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1903

  
It is late at night in Elizabethtown, a small mining town in northern New Mexico. Three large shadows slither down the boardwalk that lines both sides of Main Street; they stop suddenly in front of Remsburg’s Mercantile.
 All three are looking around slowly in the dim light. Then they disappear into the deep darkness of the alley. 


  One of the shadows is tall and skinny and goes by the name of Randy Butler; he is a scraggly looking character with greasy red hair, buck toothed, and half of his teeth missing. The other two fat shadows are brothers, Barry and Edwin Butler, both overweight and not very bright. They are first cousins to Randy. Some folks say the whole clan has had some serious inbreeding.
 Randy pries open the side door and all three quickly enter and start to quietly prowl around the dark store. 
As they move around, Edwin trips over a wooden box, and swears. “Damn it!” His older and fatter brother, Barry smacks him on the back of the head and mumbles some words in return.

 "Shut da hell up.” Randy whispers, looking over his shoulders toward his cousins.

  “You’re gonna wake up the old man!" 

“Sorry Boss.” The brothers whimper in harmony, as only years of practice can fine tune.

Quietly they resume their search, and find what they are looking for; a safe secretly tucked away in the back room.

 "I think that was a box of dynamite I tripped over, can we use it?" Whispers Edwin.

 "Well yeah! Whatcha waitin’ fir? Go and git some of it” orders Randy. “We’ll have the safe open and be gone before they know what hit ‘em‘"

 Edwin turns and tiptoes back toward the box of dynamite, he stoops and pries the box open with his pocketknife, grabs a handful of dynamite.
 “Barry, Help me, we need a fuse and a cap. Look on that shelf while I feel around down here.”

“Randy, ya know what da hell you’re doin?” Barry asked cautiously.


 "Why of course I do, ya think I'm dumb or somethin'?" 

 “Found it!” Barry whispers. They creep back to the safe and put together the evil blend.

They cram two of the sticks under the handle, and ten more on the floor beneath the shiny safe.

"Looks like an awful lot to me.” Mutters Edwin.

 "It'll do fine, just light the fuse and we'll run to the front." Randy sneers.


“Well, I don’t know,” Barry, answers while scratching his head.


“Ya’ll hush now,” barked Randy as he slaps Edwin on the side of his head.

“Ouch…why’d ya’ go and do that fir Randy?” He whimpers as he rubs his stinging ear.

  “Ya’ think ya can speed things up a bit? We ain’t got all night ya idiot.”


Edwin pulls a matchstick from his vest pocket and strikes it on the heel of his boot.  He touches the flame to the fuse. They all dash for the front room and dive behind the counter just in time. "Ka-Boom" the blast rocks the building and blows all the windows out, caving in the back of the store.


“I told ya it was too much!” Barry shouts as they stagger to their feet. They try to wipe the dust and broken glass from their already dirty clothes. When the smoke clears, they can see the hole in the building where the safe use to be.

“It’s gone!” shouts Barry. “I told ya it was too much Randy.” 

“Shut up Barry, let’s git outta here.”

 The three dusty outlaws jump through the shattered window frames, and run to their horses, leaving behind the gutted building, with rising flames lighting up the dark street.

  The tremendous blast wakes up the town, and as lights start to come on up and down the boardwalk, a Deputy runs out of the jail into the street. He is pulling his suspenders over his shoulders when the three riders race by him, leaving him in a cloud of dust. However, in the moonlit and the flame filled night, he recognizes them. They are unmistakable. Then he looks down the street in the opposite direction, seeing flames and smoke rising in the sky! The street is filling up with a confused crowd. Townsfolk in their nightclothes are running from all directions toward the fire. The town fire bell starts to ring. Men are grabbing buckets. Filling them at a water trough, and in total ineffectiveness, hurls the water on the flames.

    Fred Lambert Deputy United States Marshal, who is sleeping soundly in his room at the Mutz Hotel, is almost thrown from his bed by the huge explosion from across the street. He jumps up, grabs his pants, and heads for the street. As he comes through the doorway, he sees that a store across the street is on fire. Fred notices two people, gasping and coughing stagger out of the smoke and onto the street. One of the figures is screaming, and then collapses, it’s Mrs. Remsburg.
 “HELP….OH MY GOD, HELP! My Janie is still in there.”  The couple looks on in total helplessness as they stare at the now raging inferno, where the couple’s twelve-year-old daughter is trapped. Mr. Remsburg suddenly heads for the flames, but the men that have come to their aid restrain him. However, it is too late for the child, for the building is now completely consumed. Coal oil, black powder, and dry wood do not last long in the flames; several small explosions rip throughout the night while flames show the horror on the faces in the crowd. Fred turns and walks toward the telegraph office as the volunteer fire department is responding. A pumper wagon which is being pulled by eight men comes by, and in a clatter stops in front of the burning building.

 "Too late for that." Fred says under his breath, shaking his head sadly. As he continues on his way, he sees the deputy waving his arms and running in his direction.

    “Hey George, what happened over there tonight?” Fred asks the deputy who runs up to him gasping for breath.

 “Seen three fellas leaving fast… Look’s like some of them Butler boys to me.” He pauses to wipe the sweat trickling down his red face. “They must’ve tried to blow Remsburg’s safe, they’s a Bad bunch they are.”

 “Their little girl is still in there.” Fred interrupts as he points to the grief stricken couple now huddled on the dusty street. “They really done it now.” George shakes his head slowly in agreement: “Yes sir, reckon they did!” 

     Fred pulls a pipe from his vest pocket, and as he tamps the bowl with his thumb he gazes around evaluating the chaos, he fumbles in his pocket and pulls out a match, lights his pipe and turns to the deputy and asks. “Which way did they go, George?”

  “They headed yonder way.” He points toward the south end of town. “Maybe headed to Black Lake. Lots of places for a man to hide down there!”

  “I’ll telegraph Mora.” Fred says as he turns to walk away. “I’ll see if they can get a Posse headed that way … Meantime, you go find the sheriff and see if he can get a posse rounded up on this end.”

RIDIN SCARED AND HARD THROUGH THE DARK
   The Butler boys are riding across the Moreno Valley as hard as they can spur their horses through the darkness of the night. When they pass Eagle’s Nest, they stop to let the horses rest and get a drink from the creek.

 “If we can make Angel Fire Pass by daybreak, maybe we can rest up,” says Randy, breaking the long silence. “Only be fifteen miles from Black Lake. We can slip around it and hide in Ashe Canyon!” 

Barry, getting back on his horse, says, “We need to do something fir damn sure, I told ya that was too much dynamite, and we ain’t got no money thanks to you” 

Edwin the other cousin angrily says. “Before we make too many plans Randy, ya know old Fred Lambert was in town didn’t ya?” 

  Randy, with a startled look on his face turns to his cousin.

 “That SOB won’t know which way we went fir two days, they don’t know who done it anyway.” Randy says laughing,     

Barry frowns as he tells him, “I wouldn’t laugh too much Randy; he’s pretty sharp fir a young lawman. We best watch our ass”

 As the sun begins to rise in Elizabethtown, the store is still smoldering, and the town is dark with smoke from last night’s tragedy. A large crowd has gathered around the sheriff’s office where he is about to speak.

 “We got twelve men here for a posse; every man-jack out for blood. That little twelve- year old was a sweet little girl, and we aim to see justice done!” 

Fred steps up on the boardwalk next to the sheriff. He is an imposing figure, tall lean and well dressed. He commands the attention of everyone as he speaks.

 “There will be no lynching folks.” He cautions the men who have been worked into frenzy, “We’ll do what we have to do, if they’re smart they’ll give up.” 

  “Well after all they’re Butlers.” The sheriff says shaking his head. “It’ll be a fight if we corner ‘em. Smart, is one thing they’re not known for being!” 

  Fred starts to laugh, but considering the moment he composes himself and says,

 “From what I have heard about that bunch, you’re probably right sheriff. I got a wire back from Mora, and there are about sixteen men headed this way. Looks like we might have em between a rock and a hard place now, time’s a wasting boys, let’s get riding!”

  Just south of Black Lake, the three desperadoes have ridden halfway into a small canyon; they stop at a small spring surrounded by cottonwood trees.    

 “Randy, ain’t this a box canyon?” Edwin asks, as he looks at the sheer rock canyon walls.

  Randy answers as he dismounts from his foam flecked horse.

 “Almost. I heard thar is an old trail out the back. Besides, we been on rocks and hard ground fir an hour. No way they can trail us. We’re well hid anyway and we can hold off an army if need be.” He points toward the rough terrain in front of them.
 “We can take that trail out and go to Daddy‘s place over in Dixon and hide out for awhile!”

THE HOUNDS ARE ON THE TRAIL

     Fred and the posse from E-Town are riding around the edge of Black Lake looking for tracks when they see riders coming up fast. Fred pulls his hat from his head and waves it high above his head trying to catch their attention. When they see Fred waving, they turn in his direction and head toward him.

The dusty mob pulls up in a cloud of dust beside Fred’s group.

 “Ya’ll ridin’ awful hard boys. Find any sign?” Fred asks as he reaches out to shake hands with the hard-eyed sheriff of Mora.

    “Nary a thing.” He shakes his head in disappointment. “They have to be somewhere close. We got a Jicarilla with us. Old Rico is his name. He can track an ant on a rock at midnight. There he is now!” The sheriff points up to a ridgeline. “He’s flanking us trying to pick up something”

   The old Indian works his pony down the side of the tree dotted ridge, and rides up to the group of men. When Rico stops next to the sheriff Fred asks the old man, “Any sign Rico?” 

The old man’s weathered face gathers a frown and says.

“Nada! They back behind you, we no pass!”

   “OK,” with concern of his face, Fred says. “You go on back and see what you can find, we’ll rest here. The horses need it I’m sure, besides they can’t get past us.”  

     Rico rides off slowly with his dark eyes glued to the ground, when group of men climb from their horses, Fred gives one of the men orders while the others seek shade.
 “Joe, you go up on the rim and watch for any movement, we’ll ease back in the trees while Rico is working his way back north.” 

    Two hours later, Rico finds the tracks of the outlaws where they have left the road. He ground reins his well-trained pony and starts on foot through the thick grove of pinon and cedar. After two miles of slow going he smells smoke, thinking to him self. “Dumb white men.” he smiles and laughs quietly. After ten minutes of quite stalking he spots their camp. He works his way up the side of the canyon to the rim to see if they have an escape route. After circling the camp, he finds the only trail out of the box canyon is blocked by a rockslide. “He-He-White man trapped.” Grinning, and whispering to himself, while making his way back to his pony. Along the way, he survey’s the entire canyon, mapping it in his mind, the Apache way!

  Back at the lake, the men are all stretched out in what little shade there is, and most are napping while the horses graze.

 “MY GOD!” One of the cowboys shouts as he jumps to his feet reaching for his pistol.

 “Where the hell you come from? Scared the be-Jesus outta me!”

He yells at the old Indian who has entered the camp undetected. Rico smiles as he shakes his head. “I wonder how the white eyes took my peoples land.” 

 “Rub it in, will ya.” Fred grins as he rises from the dry grass. “You must’ve found ‘em?”  

 “Humph! Weren’t too hard, you rode right past em!” The old man says with a look of satisfaction. As the men gather around the pair, Fred makes a quick decision.

 “Boys it’s about two hours now til dark. Rico says they’re hid in a box canyon ‘bout two hours easy ride. I figure by the time we get there, it’ll be too dark; we would be taking a chance on them boys getting away. So we’ll just mosey on up that way, get close and wait for daylight. How’s that for a plan, Sheriff?”

     “Sounds good to me Fred. We can make a cold camp close by and go in on foot at daylight, catch em’ nappin!” They all look at Rico as Fred asks. “What’s the layout Rico?” Rico grins and tells them all about the smoke and the blocked trail. They are trapped like the rats that they are. 

     “Come on down.” Fred yells to the sentry on the canyon rim. “We’re headin north.” 

    The men gather their gear while Joe rides down the slope, and when he pulls up, Fred says, “Let’s ride boys!” Within seconds, there is nothing but a cloud of dust, where they once were standing!

  The next morning and right at the false dawn, Fred and the Posse start toward the mouth of the canyon on foot with Rico leading the way. Two of the men climb up to the rim, while the rest fan out except Rico… who slips into the bushes and disappears. 

   Before Fred gets a hundred feet, he smells smoke, and whispers to the sheriff.

 “Real smart boys we got up there; telling us right where they are.”

 When they reach the edge of a small clearing, they spot the Butlers horses. As they move through the brush, they notice the Butlers are still sleeping. “Be like shootin’ ducks in a tub! “ The sheriff whispers to Fred.

    Fred frowns and whispers while remembering the horrible scene and the little girl from last night.

 “It would be better odds than they gave that little girl in E-Town, but we’re Lawmen and we gotta do the right thing. When we get a little closer to them we’ll give them a little morning surprise.”  

    When the Posse is spread out and in position, Fred eases out in the open and raises his Winchester, taking careful aim at the sleeping outlaws.

 “OK BOYS!” He yells into the pre-dawn gloom. “Time to wake up and take your medicine… you’re caught.” 

    All three sit up at once with a look fear and confusion on their faces.

 “Stay put boys!” The sheriff adds with an angry voice. “Ease up real slow now with your hands in the air!”

    Without hesitation, all three boys jump to their feet take off at once, diving into the bushes. Like rats leaving a sinking ship with only thoughts of escape in their weak minds as they head for the back of the canyon. At once, the two men on the canyon rim open fire at the fleeing trio, kicking up dust right behind them. The shots make them run faster, hoping for escape and freedom

“Damn those boys!” Fred growls as he turns to a deputy that is standing next to him.

 “Don’t they have enough sense to realize they’ve been caught?”

   The deputy says, “Well, after all, they’re Butlers. That brood’s not known for common sense!” 

      As they slowly make their way from the campsite following the Butlers, Fred says to the men,
 “Take your time Boys, and spread out! They can’t get out for sure. No reason for one of us to get hurt.” Looking around, he whispers. “Hey sheriff, where’s old Rico?” 

“Last time I saw “em he was headin’ for the rim!” The sheriff turns and answers. “My guess he wants the high ground. He might enjoy nailin’ a white boy. I’d bet he’s shot a few in his time. One more would be fine with him.”

  As the Butlers near the end of the canyon, full-blown panic has already has set in! 

   “How da hell they find us?” Randy gasps as he looks angrily at Edwin. 

“Gotta be somethin’ ya did,” out of breath Edwin shoots back.

 “Always git caught when you’re with us!” 

    As they reach the end, Barry yells, “Thought we got away clean?”

    Randy looks up at the rim and says. “We can climb out, and head fir Uncle Joe’s place. It’s only ten miles from here.” 

“Yeah and I hope He’s got some horses!” Barry snarls back.

 “If we can git thar we’ll be gone and they’ll be on foot. Take em all day to git back and circle round. We’ll be half way to Santa Fe by then.” 

   Edwin reaches the end of the canyon and yells, “OH NO! Trail’s blocked by a rock slide, we’re trapped!” 

“Boys we’re in trouble now!” Randy stops next to him and cries.

    Barry spits at him with real venom, “Randy! Around you, we’re always in trouble. This is the last time!” 

   As Edwin starts to swing at Randy, he pitches forward, face in the dirt with a spreading red puddle of blood on the ground beneath his head. The two that are left standing are momentarily shocked at the sight. Soon realizing what just happened, Randy yells.

 “They kilt him, duck behind da rocks; we’re gonna make ‘em pay fir that!”

     A short distance away, Fred hears the shot, and turns to the sheriff.

 “That was a rifle.” He whispers. “Those boys only have pistols; they must be at the end now!” 

The sheriff nods in agreement. “Sounded like that old sharps Rico has. He never misses either; we may have only two left now! 

   “Take it slow boys,” Fred yells to the spread out Posse.
 “They’re trapped now! They won’t give up real easy.”

   Fred spots the rear wall of the canyon and the rock covered trail blocking their escape. As they get a little closer, Fred sees the sprawled out body and the puddle of blood beneath it.

“Well sheriff, somebody got a shot for sure. Maybe take the wind out of the other two!”

   The sheriff shakes his head and says. “This could’ve been easy if they were smart” 

    “OKAY Boys,” Fred yells as he steps out from behind a Cottonwood. “Let’s try this one more time. You’re surrounded. Nowhere to run and now one of you are dead! Throw down those pistols and come out with those hands on top of your hats. We can stay here all week. We got food and water and you don’t! Sun’s a comin up now and it’ll be getting real hot back there in the rocks.”

Barry turns toward Randy and hisses, “Damn it Randy we might as well give up. What about it?” 

Randy yells back to him. “Git over here I got a plan.”

  Barry shakes his head. “No way, we’re caught.” 

 Randy whispers back. “You’re some kinda sissy, a real little girl!” 

  With tears running down his face, Barry stands up and runs out into the clearing.

 “Please don’t shoot I give up--here I come!” He continues, “I don’t wanna die.”

Surprised Randy yells at him, “whatcha doin’! I oughta shoot ya down where ya stand!” 

Before he could raise his pistol, he feels something cold on his whisker-studded throat. Rico has slipped in behind them and has a knife on Randy’s neck, ready to slice the life out of him! Randy realizes what has happened and turns pale, almost faints, but instead of fainting, he is so scared he wets his pants. He feels the hot breath of the Indian on the back of his neck as the pistol is pulled from his almost lifeless hands.

 “White man,” Rico whispers to him, “Ready to die white man? Be my second today,” 

  Barry turns and sees what has taken place and yells, with terror in his voice.
 “Sheriff, we give up, please don’t let ‘em kill Randy!”

 With Winchesters aimed at both thugs, the posse moves in close to the crying boys.

 “Good job Rico, but don’t cut ’em yet; He needs that neck for the rope he’s gonna get soon!” Rico goads the crying boy with the tip of his knife, pushing Randy, wet pants and all down to the posse.

 “Been a lot smarter if you had given up boys!” Fred shakes his head in wonder.

He looks toward the rising sun in the east and continues, “things are gonna be real bad for you if you go back to E-town. There is a whole town waiting on you, they want a piece of your hides and stretch a new rope. That little twelve year old girl you burned up was well loved, and the town folks aim to see justice done.”

The two outlaws look at each other in horror. “What little girl? Whatcha talkin bout? We ain’t kilt nobody!” Fred takes the Moro sheriff aside and whispers to him, “John you need to take these boys with you, get them moved down to Las Vegas. If you don’t I will have to stop a lynching party, and some innocent folks could get in trouble. There’s been enough trouble as it is.”
Chapter 2

Bobby and crew

Its early fall and the evening sun hangs low over the rocky mountains to the west.

It has been dry for weeks and the heat is almost unbearable. Three dusty cowboys have paused for a short break under a scraggly Cottonwood. They remove their sweaty Stetsons and wipe their foreheads. They are all that remains from a huge cattle drive, which started twelve weeks earlier. They had moved four hundred head of prime Herefords to La Junta Colorado. This is a major railhead where all the cattle are gathered in huge feedlots, and wait for a train bound for the stockyards in Kansas City and Chicago. This marks the end of the old Goodnight trail and the end of the line for these men. They are the last of their breed of cowhands from a century gone by, and their future is unclear. This weighs heavy upon their minds as they wind their way along the Purgatoire River heading south. Tall grass and few trees are all they see in this old Comanche country, the people are long gone, but the memories are still there.

