
Free 
The Devil's Badland (The Loner series Book 2)

 PDF Download

 J.A. Johnstone

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QnMN/The-Devils-Badland-The-Loner-series-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QnMN/The-Devils-Badland-The-Loner-series-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QnMN/The-Devils-Badland-The-Loner-series-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QnMN/The-Devils-Badland-The-Loner-series-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/QnMN/The-Devils-Badland-The-Loner-series-Book-2


The Loner strides sets out for another bloody showdown with the outlaws responsible for his

wife's violent and senseless murder--and discovers his true enemy was far closer than he

thought. . .Hell Hath No Fury. . .After Conrad Browning, known as The Loner, takes down the

men who killed his beloved wife, he hightails it to New Mexico to visit her grave. There, he gets

the surprise of his life: His ex-fiancée, Pamela Tarleton, backed up by a vicious gang of

gunmen. Turns out the beautiful Miss Tarleton has a long memory--and she's never forgiven

Conrad for breaking their engagement and marrying another. On top of that, she blames

Conrad for her father's death. With a band of kill-crazy outlaws backing Pamela's play, the only

way out for The Loner to survive the coming hell storm is by the gun.

From the Back CoverThe Loner may appear to be a dashing young gunfighter, but few know

the tragedy and heartbreak that shaped him. Following the kidnapping and murder of his wife,

Rebel, Conrad Browning faked his own death and donned the mantle of his notorious

gunfighter father -- becoming The Loner.Before Conrad Browning can truly disappear, Kid

Morgan has to figure out who was really behind the murder of his wife. He's sure a visit to his

beloved Rebel's grave in Val Verde will draw the killers out. But before he can even get to Val

Verde, he stumbles into a feud between Devil Dave Whitfield and the MacTavishes. But that

feud is just the fuel for the fire. When he finds the people behind his wife's death, the devil will

throw the gates of hell wide open!--This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the

AuthorBeing the all-around assistant, typist, researcher, and fact checker to one of the most

popular western authors of all time, J.A. Johnstone learned from the master, Uncle William W.

Johnstone. He began tutoring J.A. at an early age. After-school hours were often spent

retyping manuscripts or researching his massive American Western history library as well as

the more modern wars and conflicts. J.A. worked hard—and learned."Every day with Bill was

an adventure story in itself. Bill taught me all he could about the art of storytelling. ‘Keep the

historical facts accurate,' he would say. ‘Remember the readers, and as your grandfather once

told me, I am telling you now: be the best J.A. Johnstone you can be.'" --This text refers to an

out of print or unavailable edition of this title.
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1Thunder rolled over the mountains, and lightning clawed through the gray-black sky above the

peaks. It would be a dark, violent night, the young man thought as he slapped the reins against

the buggy horse’s back. That was entirely appropriate, because dark nights of the soul were

the only kind he knew.The storm was still a ways behind him. He hoped he could reach his

destination before it caught up with him. If not, he would have to seek shelter, which would

delay him on his journey. That would be an annoyance, but not a major setback. The woman he

was going to see would wait for him.She had no choice. She was dead.The approaching storm

made the late afternoon gloom even deeper. The young man spotted a flicker of yellow light up

ahead. Even with a new century only a few years away and civilization spread to much of what

was once a lawless frontier, that part of southern New Mexico Territory was still sparsely

settled. The ranches there were far-flung, isolated. The light had to come from a ranch house,

or maybe a sodbuster’s adobe shack, because there, as elsewhere, farmers were moving in on

what had been open range until a few years earlier.A hard gust of wind rattled the buggy’s

canvas top. No rain was falling yet, but the young man could smell it coming. He sighed as he

realized he couldn’t make it to the mission at Val Verde before the storm overtook him. Better to

head for that house where the light shone and see if he could spend the night there while the

storm rolled through, then go on to Val Verde in the morning.The light flickered again. Either

the wind was blowing the flame, or someone was moving back and forth in front of it. The

young man pulled back on the left rein, turning the horse and buggy toward the light. A few

drops of rain pattered on the canvas. Thunder boomed again. Lightning cracked.But those

sounds didn’t come from the storm behind him, the young man realized suddenly as he saw

muzzle flame spurt in the gloom. That booming sound wasn’t thunder. It was a shotgun being

discharged. Those sharp cracks that followed came from six-guns and rifles.A pitched battle

was going on right in front of him. The smart thing to do would be to veer away, go around

whatever the trouble was, and keep heading south as long as the weather would allow.It had

been a while since he’d worried much about doing the smart thing. He leaned forward, slashed

the horse’s back with the reins, yelled, “Hyyaahhh!”, and raced as fast he could straight toward

the blasting guns.Rory MacTavish blinked his eyes against the sting of powdersmoke and

nestled his cheek on the smooth wood of the Winchester’s stock. He peered over the barrel he

had thrust through the rifle slit in the dugout’s front wall and waited for a target.He didn’t have

to wait long. A moment later, one of Whitfield’s men darted across the open ground between

the corral and the smokehouse. That took him right in front of Rory’s gunsights. With the

speedy reflexes of the young, the boy pulled the trigger.The Winchester kicked hard against

Rory’s shoulder. Even though he knew to expect it because he’d been hunting many times in

his fifteen years, he still had to bite back a yelp of pain. He’d always been scrawny, without

much padding against such impacts.“Good shootin’, lad!” his father called from one of the other

loopholes. “Ye downed the skalley-hooter!”Rory looked through the slit and saw the gunman

crawling back toward the corral, dragging a wounded leg behind him.“Now kill ’im!” Hamish

MacTavish roared. “Get ’im afore he gets away!”Rory swallowed hard. His pa was right, of

course. You couldn’t pass up an opportunity to kill a Whitfield man.But Rory had never actually



killed any man, let alone one who rode for Devil Dave Whitfield.“Ach, I shoods hae known!”

