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Chapter 1

 


 


The tall,
weather-worn, young rider sat on a hillside facing the west as he
had done many times before, longing to ride that way…but a deathbed
promise to his mother kept him on his father’s ranch.

It wasn’t that he didn’t like working with
cattle, he actually enjoyed the life, but he had been drawn to the
west ever since a worn-out old mountain man had stopped by their
ranch on his way back east.

The stories that the crusty old man told
that evening after supper stuck in Buck’s mind and continued
working on him. He longed to see the mountains that the old-timer
described, to see if they were really as high and wide, or if he
was leaning toward exaggeration.

His mother recognized his wanderlust as she
saw him staring longingly to the west. She had seen the same look
in her husband’s eyes years ago in Tennessee and she knew that all
young men reached an age where they wanted to spread their wings
and fly.

His father, being busy with the ranch, just
took it for granted that Buck liked this life as much as he did and
would always be there. It wasn’t that he took Buck for granted, he
told Buck many times he liked the way that he worked and that he
was a natural cowman who understood what had to be done without
being told. It was every rancher’s dream to have a hand like
that.

As these thoughts were rattling around in
his mind, back at the ranch his father was just coming out of the
barn into the ranch yard. He had heard some riders come up so he
put down his bucket and looked up to see four riders who looked
like they had been traveling far and fast.

“Light and have a cool drink of water, we
got some of the best water in the country.”

The Monahan’s ranch was close to the main
trail going east and west and was a favorite stopping spot for
travelers. It was also their method of getting news from the
outside world so they were very hospitable to travelers. Sarah
always had a coffee pot on and if it were meal time visitors were
always welcome to their table.

Even though Sarah’s health was not the best
she always put on a wonderful table and those stopping by usually
landed in with something to contribute to the meal, which was a
custom of the time. A haunch of venison or a wild turkey was always
appreciated, but the welcome was the same even if there were no
contributions.

The riders didn’t make a move to dismount
and the one closest to him spoke.

“This is a pretty lonely place way out here.
You live alone here?”

Walter Monahan looked a little more
carefully at the group, they were a rag-tag looking outfit and the
horses looked like they were about done in. He had learned not to
judge people by their appearance, but there was something about
these riders that sent him a warning.

“Just me and my boy since Ma passed away,
the boy will be back soon, he’s rounding up some strays.”

The leader started to dismount.

“I think we will have some of that
water.”

As his foot hit the ground, he drew a pistol
without any warning and fired three shots into Walter’s chest
knocking him back into the dust of the yard.

Buck Monahan’s thoughts were interrupted by
what he thought was the sound of gunshots. A wind was blowing from
the west and he was not sure that it was shooting he heard so he
sat for a moment straining to hear…until he distinctly heard one
more shot.

Without hesitation, he spurred his horse
into a full gallop towards the ranch house. He was quite a distance
away but the wind had carried the sound of the shots which normally
he would not have heard.

As he sped along, his greatest fear was that
Indians were attacking the ranch. Although they were on fairly
friendly terms with the local Indians they could have taken the
notion not to be friendly.

His father usually gave them some beef when
they were unsuccessful at hunting or some tobacco when they were
passing by just to keep on good terms with them. They only
occasionally passed this way and many times they just rode on
by.

There were very few white settlers in this
sparsely populated area of West Texas and the Indians in the area
had reluctantly accepted the few white men. There were small
attacks on both sides but overall they stayed clear of each
other.

Walter and Sarah had a small farm in the
hills of Tennessee and were used to dealing with the local Indians
there, but he always had a longing to have more land where he could
raise cattle and not have to dig in the rocky ground to exist.

Many of the men from Tennessee who went to
Texas to help in their revolution from Mexico had returned with
stories of the vastness of the country. At the same time, the
government was urging citizens to migrate to Texas hoping that more
population of Americans would help sway the Republic of Texas
toward joining the Union.

