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I really have no idea what to write here other than I am truly thrilled to pull this magazine together 

for several reasons. 

 

The first and foremost reason being the group of ladies I have met both on and offline in the Lancer 

Groups and at the Homecoming Convention 2004. A remarkably diverse, enthusiastic and creative 

bunch, they managed to surprise the heck out of me time after time with their humor and pool of 

knowledge. An education can be had every day ranging from 'How to Speak Australian' to 'Medical 

Miracles of the 1870's’. Admittedly, it was a bit of a relief to see other Lancer fans whose life was 

enhanced by this show rather than ruled by it. (I’ve seen too many people dressed as aliens and 

speaking Klingon in their homes. ‘Nuff said.)  

 

Another reason is my thirst for quality fan fiction and these pages are stuffed with that! Be prepared 

to be thoroughly entertained. The talent in this group is astounding and they deserve any and all 

feedback you care to give! Email addresses for that purpose are at the end of their contributions. 

 

And lastly is the fact that I love cowboys. Lancer was a visual and emotional feast when it aired, and 

still is even as faded tape! I am only sorry the brothers’ relationship wasn’t pursued as much as I’d 

have liked, and according to the Alan Armer interview included here I wasn’t alone in that thought. 

Fan fiction brought the opportunity to continue a storyline that was cut off much too early. 

 

But we still got that visual feast and a lot of us still remember how it made us feel when it first aired. 

Worldwide, “new” fans resurface and make themselves known, the same visceral feelings rekindled. 

According to my records, this magazine will be sent to Australia, Belgium, France, Canada, England 

and all four corners of the United States. The Old West lives on - everywhere! Rather amazing for a 

series that’s been off the air for over 30 years, wouldn’t you say?  

 

Still, it’s not as amazing at the diversity of the people responsible for keeping it alive. If this 

magazine – which includes the telling tale of a pair of Australians’ Con/USA experience – entices 

even one person to attend the 2005 Homecoming in Los Angeles, I will be one happy Lollie. 

 

Happy reading! 

 

AJ Burfield 

Poway, California 

March 12, 2005 
 



 













“Wagon’s comin’ in, Scott,” Jelly called 

into the barn. 

 

“It’s about time,” Scott grumbled to himself.  

By now he and Johnny should have been well 

on their way to finishing repairs to the bridge 

over Black Creek.  But they had 

underestimated the amount of needed supplies 

the ranch had on hand.  Johnny and the Lancer 

segundo, Cipriano, had ridden into Morro 

Coyo first thing that morning, and the pair had 

been expected back an hour ago.  Scott kept 

himself busy around the hacienda, but he’d 

grown impatient waiting for the younger 

Lancer’s return.  Almost noon, if they 

expected to make any progress at all today the 

brothers would now have to eat lunch on the 

ride out to the worksite.  Scott hated having to 

eat on the move, especially in a rocking, 

rickety wagon. 

 

A cleverly thought out witty comment about 

the punctuality of little brothers died on 

Scott’s lips as he exited the stable to find that 

only Cipriano had returned, Johnny and his 

ever-present horse, Barranca, nowhere in 

sight.  As the man set the brake on the loaded 

wagon, Scott peered up at him anxiously and 

asked, “Where’s Johnny?  Is anything 

wrong?” 

 

Understanding exactly why Scott might be 

concerned, Cipriano was quick to set his mind 

at ease.  “No, nothing is wrong.  Juanito has 

stayed in town.  I will help with the bridge 

today.” 

 

Relieved that his ex-gunfighter brother hadn’t 

apparently run into any oft found trouble, 

Scott’s emotions doubled back on him and he 

felt himself growing aggravated that Johnny 

had so easily abandoned his duties – and him 

– for the day.  Hoping he wouldn’t come off 

sounding like his ever-critical father, Scott 

nevertheless felt compelled to ask, “Please tell 

me he has a good reason, Cip?” 

 

The older man’s slight smile told Scott that 

he’d failed miserably, the familial 

resemblance indeed recognized.  But then 

Cip’s head bowed in serious consideration, his 

allegiance to the brother’s equal and leaving 

him torn between answering Scott, or keeping 

Johnny’s confidence.  With a sigh he lifted his 

head and announced, “I am sorry, Señor Scott.  

It is not my place to say.” 

 

Knowing it would be futile to push for more 

information, Scott resigned himself to the fact 

that he was on his own today.  He could only 

hope that Johnny would offer him some kind 

of explanation on his return. “I understand, 

Cip.  Let’s grab some lunch and get going.” 

 

 
 

he pair made good progress on the bridge 

project, leaving the worksite feeling satisfied 

by a job well done, and fully expecting to 

make it back in time for supper.  Reining up in 

front of the barn, Scott sent the segundo on his 

way and went searching for Jelly.  He found 



 

 

him bedding down Barranca, another horse 

standing nearby already wearing Johnny’s 

saddle. 

 

“Johnny’s home, Jelly?” he asked the obvious. 

 

“Not fer long,” the old handyman answered 

gruffly as he kept at the task of caring for 

Barranca.  “Said he was headin’ back out soon 

as he fetched somethin’ ‘portant.” 

 

Scott felt his annoyance once again on the 

rise.  “Know where he’s going?” 

 

“Didn’t tell, an’ I didn’t ask,” the old man 

answered.  “Can’t imagine where he’d be off 

to . . . gonna be dark in ‘n hour.” 

 

With a frustrated sigh, Scott requested, 

“Wagon’s just outside.  Can you take care of 

it?” 

 

“Don’t see why not.  Take care a’ everthin’ 

else ‘round here.  Unsaddle a horse . . . saddle 

another horse.  Put up the wagon . . . take care 

of some other horses . . .” 

 

“Thanks, Jelly.”  Scott left the handyman 

contentedly muttering to no one in particular, 

as he turned his own concern toward the house 

and the irksome task of finding his 

maddeningly elusive brother. 

 

Scott pushed open the front door just in time 

to literally catch Johnny as he came flying 

down the staircase, absentmindedly counting 

money. 

 

“Whoa there, boy.  Watch what you’re doing.” 

 

 
 

Johnny was blissfully oblivious to the fact 

that he’d almost knocked them both over.  

Smiling from ear to ear he asked, “You got 

any money, brother?” 

Not bothering to wait for an answer, Johnny 

headed over to Murdoch’s large desk, leaving 

Scott to trail behind, shaking his head in utter 

disbelief at his brother’s impudence.  Totally 

chagrined, he answered, “I might have about 

twenty dollars or so.  Why?” 

 

“Need to borrow it.  Can I?”  Johnny was still 

grinning excitedly – either unaware of his 

brother’s rising exasperation, or unconcerned.  

“I’ll pay you back . . . promise.” 

 

“I’m sure you will,” Scott agreed evenly, then 

added, “Can I ask what it’s for?” 

 

The grin instantly left Johnny’s face.  “If you 

have to know for me to get it, then I don’t 

want it.”  Scott didn’t detect anger in the 

straightforward statement, more a sense of 

apprehension.  The reaction left him puzzled. 

 

Johnny couldn’t really blame Scott for not 

wanting to just hand over the money without 

an explanation, but he sincerely hoped he 

wouldn’t have to get into details.  “I just need 

it, brother,” he offered quietly, unable to tell 

Scott anything further, and wishing it would 

be enough. 

 

Despite his lingering frustration, Scott only 

hesitated a second, his young brother’s simple 

appeal too earnest to question further.  “I’ll get 

it.” 

 

Returning to the great room, Scott found 

Johnny counting out the petty cash kept in 

Murdoch’s desk.  Neither brother made it a 

habit to ever touch that money, knowing their 

father staunchly preferred that he alone track 

and distribute the funds the ranch had on hand 

at any time. 

 

Johnny slapped the money down on the side 

of the desk like he was laying a hot bet.  “I 

figure that for thirty-four dollars.  Verify the 



 

 

count for me, would yah, Scott?”  Johnny’s 

grin was once again firmly in place, and he 

left his brother to the appointed task as he 

picked up the ledger where Murdoch noted the 

men’s wages. 

 

Opening the book to the appropriate page, 

Johnny grabbed a pencil and began to write.  

“I got three weeks pay comin’, and the rest I’ll 

write down for three weeks in advance.”  

Johnny looked up and graced Scott with an 

even bigger but decidedly more playful smile 

as he declared, “Won’t even bill Murdoch for 

the two dollars he’s short.” 

 

Noticing that Scott hadn’t yet picked up the 

money laying on the edge of the desk, he 

prodded impatiently,  “Come on, Scott.  Count 

it.” 

 

Scott did as requested and announced, “Yes, 

it’s thirty-four dollars.”  He handed the bills to 

Johnny, then pulled some more out of his 

pocket and handed those over as well.  “I had 

twenty-six.” 

 

Johnny added his own bills, stood, and held up 

the whole stack of money.  He waved it in 

Scott’s face as he announced joyfully, “And 

what I got here is a man’s fortune.  See yah 

later, Scott.”  Johnny pulled his hat off his 

back and onto his head by the stampede string, 

and was instantly on the move.  “Don’t hold 

dinner for me,” he threw back over his 

shoulder as he bounced out the door. 

 

The whirlwind gone, Scott looked down onto 

the desk where Johnny had left the ledger 

sitting glaringly wide open.  ‘Lord help us 

when Murdoch sees that,’ he silently intoned, 

then left to clean up for dinner. 

 

 
 

he whole ranch knew the exact moment 

when Murdoch spied the opened book.  

“Johnny!” came the bellow from the great 

room, followed quickly by the order, “Johnny, 

get in here!” 

 

Scott entered the room in time to see a swish 

of skirts as Teresa quickly exited – no doubt 

trying to avoid the wake of Murdoch’s wrath, 

and to find and warn Johnny if she could.  

Everyone knew how hard Murdoch could be 

on his younger son, and the shouting matches 

that usually followed the father’s castigations 

were notorious.  Choosing to be anywhere 

near the pair during these times was to be 

carefully considered.  Scott wasn’t exactly 

sure Johnny wasn’t deserving of reproach 

right now, but to let Murdoch continue 

shouting in vain would only make things 

worse for them all in the long run. 

 

“He’s not here,” Scott informed Murdoch as 

he hovered in the doorway. 

 

“Do you know what your brother did?” the 

father asked irately as he pointed at the open 

ledger on his desk. 

 

“Yes,” came the simple reply. 

 

Obviously, that was not the answer Murdoch 

wanted to hear.  “And you didn’t stop him?” 

 

“No.” 

 

“He had no right to take that money,” 

Murdoch roared. 

 

Scott hated being in the middle of another 

dispute between his father and brother.  But 

the way Murdoch was fuming, he knew he had 

to do something to try to defuse the situation.  

“He’s third owner of this ranch, Murdoch.  I 

think he did have the right.” 

 

That was definitely the wrong thing to say.  

Murdoch slammed the ledger shut and 



 

 

declared menacingly, “Not without my 

permission.  Where is he, Scott?” 

 

No longer willing to deal with his father in 

this ever-darkening mood, Scott declared, “I 

don’t know.  He said not to hold dinner for 

him.  If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to eat 

mine in the kitchen this evening.”  With that, 

Scott turned and left. 

 

Murdoch was too angry to let it drop.  He 

cornered Jelly and learned how Johnny had 

returned from town alone, but had saddled up 

again and headed right back out.  Murdoch 

then hunted Cipriano down to hear what he 

knew, but just as he had denied Scott any real 

answers, the segundo refused to reply to any 

questions regarding Johnny’s affairs. 

 

“At least tell me if he’s in any trouble, Cip.” 

 

It was a demand, but there was enough 

genuine concern mixed into Murdoch’s tone 

for the man to want to reply.  “No.  There will 

be no trouble, patrón.” 

 

Murdoch wasn’t appeased, but he was at least 

relieved that his younger, reckless son wasn’t 

apparently in any danger.  Yet.  He stomped 

back into the house to await Johnny’s return. 

 

 
 

It was very late when Johnny came home.  

His mood as he rode under the Lancer arch 

could only be described as euphoric – until he 

spotted the light spilling out of the great room.  

At that hour the hacienda should have been 

darkened.  Rather than being a warm, 

welcoming beacon, the brightness acted as a 

signal fire of warning that could only mean 

one thing:  Murdoch had waited up for him.  

The younger Lancer son wasn’t exactly 

surprised, but he was incredibly disappointed.  

‘Couldn’t even wait ‘til mornin’ to wrangle,’ 

he thought sadly. 

Knowing that, given the circumstances, he’d 

do it all again, Johnny prepared himself for the 

impending onslaught as he cared for his horse, 

then went inside to accept his fate. 

 

Seeing Murdoch was expected, but finding his 

brother still up was disquieting.  Scott was 

either seeking answers, just like their father – 

or this row was going to be worse than usual. 

 

“You had no right to take that money,” 

Murdoch immediately railed from behind his 

desk, jabbing at the condemning ledger. 

 

‘Worse than usual,’ Johnny quickly 

determined.  “I already worked for half of it,” 

he began his defense quietly, trying very hard 

to hold his temper.  “I’ll work off the rest . . . 

and more,” he offered. 

 

“That’s not the point!” Murdoch shouted back, 

despite the late hour and anyone else who 

might be foolishly attempting to sleep.  The 

older man stepped out from behind his desk 

and took a few paces toward Johnny.  Scott 

kept his place, but his guard was raised by the 

threatening move.  “You should have waited 

for me to be here, and then asked,” Murdoch 

scolded Johnny. 

 

“I couldn’t wait!” Johnny shouted back, his 

patience shattered in an instant, his face and 

body tensed and radiating with a frightening 

combination of anger, frustration, and abject 

despair.  “I get tired of waitin’ for you, old 

man,” he continued acidly.  “You ain’t never 

been anywhere I needed you, when I needed 

you, so why should you start now!” 

 

Scott had never heard his brother hurl an 

insult at Murdoch so vehemently, but Johnny 

didn’t stick around for a reaction.  He turned 

on his heels and left the hacienda, slamming 

the heavy front door behind him. 

 



 

 

Murdoch had been prepared, as usual, to argue 

for hours, but Johnny’s response left him 

totally confused.  “What the hell did he mean 

by that?” he turned and asked Scott. 

 

Obviously Murdoch had missed the roiling 

mix of emotions that Johnny had laid bare 

during his outburst, or he’d have been more 

than concerned.  Maybe it was because Scott 

had witnessed how joyful Johnny had been 

holding that stack of money that gave him 

perspective for how utterly devastated his 

brother had been made by their father’s 

reproach.   Murdoch had hit a nerve in Johnny 

that may have been buried deep, but had 

clearly been very tender. 

 

“I don’t know,” Scott answered his father 

quietly as he walked toward the door.  “But I 

need to find out.” 

 

 
 

cott found his brother in the barn, saddling 

Barranca.  “Don’t leave, Johnny.”  The 

request was simple but earnest. 

 

“Can’t stay,” was Johnny’s honest response as 

he kept to his task. 

 

“Not for him,” Scott clarified, “for me.” 

 

That was probably the only thing Scott could 

have said that had a chance of stopping 

Johnny – and it worked.  He let the saddle he 

was getting ready to heft onto Barranca fall 

back against his chest, and then lowered it 

until an edge sat on the ground, balanced 

against his leg.  He wouldn’t look at him, but 

in the light from the flickering lantern Scott 

could read Johnny’s body language enough to 

tell that he was trying to make up his mind to 

stay or go.  Scott pressed his brotherly 

advantage. 

 

“Johnny, I know how important gathering that 

money was to you.  Can you please share with 

me why you needed it?  I’d like to 

understand.” 

 

The saddle was instantly in motion.  “You’ll 

get your money back . . . same as Murdoch,” 

Johnny spat. 

 

Scott stepped forward quickly, yanked the 

heavy saddle from his brother’s hands, and 

threw it against a stall wall.  Barranca danced 

back, and several of the other stabled horses 

nickered nervously at the commotion.  Scott 

ignored them all and stood toe to toe with his 

brother.  “I don’t care about the damn money, 

Johnny.  I’d simply like to know why having 

it made you so happy?” 

 

The brothers stared at each other for what 

seemed like forever.  Johnny 

uncharacteristically broke first, and moved off 

to settle Barranca with a few soft pats to the 

animal’s neck.  The contact apparently worked 

both ways, for Johnny seemed to calm as well.  

“You won’t tell Murdoch?” he asked quietly. 

 

“No.  I won’t tell anyone,” Scott answered, 

then went and sat on a hay bale to await his 

brother’s decision. 

 

It took him another minute of petting his horse 

before he spoke.  “It went to repay a debt.” 

 

“Did you collect enough to cover it?” Scott 

asked seriously – but the response was not 

what he would have expected. 

 

Johnny laughed.  Heartily.  He walked away 

from Barranca, shaking his head over the 

absurdity of his private little joke, while Scott 

waited patiently for Johnny to offer 

elucidation. 

 

The laughter slowed, then stopped completely 

as Johnny once more sobered.  “I could sell all 



 

 

of Lancer and it wouldn’t have been enough,” 

he stated firmly.  “It was a debt of kindness, 

Scott.” 

 

“What did this person do for you?” Scott 

asked tentatively, not sure how far he could 

push his skittish brother. 

 

Johnny lowered his head, and kept it there as 

he paused a moment, then answered with all 

sincerity, “He helped save my soul.” 

 

The admission left Scott speechless – not quite 

knowing what to make of it, but sensing how 

very deeply Johnny believed his declaration. 

 

“When Cip an’ me was in town, I saw a man 

who owns a big hacienda near a small town 

where my mama an’ me lived for a bit.”  

Johnny started to pace as he told his story.  “I 

never knew him so much, but I did know his 

segundo . . . recognized him right off, ‘though 

he didn’t know it was me ‘til I reminded ‘im.  

They was supposed to leave today, but stuck 

‘round just so we could visit a piece. 

 

“Señor Valez didn’t have no job when I knew 

him, but he’s got a good one now . . . and a 

good boss.  Him an’ his wife Rosita used to 

give me stuff when I was a kid.  Nothin’ much 

. . . hell nobody ‘round there had much.  But 

they’d at least spend time with me when . . .” 

 

The pacing stopped.  Johnny got that look he 

normally contained so well but which 

sometimes broke through his barriers and 

cascaded over his face like a waterfall.  Most 

often it appeared when Johnny thought about 

his mother – and to Scott it reminded him of 

what anguish would look like if it had a face 

of its own . . . 

 

The “look” was gone, as quickly as it had 

come, but the pacing was back.  “They was 

just the nicest folks.  I never will forget how 

good they always made me feel . . . like I was 

worth somethin’ . . .” That look threatened 

again, but Johnny shook it off. 

 

“Anyway.  We was talkin’, and Señor Valez 

said he an’ Rosita was savin’ up to buy them a 

piece of property from his boss.  Only needed 

‘bout ninety dollars more.”  Johnny’s 

emotions flared, and he faced Scott as he 

repeated incredulously, “Only ninety dollars!”  

Johnny’s hands were thrown wide, and he 

danced backward, as if it were to God he was 

asking, “Do you know how damn long it 

would take them to save that kind of money?!  

Even as segundo, it would be forever.” 

 

Johnny was back, leaning into Scott as he 

marveled, “But you shoulda seen ‘im.  He was 

so happy just holdin’ on to the idea that he 

could own his own piece a’ land for a change.  

I couldn’t stand it.  I knew if I walked away 

he’d never get that land, so I asked his patrón 

to get somethin’ together to be signed, and I 

gathered up that money, and . . .”  Scott had 

never seen Johnny so emotional.  His young 

brother stood there, his body quaking, ready to 

burst . . . his eyes glistening with tears so very 

close to falling . . . and then he was turning 

away, heading back over to Barranca, working 

out his feelings through the calming comfort 

of that horse. 

 

Quietly the end of the story was told.  “Now 

they got somethin’ they can call theirs . . . an’ 

they deserve it.  They earned it.” 

 

Scott didn’t know what to say – so he said 

what he felt.  “Thank you for sharing that 

story with me, Johnny.  You need to tell it to 

Murdoch.  Once he knows how the man 

helped you . . .” 

 

“No, no, no!”  Johnny took a couple of steps 

toward him, then crouched down and sat back 

on his haunches, his hands moving up to cover 

his head in frustration.  He couldn’t help but 

feel that Scott had totally misinterpreted why 



 

 

he’d told him about Señor Valez.  He stood 

and started pacing again.  “The old man don’t 

care ‘bout my past, Scott!  Neither do I . . . for 

the most part . . .” 

 

“But he should know . . .” Scott tried to push 

his point. 

 

“What?  What should he know?  How bad I 

had it sometimes?”  Johnny’s frustration was 

bursting out of him now.  “Scott, it don’t 

matter.  What happened happened, and ain’t 

none of it gonna change by me talkin’ about it.  

You’d all just think you had to pity me or 

somethin’.  I don’t want or expect that. 

 

“Yes.  I had it hard as a kid,” Johnny finally 

admitted as he paced, desperately seeking the 

words that would explain exactly why he 

needed to give his old friend that money.  

“And it got bad . . . real bad sometimes . . . 

But when you’re livin’ like that, you don’t 

really think ‘bout how hard it is.”  Johnny 

turned abruptly and pointed at Scott.  “Bet you 

learned that yourself when you was in that war 

prison.  You just handle it – just like everyone 

else ‘round you is handlin’ it.  It’s only later, 

if you dig your way out, that it makes a 

difference . . . when you actually know what 

you was missin’, or what was denied you.” 

 

Johnny turned away, and with a tired sigh 

added, “That’s when it becomes hard.  Comin’ 

back here to Lancer . . . seein’, touchin’, 

feelin’ everything I could’a had . . . That’s 

what’s been hardest.” 

 

Once more he faced Scott, standing before 

him, begging for understanding.  “Brother, 

you and I was both denied life here, but at 

least you was taken away and had someone 

who cared for you.  I don’t know why my 

mama took me away, ‘cause she didn’t take 

me to nothin’!  She might have loved me, but 

she never cared for me.  Kids don’t really 

know when they’re missin’ things, but they 

sure can tell when they’re missin’ people. 

“Scott, for a long time the only people who 

ever cared for me was strangers like Señor 

Valez.  They at least gave me a little piece of 

their nothin’ and a lot of themselves . . . and 

some days the only thing that still keeps me 

goin’ is knowin’ that there’s people like that 

in the world.  People who’d be there when a 

little kid needed ‘em.” 

 

Johnny finally walked away, but his head was 

held high.  “Murdoch wants his ol’ thirty-four 

dollars back, he’ll get it . . . and more.  But 

he’ll get it with no explanation, and no 

apology.” 

 

Scott now understood why Johnny was always 

giving things away to those in need – even 

when he was in need himself.  ‘Hardened 

gunfighter . . . no.  Not Johnny Lancer.’  Scott 

shook his head in admiration over this new 

enlightening revelation, then stood and smiled 

as he went to stand beside his emotionally 

spent brother.  “Johnny, I really do think I 

understand now.  And I won’t tell Murdoch a 

word of what you’ve told me tonight. 

 

“I’d like you to consider that twenty-six dollar 

loan paid in full.”  Scott held up his hand to 

cut off Johnny’s expected protest.  “Consider 

it my contribution to those people in the world 

who help children . . . one who helped my 

brother.  I only wish I’d gotten a chance to 

meet the man.” 

 

Johnny’s head dipped in a combination of 

embarrassment, pride, and gratitude that he’d 

found such a brother as Scott.  “You’d like 

him.  If we ever get down that way, Rosita 

makes the best corn tortillas I’ve ever eaten . . 

. and don’t you dare tell Teresa or Maria I said 

that.”  The brother’s shared a comfortable 

smile, both content with how their relationship 

had deepened over the course of the evening – 

all because of kindnesses given and repaid. 

 



 

 

“Let’s get inside,” Scott ordered.  “I don’t 

know about you, but I’m exhausted.” 

 

“I’m done in for sure.  But . . .” Johnny 

hesitated, looking out the barn door into the 

darkness. 

 

“Don’t worry about the ‘old man.’  I’ll take 

care of him.”  They made short work of 

bedding down Barranca, then went to confront 

their father. 

 

As the pair entered the front door, Johnny 

trailed his older brother, wondering what Scott 

could possibly say to appease Murdoch. 

 

The Lancer patriarch had lost none of his 

anger, and started right in.  “I want you to 

explain yourself, Johnny.” 

 

Scott no longer cared how upset Murdoch 

was, and with a slightly smug smile calmly 

informed him, “He doesn’t have to.” 

 

Johnny looked at his brother like he had lost 

his mind, but Scott continued on unfalteringly. 

“I think he had a perfect right to the money, 

and you weren’t here to consult.  So as far as 

I’m concerned it is two owners against one.  

The only thing Johnny owes you is three 

weeks work . . . and I happen to know he’s 

good for it.  Now, if you’ll excuse us, we’re 

going to bed.  Come on, Johnny.” 

 

Johnny had been so totally awed by his 

brother’s bold performance and his father’s 

burgeoning expression of flabbergasted 

astonishment that he didn’t move until Scott 

inconspicuously pushed him out of the 

doorway toward the stairs. 

 

Turning to leave himself, Scott paused and 

addressed Murdoch with an afterthought.  

“Oh, by the way . . . If you’ll check your 

ledger more closely, you’ll actually see that 

you owe Johnny two dollars.  Goodnight, sir.” 

 

With a decided arrogance, Scott left Murdoch 

to stew in his own juices.  But his carefully 

contrived reserve was nearly broken when he 

turned to see Johnny standing on the bottom 

stair, eyes wide and both hands clamped 

tightly over his mouth so his laughter would 

not be heard. 

 

Scott had to bite his lip to keep his own 

chuckles at bay.  Grabbing Johnny by the 

shoulder, Scott spun him around and, leaving 

his arm comfortably draped over his brother, 

the pair made their way up the stairs together. 
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he walked next to her husband of twenty 

five years with her arm safely nestled in the 

crook of his strong arm.  It was a glorious fall 

day; the sun was bright and the air cool. The 

gentle breeze lifted a few escaping tendrils of 

her salt and pepper brunet hair, and she sighed 

with contentment. 

 

As they walked along the uneven boardwalk 

in the town of Green River, her eyes were 

drawn to a golden horse being ridden slowly 

down the center of the street.  The sun 

sparkled off its iridescent coat as the rider 

turned the horse to the hitching rail in front of 

the bank. 

 

She watched as the young man gracefully 

dismounted in one fluid motion and almost 

carelessly threw the reins over the rail.  He 

stroked the neck of the palomino once as he 

stepped up on the board walk and headed in 

their direction. 

 

She’d seen this young man several times, and 

in the past had once feared him.  Now he 

brought a smile to her lips as she watched him 

walk toward them with cocky strides, full of 

confidence reserved for the young. 

 

As he got closer, they could hear the 

distinctive ring of his spurs as they hit the 

wooden walk. Her eyes were drawn to the low 

slung tight pants he often wore and as he 

approached, she was startled to see the fine 

pattern of stitching around each silver button 

that lined the outside of his legs. 

 

She involuntarily gazed at the gun belt worn 

so low over his slim hips. As he got nearer, 

she noticed the loose limbed way he walked 

and for the first time saw the small loop 

hooked over one of the buttons which held his 

gun in place. 

 

She was drawn to the design finely etched in 

leather in the middle of his gun belt and the 

two buckles of his belt which held his trousers 

up. She imagined he needed the wide leather 

to support all his hardware below. 

 

Everyone in the small community had been 

amazed at the colorful attire this young man 

was so well known for.  Other young men 

might have taken quite a hazing over the 

choice of color and style, but not this one.  His 

red shirt bore intricate embroidery complete 

with butterflies and flowers but on this young 

man, no one dared call him a sissy. 

 

His confidence in himself was apparent as he 

walked the streets in clothes no other man 

dared to wear; his attire a challenge to anyone 

foolish enough to comment.  Few did anymore 

and the unfortunate few who had weren’t 

around to talk about it. 

 

They were just a few feet apart when her hazel 

eyes were drawn to his deep penetrating blue 

eyes framed by dark, ridiculously long eye 

lashes. His high cheekbones and full lips 

brought a flush of color across her face and 

she was rewarded with one of his glorious 

smiles. 

   

He reached his right had up to tip his hat and 



 

 

she was mesmerized as the blue beads slid 

down his sinuous arm. He was close enough to 

touch now as he ducked past the couple. As he 

stepped by, he spoke. “Ma’am.” 

 

Her husband was taken aback when she came 

to a complete stop and she turned to look at 

the departing back of the young man.  

Ma’am?!  When did I become a ma’am? The 

thought stunned her. 

 

She couldn’t take her eyes off him until her 

husband’s voice broke through, “Martha, are 

you all right?” 

 

She licked her lips and tucked her hair back 

into place and patted her husband’s arm.  “I’m 

just fine Ernie…. just fine.” They continued 

their stroll down the boardwalk on that fine 

fall day as Martha chose to ignore the fact that 

she was old enough to be Johnny Lancer’s 

mother.  She could dream couldn’t she?  She 

felt once again a young girl as she thought 

about that walk, those blue eyes and long 

lashes, those slim hips and colorful clothes.  

 

She smiled at her husband of twenty five 

years, and whispered, “Let’s go home dear.” 
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or more than a mile, not one scuff of a hoof 

print marred the skim of dust on the sun-baked 

road that passed through Eagle Rock Canyon. 

The gentle slopes into and out of Eagle Creek 

itself were also devoid of tracks, as were both 

banks up and down the stream as far as horse 

or man could travel.  Even the softer edges of 

the road, where a path could be made through 

the dense tangle of wild rose bushes and 

blackberry vines, were clean of marks left by 

either two-legged or four-legged animals. 

 

Squatting with one knee on the ground and his 

elbow resting on the other, Scott Lancer felt 

his exasperation rise.  He scowled at the 

hidden trail that he wasn't altogether sure was 

there, and sighed heavily as he stood.  Then 

thumbing the front of his hat up off his 

sweating brow, he scrubbed the toe of one 

boot back and forth across the crusted dirt at 

his feet.  "They had to come this way," he 

said, taking a step forward while tugging on 

the strips of leather in his right hand. 

 

The flashy, sorrel horse on the other end of the 

reins willingly followed, his nose brushing 

against Scott's hip as the young man walked 

on down the road and explained that without 

sprouting wings, no horse could make it up or 

down that stream any farther than they had.  

The boulders were too big to go over and too 

close together to get between.   No one could 

have climbed up the bank without being 

noticed, either.  Where it wasn't too steep, the 

ground along the water's edge was soft, and 

tracks would be impossible to hide. 

 

"That leaves the way we're going," concluded 

Scott with a sideways glance at his horse.  He 

smiled his appreciation of the attentive 

forward angle of the gelding's ears and then 

focused once more on the task at hand.  

 

A wall of rock lined the left-hand side of the 

road, which was now on the same course as 

Eagle Creek, while of blackberry vines form a 

thorny barrier on the right wicked enough to 

rip to shreds man or beast.  The centers of the 

patches of briars rose to heights well above 

Scott's head, and the vines spilled down the 

slope that led to the stream bank.  In places, 

the arched stems even touched the water. 

 

Scott doubted that anyone would venture 

through the prickly hedge unless the stakes 

were considerably higher than the cost of a 

few rounds of beers, but he checked for tracks 

anyway.  His brother wasn't just anyone, and 

Johnny really had no other option.  Beyond 

the next bend, if he were still on the road, he 

would be exposed for nearly half a mile.    

 

Even where the vines were thinnest, the leaves 

and spiny stems appeared intact.  Scott 

mounted and urged his horse into a jog while 

continuing to glance at the ground, although 

he didn't expect to find any tracks.  The road 

was rising out of the canyon, and the hillside 

on his right had turned into a rock bluff that 

fell a hundred feet or more to creek below.  

No one could leave the road now. 

 

Once he rounded the bend and the road 

leveled off, Scott felt the reins bite into his 



 

 

gloves as his horse stretched its neck forward, 

begging for more rein.  "Easy Chico.  I'll let 

you run once we see Johnny," he said, 

resisting the pull on his arms. 

 

Nothing obstructed Scott's view of the road 

ahead.  He frowned.  It was empty.  Somehow, 

without his knowing it, Johnny had left the 

road.  The question now was whether to 

backtrack and look for the missing sign of his 

brother's escape or to go on to town and admit 

defeat. 

 

Giving up without a fight went against 

everything Scott had learned as an officer in 

the Cavalry.  He held to his current course and 

debated what to do next. 

 

Up ahead, a rock lay in the middle of the road.  

It seemed out of place, but Scott wasn't sure 

why.  Then remembering there was a cut 

somewhere ahead on the left and that, from his 

present position, he couldn't see if anyone was 

hiding there, he urged his horse on.  Johnny 

just might be hoping to have fooled him into 

thinking he had missed something and, 

therefore, into going back for another look.  

'Might as well look for tracks to the top of the 

ridge,' he decided.  

 

When Scott halted his horse at the break in the 

canyon wall, disappointment skewed his face 

as his hopes plummeted.  His brother wasn't 

there, and the other man couldn't possibly be 

hiding.  The entire crevice was visible except 

for the last three or four feet. 

 

'He couldn't have,' was Scott's first thought, 

but then a rattle of tumbling stones drew his 

attention to the top of the bluff just as 

something pale flashed in the late afternoon 

sun. 

 

Once again adjusting his hat, Scott 

contemplated the possibility of anyone getting 

a horse up the steep, narrow, rock-strewn 

gouge.  He supposed a strong animal like 

Barranca, his brother's palomino, might be 

able to make the climb provided that the 

unseen stretch at the top wasn't straight up and 

down. 

 

Scott raked his teeth over his lower lip, drew 

in a deep breath, and then patted his horse's 

neck.  "So Chico . . . shall we take a look?"         

 

Chico Bonito, so named by Johnny Lancer for 

his pretty blazed face and dazzling white 

stockings, bobbed his head and danced in 

place.  Scott held him with a tight rein and 

glanced at the road in both directions.  One 

way meant certain defeat.  The other could 

cost an extra hour or more of riding that 

ultimately ended with the same outcome.  

Even though the alternative was a long shot, it 

was the only option with any prospect of 

victory.  Being a gambler at heart, Scott chose 

to take the risk and urged Chico up the rocky 

embankment. 

 

 
 

ucking a low branch here and there, Johnny 

Lancer guided his mount into the center of a 

cluster of scrub oak and reined to a halt.  

Barranca's lathered flanks quivered with each 

heaving breath, his proud head drooping. 

 

"Good fella," Johnny crooned as he rubbed the 

horse's sweat drenched neck before swinging 

out of the saddle and peering through the 

maze of tree limbs.  He continued to caress 

Barranca's neck while giving the horse a much 

needed rest.  The gentle slope above him was 

empty, and he let out a soft sigh.  "I think we 

fooled him," he said, his excitement rising 

with the anticipation of winning the game with 

his brother.  Green River was less than a mile 

away, due south down the slope.  A man on 

the road would have to travel closer to three.  

Johnny figured he'd have Barranca settled into 



 



the livery stable by the time Scott made it to 

town.  'Unless he backtracks thinkin' I hid out 

somewhere along the way.  In that case, he'll 

be an hour or more getting' there,' he thought 

with a grin. 

 

The smile, however, quickly died.  Sunlight 

bounced off metal near the spot Johnny had 

topped the ridge a short while before. 

 

Johnny frowned.  Now what?  If he headed 

straight for Green River, as he had planned, 

his brother was sure to see him.  Staying put 

was out of the question, also.  The spattering 

of trees offered little in the way of cover that 

would conceal him from his brother.  Scott 

had too good an eye.  

 

The only other option Johnny could see was to 

try angling along the slope toward a larger 

group of trees to the southwest and hope he 

was able to keep his current hiding place 

between him and Scott.  There wasn't much 

time to formulate a plan, so he gently nudged 

the rowels of his spurs into Barranca's still 

heaving sides and said, "Come on, boy.  Time 

to go." 

 

Once out in the open, Johnny kept looking 

back toward the ridge.  The farther he went 

without seeing the other rider, the higher his 

hopes rose.  Just maybe his plan would work. 

 

With each of the palomino's long strides, the 

grove of trees moved closer.  At less than 

thirty yards to go, Johnny twisted in the saddle 

to check behind him one last time and 

muttered a curse.  Scott had broken into the 

open and had stopped. 

 

Barranca stumbled on the rough ground, 

terraced by cattle trails.  His body lurched 

forward as his knees buckled and his nose 

dipped to touch the ground. 

 

A quick grab of the saddle horn saved Johnny 

from being thrown against the horse's neck.  

However his relief was short lived.  As he 

righted himself, a bullet whistled overhead--

the crack of rifle fire echoing in his ear. 

 

Reining Barranca around to face the other 

rider, Johnny shouted, "Hey, don't yuh think 

that was a little close!"  

 

Instantly, Johnny saw his mistake.  Scott had 

not fired the agreed upon signal ending their 

game.  The man with the raised rifle was 

astride a paint horse that only resembled 

Chico in the front end.  Its hind quarters and 

rear legs were white, as were its long mane 

and tail. 

 

With a cold shiver racing up his spine, Johnny 

dug his spurs into Barranca's ribs and yelled at 

the palomino while reining the animal hard to 

the left. 

 

Barranca whirled.  Then another bullet 

whizzed by as he surged ahead.   

 

Johnny bailed out of the saddle.  He wasn't 

about to wait for his attacker to take aim 

again.  Barranca was too good a horse to risk 

being wounded in a gun battle. 

 

The rifle barked two more times as Johnny 

rolled down the lumpy slope in hopes of 

reaching a line of trees he'd seen near the 

bottom, four or five hundred yards away.  He 

thought he might have a chance until lead 

kicked up grit that stung his eyes.  The 

shooter, whoever he was, was good.  Too 

good. 

 

Hot lead grazed Johnny's left shoulder and 

fear, bordering on panic, replaced the young 

man's sense of hope.  He didn't dare stop his 

wild tumble to grab his pistol from the holster 

strapped around his hips.  Before he could 

unfasten the short strap that held the gun in 

place and clear leather, the man with the rifle 



 

 

would have a bead on him.  His only chance 

for survival was to keep moving. 

 

More shots sounded.  One nicked the back of 

Johnny's right hand, and another bounced a 

pebble off his chin. 

 

Johnny flung his legs in a wider arch in hopes 

of gaining speed.  Time was running out, and 

he knew it.  If he didn't reach cover soon, it 

would be too late. 

 

Suddenly Johnny's legs stopped their 

downward roll.  He yelped in pain as his upper 

body twisted before sliding in an arc like the 

pendulum of the grandfather clock in the 

Lancer living room. 

 

Kicking to free his feet from the bush that had 

snared them, Johnny wished for a way out of 

what had started out a simple game of "Hide 

and Seek" with his brother. 'Scott, I sure could 

use your help,' he cried in his mind. 

 

The rifle again spoke, and a bullet blazed a 

path through Johnny's right thigh as his body 

came to an abrupt stop. 

 

Johnny gasped and grabbed for his leg.  Then 

a burst of pain exploded in his head and his 

world seemed to tilt and sway.  He had the 

vague feeling that there was something 

desperately important he needed to do; but as 

all around him blurred, he gave up trying to 

think and submitted to the closing darkness. 

 

 
 

he first shot came unexpectedly shortly 

after Scott had coaxed his horse to make the 

final lunge up the steep crevice to finally stand 

on level ground. The going had been rough, 

and Chico Benito had protested more than 

once against the rugged terrain, his shod 

hooves ringing off the rocks that rolled 

beneath them.  Only the persistent and firm 

tugs on the reins and Scott's soft pleading 

voice had kept the sorrel gelding from giving 

up the struggle to reach the top of the ridge. 

 

Scott wasn't sure he had actually heard the 

sharp report of a gun.  Sitting hunched over 

with his knees tucked under him, he was still 

gasping for breath from the treacherous climb 

that he couldn't quite believe he had just 

made.  Each intake of air roared in his throat 

and the pounding of his heart sounded like 

someone was beating on a bass drum in his 

ears.  Even Chico, standing close by with long 

legs trembling and nostrils flaring, had barely 

perked his ears at the sound.   

 

Several more loud cracks drove any doubt 

from Scott's mind.  His only questions now 

were who was doing the shooting and why. 

 

In an instant, Scott forgot all about his former 

purpose for catching sight of his brother 

before the other man reached the willows 

along the Rio Verde, which was the Spanish 

name for the river that gave the town of Green 

River its name.  Winning the game was no 

longer of prime importance.  Johnny's safety 

was.  All of the shots had come from a rifle. 

 

Lunging to his feet, Scott ignored his still 

wheezing breath.  He reached under his 

horse's neck, flipped the right rein over the 

animal's neck, and quickly mounted. "Come 

on, Chico," he said with a dig of his heels into 

sweat-streaked sides. 

 

Chico grunted and moved forward at a trot.  

Scott guided him toward the far side of the 

swale.  The gun shots had seemed to be 

coming from somewhere in that general 

direction. 

 

Upon reaching the brow of the ridge, Scott 

slowed his mount to a walk and scanned the 

hillside below.  Nothing moved. 



 



Most of the slope was clearly visible except 

for a fan-shaped section that was hidden by a 

cluster of trees.  Scott urged Chico back into a 

trot and guided the horse toward the lower 

side of the oak grove.  An unnerving quiet had 

replaced the sound of gunfire, and he feared 

he might already be too late to help his 

brother, if help was needed. 

 

With eyes constantly moving in search of the 

slightest movement, Scott skirted around the 

trees and broke into the open beyond where he 

immediately noticed the sun gleaming off the 

rump of a paint horse, which stood facing 

downhill several hundred yards down the 

slope.  The rider had a rifle aimed at 

something on the ground ahead. 

 

Reaching for his revolver, Scott pulled Chico 

to a halt.  'Johnny!' he thought, feeling his 

heart lurch when he also sighted the rider-less 

palomino near the line of willows at the 

bottom of the hill. 

 

Scott jerked his gun free of the holster and 

fired at the man with the rifle.  There wasn't 

time to aim, and even if there had been, 

aiming wouldn't have done any good.  He 

knew his pistol was no match for the distance.   

 

The bullet, as expected, fell short of its mark.  

Still, its objective was accomplished.  Scott's 

target was temporarily distracted into 

forgetting about whatever other prey he had 

been after.  Instead, the man whirled the paint 

around to face Scott and fired off a quick 

shoot. 

 

Feeling lead blaze a trail across his ribs as a 

bullet ripped through his shirt, Scott 

abandoned his saddle on the uphill side.  He 

landed on his shoulders, arms flung out to the 

sides--knuckles of his right hand smashing 

into a rock and his fingers losing their grip on 

his revolver.  Then somersaulting once, he lay 

still, belly down and head turned toward his 

assailant. 

 

Another bullet ploughed dirt into Scott's face.  

He didn't move.   Without a gun, his only hope 

of living was for the man with the rifle to 

think that was no longer any need for further 

waste of lead.  

 

Out of the corner of his eye, Scott watched the 

approach of the gunman until all that was 

visible of horse and rider were two pairs of 

white legs.  He then held his breath when the 

soft thud of hooves ended, and the tip of a rifle 

came into view.  Surely, at any moment, 

another bullet would be on its way into his 

body. However, there was only silence, and 

the probing of metal against his wounded side.   

 

His flesh was on fire, or so it seemed, but 

Scott gritted his teeth against the pain and 

didn't move.  Only when the prodding ended 

did he dare to take a quick breath.  Any hopes 

that the other man was finished where short 

lived, however, when a pair of shiny, black 

boots moved into view. 

 

Scott had no chance to prepare for the agony 

that exploded just below his ribs and in his 

belly when one glossy pointed toe streaked 

forward and lifted him off the ground.  He 

landed on his back with an audible grunt--his 

lungs protesting the sudden expulsion of air 

and retaliating with a wheezing gasp.    

 

"Thought you'd play possum and fool me into 

thinking you'd joined your brother, didn't you?  

Well, don't worry . . . you'll be with him soon 

enough." 

 

Panting for breath, Scott stared up at the 

leering face that was decidedly familiar.  Even 

though the name to go with it was illusive, 

there was no forgetting the high arch of those 

black brows over equally dark eyes that were 

set close to the bridge of a hawk-like nose, or 

the sneering upper lip that was covered by a 



 

 

thick mustache that drooped to the man's chin 

at each corner of his mouth.  His attacker was 

none other than the gambler that he and 

Johnny had played cards with two weeks ago 

in Spanish Wells. 

 

"Why?" croaked Scott. 

 

"Nobody treads on my toes and gets away 

with it.  You and brother cost me a pretty 

penny with that little show of yours.  I figure 

you owe me . . . and I always collect my 

debts." 

 

Now looking down the business end of the 

rifle, Scott had no doubts about the man 

meaning every word.  Apparently, the only 

reason the crooked gambler hadn't resorted to 

violence before was because the odds of two 

to one hadn't been favorable enough.  Time 

and patience apparently had changed all that. 

 

'Time and patience.'  Scott lifted a brow, and 

the corners of his mouth curved slightly 

upward as a soft breath 'huffed' through his 

nose.  If he could keep the man talking, there 

might be a chance of coming out of this alive.  

Val, Green River's less than orderly sheriff, 

was bound of have heard the shots and would, 

soon, show up to investigate. 

 

"I take it you've been following us a while.  

Why wait 'til now to make your move?" Scott 

asked, suddenly remembering the man had 

introduced himself as Blaine.  Whether it was 

a first or a last name had never been 

established.  

 

Blaine scowled, chewing at his lower lip as 

though he were contemplating which he 

should do: answer the question or pull the 

trigger of the rifle in his hands.  He apparently 

decided that, since he held all the aces, he 

could be generous.  "I believe in making sure 

the odds are all in my favor," he said, visibly 

relaxing.  "I did some asking around.  Heard 

you were a fair shot with a rifle and that that 

brother of yours was no slouch with a 

revolver.  You two played right into my hand 

when you split up back there.  Of course, I 

never counted on meeting up with either of 

you this quickly.  I figured I'd have to wait for 

you where the road makes a sharp bend before 

crossing the river." 

 

Scott took a deeper breath and willed his voice 

to remain steady.  "What makes you think you 

would have gotten both of us?  Johnny was far 

enough ahead that any shots would have given 

me plenty of warning." 

 

The gambler laughed.  "Doesn't look like it 

would have mattered, does it?  You had 

warning enough this way." 

 

Blaine's smug expression made Scott bristle, 

but he had to agree.  The man was right.  'Like 

a green Lieutenant, I rode right into it.  I 

should have taken cover in those trees and 

used my rifle.'         

  

It was too late to think about what he should 

have done, although Scott doubted the added 

delay would have prevented his brother taking 

another bullet.  Not that any of that mattered 

now.  Scott had the feeling it was too late to 

think about anything if he was reading the 

other man's eyes correctly.  Blaine had the 

look of cat that had lost interest in toying with 

a mouse and was ready to finish the game. 

 

"How do you expect to get away with this?  

Someone's bound to have heard the shooting," 

said Scott in one last effort to stall the 

inevitable. 

 

"I took care of that, too.  Besides, by the time 

you boys are found, I'll have climbed down 

the way you came up.  No one will suspect a 

man walking on the road, especially if his 

horse was stolen early this morning."  Blaine's 

pearly teeth shined in the sun. 



 



Scott swallowed, his throat constricting as his 

heart pounded harder.  The man had thought 

of everything, or so it seemed.  What had 

started out a friendly match between brothers 

had turned into a much deadlier contest, of 

which neither would be the victor.  'Goodbye, 

Brother.  It was good knowing you,' he 

thought as he waited for the bullet that would 

send him into eternity. 

 

 
 

waking to the sensation of lying on his back 

on a spinning merry-go-round and the sound 

of drums beating in his head, Johnny opened 

his eyes.  Was that a revolver he heard?  He 

rolled his head toward the sound and willed 

the earth to stop moving so he could find out 

what he was up against. 

 

A blur of white came into view and a rifle 

barked.  Then foggy spindles turned into the 

legs of a moving horse as Johnny looked 

farther up the hill.  'Not Scott, too,' he silently 

groaned while closing his eyes for a moment 

to dispel the vision of his brother tumbling 

head over heels on the ground.   

 

Indulging in anything akin to self-pity, 

however, would solve nothing.   'Things might 

not be as bad as they look.  Maybe, I can do 

something to put an end to this nightmare,' 

Johnny told himself, grabbing for his gun as 

he watched the man riding toward Scott. 

 

The back of Johnny's right hand scrapped 

across the ground as he wrapped his stiff 

fingers around the handle of his revolver.  

Despite the bolt of fire blazing a trail from his 

knuckles to his elbow, he clinched his teeth 

and gave a hard jerk.  His effort was wasted; 

the pistol refused to budge. 

 

Johnny cursed his forgetfulness and then 

fumbled to unbutton the strip of leather on the 

upper edge of his holster.  He felt it give, his 

hopes rising as he slid his gun from its prison. 

 

Again the rifle spoke, and a glance up the hill 

told Johnny that the gunman was already out 

of range.   

 

Johnny's hopes plummeted, and he bit his lip.  

His efforts to liberate his pistol had taken too 

long.  Now, he would have to get closer to be 

of any help to his brother, if Scott was still 

alive.  That meant crawling up the hill, and 

hoping he wasn't caught in the process.  First, 

though, there was one other problem to solve.  

He had to free his trapped foot that had his leg 

twisted in an uncomfortable position. 

 

Wiggling out of the clutches of the bush 

proved a failure.  Johnny couldn't even move 

his foot.  He considered sitting up to use his 

hands, but this idea was instantly rejected.  He 

would be too visible a target.  That left him 

with one choice: rolling to his side and 

dragging his upper body around to where he 

could reach his foot. 

 

With his left hand, Johnny grasped a clump of 

grass near his knees and pulled.  Pain gnawed 

at the wound in his thigh and his left ankle 

objected to the added twist as his body slid 

over the rough ground.  His stomach lurched, 

and he thought for a moment that he was 

going to be sick.  Too much, however, was 

riding on his stopping the man with the rifle 

for him to give up.  He ignored his discomfort 

and reached for another clump of grass farther 

up the hill. 

 

Progress seemed slow and took precious time 

that Johnny wasn't sure he had.  He could see 

the pinto's rider dismounting.  If Scott was 

pretending to be dead, the act might soon 

become reality. 

 

This last thought fueled Johnny into one more 

desperate pull that ended with his body slanted 



 

 

uphill.  He then easily wiggled his trapped 

foot out of its snare. 

 

A wave of relief washed over Johnny, and he 

let out a long breath while lying still a 

moment.  He would have liked to have rested 

longer, but knew he didn't dare.  Too much 

distance separated him and his brother. 

 

Half crawling and half dragging himself with 

the sheer power of his arms, Johnny continued 

on his course.  Each upward thrust taxed his 

resolve to go on.  His right leg hurt 

ferociously when he bent his knee or bumped 

the wound, his ankles complained against the 

strain of pushing with his toes, his temples 

throbbed against the invisible squeeze of a 

vice, and his throat was battling to hold his 

stomach in place.  Quitting, however, was not 

a choice.  He had to save his brother, if it 

wasn't too late already. 

 

Beads of sweat dripped into eyes that were 

having enough difficulty seeing.  Johnny 

swiped the moisture away with the cuff of his 

shirtsleeve, and kept going.  A little closer, 

that's all he needed.  Then maybe he could get 

off a decent shot. 

 

Voices drifted down the hill: one deep and 

gruff and the other softer with Scott's familiar 

Boston accent.  Even though Johnny couldn't 

distinguish any of the words spoken, he felt 

his hopes rise once more.  At least his brother 

was still alive. 

 

Suddenly, the talking stopped.  Even though 

the man with the rifle hadn't moved, Johnny 

sensed that something had changed and that 

Scott's time had run out.  Anything that was to 

be done had to done immediately, 

 

Johnny lifted his revolver, took quick aim, and 

squeezed the trigger.  Although, the distance 

was farther than he liked, he had no choice.  

Even if he missed, he had a slim chance of 

buying his brother some extra time.  

 

Ears ringing from the loud bark of the gun and 

heart racing, Johnny stared up the hill at his 

brother's assailant.  Apparently the bullet had 

missed.  The man was still standing. 

 

A rush of adrenalin left Johnny feeling weak 

as he willed his shaking hand to be still and 

again lined his sights on his quarry's body.  

The previous attack had momentarily diverted 

the man's attention.  With a little luck, this 

shot would take him out before he recovered 

enough to shoot Scott and turn the rifle down 

the hill. 

 

As Johnny fired, the earth came alive at his 

target's feet.  The man toppled forward—arms 

jerking upward.  His black hat sailed through 

the air, landed on edge, and wobbled a short 

ways to finally flopping over onto its crown 

while Johnny watched in awe. 

 

Suddenly realizing that his brother was 

grappling for the gunman's rifle, Johnny tore 

his eyes away from the hat.  He staggered to 

his feet, hobbled a step, and fell.  Pain blurred 

his vision, making it difficult to see the two 

men rolling around on the ground as one, but 

he kept going.  Scott might need help. 

 

Hopping on one foot and dragging his injured 

leg behind him while holding his upper body 

off the ground with outreached arms, Johnny 

scrambled upward.  His breath came in loud 

huffs, and his heart thundered in his ears.  The 

back of his sore hand scrapped against a small 

bush.  Johnny winced but ignored the pain — 

eyes fixed on the struggle farther up the hill. 

 

At last Johnny drew near enough to clearly see 

the two fighting men.  They rolled, Scott 

ending up on top with both hands wrapped 

around the rifle.  As the body beneath him 

bucked, he twisted the gun one way and then 

the other. 



 



"Hang onto him," called Johnny, immediately 

wishing he had kept quiet when Scott turned 

his head and then fell sideways, grunting as 

his shoulder thumped the ground and the tip of 

the rifle barrel barely missed his head. 

 

Scott quickly recovered, pushing the barrel of 

the gun away from him while jerking the stock 

with his other hand.  The gunman yelped but 

hung on. 

 

Johnny rose on shaky legs and watched for a 

chance to aim at his brother's attacker.  There 

wasn't one.  Scott, having rolled on top of the 

other man, was in the way. 

 

Held by four unrelenting hands, the weapon 

wavered. First the barrel pointed at one man's 

head and then the other.  Johnny held his 

breath.  There was nothing he could do. 

 

Suddenly Scott fell forward onto the other 

man's chest.  The weapon disappeared from 

sight, and the two men tumbled down the 

slope.  When they were less than thirty feet 

from Johnny, an explosion rocked their bodies 

and they lay still. 

 

"Scott!"  Johnny lunged up the hill, gasped, 

and fell on his face – his leg feeling as though 

it were on fire.  He bit his lower lip against the 

searing pain and clinched his eyes shut as the 

earth beneath him spiraled out of control.  As 

he lay fighting the darkness that threatened to 

claim him, it seemed an eternity passed.   

 

 
 

he smell of gun powder assaulted Scott's 

nose at the same instant that he became aware 

of the heavy weight on his chest and the hot, 

sticky substance running down the side of his 

neck.  He opened his eyes, then immediately 

wished he hadn't.  Blaine's grotesque face, or 

rather what had been a face, was inches from 

his own. 

 

With a mighty shove, Scott sent the lifeless 

body rolling down the hillside.  He shuddered.  

Sight of the ragged flesh, red with blood, 

brought to mind scenes of battle that he would 

just as soon forget.      

 

Another face crowded into Scott's thoughts.  

'Johnny!'  He surged to his feet, and looked 

down the slope.  His brother's body was no 

longer where it had been. 

 

Something moved just below Blaine's resting 

place thirty yards or so down the hill.  Scott 

grabbed the rifle and took aim. 

 

A head of dark hair slowly surfaced, a face 

then appeared, and finally a faded-red shirt 

collar.  Scott bolted down the slope.   

"Johnny!  Are you all right?" he asked, 

stumbling and nearly diving head-first into his 

brother. 

 

"Yeah. How about you?" 

 

Scott wobbled then caught his balance.  "I'm 

fine," he said, leaning over Blaine's body for a 

better view of Johnny.  The other man hadn't 

sounded near as fine as he claimed to be. 

 

Johnny waved a hand at Scott's left side.  

"That don't look fine to me." 

 

"This?"  Scott touched the blood-soaked cloth 

and winced at the soreness of the ribs beneath.  

"It's nothing . . . just a scratch," he said, 

quickly covering up his discomfort while 

moving down to his brother's side.    

 

"I can see that," Johnny replied, his tone 

saying he wasn't fooled. 

 

"I have eyes, too, Brother."  Scott pointed at 

the steady stream of blood, seeping through a 

hole in the thigh of Johnny's pants and sliding 



 

 

down the dark leather. 

 

"I've had worse." 

 

"I'm sure you have, but you better let me have 

a look at that, all the same," said Scott as he 

removed a blue scarf from around his neck.  

He dropped to his knees beside his brother and 

proceeded to wrap the piece of fabric tightly 

around the other man's leg.     

 

Johnny nodded toward the lifeless form less 

than a foot up the hill from him.  "Any idea 

who he is?"   

 

"He's the gambler we played cards with in 

Spanish Wells a couple of weeks ago?" 

 

"Blaine?  He say why . . .?"  Johnny grunted 

as Scott pulled the neck scarf tight.     

 

Scott shrugged while knotting the ends of the 

neck scarf.  "Guess he didn't like us spoiling 

his game." 

 

"Sore loser, huh?" 

 

"You could say that."  Scott leaned back and 

let out a soft sigh.  "Think you can make it 

down to your horse if I help you?" 

 

"I can make it." 

 

"Sure you can," said Scott with arched brows 

and a light chuckle.  He had heard those words 

before, right before Johnny had passed out a 

year ago from being shot in the battle against a 

gang of land pirates led by Day Pardee. 

 

"What about him?"  Johnny tipped his head 

toward Blaine. 

 

"Your friend Val can take care of him.  We 

have more important things to attend to . . . 

like getting you to a doctor," replied Scott, 

grasping Johnny by the wrist, pulling him to 

his feet, and then wrapping an arm around his 

waist. 

 

Progress down the hill was slow.  Johnny was 

leaning heavily against Scott, making it 

difficult for the older man to keep his balance. 

 

"Guess I owe you a few beers?" said Johnny 

when the brothers were half-way to the 

bottom.    

 

"Yes, I believe you do," replied Scott with a 

grunt. 

 

Johnny was silent for several steps.  "So . . . 

how'd you figure out where I went?" he then 

asked. 

 

Scott groaned again.  His sore side was 

beginning to ache with a vengeance, and his 

brother's hand pressing against the wound 

wasn't helping matters. 

 

"Well?" 

 

"Well."  Scott hesitated and smiled.  "Guess 

you can thank Blaine for that.  I caught sight 

of his horse and thought it was Barranca." 

 

"Chico give yuh much trouble?" 

 

"Not much.  How about Barranca?" 

 

"Nope," replied Johnny, before sucking in a 

sharp breath.        

 

His brother's obvious pain brought a scowl to 

Scott's face.  "You need to stop a minute?" 

 

"Huh, uh." 

 

"You sure?"     

 

"Would yuh stop talkin' an' get me to my 

horse." 

 



 



Scott laughed at Johnny's commanding tone 

and then immediately regretted it--needles of 

pain piercing his own side.  He decided it 

would be wise to do as he was told. 

 

When the brothers neared the bottom of the 

slope, a group of riders broke through a gap in 

the willows along the river.  One waved a 

hand toward Barranca and Chico, who were 

grazing a ways up river, and another pointed 

up the hill at Johnny and Scott. 

 

"Looks like we're about to have company," 

said Scott. 

 

"Yeah.  What say we sit down an' let 'em bring 

our horses to us?" 

 

"Sounds good to me." 

 

Scott eased Johnny to the ground and then 

settled down beside him to watch the men 

below.  For once, he had to admit that Val 

Crawford was a welcome sight. 

 

The sheriff arrived a moment later.  He didn't 

look any more like a lawman than he ever did, 

with his untidy hair peeking beneath the brim 

of his battered hat and his clothes wrinkled as 

though he had slept in them.  Still, he took 

charge of the situation, and soon the Lancer 

brothers were mounted and on their way to 

Green River.  Two men from a neighboring 

ranch, who had been in town to pick up 

supplies, were sent up the hill to collect 

Blaine's body while another man was ordered 

to find Sam Jenkins.  Fortunately, this was the 

week that the only doctor in the area spent in 

Green River. 

 

An hour later, Scott paused beside his 

brother's bed in the Green River hotel.  Even 

though their father had been notified of their 

injuries and had sent word that he would be 

there as soon as he could with a wagon to take 

them home, Sam had insisted Johnny not be 

moved before morning.  It would be late by 

the time Murdoch arrived anyway, so Scott 

had booked rooms for them all. 

 

"I think you're gunna have to wait for them 

beers, Brother," said a groggy voice. 

 

Gazing down on his brother, Scott had to 

agree.  Johnny's usually tanned face was pale, 

and his eyes, which earlier had been etched 

with pain, were nearly closed from the 

laudanum the doctor had given him. 

 

"I'll give you all the time you need . . . on one 

condition," said Scott with a hint of mischief 

in his voice. 

 

"Yeah . . . an' what's that?" Johnny asked with 

a yawn. 

   

"We don't play any more children's games."  

Scott held out a hand and looked pleadingly at 

his brother.  "Deal?"   

 

"Deal," replied Johnny, grasping the hand.  

Then his mouth quirked into a crooked grin as 

his fingers lost their grip.  "Your games do get 

a bit dangerous for my blood." 

   

"Mine, too, Brother.  Mine, too," Scott 

whispered, watching Johnny's eyes flutter and 

close.  Although his own injury was 

superficial in comparison to his brother's, his 

nerves were on edge from how closely their 

simple game had come to turning into a 

tragedy.  He knew it would be a long time 

before his fond memories of playing "hide-

and-seek" with childhood friends no longer 

brought to mind a much more horrifying 

scene. 

 

Scott turned down the lamp on the table by the 

door, removed his pants and shirt, and 

dropped them in a pile at the foot of the other 

bed before crawling between the sheets.  He 

fully expected to lie there awake, but the strain 



 

 

of the last few hours had taken its toll.  Soon 

he too was sleeping soundly. 
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Chapter One 

At Lancer 
 

ohnny Madrid Lancer pulled his horse to a 

stop at the crest of the hill. The gelding 

gratefully took advantage of the break to rest 

and so stood still as his master surveyed the 

scene below. 

 

Johnny pushed his hat back off his head, 

leaving it to dangle down his back on the 

storm straps. His left hand held the reins 

loosely as he leaned on the pommel with his 

right. From his side-on vantage point, he noted 

the magnificent hacienda surrounded by lush, 

green grass. A well-tended garden was visible 

behind a courtyard, with cool vines growing 

over the pergola. To the right from his 

viewpoint and on the rear corner of the 

structure, he spied a large room with a 

particularly enormous picture window. In the 

middle of the building was a tall square tower 

providing uninterrupted views on all sides. 

Just under this was a balcony, also affording 

extended views of anyone approaching the 

home from the rear. 

 

Further away from the home, he saw a sturdy 

post and rail fence. It was only past this that 

the vivid green of the lawn gave way to the 

dull buff of the more parched pasture. As his 

eye travelled further to the left, the pasture 

gave way to verdant trees lining the riverbank.  

Beyond the estancia rolling hills, reflecting all 

colours of nature’s glory, gently merged and 

blended, one into the other. Greens, yellows, 

browns, greys and even blue tinges were 

evident. Rich pastoral land, some parts 

completely wild and rugged. Other parts were 

obviously tamed to some degree with strong 

fences, tracks and bridges creating some order 

and providing useful infrastructure for this 

thriving ranch. Cattle could be seen grazing 

peacefully. Their intermittent lowing floated 

over to him in the breeze. 

 

His birthright. Below him, spread out as far as 

the eye could see, was his birthright. 

 

His gut clenched and he thought he might pass 

out from the sight. His chest constricted and 

his mouth set in a straight line as his teeth 

ground together and his jaw jutted out. 

 

He drank it all in. He was mesmerized. Such 

beauty. Such natural grandeur. Such wealth. 

 

The bastard! He would get the bastard and 

make him pay! 

 

Only when his heart stopped pounding and 

regained a more steady, less forceful beat, did 

he seem to breathe normally again. He sucked 

in several deep lungfuls of air and expelled it 

slowly. 

 

His mind made up, he pulled forward on the 

storm strap and reached back for his hat. 

Planting it firmly on his head, then slanting it 

slightly forward to shade his eyes, he 

uncorked his canteen and took a long swig as 

though to give him strength. Wiping his 

mouth on his shirtsleeve, he re-corked the 



 

 

vessel, hung it from the pommel and kneed his 

horse gently, but purposefully, forward. 

He trotted through the imposing Lancer arch. 

The grandiose nature of it brought a sneer to 

his lips.  

 

Oh, yeah, he thought. Just to make sure that, if 

you didn’t know it already, you are on Lancer 

property – and don’t you forget it! You’re 

somewhere special now. Somewhere high and 

mighty. 

 

He snorted sourly, but continued his pace 

steadily, passing outbuildings, a bunkhouse, 

corrals and a large barn. Seeing a ranch hand 

over near the corral, he headed there. He 

stopped in front of the man, removed his hat 

and nodded in greeting.  

 

The hand was Mexican, portly, in his forties, 

and sporting a large moustache. 

 

Johnny wondered whether this was the sort of 

workplace where Mexicans were employed as 

cheap labour, but where Spanish was 

forbidden. Never being a shrinking violet, he 

decided on at least opening his speech in 

Spanish. 

 

“Hola. Buenos dias.” 

 

The Mexican worker replied in kind, looking 

Johnny steadily in the eye. 

 

“I was in Morro Coyo. They told me that you 

are hiring on. Any spare jobs left?” 

 

“Si. We have several places left. My name is 

Cipriano. I am the Segundo.” 

 

This surprised Johnny. He didn’t expect a 

non-Gringo to be given a position of 

responsibility. Leastways, here of all places. 

 

“The name’s Alvirez. Johnny Alvirez.” 

 

Cipriano studied the deep blues eyes. 

 

“That’s a Spanish name.” 

 

“That’s right. I’m half Mexican.” 

 

“And just what can you do that could be 

useful for us?” 

 

“Oh, I can ride, I’m used to hard labour, can 

fix fences and I can rope me some of them 

cows. I’ve done some branding and trail 

riding. Guess you could say that I could do 

just about anything you wanted me to do.” 

 

“All right. We can do with some extra hands. 

You may put your gear in the bunkhouse to 

the rear of the barn.” 

 

Johnny nodded before adding, “Gracias.” As 

an afterthought, he looked at Cipriano full in 

the eye, then spoke what was on his mind. 

“So, tell me. If you are the Segundo, why 

aren’t you out with the men? Why are you 

here around the house?” 

 

“I pulled some muscles in my back several 

days ago and have been on light duties around 

the hacienda for a day or so before branding 

starts the day after tomorrow. Plus, things are 

a little unsettled with many instances of land 

piracy in the valley. I am keeping an eye out 

while I am working here. These are uncertain 

times.” 

 

Johnny nodded again, “You sure got that right. 

Well, I’ll just get myself settled in.” 

 

Johnny was about to lead Barranca away to 

the bunkhouse when he heard a loud voice 

hailing Cipriano from the hacienda porch. 

 

The person belonging to the voice was a 

mountain of a man. As he approached, his size 

was perceptively more remarkable. He walked 

with both a cane and a limp. The man’s face 



 



was craggy and lined through years of 

exposure to the Californian sun. It reminded 

Johnny of the rock-strewn hillsides he had just 

ridden through: all angles, crests and 

crevasses. The eyes were blue and whatever 

hair colour he had was basically lost to grey. 

 

He reached the two men, eyes firmly held on 

Johnny. Cipriano introduced Johnny to the 

patròn of Lancer, explaining to his boss that 

Johnny had just been hired. Johnny felt his 

hand shaken in a firm grip, but was unaware 

that he had even extended it. So here he was. 

In front of the man who had cast his son out at 

such a tender age. The man who continued to 

live in this wealth while his son and mother 

eked out an existence not fit for an animal. 

When he considered what his mother had done 

to feed and clothe them, his stomach lurched. 

This was the bastard responsible for it all. 

 

This was the man he planned to kill. 

 

Johnny could not talk. He could not even 

summon up Madrid, so intense was the wave 

of emotion washing over him.  

 

Drawing in a fortifying breath of air, he took 

command of his emotions and began to focus 

on what the man was saying to his Segundo. 

“I don’t want you overdoing it. We’ve got all 

that branding to do and we’re still short 

handed. The doc will be back to see you 

tomorrow.” 

 

Turning to Johnny, he addressed him 

personally and to the point. “We are busy and 

we are shorthanded. You’ll work hard for a 

fair day’s wage, but I won’t tolerate 

troublemakers. I can see how you wear your 

gun. I don’t want you using it and causing any 

trouble here. I don’t want you starting 

anything.” 

 

Johnny focused on him, his eyes fixed on a 

blue not as deep as his own. 

 

“Oh, I won’t start anything…but I sure won’t 

back off from finishing problems if they 

concern me.” 

 

Johnny perceived a flicker in Murdoch 

Lancer’s eyes as the older man considered this 

odd statement…or was it a challenge? 

 

“Don’t play games with me, son. You just 

keep away from that gun. You’re on the 

payroll for ranching duties, nothing else. I’ve 

got no time for distractions.” 

 

‘Son’. He had called him ‘son’. For an instant, 

Johnny thought that he had been recognized, 

but then he realized it was just a general term 

for a younger man. It meant nothing personal 

to the great Murdoch Lancer. He was nothing 

personal to this man. He was nothing special 

at all. Just an insignificant ranch hand to be 

given orders. It didn’t stop his chest from 

constricting as though weighted down, 

however, with the full burden of the Lancer 

arch. 

 

“I don’t like distractions, either, so I’ll just 

head over to the bunkhouse and get ready for 

my ranching duties, all right?” 

A piercing look from Murdoch indicated that 

the big man did not miss the distinct sneer that 

accented the end of the new hand’s statement. 

Cipriano intervened just then, providing 

Johnny with the chance for a curt nod before 

he made his exit. 

 

“Damn!” he chastised himself for his lack of 

control. He mentally kicked himself for 

allowing his feelings to surface and to colour 

his words.  