Hamish said as Rory hesitated. The old muzzle-loader in Hamish’s hands blasted, and even in

the fading light, Rory saw the Whitfield man jerk under the impact of the heavy lead ball that

blasted away a chunk of his skull. The man sprawled facedown on the ground near the corral

as rain began to fall.Hamish pulled his rifle from the loophole and started reloading. He was

good at it, his motions swift and smooth. He’d carried a rifle just like that during the War of

Northern Aggression, when he was a little younger than Rory was now, and to hear him tell it,

he had used it to kill dozens of damn Yankees at a place called The Wilderness. For all Rory

knew, it was true. By and large, his father was a truthful man.And a harsh man in his

judgments, as well. Rory had heard the scorn in Hamish MacTavish’s voice just now.He should

have known that he couldn’t trust his son to be a real man. That was what Hamish really

meant.“’Tis startin’ to rain,” Hamish said as he slid the rifle’s barrel back into the loophole. “I

expect they’ll be chargin’ us now. They won’t want to get wet, the bloody spalpeens.”“Let ’em

come,” Rory’s older brother James said as he poked a long-barreled Remington revolver

through a loophole. He carried the Americanized version of their father’s name, since he, like

Rory and their sister Margaret, had been born here, long after Hamish had immigrated to this

country.It had been James who had opened the ball by loosing both barrels of the old double-

barreled Greener at Whitfield’s men. The rancher’s gun-wolves had shown up to accuse the

MacTavishes once again of stealing Circle D cattle, and when Hamish and James argued, one

of the gunmen reached for his Colt. That had been enough to make James’s finger jerk the

scattergun’s triggers. The weapon had lived up to its nickname by scattering the hired killers

and giving Hamish and James time to retreat into the dugout.As he squinted over the barrel of

the Remington, James went on, “Easier to kill ’em that way.”Ah, yes, Rory thought as he

worked the Winchester’s lever. James was a son after their father’s own heart.Margaret came

up behind him and asked softly, “Do you need more bullets?”Rory glanced over his shoulder at

her. She was seventeen, two years older than he was and two years younger than James.

There had been six children in the family, but the two youngest, a boy and a girl, had died of

illness in childhood without ever reaching eight years old.The oldest, Charlie, had been killed

two months earlier in a shootout with one of Whitfield’s gunslingers in Val Verde. The loss still

put a bitter taste in Rory’s mouth whenever he thought about it.So he tried not to think about it,

even now when they might all be on the verge of being wiped out by Whitfield’s men. He hung

on to the rifle with his right hand and thrust his left into the box in Margaret’s hands. He took

out a dozen cartridges and shoved them into his pocket.“Thanks.”“Here they come!” Hamish

called.Rory leaned forward, put his cheek against the rifle’s stock again, and waited to kill his

first man.It didn’t have to come to this.That thought went through his head as he saw men rush

out from behind the barn and the corral and charge toward the dugout, orange flame spurting

from their guns and splitting the stormy twilight. If his father and Dave Whitfield had been able

to sit down and talk things over like reasonable men . . .But the chance to be reasonable had

vanished along with Whitfield’s missing cattle. It had died with Charlie MacTavish. Hatred and

the spilling of blood were all that was left.Rory tried not to cry as he pulled the trigger, but the

tears welled from his eyes anyway. The storm was suddenly right on top of the little ranch, with

thunder rumbling so loudly it shook the earth, lightning flashing to compete with the muzzle

flames, and rain falling from the heavens in drenching, sluicing waves. Rory no longer aimed

his rifle at men but at vague gray shapes instead, shapes that brandished weapons of their

own as they poured lead at the house.Then something loomed out of the gathering shadows

and cut through the attackers, scattering them again. Rory held his fire as he saw more muzzle

flashes, but these shots weren’t aimed at the dugout. Instead they sent Whitfield’s men running



for cover. Rory realized that a buggy had just raced into the yard, with a riderless horse tied on

behind it. The vehicle wheeled into a sharp turn, moving so fast that for a second Rory thought

it would tip over and spill the man at the reins. Instead, he kept his seat as the wheel that left

the ground for a second came back down and bit into earth that was turning rapidly into mud.

Amazingly, the man had only one hand on the reins.The revolver in his other hand spat fire and

lead.“Who’s that?” James shouted.“I dinna ken!” Hamish said. “But he’s on our side, so more

power to ’im, I say!”The stranger’s unexpected attack had broken the back of the charge.

Whitfield’s men fled as the stranger’s uncannily accurate shots broke arms and tore through

legs. The man in the buggy wasn’t shooting to kill, Rory saw, but he was inflicting plenty of

damage anyway. Damage that had Whitfield’s men turning tail and running, taking their dead

and wounded with them.James whooped gleefully and ran to the door. He flung it open and

dashed out into the rain to throw some shots after their enemies. “Be careful, James!” Margaret

called after him, but he didn’t pay any attention to her. He was too caught up in the heat of

battle.Hamish went out, too, tossing aside his rifle and pulling an old pistol from behind his belt.

“Pa!” Margaret said in exasperation. She turned to Rory. “I suppose you’ll be chasing after them

like a madman now, too.”“If they’re goin’ out, I can’t stay in here, Meggie,” he said. He had

endured enough scorn from his father and brother for one day. Jacking another round into the

