by the Rio Grande, wouldn’t it?’

Hart shook his head. ‘No. That’d be in the smoking car of
a train at Pensacola Junction in Florida.’

The Kid hollered with laughter and slapped his knee. He
pushed himself to his feet and slipped his gun down into its
holster. ‘Can’t be too careful,’ he said. ‘Not in times like
these.’

He held out his hand and Hart shook it; it was like
clasping fingers round an eel.

Hart rode with Billy for nearly three months. Lincoln
County was torn apart by a bloody feud that came to be
known as a war and warfare was pretty nearly what it was.
The sale of beef stock lay at the center of it all. Two
Irishmen, John Riley and J. J. Dolan, had tied up the
government beef contracts to such an extent that the big
ranchers such as Tunstall and John Chisum were in danger of
getting squeezed out. To make matters more difficult Riley
and Dolan had managed to ensure that all the official law in
the territory was in their pockets.



One day a deputy of theirs shot Tunstall in the head.
Chisum knew he had to get even tougher or go under. He
ordered Billy Bonney and Dick Brewer to put together a
posse of gunfighters who would not only avenge Tunstall’s
death but break the Irishmen’s power once and for all.

The Kid called his posse the Regulators.
Under that name they terrorized Lincoln County, using

their weapons first and talking afterwards—whenever there
was anyone left alive to talk to. Mostly those they crossed
had as much chance of talking back as that headless chicken
the day Wes Hart had signed on.

Hart rode along, drew his pay and did what he was told.
The War Between the States, the Rangers—it was all part of
the same thing. All that worried him was the Kid.

It wasn’t just the way Billy reacted when he used his gun,
the smile of pleasure and the drool of saliva from his mouth,
it was the foolhardy way the Kid led his men into danger,
almost as ifhe was courting death. Walking towards it,
anxious even, the way a man goes at night to his woman’s
bed.

Only Wes Hart wasn’t counting on dying. Not yet. Not
there in Lincoln County with a half-crazed youngster as his
companion.

The showdown came in an adobe outside Santa Rosa.
Billy had been drinking heavily, tequila and whisky, getting
alternately sullen and loud. He knew there were a bunch of
Riley’s men in the town, ten or more of them; aside from
Hart, the Kid had only three.

Finally he kicked over a table and smashed a bottle



against the still-rolling edge. Glass splintered about him and
tequila splashed up into his face.

‘Come on! We’re goin’ in to get those sons-of-bitches.
Now.’

No one moved.
‘You hear me? You bastards hear me?’
In the corner Moreno moved, began to answer haltingly.

‘Sure, Billy, we hear you, but...’
‘But what?’
Moreno gestured with open hands. ‘They got us

outnumbered. We wouldn’t...’
‘You yeller...’
Billy sprang across the room so fast there was nothing

Moreno could do to get out of his way. The Kid grabbed
hold of Moreno’s shirt and swung him forward, throwing
back his own right arm at the same time.

His right hand still held the broken bottle.
Moreno screamed as the arm hurtled towards his face. The

scream was choked off as the jagged ends of glass gouged
through the man’s skin and flesh, stuck fast, then twisted.
Billy pulled Moreno further forward, turning the bottle as he
did so.

Hart and the others watched, stunned by the viciousness of
the Kid’s action.

Billy gritted his teeth and gave the bottle a final, sharp turn
before hurling it against the sidewall. Moreno staggered
backwards, both hands to his face. Blood ran between his
fingers, down his wrists and arms, across his shirt and down
on to the floor.



Hart shifted his hand close to the butt of his Colt, watching
alternately Billy and the injured man. Moreno’s mouth was
opening behind his hands, making burbling sounds that never
approached words. After a few moments he sank down on to
his knees and then his hands fell away from his face. A raw,
red circle had been carved into it, slicing unevenly across
the bridge of his nose, pulling down the pouched skin
beneath his eyes; the corners of his mouth had been dragged
wide. Blood bubbled and burst.

Billy stood between Moreno and the door, breathing
heavily. When he spoke his voice was slurred with drink.

‘Nobody backs down on me. Nobody! I’m the one who’s
runnin’ this outfit and I called it.’

He swung round fast, too fast, nearly losing his balance.
He quickly pushed the flat of his left hand against the wall to
steady himself. At the side of the room Moreno was dabbing
at his face with the tail of his shirt, moaning incessantly.

‘I called it, didn’t I, Wes? Huh, I called it?’
Hart nodded: ‘You called it, Billy.’
‘An’ I was right, wasn’t I,’
‘No.’
Moreno stopped wiping the blood from his face; the other

two men caught their breath. The Kid jutted his head forward
as if he hadn’t heard correctly.

‘Wha...?’
‘I said, no.’
‘An’ I said I was right. I called it right an’ that stinkin’

bastard got what was comin’ to him for bein’ yeller. Now
let’s...’



‘No.’
Hart spread his feet wider, easing his right hand away

from his belt. His body had dropped naturally into a
gunfighter’s crouch. The faded blue eyes never faltered as
they watched for the Kid’s first movement towards the gun at
his hip.

‘We can take Riley’s men when the odds ain’t so stacked
against us. We ride in now and likely we won’t be ridin’ out.
None of us.’

The Kid lurched sideways, still not going for his pistol.
He stood in the middle of the room, swaying slightly, boots
crunching down on splinters of glass, his head shaking from
side to side.

‘Think you know better’n me, don’t you?’ He waved his
arm vaguely in Hart’s direction. ‘Mister Texas Ranger, big
man who held Armstrong’s coat tails when he snuck up on
Wes Hardin and poked a gun in his back.’

‘That wasn’t...’
‘Don’t you tell me!’ The words flew out in a high scream

of anger. ‘Don’t you tell me nothin’! Sneakin’ up on a man
when he ain’t expectin’ it, that’s the only way any lawman’s
goin’ to get someone like Wes Hardin.’ He drew himself up
straight. ‘Someone like me.’

He pointed an unsteady finger at Hart. ‘I ain’t turnin’ my
back on you. Not no more. You understand me? An’ I ain’t
sleepin’ without my gun right in my hand. Not while you’re
around. That clear?’

Hart nodded, his eyes still watching for the Kid’s gun
hand to make its play.



‘You don’t worry ‘bout me none, Billy. I’m through.
Quittin’. As of now.’

The Kid’s mouth jerked upward at the edge. ‘You can’t
walk out on me. Damn it, you snivelin’ bastard! You
yeller...’

He aimed to jump Hart the way he had Moreno, but he
never made it. As Hart sprang back, fingers tightening round
the pearl grip of his Colt, Billy’s right leg gave under him
and his body turned and tumbled towards the packed mud
floor. His hands went out to stave off the blow but they
weren’t in time to stop the base of his spine jarring hard.

As the Kid shouted out, Hart backed away to the door, his
hand still resting on his gun butt.

‘So long, Billy.’
The Kid was in the middle of the floor, on all fours like a

dog. He stared up at Hart and his brain and vision were
suddenly clear; the expression on his face was of contempt
and loathing. Hart wondered how much they were for him
and how much for Billy himself.

Hart glanced at the other men then pulled the door open
behind him. Quickly he was outside and heading for his
horse. He threw the saddle on fast and secured it with fingers
that were not quite steady. All the while he watched the door
of the adobe butno one came out. From inside the Kid’s
voice rose and fell to silence, rose again. Hart pulled
himself up into the saddle and dug his heels into the mare’s
sides.

For a long time he kept glancing back over his shoulder,
uncertain of how Billy would react when the tequila and



whisky had emptied themselves out of his system. He knew
the Kid didn’t take to being talked down, even less being
walked out on. If it hadn’t been for Chisum, Hart figured that
Billy might have lit out after him himself. As it was, if the
Kid let the word get out that he had a debt to settle there’d be
those who would be eager enough to do it for him. A
reputation like Billy’s earned friends as well as enemies.
Hart ran his hand down the warm, dappled coat of his
horse’s neck.

‘C’mon, Clay, let’s go.’
He readjusted the saddle and climbed on to the animal’s

back. Behind him the sun was as full though its light seemed
to be weakening. The rocks on the hillside were dark masses
with little color. Maybe in Stillwater he could get some hot
food inside him; at least he’d be able to make sure the mare
was properly fed. After that he might find something softer
than the ground to sleep on.

‘C’mon.’
Hart flicked the reins and touched the grey with his boots,

setting her into a brisk trot.











The Reaper – B. J. Holmes
My dear friend J. T. Edson once invited me to participate

with him in the production of a regular Western periodical.
But neither of us were in the best of health at the time and the
idea did not progress beyond a meeting in John’s favorite
White Lion on the middle of Melton Mowbray, where we
did nothing more than enjoy a pub lunch together, talk
western shop, and fix on a provisional title for the projected
“epic”–– Head West . Alas, John’s health did not improve
and he was called to the big ranchero in the sky well before
his time.

From the earliest days when I knew him he had repeated
his wish that a film be made from his books, specifically
with his lead character, Dusty Fog, to be played by Audie
Murphy, whom he had envisaged in the role from the
beginning. Sadly the star passed away long ago so that that
particular combination was doomed not to be. But I was glad
to see that John did live to see his dream come partially true
with not one but two movies being made from his Floating
Outfit novels.

I thought that the fact that they featured established stars of
the caliber of Martin Sheen and Jurgen Prochnow would
more than compensate for the absence of Universal’s blonde,
baby-faced hero. But it didn’t appear to redress the balance
as he did a fair bit of grumbling about both films. He was
especially galled by Mr. Sheen’s refusal to sit in the
wheelchair, which was such an integral part of Ole Devil



Hardin’s situation and character, which anyone familiar with
the series will know.  So, on the surface John didn’t seem at
all happy about the matter––but I believe he was secretly
very proud to see his fictional characters finally come alive
on a Technicolor screen. Anyway I was thrilled that he
should have his moment in the sun and to some extent I see
myself as picking up the flag he waved first when he became
an inspiration for me from the moment I saw him on
BBCTV’s Tonight program in the 1960s.

Authors are often asked about their experience with the
realities of their subject matter and I readily confess to lack
of experience in two areas crucial to western writing : guns
and horses. Regretfully in hindsight, I managed to wangle an
early discharge from national service (“regretfully” because
it is a decision which I have constantly regretted to this day)
and didn’t get as far as basic training so I never had a
serious gun in my hands.

Years later I was tagged as THE WESTERN AUTHOR
WHO DOESN’T LIKE GUNS. The way this came about is
as follows. I had been invited to a publicity shindig at a
western theme park called Frontier City near London. On
arrival we authors were “kidnapped” for the cameras and
subjected to a shootout “rescue”. I had never experienced
such a deafening thing in my life even though the shots they
fired were blanks. Later George G. Gilman (Terry Harknett
of A Fistful of Dollars and Edge fame) and I were resting
our feet on a corral fence having a chat when a staged shoot-
out broke out in front of us. This time it was Terry who was
unhappy with the explosive volume and suggested we excuse



ourselves in the light of the ear-shattering cacophony. (I
happened to mention this aversion to the sound of guns to a
reporter and got stuck with the above-mentioned label for
some time afterwards.) And that is as much as I have
experienced “hardware” being fired.

With regard to horses I had written about riding them for
years in many books yet I’d never been astride one
(elephants yes, but that’s another story). To rectify this
deficiency many years ago I enrolled with a local riding
school for a series of lessons just to get the feel and smell if
nothing else. I’d got as far as acquiring riding hat and crop
when I was struck down by illness and had to postpone my
attendance. Then, when the illness took on what looked like
permanency, I had to cancel altogether. So I have no
experience of the two main ingredients of my chosen subject
area! I also have no stomach for blood, which might explain
why I don’t overly describe scenes of gore! None of these
shortcomings seem to put off my readers, even in the U.S.

Like most fiction writers, I am asked about research and
experience of things that I write about. Punters seem to think
research or experience is necessary. The fact is, although
real-life experience and research into an area can be helpful,
far more important is imagination and if you can write about
an area you don’t know about but in a believable way, you
don’t need research or experience! I mean, H. G. Wells
never had to go the moon to write about a voyage there; and
would Hamlet have been a better play if Shakespeare had
left his writing desk to dutifully do research in Denmark?

Regarding my REAPER series … The long-lasting



absence of law along the western frontier of the United
States during the latter half of the last century led to the
phenomenon known to history as ‘the bounty-hunter’.
Unfortunately, for students of the period, no systematic
contemporary record was kept of the payment from public
funds made to private citizens for delivery to the authorities
of wanted persons. Therefore, as the evidence of their very
existence is anecdotal, compounded by myth and legend,
there can be no quantitative comparisons, no grisly league
tables.

However, study of a particularly valuable cache of
historical documents now lodged in the Archive Department
of the Calpone Foundation Library has shown the name of
one recipient of bounty payments to appear with noticeable
regularity during the period. Nothing is known about him
apart from his name, Jonathan Grimm, and that records show
his fading signature on receipts for twenty-six men brought in
dead or alive. With the data being incomplete, the actual
figure that could be credited to him is likely to be even
greater. Irrespective, the statistic as it stands must put him
near the top of the league table of those men who earned
their living by this questionable means.

Some speculative episodes in Grimm’s later life have
already been chronicled — see Guns of the Reaper, Dollars
for the Reaper, Blood on the Reaper  and A Coffin for the
Reaper. But from whence did the man come? And what set
him on the bounty-hunting trail? Comes the Reaper pieces
together his possible beginnings . . .

So all there is left to say is: good luck and happy trails! Or



as Dave Whitehead would say: “keep your powder dry!”





Comes the Reaper Excerpt
“Can’t we settle here, Tom?”
Two figures were standing on the shoreline. The

settlement behind them had been known as Dwampish until
the white man had recently renamed it Seattle. Timbered
houses straggled from the shoreline of the bay village to the
forest. From their vantage point, the couple could see the
evening glory of the Olympic Mountains across Puget Sound.

