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THEIR STORY IS the story of the American frontier, an unforgettable saga of young men and women who tamed a growing land, transforming a wilderness into a nation with their dreams and their courage.

Created by master storyteller Louis L’Amour, the Sackett saga brings to life the spirit and struggles of generations of pioneers. Fiercely independent and determined to face any and all challenges, they discovered their destiny in settling a great and wild land.

Each Sackett novel is a complete, exciting historical adventure. Read as a group, they tell the epic tale of a clan whose stories left their indelible mark on a new world. And no one writes more powerfully about the frontier than Louis L’Amour, who has walked and ridden down the same trails as the Sackett family he has immortalized. The Sackett novels represent L’Amour at his most entertaining and are one of the widely beloved achievements of a truly legendary career.
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CHAPTER 1
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When I saw that black-eyed woman a-looking at me I wished I had a Bible.

There I was, a big raw-boned mountain boy, rougher than a cob and standing six feet three inches in my socks, with hands and shoulders fit to wrassle mustang broncs or ornery steers, but no hand with womenfolks.

Nobody ever claimed that I was anything but a homely man, but it was me she was looking at in that special way she had.

Where we Sacketts come from in the high-up mountains of Tennessee, it is a known thing that if you sleep with a Bible under your pillow it will keep you safe from witches. Before they can do aught to harm you they must count every word in the Bible, and they just naturally can’t finish that before daybreak, when they lose their power to hurt.

Yet when I taken a second look at that black-eyed, black-haired woman I thought maybe it was me should do the counting. She was medium tall, with a way about her that set a man to thinking thoughts best kept to himself. She had the clearest, creamiest skin you ever did see, and a mouth that fairly prickled the hair on the back of your neck.

Most of my years I’d spent shying around in the mountains or out on the prairie lands, with no chance to deal myself any high cards in society, but believe me, there’s more snares in a woman’s long lashes than in all the creek bottoms of Tennessee. Every time I taken my eyes from that black-haired witch woman it was in me to look back.

My right boot-toe was nudging the saddlebags at my feet, warning me I’d no call to take up with any woman, for there were thirty pounds of gold in those bags, not all of it mine.

The worst of it was, I figured things were already shaping for trouble. Three days hard-running I’d seen dust hanging over my back trail like maybe there was somebody back there who wanted to keep close to me without actually catching up. And that could only mean that trouble lay ahead.

Now, I’m no man who’s a stranger to difficulty. No boy who walked out of Tennessee to fight for the Union was likely to be, to say nothing of all that had happened since. Seemed like trouble dogged my tracks wherever I put a foot down, and here was I, heading into strange country, running into a black-eyed woman.

She sat alone and ate alone, so obviously a lady that nobody made a move to approach her. This was a rough place in rough times, but a body would have thought she was setting up to table in Delmonico’s or one of those fancy eastern places, her paying no mind to anything or anybody. Except, occasionally, me.

She wasn’t all frills and fuss like a fancy woman, for she was dressed simple, but her clothes were made from rich goods. Everything about her warned me I’d best tuck in my tail and skedaddle out of there whilst I was able, for trouble doesn’t abide only with fancy women. Even a good woman, with her ways and notions, can cause a man more trouble than he can shoot his way out of, and I’d an idea this here was no good woman.

Trouble was, there just was no place to run to.

Hardyville was little else but a saloon, a supply store, and a hotel at the crossing of the Colorado. Most of the year it was the head of navigation on the river, but there had been a time or two when steam-boats had gone on up to the mines in Eldorado Canyon, or even to Callville.*

Come daybreak, I figured to cross the river on the first ferry and take out for the Bradshaw Road and Los Angeles, near the western ocean. It was talked among the Arizona towns that speculators out there would pay eighteen, maybe twenty dollars an ounce for gold, whilst in the mining camps a body could get but sixteen.

It was in my mind to sell my gold in Los Angeles, buy goods and mules, pack across the Mojave Desert and the Colorado, and sell my goods in the mining towns. With luck I’d show profit on my gold, and on my goods as well.

Nobody ever claimed I was any kind of a businessman, least of all me, but if a body can buy cheap and sell high he just naturally ain’t liable to starve. Of course, in all things there was a reason, and in this case it was the difficulty of getting either gold or goods through a country full up with outlaws and Indians. Whilst no businessman, I was pretty fair at getting from here to yonder, so I just bowed my neck and plunged in, figuring wherever a body could go a Smoky Mountain Sackett could go.