Winchester’s chamber, he hurried to the door and out into the pounding rain.The force of the

storm half-blinded him and almost knocked him off his feet. The wind wasn’t blowing that hard;

it was the sheer power of the rain itself that almost drove him to his knees. He struggled to stay

upright and looked around for any of Whitfield’s men who were still in range.The only people he

saw were his father and James and the man in the buggy, who had swung down from the seat

and stood next to the vehicle with a Colt revolver in his hand. The stranger was hatless, but

with the rain in his eyes Rory couldn’t tell much more about him except that he was tall and

dressed in a dark suit. The downpour had plastered the man’s fair hair to his head.“They’re

gone,” Hamish roared over the rushing sound of the rain, “and we’re much obliged t’ ye for your

help, mister. Come on into th’ house, outta this storm!”“I have to see to my horses!” the man

shouted back. He gestured toward the buggy, where a big black was hitched to the vehicle and

a rangy buckskin was tied on behind.“Th’ boy can do that for ye!” Hamish said. “Rory! Take the

man’s horses into the barn!”“Aye!” Rory said. Unlike killing, that was a chore he could

handle.He handed his rifle to James, then grabbed the black’s bridle and led the horse toward

the barn. The buckskin followed along behind the buggy. Rory swung the big door open. It was

a relief to step inside, out of the rain.He was soaked to the skin. His feet squished unpleasantly

in his boots as he walked.Using one of the matches in a little box hung from a nail by a string,

Rory lit the lantern. Quickly, he went about unhitching the black and leading him and the

buckskin into a pair of empty stalls. Once, all six stalls in the barn had been full, but money

problems had forced his father to sell off most of their horses. Only a couple of mounts were

left.Rory rubbed the horses down, then dumped grain into the feed troughs and filled water

buckets from the barrel. With the animals taken care of, he walked over to the buggy and

glanced curiously into the vehicle. He saw an obviously expensive saddle behind the seat,

along with a fine new Winchester and a heavy-looking older rifle Rory thought was a Sharps.

The stranger was well-to-do, plain enough. Rory couldn’t help but wonder why the man had

come along and taken a hand in their trouble. According to Hamish MacTavish, the rich didn’t

give a damn about anyone except themselves. They sure wouldn’t care about a family of poor

Scots trying to make a go of a hardscrabble ranch.But this man evidently did. Rory left the barn

and headed for the dugout, anxious to learn more about this stranger who had shown up out of

the storm to rout Devil Dave’s gun-wolves with a blazing Colt.Built into the side of a hill, the



dugout that served as the home of the MacTavishes was larger and less primitive than most

folks might have expected. Hamish, Charlie, and James had used thick beams for the roof,

then sealed it and the walls with pitch before mounding the dirt and stone over it again. It didn’t

leak even in a downpour like this, which was more than could be said for the barn. A chimney

extended up through the hill from the large fireplace where flames now leaped and danced,

warming the big main room. The floor was stone, but Margaret had put down rugs to make it

nicer and more comfortable. Except for the lack of windows, you’d hardly know that you weren’t

in a regular house.When Rory went in, he saw his father, James, and the stranger standing in

front of the fireplace, drying their clothes in its heat. Margaret was on the other side of the

room, rattling pots and pans in the kitchen as she prepared a meal for the menfolk.“Might I

offer ye a drink?” Hamish was asking as Rory walked in. He glanced over his shoulder as the

open door caused a draft. Rory closed it quickly. Hamish went on, “As ye might expect, I have

some o’ the finest Scotch whiskey ye’ll find this side o’ the highlands.”“That sounds good,” the

stranger said with a nod. He looked around at Rory. “Who’s this?”“Me youngest,” Hamish said

with a notable lack of pride in his voice. “His name’s Rory.”The stranger smiled. “Hello, Rory.

Thanks for putting up my horses.” He held out his hand. “My name’s Conrad Browning.”Chapter

2The boy hesitated, surprised that Conrad had offered to shake hands with him. He took

Conrad’s hand briefly, keeping his eyes downcast as he mumbled, “Pleased t’ meet ye, Mr.

Browning.”Short and slender, Rory was a lot smaller than his big, brawny father and brother,

but he had the same bushy red hair as Hamish and James, who had introduced themselves to

Conrad while the boy was out at the barn tending to the horses. They had introduced Margaret

as well, who shared the red hair and also possessed the same shyness as Rory. Conrad felt an

instinctive liking for these people and was glad he had stepped in to help them.He had faced a

choice when he rolled up in the buggy just as the rain began falling in earnest. He had no way

of knowing which side was in the right in this dispute, so he could cast his lot with the

defenders inside the house built into the side of a hill, or with the attackers who were charging

that dugout.Conrad had counted nearly a dozen men attacking the house, where only two or

three defenders fired back. When in doubt, take up for the underdog, he had decided. But he

had shot to wound, not to kill, just in case he found out later that he had jumped into the fight

on the wrong side.Looking around at the MacTavishes, he couldn’t believe that was the case.

They appeared to be honest, hard-working settlers—the salt of the earth, as the old saying had

it.The sort of people that Conrad Browning once would have looked down on with a sense of

arrogant superiority.He liked to believe that he had changed, that he wasn’t that sort of man

anymore, but it didn’t hurt to remind himself from time to time just what a son of a bitch he had

been.Hamish MacTavish dug around in an old trunk and came up with a dark brown bottle and

a couple of glasses. As he brought them over to the fireplace, his son James asked, “What

about me, Pa?”“Ye’re too young for this,” Hamish said.“Old enough to fight, ain’t I?” James

challenged.“Aye, but so’s Rory, and ye dinna see me givin’ ’im a drink, do ye?”“He ain’t much of

a fighter,” James said, his lip curling in a sneer. “He didn’t kill any o’ Whitfield’s men, as far as I

could see.”Conrad glanced at Rory to see if the youngster would say anything in his own

defense. Rory just kept looking at the floor and didn’t speak up.Turning back to Hamish,

Conrad took the glass the man offered him. Hamish lifted his glass and said, “T’ ye health,

sir.”“And to yours,” Conrad returned.They tossed back their drinks. The whiskey went down like

liquid fire and kindled a blaze in Conrad’s belly. He gave a little gasp for breath, and that

brought a smile to Hamish’s face.“I told ye ’twas good,” he said with pride in his voice.“I never

had any better in San Francisco or Boston,” Conrad admitted. That made Hamish

beam.Conrad went on, “Why were those men attacking you?”Hamish’s smile disappeared. His



broad face darkened with anger. “Because they’re hired killers workin’ for a no-good bastard

called Devil Dave Whitfield!” he declared.“The local cattle baron,” Conrad guessed.Hamish

gave a contemptuous snort. “He thinks he is, anyway. He disnae ken that those days are over,

that he can no longer run roughshod o’er the smaller ranchers. This is MacTavish land, and