 

Then he kicked himself further for having any 

feelings at all. 

 

 
 



 

 

he first day on the payroll saw Johnny 

helping round up stock for branding. He was 

up at dawn and worked solidly until late 

afternoon, when the cattle had been confined 

to the required paddocks. He kept his ears 

open and encouraged talk, but gave little of 

himself. For some reason, the hands were a 

loyal bunch. They followed orders from 

Frank, the black foreman, without quibbling 

and worked well as a team. 

 

It was a tired Johnny who headed back to the 

ranch with the men in the late afternoon. He 

saw to his faithful steed’s needs, giving him a 

long brushing, then set about checking his 

tack for the week’s work to come.  

 

He chose a bench under a shady tree near the 

barn to work from, which allowed him to keep 

an unobtrusive eye on the hacienda as he 

toiled. Not long after he started, he noticed the 

young woman he had seen the other day. She 

carried a huge washing basket to the line and 

began removing clothes and linen. She 

appeared to be in her late teens. Slim and 

brunette, she walked with a lively bounce. She 

didn’t look like Mexican help, so he wondered 

where she fitted into the picture. He studied 

her surreptitiously as she completed her task 

and then tried to lift the enormous load.  

 

Johnny was not one to miss opportunities. 

Setting his gear on the ground, he crossed the 

yard to her. “Here, let me get that for you,” he 

suggested as he simultaneously reached for 

the basket.  

She looked up, surprised at this intrusion and 

hesitant to let him help. 

 

“That’s an awfully big basket for such a little 

lady to carry.” 

 

He smiled his easy smile. The genuine warmth 

in his eyes convinced her. 

 

“Thank you, Mr…? 

 

“Alvirez. Johnny Alvirez.” 

 

“I haven’t seen you here before. Are you 

new?” 

 

“Yeah, I arrived yesterday and started today. 

Been moving cattle all day ready for branding 

tomorrow.” 

 

Her shy smile encouraged more conversation. 

 

“How long have you been working here?” 

Johnny ventured. 

 

“Oh, I’m not paid help. I was born here. Mr 

Lancer is my guardian,” she replied, realizing 

his misconception. “My father was foreman 

here until six months ago.” 

 

Here she faltered and he could see that she 

was fighting emotions buried deep. After 

battling them for a few seconds, she managed 

to restore her calm manner and continue. “He 

was killed by land pirates when they were 

repeatedly attacking Lancer and the local 

farms. My father and Mr Lancer went to check 

on some stolen horses and they just shot him. 

Mr Lancer was shot in the back at the same 

time.” 

 

Emotions threatened to overcome her again. 

Johnny put the basket down and reached a 

tentative arm to place on her shoulder. “I’m so 

sorry. What about your ma?” 

 

“She left my when I was little. She…” Teresa 

looked away, gulped, clamped her lips 

together, then turned back to Johnny with 

squared shoulders. “She ran off with a man. 

He had a travelling show, organizing 

entertainment for saloons.” 

 

Teresa looked him in the eye and lifted her 

chin, daring him to say something negative 

about her mother. To her surprise, she saw 



 



nothing but understanding. 

“That must have been rough,” was all he 

offered. 

 

“Yes, it was. I only have vague memories of 

her. I suppose it would have been worse had 

she taken me with her and dragged me from 

saloon to saloon. At least here I had a stable 

home with my father, or at least I did until last 

fall.” 

 

“Where do you live now?” 

 

“Here in the hacienda. Murdoch has taken me 

on as his ward. He’s been like an uncle and 

second father to me all my life. I owe him so 

much.” 

 

“Yeah, he must be a real kind and generous 

man.” 

 

Teresa stared at him, his sharp tone surprising 

her. 

 

“Yes,” she replied calmly. “He is both of 

those things. I am lucky to have him. I would 

have nothing at all if it weren’t for him.” 

 

Outwardly, Johnny nodded in understanding. 

Inwardly, he seethed that this girl could be 

assured of a home, a decent meal, a clean bed 

and security while he had been thrown out in 

the cold and left with nothing. She had been 

the daughter of the manor in every way while 

he had been deprived of it all. However, the 

events were not of her making. 

 

“I’m glad, real glad you have Mr. Lancer. 

Ain’t nothing worse than being alone, having 

nowhere to call home and having no one to 

care,” he assured her. 

 

There was a pause as Teresa thoughtfully 

regarded him, seeming to peer into his very 

soul.  

 

“What about you, Mr. Alvirez? Where is 

home?” asked Teresa, holding his eyes with 

hers for a moment. 

 

Realizing he was giving too much of himself 

away, Johnny glibly evaded her question.  

“Here, at the moment.” 

 

He grinned and indicated the basket. “Where 

do you want this?” 

 

“In the kitchen will be fine. There’s a big 

bench there where I can fold everything.” 

 

“What about Mrs Lancer, doesn’t she help out 

with the chores?” 

 

“There is no Mrs Lancer. There was, but that’s 

a long story.” 

 

I bet, thought Johnny bitterly. 

 

“Come through here. On that bench will be 

fine. Thank you, Mr Alvirez.” 

 

“You’re welcome, Miss. And it’s Johnny.” 

 

“Teresa, then. It’s Teresa.” 

 

“Fine, Teresa.” Johnny tipped his hat after 

placing the wash basket on the bench. He cast 

a quick glance around the Lancer kitchen and 

then headed for the back door. As he did so, 

the cook came bustling in, a bowl of eggs 

clutched to her chest. They collided, the egg 

bowl bouncing off her ample bosom before 

beginning its descent to the floor. With 

lightning reflexes, Johnny made a grab for it, 

retrieving it successfully before it reached the 

hard surface. Voluble Spanish accompanied 

his act and he replied in kind, calming the 

overexcited cook with his words. He thrust the 

bowl at her to show her that all were still 

whole and not a one of them cracked. 

 

Her face split into a beaming smile and he 



 

 

grinned back. Placing the bowl carefully on 

the table, she placed both her hands over his 

cheeks and then smothered him in a hug. 

 

“Oh, you are all skin and bone. Here, come 

and sit. I will give something to eat. I have 

some tamales and beans. You are the new 

hand that Cipriano told me about. He said that 

you have come from the border towns. I’m 

sure you must miss some good Mexican food. 

You must be hungry, no?” 

 

“Well, Ma’am, I am, but I’d better wait until 

suppertime in the bunkhouse. I’m sure that Mr 

Lancer won’t take kindly to you feeding the 

hands in the main house.” 

 

“Maria. My name is Maria. And, you talk 

nonsense. This might be Mr Lancer’s home, 

but this is my kitchen and he knows it! 

Besides, his bark is worse than his bite.” 

 

This self-assuredness and dictatorial attitude 

from the hired help startled Johnny, who let 

himself be seated at the table. Tamales and 

beans followed shortly, which he devoured 

with enthusiasm. As he ate, he watched Teresa 

fold the clothes while Maria began 

preparations for the evening meal. 

 

“That was delicious, Maria. Muchos gracias.” 

 

“You would like some more?” 

 

“No, I’m fine. It’s a long time since I’ve eaten 

like that.” 

 

“Any time you get hungry, you come and see 

me. All right?” 

 

“All right. And thanks again.” Johnny turned 

to leave, then hesitated before placing his 

hands on her shoulders and giving her a quick 

peck on the cheek. 

 

Maria blushed, then swatted him with a towel 

she held clasped in her hand. 

“Go on with you, but don’t forget to come 

back!” she added, laughing happily at him as 

she bade him goodbye. 

 

 
 

he backbreaking work of branding began in 

earnest on the second day. Johnny was biding 

his time, learning as much as he could about 

the man he was going to kill.  

 

He kept himself to himself, but his ears were 

always open to hear anything to his advantage. 

Surprisingly, he found the food wholesome, 

the bunkhouse clean and comfortable and 

respect evident for his new boss. What rocked 

him, however, is that there appeared to be no 

distinction between gringo, Mexican or black 

workers. All were treated the same, the jobs 

were divided fairly and the same expectations 

were placed on everyone. 

 

The boss came out to supervise, but was 

unable to assist due to his injuries. As Johnny 

devoured his surprisingly good lunch of beef 

stew and beans brought along by Teresa and 

the bunkhouse cook, Murdoch Lancer walked 

over to sit on the log next to him. 

 

Johnny stiffened, but continued eating, nerves 

screaming out to be on the alert. 

 

Murdoch began his meal and after several 

minutes asked how Johnny was getting on. 

 

“Fine,” was his brief answer. 

 

“Well, I just want you to know that I’ve been 

watching you.” 

 

Johnny tensed and stopped chewing. 

 

“I’m pleased with the way you are shaping up. 

I don’t have time for those who don’t pull 



 



their weight, and you are certainly doing your 

fair share.” 

 

Feeling something was required, Johnny 

surprised himself by muttering, "Thank you”. 

 

He surprised himself even more so for feeling 

pleased that his work had been noticed. 

 

Ill at ease, he stood up to go check on 

Barranca while Murdoch spoke to Cipriano 

and Frank. Approaching the chuck wagon to 

put his plate away, he paused and watched the 

scene before him intently. His adrenaline 

began pumping furiously. He had no choice 

but to take action. 

 

 
 

urdoch was engrossed in conversation with 

Cipriano and Frank. He listened to them 

earnestly and occasionally interrupted with 

questions. He trusted these two men who had 

stayed while others had deserted him when he 

was facing the land pirates. They had kept the 

ranch running after his wounding and Paul’s 

tragic death. 

 

Concentrating as he was, he did not at first see 

what was happening. 

 

His sharply indrawn breath diverted the 

attention of the two men next to him, who 

stopped their conversation as their eyes 

followed the path of his.   

 

The new ranch hand had his gun out of his 

holster and was levelling it with eerie 

steadfastness. 

 

There was a catlike grace about him as he 

moved so stealthily and silently to one side. 

His boots made no noise as his whole body 

and mind concentrated on its target. As 

Johnny moved closer, Murdoch was struck by 

the determination on his face. A determination 

to kill. It appeared as if the whole fabric of his 

being was in a capsule of its own, shutting out 

everything, every action and every noise 

which could divert him from this ultimate 

game of life and death. 

 

Murdoch was frozen, unable to move, the gun 

barrel mesmerizing him with its rigid stillness. 

 

The blasting of the revolver shattered the 

peaceful afternoon. Three rapid shots, then no 

more.  

 

Johnny’s aim had been sure, the blood spatter 

marking a deathly trail. 

 

 
 

ohnny sprang into action, pulling the girl 

away from the boulder she had been leaning 

against. She was white with shock and 

trembling violently. Blood sprayed over the 

bodice of her dress and face.  

 

At her feet was the corpse of an enormous 

rattlesnake, its head blown clean off. Johnny 

swiftly checked for any relatives or playmates 

of the creature, but was relieved to see that it 

had been acting alone. 

 

He reached for his bandana and gently wiped 

smudges of blood from her face, speaking to 

her soothingly as he did so in a mixture of 

English and Spanish. Murdoch claimed her 

then, clasping her in a great bear hug with his 

burly arms wrapped right around her tiny 

body, as she sobbed in fright. 

 

Johnny reached down to pick up the dead 

reptile, then threw it out of sight in the bushes. 

Throwing the girl a sympathetic look, he 

continued on his way to Barranca. 

 

Murdoch and Teresa caught up with him a few 



 

 

minutes later. Teresa reached out and stopped 

him with a trembling touch to his sleeve. 

 

“Thank you, Johnny. I was so terrified. I 

thought I was going to be bitten. I don’t know 

how you did it, but thank you!” 

 

Uncomfortable with her sincere words and 

Murdoch’s scrutiny, he muttered a quick “It 

was nothing” before dropping his head and 

scuffing the dirt with the toe of his boot. 

“It was more than ‘nothing’, boy. That 

shooting was remarkable. Teresa is all I have. 

Thank you.” 

 

Johnny glanced up, Murdoch’s words going 

through his mind. ‘Teresa is all I have’. And 

whose fault is that, Old Man? Johnny’s 

thoughts screamed at him. 

 

Johnny bit back the words that wanted to 

come, Madrid taking over to cast a steely stare 

at Murdoch. 

 

“Well, if she is all you have then it’s just as 

well I came by, isn’t it?” 

 

With a nod at the two of them and a dip of his 

hat, he agilely mounted Barranca and headed 

off to start his afternoon duties, leaving a 

puzzled Murdoch Lancer staring after him. 

 

Chapter Two 
 

he branding was completed before the week 

was out. By the end of that time, the hands 

took on slightly less arduous chores. They 

needed to recoup some energy and were 

permitted to do minor jobs to give them some 

time to recover from the physically 

demanding work of branding. 

 

Johnny spent some time in the barn and tack 

room getting to know the trusted hands, 

particularly Cipriano and Frank. He was 

staggered at the warmth of expression when 

they spoke about Murdoch and at respect they 

held for him. They seemed to think he was a 

fair boss who expected the best from a person, 

but he could also be kind and generous in 

certain circumstances. Both felt that Murdoch 

had given them a chance of a good life and 

above all treated both themselves and their 

families with respect in return.  Johnny nearly 

choked on his coffee as they were telling him 

this over breakfast at the end of his first week 

at the ranch.  

 

Their viewpoint did not mesh with what he 

knew of the man. For some reason this man 

was nicer to people who were not related. The 

great benefactor wouldn’t even keep to his 

marriage vows and look after his wife, let 

alone care for his child. Maybe he wasn’t a 

racist when it came to having workers or 

acquaintances of non-gringo blood around 

him, but having sired a mestizo must have 

been too much for the old geezer. A bit of an 

embarrassment. A disgusting aberration. A 

mistake. Something to be eradicated. 

 

Johnny let his mind drift as they continued to 

talk across the breakfast table. All those years 

of being not wanted and not loved haunted 

him. His Mama loved him in her way, but 

only when it was convenient for her, only 

when she had no man to please her. He had 

been in the way then, too. If Murdoch Lancer 

hadn’t thrown them out, his mother wouldn’t 

lave lowered herself to try to find love from 

all the low life scum who had been attracted to 

her. 

 

Murdoch Lancer was going to pay. For his 

Mama, he would seek revenge. 

 

 
 

ohnny entered the kitchen, arms laden with 

wood he had chopped for the ovens. He 



 



stacked them neatly in the wood-box, filling it 

to its brim. As he straightened up, Murdoch 

entered the kitchen from the Great Room.  

 

“Good morning, Alvirez,” he greeted the new 

hand. 

 

“Morning,” muttered Johnny as he abruptly 

turned to go. 

 

“Wait. Would you mind chopping up some 

kindling and stacking some more logs for the 

fire in the Great Room, just through here, 

when you have finished?” requested Murdoch, 

indicating the doorway to the Great Room for 

Johnny’s benefit. 

 

I sure do mind, you old coot, thought Johnny, 

but instead Madrid put a lid on his emotions 

and nodded in the affirmative. “Sure. I’m done 

in here now, anyway.” 

 

“Thank you,” commented Murdoch. 

 

Johnny walked out, his thoughts and feelings 

in a turmoil.  

 

Bet he wouldn’t be so polite if he knew who he 

was talking to, he considered. His mistake 

wouldn’t get to see those fine manners.  

 

Johnny worked out some anger with the axe 

that he swung with a brooding ferocity, which 

startled Maria as she entered the garden. 

 

“Good morning, Johnny. Anyone would think 

that you, that axe and that log have had a 

disagreement.” 

 

“No, Maria. Just like to do a job fast and 

thoroughly.” 

 

Maria approached him. 

 

“You are upset.” 

 

“No,” he denied. “I’m just getting the job 

done.” 

 

“Why so much anger?” 

“I ain’t angry and I ain’t upset. I just want to 

get the job done. It’s just pride in my trade. 

Now let me get on with it!” he dismissed her 

curtly. 

 

He began chopping again with all his might, 

but almost immediately stopped. He turned 

towards Maria who had stood her ground. 

 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude. I guess I 

got too much energy this morning,” he lied. 

 

Maria was not fooled. “Well if you are using 

up all this energy, you will need more food to 

keep you going. When you are finished, you 

come into the kitchen, si? I will have 

something for you.” 

 

Johnny looked into the kind and 

understanding eyes of this woman who had 

taken him into her heart. “Gracias.”  

 

He smiled at her and satisfied, she smiled back 

before heading back to her duties. 

 

Johnny loaded his arms once again with logs. 

Entering the kitchen, he smiled at Maria and 

made his way to the Great Room. 

 

Once through the doorway, he stopped 

abruptly. He had never seen such splendour, 

or a room of such generous proportions. One 

whole wall was lined with a bookcase filled 

with books of all kinds, mostly expensive 

leather bound volumes embossed in gold 

writing.  In front of the bookshelf stood an 

enormous dining table, with heavy padded 

high-backed chairs in a Spanish style. 

Upholstered in an aqua velvet jacquard fabric, 

they exuded affluence. The fireplace came up 

to Johnny’s shoulder in height and above it 

was a large Lancer ‘L’, at least two feet in 



 

 

dimension. He grimaced in recognition. 

Having spent the past few days branding the 

cattle, he felt as though the Lancer brand had 

been seared into his own mind. 

 

In front of the fireplace, placed for comfort 

and also covered in jacquard material, were 

two mustard brown sofas situated at right 

angles to each other. To the left of the hearth 

stood a deeply padded shiny leather armchair. 

Two more armchairs upholstered in expensive 

pale blue textiles added further luxury to the 

room. He noted a model of a ship, taking pride 

of place on a side table. The French windows, 

with heavy burgundy drapes to either side, 

provided access to the exterior across the 

porch. Everything screamed wealth and 

comfort, success and security. 

 

Johnny placed the logs down next to the 

fireplace, then continued his perusal of the 

room. Some embroidery had been left in a 

basket, no doubt Teresa’s. Fresh flowers were 

in several vases, giving the air a fresh and 

perfumed scent. But dominating the room was 

a massive desk in front of a gigantic picture 

window. Johnny had never seen such a large 

window in his life. It drew him like a magnet. 

He stood there looking at the view of the 

rolling hills of Lancer, seemingly extending 

forever, dotted with the cattle that were the 

lifeblood of the ranch. 

 

He gazed around the room once more, hoping 

for some memory to return, something to 

trigger his babyhood here. But he remembered 

nothing. This room was nothing to him. And 

he was nothing to it. 

 

He looked at the desk with its neat piles of 

ledgers, accounts and bills. A frame facing 

away from him took his attention. He reached 

for it and turned it around.  

 

The world stopped. He felt gut-punched as he 

expelled air from his lungs in a soft groan. 

 

His Mama was smiling up at him. His Mama, 

whom he thought he would never see again.  

A younger Mama than he remembered, with 

laughter lines around her eyes. A man was 

standing next to her, his right arm protectively 

around her shoulders. A gigantic man who 

dwarfed his mother. And in his left arm was a 

little boy, about a year old. A dark haired little 

boy with light coloured eyes. The little boy 

was cuddling in to the huge man, his head in 

the crook of his father’s neck with his chubby 

little fist clutching the string tie worn to 

complement the man’s suit. A shy smile lit up 

the little child’s face. 

 

It couldn’t be. Surely not. It defied belief. Bile 

rose in Johnny’s mouth and his breaths came 

in ragged gasps. He closed his eyes tightly and 

grasped the picture to his chest as tears welled 

up. For several moments, his mind was in a 

whirl. He felt dizzy. He was ragingly angry. 

Why had he been robbed of his birthright. 

Why had he been condemned to the life he 

had led? 

 

After his breathing settled down, he came to 

his senses and quickly peered around to make 

sure he was unobserved. He wiped his eyes on 

his sleeve, stared at the likeness of this happy 

family group for a further minute, then gently 

placed the frame back where it was.  

 

It was then he noticed two more frames on the 

other side of the desk. One held a 

daguerreotype of an attractive blonde haired 

woman. She sat with graceful, erect posture 

and smiled sweetly at him. In the other was a 

little boy, about five years old in Johnny’s 

estimation. He seemed a little serious and very 

innocent. He had beautiful smooth skin and 

blonde hair like the woman, but his hair was 

cut in a different style with a fringe across his 

forehead. He sat stiffly and was oddly dressed 

in a miniature suit with a velvet bow-tie 

around his neck. 



 



 

“Just what do you think you are doing?” a 

sharp voice cut through his reverie. “Why are 

you in here at Murdoch’s desk?” 

 

Johnny turned to face Teresa. 

 

”Hello,” he greeted her. “I just chopped some 

wood for the fire and brought it in.” 

 

“The fire place is on the other side of the 

room.” 

 

Johnny smiled at her.  

 

“Don’t worry, I know what a fireplace looks 

like and I haven’t filled the desk drawers with 

wood.” 

 

He paused to see the effect of his sense of 

humour, then added something close to the 

truth. 

 

“I’m sorry. I’ve never seen a room like this. I 

came over to this side of the room to look out 

the window. It sure is an incredible view. It 

sorta takes your breath away.” 

 

Teresa eyed him warily, but his sincerity won 

her over. 

 

“Yes, that’s one view that Murdoch never gets 

tired of. But nevertheless, you could get that 

view outside.” 

 

“True, but I ain’t never seen such a large 

window that can let you see so much of the 

outside from the inside!” retorted Johnny 

honestly. 

 

Teresa looked at him for an instant, then 

laughed. “I suppose you’re right, but why do 

you have that frame in your hand?” 

 

Johnny looked at her, then at the frame he had 

forgotten he was holding.  

 

“I saw these on the desk. I suppose I was 

curious as to who the women and children 

are.” 

 

“It’s really none of your business, is it?” 

 

This remark had the effect of poleaxing him. 

None of his business. His father had made sure 

of that. Not any more. His business had been 

firmly separated from his father’s, through no 

fault of his own. A gulf as wide as the all the 

desert and badlands in Mexico and California 

combined separated them. 

 

“No, but those ladies sure are pretty...and so 

different in looks.” 

 

Teresa stopped and seemed to consider 

whether she should say anything. She cocked 

her head slightly, her eyes making it clear she 

was pondering a response. 

 

“This lady is Maria, Murdoch’s wife, with 

their son, John. That lady is Catherine, 

Murdoch’s first wife. She died in childbirth.” 

 

“So if his first wife died in childbirth, what 

happened to Maria?” 

 

Teresa did not at first answer, but then 

shrugged and seemed to come to a decision. 

“She ran off with another man, a gambler, 

taking her son with her.” 

 

Liar! Liar! Johnny’s mind screamed silently at 

her. But instead he gibed, “Doesn’t have much 

luck with his women, does he?”   

 

Before she could respond, and for fear that he 

would put her offside and not discover any 

more answers, he pursued another line of 

questioning. “What makes you think she ran 

off with another man?” he asked. 

 

“My father told me. Everyone knew. It was as 



 

 

though everyone in the whole neighbourhood 

knew, except for Murdoch. He came home 

one day and found them gone. John was not 

quite two years old. He was devastated.” 

 

“Devastated? That kid looks like he’s a half-

breed. Maybe it was a relief for the old man,” 

Johnny suggested. 

 

“How dare you suggest such a thing! 

Afterwards, Murdoch left the ranch for six 

months. He scoured the countryside, here and 

in Mexico looking for them! When he came 

back, my father said that he looked like a 

skeleton and had aged ten years. He thought 

the world of his son and wife. Everyone knew 

that he would take his son on his horse and 

give him rides on his shoulders whenever he 

could get away from work. He doted on the 

little baby and his wife. He was heartbroken.” 

 

Johnny stared at the girl, trying to make sense 

of what she had said. It jarred totally with 

what he had been told by his mother. And she 

would not lie to him. 

 

“He still pays the Pinkertons to trace little 

John. For nineteen years he has done this, but 

without result. Whenever there is any profit, 

he makes a payment to the Pinkerton Agency 

hoping that they will find them.” 

 

Johnny was flummoxed by this. It simply 

could not be true. It was impossible that his 

father cared. Maybe he had another reason for 

continuing the hunt? Maybe his Mama had 

something belonging to Murdoch? Maybe he 

wanted to make sure they never came back to 

claim their heritage? Johnny’s mind searched 

wildly for possible reasons to explain these 

actions of his father. 

 

“Why would he want them back if she left him 

for another man? Why would he want such a 

woman who had been soiled by another man?” 

 

Teresa looked at him as though he was a 

cretin. 

 

“Because he loves her,” she stated simply, 

“And he adored the ground his son walked on. 

Because she is the mother of his son and he 

wants her back. He wants his family back.  He 

wants his life back. He never knew she was 

unhappy and guilt eats at him for not noticing. 

He wants to put it all right again.” 

 

Johnny’s mind raced, unable to take all of this 

in. Desperate to give himself some thinking 

time, he asked about the third picture. “Who’s 

the blond kid?” 

 

“Catherine and Murdoch’s son.” 

 

Johnny stared at her. “I thought you said that 

she died in childbirth?” 

 

“Yes, she did, but the son survived. His name 

is Scott and he lives in Boston with her father, 

Harlan Garrett, a wealthy businessman.” 

 

“Why doesn’t he live here?” 

 

“Because Murdoch sent her away when she 

was near her time. It was too dangerous at 

Lancer. Land pirates were active then, too.  

Harlan Garrett took the baby away 

immediately after Catherine died, and before 

Murdoch could reach them.” 

 

“Well, why spend all that money on 

Pinkertons to track down the half-breed when 

he has a perfectly good son living in Boston? 

And why didn’t he bring the other boy here?” 

 

“He tried to bring him here when Scott was 

five and John was two. He left the ranch to go 

to Boston, leaving my father in charge here. 

Harlan let him see Scott, but only introduced 

him as a business associate. He told Murdoch 

that if he tried to get Scott, he would stymie 

every move, he would drag Scott through the 



 



courts and would bankrupt Murdoch. Scott’s 

grandfather is rich enough and powerful 

enough to do it.  

 

Murdoch didn’t want to do that to Scott. And 

he had John to think of. He knew that Scott 

was safe and well cared for, but he knew that 

John was probably at risk. If he spent all his 

money trying to get custody of Scott, he 

would have to forsake John, who probably 

needed him and the security he represented 

more. He knew Scott was sheltered and 

looked after, but not knowing about John’s 

welfare has eaten at him for nearly twenty 

years. It is so tragic that he has neither son and 

that the two brothers don’t have each other.” 

 

The two brothers. 

 

Johnny’s ears rang. The world tilted. His brain 

roared.  

 

As she had discussed Murdoch’s two families, 

he had not taken this on board until the very 

end. 

 

He had a brother.  

 

The two children in the pictures were brothers. 

Albeit half-brothers, but still brothers. The 

blond boy shared half his blood. A continent 

separated them. A marriage separated them. 

Fortune and extreme poverty separated them. 

A life’s experiences separated them. Hell, 

even hair colour and complexion separated 

them. 

 

But he had a brother. A brother who shared 

his blood. A brother who shared his father. 

 

Johnny looked at Teresa. He commented 

inanely, “Yeah, that is sad. A pity they don’t 

know about each other. Murdoch doesn’t write 

to this Scott?” 

  

“Murdoch has written many times, but there is 

never a reply. He always sends something for 

his birthday and Christmas, but Murdoch gets 

nothing back. After he went to get Scott, 

Harlan sent Murdoch that photo. That’s all he 

has. I often wonder if Scott has ever received 

any of Murdoch’s letters.” 

 

“So you think that Scott has been kept 

deliberately in the dark?” 

 

”Yes, I believe so.” 

 

“Sounds like one heck of a mess.” 

 

“Yes, it is, and it’s so hard on Murdoch to 

keep pushing himself trying to locate John. 

There’s been disappointment after 

disappointment.” 

 

“Yeah, well, I’m sorry. I guess life wasn’t 

meant to be easy.” 

 

“True, but why does it have to be so cruel for 

some people?” 

 

Why indeed? 

 

The front door slamming interrupted them. 

Johnny jumped back from the desk and turned 

towards the loud footsteps approaching, 

waiting for a challenge from Murdoch 

regarding his intrusion into this sanctuary. 

 

“Hello, Teresa” greeted Murdoch as he placed 

a kiss on her cheek. 

 

“Hello, Murdoch. Dinner is almost ready. 

You’ve got time to wash up.” 

 

“Thank you, honey.” 

 

Johnny was half way out the room making 

what he thought was an unobtrusive exit when 

Murdoch stopped him.  

 

“Alvirez. Have you chopped all that wood?” 



 

 

 

Johnny turned, heart racing. 

 

“Yes, sir. It’s all stacked up and ready.” 

“Good. Come over here, son.” 

 

There he was again, using that term. Rubbing 

it in. 

 

“You know, what you did the other day meant 

everything to me. Thank you. Teresa is very 

precious.” 

 

“I did what anyone would do.” 

 

“No, you didn’t. You achieved what none of 

us could do. You managed to kill the snake 

without startling it into biting Teresa. Where 

did you learn to shoot like that?” 

 

Johnny’s protective shutters descended.   He 

kept his eyes bland as he gave a deliberately 

uninformative answer. “Here and there.” 

 

“Where exactly is ‘here and there’?” 

 

“In Mexico. Along the border towns.” 

 

“What did you do in Mexico and along the 

border towns?” 

 

“This and that.” 

 

Murdoch surprised him with a wry grin. “All 

right, I get the message. I won’t ask any more 

questions. I don’t want to scare you off. By all 

accounts you are a good worker. But I do want 

to give you this.” 

 

Murdoch reached into the breast pocket of his 

coat and withdrew a billfold. From it he took 

out an envelope, which he extended to Johnny. 

 

Johnny looked at it, but didn’t reach to take it. 

 

“What’s that?” 

 

”Take it and find out.” 

 

Johnny searched his father’s face for an 

answer, but not finding one, held out his hand 

and took it. Inside were banknotes. Many of 

them. 

 

Johnny looked up in shocked surprise. 

 

“There’s $500 in there. I told you that Teresa 

is all I have. I want you to take that and use it 

wisely for something special.” 

 

“I can’t take your money. I don’t want it.” 

 

“Yes, you can. In saving Teresa, you gave me 

a reason to keep living. I have nothing without 

her. My life is empty without her here. Please. 

I won’t take it back.” 

 

For what seemed a lifetime, Johnny stared at 

his father, at the sincerity on his father’s face.  

Finally, he nodded and placed it in the inside 

pocket of his jacket. 

 

“All right.” 

 

He started to walk away, then stopped and 

swivelled on his heels. 

 

“Thanks,” he offered. 

 

“You’re more than welcome.” 

 

Johnny went to leave again, but turned a 

second time. 

 

“If you’ve only got Teresa, what are you 

going to do when she up and marries?” 

 

It was a cruel question, but he had to know. 

 

“I’ll keep doing what I’ve been doing for the 

past twenty years. I’ll keep looking for my 

family.” 



 



 

The utter hopelessness and desolation in 

Murdoch’s face ripped through Johnny’s soul. 

 

“What if you find them and you don’t like 

what you find, what sort of people they’ve 

become?” 

 

“When I find them I will bless the day. I just 

want them to know that they are loved and 

always have been. What right would I have to 

condemn them when I know nothing of the 

obstacles life may have thrown in their way?” 

 

Johnny nodded his understanding and left. 

 

Chapter Three 

Boston 

 

ohnny tensed and peered intently, waiting 

for his quarry. He drew up the collar of his 

coat against the cool Boston breeze and 

watched with interest. 

He had left California several weeks ago, 

blessing the newly completed transcontinental 

railway. The seemingly interminable journey 

was at least much faster than travelling by 

steamship around the continent.  

 

Ironically, Murdoch’s money had made this 

mission possible. He had given his notice and 

was assured he could come back any time. 

More irony! He purchased his ticket for 

Boston and upon arrival found 

accommodation and immediately used his 

skills to track down his prey. Harlan Garrett, 

the prominent citizen, was easy to find, but it 

was Scott he needed to make contact with. 

The social pages in the newspapers provided 

pictures of the man who had become an 

obsession. 

 

Johnny stiffened as a man opened the front 

door of the elegant three-story home in 

affluent St Louisburg Square, close to Boston 

Common and near Beacon Street in Beacon 

Hill. He was taller than Johnny by two to three 

inches, but not nearly as tall as Murdoch. Slim 

in build, he was clad in riding clothes 

consisting of tight plaid pants and a neatly 

buttoned tan coat with a green cravat loosely 

tied at his neck to ward off the morning chill. 

His hair was as blond as in the old 

daguerreotype on Murdoch’s desk. The fringe 

was virtually the same as well. 

 

He had shadowed his sibling for the past four 

days, trying to work out his routine and 

hoping to find a way to get to speak to him. 

Not that he knew what he would have to say, 

or indeed if he would say anything anyway. 

He just didn’t know. This indecisiveness was 

not part of Johnny’s character and left him 

unsettled. 

 

Scott Lancer seemed to be man of habit. He 

rose early by Boston standards, but not as 

early as Johnny was used to on the ranch. He 

went for a ride in the woods and over the 

fields on the outskirts of the city, before 

returning to his abode, changing and heading 

to the office of Garrett Enterprises. The 

building seemed to swallow him up for the 

entire day, disgorging him only in the late 

afternoon or early evening. His evenings were 

spent at various clubs, theatres or residences 

about town. There seemed no set pattern to his 

nocturnal activities. 

 

Johnny watched Scott leave. He bit his lip in 

concentration and decided on a plan.  

 

Making his way to the commercial centre of 

the city, he had himself measured for a city 

style suit and a dress dinner suit. He decided 

that his current clothes would do for riding. 

Making arrangements to pick up the clothes 

later that day, he immersed himself in 

discovering as much about Harlan Garrett and 

his business interests as he could, as well as 

about his brother. He used businesses, the 



 

 

library, neighbours and the local newspaper, 

relying heavily on his charm and some 

fabricated stories to get what he wanted.  

 

One fact surprised him immensely. A 

newspaper article referred to Scott as an ex-

Lieutenant in the Union Army. The 

accompanying photograph showed him at an 

annual ball to raise money for those injured 

during the war and for their families. It was 

once again a serious photograph as Scott 

stared grimly at the camera. 

 

In the afternoon, Johnny paid a visit to the 

livery where Scott’s mount was stabled. He 

introduced himself as a Californian rancher 

and checked over the stock, making much of 

Scott’s mount. When told that the mount 

could not be hired out, Johnny chose another 

stallion. A fine animal with rippling muscles 

and energy quivering below the surface.  

 

Paying in advance, he finalized his 

requirements for the next day and left. Last 

preparations made, Johnny picked up his 

clothes and returned to his hotel room for 

dinner and an early night. 

 

 
 

he next morning saw Johnny out early 

riding his mount in the crisp air. He kept an 

eagle eye out for his brother by hovering just 

out of sight on a hillcrest. Finally, the time 

arrived. Scott was proceeding towards him at 

a steady pace. Johnny knew that once he 

topped the rise, he would head below and ride 

flat out in the valley, both Scott and his steed 

soaring over obstacles such as fences in their 

path. 

 

Johnny headed for the valley below, sure that 

Scott would soon arrive. Sure enough, his 

sibling soon joined him on the valley floor. 

Johnny quickened his pace as Scott drew near 

and glanced over his shoulder at his older 

brother.  

 

Scott narrowed the gap and just as Scott drew 

alongside, Johnny looked over at him and 

stared full in the eye. He grinned, jerked his 

head forward and spurred his horse on. 

Momentarily, Scott was left behind, but a few 

short moments later he had taken up the 

challenge and was flying along at breakneck 

speed. The men kept pace over several miles, 

their mounts lithely jumping over logs and 

fences barring their passage. Each rider was 

glued to the saddle, moving as though an 

extension of the animal between their thighs. 

 

Finally, both men recognized the need for 

their horses to take things easier. They 

gradually slowed the animals whose flanks 

and withers were flecked with the foam of 

exertion. Both man and beast were breathing 

heavily, the soothing walk gradually restoring 

them to normal respiration. 

 

It was then that Scott spoke, his cultured, deep 

voice causing Johnny’s heart to thud at these 

first words. 

 

“It’s a long time since I have had the pleasure 

of a ride like that.” 

 

Johnny angled his head at him, grinning, “Is 

that what you call it? I thought it was a race!” 

 

Scott laughed. “All right. I’ll amend that. It’s a 

long time since I’ve had the pleasure of a race 

like that.” 

 

Johnny’s infectious grin dazzled his brother, 

who beamed back in pleasure. 

 

“Allow me to introduce myself. My name is 

Lancer. Scott Lancer,” elaborated Scott as he 

stilled his stallion and leaned over, offering 

his hand. 

 



 



Johnny was mesmerized by the hand hovering 

in front of him. He finally extended his own 

right hand and clasped his brother firmly in a 

prolonged shake. It seemed like Johnny could 

not let go and only loosened his hand when he 

felt Scott begin to withdraw his arm. 

 

“I’m Johnny.” After a moment’s hesitation, he 

added “Alvirez. Johnny Alvirez.” 

 

Johnny’s world contracted to just the two of 

them. He was riding next to his brother. His 

breath left him for an instant and he felt giddy. 

 

Finally, he asked, “Where did you learn to 

ride like that? I didn’t think that many city 

slickers could possibly ride like that and still 

maintain their seat in the saddle.” 

 

Scott looked over and smiled, a little sadly. 

“In the cavalry. I served under Sherman in the 

war.” 

 

“What were you doing in the war? A 

gentleman like you wouldn’t have needed to 

sign up.” 

 

“No, I didn’t need to, but I felt a need to. I had 

led a privileged life. I opposed the slavery 

issue. No man should be a possession and 

every man should be able to make decisions 

for his own future without others making them 

for him. Every man should be able to dream 

and to have his dreams realized with a little 

hard work and no one putting obstacles in his 

way.” 

 

Scott abruptly stopped, embarrassed that he 

should spill his thoughts to this stranger. 

Before he could divert attention from his 

statement, his new riding partner made an 

astute comment. 

 

“The world would be a better place if more 

men thought and acted like you.” 

 

The second piece of praise unsettled Scott, 

who sought a safer topic of conversation. 

 

“I see you ride with a western saddle. Where 

did you learn to ride?” 

 

“In Mexico and California.” 

 

“You have a different accent from mine. Is 

that where you are from?” 

 

“Yeah, I spent all my life there.” 

 

“What finds you here? You are a long way 

from home.” 

 

Home. Little did this man know that he had no 

home. 

 

“I have business interests in California. I’m a 

rancher.” 

 

Scott’s interest quickened. “Where is your 

ranch located?” 

 

“In the southern San Joaquin Valley. I spent 

most of my life further south, but I now have 

interests there.” 

 

It was only a white lie or a little twist to the 

truth, after all. 

 

Scott was silent, grey even in pallor. He 

continued to walk his horse next to Johnny. 

Finally, his erect posture squared further. 

 

“Do you know a man named Murdoch 

Lancer?  He has a ranch in those parts.” 

 

“Yes, I know him. I met him recently, in fact.” 

 

Scott brought his horse to an abrupt stop. 

Johnny’s horse continued past, before he, too, 

reined in. Johnny twisted around in the saddle 

to watch his brother. Scott’s face was 

immobile and white with shock. His eyes 



 

 

locked with his unknown brother. 

“Are you all right?” asked Johnny softly. 

 

Scott seemed to visibly shake himself. “Yes, 

I’m fine,” he asserted. 

 

“You don’t look fine. You look like you’ve 

seen a ghost.”  

 

Scott glared at him, his mouth set in a tight 

line. Too late, Johnny realized that he might 

have pushed too far. Scott spurred his horse 

forward and flew along at a terrifying speed. 

Johnny took off after him, genuinely 

concerned that he would come to grief.  

 

Scott was some rider and managed to outpace 

Johnny for quite a distance, with Johnny 

doggedly in pursuit not far behind. Finally, 

Johnny drew level and kept his brother 

company on his wild dash.  Scott’s horse 

began to slacken at last and Scott gently 

reined him in, Johnny mirroring his brother’s 

actions. 

 

They had come a beautiful lake, surrounded 

by lush green trees. Scott dismounted and fell 

to his knees. Johnny stayed in the saddle for a 

while, then when he felt that his brother had 

composed himself somewhat, he too 

dismounted. He gently pried the reins from 

Scott’s hand and led the two horses over to 

one of the trees where he could tether them 

both. Once they had cooled down, he would 

let them drink from the inviting waters of the 

lake. As Johnny dealt with the horses, Scott 

stood and made his way shakily to a log. He 

leant both hands on his knees and gulped great 

lungfuls of air. 

 

Johnny approached his companion, proffering 

him a canteen. Scott quirked an eyebrow.  

 

“A canteen?” 

 

“Back where I come from, you don’t go 

anywhere on horseback without at least one or 

two canteens. It’s only water. If I had my own 

horse and saddlebags, I’d be able to offer you 

something stronger.” 

 

Scott smiled at him. “Thanks, anyway. Water 

will be fine.” 

Scott took a welcome drink, then offered it 

back to Johnny, who also drank, both to 

quench his thirst and to give Scott time. 

 

“Do you want to talk?” 

 

“I don’t know you.” 

 

Ain’t that the sad and sorry truth, thought 

Johnny morosely. Instead, he advised, 

“Sometimes it’s easier to talk to someone you 

don’t know. It sort of provides a distance, a 

buffer.” 

 

There was a silence as Johnny stared at the 

rolling hills, so different from the landscape of 

Lancer. When Scott did at last speak, his voice 

gripped Johnny’s attention. 

 

“Murdoch Lancer is my father.  My mother 

died when I was born and my grandfather, my 

mother’s father, raised me.” 

 

“You’ve never met him?” 

 

“No, he never came to reclaim me.” 

 

Johnny bit his tongue and mulled over his 

response. 

 

“How do you know? And maybe 

circumstances prevented him, anyway.” 

 

“I think I’d have known if I met my own 

father!” spat Scott with venom.  

 

“When you were older, yes, but when you 

were younger, you may have been unaware of 

what was going on.” 



 



 

Scott looked at Johnny with a steely stare. 

Johnny thought once again that he had blown 

it. Scott was the first to look away. 

 

“Sometimes things aren’t what they seem, 

Scott. Sometimes they are not as simple as 

they seem to be when you are a child. Things 

aren’t always black and white.”  

 

Silence enveloped the two. A companionable 

silence, Johnny suddenly realized. 

 

“What about your family?” Scott enquired. 

 

“I’m not married.” 

 

“Neither am I . . . I was thinking about where 

you grew up.” 

 

“My mother left my father when I was about 

two. I never knew my father, either.” 

 

They looked at each other, a common bond 

shared. 

 

“But you had your mother?” 

 

“Yes, but only until I was ten.”  Fearing that 

this sounded selfish given Scott’s loss, he 

added. 

 

“I was lucky to have my Mama for ten years 

at least.” 

 

“Was she a good mother?” 

 

Johnny balked at this private question, then 

gave his weighed response. 

 

“In her own way, she did her best.” But did 

she? He really needed to examine his thoughts 

and feelings about his mother and her actions 

since his return to Lancer, but it was simply 

too hard, too raw and too uncomfortable for 

him. 

 

Scott nodded. “So what happened when you 

were ten?” 

 

“She died,” was Johnny’s cryptic response. 

 

“But what happened to you?” 

”I got me some work. Enough to get by. I 

spent a few months in an orphanage.” 

 

Scott looked at him horrified. “Do you mean 

to say that you looked after yourself? You had 

no adult to fall back on? Why didn’t you stay 

in the orphanage?” 

 

“An orphanage is like the army. I’m sure you 

can relate to that,” added Johnny with his 

unique humour. “All rules and regulations. All 

the life stifled out of you so you do what they 

say, when they say, how they say. I just 

preferred to be in charge of my own destiny 

without having to answer to someone else. I 

never was much good at taking orders,” he 

finished with a dazzling smile. 

 

Scott reciprocated. This man’s smile was 

captivating and disarming. Scott could not 

remember when he had last felt so at ease with 

someone. 

 

Scott felt guilty. For a short while he had 

actually felt jealous that this man had known a 

mother’s embrace and affection, but then he 

compared his pampered lifestyle to this man’s 

solitary existence and he felt deep pangs of 

shame that he had grown up with so much, 

and his new friend with so little. Scott was not 

naïve. The war had changed that. He knew 

that the man must have suffered unspeakable 

hardships. 

 

Johnny sat next to him on the log. They stayed 

silent for a minute, then Scott took a deep 

breath. “What can you tell me about my 

father?” 

 



 

 

What could Johnny say? Johnny himself did 

not know what to make of the man. 

 

“Boy, is he big!” was the first thing that he 

could think of. “Bigger than you by about five 

inches. Just massive. I believe that he’s 

Scottish, but no trace of his accent remains. 

He just has your average American accent.” 

 

“What sort of man is he?” 

 

“I don’t really know, but his workers think the 

world of him. He expects them to work hard, 

but he is a fair and respected boss. His ranch is 

one hundred thousand acres, just outside of 

Morro Coyo, not all that far from Stockton 

and Sacramento. It’s a big enterprise and he’s 

a leading figure in the Cattlemen’s 

Association.” 

 

“Does he have a wife now? Does he have any 

other children on the ranch.” 

  

“No,” Johnny truthfully replied. 

 

They sat together for a further few minutes, 

after which Scott asked Johnny how long he 

intended to be in Boston. 

 

“I’m not sure. I suppose it depends on how 

things pan out.” 

 

“Would you care to meet me for lunch at my 

club today?” 

 

“I don’t know if I’d be acceptable there.” 

 

“Why?” 

 

“Some of those sorts of establishments don’t 

take kindly to clients of mixed blood.” 

 

Scott simply stared at him in dismay. 

 

“I had hoped that those sorts of attitudes had 

changed since the war.” 

 

“Nope. Leastways, not where I’m from.” 

 

“You’ll have no problem, I assure you.” 

 

Scott gave him the address, then the two of 

them made their way back to the stables at a 

leisurely pace after allowing the horses to 

refresh themselves at the lake. 

 

For the next week, Scott and Johnny met 

every day. While Johnny needed to deceive 

his brother over some issues, he nevertheless 

used honesty where possible.  

 

From Scott’s perspective, he had never felt 

this easy relationship to another human being. 

He had come close during the war, but never 

had he felt so much enjoyment of someone’s 

company.  

 

Towards the end of the first week, Scott asked 

Johnny to dine at home with his grandfather 

and some business associates. 

 

“I really don’t know if I would fit in.” 

 

“Yes, you will. Besides, one is a Spaniard. He 

comes here once a year from Europe on 

business. You speak Spanish. I’m sure he’ll be 

pleased to have someone else speak his 

language.” 

 

 
 

ohnny spent the afternoon in a nervous 

fidget, but the opportunity of seeing Harlan in 

the flesh was too tempting. He arrived 

punctually, dressed in his formal suit and was 

shown into a sitting room by the butler. Scott 

leapt up to greet him and to introduce him 

around. 

 

Johnny felt comfortable with the Spaniard, 

Alberto Martinez, and listened closely to the 



 



business chatter weaving around him. The 

other Bostonians were stuffed shirts, but his 

survival had long rested on his ability to blend 

into his surroundings and to absorb useful 

information. Dinner was delayed slightly as 

they waited for another guest, Chad 

Longworth, to arrive, but in the end it was 

decided to begin without him.  Longworth, it 

was explained, was businessman from 

southern California who traveled once a year 

to Boston to keep up to date on the latest 

goods available for shipment to his growing 

network of stores in the south of the state and 

even over the border into Mexico.   

 

They were well past the first course at the 

dining table, and Johnny was just starting to 

feel confident in his handling of conversation 

when it came his way, when the delayed guest 

finally arrived. He entered the room gushing 

apologies and excusing his tardiness owing to 

a double booking of a carriage. 

 

He was introduced around, but as he turned to 

face Johnny, he came to an abrupt halt. He 

froze. The blood drained from his face and his 

body noticeably began to tremble. 

 

The other guests looked on in consternation, 

his puzzling behaviour disconcerting them 

 

“You,” he gurgled. “What are you doing 

here?”  

 

Johnny looked at him in the eye, memory 

flooding back and curdling the contents of his 

recently digested meal. 

 

“Been a long time,” drawled Johnny. 

 

“You know each other?” queried Scott. 

 

“Madrid’s a killer, a gun for hire. What in 

tarnation is he doing here at your dining table, 

Harlan?” 

 

Harlan went a ghostly white and swayed. 

Comprehension had sunk in. 

 

“Johnny Madrid? Maria’s boy. No!” he 

whispered in dismay, grasping the back of a 

dining chair for support. 

 

Scott looked at the men. Taking in the fear in 

his grandfather’s face and the uneasy tension 

in Longworth, he then looked at Johnny’s 

deceptively placid features. 

 

“Johnny?” has asked tentatively. “What are 

they talking about?” 

 

“Harlan’s right, Scott. I used to go by the 

name of Johnny Madrid. I was a gun-hawk. I 

met Longworth along the border towns. He 

was refusing to sell goods to the people at a 

reasonable price or refusing to provide them 

after a reasonable deposit had been made prior 

to ordering. He held the monopoly. He made 

sure he sewed up the contract from the flour 

mills, he stopped sugar getting through, 

essential tools were with-held, supplies were 

kept locked away, goods were sold twice over 

as he realized he could jack up the price 

through lack of opposition.” 

 

“You stole from me. You killed my men.” 

 

“I took what they had already paid for! What 

was rightfully theirs! Supplies that you tried to 

sell twice, the second time around to the 

highest bidder. The only men that got killed 

were those who fired first on women and 

children trying to load their rightfully 

purchased goods into wagons. You and your 

men are scum, Longworth. Of course, you 

were scarce when the action started. Easy to 

send men to fight for you, isn’t it, when you 

can hide away from reality, hiding behind 

your money?” 

 

Scott was frozen as he tried to comprehend 

what was happening. He felt cheated, but of 



 

 

what, he wasn’t sure. He stared at the tableau 

before him.  

 

Then he remembered what Harlan had said. 

“How did you know Johnny’s name, 

grandfather? How did you know him? Who is 

Maria?” 

  

For the first time in his life, Harlan Garrett 

was silent. He was incapable of moving. His 

world was going to crumble around him 

unless he thought fast. 

 

Johnny also noticed the chink in the old man’s 

armour. Harlan knew who he was and his 

relationship to Scott, of that Johnny was 

certain. Perhaps now was the time to risk it 

and come clean. 

 

“Are you going to tell him, Garrett?” 

 

Harlan looked at him blankly. “What do you 

mean?” 

 

“You obviously know who I am. Tell Scott 

who Maria is.” 

 

“Grandfather?” 

 

Harlan looked lost and bewildered, before 

attempting to bluff his way out of it. “You 

don’t need this riffraff. You can be assured 

that everyone in this room will keep this quiet. 

Your business future and matrimonial 

happiness will depend on it. I will not have 

you dragged into the gutter.” 

 

Harlan’s beseeching look was lost on Scott. 

“Tell me what is going on, Grandfather. 

Now!” ground out a seething Scott. 

 

“This murderer is the son of Murdoch 

Lancer’s whore. This is John Lancer.” 

 

Johnny swore loudly and launched himself at 

Garrett, but his brother got there first. He 

grappled with Johnny, managing to throw him 

off his grandfather after a short scuffle. 

Panting with exertion and frustration, Scott 

demanded answers. 

 

“Stop! I want to know precisely what you 

mean, Grandfather.” 

 

Harlan straightened his clothes, considered 

what he should say, then ploughed on. 

 

“Several years after your mother’s passing, 

your father remarried. This time to a Mexican 

harlot he only just made respectable in time 

before her bastard son could be born.” 

 

Scott stood stock still. Shock rolled over him. 

He stared at his grandfather until Harlan 

cringed at the rage and hatred hurling silently 

towards him. 

 

Slowly, Scott turned to Johnny who held his 

gaze unwaveringly. 

 

“You’re my brother? My little brother?” 

 

“Yes,” replied Johnny simply. 

 

Scott remained immobile except for a slight 

nodding of his head. “And you’ve known 

from the start, Grandfather?” 

 

“Yes, Murdoch wanted you to join him and 

his Mexican wife, but I put a stop to that 

nonsense, of course. That country killed your 

mother. I wasn’t going to let it happen to you. 

I wasn’t going to let that dirty foreigner, who 

didn’t even speak proper English, try to 

replace Catherine in your heart.” 

 

“My father tried to get me back?” 

 

“Yes, but I couldn’t allow it, of course. I made 

sure that his attempts came to nothing. I was 

not going to have your life ruined by them and 

that heathen, godforsaken country. Nor was I 



 



going to have that half-breed killer 

contaminating you. You can see how it was 

for the best.” 

 

Scott looked searchingly at Johnny. “When 

did John Lancer become Johnny Madrid?” 

 

“When I was eleven.” 

 

Scott nodded at that.  It made sense. After his 

mother’s death. His grandfather received the 

next question from him. “And how long have 

you known that John Lancer was Johnny 

Madrid?” 

 

Harlan appeared puzzled. “Since he was 

eleven and changed his name.” 

 

“So you kept tabs on him all this time?” 

 

“Yes, I needed to protect you, Scotty.” 

 

Scott glared long and hard at his grandfather. 

 

“So you knew he was alone from the age of 

ten?” 

 

Harlan realized his mistake. He opened his 

mouth to say something, but nothing came 

out. Finally he attempted, “It was like this, 

Scotty…” 

 

That was as far as Harlan got. He did not see 

the fist which flew towards his mouth, the 

resultant blow bloodying his nose and lips. 

The force landed him on his back with a grunt. 

He squealed in fright as he saw the blood and 

searched frantically for a handkerchief to 

staunch the flow of the red sticky substance 

ruining his clothes. 

 

“Have you taken leave of your senses, boy?” 

 

“No, now that I have been apprised of a few 

facts, I’ve just come to my senses. THAT was 

for Johnny. Don’t you EVER call his mother 

those names again! Don’t you EVER again 

refer to my brother as a bastard or a half-breed 

or a killer!” 

 

Scott turned to Johnny. “Come on, let’s get 

out of here.” 

 

Scott took Johnny’s arm, led him outside, 

hailed a cab and had them driven in meditative 

silence to his club. Paying a substantial sum to 

be permitted to use a private conference room 

there, he turned to Johnny. 

 

“Is whiskey OK?” 

 

“Yeah, but I’d prefer a tequila if this fine 

establishment carries any in stock,” grinned 

Johnny wickedly in response. 

 

“I’ll see what I can do, brother,” smiled Scott 

warmly in reply. 

 

Scott ceased movement as he began to choke 

on the last word. Taking some deep breaths, 

he shook off the emotion, organized their 

needs to include some food since their meal 

had been disrupted and led his brother away, 

with the firm assertion that they were not to be 

interrupted. 

 

Closing the door behind him, he leaned 

heavily against it, before making his way to 

some deep armchairs beside a table. He 

poured them both a large drink, then sat 

staring at it. Finally he raised his eyes to 

Johnny, who had been patiently waiting and 

biding his time. He lifted his glass to chink 

against Johnny’s and offered a simple toast.  

 

“To the Lancer brothers.” 

 

“To the Lancer brothers,” repeated Johnny 

solemnly. 

 

They drank deeply, then immediately topped 

up their glasses. 



 

 

 

“Care to tell me about it, Johnny? This time 

I’d like the truth.” 

 

Johnny was not sure where to start. 

 

“Much of what I told you is the truth, Scott. 

My mother married my father…our father,” he 

corrected himself hastily, “Just over two years 

after you were born. I was born at Lancer, but 

was taken away from there when I was just 

two.” 

 

Here Johnny paused.  Making a decision, he 

decided that he owed his brother the complete 

truth. 

 

“She told me that Murdoch kicked us out, that 

he didn’t want a half-breed for a son.” 

 

At this, Scott looked at him in shock. 

 

“That’s what I grew up believing. She had 

...various men … and did what it took to feed 

us. Guess she wouldn’t hold her own in polite 

Boston society,” contemplated Johnny wryly 

 

It was getting harder for Johnny who tossed 

own the rest of his drink and reached for a 

refill. “One man she was with often used to 

beat her and me both. One day, he went too 

far. I tried to protect her, but I wasn’t big 

enough or strong enough.” 

 

Johnny’s voiced hitched at this point. Scott 

held out a hand and tentatively touched his 

sleeve. Johnny looked at the hand on his arm, 

then nodded his appreciation at his older 

brother. 

 

“He killed her and then went for me. He’d left 

his gun in its holster hanging on the back of a 

chair while he …dealt with my mother. I got 

to it first and shot him. He was the first man I 

killed. And I’d do it again, Scott.” 

 

Johnny waited for the reaction, but his 

brother’s eyes only held approval and 

understanding. 

 

“I lit out. I had to fend for myself. Being a 

half-breed makes you the whipping boy for 

both races. I had to learn to defend myself or 

die. So began the legend of Johnny Madrid.” 

 

Scott did not press for further details, but felt 

that he was being given an edited version of 

events. He was surprised that Johnny had 

divulged as much as he did. There was no 

doubt that, given time, he would learn more 

about his brother and his dreadful experiences. 

And time was what he had in mind to spend 

with this brother of his – with this most 

unexpected and welcome discovery in his life. 

 

“About two months ago I reached a point 

where I couldn’t continue the life of a gun-

hawk any more. It’s sordid, soul-destroying. I 

just couldn’t keep going, but I knew as soon 

as I tried to give it up I would have every 

wannabe gunfighter gunning for me and I’d be 

dead within weeks. Seeing I realized that my 

time on this earth was limited, I decided I’d 

take the one person who had caused all my 

misery with me.” 

 

Johnny hesitated, but than added, “By the 

way, just so that you know, in all my career he 

would have been the only one I would have 

killed in out and out cold blood.’ 

Johnny ventured to look at Scott again. Still 

not getting a negative reaction, he decided he 

could safely continue his recount of events. 

Scott interrupted first. 

 

“What changed your mind?” Scott then hastily 

amended this, some panic evident in his tone. 

“Presumably you did change your mind?” 

 

“When I got to Lancer, I found out that things 

were not quite what I was led to believe.” 

 



 



“How so?” 

“Our father was not the cold-hearted devil I 

was led to believe. He was well respected by 

the workers. He didn’t seem racist. And then 

there was Teresa.” 

“Teresa?” 

 

“Our father’s ward. He took her on when her 

own father was killed by land pirates. I saw 

some photographs on his desk one day. One 

was of you. I didn’t know you existed until 

then. She told me how he tried to get you 

back, but Harlan prevented it and threatened 

to drag you through the courts. He would have 

won and he would have bankrupted Murdoch 

into the bargain.” 

 

Johnny bowed his head, speaking very softly 

as he continued. “She also told me that my 

mother and I weren’t kicked out. She had run 

off with another man and that Murdoch has 

spent all this time looking for us. She didn’t 

know who I was, so there was no reason to 

lie.” 

 

The last was barely a whisper. 

 

The movement of a lone tear slowly sliding 

down Johnny’s cheek broke through Scott’s 

reserve. He reached forward and grasped his 

brother in his arms for the first time. 

 

Chapter Four 

Return to Lancer 

 

he two Lancer brothers reined in their 

horses on the same crest Johnny had stopped 

at several months ago. Both remained silent 

until Johnny offered the observation that 

everything below was Lancer, as far as the eye 

could see. 

 

Scott had never seen any property so huge. 

Yes, his grandfather’s holdings were 

extensive, but they were never anything you 

could physically see, except for maybe an 

isolated office building. 

 

It took the brothers’ breath away. 

 

After staying up all night talking and drinking 

at Scott’s club, they had returned to his 

grandfather’s home, where Scott had 

proceeded to pack his belongings. Some he 

took with him in several valises, the rest he 

had packed into trunks for shipment or 

arranged for them to be held indefinitely in 

storage. Scott had said an icy goodbye to his 

grandfather, but was genuinely moved when 

taking his leave from the faithful servants who 

had been all the family he had. 

 

He had procured an adjoining room to 

Johnny’s at the hotel, where they had spent 

one last night in Boston before heading out 

west on the railroad. 

 

The time on board the train had given the two 

men more time to adjust to each other and to 

learn more about each other. Both were quite 

staggered that they felt so much at ease in 

each other’s company. That there was a 

growing, indefinable bond was unmistakable. 

Scott reveled in being the older brother. He 

just wished that he had been there to protect 

his brother when he needed it most as he grew 

up alone. 

 

Scott learned more about Johnny’s past. 

Johnny opened up gradually, but Scott often 

wondered if he would ever learn the true 

extent of his younger sibling’s suffering as a 

child and adolescent. 

 

Johnny was astonished that even though he 

allowed Scott an ever-increasing glimpse into 

his past, Scott did not judge him. Rather than 

being mortified and disgusted, Scott seemed to 

become more protective of him. Scott had told 

him about his time in the army, the abhorrence 

he felt for the senseless killing and of his 



 

 

appalling time in Libby Prison. The two came 

to understand that they had more in common 

than they at first thought. 

 

This time together did much to mend the 

broken bridges of their childhood. Scott found 

Johnny’s vibrant humour and effervescent 

sense of fun to be a lifeline after his ruptured 

relations with his grandfather. His buoyant 

attitude and ebullience were contagious. Scott, 

who had been raised in a stifled and serious 

environment, felt liberated.  

 

After several minutes studying the scene 

below, the brothers simultaneously made the 

move forward. Walking their horses through 

the Lancer arch, both looked around and drank 

in every detail. They stopped outside the 

hacienda and dismounted to tether their 

mounts to the hitching rail. At that moment, 

Teresa came out onto the porch. 

 

“Hello, Johnny. You’re back!” she exclaimed 

in pleased tones. “Murdoch and Cipriano were 

only saying this morning that they could use 

your help at the moment.” 

 

“Why is that?” 

 

“Oh, we’ve had some further trouble from 

land pirates while you’ve been gone.” 

 

“Well, perhaps if we could go inside, we 

could discuss it with Mr. Lancer.” 

 

Teresa led them in, surprised that Johnny did 

not introduce his well-dressed friend. 

 

“Murdoch! You have visitors!” 

 

Murdoch rose from his desk as Teresa left for 

the kitchen to get refreshments. 

 

“You’re back, Alvirez!” 

 

“Yes and no.” 

 

“Yes and no?” 

 

“Yes, I’m back. No, I’m not really Alvirez.” 

 

Murdoch stopped with a frown creasing his 

forehead. “Would you care to explain?” 

 

“Alvirez was the name of one of my step 

fathers. I’ve been going by the name of 

Johnny Madrid for the past ten years.” 

 

Murdoch stiffened in shock, not daring to 

believe what he was hearing. Pinkerton reports 

had recently indicated his son’s alias. He 

dared not hold out hope. “And what name did 

you go by before then, son?” 

 

Johnny looked at him, locking eyes with his 

father’s. He was sure that undue emphasis had 

been put on that last word. 

 

“Johnny Lancer.” 

 

Murdoch felt weak at the knees. His limbs 

turned to jelly, his breathing became rapid 

until finally he stumbled the last few paces to 

Johnny and grasped him in a tight embrace. It 

was so tight that Johnny could scarcely 

breathe. 

 

When finally he was released, his father held 

him at arm’s length, moist eyes drinking in 

every detail.  

 

“You look so like Maria. I caught glimpses of 

it before, but couldn’t put my finger on what it 

was that made you seem so familiar to me. 

Now, it seems so obvious and such an 

uncanny resemblance.” 

 

Johnny swallowed a lump in his throat, 

preventing him from speaking. He cleared his 

throat noisily. “I brought someone with me.” 

 

Murdoch looked at Scott properly for the first 



 



time. At first merely curiously, waiting for 

Johnny to elaborate, then with an intensity 

which pinned Scott like an insect stuck on a 

display board. Murdoch approached the 

stranger. 

 

He knew. It had to be. The same serious face 

and the same blond hair in a grown man’s 

body.  

 

“Scott,” he breathed, before enveloping him in 

a hug, which seemed to crush the air from 

Scott’s lungs. 

 

After some time Murdoch stepped back, 

holding him by the forearms. A ghost of a 

smile played at the corners of his mouth. 

 

“You, son, have your mother’s eyes.” 

 

Scott flinched a little at the memory of a 

woman he never even met, at the thought that 

the woman who had given him life had left a 

legacy to remind others of her. 

 

Murdoch’s smile was broad and infectious. 

“Welcome home, boys. I never thought I 

would live to see the day. This calls for a 

celebratory drink. You do drink, don’t you?” 

 

“When I know the man I’m drinking with, 

yeah,” grinned back Johnny in return. 

 

Murdoch passed the glasses around, offering a 

toast to his sons and to a future together at 

Lancer. 

 

“To this most unexpected and delightful 

surprise, one I’ve waited a lifetime for,” 

proposed Murdoch. 

 

They raised their glasses and Murdoch shared 

his first drink with his boys. He turned to the 

picture window. 

 

“Through that window is Lancer. I’ve got a 

grey hair for every good blade of grass you 

see out there. I used to love this ground more 

than anything God ever created. But it doesn’t 

mean much without my sons by my side to run 

it and share in it.” 

 

He appraised both his lads. Both so different. 

Johnny in his gaudy Mexican garb and with 

his slouched stance. His hair so dark it was 

almost black. Dark features set against 

astoundingly piercing and lively blue eyes. 

Scott with his erect posture, what looked 

unerringly like straight-backed military 

bearing. His blond hair and fair features 

contrasting with his brother’s. His proper 

Boston traveling clothes giving him what 

could be called a slight dandified air if one 

didn’t detect the barely discernible fibre of 

steel within.  

 

“A third of it is yours. Everything you see out 

there. A three way split. A three way 

partnership. Equal shares to each of us. One 

hundred thousand acres. Twenty thousand 

head of beef. If you want it, that is. I’ll have 

the papers drawn up tomorrow. All you have 

to do is sign.” 

 

“Well, far be it for me to spoil a family 

reunion,” assented Scott with a relaxed smile. 

 

“Am I right in guessing you played a part in 

this family reunion, Johnny?” enquired 

Murdoch. 

 

“Let’s just say that I put that $500 to good use. 

I’ll tell you about that later, but first of all I’d 

like to know about the troubles Teresa 

mentioned.” 

 

“We’ve been attacked by land pirates since 

you left. My fences have been cut, beef stolen, 

workers frightened off, burned out. The only 

law we’ve got here is pack law. Big Dog gets 

the meat.” 

 



 

 

“Does Big Dog have a name?” 

“Pardee.”  

 

“Day. Day Pardee.” 

 

“Do you know him?” 

 

“Yes, I know him. He’s a gunfighter and he’s 

pretty good. Yeah, I’d say you have some kind 

of trouble. Or should that be we have some 

trouble? I guess we came back at the right 

time, Scott. I don’t like to see my property 

under threat.” 

 

“Our property!” corrected Scott with mock 

severity, before breaking into a beaming smile 

which infected the others, bringing with it a 

sense of solidarity and a determination to 

stand together in the future in a way that they 

had been deprived of in the past. 

 

 
 

FOOTNOTES 

 

Daguerreotypes were an early form of 

photography developed by Frenchman Louis 

Daguerre. They came into being in 1839, their 

use peaked in 1847 and dwindled by the late 

1850’s. They are renowned for their clarity, 

even compared to today’s standards. The 

plates were non-magnetic and were composed 

of silver on copper. They had a mirror effect 

when turned. Daguerreotypists were proud of 

their craft and often stamped the name of the 

manufacturer and the date on the corner of 

the photograph. 

 

The transcontinental railway was completed 

in the USA on May 10, 1869. A railway 

traversing the continent had long been 

proposed, but there was some dispute about 

the route. With the advent of the Civil War, the 

south withdrew from negotiations and so the 

northern route was chosen. A path between 

Sacramento and Omaha was the required link 

in order to complete the track, which was 

begun in 1862. The Union Pacific and the 

Central Pacific companies, while originally 

surveying past each other, were forced by the 

government to let common sense prevail and 

meet at Promontory, Utah, on the northern 

rim of Salt Lake on the above date. I have set 

the story around 1870. 
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Sequel to “Long Way Home” and “Time After 

Time” 

 

“ut your hand underneath…” 

 

“I got it.” 

 

“Johnny, there’s a way to do that…” 

 

“Yeah, I got it.”  He spared Darcy only a 

quick glance and then concentrated again on 

the awkward bundle squirming in his hands.   

One palm cradled a very small head and the 

other slid down to the roundish, well-

swaddled and also impossibly tiny other end, 

and he lifted, as gently and as evenly as he 

could manage.   

 

“She’s beautiful.  Isn’t she, Johnny?  There’s 

nothing wrong with her, is there?”  Darcy’s 

voice was fading and Johnny glanced up 

again, only half finding her through the damp 

edges of his gaze.  Her hair was glossy with 

sweat and it lay flat against the wrinkled 

pillow, her braid long lost in the hours that 

had stretched out behind them—the lamp-lit 

labors of the night before, and then the dawn, 

and now this moment, an hour of bright 

midday sun and August heat.    

 

“No…there’s nothing wrong,” he said, 

surprised at the strength of his own voice.  It 

must have surprised the bundle, too, because 

she twitched and settled again.  Quieter, with 

his face tilted toward Darcy this time, he 

answered once more, “There’s nothin’ 

wrong.” 

 

“She’s beautiful.”  Darcy’s words barely made 

it the short distance from her bed to the cradle, 

weighted as they were with exhaustion.  

  

There was a proper way about this, he knew it, 

just like Darcy had said.  The arm—you tuck 

their head inside your elbow and hold them on 

the flat of your arm—he’d done it before, long 

ago maybe, but he’d done it.  He just couldn’t 

figure out how, now with this fragile thing 

filling his two hands, so he didn’t and he sat 

instead, lowering himself very carefully into 

the rocker, the one Murdoch had pulled from 

the attic months before, and setting his hands 

and her against his legs.  The bundle squirmed 

again and scrunched her face.   

 

“Darcy,” Johnny said very quietly.  He leaned 

forward and stilled the rocker when it creaked 

at the movement, watching for any sign that 

the sound had broken through the bundle’s 

dreams.  It hadn’t, and she lay still.  “I’m not 

so sure ‘bout that name…”   

 

Noises moved through the house, odd clatters 

and voices, muffled by the thick walls and the 

heavy door, and a sparrow chirped outside the 

window, just as if this was any ordinary day.  