Speaking rightly, there were three kinds of Sacketts in Tennessee. The Smoky Mountain Sacketts, the Cumberland Gap Sacketts, and the Clinch Mountain Sacketts. These here last ones, they were a mean outfit and we had no truck with them unless at feuding time, when we were always pleased to have them on our side, for they were mean men in any kind of a shindig. But most of the time we held off from those Clinch Mountain boys.

There were some lowland Sacketts, too, living in the Cumberland Valley, but they were rich Sacketts and we paid them no mind. Pa, he always said we shouldn’t hold it against them if they had money; chances were they couldn’t he’p it, no ways.

All the Sacketts, even those no-account Sacketts from Clinch Mountain, run to boy-children. They had a saying over yonder that if you flung a stone into the brush you’d hit a Sackett boy, and likely, although it wasn’t said, a Trelawney girl. I don’t know what we Sackett boys would have done without the Trelawney girls.

But the only thing I was thinking of now was getting my old saddlebags across the Mojave and to Los Angeles, selling as well as I could, buying as cheap as possible, and getting back to the mines.

Now, when a beautiful woman or a handsome man receives attention it is taken as a matter of course; but I was a plain man, so when this black-eyed woman started paying me mind, I checked my hole card.

Not that I’d lacked for attention where women were concerned … not, at least, after they came to know me. Nor could it be said that I was downright distrustful of folks. There’s a-plenty of just people in the world, but the flesh is weak and man is prone to sin … especially if a woman is involved.

But I was packing gold, and it came upon me to realize there is something about the presence of gold that is favorable to the breathing of beautiful women. And likely this woman, with her witch-black eyes, could see right through the leather of my saddlebags.

Only I’d been storing up pleasure for myself in thinking of a time when I could set up to table and eat a hot meal I hadn’t fixed for myself, and sleep in a bed, if only for the strangeness of it. And if I high-tailed it out of here now I’d miss both.

For the life of me I couldn’t imagine what a woman like this was doing in Hardyville. By the looks of her, she had come upriver on a steamboat, for her clothes showed no dust, as they would had she come by stage or wagon.

When the waitress brought my food the black-eyed woman stopped her, and asked, “Isn’t it time for the stage for Los Angeles?”

“Have to get them a new stage,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“It ain’t a-comin’ in.”

All of them were looking at me now, so I said, “Seen it back yonder.” I was buttering a thick slab of bread. “He who was driving is dead … two holes alongside his spine. The stage is laying over in the canyon and the horses gone. Two other dead men … passengers.”

“Are you sure?” This was Hardy asking.

“The buzzards were.”

“You didn’t go down to them?”

“Not for more’n a minute or two. No tellin’ who was laying up in the rocks with a Winchester.”

“Mojaves,” somebody said, “or Hualapais.”

“They wore moccasins, all right, but they weren’t Indians. They were Comanche moccasins, and there’s no Comanches out here.”

Everybody started talking all to once and I set to eating, glad to be let alone. Anyway, it was likely I’d already talked too much. One of those men who’d done the shooting might be right here in this room, although I’d cast eyes about for moccasins when I first came in, habit-like. Seems to me a man has trouble enough in this world without borrowing more with careless words.

That black-eyed woman was talking to the waitress. “But if that stage has been wrecked, how long will it be before there’s another?”

“Ma’am, you’ll just have to abide. The next regular stage is Thursday.”

This here was Monday, and I could see from that woman’s face that she had to be shut of Hardyville long before that. And it wasn’t just that this was a jumping-off place—she was scared.

That witch woman’s lips turned pale and her black eyes grew large, like she’d seen a ghost. Maybe her own.

She turned sharp around to me and said, “Will you take me to Los Angeles with you?”

And me, like a damned fool, and without thinking, I said, “Yes.”

It never does any good for a man to cuss himself, unless maybe it helps to impress on his mind what a fool he’s been, but right then and there I did a fair to middling job of cussing myself out for seven kinds of a fool. Here I was, in a running hurry to get to California—to Los Angeles, that is—and I’d burdened myself with a woman. And by the look of her she’d need coddling.