MacTavish land it will stay!”It was an old story, Conrad thought, one that had been played out

many times on the frontier. Despite what Hamish said, it nearly always ended the other way,

with the richer, more powerful rancher triumphing over the owners of the smaller spreads.In

fact, by this point syndicates or corporations owned most of the large ranches, and companies

always grew larger at the expense of individuals. At one point in his life, Conrad had believed

that was the proper way for things to be, and he had enough experience in business to

recognize the truth of the matter, whether he agreed with it now or not.He smiled as he told

Hamish, “I hope you’re right.” When he got down to it, though, this wasn’t his fight. He had

business of his own in New Mexico Territory. So he didn’t ask any more questions, other than

to say, “I wonder if you could put me up for the night? The weather’s still pretty bad out there,

and I’m not sure the storm is going to let up until morning.”Conrad could still hear the rain’s

sluicing rush. The MacTavishes must have done a really good job of sealing the roof and walls

to keep the water out.“Aye, we wouldna send ye back out in that deluge,” Hamish said. “Ye’ll be

welcome to spend the night. Ye can have mah bunk.”Conrad started to tell the rancher that

wasn’t necessary, that he could just make up a bedroll on the floor, then he remembered that

the man Conrad Browning used to be—the man Conrad Browning was still supposed to be—

wouldn’t have reacted that way. That Conrad would have expected to be accommodated in the

best possible manner.“Of course I’ll be glad to pay you,” he went on, his smile turning smug.

That was something the old Conrad would have said, too.Hamish frowned. “’Twill no’ be

necessary to do that,” he said, his voice suddenly cooler. Conrad knew that his offer of payment

had just knocked him down a notch or two in Hamish’s estimation, and that was a shame. Still,

the game had to be played.Not that he expected to win, Conrad mused. In the big scheme of

things, he had already lost before he ever started, because no matter what he did, Rebel would

still be dead. His wife was gone.All Conrad could do was continue his quest to bring vengeance

—and justice—to those responsible for her death.The stew Margaret served for supper was hot

and delicious, Conrad thought. When he complimented the girl on it, she blushed prettily. She

was a nice-looking young woman, somewhere in her late teens, with thick masses of red hair

tumbling down her back and a well-curved body in a homespun dress. Conrad recognized

those things, but they didn’t really affect him. He was still in mourning. Anyway, Margaret was

the daughter of his host and much too young for him.While they were sitting at the dinner table,

James MacTavish said, “Whitfield’s men will be back, ye know. We killed at least one of ’em,

that gunman called Hardesty. I saw you put a bullet in his head, Pa.”Hamish gave Rory a hard

look. “Aye.”Conrad didn’t know what that exchange was about, but he felt a little sorry for the

boy, who never lifted his eyes from his bowl of stew. Conrad could tell from Rory’s attitude that

he knew his father was glaring at him, and he felt a pang of sympathy for Rory.He knew all too

well what the tension between father and son was like.Conrad couldn’t stop himself from

saying, “This fellow Whitfield must have quite a grudge against you folks to send hired guns

after you like that.”“All over a bunch of blasted cows,” Hamish said bitterly. “He claimed that we

stole them, but that was just his way o’ tryin’ to get the law on his side, so he could run us off

our land.”“So he accused you of rustling?”“Aye,” James said. He slapped a palm down on the

table. “But we never did it! We never touched a one of his damned beeves!”“James!” Margaret

scolded. “That’s no way to talk, especially at the dinner table.”“It’s the truth!” James insisted.

“What Whitfield said was a lie, and Charlie was right to tell him to his face.”Margaret paled. “All



that did was get Charlie killed. Was it worth it for him to call Whitfield a liar? Was it,

James?”James scowled but didn’t say anything.These people had seen more than their share

of hardship and tragedy, Conrad thought—but so had he. There was nothing else he could do

to help them, not while his own mission was incomplete.Anyway, if he tried to involve himself

too deeply in their problems, he would probably just make things worse, he told himself. He had

a history of bringing trouble down not only on himself, but also on those around him. You could

ask his wife Rebel about that.Well, you could if she wasn’t dead.The strained silence lasted for

the rest of the meal. When it was over, Hamish showed Conrad to a small room in the back of

the dugout that contained little more than a narrow bunk.“’Tis no’ much,” he said, “but th’ best

we can offer ye, Mr. Browning.”“It’s fine,” Conrad assured him. “Thank you.”There was no door

to the room, just a curtain, like the other two bedrooms, one shared by the boys and the other

for Margaret. A candle on a shelf provided light. Conrad undressed by its flickering glow. The

heat from the fireplace had only partially dried his clothes, and he was glad to get the damp

garments off.He wore a plain, black gunbelt while he was dressed in the dark, sober suit,

although there was a different gunbelt coiled in his saddlebags. He curled the one he had

taken off around an equally plain, black holster that held his Colt .45 Peacemaker and placed

belt, holster, and gun on the floor next to the bunk, within easy reach if he needed the Colt. He

didn’t expect that to be the case tonight, but always being ready for trouble was a habit with

him now.Conrad wrapped up in the blanket that was on the bunk, stretched out, and tried to

sleep. As usual, that wasn’t easy. As soon as he closed his eyes, images began to whirl

through his brain—awful images that he would just as soon never see again.But at the same

time, a part of him clung to them, reluctant to let go of the pain, because that would mean

letting go of the past, too, and he wasn’t ready to do that . . .Rebel stood high atop the bluff that

loomed over Black Rock Canyon. Behind her was the gunman, Clay Lasswell. Conrad had paid

the ransom that was supposed to save her. The rest of the kidnappers already had their greedy