As the old cowboy whose face is covered with wrinkles from the sun takes off his hat, he wipes his forehead he asks, “Hey Bobby, I’m ready for a break, how about it!” 

 “Now Sam, we got two more hours of daylight left.” The youngest of the trio turns in his saddle and faces the two cowhands.” I’d like to get to Raton so’s we could sleep in a real warm bed. Ya know it’s been three months of hard cold ground!”

 Sam shakes his head and answers, “I know Bobby, but I’m damn tired of this saddle. One more night won’t kill us; we ain’t in no hurry anyhow!” 

Bobby stops and turns to the other cowboy, “well Cal what about you?”

 Cal, who is tall and lanky, answers through a mustache that covers his lips. In his usual slow drawl, “makes no-never mind to me. Thanks to those damn trains, this is our last drive anyway. Ain’t nuttin’ to go home to anyhow…. Why hurry?”

“I guess you’re right,” Bobby agrees. “Since they started getting more railheads in Texas, they just ain’t no need for us trail herders anymore.” He pauses and looks across the open range; we’re the last of our kind.”

  Bobby starts riding slow, after a few yards he says, “OK! There’s a stand of trees up ahead, might as well bed down there. The horses could use a little rest and some feed. We’ll have time to gather up some buffalo chips and get a fire goin’ before dark!

   Sam, got any bacon left?”

 Happily Sam answers, “Of course Bobby! Ya know I always got bacon, got a little coffee too.” Bobby smiles, he can always count on him. Ole Sam has been like a daddy to him since he was a young orphan, and the gruff old cowboy took him under his wing.

   The moon is full and the three cowboys are laying on their blankets, boots off and relaxing by the warm fire. Like most of their kind, they enjoy the time spent by a campfire with their partners. Time to reflect on the days hard labor, time to talk about the past, and at times look into the future and dream of better things.

      Sam breaks the silence, “good thing we’ll be in town tomorrow, that was the last of the grub, got just enough coffee for the morning.  One cup a piece.”

 Bobby smiles and says, “We should make town by noon.  We’re long overdue for a good shot of whiskey, a hot bath, and clean sheets. Don’t know about you fellas, but I’ll feel like a new man myself!”

 Cal laughs at that and says, “You got that right, but where we goin after that?”

     Bobby takes a minute before he answers, “well, don’t quite reckon I know! I got no family left in Texas. Once I thought about California. Heard they want folks to come out near Los Angeles, place called Hollywood Town. Man might find some easy work out there.”

   Sam slowly says, “I heard there are some strange things goin on out yonder!”

   Cal shoots back, “heard that myself, maybe somethin’ too it. I got me a gal down in Fort Stockton I need to see about! Hope she’s not married off or somethin.” Sam laughing at Cal replies, “I guess I’m like ole Bobby, no family left so I may try somethin else myself.  I’m lots older then you boys. I think it’s time for me to do some easier work!”  

   Bobby chuckles and declares,” guess we’ll take it one day at a time. Like ole Sam says. We ain’t in no hurry!” At that comment they all laugh! 

  When the sun comes up over the vast prairie, the men are already up. Sam has a fire going, and the last of the coffee is brewing while they saddle their horses and prepare to ride toward Raton, New Mexico. 

 When they arrive its noon in the bustling railroad town of Raton, New Mexico, named for the famous mountain pass on the border of Colorado and New Mexico. The three dusty cowboys ride down First Street looking for a much needed bath and soft bed. Food can come later, but first, a good stiff shot of whiskey to wash the dust from the trail out of the throat is what they really need. They ride up to the hitching rail of the Gem Saloon, tie up their horses and head for the batwing doors that mark a saloon.

  Being lunchtime the smoke filled barroom is crowded, but some of the patrons still turn to look at the strangers as they head for the bar. A new face in western towns still doesn’t go unnoticed. When they get the attention of the bartender, Bobby shouts.  “Three shots and three cold beers for us, bar keep!” 

The barman leans over the counter. “You boys look like you just came off a cow trail and really need a drink for sure!” Sam smiles and yells, “Yes sir--been three long months it has!”

 The barman laughs, as he pulls a beer. “Guess ya’ll be mighty thirsty then?”

   The barman serves the cold beers, and sets three shot glasses on the bar and pours their drinks. Bobby stops him before he can move away. “Mister where can a man get a good room and a hot bath fairly cheap around here?”

   The barman turns back and answers. “Over at the Foote Hotel. It’s clean and fair priced. Also the there is the Palace down the street. The Barber shop is right smack between em’.” The three men smile and Bobby nods. “Thanks for the info partner, only one drink for us right now, but we’ll see ya later tonight for more!”

     The three finish their drinks and leave the saloon. They step out in the bright noonday sun; they head across the street to the hotel with their saddlebags over their shoulders. At the hotel, under the gaze of a dandified clerk, they each sign the register and pay for their rooms. After the men dump their gear in their rooms, they go back out to the dusty main street. Looking around in amazement at the up and coming railroad town, taking note of things they have never seen. The tour is interrupted when they reach their horses, and lead them to the livery stable. Before they have them unsaddled, a young hostler has a feedbag on their horses’ noses, and by the time they reach the street he is rubbing them down. Less then fifteen minutes later, all three cowboys are sitting at the barbershop-dentist-bath house combination in large tubs of steaming water, with cigars in hand and smiles on their faces.

 “Never thought getting wet could feel so good!” Sam moans in pleasure.

 “Amen to that!” Bobby echoes in a cloud of cigar smoke. 

    “We gonna head out in the morning?” Cal asks as he reaches for a rag and a bar of lye soap. Bobby takes a couple of puffs and turns to Cal.

 “Too early to think bout that now. A couple of drinks, a few hands of cards, and some sweet smelling women we might be thinking better. Remember! --are we in a hurry?”

They all laugh and lean back in the hot water. After their long hot bath, a shave and clean clothes the three men have a home cooked meal of steak and gravy, cathead biscuits and fresh peach cobbler at the hotel café. After this sumptuous meal, they head back across the street to the Gem for some well-earned relaxation.

   When they step up to the bar, the barman heads in their direction. Smiling as he stops, “Almost didn’t recognize you fellas—by God you even smell better!” At that comment they all laugh.

 “Set em’ up--time to enjoy ourselves!” Cal says loudly, and after the drinks are put on the bar Cal asks the man, “any good poker games here?” The barman points to a table in the rear, “those three over there been playing for awhile. Might let ya sit in!” 

  “Well I’ll just ease right over there and find out! What about it Bobby? Cal?”

 Bobby nods, “I’ll just watch-don’t really feel like playin right now.” Cal shrugs his shoulders, “Why not? Been awhile since I lost any money anyway!” 

 They all chuckle and with drinks in hand walk towards the card players. 

 As they approach the table, the three men turn and look at the cowboys, Sam speaks up “Got room for two more in that friendly game of poker?”  
  One of the men is dressed fancy, and hair oiled like a real gambler, while the other two are dressed for the range like Bobby’s crew. The fancy one looks over the three cowboys and smiles broadly, thinking about some easy money he might be able to earn. He nods and says to Sam and Cal.
 “Always got room for fresh money boys--drag up a chair!”

   Sam laughs at that and tells him.
“That’s what I like to hear--but I plan on keepin’ mine and maybe some of yours too!” 

  The two men smile at each other and the Gambler says to them,

 “Well sit on down. My name is Bill Adkins.” He motions to the man on his right, scruffy looking barely five feet tall. “This here is Shorty Jones, and the ugly one over there is Larry Giles.”

  Sam and Cal sit down while Bobby leans against the wall over next to a pool table, when Sam lays his money on the table he introduces himself and Cal to the men at the table.

  “Not gonna play Bobby?” Bill asks looking up at Bobby.

  “Not right now. Just gonna watch and enjoy my drink for the time being.” 

   Bill turns back to the table. “Fine with me--Gentlemen, let’s play cards!”

   Cal smiles, and then he comments. “Yeah boy! Times a wastin’”

    Three hours and two bottles of whiskey later, Bobby has long since joined in and all six men are now sitting at the poker table.

     Bill looks at the others with a grin. “What are you fellas plannin to do tomorrow?”

 Sam leans back in his chair and drawls. “Hadn’t the foggiest. Long cattle drives are over for good, thanks to the Railroads!”

 Bobby tips his hat back and says, “We’re out of a job for sure--myself I’ve been thinkin about California, in a place called Hollywood town!”

    Slowly Bill says, “Hmmm They say there’s money to be made down around the Cimarron area, wide open, Railroad, lumber mills, and gold miners from Baldy and E-town.”

  Cal sits up straight and spits, “after what the railroad done to us, took over our ways to make a living, don’t think I could stand em. Wouldn’t mind tryin my hand at gold minin though!”

   Smugly Bill comes back with, “me and the boys here are plannin on headin that way tomorrow, and you fellas are welcome to tag along!” 

 Bobby looks at Sam and Cal. “We might just do that, seeing we gotta go that way any how, just a day’s ride I reckon. What time ya fellas leaving?”

    “We’ll leave about sun up. If ya’ll want to, go meet us at the café in the Palace hotel!”  

“Well boys what about it?” Bobby asks Cal and Sam. 

 “Sounds fine by me,” mumbles Cal.

 “Nothing else to do, about half broke now anyway.” Sam says laughing.

 Getting up from the table Bobby says, “Ok then, let’s call it a night and get some rest--see ya in the morning Bill.”

 “Yeah, enjoyed the card game, still got some of my money too.” Cal adds as he gets up.

“Night boys get your rest!” Bill turns back to the table shuffling the card deck.

Early the next morning after a night of sleep the three groggy cowboys walk into the Palace Hotel café and see Bill and his two friends in a corner table drinking coffee, they sit down at the table next to them.

“Mornin boys!” As Bill raises his cup toward them. “Ya’ll ready to go?”

  “Mornin fellas.” Bobby replies rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. “Be hard to say right now. Tell you after a cup of coffee Bill.”

 “Think I’ll need more then one cup, too much whiskey last night for me!” Cal says slowly. Bobby laughing at the condition of the cowboys “told ya boys not to drink so much--too much funs hard on a body.”

  After breakfast and small talk, they head for the livery and saddle up, leaving the noisy town and head down the old Santa Fe Trail toward the town of Cimarron.

CHAPTER 3
“Things are quite in Cimarron, nobody has been killed in three days!”

Las Vegas NM. Gazette circa 1904

    Lucien Maxwell, Charles Beaubien, and Guadalupe, to augment their ranches, founded the wild town in 1857. In addition, the Federal government moved the Ute and Jicarilla apache Indian agency with 1500 people to the area. The Government moved the tribes again shortly after the War Between the States. The motive again was the discovery of gold. From that time on, mostly chaos and lawless activity reigned in the wide-open territory for the next 50 years.

   As the golden sun is setting over the Sangre de Cristo Mountains, the six riders approach the outskirts of town.

“Hey look at that big rock stickin’ outta that ridge!” Sam suddenly points toward the east.

 “Kinda’ looks like a great big tooth.” Cal muses.

 “We should be in town before we get to that.” Bobby adds as he stares at the granite monolith. “Been this way once before, but I steered clear of town, heard a man could get killed real easy there, bad place!” 

“You heard right. I hope it has quieted down some myself, reckon we’ll just ride in and stay at the St. James Hotel. Unless ya’ll want to camp outside of town, by the river.”

“No thanks Bill. Just got used to a bed again, be awhile before I’ll be wantin to sleep on the ground again.” They all break out laughing at the comment from Sam.

 “Hey Shorty,” Bobby turns in his saddle and calls to the two men trailing behind. “You and Larry don’t have a lot to say.”

     “Can’t think of much to say myself--reckon Larry feels the same.”

   “There’s some smoke, must be close to town.” Cal says breaking the uneasy silence. 

  “That’s the new round house.” Bill points to a new building with multiple smoke stacks jutting from the roof. “Main part of town is just past the saw mill.”

 Before long, they are riding down the busy main street of Cimarron. The men are amazed at the bustling town with numerous buildings of raw unpainted wood, and the smell of smoke filling the air. 

“Hey Bill, where’s the hotel?” Bobby yells in order to be heard above the noisy town.  

“Right over yonder.” Bill yells back and points to a white two-story building.

  “Sure is a busy place around here.” Sam cautions and grabs the butt of his Winchester after hearing two shots ring out.

 “Hey I sure don’t like that,” says Cal, “sounds like its outta’ control, that’s way too busy for my taste.”  

“There’s the Livery,” Bobby interrupts. “Let’s get these horses put up and then find us a bed for the night.”

  “And there’s the St. James up yonder!” Sam interjects. 

    As they ride up to the livery a dusty old man walks from the barn doors. “Howdy Boys, ya’ll look wore out.”  

“Feel that way too, old-timer.” Bobby laughingly says to the hostler, “we need to bed our nags for a day or two.”

“Ya’ll come to the right place fellas, you can stow your gear in the front tack room. It’ll be safe in there.” Once their horses and gear are taken care of, they walk up the street to the St. James Hotel, which legend says ghosts haunt it. Its bar has been the scene of more then a few gunfights and killings; Henri Lambert the father of Marshal Fred Lambert opened it in 1875. The men walk up to the room clerk and check in, head up to their rooms, drop their gear, and head for the bar. When they arrive, Bill is already sitting at the large table in the middle of the room.

 “Hey Bill, where’s Shorty and Larry?” 

 ”Hi Bobby, fellas, ya’ll drag up a chair. Those two said they were gonna prowl around for awhile, they’re not used to riding like you boys; need to stretch their legs some.”

When all three are in their chairs, Sam leans back in his and pulls his hat off. “Hey! Feels good to me sittin on something that don’t move or rock.” All four burst out laughing at the old cowboy.

“I know they’re your pals Bill, but they seem awful unfriendly to me, not like you!”

  “Yeah Bobby I know, been around them for about a month now. Their steady hands though even if they don’t say much!”

 Out in the street, Shorty and Larry are walking slowly, taking in everything and everyone, trying to avoid the scrutiny of the locals.

 “Hey Larry, there’s the Railroad office, lets ease over there and check it out.”

  “It’s in a good location, sitting by itself, and the sheriffs’ office is at the other end of town. Lets see if we can find out what time they close.”

“Don’t think they do Larry, the railroad runs day and night around here, the trains are runnin all the time, and pay day is around the corner too.”

 The two stop and look at each other. “Wonder what they do with all that gold from the mines?” Larry remarks with a quizzical look on his face.

“They got a smelter up at E-town I think they bring the bullion by wagon here to the Rail head.” 

 “Oh yeah? If we stick around long enough we might find the mine schedule.”

     “Yep--but Bill wants to get this over with as soon as possible. The payroll for the mill should be more then we can carry. Besides it’s hard to carry much gold on horse back and   have to out run a posse, cash is a whole lot lighter!”

      Shaking his head and turning to Shorty, Larry mumbles, “I reckon so, just hate to leave it behind.” 

      “Me too, but if all goes well we’ll be gone before anyone knows what’s happened and we’re half way back to Colorado!” Larry’s face brightens as he adds, “And we can always come back here some day too.”
CHAPTER 4
Back at the St. James, sitting in the bar!

“Bobby what’re we gonna do now that we’re here?” says Cal with his perpetual drawl.

“Well I reckon tomorrow we’ll look around for some work so we can raise a little more money. I got about two hundred dollars. Figure I’ll need a little more to get to California and get set up.”

“I need some too; cards got the best of me.” Sam interjects.

  Bill smiles broadly and looks at Sam. “I hope to find me some suckers--opps I mean card players and relieve them of some funds for myself. Maybe I can get a good card game goin-it’ll be payday here soon. They’ll have plenty of money to lose.”

 Bobby frowning at the dude, “I reckon that’s one way, but not always a sure thing.”

“For me it is, I play to win.” Bill smirks, as he answers Bobby.

“You wouldn’t cheat a man now would ya Bill?” Sam raises his eyebrows.

“WHO ME?” Bill tries to look innocent.

 “Yeah YOU, your feet don’t fit no limb--owl goes WHO! “

 They all laugh at Sam’s comment.

 “Fellas I’m gonna stretch my legs for awhile,” Bill says as he gets up from the table.

“I’m gonna see what’s goin on in town, see ya’ll later.” ALL in chorus: “See ya Bill!”

  When Bill leaves, the men huddle closer to the bar table. Sam takes the lead.

“Bobby there’s somethin about that bird I don’t like.” 

 “I feel the same way Sam, he seems too slick, and those boys with him.” He pauses and scans the smoky barroom, “they look awful suspicious, they’re way too quite for sure.”

 “One of em looks kinda familiar, like I seen his picture on a wall or somethin.” Cal comments with concern in his voice.

“Could be Cal, We’ll be partin’ ways with that bunch real soon. I feel kinda funny about this place anyway.” With a look of fatigue, Sam gets up from the card table, looks at his friends smiling. “Reckon I’ll get upstairs and hit the hay myself. Sure has been a long day.”

 “Don’t you want another beer? We might even get a card game goin! Or are you gettin’ spoiled sleepin’ in a real bed, old man?” 

“Naw, I’m too tired tonight. See ya’ll in the morning. Old man my foot!”

“Reckon I’ll do the same.” Bobby also rises. 

 “Ya’ll a bunch of little girls--might as well go myself-sure don’t want to be in here by myself after what I hear about this place!”

Bobby looks at Sam. “And he talks about us being little girls!” They all laugh, and head for their rooms for a good nights sleep.

 While Bobby and Sam are going toward their rooms, Bobby looks out the window, when he happens to see Bill walking out of the General Store, he stops, and watches out of curiosity. When Bill gets on the boardwalk, he sees Larry and Shorty walking toward him. 

“There ya’ll are! Let’s go over yonder and talk boys.”

They walk toward some trees and a dark area, away from prying ears and eyes. Bobby sees the men meet and go into the shadows, “I don’t like this.” Sam has gone ahead, and just then, he turns and interrupts Bobby’s thoughts. “You comin, or are ya just gonna stand in the way of everybody?” Bobby looks at his friend, shaking his head. “Nope, just being noisy Sam.”
 “Don’t want no one to hear us,” Bill whispers, “this’ll do right here.” They stop in the shadows, and huddle close, as they look over each other’s shoulders.

 “Now boys what’d ya’ll see in town?” Bill snarls with his evil grin.

 Shorty speaks up first, “The freight office is at the other end of town Bill, and it looks like its open all night. Looked in the window, and saw an open safe, and two fellas in there!”

“The payroll is due tomorrow boys. Saturday is payday around here, and we best get it tomorrow right after dark, and head west!”

“Thought we were goin back to Colorado Bill?” Snaps Larry. 

    “We will, but we can go through the mountains and turn north. They won’t think we’d go that way. First place they’d look would be Raton, Springer, or Rayado. Figured we’d head for Pagosa springs. Heard there’s lots of money there. Big gold strike, and silver too!”

 “What about the other bunch? Do we really need em?”

