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ONE

––––––––

I will leave my footprints in our time,

You can follow, knowing you were mine.

I will leave my kiss in the rays of the sun,

You’ll cherish my warmth when the day is done.

I will leave my tears with the endless sea,

They will return, so you’ll remember me.

I will leave my joy to all the flowers,

You will see the love that was once our.

I’ll leave my reminiscences in the calm of the air,

You will fell me surround you everywhere.

I will leave my love to the falling rain,

You can catch my feelings over and over again.

All this I’ll leave you to hold in your heart and mind,

Never forgetting the love I left thoughtfully behind....

––––––––

It was a cold night on the range with a soft whispering breeze coming from the east. Josh Taylor knew that soon winter would descend on Sherman, Wyoming, bringing cold and snow on the open plains. It was never this cowboy’s favorite time of the year. But, Nature being a woman, stubborn to the core, she kept coming back heedless of what human’s thought.

A Lucifer was struck and lit a cigarette drawing life into it; smoke drifted around Josh’s head as he watched the glow of his cheroot for a moment, listening to a coyote howl in the distance. The canine’s cries made him feel all the more isolated especially since he had drifted away from the heard to be one with his thoughts. Lately, all he could think about for most of his waking hours was his bride of six months. 

His was a blissful life and he was very much in love. He still couldn’t comprehend how such a beautiful woman could love him. Ashleigh, his Leigh was the owner of silver-blue eyes and hair the color of rich fresh strawberries whipped with cream. He flipped the half smoked cheroot into the air; it was time to go back to his ranch into his wife’s waiting and loving arms. 

His foreman and his ranch hands would tend to the cattle that will soon be delivered east before the snow falls. 

Josh heard a twig snap.

“Konrad! Is that you?” He called into the darkness before he turned in the saddle making it creak but he didn’t get the answer he was expecting. The explosion nearly shattered his eardrums, and then pain struck him hard in the back of his skull. He must have blacked out because when he opened his eyes, he didn’t remember falling from his horse. Disoriented, he stared into the star filled sky for a hazy moment.

“Damn!” he croaked, “what the hell happened?” Josh was talking to himself being that no one was nearby but he heard coyotes howling in the distance. Slowly, with great effort he sat up and touched his cranium where he had felt the pain but it no longer hurt. Strange? Gathering saliva in his mouth, he spit out dirt grumbling. He then heard a horse whinny and horse’s hooves approaching. Once on his feet, Josh noticed it was his foreman, Konrad Cole. Thank goodness! Maybe he could put some light on why someone would take a pot shot at me. For the life of him, he tried weighing this whole confusing event. 

“Hey, Rad, glad to see ...? Rad?” He waved his hands and snapped his fingers. “Over here!” Why doesn’t he answer me? Or see me? “Hey, are you blind? I’m over here!” Josh waved frantically. He was beginning to feel a strange sensation in his gut. What was wrong with my foreman? Rad’s looking at me as if he could see right through me.

Josh tapped Rad’s shoulder and Rad shuddered as if he caught a chill. His foreman continued to walk away and Josh was now gazing at Rad’s back as the man was staring at the ground. Ice flowed through his veins. This is ridiculous, his mind snapped and he was sorely losing his humor. Some of his perplexity evaporated, leaving only anger. 

He snapped, “C’mon, Rad, stop monkeying around!” The two had been friends since they were children and they always played pranks on one another but this was beyond being humorous. His temper flaring, Josh went to give his foreman a piece of his mind but when he neared Rad, he noticed something lying on the ground. He gasped seeing his own prone body there. He went into total shock.

What in thunder! This can’t be! How could it be? 

His heart was beating double time and if he were dead, he knew that he wouldn’t feel anything, especially his heart. It has to be a dream. An awful nightmare. 

Josh studied his body noticing a puddle of blood in the grass by his head. He’d been shot. Josh Taylor, you’ve been shot, his mind shouted the obvious but he refused to believe it for many seconds. Then the truth of discovering that he was dead hit him full force and one’s life does not flash before their eyes.

“No!” He let out a terrifying scream that only he and the wild animals heard for in the distance a chorus of howling echoed throughout the valley. He then watched Rad pace nervously as if he were waiting for someone and it took Josh many confusing minutes to grasp the quirk of fate. He was enraged at the thought of being bushwhacked on his own property. Shit! This made no sense. Who had shot him and why? He didn’t have to wait long for his answer, riders were approaching. Rad turned and holstered his six shooter.