hands on it. All that was left was for Lasswell to let her go.But instead, the killer from Texas

cried out, “Welcome to hell!” as the gun in his hand roared. The bullet tore into Rebel and

knocked her off the bluff, so that she plummeted down toward the merciless ground below,

falling, falling . . .The image in Conrad’s mind changed. Now he was standing over one of the

kidnappers, pressing the barrel of a Winchester to the man’s head. He saw the man’s eyes

widen in horror and disbelief, then bulge out from the pressure as Conrad pulled the trigger

and sent a bullet through the bastard’s brain.That man wasn’t the only one Conrad had killed in

circumstances that might seem like cold-blooded murder to some people. He had killed even

more in fair fights. Their faces swam before him now as he tried to sleep, but always that image

of Rebel falling, followed by the memory of cradling her broken, lifeless body in his arms,

returned to drive everything else away.Conrad dozed off and slept fitfully on the narrow bunk in

the MacTavish dugout, jerking from side to side as nightmares haunted his slumber. No matter

how much he tried, he couldn’t get away from the ghosts who pursued him. All the men he had

killed chased him, their bullet-riddled forms closing in on him, and in trying to get away from

them, he ran toward the elusive form of his wife, still alive and vital, looking back at him with

love shining in her eyes.But, he could never catch up to her, and the dead men caught up to

him instead, trying to pull him down like a pack of wolves. He fought against them, lashing out

and driving them back until he had time to reach his gun. He drew the Colt and spun to face

the grisly phantoms. The revolver came up, his finger tightened on the trigger—A woman’s

voice screamed, “Mr. Browning! No!”Conrad came awake and found himself staring into the

terrified face of Margaret MacTavish over the barrel of the Colt clutched in his sweating hand,

his finger taut on the trigger, only a hair’s-breadth of pressure away from blowing the girl’s



brains out.Chapter 3“Please don’t shoot,” Margaret whimpered as she stood in the doorway,

one hand still on the curtain she had just pulled back.“Dear Lord,” Conrad said, horrified at

what he had almost done. He took his finger off the trigger and quickly lowered the Colt. “Miss

MacTavish, I’m sorry. I never meant to threaten you. I wouldn’t harm you—”And yet he almost

had, Conrad thought. He had come within a whisker of shooting the girl, all because of the

dreams that tormented him.Heavy footsteps heralded the arrival of the male MacTavishes.

Considering the words Margaret had screamed, Conrad wasn’t surprised that Hamish had the

shotgun in his hands and a furious look on his face. Under the circumstances, it was a father’s

natural assumption that the city slicker visitor was molesting his daughter.Hamish wasn’t the

only one who was armed. James had his Remington revolver, and even Rory clutched his

Winchester.“What th’ devil is goin’ on here?” Hamish roared. “Is this the way ye repay us for our

hospitality, Browning, by bein’ free and easy wi’ a poor, innocent girl—”“Pa, no!” Margaret said.

“It’s not like that. I heard Mr. Browning thrashing around and thought he might be sick from

getting drenched by the rain. But he was just having a nightmare, and . . . and he . . .”When

Margaret’s voice trailed off, Conrad said, “What your daughter is trying to tell you, Mr.

MacTavish, is that I almost shot her. You have my word, though, it was unintentional.”MacTavish

snorted. “A devil of a lot of good that would have done her if ye had pulled the trigger!”“That’s

true,” Conrad admitted. He picked up the holster, slid the Colt back into the black leather. He

had become uncomfortably aware of the fact that he was sitting there naked except for the

blanket wrapped around him. “I’ll get dressed and leave now.”“That’s not necessary,” Margaret

said. “You didn’t mean it. You were asleep . . . you didn’t know what you were doing.”Conrad

shrugged. “Even so, I think it’ll be better if I look for somewhere else to spend the night. I am

grateful for the hospitality you’ve shown me, and I don’t want anything to ruin that.”Margaret

turned to her father and said, “Pa, you’re not going to make Mr. Browning leave, are you? It’s

still raining out there. Pouring, from the sound of it.”“Aye, ’tis true,” MacTavish admitted as he

rubbed his beard-stubbled jaw. “And he did help us against Whitfield’s men.”“They probably

would have made it into the house and killed all of us, if Mr. Browning hadn’t shown up when

he did,” Rory said. Conrad was a little surprised that the boy spoke up in his behalf, when Rory

wouldn’t even defend himself, but he was grateful to the youngster for the gesture.James

scowled at him. “I ain’t sure it’s a good idea. This fella’s a rich man, you can tell by lookin’ at

him, and you know they can’t be trusted, Pa. Sure, he took our side against Whitfield’s men,

but that was because he didn’t know what was goin’ on. Now that he does, he’s liable to turn on

us.”Conrad felt a surge of anger. The accidental near shooting of Margaret was bad, he would

grant them that, but he hadn’t done anything else to make the MacTavishes distrust him.He

said, “I’m not going to turn on you, James. I don’t have any interest in your dispute with

Whitfield. It’s not my fight. I just pitched in because I don’t like seeing anybody outnumbered

that badly. Come morning, all I intend to do is head on down to Val Verde. I have business

there.”“Rich man’s business,” James said with a sneer.“Being rich has got nothing to do with it,”

Conrad snapped. “I’m going to visit my wife’s grave.”He hadn’t meant to reveal that much, but

once the words were out, a surprised silence fell over the dugout. Hamish and James frowned,

while Margaret and Rory looked at Conrad with pity.“’Tis sorry I am to hear that ye lost your

missus,” Hamish finally said. “My own darlin’ wife passed on five years ago, and not a day goes

by when I dinna feel the pain of her passin’. I, uh, reckon I misjudged ye at first about what was

goin’ on with Meggie here.”“Nothing was going on,” Margaret said. She turned to Conrad.