Johnny had missed the rhythm of Darcy’s 

breathing at first, but that sound crept in with 

the others, the sweet repeated sigh that lapped 

against his thoughts.  He didn’t even look up, 



 

 

sure that Darcy was asleep and knowing that 

he was alone.  No—they were alone, this 

pink-faced stranger and him.  

  

“Hey,” he whispered and her eyelids trembled.  

 “You wanta open those eyes and take a look 

at your daddy?”   

She didn’t, and Johnny took her in instead.  

Her little hand was balled up into a fist, and it 

pressed a splotch into one fat cheek.  He’d 

seen newborns before, foals mainly, and 

calves.  They were gangly and struggling, but 

you could stand them on their feet and they’d 

be all right, but this one—she looked like one 

of those porcelain dolls he’d seen in 

Baldemero’s window, and she wasn’t any 

bigger than his holster.   And she wasn’t 

perfect, not the way he’d always been told.  

Babies were supposed to look like someone, 

but this one didn’t—this one was almost bald 

and what little hair she did have was whisper 

fine and wild and pale.  And she had more 

than just that one splotch, there were several 

of them, faint purplish shadows against her 

pink skin. Angel kisses, Teresa had called 

them, making them sound prettier than they 

were, making her sound beautiful.  And she 

was.   

 

“Hey,” Johnny whispered again, and she 

answered this time, shifting slightly against 

his palms and stretching as much as the 

swaddling blanket would allow and making a 

sound, nothing he’d heard before, not that he 

remembered anyway. It was like mourning 

doves calling, only nicer than that.  He could 

feel a smile tugging against his lips and he 

blinked hard, wishing he had a hand free to 

wipe away that one tear that kept nagging at 

him.  “Open those eyes, chica, and let me see 

what they look like.” 

 

She paid no attention.   

 

“Johnny?”  

 

Scott’s voice made him jerk, but Johnny held 

tight to his bundle. Turning, he saw that the 

door was slightly opened and his brother’s 

head was half through it. 

 

“I knocked,” Scott said.  “Didn’t you hear 

me?” 

 

“Sure,” Johnny said softly, wondering why he 

hadn’t.  “Darcy’s asleep, so you might want to 

keep your voice down…You got cleaned up.” 

 

“Just a clean shirt.”  Scott walked quietly 

through the room and moved to the window, 

leaning back against the table there.  Johnny 

had to squint against the sunlight framing his 

brother and he looked down again, glad of the 

chance of it anyway.  There was still that one 

tear.   

 

“You want me to keep an eye on her while 

you go wash up?” Scott asked. 

 

“No…we’re fine.” 

 

“Have you eaten anything?” 

 

“I’ll eat.” 

 

“Maria has a stew on.  And some fresh bread.” 

 

“Did Sam get off all right?”  Carefully, 

Johnny lowered the thicker part of his bundle 

to his lap and slid his one hand free.  “Or did 

Teresa talk him into staying for dinner?” 

 

“She tried.” 

 

“I bet she did.”  Johnny chanced another 

squint at his brother.  “Sam’s gettin’ too old to 

be up all night like that.” 

 

“So’s Murdoch.”  Scott tipped forward, 

balancing with a hand on the back of the 

rocker and hovering above them, looking 

straight down at the silent infant.  “Is that a 




 



rash on her face?” 

“You think it’s a rash?”  Johnny stroked a 

finger over one of the marks and she turned a 

little, searching for his touch. “Sam says it’s 

just how they come out sometimes.  Maybe 

she wasn’t done cookin’ yet.” 

 

“Darcy might argue that point.” 

 

“You ever seen a woman get that big?”  

Johnny lowered his voice, even though he was 

already just about whispering and even though 

Darcy was falling into a very endearing, very 

quiet snore. “If she didn’t have this baby right 

quick I was thinking of puttin’ her in the 

circus.  Figured she could be one of those side 

shows…maybe some sort of amazing elephant 

woman.” 

 

Scott grinned.  “You didn’t tell her that, did 

you?” 

 

“What do you think?”  Johnny couldn’t help 

but grin back, and he shot a guilty look at his 

sleeping wife.  “You’re not gonna tell her 

either.” 

 

“I’m not?” 

 

“Nope.” 

  

“You sure?” 

 

“I’ll tell her that you said it.” 

 

“You wouldn’t.” 

 

“I might.” 

 

His face softening to a gentle smile, Scott 

reached down and tugged the blanket tighter 

around the baby.  “Elizabeth,” he said. 

 

“Yeah.”  Johnny’s gaze settled on his child, 

following the chubby line of her cheeks and 

finding her fat bottom lip.  Elizabeth.  He 

rolled the name through his mind, testing it.  

“Think she looks like one?” 

 

“I’ve never seen a baby that looked more like 

an Elizabeth.”  Scott’s hand dropped from the 

rocker to land lightly on Johnny’s shoulder.  

“But I have to tell you, I’ve spent most of my 

life trying to stay away from these creatures.  I 

think I like this one, though.” 

 

“She ain’t yours, huh?” 

 

The grin flickered again across Scott’s face.  

“That could have something to do with it.” 

 

“Murdoch’s going to be working on you to 

make one of these.” 

 

“Teresa already is.  She has a friend with a 

friend.” 

 

“The one from Green River?” 

 

Scott nodded and stood straight again, 

smoothing his hair back with one hand.  “She 

swears that the lady has an excellent sense of 

humor.” 

 

“Bet she’s big as a cow.” 

 

Shaking his head, Scott grimaced.  “I’m not 

taking that bet.” 

 

“I know how to distract Teresa.” 

 

“Elizabeth?” 

 

Johnny nodded, feeling the rocker start to 

sway with the motion.  He held it still. 

 

“You’d sacrifice Elizabeth to save me from 

Teresa’s matchmaking?” 

 

“If you don’t tell Darcy about that circus 

thing.”   

 



 

 

“Deal, brother.” 

Scott leaned back, perching again against the 

table, clenching its edge in both hands, and 

simply staring down at Elizabeth.  Maybe he 

should have said something, Johnny figured a 

long moment later, but he didn’t and neither 

did Scott, and it was fine.  It was good.  He 

could hear those sounds again, Darcy and the 

bird and his own breath, coming slower as his 

lids grew heavier and they slid, narrowing his 

world and leaving her, the only thing small 

enough to fit within his sleepy gaze.  He could 

have slept and knew he’d have to soon, but 

there were things he might miss and so he 

didn’t. 

 

“Johnny?” 

 

“What?” he asked, blinking the world back 

into focus. 

 

“I asked Darcy about the name, the full 

name.” 

 

“Yeah?”  Johnny lifted his knuckle to his 

eyebrow and rubbed. 

 

“So what did you decide?” 

 

“She tell you what we were thinkin’ about?” 

 

“Do you mind?” 

 

“No…”  Johnny shifted in the rocker, moving 

his spine away from a suddenly uncomfortable 

slat.  “No…I don’t mind…”  He gestured and 

left his hand hanging in mid-air.  “Look, Scott, 

we haven’t decided on anything and I don’t 

know…”  Dropping his hand to Elizabeth and 

caressing his finger against her little fist, he 

sighed and his tone softened.  “It’s her 

name…maybe I’ll just let her tell me what she 

wants.  What do you say, nina, you need more 

than one name tagging onto ya?  Do ya?” 

 

Her eyes stayed firmly shut. 

 

There was a reassuring firmness to Scott’s 

words. “He’ll approve,” he said. 

 

“You don’t know that.” 

 

“If it’s what you want, then he’ll approve.” 

 

“Like I said, we haven’t decided anything.”  

Wriggling again, Elizabeth opened her eyes a 

thin sliver and her fist unclenched to grasp 

Johnny’s little finger.  “Will ya look at that?” 

Johnny said, his gaze finding his brother for 

only an instant before dropping back to that 

slender glimpse of her eyes. “She’s got a grip 

on her.” 

 

“Just wait until she’s more than an hour old.” 

 

“You figure we can teach her arm wrestlin’?” 

 

Struggling to keep down a yawn, Scott took a 

second to answer.  “It doesn’t sound like 

something you teach an Elizabeth,” he finally 

got out, just as the door creaked wide open. 

  

It was Murdoch, a cup in each of his fists and 

his eyes cast downward at the steam rising 

from them.  Johnny watched him walk 

carefully across the bedroom. 

 

“That looks hot,” Johnny quietly called out.  

  

“Just brewed.”  Murdoch’s deeper voice 

rumbled through the room, even though he’d 

kept it as low as Johnny thought was possible.  

His father stopped next to the rocker and 

looked down at Elizabeth.  “Has she been 

awake?” 

 

“Not so’s you could notice.  Are one of those 

for me?” Johnny eyed the cornflower mug in 

his father’s hand, the one Teresa had taken to 

bringing him most every morning he’d been 

laid up with Pardee’s bullet.  It had a chip in 

the rim now, but he’d never had to ask Maria 




 



not to throw it out and it was always there, 

hanging on its peg every morning, no matter 

who else had been up for breakfast already.  

 

Murdoch thrust the cup toward him.  “I 

thought you could use it,” he said, and Johnny 

gingerly tugged his finger from the small fist 

and reached for his cup.  

 

“Thank you.”  Leaning over the curved arm of 

the rocker and cautiously avoiding any hot 

spills that might land on his daughter, Johnny 

blew the steam away.  “I need about ten 

hours’ sleep, but this will do.”  He slurped a 

small mouthful and savored the satisfying 

warmth as it went down.   

 

“Is there any more of that?” Scott asked. 

 

“Half a pot,” was Murdoch’s distracted 

answer.  Johnny could feel him hovering over 

him, and he watched his father’s big boots 

move closer to the rocker, more into the line 

of sight between the cup in Johnny’s hand and 

the floor below.  While there was still room, 

Johnny set the cup on the braided-rag rug. 

There was motion off to his other side.   

 

“Here,” his brother said, and as Johnny 

straightened up against the hard rocker slats, 

he saw Scott swing the ladder-backed chair 

through the air and land it just behind their 

father.  “Sit,” Scott said. 

 

Murdoch did, and he scooted the chair that 

much closer to the rocker. “How’s Darcy 

doing?” he asked. 

 

“Fine.”  Johnny watched Darcy for a moment, 

wondering how she was sleeping through all 

of their noise.  She was, though, soundly, and 

for just one twinge he missed her.  “She did 

good, didn’t she?”   

 

“Yes, she did,” Murdoch said. 

 

“I wasn’t so sure there when this one started 

comin’.”  He caught himself, remembering 

Teresa’s thin smile as she gathered the linens, 

deftly folding the red stains inward and hiding 

them away, hiding them from him, and he 

wished that he could take his words back and 

conceal them like those blood-soiled sheets.  

There’d been another birthing, his brother’s 

lifetime ago, and that knowing rushed over 

him.  Johnny leaned over and grabbed up his 

cup again, staring down into it before taking 

another sip.   

 

“Do you think we’re disturbing her?”  

 

All Johnny could find in his father’s voice was 

concern and he relaxed a little, even more so 

when Scott’s answer was tinged with humor.  

“Apparently Darcy could sleep through a 

moderately quiet tornado,” Scott said. 

 

“Well, we’ll see about that.” Murdoch 

chuckled softly. “I imagine when my 

granddaughter starts testing her lungs then 

nobody’s going to get any sleep, least of all 

her mother.”  He leaned closer.  “What do you 

say, Elizabeth?  Are you ready to run things 

around here for awhile?” 

 

“Don’t give her any ideas.”  Johnny put the 

cup down and gave his father a lazy, lopsided 

smile, then turned to watch Scott move behind 

him.  

  

Scott kept walking toward the door.  “That 

coffee smells good,” he said.  “You two let me 

know if the baby does anything besides lie 

there, I’m going to go get a cup of that.  Or 

I’m going to fall into my bed…I haven’t 

decided which.”  He pulled the door almost 

shut behind him as he disappeared into the 

hall, a muffled yawn fading along with his 

footsteps. 

 

“Well, he lasted longer than I thought he 

would.”  Johnny shifted again in the rocker, 



 

 

settling deeper into it and resting his head 

back against its slats.  He closed his eyes for a 

second. “You oughta get some sleep too, 

Murdoch.” 

 

“I slept.” 

 

“When?” 

 

“Last night.” 

 

“For what?  Five minutes?” 

 

“It was ten and don’t talk back to your father. 

It sets a bad example for my granddaughter.”  

 

Johnny lolled his head to the side, eyeing 

Murdoch, and he wondered how he got to 

feeling so drunk.  It was a good drunk, though, 

the kind that turned your body into useless 

mush.  But warm mush.   “You gonna use that 

against me now?” 

 

“Every chance I get.  Now let me hold that 

baby.” 

 

“Sure you remember how?” 

 

“Just give her to me.” 

 

“All right.” 

 

He didn’t though, not really—not with his 

arms as weary as they were and his body just 

sunk into that rocker, a part of it now, the 

whole of him only a satisfied heaviness.  

Mush.  Murdoch took her instead, leaning 

again and reaching for her, her tiny bundle 

dwarfed in his big palms, and then he 

somehow managed what Johnny himself 

hadn’t been able to fathom before and he 

folded her into his arms. 

 

Johnny used his suddenly freed hand to rub at 

his eyes.  “Scott thinks she has a rash,” he 

said. 

 

“You mean this?”  

 

Following the trace of his father’s finger 

across one of her pale splotches, Johnny 

nodded.  “Should we be doing anything about 

those?  Maybe an ointment or somethin’? 

 

“No, they’re fine.” 

 

“But look at ’em.” 

 

“Give her a little time, and you won’t even 

know they were there.” 

 

“That’s what Sam said.” 

 

“Sam knows what he’s talking about.” 

 

Summoning up most of what little energy he 

had left, Johnny bent and grabbed hold of his 

cup again, taking it in both hands and downing 

a big slug. “Guess I got a lot to learn about 

this.” 

 

“It gets easier.” 

 

Johnny raised a brow at that.  “Yeah?” he said, 

and he took another slow sip and watched a 

smile drag across his father’s lips.  

  

“There’s degrees to that word, in case you 

didn’t notice.  I didn’t say easy, just easier.”  

Murdoch’s gaze dropped to the face framed in 

the folds of the tiny blanket and after a long 

moment he added, “You and Darcy…and this 

one…you’re all going to do fine.  Aren’t you, 

Elizabeth?” He kept smiling and his eyes 

wrinkled with it.    “Elizabeth,” he said again, 

importantly this time. 

   

“That was Darcy’s idea.” Johnny watched his 

father’s face for just that one second more and 

then found his coffee, staring down into its 

steaming darkness. 

 




 



“Her mother’s name.” 

“Yeah.”  Johnny ran his finger against the rim 

of the cup.  “She never really knew her 

mother, what with her dyin’ so young, and we 

figured it’d be good to call her that.”  The 

smooth curve of the porcelain gave way, and 

he worried at that spot, the rough blemish 

cracked into his cup. “Darcy likes Lizzie, but 

me…well, I’m still getting used to it all.”   

 

“Darcy asked me what I thought about the 

middle name.” 

 

It was stupid.  Johnny knew it was stupid and 

childish and he felt just about as big as that 

baby lying in his father’s arms, but he didn’t 

want to do this right now.  Maybe he didn’t 

want to do it all.  It was Darcy’s idea, after all, 

one they’d argued over night after moonlit 

night, right there in that bed when they 

should’ve been sleeping or maybe doing other 

things.  Definitely doing other things.  Johnny 

looked up from his coffee and found Darcy’s 

face, half buried in her pillow.  “She told you, 

did she?” 

 

“She said that you were thinking about it.” 

 

“Thinkin’…yeah.” 

 

“You haven’t made up your mind?” 

 

The damn moonlight.  That’s all he could 

figure, thinking back on it now.  He watched 

Darcy sleep, her few freckles dark in the 

midday brightness, and he remembered the 

moonlight.  Like water, silvery water, washing 

over her shoulders and the curve of her neck 

and her hips and pouring down into the 

hollowed spaces.  A man could drown in that 

kind of light.  “I said we were thinkin’.”   

 

He didn’t want to talk about it, and Murdoch 

let it lie.  Those sounds crept into the silence 

again.  There must have been some cattle in 

the near pasture because one was lowing.  A 

mama calling for her calf most likely, Johnny 

told himself, and he sipped at his coffee and 

listened to her complain, until the waiting got 

too much.  He set his cup on floor, 

straightened back against the slats of the 

rocker, and tipped his hand into the air.   

 

“Look, Murdoch…” 

 

“You had one of these.”   

 

“What?”  He’d almost missed his father’s nod, 

but Murdoch did it again, caressing the gap 

between the baby’s pale brows and nodding 

down toward his finger.   

 

“One of these marks.  You had one of these 

when you were born.”  Elizabeth was 

swaddled too tightly to move much, but she 

jerked at Murdoch’s touch, her little fist 

flailing out, and he laid his hand across her 

instead, settling her and nearly concealing the 

whole of her bundle.  “Hush, there 

sweetheart,” he said, as gently as Johnny had 

ever heard him, something like those 

mourning doves but deeper and weary.  “Your 

mother,” he went on a moment later, “she 

cried when she saw you for the first time.  

You were so small, even smaller than this 

little girl.  It wasn’t time yet, but she’d had 

you and we were both scared to death.  The 

woman we had tending to Maria….Mercedes, 

I think her name was…that’s right, 

Mercedes…she got you washed and wrapped 

you up in a blue blanket.  Did you see a blue 

blanket in the trunk?” 

 

“No…maybe.”  Johnny watched as Murdoch’s 

eyes sought out the tiny trunk under Darcy’s 

bed and then gazed down again, finding 

Elizabeth.  “There were some blankets,” 

Johnny said. 

 

“I’ll look later.”  Murdoch smoothed one of 

Elizabeth’s wispy hairs into place. “It was 

night…you were born at night…and Mercedes 



 

 

handed you to me and I counted all your toes, 

and then Maria saw that mark on your face.  

And she started crying.  She said it was the 

curse of some spirit…one of her ghost stories; 

I didn’t pay any attention to it, but it had her 

upset for weeks.  She wouldn’t let you out of 

her sight.  Sometimes I’d wake up in the 

middle of the night and she’d be over by your 

cradle, just sitting there and watching over 

you.  And crying.” 

 

“Women cry a lot,” Johnny said, hesitantly, 

not knowing what else to say. 

 

“Yes, they do.”  At first that seemed to satisfy 

his father, and Murdoch was quiet, they all 

were quiet, but then Murdoch sighed.  “It 

disappeared.  One morning I looked at you 

and that mark was gone, I’m not even sure 

when it happened.  I didn’t know when a lot of 

things happened.”   

 

Johnny had to strain to hear those last words, 

as near as he sat to his father. 

 

“She loved you, Johnny,” Murdoch said.  “I 

never had any doubts about that.  And she’d 

love this little one.”  He grunted then and 

Johnny watched him struggle to his feet, 

keeping Elizabeth balanced evenly in his arms 

and stretching to his full height.  Johnny’s 

rocker was built for a nursery and it sat low, 

making his father tower over him, as big as 

he’d ever remembered him. “It’s a good name, 

son.”  Murdoch bent, bringing his armful of 

blanket and baby lower and settling her into 

Johnny’s arms.  “Teresa gave me strict orders 

not to wake Darcy, and I better not push my 

luck any longer.  Women know best about 

these things.”   

 

He should have said something.  Johnny 

thought of that a few seconds later, after 

Murdoch had set his hand on Johnny’s 

shoulder for a brief moment and then moved 

away.  He could hear his footsteps, heavy 

ones, he could always tell his father’s 

footsteps by their thick thud, but they were 

gone before he’d remembered to speak.  And 

there were things he needed to say, but 

Elizabeth was squirming again.  The dark 

crescent of her lashes disappeared into her 

scrunched up cheeks and the fresh smoothness 

of her brow furrowed.   

 

Slipping her deeper into the cradle of his arms, 

Johnny held her tight against his chest.  

“Whoa, chica.  It’s just your daddy…I got you 

now.”  She stilled, listening.  “What’ll you 

say?  You want to open those eyes for me?” 

 

She didn’t look like anybody.  There weren’t 

any freckles across those smooth cheeks, only 

those three tiny splotches, and her nose was 

just a tiny roundish nub, delicate and perfect.  

Johnny swept his finger across the mark on 

her brow, gently, as quietly caressing as his 

words. “Where’d you get this kiss, little girl?” 

Her eyelids flickered.   

 

“Come on, Elizabeth, you’re all right.  Your 

mama gave you two angels to watch over you 

and you got me.  I know how you feel, you 

know, sometimes this world don’t seem like 

nothin’ worth seeing, but you’re safe.  I got 

ya, and you’re safe.” 

 

Her little arms stretched against the blanket. 

 

“Elizabeth Maria Lancer, you open those 

eyes.” 

 

And she did.  They were bright, so bright that 

they glistened, and his next breath wouldn’t 

come.  “Hey,” he said when he found his 

voice again.  Her eyes were impossibly blue, a 

deep blue, like the ocean just those minutes 

past the dawn, and they studied him somberly.  

He studied her back.  “So what do you think, 

Lizzie…that the last time you ever going to 

listen to your old man?” 

 




 



Her watchful eyes didn’t waver.   

“Don’t tell her I said so, but your mama was 

right.” His words scratched past the thickness 

in his throat. “You’re beautiful.”   

 

She made that sound and he couldn’t see her 

anymore, not the way he wanted to.  There 

was a damp haze getting in his way and he 

had to blink hard.   

 

“Don’t tell anyone ‘bout this neither, all right, 

Lizzie?”  

 

And finally, alone with only Lizzie to see, he 

reached up and wiped that one tear away. 
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WORDS FROM WYATT 
Part 5 of 5 of a series 

of interviews with the legendary 
Marshal Wyatt Earp 

 
By Joseph Cunningham 

 
The following is the fifth and final story to be 
published as a result of the interviews 
courteously granted by the distinguished 
marshal and legendary gunfighter, Wyatt 
Earp, to this awed reporter. Most of you know 
me as an avid historian and enthusiast of 
gunmen and gun lore. Indeed, the early years 
of my career were spent capturing the stories 
and legends of many vaunted “slingers of 
sixes.” It has been my distinct honor and 
privilege to spend these days with Marshal 
Earp, a man I consider one of the greatest 
gunmen of all time, and I thank him from the 
bottom of my heart… 
 
My dear readers, to paraphrase the immortal 
words of Mr. Dickens, “It is the best of times; 
it is the worst of times…” It is the worst of 
times because we have come to the end of the 
series of delightful, sagacious, and insightful 
interviews shared by the gracious and 
garrulous Mr. Earp. It is the best of times 
because at last Marshal Earp will reveal, once 
and for all, whom he believes to be the greatest 
gunfighter of all time. 
 
The reign of the gunfighter is that period 
covering the westward sweep of settlement, 
roughly within the span of years between 1865 
and 1899. His is the story of our frontier and 
this story continues to excite our passions and 
command our deepest attention. My esteemed 
colleague, Joseph G. Rosa, expresses our 
national infatuation with gunfighters in 
eloquent terms I cannot hope to equal. Thus, I 
am indebted to him for allowing me to 
improve this article with his observations: 
 

“The western gunfighter was the New World’s 
counterpart of the knights in armor and the 
Robin Hoods of the Old. His sword was a Colt 
.45, and his armor the ability to outdraw and 
outshoot any rival. For generations he has 
represented to the nation’s youth the heroic 
image of the lone crusader who fights evil in 
order that good may prevail – a paragon of 
virtue, beyond reproach. It is this concept of 
the gunfighter that is generally uppermost in 
our minds – surely in our imaginations. … To 
his many admirers the [idealized gunfighter 
hero] seems to embody many things Americans 
believe in – freedom, democracy, and one’s 
right to defend his home and family. Moreover 
the Wild West legend is an expression of the 
New World’s need for recognition by the Old. 
… The dust from the last cattle drive has long 
since settled; the mountain trails and sun-
baked streets the gunfighter traveled are no 
more. But his ghost still rides, and the marks 
he made on the land are cut deep into the 
American heritage.” 
 
Mr. Rosa’s compelling words not withstanding, 
there are those among the readers of this 
magazine who will ask, “What does it matter?” 
Of course, to most of the men mentioned 
herein, it doesn’t matter at all for they no 
longer walk this earth. But to me, many 
readers, and certainly other chroniclers of the 
events of our country’s glorious past, it matters 
because we wish to give credit and honor 
where such is due. We accept the 
responsibility of preserving the memory and 
deeds of these extraordinary men for future 
generations.  
 
It also matters because within us exists a spirit 
that yearns to leap upon a fiery caballo and 
gallop away - whether across the rolling 
prairies, the rugged malpais dotted with 
greasewood and buffalo grass, the harsh 
yellow sands of the desert, the rolling hills, 
the majestic mountains… Ah, no matter what 
the venue in the vast land of our imagination,  
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there is that within us that longs to ride with 
a trusty pistol strapped to our hip, ready to 
display our lightning-fast proficiency beneath 
the wreathing gray smoke of the Colt .45. It 
matters because we possess an undying interest 
in brave men and their adventures. Ask any 
schoolboy and you’ll hear with alacrity that he 
would rather read tales of a storied gunman 
like Wild Bill than all the books written 
about George Washington or Honest Abe. 
 
As in the previous articles, I’ve chosen to 
present Mr. Earp’s story to you as a 
combination of narrative and quotations from 
the marshal himself. Let me preface this piece 
by explaining that before our final interview, 
I asked the marshal to define a set of 
standards by which we could judge those 
shootists worthy of being distinguished as the 
cream of the crop. I then requested that he 
apply these criteria to develop a list of ten 
names – the top ten gunmen of all time, if you 
will.  
 
Mr. Earp spent untold hours in careful 
deliberation before selecting the names you 
will see. His choice was rendered all the more 
difficult by the vast array of formidable 
contenders. Yet he persevered and composed 
an inventory of the gunmen who exemplify the 
characteristics adopted as the archetypical 
“Test of the Best.” 
 
I realize that any list such as this will draw 
great criticism from those whose own favorite 
shooters failed to make Marshal Earp’s final 
cut. It is, of course, highly subjective, but I 
remind you that the judge in this case lived 
the life, heard the gunfire, and smelled the 
gunsmoke. He is imminently qualified to 
render this verdict. Whether you agree or 
disagree, I believe you shall be intrigued by 
his choices and fascinated by the story he 
weaves as he finally names the man who 
stands alone as the greatest of them all. So 
without further adieu, I place you in the 
capable hands of this living legend that he 

may explain what elevates a would-be shooter 
into the rarified realm of fabled gunfighter. 
 
“What makes a man a great gunman? That’s a 
question men have debated for going on sixty 
years now. I’ve spent many hours discussing 
this with my good friend and fellow shootist, 
Bat Masterson. We’ve developed a set of four 
qualities we believe to be requisite in order to 
achieve sustained success as a gunfighter. 
Many men exhibited one, two, or three of these 
qualities, but the gunmen on my list were 
gifted with an ample measure of all four. 
Without a synthesis of them all, a man would 
not have survived for very long in such a 
perilous business. 
 
“Before I continue, please accept an apology 
from this old man. I lived during these storied 
times and because I enjoyed them so, I often 
speak of them in the present tense. If you 
discover confusion in verb tenses amidst my 
verbal wanderings, please excuse the 
shortcoming. Now, back to the qualities that 
all top shooters shared.  
 
“The first, and most obvious, is, of course, 
speed. A top gunman simply must display the 
ability to get his weapon into play quickly. 
Speed calls for lighting reflexes and precise 
muscular control. The men on my list could 
pull a gun from a holster so quickly that the 
ordinary bystander might miss the movement. 
Many young men lusting after a reputation as 
a gunhawk believed speed to be the Holy 
Grail. Most of them never earned the 
reputation they sought as they died under the 
guns of men who were a hair slower, but 
possessed a wealth of the other qualities on 
this list. For you see, speed is eminently 
desirable, but speed alone is simply not 
enough. 
 
“Even more important than speed is accuracy. 
The marksmanship to kill or disable an 
adversary with the first shot is an often 
overlooked requirement for a successful  
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gunman. Many of the men on my list killed 
opponents who drew first, but missed and 
never got the chance at a second shot. If I had 
to choose between speed and accuracy, I would 
choose to be more accurate. Speed is fine, but 
accuracy is final. 
 
“Let me inject a note of caution at this point. I 
am speaking of speed and accuracy in a fight 
among men. Many would-be gunmen happily 
blast cans and bottles to perdition, fancying 
themselves at the O.K. Corral. There are no 
words to describe the vast gulf between 
shooting at a target and shooting at a man who 
is willing and able to shoot back. Take it from 
me, if you faced off against any man on this 
list, his brain would be constantly calculating 
exactly how he meant to take you down – quite 
unlike any can, bottle, or paper target. There 
is something about a target’s ability to return 
fire that inevitably alters the equation. That 
brings me to the third attribute. 
 
“The top guns all possessed what I refer to as 
consistent courage. By courage, I mean the 
willingness to step out and fight to the death, 
not hesitating to stake your life on the 
outcome. This implies what some have 
referred to as 'nerves of steel.' The best 
shootists remained cool under fire. They could 
stand covered by an adversary’s gun, life 
trembling on the other man’s trigger-finger, 
without experiencing the slightest panic. They 
could face a cocked pistol and the 
accompanying virtual certainty of death and 
never lose their smile – all the while deciding 
exactly how to turn the tables and kill the 
opponent. 
 
“When I refer to courage, I include all of these 
qualities in the concept. I add the word 
consistent because all men have the capacity to 
exhibit great courage under certain 
circumstances. But the best gunmen were 
always unflinching. Their courage was not a 
situational characteristic or one time 
phenomenon. The best gunmen were capable of 
performing accurately and with breathtaking 

speed under any condition, at any time, day in 
and day out. At any given moment, they could 
stand calmly and shoot while being shot at. 
 
“Finally, a top gunman exhibited the will to 
use his talents. To state it more baldly, he was 
willing to kill. These days, many of your 
readers might view this attribute as a lack of 
character, even a fatal flaw. Yet this quality 
was invaluable in building our great nation. 
While they may share this characteristic with 
some unsavory or even evil villains, the men 
who brought justice and law and civilization 
to the American West possessed this trait in 
spades. Indeed, this country would not be 
where it is today, without the exploits of men 
able and willing to stand up for their beliefs 
and do the right thing, no matter the cost – 
men who were capable of defending themselves 
and others with guns, if necessary. So no 
gunman earned a spot on my list without the 
readiness to shoot fast and accurately at the 
first hostile move another man made. Make no 
mistake, these men were willing to take 
another man’s life when they believed 
circumstances warranted. They were killers. 
This trademark, above all, is what kept the 
gunfighter alive.” 
 
These then are the benchmarks and measures 
Marshal Earp weighed in order to develop his 
list of the greatest gunmen of all time. Messrs. 
Earp and Masterson adamantly defend the 
validity of their criteria as a means of 
selecting and comparing great gunmen. At 
long last, here is the honor roll of men, in 
alphabetical order, the marshal believes to be 
the cream of the crop of mankillers. These 
names represent untold hours of debate, 
argument, discussion, and often heated 
disagreements between both men. Marshal 
Earp believes that the ten finest gunmen of all 
time are (in alphabetical order): 
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The Ten Greatest Gunmen of All Time 
 
Matt Dillon 
Wyatt Earp 
John Wesley Hardin 
James Butler Hickok 
John Henry “Doc” Holliday 
William Barclay “Bat” Masterson 
Diego Moncada 
Paladin 
Joe Reveles 
Ben Thompson 

 
Those of you who have followed my career, 
realize that I was startled, and even a bit 
dismayed, at one name in particular that is 
not on the above list. I must tell you that I 
exhibited admirable restraint and did not 
question these choices – and was happily 
rewarded, as you shall discover by reading on. 
I will also share the secret that Mr. Earp has 
agreed to collaborate with me on a book about 
this group of men. In that tome, we shall 
justify each of the above choices with 
eyewitness accounts of their exploits, facts and 
figures from newspaper articles and books, 
and folklore. 
 
It is important to understand that Mr. Earp 
contends that the majority of these men are so 
evenly matched that on any given day, any one 
of them might beat any of the others. After 
hearing this, I asked the marshal if there were 
any men in particular that he would not wish 
to meet in a face to face gunfight. Of course, 
he immediately recognized my admittedly 
transparent ploy to rearrange his alphabetical 
roster into a list ordered by merit. With a 
rather enigmatic smile, he chose not to 
acknowledge my ulterior motive, but rather 
answered my direct question. 
 
“Yes, I would not wish to find myself in 
opposition to Hardin, Hickok, or Moncada.” 
 
Eyes fixed firmly on my goal of a numbered 
list, I then asked if he considered these men to 
be a shade better than the others. 

“Absolutely. Please understand that by better I 
mean more likely to still be standing at the 
close of a fracas, and thus, more deadly. With 
no disrespect to any of the names, these three 
men combined the characteristics of a great 
gunman into an even more rare alchemy of 
finesse. Call it wizardry, call it black magic, 
but by whatever name, some elusive spark 
within propelled these men to the head of the 
class of great gunfighters. All three were 
consistently fast and accurate, and they 
weren’t afraid to use their guns. There isn’t so 
much as a cat’s whisker of difference between 
them, either. Any one of them could take the 
other on any given day.” 
I asked the marshal if he considered himself 
in that same rarified league with these three. 
 
“Yes. I suppose I may be biased, but I believe 
I’ve proven myself worthy to stand alongside 
Hardin, Hickok, and Moncada.” 
 
I then inhaled a deep breath and asked Mr. 
Earp if he could beat them. 
 
“As I said before, on any given day, any one of 
us could win. In all likelihood, we’d end up 
killing each other.” 
 
My framework established, I quickly arrived 
at the question I was dying to ask. Yes, it is 
the same question you, my readers, have 
clamored for. I asked Wyatt Earp if the title 
of fastest gun of all time is a toss up between 
Earp, Hardin, Hickok, and Moncada. 
 
“It may surprise you, but the answer is ‘no’. 
You see, you asked me to compile a list of the 
ten men I consider to be the cream of the crop 
of shootists. You then asked if some men on 
that list are better than others. The answer is 
‘yes’ and I’ve categorized the list into a general 
grouping of better and best. I know your 
readers really want to see it arranged 
numerically from number one to number ten, 
but these men are so evenly matched that I 
won't even attempt such an impossible 
endeavor." 
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I hurriedly explained that I understood the 
difficulty and asked if he felt able to at least 
assign a name to the number one slot. 
 
“If you held a gun to my head,” the two of us 
shared a hearty chuckle, “I would have to say 
that the name next to the number one on my 
list is Wes Hardin.” 
 
I immediately began writing that name in my 
notes, but halted as the marshal laughed 
loudly and shook his head. 
 
“Ah, Joseph, the question you really want 
answered is not who can claim the title of 
number one on that list. The real question is, 
'Who do I believe to be the greatest gunfighter 
of all time, the best of the best? Am I right?” 
 
I made haste to assure him that I and my 
readers were dying to know the answer to 
exactly that question. 
 
“The only man who can lay legitimate claim to 
that title isn’t on the list I gave you. The men 
we’ve discussed were top caliber shooters. 
Absolutely top drawer. On any given day, the 
top four could beat any of the others. They’re 
in a class by themselves. But there is a man at 
the very top of the pyramid. He stands there 
alone. I didn’t mention him in the same breath 
with the others on the list because on any 
given day, he would have defeated any one of 
us. Consistently. His name doesn’t belong on 
the list with the rest of us because he was, 
quite simply, better than we were.” 
 
As you can imagine, my ears pricked and I 
salivated like one of Pavlov’s dogs. I listened, 
totally enthralled, as Wyatt wove a 
spellbinding story to explain his choice. His 
voice grew hushed with admiration as he 
expounded upon a theory prevalent throughout 
Europe in the 15th-19th centuries. The great 
warriors, the master swordsmen, particularly 
of Italy and France, believed that in each 

century, a swordsman is born who cannot be 
defeated in battle – a man marked with 
greatness to stand alone in unquestioned 
superiority. A man without peer. 
 
I have verified the veracity of this claim with 
several eminent historians and scholars in this 
country. Such a legend does indeed exist. 
Many insist it is not legend, but verifiable 
fact. In any event, it is a fascinating concept 
and Wyatt Earp is an avid believer. He 
extrapolates this thesis freely from swordsmen 
to gunmen. Thus, he defends his ability to 
unerringly choose a man worthy to stand at 
the pinnacle on the pyramid of great shootists. 
 
In closing, I’ll let Marshal Earp tell you in his 
own words just who he believes has earned the 
right to stand above and apart from the master 
gunfighters already mentioned. 
 
“I was blessed to live the prime of my life 
during the heyday of the master gunfighter. I 
had the great good fortune to meet and observe 
in action every name on the list. I stress that 
my judgment, while my own opinion, is 
grounded in first hand experience, uncolored 
by romanticized retellings. Alas, of all the 
men mentioned here, only Bat Masterson and 
I are still alive. I must tell you that Bat 
concurs with my choice of the greatest 
gunfighter and he, too, had the benefit of first 
person interaction with them all. 
 
“My top gun was a young man gifted with 
inhuman reflexes combined with almost 
preternatural eyesight and hearing. He moved 
with a speed beyond the capacity of most men 
to see. His accuracy was the stuff of legend. 
The more desperate the fight, the cooler he 
became. A gun came alive in his hands, the 
weapon became a part of him, grafted onto his 
very soul. His speed, grace, and confidence 
elevated gunplay to a magnificent work of art. 
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“He demonstrated his virtuosity at an 
astonishingly tender age, beginning when he 
was eleven and forced to defend himself 
against his mother’s murderer. Before night 
fell on his fourteenth birthday, he could claim 
five kills. The other four were experienced, 
vicious killers who butchered his friend. He 
stood against them, one boy against four hard 
men. They died in the face of his incredible, 
flashing draw. He pulled the trigger four 
times while only one of them got off a shot. 
Thus he became a legend while still a boy. His 

storied exploits were common knowledge 
throughout the west. Many wonder if it is 
possible to separate the man from the myth. 
 
“Call him the top gun, call him the best of the 
best, call him the fastest gun of all time. The 
title doesn’t matter for the name is the same. 
You can tell your readers from Wyatt Earp 
and Bat Masterson that the legends don’t lie, 
that the man and the myth are one. The 
greatest gunfighter of us all was Johnny 
Madrid.”  

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

 
 

NOTES ON TIMELINE 

 

This story remains true to the same errors in 

weaponry and historical events/characters so 

often seen in the original Lancer episodes—

although the series was set in the early 1870s, the 

weaponry used and many other references were 

more appropriate for the mid-1880s. We 

acknowledge the historical inaccuracies of the 

compressed timeframe implied by the interaction 

of such characters as John Wesley Hardin, Wyatt 

Earp, and Bat Masterson, etc… and claim creative 

license. 

 

NOTES ON STORY 

 

Our apologies to Wyatt Earp (died 1929) and Bat 

Masterson (died 1921) for putting words in their 

mouths. Wyatt’s actual choice would be Doc 

Holliday while Bat favored Ben Thompson… 

Fencing Masters we spoke with acknowledge 

folklore concerning the “undefeatable 

swordsman.” This story is ours, with a heartfelt tip 

of the hat to Eugene Cunningham and Joseph G. 

Rosa. 

 

NOTES ON CHARACTERS 

 

Joseph Cunningham is a character created as part 

of our Young Gun: Hell Bent for Nowhere series 

of stories dealing with Johnny Madrid as a young 

gunfighter. Joseph is the newspaperman 

responsible for bringing Johnny’s abilities to 

widespread notice. His name is a derivative of 

Eugene Cunningham and Joseph Rosa, the two 

men whose writings and musing on gunfighters of 

the American West we most admire. The tone and 

style of the piece is based on their actual writings. 

Wyatt’s criteria in this “story” represent a 

compilation of the works of Cunningham, Rosa, 

and Bat Masterson’s 1907 Human Life articles. 

We used quotes from Joseph G. Rosa as noted in 

the story, we simply moved the man forward in 

history by 45+ years! 

 

The men on the list who actually lived are Wyatt 

Earp, Wes Hardin, Bill Hickok, Doc Holliday, Bat 

Masterson, and Ben Thompson. Matt Dillon and 

Paladin are fictional characters drawn from the 

television series Gunsmoke and Have Gun Will 

Travel. Joe Reveles is a character created by 

Buttercup in her outstanding fan fiction, A Ghost 

from the Past. Reveles is a kind of mentor to young 

Johnny as he learns his trade. Buttercup 

generously allows us to use Reveles in our stories 

where he plays the same mentor role. Diego 

Moncada is a character created by nct in her story 

A Certain Kind of Fool. Diego taught Johnny the 

basics of the fast draw and pistol marksmanship. 

nct is the Nancy half of Karen and Nancy and the 

events and characters from A Certain Kind of Fool 

play a key role in our joint stories. Johnny Madrid 

needs no introduction! 

 

 



 

 

ABOUT THE AUTHORS 

 

Karen is a life long fan of the western and Lancer 

is her all time favorite. She was pleased to find the 

various Lancer groups and even more delighted 

when she discovered the vast array of fanfic there.  

 

She finds the concept or “bones” of the Lancer 

series to be a fascinating scenario and considers it 

a wonderful gift to any writer, with its endless 

avenues begging to be explored and its 

wonderfully intriguing, complex, and enigmatic 

characters to play with and develop. Karen 

especially loves delving into their lives and 

“interfering” with their growing relationships! 

  

When Karen isn’t riding the ranges of 

LancerLand, she is a wife, mother, and RGN 

(Johnny doesn’t know whether to be thankful for 

or fearful of her medical knowledge!). She lives in 

the wilds of Wales in the UK. 

 

Nancy is a diehard western fanatic, having read 

“thousands” of western novels and counting the 

1960s and 1970s western television series as her 

friends. Lancer is her favorite of the lot and that 

dark-haired, blue-eyed, soft-drawlin’, fast drawin’ 

cowboy astride his flashy palomino horse 

embodies her image of the tragic western hero. 

She is especially interested in gunfighters, 

firearms, the folklore of the southwest, and the 

vaquero method of horse-training, enjoying an 

extensive library of research materials on these 

subjects. 

 

Nancy was thrilled to discover LancerLand and its 

outstanding fan fiction. Contributions from the 

talented writers Buttercup, P.J. McClure, Lisa, 

Sprite, Diana, Cat, and Vicki encouraged her to 

try her hand at Lancer fanfic and she was hooked! 

Her favorite stories examine the motivations of the 

Lancer men, explore and mold the relationships 

between the various characters, and investigate 

possible answers to the many questions the screen 

writers obligingly left open to Lancer fans’ 

interpretation. 

 

When not slapping leather or gentling horses in 

LancerLand, Nancy partners with her Aunt in 

breeding and showing Quarter Horses. She owns a 

palomino filly that constantly reminds her of 

Johnny and Barranca. She lives in a historical 

ranching area in west Texas where she is a 

marketing consultant and an Escrow officer. 

 

Karen and Nancy met soon after Karen joined the 

groups and the two were gratified to discover that 

they were true kindred spirits. Their visions of the 

world of Lancer and its fascinating characters are 

startlingly parallel and they enjoy the same 

episodes and dialog exchanges, also sharing 

similar tastes in fan fiction.  

 

The two jumped straight into a writing partnership 

and both refer to their joint endeavors as an 

amazing and highly rewarding experience, not to 

mention just plain fun. A favorite pastime for both 

is to create a physically and/or emotionally 

painful situation, toss in a certain dark-haired 

gunfighter, holler “Let ‘er buck,” and stand back 

to see what happens next…Hot Dang!  

 

 
Send any feedback for Karen to kowens40uk@yahoo.co.uk and for Nancy to ntubb46@direcway.com 

 

 



 

 
 




 



  

“kay horse,” the man growled to absolutely 

no one. “You an’ me are gonna have words.” 

 

Johnny Madrid Lancer was a horseman – 

NOT a walker. His boots were designed for 

riding. His clothes were designed for riding. 

Hell! He was designed for riding! 

 

But here he was – walking home dejectedly. 

 

He was not a happy man. 

 

 
 

ohnny wheeled Barranca to the left and then 

cut quickly back to the right – effectively 

cutting off the path of the stray steer. 

 

Well, he didn’t really have much to do with it. 

Barranca was a well-trained cow pony and did 

a lot of the work himself. The horse and his 

rider worked in one fluid movement. 

 

Had there been anyone there to watch them, 

they would have sat, enthralled, applauding 

the horse and rider. They made a good team.  

 

Actually they made a handsome team. The 

golden hide and flowing white mane and tail 

of the palomino stallion made a great contrast 

to the tanned dark haired and handsome rider. 

They both moved with exquisite grace and 

seemed to understand each other completely 

Between them, Johnny and Barranca rounded 

up six strays and herded them into a small 

canyon, perfect for holding a few cattle just 

long enough to finish his task before heading 

them back to the rest of the herd. 

 

Johnny herded the last of the six obstreperous 

beasts into his makeshift corral and sat back 

on the horse for a minute to take stock of his 

efforts for the morning. He took his hat off 

and wiped the sweat from his forehead with 

his shirtsleeve. The perspiration was literally 

dripping off him. 

 

It was a hot day – in the middle of summer 

and nearing noon by his calculations. Time for 

a bite to eat and a rest in the shade. 

 

He put the hat back on his head lightly and 

pulled a battered old pocket watch from his 

pocket. It was close enough to midday to take 

that break – just like he’d thought. 

 

Johnny had lived without a watch his whole 

life – until Murdoch had given him this one. 

Mostly, he still didn’t really need it, and 

Murdoch had suggested getting him a 

spanking new one for his birthday, but Johnny 

had said no. 

 

This one meant a lot to him. It had been the 

first thing his father had given him freely and 

without expecting anything in return. To 

Johnny, it was priceless. 

 

Nope – this one would do him just fine. 

 

He dismounted lithely and patted the 

palomino’s neck proudly as he stood beside 

him.   



 

 

 

“You did good this mornin’, big fella,” he said 

with a smile and he led the big horse over to 

the shade of an oak tree. There was plenty of 

shade there for both of them, and enough 

green grass left there to keep the horse content 

for a while. 

 

He took his canteen, unscrewed the lid and 

took a swallow of the tepid water. It might not 

be cold, but it was enough to quench his thirst 

for now. He went to the saddlebags and took 

out the sandwiches that Teresa had provided 

for him. 

 

Strolling over to the log under the tree, he 

pushed his hat back so that it hung behind 

him, put the canteen down on the ground 

beside him and opened the wrapping around 

the sandwiches.  

 

The log was a little unstable and shifted under 

his weight while he made himself comfortable 

when it finally came to a stop.  

 

“Ya know, Barranca, a man could get real 

spoiled around here,” he said to the horse. 

“Three square meals a day an’ I haven’t had to 

draw my gun for over a month.” 

 

The big palomino whinnied and lifted his head 

to shake it. His white mane flew about 

elegantly and Johnny wondered, as he 

sometimes did, if that horse didn’t know just 

how good he looked when he did that and was 

maybe just a little be vain about it." 

 

“Yeah, alright,” Johnny answered. He grinned 

and took a bite out of the sandwich. “Guess I 

shouldn’t say that, hey boy?” he added as he 

swallowed. A twinge of superstition bit at him 

when he realized he might be pushing his luck 

saying something like that.  

 

 “Well, we done a good mornin’s work 

anyway, Barranca. Don’t think there’s any 

more strays ‘round here, so we’ll be able to 

meet Scott and Hank with the main herd way 

b’fore I’m supposed to.” 

 

He looked over at the horse and grinned again. 

“Be kinda nice to be early for a change.” 

 

Johnny finished off the sandwich and leaned 

forward to pick up the canteen. It banged 

against the log as he lifted it by the leather 

strap and Johnny thought he heard a 

scratching sound coming from inside the log.  

 

He looked up and listened intently, but he 

didn’t hear anything and put it down to his 

imagination. 

 

He unscrewed the cap and took a swig of the 

water but, as he put the lid back on, he heard 

the scratching sound again and knew he hadn’t 

imagined it this time. 

 

There was definitely something inside the log.  

 

It could be any number of things but he ruled 

out a snake right off, since the sound appeared 

to be claws. 

 

He stood up carefully, knowing that he had 

disturbed whatever was in there more than 

enough already. He turned around and stepped 

back cautiously.  

 

Sure enough, a tiny, pointed black nose poked 

itself out of the hollow in the log.  

 

The little nose stopped, lifted to sniff the air a 

couple of times and wiggled from side to side 

once or twice. 

 

Johnny drew in a breath and took another step 

backwards, trying very hard not to attract the 

creature’s attention. He knew what he was up 

against without seeing the rest of the animal’s 

body. He’d seen enough of them before now 

to know that he had to move very carefully if 



 



he was going to get out of this spot with his 

dignity intact.  

 

Right then, Barranca moved just a foot or two 

to another enticing tuft of grass. The creature 

heard the horse’s movement and timidly crept 

out of the log to look around. 

 

If he’d needed confirmation of his suspicions, 

he had it now – right down to the long bushy 

tail and the twin white stripes running down 

the center of the little black animal’s back and 

joining on the top of its head.  

 

Johnny held perfectly still, his mind going 

over his options. He could back away slowly 

and easily so as not to frighten it and hope that 

it wasn’t already too late. On the other hand, 

he could turn and run away as fast as his feet 

would carry him, doubtlessly startling the 

animal into spraying but hoping he would be 

fast enough to escape unscathed.  

 

He watched the skunk waddle slowly out of 

the log and look around it and he took a very 

careful step backwards. It didn’t seem to be 

worried by his movement so he took another 

cautious step backwards. He’d managed to put 

about six feet between himself and the animal 

and he was beginning to feel more confident.  

 

The skunk seemed calm enough and hadn’t 

shown any signs of fear. Maybe he could just 

back off nice and easy without startling it into 

doing anything he might regret. 

 

He’d faced more gun battles than he cared to 

remember, but this one shy little creature had 

him ready to run?  

 

Oh boy, did it ever?  

 

A few yards away, Barranca carelessly 

swished his tail and snorted noisily. Johnny 

looked over at the horse angrily and then back 

to the skunk. The little animal had stopped and 

looked towards the noise. It sniffed the air and 

hissed, stamping its front feet agitatedly. 

 

Johnny might have thought it funny, if he 

hadn’t known what it was a precursor to. He 

knew he was in trouble now. There was no 

cautiously backing away this time.  

 

He turned on his heel to make a run for it, but 

his left foot hit a small rock and he lost his 

balance and found himself on his backside. He 

knew he had no chance now. 

 

The skunk had already turned around and had 

its tail fluffed up and in the air when he 

looked at it. He put his arm up in front of his 

face to protect his eyes and waited for the 

inevitable. 

 

And the inevitable came within seconds. He 

knew it had gotten him good – his nose told 

him when he got a whiff of the putrid smell of 

ammonia and musk.  

 

 
 

ohnny threw the canteen on the ground 

furiously.  

 

“Oh great! Just great!” he growled.  

 

He looked the creature in the eyes and he’d 

have sworn he could see satisfaction there.  

 

“You happy with yourself?” he said to it, 

scowling hard. “Oh yeah, you can smile, can’t 

ya? Get outa here ‘fore I forget myself an’ put 

a bullet between them beady little eyes o’ 

yours.” 

 

It sniffed the air, lowered its tail and turned 

around, and then it waddled complacently 

back into the log.  

 

He looked over at Barranca and his temper 



 

 

flared again. If it came to a choice of who or 

what was to blame for this fiasco – the skunk, 

the horse or his own bad luck – Johnny was 

going to plump for Barranca and his lousy 

sense of timing. 

 

Okay, there was nothing for it now but to head 

back home and try to clean himself up, 

hopefully before his brother got wind of him. 

This was likely to take some living down. 

 

Johnny picked up the canteen and got to his 

feet. He pulled his hat back up onto his head 

and stalked over to where Barranca was still 

quietly grazing, totally unaware of the events 

that had unfolded around him. Maybe he’d 

stop at the river and try to wash some of the 

stink off of himself. It wouldn't take it all off, 

but he was ready to try anything at this point. 

 

He got close enough to Barranca to reach for 

the reins, when suddenly the horse threw his 

head in the air in fright. His upper lip lifted 

and his nostrils flared as Johnny got close 

enough for the horse to get a whiff of him and 

he pulled back quickly.  

 

Johnny lost his temper this time. “Barranca, 

hold still. You got me into this mess in the 

first place. Least you can do is get me home 

good an’ quick so’s I c’n clean up.” 

 

He reached again for the reins, but this time 

Barranca didn’t just pull back from him. The 

horse neighed shrilly in apparent panic and 

lifted his front hooves just clear of the ground, 

and then he turned tail and ran off. 

 

“Barranca, come back here,” Johnny yelled 

furiously. “Barranca!” He tried whistling, but, 

for once, the horse ignored him and kept 

going.  

 

Johnny pulled his hat off his head and 

slammed it into the ground petulantly. He 

knew the horse would stop eventually. He’d 

be able to follow his trail easily enough and 

catch him when he calmed down.  

 

But, in the meantime, he was faced with 

walking in the middle of the day in the hot 

sun. 

 

And Johnny wasn’t fond of walking. 

 

He figured it was only about six miles to the 

hacienda and wondered if he’d catch up to the 

horse before he made it back to the barn.  

 

Well, there was nothing else for it. He picked 

up his hat and dusted it off on his pants leg 

then he picked up the canteen. He shook it a 

little to see how much was left in there. It was 

about half full so he’d have to be careful with 

it. 

 

He looped the canteen’s leather strap over his 

shoulder and turned towards home, the steers 

forgotten for now – a waste of a morning’s 

work. 

 

 
 

wenty minutes later, Johnny spotted 

Barranca in the distance, halted under a grove 

of young oaks and he sighed with relief. The 

sun had sapped him of energy already, and his 

feet were beginning to feel the pinch from 

boots that weren’t made for walking. 

 

He stopped and took off his hat so he could 

wipe the sweat from his brow with his 

shirtsleeve. He fanned his face with the hat 

and he could feel the perspiration running 

down his back. His shirt was wet through and 

clung to his body uncomfortably. 

 

“Okay, Barranca,” he said to himself. “Time 

to start actin’ like yourself.” 

 

He put the hat back on his head and took a 



 



deep breath. Standing here wasn’t getting him 

anywhere. He started towards his horse, 

feeling every step jar his sore feet and within a 

few minutes, he was close enough to Barranca 

to croon reassuring words to him. 

 

The horse lifted his head and looked at 

Johnny. There was recognition in those eyes – 

Johnny could see it.  

 

“Good boy,” he whispered soothingly. “It’s 

alright. I know it wasn’t your fault, boy.”  

 

He edged closer, slower than he normally did 

with his own horse. He’d trained Barranca 

himself and hadn’t had to handle him this 

carefully in a long time.  

 

“It’s okay, Barranca. Take it easy an’ we’ll get 

on home to a cool drink an’ a nice clean stall.” 

 

Barranca lifted his head and whinnied in 

recognition of the voice. 

 

“Good boy, Barranca. I knew I could count on 

you,” Johnny said quietly. He smiled as he 

stepped up to take the reins and pat the horse’s 

neck.  

 

But Johnny’s pleasure was short lived. The 

moment he got within reach of the horse, that 

top lip lifted again and the animal’s head went 

up in the air in panic. Within a snatch of 

getting hold of those reins, the horse was gone 

again. 

 

“Okay horse,” the man growled to absolutely 

no one. “You an’ me are gonna have words.” 

  

He watched Barranca disappear from sight 

and sighed heavily. He looked around for 

somewhere to sit down, but the only things 

handy were a couple of logs and he was way 

past taking that option, so he opened the 

canteen and swallowed some more water.  

When he’d put the cap back on, he shook it 

again. There wasn’t much there. If he wanted 

to make it last he’d have to take it a lot slower 

than he had been. 

 

It wouldn’t be easy. As it was, his mouth was 

dry already. Even on horseback, on a day like 

this, he’d need plenty of water. But on foot 

he’d need a whole lot more. This was going to 

be a long, hot and thirsty walk home. 

 

“Damn you, Barranca,” he cursed angrily and 

set off again. 

 

 
 

“asn’t Johnny supposed to have met us by 

now, Scott?” Hank asked the elder Lancer son 

as he pulled his horse to a stop beside him.  

 

“He probably found more strays than he 

expected,” Scott reasoned. “He’ll be here soon 

enough. I hope so anyway. I’m looking 

forward to getting down to that river.” 

 

“You  lookin’ to throw yourself in?” 

 

Scott laughed. “I just might,” he answered, 

taking a handkerchief from his pocket and 

wiping his face with it.  

 

“Hey, Scott,” Hank said curiously. He pointed 

off to the right. “That horse over there, ain’t 

that Barranca?” 

 

Scott turned to look in the same direction as 

Hank. There was indeed a horse in the 

distance. He could see that it was saddled, and 

he knew it was his brother’s palomino. There 

was no mistaking that horse. 

 

“Yes, it is. Come on,” he said quickly, urging 

his horse forward.  

 

It didn’t take long to reach the horse, standing 

quietly with the reins trailing free. Scott 



 

 

slowed as he reached him so as not to spook 

him.  

 

He dismounted and walked cautiously over to 

where Barranca stood. The horse was edgy 

and Scott turned back to warn Hank to stay 

back. Quietly talking to the horse, he worked 

over to his side and took the reins. He patted 

the animal’s neck and started to look him 

over.  

 

“Easy boy,” he said gently. He ran his hands 

over his brother’s horse, but couldn’t find 

anything wrong. In particular, he didn’t see 

any blood on the horse or the saddle and he 

found some consolation from that. 

 

“Where’s Johnny, Barranca?” he asked 

anxiously, wishing the animal could answer 

him. He turned around to where Hank sat, still 

mounted. “He seems to be okay. He’s a little 

spooked, but otherwise I think he’s alright. 

Can you see any sign of Johnny?” 

 

“Not from here. You want me to look 

around?” 

 

“We’d better. I don’t know any reason 

Barranca would be here on his own, unless…” 

 

He didn’t really want to think about the 

possibilities – couldn’t bring himself to 

express them in words, but he had to face 

them. There might be any number of reasons 

why the horse could be here alone, but they all 

came back to the likelihood that Johnny might 

be lying hurt somewhere.  

 

Scott tried not to think about that yet. He had 

to find his brother and get him to help if he 

needed it. 

 

Hank rode in a wide circle around the horse, 

but came back with nothing. Scott had 

mounted again, holding Barranca’s reins in 

one hand firmly.  

 

“Anything?” he asked Hank when he got 

back. 

 

“Nope, no sign of him,” the man told him 

dejectedly. “But there’s some clear tracks so 

we can backtrack Barranca’s trail and we 

might find him that way.” 

 

“Good idea,” Scott agreed. “I don’t like this. 

Johnny could be hurt.” 

 

“Don’t worry, Scott. We’ll find him,” Hank 

reassured him. He was confident that they 

would find him. There was plenty of light, and 

the tracks he’d seen were clear and easy to 

follow. What worried him was what condition 

he’d be in when they got there. 

 

 
 

“cott, there he is,” Hank called excitedly, 

pointing ahead of them. 

 

Johnny was walking slowly towards them, so 

they pressed their horses forward to meet him.  

 

As he got close enough to see his brother, 

Scott was relieved to see that he seemed 

unhurt. Relief washed over him, only to be 

replaced with a surge of curiosity. 

 

Why was Johnny on foot if he wasn’t hurt and 

Barranca wasn’t lame?  

 

 “Johnny,” he called out as they approached 

him. “You okay?” 

 

 “Yeah,” Johnny called back. “I’m just 

dandy.” 

 

He sounded less than happy. “Then what’s 

wrong? What happened?” Scott asked as he 

pulled his horse and Barranca to a halt just in 

front of him.  



 



 

He’d no sooner asked the questions than his 

horse began to jerk his head up and tried to 

pull back. Barranca was doing the same and, 

while he tried to keep control of both horses, 

he saw Hank was having some trouble with 

his own. 

 

He soon knew what the problem was.  

 

“Phew! Johnny, what the hell have you been 

rolling in?” he asked, wishing he could trust 

the horses enough to cover his nose. The 

stench was unbelievable. Ammonia came 

immediately to mind and he turned his head 

aside to try to escape it. 

 

Hank got hold of his own horse when he 

backed him up just enough to escape the 

smell. “Ain’t what he’s rolled in, Scott,” he 

said with a laugh. “It’s what he’s tangled 

with.” 

 

“Skunk!” Scott exclaimed as he realized what 

must have happened. 

 

“Yeah, you’re both real funny,” Johnny said 

ill-temperedly. “Just hang on to that dang 

horse o’ mine so’s I c’n get hold of him.” 

 

It sounded easy enough, but Scott was having 

trouble holding one horse – so two was a real 

problem. And he could hardly blame them. 

Johnny stunk so badly that, frankly, he didn’t 

want to be near him either.  

 

Johnny came closer to Barranca and both 

horses became more agitated until, finally, 

Scott couldn’t maintain his grip on Barranca’s 

reins and control his own mount as well. The 

palomino gave one more desperate jerk and 

the leather slipped from Scott’s hand allowing 

the horse to pull free and run off – again.  

 

Scott clamped his legs tightly on his own 

mount and backed him up a little, while his 

brother gave full vent to his frustration. 

“Dammit, Scott, why the hell couldn’t ya just 

hold him?” 

 

“Brother,” Scott answered him, with a twitch 

of a smile pulling at his lips. “You can hardly 

blame Barranca. Have you got any idea just 

how bad you smell?” 

 

“Funny,” he growled. “Well, since ya couldn’t 

hold onto my ride, the least ya c’n do is offer a 

hand.” 

 

He took a step towards Scott and the horse 

backed away quickly.  

 

Scott couldn’t hold back any longer. He burst 

out laughing. “Sorry, Johnny. I don’t think it 

will work. Poor Charlie just won’t stand for it. 

You come much closer and I’m likely to end 

up getting thrown.  There’s no point in both of 

us being on foot.” 

 

“Scott…?” 

 

“Sorry, brother,” Scott repeated, trying hard to 

muffle the laughter bubbling in him. “It’s only 

another couple of miles to home. It won’t take 

you long.” 

 

“Scott, it’s hot, an’ I’m tired an’ thirsty. Ya 

can’t just leave me here!” 

 

Scott really did feel sorry for his brother, but 

“skunk” wasn’t exactly life threatening. He 

knew he’d get home safely, if hot and tired – 

and maybe just a little put out with him.  

 

“I’m afraid so, Johnny,” he said, smiling. 

 

“I ain’t even got much water left,” Johnny told 

him angrily. 

 

Scott unhooked his canteen from the pommel 

and tossed it to his brother. “There’s enough 

there to get you home, brother,” he told him. 



 

 

“Just make sure you clean up before you try 

walking in the door. If Teresa or Maria get a 

whiff of you, they’ll toss you right back out.” 

 

“Oh, you’re a million laughs, Scott. I’ll 

remember this next time ya need a hand.” 

 

“Oh, come on, Johnny. It’s not that far and 

you might even catch up with Barranca again 

if you hurry.” 

 

The expression on Johnny’s face was too 

much for him. He lost himself in a fit of 

laughter that shook him uncontrollably. 

 

 
 

ohnny cursed furiously as he walked 

towards home. So much for ‘brotherly love’! 

So much for “I’ll get your back!” So much for 

“You can always count on me, brother!” 

 

His feet hurt like hell, now. He limped visibly 

and his wet shirt clung to him. He stopped for 

another swallow of the water from the canteen 

his brother had so graciously given to him 

and, he had to admit, tepid water had NEVER 

tasted so good. 

 

The Lancer arch came into sight at last and 

stood like a beacon signally ‘home’. But, by 

now, his head hurt as well. He knew why. The 

sun and the heat had gotten to him.  

 

He doggedly kept up the pace, putting one 

foot in front of the other. It wasn’t far now and 

he’d be able to put his feet up, have a cold 

drink and dunk his head in the first cool water 

he came to! 

 

 
 

urdoch heard Jelly yelling for him. He rose 

quickly from his leather chair and ran for the 

front door. Pulling it open quickly, he looked 

outside to see what was wrong. 

 

“Jelly, what’s so important?” he shouted 

angrily. 

 

“Boss!” Jelly called back at him. “Barranca’s 

just come in – alone.” 

 

Murdoch’s anger vanished. “Alone? No sign 

of Johnny?” 

 

“No, an’ he looks like he’s been runnin’ for 

miles. He’s plumb tuckered out.” 

 

Murdoch strode over to where the palomino 

stood. The horse stood by Jelly, his flanks 

quivering. He stepped aside edgily as 

Murdoch approached, but quieted to the man’s 

soothing words of reassurance.  

 

“Ya needn’t bother lookin’, Boss,” Jelly told 

him. “I already checked him over. Ain’t 

nothin’ wrong with him but bein’ hot an’ 

tired.” The old man looked away for a 

moment and then continued. “An’ there ain’t 

no sign o’ blood nowhere neither.” 

 

Murdoch sighed. “Well, that’s something 

anyway.” 

 

“You think mebbe Johnny got thrown?” 

 

“Could be. He might be hurt out there 

somewhere.” He considered his options and 

came to a quick decision. “Get together what 

men you can find. We’ve still got plenty of 

daylight, and we might be able to find 

Barranca’s tracks and follow them back to 

Johnny.” 

 

Jelly nodded his approval of the plan. “Sure, 

Boss. An’ don’t you go worryin’. We’ll find 

him.” 

 

The old man disappeared to round up the few 



 



men that were working in and around the yard. 

They could pick up Scott once they got 

moving. Scott would want to help. 

 

 
 

ohnny heaved a sigh of relief. He was home. 

The nightmare was over at last – shade, a cool 

drink and somewhere to clean up!  

 

He walked up to the back door and put his 

hand against the wall, lovingly touching the 

adobe and relishing the feel of home. 

 

The kitchen door was wide open. It usually 

was during the hot days of summer. It got hot 

in there with the stove going.  

 

Johnny headed in through the door, looking 

forward to a cold drink, and he found Maria 

there preparing supper. 

 

He didn’t get inside. Maria turned around 

quickly and shouted his name. 

 

“Juanito!” she called out happily and then 

scowled at him. “Ay yi! Qué es ese olor?”  

 

Johnny stopped. “Maria,” he said suavely. 

“Cómo está?” 

 

“No, Juanito, para allí!” she called to him. “Tu 

hueles horible!” 

 

“Ah, come on Maria. I don’t smell that bad, 

an’ I’m hot an’ tired!” 

 

She screwed her nose as she got closer to him. 

“Mofeta!” 

 

“Yeah, I know,” Johnny admitted. “I tangled 

with a skunk. I just wanna get a cold drink an’ 

sit down for a while. Then I’ll get cleaned up. 

Come on, Maria. I’m tired.” 

 

Maria picked up her broom and ran to the 

doorway. “No, Salte! Out!” 

 

“Maria!” 

 

She aimed the broom at him threateningly and 

shooed him out the door. “Ahora, Juanito!” 

she shouted at him. “Now!” 

 

In the face of the furious little whirlwind, 

Johnny backed up a step. He could usually 

talk his way around Maria. She fussed over 

him like he was her own child. But it didn’t 

look like he was going to be able to get around 

her this time.  

 

“Sige!” she screamed shrilly. “Y ve banate!” 

 

“What the devil’s going on in here?” a loud 

voice yelled from the door to the Great Room.  

 

Murdoch Lancer stormed into the kitchen. He 

had more than enough worrying him without 

Maria screaming like a crazy woman. 

 

But when he got into the room, he pulled up 

short. “Johnny! Are you alright? Barranca 

came home without you and we thought you 

must be hurt.” He strode across the room, 

saying, “We were just going…” 

 

He stopped dead in his tracks, frowning at the 

smell. “Phew, son! Is that skunk I smell on 

you?” 

 

“Si, senor, mofeta!” Maria shouted angrily. 

“Skunk!”  

 

She shoved the broom at Johnny once more 

and Murdoch grinned. “I don’t think you’d 

better try coming in here, Johnny. If you think 

Maria’s bad, you wouldn’t want to run into 

Teresa smelling like that in the house.” 

 

“Come on, Murdoch. I’ve walked for miles. 

I’m hot an’ tired – an’ my feet hurt!” 



 

 

 

“Barranca wouldn’t let you near him either, 

hmm?” Murdoch suggested, trying hard to 

keep the laughter at bay. “How far have you 

walked?” 

 

He had to admit Johnny looked like he’d had 

too much sun. He was flushed red in the face 

and he was sweating heavily – a fact that 

wasn’t helping to allay the smell of the skunk. 

“Miles!” Johnny complained. “An’ Scott was 

no help either. If he couldn’t hold onto my 

horse, you’d think he could give me a ride 

home.” 

 

There was no help for it. Murdoch couldn’t 

look at Johnny’s disgruntled face without 

laughing. He burst out in a loud guffaw that 

nearly doubled him over.  

 

Johnny tried to control his temper. He’d had 

about enough of people laughing at his 

situation. “Real funny, ain’t it?” 

 

Murdoch forced himself to take control of the 

laughter. “I’m sorry son,” he said, the words 

bubbling out over another threatening laugh. 

He walked over and poured a glass of water 

for him and took it over to where his son 

stood. But he stood as far back from Johnny as 

he could while reaching out to hand him the 

glass. 

 

Johnny took a step forward to take the glass 

from his father, but it set Maria off again. 

“No, para allí!” 

 

“You’d better not come any further, Johnny. 

She means business.” The laughter threatened 

again, but he bit the inside of his lip to keep it 

at bay. Johnny was offended enough already. 

 

Johnny drank the water quickly and handed 

the empty glass back to his father, keeping a 

wary eye on Maria and her broom when he 

moved. 

 

“I think a bath is called for Johnny,” Murdoch 

suggested. 

 

“Si, ve banate, Juanito!” Maria agreed 

emphatically.  

 

“I’m afraid plain water won’t do much good, 

Maria,” Murdoch told her. “But I don’t think 

there’s enough tomatoes on the entire ranch to 

get rid of that stench.” 

 

“Vinagré,” Maria suggested.  