Josh gasped. Why didn’t I notice the gun in his hand before? He couldn’t believe his own eyes and he told himself that his good friend couldn’t have shot him. Not Rad, it wasn’t logical. He’s your closest friend, what reason would he have to kill you? No your mind is playing tricks. It just couldn’t be Rad. He kept telling himself that, over and over, hoping he might actually believe it. So into his disturbing thoughts, it took the snorting of winded horse to make him look up. 

“Howdy boys,” Rad greeted the handful of men and smiled.

Josh blinked still trying to convince himself that his friend couldn’t have ambushed him. And why was Powel Mc Kearney here with four of his hired men? Mc Kearney was one of his neighbors and the man had been friends with his father for over twenty years. Both men had started raising Longhorns in these parts together before Mc Kearney began raising sheep and it put a strain on their friendship. Not only were those animals smelly but they begun grazing on his fathers spread. Regretfully, a barb wire fence was the only solution. Was this over the fence? Men were killed for less, he reflected.

“Good work, Konrad,” congratulated Mc Kearney. And although he heard it with his own ear, he still couldn’t believe it but he continued to listen. “Now all you have to do is to get his distraught widow to sell me her land and we’ll be rich when the Union Pacific railroad comes. Wyoming’s abundance of coal will make us wealthy when that that black gold replaces wood. 

My friend at the U.P.R.R. informed me last year, in 66 that the tracks would be laid along Wyoming’s southern boarders. It’s important that you men know all the facts.” 

He chewed his words along with a soggy stogie, and then continued. “Completion is set for April 5th of next year; only months away. This past August they’ve reached a new town, named for the ‘shey’a’nah’, belonging to the Alogonquians. The railroad is targeting November for completion to Cheyenne and settlements are springing up overnight, following the tracks. I visited Cheyenne and met H.M. Cook, the newly elected mayor. He informed me that the city is growing so fast that the nickname “Magic City of the Plains” was adopted. So boys, ya can see why I need the Taylor’s land before the mining company buys it. They already own most of the territory having purchased it from the Indians.” 

Mc Kearney spat out the words as if the red men had no right in owning land.

“Josh is one of a few to hold out on selling and he owns the largest spread, besides mine. Too bad he was so stubborn. Tsk, tsk.”

What?! his mind screamed. They killed me for my land? Now I know why that bastard Mc Kearney bought out many of the small farms in these parts, and Pete Winter’s accident six months ago was no accident. I’d bet my life... Aw shit! Why that snake in the grass! All to get his greedy hands on the coal beneath Wyoming’s ground.

Mc Kearney leaned his big belly over the pommel making his leather saddle groan under his bulk. “Sling his body over his horse and take him home, Konrad. Comfort the poor little filly.” His laugh was down right mean showing not an ounce of remorse. Why should he, the bastard had me killed in cold blood!? 

“I’d given Josh Taylor many opportunities to sell his ranch. I’m sure it won’t be an imposition for ya to court her, she’s sure purty,” he drawled. “Now I pride myself on being a patient man, up to a point, but I’ve reached that line two days ago when once again Josh Taylor refused my generous offer.” 

Rad nodded. Oh, I’ll comfort her all right, right into marrying me. Then I’ll own the ranch and the money will be mine. 

“Son-of-a-bitch!” Josh voiced out loud but of course he was not heard. A double, double cross! If only I could tell Mc Kearney what Rad was thinking? Huh? I read his mind. Josh shook his fist at the murdering bastards. “You’ll not get away with this! It will be over my dead body!” Holy shit! I am dead. Noooo! This can’t be happening. He pinched himself. He felt nothing but it also proved nothing because ghosts apparently do not feel, he had to assume. Josh, get a hold of yourself. He almost laughed at that notion. You have to help Leigh. How? Think. Then he wondered how they were going to explain his murder but it seemed that Mc Kearney had it all figured out. Josh wasn’t the only one who could read minds for at that moment a shot rang out making his head snap up bringing his attention back into the moment.

One of Mc Kearney’s men slumped dead in the saddle. Josh saw a smoking rifle lying over the big man’s stomach and he simply said, “It seems Rad that you killed the bastard who murdered your boss.” Without blinking an eye, Mc Kearney pulled the reins on his horse and turned. He galloped away with the three remaining men. 

“You’re a cold, callous bastard!” roared Josh into the still of the night. He turned to see

his, so called friend, shivering. Apparently the bastard had not expected another dead body on his hands. 