“Forgive me if I’m prying, Mr. Browning, but the nightmare . . . was it about your wife?”Conrad

didn’t want to hash everything out with these people, and he didn’t want their pity, either. Pity

didn’t change a damned thing. He said curtly, “I don’t remember. I’m just sorry that I almost



shot you. If I leave now, we can all be sure that it won’t happen again.”“But the storm . . .”“I’ll go

sleep in the barn with my horses,” Conrad suggested. “It won’t be the first time.”“It won’t?”

James said. “You could’ve fooled me. I figured a fella like you would never have set foot in a

barn, let alone slept in one.”“That’s enough, James,” Hamish said. “Mr. Browning has

apologized for what happened, and he’s offered to make sure ’twill not happen again. Ye

cannot ask anything more o’ the man.”James’s glare told Conrad that the young man didn’t like

being reprimanded like that, but he didn’t say anything else except, “I’m goin’ back to bed.” He

turned and stomped off to the tiny room he shared with Rory.“Ye don’t have to sleep in the barn

—” Hamish began.“I’d feel better about it if I do,” Conrad said. “The last thing I want is any sort

of accident that might hurt one of you.”“Well, then . . . I’ve got an old piece o’ oilcloth ye can

hold over your head while you’re runnin’ out there. It’ll keep ye from gettin’ quite so wet.”“You’re

sure about this, Mr. Browning?” Margaret asked with a worried frown.“I’m sure,” Conrad told

her. “Again, Miss MacTavish, I’m very sorry for what happened.”“And I’m sorry for your loss,”

Margaret said. “If you’d like to talk about it . . .”Conrad shook his head. “I wouldn’t.”“Come on,

then,” Hamish said to his remaining children. “Let’s leave the poor man alone.”Poor man,

Conrad thought. That was the first time anybody had called him that in, well, ever, at least that

he could recall. And yet that’s exactly what he was.Because no amount of money could ever

replace what he had lost.Once he was dressed, he wrapped up in the blanket, draped the

oilcloth over his head, and made the dash from the dugout to the barn. The rain wasn’t coming

down in torrents like it had been earlier, but it was still falling hard. Once he was inside, Conrad

found the matches Rory had told him about and lit the lantern. The black and the buckskin

nickered softly in greeting to him.The barn roof leaked in a few places, but it was fairly dry

inside. Conrad climbed into the hayloft and made himself a bed in the straw. He blew out the

lantern, stretched out on the blanket, and discovered it was surprisingly comfortable.Despite

that, he didn’t go to sleep right away. Too many nights in recent months had been spent drifting

in and out of nightmares. Eventually, exhaustion would claim him. For the moment, though, his

mind drifted back unbidden over everything that had happened to bring him to this time and

place.For most of his life, he hadn’t known who his real father was. His mother was Vivian

Browning, and so he had assumed that her husband was his father. He had been almost grown

before he discovered that his real father was Frank Morgan, the notorious gunfighter known

across the West as The Drifter.No one knew how many men Frank Morgan had killed. Songs

had been written about him, and sleazy, money-hungry scribblers had penned dozens of lurid,

yellow-backed dime novels featuring The Drifter. He was a bloody-handed hired gunman, at

least in the minds of many, including scores of lawmen who didn’t want him in their towns.That

was the image Conrad had of Frank Morgan, so it was no surprise that he was horrified when

he found out that Morgan was his father. His mother had revealed that fact to him while they

were on a trip west, checking on her business interests. Then, only a short time later, Vivian

Browning had been killed by outlaws. Frank Morgan had avenged her death, but not before

some of those same desperadoes had kidnapped and tortured Conrad. Frank had rescued

him, but despite that, Conrad didn’t want anything to do with the man. It was bad enough they

had to be related.But a day had come when Conrad needed Frank’s help. Since they shared

ownership of the businesses they had inherited from Vivian, it was only fair that Frank pitch in

when there was trouble, especially when it was the sort of problem that was in his line of

expertise. Someone had been raising hell with a railroad spur Conrad was building in New

Mexico Territory, and he needed the services of a good man with a gun.There was none better

than Frank Morgan.It was during that adventure that Conrad had come to have some grudging

respect for Frank. Not only that, but he had met and fallen in love with a beautiful Western girl



named Rebel Callahan during that dust-up. Rebel thought the world of Frank Morgan, and that

had influenced Conrad to get to know his father better. Along with the respect had come some

affection. Frank and Conrad had come to be friends, even if they weren’t as close as many

fathers and sons were. After spending some time living in Boston, Conrad and Rebel had

moved to Carson City, Nevada, and one of the reasons was so that they could see Frank more

often.It had been an idyllic existence—right up until the night when more than a dozen outlaws

had invaded their home and kidnapped Rebel, holding her for the ransom that Conrad was to

deliver in Black Rock Canyon. He had taken the money with him when he drove out to the

rugged canyon north-west of Carson City, but he had been prepared to fight, too. For the first

time, perhaps, he had truly become Frank Morgan’s son on that terrible night.It was terrible

because Rebel had died. So had some of the kidnappers. The way things worked out, it

appeared to the world at large that wealthy young businessman Conrad Browning was dead,

too. That was fine with Conrad. He had assumed another identity in order to track down the

kidnappers who had escaped. With the help of new friends he had run the kidnappers to

ground and killed them, one by one, until finally he caught up to the leader of the gang, Clay

Lasswell, the gunman who had killed Rebel.By that time, however, Conrad had figured out that