Walter had heard this talk, and with the
reluctant approval of his wife Sarah, he uprooted his family and
started the long trek to Texas. They had arrived with their small
son Buckley shortly after the Republic of Texas joined the United
States.

It was a time when thousands of other
settlers were arriving in Texas, which was large enough to swallow
them up without even noticing their presence. Most of them were
settling in the eastern more fertile part, but Walter was set on
being in the wilder western part where there was much more land for
the taking.

When he arrived at the large flat area
bordered by the Pecos River on the west and a large outcropping of
white sand dunes on the east he knew this was the place for him. He
saw it as an ideal place for raising cattle, and it was as he had
dreamed it would be so he claimed enough land that he would never
be crowded by his neighbors. Although there were no neighbors now,
he knew there would be other men that would think as he did and it
would not be long before they showed up in the area.

The spot he chose to build his house had a
spring and a small lake nearby giving them plenty of water for
their needs, so the first thing they did was put in a small garden
to help in their survival while wild game, like deer and wild
turkeys, kept them in all the meat they needed.

There were not enough trees large enough or
close enough to use to build his home, so he resorted to the method
the Mexicans had been doing for years, he built his house and barn
out of adobe blocks, which are made with a mixture of the heavy
clay soil with straw or brush to hold it together. It was a harsh
life in the beginning and it took a heavy toll on them all but
mostly on his wife Sarah, which finally led to her early death.

Buck raced into the yard and spotted a body
lying just outside the barn door. He knew before he got there that
it was his father and, since he was unmoving, he feared the worse.
He swung off the horse before it came to a stop and ran to the
body.

When he turned him over, he looked into the
face of his father. He saw several wounds in his chest and one in
his head and it looked like whoever shot him wanted to make sure he
was dead and finished him off with a bullet between the eyes.

Buck held him in his arms and let out a big
sigh. It was like him not to show emotion, the same way he did not
when his mother died two years earlier. He sat there holding his
father in his arms for a long time trying to figure out what could
have happened, realizing that his life was now going to be changed
forever. He looked around the ranch yard thinking of all the time
the family had spent making it what it was.

He finally came back to the present and set
about the task of burying his father in the plot beside his mother,
and when he was done, he started scouting the yard for signs of
what had happened.

What he discovered was that it was not his
first fear, that the Indians had murdered his father, but that
there had been four riders. They were all riding shod horses, which
the Indians in the area never rode. When he went into the house he
saw that they had ransacked it looking for valuables and food, it
had been a fast and furious search that left the house in a
shambles.

When he went back outside he noticed right
off that they had also taken three of his father’s horses,
including his favorite a big red stallion called ‘Lonely’. He was
also a favorite of Buck’s although his father had only let him ride
him two times and each time he was with him to supervise. Buck
would always have a treat, an apple a carrot or a handful of grain
and Lonely would come running to the fence to receive his
treat.

As he stood looking over the empty ranch
yard, he made a vow to himself to find the men who did this and to
get his father’s horses back. Back in the house he straightened up
the mess and discovered that they had also taken his father’s
Walker Colt. He remembered how proud his father was when he came
home with it, and how pleased he was that he was able to hand down
his old Patterson Colt to his son.

The Patterson was a five-shot, thirty-six
caliber pistol that was a unique weapon at a time when most of the
people carried single-shot muskets or pistols that were cumbersome
and slow to reload.

He had made a leather holster for it and
practiced for hours getting it out fast and accurately hitting what
he was aiming at. It made sense to him, if the occasion ever were
to arise, that the person who could get his gun out faster and was
the better shot would be the one who walked away from the battle,
but until now he had never seriously considered firing it at
another person.

He remembered the lecture his father had
given him at the time, warning him about the responsibility of
carrying a side arm, or any weapon for that matter. He wanted him
to master the use of the weapon but to be certain that he used it
responsibly.

While he was eating he glanced around the
room and his eyes fell on the door to his parent’s bedroom and he
thought about his mother laying in her bed for almost a month
slowly getting weaker each day until one evening when his father
came out and told him.