 “Yep-in case of trouble Shorty, it’s better to have six guns around, and someone else to pin it on.”

Larry says, nodding his head. “You’re right about that Bill, but you reckon they’ll go along with a robbery? They act too honest.”

“They won’t know a thing about it--I got a good plan!”

 “How the hell you gonna do that Bill?” says Shorty.

Smiling, Bill replies, “They seem to wanna try their hand at minin, so I’ll tell em I found a miner that wants someone to work his claim for shares. I’ll tell em that he wants to meet em tomorrow night outside of town in Ponil Park, that’s right on the trail to Pagosa Springs!” Shorty interrupts, “What’s gonna happen Bill, if he ain’t there?” After a moment of silence Bill continues, “I’m gonna tell em at the last minute the miner can’t meet us til early in the morning.” He pauses then adds, “By the time we catch up with you we may have a posse behind us, ya’ll have a camp made, and Shorty will stay back a little way to watch. Be sure to keep your horse saddled and ready, if they’re after us, we can lite out, leave those boys behind to take the blame, and throw the posse off our track.”
Shorty smiles broadly, “Sounds like a good plan to me.”

 “Yep, A real good one.” With a toothless smile whispers Larry.

 “Okay then, tomorrow evenin’ me and Shorty will go to the freight office about six. Ya’ll take off at about five o’clock, it’ll be about dark then, and it’ll give ya time to get em cozy up there! Things should go real smooth here and we’ll catch up with ya fast. Let’s head back to the hotel now, I need a drink or two.”
DECEIT IS IN THE AIR
  It is early morning in the town of Cimarron. The sun is rising over the high plains, and is shining brightly on the mountains to the west of town. Some of the higher peaks are starting to show a little white on top. The bright morning rays are making the snow shine like a beacon and sparkle like tiny diamonds scattered across the mountains. Bobby and his two partners walk down the street towards a café for a hot breakfast. As they enter, they see Bill is already there, sitting alone at one of the big tables.

 “Mornin boys, ya‘ll sleep good?” Bill waves to the three drovers coming through the door.

 “Like a newborn baby myself, I did!” Sam drawls as he pulls up a chair.

 “Felt good, gettin’ spoiled myself. What about you Bill?” Bobby answers as he takes off his hat.

      “Nuttin like a good nights sleep to clear the head. Got some lookin around to do today. Last night I heard about a miner that wants to go back east for a while, and wants someone to work his claim for shares while he’s gone. You boys interested by any chance?”

 “I might be, what about it fellas?” Sam and Cal nod yes, at Bobby’s remark.

 “OK then, I’ll see what I can find out. I’ll let ya know later.” He gets up to leave. “Ya’ll have a good breakfast, gotta’ run. Need to see a fella I met last night that wants to get a card game up.”
 “Let us know about that miner, pretty quick”

    “Okay Sam, I’ll find out and send him right to you fellas!”

 “Bill, what you gonna get out of this?” Cal asked looking up at Bill. “You don’t seem like the minin type!” 

Laughing, Bill says, “just trying to help you boys out, and the way you play cards, I’ll get some of that gold from ya, it’ll be enough to pay rent!”

 “We’ll see about that!” 

Bill walks out from the crowded café.

 “I don’t know about ya’ll, but he seems the type that don’t do nuttin’ for a body without some kinda strings attached.”

”Sam, I get the same feeling, but let’s see what he comes up with. Maybe he’s telling the truth!”

Cal chimes in, “ain’t seen the other two this morning yet, reckon they’re sleepin in?” 

Bobby and Sam both shrug their shoulders. They order steak and eggs, and sit back to enjoy their morning coffee.

Meanwhile Bill has walked back to the Saint James. When he walks in he sees Larry and Shorty in the bar having coffee.
 “I sure didn’t know they served breakfast here boys.”

 “Just coffee and rolls is all,” Shorty remarks as both men turn toward Bill. “But we saw those boys headin toward the café and figured you’d want em to yourself.”

 “Good thinking Shorty! You’re using that head for somethin besides a hat rack. I told em the story we made up about the miner. So now, we’ll stay low all day. You two head toward Ponil Park and check it out. Find a good place to set up and wait. About ten miles out should do it!”

 “Okay Bill. What time do you want us back?”

 “About four, no later then four thirty should be fine. Meet me at the livery so we can talk.”

 “Okay! We’ll take off soon as we finish here.” 

Walking the dusty street toward the livery stable Bobby and his crew see Larry and Sam ride out of town. “Wonder where they be goin?” Cal questions. When they arrive, Bobby strikes up a conversation with the old hostler, who is sitting on a bale of hay whittling.

 “Been busy today pardner?” Bobby interrupts the hostler’s concentration.
The hostler looks up at Bobby, “not too! Tomorrow is payday around here, so it’ll be wild tomorrow night.”

 “I heard that, we hope to be outta town before then.”

“Best place for a man to be for sure, gettin worse around here every day!”

   “Are any of the miners’ doin any good around here?”

    “Some are, some aren’t, but E-town and Baldy are doin okay. Ute Park’s just startin!”

     “Which one’s closer?”

       “Ute Park is, but there are more small claims up the Ponil Canyon way. It’s down stream from Baldy, more placer gold in the creek. Pannin’s lot easier then hard-rock minin’.”

 “Thanks pal, that’s good to know.” Bobby starts to roll a smoke.

  “Ya’ll plan on doin some mining?” asks the hostler with a questioning look.
   “We’re thinking about it, just may try doin it.”

 “Hard work it is and some folks strike good color. But if ya do, best keep quite bout it, lots of bad eggs runnin round these parts. They’ll steal the pennies off a dead man’s eyes. They’ll take what ya got, and leave ya layin for the buzzards. They found more then one body up yonder.”

    “Thanks for the info, sounds like this is not a good place for a man to be alone.”

    “Nope. Best keep your pals close by, as they say, there’s safety in numbers. A man alone around these parts is easy pickins.”

“Well don’t work too hard, see ya later.”

The hostler nods, then he leans back against the wall and pulls his hat down. After all, it is still siesta time.

Meanwhile Bobby goes around to the back to the corral where Sam and Cal are rubbing down their horses with currycombs.

    “I just got some good info boys.” They stop to listen, “the hostler filled me in on some of what’s goin on around here. We need to stick together, seems like some of the low- life’s around here don’t like to go against more then two or three men. They like to find easy marks.” Cal smiles “That’s good news for us.”

      “We need to keep quite about our business, seems the wrong folks like to know 

What’s going on?”

Sam frowns as he says, “Sounds to me like a bunch of buzzards huntin a carcass.”

After they finish their chores, they all head back to the St. James, looking forward to a good cold beer.

Later that afternoon, Bobby, and his crew are in the saloon drinking their beer when Bill walks in. “Good news boys, found that miner we were talking about.”

Excited Bobby states. “Is he comin over?”

Bill shakes his head. “Nope, said he needed to get back to the claim and get some stuff done. Said he would meet us ten miles from town early in the mornin instead of tonight, he has to catch a train early, so it’ll save him time.”

   Cal perks up, “how early?” 

    “He said daybreak. So we can ride up there tonight, make a camp, and wait on him.”

    “And I was looking forward to another night in a real bed.” says Sam dejectedly.
 Bobby smiles at the pouting Sam. “Me too Sam, but remember what the stable hand said bout the bandits around here.”

   Cal sadly says, “Yep we might as well get to work. Can’t make no money by sittin’ around here in town.”

Grinning, Bill speaks up “Great!” as he smiles broadly, “I’ll go see if I can find Larry and Shorty. Have you fellas seen em by any chance?”

“Last time we seen em was this morning riding out of town! Don’t have a clue where they went!” Sam retorts.

 “When I talked to em this morning they said somethin about riding out to Ute Park, said they’d be back before dark.” Bill says as he turns to Sam.

 “Well if we’re gonna meet that fella and camp tonight; we had better get our stuff gathered up. What time ya plan on leavin Bill?” Bill grins broadly, thinking to himself about how his plan is coming together, and then he answers.

 “Round five pm should be fine for me. I’m goin upstairs and pack now, see ya boys later.” The boys wait until Bill is out of sight before they huddle close.

 “I don’t know about you fellas,” Sam scans the room before he continues, “but somethin ain’t smellin right.”

“You reckon they plan to ambush us somewhere outta town?” drawls Cal.

“Naw. We ain’t got enough to steal right now, but if we do get to minin it’ll pay to keep our guard up around them!”

“Still say it smells bad to me.” Walking away Sam mumbles to himself. 

Upon leaving the hotel, Bill walks through the boisterous boomtown; Cimarron is in its best of times. However, the only thing on his mind is getting as much as he can, with very little effort. When Bill reaches the other end of the dusty town, he stops and looks around. Then he walks into the brand new freight office. He looks around for a moment, getting the layout down pat. He approaches the long counter where two agents are in deep discussion. They look up as he steps up to the counter. One smiles and says, “Howdy. How can we help you Mister?”

“What time does the train from Santa Fe get here?”

 “Called for three pm, it’s on time right now, ya need a ticket?”

“Nope, I think a friend might be on it. He’s supposed to come up here this week. He may be on it today.”

“It’ll stop tonight for sure. Got some freight for it, don’t know about any fares.”

“Thanks anyway. Three pm you say?”

 “Yep, on time right now, but that’s always subject to change!”

Bill nods his head to the men and heads for the street. Just as he steps out on the boardwalk, he sees Shorty and Larry riding into town earlier than expected. As He is walking up the boardwalk, they catch up. He stops and motions for them to follow him. He goes toward a grove of trees away from the traffic. Stopping in the shade, the two dismount, and then they all huddle close.

 “Well, how’d it go?” Bill frowns as he faces the two and whispers.

“We found a good spot right off the road at a fork in the canyon, can see back toward town a long way from a little bench just above it.” Shorty excitedly says.

“Great, the train comes in at three pm; it’s on time right now. We’ll hit em right at six pm. It’ll be dark. They’ll be busy with the mail, and payroll. We should be able to get in and out of there quick.”

“What about those other fellas?” Larry adds.

“They don’t suspect a thing. They bought the whole story I fed them, so Larry you go and meet em and be sure to ride ‘em out of town at five pm, it’ll be almost dark by then.”

“What’ll I tell em about you Bill?”

“Just say I sent a telegram and I’m waitin on an answer, we’ll be right behind ya when it comes in. They should buy that. On second thought maybe I’ll tell em myself, so they won’t think too much of it.”

“OK Bill, me and Shorty will head for the barn; see ya at the hotel shortly.”

“All right then, I’m gonna look around some more, by the way ya’ll got your saddle bags packed? We may need some extra grub, won’t be anyplace to stop between here and Colorado, it’s gonna be a three day ride from here.”

“We’ll stop at that mercantile next to the hotel before we meet ya.” Shorty adds.

The two men climb back on their horses and head for the livery, while Bill decides to snoop around a little more. Smiling, he starts thinking about Shorty and Larry.

“Gonna be a long ride back to Colorado. Those two might have a problem gettin there, one share is better then three.” Then he has another thought, and decides to go to the telegraph office. As he walks in the agent looks up and grins. Bill grins back and says

“Howdy there fella.”

 “Howdy to you mister. What can I do for ya?”

“Need to send a wire.”

 “Well you come to the right place to do it. There are some blanks over there on that table, and some pencils too. Fill’er out, and we’ll get it sent off.”

Bill says “thanks.” He goes over to the high table, and writes out the telegram, and then he goes back to the counter. The agent looks up smiling. “Got her ready?”

“Yep, I’m sending it to Santa Fe and my brother.”

“OK let’s see now.” The agent squints at the yellow paper.” To Jerry Adkins. Stop. In Care of the Plaza hotel Santa Fe. Stop. Be in Taos on Wed. Stop. Important we meet. Stop. Send wire with answer to Taos. Stop. Bill.” After scanning the paper, the agent looks up at Bill. “That’s all ya want?”

 “That’ll take care of it, thanks.”

“Fine, that’ll be one dollar and twenty five cents!” Bill hands the agent five quarters.

 “You’re gonna send that right away?”

“It’ll be about ten or fifteen minutes. Waitin on train orders right now, can’t tie up the line til I get em.”

“Train on time today?”

“Last time I heard, it was.”

“All right then, thanks pal, see ya,” Bill leaves the office and heads for the St. James. When he arrives, Bobby and the others are sitting around playing cards. They all look up at the swinging doors and watch Bill as he walks to the table.

“There he is! We been waitin on you. We’re all ready to ride.”

“Had to send a wire to my brother, asked him if he wants to invest some money in minin here. Now I’m waitin on an answer, should hear from him shortly.”

“I reckon you been busy eh Bill?” Sam snorts and laughs.

“Yeah, found out that a few claims are getting sold soon. May try my hand at it, if I can raise enough cash. I reckon it is better to have the whole thing then shares if you can. 

By the way, I saw Larry and Shorty ride in, spoke to em and they didn’t think too much of Ute park. They said too many folks are already there.”

“Gettin that way everywhere now days it seems.” Cal grumbles.

 “Yep it sure does Cal. They said they’d be here shortly, and we can all plan what were gonna do today!”

Later that day the men are at the livery, the horses are saddled, and gear strapped down.

Bobby looks around and spots Larry walking toward them. 

“Hey Larry, where’s the other fellas?”

Larry spits a big wad of chewing tobacco on the ground, and then he answers.

“Bill is still waitin on that telegram. Shorty’s with him, and he said soon as it comes in they’ll be right behind us.”

Sam looks puzzled and asks, “How will he know where we’ll be?” Larry mounts up and looks at Sam.

 “The road is easy to find and we’ll be right next to it with a fire goin. They won’t have any problem finding us!” Bobby starts thinking, “This is getting stranger by the minute.” They all mount up and ride out of the noisy town in the gathering dusk, leaving the lights and sounds of the wild town on a Friday night behind them!

   As the men ride through town, two sets of eyes hidden in a dark alley, watch them as they go by. One of the dark figures speaks!

 “Well Slim,” one of the dark figures call out from the dark. “That’s strange, four cowboys leavin’ town early on a Friday night.” The other man answers, “Sure is sheriff, was six of em when they rode in yesterday. That fancy dressed fella that rode in with em’, I seen him somewhere before, but he’s not with em’ now.” The sheriff, who is Frank Harrington, the man who two years ago shot Black Jack Ketchum up in Union County, is rolling a cigarette says. “Me too, it may have been on a poster once. Saw two of em ride out this morning. Look like bad ones to me, but those other three cowhands don’t match up with em’, they’re a strange lot. We’d best look around for the other two, somethin’s queer about this.”

“Frank, ya want me to find Memphis Elliot, and Perfecto Cordoba?” 

The sheriff nods. “Good idea, we might just need em before the nights over. I’m gonna work my way down towards the railroad office, may stop in and see Clyde and have a cup of coffee. You snoop around and stay close.” At that very moment, Bill and Shorty have loosely tied their horses to the rail in front of the railroad freight office. They tighten up their saddle cinches while furtively looking around, and then they slowly enter the office.

CHAPTER 5
THE CRIME

 Inside the freight office, Clyde Hawkins and old George Banks are talking. “Hey Clyde, it’s time for ya to take a break, how about us playin, a fast game of checkers.”

Clyde looks up and smiles. “Old man, when I get done with this payroll I’ll be ready for a break, in the meantime you just sit there, and think about how much money you’re gonna lose when we do play.” Two men walking through the door interrupt their laughter. Their faces are partially hidden by neckerchiefs, and their guns are drawn. One of them barks, “Stay put, all we want is the payroll. Don’t move an inch til I tell you to, and we’ll be outta here.” As Bill moves to the counter, Shorty points his pistol at the old man sitting in the chair. Bill instructs the agent to move to the wall. He comes around the counter and heads for the open safe, saying to the agent. “You reach over there and hand me a couple of those canvass sacks, real slow like now.” The agent moves over to the desk, picks up the bank satchels, and hands them to Bill. He stays at the counter watching as Bill empties the safe. Bill turns back toward the agent just as the agent is pulling a small pistol from an open drawer. Bill had placed his pistol in the safe while he was filling the bags, but before the agent can fire; he has the pistol aimed at the man and fires once. The agent drops the small pistol and follows it to the floor. At the sound of the gunshot, George jumps up and the startled Shorty shoots him. The blast knocks George back into the chair. The two bandits look at each other and Shorty says weakly, 

 “My god, we screwed up Bill! You reckon anybody heard us?” As Bill starts rushing from behind the counter, he answers.

 “I hope not, but let’s not waste any time we need to get the hell outta here NOW! 
THE GETAWAY-----ALMOST

The sheriff is less then a hundred feet from the railroad office when he hears the gunshots. This being the noisiest part of town, near the wood mill and the rail yard, with steam engines puffing as they come in the yard; it takes him a moment to locate the direction the shots came from. However, when he sees the two men running from the freight office he knows what has happened. He starts running toward the men, drawing his pistol, but they are already mounted and riding away. They are out of pistol range, if he fired there would be too many bullets flying and he might hit an innocent person. Instead, he runs through the trail of dust they left and into the freight office. The first thing he sees is old George slumped in a chair with a red stain on his shirt. He checks him and finds no pulse or movement, and then he goes over to the counter. As he rounds it, he sees Clyde leaning up against the wall trying to sit up. His face is as white as aspen bark. With a weak voice Clyde says, “Was two of em that did this. Is George OK?”

The sheriff kneels down to speak,

 “Stay put Clyde; we’ll get the doc in here quick. I’m afraid the old man is gone. The dirty bastards, but we’ll get em’, I think I know who they are.”

Immediately, the sound of footsteps echoes into the quite office. The sheriff jumps up at the sound a Railroad employee in greasy overalls, who is running through the door. As soon as he looks at George, his face turns as white as a sheet.

 “What happened here?” He asks.

“They got robbed; go get Doc Anderson as fast as you can then find Slim Allen. He should be up at the other end of town.”

A few minutes later Doc Anderson rushes through the door, and like the sheriff, he goes first to George. He checks the man and slowly shakes his head in sorrow.

 “Poor old George never bothered anyone.” They then slide him out of his death chair on to the floor. The doc asks, “What happened here sheriff?” 

    “They got robbed. Clyde’s still alive. He’s behind the counter, and he needs your help.” Before the sheriff can continue, Memphis comes running through the open door with Perfecto Cordoba right behind him. When they stop, it only takes a second to realize what has happened.

 “Who done this?” The sheriff turns to the surprised men. “Those two fellas Slim and me we were looking for.” He states acidly,

“Who are they sheriff?” Perfecto loudly questions. 

“It’s two of those six strangers that rode into town the other night; Slim and me have been watchin em some. Four of em rode north a little while ago, and that left the other two still in town. We had a bad feelin’ about em, looks like we was right, but we were too late for this.” They look at the sheriff, whose face has gotten a dark shade of red when he says, “Damn it, get some men, we’re riding right now. We know what they look like, and which way they went. There could be six of em by the time we catch up. Best ya get as many hands as ya can round up, more then likely they’ll head for Ponil country.” He starts toward the door, stops and turns back. “They can get lost up in that high country. I’m gonna go cross the street to the telegraph office and wire Raton, Baldy, and E-Town. I think ole Fred Lambert is up there somewhere. He can get some boys headed our way, and maybe we’ll be able trap em’.”