Lasswell had been acting on someone else’s orders, some enemy who had set up Rebel’s

kidnapping in the first place. He wanted Lasswell dead, but he also wanted to know who was

truly to blame for what had happened.Fate had conspired against Conrad once again. Lasswell

had died, but without revealing the identity of the mastermind behind the kidnapping. For all the

blood he had spilled, Conrad’s vengeance was still hollow and unfulfilled. His true enemy was

still out there somewhere.That was why Conrad Browning lived again. Rebel was buried in the

mission cemetery in the small settlement of Val Verde, east of Lordsburg. She had been raised

in the Davis Mountains of West Texas, where her father had a ranch, but the spread had gone

under because of rustlers and the family had moved to New Mexico Territory. The Callahans

had lived for a time in Val Verde, and Rebel’s brothers knew she had liked the place. They had

chosen to have her buried there. Tom and Bob had been forced to make the arrangements

because at the time everyone believed Conrad to be dead.Conrad was on his way to visit his

wife’s grave, and he intended to do so right out in the open. He wanted everybody in Val Verde

to know why he was there. Whoever had set up Rebel’s kidnapping hadn’t been interested in

the ransom money; that was just to pay off the owlhoots who had carried out the job. Lasswell’s

actions in killing Rebel had made it clear that the real objective was to torture Conrad, to make

him suffer the almost unendurable pain of watching his wife die.Someone had a damned

strong grudge against Conrad Browning. That was why he intended to use himself for bait to

lure them out into the open.And once he knew who it was . . .The killing wasn’t over yet. It had

just gotten started.Those thoughts whirled madly through Conrad’s brain. Waking, sleeping, it

made no difference. The painful memories were always there. He let out a long sigh and rolled

onto his side. He would try to sleep now, but he didn’t figure it would work out well.He had just

closed his eyes when he heard a horse neigh.The sound was faint, and Conrad was sure that it

hadn’t come from inside the barn. That meant a horse was moving around outside somewhere,

and where there was a horse, there was usually a rider.He couldn’t think of a single good

reason for somebody to be skulking around the MacTavish place on a stormy night like that,

but he could think of plenty of bad ones. Leaving the lantern unlit, Conrad reached out in the

darkness and closed his hand around the butt of his gun. The Colt’s grips fit his palm like they

had grown there.He came up on his knees and crawled quickly over to the little door that

allowed bales of hay to be lifted into the loft from outside. It had a simple latch on it. Conrad

unfastened it and pushed the door open several inches. The rain was falling straight down now,



since the wind had died away, and the barn’s eaves kept it from coming in the

opening.Conrad’s eyes narrowed as he peered through the wet, murky gloom. He saw several

figures moving around near the dugout, but they were just deeper patches of darkness. He

couldn’t make out any details. Given the fact that he had heard a horse, though, he was fairly

sure they were men on horseback. He leaned forward to watch them.Suddenly, despite the

rain, a match flared to life. They had to be shielding it somehow. Conrad saw hands moving in

the harsh glare, holding something toward the flame . . .Sparks spurted. Conrad’s hand

tightened on the Colt as he realized what he was seeing. One of the men had just lit a fuse.

The powder-laced length of cord would burn in spite of the rain.At the other end of that fuse

was a stick of dynamite!Chapter 4Conrad didn’t waste any time wondering who the men were

or what they intended to do. His keen brain understood instantly what was going on. Devil Dave

Whitfield, or at least, some of his men, had returned to the MacTavish ranch with the intention

of blowing the dugout to kingdom come.The Colt in Conrad’s hand leveled and fired in the blink

of an eye, as the man with the dynamite drew back his arm to hurl the explosive at the dugout.

The man yelled in pain and stiffened in the saddle.“Throw it!” one of the other men yelled.

“Throw it, you damned fool!”Instead, the dynamite slipped from the wounded man’s hand and

fell to the ground at his horse’s feet. Conrad hoped the mud would put out the fuse, but it

continued spitting sparks as it burned.The men stampeded, mud flying under the hooves of

their horses as they tried to put as much distance as they could between themselves and the

dynamite.The wounded man had the presence of mind to try to get away, too, but he was too

late. With a booming crack and a blinding flash, the dynamite went off. The explosion sent man

and horse flying through the air.“In the barn!” a man shouted. “The son of a bitch is in the

hayloft!”Conrad threw himself down as gun flame bloomed in the stormy night. He guessed

there were three or four of the raiders left, and they were all doing their damnedest to kill him

by blazing away at the hayloft door. He heard slugs thudding into the door and the wall around

it. The lead chewed splinters from the wood.Conrad poked the Colt through the opening and

returned the fire. At the same time, shots roared from inside the dugout. The explosion had

roused the MacTavishes from sleep, and they were joining the fight.That put the raiders in a

crossfire. A couple of them sagged in their saddles as if they were hit, even as they turned and

fired back toward the dugout. After a moment, they realized they were in a bad spot, wheeled

their horses and put the spurs to the animals, galloping out of the muddy yard between the

dugout and the barn.They left behind the man and the horse that had been caught in the blast.

Neither dark shape on the ground was moving. Conrad figured both of them were

dead.Working easily by feel, because he’d had plenty of practice these past few months, he

thumbed fresh cartridges into the Colt to replace the ones he had fired. Then he climbed down

from the hayloft and lit the lantern. Draping the oilcloth over his head and his left arm, he

carried the lantern in that hand and the revolver in the other as he walked out of the barn.The

dugout door opened. Hamish and James came out of the dwelling, wearing slickers and

hooded ponchos. Hamish had the shotgun, James his Remington. They stopped on the other

side of the bodies from Conrad, who held the lantern high enough for its yellow glow to spread

over the gruesome sight.The man and the horse were torn up pretty bad. The man’s face was

unmarked, though, and James said, “That’s another of Whitfield’s men. I think his name was

Dugan, or something like that.”“Dumont,” Hamish corrected. “He was there that day in Val

Verde, the day your brother . . .”Hamish’s voice choked off, but Conrad knew what he was

talking about—the day Charlie MacTavish had died in a gunfight with one of Whitfield’s

men.“They were going to blow in the front of the dugout with dynamite,” Conrad said. “I was still

awake and heard their horses. Once I realized what they were planning, I did what I could to



stop them.”Hamish nodded at the bodies. “It looks like ye did a good job of it. I think we winged

a couple o’ the other bastards, too.”Conrad agreed. He gestured toward the dead man and

said, “You should take his body to the law in Val Verde. The authorities can’t ignore the fact that

