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The young rider stopped! Something wasn’t right! He had been following the trail using one particular hoof print with a broken shoe. Now that track was not there! 

His mind suddenly reacted and he rolled off the saddle to the right just as the sound of the rifle shot reached his ears. He scrambled behind some rocks as two more shots kicked up dust between his feet. 

The training he had received from the man who was like a second father had just saved his life. He scrambled to his right to try to get a view of where the shots came from. It was now a waiting game, and he was at the worst end of it. Fortunately, he had been riding with his rifle across in front of him in anticipation of gaining on his foe. Now he must make a move and get the man to fire again so he could see his position. 

Crawling along behind the rocks he found a small place where two of the big rocks left a gap at the bottom, and peering through the small gap he had a clear view of the hill where the man was hidden. Now all he had to do was pinpoint the spot where he lay waiting. 

He put his hat on the end of his rifle and while watching through his peephole he slowly raised it above the rock. As the shot took his hat off the rifle, he spotted the muzzle flash and the smoke. 

Looking around at his hat on the ground behind him and seeing the hole through it, he realized now how lucky he was...this man could shoot. Now he knew where the shots were coming from but he was pinned down and with a shooter like that above him he would have no chance to move.

He was also an excellent rifle shot, perhaps even better than his father who had taught him about guns and how to use them, but he could not take the chance of exposing himself for a shot at a target he could not see.

The peephole was big enough for him to stick his rifle through and was concealed well enough that it would not be easily seen. Studying the spot closely he started to get an idea. The man was in an area of large rocks and there was a big rock on his right. The young man fired three quick shots against the side of that rock and bounced the shots into the area where the man was crouched. 

The sudden bullets hitting around him caused him to jump up to move and the next shot took him high in the chest. The young man saw him fall, but he wasn’t about to show himself until he was sure he was dead or at least injured enough not to be able to return any more fire.

As Ethan Boyd sat with his back against the rock waiting, his breath was coming in deep gasps. He had never fired a shot at a man before. He knew he had hit him and that he was probably dead. 

His mind was running over the events that had brought him to this place and he knew that shooting this man had been inevitable. 

His father Nat and Walks Alone, a Blackfoot Indian who had befriended his father years before, had left the ‘A over B’ Ranch to go to Fort McLeod to pick up his mother Britany.

When the train came in they were not the only ones waiting. James Ollinger was waiting for his brother Bob to get off the train as well. James and four of his friends had come west earlier and were bound for the goldfields in Barkerville where they had heard there had been a resurgence of mining for gold. 

The main strike of gold was finally cleaned out and most of the miners had moved on to the next big strike, but news of a new strike in Barkerville was enough to get the Ollingers excited. He and his group had been robbing and stealing in the east and although they were only petty thieves they were hunted by the law. Bob was captured and the others fled west on what was a long trek for them because they dared not use the train for fear of being spotted and taken.

During the months that they spent traveling west, Bob was doing his time in jail and now he was free and they were together again. They still had little money for the supplies they would need for the trip and as the women left the train and headed for the fancy buggy waiting for them, an idea started to form in his mind.

He saw money written all over the man driving the buggy. That man was Nat Boyd who was a successful rancher from west of there, and they needed money. He watched as the buggy rolled down the street and stopped in front of the Hotel where they all got out and went in. It was late in the day and he knew that the group would be spending the night before heading home. 

His idea was they would hold up the group and take the women to be ransomed off. The Ollinger brothers, James and Bob back together again were sure the plan would work without a hitch. 

It didn’t take much effort to find out about the Boyds and where their ranch was and by their luck, it was on their way to Barkerville. They couldn’t chance it in the town, but if they waited on the trail it would be easy, so with the four other men, they rode out of town and found a spot in a coolie near the road, where they camped for the night. 

The next day they rode on until they came to a road going north with a sign that read ‘A over B' Ranch, there they concealed themselves until the buggy came in sight. Then with drawn guns, they rushed it. 

They had underestimated the men they were approaching. Nat was driving the buggy and Walks Alone who was riding along beside pulled the rifle from the scabbard, and seeing this the men began firing. Nat unhooked the thong off the hammer of his pistol and drew with lightning speed. 

He managed to drop one of the men with his first shot and then he was knocked off his seat by the heavy fire. As he hit the ground the two horses pulling the buggy bolted and ran towards the waiting men.

He knocked another man backward off his horse with a shot after he hit the ground and just as fast as it started, they were disappearing down the road chasing the runaway buggy. 

Nat looked around to see his friend Walks Alone lying on the ground unmoving. He struggled to get up, he knew he was hit hard but he staggered over to him, and one look told him that his friend was gone.