“It looks so beautiful,” she murmured. Tom Connor pulled
his wife close. “Aye, lass, it’s got charm right enough. But,
Kate, it’s deceiving. This place is going to grow rapidly.
The trickle of settlers coming in is going to become a tide. It
won’t be so pretty in five years’ time. The place will be
busting with people.”

“What’s wrong with being among people anyway?” She
was tired of travelling.

“Nothing, lass. But we want room to expand and grow,
don’t we? Room for our kids to breathe and run. That’s why
we came west. And what’s more, because there are people
here already you just can’t settle anywhere. All the land
hereabouts is spoke for. You gotta buy it if you want it. And
it’s so damned expensive. We’ve only got enough cash left to
buy ourselves a wagon and provisions. It would take me
years working here to save enough to buy just a little piece
of soil to call our own.”

It had been a costly and exhausting passage for them. Two
months ago they’d started out from Boston by ship. What was



intended as a three-day crossing of the Isthmus had become
three weeks in an expensive Panama hotel when Kate had
gone down with some unidentified illness common to the
region. Then up to San Francisco by steamer and from there
a long trip to Fort Vancouver.

“Now treaties are being signed by the Indians,” he went
on, “the place is going to become more attractive and things
are going to get congested round here. But land’s still free
for the taking further west. We got to grab ourselves a piece
while we still have the chance.”

Time was running out for the Connors. They’d married in
their thirties and Kate’s first child had been stillborn. For
them, with all their savings gone, it was a last chance.

She snuggled into him to protect herself from the chill
wind coming across the Sound. “What you say is true, Tom,
but the problems we talked about before we set out are
getting bigger in my mind.”

“What problems?” he said reassuringly. Kate had always
been a worrier.

“Like getting across the mountains. Doesn’t seem such a
feasible idea now we’re here and we can see the size of the
mountains.”

“Listen. The facts of the situation were in the newspapers
back East. And they’re confirmed by discussions I been
having with folks here since we arrived. There are several
passages across the Cascade Mountains. Why, two summers
ago one group even crossed the range with a huge herd of
cattle. Dunna fret, lass, the trail’s a well-worn one now. And
the wagons they make here are small ones, especially made



for the local conditions. Not like those heavy prairie
schooners you seen pictures of.”

They’d heard the buzz saws in the timber mills singing all
day.

She paused. Then, “And Indians. What about Indians? I
heard some horrible things on the boat.”

“You shouldn’t listen to tittle-tattle,” he reprimanded.
“Washington Territory has got a new governor — Governor
Stevens — and his first job is to make treaties with all the
Indians under his jurisdiction. They’re all signing. The
Nisquali, the Puyallup, the Yakima. All of them. Do you
know, he’s crossed the whole damn territory — that’s nearly
a thousand miles. Making friends with redskins all the way.
It was in the paper today. He’s reached Nebraska and has got
the Blackfeet to sign. No, the red men aren’t hostile. They’re
as eager to keep peace as the white man. They’re getting land
called reservations, and lots of supplies as part of the
treaties: seeds, corn, tools for farming. They’re even going to
get money every year from the government.”

“Well, Thomas Jonathan Connor,” she said. “I wish I had
your confidence. That’s all I can say.”

He chuckled dismissively and tightened his grip around
her shoulders. “Come on, lassie. Let’s get between those
warm sheets.”

They turned and walked toward the twinkling lights of the
seafront shack that constituted the hotel. But deep down Tom
wasn’t as confident as he sounded. His worries were
mounting too. He was increasingly concerned, not about
Indians or the capability of wagons crossing mountain



ranges. He was secretly concerned about the weather.
Because of Kate’s illness en route, they’d arrived at Seattle
much later than he had planned. He’d spoken with old-timers
in the saloon that evening and they had assured him that the
weather would hold for another month. But he didn’t like the
wind now scything like an icy blade across the Sound.

Six wagons slithered in an ungainly pattern down the
mountain trail. Four were occupied by miners and their
equipment. A fifth contained provisions for the settlement at
Walla Walla. The Connors were last in line and were the
only settlers in the train. The couple had thoughtfully timed
their journey for the warmer months but, because of the
unscheduled delay, they were still travelling as winter
approached. Tom had ignored his suspicions about the
weather but his unease had been well founded. The
relentless wind blustering across the Canadian border was
fast getting colder.

Thankfully the first snow had been delicate and had come
after the small procession had made the ascent of the final
incline in the journey. They were now less than a day’s
journey from the small settlement at Walla Walla, their
destination. There had been problems during the two weeks
trek. On many occasions ascents could only be made one
wagon at a time with wooden spars levered under back axles
and with many shoulders heaving at the rear. Descents were
nearly as bad. Even now, like other men, Tom was
staggering alongside his faltering wagon, locking the rear
wheels with his wooden spar. Braking in this way was



effective in reducing the speed but it made the wagon more
difficult to steer. Kate, in her fight with the reins to restrain
the horses, had lurched awkwardly sideward across the seat
as the wagon slewed downwards at an angle.

Tom was glad to see her managing. If his delicate Scottish
rose could handle horses and wagon under these conditions,
she had the makings to cope with farming life on a
settlement.

“We’ll rest here a piece,” came the shout from the lead
wagon as it reached a rare level part of the rough mountain
trail. One by one the wagons leveled and came to a standstill

Tom leant against the wagon side, breathing heavily, his
eyes closed. His eyelids fluttered as he grabbed for air, then,
regaining his breath he opened his eyes fully and looked
about him. He observed how the resting party were dwarfed
by their surroundings. It was truly a land of giants. Not only
were the mountains on a grander scale than was ever
imagined by the Scotsman but even the trees were enormous.
His eyes moved up the slope taking in the towering Sitka
spruce and massive Douglas fir. It was then he saw
movement. Figures coming down the snowy incline, flitting
like ghosts amongst red alder.

“Hey,” he shouted to the leader of the train, a gnarled old
miner by the name of Seth who was checking the wheel rim
of his wagon. “Look yonder. We got visitors.”

Seth looked in the direction Tom was pointing, screwing
up his old eyes against the glare of snow.

“Look like Yakima to me,” the oldster concluded after
he’d made a study.



“They’re friendly, ain’t they?” Tom shouted.
“Should be,” Seth replied. “But don’t look it to me.

They’re usually quite open in approaching whites. Don’t
usually come a-sneaking up like that.”

He pulled himself up on to the hub of a wheel in order to
better address the column. “Be prepared, folks. There’s
supposed to be treaties with these redskins but put slugs in
the breech — just in case.”

Tom nervously checked his Walker Colt, purchased on the
advice of veterans back in Seattle, and pushed it into Kate’s
hand after she’d shuffled down from the buckboard seat with
skirts gathered. His rifle levered and ready he waited with
his wife behind their wagon like the other travelers.

Now there was nothing to see. The ominous progression
of red men down the slopes had apparently stopped.

“Get ready,” Seth shouted in a crackly voice as wizened
as his face. “They ain’t approaching us open. The varmints
are up to something.”

“Thought they were supposed to be friendly,” Tom
shouted, turning his eyes momentarily from his rifle sight.
“Signed treaties and things.”

“Treaties or no treaties,” one of the miners rejoined, “out
here anything goes. And them critters don’t look like they’s
a-coming down here to discuss philosophy.”

Tom and Kate exchanged glances and then looked back up
the slopes.

The wind fell to a breeze, working the powdery snow to
soften the contours of the terrain. Above its gentle swish
nothing was heard during a long interval except for the



beating of wings as a flock of trumpeter swans scudded
southward.

Then they came. God knows how many. Every tree
seemed to produce its own screaming apparition. Down the
slope they came, some slithering, others leaping through
drifts, billows of snow spraying from their legs. The
forerunners dropped into the snow, almost out of sight, and
began firing from prone positions. A mixture of bullets and
arrows peppered the wagons.

Tom was scared, more than he’d ever been in his life. But
he told himself not to panic. He had to set an example for
Kate. He lined his sights on an Indian who had leapt out from
the cover of a tree and was running faster than the others
down a rare stretch of hard ground. Encased in furs the
attacker presented a sizeable target. Tom squeezed the
trigger and the man spun sideways as the bullet ripped into
his body.

Other Indians fell — but some were getting through.
Damn, his gun jammed. It was probably something simple to
correct but he didn’t have time for lengthy investigations. He
turned to take Kate’s weapon but she was already clicking
on an empty chamber. He had no time to reload. Several red
men were almost upon them. He grabbed the wooden spar
that he had cursed so much when it had blistered his hands
yet had been indispensable in maneuvering their wagon up
and down the mountain trails.

One Indian wielding an axe was thundering to the edge of
the small bluff to the fore of the Connors’ wagon. Such was
the man’s impetus that he clearly intended leaping across to



the buckboard. He had seen the trouble the Connors were
having with their firearms and was prepared to fight at close
quarters.

Tom circled the wagon and waited just below the
overhang, gripping the heavy spar so that it was vertical, its
end resting on the ground. From his low position he couldn’t
see their attacker but he soon heard the man’s feet pounding
the hard ground above him. He heaved the spar upward and
forward just as the Indian launched himself across the void.
With hands raised, the man’s arms presented no protection
for his face, which, together with his chest, took the impact
of the upward-moving beam. There was a sickening sound as
the reedman buckled in mid-air and fell backward to the
ground. Tom grunted as the force of the violent connection
travelled along his arms. He looked down at the smashed
face of the man drunkenly working his elbows in an attempt
to get to his feet in a world which had suddenly become
confusing. Instinctively Tom raised the beam and brought it
down on the Yakima’s head.

Something cracked. He looked on the bloody mayhem he
had wrought and confirmed the man was no longer a threat.

By now the general noise of the melee was spooking the
horses along the line and one by one wagons began moving
crazily as terrified animals reared and strained at their loads.

“Get on the wagon!” he shouted to his wife. “We have no
choice.”

He pushed her up to the seat and released the brake. The
buckboard shot forward but the preceding wagon had got
jammed into the bluff. In a frenzy the Connors’ horses tried



to get around the blockage but there was not enough space on
the mountain trail.

As the right-hand wheels began to slither over the edge of
the drop he pushed Kate clear but the wagon angled too fast
for him to make it. The last thing Tom remembered was the
ear-shattering neighings of his horses being dragged over the
edge.

All was quiet when he opened his eyes. His body was
cold, bruised, aching. But it was the quiet that registered:
that meant the fighting was over. He looked about him. His
partially cushioned descent had been around a hundred feet
and he had come to rest in some bushes.

Christ, Kate, he thought, getting unsteadily to his feet. He
could see where he’d landed and the channel through the
snow where he’d rolled. The fact that he’d fallen unimpeded
for some of the distance, and thus leaving no immediate trail
in the snow, explained why no Indians had come down to
investigate him. He would have been finished off for sure.
Far below he could see the wagon and the grotesque, inert
shapes of bloodied horses.

He climbed unevenly back to the trail. There was not a
soul left living. With redness stark against the snow, crimson
stains pinpointed where fallen defenders had been butchered.
Near to puking and afraid of what he would find he
investigated each mutilated corpse. He didn’t know whether
it was good or bad that he found no Kate.

Everything usable had been taken from the bodies and
wagons. His teeth chattering he examined the corpses in turn



once again, then explored the perimeter of the scene but
found no single tracks. Kate was not here, nor had left the
place alone. There was a flattened road of snow back up the
mountain where the victorious raiders had made their way.
All he could think of was — the savages had his wife. And
he could plainly see where they had gone. He knew Walla
Walla was not far away. Not the odds, not the cold, not the
harsh terrain, nothing registered save one thing: he would get
help and guns and fetch his Kate back!

Three hours later he reached Walla Walla. It was a
disappointment. A few shacks clustered around the rough
trail. Small though the place was, it was a hive of activity as
people around the town were loading up wagons. He almost
collapsed with exhaustion outside the first house.

“Dearie me,” an ageing lady said as she opened the door.
“What’s the matter?”

“Indians,” he managed to say. “I was with a small wagon
train out of Seattle. Attacked by Indians. They got my wife.”

The woman bit the back of her hand as her husband came
to the door. “Injuns?” the man echoed. The word was
delivered loud enough to register amongst the advancing
onlookers, already curious at the sight of the man who had
stumbled into their town.

Tom was helped inside by the husband to stand gratefully
at the fireside. As he recounted his story the group crowding
into the small room grew, the matter being of communal
interest.

“That confirms it,” one said when Tom had finished.



“That’s the third attack. The first one might have been an
isolated incident like some folks would have us believe. But
it’s obvious there’s a big uprising on.”

Listening to the ensuing conversations, Tom realized that
some of the settlers had already decided to leave. That
explained the wagons being loaded that he had seen on his
arrival. But the way people were now talking and moving
out of the room it looked like his story was prompting the
remainder to join the exodus.

“What about my wife?” he said in a weak, pitiful voice.
His query was met by silence. One by one his audience left.
They’d heard enough and had their own affairs to think of.

“I gotta get her back,” he continued. “What’s gonna
happen to her?”

“It’s probably already happened,” one plain-speaker said
bluntly. “You gotta face reality. I know it’s difficult but the
best for you is to forget about it — and concentrate on saving
your own skin. The way this looks it ain’t gonna be long
before they come down here a-hooting and a-hollering and
scalping anything that moves.”

Tom breathed deeply. It was plain there was no chance of
his getting help here. His return to the mountains, for that was
the only thought in his head, would have to be a one-man job.
But he was enough of a realist to know that his body was no
use to him in its present condition; food and sleep were first.

When he awoke next morning the settlement was already
over half empty. He could see wagons at staggered intervals
along the trail in the direction of Spokane. He went to the



general store where the owner would be the last one to leave
having three wagons to load.