The sheriff rushes through the door moving people aside. ”I got a job to do. Ya‘ll give em a hand inside.” Memphis and Perfecto go behind the counter to check on the fallen agent. “Is he gonna make it Doc?”

“It’ll be touch and go. He’s passed out on me. Sooner we get him to my office, better off he’ll be.” Men are starting to file into the building, spilling onto the boardwalk outside of the office. Memphis tells the men in the office to help the doc, then he, and Perfecto head for the street to gather a posse.                  

UP THE PONIL WITHOUT A PADDLE

The two outlaws are riding hard through the dark night trying to put miles between them and a posse. They stop at a creek crossing. As Shorty is sliding off his horse, he asks Bill,

“I thought that was gonna be clean and quick?” 

“Guess I was wrong this time bout that agent. He looked like he was gonna be a pushover, but why the hell did ya shoot that old man Shorty? He was harmless lookin; now we’re really in deep.” Shorty lets his horse drink and looks at Bill hard.

“Well I thought he was goin for a pocket pistol. The way he stood up and moved spooked me, but you’d already shot the other one. Just took me by surprise and scared me. I reckon they can’t hang us twice, don’t matter now anyway.” Bill sadly says, “Myself, I don’t want to be hung once. Those fellas in town are goin after blood for sure.” 

 “Yeah,” says Shorty as he remounts, “reckon we at least got away clean. Didn’t see nobody.” Bill turns in his saddle and looks at Shorty. “Me either, nobody knows who we are. Lots of people come and go in that town, besides I didn’t see the first lawman in the two days we were there.” He cackles and says, “Guess they stay hid so they don’t get shot.” In silence they ride off, crossing the small creek and head for their rendezvous.

At the small roadside camp, Sam and Cal are on their blankets stretched out and are having a snoring contest, when Bobby asks Larry. “Wonder where they are?” Larry mumbles, “They’ll be here soon nough.” Just as Larry spits into the small campfire they hear the sound of pounding hooves. Standing up, Bobby with a look of surprise, asks, “Why the hell are they in such a hurry? Sounds like the devils behind em.”                                    

BACK IN CIMARRON

   The sheriff and his posse have found fresh tracks; they are branching off the old Santa Fe Trail and heading for the Ponil canyon country. Stopping only to compare them with the ones, they have seen so far. After finding six sets of tracks, the sheriff says proudly.

  “We got em now boys. There should be a bunch comin this way from E-town by now. Only be a matter of time before we get em’. Let’s ride!” 

  At the small camp, Sam and Cal awakened by all the commotion, they jump to their feet. 

 “I was dreamin’ real good and here ya come makin all that racket.” Sam yells with a sour face.

  While Bill is dismounting, Bobby steps up next to him. “Bill why such a hurry?” At that question Bill looks at Larry, turns back to Bobby and he clears his throat.

“We had a little problem, back yonder in town.”

“What kinda problem? What ya talkin about?” Sam blurts out

Bill goes over to the small campfire and sits down, taking his hat off. He looks at the anxious men and clears his throat again. “Well boys, we’re in trouble for sure, might have a posse behind us.”

  Bobby shouts, “A POSSE? What’d ya go and do? Cheat at cards and get caught?”

Shorty answers, “Its worse then that old son.”  

Cal suddenly jumps in, “nough of the damn mystery, what happened back there?”

 Bill looks around at the men again and his face turns dark in the firelight and quietly says, “We robbed the railroad office boys.”

When Bill had finished making this statement, Bobby’s face drains of all its color. Sam and Cal start backing up; both of the men are stunned at Bill’s story.

 Bobby leans over and grabs Bill by the jacket, and jerks him to his feet. Shocked by the sudden violence Shorty and Larry back up and start to reach for their pistols. 

  “LEAVE IT ALONE BOYS, LET EM BE.” Sam is standing there with his colt pointing at Larry and Shorty. At the loud command they both freeze.

 Bobby backs up from Bill to arms length and spits. “You set us up ya dirty bastard! I never really trusted ya much anyway. Now ya got the law comin down on us.”

 Bill shaken by the events croaks,

“Don’t know for sure if a posse is behind us. I think we got away clean. Shorty’s gonna ride back a ways and see if he can tell if we’re being followed.”

 Bobby tells Sam to put away his pistol and Larry goes toward his horse and begins to check the cinches. Bobby turns to Sam and Cal.

“Boys we best saddle up too, if there’s a posse comin we might have to leave fast. If nothin happens tonight, we’ll head up that river at first light.”

 As Shorty rides off, Bill quietly says to the men. “Sorry boys, I just thought we could do what we did and not bring any trouble to ya.” 

Cal spits out his tobacco, his face the color of a beet angrily walks toward Bill.

  “I outta kick the horse crap outta ya. Ya cheap tinhorn, you’re lyin’ again.” 

Bobby puts out his arm and stops Cal before he can reach Bill.

“Ease up Cal; we got us nough problems now. Don’t need no more, just get the gear packed and we might just lite outta here anyway.”

 Bobby and his pals are packing their gear while Bill and Larry both pour a cup of coffee from the pot left by the fire. 

“Rather have a shot of whiskey instead of this coffee.” Larry mumbles to Bill.

  As soon as the men have saddled up and packed their horses, Bobby motions them to his side of the horse and says quietly. “Boys, the more I think about this, the more I think we need to get outta here right now.”

 Cal looks over his horse. “Bobby we picked that bunch to run with, hope we don’t have to pay for it, ya say the word, and we’re gone.”

As Bobby is walking toward the campfire, he hears the sound of a horse coming in fast.

  Shorty pulls up in a cloud of dust, not dismounting; he yells. “RUN BOYS! SAW A BUNCH OF EM WITH LANTERNS RIDIN HARD OUR WAY.” No one says a word as the cowboys run for their horses.

 When Bobby gets to his horse, he whispers to Sam and Cal.

“Boys let em lead out first, soon as we get a chance we’ll split off from em.”

 Shorty is riding by them wide open; Bill and Larry are right behind them. Now it is every man for him self. Bobby and his crew are bringing up the rear. After two hundred yards, Bobby sees a road going to the right with a railroad track running next to it. Bill and his crew keep going straight. When they clear the turn, Bobby veers off with Sam and Cal right behind him. They cross a small creek and ride as hard as they can; it is a new road, so it is in good shape. Running hard they head into the dark canyon, hoping they can escape.

 When they see the flickering light of the campfire through the trees, the posse speeds up and ride to the still burning fire. The sheriff tells the men,

  “Let’s hold up a minute. We’ll look around and see if we can find anything.”

 One of the men with a lantern dismounts, and starts to scan the ground. He picks up a coffee cup, and after a few seconds, he yells back. “All six were here for sure. This cup’s still warm, seems like we just missed em.”

CHAPTER 6
EARLIER THAT SAME DAY IN E-TOWN

  Its high noon in the mountains, with fall coming on fast and the Aspen trees are showing their golden color. Fred is riding through the Moreno valley, just past the small town of Eagle Nest. He thinks about the peaceful looking scenery around him, and as always admiring the beauty of the Sangre de Cristo Mountains. He is thankful that his father decided to settle here after the Civil War. “I would love to stop by that new lake bout now, and take nap under a tree,” he says aloud to himself and his horse. Patting his horse on the neck he remembers that duty calls and he has to be back in E-town today to finish the Butler business. Shortly he arrives in the wild mining town. It’s Friday and folks are still working the mines, so the streets are not crowded yet. However, come tomorrow it is payday and what that brings are many problems. Fred arrives at the town marshal’s office, dismounts his horse and walks around the hitching rail, and then enters the dim jail. “Howdy Mr. Fred.” says the deputy on duty, “where’s the others?” Fred returns the greeting and sits down. “The other boys have decided to stop at Angel Fire and rest up. I would have, but I need to take care of some business here in town.” He tells the man about the events of the capture, and his decision to send the Butlers to Mora. “In a way Fred I’m glad you did that, hate to cheat the town out of a well deserved hangin though. Some of the folks around here will be disappointed.”

  “Well I’m gonna leave you now. Gotta get a bite to eat and take a nap.” The deputy chuckles at that, and asks Fred, “You need your beauty sleep eh?”
 Fred laughing, “No more then you do Jake.” They both laugh and Fred starts toward the door, stopping and glances back. “Jake, do me a favor and take care of my horse please.”

  “OK Mr. Fred. I’ll get him bedded down.” Fred then heads toward the café that is in the 

Mutz Hotel. After enjoying a small meal, Fred heads upstairs for his room and a much-needed nap. When the sun has set over Wheeler Peak, Fred is still asleep and dreaming like a baby. In his dream, he is pulling a two-foot trout from a clear lake. He almost has it on the bank when he is yanked from his sleep by a banging at the door and a loud voice. “MARSHALL LAMBERT! WAKE UP. WAKE UP! WE NEED YA NOW.” As he crawls out of bed, he mumbles to himself, “I’m startin to hate this town; every time I try to sleep I get pulled outta bed.”

  As Fred is pulling on his clothes, he yells to the deputy, “Tell Jake I’ll be right there. No need for you to stand at the door, and wait Frank.” The deputy disappears and Fred, still half-asleep soon follows him out of the dark room.

When Fred arrives at the jail, a crowd has gathered, it is always a bad sign in small towns. He pushes through and enters the jailhouse. “Howdy Jake, didn’t think I’d be seeing you this soon.”

“Fred got some bad news for ya, the railroad office in Cimarron got held up a little while ago. They shot Clyde and killed old George Barnes. There was two of em’ that did it, and they got away. But the sheriff and a posse is right behind em. He also said somethin bout four more of em hiding somewhere. The sheriff seems to think they’re headin up the Ponil, toward Baldy Town.”

Fred frowns and says, “poor old George, there’ll be hell to pay if those boys catch up to them. I’ll go saddle my horse and we’ll head that way. We can be there long before daylight. How many riders can you get Jake?”

  “I can get five or six real quick. We can be ready in about ten minutes.”

  “Good deal Jake that should be enough. I will be back in ten minutes and we’ll ride to Baldy Town. May have some word from Cimarron by the time we get there.” Fred leaves the office rushing to the livery stable and his horse, meanwhile Jake is barking orders to the men gathered outside the small jail. While Fred is saddling his horse he thinks about old George, a local character, he use to run cattle down in Lincoln County back in the seventy’s claimed he knew ole Billy Bonny. He would often tell folks he was a regulator for a while, but it got too rough for his taste. That old boy had many a tall tales to tell, sure hate that he got killed.

  Ten minutes later, right on schedule, Fred’s posse leaves E-town. The Cimarron posse is at the fork in the Ponil canyon. They dismount and check the ground; they find tracks going in two directions, three horses have veered of the main road. Frank then has the posse split up. The sheriff and his group are going toward Baldy Town. Slim Allen and four men go up North Ponil canyon after Bobby and his pals.

Four miles into the North Ponil canyon when the road splits again, Bobby reins his horse to a halt. Sam and Cal pull up next to him, one man on each side.

“Which way can we go now Bobby? They gotta be right behind us,” Sam rasps, almost out of breath. 

“Reckon we oughta stop and just give up fellas?” Questions Cal.

Bobby shakes his head, “wouldn’t work boys. We’re all together and I’m sure the boys back there don’t care if we’re innocent, they seen us ride in all together I’m sure. I don’t know what Bill did back yonder, but from the size of that posse, I’d say it weren’t just robbin the railroad. We might be facing a necktie party.”

Sam answers quickly, “Bobby’s right Cal, seen it happen before, and a wild town like Cimarron. We may be in real big trouble. Our only chance is to run like hell and never come back.”

   Bobby suddenly looks back after hearing a sound in the distance and spots the flicker of a lantern down the canyon.

“Boys they’re a comin! If we ride to the left along the railroad tracks we might be able to hide our sign, looks rocky and it’ll be harder for em to trail us. We’re headin north and our only hope is the Colorado border.”

Sam spurs his horse and takes off first with the others right behind him.

 Over in the Middle Ponil canyon there is a posse in the east end, one in the west end, and the outlaws in the middle, and they are all about to meet head on.

CHAPTER 7
THE POSSE MEETS THE BAD GUYS

Bill and his crew are riding hard. They plow through the shallow Ponil River crossing.

A narrow spot in the canyon turns sharply to the right. In the middle of the turn, Shorty, who is in the lead, collides with a rider in the darkness. The force of the impact knocks both men from their saddles and sends man and animal flailing to the ground. Bill and Larry try to swerve to avoid the fleshy roadblock. Their horses almost throw them in the confusion. Facing them are more riders, some with lanterns coming hard around the bend. Bill and Larry try to rein in their mounts, and escape the melee’ just then Fred shouts, “Stop where you are, we got ya now.”

Bill and Larry turn their horses around and start to head back east. Fred tells two of his men to take care of the fallen riders and the men start after the escaping outlaws. Before Bill and Larry get a hundred yards, the Cimarron posse is on top of them, blocking their retreat. They both pull their horses to a halt because they are completely blocked. It only takes a second for them to realize their assured fate!

Reining his horse to a stop Fred yells. “Told you boys once already that we had you, some folks never listen.” The sheriff from Cimarron hails Fred.

“Well Fred, on time as always I see. Where’s the other one?”

“He got thrown from his horse back yonder a little ways, he’s being taken care of. The wire said there was six of em?” The sheriff rides through the group and up close to Fred.

“There was, but three split off back a ways, got some boys after em. These three here went in the right direction for us, that one with the fancy clothes was one of the robbers. The one you got up yonder must be the other one. I saw that one ride out with the ones bein’ chased before the robbery.” Bill and Larry are roughly pulled from their mounts, and hand cuffed, while the rest of the posse is riding in with Shorty on foot, handcuffed and limping. Fred and the sheriff ease over to the side away from all the action so they can talk. Fred quietly asks the sheriff. “What happened in town Frank?”

Two of em’ robbed the railroad agent, shot Clyde, and killed old George. When I saw em hit the street, I ran like the blazes tryin to get em’. I was headin that way to see Clyde, but was too late,”

“Why were ya goin there, Frank?” he asks with concern in his voice.

“Been seein those six strangers in town for the past few days. A couple of em looked familiar. We’ve been keepin our eyes on em’.” The sheriff continues with his story as he and Fred sit down on a large rock. Fred is rolling a cigarette while listening intently to the story.

“When four of em rode out of town late this evenin, we thought it was real odd that men like that would leave town on a Friday night. So we thought it best to try to locate the other two. That one over there wearin the fancy clothes and the short skinny one your men just brought in with the red shirt were the killers. I was headin for the north end of town, and Slim Allen was tryin to find Memphis Elliot and Perfecto Cordoba so’s they could help us. I was close to the agent’s office, heard the shots, then seen those two runnin for their horses.” 

Shaking his head at the story Fred sighs and asks, “You say they shot Clyde? Is he gonna make it?”

  “Hope so Fred, but old George was dead in his chair when I got there.” Quietly Fred asks,
“Which one shot George?”

“Well before Clyde passed out he said the fancy one shot him, and the other one shot George.” 

As both men stand and head for their horses, they hear some men from the posse making threats to the captives, they hear the words “Hang em now!” This can only mean the situation could get real ugly-real fast.

CHAPTER 8
FRED GOES HUNTING AND A POSSE IS PISSED!

  Fred approaches the three prisoners; he faces Bill who looks like he might be the leader.

“Ya’ll think you could really get by with somethin like that around here?”

None of the men say a word, just glare at the marshal. Fred turns to the sheriff.

“Guess they don’t feel like talking, take em on back to town. I reckon after a day or two in the jail they might want to say something! I’m goin on up toward Baldy Town, then cut over to Bobcat pass, maybe I can get there before those other boys make it. See ya later Frank.”

  “Okay Fred, let me know when you got em’. These boys here might not last too long. Folks in town are really mad.” All the men saddle up and head out at a fast walk.

 Fred thinking to himself, “those three may not even make it back to town; some of those boys may shoot them, and they’d say they tried to escape. They’d deserve it for sure, but the law comes first.”

  When they reach Baldy, Fred tells the posse, “I only need two of you now; the rest of you can head back to E-Town if you want. It’ll be daybreak soon, so I’m gonna get a bite to eat, and then we’ll take off. Ya’ll decide who’s gonna ride with me; I’ll be over at the café.”

  Going into the café, Fred sees it is full of miners getting ready for a long day in the ground. The smell of bacon and fresh biscuits really make Fred hungry. Thinking to himself, “boy that sure smells good. Now if I could only get a couple of good nights sleep, it’d top it off.”

CHAPTER 9
RIDING LIKE HELL AND HEADING NORTH
 When the early morning sunrays start to illuminate the canyon, Billy spots a gap in the trees. He shouts, “Go right, head across those rocks for that gap.” They slowly follow him across the rock face, trying to keep the steel horseshoe marks to a minimum. As they ease through the gap, Bobby spots a narrow trail leading up to the canyon rim. “WOW!” shouts Sam “lookee there on the rock!” The others look in the direction he is pointing. 

“Looks like some old Indians been drawin’ on them rocks.” Sam slowly says.

  Bobby smiles, “I hope they’re not around here today!” Sam chuckles, “they’re long gone from these parts. Sure is neat lookin though.”

Bobby dismounts and turns to the two men, “boys we don’t have time to admire this artwork, we’ll have to lead these animals up this trail, it’s too narrow and rocky, lets git!”

  Two miles behind them, the remaining posse is losing steam. Deputy Slim Allen who is in front stops and turns in his saddle, “men, I think we may have lost em. I’ve not seen the first track in almost an hour, and it’s gettin’ too rocky.” 

One of the others answers, “Yeah you’re right. There should be some men at Bobcat pass by now.” The leader says, “those fellas are new to this country, so they should be headin right to em’. There is a lumber camp up the road bout three miles. May have a telegraph there, maybe we can get some word. They may have seen those three slip by. The sheriff sent out a lot of wires, they may even be caught.” 

MEANWHILE UP IN THE HIGH COUNTRY
It is now daylight on the mesa, and the three riders are slowly making their way through the thick sagebrush and pinon covered canyon trail. As they come to the rim, they can see back down the narrow canyon where they had been. Billy stops first, “well boys, now we can see where we been. We best ease on into those trees; we can maybe rest and water up a little. Maybe over there we can see back far enough so we can keep a lookout for the posse. If we see em’, then we can make a fast getaway.” After the men dismount, Bobby, and Sam walk back to the rim. They crouch down as they approach so they will not be sky lined.

  “Sam, they’ll have to walk their ponies up just like we did if they follow us. That should give us time to be long gone from here.” 

  “Bobby!” Sam whispers, crouching down closer to the ground, “there they are. Coming through those trees by the creek; they’re goin right past our trail.”

  “They sure are Sam, and they don’t seem to be in no particular hurry either.”

   Sam chuckles, “they sure don’t. Must be plum wore out by now, they been ridin’ longer then we have.”   

    Bobby grins, “Yep they had to come all the way from town, and were ridin hard. We’ll watch em for a while and make sure they don’t double back on us.”