I have no qualms about shooting Josh; I always envied him, even though they had been friends. Well, at least Josh thought they were bosom buddies. I only tolerated the man to be close to Leigh. Josh Taylor had the best of everything. He had a rich father, a beautiful mother and good education. After Josh returned from college, in his finest suit, I had to swallow his jealousy. Raised with many siblings by a family of sod busters and when Josh went off to college, I stayed behind to work for Josh’s father. It was as if the job offered to me made it all right. As far as I was concerned, it was just another handout for a poor farm boy. Now, I’ll have it all, including Ashleigh, the girl I always loved. Damn, a cold chill just went through me again and the hairs on my neck rose. Why do I feel spooked? Maybe I  should be, since I’m in the company of two corpses. 

“Spooks! Ha! No such thing!” I definitely don’t believe in ghosts. 

Josh heard Rad speak aloud trying to convince himself of that fact. His killer shrugged, blaming it on nerves, nothing more. Josh’s dead weight was thrown over the horse, and tied on. Rad climbed on his own mount, grabbed the reins of the Josh’s horse and trotted away. 

My only regret is the job of telling Leigh. I don’t like causing her pain and I’m not looking forward to that. But selling my soul to the devil will be worth it knowing that she’ll take shelter in my welcoming arms. 

Josh realized that he again had read the man’s thoughts. He never knew how Rad had felt all those years and had touched Rad’s shoulder, making him wince. He almost feeling sorry for the man. Almost. Why hadn’t Rad confided in him his true feeling instead of carrying around all that hate bottled up inside? But he knew why. A man never expressed his feeling to anyone; it was a sign of weakness. It was also a sign of foolishness.

Laughter drifted on the breeze but it was Josh who was having the last laugh although he wasn’t really laughing from mirth. “You’ll never get away with this if I can help it! And you bet I will!” he shouted, shaking his fist into the dead of the night. An owl hooted, making him sigh. A bitter cold despair dwelt in the caves of his soul. Now what? Josh squeezed his lids tight. I must get home, but how? The challenge seemed to give him the strength to go on, but being dead was new to him. How does a ghost travel? Home. Think of home and the smells of Leigh’s cooking. Mmmm, apple pie. He opened his eyes practically smelling fresh baked pies. Somehow he had done it. Josh found himself standing on the front porch. 

A bittersweet moment, to be sure...

TWO

––––––––

If God takes you away from me...

He can never take your memories.

And if you are gone by dawn...

Our moments together will light my night.

Our love from the past will tomorrow last...

And forever be a part of me...

––––––––

Not only was Josh back at the ranch but he arrived before Rad. He sat on the rocker to wait but he was unsure if he wanted to be there when Leigh heard the bad news. Could he comfort her? It seemed that Rad sensed something when he touched the foreman’s shoulder, could she also? The thought of his wife in agony pained him more than his own death.

He sat and began rocking, creaking the wooden planks under him. He had to smile thinking about what would happen if someone noticed the moving chair; it wasn’t windy enough to cause it to rock. He closed his eyes and wondered what she was doing right now and he was tempted to look in on her but he couldn’t. She’d probably be humming and smiling as she prepared their supper. The air smelled not only of gooseberry pie but fried chicken. God, he was going miss everything about his wife and her good cooking. But it would be her arms and her love that he’d miss the most. Maybe his life did not flash before his eyes before but he was conjuring up many memories now. 

The first time he saw the cute freckle-face girl he knew he would someday marry her. Her strawberry blonde hair was tied up in two ponytails. They would bounce every time she tilted her head and looked at him with her soft blue eyes. He had thought that his heart would explode the first time she allowed him to walk her to her parent’s store. Josh had to smile recalling how he almost peed in his breeches the first time he stole a kiss. A low growled made him stop his sad musings. He opened his eyes staring into dark orbs of his faithful mutt. Thumper’s head was on his lap and Josh thought nothing of petting the hound’s head.

“Hey, old buddy,” he sighed.

Thumper whimpered. 

“Miss me, old boy? How’s my hound doggie?" Then he realized what he was doing. “Can you see me?” Thumper nudged Josh’s knee and looked at his master with sad eyes, then licked his hand. “You can see me!” He blinked with disbelief. “Well, hell! Doesn’t that beat all?”

The dog growled, low in his throat.

Josh laughed. “Hot damn! That makes me feel better knowing that I’m not truly alone. Catch any critters today?”

You know I’m too old for such nonsense.