 

“Good idea, Maria,” he agreed. “Get him a 

couple of bottles of vinegar.”  

 

Maria looked doubtful and looked at Johnny 

malevolently. 

 

“It’s alright, Maria. He’s not going to come in 

before he gets cleaned up,” Murdoch told her. 

 

She relented and lowered the broom. She 

turned back to the kitchen and walked over to 

the pantry, quickly grabbing a couple of 

bottles of vinegar. Then she took them over to 

pass them to Johnny.  

 

When she got there, she found that she 

couldn’t bring herself to get close to that 

smell. She put the two bottles on the floor in 

the doorway and stepped back to allow Johnny 

to pick them up. 

 

“Thanks,” he said gracelessly. He was feeling 

more and more like an outcast, and his head 

and feet still hurt. No one seemed to care 

though.  

 

“Go take that bath, son. I’ll get you some 

clean clothes.” Murdoch smiled at him. “And I 

suggest you use all of that vinegar. That skunk 

got you good!” 

 

Johnny picked up the bottles and strode 



 



angrily out back to the bathhouse.  

 
 

“ome family I have!” Johnny growled 

belligerently.  

 

It was some hours later after scrubbing 

himself raw in a bath of vinegar and water. 

Then he’d had to take another bath to get rid 

of the smell of vinegar! His clothes were 

soaking in vinegar and water and Maria said 

she’d have to air them for at least a month. 

 

The blisters on his feet still hurt and the 

headache from the sunstroke lingered 

determinedly, but at least he was allowed into 

the house so he could sit down in comfort. 

 

He looked around the room at his father, his 

brother, Jelly and Teresa. Oh yeah, they could 

smile!  

 

“I thought I could rely on my family,” he 

added, still angry. 

 

“Come on, Johnny,” Scott answered with a 

laugh. “Are you telling me you wouldn’t have 

done the same thing? Your horse couldn’t 

even stand you!” 

 

“My horse is a dumb animal!” Johnny 

snapped at him. “I’m supposed to be able to 

trust you to watch my back!” 

 

Scott shook his head, trying to hold back 

another peal of laughter. “I’ll watch your back 

anytime you need me to, Johnny. But from a 

distance in this case.” 

 

“You’ll laugh about this one day, son,” 

Murdoch assured him. “I’ve been skunked 

myself once.” 

 

“Me too,” Jelly piped up. 

 

“Yeah, well when the day comes that Scott 

gets his turn, I’m gonna wanta be there to 

have a laugh!” Johnny told them.  

 

“How are the feet anyway, son?” Murdoch 

asked him, hoping to relieve the tension in the 

room. 

 

“Blistered,” he told him, casting a malevolent 

look in his brother’s direction. “An’ my head 

still hurts, too.” 

 

“Well, I think an early night might be the best 

thing for you then,” his father suggested. “All 

this will blow over by morning.” 

 

He didn’t add that the whole ranch was aware 

of the story. He’d had to go out and call off 

the search party for his son, and telling Jelly 

what had happened to assure him that Johnny 

was safe and sound meant that everyone knew 

within a few minutes. He’d take some time to 

live this down. 

 

“I’ll bring you something for the headache, 

Johnny,” Teresa told him sympathetically. 

“I’ve got some salve for those blisters, too.” 

 

“Thanks, Teresa,” he said gently. Alone of all 

of them, she hadn’t laughed at him and he 

appreciated it. At least there was one person in 

the house who cared about him. “I think I will 

turn in early.”  

 

He turned to go upstairs. 

 

“Johnny?” Teresa called to him quietly.  

 

He turned back. “Yeah, what is it, honey?” 

 

“Johnny, you… you…er…” She looked into 

his eyes and seemed concerned about him. He 

was touched that she didn’t find it all funny 

like the rest of the family. 

 

“What is it, Teresa?” 



 

 

 

She looked down at her hands awkwardly. 

“Johnny,” she finally said. “You didn’t shoot 

that poor little skunk, did you?” 
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urdoch glanced up when he heard the room 

to Johnny’s door slam for what seemed like 

the hundredth time in less than a week after 

storming up the steps to his room for the 

night.  

  

Scott too, heard the slamming door. He 

glanced up from his book and when his eyes 

met those of his questioning father’s he could 

only shrug in answer to the unspoken 

question.  

  

Murdoch flicked the newspaper between his 

hands and folded it haphazardly upon his lap. 

He sighed and decided to talk to Scott one 

more time about his brother, “Something must 

have happened between you two.” 

  

Scott shook his head and said, “I told you 

before, nothing’s happened. I don’t know 

what’s eating at him. He’s been this way for a 

least a week now and I’m just as puzzled as 

you are.” 

  

“Did you talk to him like I told you to?” 

Murdoch asked. 

  

Scott sighed and put his book face down on 

his lap, “Yes sir I did.” 

  

Murdoch’s eyes narrowed and he asked, 

“When?” 

  

Scott grinned, “Today, yesterday, the day 

before…” 

“Alright, alright. I get it,” Murdoch said 

frustrated, holding up a halting hand. 

  

“Have you tried?” Scott asked knowing full 

well his father hadn’t tried. No one, least of all 

their father had wanted to approach Johnny for 

the past week, his temper had been that bad. 

  

Murdoch shook his graying head, “No son, I 

haven’t. Frankly I’ve been hesitant to say 

anything to him, let alone ask what’s 

bothering him. 

  

Scott’s brow furrowed in concentration, 

“Maybe we should just let him work it out 

himself. If it’s something serious, he’d come 

to us, wouldn’t he?” 

  

Murdoch picked up his folded paper and 

tossed it on the floor next to his chair, “I don’t 

know. But I do know this nonsense has to 

stop. He’s driving everyone crazy and I for 

one want it to end.” 

  

“So what do you propose to do about it?” 

Scott asked. 

  

“I propose another try at talking to him. Only 

this time I will do it and there’s no time like 

the present,” Murdoch said dryly as he stood 

up. 

  

Scott half chuckled from his chair, “You sure 

you want to go up there alone? Maybe I 

should come with you,” he suggested. 



 

 

Murdoch waved him off saying, “No. But 

thanks for offering. I somehow get the feeling 

this is something I have to do.” He walked 

past Scott on his way to the staircase giving 

his son a squeeze on the shoulder, “Go back to 

your book. But Scott…” 

  

Scott turned his head to look back at his 

father, “But what sir?” he asked cautiously. 

  

Murdoch grinned, “If I’m not down in an 

hour, come up and rescue me, will you?” 

  

Scott had to grin, the thought of having to 

rescue his father and not his brother was 

laughable, but nevertheless he shook his head 

and told him, “Sure thing.” 

  

Murdoch started up the stairs and heard, 

‘Good Luck’, shouted at him from behind. He 

snickered to himself and thought he just might 

need that luck. 

  

Johnny’s door was closed, so Murdoch rapped 

on the wooden structure firmly waiting for a 

reply. When none came, Murdoch turned the 

knob and slowly opened the door to find the 

room in complete darkness with Johnny lying 

on the bed, his back to the door. 

  

His son hadn’t come up but just a few minutes 

ago, so Murdoch thought it was highly 

unlikely that Johnny was asleep, “Johnny, I 

want to talk to you son,” he told him stepping 

toward the head of the bed and lighting the 

lamp on the table with a match from his shirt 

pocket. 

  

The room glowed and still Johnny had not 

said a word. Murdoch placed a hand on 

Johnny’s shoulder and spoke to him again, 

“Son, we need to talk.” 

  

Johnny tugged at the extra pillow on his bed 

pulling it toward him, wrapping his arm over 

it, tucking it in close to his chest and stomach, 

“I don’t want to talk,” he said, his voice 

muffled by the corner of his pillow. 

  

Murdoch sat down on the edge of the bed, 

heedless of his son’s words. “Johnny, I don’t 

know what’s going on son, but if you’re in 

trouble or need help with something, then I 

want you to know that I’m here for you. All 

you have to do is talk to me.” 

  

Johnny shrugged his left shoulder as if he 

were trying to ward off the offered words, 

tugging the pillow even closer if it was 

possible, “I’m not in trouble. I just want to be 

left alone,” came his muffled reply. 

  

Murdoch sighed heavily the sound of it 

drifting to Johnny’s ears in the form of defeat. 

He tried again only this time he touched 

Johnny’s shoulder once more before speaking, 

“I know something’s wrong. I can tell.” 

  

Before Murdoch knew what was happening, 

Johnny sat up quickly, shifting across the head 

of his bed, dragging his pillow with him. He 

tucked it up to his chest, pulling his stocking 

feet up and wrapped his arms around the 

pillow and his knees, laying his head down on 

the clean white pillowcase as he eyed his 

father from that position. “There’s nothin’ 

wrong Murdoch,” he told him tiredly, blinking 

at the light that sat on the table next to his bed.  

  

Murdoch heard him sigh and watched as he 

closed his eyes against the dancing flames of 

the lamp. He waited; hoping Johnny might 

open up to him even though he said there was 

nothing wrong. His patience paid off, but what 

Johnny had to say wasn’t what he expected. 

  

“I wish I was older,” Johnny told him quietly, 

thoughtfully, his eyes still closed. “Then 

maybe…” 

  



 



Murdoch’s eyes squinted at his son, wishing 

he would open those expressive blue eyes that 

spoke so much louder than any words Johnny 

could say, “Then maybe what?” Murdoch 

asked hoping Johnny would continue. 

  

Johnny hadn’t realized he had spoken the 

words aloud. Now his father was expecting an 

explanation and the last thing he was going to 

do was talk to Murdoch about what was 

rolling around in his head. Murdoch couldn’t 

fix what ailed him and neither could Scott. No 

one could and this fact bothered him more 

than he cared to admit. ‘Nope. This problem is 

all mine,’ he thought. ‘Not a thing they can 

do. ‘Sides that, they’d probably just laugh at 

me.’ 

  

The minutes seemed to tick by slowly as 

Murdoch waited for his son to answer him and 

then wondered briefly if Johnny had fallen 

asleep with his head nestled on the edge of his 

pillow. If he had known that Johnny’s 

thoughts were tumbling around crazily in his 

head, or what they were about, he might have 

laughed at his son’s predicament, just as 

Johnny thought, but he didn’t know and 

Johnny looked as if he wasn’t going to tell 

anytime soon. 

  

Murdoch sighed again and gave Johnny a pat 

on the shoulder. Obviously his son was in no 

danger so he decided to let things go for now. 

Maybe it was enough that Johnny knew he 

could talk to him if he wanted to. He hoped 

so. “I’ll be downstairs if you decide you want 

to talk son.” 

  

Murdoch stood and Johnny opened his eyes 

fully, giving Murdoch a glimpse into their 

secret depths he had so hoped for only 

minutes ago. Unfortunately there were no 

answers there. In fact, if Murdoch were to 

have taken a guess, he would have said that 

Johnny looked lonely or sad even. But he 

shook his head at that crazy thought. He 

couldn’t be lonely, why there were at least 

four maybe five other people in the house. 

Any one of whom Johnny could be spending 

the evening with if he wasn’t in such a foul 

mood. And as far as he knew, there was 

nothing untoward that had happened recently 

to cause any sorrow. 

  

Johnny spoke just before his father left his 

room, “Is Scott going into town tomorrow?” 

he asked, surprising Murdoch further by the 

question. 

  

Murdoch stood in the doorway of Johnny’s 

room and turned back to him, “It seems I 

recall him saying some such thing during 

supper.”  He eyed Johnny and saw that his son 

seemed to want to ask another question. “You 

want me to tell him you’d like to ride in with 

him?” he asked, thinking this was perhaps the 

question that Johnny wanted an answer to. 

  

Johnny blinked a couple of times and 

swallowed before answering with a silent nod 

of his head. 

  

“Ok son. I’ll let him know.” He started to 

leave and then suddenly thought of something 

else, “You didn’t have supper yet. Want me to 

have something sent up?” 

  

Johnny scooted down on his bed, lying back 

down on the pillow he left abandoned when he 

first scooted away. “Naw. I’m not hungry.” 

  

Murdoch turned down the wick in the lamp, 

watching overtly as Johnny tucked the extra 

pillow he’d been holding under his arm and up 

to his chest, sapphire eyes closing in sleep as 

he left the room, shutting the door behind him 

with a soft click. 

  

 



 

 

 “ell, you’re still in one piece. Did you 

have any luck?” Scott asked when his father 

came back into the great room. 

  

Murdoch shook his head negatively and 

poured himself a glass of scotch from behind 

the couch. “No, I didn’t.” 

  

“What did he say then? You were up there 

long enough to have had some kind of 

conversation,” Scott told him, curious to know 

what was said. 

  

Murdoch took his drink back to his chair, 

picked up his paper and plopped it down on 

his lap as he sat down heavily. “He wanted to 

know if you were going into town tomorrow 

and asked if I’d tell you he wanted to go 

along.” 

  

Scott’s brows rose curiously, “Is that all?” 

  

Murdoch nodded and drank a small amount of 

his liquor, “Pretty much.” 

  

Scott couldn’t believe that in all the time his 

father had been up there, this was the only 

thing the two of them had talked about, “You 

were up there a lot longer than it takes for that 

to be the only thing you two talked about.” 

  

Murdoch sighed, “Well he did say something 

a little strange, but he wouldn’t say anything 

more when I asked him about it.” 

  

“What’s that?” Scott wanted to know. 

  

“He said, he wished he was older and then a 

few seconds later he said, maybe then,” 

Murdoch told his son. “What do you make of 

it?” 

  

Scott shook his head, “I’ve no idea.” 

  

“Whatever it is, the one thing he did assure me 

of was that he was not in trouble.” 

  

Scott snorted a half laugh, “I guess that’s 

something to be thankful for.” 

  

Murdoch looked down at the drink in his 

hands thoughtfully then back up at his son, 

“Take him into town with you tomorrow. 

Maybe he’s just feeling cooped up and 

overworked. This season has been grueling for 

everyone and I know Johnny has put in more 

than his fair share of time with the cattle and 

the fence lines.” 

  

Scott’s brows lifted at this observation, his 

brother did work hard, harder in fact than most 

of the other men on the ranch and often times 

came in after long hours spent finishing up 

when everyone else had already gone home 

for the night. The fact that their father 

recognized this was a triumph and Scott 

fervently hoped that Murdoch had told Johnny 

he noticed. “Did you tell him?” he asked the 

older man. 

  

Murdoch looked at Scott questioningly, “Tell 

him what?” 

  

“That you noticed,” Scott said with a bit of 

mild irritation lacing his voice. 

  

Murdoch heard the irritation and immediately 

regretted that he had in fact, hadn’t said 

anything to Johnny about all his hard work 

and effort. “Regretfully, I didn’t.”  

  

Scott looked at him as if he would like to give 

him a lecture but Murdoch was quick to 

rectify the situation, “I’ll tell him tomorrow 

son. I should have before now, I know. But 

honestly when I went up there I didn’t think 

about it at all. I was more into thinking about 

keeping my head on my shoulders if Johnny 

was of a mood to remove it.” 



 



 Scott had the good grace to relent and gave 

his father a laughing smile, “I can understand 

that. But make sure that you do. Maybe that’s 

part of what’s troubling him. You know he 

tries really hard to please you and do what you 

tell him, even if you two have to butt heads to 

have your say.” 

  

Murdoch knew Scott was right. “I won’t 

forget. First thing tomorrow morning, before 

you leave, I’ll make sure he knows.” 

  

Scott’s mouth turned up in a grin, “Good.” 

Standing up he set his book down on the table, 

making his way toward the staircase, “Think 

I’ll turn in. Goodnight, Murdoch.” 

  

“Goodnight, son,” Murdoch replied watching 

the strong straight back of his eldest son 

disappear around the corner. 

  

Murdoch looked around the room, finding 

himself sitting for the first time in the past 

year, all alone. Resting his head back against 

the chair he listened to the sounds of the 

house, the soft movement of Scott, as he got 

ready for bed upstairs, the ticking of the 

grandfather clock, the lilting tunes he could 

hear Teresa humming from her room as she 

readied herself for bed. Sounds that in the past 

year he had come to love and appreciate more 

than he ever thought possible. ‘Tomorrow,’ he 

thought. ‘Tomorrow I’ll make sure I say 

something to Johnny. His sound is the only 

one I can’t hear.’ The one sound needed to 

make all the sounds he had come to expect at 

this hour, complete.  

  

 
 

he next morning didn’t go the way that 

Murdoch expected. In fact no one followed 

the usual routine any more than they had the 

night before when everyone went to bed early 

for a change, except him. 

  

By the time he came downstairs, breakfast 

was ready and on the table, his first cup of 

coffee poured and waiting for him. Teresa was 

busy getting the laundry together for washday, 

and Scott was just coming in from outside, 

pulling his gloves off as he sat down at the 

table and took Murdoch’s cup of coffee 

without asking. 

  

When Murdoch sat down he watched Scott 

drink his coffee, his head and eyes moving up 

and down with Scott’s hand motion from the 

table to the lips and back to the table. Scott 

laughed good-naturedly at him and said, 

“Good morning,” as he reached behind him 

and grabbed another cup, putting it in front of 

his father. “Sorry ‘bout that.” He poured him 

some hot coffee, “It’s cold out this morning.”  

  

Murdoch humphed, “I see,” and picked up his 

new steaming cup, blowing on it before 

settling for the first sip of the day. “Is your 

brother down yet?” he asked.  

  

“Right here,” a cheerful Johnny said as he 

came into the room. “Looks like I’m just in 

time.” Johnny poured a cup of coffee and 

grabbed a biscuit off the platter on the table. 

“Got the horses saddled?” he asked his 

brother, eyeing him over the brim of his cup. 

  

“Just got finished,” Scott told him. 

  

“Good,” Johnny replied with a grin on his 

face, a much different tone and attitude this 

morning than the night before. “Let’s go.” 

  

Scott grabbed a biscuit and took one last sip of 

his coffee before their bellowing father 

stopped him and Johnny, “Now wait just a 

minute you two. Neither one of you have 

hardly eaten a thing. Sit down and have 



 

 

breakfast first,” he told them a little more 

sternly than he intended. It was bad enough 

that everyone had gone off to bed early last 

night, but now they were all leaving before 

breakfast was properly served or eaten. 

  

“Johnny I wanted to tell you this morning 

what a good job I think your doing with all the 

work you’ve been getting done,” Murdoch 

began as he waited for them to join him at the 

table.  

  

Johnny stuffed the last of his biscuit in his 

mouth and spoke before he had swallowed it, 

“Uh, that’s great Murdoch but we can’t stay. 

We want to get our work done and go to town 

early.” He managed to keep backing out of the 

room with one hand clutching at Scott’s 

sleeve, tugging as he pulled his brother toward 

the front door. Scott had a second to shrug 

apologetically at their father before 

disappearing past the doorway.  

  

‘Well so much for trying to tell his son what a 

good job he was doing,’ Murdoch thought. He 

could hear them scrambling to get their gun 

belts off the rack and securely strapped around 

their waist before the door was slammed shut 

behind them. He looked at the mound of food 

sitting on the table in front of him and sighed 

heavily wondering why in the world Maria 

had even bothered. 

  

His thoughts were interrupted as Teresa 

entered the room with a basket of dirty clothes 

on one hip and a smile on her face when she 

saw him. “Good morning. Did the boys leave 

already?” she asked setting the loaded basket 

down on the floor and sitting down at the table 

with him. 

  

Murdoch snorted a gentle laugh and held his 

coffee cup up for a drink, “Like a whirlwind,” 

he told her mildly. 

  

She smiled back at him, patting his hand in 

understanding, but before he had a chance to 

say anything else she was up again and taking 

the laundry out the back door, leaving him 

alone just like the night before without a by 

your leave or have a nice day. Murdoch was 

beginning to think that maybe there was a 

conspiracy going on but refrained from saying 

anything about it since there wasn’t anyone to 

say anything to, now that Maria was off doing 

her own chores for the day. 

  

Setting his cup down, Murdoch thought on the 

morning and the whirlwind of activity that 

stopped as suddenly as it started. “At least 

Johnny seemed like he was in a better mood 

this morning. At least some changes are easy 

enough to deal with,” he said to the empty 

room. 

  

 
  

cott and Johnny finished up the last of a 

small section of fencing before heading to 

town. The work had been easy and with the 

morning started fresh and early both men put 

their tools away with hardly a sweat and 

mounted up. 

  

Scott was anxious to get to Green River and 

the mail station. He was expecting a newly 

published book his grandfather was sending to 

him and then afterward had plans to buy a few 

things at the local tailor. He wanted to be 

fitted with a new suit for the upcoming 

Cattleman’s Association dance and knew he 

would need to be early or risk losing his 

appointment to Walter Ridgemont, who had 

already tried twice to bribe his way into 

getting Scott’s coveted scheduled time slot. 

  

Since the tailor was the only one in the area, 

Scott wanted to get in first for his fitting; 



 



otherwise he would be stuck going in at a later 

time and he was too anxious to get home and 

open the package he knew would be waiting 

for him by the time they got to town. There 

were other items he would purchase too but he 

would take care of that after picking up his 

mail and just before his fitting if he timed it 

just right. If things went well, they would be 

heading home by three, maybe four at the 

latest. Plenty of time to get things done and 

get home for supper and then a nice relaxing 

evening spent reading. 

  

Johnny on the other hand, wasn’t going to the 

tailor's yet if he ever decided to at all; he only 

came to town with Scott for one purpose and 

one purpose only. He wanted to see Emily. So 

far the girl had barely given him the time of 

day, but he was hoping that today would be 

different. Every day this week and last week 

he had found time to ride into town, if only for 

an hour, hoping she would look his way just 

once or speak to him when he attempted to 

catch her attention. So far his luck hadn’t 

worked nor his easy charm. 

  

It hadn’t been for any lack of trying on his 

part. The fact of the matter was the girl 

ignored him completely and thoroughly. She 

wouldn’t talk to him, acknowledge him or 

even look his way unless he flat out stepped 

right in front of her. The main reason he had 

come home last night in such a foul mood. 

  

The Day Before: 
  

 or the first time in two weeks Emily had 

been standing right in front of him. They ran 

into one another as he came out of the 

barbershop, his hair still wet and clinging to 

the back of his neck after Neely Owens, the 

barber, had washed and barely trimmed it for 

him.  

  

“Sorry,” he said, when they bumped chest to 

chest into one another. His heart had started 

pounding and all the things he had wanted to 

say to her turned into mush in his mouth. The 

fragrance she wore drifted up to him and all 

Johnny could think of was how good she 

smelled now that he was close enough to catch 

a whiff of her perfume. Her scent was 

intoxicating and all thoughts of asking her to 

the Cattleman’s Association dance, escaped 

his mind as he reeled from the unexpected 

feelings her closeness caused him. 

  

He could have reached out and touched her 

golden honey colored hair if he been able to 

find the strength or the courage to do so, but 

she would never let him do that sort of thing, 

'not in public,' he thought. Her big brown doe 

colored eyes stared into his and without a 

word, she moved past him and down the 

walkway.  

  

Johnny turned seeing his moment fast slipping 

away and ran after her, coming to stand in 

front of her as if she had never left him. “My 

name is Johnny… Johnny Lancer.” He knew 

her first name - Val had told him what it was 

two weeks ago when he saw her for the first 

time coming out of the dressmakers shop. 

  

“I know who you are,” she said without 

blinking those big brown eyes of hers. 

  

“You do?” Johnny asked, surprised she would 

know who he was. She was new to the area. 

She and her father had just moved to Green 

River a few weeks earlier and Val had told 

him that they were staying at the hotel until 

their new home was built on the north end of 

town. Val couldn’t remember their last name 

since he had yet to meet them personally, but 

he knew her father intended on selling shoes 

and boots, his information having been handed 

down by Mabel Tanner, the owner and best 

cook in the county, who generally brought 



 

 

him a meal from the Tanner restaurant when 

he worked late.  

  

“Yes. Excuse me,” she said trying to go 

around him. Johnny moved to his right and 

kept her from going anywhere by blocking her 

way with his body.  

  

“I’ve tried to talk to you a few times, but you 

never seemed to notice,” he told her. 

  

“I’ve noticed. And if you didn’t notice, I was 

ignoring you,” she told him flat out. 

  

“Why would you do that?” Johnny asked his 

ego now thoroughly ruffled after all the 

foolish attempts he had made to get her 

attention. 

  

“Because I don’t like you,” she told Johnny 

bluntly; twisting the invisible knife she thrust 

into his heart.  

  

“You don’t even know me, lady,” he told her, 

hurt and angry at her words.  

  

“I know you’re kind,” she parried and thrust 

once more into his heart. 

  

“What do you mean by that?” he wanted to 

know, thinking he would have never suspected 

her of being prejudice. 

  

“The love ‘em and leave ‘em kind,” she 

replied, chasing away the prior thoughts that 

Johnny was having about her. This new 

prospect wasn’t much better but at least she 

wasn’t telling him ‘no’ because she didn’t like 

the color of his skin. Immediately he 

wondered if she’d been hurt before and that’s 

what she meant by her remark. 

  

Johnny cast his eyes down and started to tell 

her that he wasn’t ‘the love ‘em and leave ‘em 

kind,’ but when he looked up again she was 

already walking past him and crossing the 

busy street. 

  

He followed her, running across the street, 

holding up his hand when a man on his horse 

came trotting by and the two nearly collided. 

He caught up with her just before she was 

about to enter the general store, tipping his hat 

at two ladies who walked past him speaking to 

one another and then smiling at him when 

they saw who it was. 

  

He was well known in Green River and for the 

most part he thought people generally liked 

him, especially the ladies. So it was baffling to 

him that the one girl he wanted to get to know, 

wouldn’t respond to him in like manner. 

  

“Emily,” he said, calling her name for the first 

time and letting her know that he knew it, just 

like she knew his. 

  

She stopped short just before going into the 

store, “I didn’t give you permission to call me 

by my given name. We don’t know each other 

as you so aptly reminded me a few minutes 

ago.” 

  

Johnny wrapped an arm around the overhang 

post and said, “I don’t know your last name. 

What else was I supposed to do?” 

  

“You weren’t supposed to do anything. We 

are not having this conversation. Now go 

away or I will call upon the sheriff and tell 

him that you keep harassing me,” she 

informed him coldly. 

  

“Why? All I’m doing is trying to talk to you. 

Last I heard that wasn’t even a mild offense in 

the eyes of the law. Besides that, Val’s a 

buddy of mine. Don’t think you’ll get much 

help from him.” Johnny’s tone was smug and 

knew he said the wrong thing as soon as the 



 



words came out of his mouth and her face 

turned bright red. 

  

She walked up to him and said, “I don’t care if 

he is a friend or not. I have given you no 

reason to think that I am interested in you. 

You’re too young, brash and rude. Now leave 

me alone or else.” 

  

“Or else what?” he asked playing along with 

her. 

  

“This!” she said stomping on the toe of his 

boot as hard as she could. 

  

Johnny howled and Emily flounced away 

from him and into the store. Laughter could be 

heard from down the boardwalk and Johnny 

found that he was the afternoon entertainment 

for several of the hands that stood outside the 

saloon with beers in their hands and sly smiles 

upon their drunken faces.  

  

Most of them belonged to the D Bar D ranch 

and Johnny knew that news of his foot injury 

would soon be spread throughout half the 

county before the night was over. His 

humiliation tripled, leaving Johnny angry and 

frustrated as he stomped half limping across 

the road and mounted his horse in front of 

Bill’s shop. He pulled forcefully on the reins; 

sorry for his roughness as soon as Barranca 

shook his head irritably and trotted off toward 

home. Behind him, raucous laughter filled his 

ears, turning them beet red. As he rode away 

Johnny cursed the D Bar D ranch and all their 

ranch hands, deciding that Emily hadn’t seen 

the last of him. He would ask her to the dance 

come hell or high water if it were the last 

thing on this earth he ever did. 

  

 
 

Present Time: 
  

cott and Johnny rode up to the saloon and 

dismounted, wrapping the reins of their horses 

around the hitching post. Scott ran his hand 

down the rump of Sheridan’s backside, 

coming round to stand next to his brother, “So 

little brother, what are you going to do while 

I’m getting fitted?” he asked pushing his hat 

back off his forehead. 

  

Johnny scanned the street very quickly not 

finding any sign of Emily anywhere. He 

hadn’t really expected to just waltz into town 

and there she’d be, but he had hoped it would 

be that easy. Just now though, with Scott by 

his side, he was grateful not to see her. The 

last thing he wanted was for his brother to 

witness another annihilating dismissal from 

the girl he was trying so desperately to get to 

know. “Think I’ll mosey on down to the 

general store and then wait for yah back here 

at the saloon,” he told Scott casually, hoping 

he didn’t sound or look as if he were anxious 

to get rid of him. Johnny squinted into the sun, 

looking down toward the office where he 

knew Val would be, jutting his chin in the 

sheriff’s direction, “Might even go visit Val 

for a while. He’s always good for laugh or 

two,” he added. 

  

“Sounds good. I have to go to the general 

store myself. Why don’t we go together? I can 

pick up the mail on the way and you can take 

my package and goods back to the horses 

when we’re done,” Scott suggested. 

  

Johnny’s eyes darted up and down the street, 

the object of his intentions nowhere in sight. 

He nodded his head saying, “Guess so,” with a 

resigned air of defeat. He wondered where she 

was and how he was going to find a way to 

talk to her again without making a fool of 

himself. 



 

 

Scott smiled, ignorant of Johnny’s true 

reasons for wanting to come to town in the 

first place, “Alright. Let’s go then. I want to 

get done as quickly as possible and head 

home.” 

  

Johnny shrugged and Scott turned away, 

ignoring his brother’s half hearted enthusiasm 

about being in town for the day and not having 

to ride fence. Scott’s excitement at getting 

fitted first and picking up his new book was 

enough to overshadow any downcast feelings 

projecting from his sibling, thinking that once 

his brother got done with his shopping and 

visited his friend Val, he would most likely be 

in a better mood than the one he seemed to be 

in at the moment. 

  

As they walked down the boardwalk, Scott 

threw an arm around his brother’s shoulder 

and pulled him in closer, “You know, Walter 

Ridgemont is going to be green with envy 

when he sees my new suit. Grandfather sent 

me pictures recently of the newest styles in 

Boston,” he patted the pocket over his heart, 

“Only the best for the best, little brother. 

Alison and all the other ladies are going to be 

lined up a mile long when they see how smart 

my new suit is.” 

  

Johnny had to laugh, he didn’t think a new 

suit in any style was what turned the ladies on, 

but he wasn’t going to say so to his grinning 

brother who thought the whole affair was 

some kind of contest to see who could out-suit 

the other and win a fair maiden's hand. He 

supposed it was all Walter Ridgemont’s fault. 

Ever since the city slicker had come home 

from college, back to live on his father’s 

ranch, it seemed that he and Scott found 

themselves constantly in competition with one 

another over the smallest of things. They both 

compared the latest hats, shoes, shirts and 

slacks, like nobody else’s business, to the 

point that Johnny tended to stay as far away 

from them both whenever the two of them 

were together, which these days seemed to 

have happened a lot in his opinion. 

  

Johnny didn’t begrudge the new friendship; he 

just didn’t understand why they each felt the 

need to one up on each other. In his mind, the 

only thing he could imagine being was who he 

was and not what kind of clothes he wore. If 

the ladies didn’t like him the way he was 

dressed then he didn’t want to be with them 

anyway, he wasn’t going to change his style 

just to suit the crazy ideals of some woman. 

  

As soon as he thought this though, he 

suddenly thought of Emily and wondered if 

she would ever try and make him change or 

want him to dress funny in duded up clothes 

like his brother. Then he shook his head, 

wondering why on earth he was even thinking 

such a think. Hell, he hadn’t even been able to 

talk to her for more than a few minutes 

without getting his foot stomped on and told 

he was too young and brash, whatever that 

was. 

  

They got to the telegraph and mail depot first. 

Scott opened the door and went inside, Johnny 

following closely on his heels. Scott’s face 

was lit up like the fireworks on the fourth of 

July Johnny thought as his brother asked Phil 

if a package had come for him yet. 

  

“Give me just minute Scott and I’ll go see,” 

the telegraph operator said, pointing a finger 

at his machine. “Give a holler if it starts goin’ 

off will yah? I’ll be back in minute.” 

  

Scott leaned on the counter, his elbows firmly 

planted on the polished surface, “Sure thing 

Phil,” he said, turning his head to look at 

Johnny who planted his shoulder on the glass 

window that overlooked the street. “See 

anything worth mentioning little brother?” he 

asked Johnny. 



 



 Johnny sighed and pulled away from the 

window to stand next to his brother, his 

elbows matching the same pose as that of 

Scott’s, “Naw, ain’t nothin’ but dust movin’ 

around out there. It’s early though. Folks are 

workin’ right now. Might pick up later while 

you’re gettin’ fitted by that fancy dressmaker 

you’re so fond of.” 

  

Scott grinned patiently, “You know little 

brother, it’s not a bad idea for you to have a 

suit made up for the dance. Just think how 

splendid you’d look all tailored out in fancy 

new attire for the biggest social event of the 

year in these parts.” 

  

Johnny snorted, laughing to himself, “Now 

you sound like Murdoch. No, let me take that 

back, like Teresa and Murdoch,” he said 

stressing their names as he stared down at the 

countertop. “The old man and Teresa would 

like nothin’ better than to see me all trussed up 

like some kind of Thanksgiving turkey.” 

  

Scott said thoughtfully, “Why not, it couldn’t 

hurt to do something a little different just for 

once.” 

  

Johnny shrugged, “Cause it just ain’t my 

style.” Then thinking more on it he said, “I 

wouldn’t feel right. I wouldn’t feel like me. 

Does that make sense?” he asked keeping his 

eyes averted from his brother’s. 

  

Scott clamped him on the shoulder and Johnny 

looked up at him, “Yes it does,” Scott told him 

sincerely, because he truly did understand 

where his brother was coming from and he 

knew, just like Johnny knew, it wasn’t his 

style or his way. If his brother wanted to dress 

up, he would. And Scott knew that no matter 

what he decided on, it would look magnificent 

on his little brother. The few times he’d seen 

his brother ‘dress up’ more for the special 

occasion he had never been disappointed 

because his brother had always looked 

extremely handsome and as his grandfather 

would say, ‘debonair’, dressed in his own 

style of clothing. 

  

Phil came back into the room, a brown 

wrapped package in his hand, “From Boston it 

says,” he told Scott, setting it on the counter, 

“Just sign here and it’s all yours,” he told him, 

pushing a ledger across the counter and 

handing Scott a pencil to sign with. 

  

Scott signed the book with a satisfied ‘ah’ and 

with a final pointed tap of the pencil tip, he 

handed it back and took the package. Grinning 

like a Cheshire cat, Scott held the present from 

his grandfather in his hand and said, “I can’t 

wait.” 

  

Johnny grinned lopsided at his brother, 

pushing his hat off his head to dangle down 

his back, “Another book?” he asked 

incredibly, fingering the edge of the package.  

  

“Yep,” Scott told him all smiles. 

  

“What’s this one about?” he asked, not really 

wanting to know but feeling it necessary to 

show an interest since Scott was so obviously 

overjoyed at getting it. 

  

“That, little brother, is something you may 

find very interesting,” Scott said with a gleam 

in his eye. 

  

“Oh yeah?” Johnny asked inquisitively. 

  

“Oh yeah. It’s about a submarine and an 

insane captain, called Nemo,” Scott told him, 

hoping to capture Johnny’s imagination for a 

good telling later on. 

  

“What’s a submarine?” Johnny asked. 

  



 

 

Scott grinned, now he had his little brother, 

“It’s a metal ship that can travel under the 

seas,” he told him with a mysterious air, 

hoping his little brother would be intrigued by 

the very idea. 

  

Johnny blinked, not knowing if he should 

believe his brother or not. He had never heard 

of a ship that could travel underwater and it 

almost sounded as if Scott was telling him 

some kind of tall tale. “Is there really such a 

thing?” Johnny wanted to know; his curiosity 

piqued more than he would care to admit to 

anyone. 

  

Scott pursed his lips together and a soft laugh 

come up from his throat, “Yes, little brother, 

and when I get done reading it, I’ll tell you all 

about it if you’re still interested. Better yet, 

maybe I could read it out loud to everyone. I 

think Teresa and Murdoch would enjoy the 

story as well.” 

  

Johnny thought on it, “Maybe so,” he 

reflected, more curious than he wanted to 

appear. 

  

Scott clasped him on the shoulder, “Come on. 

I have an appointment and the last thing I’m 

going to do is lose it to Walter, the pompous 

ass.” 

  

They exited the building and Johnny asked, “I 

thought you liked Walter?” 

  

“I do. But that doesn’t mean he isn’t a 

pompous ass,” Scott told him as they walked 

toward the general store. 

  

Johnny followed along side him, “I know 

what an ass is, but what’s pompous?” he 

wanted to know. 

  

Striding down the boardwalk Scott said, “It 

means he’s arrogant, self important…” 

 “Ok, ok, I got it, he’s an ass. Only a little 

more flowery the way you put it,” Johnny 

finished for him. 

  

Scott nodded his head at Johnny’s clear 

understanding of his definition, “That’s right,” 

then stopped when they got to the general 

store, “Here we are,” he remarked, going 

inside and heading straight for the men’s 

toiletry items. 

  

While Scott looked for the things he wanted, 

Johnny sauntered over to the far corner on the 

left hand side of the store, where Bill Watson 

kept his stock of guns, knives, bullets and 

other accessories of the like. As he peered 

through the glass countertop, inspecting the 

new assortment of handguns Bill had for sale 

he caught the faint fragrance of honeysuckle 

drifting toward him, reminding him of why he 

had wanted to come to town in the first place. 

  

Stiffening his back he turned around silently 

and saw her from across the room. Her back 

was to him and as far as he could tell, she 

hadn’t seen him when she came into the 

building. Johnny watched as she fingered the 

brightly colored fabrics on the tables and 

moved from one section to the other, noting 

how her golden halo of hair cascaded down 

her back in thick rippling waves clear past her 

waist and beyond. Once again his fingers 

itched, just wanting to run his hands through 

it’s heavy mass, knowing without ever having 

touched it that her hair would feel thick and 

heavy, satiny to the touch in his hands. 

  

Licking his lips and finding not a muscle in 

his body that would work, he stood where he 

was and watched her. Never in his life had he 

felt so immobile or short of breath as he felt 

while following her every move. His heart 

lurched when she came to stand just behind 

his brother who was haggling briefly with Bill 

over the cost of cuff links at the jewelry 



 



counter. When Emily tried to ease past him, 

Scott suddenly stood up straight and took a 

step back, knocking into her when he did so.  

  

From his corner of the world, Johnny watched 

his brother turn around, excuse himself with 

an embarrassed smile on his face, and a tip of 

his brown felt hat. In that instant Johnny saw 

his world go suddenly dark and ominously 

filled with a rage he never would have 

expected to feel toward Scott. It wasn’t that 

Scott had done anything other than be polite 

but it was the fact that he had been able, 

without even trying, to get the girl he wanted 

so badly to like him, look up into his face with 

the most radiant smile he thought he had ever 

seen. A smile that he had wished over and 

over again the beautiful girl had given to him. 

He heard her say, “It’s quite all right. No need 

to apologize, but thank you.” 

  

As Emily swept past him, Scott felt piercing 

eyes watching him and looked up to find his 

brother across the room with a look on his 

face that was so unlike anything he had ever 

witnessed. Before he could register what it 

was, the look disappeared and Scott was left 

baffled and wondering at what was going on 

in the mind of his brother. Johnny casually 

turned away from him with what Scott thought 

was his infamous Madrid mask well in place 

and for all the world he wondered why. 

  

Shaking his head and not having the time to 

sort things out on his time crunch, Scott paid 

for his items, thanked Bill, gathered his things 

and made his way over to where Johnny was 

standing. 

  

Stepping up beside him and looking down into 

the glass counter he asked, “Everything alright 

brother?” 

  

Seconds passed before Johnny answered and 

when he did the anger he felt was barely 

hidden in his tone, “Yep, everything’s fine 

brother.” 

  

Scott arched his eyebrows, waiting, hoping 

Johnny would say more or at least let him 

know what was going on. It soon became 

apparent though that this was not going to 

happen. “You still willing to take my things 

and put them in my saddlebags for me?” he 

asked almost hesitantly, feeling as if the anger 

Johnny was trying to hide was somehow 

directed at him. 

  

Johnny sighed, seeming to come to grips with 

whatever was going on in his head and looked 

sideways at Scott, “Yeah. I’ll put them in your 

saddlebags. Give ‘em here before you drop 

‘em,” he answered, deciding in a flash that it 

really wasn’t Scott he was mad at and it 

wasn’t fair to take his anger out on him. He 

reached for the items and the package that 

Scott had picked up earlier, giving his brother 

a stiff smile, hoping he accepted the unspoken 

apology that went with it. 

  

The silent communication was clear and Scott 

was smart enough to realize that whatever had 

been going on in Johnny’s head had been 

pushed to the background temporarily. At 

least enough anyways for his brother to drop 

the Madrid mask he had seen briefly on his 

face. ‘There’s something definitely wrong 

here. I don’t know what it is little brother, but 

you and I are going to have a little talk on the 

way home,’ Scott thought, making a mental 

note to discuss the afternoon and the past 

week with him later. 

  

With a curt nod and one last look at his 

brother, Scott turned and walked away, saying 

over his shoulder, “Meet me in two hours over 

at the saloon. I think we’ll both need a beer 

before we go home.” 

  



 

 

When Scott didn’t hear an answer from his 

brother, he turned at the door and looked back 

to find Johnny standing where he had left him, 

arms laden with his things and staring across 

the room at the girl he had bumped into 

earlier. The girl had her back to Johnny and 

didn’t seem to notice there was anyone else in 

the room, but the look that was on his 

brother’s face spoke volumes and for the first 

time in two weeks Scott thought he knew just 

what it was that was troubling his little 

brother. Without another word he left the store 

and made his way to the tailor’s, all the while 

pondering the new revelation that crowded his 

thoughts. He laughed to himself thinking, 

‘Johnny’s love sick.’ 

  

With Scott gone Johnny was left in the store 

with Emily as the only other customer. Bill 

Watson walked over to the gun counter, “Yah 

want to look at anything, Johnny?” he asked 

tapping the glass case over the handguns. 

Johnny was one of his best customers when it 

came to purchasing any kind of weaponry or 

ammunition and he thought Johnny might be 

in the market for one of the new knives or 

guns he had in stock. The shopkeeper had seen 

the thundercloud look on Johnny’s face earlier 

and thought his hopes for selling one or the 

other was very good today if Johnny wasn’t in 

his usual hurry to leave. 

  

Johnny shook his head, “Not right now Bill. 

Maybe later. I see you got some new stock, so 

you never know,” he replied to Bill’s inquiry. 

  

Bill sighed a little disappointed, twitching the 

black mustache under his nose, “Any time 

Johnny. You know I always got somethin’ for 

yah.”  

  

“I know, Bill. Thanks. Go on about your 

business, I’m just about to leave,” he told the 

shopkeeper idly, leaning casually against the 

frame of the counter. 

Bill had known Johnny for almost a year; long 

enough to know it wasn’t like the young man 

to just hang around for nothing. If Johnny 

wasn’t shopping for something specific in 

mind, a long list of supplies were usually 

handed to him with a quick ‘here yah go Bill, 

I’m goin’ for a beer,’ and a ‘be back in a 

while.’ 

  

On this day, Johnny lingered behind 

uncharacteristically, and Bill was certain it 

had to do with the young lady who was 

browsing the fabrics on the other side of the 

store. He smiled, walked back to the register 

and noted Scott’s sale in his ledger, glancing 

up only now and then with amusement to what 

might happen between these two. There was 

one other thing that Bill knew about Johnny 

Lancer. and that was the boy never gave up 

when there was something he wanted, and in 

this case, it looked as if there was something 

he wanted real bad on the other side of his 

store. Slicking back the hair on his head, Bill 

picked up a black visor cap off the counter 

next to the register and put it on. The bill of 

the cap would hide his eyes while he waited to 

see what Johnny would do next, hoping he 

looked inconspicuous enough that neither 

person would notice he was watching.  

  

Johnny moved Scott’s packages into his left 

arm, spying a small yellow skein of yarn on a 

table just in front of him, picking it up; he 

tossed it deftly toward Emily. It flew past her, 

landing quietly on the stack of fabrics to her 

left. 

  

He could tell that she had seen the yarn land 

from the corner of her eye. Johnny watched 

her pick it up, glancing over at Bill curiously 

as if he had thrown it there. From his vantage 

point, Johnny thought she looked totally 

perplexed when Bill casually shrugged his 

shoulders at her then buried his face in his 



 



ledger, a co-conspirators smile hidden from 

Emily’s view by the black visor. 

  

Johnny watched her put the yellow skein back 

on the stack of fabric with a shrug that 

matched Bill’s. Deciding that getting her 

attention was taking too long, Johnny walked 

across the room to stand behind her silently. 

He made sure he walked with a light step, so 

Emily wouldn’t hear him, holding Scott’s 

things firmly in his left arm so as not to drop 

them if she were to suddenly whirl around on 

him and catch him sneaking up on her. 

  

 When Emily didn’t hear him, temptation got 

the better of him and Johnny decided to get 

revenge for the stomp on the foot she gave 

him the day before. With a fast hand, he 

pulled at the blue bow that was holding part of 

her long wavy hair together and quickly tossed 

it onto the pile of fabric in front of her, just 

out of her reach but close enough that if Bill 

wanted to help get it for her, he could with no 

problem at all. He laughed as he walked out of 

the door, hearing her squeal his name as he 

left.  

  

By the time he had taken about ten steps down 

the boardwalk he felt something hit the back 

of his shoulders. Turning around slowly as if 

he hadn’t a care in the world, Johnny looked 

down and saw the blue bow he had taken from 

Emily laying at his feet. He laughed knowing 

she had to of practically jumped atop the 

fabric to have gotten it so quick. 

  

He looked up seeing Emily standing just 

outside the door of Bill’s store. With hands on 

her hips, Emily’s eyes flashed at him angrily. 

Johnny smiled at her mischievously as he bent 

down to pick up the fancy hair ornament. He 

twirled it around in his hand, looking from it 

to her as she stood there with fire in her eyes, 

one foot tapping a furious rhythm on the 

planks beneath her shoe. 

 Grinning he said, “This yours lady?” 

  

Emily pursed her lips infuriated by Johnny, 

“You know darn good and well that’s mine 

Johnny Lancer,” she told him. 

  

Johnny cocked his head and stared up at the 

awning then back down at her, “Nope. Never 

seen it before,” he teased. 

  

“Oh, you!” Emily said gritting her teeth. She 

fairly stomped up to him and made a grab for 

the bow, only to have Johnny lift it high over 

her head and out of her reach. 

  

Emily sighed heavily, returning her hands to 

her hips, fingers rapidly thrumming a chorus 

of frustrated taps against the cotton fabric of 

her pale blue dress. With her lips pursed 

tightly, she held out her hand and waited 

impatiently for Johnny to return the bow to 

her. When he didn’t she told him irritably, 

“You’re a pest Johnny, you know that?” 

  

He grinned at her and put his arm around his 

back, the bow held firmly in his fingers, 

“Been told that a time a two. Mostly by my 

mama though.” 

  

She went to reach around his waist, but 

Johnny stepped back, rocking on the heel of 

his left boot, “Give it to me,” she said, 

bringing her hand back with nothing in it. 

  

Johnny laughed, his smile broad and teasing, 

“Nope. Not until you tell me your last name 

and say…please.” Johnny waited to see what 

she would do, his eyebrows shooting up when 

she just stood there staring at him angrily, 

thinking hard on whether or not she wanted to 

play his game. 

  

He could tell the moment she made up her 

mind. Emily’s face softened, her shoulders 

relaxed and the tap tap tapping of her foot 



 

 

ceased, “Thompson…please.” Short and 

simple, she thought deciding it was better to 

play along than to suffer any more of his 

childish behavior. 

  

Johnny smiled at the quick answer she gave 

him. ‘She’s so darn pretty,’ he thought 

holding the bow just out of her reach. Emily 

made a grab for it but Johnny pulled the hair 

ornament back just before she could get her 

hands on it. 

  

Exasperation set in on her face, “What now?” 

she asked dropping back to her previous 

stance. 

  

Johnny bit his bottom lip as he studied her and 

then down at the tips of his boots when he 

said, “Say pretty please,” he teased, lifting his 

face to hers, daring her to do what he said. 

  

Emily’s chest heaved, “You are the Devil 

Johnny Lancer. Give me back my bow right 

now!” she fairly shouted at him. 

  

Johnny held the bow up and wiggled it in front 

of her, “Say…pretty please. And tell me 

you’re sorry for stomping on my foot 

yesterday,” he added, reminding her of what 

she had done to him.  

  

Emily didn’t need any reminders of what she 

had done to him yesterday. In fact, she was 

quite sorry by the time she got inside the store 

and watched him limp away amidst the 

cackles of the men who were hanging out at 

the saloon. She knew she had embarrassed and 

humiliated him in front of the other men, 

unknowingly of course at the time, but she had 

been so flustered by his presence and his 

persistent desire to get to know her that she 

had acted out impulsively without realizing 

the consequences of her actions.  

  

She was even more mortified, when she found 

out later that Johnny wasn’t exactly the 

character she had used to describe him. Mabel 

Tanner had heard about what happened and 

told her that evening as her and her father had 

dinner in the restaurant, “You’re a lucky gal, 

Emily. All the girls in these here parts have 

been trying to tie one or both them Lancer 

boys down ever since they came home.” 

  

Well Emily knew this was true, she hadn’t 

been in town more than a few weeks when the 

topic of one or both brothers could be heard 

being gossiped about by several of the young 

ladies her age she had come to be associated 

with since her arrival. Always she kept her 

thoughts to herself as this girl or that, talked 

about the day Scott or Johnny asked for their 

hand in marriage. Her newest girlfriends, 

Louise and Becky were so confident in their 

ability to catch one of the Lancer brothers they 

went so far as to talk as if each had gained the 

affections of the men in question and there 

was no hope left for any of the others. And 

unfortunately, as they so aptly put it, that 

included her. 

  

This warning was enough to make her stay as 

far away as possible from the two men with 

whom she had yet to meet in the first place. 

Not knowing Louise or Becky for very long, 

she didn’t have a clue that all the aspirations 

for holy matrimony was just fluff and stuff 

that the girls had made up in the hopes of 

appearing as if they had a claim on the 

brothers. If she had known that they were 

jealous of her good looks, her confident 

manner and her hourglass figure, she might 

not have been so rough on him when she 

finally got her first opportunity to meet 

Johnny Lancer face to face. Now she 

wondered if what all they said was true or not. 

Johnny Lancer seemed mighty interested in 

her but she thought he had a strange way of 

showing it. The thought made her smile, but 



 



by now, they were in a battle of wills over her 

bow and she couldn’t let him win. 

  

“Pretty please. And I apologize for stepping 

on your foot,” she said lifting her chin slightly 

and waiting for him to hand over the prize 

with an outstretched hand.  

  

Johnny grinned, ‘this is too easy,’ he thought. 

He started to put it in her hand and when she 

was just about to close her fingers around it, 

Johnny pulled it back. She looked 

questioningly at him, the fire in her eyes going 

up a notch, “I’m not saying please again,” she 

told him. 

  

Johnny shrugged, “Don’t have to,” he told her 

turning away. 

  

‘What is he doing?’ she thought watching 

incredibly as he walked away from her. “But 

you said I could have it back if I said pretty 

please and apologized,” she hollered down at 

him.  

  

Johnny stopped and turned around, “Yep, 

that’s what I said. Only now I’ve changed my 

mind. I’m keeping it.” 

  

“But that’s not fair!” she shouted at him. 

  

Johnny’s eyes crinkled and he laughed quietly 

to himself, “No it ain’t. Guess if you want it 

back bad enough, you’ll let me take you to the 

dance in two weeks.” He watched her eyes go 

wide, and what looked like mad anger flit 

across her face. Ignoring it he said, “I’ll be 

back in town tomorrow. You can let me know 

then,” he called out to her, turning on his heels 

and walking away. 

  

Emily pushed her hair back behind her ear and 

went back into the store. Bill Watson looked 

up when she came back in, a tiny smile on his 

face. Dark eyes twinkled when he asked, “Can 

I help you find anything Miss Emily?” 

  

Emily stood in the isle of the store; sighing as 

she looked around, “Guess you can help me 

find something nice to make a dress for a 

dance in two weeks.” 

  

Bill laughed and Emily looked up when he 

did. “He’s a good boy Miss Emily. You could 

do a lot worse if you ask me.” The shopkeeper 

came around the corner of his counter and put 

his arm around her shoulder, “Got some real 

pretty stuff out in the back. Real nice for a 

special occasion and I’d say this calls for the 

good stuff.” When she didn’t answer, Bill 

Watson gave her a couple quick fatherly pulls 

toward his shoulder and led her in the 

direction of ‘the good stuff’ as he put it. 

  

 
 

“ow’d it go in town son?” Murdoch asked 

Scott when he knew for sure that Johnny was 

out of the house for a short time. 

  

Scott looked around, “He outside or 

something?” 

  

Murdoch nodded, “Went to groom Barranca. I 

take it you do have something to tell me.” 

  

Scott let out a brief sigh and poured himself a 

drink holding up the bottle in silent question 

to his father. Murdoch nodded his head and 

Scott poured two drinks, bringing one to his 

father and then sat down in the chair opposite 

from him. 

  

“Where’s Teresa?” Scott asked before telling 

his father about Johnny. 

  



 

 

Murdoch looked down at his drink, “Off 

spending the night with Louise Washburn. She 

won’t be back for a couple days in fact. So 

what do you know?” 

  

“Well I don’t have much to tell you sir. 

Except I think I may know what’s bothering 

Johnny,” Scott began. 

  

Murdoch’s brows furrowed thoughtfully, “Go 

on.” 

  

Taking a drink then setting his glass on his 

knee Scott said, “I think our Johnny is in 

love,” he stated frankly and with a hint of a 

smile on his lips. 

  

Murdoch drank from his glass then set it down 

in like fashion to Scott, “Johnny…in love?” 

  

Scott shrugged his shoulders and shook his 

head, “It’s not impossible you know.” 

  

Murdoch closed his eyes briefly and then 

opened them taking a deep breath through his 

nose, “I know son. It’s just…” 

  

When Murdoch hesitated Scott prompted by 

asking, “Just what Murdoch?” 

  

Murdoch waved a hand in the air, “He’s so 

young. So…so…” 

  

Scott waited knowing his father was having a 

difficult time with the idea, “So what, sir,” he 

asked, hoping to help his father form the 

thoughts he couldn’t seem to put into words, 

“So unsettled, maybe?” 

  

Murdoch slapped the arm of his chair, “Yes! 

That’s it exactly.” 

  

Scott lowered his head staring at the glass on 

his knee. He wondered if it really was that his 

father thought Johnny was too young and 

unsettled or if it was just that Murdoch, having 

only had his sons home for a short time 

dreaded the thought, the very idea of one of 

his boys falling in love and perhaps one day 

moving away from him so soon. It was a very 

real quandary and one that Scott didn’t think 

his father was aware that he participated in.  

  

His thoughts were soon justified when he 

heard Murdoch say as if to himself, “He’s 

only been home a year. It’s too soon and he’s 

too young to be getting so serious with a girl.” 

As Murdoch’s thoughts continued to ramble in 

between sips of scotch, Scott heard him add, 

“He hasn’t settled in yet…he hasn’t…you 

haven’t…” 

  

Scott almost felt heartbroken by his father’s 

trailing thoughts concerning his younger son 

and himself. He knew how his strong willed 

father felt about them. Anyone with a blind 

eye could see that he loved both of them. Only 

they had never said so to one another yet and 

Scott reasoned that this was the biggest 

dilemma of all.  ‘Well, that and the fact that 

he still worries we’ll leave him one day,’ Scott 

thought remorsefully. 

  

Scott stood up and walked over to the French 

doors looking out across the compound to see 

if Johnny was on his way back. When he saw 

that the barn doors were still open and there 

wasn’t a sign of Johnny sauntering back, Scott 

took a chance and went back to where his 

father sat contemplating what he’d told him. 

  

Squatting down next to the arm of Murdoch 

chair, he placed a hand on Murdoch’s arm. 

The older man looked over at him with 

expressionless eyes, “If Johnny has fallen in 

love, it’s only at the beginning stages. But 

that’s really beside the point I wanted to 

make,” he said clearly. 

  



 



Murdoch looked down at the slim hand on his 

arm and then back up into Scott’s slate gray 

eyes, “What is the point then?” he asked 

quietly. 

  

Scott looking down at his hand as his father 

had done, placed his other one on Murdoch’s 

arm and looked up into his aging blue eyes, 

eyes that had lived a lifetime full of eventful 

sorrows, “The real point is…we love you. 

Johnny and I. One day we’re both going to fall 

in love and get married. But I can tell you this. 

You have no worries. Johnny and I plan to 

stay. This is our home and you are our father 

and this is where our children will be raised. 

And they, unlike their fathers will know you 

all their lives.” 

  

Scott had never seen his father cry. In fact he 

would have thought it was impossible for the 

tall giant of a man to feel so strongly where 

they were concerned, but he must for there 

was a sheen in his eyes that spoke of deep 

feeling and love glowing brightly because of 

his unshed tears. 

  

Murdoch couldn’t speak because of the 

tightness in his throat. He cleared past it, 

coughing into his hand, taking his eyes from 

his son, swiping at the moisture that dared to 

blur his vision. When he had himself 

composed he looked back at Scott, patting his 

hand and said, “Thank you son. I needed to 

hear that. You sound so positive, so sure…you 

give an old man hope.” 

  

“That’s because it’s true Murdoch. I swear. 

Johnny and I have talked about it. It what I 

want…it’s what he wants. Now it’s up to you 

to believe that what I’m saying is true.” 

  

Murdoch nodded his graying head, “I do son. I 

do.” 

  

They were still this way when Johnny came 

through the front door, loud and breezy, as 

was his habit. He stopped dead in his tracks 

though when he saw the two of them looking 

as if the world had come to an end when they 

looked up at him. Looking from one to the 

other he asked seriously, his tone going 

automatically to that protective voice they had 

come to love and appreciate about him, “Is 

something wrong?” he asked fingering the 

butt of his gun, cautiously stepping closer to 

the corner of the dining area as if someone 

might be hiding just around the corner. 

  

Scott stood up quickly and Murdoch gulped 

down the last of his drink, feigning ignorance 

of what Johnny might be thinking. Scott 

managed to cover their previous actions by 

saying, “Nothing at all little brother. I was just 

telling Murdoch about my new book. If you’re 

done spoiling that horse of yours I suppose 

you wouldn’t mind sitting around tonight 

while I read a bit of it. What do you say?” he 

asked nonchalantly as he walked away from 

his father’s side. 

  

Johnny’s eyes kept darting back and forth 

from one to the other. He bent at the waist, 

peering around the corner of the dining room 

and seeing that all was well, decided he must 

have been seeing things that weren’t really 

there between his father and his brother. 

  

Shrugging out of his tan leather jacket and 

hanging it on the coat rack by the door Johnny 

answered, “Sure. I ain’t got nothin’ else to do 

and I sure as hell ain’t callin’ it a night just 

yet.”  Johnny unbuckled his gun belt, hanging 

it under his jacket and then his hat found a 

resting place on another nearby hook.  

  

Finding a place on the couch while his brother 

gathered up his precious book, Johnny took 

off his boots and tossed them on the floor 

carelessly. He lay down, stretching out on his 



 

 

stomach with a pillow firmly tucked under his 

cheek. 

  

In an effort to get more comfortable now that 

the tension had lessoned for him greatly, 

Murdoch pulled an ottoman close to his chair 

and propped his socked feet on top, crossing 

them at the ankles. Scott snickered after he too 

did the same thing with book in hand, looking 

for all the world like the most satisfied man 

who had ever lived. He savored the intimate 

setting with his father and brother as a captive 

audience, hoping that they both enjoyed his 

newest book by Jules Verne, “20,000 Leagues 

Under the Sea,” he read to them, propping the 

book on a pillow he held in his lap. 

  

The fire in the fireplace crackled and as the 

night began to set, three men who otherwise 

might not have found themselves sitting 

together in such a family setting only a year 

ago, found peace and serenity as the night 

wore on, with Scott’s tireless rendition of 

what would one day become known as a 

classic read.  

  

 
  

ohnny went to town late the next day, only 

after he had finished the duties his father had 

given him to work on. He let Murdoch know 

that he would be in later than usual since he 

was making the trip, a gesture on his part he 

was trying hard to make a habit of since 

coming to Lancer. He found that as long as he 

told someone where he was going and about 

what time he planned to get home, things 

seemed to go better for him and his father 

seemed more inclined to be accepting of his 

need for getting away once in a while. In the 

beginning, his taking off and leaving without 

saying anything had been the source of many 

a battle the first several months when he left 

without warning them. He soon learned his 

lesson, the hard way, if any one was to ask 

him, but they didn’t so he never said so to 

anyone other than Barranca. 

  

Riding into town, Johnny checked his jacket 

pocket for the third time just to make sure 

Emily’s bow was still there. He didn’t think he 

would get another chance with her if he lost it 

on his way to see her. Tying Barranca to the 

hitching post outside the saloon, he made his 

way across and down the street to the hotel. 

He didn’t figure Emily would be out this late 

so it was his intent to find her where she was 

residing for the time being. Opening the door 

he found Mrs. Mulligan, the desk clerk, 

snoring away blissfully behind the counter. 

Her plump arms were folded neatly across her 

generous bosom, rising in a slow even rhythm 

with each breath she took. A small white cap 

covered the top of her head precariously, 

threatening to fall as her head dipped and 

sagged toward her chest. 

  

Not wanting to scare her, Johnny turned back 

around and opened the door to the hotel again. 

This time he acted like he was coming in for 

the first time only he did it louder, calling out 

a hello to the sweet woman who was always 

so kind to him whenever he saw her on the 

streets or in one of the shops. “Hey, Mrs. 

Mulligan. How are yah doin’?” Johnny asked 

loudly, giving the door a wide opening and 

letting some of the cooler evening air float 

inside. 

  

Mrs. Mulligan’s gray head popped up and 

when she saw it was Johnny, she smiled wide, 

showing white even teeth, specially made just 

for her, she always reminded him. Standing up 

the older woman rubbed her eyes and then her 

cheeks, giving them a pat for good measure 

just to make sure she was fully awake. 

  



 



Waddling up to the counter, Mrs. Mulligan 

held out her plump hand and Johnny took it in 

his, “I’m just fine Johnny. Just fine. And how 

‘bout yourself?” she asked him, giving his 

hand a firm squeeze with her fingers now that 

she had it between her hands. 

  

Johnny’s eyes narrowed and crinkles appeared 

around the corners as his lips drew up in a 

matching smile, “I’m good,” he told her. 

  

“How ‘bout that pa of yours and your 

brother?” she inquired, while watching the 

long lashes close over his cheeks when he 

looked down at her hands, the ones that kept 

his fingers forever locked between hers if he 

didn’t manage to find a way to gracefully pull 

them away without offending her. 

  

Still looking down, Johnny nodded and Mrs. 

Mulligan thought he was just as shy as the 

first time she had laid eyes on him, “They’re 

good too,” Johnny told her sincerely. 

  

Lifting his hand in hers, she gave it one last 

squeeze and to Johnny’s inner delight she 

finally let go, “That’s good to hear Johnny. 

You want some milk and cookies dear. I got 

some. Fresh made in the back just for you,” 

she said tantalizing and tempting him with her 

homemade treats.  

  

He was sorely tempted to let things go for a 

few minutes with Emily but the more he 

thought about it, the more he thought it would 

be better to get his answer from Emily first. 

Mrs. Mulligan made the best cookies in the 

world and she’d swear on the holy bible her 

milk was even better just because it came 

from her cow. “Thanks Mrs. Mulligan, but 

maybe a little later. I was hoping you could do 

something for me,” he told her, using his most 

charming smile on her. 

  

Mrs. Mulligan reached across the counter and 

gave Johnny a pinch on his cheek, “You know 

I can’t resist, you little devil you.” She rubbed 

her hands together and smiled at him, the 

green in her hazel older eyes sparkling with 

mischief. “What can I do for you darlin’? If 

my ole bones could take it, I’d cross the desert 

to help yah out.” 

   

Johnny swallowed the lump in his throat. He 

knew that if he asked her too she would, and 

for all that, Johnny liked her all the more, “I 

was wonderin’ if you’d let Miss Emily 

Thompson know that I’m down stairs and 

would like to speak to her.” 

  

Mrs. Mulligan pulled away from the counter, 

the gleam in her eyes suddenly bright and 

shining like the northern star. Her pudgy 

hands went to her heart and her cheeks got 

rosier than fresh rosebuds in the early spring, 

“My, my oh my. Are you ah sparkin’ that little 

gal Emily?” she asked him wonderingly. 

  

Johnny blushed and had to look down to hide 

his immediate embarrassment at having his 

business so clearly engraved on his face for all 

to see, “Well I’m tryin’ to Mrs. Mulligan, but 

so far I haven’t had a whole lot of luck,” he 

said so quietly that if Fanny Mulligan wasn’t 

such a good listener, she might have missed it.  

  

Seeing the boy’s discomfort Mrs. Mulligan 

walked around the counter coming up to stand 

next to Johnny. Her plump hand found a spot 

on his back and she rubbed her hand up and 

down in a quick gesture saying, “I’ll be right 

back darlin’. You wait right here and ole Mrs. 

Mulligan will make sure she comes down.” 

  

Johnny raised his chin and gave her a grateful 

look. He heard her say as she went up the 

stairs, “Um, um. If only I was forty years 

younger. What I wouldn’t give to be in that 

little gals shoes.” 



 

 

The color on Johnny’s face turned scarlet 

when he heard her words drift down the 

staircase, it didn’t matter that there was no one 

else there to see. He swiveled around on his 

heels and opened the front door. The cool 

breeze did a lot to chase away the blush as 

Johnny stuck his head out the door and 

breathed in a few deep cleansing breaths to 

calm his burgeoning nerves. 

  

Five minutes later Mrs. Mulligan came back 

down the stairs with Emily following in her 

wake. As the older lady passed him, she said, 

“I’ll be right in the back if you two darlin's 

need anything.” 

  

When Mrs. Mulligan departed from the room 

and Johnny was left alone with Emily standing 

several feet away, her hands held together in 

front of a soft satin blue dress she wore. He 

wondered if she wore the color blue on 

purpose as a reminder of the bow he had taken 

from her hair the day before. The color of her 

dress matched perfectly to that of the satiny 

bow in his jacket. 

  

The question must have been plain as the nose 

on his face because she said, “I didn’t wear a 

blue dress as a reminder Johnny Lancer.” 

  

“How’d you know I was thinkin’ that?” he 

asked. 

  

Emily rolled her eyes, “Cause you kept staring 

at it. Did you bring me my bow?” she asked. 

Reminding him of why he was there in the 

first place. 

  

Johnny, who had his hands behind his back 

shrugged his shoulders, then dug his hand in 

his pants pocket, “This it?” he asked, pulling 

out a crumpled blue bow that couldn’t 

possible be the one she had worn just 

yesterday. 

  

Emily walked up to him and looked at the 

offending object in his hand, “No that isn’t it 

and you know it Mr. Smarty,” she said 

pushing his hand away. 

  

Johnny smiled and took a step back from her. 

He reached into the pocket of his jacket and 

pulled out another blue ribbon bow, perfectly 

shaped and most definitely the one he took 

from her hair the day before. “I have the real 

one right here,” he said dangling it out in front 

of him. 

  

When Emily went to take a step toward him 

but Johnny took a bigger step back, “Uh, uh,” 

he said shaking his head, “What about the 

dance?” he asked her, hiding the bow behind 

his back. 

  

Emily looked down at the toes of her soft 

padded shoes, then looked up at him with 

those big brown eyes that Johnny thought he 

could drown in, “I’ll go. If your other 

girlfriends don’t mind,” she told him warily, 

wanting to see how he reacted to her words. 

  

Johnny blinked several times and then 

coughed into a hand as he tried to stifle the 

laugh that threatened to burst from his mouth. 

Swallowing hard he asked with wild curiosity, 

“What girlfriends?” He moved toward her. “Is 

that what you meant the other day when you 

said the…what was it?” he scratched at the 

side of his head trying to think what it was she 

had told him, causing his hat to move at an 

angle on his head. Brushing it off and letting it 

hang down his back, Johnny tried again, 

“Gosh dang it girl, what was it you 

said…somethin’ ‘bout lovin’ ‘em and leavin 

‘em? Bein’ too young…” 

  

“Becky and Louise told me…” 

  

Johnny shook his head adamantly holding out 

the palm of his hand to stop her flow of words, 



 



“No, no, no. Stop it right there. I ain’t got a 

girlfriend or girlfriends, let alone know 

anyone named Becky or Louise, least wise 

that I can recall. So you kind of have me at a 

disadvantage since I don’t know what in the 

blue blazes you’re talkin’ ‘bout,” he said in a 

rush. 

  

Emily looked away, fighting to figure out 

what was going on. Johnny just said he didn’t 

know a Becky or a Louise. Could both of her 

new friends have been telling her tales and 

letting her think things about the Lancer 

brothers that she ought not to have. 

  

Johnny could tell that Emily had a pure look 

of confusion on her face that matched exactly 

to the one he was feeling right now. He took 

the last couple of steps toward her and reached 

for her chin, “Emily,” he said bending his 

head near hers, “I really don’t know what you 

mean by mentioning those other two girls but 

I still want to know if you’ll go to the dance 

with me. I promise, cross my heart,” and he 

did, “I don’t have any girlfriends hidden away 

somewhere. Just ask Mrs. Mulligan, she’ll tell 

you if you don’t believe me.” 

  

Emily looked up at him and when she looked 

into his pleading sapphire eyes she did believe 

him. Of course that meant that every last word 

that Louise and Becky had been telling her 

about Johnny and his brother being theirs and 

both of them being half way to the alter had 

been nothing more than pure outlandish lies 

on their part. She wasn’t sure how she felt 

about that right now, and when she stood 

gazing into Johnny’s eyes she really didn’t 

care.  