“Buck, your mother wants to see you alone
son, I think her time is close”

When he went into her dark and musty room he
realized that there was not much life left in his mother, He sat
and held her hand, she was very weak but even in her condition, her
thoughts were of Buck and her husband. She spoke slowly and
softly.

“Son, I want you to know that you have been
a good son, always doing whatever I asked of you”

He started to speak, but her squeeze of his
hand stopped him as she continued.

“I have one more thing that I want you to
do”

She took the deep breath that she needed to
continue.

“I want you to put aside your yearning to
leave the ranch, I want you to promise me you will stay with your
father on the ranch”

Again he started to speak, but again she
squeezed his hand.

“I won’t be able to leave this world
peacefully unless you promise me this.”

He looked into the eyes of his dying mother,
choked back a sob, and tearfully spoke the words she wanted to
hear.

“Yes, mother I promise you that.”

With that she relaxed and still gripping his
hand, she went into a gentle sleep. He sat holding her hand and
looking at her frail face until a few minutes later she took one
long deep breath and when she let it out she never took another in.
He was only seventeen years old and he had just watched his mother
die.

This was going through Buck’s mind as he
finished his meal and got up and scrounged enough supplies for the
few days that he figured it would take him to overtake the killers.
His first stop would be at the Watson place, which was their
nearest neighbor, to let them know what had happened. He already
knew that he would not be returning to the ranch even if he
survived the upcoming fight, so he decided that he would offer the
place for sale to the oldest Watson boy, Luke.

He was a good, hardworking lad who had
recently met a girl traveling on her way west with her family. They
had stopped on the Watson range to rest the animals and Zeke, his
father, sent Luke over to warn them that this range was taken and
not to make any plans of staying.

It was there he saw their daughter, a blue
eye blonde girl of about eighteen. It was immediate love for the
both of them and when her folks traveled on she stayed with Luke.
He knew that Zeke Watson would try to talk him out of going or at
least let him and his boys ride along, but this was something that
he must do on his own.

The Watsons had arrived a year after Bucks
folks and they settled further to the north. They had three boys
and a girl about Buck’s age named Elaine that they called Laney.
Zeke Watson was not as hospitable towards the Indians as Walter
Monahan was so there were occasional times when an odd head of his
cattle would go missing.

For that reason, Zeke always made sure at
least one of his sons was at home in case of an attack. He made a
trip every year to a trading post to the east for supplies. It was
a three-day trip that he made with one of his boys and he always
asked Walter what he needed and brought the supplies to him.

As Buck rode toward the Watson place, he was
thinking about Laney and the last time he saw her. It had been
shortly after his mother died when he arrived at their ranch to
tell them the news. Laney was in the barn feeding some of the stock
and when he went in through the barn door, she ran into his
arms.

This was something she had been doing since
she turned fourteen and started to look more like a woman than a
little girl and it had always been embarrassing to Buck but he
usually managed to hold her off. This time he was in need of some
sympathy and understanding, so when she kissed him on the lips he
found himself kissing her back.

For the first time, he felt her firm full
breasts pressing against his chest and he felt a flush going
through his body. He realized that this is what his mother had
meant when she took him aside to explain about the interaction
between women and men.

She had seen the way that Laney was acting
towards him, and knowing that his father would never speak to him
about women and what to expect as he grew older, she took him aside
to explain these things to him. She knew that someday it would come
to this point.

She told him to think about what he was
doing because she knew that he was not happy living in West Texas.
She told him that he would know when the situation would arise and
it would be up to him to control it, or he could end up living a
life he regretted.

He abruptly pushed her back and told her
that this was not going to happen, and she had been crestfallen and
ran to the house in tears. Since that time, he had heard that she
had spent some time with a young man in a party of travelers on
their way west. She now had a baby girl and the father had
continued on his westward trip without ever knowing he was a
father.