He managed to get the reins of the horse that was still standing ground hitched over his fallen rider. It took all his strength to get into the saddle, but once seated he spurred the horse and headed for the ranch at a full gallop.

Knowing he must remain conscious to tell them what happened, he raced along the road they had blasted out of the rocks beside the stream and into the beautiful valley. He drew his pistol and fired his remaining four shots to alert anyone within hearing distance. 

He made it through the valley and to the house at the same time as several other riders who had heard the shots arrived. Harry Helms one of his longtime riders and his son Ethan were the last two to dismount.

His youngest daughter Ruth who had come out when she heard the shooting had managed to catch her father as he slid off the horse and lowered him to the ground. Now everyone was around him, all wanting to know what happened, Ruth and Shorty were already working on his wound to stop the bleeding and he was fighting to stay conscious. 

Between painful gasps for breath he told them what happened and told Harry Helms to ride to Fort McLeod for the Mounted Police.

Ethan had already disappeared into the house to get the things he would need to go in pursuit. He expected his father to object to his going but when he arrived at his father’s side and kneeled down his father took him by the sleeve.

“Be...careful...son, but bring our women home” 

That was all he managed to say before he passed out. Ethan stood up with a rifle in one hand and a blanket and saddlebags in the other hand.

“I will father!”​
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Now he sat waiting for a man to die, not knowing whether his father was living or dead, and for that matter whether the women were also still alive. 

Shortly after leaving the valley he had found where the shooting took place and saw the body of his friend Walks Alone. There was nothing he could do now and he knew that a wagon would soon be on the way from the ranch to pick him up. 

He carefully searched the two other bodies that were still lying where they fell and found nothing that would help him in his quest. He took his time, as Walks Alone had taught him on their many trips to the mountains, and he studied all the tracks carefully. 

He saw that there had been six riders by their individual tracks and that is where he discovered the broken shoe track. This was the clue that he needed to distinguish their trail on this well-used road.

He mounted and began following west, he had been along this road many times when he went to the town of Frank with his sister Eve. As he rode he thought about his mother and sister, but he also was thinking about Aggie. She was the real reason he traveled this road so much. 

He hadn’t gone far when he lifted his eyes from the road and there on the side of the road was the empty buggy. The women and the horses were gone, and another study of the tracks told him that they had loaded the women on the two horses and continued on west.

He was only about an hour behind them now but he had to ride with care to follow the tracks on this hard-packed road. He knew that going this slow would cost him time but if he missed them turning off the trail it could cost much more time.

As he rode further west, he was nearing Frank and he had to resist the urge to just gallop after them. This caution paid off when only a short distance further he saw where they turned north off the road. This was a trail that followed a river to the north leading to a series of gold mines all up and down the river. There were also some settlements that had grown up to supply and house the miners.

Shortly after he turned off the main trail he found a piece of torn cloth that he assumed was from one of the women’s petticoats. So now he knew he was receiving some help from one of them, but he could not totally rely on that.

The training that made him patient on the trail had just saved his life, and he hadn’t heard a sound from the hill for some time so he slowly worked his way around and up to the rocks the man had hidden behind. 

Carefully edging his way around the big rock he saw a pair of boots, and then a pair of legs that turned into an unmoving body. He rolled the man over and searched him for any clues that he might have, but like the other bodies, there was nothing that gave him any information. He removed the belt of rifle bullets and strapped it on his waist. 

As he stood looking down at the only man he had ever killed he felt no remorse, this man was set to kill him and he had already been involved in the shooting of his father and the killing of Walks Alone.  

He was much calmer than he thought he would be. His father had seen to it that he was well trained in the use of guns and as well as being an excellent rifle shot he was equally accurate with a pistol. Not only was he accurate with it but he was fast at getting it out of the holster. His father always told him he had a natural ability, but he also taught him respect for all weapons.

The gang was ahead of him now with about half a day’s lead. They had stayed for a while and watched the road from the ranch and they saw Ethan make his way out of the valley to the road. James Ollinger watched him through his binoculars as he went through the fallen men’s pockets and scouted the tracks. 

It wasn’t long after that he saw another rider come out at a full gallop and head toward Fort McLeod. He knew that this meant that he would be going for the Mounted Police and that their plan was falling apart. 

They continued on their original plan to go to Barkerville only now they took the women with them. They decided to keep the women as hostages but now instead of getting a ransom, they were on the run.

Knowing that the rider they had seen would follow them he left Mason Singer behind a short distance up the new trail. His job was to slow down anyone who followed. He was the best one to leave behind because he was the best rifle shot and had no hesitation about shooting a man from ambush. He had a mean streak in him and they all knew that meanness would stop or slow anyone down who was following. 

