
from the ancient 
mists of arkansas 
legend strides
a figure:
soldier, teacher,
reader and writer.

such is the legacy of albert pike. 
many of you have heard tales of 
albert’s famous ancestor, zebulon, 
but our al’s adventures cannot be 
overshadowed by a mere peak!

when the brouhaha known as the 
mexican-american war roiled across 
the south, al was captain of the 
little rock guard. this rag tag band 
was officially part of the arkansas 
volunteer regiment.

in 1846, al and his lads were 
sent south to fight santa anna. 
al paid for his troops’ supplies 
out of his own pocket, and 
most of what he learned about 
soldiering came from reading 
books en route to the battle.

but before the war, their duties 
were limited to firing off cannons 
for visiting dignitaries.

pike! 
reading 
again?
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yes, colonel  
yell. this is 

a tm.

did you 
know our 
walker 

dragoons 
are prone to 
fallen loading 

levers?

the screws 
connecting 
the loading 
levers to 

the rams can 
loosen, which 
changes the 
geometry 

between pivet 
and latch.

despite colonel yell’s 
well-bellowed advice, pike 
decided to follow the 
book, by…well…the book.

though colonel yell never gave 
pike credit for going the extra 
mile, the commanding officer 
did notice, and soon pike was 
promoted and put in charge of 
company e, first dragoons.

but john roane did not view pike’s 
promotion quite so favorably, 
and after yell died at the battle 
of buena vista, roane let it be 
known what he thought of his up-
and-coming rival…

he had his men tend to their 
revolvers and muskets and 
care properly for their horses, 
ignoring the jeers and smirks 
from the other troops.

all I know is 
that coffee 

tastes better 
if latrines are 

dug downstream 
from camp.

of course, sir, 
but shouldn’t 
we check our 

revolvers and 
tighten the screws 
like the tm says?

book, schmook. 
take a few lessons 

from roane!

now there’s a 
fellow who doesn’t 
waste time reading!

I came up 
with a limerick 

in honor of 
your new 
company.

congratu-
lations pike! 

there was a young fella named
 pike,
whose ancestor went for a
 hike.
the old man got fame
while the younger stayed lame…
 hmm, I wonder what
 lameness feels like?it goes 

like this…

put that 
in the 

next field 
regulation, 

pike!
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speaking of lame, 
roane, I saw that 

your horse threw a 
shoe today.

safety?
ha! over-
rated!

that explains 
why your 

cannoneer is a 
one-armed man.

so says the 
man yelling 

like old 
yell-er.

I wonder how 
bravely you’d 
bellow over 
revolvers at 

dawn?

find out, 
pike! I generally only 

take seconds on 
dessert!

name 
your 

seconds!

enough! I 
always said 
your brain’s 
gone soft 
from book-
learning but 
this proves 
it. you’re 
unfit for 
command.

nothing. 
but it’s a 

safety issue.

I’ll have no more 
insolence from 
you, you young 
jackanapes.

later in his camp tent…our 
dragoons 
meet at 
dawn!

thanks for volunteering to 
be my second in tomorrow’s 

duel, sergeant masters.

but I must 
hold you 
partly 

responsible 
for my 

dilemma, 
since you 
loaned me 
these tms.

keep 
them. 

the best 
way to 

remember 
pm steps 
is to stick 

to the 
books.

I shouldn’t have 
challenged roane, but I 
am weary of his mockery.

his cavalier 
attitude has cost 

us good men.

what do 
you hope to 
resolve by 
this duel?

nothing! roane will never admit 
to his faults, and I will not 

apologize to that swaggering 
poltroon for doing pm.

our mutual pride 
forces us to 

the field. make 
arrangements for 
my burial. roane 
is known to be a 

crack shot.

his aim may 
be steady, but 
his weaponry is 

weak.

to date I’ve 
not seen him 
worm-and-

brush a single 
bore.

true, 
sergeant 
masters…
but he has 
natural 

skill 
with his 

weapons…
while I have 

proven 
reliability 
on my side. 
I wonder, 
which will 
prevail?

thought 
you’d want 
to know.

what 
are you 

implying?
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the next morning the 
two commanders met in a 
field with their respective 
seconds and surgeons…

…their expressions set. 
roane’s in a sneer and 
pike’s steady and solemn.

1, 2, 
3…

…4, 
5, 6…

…7, 
8, 9…

…ten! fire!

let’s call 
it a draw 
and a day 

roane!

something’s 
amisS…there’s 

no fouling. 
the chamber is 

clear.

unfortunately, 
roane is 

stubborn. we 
are doomed 

to repeat the 
charade!

with guns reloaded, the
paces recalled, the opponents 
soon whirled and fired --
with the very same results!

sometimes…
peace comes 
at a price.

ah! your 
misS was 

deliberate!

HOW did 
you miSs?

reload my gun 
for me, sergeant. 

I confess my hands 
are shaking a bit.

let me 
check the 
cylinder.

no! satisfaction 
is mine only when 

you fall!

reload 
and 

repeat!

misfire! miSsed!
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pike and masters 
alone knew 
he missed on 
Purpose. or so 
they thought… 

looks like 
we could be 
at this all 
day, pike, 

and I bore 
easily.

pike, I saw my 
life flash before 
my eyes -- twice. 

both times, at the 
last second, I 
saw you lift the 

barrel high.    

my gun misFired 
-- both times. 
it could have 

killed me even if 
you didn’t.

I never wanted 
you dead, roane.

wish I 
could 

say the 
same. 

had you 
been a 
lesser 
man, I’d 
be lying 
on that 
field 
now.

you are welcome to 
borrow those tms 

anytime. then, maybe 
your dragoon won’t 
look -- or fire -- so 
shabbily next time.

fair enough. 
meanwhile, 

you can use a 
lesson or two 

in sharpshooting 
yourself…

history was made that 
day. both men and their 
weapons went on to win 
fame and fortune. but it 
could have turned out 

far differently.

so whenever you get 
a new tm, soldiers, 
remember to take a 
“pike’s peek” before 
you file it away!

your 
book-

learning 
clearly 

paid
off.

gladly!

truce?