    “Okay Bobby, I’ll go on back, me and Cal, we’ll take care of the horses. We’ll get em unsaddled and fed a little. If I can find a tank, we’ll get em watered too.”

   “That sounds good to me Sam.” Sam walks a few feet, and then slowly turns toward Bobby.

    “Bobby old son, what have we done got ourselves into?”

    With a sad look on his face, Bobby slowly says, “Sam I’m sorry I got ya fellas into this, this mess is my fault.”

     “It’s not your fault Son, we’re all grown men here, and things will be alright when we get to Colorado.”

BOBCAT PASS, AND A WORN OUT POSSE

  After a quick meal and a check of the telegraph office, Fred and two of the men leave Baldy Town. Baldy is one of those infamous towns that have grown up in the gold rush days in this territory, and like the others will soon fade into history. After passing Baldy Peak, they make Bobcat Pass just before dark. Fred who is in the lead pulls up and turns to the others.

  “This’ll do for now boys, let’s climb off, and spread out so we can look for any fresh signs. If ya’ll don’t find any, meet me over yonder at that overhang. We can see from there and have a little shelter too.” The men spread out looking for any fresh tracks on the ground they can find. After thirty minutes they give up, darkness is falling fast as it always does in these mountains. They all gather under the overhang where Fred has started a small fire. 

  “Well marshal, we didn’t find a thing out there.” Fred looks up at both the men.

  “I didn’t either Joe; ya’ll get some wood up for the night, and take turns up on that bench yonder.” Fred is pointing to a flat place across the road that is approximately fifty feet higher then they are. 

    “Joe, you take the first two hours. Take a blanket with you; it’s startin to get cold. We may even get a little snow tonight. We’ll keep a good fire up so you can get warm when you get back.” 

   As he walks away Joe mumbles, “okay, see ya’ll soon,” and he disappears into the gathering darkness. The days are getting shorter and at this altitude, it will not be long before the snow is on the ground for the winter. Fred and Mack have a good fire roaring and the bright glow from the flames is well concealed from the trail by large boulders and sagebrush. Both men spread their blankets and are asleep in less then ten minutes.

SATURDAY NIGHT IN SANTA FE

  A young Western Union messenger walks into the dark lobby of the Plaza hotel; he calls out his chant, “Telegram for Mister Jerry Adkins, telegram for Mister Jerry Adkins.” A slippery looking and fancy dressed man lowers the newspaper he was reading and calls out, “I’m Jerry Adkins.”  The young man crosses the room and hands the man the telegram. “Sign here sir.” Jerry signs the envelope, hands it back to the messenger with a quarter tip. “Thank you son.” The messenger looks at the fair tip and smiles, “you’re very welcome, have a good day.” Jerry opens the wire and reads the message from his younger brother. Jerry who resembles his brother Bill only by his greasy hair comes from a long line of gamblers and con artists. After reading the letter, he mumbles, “why in the world Taos?” He turns in the chair and speaks to a man that has the same appearance he does, “hey Woodrow, wake up.” The man opens his red-rimmed eyes and turns toward Jerry, “this better be good, I told ya not to wake me.” Jerry smiles at the old man,” got a wire from Brother Bill, he wants me to meet him in Taos on Wednesday. I don’t know what he has cooking, but there has to be cash involved.” The old man grumbles back, “Ya could have waited til Monday to tell me, ya know I had a bad night.”
“Mister Butler I know how ya are, but ya should be old enough to know better. I can’t baby sit ya all the time. We can catch the first train on Monday and be there in plenty of time, we might be able to make a little money playing cards while we are waiting.”

“Okay Jerry, ya may be right, been readin where lots of gold is coming out of the area just east of Taos, we may make a good score while we’re a waitin.”

SUNDAY SUNRISE AT BOBCAT PASS

  The morning sun is rising on the eastern slopes of the Sangre de Cristo’s. The light hoar frost is sparkling like diamonds in the cold mountain morning. Any other time a person would be admiring the beauty, but today it is business first. A lone figure wrapped in a blanket rises from his post on the sage covered bench, and walks back to the warmth of the small campfire. Fred crouches down and spreads the blanket trying to gather some heat from the small fire. Mack and Joe slowly open their eyes seeing the strange looking figure. With a smile on his face, Joe lets out a yelp, “boy marshal, ya scared me for a second. Thought ya was a bear!”

  “If I was, you’d be a goner by now son. “ Mack starts laughing and crawls on his hands and knees toward the fire. “Can’t even get up I’m so cold, besides Joe, you’re so nasty, one bite and an ole bear just spit you out, and take off runnin for the closest creek to wash out the taste!” All three burst into laughter at that remark.

  “I know what’ll warm you two up, get out yonder, and gather some more wood. I’ll get some coffee goin’.” The men get up and start for the brush while Fred goes through his saddlebags for the coffee makings and a pot. Shortly after their second cup, Fred announces. “Feller’s don’t think we’re gonna see em today. One of two things has happened, they got caught, or they turned off somewhere and got lost.” Mack takes the last swallow of his coffee, “lots of country they can get lost in, they could be turning north toward Colorado.”

Fred nods in agreement, “that’s true. There’s two ways they can go, one an old Ute trail, or a new logging road, they both come together near Amalia, then follow the river to Colorado.”

     “You reckon they know what they a doin marshal?”

     “Don’t know for sure there Joe, but I’m gonna’ gamble on it. Ya’ll head on back toward Baldy, and see if there’s any news, I’m going to go on over to Questa. Send me a wire there and let me know, one way or the other.”

CHAPTER 10
THREE AMIGOS-LOST IN THE HIGH COUNTRY
  Over on the side of Costilla peak, a mountain that is over twelve thousand feet above sea level, snow is blowing in like a thick fog. The three riders are well wrapped in blankets, and hunkered down in their saddles. They are vainly trying to fight the cold, wet wind, and the blowing snow. As they wind their way up the old narrow Indian trail that was made for a man on foot, the cowboy in the lead stops and dismounts, the other two follow suit. Over the howling wind, Bobby yells to the others.
   “We need to find some shelter real fast; or we’ll be goners if we don’t.”

   “Need to do it real quick.” Clapping his hands together and stomping his feet Cal yells back. “I can’t feel my hands or feet boys!”

  Wiping the snow from his face, Bobby answers,

  “Let’s stay on foot for awhile. Ya’ll look real close for a wide place in the brush, or an overhang where we can get some shelter.” The men bend over in the wind, and start walking forward. Fifteen minutes later there is loud shout.

  “THERE!” Sam pointing to the trailside “looks like an overhang.”

 The three make their way in the direction Sam is pointing. When they get closer, they see what seems to be an old trail going between two large rock formations. As they make their way through, it opens up into a large hard packed flat area. They see their goal, and to their amazement under the rock overhang, are the ruins of an Anazazi cliff dwelling. With great relief on their snow-covered faces with ice beginning to form on their beards and mustaches, they almost run for the inviting shelter, stopping under the ledge. The men look around with amazement at the scene. There are several stone and mud houses built below the large rock overhang, some of them have more then one floor. It looks like some type of apartment building.
“How lucky can we get boys?” Sam yells out, with a broad smile on his face.

  Cal starts toward the first doorway and looks back, “we got some shelter now. Be nice if we could find a drink of whiskey here to.” Then Bobby adds,

  “Let’s get some wood up and get a good fire goin first, should be lots of dry dead falls around. Cal, you get the horses in the big building over there and we’ll use this little place here!”

THIS OLD HOUSE AND MANY GHOSTS

   Later that evening, the three drovers are huddled around the warm fire, and steam is rising from their damp clothes. While their damp boots are off and drying by the fire, Sam sighs, “This fire sure feels good, this sure is one right cozy place we found us. If we had enough grub we could stay here all winter.” 

  “Speakin of grub Sam, you got any hid out?”

  “Yes sir I sure do, them other boys left their gear back yonder. But I still got my skillet, and coffee pot. Never did take it out!”

  “Seems we can always depend on you Sam, you always got a little grub.” Bobby says with a big grin. Sam starts pulling his gear from the large saddlebag. While Sam starts a pot of coffee, and carves some bacon off the salted slab. Bobby reaches into his own bag and pulls out two tins of pears. After the frugal meal, the tired and now warm cowboys stretch out on their blankets. While trying his best to ignore the cold and blowing snow, Bobby drifts off to sleep; all the while, he is thinking about all the trouble they seem to be in. What can he do to help the only two real friends he has in this world?
  At the beginning of the false dawn, when the shadows move the most, Sam suddenly sits straight up throwing off his blanket. He looks around in confusion, trying to wipe the sleep out of his eyes and saying to himself. “DAMN! Thought I was somewhere else. Could have swore I heard somebody a whispering to me.” He stands and goes to the smoldering fire, places some dry wood on it and lies back down and tightly wraps his blanket around his shivering body. He lays there with eyes wide open watching the shadows as he drifts back to sleep.
  The bright morning sun is peeking through the small slotted openings of the cliff dwelling; it is shining right in Bobby’s the face, stirring at the annoying light he slowly sits up. “Time to rise and shine ladies, daylight’s here. Time for some coffee and be on our way!”

Sam and Cal wriggle in their blankets momentarily covering their faces. Sounds of early morning protest come from the gray wool. They finally sit up and start rubbing their arms and faces trying to get the stiffness out. All three walk out of the dwelling for a nature call. Standing in the bright morning sunlight they look around, staring at what they did not see in the dark the night before.

  “Never have seen country quite like this, burn up during the day and freeze at night.” Cal reflects as he walks back toward the cliff dwelling.

  “That’s the way it is in the high country,” Sam says speaking with authority. “Besides it’s September, and we need to get to Colorado before we get stuck in a place like this. Myself, I’d much rather winter next to a potbelly stove, with hot food and good whiskey!”

  “Should’ve known Sam would talk about food, would hate to see him own a café, he’d eat up the profit for sure.” Bobby says to Cal.

  The three return to the warm fire and the boiling coffee. They sit back down to enjoy their morning coffee, and as always Sam is thinking about food.

  “Bobby, got any of them pears left?” Bobby pulls a can from his bag, “One more can, it’ll have to do for our breakfast. Now that the sun is out we need to get on outta here, and hope we find a town soon.” Cal stands up and looks around. “Ya’ll know it’s a good thing it’s cold right now. I ain’t seen no rats a‘tall, I’ll bet this place is full of snakes in the summer. I’m for hurryin’ up, and gettin outta here. This place is right spooky to me!” Bobby and Sam laugh at the serious look on Cals face. “You reckon there are haints in this place? I got woke up once this morning feelin kinda strange myself Cal.” Laughing at the two Bobby gets up and stretches. “Spooky or not we got warm and dry. I slept real good for my part. We know where this place is now if we have to run back this way. Be a good hide out.” Bobby then opens the last can of fruit and each man fishes out the sticky sweet pears and enjoys their meager meal. They pack their saddlebags and saddle their horses, and head up the old trail with hopes of getting to Colorado soon.

CHAPTER 11
ALL QUITE IN QUESTA

   Down the western slope of the mountain from Red River lays the Old Spanish town of Questa. It is just a few miles north of the ancient town of Taos; it is located on the east side of the Rio Grande valley. It is a lot warmer in town then at Bobcat pass, where the elevation is ninety-eight hundred feet. Fred rides into the dusty old town, riding up the only street, he heads for the small train depot that also houses the telegraph office. 

   When he checks with the agent, he finds three wires are waiting for him. He thanks the agent and sits down on one of the benches in the railroad depot waiting room. 

   From the first wire, he learns of the death of Shorty. One of the outlaws they captured the other night. A large mob of irate citizens in Cimarron found out he was the one that killed old George, so they took him away from the posse before the sheriff could do anything about it. The mob took him to the edge of town, put a rope around his neck, and threw him off a railroad trestle. When the slack ran out, the same thing that had happened to Blackjack Ketcum happened to him. His head popped off from the jerk of the noose. The other two were beaten, but they managed to survive.

   The other two wires were from E-town. Not one word about where the three missing cowboys were. Joe and Mack had ridden to two lumber camps, but no one had seen a thing. Fred folds the papers and sticks them in his coat pocket. Rolling a cigarette before he goes to the town marshal’s office; he is thinking about how sometime justice is handed out by accident, “Still a shame though, always bad for a town when a lynchin happens. It is always better when a man gets a fair trail, even if he doesn’t deserve it.”

  Leaving the coolness of the depot he walks his horse to the jailhouse at the end of the street, he is just too tired to climb on his horse. The way he thinks, it would be a waste of time for such a short walk. Tying his horse to the rail in front of the jail, he looks up and down the deserted town, not a soul in sight, “siesta time I reckon!” He says to himself. Walking through the door, he loudly greets the town marshal.

   “HOWDY TED! It’s been awhile.” Ted is sitting in his chair, chin on his chest, sound asleep. “GOD ALMIGHTY FRED!” He jumps straight up starts to pull his colt, but stops when he sees a badge on Fred’s vest. He starts blinking, and rubbing his eyes, “scared the fire outta me.”    
     “Things sure must be real slow around here; it must be nice to have the time to take a nap.”   

   Ted wipes more sleep from his eyes and puts his old felt hat on.

      “Well it has been pretty quite Fred, all the problems seem to be staying up on the mountain, and down Taos way.”

       Fred tells the man to sit back down. He goes to the water cask and gets a dipper of water, drinks it slowly, and drags a chair to the desk and he flops down with a sigh.

He begins telling the marshal about all that has happened in the past week, and why he is here. After he finishes with his news, Ted comments knowingly.

  “Sounds like those boys got on that old Indian trail; it goes around Costilla Mountain, and ends at Amalia. There are plenty of places they could hide out if they go that way. Also lots of ways a man can get lost.” 

  Nodding Fred says, “Yeah Ted, I’ve been near there only once. If they stay north, they’ll be in Amalia or Costilla real soon. Costilla is only twenty miles from here. I reckon I’ll get a bite to eat and then take me a nap.”

   “You’re not leaving this afternoon on the train?” Ted says with surprise.

  Fred shaking his head in disagreement, “I might need my horse and gear if I have to go back in the high country. I’ll leave here at first light; I should make it there before noon.”

   Ted gets up, goes to the wooden cabinet on the wall, and pulls out a bottle of bourbon and two glasses.

   “Well Fred we’ll just drink to your plan.” Smiling Fred takes off his dusty hat.

  “Ted old boy, that’s the best idea I’ve heard in two weeks. I need a good shot of whiskey!”

  Ted pours the drinks and the men toast each other. They down the raw whiskey in one gulp. Fred shakes his head, wipes his mouth and gets up. “Thanks for the drink Ted; you wanna join me for dinner?”

  Ted stands up, “sure, why not. We’ll go over to Manny’s cantina; he cooks a mighty good meal. Then you can come back here and bunk down in the back room. I’ll have José wake you up; he’s on duty after midnight.” 

  After a filling dinner of Manny’s home cooking, which is mostly beans and what appeared to be beef, topped with flour tortillas, was washed down by two cold beers. Fred heads back to the jailhouse bunk, for a good nights sleep.

   The early morning sun is peeking over the mountains to the east as José calls to Fred.

   “Coffee’s hot mister Lambert. It’s time to rise and shine!” Fred reluctantly crawls out of the straw bunk, knowing he has a long day ahead of him.

CHAPTER 12
CIVILAZATION AT LAST

As Bobby and his crew go around a curve, a grand vista unfolds before them; the north valley of the Rio Grande River that is to their west. Off in the distance, a town is in view, with smoke rising from various chimneys showing the valiant attempt for fighting the cold mountain air. Sam lets out a loud whoop! “Bout damn time, I can smell home cookin’ from here.”

“We need to steer clear of town til we get to Colorado.” Bobby says, breaking the revere. “I’ll go to town and test the water; they’ll be looking for three strangers. We need some supplies anyway, and it’ll give me an excuse to ask around. When I get done I’ll meet you fellas on the other side of town. Find us a good spot and watch for me ridin in. Then we can fix us somethin to eat.”

“Damn.” Sam blurts out.

  “Now Sam” Cal drawls, “think straight. Bobby’s right. They’ll be looking for the three of us, so one stranger in town will draw some notice. But a group will raise some eyebrows.”

  “I guess you’re right Cal.” Sam replies hanging his head. “Sorry Bobby. I was thinkin with my stomach instead of my noggin!”

  “That’s okay Sam,” Bobby smiles at the old drover. “I know how you are about your grub. While I’m there I’ll find out how far it is to Colorado.”

  When they arrive at the outskirts of town, Sam and Cal split off to bypass the small village, while Bobby rides straight into the unknown town of Costilla, New Mexico; population two hundred fifty souls. It is just another small village of farmers, and lumbermen. It has only one general store, a cantina, and a few small shops.

  As Bobby rides down the narrow street, also the only street, there are only two old men sitting in the shade as he slides off from his saddle. Hitching his horse in front of the store, slowly he looks around for any sign of a lawman. It appears all is quite as he enters the small store. Only one clerk is there. He is on a ladder against the back wall dusting off some can goods. Bobby smiles as he takes in the universal smell that all the general stores have a mixture of candy, leather, and pickles.

   “Howdy mister!” The clerk shouts, breaking Bobby’s daydream. “How can I help ya?”  

 “Why howdy there, I need to get some grub and coffee.”

The clerk descends from the ladder and as he wipes his hands on his apron.

  “We got it. Have a look around, and if you can’t find what ya need, you be sure and let me know. Ya wanna pound of coffee?” Bobby nods his head yes. “Thanks. Don’t need too much. How far is it to Colorado?”

  “Bout’ two miles to the line from here, next real town is Antonito. Where bouts you headin up that way?”

  “I heard there was work to be had at Durango.”

   “Yes sir-lots of new mines and lumber camps settin up. You don’t look like no miner.”

   “I know,” Bobby laughingly says. “Need to do somethin. Ain’t much work for a trail hand anymore.”

   “You’re right about that pardner. Railroad’s took over for sure; it’s the same in this territory too.”

  Bobby goes about his shopping, he picks up four tins of peaches, then reaches into a wooden barrel and pulls out a slab of bacon. All the while, the clerk is turning the big handle on the coffee grinder. Bobby heads for the counter; he stops and turns back for the beans almost dropping the can goods. The clerk stops grinding and laughs at Bobby’s predicament. “If you wait a minute I’ll give ya a hand cowboy!”

  “Appreciate that!” Bobby blushes, thinking to him self he needs to ease up, do not want to appear suspicious to the clerk. The clerk finishes and walks up to Bobby with a box in his hand and helps Bobby with the rest of his order. They finish, and Bobby starts digging in his pocket for some money as the clerk tallies up the bill.

  “Four dollars and ten cents total.”  The clerk says as he holds out his hand.

   “What’s the best way to Durango?” Bobby asks as he pulls out his cash.

    “The new train from Antonito, goes right on into Durango, bout’ a day and a half trip.”

  “That sounds good to me. I’m kinda tired of the saddle, wasn’t lookin for a long ride anyway.”

  “Better this time of the year anyway, lots of snow will be falling up yonder in the high country between here and Durango.” The clerk hands Bobby his change, Bobby nods at him. “Thanks a lot for the information mister.” The clerk smiles and nods at Bobby.