“Is everyone running?” Tom challenged in frustration as
he watched the man stripping his shelves.

“You’re damn right we are,” the store man said without
breaking from his task. “We’re all getting the hell out of
here. The Yakima have lighted the fuse and we’re sitting on
the powder keg.” He went to the window, pulled back the
curtain and peered up the snow-covered slopes. “They’ll be
down here next — whooping and a-hollering, killing and
looting. Eventually the government will send troops. But
they’ll be too late to save this place. Whatever happens, it’s
gonna be one helluva bloodbath.”

“You don’t understand. They’ve got my wife, my Kate. I
can’t just do nothing. I’ve got to get to them, get to their
camp. Maybe the redskins will listen to me. Maybe I can
strike some kind of bargain.”

The man laughed a humorless, sardonic laugh. “Listen,
lad. Whatever the varmints have done to your wife, you don’t
wanna know. And if you go traipsing up there you’ll find out
to your cost they ain’t interested in no bargains.” The man
returned to his task, scuttling about the store gathering items.

Tom rubbed his forehead. He often got head pains when
he was in a tight spot. “Judas Priest. I gotta do something.”

“You’re crazy. You’ve said yourself you ain’t from these
parts — so you don’t know the region. The winter looks as
though it’s setting in early. You can die up there of cold in
half a day if the weather takes a bad turn. And it’s plain the
Yakima are ripping up any white man they come across.



Crazy — that’s what you are. Now me — I’m getting my
wagons loaded up and making tracks — before the weather
breaks. Worst we can do is sit and get snowed in. Then we’d
be sitting ducks for their arrows and axes.”

Tom caught his arm as he brushed past. “You got a gun I
can have?”

The storekeeper may have been in a rush, but not enough
to ignore money. “You got twenty dollars?”

Tom went through his pockets. “Less than ten.”
The storekeeper paused. He could feel the determination

in the hand gripping his arm. He looked at the whitened
knuckles and then up at Tom’s face. “There’s one in back,
with shells. Take what you need by way of provisions too. I
can’t get it all on my wagons. What’s left behind will go to
the Indians anyways.” The hardness suddenly disappeared
from his eyes. Who was he to cut the last thread of hope?
“What the hell — there’s even a spare horse you can have.
But, mister, you’re plumb crazy.”

When Tom left later in the morning Walla Walla was
deserted. As he’d prepared himself he had been aware of the
constant creak of wheels as wagon upon wagon left the
settlement. So now he was alone. Alone in a strange
inhospitable country. But at least he was well equipped. At
the storekeeper’s invitation he’d helped himself to clean, dry
clothes, a leather jacket, fur overcoat, a rifle, two handguns
and a war bag full of provisions.

Seemingly in little time he reached once more the site of
the massacre. There had been a slight fall of snow but the



tracks left by the large group of Indians were still clear.
He’d started out with a horse but from this point on the
animal was likely to be more of a hindrance than help so he
pointed it in the direction of Walla Walla and slapped its
rump.

He ascended without break until dusk. With the night wind
coming down harsh there was no substitute for shelter and
before the light disappeared altogether he found himself a
small cave and took supper of hardtack.

Early next morning he pulled himself stiffly out of his
bivouac and surveyed the terrain. During the night there had
been a considerable fall of snow and the Indians’ tracks
were now obliterated. He set off in the direction that he
remembered seeing them the night before.

As the morning progressed he caught sight of caribou and
elk but nothing of consequence until midday. His eyes were
tiring with snow glare when he saw two figures moving
across the top of a ridge. He couldn’t see details but he
assumed they had to be Indians. They could only be Indians.

It was Indians that he wanted to see — but he didn’t want
to be picked off by a couple of sentries, if that’s what they
were, before he got to the main encampment with a chance to
state his piece.

He glanced over his shoulder at his back trail. The
ascending line of churned snow that marked his passage
stood out against the virgin whiteness. Those two redskins
up there — there was no way they could avoid seeing the
tracks he had made. Worse: whichever direction he took in
search of refuge, his travails would be signposted in a most



obvious fashion.
He would just have to accept the inevitable. He swung

hard right and made for a clump of Douglas fir. Beneath the
umbrella of trees there was less snow on the ground and he
could make better headway. After a few minutes running he
heard a shout to his rear. They had finally seen his tracks. He
maintained his pace for another fifty yards, then paused,
breathing heavily, and looked back. He could just see them.
They had reached the marks of his passage and were looking
into the forest.

With the disturbed snow clearly indicating his every move
he reckoned there was to be no escape. And two seasoned
warriors against one inexperienced settler . . .

If he had a chance it lay in surprise. But how? He leaned
against a tree to steady himself and levered the rifle in
readiness for a last-ditch shootout. As he waited for them to
make sizeable targets he glanced around him. Nothing but
trees and virgin snow. Virgin snow! There was a way he
could use that to his advantage. Tracks? He’d give ‘em
tracks!

He took to running again, further into the temporary safety
of the forest. Making sure he was out of view he started to
run more erratically but gradually he curved round, the trees
obscuring him from the Indians. After about ten minutes he’d
completed the circle, right round, until he reached the tracks
of his pursuers. He deliberately overshot the marks for a
dozen yards or so, and then ran backwards to the crossing
point. Still moving backwards he went down their common
trail. Clearing the trees again he turned about, keeping within



the tracks. Yes, that would confuse them. It wouldn’t fool
them indefinitely, but the ruse could give him some headway.

Eventually he reached the spot where the Indians had met
up with his tracks and he retraced those of his pursuers back
to the top of the ridge. He crested the summit and before
dropping from view he glanced back. The Yakimas, if that’s
what they were, were still in the forest. His last ditch
stratagem had worked, at least temporarily.

He felt some diversionary smugness as he progressed
downward through the trees unseen by his pursuers. Hey, a
humble Scot had out-foxed red men — on their own ground!

An hour later, tired and cold, he spotted smoke curling up
from the trees further up the mountain. It had to be the Indian
encampment. He fell against a tree, exhausted, and closed his
eyes for a few seconds respite. It was the first time his
vigilance had slackened since he’d set out from Walla what
seemed a lifetime ago.

But in such circumstances vigilance needed to be absolute.
Hardly had his lids fallen when he heard a strange swishing
sound behind him and before he realized what was
happening he felt a hot searing pain at the back of his neck.

He grimaced with the effort of turning. His blood, already
cold, ran even colder as he did so. With soul-piercing
whoops two befeathered Indians were bearing down upon
him, clouds of powdery snow billowing out. With one hand
he wrenched at the arrow which, although wafted from its
intended target by the mountain wind, had impaled him by his
clothing to the tree. With the other hand he raised the
already-levered rifle and fired. But in his haste the slug did



no more than bring a shower of snow from the foliage.
He managed to free himself just as the nearest attacker

closed in on him with raised axe. He lifted his arms
instinctively. Then he knew no more.











Chester Fortune – Terry Harknett
Way back when Adam was a lad and I had grown out of

reading ‘Just William’ and ‘Biggles’ books I became an avid
reader of American hard boiled private eye novels. Initially
Mickey Spillane’s Mike Hammer mysteries were my
favorites.

Until my late brother who was ten years my senior told me
these were trash (which to this day is an opinion I disagree
with) and I should change my allegiance to Raymond
Chandler whose private eye was named Philip Marlowe.

I took Gerry’s advice to an extent, not least because I had
always had a penchant for southern California (and Los
Angeles in particular) as a setting for any genre of book or
movie I enjoyed. And I read everything by Chandler I could
lay my hands on. And because Chandler was not very
prolific I discovered the private eye books of Ross
Macdonald featuring private eye Lew Archer filled the gaps.

I just could not get enough of these two writers. So, being
an impressionable young man, when I elected by hook or by
crook to become a professional writer myself it was the
genre of crime fiction that captured my ambition.

But, as has often been pointed out, I was born and raised
in Essex on the outskirts of east London and as a callow
youth had never been much further west than that city’s West
End.

And (an awful admission for an erstwhile journalist to
make) having no love of doing research, I chose to set my



first series of private eye books in the London and England
which I knew reasonably well. I wrote ten of these featuring
a British private eye named Stephen Wayne that sold in hard
back editions only by the dozen or so to libraries but never
promised to take me down the path that led to me becoming a
professional writer.

But then Edge rode into my life and I was able to give up
my day job and write paperback Westerns. In fact not just
Westerns. During this boom time for original paperback
publishers the companies in the field had an insatiable
appetite for books in all genres.

And when I pitched an idea for a private eye series set in
southern California featuring a Los Angeles detective named
Chester Fortune and my idea found favor I achieved my
ambition to follow in the footsteps of my long-time idol.

Of course I then had to undertake some onerous research
chores but by now, after delving into the history of the Wild
West for background to the Gilman books I consider I was
quite proficient at this.

The short lived series was not a success in printed book
form. But I don’t think it was all bad and I welcome this
opportunity presented by Piccadilly Publishing for a new
body of readers to judge my humble attempts to achieve the
impossible and emulate the work of, in my opinion, one of
the greatest writers of crime fiction there ever was.

Anyway, those readers who have read the works of
Chandler must judge for themselves whether I came even
close to reaching the great man’s standard. Then again, I
hope they and those who have never read a Marlowe



mystery, will enjoy the Chester Fortune series as a
reasonably competent contribution to the detective story
cannon.

But Gillman fans be warned - Josiah C. Hedges Chester
Fortune ain’t!





Dead Set Excerpt
The house was on Topanga Canyon Road on a man-made

shelf hewn out of the side of the mountain. It had been
designed by an English architect who spent too many of his
formative years in Spain. But in that area of north-west Los
Angeles a mansion which combined the worst of mock
Georgian with incongruous Moorish trimmings could not be
said to rate particularly high in the oddity stakes: greater
monstrosities had been perpetrated in nearby Beverly Hills
and tended to attract more attention. For with the homes of so
many movie stars close at hand, the guides on the tourist
buses seldom bothered to point to the residence of Mervin P.
Tranter.

Certainly Ross Paine had never noticed the house before
and he was Los Angeles born and bred: albeit seeing the
light of day at Long Beach and spending most of his adult life
working out of the central area. And he knew little of the man
who lived in the house and had invited him there.

He did know of the man – “C-Cup Tranter the Corset
King” as certain sections of the press were wont to describe
him – because Paine had a vicarious interest in the
enormously rich, particularly those who had toiled long and
hard to amass their wealth. And, if all he had read was true,
none had worked longer or harder in pursuit of the big buck
than the kid from Bismarck, North Dakota who started out as
a “goffor” in the Chicago rag trade and wound up president
of one of the country’s leading garment store chains,



branches coast to coast.
The invitation was gold blocked and deckle edged and

rested comfortably against Paine’s heart in the inside pocket
of his rather shabby jacket as he sipped the Bourbon Lancer
and watched Melody Tranter swim back and forth acrossone
of the two circular indentations which formed the pool. Out
here on the wide paved patio behind the house he felt
comfortable for the first time since he had parked the dusty
Ford, among the Lincolns and Cadillacs and foreign jobs
gleaming with the elbow grease of chauffeurs, under the tree-
strung fairy lights on the gravel area fronting the mansion. It
had been disconcerting to have a sour-faced butler look at
him with distrust and demand to see his invitation while
other, more expensively attired guests were waved through
the oaken doorway with a warm greeting. The party was
spread through the entire ground floor of the house with
upwards of a hundred representatives of L.A.’s top layer of
society catching up on the latest gossip over cocktails and
canapés. He was immediately spotted as an outsider and by
the time a white coated waiter had condescended to supply
him with a drink, Paine had received the message loud and
clear from several directions. And since the host was not in
evidence he had escaped to the garden and was puzzling
over the significance of the oddly shaped pool when the
woman ran out of the cabana.

‘Hi!’ she called brightly and waved. ‘I’m Melody
Tranter.’

Her dive was graceful and she entered the water like a
knife with hardly any splash. The submerged lights were



switched on, turning the water deep blue and her evenly
tanned body, striped twice with the yellow of a bikini and
capped by the jet black of shoulder length hair moved across
this background with an elegant, skillful ease. She crossed
and re-crossed one section of the pool, changing her stroke
on each occasion - crawl, back, breast, butterfly, then
kicking to gain depth for an underwater exhibition. At no
time was there anything in her attitude to suggest she was
performing for an audience: she was merely an expert
swimmer intent upon enjoying herself.

Paine heard the buzz of conversations from within the
illuminated mansion and the noise was like a physical
barrier, shutting him outside. He found himself envying the
woman her simple pleasure: then she hauled herself from the
pool and his emotions flicked up into the higher gear of
lustful admiration. She was tall and slim and the pale yellow
light filtering from the house accentuated the loveliness of
her face and body. He guessed her to be in the low twenties
and she combined the innocent charm of girlhood with the
ripening bloom and hinted mystery of an adult woman. She
had large, widely-spaced eyes, olive black like her hair;
high cheekbones and a full mouth above an impishly dimpled
chin. Her body was perhaps a shade out of proportion,
appearing short in relation to her long legs. But this only
added to the sensual effect, the shoulders falling in a sweep
of satin smooth skin to the gentle swells of her breasts, then
the line of her body narrowing in a dramatic taper to the
waist, the hips flaring to encompass the slight concave of her
stomach before the final, incredibly long drop of her legs.



As she came towards him, dripping water on to the
multicolored tiling, her walk was almost loping and it was
obvious she was well aware of her beauty. Her teeth shone
brightly in an easy smile, but lacked the sparkle of the
diamond on the third ringer of her left hand. A wide wedding
band on the same finger emphasized that if she was
available, there were strings.