When he arrived at the Watson’s he was a bit
relieved that Laney was not there to greet him but Zeke Watson came
around the shed as he rode into the yard.

“Howdy Buck, light a while and have some
coffee.”

Buck stayed on his horse and told Zeke about
his father.

“I just wanted to let you know I will be
following the trail of the men who did it.”

As he expected, Zeke started to try to talk
him out of going alone.

“Let me and the boys ride with you.”

It was an offer he knew he was going to turn
down.

“No. but thanks.”

He continued,

“I guess the place is mine now to do what I
like, so I would like to offer it to Luke and his bride.”

Zeke started to speak, but he held up his
hand.

“I know he doesn’t have any cash money, but
you and he come up with a fair price for the whole place and the
livestock and we will work the details out later. I made up a bill
of sale in his name just to make it legal”

He bent down, handed Zeke the paper, swung
his horse around, and headed out before Zeke had a chance to say
anything else. It took him some valuable time to go to the Watson’s
and he was running out of daylight as he neared the home ranch
again.

He decided to push a little way past and
make a camp for the night instead of going back to the ranch. Deep
down, he was afraid that if he felt the comfort of his home bed he
might change his mind. He was still wondering if he was doing the
right thing and thinking about what he would do when he caught up
to the killers. That was the loneliest night he had ever spent.
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The tracks were not
that hard to follow as he rode northwest, they were now a full day
and a half ahead of him but he was in no hurry to ride into a trap.
He found where they had camped for the first night and found some
of the remains of the food they had stolen. As he wandered around
the campsite he spent some more time studying the tracks to make
sure he would not miss them down the line.

On the second day, he felt he had gained
some ground on them, by their tracks they didn’t seem to be in a
particular hurry, so he started keeping off the skyline to keep
from being seen if they were watching their back trail.

Riding late into the evenings had gained
more ground for him, and on the third day he carefully crested a
small knoll and let his eyes scout the area. He didn’t see any sign
of the riders but he did see quite a few vultures circling up
ahead.

Vultures circling usually meant there was
something, or someone dead or dying. They were usually the first
predators to arrive on the scene as they soared in the sky using
their keen sense of smell and eyesight to ferret out their next
meal.

Mounting up, he circled around some small
hills on a track that would bring him out on their flank, if indeed
they were there. He had learned that vultures usually circle over
carrion, but they also sometimes hover over a campsite in hopes of
a free meal.

He emerged out of a cut between two small
hills and saw what appeared to be a body about a hundred yards off.
Dismounting, he tied his horse to a small bush and began creeping
forward, keeping behind as much cover as he could.

As he neared the body the vultures that were
on the ground took flight, and it was then that he noticed the
other bodies off to the right.

It was a gruesome sight to come across. It
was obvious that they had met their fate at the hands of Indians.
He neared the first body that looked like the vultures had pulled
apart, but then he realized that the arms had been cut off.

Then he remembered what his father has told
him about the Indians from the north called the Comanche. They were
noted for cutting the arms off their victims, as they believed that
if they met them again in the hereafter they would not be able to
avenge their death.

This was a little far south for them to be
traveling so he assumed that this must be a raiding party coming or
going to Mexico. There was no doubt these four men who had the
misfortune of running into the war party were the ones he had been
trailing.

He was relieved that he didn’t have to face
the men himself and as much as his hatred had built up against them
he was repulsed to see any man mutilated in this fashion.

Having no shovel to bury the bodies, he
decided to put them together and at least cover them with some
brush in an effort to keep the vultures off them. As he started to
drag the third body to the pile, he noticed something partially
buried under his body. He bent over and knew right away that it was
his father’s coveted Walker Colt.

The Comanche’s had stripped the bodies of
everything useful to them, but they had missed the Colt. He checked
the chamber and saw that all the rounds were fired, so he stuffed
it in his belt and continued his gruesome job.