Well, I’d been fool enough for one day, and maybe I could get out of this yet. “You’ll need horses,” I said. “Are you packing much gear?”

“My trunk can come by stage. All I’ll need will be the two carpetbags.”

“My pack horse can handle them if they aren’t heavy,” I said, “but you’ll need two ridin’ horses. This here’s a fast trip I’m makin’.”

“Thank you,” she said. “If you will get them for me, I’ll pay you in Los Angeles. All I have”—she smiled beautifully—“is my stage ticket and a bank draft too large to cash here.”

“I—” I started to object that I didn’t have the money, but those saddlebags were pushing at my toe and I’d a sneaking feeling—with no reason for it that I could make sense out of—that she knew what was in those bags.

“All right,” I said, and lost my last chance to back out of it.

No getting around it, I was upset. It was my notion to make a fast trip to Los Angeles, which was my reason for two horses, switching from one to the other. Now I had that woman to care for, and no telling what she was like on a horse.

Taking another fill of coffee from the pot on the table, I happened to look across at the bar. A man standing there was looking my way and listening to two others. There seemed to be something familiar about the biggest of them. He was a man as tall as I was, and some heavier. He was a dark, strong-looking man who wore a gun like a man who could use it. His back was to me, and he had a fine set of shoulders on him … he was built like a man who could punch.

That woman hadn’t moved, and our tables were only two feet apart. Best thing was to get it settled right off.

“If you ride with me,” I said, and I’m afraid my tone was kind of rough, “you will be ready to go, come daybreak … and that doesn’t mean sun-up. It means the first gray in the sky.”

Shoving back my chair, I got up. “Can you use a gun?”

Well, sir, she surprised me. “Yes,” she said, “I can handle a rifle.” And then she smiled at me, and you’ve never seen such a smile. “And please do not disturb yourself. I shall be no trouble to you.”

Fishing those saddlebags off the floor with my left hand, I stood up, dropping a quarter on the table for my meal. Then I taken up my Winchester with my right hand and walked to the door.

A voice spoke behind me, and I had a feeling the big man had turned to look, and I knew that voice was an invitation to turn around, an invitation to trouble. Stepping outside, I closed the door behind me and stood alone in the soft desert night.

It was very still. The Colorado River rustled by out there in the darkness, and beyond the river loomed the Dead Mountains. Over there a narrow point of Nevada came down to join borders with California.

Uneasily, I looked westward into those miles of desert, and the hunch rode my shoulders that I’d see blood and grief before those miles were behind me. A fool I was to entangle myself with that black-eyed woman.

Of a sudden I realized the thing I’d ought to do was to leave now. True, the ferry was not operating, but swimming the river at this point was no new thing. Beale had done it with his camels, and fine swimmers they proved to be.

There was a light in the window of Hardy’s cabin. Crossing to it, I tapped on the door, not too loud.

Being a wise man, he spoke before opening the door, but when I told I wanted to make a dicker on some horses, he opened up, but he held a pistol in his hand, which surprised me none at all.

“Yes,” he replied, when I had explained myself. “I’ve two good horses, but they’ll cost you.”

He slid his gun into its holster and picked up his coat. He started to put it on, then stopped and looked over at me. “Are you taking that Robiseau woman out of here?”

“I never asked her name, nor she mine. She wishes to go to Los Angeles, and I’m riding that way.”

He shrugged into his coat. “You’re borrowing trouble. Look, I don’t know you. You just drifted in here out of nowhere, but that woman is running from something, and whatever it is or whoever it is will bundle you into her package. I mean, they’ll resent interference.”

“Whatever it is,” I said, “she’s a woman alone, and needs help.”

He didn’t say any more, but led the way to the stable and lighted a lantern. The horses in their stalls rolled their eyes at me. There were only a few stalls, for his own good stock. The mustang stuff was in the corrals out back.

One of the two horses he showed me was a liver-colored stallion with a white nose and three white stockings; a long-barreled animal built for speed and staying power, and one of the finest-looking horses I’d seen, and big for this country. It would weigh a good thousand pounds and maybe a mite over. The other horse was a short-coupled gelding, mouse-colored, with a fine head and powerful hindquarters. It was somewhat smaller than the other, but all horse.