‘Do you have a cigarette?’
He offered her the pack but she shook her head and held

out her hands. They gleamed with beads of water. He took
out a cigarette and she leaned forward slightly, lips formed
into a small “o”. He tried not to look at her breasts straining
against the bikini top: he had enough trouble trying to think
pure thoughts as he carefully inserted the filter tip of the
cigarette into her ready mouth.

‘You’d rather fight than change,’ she said, looking at the
pack.

His hand holding the lighter was trembling slightly. The
cigarette bobbed as she spoke and it seemed to take an
eternity for flame to meet tobacco.

‘There are better things to fight for,’ he answered.
She straightened up. ‘Like maidens in distress? If you

consider yourself a knight on a white charger.’
Paine was an inch over six feet tall and she was a head

shorter. She looked up into his eyes with an easy frankness.
‘Any maiden who comes to this town deserves to get in

distress,’ he told her, not sure if he was supposed to react to
the pass: not even sure if it was a pass.

Paine was thirty-eight and when he was neither tired nor



anxious knew he could pass for thirty. He did not consider
himself handsome but knew there was something about the
set of his features which appealed to women because,
although he had never had to fight off their attentions, neither
did he ever have difficulty in finding feminine company
when he was in need. His face was square with an almost
Germanic sculpture that was heightened by the crew cut of
his prematurely grey hair. His skin was tanned an even
brown from a life spent beneath the sun of southern
California - with time out for military service in the Far East
- faintly lined round his light blue eyes, flared nostrils and
generous mouth. It was not a rugged nor a clean cut face but
fell somewhere between the two. His build was broad and
muscular, just starting to thicken with the softness of what
was essentially a sedentary occupation.

‘Another L.A. knocker,’ she said, not critically.
‘I have the right. I was born here. I didn’t know Mr

Tranter had any children?’
‘He doesn’t.’ She smiled through the blue haze of cigarette

smoke. Then she glanced at her hands, decided the warm
evening air had dried them sufficiently and took the king-size
from her lips. It stuck and caused her an instant of pain as she
tore it free. ‘You made a mistake, Sir Knight. Consider
yourself lucky Mervin wasn’t around to hear it. I’ve been
taken for his daughter or daughter-in-law too many times
before. The day must be fast approaching when he’ll slug
somebody for reaching one of those conclusions.’ She ran a
free hand through her hair, pulling it back from her face and
squeezing out water. She wasn’t smiling anymore and her



tone matched the bitterness of her expression. ‘I’m his wife
and he’s got the license to prove it.’

Paine judged that she would consider a nod of
acknowledgement sufficient as an apology. She did, and
smiled brightly again. ‘Pretty dull party, uh?’

He shrugged. ‘The in-crowd seem to be enjoying it’
‘I didn’t think you were one of them.’ She surveyed him

from head to toe and then met his eyes again. He sipped his
drink, embarrassed by her scrutiny. ‘You don’t look like
you’re in ladies’ underwear.’ She laughed, throwing back
her head and spraying water. That was pretty corny, wasn’t
it?’ She half turned towards the pool and dropped the
cigarette on the tiles. It sizzled and changed color in one of
the puddles formed by her drips. ‘There’s some trunks in the
cabin. Why don’t you come in and cool off?’

She knew she had got to him and he guessed it was a
familiar experience for her.

‘I don’t understand the pool,’ he told her. ‘I never like
getting into something I don’t understand.’

Melody Tranter laughed again then. ‘You have to see it
from the air or up in the mountains to appreciate it,’ she
explained and began to point with a long finger as she
continued. ‘As you can see, the pool is fed by the open duct
coming in from the left. It enters one of the circular sections
then goes through the narrow outlet at the far side and into
the second section before flowing back into the filtration
plant through the other duct.’

She looked at him with wry amusement and he blinked.
Suddenly he had it. ‘It’s a goddamn bra!’ he exclaimed,



‘Complete with straps - the ducts.’
‘Correct, Sir Knight,’ she complimented. ‘And each

section is sunk in a conical shape.’ Her eyes narrowed and
left no doubt. ‘So now you understand. You’ve got into a bra
before?’

‘Never a wet one.’
Her nipples were distended against the damp strip of her

bikini top. ‘The goose bumps can be delicious,’ she
answered, refusing to unlock her gaze from his for several
more seconds. Then she turned and padded to the edge of the
pool. ‘If you’re nervous, try the left cup first. That’s the
shallow end. Tranter Enterprises actually makes bras like
that - for women with one boob bigger than the other and not
ashamed of it.’

This dive was not so smooth. She had something else on
her mind and thrashed furiously at the water in an overarm
crawl as if anxious to exercise impure thoughts out of her
system. Paine chose a different method, spinning on his heels
and striding back into the house, finding a waiter to request a
refill. He carried this into a corner of the living room and
stood on the edge of a group, not a part of it, listening to their
conversation about the disadvantage of having Europe as the
center of the fashion universe. He suffered a few strange
glances in his direction, but the group neither invited his
comment nor edged away from him.

He knew Tranter only from high-grain newspaper
halftones and discovered as he scanned the flushed, animated
features of the men around him that any one of half a dozen
could pass for the corset king on such slender evidence.



After a few moments had passed he dug the invitation card
from his pocket and examined the front:

MERVIN P. TRANTER
Cordially invites you to an informal gathering on the
occasion of the unveiling of the latest collection of

Tranter Enterprise garments forthe fashion-conscious
woman

6.30 p.m. for 7 p.m.
at the Tranter home

His name had been written in flowing script in the top
right hand corner of the card and on the reverse, written in
the same style was a short message: Mr Paine: I realize this
isn’t your scene, but I’d appreciate it if you’d come. There
is something I wish to discuss with you. Mervin P. Tranter.

He read front and back three times to kill time and
discovered it was still only seven-twenty and his fellow
guests were continuing to free-load from drinks waiters and
food trolleys, showing no sign that they either expected or
wanted the business of the evening to commence. He smoked
a cigarette to try to calm his mounting irritation, knowinghe
could use Tranter’s business, particularly since it might be
worth a rich slice of the corset king’s millions, but telling
himself that there was a limit to his patience. He made a self-
promise that if he had to sit through some kind of fashion
parade before getting to see Tranter, he would seriously
consider a walk-out. Just then a matronly female who
seemed in dire need of one of Tranter Enterprises’ products,
glanced at Paine.



He smiled and talked quickly, before her supercilious
eyes could wander away. ‘Could you tell me if Mr Tranter is
in the room?’

Her manner was close to condescension as she looked
around her. ‘He isn’t here,’ she supplied. ‘I last saw him in
the sun lounge some fifteen minutes ago.’

Paine nodded his thanks and started across the room,
conscious of his lack of polish as he moved among the
sequined gowns and freshly pressed suits of the other guests.
As he emerged into the wide hallway he thought he saw
Melody Tranter disappear through an open door, the fullness
of a long white dress concealing the lines of her body, her
hair still shiny with wetness from the swim. But a fleeting
glimpse of her profile showed him he had made a mistake. It
was another woman.

The butler, who was still admitting guests via the pillar-
flanked arch of the front entrance, told Paine the sun lounge
was in the south wing of the house, through the dining and
breakfast rooms. He followed the directions, having to
weave between other groups of animated guests. The lounge
had a glass roof with an interior roller blind that could be
drawn across if the sun’s heat became too intense. Tonight,
moonlight tried to gain admittance but was paled into
nonexistence by the powerful beams of a dozen spot lamps
positioned to concentrate on to a long, narrow platform
covered with red velvet. This extended three quarters of the
length of the lounge, which ran along the entire side of the
house. Four rows of folding chairs were ranged on each side
of the walkway, their bentwood hardness alleviated by plush



covered cushions a sickly shade of green. At one end the
walkway disappeared behind red velvet curtains which
masked off a quarter of the lounge. A shrill hubbub of
feminine talk emerged from behind the curtains. Then a slim
young man in cream pants and a calypso shirt parted the
curtains at the center to step out on to the walkway. He had
pretty, fag features with a matching blonde pompadour. His
voice completed the set.

‘Now listen, love, we aren’t ready yet. You’ll all be
called in time. Be a dear and leave us alone for a few
minutes.’

‘I’m looking for Mr Tranter,’ Paine told him.
‘Well, he isn’t here, dear.’
‘Just you girls, uh?’
He didn’t like that. ‘Jealous then?’
‘No, just sorry I haven’t got the hormones for it.’
‘If you did have, dear, you wouldn’t get a kick out of it.’
Paine nodded his acknowledgement of the logic.
‘Please leave. We have a few last minute details to attend

to. I think Mervin went to the library.’
‘Thanks.’ Paine turned. ‘I guess I’ll find my man.’
He had left the opening and the fag jumped in, camping it

up. ‘Oh, I should be so lucky as you, dear.’
Paine grinned for the first time since leaving Melody

Tranter and made his way back through the breakfast room.
He was halfway across the dining room, skirting the big
table heavy with drink glasses, when the shot sounded, muted
by the noise of the party. Nobody in this part of the house
paid any attention to the report and Paine had quickened his



pace, was going through groups without apology when the
unmistakable sound of a piercing scream cut across the
conversation and others became aware something was
wrong. By the time he had reached the hallway he was just
one of a crowd pressing towards the rear of the house, from
where there came other, less strident screams and a high
pitched wail. The high flush of alcohol had been wiped from
many of the faces and replaced by the paleness of anxiety or
shock.

Out on the patio a large crowd had gathered around one
section of the swimming pool, the first row leaving a wide
area between itself and the edge of the pool. They were
silent, except for one elderly woman who continued to
wail,and made no objection as Paine elbowed his way
through. Melody Tranter was in the pool again, but she was
no longer graceful. She was face up, just beginning to sink
gently through the blue tinted water, which was deepening in
color around her head with a plume of blood oozing from a
round hole in her left temple. Her arms and legs were
splayed wide, brazenly exhibiting her body: she was as
naked as the day she was born - more voluptuous, but just as
hairless.

Paine turned away, feeling bile rise into his mouth, cutting
into his throat like acid. She shouldn’t have died in such a
way - nobody should. Even a tramp like her.

‘She was always so proud of her hair,’ a woman close to
Paine said in a hushed whisper.

‘Best he cut it off,’ a man responded flatly.
‘It would have been the first thing to catch light where



she’s gone.’
‘Has somebody called the police?’ Paine asked, looking

around the pale faces ranged before him.
‘Yeah,’ a man said and stepped forward. He was another

close imitation of the fuzzy newspaper cuts. ‘You’re Ross
Paine, aren’t you?’

Paine nodded.
‘I’m Tranter. I’d appreciate it if you would stay on for a

while. I guess I’ll have to talk to the police first. Then you.’
‘I’m used to waiting.’
‘What?…Oh, yeah. I guess so.’
Tranter turned away and Paine looked back at the pool,

the nausea gone. Through the blood-dark water he could see
Melody was at the bottom now, in the point of the cone and
she wasn’t bleeding any more. Nobody volunteered to go in
and get her.











Rio Concho – Alfred Wallon
Welcome to the world of RIO CONCHO.
The series dates back to 1981, when the first novel was

published in my native Germany. Of course I didn’t know at
the time that many years later it would become one of the
best-loved western series in the German market. But when I
started my first steps as a western writer I didn’t know
anything about the market, about publishers or the unwritten
laws which a writer should follow to improve his chances of
getting published. At the time, all I really wanted to do was
create a western series similar to The High Chaparral,
which had been broadcast in Germany throughout the 1970s
and fascinated me very much.

Initially I wrote only to please myself, with no thought of
publication. I just wrote what I thought would be right: a
ranch series located in west Texas, with a detailed historical
background, Texas Rangers, Comanche warriors and
anything else I considered that a good, solid western should
contain.

Then, in 1980, I decided the time was right to approach a
publisher, and bring these stories to a wider audience. It took
nearly one entire year until a publisher finally offered me a
contract for my very first novel, Shootout in Abilene. In the
following eighteen months three more novels with the same
characters followed.

After that there was quite a long break until 1991. Then I
decided to try it again—this time as a self-publisher. I wrote



28 novels in the RIO CONCHO series until I was forced by
various reasons to finish it. It was only a small collector’s
edition and the demand for historical westerns at that time
was poor. But the fans always asked for more novels, and
hoped that I would be able to continue the series one day.

This happened in 2008 when publisher Heinz Mohlberg
from Cologne, Germany, rang me up and asked me if I was
interested in a re-issue of the RIO CONCHO series, this time
in paperback. He also invited me to write a second series
called THE CIVILWAR CHRONICLES, and I took this
chance.

Now, with the gift of hindsight, I can say that it was the
right decision. Nine RIO CONCHO novels have been
published so far, and each paperback contains two of the
original short novels. Seven CIVIL WAR CHRONICLES
have been published too, and meanwhile the booksellers and
online bookstores have realized that there still is a market
for good, solid historical westerns, even in Germany.

2008 was also the year that David Whitehead (a.k.a. Ben
Bridges) and I wrote and published our first novel together,
All Guns Blazing, published in the Black Horse Western
series by Hale Books in London, under the pseudonym ‘Doug
Thorne’. This was the first time that western writers from
Germany and Britain had collaborated on such a project.
Another novel, Cannon for Hire, followed in 2010.

David and I corresponded regularly, and he knew all
about my RIO CONCHO series. When he and Mike Stotter
founded Piccadilly Publishing, I saw very clearly what these
two guys wanted to build up. A re-issue of older, classic



westerns in e-book, with fantastic covers and an attractive
price. And they were lucky. Piccadilly Publishing is growing
fast, and the demand for these western novels is also
growing steadily.

I was very proud when David Whitehead asked me if
there was any chance that he and Mike could publish
English-language versions of the RIO CONCHO series. I
thought about this suggestion and came to the conclusion that
I should make this a reality.