  “Anytime, thank you for the business. Be careful out there, been reports of some outlaws headin this way. Be a good idea to shy away from strangers.” Bobby waves at the man as he heads out the door. On the boardwalk, he stops and looks around slowly. Seeing nothing he heads for his horse and packs his items, mounts up and heads north, leaving the small village behind.

Meet and eat--and make Sam happy

  Thirty minutes of riding, Bobby spots Sam and Cal sitting under a tree. Riding on up he sees their smiling and anxious faces. Sam jumps up waving his hat, “sure are glad to see ya son, and not ridin hard either, everythin must be alright.”

  “Good news boys,” Bobby says as he dismounts. “The state line is only a half a mile.”

  Upon hearing this news, Sam and Cal look at each other, then run to their horses and mount up.

  “Times a wastin, let’s get here as fast as we can.”

  Bobby starts laughing. Smiling he says, “Thought ya’ll was hungry?”

  “We are, but I’ll be able to digest my food better across that line.” Sam takes off, spurring his horse and leaving a dust trail behind. Forty-five minutes later, they spot a small grove of cottonwoods on a creek bank. “Let’s head over there,” Sam says pointing toward the trees.

  They ride into the secluded grove; it is well concealed from the road and plenty of shade. The men dismount, and Bobby walks around the small clearing toward the creek. He stops and turns around. “We’ll get the horses watered first, and then unsaddle em; I got some tins of beef and beans as well as peaches.”

  “Any coffee?” asks Sam.

  “Yep, But let’s wait on it; we can eat a bite and get some rest, we don’t have time for a fire; it’ll take us the rest of the day to get to a town called Antonito. The store clerk in town said we could catch a train to Durango there. Once we get on that train we’ll be home free.”

  “What about the horses Bobby?” Cal asks with concern.

  “Don’t know yet, if we can load em fine, if we can’t, then I don’t mind selling mine one bit. Cowhand days are over anyway.”

  “I think me and Cal feel the same Bobby, we’re long over due for a change!”

CHAPTER 13
NORTH BOUND FRED

After a good breakfast, and hot coffee, Fred rides out of the north end of sleepy Questa. Unknown to him the three cowboys have just left the small village of Costilla and are eating beef and beans in Colorado; they are now only twenty-five miles apart.

  After a half a day of constant riding, Fred rides into the dusty little village of Costilla; he spots the mercantile store and heads for it. After dismounting and hitching up his horse, he pauses for a moment and looks at the poor town. Thinking how typical these small towns are when a lumber boom or gold rush is over, another future ghost town for sure. Shaking his head, he walks into the small store. The clerk greets Fred the same way he did Bobby earlier in the day. 

  “Howdy!” With a surprised look on his face he blurts, “You’re a US marshal!”

  “Sure am.” Fred nodding his head says. “Name’s Fred Lambert.”

  “What can I do for ya marshal?”

  “I’m looking for three cowboys, maybe they rode this way.”

  “Ain’t seen three strangers at one time in a month, only seen one today, beside you.”

  “What did he look like?” The clerk gives him a description of Bobby.

  “Sounds like one of em.” Fred nodding his head yes and smiling. “Which way did he come into town?”

  “Didn’t see, but I think he left going north. He asked about the Colorado line and how to get to Durango.”

  “Well now,” Fred says while grimly smiling, “that’s interesting, what did ya tell him?”

 The clerk tells Fred every thing he told Bobby, and what all he bought.

 “Sounds like he got more grub then he needed. Thanks for the information neighbor. I think I’ll ride north.” Fred leaves the store, mounts his horse, and heads toward Colorado. Riding out of town Fred is thinking to him self, “state line won’t help those boys one bit, me being a U.S. Marshal, I can go anywhere!”
TEA TIME IN TAOS
 When the evening train from Santa Fe pulls into the small adobe depot at Taos with a rush of steam and cinders, there are only a few onlookers to great it. When it stops the two fancy strangers climb down from the small coach and head for the waiting room where they find the telegraph office. Jerry walks up to the barred window and rings a bell on the counter. “Anybody here?” A clerk with a green eyeshade appears at the window, “what can I do for ya stranger?” Startled at the sudden appearance, Jerry quickly asks, “Got a wire for Jerry Adkins?” The clerk picks up a pile of flimsy’s from a box and leafs through them, “nope, not a thing.” Jerry mumbles, “Thanks, we’ll be in town if something comes in, I’ll check back tomorrow.” As they leave the building Woodrow stops Jerry at the door, “what, no wire from your idiot brother?” Jerry frowns at the old man and says sharply, “my brother ain’t no idiot, there was no message. But knowing him there has to be a good reason. We’ll go find us a place to stay and I’ll check later. If we don’t hear from him by tomorrow night, something’s bad wrong.” The men walk away from the depot and head for the ancient town plaza to find lodgings for the night.
EARLIER THAT SAME DAY
  If the cowboys knew that a United States marshal was only a half a day’s ride behind them, they would have been riding a lot harder. In addition, had they known the full extent of what Bill and Shorty had done in Cimarron; they would be half way to Utah by now.

  After a quick meal, they saddle up and continue north. It is after dark when they ride into Antonito, Colorado; they stop at the train depot and inquire about the next train to Durango. They find out it leaves at midnight, also no stock car will be available. So they head for the livery where they are lucky enough to be able to sell their horses for a fair price. They carry their gear back to the depot, buy their tickets, and find out where they can get a meal and a drink. The agent lets them stow their gear on the platform, then they head for the saloon across the tracks for a drink and a good meal while trying to blend in with the crowd, and to avoid any suspicion. Later they return to the depot to wait on the midnight flyer.

   Eleven forty-five, and the train arrives on time, the cowboys grab their gear and climb aboard; only three other people are in the coach, and all are asleep. Since there is plenty of room, the men take their own four seat section. This gives them enough room to stretch out. At midnight, the trains whistle blows, and with a jerk, it pulls out, right on time. The men settle in for the long trip that they hope means their freedom. In less then thirty minutes the swaying cars rock all three asleep.

MONDAY MIDNIGHT AND A SHRILL STEAM WHISTLE
  As Fred gets to the outskirts of Antonito, he hears the shrill blast of a steam whistle, along with the huffing of a steam engine. While riding into the small lumber town he is hoping they are still here, and not on that train. He spurs his horse into a gallop heading for the main part of town. Riding hard through the deserted main street, he spots the depot, pulling up in a cloud of dust he dismounts and runs into the station, not even bothering to hitch his horse. He startles the agent as he rushes through the door, who is thinking he may be getting robbed. The agent jumps up and grabs his ten gauge Greener. When he sees the star on Fred’s vest, he lowers the shotgun, relaxing somewhat he says.

  “You liked to scared the life outta me marshal.” Fred comes up to the counter,

  “Sorry about that mister, but I’m in a big hurry. Looking for three cowboys, maybe you’ve seen em?”

  The clerk smiles, “sure did. They just left on the west bound at midnight.”

  “What’s the next stop?” Asks Fred.

  “It’ll be Chama at noon today. They said they sold their horses and were goin to Durango, and they bought a fare to get em there.”

  “Okay, I’ll need to wire the sheriff in Chama, and let him know what’s going on. How long will it take me to get there by horseback?”

  “Well sir, we’ll get the wire goin, here’s the form. Write down whatcha wanna say. It’s about eleven hours by horse if you don’t tarry. You’ll have to go over La Manga and Cumbres pass just like the train will. But you should be able to beat em.”

  Fred fills out the form with the message for the sheriff; he pays the clerk, and heads for the livery to get a fresh horse. All the while, he is thinking about the last good night’s sleep he has had. As he approaches the stable, he sees a man with a lantern closing the doors.

   “Whoa there pardner!” The man stops and turns squinting past the light of the lantern.

“Whatcha want mister? I’m just locking up for the night.” The man says as Fred draws closer.
“Need a fresh mount and some information.” Fred stops pulls open his coat to revel to the old man the badge pinned to his vest. 
  “Did ya buy some horses from three cowboys tonight?” The old hostler stops opening the door, and turns to Fred. “Yes sir sure did. Fine ponies too, a line back dun, paint, and a roan. All of em’ geldings, I hope they weren’t stolen, hate to lose that money!”

 “As far as I know they weren’t stolen, but it sounds like the fellas I’m lookin for. Don’t you worry about your money, its safe.” As they enter the dark stable, the old man stops again, saying,

  “Heard one of em’ call the other Bobby. Here’s a good fresh horse for ya marshal, a good steady Morgan just right for the mountains.” Fred looks over the black mare, feeling the muscles on the horses’ legs, knowing he is going to need a good one for the long ride over the San Juan Mountains to Chama.

  “It looks good enough for the trip; I’ll trade with you and give you a Government voucher for the difference, if that’s okay.” 

  The old hostler nods his head, “that’s okay marshal, ya got a darn good horse, it’ll be an even trade.”

CHAPTER 14
DAYLIGHT IN THE SAN JUANS-AND A SOOTY MORNING

   The narrow gauge steam engine is steadily puffing its way through the foothills of the San Juan Mountains. Suddenly, it starts to slow down, and ahead a railroad worker is waving his hands to signal a stop. In a cloud of steam vapor, and a shower of sparks from the iron wheels, the laboring engine comes to a stop just short of a switch. The engineer and fireman lean out from the cab so they can talk to the worker. “Why’d ya stop us?”

“Tracks are blocked….,” The worker stops in mid sentence when he sees the conductor swing off the lead passenger coach and is stumbling through the rugged ballast rock next to the rail as he heads for the head end of the train. When he arrives, the worker repeats to him what he has told the head end crew.

  “Ya’ll gonna have to wait a spell, there’s a rock slide ahead, we been workin on it since midnight, should have it cleared by noon or so.” The conductor shakes his head acknowledging what he has just been told, and then looks at his watch.

  “How far ahead is it?”

  “You’re lucky! It’s a hundred yards past the water tower; ya’ll can lay the train down there.”

 With concern on his face, the conductor asks. “What about behind us? There’s a five am job heading this way.” With a smile on his face the worker says, “You’re okay. We got word back to Antonito about an hour after you left; anything behind you has slow orders for this territory.”

 The engineer leans out of the cab window and yells above the noisy engine, “Okay hop on if you want. We’ll pull up to the water tower and lay her down!”

 At that the worker follows the conductor toward the coach. The engine lets out a shrill whistle and in a cloud of steam it starts to move. When the two men swing aboard it picks up speed. The few passengers and Bobby’s crew have been talking among themselves trying to guess what is going on. One of the men peers out the window, and sees the two men swing on the coach. The conductor and the worker walk into the rocking car. As they do the conductor lets them all know what is going on, and that they are all in for a long delay. At this announcement, everyone sits down and gets comfortable for the long wait, some pulling their hats down over their eyes for a nap.

 “Don’t that beat all?” Sam complains. “Well at least we’ll be sittin still for awhile, might be able to sleep some without all that blasted rockin and jerkin. I ain’t been able to sleep a wink all night. And I’m hungry too!” Bobby and Cal laugh at Sam’s tirade. 

Five minutes later the train comes to a stop and the conductor stands up and announces,

“Ya’ll might as well get comfortable. If ya need to, ya’ll can get off the train. You can stretch your legs and make a nature call or whatever. We won’t pull out without a two minute warning from the whistle, so when you hear it, come a runnin.”

  Bobby and Cal decide to get out of the cramped coach and stretch their legs. Before they can get in the aisle, Sam is already snoring!

  They walk along a small creek next to the tracks, Cal asks Bobby, 

   “Bobby we need to do some plannin, we might not find anything to do in Durango.”

  “I know Cal; I still want to head for California, don’t know how I’d get there from Durango except through the Navajo nation in Arizona. I sure don’t want to go back to New Mexico; I’ll have to find me a horse in any case.”

   “Guess we’ll have to play it by ear then Bobby.”

  “Yep Cal, we’ll have to change trains in Chama, that’s back in New Mexico, and that worries me.”

  “Me too Bobby, but we’re a long way from Cimarron. I doubt if anybody this far west knows about it yet, and we weren’t in town when Bill did his crime. Shucks they probably don’t even know what we look like, unless they caught that other bunch and they told.”

  “Another worry on my head Cal, they might try and pin all of it on us. I never trusted any of those varmints.”

  “Bobby I’m gonna sit down, take my boots off, and soak my poor ole feet in this creek, and I’ll bet it’ll feel great.” Grinning he sits down in the grass and begins to remove his boots.

  “Go ahead and take it easy Cal, I’m gonna lay down in the shade and stretch my tired bones, and try to think.”

 Cal sticks his feet in the creek and Bobby stretches out under a cottonwood, before he can do much thinking he is sound asleep. Cal turns to say something to Bobby, but stops when he hears Bobby snoring. He shakes his head and quietly laughs, going back to watching the ripples in the tumbling creek.

  Meanwhile Bobby is dreaming about the old Indian ruins that they slept in two nights before. He dreams of a group of Indians sitting around a fire with him, and they do not look very happy that he is there! WHEEEEEEEE--WHEEEEEEEEE- the two blasts of the steam whistle shake him out of his dreams. He sits up with a start. Looking around with sleep-filled eyes, he sees Cal on the other side of the tree, slowly getting up. Time to go; the train will pull out in two minutes.

FRED HORSIN’ AROUND IN THE SAN JUANS

   As the train is passing the rockslide Fred is going through La Manga pass, elevation ten thousand three hundred and twenty feet above sea level, and only one more to go. Cumbres pass at ten thousand and twenty-two feet, and then it will be down hill all the way. It has been a long night and hard ride. Talking aloud to him self, “Damn I’m tired. Sure hope I get those three soon, then maybe I’ll get a good nights sleep.”

 Four hours later Fred rides into the town of Chama, another town that has sprung up from the lumber, mining, and rail industry. The town jail is only eighteen by twenty feet of solid stone and steel, not a real nice place to be. It is one of those towns that all outlaws, like give a wide berth to. It has a reputation for quick justice with a rope. Fred stops at the train depot next to the busy train yard. Locomotives puffing smoke and steam, shops with men in greasy clothes, it is a virtual beehive of activity. Entering the office, he walks to the ticket window and the agent looks up and smiles.

  “Howdy. Can I help you mister?”

  “Sure can, the train from Antonito got in yet?”

 “It’s at noon, but its runnin’ four hours late. Had a rock slide the other side of La Manga Pass!”

  Fred smiles, “thanks that’s good news. I’ll check back later.”

  “Sure thing, be here til midnight.”

   Fred turns and walks out of the new depot with a smile on his face. Grabbing the reins of his horse, he walks down the street toward the town Marshall’s office and jail.

CHAPTER 15
TRAINS A COMMIN ROUND THE MOUNTAIN

  As the train comes down the mountain from Cumbres pass, it rolls into the valley and picks up speed for the last few miles to Chama. When the train pulls into the depot, Bobby is laying full length across the seat; the gentle rocking has put him back to sleep, and the other two compadres’ are busy playing cards. Bobby is sound asleep when the train rattles to a stop; all the passengers get up and gather their gear except Bobby. Sam nudges him as he walks by, “Rise and shine, sleepy head.”

The men all laugh as they make their way to the end of the coach.

 When Sam and Cal step onto the platform, they see Fred and the town marshal walking toward them; with their hands full of saddle and gear it is too late for them to run.  

  As Bobby starts to get out of his coach seat, he looks out of the window and he sees what is going on. Jumping up quickly, ignoring his gear that is on the floor, he runs to the opposite end of the car and jumps off the vestibule toward the train yard. Unseen by the others he makes his way through the busy train yard. Stopping in his tracks, he realizes he has left all his worldly possessions including most of his cash on the train. “Oh well!” he utters to himself and continues across the tracks in the gathering dusk. He slips into a grove of cottonwoods hoping he can find a hideout until dark. Meanwhile on the platform Fred and the town marshal are escorting all the passengers to the city jail so they can find out who is who. “Ok men, there’s three of you, and you know who you are, and why I’m here!”

“Whatcha talkin bout marshal?” One of the strangers blurts out.

  “I’m looking for three men who were in Cimarron the other day.”

 Sam steps up. “Sir I think that would be me, but I ain’t done nothin, just an old wore out drover.”

“Who are the other two?”

“I was there too!” Cal speaks out.

  “Okay who’s the other one?” The men all look around and one of the passengers speaks up. “Marshal there was a feller with a red shirt on, but he’s not in this bunch.”

“What about it, you two?” Fred says glaring at Sam and Cal.

 “I woke him up as we got off the train, thought he was right behind us.” Sam shrugs his shoulders as he speaks.

“Jonah, go back to the depot and see if you can locate the other feller.”

 “Okay Fred I’ll get Rick and we’ll see what we can find.”

When they leave, Fred tells the other passengers that they can leave, and he tells Sam and Cal to sit down so he can find out what has happened. After listening to the long story, he finds it very believable; Fred realizes he has ridden many miles for nothing. However, he needs to locate the other man, now he knows his name and it should make it easier for him to catch the man. After an hour of questions, he tells Sam and Cal to go to the Quincy Hotel and not to leave town until he says so. The town marshal then hurries in the door gasping. “Fred we found his gear and money. He has to be close by!”

  “Good job Jonah. Bring his gear in here and lock it up.”

 The old marshal raises his eyebrows.” Lock it up Fred?”

  “For safe keeping, I think this boy is not as bad as I first thought.”

Back at the train yard, Bobby hears a locomotive coming his way. It looks like it may be a train leaving the yard. Thinking quick as the train noisily rolls by, Bobby decides to hop the freight as it leaves town. Jumping up and running toward an empty stock car, he swings into the car just as the train gathers speed. Looking between the slats, he watches the lights of the town getting farther away.

  Fred walks to the hotel with Sam and Cal. All three check in, and before they can go to their rooms, Fred stops them. “Okay boys clean up and we’ll go eat so we can chat some more. Remember ya’ll don’t need to be going anywhere else.”

“Thank ya marshal, we ain’t done nothin. You’re a fair man and it wouldn’t do to lie to ya.”

 “You’re a smart cowpuncher Sam; knock on my door when you’re ready.”

Over dinner, Sam does most of the talking. Two hours later, Fred knows the life history of all three. He reflects on old Sam, “that old boy sure can talk, they were all innocent, and the guilty ones were caught. Now I have to find Bobby so he won’t be looking over his shoulder and maybe do somethin foolish.”

  As the town lights fade, Bobby covers himself with the fresh hay, wondering where this train is taking him as he falls asleep in the lurching cattle car.

 At first light, Fred is up and on the street, with Sam and Cal in tow. They go to the train yard to search for Bobby. An hour of searching has passed when they find where he was hiding in the cottonwoods. A couple of fresh cigarette butts and fresh tracks in the soft ground leading towards the train tracks give him away.

“Looks to me like he may have hopped on a train.” Sam blurts out.

“It does look that way, one left right before dark last night. We’ll go back to the depot and see what we can find out.” Fred smiles as he adds.

  Back at the depot the agent confirms what they thought and that the train is bound for Santa Fe.

  “Well boys looks like he got away for now. I’m gonna let you two go because I believe your stories, but I’m going after Bobby so he can stop runnin.”