Whitfield’s men tried to dynamite your home.”“They can’t, eh?” James asked with a disgusted

snort. “No offense, Mr. Browning, but that shows how little you know about the law. Whitfield

can claim that he didn’t know anything about it. Just like he’ll claim that he didn’t send his hired

killers over here earlier to harass us. And the sheriff will believe him, because the Circle D is

one of the biggest spreads around here. The law won’t side with the likes of us against

Whitfield.”Conrad knew the young man was probably right, although things might be different if

he threw the weight of his own name behind the MacTavishes. Dave Whitfield might be an

important man in these parts, but he didn’t carry as much influence in the entire territory as

Conrad Browning did.The problem was that Conrad had his own mission, and he couldn’t allow

anything else to get in the way of it.“We appreciate what ye’ve done for us, Mr. Browning,”

Hamish said. “This makes twice ye’ve saved us from disaster. If there’s anything we can do for

you . . .”“You’ve done plenty,” Conrad said with a shake of his head. He realized that the rain

had stopped spattering down on the oilcloth. He moved it aside and looked up at the sky. Stars

peeked through here and there. The clouds were beginning to break up. It looked like the storm

was over.That particular storm, anyway.James dragged the dead man’s body into the barn.

“Looks like you’ll have company for the rest of the night,” he told Conrad with an unfriendly grin.

Conrad wasn’t sure what he had done to earn the young man’s dislike, other than having

money. Evidently that was enough where James MacTavish was concerned.They left the horse

where it was. Come morning, they could tie ropes to the carcass and drag it off.Conrad didn’t

figure Whitfield’s men would try anything else tonight, after the losses they had already

suffered, but after he climbed back into the hayloft, he slept fitfully, waking often to open the loft

door and have a look around. Knowing that a dead man lay below him in the barn didn’t make

him sleep any better, either.The atmosphere at breakfast the next morning was subdued. The

MacTavishes knew their troubles weren’t over, not by a longshot. With Conrad’s help, they had

turned back two attacks on their homestead, but Conrad was leaving, and their enemy Dave

Whitfield remained. It was just a matter of time until he struck at them again.When they were

finished eating, Hamish said, “Rory, go out and hitch up Mr. Browning’s horse to that buggy.”“I

can take care of that,” Conrad said.Rory got to his feet. “No, really, I don’t mind, Mr. Browning. I

like working with horses, and those two of yours look like fine animals.”“They are,” Conrad

admitted. The buckskin had carried him hundreds of miles already on his quest for justice,

before he’d started this trip to New Mexico Territory in the buggy.
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D. Blankenship, “Excellent Western and an excellent read in this on-goring tale of Kid Morgan.

Justice as Conrad Browning, aka Kid Morgan feels his quest for justice is finished and he has

completed his revenge more is added to the story.Browning is heading to the place where his

beloved and murdered wife is buried to visit her grave and as is the Loner’s habit, finds himself

embroiled in yet another mystery and finds someone is trying heir best to kill him. His old

girlfriend, the one he dumped to marry Rebel, shows up and as we all know...a woman

scorned is nothing to dither with.The action in this one is fast and we learn much more about

Browning past. This action in this one is fast and furious and it is a well written and well told

tale of vengeance and intrigue.This is a rather old fashion western of the sort I like. The author

is quite detailed and most certainly has his history and geography down pat. The author also

has a knack for developing new characters rather quickly. Not only can he describe the

surrounding country, the ways and means of that time in our history, but he also is quite good

at describing emotions and justifying them.All in all this was and excellent read.”

mjkail, “The Devil's Badland #2 is just as good as the first one.... Conrad Browning, aka "Kid

Morgan" is on his way to visit his wife, Rebel's grave for the first time since her death. He's on

a vengeance trail...the mission, to find the identity of the person or person's who hired her

murder. He's already disposed of over a dozen men who were the actual kidnappers & now

he's out to discover who hates him enough to inflict this never ending nightmare that will not

end until justice is brought to the last of those responsible. He has a plan...resurrect Conrad

Browning & use him as bait to smoke out the guilty ones.The second in this series is equally as

entertaining as the first & I can easily recommend to anyone seeking a good western. Can't

wait to move on to the third one.”

Xololady, “Enjoyable Western. This a different western than most as the real villain isa woman

and the hero is a man trying to become hisown man. Anyone who likes a western that has a

different storyline will enjoy this series.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “"A WOMAN SCORNED". They all have met their "Waterloo"one way or

another. Conrad Browning aka "The Loner", kept his word to find and kill all those responsible

for her death. Lots of gun fights, intriguing is a good descriptions for the adventure. Scorn,

murder also describes how Pamela felt. Nothing is worse or more deadly than a scorned

woman..Nothing on earth can stop her from carrying out her "REVENGE" on the man who

caused her heartbreak and humiliation. Another fast movingwestern with lots action..”

Dennis F. Pelto, “Excellent Book. This was a very good Book, this book is the 2nd of 4 books in

a series, called the Loner. This book kept me interested all the way thru the book, if you enjoy

reading Westerns, then you will be glad you bought this book.”



Cowichan Guy, “lots of action. A good read no stop action as Browning a.k.a. Kid Morgan set

out to avenge his wife's murderersAlso he look after the Scottish family who were being picked

on by a crooked land baron”

Ebook Tops Reader, “I liked this book. This book like all the ones before it, was a good book to

read. It had lots of action and twists and turns. I think everyone will probably enjoy reading this

book.”

Carol M Buchanan, “The loner series. This series of books are a very good read this is the

second time that I have read these books, and I find new things in the words of these books”

Jean C MacKinnon, “Great read!. great story, bought the book to replace the computer version

to make my paperback series of the Loner complete!”

mr michael wenham, “Five Stars. first class”

Jean C MacKinnon, “very good book. very good book”
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