It is a pleasure for me to have become a member of the
Piccadilly Publishing ‘family’ – and besides – the only
German western writer so far.

If you like this story, I can promise you that there are many
more still to come. In the meantime, keep the campfires
burning! The western genre is still alive!





Showdown in Abilene Excerpt
A warm wind picked up just as the three riders crested the

ridge of a small hill. Before them lay the sprawl of
Dickinson County, and at the bottom of the rise the lines of
the Kansas & Pacific railroad led east toward Abilene,
which nestled on the far distant horizon.

Seeing the silhouette of the town, the three men knew they
had finally reached the end of their trail.

“We’ve done it, fellers,” said the rider in the middle of
the group, whose name was Jay Durango. He reached up
with his left hand and wiped sweat from his forehead, then
smiled, because he knew exactly what it meant for him and
his men to have finally reached this point. “Ride back to the
herd, Gus,” he instructed one of the other two. “Tell ’em we
made it.”

“Will do,” nodded Gus, a freckle-faced redhead. “And
then?”

“Then … ” said Jay, “then we’ll wait and see what
happens next.”

“Fair enough,” Gus said, turning his horse. “The men’ll
just be glad the drive’s almost over, I reckon.”

His rebel yell rose loud and clear as he rode back to the
herd, which lay about a quarter-mile back along their trail.
The foreman watched him go, shaking his head good-
naturedly.

“They’re like children, when the work’s done,” he said to
the remaining cowboy, who continued to sit his horse beside



him. He was the youngest of the three, and he had seen no
more than seventeen summers.

Billy Calhoun, the youngest son of Jay’s boss Tom, was a
nice-looking kid with blond hair, but there was a naïveté
about him that Jay sometimes found almost painful to behold.
He had a good nature, did Billy, and he tried always to be
everyone’s friend. But though the last couple of months had
turned the boy into something approaching a man (for he had
shown that he could do a cowboy’s work without complaint)
there was still so much about life he still had to learn.

Now Billy laughed. “God, I’d like to see the faces on them
townsfolk when the RB-herd reaches the city limits, Jay.
Five thousand good Texas longhorns! We sure gonna have us
a ball tonight!”

Jay’s smile faded rapidly. Billy didn’t know anything of
the sometimes-dangerous temptations of towns like Abilene.
He was only thinking about the money they would get after
the herd was sold, and how he would spend his share.

Tom Calhoun had already seen that coming, of course, as
had Jay himself. And Jay’s orders had been clear. He had to
keep an eye out for Billy, and this the foreman had willingly
promised to do. It was Billy’s first big trail drive from
Texas, and the excitement was likely to get the better of him
if he wasn’t careful.

“Not so fast,” Jay replied. “There’s still work to be done
before you fellers can go see the elephant. After that, and if
you’re still of a mind, mayhaps we’ll kick up our heels a
little.”

Billy threw him a sullen glance. “You’re just like Pa,” he



complained. “You treat me like a kid.”
“That’s ’cause you are a kid, son.”
“I’ve done all right on this drive, haven’t I?”
Jay threw him a sideways look. He’d done well—better

than Jay had expected, and probably better than Tom had
expected. But in this business you never stopped learning—if
you were wise. You never thought you had all the answers; it
was that kind of thinking that got a man killed.

As he studied Billy, however, Jay realized that he was
actually looking at a younger version of Tom. Billy might
still be a greenhorn, but by God, he had his father’s stubborn
streak.

“Sure you have,” he allowed at last. “But you’ll travel this
trail more times than once before it turns you into a man,
Billy.”

Billy crossed his hands over his saddle horn. “Don’t you
think that I’m old enough to know my own mind, Jay?”

“You want the truth, Billy?” answered the foreman, and
continued without missing a beat, “No, I don’t.” And before
Billy could argue again, Jay pointed toward the far town.
“Look—they’ve spotted us already. They’re sending out a
welcoming committee.”

The subject forgotten, at least for the moment, they
watched the five-strong group of riders gallop out from
town, pick a path across the gleaming rails and then climb
the hill to join them, leaving a rooster-tail streamer of dust in
their wake.

At length the townsmen drew rein and their spokesman, a
slender, suit-wearing man of about forty, whose tanned face



was partially hidden beneath a thick black beard, said,
“Welcome to Abilene, mister … ?”

“Name’s Durango,” said Jay. “Foreman of the Rancho
Bravo, down in Texas.”

“I’ve heard of the spread,” said the bearded man. “Tom
Calhoun’s outfit, right?”

“You know Tom?”
“Only by reputation,” said the other. “And a mighty fine

one it is, too.” He heeled his horse closer and offered his
right hand. “I am Theodore C. Henry, the mayor of Abilene.
Pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise,” said Jay, shaking with him.
“How many head you fetching in, Durango?”
“Five thousand.”
The mayor whistled. “Well, that sure will be a dandy

sight! You can see where the cattle pens are, right back
yonder, just behind the railroad depot. I’ll leave it to you and
your boys to get the herd settled in. And once you’re done, I
invite you in the name of all our citizens to make yourselves
feel right at home here. I think I can promise that you and
your boys will find everything you been dreaming about
these last few weeks.”

“Obliged,” said Jay.
He knew he should feel relieved that they had reached

trail’s-end; that the responsibility of the cattle would now
transfer to the buyer, when he was found; that he and the boys
could let off a little steam before returning to Rancho Bravo
to do it all over again. But somehow he couldn’t shake a
feeling of … what was it? Apprehension? Yeah, he thought.



That was it. A feeling … a certainty … that something bad
was just around that next bend in the trail … something that
would get a whole lot worse before it got better.

He tried to shrug the feeling off. He was getting old, that
was all. And turning into a mother hen, clucking fretfully
around her brood.

He wanted to smile at the thought, but somehow a smile
just wouldn’t come.

Behind him, five thousand weary longhorns continued to
shuffle along the trail toward town.

Abilene was founded along the eastern shore of Mud
Creek on June 7th 1860 by Charles H. Thompson. Shortly
thereafter it became the capital town of the district.

For many years it remained little more than a sleepy
backwater consisting of about a dozen log cabins. But after
the coming of the Kansas & Pacific Railroad in the spring of
1867, all that changed. The cattle auctioneer Joseph G.
McCoy embarked upon a plan to build Abilene into the
biggest cattle depot in the whole West. And his plans
included not only a railway depot and a vast area given over
to cattle pens, but also an impressive conglomeration of
general and hardware stores as well as a red-light district
for the pleasure of the visiting Texas cowboys.

Consequently Abilene was now one of the most important
of all cattle sales locations. In years to come historians
would call this place ‘The sinful town, the Gomorrah of the
desert.’ And they would do so with some justification.



For three years now the big herds had been crossing the
Comanche-infested Texas plains to reach this section of
Kansas. And in that time McCoy’s organization had
constructed everything to make the holding, selling and then
shipping of cattle a smooth, one-stop process.

The Drovers Cottage Hotel was the meeting point of most
ranchers and cattle buyers, and it was here that most
contracts were signed and money changed hands. But
Abilene, Kansas also catered for every other need. Texas
Street alone was home to at least another half-dozen hotels.
There were barbershops and stores, saddle shops and
saloons, dance halls and that celebrated red-light district
where more than a hundred soiled doves waited to help the
Texas cowboys part with their just-earned money.

Billy Calhoun had already heard a few stories about the
red-light district. Some of his comrades had told him all
about their conquests there. But now that he was finally able
to see the town with his own eyes, he realized that no one
could adequately describe it with words alone.

The drive was at an end, the herd safely settled in their
pens. They’d been watched by a crowd of curious townsfolk,
not because of the novelty—witnessing the arrival of yet
another herd was no longer a novelty for these people—but
because they represented trade, maybe a whole lot of it.

“Lookit them there city folks, Jay,” called a cowboy
named Dave Harmon. “They’ just like vultures waiting for
their prey.”

“What was that?” asked Billy, who’d missed part of
Dave’s words because of the bawling cattle.



Jay smiled and made a gesture toward the clapboard
building on the left side of the corrals. “See them fellers in
the dark suits, Billy? They’re buyers, and they’re circling our
herd like wolves, ’cause each of them wants to be the first to
buy the cattle.”

“I think we should let them wait a little bit longer,” Billy
opined. “Maybe we’ll get a better price that way.”

“That’s a risk I don’t care for this late in the year,” replied
Jay. “The best business has already been done, boy. My
guess that ol’ Shanghai Pierce has already sold his cattle. He
came up the trail ahead of us last year, and I ’spect  this year
it might be the same. Look, Billy, the first buyers are coming
over. Now the game starts, son.”

While the rest of the men saw to the corralling of the last
of the cattle, Jay and Billy watched the cattle buyers come.
They looked like hard, shrewd men who’d do their
damnedest to buy cheap so they could sell high and make the
best possible profit.

“Who owns this herd?” called a fat, gray-haired man who
was wearing a dark tweed suit.

“Tom Calhoun from Rancho Bravo, Texas,” answered
Jay. “I’m Jay Durango, foreman and trail boss of the herd.”

“I’m Charlie Swenson,” said the other. “I’ve heard of your
boss, Durango. Ben Hickory, a business friend of mine,
bought RB cattle last year, and he was satisfied with the
deal. Seems I might feel the same way, happen I buy the herd
you’ve just brought it.”

“I reckon you will, Mr. Swenson,” said Billy, before Jay
could respond. “We got five thousand solid Texas longhorns,



and they’re ready to go to the highest bidder. What’s your
price?”

The cattle buyer smiled indulgently. “Not so fast, boy. I
gots to make a closer inspection of your herd before we start
talking dollars and cents. I mean, that’s only right, isn’t it?”

Billy colored a little, but knew that was indeed only right.
“Sure,” he said. “You go over ’em. You won’t find finer.”

Charlie Swenson glanced up at Jay, one eyebrow raised.
Jay nodded and Swenson sent a couple of his men over to the
corrals to inspect the cattle. Although the drive had left the
cattle ganted, Swenson was shrewd enough to know they
would soon recover the weight they’d lost on the drive. A
few days of rest, good water and grass and they’d be in the
same prime condition they’d enjoyed before leaving Rancho
Bravo.

The longhorn had its origin in seven Andalusian cows and
steers, which were brought to America by the Spaniard
Gregorio de Villalobos. Centuries before, when the Spanish
had come in search of the seven golden cities of Cibola,
they’d fetched a herd with them. During a hailstorm,
however, the herd had been scattered … and thus had started
the breed known as the longhorn.

The breed had distinguished itself from other types
through strength and a natural diffidence. This made them
superior to buffalo, elk and wapitis. Their huge horns could
be dangerous, and they weren’t shy about using them. They
had a streak as wild as the Brasada lands of West Texas
from whence they’d come. But their original inhospitable
surroundings had helped the longhorn race to endure even



harder times than just a cattle trail.
Tom Calhoun had a wide knowledge about cattle raising

and had read a lot about it. But a Texas rancher had to have
detailed experience and understanding of a life out there, too,
otherwise it would never work. Calhoun expected the same
knowledge, experience and understanding from his foreman,
and Jay’s thoughts briefly turned back to the time when he
had first arrived at Rancho Bravo, shortly after the Civil
War. He had been looking for a new beginning, and Tom
Calhoun and his sons had provided it.

His thoughts came back to the present when he heard
Charlie Swenson’s voice.

“Okay, fellers,” he said. “I’ll offer you eighteen dollars a
head.”

And now the bargaining started. The other cattle buyers
named their prices, until at last Swenson offered twenty-five
dollars a head. No one else could match the offer and still
expect to turn a decent profit, and so the deal was done.

With negotiations out of the way, the town lay wide open
for the Rancho Bravo men. Days of pleasure lay ahead.

“I’m gonna get drunk for a whole week, boys,” promised
Rio Shayne, grinning as he looked at Gus. “And spend my
days and nights with the finest whore money can buy! Where
are they all, anyways? I heard they got a separate red-light
district over here.”

“Sure,” answered Gus. “That shanty town on the northern
side of town—that’s where the girls live, Rio.”

“Let’s hurry then,” answered Shayne. “Way my pecker’s
feelin’ right now, we got to say howdy sooner rather’n



later.”
“Not so fast, Rio,” said Gus. “The shanty town’s where

them girls live, not where they work. That’s on the south side
of town.”

“They live and work in two different places?”
“Of course,” nodded Gus. “This is a big town, amigo, and

it’s got a stack o’ laws, not all of ’em on the statute books.
Best learn ’em and follow ’em real quick.”

“And you know all this, I guess?” asked Rio. He had
joined the Rancho Bravo outfit just seven months earlier and
had never left Texas until now.

“Sure. And the law says when the girls have to appear in
public.”

“Is that so?”
“The law keeps an eye on them, see. They can only take a

walk between 4.00 and 5.00 pm. And during that time the
rest of these bible-loving, honest-to-God citizens stays at
home.”

“Then roll on four o’clock!”
“Whoa, there! Before you go buildin’ your hopes too high,

you’d best understand what’s expected of you, too. There
was a time when you could have had just about anythin’ took
your fancy. This town was wide-open back then. But these
days … ”

He realized suddenly that a change had come over the
cattle buyers, and glancing around, he saw why. A broad-
shouldered man was approaching the group from the
direction of the railway depot.

“That there’s Bear River Tom Smith,” murmured another



RB cowboy. “I’ve seen him in Ellis last year. He’s a hard
one, guys. Better be quiet now.”

Durango saw that man too, when he passed some wooden
houses near the railway station. He’d never met this man
before, but had heard some rumors about him. He was an
Irishman by birth and had started his career as a police
constable in New York. Later on he’d earned his money as a
heavyweight champion. When Smith came nearer, the
cowboys saw his brown hair and the ice-cold blue eyes,
which seemed to mirror his strong will.