“That’s mighty good of you Mr. Lambert, he’s a good boy. I raised him to be honest. I sure don’t want no bounty hunter after him.”

 “I know what you mean Sam, but the only way is to tell him face to face. I’ll wire Colfax County and tell em what’s going on.”

 “You’re a good man, marshal.” Cal says loudly.

 “Get your gear, and we’ll go by the jail where you can pick up Bobby’s. Then you’ll get on the train for Durango. It would be best for you fellas to get out of this territory for a few weeks, there may be some folks jumpin the gun and looking for you all.”

  “Will ya tell Bobby that when ya see him?”

  “I will Sam. Keep a check at the telegraph for word. I’ll be leaving on the noon train for Santa Fe. So good luck, and for your own good, steer clear of Colfax County for a few years.”

  “Thanks again marshal, we’ll head west and stay out yonder.”

They all shake hands then part ways.

  Down south in Taos, Jerry and Woodrow are eating breakfast; Woodrow tilts his newspaper down and whispers to Jerry, “I know why ya ain’t heard from your brother.” Jerry looks up from his plate with egg dripping down his chin, “whatcha sayin?”

CHAPTER 16
DAYLIGHT IN THE HIGH DESERT NORTH OF SANTA FE

 Sunlight streaming down on his face wakes Bobby, straw in his mouth and hair, does not help a bit. He sits up in the smelly, rocking cattle car and peers through the narrow slats. He sees small adobe dwellings and people stirring in the early morning sun. He gets up and looks out the door and into the distance; he can see the low buildings of an approaching town. The train starts to slow down and Bobby decides to jump off before he gets into the town. In a long curve that winds through a cottonwood grove, he leaps from the car onto the soft sand, rolling over several times. He jumps up and brushes the debris off, cussing to himself; he heads for the cover of the trees so the men in the caboose of the passing train will not see him. The train passes and the caboose rolls from sight around the curve. After leaving his cover, he starts across the tracks from his hideout heading toward the town of Santa Fe which is rising in the distance.

   Walking through the waste high sage, cold, hungry, and dirty, he hears the tinkling of a piano as he walks into what appears to be a poor section of town. The source of the music appears to be coming from a Cantina. Picking up his pace, he enters the dark bar. The strong smell of food almost makes him dizzy. Going straight to the bar with the only thing on his mind now is a good meal, and hopefully a soft bed.

  “Buenos Dias!” The short, swarthy, bartender greets Bobby.

 “Olla senor, I sure am hungry and thirsty.”

  “Senor you have come to the right place. Here we can take care of all your needs.”

  “How bout’ a good cold beer, and a plate of hot food. Then ya can tell me where I could find a place to sleep, and a barber.”

  “Senor’ I have rooms upstairs, and the barber is just up the street. He also has hot baths, which you look like you need very much.” Waving his hand in front of his face and smiling at the same time.

 “Gracias senor, best news I’ve heard in two weeks.”

  Bobby goes to a table in the dark cantina, stretches out in the chair waiting on service.

Out of the kitchen, a young Anglo woman heads toward Bobby’s table with a large plate of steaming beef and beans. The attractive young woman smiles as she sets the food down in front of him, he openly admires the woman and smiles back.

  “Enjoy your food, but be careful the plate is very hot.”

  “Why thank you Mam! You sure do brighten this place up.”

  “Thanks mister.” Her face is turning pink as she blushes.

  “My name’s Bobby, what’s yours?”

  “Mine’s Pearl, Pearl Hart.”

  “Pleasure to make your acquaintance, Miss Pearl. I’ve not seen such a pretty face in awhile, mighty nice it is.”

  “You sure are nice Bobby; if you need anything else let me know. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

  Bobby nods his head yes and digs into the hot plate of food like a ravenous wolf.

 After his meal and two beers, Bobby goes into his room and starts to lie down, but realizes he needs a bath and a shave before he does, also some clean clothes would really help. He leaves his room and heads toward the barber.

At the barbershop, he asks for a bath before a shave. Going to the rear of the adobe building, he finds a large steamy room with six large tubs, all empty. Saying to himself,

“Dang, I’ll need some clean clothes when I get done. Better find a store and pick some up before I get clean, don’t know where my brain is, that woman sure has me fuddled.”

As he turns, he chuckles to himself. He then asks the barber about a clothing store, the barber tells him about a small store on the street behind him, he can go out the door, and turn through the alley. Doing so, he finds a small dry goods store. Going in he greets the clerk. Then he picks out two shirts and two pair of jeans, and some fresh socks, also a small carpetbag. Before leaving, he gets a handful of small cigars. Going to the counter he spots some toilet water and combs; he needs to smell good for Miss Pearl. The clerk seems to be wondering why he is smiling as he makes his purchase.

He goes back to the bathhouse and takes a long hot soapy bath, gets a shave and heads back to the cantina. Arriving he spots Pearl, she is sitting at the bar and listening to the piano player, Bobby greets her and asks if he can sit next to her, she says yes. She is drinking a beer, he orders one, and they start a conversation.”

“You sure do smell a lot better Bobby, look clean too,” she laughs loudly while slapping him on the back. Bobby blushes, and they continue to talk discussing each others many problems. Bobby tells her about some the trouble he has had in the past week, and she only gives some vague details about hers, She talks of going back to Canada, since her old boyfriend was put in prison, she wanted to get away from him, but was scared of what he would do to her. 

Bobby tells (put in conversation text) her about his idea to go to California, about the jobs and the free land. Pearl tells him she had thought about that too, but she did not want to make the trip alone. She came to Santa Fe broke, and thankfully old Xavier gave her a job here in the Cantina. She has found it hard for an Anglo to find a good job in this town. 

However, it is not real hard work here; she only has to clean the kitchen and a few of the rooms most days, it is barely enough to keep her busy during the week. However, the weekends are a different story. Most of the men that come here are working in the mines north of town, so on payday this sleepy part of town gets very loud. The hotel across the street fills up and all the cantinas and bars are full. Four hours later, Bobby has had enough, he hates to say it, but the feather bed is calling. After a week without a decent rest, he needs it now.

FRED IS IN TOWN AND THE FUR MAY FLY

  While Bobby is resting peacefully, Fred arrives at the downtown depot. As always, he admires the oldest town in the country, with its low adobe buildings that portray the many cultures that have called this place home. Thinking about the history this town has, and the future it will see especially if New Mexico ever gains statehood. The legacy of the rough riders and President Roosevelt may really help that along. “The way politicians are, there ain’t no tellin what will happen to this town,” muttering under his breath as he walks along the dark street that leads to the jailhouse.
Arriving at the jail, he sees lights in the window and he hopes he will not have to go looking for the sheriff. Walking through the low doorway, he sees the sheriff and two of his deputy’s playing cards.

  “Got room for one more fellas?” He pronounces as he comes through the door.

  “Well look what the cat done dragged in will ya!” The sheriff smiles, as he looks up at Fred, the other two turn their heads toward the doorway and do the same.

  “Ya’ll look awful busy here.”

  “Slow night Fred, come on in, and have a seat. Grab a cup of coffee if ya want.”

  Fred goes by the old black potbelly stove, pours himself a cup of steaming coffee, walks up to the table, and pulls out a chair sits and begins to sip on the steaming mug of coffee.

 “What brings ya to town Fred?” 

“Long story, let’s play some cards while I tell you about it.”

 “Sounds good to me, oh, do you know Jerry and Clem my two deputies?”

“I met Clem once, but never have met Jerry, just heard some tales about him. It’s nice to meet you, fellas.”

    The two deputies nod and say the same back to Fred. After the greetings and some small talk, Fred tells the tale, as he knows it. The sheriff agrees that Bobby may be a threat until he finds out what is going on, and it will be the best thing for all if they can find him without a big fuss. Therefore, they make plans to try to locate him quietly and try not to have any accidental gunplay. After an hour of conversation, Fred says he has to get a shave and a hot bath. In addition, a good meal and good nights sleep while the local boys start snooping around. Santa Fe is a big town by territorial standards, and has many places to hide any kind of outlaw or someone that just wants to be lost. Fred leaves the jailhouse and heads up the street. Seeing a barber pole, he crosses over to the waiting hot water and comfort. After a bath and shave, he goes back to his horse, and heads for the Plaza hotel. Bobby can wait until morning; the chance of him staying here is very good, with no horse and very little money, the chances of staying healthy are better in town then out on the range.

Ninety miles north in Taos  Jerry Adkins and Woodrow Butler are sitting at a corner table in the (----) cantina that sits back from Taos plaza, both men seem to be very upset, so the patrons have been giving them a wide berth. Jerry breaks their silence, “I can’t believe Bill got himself arrested, murder and robbery of all things, he’s gonna get himself hung fir sure.” Woodrow snarls back, “well my stupid grandkid and two of his cousins done the same, the paper is full of all kinds of good news.” 

“Woodrow what can we do to help em?”
“I know that boy of mine will try something, him and that nasty wife ah’ his been pullin that boys chestnuts out of the fire since he was little.”

“Will ya go over to Cimarron with me Woodrow?”

“I reckon so, closer then Las Vegas, and Randal may get off his lazy ass and do somethin. If we can git your brother outta that jail before they send him south you’re gonna owe me big.”
“Thanks, I had hoped you’d help me, we’ll head that way in the mornin, spend the night in E-town. We should be able to sneak into Cimarron without any problem.”

Little does Fred know that this meeting will have a huge impact on his vacation plans.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
LAS VEGAS JAIL--AND THE SNAKES ARE CRAWLING

  In the damp sweaty cell, the two Butlers are lamenting their fate. They are sure they will be found guilty in their trial next week and real sure they will be facing a necktie party soon after. Both are covered up to their neck in the lice infected blankets trying to stay warm, sleep is almost impossible. With a loud clash, the jailer strikes the bars with his ring of keys.

  “Ok boys time to rise and shine!”

 They both turn in their straw bunks toward the barred door, and Randy slurs.

  “What da the hell ya want, we’re tryin’ to rest.”

  “You two will get more rest then you need soon enough with a dirt blanket.” He snarls

  “Ya’ll got a visitor out here, your lawyer, and one of ya’lls daddy.” The jailer unlocks the dark cell and the two slowly raise their legs that are still shackled, so running is out of the question. The two slowly shuffle up the narrow hallway and enter a small room that only has a table and four chairs. Sitting in two of the chairs are Randy’s father Randal, and a fancy dressed man who must be their lawyer. They enter with heads down, and the jailer tells them to sit down.

  “Well ya two did it this time!” Randal loudly says in a toothless snarl.

  Both speaking at once: “I know.”

  “Boys there’s not much I can do for ya’ll, except maybe save ya from a hangin’. Life at hard labor is better then the other.” The fancy attorney preaches.

 “Well boys tell your tale to Mr. Wagner and maybe he can do somethin.”

The two tell their tale of what they did and what happened, they did not mean to hurt anybody. They just were short on cash, had been drinking whiskey, and thought they could just get a few dollars. After an hour, they finished their tale of woe, and Randal asked the jailer and the attorney if he could have a few minutes alone with the boys. They both agree and leave the room.

“We got to git ya two outta here. This bunch will hang ya fir sure, and ya both have youngn’s that need a daddy. They’re gonna take ya to the courthouse in the mornin fir a hearin. I got two friends with me. We’re gonna try, and git ya free when they walk ya’ll over. We’ll have a covered buckboard so watch out fir us, and be ready to jump in when we say to.”

 “But Daddy…”

Randal interrupts him. “Just shut your damn mouth and listen boy! Ya seem to always

 Be getting’ in trouble, and me and your Ma always bailin’ ya out. Just be ready, it may be your only chance”

The jailer suddenly opens the door interrupting Randal.

“Times up, it’s time for you boys to get back to your cell.”

Randal stays seated while the boys get up and shuffle back to their cell.

 Later that night Randy and Barry huddle up close and whisper to each other what their plans will be when they are free.

 “I hope daddy can pull this off.”

 “Me too, we can head back north and hide out.”

 “No way, that’ll be the first place they look. Our best bet will be to head fir Santa Fe or Albuquerque, lots of folks and plenty of places to lay low.”

“What’re we gonna do bout money?”

“I’m sure daddy will give us a little, and maybe we can steal some in Lamy.”

 “I sure hope so, hate to think bout sleepin’ in the cold again and bein hungry on top of it.”

  After more talk, they decide to curl up under the nasty blankets and try to sleep.

  It is eight am and the jailer slams his nightstick against the bars.

 “Rise and shine in there, be goin to court soon.”

 “We gonna eat first?” Barry whines.

 “Nope, ya can eat after court. I’ve been too busy to care, get ready now. Ya got about fifteen minutes.
 Shortly the jailer returns and opens the cell door. “Let’s go ya two, stay in front of me in single file.”

  They move out of the cell and shuffle down the hall and out the back door into the bright sun light. They blink at the brightness of the sun and are trying to see where they are. The courthouse is about a hundred yards away and across the road. There is some early morning traffic in the town, and no one seems to notice the procession coming from the jail. Because no one this far south knows about the crime yet, and only one jailer escorting them, being leg shackled it is very unlikely they would try to run. As they start to step into the street, a covered buckboard slowly approaches the three. Two men are walking down the road, coming from the opposite direction. As the three groups meet, the two strangers pull pistols.

 “Alright deputy, stop where ya are, hand me that scattergun. Don’t try to be a hero.”

 The deputy taken by surprise, seeing that the two men were within arms reach, pistols drawn makes the best decision. He hands over the shotgun.

“Good choice, now all three of ya git in that wagon and lay down.”

The covered wagon has stopped, it is blocking their view of the courthouse and all three climb aboard and the wagon lurches ahead, not going too fast but slowly picking up   speed and heads out of town. Forty-five minutes later the wagon stops, all the men get out. The two strangers take the deputy to a grove of trees and tie him up, then come back to the wagon. Another hour later the wagon pulls into a secluded canyon and they all climb out. “Well we pulled it off boys.” Randal says with a toothless grin.

Randy and Barry say in chorus. “Thanks.” Randal and the two men use a hammer and chisel to remove the irons from the two prisoners, they are not very gentle about it, and the work is leaving cuts and bruises on the two boys.

 “Me and the boys are gonna head on home now. That deputy never saw me so I’m in the clear, and he don’t know Neal and Bart so they’ll be ok.”

 “What bout us?” Randy whines.

“Ya boys are on ya own. I got bout twenty-five dollars, a pistol and a canteen ya can have, other then that, good luck.”

 “As long as we’re free, and got enough to git a meal.” Barry excitedly says.

“Didn’t we cross over some railroad tracks back yonder?” With a look of wonder in his eyes, Randy asks.

 “Yep, there’s a water tower up the way a couple of miles or so. Wait here til dark, then head that way, maybe ya can hop on freight when they stop fir water, just go west bound. If ya go east ya’ll be right back where we started.”

 After Bart removes the shackles and handcuffs, the wagon pulls out. Randy and Barry go into the brush to find a hiding place until dark and they can get out. 

OUTSIDE OF SANTA FE- AND THE RATS ARE CRAWLING

  
After walking several hours, the two fugitives find the water tower. When a westbound freight stops for water, they jump into the first empty cattle car the see. Later when the train approaches Santa Fe, it starts to slow down, the two jump off right before the train gets in the yard. They start walking toward the lights of the town and hope to find a place they can get a meal, and a bed for the night. Like most towns in this part of the west, the further you get from the center of town, the poorer the people are and the seedier the places are to stay. They have very little money and are willing to put up with more then the town folk in the name of survival. In addition, being a long way from the Sheriff’s office does not hurt either. As long as the problems stay in the poor section, the town folks do not care. Out of sight, and out of mind.

 Therefore, in this part of town, on the wrong side of the tracks it is like a magnet for all the neer’do wells that come to town…cheap rooms…cheap whisky and it caters to all their vices. People like the Butlers find this to be their kind of refuge, very few questions and if you have enough cash, you are welcome to stay. 

  As the two dirty outlaws creep in to the outskirts of town, they start looking for a cheap room and even cheaper whisky. Seeing a small two-story place with a sign that says it is a rooming house they head for the door hoping to find refuge for the night.

When they enter, a small man with thick glasses stands up from behind the counter. They walk towards him noticing he has a hand below the counter top. 

  “Help ya boys?”

  “Need a room, two beds”

 Relaxing some, the clerk answers Randy. “Got one with two cots is all Be a dollar a day in advance.”

“Fine we’ll take it fir five days.”

They pay the clerk and head for their room, hoping they can get some good rest and some better whiskey, maybe even a woman.

EARLY MORNING IN THE STREETS OF OLD SANTA FE

  
Fresh and ready to go, Fred leaves the Palace hotel; he wants to eat breakfast before he starts looking for Bobby. He is hoping this will not take long or come to a bad end for someone. Fred has seen enough bad things and has traveled too far on this case. It’s time for a vacation and some much needed rest, maybe a long trip up the Rayado to fish and relax, miles away from a telegraph and people, just the woods and the critters.

 However, being aware that the town “Grapevine” has already started, and the word is spreading fast that Fred is searching for some outlaw may work in his favor. On the other hand, it may not.

 Meanwhile at the Butlers rooming house, Randy is waking up next to a woman of the night, who appears to be old enough to be his mother. Last night they heard Fred was in town, and just maybe they will have a chance to get back at him. After Barry, wakes up they run the smelly half-dressed woman out of their small room and they decide to go across the street to a cantina and get a bite to eat. As they slowly walk into the dark room, they automatically scan the room, and see only one man sitting at a table, it’s Bobby. They sit down at the table that is next to his, and as they get use to the dark room, they take a close look at Bobby. Barry leans over and whispers to Randy,

“I may be wrong but I think that’s the cowboy that Lambert fella is looking fir.”

“Fit’s the description we heard at the hotel fir sure, let’s eat and git back to the hotel.” Randy grins, and turns back to Barry.

“We’ll watch this place from our window, if Lambert is lookin, that means he’ll have to look here, and if we can, we’ll ambush him. Use that ole boy fir bait.” They both grin and start to chuckle. When they finish, they get up and cross the dusty street going straight to their room and wait for the right time to get revenge. They just have to stay close to Bobby. 

 THE CANTINA AND BOBBY IS RELAXED

Early the following morning feeling better then he has in the past two weeks, Bobby is eating breakfast and still thinking about Cal and Sam when a rough looking man walks into the cantina, goes into the bar, and loudly starts chatting with Pearl. As the man talks Bobby hears the name Fred Lambert, and something about an outlaw from the North Country, he is just catching bits and pieces of the conversation. After a shot of whisky, the man leaves. Pearl rushes over to Bobby’s table and sits next to him whispering in his ear.

“Did ya hear that?” She frowns as she continues, “I think you’re the fella Lambert is looking for, ya sure fooled me.”

Backing up from his ear, she frowns again, talking louder now. 

“Lambert is a good lawman. He’s honest and been known to give a man a chance to prove himself. He’s known to be a man of his word.”

“Pearl, I ain’t done nothin, but be in the wrong place and with the wrong folks.” Shaking his head.

“I ain’t no outlaw; it’s a long story if ya wanna hear it?”