  

“I believe you,” she whispered. She licked her 

lips and said, “And I’ll go with you to the 

dance.” 

  

“Really?” Johnny had to ask. Just seconds ago 

he thought his chances were slipping away 

from him faster than a runaway freight train 

but now his hopes just soared to the ceiling. 

Johnny gave her back the bow and slipped his 

arms around her waist, picking her up off the 

floor, twirled her round in a circle before 

setting her down gently when he was done. 

“So does this mean you’re not mad at me 

anymore and maybe you could like me just a 

little bit?” 

  

Emily had to laugh at the little boy question he 

posed to her, her eyes wanted to mist over, but 

instead she nodded her head and held the bow 

out to him, “You want to keep this? It’s yours 

if you want it.” 

  

It was such a little thing, but it turned 

Johnny’s heart to butter when Emily offered 

the bow back to him. He knew this was going 

to be good, this thing he felt for Emily in his 

heart. He took the bow from her hand and put 

it back in his jacket pocket, then looked back 

at her with that same little boy enthusiasm in 

which he had asked her if she could like him, 

“Do you like cookies and milk?” 

  

Emily brows knitted together quickly, though 

she wondered where on earth the question was 

leading too, she soon found out when she 

shook her head and said, “Yes.” 

  

Johnny grabbed her hand and pulled her with 

him as he made his way to the back of the 

hotel calling out to Mrs. Mulligan. “Hey, Mrs. 

Mulligan. I can have those cookies and milk 

now and I’m bringin’ Em with me!” 

  

With her hand held fast in Johnny’s strong 

grip, Emily followed close behind, finding the 

sudden change in their relationship exciting 

and a bit strange, as he led her into Mrs. 

Mulligan’s kitchen for milk and cookies. A 

sight she never would have thought she’d see 



 

 

this particular cowboy enjoying in her lifetime 

if anyone had asked her just twenty four hours 

ago. 

  

 
 

he next couple of weeks passed in a hazy 

blur for Johnny. Every spare second of his day 

if not working was spent going to town and 

spending time with Emily. He met her father, 

Frank Thompson who turned out to be a very 

nice, but a very occupied man in his late 

forties. He still looked very young for his age, 

with thick corn silk colored hair the same as 

Emily’s and eyes a lighter shade of brown 

than his daughter.  

  

Johnny soon found he was all about business 

and making his businesses a success for the 

sake of being able to do so and for no other 

reason. If he knew he had a daughter, Johnny 

was hard pressed to think the man knew who 

she was. It wasn’t that he didn’t care or love 

Emily; he was just the kind of person, whose 

mind was always working, always thinking 

and creating, plotting his next move or next 

piece of strategy where his stores were 

concerned. He was a loner and so it was no 

surprise when Emily told him that her mother 

had just taken off one day, leaving them both 

behind, never to be seen or heard from again 

by the time she was six years old. The only 

other family was an aging aunt who lived in 

San Francisco but never traveled anywhere 

since her age and health did not permit such 

things. 

  

It turned out that the subject of their mothers 

brought them both closer together. A 

connection that only the two of them shared 

and one that once they both communicated 

their experiences or what they knew of them 

sealed their relationship more tightly than any 

glue or nail. They shared the same 

understanding of having to practically raise 

themselves with parents that were anything 

but parents. Johnny didn’t have the guts to tell 

her everything about his life. There were just 

some things that were too hurtful to discuss 

and too soul barring for him to say so early in 

their relationship. 

  

When the Cattleman’s Association Dance was 

finally held, he took Emily to it, picking her 

up in a fancy carriage chatting all the way to 

Ernest Wilmington’s ranch ten miles away 

about Scott and his fancy suit. Emily on her 

part was looking forward to the dance. Not 

only was she going to get to show off her 

beautiful new gown the seamstress had sewn 

for her out of the material that Bill Watson 

had shown her, but also she was going to meet 

Johnny’s father, brother and sister for the first 

time. 

  

She was a little nervous to say the least but 

Johnny fast assured her that they were all 

looking forward to meeting her and having her 

come out to the ranch for a visit. They pulled 

up to the Wilmington home and within 

seconds there was a man by Emily’s side to 

help her down. Lifting her skirt so as not to 

step on it, she took the man’s hand and 

stepped out of the buggy, grateful when she 

didn’t fall flat on her face. Johnny came 

around from his side and took her hand and 

together they started the walk up to Mr. 

Willmington’s front door. Before they actually 

reached it however, Johnny pulled her to the 

side of the walkway, which was lined with tall 

hedge plants from the end of the drive, to the 

front door. He led her behind the tall plants, 

wanting a few minutes alone with her before 

they went inside. 

 

 It was near dusk and the tinkling sounds of 

music could be heard coming from within the 

home, “What is it? Is something wrong?” 



 



Emily asked more than a little curious about 

his strange behavior and why they would stop 

short of going inside. 

  

Johnny held her hand a joyful smile lighting 

his eyes and said, “I forgot something.” 

  

Emily watched as he fiddled with the inside 

breast pocket of his black finely tailored 

jacket, fitted to suit him perfectly enough to 

make him feel comfortable wearing it.  The 

jacket fit flawlessly over his shoulders 

covering an embroidered white dress shirt that 

sported a simple string tie that wasn’t tied too 

tight. Black matching slacks fit snug but 

allowed plenty of room for movement as he 

requested from Scott’s tailor. He had told the 

man if the suit wasn’t made exactly to his 

specifications he wouldn’t wear it and since 

the tailor's reputation was on the line knowing 

the big event he was attending, Raymond 

Moore did his best to comply. 

  

Johnny still wondered how his brother ever 

talked him into having it made in the first 

place. He hadn’t intended to, but somehow 

Scott made him feel that it was something he 

had to do if not for himself, then Emily. That 

was enough to change his mind on the matter, 

but he still didn’t know for the life of him why 

it should have. He did know that at the time, 

he hadn’t felt like arguing about it and Scott, 

taking advantage of his brother’s lackadaisical 

attitude somehow roped him in to going to 

Raymond Moore’s shop that very same day. 

  

“What are you looking for?” Emily asked him 

when he didn’t seem to be able to find what he 

was looking for. 

  

“I got it,” he said, holding up a small black 

velvet pouch for her to see. Curious, Emily 

reached for it and Johnny quickly pulled his 

hand away from hers, “Not yet,” he said with 

the most amazing smile on his face. 

 ‘It has to be a surprise,’ Emily thought 

quickly. In the two weeks plus, since they had 

been together, she was fast becoming 

accustomed to all the little signals that 

Johnny’s expressive eyes gave her just before 

he had something to tell her or give her. This 

time, those eyes reminded her of the time he 

brought her flowers, holding them behind his 

back when he got off his horse in front of her 

at the hotel.  

  

It was a special memory she would forever 

cherish because before Johnny could hand the 

flowers up to her as she stood two steps up 

from him on the boardwalk, Barranca decided 

he would help out and took the flowers from 

his grasp. When they were pulled from his 

hands, Johnny whipped around to find the 

bouquet stuck firmly between Barranca’s 

teeth, she thought he would shoot the horse 

then and there for not letting go when he told 

him to. She had laughed hysterically each time 

Johnny reached for them and Barranca would 

lift his mighty head, swerving away from his 

grasp until Johnny was forced to grab his 

bridle and force his head down far enough to 

get them. By the time he finally had the 

flowers back in his hands, they were so 

chewed up and falling apart, it was hard to tell 

what they had been. That is, all except one 

lone flower, a white daisy, that made it 

through without nary a scratch or a torn off 

petal. She had picked it out from the group of 

headless stems, placing it on her heart as she 

smiled at the antics of horse and man. 

  

“First off, I didn’t tell you how beautiful you 

look tonight,” he said shuffling his boots on 

the grass. “Of course you always look 

beautiful to me, but you look even more 

beautiful tonight.” He looked down again at 

his boots then back up again, “That’s a real 

pretty dress too. I shoulda told you when I 

picked you up, but I…I was more excited just 

to be with you than anything else.” Johnny 



 

 

scratched behind his left ear, feeling nervous 

and excited all at once. “I wouldn’t care if you 

were wearin’ a gunny sack if you want to 

know the truth.” 

  

Emily smiled, her eyes glowing with all his 

stuttered words of praise. She reached up and 

put her finger over his lips effectively shutting 

him off. When he was quiet, she stepped up to 

him and put her hands on his shoulders, “You 

look mighty fine yourself cowboy, now hush 

up and give me my present.” 

  

Johnny laughed and brought up his hand that 

held the tiny little black pouch, putting it into 

her smooth palm, “I hope you like it.” 

  

Emily could feel the trembling in his fingers 

as he put the gift into her hand. Slowly, like 

opening a present on Christmas morning, 

Emily pulled on the tie string and opened the 

bag. Reaching inside she pulled out a strand of 

small white pearls that fairly glimmered and 

glowed in the early light of the rising moon. 

“Johnny,” she whispered in awe. She shook 

her head, “I…I…I can’t accept this. It’s too 

much. It’s way too much. Dear God you must 

have spent a small fortune on these,” she 

exclaimed.  

  

Johnny took them from her hand and undid 

the clasp, “I did. And I would do it again if I 

wanted to for you.” Her hair was piled on top 

of her head and Johnny put both his arms 

around her, fastening the necklace behind her 

neck. When he was done he ran his thumbs 

down her column of her slender throat and to 

her collarbone, his fingers tracing the curved 

pattern of the pearls on her bare chest. He 

leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Please 

keep them querida, they are my gift to you. 

You’ll only break my heart if you give them 

back.” 

  

She could feel the trembling in his hands, on 

her shoulders, on her neck as he moved his 

head to put his face nose to nose in front of 

her, touching her forehead with his, pulling 

her closer than either had ever dared to do 

before. As if sensing that something 

wonderful was going to happen, Emily closed 

her eyes and waited, feeling the heat of his 

breath on her face, the distinct smell of leather 

and soap that was so much a part of him, 

assaulting her senses, weakening her knees 

and making her legs feel as wobbly as a new 

born colt. 

  

He touched her lips to his, gentle at first, 

gliding and moving across the petal soft 

smoothness of hers. Her tremulous hands 

reached up instinctively finding the back of 

his neck, feeling the inky softness of his hair, 

hair she had longed to touch, wondering what 

the feel of it would be like in her hands. And 

now she knew. It was like the soft fur of a 

kitten, only thicker and more luxurious than 

she ever imagined. The feel of it running 

between her fingers made her senses roll, her 

heart to pound. Johnny moved from her lips 

across her cheek and down her neck, his 

breathing heavy in her ear as he bent his head 

toward her shoulder kissing the side of her 

neck inch by inch until he reached a spot at 

the base of her throat that pulsed hotly as his 

hands encircled her waist and moved with a 

sensual touch up and down her sides, just 

barely coming into contact with the sides of 

her breast. Touching, squeezing, pulling her 

into his masculine frame with each tantalizing 

and tender touch of his mouth on her bare hot 

skin.  

  

‘Lord help me, but I think I’ve died and gone 

to heaven!’ her mind screamed. Her hands 

pulled on his hair, acting out impulsively as 

they seemed to have a life of their own. She 

pulled until his mouth was back on hers, 

pressing and touching until Johnny’s tongue 



 



found a new and more pleasing way of 

making her feel as if she were going to faint at 

any second. His tongue probed her mouth, 

seeking hers in a rabid fashion that was so 

foreign to any other experience she’s ever had. 

Her tongue played with his and Johnny had to 

hold her in his arms to keep her from sliding 

down his chest and onto the ground with the 

weakness it gave her. Flames licked the inside 

of her belly and heat seemed to burst from 

every pore of her skin making her wonder 

how they would come out of their embrace 

unscathed by the fire that consumed every 

inch of their bodies. 

  

Though they had moved behind the bushes 

that lined the walk Johnny was aware that if 

any one dared to try they could be seen if not 

heard. Impassioned as he was, he heard the 

sound of an approaching horse and carriage 

and forced himself to pull away from Emily. 

Breathing heavily, he bent down and clutched 

his knees, weak from the desires that made his 

heart pound and the blood surge to his brain, 

causing him to feel as if he had just run a mile 

without stopping.  

  

He held out his hand and Emily took it. The 

both stood straight and Johnny pulled her to 

his chest whispering into the night, “Be very 

quiet, someone’s comin’. After they go in, 

we’ll make our entrance.” 

  

Emily did her best to still her uneven 

breathing, holding onto Johnny with her arms 

wrapped around his waist, her face pressed 

against his chest. She could hear his heart 

beating rapidly and only after they watched 

the partiers go inside without seeing them did 

they part. 

  

Johnny pushed the stray hairs that framed her 

pretty oval face back behind Emily’s ear and 

helped her make sure that her dress was still in 

its proper place. He stepped back eyeing her 

critically and found nothing to indicate that 

the two of them had just spent the last few 

minutes in a heated embrace that gave promise 

of the passion that awaited them in the their 

future. 

  

“Do I look alright?” she asked, feeling like she 

must look different after what they had just 

done. She felt different and she wondered if 

Johnny could feel it too. 

  

Johnny’s heart constricted in his chest as he 

looked at her and answered her innocent 

question, “You look beautiful querida. I can 

never tell you enough.” He touched her face 

with the palm of his hand, feeling the residual 

heat that still radiated off her. Putting his hand 

behind her head, he pulled her to him and held 

her in his arms, whispering to her, “You make 

my heart hurt just to look at you.” Johnny 

swallowed, closing his eyes and trembling 

with the feelings of emotion that swept 

through him. 

  

“Johnny?” Emily asked hesitantly. 

  

“What, baby?” he replied pulling away from 

her a little to look at her. 

  

“Do I look different?” she asked innocently. 

  

Johnny cupped her cheeks and looked her 

straight in the eyes, “Only to me querida. No 

one else will notice a thing. I promise.” 

  

She nodded; satisfied that she could enter the 

house with no one the wiser for what they had 

done. She took Johnny’s hand confidently 

when he held it out to her and together they 

went inside. Johnny in his black suit and string 

tie, Emily in her low cut yellow silk gown 

with the precious gift of pearls around her 

neck. 

  



 

 

 
 

The party was fun for all and Emily enjoyed 

meeting Johnny’s family. They seemed 

impressed with her charm and poise, her 

attentiveness to the man who escorted her to 

the dance and the way in which she ardently 

stayed by his side even while she was on the 

receiving end of malicious looks from the 

women who had called themselves her friends.  

  

She found Becky and Louise to be jealous 

harpies who let her know at every opportunity 

that they were angry at what they deemed to 

be her betrayal of their hopes and dreams by 

coming to the dance with Johnny on her arm. 

There was a point when she found herself 

alone at the punch table, waiting for Johnny to 

return when Louise sidled up to her and gave 

her an unlady like pinch on her arm saying, 

“Guess you think you’ve won his heart since 

Johnny brought you to the dance.” 

  

Emily rubbed the red spot on her arm wincing 

at the pain of it, “I think you should 

concentrate on the man who brought you to 

the dance, Louise, instead of being spiteful 

and mean to me. If Johnny had wanted to go 

with you to the dance, then he would have 

asked you.” 

  

“How could he do that, dear Emily, when you 

went out of your way and behind my back to 

snag him from me,” the girl replied in a heated 

whisper over the rim of her cup. 

  

“I didn’t snag him from you since you 

apparently never had him in the first place. In 

fact, I’d say you and Becky are the two 

biggest liars in the county since she didn’t 

come with Scott,” Emily slung back in her 

face. 

  

“How dare you, you little tramp,” Louise said 

with a vicious smile on her face, the cup she 

hid behind held to her lips to hide the hateful 

words that came from her mouth. 

  

Emily lifted her own cup to her mouth and 

said from behind its cover, “Say that again and 

I won’t be responsible for pulling every hair 

out of your head for everyone and God to 

see.” 

  

Louise narrowed her eyes at her adversary, 

“You wouldn’t dare,” she taunted. 

  

“Wouldn’t dare what?” a masculine voice 

asked from next to Louise. It was Johnny and 

he was looking at Louise curiously wondering 

why the woman would say such a thing to 

Emily. 

  

“Oh it was nothing Johnny, just girl talk,” 

Louise said batting her eyes coquettishly at 

him right in front of Emily.  

  

Johnny only remembered who Louise and 

Becky were after he had been introduced to 

them by his brother Scott. It seemed at the 

time of their reintroduction that Scott was 

trying desperately to pawn them both off on 

him if Emily would have allowed it, but he 

ignored the attempt, sweeping Emily away to 

where his father stood so he could introduce 

her to him. 

  

For all of Murdoch’s initial worries over his 

son falling in love, as soon as he met Emily 

Thompson he knew deep within his soul that it 

was meant to be. She stole his heart the 

moment he saw the way Emily looked at 

Johnny when she thought no one was the 

wiser. The expression he saw on her face 

spoke of undying love and loyalty reminding 

him fervently of how he had felt toward his 

first and second wife during those first months 

when he had met each of them. He sighed as 



 



he watched the little touches they gave to one 

another, the secret knowing smiles that only 

the two of them shared, wishing with all his 

heart that Maria had stayed with him or at the 

very least if she had been so unhappy, had left 

Johnny behind for him to love and raise like a 

father should have. 

  

But it hadn’t happened that way and Murdoch 

was just thankful that his son was home now, 

before the inevitable would have happened to 

him. The life his son had been living was 

nothing to write home about. Murdoch cringed 

inwardly every time he thought of how Johnny 

had to raise himself after the death of his 

mother, and how her death had ultimately led 

to his becoming Johnny Madrid. Gunfighter, 

pistolero and mercenary if the job called for it. 

A deadly profession that left most men dead 

by the time they were thirty if they were lucky 

enough to make that long. And in all that 

chaos and bitterness that life dealt him, 

Murdoch was amazingly surprised at how well 

his son had turned out. His lust for life was 

contagious, his care and devotion to those less 

fortunate than him was an outright miracle. He 

loved hard and could be hurt so easily, a trait 

that many a time had him wondering how it 

was that Johnny had survived in a world filled 

with strife, horror and loneliness. 

  

He hoped and prayed that Emily was the real 

thing. The stuff that fairy tales were made of, 

because he for one, thought Johnny deserved 

the kind happiness that only the love of a good 

woman could bring him. 

  

Ignoring Louise and dismissing her from his 

thoughts instantly, Johnny took Emily’s cup 

and set it down on the table, asking her if she 

cared to dance one last dance before they 

called it a night. Smiling up at him lovingly, 

she said yes and they walked away without a 

backward glance at the woman who seethed 

with anger when she had been more or less 

ignored by the man she had wanted for 

herself.  

  

Johnny twirled Emily around the floor, 

pressing her closer than proper etiquette 

allowed moving as one across the dance floor 

to the lilting strains of a string quartet. When 

they were far enough away from Louise’s 

prying eyes and ears Johnny asked Emily, “Is 

everything alright with you two?” 

  

Emily moved with his body, feeling the 

hardness of his chest beneath her hand and the 

corded muscles that moved with every step in 

his shoulders, “No,” she answered truthfully. 

  

“Anything you can tell me ‘bout?” he asked 

feeling like he should know what they had 

been talking about, since he had an odd 

impression that he had been the topic of their 

conversation. 

  

“It was nothing really. Just petty mindless 

jealousy that she’ll have to learn how to deal 

with,” Emily told him. 

  

“Over me?” Johnny asked. “I hardly know 

her.” 

  

“I know,” Emily said. 

  

“Do you really?” Johnny asked skeptically. 

  

Emily laughed softly, “Oh yes. I know.” She 

looked up at him, her steps matching his every 

move. “She’s not your type,” she said with 

surety in her voice. 

  

Johnny laughed and pulled her in closer, their 

bodies touching as they glided past the other 

dancers on the floor, “You got that right, 

honey.” 

 

The dance ended and Johnny led her off the 

dance floor and toward his family who were 



 

 

gathered near the front entrance. “You ready 

to go, too, little brother?” Scott asked when 

they walked up. 

  

With a tired sigh, Johnny answered his 

smartly dressed brother, “I sure am.”  

  

“Good. I think we’re all tired out and ready to 

go. How about you darling?” Murdoch asked 

Teresa.  

  

“Oh yes. I’m so tired I’m ready to fall down,” 

she told him. 

  

Scott opened the front door with Alison Smith 

held loosely in the crook of his left arm, all 

farewells and thanks for a wonderful evening 

having been said to their host Ernest 

Wilmington and his wife Dorthea. Horses and 

buggies were lined up along the drive, with a 

man at each one, per the request of Mr. 

Wilmington, to help them into their rigs. As 

with any family, hugs and handshakes were 

given with each brother promising to be 

careful on their way home and more promises 

that their new girlfriends would come by for a 

visit very soon. 

  

 
  

For the next month life was good. So good in 

fact that Johnny almost never thought of his 

past or the hardships he’d endured. Those 

times were beginning to fade fast and the 

future was now something he looked forward 

to with great expectations and hope filled 

dreams of a life with Emily.  

  

The one thing he hadn’t done yet was tell her 

exactly how he felt about her. He wasn’t sure 

how he wanted to tell her and this thought had 

him deeply occupied as he and Scott dug holes 

in the ground and, planted new fence post and 

strung wire. So deep was he in his thoughts 

that Scott had to stop and wait for his brother 

to finally notice that he was no longer helping. 

  

By the time he got to the third hole without 

Scott plopping a post in the ground he finally 

looked up, a quizzical expression on his 

sweaty face, “You had enough Scott?” 

  

Scott was sitting on the ground legs spread out 

before him and crossed at the ankles, an open 

canteen on his lap, “No. Got a little tired of 

talking to myself and decided I might rest up a 

bit. How about you?” 

  

Johnny squinted in the sun and rubbed the 

back of his bare arm across his forehead, 

“Sorry ‘bout that. I was thinkin’,” he told his 

brother. “Pass me that canteen will yah?” he 

asked holding out his hands. 

  

Scott plugged the cork in and tossed the 

canteen to his bare-chested brother. “I wish I 

could do that,” he said absent-mindedly. 

  

Johnny uncorked the canteen and drank from 

it, holding it high and gulping deeply as the 

excess water ran down his chin and onto his 

chest. “Do what?” he asked, tipping his head 

back and pouring the cool water on his face 

and then over the top of his head. When he 

was done his head was soaked and the water 

had streamed down his hard muscled chest 

and belly to wet the band of his work jeans. 

  

“Work without a shirt on,” Scott told him, 

catching the canteen that was thrown back at 

him. 

  

“Why can’t yah? It ain’t like there’s anyone 

out here who can see. And besides that, it’s 

hell of a lot cooler than workin’ with it on,” 

Johnny informed him. He took a red bandana 

out of his pocket and began to swipe away the 

wetness on the back of his neck and then the 

front, moving it across the black hair on his 



 



chest and down the front of his flat stomach, 

before stuffing it back where it came from. 

  

“In case you haven’t noticed little brother, I’m 

very fair skinned. Unlike you I would burn to 

a crisp if I went all day without a shirt,” he 

replied. 

  

Johnny walked over to Scott and plopped 

down on the hard earth next to him, “So just 

take it off for a little while each day. Sooner or 

later you’ll get dark enough it won’t matter.” 

  

Scott shook is head negatively. He had 

thought of that and didn’t think it would work 

for him. He told Johnny, “I tried that once and 

it didn’t work. I forgot to put my shirt back on 

when it was time to and I got burned so bad, I 

was sick for almost a week from it.” 

  

Johnny pulled his knees up and crossed his 

brown arms around them, “How old were yah 

when that happened?” he asked propping his 

chin on his arms. 

  

Scott’s light colored brows furrowed in 

thought, “I don’t know exactly. Maybe eleven 

or twelve.” 

  

Johnny turned his head until his cheek rested 

on his arms, “That was a long time ago. 

Maybe it would work better now that you’re 

older. I could help,” he offered. 

  

“How?” Scott asked, pushing his hat back a 

little and looking over at Johnny. 

  

“Oh I don’t know. I guess I could tell yah 

when your times up or something like that,” 

Johnny told him. 

  

Scott laughed, “Sort of like watching a 

chicken bake,” he said. 

Johnny smiled and the weathered crinkles 

around his eyes deepened, “Yeah. Somethin’ 

like that.”  

  

Scott brought his knees up like Johnny did and 

laid his head on them in the same fashion with 

his arms crossed around them, “I know a great 

way we could start while it’s still early,” he 

added mischievously. 

  

The grin was back on Johnny’s face quicker 

than a flash, “You know a good place?” he 

asked. 

  

Scott lifted his head and smiled brightly, 

“Boy, do I know a place. You game?” 

  

Johnny sat up, “What about the old man?” 

  

“What about him?” Scott asked with the palm 

of his hand held out, “Do you see him here, 

‘cause I don’t?” he asked playfully. 

  

Johnny leaned back with his hands resting on 

the ground behind him, “Naw, I don’t see 

him,” he replied looking all around. “Guess 

that means we’ll just have to ask someone else 

that’s in charge.” He looked at his brother, 

“You care if we shuck this job for a while and 

go swimmin’?” he asked in mock seriousness. 

  

Scott leaned back and perused the work they 

had done, “Why no I don’t brother Johnny, 

but let me ask my partner just to be sure it’s 

ok.” He looked around again and then back at 

Johnny, “Oh there you are partner. You care if 

we shuck this job for a while and go 

swimming?” he asked, using the same serious 

tone his brother had used. 

  

Johnny smiled and looked around like Scott 

had, “Nope. Don’t care if yah do. Just make 

sure yah get the job done by tomorrow.” 

  



 

 

Scott sat up and smacked his hands together, 

“All right then. That was easy. Lets go.” 

  

An hour later found them making their way 

down a faint path that ran along the edge of a 

forested hillside. Johnny surmised they were 

still on Lancer land but much farther 

southwest than he had so far ventured since he 

came home. 

  

Neither had spoken much as Scott led the way. 

Instead they had both admired the beauty of 

the land that was now theirs to share. The 

longer they traveled though the more curious 

Johnny was beginning to get. When they 

finally reached a particular spot that didn’t 

seem to go anywhere else but up, Scott 

stopped his horse and dismounted. 

  

Johnny sat still, his hands resting on the 

pommel of his saddle, his reins held loosely 

between his fingers. He looked around and 

found nothing but dense forest and woodland 

vegetation to his right, a high climb to 

nowhere in front and scattered bushes and 

trees dotting the sloping range to his left. “Are 

we lost?” Johnny asked with a trace of mild 

humor in his voice.  

  

“No we are not lost.” Scott answered studying 

the thick forest and poking at some of the 

branches with his hands, “Get down. I want to 

show you something.” 

  

Johnny sighed wondering what the heck Scott 

was up to but decided to do as he was asked. 

He got down dropping Barranca’s reins to the 

ground. He stood behind his bent over brother 

and watched as Scott kept pushing aside tree 

limbs as he gradually moved to his left. 

  

“What are yah lookin’ for Scott? Maybe I can 

help.” 

  

“Shhhhh. It’s here, I know it is. I just have to 

find it,” Scott replied ignoring the offer of 

help. 

  

“Find what?” Johnny tried again. 

  

“Find this!” Scott declared with excitement 

pushing aside a tree limb further down from 

where he started. “Grab Barranca’s reins and 

follow me.” 

  

Scott stood up, happy with his discovery and 

grabbed the reins of his horse, “Come on 

Sheridan,” he said pulling on the leather 

straps.  

  

The next thing Johnny saw was Scott leading 

his horse under the limb he had just found and 

disappear within seconds of entering the deep 

dark overgrowth of tree limbs. If he hadn’t 

just witnessed his brother entering the dark 

forest from where they stood he would never 

have guessed that there was an entrance to be 

found. 

  

Taking Barranca’s reins in hand, he pulled on 

his horse and followed the mysterious path his 

brother was leading him on. The light of the 

day was diminished greatly as he walked 

beneath the canopy of the trees. The forest 

was thick and black and if not for the slim 

slivers of light that managed to find their way 

to the forest floor Johnny was sure that he 

would not have been able to follow. The 

darkness enshrouded him and made him feel 

like he was suffocating. A strong feeling of 

terror niggled at the back of his mind and 

visions of old nightmares began to crop into 

his thoughts. He stopped, taking a deep breath 

and looked back at his horse, backing up 

steadily until he was within his touch. ‘This is 

real’, he told himself standing next to 

Barranca, taking comfort that the horse was 

there with him. He slid a hand down his neck 

and over his face as he turned his head in 



 



every direction. The forest was quiet except 

for the sounds of rustling creatures and 

chirping birdcalls. He had just about decided 

to turn around and head back when he heard 

Scott calling his name from well in front of 

him. 

  

“Johnny?” Scott yelled. 

  

Johnny dropped his arm from Barranca’s neck 

and followed the call of his brother. “Scott, 

where are you?” he called back as he led the 

golden horse further and further into the thick 

black forest.  

  

“I’m just up ahead, It’s not much further,” 

Scott called back to the unseen Johnny. 

  

“This had better be good,” he muttered to 

Barranca pulling on his reins and shoving the 

feelings of fear from the shadows of his mind. 

Right about now he didn’t care one wit 

whether Scott got ten minutes of sun without 

his shirt on. 

  

Fifteen minutes later and several calls back 

and forth, Johnny could finally see a bright 

spot of light well in front of him and his 

brother’s silhouette. He trudged on and finally 

made his way to where Scott stood waiting for 

him with the silliest grin on his face.  

  

Stepping aside from the opening, Scott swept 

his left arm to the side as if offering up a 

grand prize to Johnny. Johnny emerged from 

the dark woods to find them standing in an 

enclosed grassy oasis surrounded by cliff 

walls rising several hundred feet into the air 

with the forest closing in what the cliffs could 

not. 

  

Johnny’s jaw dropped in awe as his eyes took 

in the natural beauty of the scene before him. 

A deep blue pond was nestled up against the 

cliff wall, filled by sparkling waters that 

cascaded from high above. The waterfall was 

loud to his ears after the deafening quiet of the 

forest. He watched, as little droplets of water 

splashed against the rocks below, sparkling 

brilliant, like millions of tiny diamonds lit by 

the glory of the sun. 

  

Flat boulders of varying sizes and shapes 

surrounded the pool of water, made inviting 

by the bountiful display of wild poppies and 

clumps of daisies growing by their side and 

littering the open field as he and Scott walked 

toward the waters edge. 

  

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Scott reflected. 

  

Johnny turned completely around, taking in 

the whole scene before replying, “It is.” 

  

“Come on, I want to show you something,” 

Scott said grabbing at Johnny’s shirtsleeve.  

  

Johnny dropped Barranca’s reins and followed 

Scott.  Leading him to one of the flat boulders, 

Scott climbed up with Johnny right behind 

him. Walking to the edge of the rock, Scott 

pointed down at the water. “Look,” he said. 

  

Johnny stood beside him and looked at the 

water. It was crystal clear and he could see all 

the way to the bottom of the pond. Shaking his 

head, Johnny laughed, “I can’t believe you 

found this place.” 

  

“I can’t believe it either, sometimes,” Scott 

said. 

  

Johnny watched as Scott laid down on the 

surface of the rock and swished his hand in the 

water, “Water’s not too cold.”  

  

Lying down on his stomach next to Scott, 

Johnny reached down and ran his hand 

through the water mimicking his brother. 

“You’re right,” he said. 



 

 

 “Did you doubt me little brother?” Scott 

asked sitting up with his boots planted solidly 

on the surface of the rock, his knees bent with 

his hands splayed backward on the hard 

surface behind him.  

  

“No not really, just thought it might be cold 

seein’ where it’s comin’ from,” Johnny said. 

He sat up crossed legged and looked high 

above him as he said his words. 

  

Scott grinned, “Let’s go for a swim.” 

  

Johnny squinted and tilted his hat back from 

his head, “I don’t know Scott.” 

  

“Oh no, you don’t. I brought you here for 

some fun and some sun, and some fun and 

some sun we shall have,” Scott told him 

before Johnny could say he didn’t want to. He 

jumped up and held a hand out to Johnny. 

Pulling him up he said, “Just don’t forget to 

warn me if I start to look like a lobster.” 

  

Johnny eyed the inviting pool and the splash 

of the waterfall. He grinned finally getting 

into the mood of things, “Let's swim.” 

  

Scott and Johnny raced back to their horses 

and unsaddled them for the afternoon. Both 

boys undressed and naked as the day they 

were born climbed the rocks and dove into the 

water. They swam and played, swimming in 

and around the large boulders, diving in the 

waters that turned out to be quite deep. They 

explored the bed of the pond as they held their 

breath and dove the bottom, picking up 

colored rocks and sparkling pebbles to bring 

to the surface and compare to one another’s.  

  

Swimming to where the waterfall landed Scott 

motioned for Johnny to come nearer as he 

tread in the water. Johnny swam to his side 

and Scott said in a loud voice over the roar of 

the falls, “Follow me.” 

 Holding his breath, Scott ducked under the 

water and Johnny followed him. He could see 

his brother swimming just ahead of him in the 

clear pond toward what looked to be a very 

dark hole in the wall of the cliff. Holding his 

breath for longer than he was used to, Johnny 

hoped it wasn’t going to be a very long before 

they found an opening to come back up in. 

What seemed like minutes but was really only 

seconds as Scott surfaced inside a cave with 

his brother right behind him. 

  

Johnny was miraculously surprised that there 

was light and plenty of it coming from an 

opening far above their heads.  

  

Scott grabbed the side of a ledge and looked 

up to where the large shaft of light was 

coming from, “There must be some kind of 

other entrance from way up there,” he said 

pointing to the light source and holding on the 

ledge with one hand. “I’ll bet there’s no way 

down from that angle. Looks like it’s a 

straight drop to me.” 

  

Johnny held onto the edge of the ledge and 

said, “I think you’re right.” Looking around 

and then pushing back the wet hair on his 

head, Johnny said, “You gotta tell me how 

you found this place, brother.” 

  

Scott laughed and the sound of it echoed off 

the walls, “You wouldn’t believe me if I told 

you,” he said. “Just chalk it up to curiosity and 

a crazy horse,” he told him laughing. 

  

Using their arms to haul themselves up, Scott 

and Johnny pulled themselves out of the water 

and sat on the jutting ledge of the cliff wall, 

their feet and calves dangling in the water. “So 

do you like my little secret getaway?” he 

asked Johnny. 

  

Johnny shook his head, swishing his dark legs 

back and forth in the cool water, “Yeah I do. 



 



This place is somethin’ else,” he said in 

wonder, looking around the room they were 

in. “You ever brought any body else here?” he 

asked, thinking how great it would be to bring 

Emily here one day. 

  

Scott looked down at his knees and then bent 

down to run his hand through the water. He 

knew what Johnny was thinking and was glad 

he could give his brother this place to come to 

whenever he wanted with his girl, “Only you.” 

He looked over at Johnny who sat looking 

down at the dark water below him. From 

where they sat they could both see the light 

that showed the way out from well below the 

waters surface, “It would make a nice place to 

come if a person wanted some privacy,” he 

told him. Hoping that Johnny understood what 

he was inferring. 

  

Johnny sighed, “Yeah that’s what I was kind 

of thinkin’,” he replied to the hint. Johnny 

looked over at Scott and asked, “You think 

Emily would like it if I brought her here 

someday?” 

  

Scott smiled, “What, do you think I plan on 

asking Alison someday?” he said teasingly. 

  

Johnny laughed, “Maybe we ought to make 

sure we tell one another if we plan on doin’ 

somethin’ like that. Might get kind ah 

crowded if we got the same idea on the same 

day.” 

  

Smiling Scott said, “Sounds like a plan.” 

  

“Hey, Scott?” Johnny asked quietly. 

  

“Yeah?” Scott answered. 

  

“I’m thinkin’ of tellin’ Emily how I feel about 

her,” Johnny stated. 

  

Scott looked away and then back at his 

brother, “And how do you feel about her 

Johnny?” he asked, knowing full well but also 

knowing that it wasn’t often that his brother 

came to him and talked to him about 

something so private. Johnny had tried once 

before, long ago when they were still fairly 

new to one another, but at that time, Scott had 

been preoccupied with his own fun and games 

and hadn’t given his little brother the time of 

day, let alone any good older brother advice. 

He hoped their conversation now, made up for 

it just a little. 

  

Johnny crossed his left arm across his chest 

and with his right hand began to scratch, then 

rub his left shoulder almost nervously with his 

hand, “I…” he gulped, “I…” 

  

Scott took pity on him and gave him a little 

help, “Love her?” he asked. 

  

Johnny nodded his wet head, unable to speak 

just thinking about it. 

  

“So what’s the problem?” Scott asked 

clinically. 

  

Johnny took a deep breath and relaxed his 

arms down, putting the palms of his hands flat 

on the ledge, “What if she doesn’t love me? 

What if all this has just been…” 

  

“A game?” Scott asked. 

  

Johnny shrugged and Scott watched him lift 

his right hand to the back of his neck and start 

rubbing at it nervously like he had done to his 

shoulder. “I don’t know if I could take it, if 

she told me she didn’t feel the same way,” 

Johnny said, sounding tormented at the very 

idea. 

  



 

 

“What makes you think for one second that 

she doesn’t feel the same way?” Scott asked 

helping his brother to reason out his feelings. 

  

Johnny shook his head back and forth slowly, 

his eyes closing and opening almost in slow 

motion as Scott looked on, “Because I ain’t 

had much luck in that area in case you haven’t 

noticed,” he said getting more dejected by the 

minute when he thought back on the few times 

he thought he had fallen in love with a 

woman, thinking she would feel the same 

way. Each time though, he had been let down 

and dropped like a hot potato for one reason or 

another and Johnny was scared of it happening 

again if he spoke his feelings too soon. 

  

Scott flicked the water with his foot, “You 

want my advice?” he asked. 

  

“That’s why I’m talkin’ to you ‘bout this ain’t 

it?” Johnny replied half jokingly but in truth 

seriously wanted his brother’s advice on the 

matter. 

  

“Then my advice would be to go for it,” Scott 

told him. “I don’t think this is like anything 

else you’ve ever gone through, Johnny. And 

since your asking, I’ll tell you what all the rest 

of us already know. Emily loves you. It’s as 

plain as the nose on your face. Only you’re the 

one in the middle of it and you can’t tell for 

sure because of all the hurt you’ve had in your 

past.” 

  

Johnny swallowed and Scott thought it looked 

like it hurt the way his face pained up, “You 

sayin’ I’m scared?” Johnny asked him. 

  

“Simply put, the answer is yes,” Scott 

answered truthfully. 

  

Scott waited for Johnny to speak but it was a 

long time coming as he sat waiting patiently. 

“Guess I am just a little.” Johnny said softly. 

He laughed the sound coming out short and 

breathy from his chest. 

  

“It’s like anything else that’s been difficult for 

you Johnny. You have to summon up that 

courage you have hidden inside you and take 

another chance. Only this time I have a feeling 

it’s the right one.” Scott held up his hands as if 

he were giving up, “Of course that’s just my 

opinion, but one that I think I’m right about 

this time. Oh, and let’s not forget the fact that 

I am your older brother and I know 

everything.” He looked at Johnny with a 

laughing smile on his face hoping to brighten 

his brother’s mood. 

  

It did and Johnny was soon laughing with him, 

the sound hearty and light to Scott’s ears. “I 

don’t know about you, but I’m getting cold. 

You ready to swim back?” he asked. 

  

Johnny nodded and the two them slipped into 

the water and swam back through the hole and 

into the bright shining light of day. They 

swam to the large boulder they had been 

standing on when they first arrived and 

climbed on top to dry off in the sunshine. 

“Guess we should be headin’ back soon. It’s 

gonna take us a couple of hours to get home 

by the time we dry off and leave,” Johnny 

remarked as they lay prone on the slab. 

  

Scott watched the clouds drift lazily by and 

said to his brother, “You’re right about that. 

What time do you think it is about now?” he 

asked. 

  

“I’d say around three, accordin’ to where the 

sun is,” Johnny answered opening one eye to 

see where the sun was in the sky above them. 

  

Scott sighed, regretting they had to leave so 

soon. He enjoyed spending the afternoon with 

his brother playing hooky from work, but it 

was time to go home so he said, “I guess that 



 



does it then. I’m pretty well dried off, are 

you?” 

  

Johnny laughed, “Good enough I suppose. 

What ain’t dry now, sure will be by the time 

we get home.” 

  

“Then let's go. The last thing we want to do is 

make Murdoch mad by not getting home in 

time for supper. You know how he hates to 

wait,” Scott reminded him. 

  

Johnny sat up shading his eyes from the sun as 

he turned to his brother, “How you gonna 

explain that?” he said touching his brother’s 

arm with a fingertip. 

  

“What?” Scott asked looking down at his arm 

where Johnny was touching him. When he 

saw the white impression left on his arm when 

Johnny pulled his fingertip off, Scott groaned, 

“I’m going to regret letting you talk me into 

doing this.” 

  

Johnny laughed hard, “I didn’t talk you into 

anything. If I remember correctly, you were 

the one made the suggestion.” 

  

Scott was beet red by the time he got his 

clothes on and they could be heard arguing 

back and forth all the way home about how 

they were going to explain why Scott was 

sunburned from head to toe. 

  

 
 

ohnny sat on the couch next to Emily in her 

new house a week later. She had been waiting 

anxiously the whole day to talk to him and tell 

him the news that she was going to have to 

make a trip to San Francisco to stay with her 

aunt Elizabeth for a short time until the older 

woman was feeling better. She had come 

down with pneumonia and the doctor had 

telegraphed her father saying that someone 

from the family should be present in case she 

didn’t make it through the illness.  

  

Wringing her hands and pacing back and forth 

across the room, Emily nearly jumped out of 

her skin when she heard Johnny ride up. She 

didn’t think her news would be well received 

no matter how gently she told him or many 

times she promised to come back as soon as 

she was able. In the two months she shared 

with him, Emily knew without them ever 

having discussed it, that Johnny had a fear that 

things would change between or that she 

would leave and never come back. Oh it 

wasn’t that he ever said so, but it was there 

and she knew all about it from the way he 

talked about his past, his family or the few 

true friends he’d had and then lost later, 

almost always in a manner that one should 

never have to come to expect as being the 

normal way of things.  

  

So it was with a heavy heart that she would 

broach the subject with him, hopefully finding 

a way to break the news that wouldn’t make 

him feel as if he were losing her too as so 

many from his past. 

  

From the window of her home she watched 

him dismount and tie Barranca’s reins to the 

fencing rail outside walking up to the front 

door with a smile on his face when he saw her 

watching him. Johnny waved and she went to 

the door and opened it. As was his habit with 

her, Johnny threw his arms around her waist 

and lifted her off the floor, giving her a kiss on 

the cheek and then her mouth.  

  

Setting her down Johnny took her hand and 

made his way to where the couch was in the 

main room. He didn’t know anything at all 

about her new plans. In fact he had decided 

just that morning that he was finally going to 



 

 

take his brother’s advice and tell Emily how 

he felt about her for the first time. Johnny had 

waited a week, mulling it over and going over 

every possible way in which he wanted to say 

it. He decided after a long week of careful 

planning, that he would take her to town for 

dinner and tell her afterward, presenting her 

with a small token of his declaration, a gold 

filigree heart pendant with ‘I love you’ 

engraved on the back. 

  

His hands had shaken so bad when he picked 

it up the day before, he thought he was going 

to drop it when Dan Meyers had given it to 

him for his inspection. He carefully looked it 

over and was happy with how the design had 

turned out, blushing red-hot when Dan 

remarked over how charming his wife thought 

it was for him to do something so romantic for 

his girl. 

  

Johnny had him wrap it up and as he sat on the 

couch with Emily by his side, he slipped his 

hand inside his jacket, checking to be sure that 

it was still there inside the breast pocket. 

“Where’s your Pa?” he asked looking around 

the room. 

  

Emily holding his hand replied, “He’s not 

here. He’s still at the shop.” 

  

Johnny hadn’t expected this. Her father was 

always home by the time he came riding up to 

the hotel or the house to see her. It came to 

him that maybe he should tell her now and 

take her out to dinner afterward. At least here 

in Emily’s home it was private and he could 

say all the things he wanted without prying 

eyes watching. Before he had a chance to say 

anything though, Emily interrupted his 

thoughts by saying, “Johnny I need to talk to 

you about something.” 

  

Her tone sounded serious and Johnny’s heart 

began to skip a beat. Finding that courage that 

Scott told him he had, Johnny asked with 

some trepidation, “What about?” 

  

Emily lowered her head pulling her hand away 

from Johnny’s and placed them on her lap 

nervously, “I don’t know any way to say it 

other than to just come right out and tell you.” 

  

Johnny swallowed thinking the worst. From 

deep inside the courage he thought he had and 

knew he had when it came to facing off an 

enemy, crumbled at his feet leaving him raw 

with anxiety and fear. He stood up and walked 

to the empty fireplace across the room, his 

back to her, an instant moment of anger and 

regret igniting, building in his gut for allowing 

his feelings to get carried away so completely 

for her. He thought by the ominous tone of her 

words she was going to tell him she no longer 

wanted his affections and for an instant he was 

sorry he had listened to his brother’s advice.  

  

Emily knew she had made a mess of things by 

the way the shutter fell across Johnny’s eyes. 

When he pulled his hand from hers, standing 

up to walk away from her, she regretted the 

way in which she started the conversation 

immediately. If it hadn’t been for the deep 

sadness at having to leave him, she was sure 

her words would have come out more clearly 

without him getting the wrong impression. 

She stood up and crossed the room to stand 

behind him, touching his shoulder, saying, 

“Johnny?” 

  

Johnny shrugged her hand off not being able 

to stand her touch when he thought she was 

going to tell him she didn’t want to have 

anything to do with him anymore. The 

complete opposite of how he thought things 

were between them. When he felt her lightly 

touch the back of his shoulder again, he said, 

“Please don’t touch me,” nearly choking on 

the words. 

  



 



In a rush Emily said, “I’m not telling you that 

I don’t want to be with you Johnny. It’s my 

aunt in San Francisco. I have to go stay with 

her for a few weeks,” she told him.  

  

Johnny blinked rapidly and then closed his 

eyes for several seconds before turning around 

to face her. His palms felt sweaty and he 

rubbed them on the seat of his pants nervously 

hoping he had heard her right. He stared at 

her, all gold and honey, dressed in a pale pink 

dress with white lace trim. With his heart in 

his eyes, he asked, “You’re not leaving for 

good? Or telling me that we’re over?” he 

asked so softly Emily could barely hear his 

words. 

  

Tears welled in her eyes as she shook her head 

adamantly to his question, her silky hair 

moving softly across her back in soft flowing 

waves. She smiled at him, a wispy laugh 

catching in her throat as she moved toward 

Johnny, arms outstretched for his embrace. 

  

He reached out and grabbed her to him, 

hugging her close with his face buried in the 

hollow of her neck. Emily could feel the 

trembling in his hard lean frame, hugging him 

even tighter to ward off the last remaining 

feelings of doubt he may have had toward her. 

She pulled back from his chest, clasping his 

face between her hands, “How could I leave 

you forever or think of ever telling you we’re 

over when I feel so much love for you in my 

heart Johnny Lancer?” she asked him with all 

the raw emotions she felt for him. “You stole 

my heart the first day we met and I promise 

you now cowboy, I will never want it back.” 

  

Working hard not to let her see how much her 

words affected him, Johnny reached into his 

pocket and pulled out the tiny wrapped box 

that contained the gift he had for her. He 

thought now was the best time to tell her what 

he’d hoped to tell her when he first got there. 

Emily’s breath caught in her throat when he 

handed it to her. When she got it unwrapped, 

Johnny helped her open it with trembling 

fingers and took out the gold filigree pendant 

from its resting place. He placed it reverently 

in the palm of her hand. “I had this made for 

you,” he told her shakily, his eyebrows 

moving up as he tried to keep himself from 

getting over emotional. He turned the pendant 

over in her hand and said, “It’s engraved.” 

  

Emily held it up and read the words inscribed 

on the back. She whispered the words between 

them, “I love you.” Before the last word was 

uttered a single tear spilled over her lashes and 

rolled down her cheek. She looked up and all 

the love she felt for this man was shining 

brighter than any beacon in the depths of her 

eyes. 

  

Johnny pulled her to him and she wrapped her 

arms around his neck. Holding her tight, he 

swayed her back and forth, whispering hotly 

into her ear, “I love you.” 

  

“I love you, too,” she said returning the 

endearment, holding him for dear life and not 

wanting to ever let go. “It’s so beautiful.” 

  

Several shaky minutes later, Johnny pulled 

away and took the pendant from Emily’s 

hand, pinning it on her dress. Stepping closer 

when he was done, he lowered his head to 

hers placing his hands on each side of her 

face, kissing the top of her head, her brow and 

lower until he got to her lips. Those he kissed 

hungrily, savoring the delicate softness of 

them and the salty taste from her tears that 

mingled with her natural sweetness. 

  

They pulled apart and Johnny said heavily, 

“Let's go outside. I need to cool off some.” 

  

Emily could only nod and follow him out 

without a word, for she too, felt the need for 



 

 

some fresh air. The night was fast approaching 

and with it came a slight breeze that did 

wonders to cool their all-consuming ardor that 

left them both feeling weak in the knees. 

Holding her hand, Johnny led her out onto the 

front porch, sitting down on the first step with 

a gentle tug. 

  

Emily sat next to him and Johnny took her 

hand holding it lovingly on his lap, their 

fingers intertwined. Sighing heavily he asked 

her, “Why do you have to go to San 

Francisco?” 

  

Emily pushed her hair back behind her ear and 

turned her head to his. “It’s my aunt Elizabeth. 

She has pneumonia and the doctor isn’t sure if 

she is going to make it or not,” she told him. 

“My father is sending me to stay with her for a 

few weeks because the doctor wired him and 

said she might do better if there was family 

there to care for her.” 

  

“Then why doesn’t your father go?” he asked 

a bit stubbornly, feeling almost selfish for 

suggesting it. 

  

Emily smiled, “I wish he could. But he can’t 

right now. Not after he’s just opened the new 

shop. He doesn’t have anyone to run it for 

him.” 

  

Johnny already knew this, but he was grasping 

at straws to keep her from going. That old 

persistent fear of his rode him night and day, 

that if he let her go for any length of time she 

wouldn’t come back to him. He knew this was 

stupid thinking on his part, but his fears were 

justified in his mind when he thought back on 

his mother and all the friends he had lost in his 

short lifetime.  

  

Pushing those thoughts away he told her more 

calmly than he felt, “I know.” 

  

“Daddy says I should only be gone a few 

weeks,” she said trying to placate him. 

  

Johnny squeezed her hand, “That doesn’t 

help,” he said smiling sadly at her. 

  

Emily’s frowned, “I know. It didn’t help when 

Daddy said it to me.” 

  

Johnny’s brow furrowed, “When does he want 

you to leave?” he asked suddenly realizing the 

she must be leaving soon if the situation with 

her aunt was bad enough that she had to go in 

the first place. 

  

Emily pulled her hand from his and covered 

her face to hide her tears, “Tomorrow!” she 

cried, tormented by the sudden timing of her 

father’s decision. 

  

“Tomorrow!” Johnny shouted standing up and 

stomping down the steps. “That can’t be!” 

  

Emily threw her hands in her lap, the tears she 

had been hiding, pouring uncontrollably down 

her cheeks, “It is. Daddy already bought the 

ticket for the stage and I’m supposed to leave 

at noon,” she cried and then buried her head in 

crook of her folded arms on her pulled up 

knees. 

  

Johnny ran back up the steps and pulled her 

into an embrace, brushing the back of her hair 

as he held her to his beating heart. “Shhhh. 

Don’t cry, querida. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. 

I’m not making any of this easier on you. 

Shhhh, baby. Don’t cry.” He rocked her in his 

arms until her tears subsided, “It’s ok.” 

  

Emily pulled away and looked up at him, “I 

don’t want to go,” she said drearily. 

  

Johnny leaned over and kissed her forehead, 

massaging her side of her neck with his 



 



thumbs, “I don’t want you to go either. But I 

don’t see any other way. Do you?” 

  

Emily shook her head, “No. I tried to think of 

something else. But I couldn’t. She doesn’t 

have any other family but Daddy and me,” she 

told him. 

  

Johnny realized with a broken heart there were 

no other options. The best he could do for now 

was be supportive of the decision her father 

had made and help Emily come to grips with it 

for her sake. The last thing he wanted was for 

her to leave feeling the same kinds of fears 

that haunted him. “Then you have to go. You 

can’t let your aunt down at a time like this. 

She needs you,” he said, hoping he sounded 

supportive and ignoring that niggling voice 

that told him if she left, she would never come 

back. 

  

Johnny pulled a handkerchief from his pocket 

and dried her eyes, then gave it to her to blow 

her nose. “It’ll be alright. You’ll see,” he told 

her with more confidence than he felt. 

  

Johnny stayed until late that night. Frank 

Thompson had come home and they all sat at 

the dining room table talking about his older 

sister Elizabeth and the trip that Emily would 

be making on the morrow. Emily’s father 

made the decision to travel to San Francisco 

with his daughter. The more he thought about 

it the more he didn’t like the idea of having 

her travel such a great distance all alone. He 

would take the stage back to Green River the 

next day after making sure that Emily suitably 

settled in Elizabeth’s home. It also gave him 

the opportunity to see his sister for himself 

and make a few arrangements for her care 

once Emily was no longer needed to be at her 

side. 

  

In some respects this made Johnny feel better 

about Emily leaving. He hadn’t liked the idea 

of her traveling alone either, so it was a relief 

to hear that her father would be escorting her 

there. By eleven o’clock he took his leave, 

saying goodnight to Emily on the front porch 

and kissing her fervently before they parted 

company, telling her he would be at the stage 

to see her off before she left. 

  

 
 

“ive minutes, folks!” the driver called as he 

loaded up the last of the bags and boxes that 

filled the top of the stagecoach. 

  

Johnny stood with Emily and her father next 

to the open door of the stage. Shaking hands 

with Frank he held the door as the older man 

stepped inside and got settled on the seat, 

leaving his daughter to say goodbye to Johnny 

in private. 

  

Johnny pulled her to the corner of the stage 

depot and there they stood one in front of the 

other. There were no tears of sadness or words 

between them. He put his hands on her 

shoulders, pulling her close to him and putting 

his chin on the top of her head. 

  

“Three minutes,” the driver shouted. 

  

The minutes seemed to be speeding by 

rapidly. Johnny and Emily felt the rush of 

overwhelming misery that they would soon be 

parted. Pulling away from her, Johnny 

drowned in the deep glossy pools of her eyes 

that were swimming with unshed tears. 

  

Johnny wanted to speak but found that he 

couldn’t past the tightness in his throat. He 

watched as Emily reached into her pocket and 

pulled out a folded slip of paper, his name 

elegantly written on the outside. “Read 

this…later,” she told him, doing her best not 



 

 

to fling herself into his arms and cry her heart 

out. 

  

Johnny took the letter from her, undid one 

button of his shirt and slipped it inside. 

  

Emily watched his lean fingers button his shirt 

back up wanting so badly for those fingers to 

touch her face just one more time before she 

left. Her wish came true when he traced one 

long finger down her face and then pulled her 

to him, resting his cheek next to hers.  

  

Turning his face to her ear he whispered, 

“Make sure you come back to me.” 

  

Emily turned and kissed him, “I’ll come back. 

Just make sure you’re here when I do.” 

  

“It’s now or never Johnny!” Karl yelled from 

the top of his driver’s seat. 

  

Johnny led Emily back to the stage and 

opened the door. Taking her hand he helped 

her inside, his hands firm on her waist as she 

got inside. Emily sat by the window and 

leaned her head out, her hands clasped tightly 

to the frame. 

  

Johnny tipped his head up to her mouth and 

kissed her one last time saying with all his 

heart, “¡Te amo!” 

  

Karl slapped the reins and the stage jerked and 

pulled away, leaving Johnny’s words trailing 

in the air as he watched the stagecoach pull 

away, taking Emily with it. 

  

Johnny watched the stage until he could no 

longer see anything other than the trail of dust 

it left behind. Visions of her lovely face 

poking out from the window the last thing he 

would remember when he thought of their last 

day together. 

  

A voice in his head nagged at him, teasing and 

taunting him mercilessly after she was gone, 

‘She won’t be coming back. She’s left you just 

like all the others…just like your mother…’ 

  

Johnny closed his eyes to the tormenting 

words that echoed viciously in his head. When 

ho opened them again, the trail of dust was 

gone. No sign or reminder that the stage had 

ever been there or that his Emily was gone. 

  

Slapping the post of the depot, Johnny turned 

around making his way to the saloon. Pushing 

through the batwing doors, he walked in 

strolling up to the bar without a glance to see 

who might be inside first as was his usual 

habit.  

  

“Hey there Johnny, what’ll you have,” Larry 

asked him as he rubbed a clean cloth across 

the counter. 

  

Johnny leaned his elbows on the counter, 

propping his booted foot on the rail that lined 

the bar, “Tequila,” he said, tapping his fingers 

on the glossy surface. 

  

Larry threw his towel across his shoulder and 

put a glass on the counter. Before he could 

take his hand off, Johnny covered it with his. 

“A bottle,” he told him. 

  

Larry’s sooty brows rose in surprise and he 

nodded his head at Johnny, “You want the 

whole bottle?” 

  

Sighing Johnny said, “The whole bottle.” 

  

Larry pulled his hand out from underneath 

Johnny’s and grabbed a bottle from 

underneath his display of liquors. He banged it 

down on the counter in front of Johnny and 

said with a understanding look on his face, 

“Seems to me like you’re gonna want the 

good stuff, amigo.” 



 



 Johnny stared at the bottle, wondering briefly 

if he should even take it, but the hateful voice 

in his head kept taunting him with cruel 

predictive words, ‘She’s not coming back, 

she’s not coming back,’ over and over again, 

made him decide otherwise. 

  

Looking up, Johnny saw his reflection in the 

mirror behind the bar. The man he saw there 

wasn’t the same man he remembered seeing 

just the other day when he had come to town 

with his Scott for a beer late one evening. The 

image he saw today was pure Johnny Madrid. 

The professional persona he sometimes hated 

because of the painful reminders of how he 

had come to exist in the first place; an 

alternate personality that kept him from 

feeling or caring about anything or anyone. A 

personality who drove away the pain of a man 

who had lost everything and everyone he had 

ever loved or cared about and in return gave 

him a reputation he’d rather not have. 

  

Wrapping his hand around the neck of the 

bottle, Johnny reached into his pocket and 

pulled out several coins, tossing them on the 

counter. He swept the bottle into his hand 

saying, “You might be right, Larry.” 

  

The bartender watched Johnny walk away; 

shaking his head at the young man he knew 

was Murdoch Lancer’s son. It wasn’t the first 

time he had seen that look on a man’s face 

before. He snickered to himself and began 

cleaning the glasses behind the bar, 'Hope 

your Pa and brother can pick up the pieces by 

the time you get done with that bottle,' he 

thought knowing that Johnny was probably 

going to spend the rest of the night on one hell 

of a drinking binge. 

  

 
 

arry had been right. Johnny took his bottle 

and rode up to his favorite thinking spot, high 

on a hill that overlooked the ranch he now 

called home. Dropping Barranca’s reins to the 

ground, he spent the rest of the day and part of 

the evening sitting with his back against an 

old oak tree, drinking and trying desperately 

to stave off the fear that Emily might never 

return. 

  

He knew he couldn’t stay out the whole night. 

His family would worry and Johnny thought 

they had enough on their plate without going 

out in the middle of the night to look for him. 

So when he had finished the tequila, down to 

the last drop and the stars were twinkling high 

above him, Johnny got to his feet unsteadily 

and mounted his horse. Pulling on Barranca’s 

reins he turned him toward the hacienda, his 

home and the bed that awaited him, if he got 

there in one piece. 

  

He hoped his family was in bed for the night. 

He supposed though that Murdoch or even 

Scott might be still waiting up for him. But he 

hoped they weren’t. He didn’t feel like talking 

to anyone just yet, let alone a worrisome 

brother or a concerned father with the state he 

was in.  

  

It wasn’t often that Johnny drank so heavily. 

In fact he didn’t like to at all. Drinking hard 

did nothing other than dull his senses and slow 

him down. A fact that Johnny was all too 

aware was a dangerous thing for anyone and 

most especially for himself. 

  

Riding up to the barn, Johnny dismounted and 

would have fallen on his backside if he had 

not kept hold of the pommel on his saddle. He 

tested his ability to stand on his own by letting 

go slowly and standing by Barranca’s side 

while he got his brain to working straight and 

his balance under control. 



 

 

 Taking the horse’s reins in his hand, he 

staggered noisily into the barn and after much 

tussling and grabbing hold of the wooden 

walls of the stall, Johnny managed to get 

Barranca unsaddled and bedded down for the 

night. He knew his tack wasn’t put away 

properly but there was no helping it for the 

time being. By now he was totally intoxicated 

and doing his best not to fall over flat on his 

face. 

  

Moving cautiously, Johnny’s head swam as he 

made his way to the front door and opened it. 

The door swung backward with his hand still 

holding the catch firmly in his grasp, dragging 

him forward with its heavy strength. He fell to 

his knees and pulled himself up when the door 

finally banged up against the wall behind it. 

When he was finally standing, albeit unsteady 

but upright, he shut the door, pushing none to 

gently with one hand, hoping the click and 

thump it made wasn’t as loud as it sounded to 

his ears and began to work at getting his jacket 

off. 

  

He pulled one arm out and reached around to 

pull the other sleeve off turning in a circle as 

he worked to keep from falling down again. 

When he eventually got it off, he dropped it to 

the floor and looked down at the gun belt that 

hugged his slim waist. His eyes closed and he 

could feel himself stumble backward off 

balance until his back was up against the wall. 

  

‘That’s better,’ he thought, grateful to have 

the wall holding him up. He fumbled with the 

buckle, his fingers working almost recklessly 

to get it unfastened, getting more and more 

frustrated by the second when he couldn’t get 

it unhooked. 

  

He blinked hard trying to clear his head and 

settle his mind, but no matter how hard he 

tried the darn thing wouldn’t come undone, he 

was just about to give it another go when he 

saw another set of fingers that weren’t his 

own, deftly pull back on the leather and 

release the metal clasp that kept his gun belt 

together. 

  

He looked up to find his father staring back at 

him. “Hey, Pa,” he said his words slurring 

together, his tone surprised at who it was that 

was helping him. Black inky lashes closed 

over flushed cheeks and with a drunken sigh 

Johnny said, “Thanks for helpin’ me.” Johnny 

started to slide sideways against the wall, his 

hat coming off in the process and falling to the 

floor.  Murdoch grasped his son’s shoulders 

and kept him upright between two strong 

hands. 

  

Murdoch smiled indulgently at his son, “Hey 

yourself. You all right?” he asked. 

  

Johnny nodded his head, regretting it 

immediately when it made his stomach roll, 

“Yeah…I think so.” He swallowed, looked 

down at the floor then closed his eyes, 

clasping at his stomach when he felt it start to 

lurch. He could feel himself sliding sideways 

again and then his father’s strong hands 

pulling him back to an upright position. 

  

Murdoch grasped his son under one arm and 

started leading him to the great room. They 

hadn’t gone more than a few steps when 

Johnny stopped short, opening and closing his 

eyes when the room began to swim in front of 

his face, “I need to sit down,” he croaked. 

  

“Why don’t we get you to the couch first,” 

Murdoch said calmly. He wasn’t used to this 

sort of thing in either of his sons. In fact 

Murdoch couldn’t remember a time since they 

arrived that either one of them had come home 

as drunk as Johnny appeared to be. He wished 

now that he had told Scott to wait up with him 

just in case he was needed. It was too late now 



 



though, and he would just have to do the best 

he could by himself. 

  

Johnny shook his head and this aggravated the 

rolling in his stomach further. “I don’t feel 

good,” he told his father sickly, holding his 

hand to his stomach. 

  

Murdoch grabbed one of the dining room 

chairs and pushed Johnny onto it, “Sit here for 

a minute, I’ll be right back,” he told him, 

heading for the kitchen to find a receptacle 

and some clean cloths for Johnny in case he 

needed to throw up. He didn’t need to worry 

about it though, because by the time he got 

back, Johnny had gotten up and ran out the 

front door, leaving it wide open in his haste to 

get out. Murdoch found him off in the yard by 

one of the larger trees that shaded the house, 

throwing up the contents of his upset stomach.  

  

Going to Johnny’s side, he waited until his son 

was done. It took several minutes before 

Johnny finally stood up straight grasping the 

trunk of the tree to keep him somewhat steady 

on his feet. 

  

“Feel better?” Murdoch asked handing him a 

clean wet cloth to wipe the sweat off his face. 

  

Johnny took the offered cloth and wiped at his 

face, using the tree as a brace to keep him 

from falling, “A little,” was all he could 

manage to say. 

  

“Think you can make it inside now, if I help 

you?” his father asked. 

  

Johnny took a deep breath and said shakily, 

“Yeah.” 

  

Murdoch took Johnny’s arm guiding him back 

inside the house one faltering step at a time. It 

was slow going but this time they managed to 

get all the way to the couch without incident. 

Making sure his son was settled Murdoch 

poured Johnny a glass of cool water from a 

pitcher and handed to him. 

  

Johnny took the drink gratefully and sipped at 

the water, hoping it didn’t make him throw up 

again. He didn’t think his stomach could take 

another bout of heaves like the one he’d just 

gone through outside. 

  

“You feeling a little better?” he heard his 

father ask. 

  

Johnny swallowed a bigger drink of water this 

time and said, “I think so. I just wish the room 

would stop spinning round and round.” 

  

Murdoch laughed under his breath, “From my 

vantage point the room is perfectly still.” He 

sat down next to Johnny, “I think you had a 

little too much to drink, don’t you?” he asked. 

  

Johnny sighed, closing his eyes, “Murdoch 

don’t start on me.” He shook his head 

forlornly. “I can’t take it right now.”  

  

Murdoch shook his graying head. “I’m not 

starting anything with you son. I’m just 

concerned and wondering if you’re going to 

be all right.” 

  

Johnny was about to give him a smart retort 

then thought better of it. His father was just 

concerned and he had every right to be. 

Especially when one of his sons comes home 

so drunk they can hardly stand on their own 

two feet. 

  

Johnny propped his elbows on his knees and 

held his head in the palms of his hands, “I’m 

sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.” 

  

Murdoch reached over and rubbed his hand 

along Johnny’s back. “Was Emily’s leaving 



 

 

that hard on you son?” he asked taking a 

chance that Johnny might talk to him for once. 

  

It seemed ages before he got a reply and when 

he did, Murdoch’s heart went out to his young 

son. He watched Johnny close his eyes again 

and nod his head; his long tapered fingers 

massaging his temples, “I hated it.” was his 

honest, soft-spoken reply. “I don’t know how 

you ever got over…what happened to Scott’s 

mother, let alone what . . . my mama did to 

you.” 

  

Murdoch’s hand stopped moving on his son’s 

back, the loneliness and grief of those times 

coming back to haunt him with Johnny’s 

words. He understood the personal hell that 

his son was feeling and it gave him a wealth 

of sympathy that overwhelmed him. “It wasn’t 

easy, son. It never is. But you have to 

remember that Emily isn’t like either one of 

them. She’s healthy and she loves you. She’ll 

be back and this . . . well . . .  this will all have 

been nothing more than a test of your faith in 

her.” 

  

Johnny lifted his head, his eyes gleaming and 

wet. “You sound so sure.” 

  

“That’s because I am.” Murdoch moved his 

hand up and down Johnny’s back in an 

attempt to reassure and comfort his son. “I’m 

your father and even though things didn’t go 

the way I had hoped for myself, I think I’m 

qualified after what I have been through, to be 

a pretty good judge of character by now. At 

least I think I am,” Murdoch stated solemnly, 

his hand rubbing slower, feeling the tension in 

Johnny’s back loosen with his parental efforts 

to make sense of things. 

  

The closeness and the touching wasn’t 

something Johnny was accustomed to his 

father doing.  It felt good though. It felt the 

way he always imagined it would be to have a 

father to lean on when he felt troubled or 

unsure of himself.  Murdoch’s calm assurance 

that he was right was another thing that 

Johnny needed to hear and hold on to. 

  

Sitting up he asked his father, “Is that why . . . 

you never got married again?” 

  

Murdoch’s hand stopped moving as he 

pondered Johnny’s question, “In some 

respects, yes. But that’s not the only reason.” 

  

Johnny sat back and Murdoch lifted his arm 

until he was able to drape it around Johnny’s 

shoulders. “Are you scared?” he asked, 

keeping his eyes looking straight ahead, 

waiting for the answer. 

  

“Of falling in love again?” Murdoch wanted to 

know. 

  

Johnny shook his head and then turned to look 

at his father, wanting to see as well as hear the 

answer. It was important to him because it was 

how he felt about Emily and why it had taken 

him so long to tell her how he felt about her in 

the first place. It was also the reason he 

dreaded having her leave. He was scared she 

wouldn’t come back to him even after she told 

him that she loved him.  

  

Murdoch sighed, pulling his son closer to his 

side, “We’re all scared son, every last one of 

us. Love is a wonderful thing. It can make us 

or break us, but the good thing about it is the 

way we feel when we’re in love. And 

truthfully…if I had it to do all over again…I 

would.” 

  

Johnny had doubts about what Murdoch just 

said. In his mind he couldn’t understand how 

after all the heartache and sorrow his mother 

had put his father through he could ever say 

such a thing. In his mind Maria’s deception 

and disloyalty toward Murdoch made him 



 



wonder if she ever loved him, or if the product 

of that so-called love had just been a pawn 

with which she used him to mentally torture 

his father over the years. 

  

Seeing the doubt on Johnny’s face, Murdoch 

put his right hand on Johnny’s stomach, 

leaning closer to his face, “It’s the truth son. 

No matter what you are thinking.” 

  

Johnny looked at him, their faces so near to 

one another and looked back, casting his eyes 

down to the hand that rested on his belly. It 

was then that he remembered the letter that 

Emily had given him tucked inside his shirt. 