“This guy is the reason everybody around here tries to live
in peace, Rio,” explained Gus. “Smith’s only been in
Abilene a couple months, but the folks say he’s already
worked miracles.”

The Abilene marshal stopped in front of the cowboys and
studied them closely. Some of them couldn’t meet his gaze
and looked instead at their boots.

“Name’s Tom Smith, fellers,” he said, his voice a loud
boom. “Some folks call me Bear River Tom. You-all can
call me marshal. Where you from, boys?”

It was Billy who replied, telling him about Rancho Bravo
and the fact that they’d only arrived a short time before.
Smith nodded and gazed at the milling longhorns.

“This is good stock,” he said eventually. “And now you
men’re waitin’ on your wages, right? And figuring how best
to spend it?”

He suddenly looked in Durango’s direction. “You the
foreman of this outfit?”

Durango nodded.



“Well, you men are free to go and have fun in our little
town, but only if it’s not against the law. If you follow our
rules, you’d enjoy yourselves. If you don’t, you’ll spend time
in our cells, and you won’t like that one little bit.
Understood?”

“Perfectly,” answered Durango. “We’ll respect your
ordinances, don’t fret.”

Smith seemed satisfied with the assurance.
“Well, then,” he said, “the town’s open for business. The

Drover’s Cottage Hotel and the red-light district are just up
that a-ways, awaiting your pleasure. But be cautious if
you’re invited to a poker game. Sometimes the other side
wins even if you’ve got the better hand, iffen you follow my
drift.”

With a friendly nod he continued his way along the street
until he reached the next crossroads. A couple of minutes
later he was out of sight.











The Santa Fe Trail – Kent Conwell
Kent Conwell grew up in the wide-open Texas Panhandle

town of Wheeler, population 848. His love of the West came
naturally; his grandfather ran away from Tennessee when he
was fourteen to bull-whack his way to the Panhandle, where
he later met his future wife (who had traveled from Illinois
to Texas in a covered wagon).

After moving to Fort Worth (where Kent was always more
at home at the stockyards than school), he earned a B.S. and
began teaching. Later, he moved to Port Neches where he
acquired a M.Ed. and Ph.D. A successful educator, his love
for writing about the West has never waned for that was the
one period unique to American History.

He won awards for short stories, screenplays, mysteries,
and westerns. “For a country boy from the Texas Panhandle
during the Dust Bowl era, I’ve been very fortunate,” Kent
later remembered. “I managed a Bachelors, a Masters, and a
Ph.D.; survived, just barely, forty-one years in education. I
wrote my first mystery in the third grade on a Big Chief
writing tablet. The serious stuff, I started in 1984. Writing is
my own private world. After being published in 1990, I’ve
seen thirteen mysteries and thirty-four westerns published by
Avalon and five by Leisure. Curmudgeonry is my forte, and
the weekly columns I write for local newspapers offer me a
venue to vent my spleen. As for my interests ... well, they are
many and varied, from good bourbon to prowling New
Orleans’ cemeteries. My interests are sort of like a prism, a



myrid of colors, each intimatedly blending into the next; most
compelling is my family; next is my writing, a task begun
sixty-odd years ago in the third grade.”

Unfortunately, our association with Kent Conwell was all
too short. Kent signed with Piccadilly Publishing back in
2012 and we issued the first of four of his books,
GALVESTON, in February 2013 – the same month he
passed away at the age of 76.

So it is with a mixture of sorrow and pride that, in May
2013, we present THE MEDICINE OF PAWNEE ROCK,
the first of two books in his final western series, THE
SANTA FE TRAIL.



 



The Medicine of Pawnee Rock
Excerpt

Unless you know a heap about the High Lonesome of the
Wind River Mountains or the Valley of the Walnut around
Pawnee Rock, you won’t recognize the name Jake Cutter and
the twist and turns in that corkscrew life of his’n.

Jake Cutter!
Leastwise, that’s the moniker I gave him until fifteen years

later when I learned his real name was Paul Redoubt. I don’t
have the words to explain how I felt the day I heard his
Christian name. It was like a she-grizzly reached inside me
and ripped out my innards.

Looking back, I’ve had me two days that stuck in my mind
like mange on a cur hound dog. The first was the day I found
Jake. The other was the day I learned his name and lost him.

If, in His wisdom, the good Lord above should let me pick
two days to live over and over, then them two are the best an
old bossloper like me could hope for.

After all, what old bone picker, be he savage or white,
can’t remember the time the greatest joy came into his
worthless life, and the time it left?

My first day of real happiness came ten days after me and
my outfit left the Rendezvous at Green River near its
confluence with Horseshoe Creek. We had camped on the
banks of the Arkansas and were drifting off to sleep when



we heard gunfire down river in the direction of Pawnee
Rock, a towering monument of superstition and bad medicine
amongst both Injun and whites.

Figuring it to be a band of our old boys who’d pulled out
from the Rendezvous ahead of us, we grabbed our Big
Fifties, leaped on our ponies, and made an airline for the
ruckus, cutting across the Valley of the Walnut.

By the time we reached the site of the battle near Pawnee
Rock, it was over. The bloody stories surrounding that
craggy tower of sandstone proved true once again. All we
found was a handful of emigrant bodies from a small, three-
wagon train, all scalped. With a pale moon looking on, we
gave them a Christian burial.

The eastern sky was graying as we patted down the last of
the dirt.

From behind us, Catch Can Hawkins, one of our party,
straggled in from the vast prairie of knee-high grass with a
young boy in tow. “Take a gander at what I found hiding out
in the grass,” he said. “How he got away from them savages,
I got no idea.”

The boy, who appeared to be only five or six, stared up at
us, his eyes wide with fear. He tugged against Catch Can’s
bony grip on his arm.

I squatted and got eye-to-eye with the boy. “You got a
name, boy?”

The scared little feller just stared at me.
I reckon a grizzled old trapper or bossloper like me was

scarier than them Pawnees. There was eight of us in the



party, and they’d all gathered around, curious as raccoon
kits.

Cut Finger Wooten snorted. “You’re so ugly, you’d scare
anyone, Bob. Back up and give the younker some room.”

The boy shook his head. “I don’t know.”
George Jenkins, an old-timer from way back up in the

Wind River Range, grunted. “Seen it before. The little
feller’s mind couldn’t take all he seen. It done gone and shut
down on him.”

“Well,” I said, trying to sound jolly and all hopeful.
“We’ll call him Jake after old Jake Cutter.” I looked around
into a wall of rugged faces and frazzled beards shaded by the
brims of floppy hats. “When the younker gets his mind back,
he can tell us his real name. How do that sound?”

The ugly faces broke into a sea of grins, most of which
were missing several teeth. “Old Jake would like that,”
barked Cut Finger. He cut his gaze to the imposing ramparts
of Pawnee Rock. “Looks like that heap of stone’s medicine
ain’t all bad this time.”

I studied the boy. “Reckon you’re right.”

And over the years, I came to believe that even more so.
Little Jake was good medicine, and he took a liking to me,
and me to him. For the next fifteen years, we stayed closer
than green bark on a tree trunk even if the first year or so us
old trappers tried half-a-dozen times to find the younker a
proper home.

But each time, he kept running away back to us, so finally,
we give it all up and decided to keep him.



I couldn’t loved that youngster no more than had he been
my own son. Little Jake Cutter became a favorite of every
unkempt, disreputable, and surly old bossloper ghosting
through the High Lonesome looking for beaver. Once, when
the younker was about twelve, old Snagtooth Joe up in
Bowles Canyon in the Wind River Range offered to buy the
boy from me. When I refused, he offered to swap his old
squaw, Small Neck, for the boy. Again I refused.

Of course, there was times the little younker missed his
family something fierce. I’d see a longing on his face, a
wistfulness in his eyes, but after a spell he come to terms
with his Ma, Step-Pa, and brother’s death.

By the time Jake had hit twenty-one, he was as much a
general of the mountains and plains as old Kit Carson
hisself. We taught him all we could.  I got to say this for Jake
Cutter. That hombre turned out to be one to ride the river
with. He always made good his obligations, whatever they
might be, no matter how much it hurt. And when it come to
trouble, that young feller had the hair of a bear.

Then my world spun out of control like a sunfishing bronc.

I reckon it was near the end of summer when we rode into
Council Creek back east of Pawnee Rock on the Santa Fe
Trail. I’d been looking forward to that day for I reckoned on
outfitting Jake with a set of new duds and a spanking new
horse that old Frank Norville had told me about.

The horse was a coal black gelding, long-coupled, and
thick muscled. He had the stamina of a grizzly and the stride
of an antelope. To top it off, his eyes glittered with a heap of



intelligence.
While Jake was carrying on over the horse, Cut Finger

presented him with a box containing the piece of clothing
we’d secretly had a Cheyenne maiden make for the boy, a
sparkling white buckskin shirt with fringe.

The young man was a sight to behold as he sat the saddle
of the black, his white shirt standing out like the bright sun
against a blue sky. With that big smile on his weather-tanned
face, he made me the proudest old mountain man alive.

And my partners standing at my side, Cut Finger and Catch
Can, why, they was beaming just like me.

Thirty minutes later, our world crashed in on us.

Since it was getting late, we had decided to spend the
night in Council Creek, then head out early next morning for
Westport Landing. We had agreed to guide a wagon train
along the Santa Fe Trail to the Sangre de’ Cristos, about
eight hundred miles of savage Injuns, rattlesnakes, dust
storms, and wild animals.

We reined up at the Santa Fe Tavern for the night. The
four of us put up our ponies and had settled around a heavy,
hand-hewn table near an open window where we could
enjoy the evening breeze while we sipped our beer and
waited for our grub.

A sharp scream followed by the crashing of dishes on the
floor jerked us around. A startled woman, her eyes wide and
her hands pressed against her lips, stared at Jake from the
open doorway to the kitchen. Her gray hair was tied up at the
back of her head.



Her fingers remained pressed against her lips, but the
word she uttered came through clear as fresh spring water.
“Paul!”

Jake looked up. He stiffened, his piercing brown eyes
staring in disbelief at the aged woman. He froze.

Then, he rose slowly to his feet.
I’ll never forget the single word he muttered.
“Mama?”

The three of us old codgers sat woodenly in our chairs,
like rabbits mesmerized by the beady stare of a rattlesnake.
None of us could utter a word as Jake dashed across the
room and grabbed up his mother in a great bear hug.

When Jake brought his Mama over to meet us, we said all
the right things, even though we found it mighty hard to mean
them. We knew what was coming next. None of us could
fault Little Jake for staying with his mother although that
would leave a mighty large hole inside each of us.

We all sat around the rest of the evening, listening to her
story, and her listening to Jake’s account of his life up to that
point.

Her name was Marian Redoubt, and Jake’s Christian
moniker was Paul Redoubt, who she said was the image of
his Pa who had died just after the boy was born.  She’d
remarried, and she and her husband left Titusville, Illinois in
1836 with her two boys. He was killed in the massacre as
was her other son, Joseph. She’d been carried off by the
Pawnee but escaped and went back to Westport Landing



until a year earlier. Then she came back to Council Creek
hoping against hope that the good Lord would give her some
word of her son.

That night, Catch Can and Cut Finger headed on out to
Westport Landing. We decided I’d stay behind a day or so
and, despite the pain it would cause me, help our little Jake
get settled into the small community.

I ain’t lying when I say Jake’s chance meeting with his Ma
stunned us old bone pickers. We reckoned our days with fine
young sprout was a thing of the past. Was we wrong! We had
no idea what lay ahead.

Old Dutch Hardy ran the local freight and stage line. He’d
trapped with me years back, and was one of the few smart
bosslopers to save his money and put it into a profitable
business. After I told the old coot about Jake’s God-given
knack to get along with animals, he fell all over hisself to
hire the young man onto his freight and stage line, especially
now that he was wangling for part of a government mail
contract with an outfit called Waldo, Hall & Company.

And since the young man was taking care of his mother,
Dutch offered to pay him thirty dollars a month.

I tried to be all business. That way I didn’t have to think
about not seeing Jake every day, or if ever again. I reckon he
felt the same way for he seemed kind of embarrassed too.

Both of us got teary eyed just before I pulled out. I handed
him a parfleche bag. “Here. Me and the boys want you to get
off on the right foot around here. You ever need anything,



then send word down the trail. It’ll get to us sooner or later.”
He held the bag in his hand, knowing from its weight that

we’d given him gold coins and nuggets. Don’t let it ever be
said that men can’t cry. Little Jake bit down hard on his lip.
“You and the boys always got a home here, Uncle Bob. You
know that.”

I couldn’t of spoke. All I would have done was bawl, so I
just gave him a nod and then I hopped up in my saddle and
headed east, ducking my head so the boy wouldn’t see the
tears running down into my beard.

Naturally, we kept up with Jake. We even stopped in once
or twice for the night. That’s how I learned about the
predicament he found himself in a few years later.

As bosslopers growing mighty long in the tooth, Catch
Can, Cut Finger, and me kept ourselves busy guiding and
doing some trapping. Since most everyone along the trail and
up in the mountains knew of Jake and the funny twists his life
had taken, we were always kept pretty much up to date.
More than once we turned down offers to guide wagon trains
on into California or up to Oregon, mainly because we
wanted to stay around the Valley of the Walnut and Pawnee
Rock and Council Creek to keep up with our little boy.











Sundance – Ben Bridges
Whenever asked, I always cite the SUNDANCE books of

John Benteen as the perfect example of the series western.
They have a fabulous, fully-realized central character in Jim
Sundance, he has a highly original motive for risking his
neck in every new adventure, and the adventures themselves
always ring with authenticity and great originality. Is it my
favorite western series? Yes, it probably is.