“Honey I got all day, I had ya figured for a decent person. Been around bad people most of my life and long overdue for a change.”

Bobby tells her the whole story starting from Raton. After he finishes, Pearl puts her hands to her face and starts weeping.

“Bobby baby, your only chance is to clear out. The way the law is around here they don’t care if you’re innocent and just happen to be around when something bad happens. Ya get the blame and have to suffer.”

“I know Pearl, that’s why I need to get clear of this country, was thinking maybe WE get clear?” Before Pearl can answer, two men walk into the room and sit down at the table right next to Bobby; the larger man is facing Bobby. Fred nods at Bobby as Pearl gets up to take his order, the two order a beer and as Pearl walks toward the bar rail, Fred asks Bobby.

“You look familiar mister, we ever met?”

“Not that I can remember.” Bobby mumbles

“Where are you from son?”

“West Texas sir”

“You’re a long way from home aren’t ya?”

“I reckon I am, but the cowboy business is over and a man can’t make an honest livin anymore.”

“What about a lawman’s job?”

“I thought about that once upon a time, but right now California sounds a lot better.”

“That’s a shame; from the looks of it you’d make a good one.”

Ya look awful young to be one yourself?”

Laughing, Fred answers.

“Well now days it takes us young ones to do the job right, long hours and low pay.”

“Where ya from sir?”

“North of here, a town called Cimarron, born and raised there.” Fred leans back and grins.

Looking right into Fred’s eyes, Bobby asks.

“Whatcha doin way down here?”

“I’m looking for a fella that got hooked up with a bad bunch.”

“Hmm-what’d they do?”

“One of em robbed a railroad depot, and killed the clerk. Some of the others didn’t know about that, but thought they were running away from the locals that caught one of em cheating at cards.”

“That’s a bad thing for sure. “

“Yep, it sure was, but we have caught all but one of them. The fella that done the shooting, he got lynched before they could get them back to town. The others were beat up real bad. The town folks don’t take it too lightly having their money stolen and their friends shot.”

“Well my daddy use to say run with the wrong crowd and you’re liable to get in trouble.” Bobby quickly adds.

“Funny thing about the lynching, they tied a rope around his neck and threw him off a railroad bridge. Lots of slack in the rope, so he ended up like ole Blackjack Ketcum. Head popped off like a cork they say.”

Fred frowns and continues, hoping this will scare Bobby.

“Hate to see a man not get a fair trial, everyone deserves a chance, even one like him.”

Pearl walks over to Bobby’s table and sits next to him; Fred takes a long look at the couple.

“Ya’ll seem like a nice couple!”

“Why thank ya mister, we gotta go do some errands right now. Been nice talkin to ya.”

“Same here son, good luck to you both.”

Bobby and Pearl get up and walk out the batwing doors onto the creaking boardwalk.

“That’s the man we’re looking for Bill.”

Bill looks up from his beer in shock, starts to jump out of his chair.

“Stay put Bill. He is not going too far right now, I need to study this for a while, the boy has not really done anything but run and make himself look guilty, he is scared. You’d be the same way.” They get up and leave the cantina, then quickly head back to the jail. Fred thinks to himself, “don’t need to do anymore looking now, but how am I gonna take care of this mess without anyone getting hurt.”

Unknown to the officers as they walk away from the cantina, the two Butlers have been watching the door since they walked in. Barry turns to Randy and smiles.

“Wanna git em now Randy?”

“Naw, he’s got some backup with him. We’ll git him soon enough, I got a plan.”

“You always got some kinda plan Randy.”

“We’ll git some kid to run to the sheriff and tell him that guy Lamberts a lookin for will be at the stable tomorrow mornin, he is lookin to buy a horse and wagon first thing in the mornin.”

Confused Barry asks, “How’s that gonna work if that fella ain’t there?”

“We’ll go over to the cantina and git friendly with that cowboy. Tell him bout a great deal we found at the stable, we’ll be real friendly like.”

They both chuckle.

 Bobby has walked Pearl to her boarding house and returns to his room at the cantina. Just as he gets comfortable, there is a knock at the door and with caution opens it, pistol ready.

“Who are you?”

“Names Randy mister, I overheard ya talkin yesterday about a buggy and horse.”

“So what?”

“Got a friend, has one real cheap.”

“Where’s it at?”

“Over at Vasquez stable, be just what ya need.”

“Why are ya tellin me bout this?”

Shuffling his feet and looking around Randy says quietly.

“I’ll git a little commission if ya buy it, really need the money.”

“I just wondered, can’t fault a man tryin to make an honest dollar. Thanks pardner. Is he there now?”

“Nope, he’s always thar first thing in the morning,” Randy turns and speaks over his shoulder. “See ya later,” As he walks down the hall way smiling.

CHAPTER 18
“Down on main in Old Santa Fe”

As Fred walks down the dusty Santa Fe Street with one of the town deputies, a young boy runs up to them, out of breath he blurts out, “The man you’re looking for …. gonna’ be at Vasquez stable in the morning!”

“Where’d ya hear that son?”

“I overheard him say it to some lady. He had to get up early and get’em a rig so they could and be outta town before they got caught.”

“Thanks son. Give him a nickel Billy, I don’t have any change on me.”

Billy hands the youth a shiny nickel, “Well marshal, seems like we got us a rabbit!”

“Yep, I’ll be there in the morning waiting to greet him.” Fred grins at the thought.

“Want me to get some more fellas to help out marshal?”

“Nope, he ain’t a hard case. I think he’s bout’ tired of running anyway, won’t be a problem.”

Early the next morning the Butler cousins are in the shadows of the Vasquez barn huddled up like a pair of rattlers.” We’ll git in the hayloft so’s we can see when Lamberts a comin’. When he lights we’ll wait on that other fella to show up.” Randy whispers.

“We gonna jump em then?” Asks the other one with a question mark on his face.

“Nope wagons are out back. When they both git through the barn alley I’ll stay up here and git Lambert from behind. Ya climb down when Lamberts gits through the barn and then shoot the hostler. Then we git gone from here and that cowboy he’s wantin will git all the blame.”

As they climb up the ladder, Randy turns and tells Barry.

“He-he-then we can head for Colorado fir easy pickins, and lots of gold.”

Bobby leaves the cantina and heads for the stable. Across the street, standing in a leather shop, Fred is watching him walk into the stable.

 When Bobby enters the dark barn hallway, he spots the hostler in the back lot. He takes two steps, stops suddenly as he hears voices whispering. He walks backwards silently into an empty stall.

 Now that Fred has seen Bobby go into the barn, he makes his move stepping out of the cantina into the morning light he walks toward the barn.

In the hayloft, the cousins are peering through a crack watching the street. Too late to see Bobby, but they spot Fred coming out of the leather shop.

 “Here comes Lambert.” Barry whispers.
 “Ya seen that cowboy yet?”

“Nope” Barry snarls.  
“Let him come on in, he’ll go on back and find the hostler to let him know what he’s gonna do. We won’t wait on the other fella; he’ll get the blame anyway.”

As Fred walks across the street, he looks in both directions. He heads straight for the dark doorway, looking through the dark hallway, he sees the hostler pitching hay in the back lot. When Fred enters the lot, Barry has already climbed down from the loft, as he starts to creep toward the back lot; Bobby is watching him from his hiding place.

Fred yells at the hostler as he walks across the dusty lot.

“Howdy.”

“Howdy to you marshal, doin’ all right today?”

“Yep. Doing fine. Where’s that cowboy that came in a minute ago?”

Hadn’t seen anyone at all this morning, been busy with this hay wagon.”

Fred starts looking around quickly, and mumbles.

“That’s odd!”

Inside the barn Barry is peering through a crack in the old door, he eases his pistol out, ready to take aim at the hostler. It goes through Bobby’s mind at that instant—a trap for him by Lambert. Randy is getting nervous, thinking to himself.

“This is takin way too long.”

 The hostler happens to look up and spots Randy in the loft doorway with drawn gun. He yells.

“Hey!  Whatcha doin’ up there?”

Startled by his discovery Randy jerks the trigger, “BANG.”

The hostler falls to the ground with a grunt. Fred starts toward the safety of the barn hall. Barry steps out of the shadows aiming his drawn pistol at Fred. Just then, Bobby realizes the trap was not for him; but for Fred. Thinking Lambert is too decent of a Lawman to have someone ambush him like this. He pulls out his colt from its holster and yells at Barry. “I wouldn’t do that mister.”

Barry turns at the sound and both fire at the same time. Fred is startled by all this action, thinking aloud, “What in the world is going wrong with this day?”

 Barry staggers out of the barn clutching his chest; he drops his pistol, and falls to the dusty ground with a soft thud. Fred recognizes him and says aloud, “I’ll be damned, a Butler!”

Back in the dark barn unscathed, Bobby slips back into the empty stall, knowing there is one more assassin in the loft. He yells to Fred, who has taken cover behind a wagon.

“Fred, you all right? There’s one more in the loft.”

“I’m okay, but the hostler needs some help.”

Hearing this Bobby yells out, “You in the loft, ya better give up while ya can.”

He hears footsteps going toward the front of the barn; he leaves the stall and starts to climb the ladder up to the loft. As he is climbing, Fred runs into the barn yelling.

“Come on down mister, I know you have to be another Butler, ya’ll always run in packs like coyotes.”

 “Come on down ya coward.” Bobby echoes Fred.

Randy realizes that he is almost trapped. So like a wild dog he is not going to give up, turning he sees a hat coming up from the floor. He takes a wild shot at Bobby as he runs for the loft door; he leaps out of the hayloft sixteen feet to the ground. When he hits the ground, he feels a burst of sharp pain in both ankles. He tries to get up, but the pain is too great and he collapses back in the dirt. By this time, Bobby is back down the ladder, and heading for the front yelling.

“He’s runnin Fred; he jumped out of the loft.”

With Fred right behind Bobby, they burst out into the morning sun and see Randy crawling away whimpering in pain. When they get to the crippled outlaw, Fred says quietly.

“Okay Butler, might as well stop crawling, the only place you’re going is back to jail.”

As a crowd starts to form around the trio, Fred sends for the doctor to take care of the hostler, and asks some of the locals to keep an eye on Randy. Fred and Bobby walk back to the barn to check on the hostler. As they get in the feedlot they stop by the fallen outlaw, they squat down to check him. Fred comments.

“Dead as a rock!”

“Serves him right, nothin I hate worse then a back shooter.” Bobby says with venom.

“I want to thank you, you sure saved my bacon.” 

“Always heard you were a decent man marshal, it was the least I could do.”

“I was here looking for someone else other then these two.” Smiling he looks Bobby in the eyes.

“Guess that other fella got clean away.”

Blushing Bobby says. “You reckon?”

“Yep, he wasn’t a real outlaw anyway. He was around the wrong folks at the wrong time, and maybe he learned his lesson.”

“I bet he has.” Bobby whispers.

“Are you still heading for California?”

“Yep, was gonna rent a rig here, but we’re goin to Colorado first.”

“A train ride will get ya there a lot faster, cheaper too.”

“Didn’t know they went that far, been following cattle too long I reckon.”

“Matter of fact there’s one leaving tonight. Don’t think you’d have any problem catching it would you?” Fred is smiling at Bobby.

“Marshal, what about that fella you’re huntin for?”

“I got too much paperwork to do today, reckon I’ll start looking for him again in a couple of days. Hell, he’s probably back in Texas by now, I’ll take that Butler varmint back to

 Las Vegas, then I may start looking over that way.”

“Well marshal, thanks for the info, been a pleasure meeting you.” 

They shake hands and Bobby starts walking away.

“Thanks again for saving my life, BOBBY!”

This stops Bobby in his tracks, he turn and looks at Fred who is smiling. He waves and nods. Bobby grins and heads for the cantina to give Pearl the good news.

Bobby arrives at the quite cantina and sees Pearl coming from the smoky kitchen. He beckons to her, she comes to him, and they both sit at one of the scarred tables. Bobby smiles at her and slowly says, “Plans have changed darling.”

Looking surprised, Pearl asks. “We’re not goin?”

“We’re goin all right, but we’re leaving tonight, on the train.”

Pearl is smiling, teeth showing. “Really?”

“Really sweetie, you get packed and say your goodbyes while I go to the train station and pick up the tickets.”

“Honey will we be goin through Arizona?” She says frowning.

“No, it’ll be Chama first, then on to Durango. Why’d ya ask?” Bobby looking puzzled asks.

“Well,” she looks down at the table. “Got into some trouble over there once, it was a few years back.”

“Are ya wanted?”

“No they just don’t want me there is all. Did my time, and it’s a long story.”

Bobby laughing aloud, smiles at Pearl. 

“Long story eh, well we got a long train ride. We’ll have plenty of time for both of our stories.”

“Bobby you’re right, we both need a fresh start. I heard Durango was like a big city now, electricity, street lights, and all that stuff.”

“Heard that too, get packin sweetie, we both have a second chance now, let’s not waste it.”

“Yes Bobby, been too many problems for me in the past, I’m ready too.”

She leans over the table and kisses Bobby.

“I’ll be back in about an hour with the tickets, the train leaves tonight, and we’ll be on it.”
Later that evening Bobby and Pearl are on the train, when the train lurches they look out of the dirty window, and see Fred standing on the platform smiling. Their eyes meet and they wave at the legendary Lawman, and he waves back.

CHAPTER 19

The Rats Escape
   Back north in Colfax county Jerry and Woodrow have been making plans for a jailbreak, Bill is sure to hang for his crime, one of his friends already paid a heavy price. 
“Well Jerry, what are we goin to do bout’ your brother?”
“Woodrow we need to find some help, I have been askin’ around and found out they’re goin to load em in a tumbleweed wagon and take em over to Springer and load’em on a train. They be goin down to the territorial jail at Las Vegas.”

“You’re right Jerry, we will need some help, I know a few folks around here, got a cousin lives over in Springer. When are they goin to move em?”

“Heard it will be day after tomorrow.”

“We can ride over there today; we may be able to pull this off. What’s your brother sayin’?”

“Ain’t seen him, didn’t want anyone here knowin’ we are around. Besides they are takin’ three more prisoners with him, they might get excited and run their mouth.”

The two men get up from their table and head for the street, unhitch their horses and ride East toward Springer.

As the sun climbs over the broad prairie, shattering the morning quite, the sheriff is clanging the bars of the Cimarron jail with an old tin cup. “Rise and shine you sorry excuse for human beings!” The jailed men sit up in their straw filled bunks rubbing night filled eyes. One blurts out, “What are we getting up for?”
“Justice” the Sheriff says with a smile on His face.

“ Ya’ll goin to Springer, and you will  put you on a train headed for The prison in Las Vegas, and we’ll be rid of you for good.”    
The Lawmen escort the shackled prisoners out into the morning sun, as they blink their eyes they see the “Tumbleweed Wagon” waiting for them. The wagon is a buckboard with a jail cell in the back, it has no roof, and anyone unlucky enough to take a ride in it has to brave the elements. As soon as the men are loaded, the rough looking wagon starts moving leaving a cloud of dust in its trail.
After an hour of bumpy roads the Tumbleweed wagon slows for a river ford, and just as they are starting to come out of the water and climb the bank, four masked men ride from the cottonwoods yelling and shooting in the air. Taken by surprise the deputies have no time to react, only raise their arms in surrender. “Get down from the wagon boys.” Says one of the largest outlaws. The two men climb down leaving their shotguns on the wagon seat. 

“You two come over here and lay down in the dirt, make one move and I’ll sure enough shoot you.” The two obey and put there face in the dirt. The outlaws dismount and one retrieves the shackle keys from the prostrate deputies. They then go to the back of the mobile jail and release the four men. 
“Sure are glad to see you fellas. And what a surprise it is.” 

“Bill, your horse is over there in the trees, you others best start runnin. Saw a ranch a ways back, maybe you can steal a ride there.”

“How bought givin us a pistol?” one of the prisoners blurts out.

Jerry laughs ands says, “Sorry boys, we need all we got.” At that the three prisoners take off slowly looking dejected as they trot away.

Woodrow yells out, “All right boys get up, and climb in the back of the wagon where we can lock you up, and keep you out of our hair.” 

After the deputies are secure in the tumbleweed the men ride away at a fast trot toward Springer.

Chapter 20
An Invite to a necktie party

After the Bobby and Pearl’s train has departed, Fred is leaving the depot when he runs into an old acquaintance, Pat Garrett.
Fred Lambert, how are you it’s been almost a year since I seen you.”

“Hello Mister Garrett, good seeing you again, how have you been?”

“Got me a ranch down near Los Cruces, the cattle business is doin well down that way since they got the railroad to El Paso.”

“I am glad to hear you are doin well, I would stay longer, but I have to meet old Charlie Siringo at the jail.”

“It was good seeing you again Fred, you’ve turned out real well, I’ll bet Henri’ is proud.”

“Thank you complement sir, I’ll tell him I saw you.”

 The two men part and Fred makes his way to the jail. Entering he finds Charlie already there.
“Charlie! How are you doin ole son?”

“Fred lambert, yore lookin well, how’s ole Henri getting on?”

“Dad’s taking it easy; He’s got some folks runnin the St. James for him so he can fish and hunt some, but he still lends a hand in the kitchen. You know how he is about cooking.
Charlie laughs, and gets up to shake Fred’s hand. “What are you doin down here Fred?”

“Long story, but to make it short, I am on my way back to Cimarron, and have to drop off a Varmint at Las Vegas for hangin.”

Charlie shakes his head, ‘Do I know him?”

“He’s a Butler; you may know some of his kin.”

“Yep, most of em are small time, steal a little now and then. Kinda like a blow fly, they pester folks, but don’t stop them from workin.” The sheriff walks in the door, and asks Fred if he is ready to take Butler to the train depot.  “Train leaves in thirty minutes Fred if you need to go today.”

“Yeah, lets get him chained up, and out of town, I am ready to get home for awhile myself.”

All three go to the back of the jail, and take Randy out of his cell, then they cuff and shackle him. Fred walks him out into the street closely followed by Siringo, and the sheriff.
They arrive at the noisy depot just as the East Bound train screeches to a steam and cinder filled halt.

As they board the coach Fred says his goodbyes to the other two lawmen, and within minutes the conductors yells out “All Aboard!” the train lets out a loud whistle, and lurches forward.

After a two hour ride the Train stops in Las Vegas NM, it is met by four uniformed deputies among the crowd. As Fred pulls Randy from the coach, he starts to resist a little.
“Boy if you know what good for you better be still.”

“I’ll do anything I want.” Randy blurts out.

“These four fellas right here will make sure you don’t get your wants.”

The deputies roughly take him from Fred’s grip. 

Thank you Marshall, we are glad to get him back, he has an awful lot to answer for, and a date for a necktie party to boot.”

Fred climbs back aboard for the short trip to wagon mound where he will get a horse and ride to Rayado just south of Cimarron where he can fish and relax in peace and quite.  Just outside of Wagon Mound, The train stops on a siding to let a west bound train pass, as it does Fred thinks he sees a familiar face in one of the windows of the passing train, Shaking his head, he lets the thought pass. Fred’s mind is on the calming water of the Rayado, and flashing silver trout.
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