We dickered there by lantern light, but he knew I had to have those horses, and he got his price. Yet high as they came, they were worth every penny of it. He had bought them from an Army officer who was changing station. The horses had been the officer’s private mounts, and the smaller one had been broken for a woman to ride.

“You made a good buy,” Hardy acknowledged, “although I got my price. There’s no better horses around, unless it’s those you’ve got.”

We stood in the stable door, listening to the river. “She came up on the boat,” Hardy volunteered, “and just missed the stage to Prescott.”

“Prescott?”

“Uh-huh. Then she changed her mind and decided on Los Angeles. Seems to me like she wants the first stage out, no matter where it goes.”

He paused and we stood there in silence, with me thinking about that road west, and those men who had been following me.

There’d been a time, back along the trail, when I was not sure … maybe they were just traveling the same way … but when I left Beale’s Springs I headed up to the Coyote Wells and got in there with time to spare. Those riders never showed up, although I’d seen their dust on my trail. That could mean only one thing—they were lying out in the hills, making dry camp, just so’s I wouldn’t see them.

Short of midnight I had left my fire burning low, saddled up, and taken off across the hills. My trail led west, toward Union Pass; but I got a notion, and after whipsawing back and forth in the trail, I cut off through the brush toward the south. South, then west, and through Secret Pass.

At Secret Spring I made camp and slept until well past daybreak. Then, after saddling up, I had climbed to the top of the cliff and looked off to the east and north. Sure enough, there was dust and movement on my back trail. Through my field glasses—taken off a dead Confederate officer on the battlefield—I could just make out four riders.

They had ridden on by the place where I’d turned off, discovering too late that I’d cut out somewhere. Now they were scouting their back trail to find the turn-off. They were a good ten, twelve miles off and in the bottom of Sacramento Wash.

Descending to my outfit, I had mounted up and followed the Secret Pass trail into Hardyville.

Nobody had ridden in, so they were lying out again, fearful of being seen by me, which might mean that I knew them and they feared recognition.

“Whoever it is,” Hardy said now, “who wants that Robiseau woman, he wants her pretty bad, and wants her himself.”

There was meaning in the way he said it, and I turned to look at him. “Keep out of it, friend,” Hardy went on. “Three of those men in the saloon are watching her for somebody, and they shape up like grief a-plenty for anybody in their way.”

“I gave her my word.”

“Your funeral.”

“Maybe,” I said gloomily. “I’m not a trouble-hunting man. Not a one of us Sacketts ever was.”

Hardy gave a quick, funny sort of sound. “Did you say Sackett? Is your name Sackett?”

“Sure … do you know the name?”

He turned away from me. “Get out … get out while you can.”

He started off, walking very fast, but when he had taken but a couple of steps he turned around. “Does she know your name? Have you told her that?”

“No … no, I never did, come to think on it.”

“Of course not … of course.” He looked at me, but I could not see the expression in his eyes. There was only light enough to see his face under the brim of his hat. “Take my advice and don’t tell her … not, at least, until you reach Los Angeles—if you do.”

He walked away, leaving me almighty puzzled, but convinced the time to leave was now.


*Now under the waters of Lake Mead.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_tp_r1.jpg
MOJAVE
CROSSING

A NOVEL

Louis CAmour






OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_001_r1.jpg
- WShe Officcal
7 Lout1s
h)
LAmMour
Web Site

WWW.LOUISLAMOUR.COM

Visit the Home of America’s favorite storyteller

Louis L’Amour About

Community Louis L’Amour
Join other Louis L' Amour Exclusive materials and
fans in a dynamic biography written by
interactive community Louis’son Beau L' Amour
Discussion Forum “A Man Called Louis”
Guest Book an exclusive video
Biograki Brolect interview
iography Projec
srapiy Brol Photo Galleries

Frequently Asked

Questions Articles

e -
T G

Zean

Whether you are new to the thrilling frontier fiction of
Louis L' Amour or are one of his millions of die-hard fans,
‘woncH Husl rialit it Bioeng nt v loaialimoutsconil





OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_L03_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_m02_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_L02_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_m01_r1.jpg
3
E

[*% S5 0y 5y 5y 3y Gy ot






OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
Mojave Crossing

A Novel

Louis L'Amour






OEBPS/images/LAmo_9780553899498_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