“She wrote me a letter.” 

  

Murdoch sat back and twisted around so that 

he was facing Johnny’s side, “Have you read 

it?” 

  

Shaking his head, Johnny said, “No.” 

  

“Is that what I felt inside your shirt?” 

Murdoch asked. 

  

“Yes,” Johnny replied. 

  

Murdoch got up and went to the lamp that sat 

on a nearby table, turning up the wick, “Why 

don’t you read it now, son?” 

  

Johnny rubbed his face up and down with his 

hands, his fingers mussing the bangs that hung 

across his forehead. He fumbled with the 

buttons of his shirt finding it rough to get them 

undone when his fingers trembled from drink 

and fear of finding out what she had to say to 

him. 

  

Murdoch was quick to help, squatting down in 

front of him and pushing away at his hands. 

He slipped the buttons through the holes, 

reaching inside when he was done and took 

the letter out, fastening them back up when he 

was finished. He handed the letter to Johnny 

and said, “Can you make it up to your room if 

I leave you alone?” 

  

Holding the letter between his hands, Johnny 

quickly looked up, swallowing hard before 

saying, “I don’t want to be alone. Will you 

stay . . . just a little longer?” 

  

Hearing the desperate plea in his son’s voice, 

Murdoch nodded and sat next to him on the 

couch for support. 

  

Johnny looked over at Murdoch, his chest 

beginning to heave with nervous anticipation. 

He opened the letter and began to read: 

  

Dear Johnny, 

My heart aches as I write this letter to you. I 

haven’t left yet and already I miss you more 

than words can say. I know what your fears 

are and I share them with you my darling. 

Please know that my every waking moment 

will be spent thinking of you, loving you and 

counting the days until I can come home to 

you. You are my heart, my soul and my every 

dream come true. I love you. Forever yours, 

Emily. 

  

Johnny lost the battle to keep himself under 

control. The alcohol in his system further 

aided his inability to stop his flow tears. With 

head bent over the note, great droplets fell 

from his eyes and onto the letter, causing the 

ink to spread in places before he had a chance 

to stop it. 

  

Murdoch took the letter from his hands and 

laid it on the couch next to him. He watched 

Johnny wipe away his tears with the palms of 

his hands, wondering if his son was happy or 

sad at what he read. The temptation to read the 

letter was great, but he ignored the feeling, his 

paternal need to comfort his son overriding 

any curiosity he had at the moment. 



 

 

 Johnny got up gingerly, weaving as he stood 

there with an anxious father getting up to 

stand next to him, a strong hand on Johnny’s 

arm for support. Johnny turned unsteadily and 

picked the letter up, folding it and stuffing it 

in the band of his pants. 

  

Unable to stand the suspense any longer, 

Murdoch asked him cautiously, “Is everything 

alright?” 

  

Johnny swiped at his eyes again nodding his 

head in affirmation as he stood in front of his 

towering father. Impulsively he wrapped his 

arms around Murdoch’s waist, laying his 

cheek against his father’s hard chest, 

squeezing his eyes shut tight when the tears 

threatened to fall again. He felt Murdoch’s 

strong arms encircle him, the feeling more 

than he could bear with his emotions all tied 

up in knots. He cried. The sound coming from 

him in an emotional outburst that was 

wretched to Murdoch’s ears. 

  

Words of anger, hurt and sorrow spilled from 

his lips like an overflowing dam of 

destruction. Bitter words of hatred that 

Murdoch suspected all along for what 

Johnny’s mother had done, came crashing 

down upon his head. There were painful, 

clipped memories of corporal punishment that 

tarnished the loving memory of his little boy 

and fueled his growing rage with each and 

every word.  

  

Johnny didn’t stop there, he cried of being 

hungry and scared, sick and lonely with no 

one to turn to and no one who cared. He cried 

for all that he missed in life, his sobs wracking 

his body uncontrollably as he remembered his 

past and told Murdoch about the death of his 

mother, and the fear that took control that 

same night when he killed the man who had 

slain her, taking the only person from him, he 

had ever loved. 

With great hiccoughing sobs he spoke of 

Madrid and how he hated the life he had been 

forced to accept in the name of survival, 

tearing Murdoch’s heart to shreds as he held 

Johnny close, his rough cheek buried in the 

dark hair on his son’s head. 

  

He didn’t have the whole story about 

anything, just bits of broken pieces he would 

have to put together another time. But what 

his son did say was enough to never want to 

let Johnny go again. He cried for him, wishing 

he could take away all the pain that Johnny 

had ever suffered in his short life. 

  

When his cries died down, Johnny was left 

feeling weak and tired, hardly able to stand on 

his own two feet. Murdoch sensed that the last 

of his reserves were at last gone, so made him 

sit on the couch and then lie down, stuffing a 

small pillow under his head when his son 

obeyed without question. 

  

Walking over to a chest that sat up against the 

wall, he opened it and pulled out two blankets, 

returning to Johnny’s side with them. He put 

them down, seeing that his son was already 

fast asleep from drunken exhaustion and 

pulled off his boots. Murdoch covered him up, 

brushing back the thick hair over his forehead 

with gentle fingers that trembled, 

remembering another time just like this one, 

long, long ago when his son had only been a 

young toddler. Only now his son was no 

longer a toddler, but a man full grown and his 

heart wept for all the other long ago times they 

could have had. 

  

Murdoch hadn’t been lying when he told his 

son, he would do it all again. But not for the 

reason his son thought it was. It had more to 

do with the fact that God had given Johnny to 

him by having Maria come into his life. And 

for that, Murdoch would do it all over again, if 

it meant having Johnny as his son. 



 



With his large hand resting on Johnny’s inky 

black hair, he whispered down to him, “I love 

you Johnny.” Words that for some reason 

were hard to say in the bright light of day, but 

ones he promised to tell his son the first 

chance he could find. 

  

Murdoch wasn’t sure just how much Johnny 

would remember about tonight. He hoped for 

both their sakes that if Johnny remembered 

everything that things wouldn’t change 

between them. Johnny needed him, whether 

he admitted it clear-headed and sober to him 

or not. And he needed him. Without Scott and 

Johnny, Murdoch acknowledged to himself 

that he was only half a man with half a soul, 

his two sons making up the other half that had 

been empty and bleak for way too long. 

  

 
 

he next morning Johnny woke up groggily 

to the bright morning sun that shined through 

the window and French doors of the great 

room. For a moment he wondered briefly why 

he was sleeping on the couch and then it all 

came rushing back to him in a flood of 

embarrassing hazy memories.  

  

Mortified over his actions and his behavior, 

Johnny rubbed his face with the palms of his 

hands. His father probably thought he was 

crazy after last night and Johnny couldn’t 

blame him. His stomach churned when he 

thought of how he had cried in Murdoch’s 

arms and thought about going outside and 

finding a big hole he could crawl in for the 

rest of his life. But then he thought of Emily 

and the letter he had read and knew that he 

would just have to suck it up and take 

whatever Murdoch had to dish out at him for 

being such a crybaby.  

  

His stomach rolled again at the memories and 

his courage to face his father was fast losing 

ground the more he sat there. ‘Why did I have 

to lose control like that!’ his mind screamed. 

‘Why couldn’t I just be a man and not let all 

this crap get to me like it did?’ he questioned 

himself hotly. 

  

He pounded his fist on the couch cushion and 

regretted it instantly. His head hurt like the 

dickens and all day he would pay for his 

foolishness. That thought only added to his ire 

and made him want to crawl in that imaginary 

hole all the more. Throwing back the covers 

he got up a little too quickly and nearly fell 

back down when his head began to throb 

unmercifully.  

  

He could hear voices coming from the kitchen 

and the agonizing smell of breakfast cooking 

on the stove. Not wanting to face anyone so 

soon, especially his father, Johnny went 

outside and around the house until he found 

the stairs that led up to the upper level. He 

climbed them wearily, opening the door near 

Scott’s end of the hallway and made his way 

to his room down the other end. 

  

He wished he hadn’t fallen apart the way he 

did last night, but in some small way he was 

glad that he had said some of the things he 

did. He couldn’t remember everything he said 

and even though he was thoroughly 

embarrassed for the way it had all happened, 

the weight on his shoulders seemed lighter for 

having done so. 

  

Opening the door to his room, he was grateful 

the drapes were still closed, shutting off the 

sunlight, giving him a chance to recover 

slowly as he splashed his face with the cold 

water from his washstand, cleaned his teeth 

and shaved. 

  



 

 

By the time he was dressed in clean clothes he 

felt much better and ready to face the world 

again. The only thing missing were his boots, 

which he figured were still downstairs. He hid 

his letter from Emily under the clean clothes 

in his drawer, saving it to read again later. 

Johnny figured he would most likely read it 

every day until the day she came back.  

  

Walking across the room, Johnny pulled back 

the long curtains and opened his window. The 

cool crisp morning air did wonders for him 

and helped him gather the courage he needed 

to go downstairs and face his family. He 

wondered briefly if Murdoch told them what 

had happened last night. He hoped not. It was 

bad enough that he felt the need to apologize 

to his father without having to suffer the looks 

he might get from Scott and Teresa. 

  

With his courage bolstered by the morning air, 

Johnny left his room, resolving on the way 

down never to let himself get so drunk ever 

again. It only left him feeling like a fool. 

 

He padded down the stairs, easing past the 

kitchen without anyone the wiser for having 

not seen him, and found his boots on the floor 

beside the couch. He was just getting the first 

one on when Murdoch came into the room. 

  

Johnny let his booted foot drop to the floor, 

his face blushing furiously when his father 

stopped and saw him sitting on the couch, one 

boot on and one boot off. He dropped his head 

not knowing what to say or what to do.  

  

Murdoch smiled and said, “Good morning, 

son. You look a lot better today.” 

  

Johnny raised his eyes to his father. He saw no 

condemnation on his face of any other trace of 

disappointment that he had expected to see. 

“Uh . . . Thanks. I feel better,” he said quietly. 

  

Murdoch shook his head and walked past him 

to his desk, sitting down behind it in the large 

leather rocker he pulled closer in order to get 

at all his paperwork, “Breakfast is ready. 

There’s coffee too.” Murdoch shuffled his 

papers and opened a ledger. “When you and 

Scott get done, come in here and we’ll go over 

the jobs we need to do today.” 

  

Johnny pulled on his other boot, “Yes sir,” he 

said, wondering why Murdoch didn’t say 

anything to him about the way he came home 

drunk and acted last night. 

  

He stood up and walked over to the corner of 

Murdoch’s desk. He picked up one of his 

paperweights and moved it from hand to hand 

as he waited for his father to look up from his 

work. 

  

Murdoch could see from his peripheral that 

Johnny was nervous and waiting for him to 

look up. He decided before going to bed that 

the best thing he could do about last night was 

to act as if what happened was normal and not 

make a big deal out of it. His intentions were 

to have that talk with Johnny eventually about 

how much he loved him and was glad that he 

was home, but he knew that Johnny’s first 

issue would be the breakdown that occurred in 

his arms the previous evening and whether or 

not he told anyone. He hadn’t and he 

wouldn’t. It was between them and that was 

where it was going to stay unless Johnny 

decided to tell someone himself. 

  

Looking up Murdoch asked gently, “What is 

it, son?” 

  

Johnny stared down at the object in his hand 

and then set it down carefully on Murdoch’s 

desk, “I just wanted to apologize for last night. 

I’m sorry for putting you through all that. I . . .  

I . . . he sighed, “I didn’t mean to,” he 



 



finished, feeling like his apology was lame 

compared to what happened.  

  

Murdoch rolled his chair back and got up to 

stand next to his son. “Don’t apologize, 

Johnny. I’m glad I could be there for you.” He 

walked up to Johnny and pulled him to his 

chest, feeling the stiffness relax almost 

instantly just before he let him go. “It’s just 

between you and me. Now go have some 

breakfast and get yourself a cup of coffee. I’m 

sure you could use one this morning,” he told 

him briskly, walking back to his chair.  

  

Johnny smiled, thinking this had been easier 

than he thought it would be. He turned and 

started to walk away, stopping with his back 

to his father when he heard him say, “Next 

time, just have a few drinks, instead of the 

whole bottle. It isn’t good for you.” 

  

Murdoch had been guessing at the amount of 

liquor that Johnny had consumed, but like 

anyone else that had parents, Johnny was 

surprised when his father seemed to know all 

without having been there. He laughed under 

his breath, “Yes sir,” he said and walked away 

feeling better, regardless of the reasons why. 

  

 
 

A week later Murdoch had his private talk 

with Johnny. It went well and Murdoch was 

relieved to have it done and over with. His son 

had been receptive to everything he wanted to 

talk about, though they didn’t venture much 

into Johnny’s privately guarded past the way 

they had done somewhat the night he had 

come home drunk. But it was a start and 

Johnny seemed more than interested in 

learning about his Scottish side of the family, 

a topic that both men felt safe in discussing.  

  

That evening they talked some more, but this 

time Scott was also present and he asked 

several questions of his own. Afterward they 

settled in for the night, relaxing in the great 

room, while Scott read the next chapter of his 

book, his family hanging on to his every word. 

  

Days later Scott and Johnny were riding home 

near suppertime. The repairs that needed to be 

done on a fence line abandoned like the time 

before, for a day spent at Scott’s secret oasis. 

  

“Swimmin’ sure makes a man hungry,” 

Johnny said when they rode under the arch, 

glad to be getting home in time to eat. His 

stomach rumbled from lack of food and Scott 

laughed at him. 

  

“You’re always hungry little brother, whether 

you’re swimming or not,” Scott told him 

grinning. 

  

Johnny snorted, “Like you ain’t hungry too,” 

he retorted laughing. 

  

“Now I didn’t say I wasn’t hungry, but you 

have to admit you eat a lot more than I do,” 

Scott replied. 

  

Riding up to the barn they reined in their 

horses and Johnny said, “I do eat a lot, but 

that’s because I work harder than you,” he 

said jokingly to his brother. 

  

Scott dismounted, raising his eyebrows over 

the seat of his horse at Johnny, “Says who?” 

  

“Says me,” Johnny said laughing at the look 

on his brother’s face. He dismounted also and 

led Barranca into the barn, Scott close on his 

heels with Sheridan in tow. 

  

“I beg to differ, then,” Scott exclaimed while 

they unsaddled their horses. “I work much 



 

 

harder than you and everyone on this ranch 

knows it.” 

  

“You call workin’ on the books hard work?” 

Johnny asked throwing his saddle and tack on 

a rail. He began rubbing his horse down. 

  

“I call everything I do around here, hard work 

little brother and anytime you want to take 

over the books, you just let me know,” Scott 

teased taking care of his own horse’s needs. 

  

When they were done, the two brothers 

grabbed each other around the necks and 

walked to the door of the barn. They were just 

about to start toward the house when Johnny 

stopped dead in his tracks, letting Scott get 

several feet past him. From where they stood 

Johnny could see that there was a buggy tied 

up at one of the stone hitch rails. 

  

Not seeing it for himself and not needing to, 

Scott looked back at him and asked curiously, 

“You coming?” 

  

Johnny ignored the question as he stared 

toward the front door of the house. 

“Someone’s here,” Scott heard him say 

cautiously. 

  

Scott looked back toward the house, moving 

more in Johnny’s direction to get a better view 

from his brother’s vantage point. There was 

indeed a horse and buggy waiting outside the 

house. He didn’t recognize it though and idly 

wondered with feigned ignorance whom it 

could be that was visiting so late in the day. 

His first thought was to suggest that Sam was 

here for a visit but as they started walking 

toward the house again, he could tell it wasn’t 

the doctor’s usual rig and knew his brother 

would also know that fact. 

  

“Who do you think it is?” Scott asked just 

when Johnny caught his arm and kept him 

from going on further. 

  

Johnny didn’t know who it was, but he got a 

funny feeling in his stomach the closer they 

got to the house. The hairs on the back of his 

neck tingled and his heart started to quickly 

palpitate in his chest. He dropped his hand 

from Scott’s arm and let them dangle casually 

at his sides, nervous tension tingling in his 

fingertips, waiting anxiously, hopefully, for 

what he believed he already knew in his heart. 

  

Scott saw the change on Johnny’s face and 

knew without looking, the second the door to 

their home was open. He turned from his 

brother’s side gazing across the yard toward 

home, a bright smile lighting his face when he 

saw who it was in the entry way. 

  

Turning back to Johnny, he could tell his 

brother was shocked; not believing what his 

eyes or senses told him were true. Happy for 

his brother, Scott walked up to Johnny, 

leaning near his ear and whispered, “What are 

you waiting for?” Scott gave his brother a 

gentle push in the middle of his back, laughing 

softly when he realized that it was all the 

prompting his brother needed. 

  

The smile on Scott’s face grew bigger when 

Johnny shot away from him, calling Emily’s 

name. He could see their father in the 

doorway, with a huge grin that matched the 

happiness of his own, the two of them 

watching as Emily ran from the door, into the 

yard and straight into Johnny’s arms. 

  

Johnny swept Emily up, twirling her round 

and round, her golden hair flying and swirling 

in great rippling waves that cloaked them 

both. His darkness and her light, a stark 

contrast of coloring set against the backdrop 



 



of the setting sun as they passionately 

embraced each other. 

  

Scott strolled past the happy couple to stand 

next to his father in the doorway. Murdoch 

wrapped an arm around his shoulders and 

said, “Perfect timing, son. Did he have any 

idea?” 

  

Scott shook his blond head, “No, not at all.” 

  

Murdoch squeezed his shoulder, “That was a 

great acting job.” 

  

Scott bowed his head, “It wasn’t easy 

pretending I didn’t know who it was.” 

  

Murdoch sighed, giving Scott a tug, “Let's go 

in and leave these two alone.” 

  

“I second that,” Scott said, watching the 

young couple kiss. “I know I wouldn’t want to 

have an audience at a time like this.” 

  

“Neither would I,” Murdoch remarked with 

understanding as he and Scott turned away 

from the scene and went inside, closing the 

door behind him with a barely audible click. 

  

Johnny slid Emily down the front of his chest 

until her feet touched the ground. He held her 

face between his hands and kissed her eyes, 

the tip of her nose and then her mouth. 

 

With her forehead pulled against his, Johnny 

said breathlessly, “You came back to me.” 

  

Emily’s eyelashes fluttered closed, she wet her 

lips with the tip of her tongue, inhaling deeply 

to calm her wildly beating heart, “I told you 

that I would,” she whispered intimately, her 

fingers running through the hair at the back of 

his neck. 

  

Johnny closed his eyes, his body tingling from 

her touch, dropping his hands to her waist, 

stepping closer to her body, “I know,” he said 

whispering back to her. His palms moved to 

the curve of her back, pressing her into him, 

his need to touch and feel her crushing his 

sanity. Johnny pulled his head away, 

drowning in the warm depths of her radiant 

eyes, “I was afraid . . . and I doubted you,” he 

told her brokenly, admitting the lack of faith 

he’d had in her promise. 

  

Emily stood on the tips of her toes, kissing his 

lips so tenderly it made Johnny want to melt. 

The voice in his head said he didn’t deserve 

her and it made their reunion all the more 

bittersweet because she defied the taunting 

specter and filled his heart with her love for 

him to overflowing. 

  

Emily pulled back, not leaving the circle of his 

arms, but just enough to look him square in 

the eyes and say with total devotion, “I love 

you Johnny Lancer. Always and forever.” 

  

As they kissed, the setting sun left the sky 

burning on the horizon with deep purple and 

orange hues. A glorious sunset made for two 

people in love, showering their reunion with a 

promise of a bright and hopeful future. 
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In 1866, when cattleman Charles Goodnight 

needed a way to keep his drovers fed while 

trailing cattle from Texas to points north, he 

merely took an old Army supply wagon and 

bolted to its back a wooden box divided into 

different compartments. He covered the box 

with a hinged lid that when opened and 

supported by a single leg, could serve as a 

worktable or wide shelf. 

 

The box was a simple contraption, but it 

revolutionized the cattle industry. Food and 

cooking utensils were stowed in the 

pigeonholes of this traveling kitchen cabinet. 

There were other uses for the wagon as well. 

Bedrolls, medicine, lariats, branding irons, 

whiskey and water - they each found a place 

attached somewhere on the wagon. 

 

It was no difficulty coming up with a name for 

Goodnight's invention. Since early 17th 

century England, individuals involved in the 

meat business referred to a lower priced part 

of the beef carcass as the "chuck." Although 

less glamorous than other cuts, the chuck was 

an important source of nutrition for the 

working man. 

 

By the next century, "chuck" became a catch-

all phrase for good, honest, heart-warming 

food. The term encompassed beef, vegetables, 

bread, dessert, coffee and anything else that 

could be eaten. On the ranch, the hand ate 

"chuck" at the "chuck" house. 

 

Goodnight's all-purpose compartment on the 

back of the Army wagon became the "chuck" 

box. And a wagon with a chuck box became a 

"chuck" wagon. 

 

The chuck wagon quickly gained independent 

status. While the wrangler or trail boss set the 

rules outside the camp, he and all the other 

hands obeyed the cook within the sphere of 

the chuck wagon. The cook brooked no 

interference with his cooking nor his utensils, 

and the cowboys never rebelled against his 

rule. They paid him tribute each day by roping 

dead mesquite or oak wood and dragging it 

into camp for the fire. 

 

After ranchers fences the open range with 

barbed wire, and the extension of railway lines 

made the trail drive unnecessary, the chuck 

wagon lived on. Many times, neighboring 

ranchers helped with the roundup, the 

branding, doctoring and other chores in return 

for the same consideration during their time to 

ship.  When this happened, one chuck wagon 

might make the rounds of all the area ranches 

and be out for weeks at a time throughout the 

working season to feed dozens of persons. 

 

Today, the chuck wagon remains a vital part 

of the cattle industry. It not only feeds 

working cowboys on larger ranches, but it also 

is a social gathering place during cowboy 

celebrations, fairs, meetings and other 

important events. For everyone, even those 

who are eating behind a wagon for the 

hundredth time, the chuck wagon is a special 

place, and the time spent there eating, meeting 

and greeting with friends is forever filed away 

in the catalog of that person's special 



 

 

memories. 















 

* 4 Chicken Breast Fillets, Skinned and Boneless 

* Lemon Pepper, Italian Seasoning 

* Olive Oil 

* 1/4 Cup Water 

 

Take paper towel and rub skillet with olive oil. Heat pan on fire till better 

than warm. Brush chicken breasts with olive oil and season both sides with 

lots of lemon pepper (the more, the better!) Sprinkle 2 pinches of Italian 

seasoning on each breast. Toss in the skillet and let cook on medium high 

heat until juices run clear. Add water after cooking to make a flavorful sauce 

for dipping chicken. This is great with Angel Hair pasta and garlic toast. 

 




 

    * 2 tablespoons Red Wine Vinegar 

    * 1 1/2 teaspoons Salad Oil 

    * 1 1/2 to 2 teaspoons Hot Sauce 

    * 1 Clove of Garlic, Minced 

    * 1/8 teaspoon Pepper 

    * 1 Firm, Ripe Avocado 

    * 1 (15-ounce) Can Black-Eyed Peas 

    * 1 (11-ounce) Can Corn or Kernels From 2 Ears of Fresh Corn,   

          blanched 

    * 2/3 cup Chopped Cilantro 

    * 2/3 cup Thinly Sliced Green Onions 

    * 8 ounces Roma Tomatoes, Coarsely Chopped 

    * Salt to Taste 

 

Mix the vinegar, oil, hot sauce, garlic and pepper in a bowl. Cut the avocado into 1/2 inches cubes 

and add to the vinegar mixture, missing gently. Drain and rinse the peas and corn. Add the vinegar 

mixture with the cilantro, green onions and tomatoes; mix gently. Add salt to taste. Serve with 



 



tortilla chips. Serves ten to twelve. 

 


 

 

* 5 1/2 ounce Vanilla Pudding and Pie Filling Mix 

* 2 1/3 cup Milk 

* 2 ounces Unsweetened Chocolate - chopped 

* 1 tablespoon Unsalted Butter 

* 1 teaspoon Almond Extract 

* 1/2 cup Whipping Cream; Whipped 

* 1 Yellow Cake Layer, Baked and Cooled, 8 or 9 inch   

 

Mix together pudding mix and milk in saucepan. Cook over medium 

heat until mixture comes to a full boil. Remove from heat. Combine     

1 cup hot pudding with chocolate and butter. Stir until chocolate is 

melted and mixture is smooth. Add almond extract. Stir to mix well. Fold in whipped cream. 

 

Split cake layer in two. Place one cake layer in an 8 or 9 inch cake pan lined with plastic wrap. 

Cover with vanilla pudding mix. Place second layer on top and spread with chocolate pudding mix. 

Chill a few hours. 

 

To serve, lift "cream pie" out of pan and lace on serving plate. Cut into wedges and serve. 
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ear Fay - Sorry to take so long getting 

back to you.  I'm going to answer as many 

of your questions as I have time for. 

 

At what point in the show’s evolution did you 

enter the picture? 

 

I was in Hawaii when I received a telephone 

call from the head of Fox television asking 

me if I'd be interested in producing a 

western series.  I promised to look at the 

pilot as soon as I got back to the States.   

 

I ran the pilot, liked it and agreed to 

produce the series.  This was (?) 1968. 

 

Could you explain something of the function of 

a producer in terms of what we see in the 

finished product? 

 

I can only describe what I did when I 

worked as a producer.  I spent most of  my 

time working with writers, developing 

stories.  I also spent time casting, sitting in 

on readings with actors whom I wasn't 

familiar with, looking at dailies (film that 

was shot the previous day), running rough 

cuts (film that has been assembled by an 

editor), sharpening the scenes, getting rid of 

bad or awkward moments, getting it down 

to size.  I hired the directors and frequently 

went with them to scout locations. 

 

What would you say were your biggest 

contributions to the development of the  

series and its characters? 

 

That's too tough a question.  Can't answer 

it without sounding immodest. 

 

Were you actually present on the set all, most, 

or some of the time? 

 

Some of the time.  Not as much as I would 

have liked. 

 

How much real time passed between filming of 

the pilot and commencement of filming  for the 

series? 

 

A guess: 10 months to a year.   

 

Viewing these episodes as an adult, I realize 

that every one of them carries a theme of 

family in some form, whether family of blood 

or family of choice. Was this a requirement in 

the show’s bible? 

 







No.  This was the choice of the show's 

producer (me).  You'll find some of  those 

same family values in ‘The Fugitive’ series 

which I produced a few years earlier. 

 

The one thing that seems to universally 

frustrate fans is the relative rarity of episodes 

in which the brothers operate as a team. Why 

were so many episodes solo adventures? 

 

A good question.  Were I to tackle the series 

again, I'd have them operate more 

frequently as a team.  There was some 

jealousy between cast members, brought to 

our attention by the actors' agents.  Andy 

Duggan's agent actually counted the 

number of shows in which he had starring 

or important roles. 

 

What would the third season have brought us? 

One draft of a third season episode (‘Beef to 

Fort Bowie’) has turned up. Were there other 

scripts already in the works? 

 

Yes, we had additional scripts prepared 

(not many) in the event of a 3rd season.  

The show was cancelled because the ratings 

simply were not high enough. You have to 

understand that we were at the tail end of 

the western cycle, following ‘Gunsmoke’, 

‘Bonanza’ and others.  Audiences had 

begun to tire of westerns. 

 

Were any blooper reels ever made? Was there 

a series bible? 

  

No blooper reels were ever made.  There 

was no series bible.   

 

Was it intended to bring Chad on as a third 

season regular, or was he to  

remain a recurrent character? 

 

Yeah.  We were trying to revitalize the 

series, to give the network a reason to 

continue Lancer for a 3rd year.   

 

Any comments or memories you would like to 

share regarding the late Andrew Duggan? 

 

Andy was a good guy, a solid actor and a 

marvellous narrator.  He was also a good 

personal friend.  Weird fact: his wife Betty 

died about six months after he did. 

 

Any comments or memories you would like to 

share regarding the late Paul Brinegar? 

 

He gave us the opportunity to introduce 

some humor into the series.  Also he is an 

archetypal character.  (See Karl Jung) 

 

How was the atmosphere on the set? 

 

Generally good. 

 

Fay - That's all the time I have right now.  

I'm happy to answer your questions and 

I'm delighted at your interest in the 

‘Lancer’ series.  Think I told you that I was 

in Sydney a couple of years ago and loved 

it.  Much good luck to you - Alan 

 

Send any comments for Fay to faymitch@hotmail.com or Kat to calamity0412@yahoo.com 

 

http://groups.yahoo.com/group/Lancer_Writers/post?postID=eMVKRGd9pmNyfsKqgybowcikycYvBinEaGdwQ8hYiT4Vr4MXjYRBNCUo8Qvn5B9kNfCecYWrN1qfmKHJJw








 




 

 
 


 

hink you know Lancer?  Here is one question for each aired episode of our favorite western!  

 

1. According to the episode Angel Day and Her Sunshine Girls , did Murdoch ever formally 

adopt Teresa? 

 

2. In Dark Angel Johnny says Jelly’s cologne will make what animal cry? 

 

3. What song is Johnny singing when he rides up to the line shack in Blind Man’s Bluff? 

 

4. By how much does Willie’s fish win in Blue Skies and what does he win? 

 

5. Who is “back East, minding his own business” while Scott and Johnny dynamite Camp 

Juniper? 

 

6. What are the names of the two feuding families in Chad? 

 

7.  In Child of Rock and Sunlight Scott has an order for how many head of cattle? 

 

8.  In Cut the Wolf Loose how much does the hand named Pinky get paid? 

 

9. Who chases Dewdrop with an axe at the end of Death Bait ? 

 

10.  In Devil’s Blessing where does the holdup take place? 

 

11.  When Murdoch tells Chad about his reaction to the first steam engine he ever saw in Dreams   

 of Falcons, what does Johnny what to know about Murdoch’s story? 

 

12.  In Foley why Gant Foley want Polly back so desperately? 

 

13. Where is the grand house Glory describes in Glory ? 

 

14.  In Goodbye, Lizzie, in which town near Lancer does Murdoch first run into Lizzie?  

 

15. In Jelly, how many boys is Jelly taking care of? 

 

16. In Jelly Hoskin’s Amerian Dream what disease has the other ranchers ready to destroy Jelly’s 

 new friend? 







 

17. What Lancer ‘character’ goes missing from about halfway through the episode Julie? 

 

18. What disaster befalls the schoolhouse in Lamp Unto the Wilderness? 

 

19. Where does Mrs. Dane live in The Prodigal? 

 

20. In Last Train For Charlie Poe, how does Johnny find out that Poe had been in prison? 

 

21. Who was the sheriff in the episode Splinter Group? 

 

22. In The Lorelie, who had Gus inherited the mine from and what problem does the mine pose 

 to Lancer? 

 

23.  Who ‘won’ $5.00 at the beginning of  The Great Humbug? 

 

24. Where are Scott and Johnny when they are contacted by the Pinkerton agents in High Riders? 

 

25. Who is Arabella in The Gifts? 

 

26.  What exactly is the experiment in The Experiment? 

 

27.  What is the name of the buggy horse Johnny is trying to match in Heart of Pony Alice? 

 

28.  What is the main course of the McGloin dinner with Scott in The Black McGloins? 

 

29.  Why is the kid disgusted with what he finds in Johnny’s saddlebags in The Kid? 

 

30.  What natural disaster occurs in Rivals? 

 

31. What are the boys carrying out of the barn at the start of  Shadow of a Dead Man? 

 

32. How do we know what year the episode The Fix-It Man takes place? 

 

33. What is the shepherd’s name in Lion and the Lamb? 

 

34. What statement does Murdoch say that Johnny echoes in The Buscaderos? 

 

35. What is the name of the ex-boyfriend of the bride in The Wedding? 

 

36. Who first utters the statement “Pride in my trade” in Warburton’s Edge? 

 

37. What uncomplimentary name does Val call the mayor of Spanish Wells in Man Without A 

 Gun? 

  

38.  In Chase A Wild Horse, Johnny gives money to Teresa to pay for two things. What are they? 



 



 

39.  How does Murdoch introduce Johnny to his friend in The Lawman? 

 

40. What gift does Morgan Price steal to give to his son in Blood Rock? 

 

41. In what episode does Jed Lewis confront Scott? 

 

42.  How is Jelly injured in the start of  Welcome to Genesis? 

 

43. What is the name of the “Little Darling of the Sierras”?  

 

44. Who leaves home at 2:15 AM in Yesterday’s Vengence and is mistaken for a prowler by 

 Jelly? 

 

45. What Indian tribe are Scott and Teresa enroute to help in The Knot? 

 

46. What does Zee do in order to convince Scott that she is sick in the episode bearing her name? 

 

47. .How does Jelly describe the way Julie should ride a horse in Legacy? 

 

48.  What is the ranch hand’s name who betrays the Lancers in Lifeline? 

 

49. What does Turk’s father do for a living in Measure of a Man? 

 

50. What does the mother in Person’s Unknown want as ransom from Murdoch for Johnny? 

 

51. How did Hackett’s wife die in Scarecrow at Hacketts? 

 

Think you got 'em all? 

 

 Check your answers and get your Knowledge Rating on page 203! 

 

 








 

 
 




he bewhiskered old man was in such a 

hurry to get to the hacienda that he didn't 

notice the white form crossing the door of the 

barn. He was going as fast as his elderly legs 

would take him when all of a sudden he found 

himself sprawled on the ground - listening to a 

very indignant honking. He looked up from 

his prone position to see his beloved goose 

Dewdrop bellowing his displeasure at being 

tripped over. 

  

"Ya darn fool bird," Jellifer B. Hoskins roared 

at the unfortunate creature, "ya'd think I 

kicked ya on purpose." 

  

As he picked himself up, dusted his clothes 

down and continued on towards the hacienda, 

he once again wondered how he was going to 

tell the boy that the young palomino was 

ailing.  

 

When he had gone to feed the trio of horses in 

the barn that evening he had noticed that 

Barranca was off his feed. Normally when 

feeding time approached the stabled horses 

showed their anticipation by a chorus of 

nickers and whinnies, Barranca always more 

vocal in his delight at the approach of feed 

than Scott and Murdoch's chestnuts. But 

tonight he hung back in the stall showing no 

interest in the approaching feed - not even to 

take the carrots that Jelly always had in his 

pocket. The carrots were an evening ritual, for 

not only was the youngest Lancer Jelly's 

favourite, his horse shared the same honour in 

the eyes of the old man. 

 
 

urdoch Lancer was relaxing in his armchair 

in front of the fire with a glass of brandy in his 

hand. His tired body soaking up the warmth 

from the fire after a long hard day branding 

calves whilst he reflected on how his life had 

turned around in the last couple of years or so. 

His sons were home, and both had settled into 

ranching life. Scott was now over the upset 

Harlan Garrett (how he hated even thinking of 

that man) had caused with his visit to Lancer 

and his attempt to get Scott to return to 

Boston.  

 

And Johnny… Murdoch had to admit that his 

relationship with his youngest son was not all 

that he would like. But although they still 

argued, the disagreements were now not as 

loud and both were learning some give and 

take. Murdoch smiled when he thought back 

to Johnny's declaration that he 'never was 

much good at takin' orders' when Murdoch 

had questioned him about finding Day Pardee.  

 

But they were making progress. He, Murdoch, 

was making a conscious effort to understand 

that Johnny would take time to get used to 

being a part of a family and having to live his 

life with deadlines. And his hot-headed son 

was becoming more relaxed with each passing 

day, relishing the life as Johnny Lancer, 

rancher. There had been times when his past 



 



had come to haunt him but they had all 

survived these trying times.  

Once again Murdoch flinched when he 

thought of the life that his happy-go-lucky 

dark-haired toddler had had to endure. Not for 

the first time did he thank the Lord that 

Johnny had survived and was now back home 

at his birthplace, although he had 'lived' a life 

way beyond his tender years. 

  

 
 

s he neared the house Jelly had still not 

solved his dilemma so he just burst in. "Johnny, 

Johnny!" he yelled, "Johnny, where are ya? 

Johnny!" 

  

Murdoch’s reverie was broken by Jelly's noisy 

entrance. "What is all the noise about?" 

inquired Murdoch. 

  

“Where's Johnny?" demanded Jelly. 

  

"Up in his room, cleaning up before dinner." 

Murdoch replied. "What do you want him for? 

What's wrong?" But these last questions were 

asked to the retreating back of Jelly Hoskins 

as he hurried from the room and up the stairs. 

  

Within minutes Johnny came down the stairs 

two at a time and ran out the front door, 

followed more slowly by Jelly. Murdoch made 

no attempt to stop either man but got out of 

his chair with a sigh at having his quiet 

evening so rudely interrupted, and made his 

way after his son and Jelly. They were 

obviously heading for the barn. With this 

revelation Murdoch suddenly became worried.  

He could think of only two reasons for Jelly's 

haste - one was fire (but then why would Jelly 

have singled out Johnny rather than raising 

the alarm?) and the other a problem with the 

animals housed there. Murdoch came to a 

conclusion he did not like - it had to be 

Barranca, for the same reason that Jelly had 

gone straight to Johnny. 

  

As he entered the barn he found that 

unfortunately his reasoning was correct. 

Johnny was in Barranca's stall closely 

inspecting his horse. The gelding was standing 

quietly but Murdoch noticed that the horse had 

a dull and lethargic look about him. 

  

"…He wouldn't touch the carrots and that ain't 

never happened before.” Jelly was unaware 

that he had let out his secret about spoiling the 

horse, but then again neither Johnny nor 

Murdoch even noticed. 

  

"It looks like he's got a cold.” Johnny said.  

“Look at his nostrils, and he's shivering." he 

observed, giving the golden neck a rub. "His 

skin feels cold too. But he ain't got a cough 

though. He seemed fine when I rode him to 

Morro Coyo yesterday." 

  

"What about today, Johnny? Did you notice 

anything different about him?" Murdoch 

questioned. He knew that when a man spends 

hours a day with his horse and knows it so 

well he is able to spot the subtlest differences 

in his animal's behaviour. 

  

A look of regret passed over Johnny's face. "I 

don't know," he said softly, "I didn't spend 

time with him today, I was so busy mendin' 

corral fences." 

  

"Well, he's obviously off colour and I'm not 

sure it's just a cold, so I think we'd better get 

Sam to look at him." 

  

"Sam!" Johnny said incredulously. "But he's a 

doctor!" 

  

Murdoch gave Johnny a withering look, "I do 

realise that Johnny. But since Doc 

Hildenbrand left we have no vet within 

hundreds of miles. It won't be the first time 

Sam has tended to animals." So saying, he 







went to send one of the men to town to get 

Sam Jenkins, the town doctor. 

Johnny and Jelly stayed in the barn, neither 

man saying a word. Johnny just stood stroking 

the horse's neck whilst Jelly alternated looks 

between man and beast. He had a nagging 

feeling inside about the appearance of the 

horse. 

  

The sound of horses and a vehicle 

approaching at a brisk pace disturbed Jelly's 

thoughts. Johnny, hearing the sounds, looked 

out the doors hopefully, then realised it could 

not be possibly be Sam. The rider would not 

yet have even reached town. 

  

Teresa rushed into the barn and up to Johnny 

and Barranca. "Oh what's wrong with him, 

Johnny?" 

  

Scott had stayed to help Murdoch unhitch the 

traces on the buggy.  He led the horses away 

from the pole, leaving them tied up to the 

fence for Murdoch to finish unharnessing. 

  

"We met Frank on the way back and he told us 

what was happening." explained Scott when 

he reached the group around Barranca.  Scott 

had driven Teresa into Morro Coyo to visit a 

friend that afternoon. 

  

Murdoch appeared carrying the breast collars, 

traces which had been taken from the harness 

horses. Looking at the dejected and worried 

group standing around Barranca he declared 

that they could do no good until Sam arrived, 

and that they had better eat now or they may 

not have the time later on. He felt that they 

would need all their reserves of strength over 

the next few hours. Some swift talking had to 

be done to get Johnny to leave his horse but he 

eventually agreed to have a quick meal. 

  

It was so quick that Scott, watching Johnny 

hurriedly devour his food, commented, "You'll 

get indigestion if you eat that quickly."  

  

"Gotta get back to Barranca," mumbled 

Johnny with his mouth full. And so saying he 

left the table and the house. The remaining 

family looked at each other without passing 

comment.  

  

Scott quietly followed Johnny back out to the 

barn.  He was alarmed when he saw his 

brother who was leaning against the neck of 

his horse, head buried in the mane.  "What's 

happened, Johnny?" he asked worriedly. And 

as his brother raised his head Scott saw the 

tears welled in his eyes. He then took a good 

look at the horse. He was shocked to notice 

that Barranca was showing a difficulty in 

swallowing and his nose protruded as if he 

was trying to ease a sore throat. His coat was 

dry, and the hair appeared to stand on end.  

  

As Jelly entered the now darkening barn 

Johnny's worried voice greeted him. "Look 

Jelly, there's lumps under his throat." For once 

the old man was at a loss as to what to say or 

do. Jelly prided himself on the herbal 

concoctions that he foisted upon the family in 

times of need, but even he had to admit that he 

was at a loss here, so he just quietly stood by 

the young man and his golden horse, watching 

with pity in his eyes and a hollow feeling 

inside. How would the boy take it if there 

were something seriously wrong with the 

horse? 

  

For the second time that evening the sound of 

horses and a vehicle were heard and all three 

looked up. This time however, it was the 

doctor arriving. "Sorry I took so long," he said 

as he approached the men, "but I took the 

liberty of wiring the horse's symptoms to a vet 

in Sacramento," he explained. Upon hearing 

the symptoms from Frank, the doctor had 

realised that this was beyond his meagre 

knowledge of equine ailments. 

  

Murdoch and Teresa, having heard the 



 



vehicle's approach arrived bearing lanterns to 

lighten the ever-darkening barn. 

"Hello, Sam," Murdoch greeted the doctor. 

"Thanks for coming." 

  

The doctor made no comment, as he was 

intent on examining the horse. Everyone 

remained quiet until he at last straightened up.  

"The list of symptoms you gave was very 

helpful," he began. "The vet in Sacramento 

said that it sounds like a highly infectious 

disease called Strangles. These swellings will 

develop over the next few days." He then 

continued to explain what they could expect 

and how to treat the horse. 

  

With that he took his leave and the family set 

about following his directions. 

  

First Teresa went to the kitchen to start the 

gruels. She had decided to make both the 

linseed and oatmeal gruels so that both could 

be offered to Barranca. Then the horse could 

decide for himself which one he preferred. 

She would also mix a bran mash. The news 

from the vet in Sacramento via Sam Jenkins, 

was that the horse should be offered 

nourishment in any form he may fancy. He 

had also said that scalded hay, sliced carrots, 

fresh-cut grass, and oats made soft by scalding 

were all good.  

 

As she worked, she thought about the object 

of all their attentions. Right from the day that 

she had sat on the corral fence watching 

Johnny 'break' Barranca she had had a soft 

spot for the palomino, much as anyone had 

who had seen the amazing scene. Within 

minutes of Johnny gentling the animal Scott 

had mounted and put the newly broken, 

uneducated horse at the railed fences and a 

wagon. To everyone's amazement the horse 

cleared the obstacles, although admittedly he 

had jumped greenly, hollow backed with his 

head in the air. But the fact that a horse who 

had only minutes before been bucking his 

hardest to rid himself of the unwanted weight 

on his back would even attempt such a thing 

showed the trusting and remarkable nature of 

the animal. Teresa decided that nothing would 

be too much trouble to get Barranca well 

again. 

  

As the gruels were cooking Teresa rummaged 

through the linen room and found two old 

blankets, one to be cut into strips to serve as 

bandages for Barranca's legs, the other to be 

used as a rug to keep the horse warm. She 

checked on the gruels, and then took the 

blankets out to the barn. Barranca was 

standing quietly in his stall with Johnny sitting 

on a nearby barrel studying his horse closely.  

So intent was he in his study of Barranca that 

he started when Teresa spoke. 

  

"How is he, Johnny?" 

  

"Teresa, I really don't know. He's got to get 

better. He will won't he?" 

  

Teresa's heart plummeted to the soles of her 

feet as she heard the misery and pleading in 

Johnny's voice. 

  

"Of course he will, Johnny," she said brightly, 

although this was not how she really felt. She 

hoped and prayed that the horse would recover 

fully but apparently complications could 

sometimes occur with strangles. Sam had said 

that if abscesses were formed internally then 

the case would in all likelihood prove fatal. 

"You know what the vet told Sam.  He said 

that a great amount of swelling occurs and the 

animal is very depressed, but usually the 

owner is as depressed as the patient.” Teresa 

smiled gently at Johnny as she said this, 

hoping to lighten his mood a little. “The 

owner has probably never seen a case like this 

before, and is very confused and alarmed."   

  

She was pleased to see the hint of a smile on 

Johnny's face, as he replied, "Ain't that the 







truth." 

  

"Oh, the gruels!" Teresa suddenly 

remembered the boiling concoctions on the 

hotplates in the kitchen. "I'll be back with 

Barranca's food in a few minutes," she called 

as she hurried from the barn. 

  

Whilst she was away Johnny carefully 

wrapped the bandages around the horse's 

cannon bones, starting just below the knees 

and hocks and passing the bandage round the 

leg in even turns until reaching the coronet 

and then continuing back up the leg to his 

starting point where he secured them. He 

made sure that he did what Sam had said, 

taking care not to make them too tight. Having 

bandaged all four limbs he then put the 

blanket over the horse, making sure that his 

loins and quarters were well covered. He then 

secured the blanket with a rope around the 

horse's middle, just behind the withers. His 

mind was in turmoil while he tended to his 

horse, thinking over the short time they had 

had together and hoping that they would have 

a long life together. "You ain't even five yet, 

boy, that's too young to die," he muttered 

more to himself than the horse. 

  

Johnny heard voices approaching the barn and 

his father, brother, Teresa and Jelly came into 

view. They were each carrying a bucket 

containing the various foodstuffs Teresa had 

prepared for Barranca. "I hope he likes some 

of these," Teresa was saying as they entered.  

She was, however, greatly disappointed to see 

that Barranca was only vaguely interested in 

the linseed gruel, picking around in the 

bucket, taking small mouthfuls. But at least he 

was eating something. 

  

Eventually, deciding that no more could be 

done for the horse Scott suggested they get 

some sleep, as it was already past midnight. 

There was nothing they could do to get 

Johnny to leave his horse so they reluctantly 

agreed that he should sleep in the barn where 

he could keep an eye on Barranca. Murdoch 

brought blankets, a pillow and some coffee 

and biscuits out to Johnny. He was worried 

not only about the horse's condition but that of 

his son. Johnny lived for that horse. What the 

consequences would be should anything dire 

happen, he shuddered to think. 

  

Having delivered his load he left, giving his 

son's shoulders a squeeze, and tried to 

encourage him by saying, "Don't worry 

Johnny, Barranca'll be fine." 

  

Johnny spent a fitful night, sleep would not 

come and he only dozed for short periods. At 

every stirring of Barranca he was immediately 

awake. The horse spent some of the time on 

his feet dozing and part of the night lying flat 

out on the straw of the stall. Morning 

eventually came and it was time for the 

poultices to be reapplied to the swellings 

under Barranca's throat, and to steam his 

nostrils to allay the irritation in his throat. 

Johnny hoped that the poultices were doing 

their job of encouraging the abscesses to 

mature and burst. As he turned to get the 

poultices he took in the two empty stalls. 

"S'pose it's a good thing they didn't get sick 

too." he told himself, referring to Scott and 

Murdoch's chestnuts, which had been 

relocated out to pasture as soon as Barranca's 

illness was diagnosed as highly contagious.  

  

Sam had left the telegram he had received 

from the vet along with the instructions for 

Barranca’s care. Johnny had reread the words 

several times. 'This is a highly infectious 

disease which most frequently attacks young 

horses. When one young horse on a ranch 

takes it all the others will also probably catch 

it, and so may some of the older animals if 

brought into contact with those affected, or if 

they are allowed to drink from the same 

trough, eat from the same manger, or enter the 

same stable.'  The wire finished with 'It can 



 



spread like wildfire.' As a result of this last 

sentence Barranca had been isolated and all 

items used in his care were being carefully 

cleaned so no contamination could occur. 

Johnny hated the fact that his horse was 

separated from his friends but there was no 

other choice. So far no other animals had 

shown any sign of infection. 

  

"The Doc musta been right when he said only 

young horses usually get strangles. But why 

did it have to be you, Barranca?" he said 

beseechingly to the face looking at him, a face 

with the kindest eyes he'd ever seen on a 

horse. 

  

After reapplying the poultices and steaming 

Barranca's nostrils, Johnny felt under the 

blanket, and the bandages on his horse's legs. 

He was pleased to note that the horse felt 

warm and had lost the chilly feel he had had 

the night before. "Must be a good sign." he 

said to the horse. He never felt embarrassed 

about his need to talk to his horse, when a man 

was on his own for much of his life his horse 

was his best friend, and as such was spoken to 

as a friend. He smiled as he remembered 

telling Lucrece about how he used to talk to 

his pinto a long time ago, and how he didn't 

have to much any more because he wasn't 

alone, he had a family and he had a brother. 

And then he grimaced as he thought how close 

he had then come to death yet again. 

  

There wasn't much work done on Lancer that 

day, other than the essential tasks for the 

wellbeing of the animals. A continual stream 

of visitors came to the barn asking after the 

young gelding, offering help that was 

declined. The men appreciated good 

horseflesh and there was none better than 

Barranca. Most of them had seen the 

progression from wild youngster to reliable 

mount. But the horse already had five nurses 

who often found themselves with nothing to 

do except observe the animal. 

  

At various times during the day they had 

managed to convince Johnny to go to the 

house to eat something and to try to rest, but 

he was never away for long. He spent long 

hours studying his horse. 

  

 
 

he next day passed much the same as the 

previous one without any change evident in 

Barranca’s condition. 

  

After lunch on the third day Scott went to 

relieve Johnny. As his brother left the barn 

Scott looked at the horse. Was it his 

imagination or did he notice some changes in 

his demeanour and appearance? 

  

Another restless night passed and Johnny was 

awake at break of day to check on his horse. 

As he approached Barranca he could notice a 

change in the swellings under the throat. They 

appeared softer, and although he knew this 

was a good sign it was also what he was 

dreading. For the next step was to lance them. 

The thought of taking a knife to his horse's 

throat appalled Johnny and he knew he 

couldn't do it. He was thankful that Sam had 

said he would tend to the horse when the time 

arrived. 

  

He sought out his family in the kitchen and 

told them about the changes in Barranca. Scott 

immediately left the table to ride to get Sam. 

"I'll get some breakfast in town after I see 

Sam." were his parting words. Once again 

Johnny marvelled at how lucky he was to have 

a brother like Boston. 

  

 
 

am Jenkins, like the sheriff of Green River, 

Val Crawford, had a liking for the dark haired 







Lancer son. Both agreed that although he had 

had a hard life he was nothing remotely like 

the hard-hearted vicious killer that the legend 

of Johnny Madrid purported him to be. Sam 

knew him quite well, in fact he had brought 

him into the world, and he had tended to him 

in his capacity as a doctor often enough since 

Johnny’s return to Lancer - the boy did seem 

to attract injuries more than any other patient. 

As he entered the barn he had to smile, if it 

wasn't his favourite patient he was visiting at 

Lancer it was his horse! He had no qualms 

about tending an animal; vets were not in 

abundance in the more remote areas of the 

west, so many doctors also ministered to four 

legged patients as well as two legged ones. 

However this was the first case of strangles he 

had encountered and he was intrigued with the 

information he had received about the disease 

from the vet in Sacramento when he had wired 

him. 

  

"How's my favourite patient's patient?" was 

his greeting to Johnny. 

  

Johnny's reply was "Take a look, Sam." 

  

Sam went into the stall and palpated the 

swellings under Barranca's throat.  "You're 

right, Johnny, they're ready." 

  

He proceeded to prepare for the lancing. "Not 

much different to lancing human abscesses, 

just done from a different angle," he explained 

to his audience, for an audience he had - 

Murdoch, Scott, Teresa and Jelly had all 

contributed to Barranca's care and they were 

not about to abandon him now. He took a 

clean knife and passed the blade of it through 

a cork until about half an inch of the blade 

appeared on the other side. He took a firm 

hold of the handle with his right hand, seizing 

the cork with his first finger and thumb to 

prevent slipping. With his left hand holding 

the horse's head in such a position as to make 

the swelling bulge to its utmost degree he 

pushed the projecting blade point into the 

most prominent part of the swelling and 

instantly withdrew it, the matter flowing out. 

After the matter had poured out he passed a 

clean finger through the wound and cleared 

out the cavity of the abscess, removing any 

clots of matter that had adhered inside. He 

then injected a little of a mixture of carbolic 

acid and water into the cavity. This process 

was then repeated with the remaining 

swellings. 

  

The whole while this operation had been 

going on Johnny had stood holding Barranca's 

head, whispering to the horse quietly in 

Spanish, keeping him calm throughout. 

Johnny was mesmerized by Sam's actions and 

thought again that he could never have done 

that to his horse. 

  

"There, done," was all that Sam said at the 

completion of the operation. After he had 

cleaned up he gave instructions for aftercare. 

The injections of the mixture, 1 ounce carbolic 

acid to 2 pints of water, were to be repeated 

twice a day for a few days, and if there were 

no complications the wounds would be 

beautifully clean and heal shortly. He further 

added that with the abscesses cleaned out 

Barranca should show a desire to eat if no 

internal abscesses had formed. The horse 

could now be allowed to go out in the sun as 

well. Johnny, however, was not happy to learn 

that Barranca was to have a long period of 

convalescence, two months at least. This 

would be followed by a further long period of 

conditioning before normal work could be 

resumed. 

  

But the outlook was bright and if it meant that 

he would again be able to ride his beloved 

horse he figured he could be patient that long.  

It might give him a chance to work on some 

other young horses that could be sold. 

 

"Time for coffee, Murdoch," stated Sam, and 



 



with a sly look at Teresa, "and some of your 

cake perhaps, Teresa?" With the exception of 

Johnny they all trooped over to the hacienda. 

On the way over Scott questioned Sam as to 

how Barranca could have contracted the 

disease. 

  

"Well, Cal Smythe at the livery also had some 

sick horses. I've been treating them, too. 

Seems as though they might have all caught it 

from a contagious horse that may have been 

kept at livery there. That would explain it if 

Johnny had left Barranca at Cal's whilst he 

was in town." 

  

"You're probably right, Sam," agreed Scott. 

"If Johnny's in town for long he does leave 

Barranca at Cal's." 

  

Meanwhile Johnny went to get some gruel and 

carrots with which to tempt Barranca. To his 

delight there was a small nicker as he 

approached with the bucket. Johnny sat back 

and contemplated his horse, which was 

showing the most interest in feed that he had 

in days. Johnny closed his eyes, realising how 

tired he was. All the emotional strain of caring 

for Barranca over the last few days coupled 

with a lack of restful sleep had really taken it 

out of him. His last thought before nodding off 

was that of riding Barranca at full gallop 

across the rolling hills of the ranch, the big 

beautiful ranch called Lancer.  
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or the third night in a row, Murdoch Lancer 

heard the bedroom door down the hall open 

quietly, followed by the soft sound of bare feet 

treading lightly on creaking floorboards.  It 

was late, two hours past midnight, he guessed, 

and he didn’t really know why he happened to 

wake in time to hear his son rise from an 

uneasy sleep to vanish into the darkness 

outside.  It made Murdoch wonder and worry 

about how many nights before these he hadn’t 

woken up to hear Johnny cat-foot his way 

down the hall . . . 

 

Maybe it was because Murdoch had finally 

noticed what Teresa had been trying to tell 

him for the past few days.  Two mornings ago 

at breakfast after giving the usual run-down of 

the day’s jobs, he had paused and looked, 

really looked, at Johnny.  The boy hadn’t said 

a word after Murdoch finished speaking, not 

one.  He just nodded as he rose from the table, 

and then he slipped away before Murdoch 

could stop him.  The usual good-natured sass 

was absent; the grin was nowhere to be seen.  

Lord knew Murdoch did not relish fighting 

with his youngest son, but even an argument 

would have been more welcome than this . . . 

this strangely quiet and restrained behavior.    

 

He thought at first it was only because with 

Scott gone, they were both working harder, 

putting in longer hours.  Of course Johnny was 

bound to be tired; Murdoch was feeling it 

himself.  But yesterday he had observed 

Johnny’s appearance with a careful eye, and 

what he saw had him worried.  How could he 

not have seen it earlier?  Haggard, pale, eyes 

shadowed with exhaustion . . . and something 

else.  While Johnny protested—of course—

that he was “just fine” when asked, Murdoch 

knew damn well something had the boy tied 

up in knots.  And while maybe Murdoch 

hadn’t been a father to Johnny beyond those 

first two years, he still knew, as a father, how 

to wake up in the middle of the night when his 

son was hurting.   Now if only he could get 

that eternally stubborn son to talk to him . . . 

Murdoch breathed out a sigh as he lay there, 

looking up at the ceiling.   

 

Talking to Johnny was not one of his better 

skills.  Arguing, yes; yelling, shouting, 

chastising, ordering . . . but just talking, 

sometimes, could be a little . . . thorny.  And 

awkward.  He had found himself wishing 

yesterday that Scott were not in Stockton on 

business.  And so he had ridden to town to 

wire his older son, in the hopes that Scott was 

almost done with Lancer business dealings 

and could come home soon.  Scott knew how 

to talk to Johnny . . . 

 

Murdoch sighed again.  But he couldn’t wait 

to hear from Scott.  He had to try himself.  If 

the boy had it in his head to leave Lancer—

Murdoch’s greatest fear—well, he’d rather 

find out sooner than later.  On the other hand, 

it could be something else entirely; but 

whatever it was, he hated not knowing.  Did 

he dare try to follow Johnny tonight?  Or go 

wait in his room?  Murdoch grimaced at the 

image of a suddenly confronted Johnny 

Madrid in the middle of the night and quickly 

discarded that idea.  He’d take off like a 



 



spooked horse if Murdoch didn’t handle this 

right.  Come morning, then, he decided, he’d 

figure out a way to talk to the boy and 

discover just what was going on behind those 

veiled blue eyes. 

 

He rolled over and thumped the pillow a 

couple of times, knowing he wouldn’t sleep 

again until he heard Johnny return.  He 

snorted.  If this kept up much longer, he was 

going to wind up looking almost as bad as his 

son. 

 

 
 

nother night of restless wandering, 

followed by maybe an hour or two of fitful 

sleep, left Johnny with a feeling of sand under 

his eyelids and barely enough energy to lift a 

mug of coffee to his mouth.  He sat slumped at 

the kitchen table, cheek leaning into one 

propped hand, all too aware of the concerned 

glances Teresa kept throwing his way when 

she thought he wasn’t looking.    

 

Maria was not quite so subtle.  She banged 

down a plate of eggs, bacon, and biscuits 

slathered in honey in front of him, and pointed 

at it. 

 

“Eat, chico,” she said sternly.   

 

He tilted his head up and forced a smile.  “Sí, 

Maria.”  It was all he could do to pick up a 

fork and choke down a mouthful of eggs.  She 

watched him, then nodded before turning 

away to her next task. 

 

Murdoch chose that moment to walk in, and 

Johnny knew by the expression on the old 

man’s face that he wouldn’t take “just fine” as 

an answer this morning. 

 

“Johnny,” Murdoch nodded.  “Good morning, 

Teresa.  Maria.” 

 

The two women murmured replies, and Maria 

set a plate for him and poured coffee.   

 

Johnny managed another bite of eggs.  He’d 

maintained some degree of normalcy for the 

first few days, but he knew he couldn’t keep it 

up.  He was all too aware of how awful he 

looked—he’d stared into his face this morning 

while shaving, and didn’t know how to 

explain away the shadowed, sunken eyes or 

the growing prominence of his cheekbones.  

At least, not without telling Murdoch a whole 

lot more about his past that he didn’t want 

Murdoch to know . . . He wished Scott were 

here . . . He could talk to Scott.  Maybe not 

about everything—well, maybe not about 

anything that had to do with why he wasn’t 

sleeping or eating . . . but at least enough to 

keep Murdoch from asking too many 

questions. 

 

On the other hand, Scott wouldn’t settle for 

“just fine”—oh, no, Scott would badger him 

for as long as it took, using all of his 

considerable persuasive skills and patience to 

get Johnny to talk. 

 

And it was definitely a good thing that Jelly 

was still gone and would be for a few days 

yet.  Jelly had never been shy about telling 

Johnny what he thought the younger man 

needed to hear.  

 

He concentrated on his coffee, as the eggs had 

become impossible, and not even the biscuits 

could tempt him this morning.  It took all his 

gunfighter’s nerves just to sit there under 

Murdoch’s scrutiny rather than bolt for the 

barn and ride out somewhere, anywhere, he 

just needed some open sky . . . 

 

“Johnny,” Murdoch began, his voice hesitant.  

“I was . . .”  He cleared his throat.  “That is, 

why don’t you take the day off, son?” he 

finished in a rush.  “You’ve been putting in 



 



some long days, what with Scott gone, and I 

think we can manage without you today.  

There’s really nothing all that vital that needs 

to get done.  What do you say?  Go for a ride,” 

he cleared his throat again, “or take a nap.  

Whatever you want.” 

 

“Ya mean that?”  Johnny looked up to meet 

the ill-concealed worry in his father’s gaze.  

That Murdoch had obviously meant to say 

something else had hardly escaped his 

attention, but if the old man wasn’t going to 

push, he’d better take advantage of it.   

 

“Sure.”  Murdoch gave him a sharp look, only 

slightly eased by the forced smile that 

followed it.  “Everybody needs to play hooky 

now and then.” 

 

“Well, maybe I’ll just take ya up on that, 

Murdoch.”  Johnny finished his coffee, 

cursing silently as his hand trembled in putting 

down the mug.  He got to his feet, snagged his 

hat and was quickly out the door and across 

the yard before Murdoch could change his 

mind.   

 

He lifted his face to the morning sun and 

breathed deep, trying to clear his head.  

Johnny knew that the sleeplessness would 

pass, that the dreams would diminish, and the 

darkness that sometimes came close to 

suffocating him would slowly lift.  It always 

had in the past.  He just had to get through it, 

one way or another.  Tequila, and lots of it, 

was one way, but all that did was blur things 

for a while, and then he’d have to contend 

with a hangover on top of it before everything 

came roaring back. 

 

No tequila, he decided—at least in the matter 

of drinking himself unconscious as a means of 

escape . . . He headed for the barn to saddle 

Barranca and take that ride somewhere, 

anywhere, across Lancer, until he found a 

place to sit and not think about anything.  

Maybe he could even catch an hour or two of 

sleep.   

 

He wished Scott would come home. 

 

 
 

urdoch fought back the anger at himself for 

his sudden display of cowardice.  Johnny was 

his son!  He was afraid to talk to his own son!  

He had thought it all out, upstairs while 

getting dressed—just what to say and how to 

say it.  Then to come down to breakfast and 

see the boy, worn out, listless, the usually 

vivid blue eyes dark with some hidden pain, 

and well, all those fine words just fled and the 

only thing he could come up with was to tell 

the boy to take the day off. 

 

He snorted in disgust and finished his coffee, 

noticing something odd in the wake of 

Johnny’s departure.  The kitchen was far too 

quiet.  Looking up from his breakfast, he saw 

Teresa and Maria, standing side by side, arms 

crossed, identical expressions of disgust on 

their faces as they stared pointedly back at 

him. 

 

“That went well, I thought.  Didn’t it, Maria?”  

Teresa’s voice could have cut glass.   

 

Maria sniffed.  She didn’t say a word, just 

kept looking at him with more than a hint of 

displeasure. 

 

Faced with such formidable female wrath, 

Murdoch could only throw his hands in the air 

and confess.  “All right, all right!  I should’ve 

said something!  But you both know he’s too 

stubborn to admit it when anything’s wrong!  

It’s not as if I can tie him to a chair and order 

him to answer my questions!” 

 

“We just might have to,” Teresa said.  Her 

foot tapped on the floor as her eyes narrowed 



 



in thought.   

“Now, honey, don’t you be getting any ideas 

like that . . .” 

 

“Well, someone around here has to, since 

certain other people who think they’re in 

charge can’t seem to take care of the 

problem.”  The foot continued to tap and those 

big brown eyes flashed at him. 

 

First Johnny, now Teresa.  Couldn’t he stand 

up to anyone this morning?  He sighed.  

“Here’s what I think.  We leave him alone for 

the day, and with any luck, Scott will be home 

as soon as he can.  I wired him yesterday, told 

him about Johnny, and you know Johnny will 

talk to Scott before he’ll talk to me.” 

 

Teresa winced at that, and her eyes lost their 

steely glare.  “Oh, Murdoch, I’m sorry.  I 

didn’t mean . . . that is, you’re right, Johnny 

isn’t one to admit to anyone if he’s in trouble 

or hurt . . . I’ve just never seen him look quite 

so . . . lost . . . before.  But it’s a good idea to 

get Scott back home.”  She paused, and 

Murdoch could suddenly see the fear she had 

so valiantly hidden until now.  “Do you think . 

. . do you think he’s going to leave?” she 

asked in a suddenly small voice. 

 

He pushed back his chair and rose to his feet, 

gathering her in his arms.  “I don’t know, 

honey, but if that’s what’s on his mind, we’ll 

just have to talk him out of it.”  He glanced at 

Maria, and she nodded back, apparently 

finding him worthwhile again.  “Each and 

every one of us.” 

 

 
 

he sun balanced on the edge of the world as 

Johnny rode slowly down the long road to 

Lancer.  The shadow he and Barranca made 

flowed endlessly over the grass, long and thin 

and disappearing into the dusk.  The sky, shot 

through with high lingering wisps of cloud, 

was rose and gold and shading to blue velvet 

in the east.  Then the sun dropped behind the 

hills and his shadow slid with it. 

 

He usually loved this time of day, the cusp of 

twilight verging on night, the falling stillness 

and the dying of the wind, but tonight he 

could neither see it nor feel it.  All it meant 

now was another day gone with a long night 

ahead, and he didn’t know how much more he 

could take. 

 

He and Barranca had raced out of the corral 

that morning, and with nothing but the speed 

and power of his horse beneath him, the wind 

in his face and a far horizon ahead of him, he 

had forgotten his ghosts for a brief hour or 

two.  After a hard run he had pulled Barranca 

back to a walk, and coming upon one of the 

streams that meandered through Lancer, they 

rambled easily beside it for a good distance.  

He made certain to avoid any of the crews of 

men out working at various places around the 

ranch.  There were a few hands repairing 

fence line up on the north ridge, and more 

checking the line shacks, not to mention the 

fellas moving some of the herd down from the 

upper pastures, but that still left plenty of 

Lancer for him to roam.     

 

Then he had found a peaceful little spot by the 

stream and decided to settle down for a spell.  

With a copse of trees to laze under and plenty 

of good grass for Barranca to graze on, he just 

stretched out and put his hat over his eyes.  

Between the heat of the sun and the hypnotic 

drone of insects, he managed to fall asleep, his 

exhaustion overriding all else.     

 

When he awoke it was to hear a voice 

shouting, almost screaming, hoarsely in 

Spanish.  His voice.  He struggled to push 

himself upright; as ever, the vivid, horrific 

images left him shaking, gulping for air, and 

covered in a cold, clammy sweat.  A quick 



 



glance up through the trees confirmed his 

guess that he’d been asleep for at least a 

couple of hours.  He ran an unsteady hand 

over his face.  Sleep.  Hardly that.  A restless 

catnap could hardly make up for far too many 

nights of tossing and turning and wandering 

about the ranch in the darkest hours of the 

morning.   

 

Though it hardly seemed worth the effort, he 

hauled himself to his feet and stumbled over 

to Barranca.  He leaned into the horse’s neck 

and closed his eyes.  Barranca turned his head 

to nudge Johnny in the shoulder, and Johnny 

just let himself sag against the comforting 

warmth and strength of the animal before 

rousing to dig in his saddlebags for the lunch 

Teresa had packed him yesterday—or was it 

the day before? 

 

The biscuits were a little hard by now, but not 

bad, and he ate one, slowly, with half a 

canteen of water.  One was enough, he 

thought, enough to quiet the faint ache of 

hunger and to keep him going for a while.  

He’d gotten by on less once upon a time.   

 

He spent the rest of the day riding, sometimes 

at a flat-out gallop, other times just giving 

Barranca his head and letting the horse choose 

their path.  And that was how they wound up 

heading home at dusk.  Barranca, at least, 

knew where to find dinner and a good place to 

sleep, Johnny thought wryly, amused in spite 

of his weariness.   

 

As the sound of crickets filled the night air 

and fireflies danced in the dark, Johnny 

dismounted in front of the barn and led 

Barranca inside.  The familiar routine of 

unsaddling and tending to his horse eased his 

mind a bit.  He let his hands take over and 

worked slowly, reluctant to leave Barranca 

and the hay-scented comfort of the barn.  But 

eventually he had done everything he could, 

and short of sleeping out here— and why not, 

part of him argued—it was time to go in, no 

doubt to face Murdoch once more and try to 

fend off the old man’s worry. 

 

With a final pat on the palomino’s golden 

neck, he quietly stole out of the barn and made 

his way up to the house only to come to a 

sudden halt as a figure straightened up from 

beside the front archway.  A very recognizable 

figure.  Johnny breathed out a sigh and moved 

his hand away from his gun as the tall shadow 

emerged more fully from the edge of the arch 

and came down the path to meet him. 

 

Scott. 

 

“Hey, boy, you missed dinner,” his brother 

said. 

 

Johnny felt like a dying man in the desert who 

had just been given a drink of cool water.  

Scott was back.  Scott was home.  Some of the 

darkness at the edge of his soul receded a bit 

as he poked an elbow into Scott’s stomach 

even as Scott threw a companionable arm over 

Johnny’s shoulder. 

 

“You’re home early,” Johnny said, hoping 

Scott did not hear the obvious relief in his 

voice.   