Ethan didn’t take the time to bury or cover the man, he had already lost valuable time so he continued following the trail, but now he had to pick out a new track to follow to be sure they hadn’t doubled back on him. 

He had been on this trail before with Walks Alone and he knew that it followed the river for a long way to the north. It was not like the road he had just come off, it was a trail traveled mostly by horseback or on foot. There were no trails branching off until they got further north and the country was so rough to travel that it was not likely that they would turn off into the wilderness.

He figured that it was unlikely that they would leave someone else behind to ambush him as they probably thought their man could get the job done, so he picked up his pace some, while still watching in case he was wrong about them leaving the trail.

As he rode he thought of the women he followed. He knew his mother would remain calm and level headed and he felt sure that it was her that had left the sign. She had been born in the east, but followed her brother west and was soon toughened by the western ways. 

She was still very much a lady but she fought for her man and her family like a tigress when called for. She took to ranching like she was born to it and he felt sure it was because of the help and encouragement from her husband and the ranch hands who were all like family. 

Ethan’s father had also taught her to shoot accurately with a rifle as well as a pistol and she fell easily to the challenge. He was not a man of violence but he was not shy of killing when there was no other way around it, he was a believer that one must be ready to defend himself, his family, and his land.

She had born him three children and looked after their needs as well as the needs of the house, but she still managed to find time to work with the cattle when it came time to drive them to market. He knew that she would do everything in her power to keep Eve and Aggie safe and to try and delay her captors.

His sister Eve was two years younger than his twenty-one years and she was the most talented and grounded of the three. She had taken to writing and drawing at an early age and with the help and encouragement of her mother and father she was making a name for herself. Although not as involved with the everyday working of the ranch she had also been taught by her father to shoot both a rifle and a pistol. On one occasion she shot a mountain lion that was stalking Ethan and his horse with a clean shot to the head as he made his leap, the shot took him in mid-air and killed him instantly.

She had saved her brother but she was still not happy with having to kill the big cat, she had a soft spot for all things in nature and he always figured this is what made her such a good writer.

The other girl, Eve’s friend, was the only woman he ever loved. He had met her when she was sixteen when Eve brought her home for a visit. She and Eve were friends from the school at Frank, a coal-mining town at the beginning of Crowsnest Pass. 

The Crowsnest Pass was a southern route through the Rocky Mountains to the coast, and near the beginning of the pass there sat the town of Frank, which was a fast-growing town because of the coal mining. Most of the residents were coal miners but there was also a mixture of railroad workers who were continuing to press the track to the west coast.

They had a large school there and although his mother had homeschooled him and his sisters, there were times she sent them to the school in Frank to meet other people and broaden their horizons. 

When Eve first brought Agnes home Ethan lost his heart to her. He never spoke of it to anyone but somehow Aggie knew, perhaps it was because she was equally smitten by him. He rode to Frank every time Eve went, under the pretense that she should not be riding alone. This was probably true, but as it turned out Ethan was always available to make the trip. 

When Aggie was eighteen and on a visit to the Boyd ranch the worst possible thing happened, it came in the middle of a spring night. The entire face of Turtle Mountain above the town of Frank moved and the slide that followed wiped out most of the town. Her mother, younger sisters, and brother were buried in their home and her father was buried in the coal mine deep in the mountain. 

Although all the ranch hands from the ‘A over B’ were there along with railroad workers, miners, and other hands from the surrounding ranches, there was nothing they could do. Most of the people who died were buried under so much rubble and huge boulders that they were unable to recover the bodies, and this was the case with Aggie’s family

She was devastated by the loss but the Boyds took her in with open arms. The trip back east by the women was planned by Brittney to visit her ailing father, but it was a good excuse to take Eve as well as Aggie to help take her mind off her loss.

As Ethan thought about the women he knew whatever he did, he must not let his father down in his request to bring them home.​
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He rode along their trail keeping at as fast a pace as he dared, not wanting to miss any turns they might make. Nightfall was approaching and he kept looking for a good place to camp for the night, this would be his first night on their trail and he hoped it would be his last 

Just before he was to quit his search for the night he found where they had turned off the trail. He followed until full dark, they were not riding on the main trail but were traveling closer to the river. The river was low and traveling along the bank was an easy ride. It was also easier to follow their tracks allowing him to make better time. He guessed it was to keep them from being seen by anyone traveling the main trail. 

The main trail wound through the mountains mostly following the river that he knew led to the Kootenay River and the town of Kootenay River. It ran north and south and that meant the men he was following were headed north. 

He could not depend on them going there, but it was his best guess. He hoped to be on them before they got that far knowing he had the advantage because they had the three women to travel with.

This also caused him concern, he didn’t know why they took them in the first place...his main thought was that they would be used by the men. It was
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