As he was cutting and dragging the brush to
cover the bodies, his mind turned to the Indians who now had his
father’s horses. He made another decision that could end his life.
He would follow the trail awhile in case he would have a chance to
steal them back.

Mounted again, the new trail he followed was
much clearer than the last one but he knew now he must be doubly
careful this time because he did not want to end up laying in the
brush of West Texas with his arms cut off.

With that picture in the back of his mind,
he scouted the trail trying to figure the number of Indians in the
party and after a short time of studying the tracks, he reckoned
that there were between fifteen and twenty. Now he began thinking
about all the things his father and Zeke Watson had told him about
the Comanche from the north.

They had told him they were the fiercest and
possibly the greatest warriors since the time of Attila the Hun and
his tribe of Mongols. It appeared they had no ambition of
conquering the world like Attila but they were very protective of
their territory, as many of the white men from the early Spanish
explorers to the present day wave of people migrating toward the
west found out.

The plentiful buffalo herds on the Western
Plains brought out the buffalo hunters by the hundreds, not to
speak of all the travelers on their way to the gold fields of
California.

The Comanche tribe, which consisted of
possibly fifty thousand, were scattered in a number of small bands
across Northern Texas in an area called The Llano Estacado, or the
Staked Plains to the white man.

They traveled in the small bands because it
was hard to forage and hunt for food in large groups. They would
all meet on occasions at a preselected place for a short period to
celebrate and cement their relationship.

Their numbers at first had grown through
their constant raiding of other tribes on the plains and in Mexico,
during which they primarily took women and children captive. The
raids were often at night on the full moon so they could see better
to ride and the white man started referring to a bright full moon
night as a Comanche Moon.

The bountiful supply of food from the large
buffalo herds was more than ample to support that many at the time
but the slaughter and waste of the herds by white hunters, looking
for the hides only, was causing them to raid more for food and
supplies.

The horse was their main transportation and
they were noted for their large horse herds. They were masterful at
stealing horses and other livestock but they were also wise enough
to understand the only way they could fight the white man was with
his own weapons so they took every weapon they could get during
their raids.

They also dealt with unscrupulous gun and
whiskey traders who had no morals about arming the Indians and for
this reason many times during their battles with the white man they
outnumbered and outgunned them.

The white man was winning the Indian Wars,
not by their numbers or weapons but by the spread of their diseases
like smallpox and cholera, and the Comanche bands, like many of the
other tribes, were being decimated by both of these diseases.

These things were rattling around in Buck’s
head as he wound his way through the thick brush keeping his eyes
and ears open and watching the ears of his horse. He knew his horse
would probably smell the presence of other horses long before he
would hear or see them.

On the second day, after what seemed like an
eternity, his plan paid off. His horse suddenly stopped and his
ears went forward. He pulled off the trail into a secluded wash,
tied him securely to a bush, and proceeded carefully on foot.

He crept quite a ways through the brush and
carefully up a small hill. There laying on his belly, he took off
his hat and peered under the brush down at their camp in the
distance.

They were possibly a half a mile away from
where he left his horse and he was amazed at the sense of smell his
horse had. He couldn’t help thinking this is why they have the term
‘horse sense’.

His estimate had been close as he lay there
counting seventeen braves milling around a couple of small fires.
He was sure that they would have at least two more somewhere on
guard

Laying there now, looking through the small
telescope he carried in his saddlebag to look for stray cattle in
the brush country, it seemed like hours before he finally located
where the guards were posted. There were three of them that he
found, covering the east, west, and north direction.

He assumed that there probably wasn’t one
posted on the south side because the brush was so thick they would
hear someone trying to get through it.

He spotted Lonely among a herd of about
fifty horses right away, but how was he going to sneak into the
camp of the world’s best horse thieves and steal back his
horses.

He noticed that the horse herd was also
closer to the south and a plan began to





















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
The

Montana

Outlaws






tmp_08cdb0105cdeb4e740a30a519f9f96a5_bUqf6e_html_3938979e.jpg