 

“Yes, I am, and it certainly feels nice.  I 

managed to wrap up things quicker than I first 

expected, and so I decided to come right on 

home.  I missed Teresa’s cooking.  I missed 

Lancer and my horse.”  Scott lifted his hand 

up to ruffle Johnny’s hair.  “I even missed 

you, little brother.” 

 

They walked into the house, together, into the 

light, into the warmth.  

 

 
 

y one of those lucky coincidences that 



 



every so often cropped up out of nowhere, 

Scott had very neatly closed on his business 

dealings in Stockton the same day the wire 

from Murdoch arrived.  When the telegram 

was delivered to his hotel, he had merely 

assumed that it concerned the reason for his 

Stockton trip, more advice, more names of 

people he should see, and questions on how 

everything was going so far.  But then he 

opened it, and flicked his eyes over the words.  

His heart racing nearly as fast as his thoughts, 

he wondered just what it was that Murdoch 

wasn’t saying. 

 

Business concluded or not, Murdoch would 

know that he’d come home if Johnny was in 

trouble. 

 

So he had arrived at the hacienda the very next 

day, to be met by Murdoch and Teresa at the 

front door.  Their very evident worry fueled 

his own fears that something even worse had 

happened during the hours he had spent 

getting from Stockton to Lancer.  He had 

barely shaken the dust of travel from his 

clothes before he was hauled into the kitchen, 

where, at least, Maria made him sit down and 

take time for a cup of coffee. 

 

Teresa joined him at the table, her hands 

twisting together in front of her.  Murdoch 

paced restlessly across the room several times 

before sitting down himself.   

 

Leaning back in his chair, Scott rubbed a 

weary hand over his face then parked his 

elbows on the table and stared at his family.  

“Well?” he said.  “What is it?  Your telegram 

was not very explicit, Murdoch.  What’s 

wrong with Johnny?” 

 

“We don’t exactly know, Scott,” Murdoch 

began. 

 

“He won’t eat,” Teresa blurted.  “He looks 

just awful.” 

 

“He’s not sleeping, either, and I’m not sure 

how long that’s been going on,” his father 

added.  “I’ve heard him get up in the middle 

of the night three times now.  I’d drag the boy 

into town to see Sam if I thought I could get 

away with it.” 

 

“I don’t suppose you’ve asked Johnny what’s 

wrong?”  At the look he got from all three of 

them, he simply answered his own question.  

“Of course, and he said he was just fine, and 

that was the end of it.” 

 

“But he’ll talk to you, Scott,” Teresa said, 

earnestly, her eyes pleading with him to agree 

with her.  “You’ve got to find out what’s 

bothering him.  He’s going to make himself ill 

if he keeps this up much longer.” 

 

He reached over and stilled her hands beneath 

his own.  “Don’t worry, honey, we’ll figure it 

out.  Johnny won’t stand a chance against all 

of us.”  

 

 
 

nce inside, Scott got his first good look at 

Johnny in the light of the great room.  What he 

saw nearly halted him in his tracks.  But he 

thought he recovered quickly enough—maybe 

Johnny hadn’t noticed the sudden tightening 

of his arm that was, just a moment ago, draped 

so casually over his brother’s shoulders.   

 

He’d seen Johnny ill before.  He’d seen him 

wounded and feverish.  He’d seen him drunk 

and, inevitably, hungover.  But he’d never 

seen him look so . . . thin, and grey, and 

hollow-cheeked with exhaustion, and . . . what 

had Teresa said?  Lost.  Haunted—that was 

Murdoch’s word.     

 

So what had happened in the last ten days to 

turn Johnny into what appeared to be a 



 



walking dead man?  

An all-too familiar—and horrifying—image 

rose unbidden in his mind. 

 

Emaciated men in rags that had once been 

uniforms, men with no life in their eyes, men 

who stared out at the world with nothing but 

hopeless misery, men just waiting to die—and 

his brother sighing quietly, sagging in Scott’s 

arms, and joining the numberless ranks of the 

dead. 

 

Scott shivered.  He shut his eyes briefly and 

shoved the vision away.  No.  Johnny was 

here, right now.   

 

And here he was going to stay.  Scott would 

do whatever it took to find out what was going 

on in his stubborn brother’s head and bring 

him back.  He wasn’t about to let Johnny fall 

into some dark abyss of his own making.  Not 

that he expected it to be easy—the enigmatic 

man who was Johnny Madrid Lancer avoided 

nearly every question asked about his past, 

hated showing any kind of weakness, was old 

beyond his years, and didn’t have the faintest 

idea how to ask for help.  

 

It could be a long night. 

 

 
 

ohnny slumped into the couch cushions with 

a sigh and stretched his legs out in front of 

him.  Scott’s warm arm was gone, but his 

brother was adding more wood to the fire to 

take away some of the evening’s chill, and he 

soon had the flames leaping high again.  He 

watched as Scott sat back on his heels, still 

staring into the fire.  Johnny knew how to wait 

for an opponent to make the first move, be it a 

chess game or a gunfight.  Or questions from a 

brother no doubt called home early by a 

desperate father. 

 

“Do you want some supper?” Scott asked, 

barely turning his head.  “I think Teresa kept a 

plate warm for you.” 

 

“No, that’s all right.  Not really hungry.” 

 

“Then I probably shouldn’t offer you a drink.” 

 

“Nope.  Can’t say that would be a good idea.” 

 

More silence, broken only by the crackling of 

the fire.  Scott finally eased himself to his feet, 

and Johnny figured his wait was just about 

over.  Joining him on the couch and matching 

his boneless sprawl, Scott let the silence 

stretch out a little longer.  Johnny didn’t so 

much as twitch.  Another minute, he thought, 

and Scott would surely crack . . . 

 

“Well, Johnny my lad,” Scott said, his voice 

quiet, “I leave for a few days, and look what 

happens.  Teresa tells me you’re not eating—

which I can very clearly see for myself—and 

Murdoch said something about not sleeping—

again, the evidence is there to see—and on top 

of all that, I hear you took the day off.” 

 

“Ain’t you just the smart Harvard boy,” 

Johnny drawled, his voice slurring slightly.   

 

He got an elbow in the ribcage in response.  

Just a nudge.  It wasn’t enough to invite 

retaliation; it was merely a reminder that Scott 

was still there and not letting him get by with 

anything.  A slight smile edged its way up one 

side of his mouth. 

 

Despite himself, he found his eyes wanting to 

slide shut.  Between the heat of the fire and 

the comfort of Scott’s shoulder almost leaning 

into his, he felt nearly relaxed enough to fall 

asleep.  Which was quite a surprise, he 

thought, weary, but fighting it.     

“As the smart Harvard man that I am, don’t 

try to insult my intelligence by pretending 

there’s nothing wrong with you.  Come on, 



 



Johnny.  You look like hell.  I’ve seen 

healthier corpses.” 

 

Johnny debated several responses to that, and 

wondered at the sudden odd note in Scott’s 

voice at those last few words.    

 

“I’m all right,” he said at last, softly, gazing 

into the fire.  At Scott’s sharp intake of breath, 

knowing his brother was about to argue that 

point, he added, “Well, maybe not.  But I will 

be.  Trust me.  I ain’t stupid either.  I don’t 

plan on starvin’ ta death.”  

 

“Then what are you doing, Johnny?  Please . . 

. we’re just worried about you, that’s all.” 

 

“I know.  An’ I thank ya for comin’ all the 

way back from Stockton just ‘cause Murdoch 

asked ya to.” 

 

He heard a quiet sigh, and saw Scott run a 

hand over his face.  

 

“Yes, Murdoch wired me.  But I really did 

finish up business early—I didn’t lie to you 

about that.” 

 

“An’ did Murdoch an’ Teresa agree to git 

outta here just so we could talk?”  Johnny 

glanced up at Scott, and saw the blond 

eyebrows lift in what was no doubt 

exasperation.  Somehow, Johnny found 

himself sliding lower on the couch, and Scott 

loomed over him, taller than ever. 

 

“Yes, you have discovered all of our nefarious 

plotting.  Now that we have that out of the 

way, are you going to tell me what’s wrong?” 

 

Scott was looking down at him, worry written 

all over his face.  Not only taller, Johnny 

realized, but definitely a little blurry as well.  

By now Johnny was leaning almost 

completely sideways, and since it just seemed 

like the easiest way out, he decided to fall 

asleep on Scott. 

“Nothin’s wrong,” he murmured.  And when 

the darkness gathered him in, it held a little 

less terror than it had for too many nights 

before, because Scott was there and calling his 

name. 

 

 
 

urdoch finally lost out to his overwhelming 

anxiety and did his best to creep silently 

downstairs to the great room.  He had been 

more than a little afraid that Johnny would 

lose his temper and storm out, even if it were 

Scott, and not Murdoch, putting him on the 

spot.  But he hadn’t heard any shouting or 

slamming of doors—but now that he thought 

about it, perhaps it was a little too quiet . . . 

 

Well, that explained it.  He had to smile at the 

sight that greeted him as he eased his way into 

the room.  Both of his sons lay in a loose-

limbed sprawl on the couch, asleep.  Scott was 

sitting up, mostly, and his head was tipped 

back, his mouth slightly open.  Johnny was 

lying awkwardly, half on, half off the couch, 

his feet on the floor.  His head was on Scott’s 

leg, and one of Scott’s hands rested on 

Johnny’s shoulder.  Murdoch gave a silent 

prayer of thanks that Scott had managed to 

come home so quickly, and that Johnny had 

found some measure of peace tonight.  

 

He propped himself against the fireplace and 

studied his youngest son, his smile slipping 

away.  Usually when Johnny was asleep, 

unguarded, he looked boyish and 

astonishingly vulnerable.  Tonight, all 

Murdoch could see in his face, a face that had 

grown far too thin, was a frown and tight lines 

of pain and exhaustion.      

Johnny moaned.  Quietly.  His head turned, 

and Murdoch took a step forward, only to 

freeze.  He had promised Scott.  He had 

promised to leave him alone with Johnny, no 



 



matter what.  Damn!  Murdoch ground his 

teeth in frustration.  He only wanted to go to 

the boy . . .  Then Johnny’s head tossed again, 

eyes still shut, and another soft moan broke 

the silence.   

 

He had to leave, now, before Johnny woke up.  

Neither of his sons would thank him for being 

here to witness this.  Nightmares, he thought.  

Oh, John.  Is that what this has all been 

about?   He watched as the frown deepened on 

his son’s face, and the quiet moan grew 

louder.  He knew Johnny had nightmares, and 

had woken him out of them more than once.  

But nightmares had never left Johnny sick and 

pale for a week . . . Helpless, heart aching, 

Murdoch cast a last glance at Johnny, shifting 

restlessly, then Scott, and pushed regretfully 

away from the wall to go back to his bedroom, 

to keep his promise. 

 

 
 

cott stirred and tried to move, but the weight 

across his legs kept him pinned.  A low cry 

jolted him fully awake and he remembered 

just what—who—it was that lay across his 

legs.  Not long after Johnny pitched sideways 

on top of him, he had found himself drifting 

off to sleep as well; and since getting them 

both up and moving off to their respective 

beds looked far too daunting a task at that 

point, he decided to stay put.  As a means of 

avoiding conversation, Scott had to admit that 

Johnny’s tactic worked pretty well.  But now 

his hand tightened its grip on Johnny’s 

shoulder as the man began to toss and turn, in 

danger of rolling right off the couch.  The low 

cry turned into speech, a few muttered words 

in Spanish, and Scott grew cold as he 

recognized one of them quite clearly.  

  

“Muerte,” Johnny said again, struggling 

against Scott’s grasp.  Death. 

 

He stared down into his brother’s face, ashen 

and bathed in a cold sweat, and put his other 

hand on Johnny’s forehead. 

 

“Johnny,” he said, “time to wake up.”  

Louder.  “Come on, boy, I need you to wake 

up for me now.  Johnny!” 

 

The body under his hands convulsed, then 

with a gasping indrawn breath, Johnny’s eyes 

snapped open and looked wildly up at Scott. 

 

“It’s all right,” Scott said, trying to keep his 

voice calm.  “You’re safe, you’re home.” 

 

“Scott?”  The word came out as a cracked 

whisper.  Johnny reached up to not quite touch 

Scott’s hand where it still gripped Johnny’s 

shoulder.  “You really here?” 

 

“I am indeed,” he smiled reassuringly. 

 

“Oh,” Johnny sighed.  “That’s good.”  He 

slowly levered himself up, accepting Scott’s 

help, and sat back with another sigh as his 

breathing gradually evened out. 

 

Scott got up, too, both to stretch his legs and 

to give Johnny a moment to recover.   He 

spent a few minutes poking at the fire, adding 

more wood and fussing with it longer than he 

really needed to.   

 

“Thanks,” Johnny finally said, his voice quiet 

and strained.  

 

Scott turned, alarmed at the way Johnny had 

sagged limply into the couch, head lolling, 

with his eyes shut again, and that disturbing 

flash of memory—dream—hit him once more 

as he looked at his brother. 

 

“You’re welcome.  Can I get you a drink?  Of 

water,” he added, as Johnny, thankfully, 

roused enough to open his eyes and look at 

him. 



 



 

“Sure.” 

 

A moment later he was back, and he ran a 

critical gaze over his brother as he handed him 

a glass of water.   

 

“Thanks,” Johnny said, again, sounding a little 

less hoarse after draining the glass.  “Are ya 

gonna say anything or are ya gonna just stand 

there an’ stare at me all night?” 

 

Refusing to allow Johnny to put him on the 

defensive, Scott came right back.  “I rather 

think you’re the one who needs to say 

something.  Talk to me, brother.  And don’t 

tell me you’re all right, either.  We both know 

you aren’t.” 

 

Johnny pushed himself to his feet, and Scott 

could tell it was an effort; he was used to his 

brother moving with grace, with ease, and it 

hurt to see him struggling—just like it did 

every other time Johnny was hurt and trying 

not to show it. 

 

“Just leave it alone, Scott,” he said, turning 

away.  “It’ll pass.  Always does.” 

 

“What will pass?  Johnny—”  He reached out 

and seized his brother by the arm, swung him 

around and stared into the pale, drawn face.  

Growing angrier by the second, he was 

gripping both of Johnny’s arms now, and he 

gave him a slight shake.  “You are not 

walking away from me.  I care too much about 

you to let you do that.  Let me help.  

Murdoch’s beyond worried, Teresa’s scared to 

death, and Maria has started lighting candles 

for you in the church.  Please.  Don’t shut us 

out.”  

 

The dark head drooped.  He kept hold of 

Johnny, but when his brother didn’t fight 

back, he had to quash the thought that an 

unresisting Johnny was a very bad sign.  His 

heart sank as he looked down on the bowed 

head, and his anger fled as quickly as it had 

flared. 

 

“Johnny, come on, boy.  Look at me.”  Scott 

spoke quietly, but firmly, not quite sure how 

to deal with this strange, passive behavior in 

his brother, but knowing he had to do 

something, and do it now.   

 

“Can’t,” Johnny mumbled.   

 

“Can’t what?  Can’t talk?  Can’t look at me?”  

Scott let go with one hand and used it to raise 

Johnny’s chin, forcing him to look up, and 

met those exhausted blue eyes with his own.  

Murdoch was right, Scott thought, trying to 

keep the shock from his face.  Haunted.  

Something else, though .  .  . shame?  Fear?  

God, Johnny, what’s doing this to you? 

 

The blue eyes slid away, and Scott released 

his hold only to reach up and tap his brother 

on the cheek.  “Hey.”   

 

“I’m just so tired, Scott,” Johnny said, softly, 

as though admitting to some horrible 

weakness.  He swayed slightly, and Scott went 

back to hanging onto him with both hands.   

 

“Time for bed, then.  Come on.  Let’s talk 

upstairs.” 

 

This time Johnny did resist.   

 

“No.  Not here,” he said, shaking his head.  

“Not Lancer.  Outside.” 

 

"Well, you’re not making a whole lot of sense, 

but at least you’re talking.   

 

“All right,” Scott agreed.  “Whatever you say.  

Where do you want to go?” 

And if you can make it past the front door, 

little brother, I’ll eat my hat.  And my boots.  



 



Maybe even your hat. 

But he had underestimated Johnny’s 

determination, somehow forgotten his 

stubbornness, and wryly chastised himself for 

not knowing better by now—Johnny had 

broken free of Scott’s grasp and started to take 

off.  Scott managed to persuade his brother to 

wait for him, giving him just enough time to 

leave a hurriedly scrawled note for Murdoch 

to find on the great room desk.  After another 

short detour, he hastened back to where he’d 

left Johnny propped against the inside of the 

front door.   

 

 
 

ohnny leaned into the door, eyes closed and 

cheek pressed against the solid wood.  

Another nightmare had hit him, dammit, and 

Scott was there to see it all.  Well, you wanted 

him to come home, he told himself sourly, and 

then you fell asleep—what the hell did ya 

think was gonna happen, huh?  His minor 

diversionary tactic had only postponed the 

inevitable.  If he hadn’t promised a very stern 

Scott to stay put, he’d be through this door 

and somewhere else in no time flat.   

 

He just needed some sleep, that’s all.  He’d be 

fine in a day or two.  The ghosts would be 

back where they belonged.  Life could go on 

again without everybody looking sideways at 

him, fussing over him, and generally caring 

way too much . . .  

    

The sound of footsteps roused him from his 

drifting lethargy.  A familiar presence and an 

arm flung over his shoulder got him to open 

his eyes.   

 

“Hey, Scott,” he said, the dragging fatigue in 

his voice painfully obvious even to his own 

ears. 

 

“Hey, Johnny,” Scott said, softly.  “Are you 

sure you want to do this?  And just what, 

exactly, is it that we’re doing, by the way?” 

Johnny fumbled for the latch, his other hand 

reaching without thought for his gunbelt 

hanging on the wall, and stepped through the 

door into the cool darkness.  Scott was right 

beside him, not letting go. 

 

“Johnny?” Scott said again, questioning. 

 

“If ya want to talk, we ain’t doin’ it here,” 

Johnny said, refusing to be drawn as he led the 

way to the barn. 

 

Scott kept silent as they saddled up.  

Scrounging blankets and other gear from the 

tack room, they left the darkened house 

behind them.  They rode out under a nearly 

full moon and a scattering of bright stars, 

accompanied by a background chorus of 

crickets.      

 

Johnny tipped his head back and breathed 

deep, wondering just what the hell he thought 

he was doing out here.  He could talk to Scott; 

he could trust him.  He desperately wanted 

Scott’s help, but he had never spoken of this 

to another soul, knowing it was a weakness he 

had to hide.  But how much longer could he 

keep going like this?  Scott wasn’t about to let 

him get by with anything—his brother had 

made that clear.  Brother.  What a word.  It 

was word that barely described everything that 

Scott had come to mean to him in the last 

year, and yet it meant more to him than 

anything he’d ever had in his life.   

  

Trust him.  He can help.     

 

He wanted to sleep and not wake up with a 

scream in his throat.  Dios, he just wanted 

some peace, once and for all . . . 

 

He rode easily in the dark, choosing his way 

with unerring accuracy and letting Barranca 



 



do the rest.  Though still on Lancer land after 

an hour or more, and despite his reluctance to 

stop, he was weary to the bone and knew Scott 

wouldn’t keep quiet much longer.  His brother 

had remained remarkably patient with him so 

far, and a sudden surge of affection and 

gratitude found him swiping at his stinging 

eyes. 

 

The breeze that had started as comfortably 

cooling earlier that evening had since become 

chilly, and Johnny shivered.  The memories 

and the dreams crowded close in the darkness.  

Fire, he thought, fire and light and warmth.  

And Scott . . . 

 

He reined in Barranca after a few moments, 

and Scott stopped a heartbeat later, turning to 

look at him. 

 

“Here?” 

 

“Yeah, this’ll do.” 

 

Johnny swung off his horse, surveying his 

chosen campsite.  Not great, but at least the 

rocks would cut the wind, and there was 

plenty of deadwood to burn.  They saw to the 

horses before setting up camp, and Johnny 

was all too conscious of Scott taking note of 

how slowly he was moving.  But Scott kept 

quiet, and they were soon sitting in front of a 

blazing fire.  Johnny wrapped his arms around 

his upraised knees, painfully aware of his 

brother’s unspoken concern and curiosity.   

 

His head ached with a dull throb behind his 

eyes, his body cried out for sleep, and he 

could feel the fine tremble in his hand as he 

reached up to push hair out of his eyes.  Now 

or never, Madrid.  Just get it over with.   

 

“Johnny?” 

 

“Yeah, Boston, I’m here.”  He swallowed, his 

throat suddenly dry, and stared into the fire.  

“Scott . . . hell, I don’t know where to start.  

This ain’t easy, ya know.” 

“I know,” Scott replied.  “Take your time.  

We’ve got all night.”  He turned away to 

rummage in his saddlebags.  “Here,” he said, 

turning back to hand Johnny the bottle he 

pulled out.  “Maybe this will help.  Medicinal 

purposes only, you understand—just a 

swallow or two.  It is not my intention to get 

you drunk.” 

 

Johnny took the bottle, squinting at the label.  

“Murdoch know you been raidin’ his 

whiskey?” 

 

“He won’t even notice.” 

 

“Medicinal purposes, huh?”  Johnny helped 

himself to a healthy swallow, feeling it burn 

all the way down his throat and into his empty 

stomach.  “Oh, yeah, that helps,” he rasped.  

He handed the bottle back and watched as 

Scott took a swig himself. 

 

With the whiskey hitting him like a freight 

train, he had to put a hand on the ground to 

keep from falling over.  He flicked a glance 

over at Scott.  In the past, he had always 

handled this himself, without anyone there to 

pick up the pieces of his shattered soul or even 

give a damn.  What would Scott think of him 

after tonight?  Would he recoil in disgust?  

Pity?   

 

Trust him.     

 

Well, his instincts rarely failed him; maybe he 

should pay attention and listen.  He pulled his 

jacket a little closer around him and wondered 

where to start. 

 

“Start at the beginning,” Scott said quietly. 

 

“Dios, don’t do that!”   

 

“What?” 



 



 

“You know what!  You’re the one readin’ my 

mind!” 

 

“Oh.”  Scott threw him a smile.  “Sorry.  But 

you must admit, it is good advice.” 

 

“Yeah, yeah,” Johnny muttered, rubbing a 

hand across his eyes.  The teasing was as 

natural as breathing, and that, more than 

anything, eased away some of the dark pain 

and despair he had felt these past days. 

 

“So?”  Scott prompted, obviously unwilling to 

put up with Johnny’s silence any longer. 

 

Johnny felt that silence stretch out as he stared 

sightlessly into the fire.  The beginning?  He 

didn’t think so.  Not tonight. 

 

“Ain’t been sleepin’ real well,” he said, 

finally, after holding out his hand for the 

bottle again. 

 

“I believe we’ve managed to ascertain that, 

brother.  Tell me something I don’t know.” 

 

“Thought you knew everything,” Johnny 

tossed back, an admittedly weak attempt at a 

distraction. 

 

Scott just gave him a roll of his eyes that said 

he wasn’t buying any of it, and that Johnny 

had better start talking. 

 

“Yeah, all right,” he sighed.  Whiskey 

wouldn’t hurt, would it?  He managed another 

swallow before Scott took the bottle from him.  

“Just been havin’ a few . . . bad dreams, is 

all,” he said at last. 

 

“Johnny, I know you’ve had nightmares 

before, and they haven’t affected you like 

this.” 

  

A shudder that had nothing to do with the chill 

breeze went through him.  “These are 

different.” 

“Why?” 

 

“Just are, is all.”   

 

“Different how?  Talk to me—isn’t that why 

you dragged me all the way out here?” 

 

“I dragged ya out here ‘cause I didn’t want to 

talk about . . . this . . . at Lancer.  Didn’t want . 

. . the house . . . or Murdoch or Teresa or 

anybody ta hear any of this.  Wouldn’t be 

right.  An’ it ain’t goin’ no further, Scott.” 

 

“You have my word.”  

 

“I . . . just don’t want ‘em all worryin’.” 

 

“They already are, Johnny, and they will 

continue to do so until you get over this.  

Teresa’s right—you’re just making yourself 

ill.  How long since you really slept?  Or ate?”    

 

He lifted a shoulder in an uneasy shrug.  “Few 

days, maybe,” he said, reluctant to go any 

further down that road.   

 

 “Johnny.”   

 

Uh oh.  That was Scott’s ‘no nonsense’ tone 

of voice, the stern big brother voice.   

 

Madre de Dios, but he was tired.  Beyond 

tired.  Maybe he shouldn’t have had any of 

that whiskey—Scott was starting to blur.  

Both of him . . . 

 

The friendly circle of firelight suddenly felt 

far too small, and the shadows crowded too 

close upon his back.  He thought he would 

shatter into a thousand pieces, mind, memory, 

body, everything gone, and he was just so 

tired, and all he wanted was to fall into the 

dark and not wake up . . . 

 



 



But Scott’s voice was there, still there, and it 

was calling him back from edge of the 

beckoning abyss, and he would always answer 

if Scott called. 

 

“I’m all right,” he said, or thought he did, 

opening his eyes.  Scott crouched beside him, 

tense, worried, with one hand on Johnny’s 

shoulder.  Johnny was surprised to find 

himself lying down, his head and shoulders 

propped against his saddle and a blanket 

tossed over him.  He licked dry lips.  “What 

happened?” he croaked. 

 

Scott didn’t answer, just held up a canteen, 

and Johnny reached for it gratefully.  The 

water was tepid, but it soothed his throat, and 

felt mighty fine going down.  Several 

swallows later, he handed the canteen back, 

and said again, “What happened?” 

 

“You keeled over, boy.  Luckily for you, I 

caught you before your hard head hit the 

ground.” 

 

He struggled to sit up straight despite the fact 

that his head still spun; Scott shot him a 

disapproving look, but gave him a helping 

hand anyway. 

  

“I fell asleep, huh?” 

 

“If I were feeling charitable, I might say that.  

No, little brother, what you did was pass out.” 

 

“Did not.” 

 

“Yes, I’m afraid you did.  When did you eat 

last?” 

“I’m—” 

 

“Don’t you dare say ‘I’m all right’ one more 

time to me.”   

 

“Wasn’t gonna say that.” 

 

“Don’t lie to me, either.  Here, eat this.”  Scott 

had reached into his saddlebag again and now 

unwrapped a hunk of bread and some jerked 

beef, handing it to him with a glare.  “Eat.” 

 

Johnny looked at the offering warily, but took 

a bite of bread, too bemused to do anything 

else.  It was fresh, and for the first time in 

days, surprisingly, food did not taste like ashes 

in his mouth.  He chewed slowly, and the 

bread disappeared, then the jerky, and a few 

more swallows of water followed.  

 

Passed out.  He gave himself a sardonic 

inward smile.  It wasn’t as if he’d never gone 

hungry before, never gone days without much 

more than what he could scavenge or beg or 

steal.  Too much easy livin’, Madrid.  Faintin’ 

like a girl just ‘cause ya missed a few meals.      

 

“Thanks,” he said, quiet, embarrassed at this 

show of weakness, even in front of his 

brother.  He looked up at Scott, who hadn’t 

moved from his side.   

 

“You’re welcome.  Feel better?” 

 

“Yeah, I do.”  Scott was not doing very well at 

hiding his worry, so Johnny tried a smile, and 

it was a weak one at best.  “Wouldn’t have 

any of Teresa’s chocolate cake in there, would 

ya?” 

 

Scott grinned back.  “You’ll have to ask for 

that when we get home.  I’m sure she’d be 

happy to bake you one.”  The grin faded.  

“Johnny, we’re not through yet.  In fact, we’ve 

hardly started.” 

 

“Look, I done told ya about the nightmares, 

that’s why I ain’t been sleepin’ so good.  Ain’t 

been hungry much, but I ain’t gonna starve.  

What else do ya need ta hear?” 

 

“Oh, only a few little facts,” Scott shot back.  

“When did these nightmares start?  Why now?  



 



What will it take to stop you from having 

them?  And what makes them different from 

the others you’ve had before?” 

 

 Surrendering to that persistent inner voice 

after a long moment, he began, “They . . . they 

just come an’ go, sometimes.”  He studied his 

hands, now fiddling with the edge of the 

blanket that lay across him.  “Get a bad spell 

of ‘em for a few days, an’ then they stop.  

Don’t have any for a good long while, then 

they hit again.  Thought I’d be spared ‘em, 

here.  At Lancer, I mean, ‘cause my life’s so 

different than before . . .”  He drew a deep 

breath to steady himself before Scott could 

hear the tremor in his voice.  “But they came 

back, dammit.”  He pushed the heels of his 

hands against his eyes, trying to shove away 

the pain pounding in his head. 

 

“Easy.  Easy, now,” Scott soothed. “It’s all 

right.” 

 

Throwing off the blanket, he ignored Scott’s 

protest and wobbled to his feet, stance only 

slightly shaky, and walked a few paces away 

to stare into the dark beyond the fire.   

 

“You ever dream of the dead, Scott?”  Johnny 

spoke at last, his voice barely above a 

whisper, as he searched for a way to put his 

own private hell into words.  “Do ya see 

ghosts of people ya knew?  Some kind of 

restless spirits . . .”  His voice trailed off, and 

he could feel the hard hammering of his heart.  

He forced himself to go on.  “The kind that 

come to a man in the night, that call to him of 

blood an’ death, of no hope or forgiveness, 

only death an’ darkness forever an’ ever . . .”  

He shivered again and wondered if speaking 

of them would give them more power.  

 

He remembered those rare occasions as a child 

when his mother had taken him to church.   

Usually, he recalled with bitterness, because 

she’d sobered up and was feeling guilty and 

remorseful about one sin or another, and felt a 

need for some sort of forgiveness.  Cynical of 

the rituals of the Catholic faith even at that 

young age, he had instead found it easier to 

believe in and understand the superstitious 

fears of the simple folk and poor peasants he 

had grown up amongst.  It had become all too 

easy over the years to believe in the dead, in 

ghosts . . .   

                       

“Dream of the dead?”  Scott echoed the 

question, his reply slow and thoughtful.  

“Sometimes I dream about . . . the past, and I . 

. . see . . . men from the war.  Sometimes those 

dreams of the past turn into nightmares that 

wake me up in the middle of the night, and I 

don’t know where I am, or what year it is . . .”  

It was Scott’s turn to fade off into silence, and 

Johnny could feel his brother studying him. 

 

Johnny forced himself to turn and meet Scott’s 

eyes, seeing nothing in those blue depths but 

empathy and compassion.  “It’s the dead,” he 

whispered, and now that the first words were 

out, he couldn’t seem to stop.  “Some are men 

I’ve killed, others are ones I couldn’t save.  

My mother’s there, sometimes.  She’s always 

angry with me, shoutin’ . . . The others, they 

cry and plead, they beg me for help, or they 

curse me for lettin’ ‘em die.  I ain’t no saint, 

Scott, I’ve killed plenty of men in gunfights, 

fair.  Ain’t a backshooter, though, don’t hold 

with killin’ a man in cold blood.  Always tried 

to do the right thing, I guess, but it don’t 

matter, ‘cause I got the dead cursin’ me, an’ I 

got too much blood on my hands.”   

  

“You’re a good man, Johnny Lancer,” Scott 

said, firmly, not flinching away from Johnny’s 

anguish.  “If you weren’t, I doubt you’d be 

troubled by nightmares . . . or the dead . . . in 

the first place.”   

 

Head bowed and arms crossed tight, Johnny 

slowly paced around the fire, visions from his 

dreams leaping in his mind’s eye.  



 



   

“It’s always the same ones, Scott . . . always 

the dead, angry an’ cryin’ out, an’ they want ta 

take me with ‘em . . .”  He couldn’t stop the 

shudder that coursed through him.  Then Scott 

was beside him, his hand on Johnny’s 

shoulder again, warm and strong. 

 

“Well, they aren’t going to get you,” his 

brother said softly, “not if I have anything to 

say about it.” 

 

“Just gonna tell ‘em to shove off, huh?”  

Johnny gave a humorless laugh.  “Tried that 

already.” 

 

“Then we’ll just have to do it together.” 

 

“Why bother?” he asked wearily.  “Too late.  

I’m crazy, ain’t I?  Or damned.  Hell, I’m 

probably both.”  He looked at Scott, almost 

pleadingly.  “What about you?    How’d you 

get rid of your ghosts?” 

 

Scott stilled, absolutely.  For a moment 

Johnny thought he stopped breathing.  Then 

his brother shook his head and moved away to 

poke up the fire, his back to Johnny. 

 

“Scott?  Sorry, I didn’t . . .” 

 

“No, no, it’s all right.  We are on the subject, 

after all.” 

 

After a few more minutes of tending the fire, 

Scott sat back, and Johnny saw the whiskey 

bottle in his possession once more.  He took a 

drink before speaking, and his voice was 

almost as low as Johnny’s.  “After the war . . . 

after I got home, I mean . . . I dreamt about it 

for quite a while.  Not every single night, but 

often enough.  Mostly the dreams, nightmares, 

really, were about men I had served with . . 

.men who had died, in battle. . .or the prison 

camp.”  He paused to take another swallow of 

whiskey.  Still not looking directly at Johnny, 

he went on. 

 

“The first time I was home and there was a 

thunderstorm, I woke up on the floor.  I 

thought it was cannon fire, and I was trying to 

find a ditch to crawl into.  That usually 

guaranteed bad dreams for a night or two.  

You may have noticed that I still don’t care 

much for thunderstorms.       

 

“Anyway, the dreams, the nightmares, 

gradually disappeared, for the most part.  But 

every so often, I still have one . . . and it’s 

always the same.  It’s one I seemed to have 

the most, back in Boston, the one that woke 

me up feeling sick . . . the one that almost 

made me scream.  However, one part of it has 

since changed, and that scares me even more.”   

 

Johnny just waited, echoes of his own pain 

resounding in Scott’s quiet recitation.  Maybe 

Scott needed to face his demons just as much 

as Johnny did . . . 

 

He picked up the threads of his story again 

after another pull at the whiskey bottle.  “And 

do you know what that part is, Johnny?  Since 

coming to Lancer and meeting you, since 

having a brother who means more to me than 

anything, my nightmare has changed into 

something far worse.  Instead of my sergeant 

dying in my arms in that God awful, stinking 

hellhole of a prison, it’s you.”  His voice 

growing more ragged, he went on, as though 

determined to have it all purged from his mind 

and heart.  “Three, four times now, it’s you.  

The first time it happened, I was so scared, I 

actually got up in the middle of the night to 

sneak into your room to make sure you were 

all right.  That must make me at least as crazy 

as you.”  He wiped a hand across his eyes, and 

added shakily, “So, you see, I haven’t gotten 

rid of my ghosts, either.”   

 

“I’m sorry, Scott.  I’m sorry to do that to ya . . 

. ”  He dropped his eyes.   



 



 

“It’s hardly your fault, Johnny.  I’m just glad 

you weren’t in that place with me.  My 

sergeant was a good man, and I’m sorry he 

died there, but he wasn’t my brother.”   

 

“Yeah, well, six years ago, I was raisin’ hell 

all over Sonora, an’ I’m glad you weren’t 

there, either.  Hand that whiskey over.  Since 

ya ain’t got any chocolate cake in them 

saddlebags, I might as well have another 

drink.”   

 

“Only when you tell me when all this started.” 

 

“Scott . . . ”   

 

“Johnny.” 

 

“Bossy bastard,” Johnny muttered.  “All 

right,” he began, wearily, “I guess I owe ya 

that, seein’ as how we’re puttin’ our cards on 

the table tonight.”  He turned back to face the 

darkness again before he went on.  

“Remember a couple days before you left for 

Stockton, we were in Spanish Wells pickin’ 

up a few supplies?” 

 

“I remember.” 

 

“An’ that kid called me out.  Claimed I’d 

killed his brother in Tombstone some years 

back, an’ he was gonna see to it that he got a 

bit of justice.  ‘Eye for an eye,’ he said.  I’d 

killed his brother, an’ he was gonna kill mine 

after takin’ care of me.” 

 

For a moment there was only the sound of 

wood snapping in the fire and the sigh of the 

wind in the trees.   

 

“I didn’t hear that part,” Scott said, the shock 

evident in his quiet voice.  “All I heard was 

that you’d killed his brother in Tombstone.  

Why didn’t you say anything?” 

 

“Why?  What difference would it have made?  

He drew on me, he’s dead, an’ he ain’t gonna 

be killin’ anybody now.”  Johnny laughed, 

short, sharp, and bitter.  “An’ ya know what?  

I ain’t ever been to Tombstone.  I had to shoot 

some stupid, fool kid for no reason.  How’s 

that for a day’s work?”  

  

“Oh, Johnny,” Scott breathed, “I’m sorry.  But 

don’t blame yourself.  You had no choice.” 

 

He heard Scott get up to come stand behind 

him, and then his brother was gently 

maneuvering him back to the fire.   

 

“Come on.  You’re freezing.  I think another 

round of medicinal whiskey is called for.” 

 

His teeth were chattering, dammit.  He sat as 

close as he could to the fire without singeing 

his boots and gratefully took the bottle of 

whiskey from Scott.  “Thanks.”  Then he 

added, his voice dropping lower, “I sure seem 

to be sayin’ that a lot to you lately.”  

 

“My pleasure.  You’re very welcome.”  Scott 

hunkered down beside him.  “So why would 

that man think you’d killed his brother?” 

 

“Ah, hell, who knows?  Maybe it was 

somebody usin’ my name an’ reputation, or 

the kid got told some story, or maybe he’d just 

read too many dime novels an’ decided to be 

part of one.  I don’t know, Scott, an’ I’m way 

too tired to wonder anymore.  I’m sorry he’s 

dead, but I can’t change what happened.”  He 

paused to let some whiskey burn its way down 

his throat.  “I had a . . . dream . . . that night, 

an’ hell, guess who showed up.  So now I got 

me a new dead man to go along with all the 

old ones.”    

    

“So . . . the nightmares started after that?”  

Scott grabbed the whiskey back after Johnny’s 

third or fourth swallow and had one himself.  

“Johnny, that was a good ten days ago!” 



 



 

“Nothin’ good about ‘em,” Johnny muttered, 

thinking back with a grimace. 

 

“How much sleep have you had in the last 

week and a half?” Scott demanded. 

 

He shrugged.  “Couple hours a night, maybe.  

Couldn’t get back to sleep after wakin’ up, 

about midnight or thereabouts, so I’d go for a 

walk around the ranch a bit.  Sometimes 

managed another hour or two after.  Kept 

tryin’ to wear myself out workin’, but that 

never really helped, either.”  He looked over 

at Scott.  “Fell asleep on you with no problem, 

though,” he added dryly. 

 

“I noticed,” came the equally dry response.  

“Well, no wonder you look the way you do, 

boy.   Johnny . . . what did you do about the 

nightmares before?  How many times have 

you gone through this?” 

 

Johnny sighed.  His brother was nothing if not 

relentless.  “First time, I got drunk an’ stayed 

that way for a week.  Found a place to hole up 

with plenty of tequila, made sure nobody 

could sneak up on me, an’ woke up with a 

killer hangover a few days later.  That didn’t 

work the next time . . . Then I tried stayin’ 

around lots of people.  Spent three, four nights 

in a cantina, playin’ poker.  Stayed with a girl 

. . . ”     

 

“What happened to bring them on those 

times?” 

 

Honestly, the man was like a dog with a 

goddamn bone. 

 

“Hell, Scott, I don’t know!”  Johnny knew 

Scott was only trying to help, but he was 

getting mighty tired of all this talking.  How 

much more of his soul did he have to drag 

kicking and screaming out into the open 

tonight?  He scrubbed a hand over his face and 

reached for calm.  A couple of deep breaths 

later, and he opened his eyes to find Scott 

waiting patiently for an answer.  “I don’t 

know,” he said again, gesturing with one 

hand.  “Anything.  Nothin’.  Sounds?  Time of 

year?  Somethin’, a feelin’ in the air . . . ”  He 

shook his head, knowing just how insane all of 

that sounded.              

      

“‘I am but mad north-northwest,’” Scott 

murmured, after a moment, more to himself 

than Johnny, and then upended the bottle 

again. 

 

“I ain’t crazy all the time, Scott,” Johnny said, 

with a slight but very real smile coming to his 

face.  “‘When the wind is southerly I know a 

hawk from a handsaw.’”  As he finished the 

quote, he had the pleasure of watching his 

brother’s mouth fall open in complete and 

utter astonishment, and the smile grew to a 

grin.  “What?” he went on, all wide-eyed and 

innocent.  “Ya think I wouldn’t know a line 

from ‘Hamlet’ when I heard it?” 

                                                                                                                            

“What?  How?  But . . . ” Scott sputtered.  

“Since when?” 

 

Johnny thought back, enjoying his brother’s 

confusion.  Well, maybe it was worth hauling 

both their sorry hides out here if he got that 

kind of reaction from Scott just because 

Johnny threw some Shakespeare back at him. 

 

“Oh, a few years ago I wound up sharin’ a jail 

cell with a drunk for about a week, an’ it 

turned out he was an actor, or had been.  Well, 

when he was awake he spent most of his time 

yellin’ out all sorts of speeches and lines from 

one play or another.  Of course, I didn’t know 

that then.  When he sobered up, he introduced 

himself an’ he told me stories an’ plays, then 

acted out all the parts.  I think he was happy to 

have an audience.  Anyway,  ‘Hamlet’ was his 

favorite.  I must’ve heard that at least ten 

times.”  Then he added, wistfully, “Always 



 



wanted to see it someday, for real, with actors 

an’ costumes—especially that swordfight at 

the end.” 

 

“How old were you?”  

 

Scott yet appeared to be in a state of shock, 

and Johnny felt that silly grin get even wider.  

Maybe he’d had too much whiskey; maybe 

they both had . . . 

 

“Uh, maybe . . . fourteen?  Fifteen?”  He 

tipped his head sideways, recalling the 

incident; some messy little fracas in some 

dusty little town had left him with a black eye 

and a couple of cracked ribs, and landed him 

in jail.  And he hadn’t even started it.  

 

“You still remember those lines from that 

many years ago?”  

 

“Well, yeah.  Like I said, he probably ran 

through it ten times.  Besides, I liked it.  I may 

not have understood it all, even when he 

explained it to me, but I understood that it was 

about revenge, an’ a ghost, an’ a . . . father.”  

He ducked away then, unwilling to show that 

particular pain to Scott tonight.     

 

“Actually, it’s always been rather a favorite of 

mine, too,” Scott said.  He went on, loftily.    

“I’ll have you know that I played the part of 

Laertes in a production when I was at 

Harvard.”   

 

“Is that so?”  Johnny arched an eyebrow.   

 

“Yes, and I was quite brilliant, if I may say so 

myself.” 

 

“Uh huh.  I bet you were.”  He knew full well 

that Scott had seen right through him, but was 

pretending otherwise.  How had he gotten so 

lucky to have this man for his brother?  Not 

only his brother, but his friend, as well . . .   

 

Scott was still eyeing him with faint surprise, 

either from his sudden literary revelation, or 

because he was looking for sarcasm in 

Johnny’s last remark.  Johnny just let him 

wonder. 

 

“It’s very late,” Scott said, quietly, at last.  

“Do you think you could get some sleep?” 

 

Johnny shifted, uneasy again, and longed to do 

nothing but that.  He glanced at his brother.  

“Am I crazy, Scott?” 

 

“If you’re crazy, Johnny, then so am I.” 

 

“That ain’t exactly the reassurin’ answer I was 

hopin’ to hear.” 

 

Scott smacked him on the arm, and he felt 

another smile growing on his face.  Oh, I have 

missed you, brother.  I’m right glad to have 

you home again.   

 

“You are not crazy,” Scott said, firmly.  “But 

maybe . . . maybe you need to let go of those 

memories of the dead, let those ghosts go back 

where they belong.”   

 

Johnny cocked his head at his brother and 

pointed out, “Maybe we both do, brother.”  

Then he added, “But I ain’t a ghost, Scott. I 

ain’t goin’ nowhere.” 

 

This time the hand came up to ruffle his hair.  

“I know you’re not, thank God, and you had 

better stay that way.”   

 

Johnny had lost track of the whiskey bottle, 

but Scott appeared to have his hand on it 

again.  He raised it, and said, “To Sergeant 

Matthew Martin Connelly.  May his soul find 

peace.”  After taking a swallow, he passed the 

bottle to Johnny. 

 

Oh, what the hell.  Couldn’t hurt.   “‘And 

flights of angels sing thee to thy rest,’” Johnny 



 



quoted softly.  He drank off the last of the 

whiskey, and looked at Scott.  “I hope they all 

find peace, and leave me to mine.  I’m tired of 

not sleepin’.”  He thought about that briefly, 

and added, “Does that make sense?” 

 

“It does, and I don’t even think I’m drunk.  

Much.”  Scott stood up and extended a hand to 

Johnny.  “Come on, brother, time for bed.” 

 

He let Scott haul him up, and with a steadying 

hand on his arm, led him the few steps back to 

his bedroll.  

 

“Off with the boots.  Gunbelt, too.”   

 

Before Johnny knew it, he was tucked under a 

couple of blankets with his gun comfortably 

close at hand.  He let loose a long sigh.  

Between the whiskey and the exhaustion 

dragging at his mind and body, he figured he 

was in no shape to resist Scott’s big 

brothering.  With heavy lidded eyes, he 

watched as Scott added more wood to the fire 

and made a last check on the horses before 

turning in as well. 

 

“I’ll be right here,” Scott said, propped on an 

elbow, only a couple of feet away.  “You go to 

sleep, Johnny.  It’ll be all right.  I’ll see you in 

the morning.  Go to sleep.” 

 

He met his brother’s intense gaze, and so 

dearly wanted him to be telling the truth.  

“Promise?” he said.  Sleep tugged insistently 

at him, but he fought it long enough to hear 

Scott’s reply.  Not that he needed to, he 

thought, as he finally drifted off.  Scott meant 

what he said, didn’t he, and always kept his 

word . . . 

 

 
 

cott watched as Johnny at last gave in.  

About time, little brother.  Satisfied after 

several minutes that the slow, even breathing 

meant that Johnny really was asleep, he 

nevertheless continued to study the familiar 

features in the dancing firelight.  Some of the 

tight lines and the frown had smoothed out in 

sleep, but the sharp jutting of cheekbone and 

jaw line in his too thin face was very evident.  

Not to mention that he still looked grey 

beneath his tan, and his closed eyes appeared 

bruised.  Well, Johnny, you just sleep.  I’m 

here, boy, and I’m not letting any of your dead 

take you away from me.  Not tonight.  Not 

ever.  So you rest easy.  I’m here.   

 

He slept himself, eventually, though not 

deeply.  He was always aware of Johnny off to 

his side, and once when he woke, he saw that 

his hand had reached out in Johnny’s 

direction, nearly touching him.  But it was not 

until almost dawn that he heard a sound from 

his brother.  Johnny had scarcely moved all 

night, but now he began to thrash restlessly, 

and as Scott became more fully awake, he 

heard the low moan and some muttered words.  

  

“Not this time,” Scott whispered.  He moved 

closer and reached out to grip Johnny by the 

shoulder.  His other hand grabbed a flailing 

arm, and he leaned in to put his head next to 

Johnny’s.  “Can you hear me, Johnny?  It’s 

Scott.  I’m right here, I’ve got you.”  He could 

see Johnny’s eyes moving rapidly beneath the 

closed lids, and his breathing had quickened.  

A few more words in Spanish fell from his 

lips, but Scott just kept talking, his voice low 

and calm.  “That’s it, it’s all right,” he 

crooned, as Johnny’s thrashing slowly eased 

and his head slid to one side.  His words 

trailed off as he saw Johnny’s eyes blink open, 

and he looked into those eyes, large and 

almost black in the pale, grey light of a new 

morning, and hardly dared to breathe. 

 

“Scott?”  It was barely a sigh.   

 

“I’m here, Johnny.”  He tightened his hold on 



 



Johnny’s arm, not knowing what to make of 

that look in his brother’s eyes.     

“Knew you were.”  A faint smile came to his 

face, then, and with another quiet sigh, he 

said, “Big brother . . .” 

 

“Always,” Scott said.  But he wasn’t even 

certain if Johnny heard him, because the eyes 

had closed again, and though the smile 

remained, his brother seemed to be asleep 

once more.  He carefully unclasped first the 

hand he had wrapped around Johnny’s 

forearm, and then the one that was fisted in his 

jacket.  He smoothed out the blanket, tucking 

it in a bit, and finished up with flipping back 

one stray lock of Johnny’s hair.  “I’m still 

here, Johnny, and I will be as long as you need 

me.” 

 

EPILOGUE 
TWO WEEKS LATER 

 

urdoch watched in silent delight from the 

windows of the great room as his boys came 

tumbling in after a hard day’s work.  From the 

barn, Johnny was half running, half 

skipping—backwards—and Scott was chasing 

after him, tossing clumps of hay at his head.  

Johnny dodged adroitly out of the way, and 

Murdoch could only marvel at the change in 

him.   

 

Neither of the boys would say anything, and 

Johnny only remarked, of course, that he was 

“fine”—so Murdoch left it at that.  He knew 

that Scott had spent a few nights in Johnny’s 

room, and he had been aware of Johnny 

slipping into Scott’s once or twice, but 

whatever had happened that first night when 

Scott came home seemed to have turned the 

tide.  He could certainly see for himself that 

Johnny had regained his appetite and 

boundless energy.  Murdoch realized how 

very much he had missed the sparkle in 

Johnny’s blue eyes, and he fervently hoped to 

never see it disappear again.   

 

A shout of victorious laughter told him that 

Scott had scored a hit while he had been 

musing, and he looked up again to see Johnny 

disgustedly wiping dirty hay off of his favorite 

shirt.  Then he threw up his hands in defeat, 

unbuttoned the shirt and pulled it off, holding 

the offending garment at arm’s length. 

 

Scott just stood with his hands braced on his 

knees and laughed.  Then he grabbed Johnny 

around the neck and dragged him into the 

house.  Murdoch smiled and shook his head, 

and went to meet his boys at the door. 

 

“Murdoch!  Look what he did to my shirt!”  

 

“Ah, yes, I see, John.  Or rather, more to the 

point, I can smell what he did to your shirt.” 

 

“Scott!” Johnny yelled.  “You owe me a new 

shirt!” 

 

Scott was still grinning.  “I’ll buy you two 

new shirts.  But I have something even better I 

want to give you, and I think now is the 

perfect time.” 

 

Johnny stopped waving his shirt in Scott’s 

face.  “What?” he asked, suspiciously.  “Don’t 

know if I want anything else from you today.” 

 

Scott, obviously enjoying his win, let his 

brother squirm for a moment.  “Well, little 

brother, last week in the San Francisco 

Chronicle there was a story about a 

Shakespearean acting company on tour from 

London, and they’ll be performing in San 

Francisco for several days.”  He paused, just 

long enough to get Johnny squirming again.  

“How would you like to go see ‘Hamlet’?”    

 

Murdoch felt his jaw drop at such an 

outrageous suggestion, and he later said that 

the shout Johnny let loose stampeded the 

cattle in the north pasture and had the hens 



 



laying their eggs early. 

 

“I guess that means ‘yes’?”  

 

“Oh, yes, it does at that, Boston, it surely 

does.” 
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t's been a silly ritual that started the day 

Johnny finally woke after Pardee's bullet. I 

don't know what I was thinking; well, yes I 

do. I'd just known my brother for a week and a 

lot of that time he was unconscious. I was 

trying to figure him out. He made it hard, too, 

but I'm not sure he did it on purpose.  I know 

now that my brother just didn't know how to 

respond because he was just learning to trust. 

His sense of humor, though, came through 

crystal clear. 

 

I'd given him a book. Since he was pretty 

restless lying there in bed, I figured he'd enjoy 

the diversion. It was a book on military battle 

theory which studied classic military 

engagements.  

 

Johnny used the book as a coaster.  

 

In fact, it still sits there on his nightstand, 

several orbits of drinking glass sweat rings 

staining the cover with two years worth of 

bedside beverages. I don't think the cover has 

ever been cracked open.  

 

As soon as he was up and around, Johnny 

reciprocated with his own gift. A door 

knocker shaped like a horseshoe for my 

bedroom door. Deciding to give his gift the 

same due, it immediately went into service as 

a paperweight on my dresser. It's still there. It 

works great. 

 

When the first anniversary of our surprise 

introduction came around, without any prior 

agreement, we exchanged gifts again. I gave 

him a nightshirt with matching cap because he 

said "I always sleep well." He gave me a 

picture frame. That's what it claimed to be, 

anyway.  I've seen better looking wagon 

wrecks.  

 

The nightshirt and cap ended up on the 

scarecrow in Teresa's garden. The crows 

won’t go anywhere near it. 

 

Johnny found the picture frame hanging in the 

barn with the current stage schedule on 

display. The barn dust enhanced the beauty of 

it. I told Johnny that at least now he knew 

what times he could pick up the stage in the 

middle of nowhere. 

 

This year, he's not going to be able to top what 

I have for him. I can't think of any way he 

could possibly find some other purpose for it; 

it's meant to just sit there. Now all I have to do 

is figure out a way to get into town to pick it 

up. I got a message that it's at Baldemoro's. 

Perfect timing - tomorrow marks the end of 

our second year as partners in Lancer - but 

Murdoch's been working us like there's no 

tomorrow.  

 

As I splash some water on my face in the 

kitchen, Teresa whacks me with a towel. 

 

"Scott!" She tries to sound menacing, but 

doesn’t quite accomplish it. "Quit splashing 

all over the floor!" 

 

"Okay, okay." I grab a towel and dry my face. 



 



She whacks me again. 

"That's a dish towel!" 

 

"Oh, sorry!" I hastily put it down and back 

away toward the exit to the great room. All I 

want is some lunch and some way to sneak out 

of here without running into . . . 

 

"Scott, I'm glad to see you're home." 

 

"Murdoch!" I’m surprised by my father 

entering the kitchen from my escape venue. 

"You're home early." Didn’t he ever leave the 

house today? 

 

"Listen, you have to go into town for me." 

 

I'm momentarily stunned. "Really?" I say, 

trying not to sound too eager. What timing! 

 

"There's a package you need to pick up for me 

and a wire to send. Get some lunch and head 

on out." He hands me a scribbled note and I 

stuff it in my pocket. 

 

Perfect! "Is Johnny still working on the 

fence?" I don't want my brother to see me 

going into town. 

 

"Yes. He said it would take most of the 

afternoon. I don't expect to see him until 

dinner."  

 

What luck! I see Murdoch frown at me and 

realize I'm smiling. I immediately look 

thoughtful. "Maybe I should help Johnny with 

the fence line on my way back." I can't believe 

that just left my mouth . . . 

 

"No, I want you to bring the package right 

home. Then you can help him if he's not done 

by then."  

 

"Yes, sir. I'll be off as soon as I have some 

lunch." Murdoch returns to the great room, 

and I turn back to the kitchen, thrilled at my 

turn of luck. It's almost one o'clock. I'll even 

have time for a beer when I get in town. 

 

My grin immediately falls away as I end up 

face to face with a glaring Teresa, just rising 

from drying the floor I’d splashed. Her arms 

cross her chest and her toe is tapping 

dangerously. She's managing to look quite 

menacing now.  

 

"Now I suppose you want food," she snaps. 

 

Uh . . . maybe not . . . 

 

 
 

 can't believe the timing on this. Everything 

is working out just great! I convinced 

Murdoch this fence job would take all 

afternoon and I'm just about done. I'll have 

plenty of time to get into town and get my 

surprise for Scott. 

 

The sweat on my palms is making the shovel 

slick, so I pause to wipe the wetness from my 

hands on my pants and get a drink. Good thing 

I took off my shirt early on; at least it'll be 

clean when I get to town. 

 

I can't help but laugh out loud when I think of 

Scott's gift this year. He'll never top it. It's 

taken a year to arrange. Clara’s been a big 

help, but I’ll be very happy not having to 

sneak into her dress shop anymore. Good idea 

to have the package sent to Baldemoro’s; I 

sure didn’t want to have to explain why I 

needed to pick up a delivery at Clara’s 

Fashion Shoppe. 

 

This is a far better present than that God-awful 

picture frame, but even Scott admitted it was a 

good reminder that he'd said he 'photographed 

well'. Hard to believe he's the same man I 

almost sat on when I got on the stage; he's a 

far cry from that pretty dude now, and has an 



 



evil wicked sense of humor. I have to admit, 

framing the stage schedule one-upped me 

good. That ain't happenin' this year. 

 

The water feels cool and welcome going 

down, but a beer would really hit the spot. 

One more string of wire and I can call it done. 

I'll eat what Teresa packed for me as I ride and 

have more time in town. Maybe I'll drop in on 

Val - haven't seen him in weeks. Murdoch's 

had some kinda burr under his saddle, drivin' 

us all loco with chores. He gets that way when 

his back's been botherin' him.  

 

Two years. It's been two years since we came 

together. Hard to believe Johnny Madrid has 

stayed in one place for two years. I even have 

a watch now. Pulling the timepiece carefully 

from my waist, I sober at the memory it brings 

as I finger the crystal.  

 

Damn! It's almost one o'clock! Quickly, I 

shove the watch away, twist that last wire on 

the fence and make my way to Barranca. 

Snatching my shirt from the saddle horn 

causes Barranca to turn to me, both ears 

pricked with obvious curiosity. "Yeah, yeah, 

I'll finish it tomorrow. Are you Murdoch's 

watchdog now?"  

 

All I get in response is a lazy tail swish and I 

immediately grin. "I won't tell if you don't," I 

whisper while I refasten the canteen. 

Barranca's ears relax and he shifts his weight 

with a sigh of apparent agreement. I swear that 

animal knows exactly what I'm thinkin’ 

sometimes.  

 

It's no time at all before we're on the trail to 

town. Murdoch's never gonna know and 

Scott's gonna have the britches shocked off 

him. I can feel that I'm grinnin' like a fool. 

Tomorrow's gonna be a good day. For now, 

Barranca’s steady, smooth lope feels perfect.  

 

I pull up just before we enter town so my 

horse can catch his wind. We made great time, 

so I can have a beer first. Maybe I can get Val 

to join me! I stop in front of his office, 

dismount, and let Barranca get a drink in the 

trough. Town looks quiet, but then again, it is 

the middle of the day on a Thursday. Looking 

around, the only thing that seems odd is the 

old buggy tied up in front of the saloon. 

Wonder who that belongs to? 

 

My dang horse dribbles on my leg to signal 

that he's had his fill. "Thanks a lot, compadre," 

I gripe. After hitching up Barranca, I brush off 

the dust and water from my pants with my hat 

and push open Val's door. It's no surprise to 

see him relaxed in his chair, boots on desk and 

head thrown back, napping hard. The open 

mouth is just too temptin'. I wad up a sheet of 

paper from his desk and give it a toss . . . 

 

The snort of surprise is just perfect as the 

paper bounces off his nose and I start to laugh. 

His arms start wheelin’ as the town’s top 

lawman loses his balance. 

 

"Johnny, you're a dead man!" Val sputters 

after he saves himself from fallin’ backward.  

 

"Hey, Val, if you ever lose your job as Sheriff, 

you can hire out as a windmill with that there 

arm action!"  

 

Val pushes to his feet and tugs up his gun belt 

with a grunt, still not quite awake. "Someday 

you're gonna accidentally get shot with your 

games," he grouses, running his fingers 

through his hair. "Where you been, anyway? 

Haven't seen ya for awhile." 

 

"Well, here I am now and ready for a beer. 

How 'bout you?" I settle on the corner of his 

desk and finger through the wanted posters 

stacked in a pile that's leaning dangerously to 

one side. Just one little tap . . . 

 

Val whacks my hand away. I look up with a 



 



grin and find him scowling at me. "Was just 

there. Gun salesman already bought me one, 

so I'd best stop with that." 

 

"Gun salesman?" Must belong to that wagon 

out front. 

 

"Yeah, he's got a few nice things. Says he's 

passin' through. Too bad. If he'd stay another 

day he could do some business tomorrow, 

bein' payday Friday for the Bar R and all." 

 

I stand and stretch. "Well, I offered. I'll be 

over there a little while if ya change your 

mind." I point at the leaning pile. "I see ya got 

some paperwork to do." In a flash, I tap the 

pile and it starts to slide to the floor like a 

waterfall. 

 

"Johnny, get outta my office!" Val barks as he 

leaps to try and stem the flow of paper. His 

hands fly, but the papers are on a run. 

 

I laugh and make my way to the door. "See ya 

later, Val!"  I quickly close the door, still 

chuckling, and untie Barranca. We walk to the 

saloon, where I tie him next to the salesman's 

buggy.  

 

I adjust my gun belt before pushing the doors 

aside. Scott doesn't think I even know I'm 

doing that - adjusting my rig - but I am fully 

conscious of it. It's more than a habit, as is 

skimming the room with my eyes as I enter. In 

the dim light I find four people: the bartender, 

Ellie the saloon girl who's lookin' mighty 

bored at the moment, and two men leaning on 

the bar. The smaller one is Silas from the 

livery who will be in big trouble if Gene - his 

boss - knew he was here. I know that feeling. 

And finally, a skinny, tall man in dapper 

clothes that are a bit threadbare. Must be the 

salesman.  

 

The salesman turns to me as the batwings 

clatter shut. His hair is full and combed 

straight back with a shot of grey at each 

temple. He's not a young man, but still limber. 

His grin is practiced and his eyes sharp. 

 

He puts me on edge. I pause just inside the 

door and give him an obvious look over. He 

takes it well. One thing I do notice - and I 

don't know why I noticed it - is that his boots 

are well worn with stirrup marks. This man 

has spent a lot of time in the saddle but he has 

a buggy outside. That tells me he may not be 

what he seems, but for now, his loose-limbed 

posture tells me he's not an immediate threat. 

He's not even wearing a gun. 

 

"Hello, sir. Would you like to see some very 

fine guns? I see that you are a connoisseur 

yourself." He acknowledges my rig with a 

slight nod of his head and is careful not to 

move his hands. Smart man. 

 

"I always like lookin' at guns," I say 

pleasantly. "Howdy, Silas. Becker." The 

liveryman and the bartender nod in greeting. I 

glance at Ellie. "Hey, Ellie. You look nice 

today." 

 

"Thanks, Johnny," she says, finally breaking a 

grin. "Staying long?" 

 

"Nah," I say, dragging off my hat as I slowly 

approach the bar. The salesman has a pair of 

display cases laying flat with a very nice 

selection of guns packed neatly in dark blue 

velvet that has seen better days. 

 

"Name's Mika. Glenn Mika. See anything you 

like?" 

 

I do see that Mr. Mika's eyes are very busy. 

Although they don't move much, I can see the 

dark circles of his eyes change constantly in 

width. He's sizing me up, and not nearly as 

relaxed as his posture wants to make me 

believe. I smile brazenly and look away for a 

moment to ask for a beer.  When the mug is in 



 



my hand I look at the display. 

"Very pretty," I say, taking a sip.  

 

"This one's the latest in single action and very 

smooth." He touches a shiny Colt. "I was 

telling Silas here that he may do better with a 

smaller piece, like this Derringer." 

 

I don't say much and Silas isn't buying, so Mr. 

Mika lets the conversation dwindle away. I 

finish my beer, thanking Becker. "I'll see ya 

later, Silas. Ellie, maybe this weekend." 

 

"You takin' off, Johnny?" Her lower lip does a 

temptin’ pout. 

 

"Yeah, 'fraid so. Back to work." I turn to Mika 

and see something akin to satisfaction in his 

eyes. The man's glad I'm leavin and I wonder 

why. "Mr. Mika." With a nod, I'm out the 

door. 

 

I give Mika's carriage one last glance. One 

leather satchel sits on the floor; it's pretty bare 

for a salesman on the road. "Comon', Johnny," 

I chide myself. "You're seein' ghosts again." I 

sigh, set my hat on my head, and stroll to 

Baldemoro's store to get my gift. 

 

I can't help but grin at the thought of the gift. 

Scott's never gonna top this one.  

 

 
 

 don't believe it. That's Barranca tied in front 

of the saloon! I knew he had to be up to 

something. My brother rarely volunteers to 

work with barbed wire. Johnny’s going to 

recognize Charlie, so I’ll tie him up behind 

Baldemoro’s store and keep out of sight until 

the coast is clear. 

 

In fact, maybe I can get this done and get out 

of here before Johnny even knows I’m in 

town. Tying off Charlie, I make my way down 

the back alley and up to the side of the saloon. 

There’s one window on that side; it’s dirty, 

but I can make out my brother taking a beer 

from Becker. Perfect; I can get my gift and get 

out of town before he’s even done. 

 

I make it to the back door of Baldemoro’s in 

no time and slip inside. Mr. Baldemoro’s 

stocking shelves, his back to me, and jumps 

when I clear my throat to get his attention. 

“Oh! Señor Lancer!” he sputters, momentarily 

juggling a pair of jars. 

 

I grab one jar that’s refusing to get under 

control. “I apologize, sir. I came in the back 

door.” 

 

He smiles, embarrassed, and gives me a 

dismissive wave. “It’s all right. The bell on 

the front door usually gives me a warning!” 

He puts the jars down. “Now, what can I do 

for you?” 

 

“I’m here to pick up a package?” 

 

“Oh, yes! It’s in the back. Uno momento.” Mr. 

Baldemoro hustles to the back storage room as 

I look out the front window to make sure 

Johnny is staying put. I’m about to turn away 

when I see the batwing doors open. Johnny! 

And he’s coming in this direction! 

 

When I turn I see Mr. Baldemoro coming out 

from the back room with a frown on his face 

and looking at brown paper wrapped items in 

his hands. “I found these two packages . . .” he 

starts. 

 

Packages? I hesitate at the counter. Oh, right! 

I was supposed to pick up a package for 

Murdoch. And a wire – I’m supposed to send 

a wire, too! I chew my lip, trying to plan a 

way to stay out of Johnny’s sight and get to 

Travis’ telegraph office. Having a brother who 

doesn’t miss a thing can be a real problem 

sometimes.  



 



 

“That’ll be . . .” Mr. Baldemoro starts. 

 

“Put it on the account!” I cut him off as I 

quickly grab the items and tuck them to my 

chest. “And if Johnny comes in here, you 

didn’t see me today, okay?” Mr. Baldemoro 

looks very puzzled. “It’s a surprise,” I explain, 

holding up the smaller of the two packages. 

 

“Oh,” he replies, still looking a bit confused. 

 

I dart out the back door and make my way to 

the corner of the store where I take a quick 

peek and see the heel of my brother as he 

steps up onto the boardwalk in front of 

Baldemoro’s. Suddenly, it’s clear: he’s got 

something to pick up, too, I bet. I grin to 

myself. Maybe I’ll quiz Mr. Baldemoro after I 

send the wire. No way is Johnny going to 

outdo me in this silly gift contest. 

 

I settle back into the shadows to wait out 

Johnny and decide to open the smaller 

package which has to be mine and see if my 

gift is in one piece. 

 

“Oh no!” Inside the opened box in my hand is 

not what was supposed to be in there. Instead 

of the custom made figurine I’d ordered for 

Johnny, there in the pile of tissue are two 

leather wallets with the Lancer brand carved 

on the outside.  

 

If this isn’t what I ordered, then what’s in this 

other, larger package? I put the smaller box 

down and start to peel back the brown 

wrapping paper on the bigger package. One 

little part of the wrapped item is finally 

exposed and I feel my jaw drop. Then I can’t 

help but smile hugely. 

  

“Why that little rat!” I mumble. “Where on 

Earth did Johnny find this?” 

 

 

 

"uenos dias, Senor Baldemoro.”  The old 

man is behind the counter with a strange look 

on his face. He stares at me for a second with 

his mouth hanging open before he replies. 

 

“Buenos dias, Johnny.  Er, cómo está?”   

 

He sounds fine, but the man seems kinda 

nervous as I saunter up to the counter. “Just 

fine, thanks. You have a package for me?” I 

casually look around, but he’s all alone.  

 

“Package?”   

 

“Yeah. Señora Baldemoro said she’d put it 

aside for me.” 

 

“Oh." That funny look crosses his face again. 

"I’ll check in the back.” 

 

He slinks off to the back room like he’s got 

some big secret. What did I miss? I look 

around again and through the front window I 

happen to see Val walkin’ down the other side 

of the street. Maybe he’s changed his mind 

about that beer . . . 

 

“Here you go. I did not see it when . . . er, I 

mean, I found it.” 

 

I turn back to Baldemoro and he looks 

positively frazzled. Now he’s makin’ me 

nervous. I look down at the package and 

frown as I reach for it. “That don’t look right,” 

I say. “It’s smaller than I was expectin’.” 

 

He coughs nervously. “Really?”  

 

Somethin’s not right here. “Well, let me check 

it real quick.” I carefully slip off the string and 

paper that’s on the small box and then slip off 

the lid. Inside is a bundle of tissue. “This is 

way too small," I say as I remove the tissue-

wrapped item and start to unroll the paper. 

 



 



The storekeeper is fidgeting. “Well, maybe, 

um. . .” 

 

I uncover a small figure. It’s a little statue of a 

jumping horse. A palomino horse; and the 

rider . . . I hold the item closer to confirm 

what I think I’m seeing and start to laugh. 

“Scott was supposed to get this, wasn’t he?”  

 

Mr. Baldemoro blushes immediately as his 

fingers start to fiddle with his apron. “Sí. I 

think he may have your package,” he says, 

clearly embarrassed. 

 

“Scott was here?” I laugh again. “Boy, is he 

gonna be surprised!” 

 

Just then, I hear shouting and the sound of 

gunfire outside. Without thinking, I head to 

the front door, my gun instantly in my hand.  

 

Once I clear the door I see Val rolling in the 

dirt and taking a position behind a water 

trough. He’s aiming down the street. I follow 

his line of sight and see three cowboys in front 

of the bank shootin' in Val’s direction. 

 

 I let fly with a couple of rounds and one is 

down. One of the remaining pair is just about 

mounted up as the other stands fast and keeps 

Val pinned. Two more men spill from the 

bank door and one wastes no time gettin’ a 

bead on me.  