SUNDANCE was the creation of Benjamin Leopold Haas.
Ben was born in Charlotte, North Carolina, in 1926. His
imagination was inspired by the stories of the Civil War and
Reconstruction as told by his Grandmother, who had lived
through both. Ben’s father was also a pioneer operator of
motion picture theatres, “ ... so I had free access to every
theatre in Charlotte and saw countless films growing up,
hooked on the lore of our own South and the Old West.”

Largely self educated (he had to drop out of college in his
youth so that he could support his family), Ben wrote his first
story, a pulp short for a western magazine, when he was just
eighteen. But when he was drafted into the Army, his dreams
of becoming a writer were put on hold. He served as a
Sergeant in the U.S. Army from 1945 to 1946, and saw
action in the Philippines.

Returning home to Charlotte in 1946, Ben married
Douglas Thornton Taylor from Raleigh four years later. The
father of three sons (Joel, Michael and John), Ben was
working for a steel company when he sold his first novel in



1961. The acceptance coincided with being laid off, and
thereafter he wrote full time.

A prolific writer who would eventually pen some 130
books under his own and a variety of pen-names, Ben wrote
almost twenty-four hours a day. “I tried to write 5000 words
or more every day, scrupulous in maintaining authenticity,”
he later said.

Ben wanted to be a mainstream writer, but needed a way
to finance himself between serious books, and so he became
a paperback writer. Ben’s early pen names include Ben
Elliott (his grandmother’s maiden name), who wrote
Westerns for Ace; and Sam Webster, who wrote five books
for Monarch. As Ken Barry he turned out racy paperback
originals for Beacon with titles like The Love Itch and
Executive Boudoir. But his agent was not happy about his
decision to enter the western market, and suggested he
represent himself on those sales. Ben sent a trial novel to
Harry Shorten of Tower Books; his family remembers it
being A Hell of A Way to Die,  written for Tower’s then-new
LASSITER series. It was published in 1969, and editor
Shorten was so impressed by Ben’s abilities that he quickly
 told his new author to create a western series of his own.
The result was FARGO.

Keen to cash in on the success of the FARGO books,
Harry Shorten invited Ben to create a companion series, to
be issued under the Leisure Books logo. The result was a
series of stories connected to the harsh treatment of the
various Indian tribes, often based on historical fact. His new
character was … SUNDANCE.



The first book, OVERKILL, introduces Jim Sundance, a
half-white, half-Cheyenne gunfighter who takes on the
biggest (and thus, most lucrative) jobs in order to fund his
ongoing war with Washington’s crooked Indian Ring.

To quote from OVERKILL: “Let me see if I have this
right. Your father was an Englishman, a black sheep at home,
but of good family. He came out here as what they called a
free trader back in the beaver days, liked the way the Indians
lived, married a Cheyenne chief’s daughter and was adopted
into the tribe.”

“Sherman wrote you all that?”
“Yes. As I understand it, your father traded not only with

the Cheyennes, but with the other tribes. In your youth, you
lived with almost all of them, from the Apaches to the Sioux,
learned their customs and how to speak their languages. It
says here that you are a Cheyenne Dog Soldier in good
Standing.”

“What’s a Dog Soldier?” Irene Colfax asked curiously.
“They’re one of the fighting societies of the Cheyennes,”

Sundance said. “I grew up with the tribe, fought with ‘em
against the Crows, the Shoshones. I was a Dog Soldier.” He
turned to Colfax. “Listen, my past is my business. When I
was open with Sherman I didn’t mean for him to spread it
around.”

“It seems to be pretty general knowledge,” Colfax said.
“And when I hire a man, I always want to know what his
qualifications are. Sundance wasn’t your father’s real name.”

“No. His Indian one. He was the first white man to go
through the Sun Dance ceremony—that’s the biggest



religious ceremony of the Plains Tribes. They gave him the
name, and—”

“And ever since, he and you have concealed the real name
to spare the family in England.”

Sundance shifted impatiently. “Listen, Colfax, get to the
point. You’ve got a job needs doing and you sent for me, and
I’ve come a long way.”

“All right,” Colfax said. “Yes, I’ve got a job. One for a
professional fighting man. But a particular kind of man. One
who can go up against whites or Indians, either one, with
their own weapons if necessary. Sherman says you can do
that; he’s never seen a quicker, better shot with a gun, and
he’s watched you demonstrate the Cheyenne weapons, bow
and lance and the like. You seem qualified for the job. It’s a
tough one, but you look tough enough to handle it.”

Jim is, of course, tough enough and more besides. The
pace never lets up until the last page, where Sundance and
Two Roads Woman, the girl who has now become the love
of his life, look toward the future, and all the tough missions
that Jim will have to undertake until the Indian Ring has
finally been defeated.

Piccadilly Publishing will be issuing all the SUNDANCE
books Ben Haas wrote, and in their correct sequence.
Completists should note that a number of non-Haas
SUNDANCE adventures appeared under Leisure’s ‘Jack
Slade’ house name; THE COMANCHEROS (written by
Norman Rubington, a.k.a. Akbar del Piombo), RENEGADE
and HONCHO (by Tom Curry), and CANYON KILL and
BLOOD KNIFE (by Dudley Dean). Mike Linaker also



contributed one book – BOUNTY KILLER – albeit
unwittingly. The editors at Leisure simply took a manuscript
he had sent them and changed the name of the central
character, Sam, to Sundance. And of course the indefatigable
Peter McCurtin went on to write several more. But no other
writer ever came close to portraying Sundance as Haas
intended. So rest assured; the books that appear under the PP
logo are the real deal.

Ben Haas died from a heart attack in New York City after
attending a Literary Guild dinner in 1977. He was just fifty-
one. Fan favorite James Reasoner has hailed him as “one of
the best action writers of all time”. In TWENTIETH
CENTURY WESTERN WRITERS, I myself wrote that Ben
Haas “ranks among the most influential and under-rated
Western writers of recent times… the hard-hitting adventures
of Neal Fargo and Jim Sundance were largely responsible
for creating the Western Series market virtually single-
handed.”





Overkill Excerpt
He rode down into the valley of the Smoky Hill at a high

lope, a big man on a tall appaloosa stallion. He wore a
battered sombrero that had endured a lot of weather, a red
neckerchief, a buckskin shirt, fringed and colorful with
beadwork across the chest and down the arms, brown denim
pants, and moccasins. The slanting sun glinted dully on the
yellowed ivory butt of a Colt Navy revolver on his hip,
gleamed from the brass cartridges in the belt around his
waist, loads for the Henry rifle under his knee in a saddle
scabbard. He sat the horse like an Indian, wholly one with its
every movement. He called himself Jim Sundance, and he
had come a long way to Ellsworth.

Six months before the town had not existed. Now,
nourished by the steel artery of the railroad tracks stretching
along the valley, it boomed. Protected by Fort Harker on the
heights above the river, it was a huddle of twelve or fifteen
buildings, some of logs, some rough lumber, and most of
them saloons and gambling halls. Other houses were under
construction, scattered around the outskirts were tents, and
the single street swarmed with soldiers, railroad men, track
workers and settlers. As Sundance threaded the big horse
through the crowd, they looked at him curiously. Even in a
place like this, a man of his size, with the coppery, hawk-
like features of an Indian, stood out. Especially when, in
contrast to a face almost typically Cheyenne, hair the color
of new wheat tumbled curling down to the shoulders of the



buckskin shirt.
Sundance returned their gaze with black eyes which were

trained to miss nothing; continual alertness was part of his
stock in trade. Especially, he was aware of the women—
settler’s wives, officers’ dependents, and the harpies who
flocked to such places like maggots to a carcass, working the
bars and brothels. When they looked at him, there was more
than curiosity on their faces, and they let their glances linger
for an extra moment. Sundance’s thin lips curled slightly. It
had been a long time since he’d had a woman, and a longer
one since he’d had a white woman. That was something he
would see to before he rode out of Ellsworth.

Now that he was off the plains, he could allow himself a
drink or two. He picked out the largest bar, swung the
spotted stallion to the hitch-rack, dismounted lithely. He
looped the reins around the crossbar, loosened the cinch of
the big Mexican saddle, hitched at the pistol belt, adjusted
the holster, which had been made in Santa Fe by an expert
Mexican craftsman. In weapons, he would settle for nothing
but the best. The Bowie on the same belt behind the pistol
had a fourteen-inch blade and a special hilt and guard for
fighting; and he had traveled all the way to New Orleans to
get exactly the knife he wanted.

The appaloosa bore a bulky load. In addition to the
bedroll behind the saddle, two large bags of buffalo hide,
one long and cylindrical, the other round, were strapped
across its rump. Sundance checked their fastenings, was
satisfied. He did not even bother to pull the Henry from the
scabbard and take it with him; nobody was going to steal



anything off Eagle. Trained both for buffalo running and war,
the appaloosa was a one-man horse. Sundance patted it on
the neck, then went up the steps into the bar.

After the clean, fresh air of the high prairie, the bar stank
like a bear’s den: a big room with a counter on one side,
tables, a gambling layout in the back, and a crowd of
unwashed bodies. Sundance edged through the mob as gently
and politely as possible, never seeking unnecessary trouble.
It was something he could usually find enough of anyhow in
the normal course of events, without scraping up any extra.
He made it to the bar, found a vacant space, waited patiently
for the bartender, staring into the mirror.

The face that reflected back at him from beneath the
weather-stained hat was a hard one, marked by thirty years
of ranging from the Canadian border into Mexico, from the
Mississippi to the Shining Mountains and west to the Pacific.
The forehead was high, the eyes large, wide-set, black as
onyx, with fans of wrinkles at their corners, the nose a big,
straight blade. His cheekbones were sharp and prominent;
mouth wide, not entirely humorless, but thin; chin strong. His
skin was only a little lighter than the color of an old penny.
Against the background of the yellow hair, it was an
arresting face, one that excited women and made wise men
cautious. It had been six months since he’d seen himself in a
real mirror, and he assessed what that period of time had
done to him. Nothing much, he decided, except for the scar
along his right cheek, made by a Crow arrow.

The bartender came; Sundance ordered whiskey. The man,
short and potbellied, froze, staring at the Indian face.



Sundance had anticipated this. He tipped back the hat,
emphasizing the blond hair. The man frowned, looking
puzzled, then decided that the hair’s color outweighed that of
the skin. Or maybe it was something in Sundance’s eyes.
Anyhow, he served the whiskey without protest, and
Sundance paid with a gold eagle.

Other people were crowding to the bar, and he did not
like the smell of them. At least, he thought, Cheyennes
washed every day when they were close to water; there was
a whole river of it outside, and the white men shoving at him
hadn’t bathed in months. Sipping the drink, he stepped clear.
Then he heard his name called, saw the man at the table in
the corner waving at him, beckoning. Sundance grinned,
edged through the crowd.

“Jim! Damn, ole hoss, how the hell you doin’?” Wild Bill
Hickok got to his feet, as tall as Sundance, a little older, his
blue-gray eyes glittering with delight as he rammed out his
hand. Like Sundance, he wore a buckskin shirt, greasy with
long use. On his hips were two Dragoon Colts. A half-empty
bottle sat before him on the table and he was, Sundance saw,
a little drunk—which, for James Butler Hickok, was not
unusual.

“Fine, Bill; you?” They shook hands vigorously and
Sundance took the chair to which Hickok motioned him.
Hickok, as he sat down, snorted with a force that fluttered
his mustaches.

“Not worth a damn,” he said. “Been runnin’ my tail off
scoutin’ for the Army. But it don’t do no good. These
greenhorn soldiers out here couldn’t find their butts with



both hands.” He leaned back in his chair. “I guess you know
what’s happened.”

“I’ve been up on the Yellowstone,” Sundance said. “I
heard some talk, but—”

Hickok snorted again. “Most durn fool mess I ever been
mixed up in. Railroad’s been movin’ along, stagecoach lines
branchin’ out, settlers comin’ in, and the Government
couldn’t figger out why the Injuns been raisin’ hell when they
supposedly made peace years ago. Of course, all these folks
pourin’ into country the Cheyennes and Kiowas and
Comanches was promised for themselves forever—”

Sundance’s lips thinned. “I know all that.”
“Yeah. Well, anyhow, the Army decided it was time to

teach the Injuns a lesson. Got up a big force here under
command of a knot head name of Winfield Scott Hancock.
Put a colonel in charge of the cavalry that ain’t got sense
enough to tell a prairie dog from a bull buffalo, marched
about three thousand men, infantry, horse soldiers, even
cannons, down into Cheyenne country to make peace with the
Injuns.” He laughed harshly. “That’s what they called it a
‘peace’ expedition.”

Hickok drank again. “Injuns was camped down on the
Pawnee Fork. Only trouble was, they remembered Sand
Creek. You know, when Black Kettle made peace, and then
Chivington’s Colorado Cavalry hit his bunch in a surprise
attack, damn near wiped ’em all out, and old Black Kettle
wavin’ the American flag to show ’em he was a good Injun.”

“I know all about Sand Creek, too. Chivington’s men
killed a lot of women and children. One of ’em was my



aunt.”
Hickok nodded. “Well, the Injuns was afraid of another

Sand Creek. They was willin’ to talk, but they begged
Hancock not to bring his soldiers too close to camp. They
were afeerd for their women and children. But Hancock
wouldn’t listen; not even after me and Major Wynkoop, the
Cheyenne agent, tried to explain. He surrounded the camp,
pointed his goddam cannons at it, and then figgered the
Cheyennes would talk peace. Well, the braves had got their
women and children out ahead of the soldiers, and then when
the cavalry and the artillery started to surround ‘em, they
fogged out themselves. Left their whole village and all their
goods behind. So Hancock sends his pretty-boy cavalry
commander after ‘em, and in the meantime orders his men to
burn the village.”