 

Instantly, I drop to one knee and take him out 

as his shot sails past my shoulder. His partner 

has a fat bag and runs down the side of the 

bank, headin’ to the back alley. I start to the 

corner of Baldemoro’s to get to the back and 

cut him off when the mounted man starts 

shootin’ at me.  I pump a few rounds in his 

direction, the spookin’ horse makin’ the target 

hard to hit. I see Val reloadin’ from the corner 

of my eye. 

 

“Johnny!” Val hollers. “They robbed the 

bank!” He snaps the gun cylinder back in 

place and ducks from a close one. 

 

“I’ll get ‘em!” I holler as I take better aim and 

finally take out the mounted man. As the man 

hits the dirt, the one left in the street pulls a 

second gun from his waist and starts shootin’ 

at me, too. I get off one more shot. “I’m 

empty!” I yell at Val as I duck into the side 

alley. 

 

“I got this one!” Val yells, meaning the man in 

the street. I nod and move toward the back 

alley knowing I have to reload. That’s when I 

notice I’m still holding the jumping horse 

figurine, and have been fanning the hammer 

of my gun with the heel of my hand. I’m just 

about to drop it when I hear a shot and a yell 

from around the corner in the back alley. I 

freeze, and then slowly peek around the 

corner. 

 

 
 

 shout and immediate gunfire jerk my 

attention away from Johnny's obvious gift to 

me and I drop it on the ground to pull my gun. 

Keeping to the wall, I make my way up the 

back alley, realizing the gunfire is coming 

from the front of the bank, two buildings up. 

I’m just about to the bank’s side when a 

cowboy holding a bag runs into the back alley. 

His other hand holds a gun. 

 

The cowboy turns in my direction to find that 

he's looking down the barrel of my Colt. 

 

“Stop right there,” I snap. He does so, but in a 

flash I see that I’m in trouble. The bank robber 

is looking behind me and a smug smile grows 

on his face. All I can do is dodge aside and 

shoot. 

 

 



 



 

 hear Scott’s voice, low and stern, the same 

time I peek around the corner. To my right, I 

see my brother’s back – he’s holdin’ off the 

robber I saw run back here. 

 

But wait . . . I drop lower because something 

about the posture of the robber alerts my gut. 

He sees someone farther down the alley - I 

turn, and there’s Mika, the gun salesman, 

leather tote from the wagon in one hand and a 

bright, shiny handgun in the other. The muzzle 

is leveling on Scott’s back. 

 

I never had time to reload.  

 

I hear a shot but it’s not Mika - his gun's not 

even fully up yet. Reacting without thinking, I 

fling the horse figurine with all I’ve got. It 

flies true and wings hard off the gun 

salesman’s temple making him staggar and 

throwing off his shot before he can take it.  

 

I charge forward. Mika regains his balance 

and crouches as he starts to bring up his gun at 

me. Before he can aim I crash into him. 

 

I hear a loud bang and feel a kick in my thigh. 

I think he got me, but I’m not lettin’ him get 

away. 

 

 
 

 just have time to drop to one knee and fire at 

the robber. He flies back, the gun flipping 

through the air along with the bank bag. 

 

Another shot sounds behind me so I launch 

myself sideways again, this time into the dirt. 

A glance back reveals Johnny dropping hard 

on another man – the robber’s partner, waiting 

for him in the alley. 

 

I refocus on the young cowboy moaning on 

the ground. He’s curled up, holding his 

stomach. Pounding feet from the direction of 

the street startle me and I swing up my gun. 

 

“Scott!”  

 

Thank God it’s Val. I point at the bleeding 

robber and I sprint to Johnny rolling on the 

ground with the other man. I grab the collar of 

my brother's adversary and pull him off. The 

man is bleeding from the temple. He starts to 

struggle in my hand. 

 

“Hold still!” I yell, pressing my gun into the 

small of his back. He obeys, breathing hard. 

Glancing around, I see his gun on the ground. 

It looks shiny new. 

 

Johnny’s moving much too slowly. I yell, 

“Val! Johnny’s hurt!” 

 

By now, other men from town are showing up 

and Val puts one of them in charge of the 

robber I shot. Our sheriff then runs over and 

takes control of the man I have.  He’s not 

happy. 

 

“Check Johnny,” Val snaps unnecessarily 

because I’m already by my brother’s side. 

 

“Johnny! You all right?” I sit him up and see 

that he’s clutching his leg. 

 

“I will be as soon as I stop hurtin’,” Johnny 

groans. There’s blood all over his thigh. 

 

“I’ve got to stop the bleeding,” I say, pressing 

my hand on the bullet hole just above the 

knee. “It looks like you’ll live, but I need 

some bandages.” And I know exactly where to 

get some. 

 

Looking up, I see Mr. Baldemoro standing 

outside his back door. “Hey!” I yell, getting 

his attention. When he looks my way I nod at 

a pile on the ground near him. “Bring that 

over here!” 



 



 

The storekeeper looks down, sees the 

packages I dropped, and brings them over. I 

pull the paper from the bigger bundle and 

discover that the item inside is actually a shirt. 

I tear off a sleeve and begin to use it as a 

tourniquet on Johnny’s thigh. 

 

Johnny’s holding his injured thigh with both 

hands as he sits on the ground. He was 

concentrating on his wound, but when he sees 

the sleeve, his eyebrows raise and then he 

starts to laugh and moan in pain at the same 

time. 

 

I can’t help it. I start to laugh, too, as I tie off 

the tourniquet. Then I rip the other sleeve off 

to tie around the bullet hole. By the time I’m 

done, we’re both trying hard to control 

ourselves - unsuccessfully. 

 

“What in blazes is going on over there?” Val’s 

handcuffing the man that shot Johnny and 

directing two other men to drag the injured 

robber to the jail. “This ain’t funny as far as I 

can see!” 

 

Neither one of us can reply. 

 

Val hands off his prisoner and comes over, 

yelling for someone to get Sam. “Now tell me 

. . .” Our scruffy sheriff friend stops in mid 

sentence and points at the remains of the shirt. 

“What the heck was that supposed to be?” 

 

“That was Boston’s present,” Johnny manages 

to gasp, getting his laughter under control for 

a moment. “It exactly matches a certain pair of 

riding pants. . .” 

 

“Stop right there, Johnny!” I warn. I swear, 

I’m never going to live those particular pair of 

plaid pants down. Ever. I feel Johnny trying to 

get up. “You stay put a minute, will you 

please?” When I push him back down, a glint 

in the dirt next to Johnny catches my eye. It’s 

his gun. And next to it is . . . 

I pick up the round object and discover it’s the 

head of the rider from the figurine I’d ordered. 

I hold it up between my thumb and finger then 

redirect my eyes to my brother, who suddenly 

is working hard to look innocent. Then he 

glances around, and nods to something on the 

ground behind me. I turn to see the rest of the 

figurine in the dirt, the palomino’s body 

amazingly intact, frozen in flight over a 

brushy jump. I retrieve the bigger part and 

hold the rider’s head where it should be. Then 

I triumphantly hold it aloft for my brother to 

appreciate. 

 

“I see the rider’s got yellow hair,” Johnny 

quips with a grin.  

 

“Yup,” I reply smartly. “Just a reminder to 

you about who actually taught that nag of 

yours to jump.” 

 

“I see,” Johnny says slowly, his grin turning 

into a wince of pain. “It’s also a reminder that 

I saved your sorry hide. Sure packs a nice 

wollop.” 

 

“What?” 

 

“My gun was empty. I had to use somethin' to 

keep him from shootin’ ya and I sure as heck 

wasn’t gonna throw my gun.” Johnny sounds 

indignant. 

 

“Do you know how long it took me to find 

that statue?” 

 

“Do you know how long it took me to get that 

shirt made?” 

 

We try to scowl at each other, Johnny still 

holding his thigh and me waving the broken 

statue in front of his face. Then we both freeze 

and crack huge grins. Laughing again, I let the 

headless horseman drop to the dirt and point at 

his thigh.  



 



 

“Well, it looks like I saved your life again, 

too,” I say, checking the firmly wrapped bullet 

wound. 

 

“What?” Johnny snorts, pushing my hand 

away. “This is just a scratch. I saved your life 

this time, brother.” 

 

I pick up the headless figurine. I’m grateful, 

but I’ll be darned if I’m going to let him think 

that he’s topped me this year. “I can’t believe 

your gun was empty. What kind of novice are 

you, anyway?” I say with a difficult to hold 

straight face as I try to stare him down.  

Johnny’s eyes sparkle happily even though I 

know he’s in a bit of pain. 

 

Before he can respond, Mr. Baldemoro hands 

me the other box. “Here’s the package I guess 

your father ordered. Looks like I got them all 

mixed up.” 

 

“That’s all right,” Johnny smirks. “They got 

where they were supposed to go.” 

 

The store owner backs off as Sam appears 

around the corner, black bag in hand. Johnny 

scowls at his arrival.  

 

“Hey,” I say, nudging Johnny's uninjured leg 

to get his attention. “Want to see what 

Murdoch got us?” 

 

Happy for distraction, my little brother 

focuses on me as Sam clucks and makes those 

sounds that indicated he’s annoyed. The 

doctor fingers the colorful plaid bandage for a 

moment then shakes his head as he unties it. 

 

“What did he get us?” Johnny says with 

gritted teeth, refocusing my attention.  

 

I pull out the matching wallets and he eyes 

them closely. 

 

“Nice,” he says with a gasp; Sam’s begun to 

probe the wound. “But it wouldn’t pack near 

the same wollop.” 

 

We both dissolve into laughter again as the 

doctor harrumphs and goes to work. 
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NOTE: A ‘Yank / Yankee’ is any American to 

us. It doesn’t differentiate between north or 

south. It is used here purely with affection. 

 

n mid 2003, my life changed and took a 

surprising turn. The car had broken down and 

I was waiting for a tow-truck, when I suddenly 

realized I had the house to myself for the first 

time in several years. Did I do housework, 

schoolwork or gardening to while away the 

time? No! For some unexplained reason, I 

chose to play on the Internet. And what did I 

discover? The James Stacy site. This almost 

instantaneously put me in contact with Brenda 

(Virginia), Ros (Queensland) and Julia 

(Melbourne). They informed me about the 

Lancer sites and my world had opened up! 

This gal started travelling and it wasn’t just 

down Lancer memory lane … although that’s 

a mighty fine place to start! 

 

With Ros and Brenda’s encouragement and 

Brenda’s downright generosity, this Aussie 

was USA and Lancer Homecoming bound! 

 

San Francisco 
 

hese two Lancerettes were descending on 

America from diagonally opposite sides of 

Australia (equate Perth with the location of 

LA and Brisbane with coastal Virginia). First 

stop was San Francisco. Not an auspicious 

start, despite the brilliance of arranging arrival 

times merely thirty minutes apart. Fay was the 

first arrival (so she thought). The ONE and 

ONLY monitor in the whole gal darn 

monstrous airport said that Ros’s flight from 

Brisbane was ‘in customs’, so obviously, I 

headed to that waiting area where I waited…. 

and waited ... and waited for one and a half 

hours before finally deciding I would go to 

our emergency meeting place. There was Ros, 

patiently twiddling her thumbs and gently 

nursing all the Lancer mugs which she had 

lovingly painted, baked in her oven and 

carefully bubble-wrapped before packing 

them into her cabin luggage. No doubt she 

was feeling deserted and was thinking that I 

had got cold feet, had ditched our travel plans 

and left her to a solo effort. Her plane, of 

course, had come in early and the passengers 

had been allowed through a different gate 

nowhere near the officially posted arrivals 

area. It wasn’t even in the correct wing of the 

terminal! Good one, airport officials!  

 

We lost no time after that catching a shuttle to 

the hotel. I was immediately at home as the 

shuttle was a Chrysler Voyager – the same as 

my car from home. It was disconcerting, 

however, to see the steering wheel on the 

incorrect side of the car! And no amount of 

preparation takes away the stark terror of 

driving off on the right (or wrong) side of the 

road. I was waiting for a head-on collision the 

whole way into town! 



 



 

Our first initiation into American technology 

was the shower. Ros nabbed the bathroom 

first, but after about ten minutes she appeared, 

frustrated that she couldn’t turn the shower on. 

Could I help? Sheesh, it’s only a shower for 

crying out loud! But no matter how hard we 

pushed, pulled, twisted and turned various 

levers, the shower remained as dry as the 

Navajo Desert. I rang the desk, which sent an 

‘engineer’ up to our room. The engineer 

thought all his Christmases had come at once 

with Ros swanning around in her short red 

satin bathrobe. I’m surprised he could 

concentrate on the task at hand with this 

distraction nearby, but he came through for us. 

So simple, really. It was exactly what we had 

been doing, only we didn’t know there was a 

time delay. Duh! We felt like the classic 

country bumpkins but were relieved that we 

weren’t actually as thick as the impression we 

gave. 

 

Two and a half days in San Francisco, plus an 

extra day to go to Yosemite National Park, 

meant that we were on the hop! First stop, 

nevertheless, was shopping for my four 

teenaged sons. We had arranged such a tight 

itinerary, I didn’t know when we would next 

get time to do so!  So I bought some 

eminently suitable T shirts from a skate shop 

on Market Street while Ros again waited so 

patiently. I had strict orders that I wasn’t to 

buy anything touristy. Fifteen year old’s exact 

words were, “Don’t buy anything gay with 

slogans like I did the Big Apple!” 

 

San Francisco proved to be a vibrant place to 

start our adventure. We only narrowly escaped 

having our derrières ripped off by cable cars 

crossing paths with the one we riding on. We 

gripped on to the rail grimly, hanging off the 

sides and sucking in our breaths to make the 

smallest possible target.  Bustling Fisherman’s 

Wharf, quaint SF architecture, morbid 

Alcatraz, the stately redwoods of Muir Woods 

and picturesque Sausalito totally wowed us … 

as did the preponderance of fire hydrants. 

There were fire hydrants on the side of the 

road, on the side of buildings, lining fire 

escapes, vertical rows, horizontal rows, 

functional and artistic ones. No doubt this is a 

direct reaction to the disastrous fires of a 

century ago. In an effort to beat any future fire 

disasters, there are even underground 

reservoirs from which steam rises through 

road grates and manholes in the afternoon. 

 

We saw our one and only mugging as we 

waited on a tram to head back to our hotel 

from Fisherman’s Wharf. Actually, we were 

locked in the tram and couldn’t get out. The 

driver wanted to take a restroom break, 

informed us to stay put, told one young man 

on crutches that she would put him off the 

tram if he gave her any more sass about her 

answering Nature’s call, then calmly 

proceeded to lock us in! Meanwhile, the 

‘entertainment’ started as a man ripped a 

woman’s handbag from her grasp. He didn’t 

reckon on her friends, however. The two men 

gave chase, grabbed him and got stuck into 

him. Not pleasant at all, even if he deserved it. 

The mugger escaped, jumping into his 

accomplice’s four-wheel drive vehicle. The 

lady’s friends received a standing ovation 

from the captive tram audience. “Right on, 

man!” yelled the young bloke, waving his 

crutches wildly in jubilation. 

 

The Golden Gate Bridge finally shed its fog 

mantle and displayed itself in all its glory. Did 

you know that it was built to sag ten feet in 

peak hour traffic and it can sway up to twenty 

seven feet in an earthquake? Yikes! I don’t 

ever want to test it. Delighted at seeing this 

incredible architectural sight, we all crowded 

back on the bus and headed off to new 

pastures – all except solo traveller ‘Las Vegas’ 

who was left behind in the ladies restroom and 

NEVER seen again (true story).  

 



 



For those who have seen James in ‘The Streets 

of San Francisco’ episode entitled ‘Whose 

Little Boy Are You?’ you may be interested in 

knowing that we even saw the bunkers 

featured near the end of the episode! They 

were not far from the Botanic Gardens. 

 

Yosemite National Park was our next 

destination. With true Aussie spirit and little 

time, this return trip was achieved in one 

LONG day. But more to the point and little 

did our fellow road users know, this was our 

first day driving on the dreaded wrong side of 

the road! Gulp! NEVER do this unless you 

have a navigator, as you just can’t suppress a 

lifetime’s reflex habits or pulling to the left in 

an emergency. We nearly wrote ourselves off 

at Sonora as we went to turn in front of 

oncoming traffic, forgetting that the cars 

coming were in the near lane and NOT on the 

other side of the road as they would have been 

back home. Scary stuff, I kid you not. The 

joys of seeing Jamestown and Columbia, 

genuine gold rush towns, soon righted our 

equilibrium. Columbia, dating from 1850, was 

a real cowboy ghost town. It boasted a livery 

stable, saloon, hotel, jail, school house, 

courtroom and Wells Fargo office. 

 

 The first building Ros saw had her paralytic 

with joy. It was the town Gazette! Read ‘The 

Warner Gazette’ by Ros if you fail to see the 

relevance of this! We could just picture the 

Lancer brothers walking down the boardwalk, 

with spurs jingling and resounding on the 

wood and gun-belts swaying unbelievably low 

on those alluringly narrow hips. Or maybe 

crossing the street after a few tequilas in the 

saloon to go and fetch their trusty steeds from 

the livery stable. This was an unexpected 

detour, which gave us such a thrill. It was just 

magic to be in a dinkum cowboy western 

town. We were as happy as pigs in mud. 

 

Yosemite was like a little touch of paradise 

way up in a hidden valley. Totally awesome 

and well worth the long and winding road up 

to the required altitude. Bridal Veil Falls and 

Yosemite Falls simply plummeted vertically 

off the cliff faces down to the valley floor. I 

remember seeing Yosemite on Disneyland as 

a little kid, but never thought I would ever get 

here. If you go, just make sure you don’t leave 

any food in your cars. Bears cause half a 

million dollars worth of damage to cars each 

year. A video at the Visitor’s Centre showed 

the bears ripping off car doors and 

windscreens searching for a snack! As we 

walked back to our car, I kept wondering just 

how much would bears be attracted to 

crackers and trail mix? Apparently not, bless 

their little cotton socks! 

 

The Real Lancer Hacienda 
Used in the Pilot 

 

ur next stop absolutely blew us away. We 

called in to see René Belling at Santa Cruz, 

where we were made welcome by both her 

and her Mum, Denise. After refreshments, 

René set off with us to show us the ridgy 

didge hacienda from the pilot. We thought it 

was about five minutes away, and were 

embarrassed to find that it was actually about 

thirty minutes from René’s in the Santa Lucia 

Mountains. Gosh! There it was in front of us! 

If you can get over the fact that it is now pink, 

it is exactly as it was in the pilot, but much 

bigger than I had realized. Amazingly, even 

the post and rail fence that Johnny’s horse 

jumps over towards the end of the pilot is still 

there.  

 

What was really surprising is that the 

waterhole / river is to the rear of the hacienda, 

about two hundred yards away. I really 

thought that the river where they fought was 

filmed elsewhere and edited in. James did 

comment at the Convention that the whole 

pilot was shot up here and that they never 

came back. The tower and balcony from 



 



which they fired on Pardee is there to the rear 

of the building, as is the vine-covered 

courtyard. To the right of us, or the side of the 

building was the hill from which Teresa 

stopped to show them ‘Lancer as far as the eye 

can see’. What could pass as buggy tracks 

were still visible. 

 

Scott and Johnny must have been out at the 

north line shack or on a cattle drive to 

Stockton, as neither came to check us out or 

invite us in. Darn! 

 

We were engrossed and spent what can only 

be called an inordinate amount of time 

standing there with cameras and binoculars, so 

much so that the ranger / security guard drove 

past excruciatingly slowly and said a friendly 

hello. He checked us out again later when we 

drove René back to her car. He double-parked 

and asked if we had found what we wanted. 

“Oh, yes,” I assured him, “We have had the 

best time!” He was somewhat taken aback by 

my fervour, visibly shrinking backwards in 

fright as I leaned into his open window 

grinning wickedly at him. However, after 

giving us the once over he must have decided 

that we looked harmless enough and were not 

likely to be thieves casing the joint. Thank 

you, René! What a terrific interlude. And 

thank you for saving me from the Poison Oak 

which I was standing right next to, ankles 

about to be attacked mercilessly by this 

vicious plant. We don’t get these sorts of 

plants in Oz, so movies where people break 

out from contact with Poison Ivy are just 

funny fiction to me! I’m glad I didn’t get to 

experience reality! 

 

So we headed down the coast. Sadly, much of 

it was fog bound, which just surprised us so 

much in summer. Knowing that California has 

nearly twice the population of the WHOLE of 

Australia (35,484,453 in CA in 2003 as 

opposed to just 20,000,000 in Oz – and don’t 

forget that Australia is about the size of the 

USA!!!!!), we presumed that the coast would 

be built up all the way down to LA. We were 

dumbfounded to see that there was nothing at 

all after Carmel on the way to San Simeon, 

except for the tiny service station at Lucia. It 

just didn’t occur to us that there would not be 

townships or petrol stations everywhere, so 

thank goodness we were not low on fuel. 

 

The Californian coast was so rugged – much 

more than I expected. This had been 

noticeable from the air, too. Otherwise, 

however, California was so like Australia it 

wasn’t funny. In so many areas I would have 

thought I was back home if I could have 

removed the oak trees: San Francisco right 

through to Yosemite Junction (southern San 

Joaquin Valley), Malibu Canyon etc. 

Incredible. The gum trees in some areas also 

lent credence to this. 

 

Morro Bay was almost a highlight, but when 

we saw that the second word on the sign 

didn’t say ‘Corro’, our interest waned 

considerably!  

 

Our first night out of SF was spent at San 

Simeon so we could rise early and visit Hearst 

Castle. Yes, the obscene wealth was 

fascinating. He did have the common touch 

with the plebs, however, and insisted that 

tomato sauce (ketchup) and mustard be 

presented along his enormous banquet table in 

the bottles they were purchased in! All in all, 

it was worth seeing this monument to 

opulence and staying in San Simeon, which 

was merely a strip of highway with motels on 

either side (a cultural gutter and the absolute 

dichotomy to the statues from antiquity up the 

hill). We purchased the most expensive and 

foul pizza of our lives here. For $12 we 

ordered a ham and cheese pizza and then had 

to pay $16, as it was $2 extra per topping. So 

the ham and the cheese were considered as 

extras on the ham and cheese pizza? I don’t 

get it. Sorry! 



 



 

Los Angeles and the Lancer 
Convention Bound 

 

ext day was LA bound, through the 

delightful Danish town of Solvang. Once 

again, we were staggered that petrol stations 

were not easy to find. They did not seem to be 

regularly placed at the exits in logical 

locations, as they would be at home. Worried 

that we would end up caught on a highway in 

LA low on petrol, we left the highway to find 

some. What a mission that was! I even 

considered breaking into the Highway Patrol 

Depot, but Ros (the ex-cop) cringed at my 

audacious thoughts. When in the end we 

found a petrol station, life was made 

interesting when Ros had troubles with her 

credit card which wouldn’t work in the 

automatic bowsers. And then we set about 

getting back on the highway. Yet another 

brainteaser! 

 

We remarked on the amount of place names 

ending in Cyn. I suggested that maybe it was 

Spanish for river, stream, gully or something. 

As we passed the Malibu Canyon sign, it 

suddenly dawned on the brilliant Ros. 

“Canyon!” she shrieked. Did I say earlier that 

we were not as thick as we appeared? Poetic 

licence, perhaps? 

 

The highway provided a welcome break from 

monotony for us as we drove behind a 

plumber’s van for many miles. Even the most 

brash and egotistical Aussie plumber would 

hardly have the cheek to emblazon the slogan 

of “Super Rooter” across his van. We smirked, 

chortled, sniggered as rude thoughts inundated 

our minds the whole way. An interesting 

diversion, which took our minds off the 

incredible bottleneck at Santa Barbara. How 

do the locals stand it and why isn’t the 

highway widened there? 

 

With Ros’s superb navigation, I entered the 

LA freeway system and we had a faultless 

entry to LAX where we dropped off the car. 

Next stop the Quality Hotel. 

 

Now Brenda had sent us each an American 

Tee-shirt (lots of stars and stripes), so we 

could put them on and recognize each other 

(thinking we would be flying in to LAX). We 

donned our tops and entered the hotel. In the 

foyer, we could see a group of women sitting 

on settees, chatting. I was sure that I had 

recognized Darla from a photo she had posted 

of James and herself taken at the Hollywood 

Collector’s Show. I ambled over and loitered, 

but no one looked up and greeted me. Perhaps 

they were studiously avoiding me thinking I 

was a patriotic call girl or something? I took 

the hint and slunk back to Ros.  

 

Taking the lift, we arrived on the fifth floor 

and whom do we meet but Brenda? Yay, we 

had finally arrived! She really did exist and 

wasn’t just a piece of internet fiction. 

Excitement, noise and babbling settled down 

as we descended to meet the other ladies. You 

guessed it, we had been right. What a pleasure 

to meet everyone and put faces to Internet 

nicknames. 

 

After a nourishing meal at McDonald’s 

(absolutely the same the world over – I could 

have been at the local Joondalup branch where 

son Scott works)!), we spent time getting to 

know each other before the weekend events. 

 

Friday saw us being chauffeured by the ever-

competent Brenda to the Getty Museum for 

some culture and hazy views of LA. Amazing 

collections on display, which we almost didn’t 

get to see. So high was the mini van and so 

low were the beams in the underground car 

park, we nearly ended up jammed for eternity 

in the bowels of the earth, many storeys below 

ground level. We had literally one inch to 

spare. Thank goodness this was not to be, 



 



though, or it would have been a shocking 

waste of all our determined efforts to meet in 

LA for the convention! And James and Tigger 

would have had such a lonely brunch! 

 

Now, while I was not that put off driving into 

LA in rush hour traffic as I expected there to 

be traffic jams, I just couldn’t warm to getting 

around in this city. To be quite frank, by the 

time we finally got to the Getty Museum, it 

was time to turn around and head back to the 

hotel to make the start of the convention at 

6.00 pm. We spent well over three hours in 

traffic there and back to go a relatively short 

distance. I really don’t know how people live 

here. Maybe they just adapt, like the guy who 

was in the lane next to us. As he drove along 

the freeway, he had his laptop firmly on his 

lap and proceeded to pay more attention to it 

than the traffic ahead and around him! 

 

Friday evening was fabulous fun. We 

introduced ourselves, swapped gifts (we had 

all brought a gift from home to swap – I 

received a lovely print of Wortley in England 

from Lou) and did some ice breaker games. 

Kat was surprisingly sneaky for a quiet girl. 

She asked us for eight words. Like lambs to 

the slaughter, we provided them, coming up 

with: creosote, cactus, kimono, paperclip, 

stinky, condor, saddle and apache. She then 

asked for 4 teams of two. OK, muggins me 

puts my hand up to work with Catherine, the 

other teams being Carrie and Amberlyn, AJ 

and KC along with Em and Linda (Kona).  

Kat then expected us to write a Lancer story, 

in roughly ten minutes, based on those 8 

words. Give us a break! Next, Kat’s true 

mettle made an appearance. She expected us 

to act them out – in front of everybody. Nice 

one, Kat! But, I must admit, those skits 

provided a lot of hilarity from this meek and 

mild – and clever - group of women. 

 

Next I tried my Lancer miming game, adapted 

from a pirate game I used to organize for my 

sons’ birthday parties. Watching these gentle 

women turn into Johnny Madrid gunfighters, 

showing their Lever Action rifle prowess as 

Scott, flapping Dewdrop’s wings while 

squatting on the floor, neighing as Barranca or 

growing twelve inches to attain Murdoch’s 

height as they rushed from Spanish Wells, 

Green River and Morro Coyo was just too 

much. Sooooo funny to watch. What a free for 

all, with elbows providing a distinct advantage 

in getting ahead of the opposition! Yet if I 

remember rightly, it was the reserved and 

gentle Mari who won one of the cherished 

Caramello Koala prizes. 

 

Then some videos, starting with the pilot, of 

course. Silence descended, broken by a cheer 

as the boys stood up to old Grumpy Guts at 

their poignant family reunion, as the ladies’ 

eyes were glued to the two main protagonists 

and their minds were lost in the world of 

Lancer. 

The Brunch with James 
Stacy 

 

hen I woke up that morning, I really just 

couldn’t comprehend that we would be 

meeting James and that he would have brunch 

with us. ‘Nah, it wasn’t really going happen’, I 

thought as I attempted to dry my hair with my 

hairdryer, which went through the motions of 

merely sighing some warm air on my hair. 

The adapter struggled to work with 110 volts 

instead of 240 volts and generally lost the 

battle!  

 

I descended to the brunch room, still in a state 

of denial. Most people had already claimed 

seats and were waiting anxiously. Twenty 

minutes late (dratted LA traffic again!), James 

did arrive and so started a magical three hours. 

He breezed in with Tigger and just 

overwhelmed us with his sense of humour and 

graciousness. He was everything we secretly 



 



hoped he would be, but didn’t dare think he 

would be.  

 

Wearing a crisp white shirt with some white 

embroidery on the edge of the short sleeves 

and sporting a silver brooch in the shape of an 

Indian feather, James looked fit and much 

younger than in the two photos posted over 

the past year. He sported a neat hairstyle, 

much as he wore in Lancer. His hair is 

greying, but it suits him. I was surprised at 

how handsome he continues to be. He was so 

relaxed and as each person introduced herself, 

he showed interest in everyone by having a bit 

of a chat with them. He answered heaps of 

questions very willingly, telling us amusing 

anecdotes along the way. He is very funny and 

is quick with repartee. 

 

He told us so many interesting facts, some of 

which we could not catch because there was 

so much laughter in the room and also because 

he is so softly spoken. 

 

We laughed so hard when he told us that he 

had been trying to get the psychological edge 

over Wayne Maunder when they first met. His 

hopes were dashed when Wayne lied that he 

had gone to college and obtained a Masters in 

Psychology before going into acting! Wayne 

did not confess the truth until several weeks 

later. James got his revenge by leaving his 

stinking hat on Wayne’s face in a scene where 

Wayne was prone on the ground. 
 

He worked hard at developing the character of 

Johnny Lancer and had a back-story whereby 

Johnny’s mother drank too much and had lots 

of men. She was a sad figure. Johnny was not 

a drinker - he just saw his mother do it. He felt 

that Johnny hid behind his fears with his gun, 

smile and soft talk. He thinks that Johnny 

started along this path after seeing a gunfight 

at one time. The gun was a way of protecting 

himself. James started looking at holsters and 

filing the gun etc. He was told that if the barrel 

was cut down it would probably blow up! He 

used to practise his draw so he could be as fast 

as possible and stated that they did not keep 

re-shooting his draw to make him look faster. 

I must admit, he's mighty quick in 

‘Warburton’s Edge’ in the saloon! The 

producers wanted him to have two guns, but 

he said it was too much and too hard to 

handle.  

 

The debate about the flapping holster was 

solved. His holster had a stud or elastic and he 

could stud it to his pants, so he didn't need the 

ties.  

  

Who can forget him talking about finding 

Anthony Franciosa’s concho pants, that he had 

used in “that western”, and phoning him up to 

ask if he could borrow them? Or that fact that 

they were lined with silk and that he had three 

pairs of them? Or that he preferred the ‘red’ 

shirt – this being greeted with hoots of 

derision from the ladies. “He’s calling it red! 

It’s pink!”  

 

Over time, he got rid of the hat strap, his 

bracelet and he lost his St Christopher's medal. 

 

He liked the sound of the spurs and would 

leave them on deliberately if he felt a scene 

would have more impact if the jingling of his 

spurs could be heard. 

 

He said, "I looked SO stupid" with reference 

to the sombrero he had to wear in the pilot. He 

didn't want to wear it as he didn't think he 

could get away with it, but he was told he'd 

need it for the heat anyway. That little bag he 

wore around his neck when he was dressed in 

peasant clothes about to be shot was for 

tobacco, he thought. He did not practise a 

special walk for Johnny. His own would do, 

he decided! The ladies greeted this summation 

with unanimous murmurs of agreement! 

 

We discovered that James and Wayne 



 



deliberately swapped horses at the end of the 

series when they knew the series was going to 

be cancelled (see ‘Black Angel’). 

 

Blind Man's Bluff is a favourite of his out of 

the Lancer tapes (he said he was proud of his 

acting in that). We fell about in fits of laughter 

when spoke of chasing after Mattie in his 

night-shirt and being and painfully taken by 

surprise at all the stickers his feet suddenly 

encountered. To non-Americans, this is a new 

word for me and possibly to you. Substitute 

‘thorns’. "Nobody told me there were little 

burrs out there - thousands of burrs". He had 

to get a stunt man to come in and lift him up 

out of the thorns. After this incident, they 

decided to glue the Dr. Scholls soles to his 

feet to protect him. He went to the effort of 

having special contact lenses made so he 

couldn't see properly for this episode. 

However, when the girl dragged him out of 

the water (with the help of the ‘troll’ down 

there, LOL!), she dragged his face in the sand 

and the contacts were a write-off after one 

day. He liked this episode and really enjoyed 

working with this actress. 

 

He bought Barranca from John Wayne and the 

horse was already named, so he  

started the series using his own horse . "We 

fell in love", he commented. He said he could 

do anything with Barranca - walk under and 

around him. He taught him tricks and even 

used to sing in the saddle ("Give me land, lots 

of land...."). He gave him the beer in The 

Rivals, even though the producers didn't think 

it would be a good idea. The horse in ‘Flare-

Up’ was NOT Barranca. 

 

He was extremely bemused and stunned with 

hilarity when he was told the girls liked to see 

the cute little hop he did when mounting 

Barranca and also the way he would jiggle the 

buckle when putting on his gun-belt. He was 

informed that this was the clean version! The 

girls commented that they use the Pause and 

Rewind buttons a heck of a lot so as not to 

miss anything important and he joked about 

them being no doubt grateful that they owned 

VCR's. He took our attention to detail in great 

spirit. I really think he wondered just what had 

struck him, though! Indeed, he struck his own 

forehead in disbelief at one stage! 

 

When asked how old Johnny and Scott were 

supposed to be, he said that Scott was four 

years older (27) than Johnny (23). When 

asked how long did the two years take in real 

time, he just laughed and replied with a 

bemused, "Two years". He was quite happy to 

go along with time matching the two years 

Lancer was in production. 

 

His brother Louie was his stunt man, but he 

couldn't remember Wayne's. It wasn't Hal 

Needham, who was too busy doing movies. 

 

We found out that he didn't like the lot where 

they shot. There were only two sets - the other 

was for Daniel Boone. It was hot, the food 

was awful (only sandwiches were available) 

and it was too far to go to get something else 

as they only had an hour for lunch. Dreadful 

traffic and the seedy part of town made it an 

unattractive working environment. 

 

Once Kim Darby brought their baby Heather 

to the set when he was filming  

‘Pony Alice’. When the baby heard his voice, 

she started babbling.  This sound strip was 

saved and given to him.  

 

Pony Alice used to like to bounce on the 

furniture in the Lancer Great Room. Her 

mother would tell her off for ruining her 

clothes. They all tended to hang out in the 

Lancer Great Room. 

  

The whole pilot was filmed in the Santa Lucia 

Mountains and in the hacienda there. The 

rooms in the pilot are actually from the real 

hacienda. When the crew returned to LA, then 



 



a mock set was created where the hacienda 

was duplicated, but made smaller. The 

furniture had to be copied as well, as all the 

furniture in the pilot belonged to the home. 

James thought that the set decorators did a 

very good job of duplicating the original. The 

view through the window was all backdrop, 

though. 

 

James was asked which guest star he most 

liked working with and he immediately 

replied Joe Don Baker (Day Pardee, plus he 

appeared in two other Lancer episodes). James 

said that he did enjoy working with Warren 

Oates (Val and the guy in ‘Buscaderos’), as 

well.  

 

When someone commented that Tom 

Selleck's first role was in Lancer, we 

discovered that his sister did Tom's hair when 

Tom acted in ‘Magnum PI’. 

 

His favourite piece of his own acting was the 

two-part ‘Gunsmoke’ episode, called 

‘Vengeance’, where he met his second wife, 

Kim Darby. 

 

He never did get the ‘Gunsmoke’ belt buckle 

back. It meant a lot to him and he is deeply 

upset by this. It was presented to him by 

‘Gunsmoke’ producer, John Mantley, at the 

concert organized to help raise money for him 

after his accident. It was number one off the 

press. 

 

James talked about taking Francis Nuyen for a 

horse ride while making South Pacific. She 

took a tumble, but was unhurt. He begged her 

not to say anything. Unfortunately she 

mentioned it to make-up - five days later it 

reached the producer and James was fired off 

the set for jeopardising her. 

 

James was obviously a bit of a devil in the 

past and still has that cheeky grin. We were 

entertained with tales of his tackling an 

unsuspecting Michael Landon in a game of 

one-upmanship regarding athletic prowess and 

of giving an irate James Garner a ‘hot foot’ 

one time. This was another new expression to 

me, but then again, maybe sticking lighted 

matches in the shoes of sleeping people is not 

something that Aussie males tend to do? 

 

He has not read any fan fic, but Tigger does 

and she has told him that they get really 

involved. She commented, "You get hurt a 

lot!” 

 

Buttercup and Stinky (mother and daughter 

Carrie and Amberlyn) acted out their little 

playlet devised the previous night, to which 

James teased "No wonder you were 

embarrassed!" The rest of us were too 

chicken, so these two ladies went ahead with 

great aplomb and had us in stitches.  

 

He was taken aback by our gift and really 

seemed to appreciate the sentiment behind it, 

as well as the choice of photos, colours and 

fabric. 

 

I still am blown away at how kind James was 

to everyone - except those he teased 

mercilessly!!  :(   Just joking! But I still can’t 

understand it. How hard is the word ‘fence’? 

The French understand my French, which is 

not my native language, so why can’t James 

understand my English, which is, after all, the 

native language of both of us? He accused me 

of screwing up two perfectly good words (left 

and right handed), but how could he screw up 

understanding them!  LOL  

 

He mesmerized us with his sense of fun and 

willingness to accommodate us. On a more 

sombre note, he forthrightly told us about his 

accident and why he chooses not to wear 

prosthetics. 

 

The room was alive with an electric buzz. 

James has not lost any of his charisma and he 



 



made sure that we all had a good time. What is 

heartening to us is that we think he had a good 

time, too. We certainly hope so. 

 

After the Brunch 
 

 think that we were all in a bit of a state of 

shock after he left. We really couldn’t believe 

that we had met him and that he was so much 

nicer than we had hoped he might be. The 

whole brunch just far exceeded my 

expectations and wildest dreams. Thank you 

so much to the committee of Brenda, Ros, Jan 

and Kat for everything you did, as well as to 

Geraldine and Carol for your input into the 

quilt. 

 

After the brunch, the groups divided into two. 

Some went horse-riding and others went to the 

Autry Museum of the West where there was a 

saloon, a mannequin wearing Mexican pants 

with conchos down the side, a One of One 

Thousand Winchester Lever Action (see ‘The 

Gifts’), a stage coach, a Gattling Gun (see 

‘The Buscaderoes’) etc.  

 

That night it was the quiz prepared by Janet 

Brayden. Her questions had us realizing that 

we all needed to watch the tapes AGAIN! 

Drat! Kat was the exception. She seemed to 

have just about memorized them. Who could 

forget Scott’s painful experience of being shot 

in ‘The Knot’?  If we had known that Ros was 

going to ask about this, we may have 

reworded the syntax to avoid ambiguous 

connotations from ladies whose minds were 

clearly below their belts (or Scott's, at least). 

Ros, it looks like our Yankee friends had 

trouble with your accent as well!!  

 

The compilation tape of favourite moments 

went down a treat.  Thanks so much for Syvie 

de Rayne for helping us out at short notice. As 

I could only tape excerpts from my NTSC 

tapes, Sylvie saw to the episodes I had in PAL 

and which I could therefore not use. 

 

Carrie and Amberlyn’s multiple choice 

quizzes also kept us busy spotting the details 

in the episodes. And what a gem when they 

pointed out the button popping off and 

bouncing on the floor when Johnny plops 

down in the chair in Murdoch’s hotel room in 

‘Cut the Wolf Loose’! That was replayed 

many times to the merriment of all concerned. 

 

The next day, some of the group went for a 

hike to Malibu Canyon (where ‘Lancer was 

filmed’), braving intense heat in the ardent 

search for identifiable scene locations such as 

the pool in ‘Blind Man’s Bluff’. Some of the 

rest went to Rodeo Drive to have a peek at 

how the rich and famous live. Five thousand 

dollars for a pair of ankle boots? I don’t think 

so! I looked in from the outside and decided 

that a career change was going to be necessary 

if I were to ever afford to purchase anything 

from this part of LA!  

 

The companionship of all the ladies was a 

delight. I wish the weekend had not gone so 

fast, that I was not so severely exhausted from 

the past semester and that jet lag had not set in 

with a thud. 

 

Reading all the fan fic is going to be so much 

more fun now that we can picture the creative 

ladies behind the pens (or keyboards). The key 

to the weekend was the terrific organisation 

from the committee and the ladies who were 

dedicated to plain and simply having fun. 

There were some real quick quips being 

bandied around. We all feel as though we have 

made firm friends. It was extraordinary that 

we all got on so well, especially when there 

were so many ladies from so many varied 

backgrounds. There was a real buzz in 

Brenda's suite the last night as we all gathered 

to chat and farewell each other ... although 

Lou tells me she is coming to Perth next year 

in March, so I will see her soon. I think she is 

angling for a spot on the sofa! I hope her 



 



tattoo has worn off by then! She and AJ had a 

great time getting artificial tattoos of barbed 

wire stencilled onto their arms at Venice 

Beach. A real feminine touch, girls! 

 

The Tour Continues 
 

he Lancer weekend was over, and it hit us 

hard.  With true grit, we soldiered on, though. 

Brenda, Ros and I were joined by Catherine in 

a tour of LA in the morning, visiting the 

Hollywood Bowl (where the only seating was 

deck chairs), La Brea Tar Pits, a distant 

Hollywood sign, Graumann’s Chinese Theatre 

and other landmarks. The truly tacky tour 

started in the afternoon, our tour guide being a 

surfie type who would be more at home taking 

in a few waves than navigating the tour bus 

around Bel Air and Beverley Hills. He really 

sounded like he was high on something. We 

were treated to a variety of gates, hedges, 

walls and driveways, occasionally catching a 

glimpse of the famous stars’ homes beyond 

the barriers erected to keep out those 

inquisitive and pesky tourists. “If y’all look up 

ahead somewhere up there on the side of the 

hill you’ll see Madonna’s home. Well, it was 

her home, but she sold it 18 months ago and 

shifted out. Someone else lives there now.” 

Such exquisite gems of information were 

constantly fed our way. Brenda did not hide 

her disgruntlement for long. Soon after the 

commencement of our tour, she could be 

heard muttering such pithy comments as, “Oh, 

come on! How do we know that’s Sean 

Connery’s house? It could be anyone’s and we 

wouldn’t be any the wiser!”   

 

Virginia 
 

n the Tuesday, Ros, Brenda and I headed to 

Virginia, or more precisely to Brenda’s farm 

near Louisa. Virginia was stunning. So 

incredibly lush and green. Green in summer? 

An oxymoron, if ever there was one, for a 

West Australian. This state is still so heavily 

wooded. Just gorgeous. 

We met Brenda’s delightful family, friends 

and neighbours and revelled in staying in her 

home doing what a family does. Mexican chip 

dip and Monkey Bread were new tastes 

offered to us by Brenda. Kat and her husband 

Kerry made us welcome twice for dinner and 

spoilt us rotten. Kerry’s Smores went down a 

treat with this chocaholic! We visited the 

awesome Blue Ridge Mountains with its 

stupendous Natural Bridge and caverns. 

Wildlife in the form of three wild deer and 

two groundhogs made the trip a special for us. 

A shame that the second groundhog was 

squashed flat on the road and appeared to be 

deceased. I could not believe that there really 

is a National Groundhog Day, just like in the 

movie. Unbelievably bizarre!   

 

Brenda taught us to ride, but sadly Murdoch 

wouldn’t give Johnny and Scott time off from 

their chores to join us. Ros came to grief when 

her placid mount suddenly decided it didn’t 

want to tag along at the rear any more. It took 

off at a gallop, with Ros clinging on 

desperately. Brenda, ever quick to sum up a 

situation and showing all the nurturing 

instincts of motherhood, screeched, “Audrey! 

Stop that horse!” This is exactly what her 

courageous just turned thirteen-year-old 

daughter did. Flinging aside concerns for her 

own safety, she flung herself in front of the 

steed, slowing it down and grabbing the reins, 

allowing Ros to hit the dirt a little less hard 

than would otherwise have been the case. This 

brave act nevertheless did not prevent poor 

Ros from being covered in enormous dark 

bruises for weeks to come, but it sure 

minimised the damage that could have 

occurred. Atta girl, Audrey! 

 

New York Bound 
 

ashington was the next stop, providing us 

with the wonders of the Smithsonian Institute 



 



and all those famous monuments. One 

exhibition puzzled us at the Museum of 

American History. The section on American 

Pop Culture featured the Beatles! A whole 

roomful of the Beatles in America. No 

mention of Elvis, the Beach Boys, Buddy 

Holly or anyone else with a slightly stronger 

claim than the four Liverpudlians. An 

incredibly strange choice for this exhibit.  

 

This was our only rainy day away, but a 

thorough soaking did not deter us from 

enjoying the fascinating experience of visiting 

the Lincoln Memorial, Arlington Cemetery, 

the White House etc. Being the week of the 

financial institutions security alert, we nearly 

had kittens when we realized we were walking 

alongside the Treasury and got out of there 

…FAST! There were sirens everywhere and a 

feeling of unease descended as dusk arrived. 

 

Taking the Amtrak to New York, we were 

pleasantly surprised by Manhattan. I was 

scared of going to NYC and thought that I 

would feel uneasy here. We just loved it. 

Terrific atmosphere. The magnitude of Central 

Park staggered me. How many times have I 

seen it on movies and yet I had never expected 

the extent of it. And it was so very pretty. I 

swallowed my nervousness about heights and 

ascended to the very summit of the Empire 

State Building where we were afforded 

amazing, if hazy, views. We packed a lot into 

a day and a half. The Staten Island Ferry to 

see the Statue of Liberty was a must and I 

found some bargains at Macy’s sale for the 

boys. By the way, just how many Trump 

Towers are there? Good grief! And who could 

go to NYC and not see a Broadway show? It 

was ‘The Boy From Oz’ that got our vote. 

Unfortunately, the several occasions when 

Hugh Jackman removed his shirt saw me at a 

distinct disadvantage. Ros had her binoculars 

clutched in a vice-like grip, supa-glued to her 

eye sockets, and wasn’t giving them up for 

anyone! Especially not her travelling 

companion! 

 

The sombre aspect of Ground Zero was 

thought-provoking, but little St Paul’s church, 

where so many of the police officers and 

firemen rested from their grim task, was 

inspiring as an unofficial shrine to those who 

did what they could to help. 

 

Talking to the locals was an education. Who 

could forget the street vendor selling iced 

water.  His sales pitch was centred on him 

selling us water in order for him to save for 

his lifelong dream of leaving NYC and living 

in the country …. five hundred miles away to 

the east …. in Pittsburgh! We didn’t know 

whether to give him a donation or buy him an 

atlas. 

 

Boston and Surrounds 

 

cott’s hometown showed no evidence of 

the elder Lancer brother. He had obviously 

decided to give Harlan the flick and was back 

at the ranch. Darn it! Our paths must have 

crossed half way across the continent! 

 

The history of this city absorbed us: Bunker 

Hill, Paul Revere’s home, Copps Hill 

Cemetery, the USS Constitution. Turn around 

and there was something immensely historical 

staring you in the face, like the fact that the 

Declaration of Independence was read from 

that balcony over there. The Old Granary 

Cemetery contains Paul Revere’s grave along 

with victims of the Boston massacre and 

Benjamin Franklin’s parents. Headstones go 

back to the 1600’s.  We discovered that Paul 

Revere was a real jack-of-all-trades. He was a 

goldsmith, silversmith, coppersmith, dentist 

and was a man of quite some good standing in 

the community. He had sixteen children, his 

first wife dying just after the birth of his 

eighth child. Bereft, he threw himself into the 

grieving process and married his second wife 



 



five months later! She also bore him another 

eight children. Aaarrrgghh!  

Plimoth Plantation gave as good a 

representation of life for the Pilgrim Fathers as 

you could get. We also saw Plymouth Rock 

and the replica of the Mayflower, hammering 

home the knowledge that European settlement 

came to the USA much before Australia. 

Western Australia wasn’t even settled by 

Europeans until December, 1826! 

 

The Amish Area and Gettysburg 
 

wallowing our nerves, we hired a car again 

and left Boston for Gettysburg, travelling 

through the Amish area. I bought the biggest 

cherries I had seen in my life from two Amish 

girls at a roadside stall. They were as big as 

plums (the cherries, not the girls)! Surely the 

Amish don’t use artificial growth stimulants 

on their crops? 

 

Yes, the Amish dress exactly as they do in the 

movies, but I noticed that younger people did 

wear bright colours like green and purple. We 

passed at least four sulkies along the way. It 

was like turning the clock back a few 

centuries.  

 

Very pretty scenery and we were going great 

guns until the highway designers and our map 

let us down. We had no problems with 

highways being called by numbers. But why 

do the states call the road a different number 

from the federal government? Why did the 

map have the 222 in blue to start with, before 

then changing to a thin black line labelled the 

272 South (which we found out later was 

actually a continuation of the 222)? Why 

didn’t our map tell us that where the 222 blue 

line continued, this was actually the 30? Was 

this all to be perverse so that tourists would 

get lost and spend more money in stores 

asking for directions? We thought the 222 led 

to York, but we were none the wiser because 

there were no road signs in Pennsylvania 

indicating nearby towns and mileages to them. 

The ‘Welcome to Maryland” sign was a dead 

giveaway that we had made a navigational 

blue of gigantic proportions! Now we had an 

answer to Ros’s increasingly frequently 

mumbled question, “Why isn’t there a sign for 

York yet?”! 

 

One charming redneck gent suggested we go 

back to ‘The Buck’. “The what?” queried Ros. 

It turned out to be an intersection with a 

shortcut across country. Uh uh! If we missed a 

major town and highway in daylight, we 

weren’t about to go exploring on a nebulous 

dirt track in the sticks in the dark! 

 

Gettysburg was reached LATE at night, but 

thank goodness we made it. It enthralled us. 

Such a beautiful and picturesque town with 

such a grim past. That God’s idyllic green 

earth could have seen such carnage is beyond 

belief. The gun emplacements, stone walls and 

cross picket fences were still there, as were the 

bullet holes around the doorway of the Jennie 

Wade house, a poignant reminder of the death 

of the only civilian killed in the battle. She 

died while kneading dough to make bread for 

the soldiers. The museum drew our attention 

for hours, with storyboards, equipment, 

firearms, uniforms, a mock camp, photos and 

other paraphernalia. The doctor’s kit, with its 

selection of saws was appallingly gruesome. 

We were staggered to know that Gettysburg 

had a population of 2,500 at that time, yet 

during the battle troops swelled that number to 

166,000.  

 

One interesting find was that Ros noticed a 

photo of a Union soldier on the wall. A 

Lieutenant Morton Tower, of Company B, 

13th Massachusetts Infantry, was captured at 

Gettysburg and escaped from Libby Prison in 

February, 1864. Fact obviously can be 

stranger than fiction! 

 



 



On a more cheerful note, we could not forget 

Larry, the ageing Confederate soldier, who 

was most concerned that we made it to 

Washington without getting lost. He explained 

the highways and ring roads, and wouldn’t let 

us leave until he was satisfied that we knew 

which ones to take and that we would be all 

right. 

 

The End Approaches 
 

arry did fine by us, and we got to Dulles 

airport ready for the Greyhound to 

Charlottesville without incident. The rudest 

man in America works at the coach counter at 

Dulles. What a facetious, pompous and 

unhelpful bloke. Ugh! 

 

Brenda and her wonderful friend Marguerite 

picked us up from Charlottesville and we 

made our way back to the farm…and hard 

labour! It was time for Brenda to exact some 

payment for our board and lodging, and a 

barn-raising was deemed fit. We measured, 

lugged timber, dug trenches and did what we 

could. We were really quite ineffectual, but 

we liked to think we pulled our weight. 

Speaking of which, it didn’t help my delicate 

ego when David (Brenda’s husband) wrested 

the spade from me, complaining, “Here, give 

me that. This spade just about weighs more 

than you!” Nothing, however, compared to the 

work put in by Brenda’s fourteen year old son. 

Seth and his friend Forrest climbed the 

scaffolding and measured, chiselled, 

hammered and secured trusses. They LOVED 

that rivet gun. Talk about work horses! 

Meanwhile, it nearly all came to a crashing 

end as one of the uprights moved, very nearly 

toppling and causing a domino effect on the 

rest of the structure. Brenda, Ros, Seth, Jensen 

and I held on desperately, shrieking to David 

for help. Being a typical man, he was unable 

to do two things at once. Calmly finishing his 

mobile phone conversation, he then ambled 

over asking what the fuss was about. Nothing 

really. We all just narrowly escaped being 

crushed to death under tons on timber! 

Admittedly, he probably would have been 

useless in this life or death situation with his 

newly broken hand, fractured after a sojourn 

under a horse, but we liked to think that he 

could have lenta helpful hand. (No pun 

intended) 

 

The final day came. We couldn’t believe it. It 

was so hard to say goodbye to our true friend 

Brenda, who encouraged our visit and 

welcomed us to her home. Sadly, Ros and I 

separated at the Atlanta airport as Ros was 

flying out through San Francisco while I was 

departing from LA. A marvellous month had 

ended. What was unbelievable was that we 

had got on so well, had not squabbled and had 

the same ideas about what we wanted to visit. 

 

My last day in the USA was made special by 

the kindness of Linda (Earthie). Hearing that I 

had 12 hours to wait at LAX, Linda emailed to 

say that she would pick me up at the airport 

and keep me company. What a lifesaver! 

Having been severely jetlagged I had not gone 

to the Autry Western Museum and Malibu 

Canyon with the others earlier on, so Earthie 

rectified this for me and indulged me. We had 

a ball, talking non-stop and finished our day 

by going past Malibu Beach on the way to the 

airport. I was stunned. THIS was the famous 

Malibu Beach? I couldn’t see the attraction of 

living there, but then again I couldn’t afford 

to, so it was a moot point! 

 

So, my epic journey was at an end. Earthie 

dropped me at the airport and I bade her a sad 

farewell. She had ensured that I left on a high, 

and for that I am eternally grateful. 

 

I did, however, nearly miss my flight. I was at 

the wrong terminal! The official at the Qantas 

queue said that only Brisbane flights went 

from that counter and I was to move on to the 

next. After nearly an hour lined up with some 



 



exuberantly jovial Mexicans heading back 

south of the border, with no-one being able to 

assist me, I began to be quite worried. Plus, I 

felt extremely out of place as the only blonde 

with a fair complexion within cooee! I finally 

discovered that Sydney flights went from the 

next terminal. Oops! Racing along the 

footpath, I made it on time … only to find that 

the flight had been cancelled! The problem 

was solved with two flights being combined 

and at last I was homeward bound after a 

month of incredible adventures. 

 

Thumbs Up: 
 

• James, Tigger and the ladies from the 

Convention. 

• The Convention itself. 

• Brenda, her friends and family. 

• Hygiene – laser operated taps (faucets) 

and toilet seat covers. 

• Amazing and varied scenery. 

• Absorbing history. 

• The courteous American people. 

• Similar cost of living and cheaper 

petrol. 

• Larry, the Confederate soldier. 

• We had no hitches in our plans. 

• We didn’t get mugged. 

• We didn’t have an accident. 

• We had a ball!! 

 

Thumbs Down: 
 

• The rudest man in America at the 

coach counter at Dulles Airport. 

• Public / airport toilets that flushed in 

unison, whether you had actually 

finished communing with Nature or 

not. The first time this occurred I shot 

to my feet as a roar equal to that of 

Niagara Falls in reverse threatened to 

suck me into oblivion. 

• No kettles / jugs in hotel rooms. Not 

everyone is a coffee drinker. Using the 

coffee maker to heat water sure gave 

the tea a bizarre flavour! 

• With the exception of two rooms, we 

had no fridges in our hotel rooms. 

• No toaster in hotel rooms. 

• No microwave in hotel rooms. 

• Lack of road signs in Pennsylvania and 

our misleading map!   

• LA traffic 

 

Any comments or requests for travel advice  

can be sent to Fay faymitch@hotmail.com or Ros at rozzahh21@hotmail.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 


 

 
 




From the puzzle on page 56 

 

 

 

 











J O H N N Y M A D R I D  S T A L L I O N 

E  O    A X E   A S     I    

L  R    U  W   M O R R O C O Y O  

L  S    N  D    W     N   C 

Y  E  B  D  R I C H         I 

   G A B E  O  H    W E S    P 

  T  R  R  P  A N D Y   C O W  R 

Z E E  R      D  O    O  A  I 

  R  A            T  R  A 

G R E E N R I V E R   E I G H T  D  N 

  S  C      S  L  L      O 

W  A  A   M   T  A  O  S  S   

A     P O E   E  M U R D O C H   

T       X   E    Y  N  E  R 

C A M P J U N I P E R      S  E  I 

H  A     C      J  G   P  F 

  R     A    E  U  U     L 

  I  S P A N I S H W E L L S  L   E 

S P A N      P  E  I   L A N D  

         U    E    M    

H A R L A N G A R R E T T  H U M B U G  

 



 

 


 

 
 





 

From the test on page 144 

 

1.  No, Murdoch never did adopt Teresa after Paul died. Why should he? She was already an 

 indentured servant. 

  

2.   In Dark Angel Johnny said Jelly’s cologne would “make a skunk sit down and cry.” 

 

3.   Johnny enthusiastically singing “The Old Chisholm Trail” when he approaches the line 

 shack. Did you notice Barranca’s ears are back? 

 

4.  Willie’s fish measures three vertebrae longer to win the hat money. We also learn that Johnny 

 fishes with his handgun, but that was too easy of a question! 

 

5.  The writer Emerson is “back East, minding his own business” while Scott and Johnny play 

 with dynamite. He’s probably listening to Mendelssohn’s Wedding March, too. Or maybe 

 wrestling pigs . . . 

 

6.  The Bufords and Lancres have been feuding for  

 

7.  In Child of Rock and Sunlight Scott has an order for 3,000 head of cattle.  

 

8.   In Cut the Wolf Loose Pinky gets paid $37.50 and wants it all to play with. He’s obviously a 

 teenager. 

 

9.  Scott chases Dewdrop with an axe at the end of Death Bait while Johnny does barnyard 

 gymnastics. I give him a 10! 

 

10.  In Devil’s Blessing the holdup takes place on the Old Sonora Trail. 

 

11.  When Murdoch tells Chad about his reaction to the first steam engine he ever saw in  

 Dreams of Falcons, Johnny wants to know if it’s a “helpful” lie.  

 

12.  In Foley, Polly is pregnant with Gant Foley’s grandson and he wants to raise the child 

 because his no good son is dead.  

 



 

 

13. The grand house Glory describes in Glory is along the Mississippi River near New Orleans 

 and more than likely teeming with mosquitoes. 

 

14.  In Goodbye, Lizzie  Murdoch first runs into Lizzie as she steps off the stage in Green River. 

 

15. Jelly is taking care of eight boys in his introductory episode. Stifle any Michael Jackson 

 comments, folks! Jelly’s cool. 

 

16. In Jelly Hoskin’s Amerian Dream Tick Fever scares the other ranchers. 

 

17. Poor old Barranca gets left behind along a trail in Julie! But he’s a Homing Palomino and 

 gets back to Lancer anyway despite the humans he has to deal with. 

 

18. The Indian’s schoolhouse burns down. 

 

19. Mrs. Dane hails from Sacramento, California and her smarmy son hails from the stockade! 

 

20. Johnny sees leg shackle scars on Poe’s leg and realizes that the old man has been in prison 

 before. Or maybe just had a botched wax job.  

 

21. Sam Jayson is the sheriff in the episode Splinter Group. Are there too many Sams in this 

 show? The Julies alone had me confused for awhile! 

 

22. In The Lorelie, Gus inherited the mine from her brother. It’s located in a geologically 

 unstable hillside that could slide and block off Lancer’s water supply. Typical California. 

 

23.  The con man’s daughter ‘won’ $5.00 at the beginning of The Great Humbug as part of a con 

 set-up. The ‘hook’ part of ‘hook, line and sinker.’ 

 

24. The Pinks find Scott outside a young Bostonian woman’s home hoping to avoid woman’s 

 father and henchmen, and Johnny is in front of a Mexican firing squad and hoping to avoid 

 being Swiss cheesed. 

 

25. Arabella is Jelly’s gift to Murdoch – a prize Duroc sow meal. She was quite a ham : ) . 

 

26.  The Experiment is a job training program for first time offenders who are sentenced to 

 prison. The point is to teach them a trade while they serve time. They had license plates then? 

 

27.  Zanzibar is the name of the buggy horse Johnny is trying to match in Heart of Pony Alice. 

 

28.  The McGloin dinner with Scott is centered on potatoes.  

 

29.  The Kid is hungry and generally peeved and disgusted that there’s no food in Johnny’s 

 saddlebags.  

 

30.  An earthquake rattles the Rivals.  



 

 

 

31. Scott and Johnny are carrying a repaired water trough out of the barn at the start of Shadow 

 of a Dead Man.  I always wondered why Jelly had to repair it in the barn . 

 

32. The Fix-It Man himself attaches a plaque with his name and the year (1871) to the outside 

 the new jail he built. His monument. 

 

33. The shepherd’s name in Lion and the Lamb is Gabe. Yeah, he is much more desirable than 

 Johnny, wouldn’t you say? Is she sniffing too much fleece?? 

 

34. Murdoch declares that “Lancer takes care of its own”. Johnny wants to know, “Its own 

 what?” in The Buscaderos. Definitely Madrid speaking.  

 

35. The bride’s ex-boyfriend is MaCall in The Wedding. 

 

36. Gunslinger Ishem utters “Pride in my trade” in Warburton’s Edge as he dies in Johnny’s 

 arms. 

 

37. Val refers to the mayor of Spanish Wells as “a jackass being the king of the jungle, but no 

 less a jackass.” I want Val as mayor of my town. 

  

38. Johnny gives Teresa money to pay for a dress and a halter. There's word play there, 

 somewhere. . .  

 

39.  Murdoch introduces Johnny as “Maria’s boy” to the lawman. 

 

40. Morgan Price shoplifts a pocket knife to give to his son in Blood Rock. 

 

41. Jed Lewis goes nose to nose with Scott in The Escape. 

 

42.  Jelly is mauled by a mountain lion in the start of Welcome to Genesis as he checks on 

 nervous horses. 

 

43. Does anyone really care what the “Little Darling of the Sierras” name is? For those dying to 

 know, it’s Penny Rose Evans. Now can we just forget this one all together?? 

 

44. Murdoch leaves home at 2:15 AM in Yesterday’s Vengence and is mistaken for a prowler by 

 Jelly. 

 

45. Teresa has talked Scott into taking supplies to the Paiutes with her. 

 

46. Zee eats soap so she can foam at the mouth and successfully convinces Scott she’s sick. Ew. 

 

47. Jelly says that Julie should ride with “one leg east one leg west, like everybody else.” What if 

 the horse is facing west? Or southwest, for that matter? 

 



 

 

48.  Charlie is the ranch hand who betrays the Lancers in Lifeline. Scum. 

 

49. Turk’s father is a mustanger. 

 

50. Ma wants one of Murdoch’s sons to marry her daughter in order for Murdoch to get Johnny 

 back in Persons Unknown. 

 

51. Hackett’s wife died in childbirth.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

ABOUT THE PUZZLEMAKER AND TRIVIA HISTORIAN 

 

Janet Brayden was born September 13, 1957 just eight days after her mother’s twenty-seventh 

birthday.  Her place of birth is Concord, MA home to such literary figures as Henry David Thoreau, 

Ralph Waldo Emerson and Louisa May Alcott. 

  

She had three siblings; Donald, Jr. born in 1947 died of cancer in 1995.  Rodger, now 55, is a 

retired Air Force major living in Gurnee, Illinois with his wife Christine.  He has one son, Stephen a 

student in Chicago.  His daughter, Diana, is married and lives in Lawrenceville, IL.  She and her 

husband Michael are expecting their first child in April. 

 

Her sister, Judy, 46, lives in Amesbury with her husband, two sons and six cats.  Janet and her Mom 

live together in a small apartment on top of one of the steepest hills in town.   

  

Janet was in 4-H for six years while Mom was a leader for ten years.  She was in a rabbit club first, 

followed by crafts and knitting, crafts, two years in photography and another year in crafts.  She 

spent a week at Camp Middlesex in Ashby for four of those six years. 

  

After graduating from Maynard High School in 1975 and several years of trying to find work, Janet 

went to work for the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers – then located in Waltham, MA at the old 

Murphy Army Hospital compound – in June of 1986.  She is employed as a Supply Technician and 

has held this position for most of her 19 years in the Corps. 

What's your knowledge rating? 
 

  0  -  7 correct: Eastern Dandy 

  8 - 16 correct: Sugarfoot 

17 - 25 correct: Tenderfoot 

26 - 33 correct: Ranch Hand 

34 - 41 correct: Foreman 

42 - 51 correct: Rancher 



 

 

  

Janet’s hobbies include history and visiting historical sites, knitting, reading, photography, writing 

Lancer fan fiction (though she started with Early Edition) and collecting unusual dolls.  These 

include four Scottish dolls, a pair of Irish twins, four 4-H dolls and a few Indian dolls. She has two 

Mexican dolls named Maria and another one named Bonita, and an African doll.  A lot of the dolls 

were given to her as gifts. 

  

A member of Mission Evangelical Congregational Church in Maynard (right down the hill from her 

apartment) Janet is a thirty-year member of the Veterans of Foreign Wars Auxiliary.  She’s the 

clerk, Librarian and Historian (by default) for the church and Patriotic Instructor, Trustee, 

Americanism, Youth Activities and POW/MIA chairman for the Auxiliary. 

 

You can find her in the Maynard Public Library most Saturdays doing ongoing projects for the 

Assistant Director.  These projects are things that need to be done that the staff doesn’t have time to 

do.

 

Comments regarding Janet's puzzling ability should be sent to yankee01754@yahoo.com 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 
 
 


 


 

ABOUT THE ARTIST 

 
Jeannie started in the zine business over 10 years ago. Starting with artwork then dragged  - kicking 

and screaming  - into writing, then into proofing, editing, publishing. She was part of a prize 

winning  Equalizer  series, one of KFTLC, has done artwork and a bit of writing for Stargate SG-1, 

Lancer and Tales of the Ponderosa. She is now trying her hand at Medical Investigation.  

 

Any feedback for Jeannie can be sent to lewiethecat@yahoo.com 
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WHAT: Lancer Convention 

 

WHEN:  July 29, 30 and 31 (Fri. Sat. and Sun.) 2005 in Los Angeles, California. 

 

WHERE: The Hacienda Hotel 

      525 N. Sepulveda Blvd. 

      El Segundo, California  90245 

      Ph:  1 -800 - 421 - 5900 for reservations 

 

COST: $200 includes snacks on Friday, Saturday and Sunday night, brunch on Saturday, and lots of 

 discussion, contests, a gift pack and Lancer episode viewing among friends! COST 

 DOES NOT INCLUDE ROOM, lunches, or  meals outside what is stated above. 

 

HOUSING: The Hacienda his holding a group of rooms for the Lancer Group at a lower price. 

 Mention the Lancer Group when booking your room to get the discount. 

 

DINING: There are lots of places to eat both in and around the Hotel. A grocery store is across the 

 street. 

 

PAYMENT: You can either mail payments to Carol Lawson or use PayPal. July 1st will be the last 

 date we will refund any money for cancellations and is also the last day to have money paid 

 in full. If you register by Jan 31, 2005 it will cost you 25 dollars for registration, but from 

 Feb 1st on 50 dollars will save your spot. 

 You can make payments each month to Carol Lawson at: 

Carol Lawson 

 5082 Tatra Dr. 

   San Jose, Ca. 95136 

 Make your checks out to Carol with ‘Lancer Convention 05’ on the memo line. 

 Or, you can register for the Homecoming Convention 05 through PayPal at  

 https://www.paypal.com/ 

 

 Click on the 'Send Money' tab, enter this account: burfield@cox.net . You need to have your 

 own account set up at PayPal to do this, and they will deduct from  either a credit card or a 

 bank account.  

 

 Either way, you can make monthly payments or pay in full. 

 

 Upon registration, you become a member of the LancerConvention05 Group at 

 Yahoo.com. Join in on the messages and chats in this room to see what daytime activities 

 are available to you in Los Angeles and how to arrange or join in on them. L.A. has a lot to 

 offer! 

 

https://www.paypal.com/


 

 


 

Complete and return this form to Carol Lawson 

(address on previous page) along with your payment information.  

 

NAME: __________________________________________________________ 

 

EMAIL ADDRESS: ________________________________________________ 

 

ADDRESS: _______________________________________________________ 

 

PHONE NUMBER: ________________________________________________ 

 

ESTIMATED ARRIVAL DATE: _____________________________________ 

 

ESTIMATED DEPARTURE DATE: __________________________________ 

 

HAVE YOU LINED UP A BUNKIE? (circle one)    Yes    No 

 

IF SO, WHO IS IT? _________________________________________________ 

 

IF NOT, DO YOU WANT US TO FIND YOU ONE? (circle one)   Yes    No  

 

FAVORITE LANCER EPISODES: 

 

 

1. ____________________________________________________ 

 

 

2. ____________________________________________________ 

 

 

3. _____________________________________________________ 

 
CIRCLE WHAT APPLIES: 

 

I PLAN ON  USING PAYPAL and:        PAY  IN FULL              MAKE  PAYMENTS 

 

CHECK IS ENCLOSED -       PAID  IN FULL      or       I WILL BE  MAKING PAYMENTS 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Please remember to send the authors feedback 

about their work. It is always appreciated! 

Thank you! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 