“So that’s how it happened,” Sundance said coldly. He
drank deeply.

“Three hundred lodges, with all their robes and
belongin’s. Oh, man, them bluebellies had theirselves a time
in there. They stole ever’thing wasn’t tied down, set fire to
the rest, and—” There was something haunted in Hickok’s
eyes as he raised his head, seemingly staring into space.
“They found a white girl in the camp the Injuns had taken.
She wasn’t ten years old yet. And a bunch of them damned
soldiers—they ganged up on her. You know?” Beneath his
mustache, his mouth was a disgusted line. “Then they told the
General it was the Injuns done it.” He poured himself
another drink. “They hurt her so bad, she died last week, up
yonder at the fort.”



“Christ,” Sundance said.
“I woulda killed the bastards myself,” Hickok grated, “but

I was out with that feather-headed colonel and his horse
soldiers. Hancock sent ’em after the Cheyennes. We didn’t
get within smellin’ distance—the Injuns took their horse herd
with ‘em, and they could change every few miles, and those
knucklehead yeller-laigs didn’t even have a change of
mounts.”

He spread his hands. “Anyhow, that tore it, burnin’ that
village when they was supposed to be talkin’ peace. Ever’
Cheyenne in the southern bands, plus the Kiowas,
Arapahoes, Comanches, Sioux—they’re on the warpath for
good and all, now. From here on in, there’ll be hell to pay
and no pitch hot, all along the Platte, the Republican, the
Arkansas . . .”

Sundance nodded. “It’s already broken out up north.”
“I know. Those forts they built along the Bozeman Trail,

up to the Montana gold diggin’s. Nothin’ in the treaty with
the Sioux and the Northern Cheyennes about that; I
understand the tribes up yonder are determined to burn down
everything along the trail.”

“That’s the size of it,” Sundance said.
Hickok looked at him a little blurrily. “But you still got

that purty yeller hair of yours.”
Then he drank again. “Well, that’s one advantage of bein’

half Injun and half white. No matter where you are, you’re
always among your own people.”

“Yeah,” Sundance said. “Only—” He broke off as a loud,
high-pitched voice rang out through the room.



“Attention! Attention, everybody in this place! All
members of the Seventh Cavalry report to your organizations
at once!”

Slowly, Jim Sundance turned in his chair. The Army
officer who stood spraddle-legged just inside the door,
hands on hips, was of more than medium height, well built.
Hair as yellow as Sundance’s cascaded down to his
shoulders. Bulging blue eyes swept the room; above a
yellow mustache, his nose was a freckled beak. Jackbooted
and with not one but two revolvers on his hips, he wore the
insignia of a lieutenant colonel on his shoulder straps. “I
repeat,” he bellowed, “all Seventh Cavalry personnel, clear
this room immediately.” His eyes lit on Hickok, and he
strode forward. As he did so, Sundance’s eyes went from
him to the sergeant at his heels.

Obviously Irish, the man was massive, like something
built out of brick. A good six and a half feet tall, his
shoulders were nearly half that wide, it seemed, and his
torso appeared about to burst his tunic with the rippling of its
muscles. On such a giant body, his head was absurdly small,
almost freakishly so, his eyes blue beads beneath heavy
overhangs of jutting bone.

Hickok made a sound in his throat. “There he is,” he
muttered. “Youngest major-general in the history of the
United States Cavalry, and he never lets you fergit it for one
minute.”

Now the colonel had reached their table. His eyes met
Hickok’s. “That means you, Hickok,” he snapped.

Wild Bill grinned. “Not any more, it don’t,” he said. “You



go check with the commandant up at the fort. I turned in my
resignation yesterday. I’ve had my bait of wet-nursing horse
cavalry through Injun country—especially when I’m hired fer
what I know, and the man I’m supposed to tell it to won’t
listen.”

The colonel stared at him, and his mouth worked beneath
his mustache. “You signed on for three months—”

“Which was up yesterday. I counted ’em careful.” Hickok
smiled. “There’s easier ways to make a livin.”

Sundance sat quietly, sipping his drink, trying not to smile
either at the colonel’s flushed face or at the idea of anybody
trying to force Hickok to do something he didn’t want to. But
the grin broke forth anyhow, and the soldier saw it. Fierce
blue eyes turned to Sundance. “Who’re you?”

Hickok chuckled softly. “Maybe I’d better introduce you
two. Colonel George Armstrong Custer, commandin’
Seventh Cavalry, meet Jim Sundance.”

Sundance set down his glass, shoved back his chair, ready
to rise. But Custer stared at him strangely and he froze.
“Sundance?” The Colonel’s eyes narrowed. “Jim Sundance.
I’ve heard that name . . .” Then suddenly, abruptly, his
gauntleted hand swept out, knocked Sundance’s glass off the
table. “God damn it, Hickok,” he roared, “you know it’s
against Army regulations to sell whiskey to Indians or half-
breeds!” He turned on Sundance. “All right, you. Get out of
here!”

Sundance did not answer immediately. Instead, he bent,
picked up the glass from the floor with his left hand.
Hickok’s grin had broadened now, and he shoved the bottle



forward.
Sundance took it, eyes locked with Custer. “Colonel,” he

said quietly, “I didn’t finish my drink. I’m going to pour
another one. And maybe another after that. Why don’t you run
along and play soldier?”

Custer’s face turned pale and the freckles on it stood out,
bright red. His mouth opened and closed.

“Why, you insolent bastard—” And then his right hand
moved downward toward his holster.

And stopped before it touched the flap. Sundance held the
glass in his left hand; his right, on the table before him, had
not appeared to move. But suddenly it held the Navy Colt,
the gun’s hammer eared back and its muzzle trained on
Custer’s belly. “Colonel,” Sundance said quite evenly and
conversationally, “if you touch that pistol, I’ll kill you.”

“He means it, Custer,” Hickok said with amusement. “I’ll
guarantee you that.”

Custer stood there frozen, looking from Sundance’s gun to
Sundance’s face, and he understood, finally, that Sundance
did, indeed mean it. He let out a long breath that fluttered his
mustache and took his hand away from the holster.

“Now,” Sundance said. “It may be against the rules for
them to serve the Indian half of me whiskey. But the white
half of me’s damned dry, and anybody who tries to stop it
from drinking is gonna get hurt. You’d better make that clear
to everybody in your command.”

Custer stared at him a moment longer, the color slowly
coming back into his face. “Sundance,” he said, “you can’t
fight the whole United States Army.”



“Probably not,” Sundance said. “But under the
circumstances, that won’t do you much good.” He jerked the
gun muzzle. “All your soldiers have gone, Colonel. Maybe
you’d better see to ‘em.”

Behind Custer, the sergeant growled like a bear. “Listen,
half-breed—”

“Be quiet, O’Malley.” Sundance had to grant Custer this
much; there was no fear in him. He was in possession of
himself again now. “All right, Mr. Sundance,” he said
coolly. “You hold the upper hand now. I’ll follow your
suggestion; I must see to my command. But don’t think this
matter is forgotten. I’m sure we shall have business with one
another later.” He turned to Hickok. “And as for you— You
won’t reconsider? I need you.”

“You don’t need anybody,” Hickok said coldly. “No.
Life’s too short to ride with you again.”

Custer looked from Wild Bill to Sundance, nodded, and
said quietly, “Very well. Come along, O’Malley.” He turned,
walked almost unconcernedly away. The sergeant, slanting a
glance of hatred at Sundance, reluctantly followed. Sundance
kept them covered with the pistol until they had traversed the
now-silent room and disappeared through the door. Then,
easily, smoothly, and almost as fast as he had drawn it, he
holstered the Colt.

Hickok said, admiringly, “Goddam, Sundance, you’re fast
with that. I hope neither one of us ever comes up again’ the
other.”

“So do I,” Jim Sundance said.
“You see what I mean?” Hickok went on, reaching for the



bottle. “That pipsqueak’s bad medicine all the way around.
He’s gonna get his fool self killed someday, and maybe a lot
of people with him. Used to be a general, he’s back to light-
colonel, he’s jest itchin’ to get them stars back, and he don’t
care how. Well, I’ll be damned if I’ll die to get ’em for him.
Jim, have another drink.”

“One more,” Sundance said. “That’s all.”
“Hell, I just drew my pay—”
“No,” Sundance said. “One more’s my limit.” His mouth

twisted. “In a way, Custer was right, Bill. There’s enough
Cheyenne in me so that too much booze drives me wild. Two
drinks; that’s my limit. Especially since I’ve got business in
Ellsworth.”

Hickok’s brows went up. “What kind of business?”
Sundance shrugged. “Don’t know yet.” And he sipped his

whiskey.





Afterword: The Western and I –
Mike Stotter

Whenever I’m tempted to look back over my life and
simply take stock – which isn’t very often, I have to say – the
one thing that always surprises me is just how big a part the
western has played in it. I didn’t write my first BHW until
1989, when I was thirty-two, but the genre and I –
correction, the genre, Dave Whitehead and I – go back much
further than that.

I was born in the East End of London in 1957. Dave was
born in the same area almost exactly one year later (we
actually missed sharing the same birthday by just three days).
We were introduced to each other at primary school by a
mutual friend when I was nine and he was eight, but it wasn’t
exactly love at first sight. In fact, we didn’t really have much
to do with each other until we met up again some years later,
at secondary school. This time, something – I don’t know
what it was – just clicked, and a firm friendship was born.

Because all this happened long before the days of
PlayStation and X-Box, we always made our own
entertainment. Movie-mad as we were, we used to
choreograph stunt-fights at our local park – always saloon
brawls, naturally – and spared no effort in trying to really
“sell” every punch and kick.

In our quieter moments we wrote and drew our own
comics, usually stealing ideas from the likes of Marvel and



DC. But even here, the western played its part. Dave used to
write and draw an outlaw character called “The Scarlet
Bandit”, while I chronicled the adventures of Wyatt Earp.
Inspired by the Larry and Stretch books of Marshall Grover
(which were then to be found in just about every newsagent’s
and market bookstall), we also co-wrote a series of stories
about two cowboys-turned-detectives called Henry and
James. Since “Henry” is Dave’s middle name, and “James”
is mine, you can see that we didn’t exactly believe in
stretching ourselves creatively at that point!

Dave’s Dad – who had always dreamed of what life might
be like as a movie mogul – bought a Standard 8mm cine
camera in 1969, and the three of us soon set about making a
movie. It was – surprise, surprise – a western called The
Fast Gun. There wasn’t much of a plot as I recall, but I do
remember that I played the bad guy and Dave (with those
matinee idol looks of his) played the goodie. It only ran for
five shaky and often out of focus minutes, but we had a really
good time making it, so over the next fifteen years we made
about thirty five more. They weren’t all westerns, of course,
but a fair number were. I even got to play the hero in one of
them!

When the Edge westerns of George G Gilman first hit the
stands, we quickly became avid fans. In fact, as far as we
were concerned, ol’ “Triple G” couldn’t write them fast
enough for us. Eventually, Dave decided to start a fan club
for the man himself, and with the blessing of the author –
alias Terry Harknett – and Edge publisher New English
Library, that’s exactly what he did. I helped out wherever



and whenever I could.
It was a great collaborative effort. But in 1977, Dave’s

father (who had always been such a tremendous help behind
the scenes) died suddenly, and I think it’s fair to say that
Dave’s heart just wasn’t in it after that. So we agreed
between us that I would take over the club, and somewhere
along the line Steele Edge, as the club magazine was called,
evolved into The Westerner,  which more accurately
reflected the input of such other British western writers as
Laurence James, Angus Wells, Mike Linaker and Peter
Watts, as well as cover artists like Tony Masero and Dave
McAllister.

It was Angus Wells who first suggested that we attempt to
sell the idea of a western magazine to a professional
publisher, and in 1979 we did just that. No one was more
surprised than us when, amid much fanfare, TV and
newspaper advertising, etc., IPC Magazines launched
Western Magazine in October 1980. They did a fabulous job
on it too, and kept Dave and I on as consultants for the entire
run. But only four issues were published before an
unforeseen journalists’ strike put the kibosh on the project,
and Western Magazine was cancelled under the old “last in,
first out” rule.

This, of course, was the height of the British paperback
western, when the so-called “Piccadilly Cowboys” ruled the
range. Dave had always wanted to join them, and in 1984 he
had his first western accepted for publication by Robert
Hale Limited. Incidentally, his pseudonym “Ben Bridges” is
actually the name of my nephew. Dave liked the sound of it



and “borrowed” it.
Anyway, one evening we were chatting away, when Dave

suddenly suggested that I write a western of my own. I’d
always fancied having a go, of course, but never actually did
anything about it until then. So I wrote McKinney’s Revenge ,
which was accepted and published about a year later. Ol’
Thad McKinney returned in McKinney’s Law  three years
later, and in between times I also created two other
continuing characters, Jim Brandon and Joshua Slate, who
have so far galloped through two yarns, Tombstone
Showdown (1991) and Tucson Justice (1994). As Jim A.
Nelson I wrote Death in the Canyon in 1997.

These days, a full-time job in the City of London, and my
duties as editor of crime fiction website Shots
(www.shotsmag.co.uk), keep me fully occupied. I still
manage to write a fair amount of factual material (including
the award-winning children’s non-fiction title The Best Ever
Book of the West  in 1997 and, more recently How Ancient
Americans Lived), as well as short fiction for American
anthologies, but I still retain a particular affection for the
humble western, and hope to contribute some more westerns
of my own very soon.

For sure, Thadius McKinney is still lurking around in my
PC somewhere, as is the beginning of his third adventure,
McKinney’s Rangers,  just waiting for him to power into
action. Small wonder, then, that I have such tremendous
regard for the western genre – it has played such a large part
in my life to date—not least with Piccadilly Publishing—and
I have so many great memories associated with it.
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