Josh sighed. “No, you’re not? Hey! Did he hear right? Damn, he had read Thumper’s thoughts also. He laughed. “Well, I’ll be. This ghost business does have its advantages but I’m afraid that it will be your job to make sure your mistress is safe. You must guard her against that evil man, Mc Kearney.”

Thumper growled. You can trust me.

“Good boy, I knew I could.”

Just then Rad rode into the yard. His heart sank. Moments later, he heard his wife’s pitiful cry and the tortured sound made him die all over again.

This was going to be the hardest thing he ever had to live thought. 

You mean being dead...

THREE

––––––––

Our laughter echoes deep into dark caves,

Repeats and repeats on the returning waves.

Caught in the ears of friendly sea birds,

Holding our endearing spoken words.

The love and joy we had will never die,

Only to lay to rest in a moment’s sigh...

––––––––

Leigh was humming. Josh would be home soon and she had never been happier. She thought about how she and her husband had grown up together and how she had loved him since the first day he sat beside her in that little school house. At first he never gave her a second glance until she began blossoming. She laughed remembering his lopsided grin whenever he glanced her way, and when Rad began to dote over her, Josh seemed to grin more foolishly her way. Oh, she knew Rad liked her, but she wasn’t interested in a sod buster’s son. He was good-looking enough with his dark eyes and midnight hair, but he never appeared clean and wore rags. Besides, he was always teasing and yanking at her pigtails; he had a funny way of courting a girl. If that’s how he treated someone he liked, well then, she wouldn’t have anything to do with the boy. Now Josh, he was a different story. He had sandy hair and eyes the color of cornflower.

One day out of the blue, Josh offered to carry her books and slate home. Leigh didn’t live far; her father owned the general store in town. After that day, their walks became a habit and soon they were holding hands and stealing chaste kisses behind her father’s building. At ten, her parents insisted it was puppy love, but she knew different. She was sixteen and Josh seventeen when he proposed marriage, three days before he left for college. But he never finished his last year; Josh’s father was killed in a stampede. His mother died shortly after from a broken heart. Josh’s perfect world had collapsed in such a sort time. 

She heard the front door slam and it jarred her from her musings. “Josh?” She ran to greet him but stopped in her tracks seeing Rad. He was standing there with hat in hands looking as if he’d just lost his best friend. Panic like she’d never known seemed to siphon the blood from her face. 

Instinctively she knew and cried, “What-what h-a-happened to Josh?” It seemed as if the floor beneath her disappeared making her dizzy with trepidation.

“I’m sorry Leigh but he’s been shot.”

She went to run out doors but Rad caught her. “No, it’s too late, he’s dead. I’ll stay with you for awhile and send one of the men into town with his body.”

Leigh woke disoriented and rolled onto Josh’s side of the bed. She recalled her dream; it was the same unbearable dream. She folded in his arms like dew into a wildflower. He smiled and held her, then he faded and sadly she was all alone again. She could still smell his manly scent and it called to her making her think of his warmth, his security. Then reality sets in and she knew it was only a nightmarish dream and she sighed tormented. The feel of the cool sheets made her dream a reality, she was alone and she shook her head to clear it. 

He’s gone and has been for three days, plagued that inner voice. Oh, how painful and oh, how she wanted to crawl beneath the sheets and never come out. Hide forever from what was real but there was no escaping the truth. Today, she would bury him, the part of her that kept her alive. That made life livable. It amazed her that a broken heart could have any beats at all. She rose from the bed spotting his second set of clothes on the peg by the door; his plaid shirt that still held the scent of him, his denim pants with the patch over the knee where he had caught it on the barb wire. She was drowning in grief and being swallowed up into the abyss of self-pity. In desperation, she called out his name.

He’s gone and you have to accept it, reprimanded her unfeeling voice.

But that’s easier said than done; she retaliated by scolding her conscience. Not so simple at all. But, she needed to be strong for him, for herself.

Dressed in black, a plain garment her mother had sewn for her, Leigh let out a heartfelt sigh. She never owned anything black, why would she? She was young, never thinking that she’d be wearing widow’s weeds. Hearing the wagon outside her window, she wiped away tears knowing it was useless, more would follow. Rad was waiting for her by the buckboard, his hat in his hand. Believing that this was a hard time for him also, she touched his arm and gave him a weak smile. Josh’s death had taken a toll on him since they were such good friends. She could see the black circles under his eyes and knew that he hadn’t had a good night sleep since he brought her husband’s body home that dreadful evening. Rad help her climb up, and joined her, snapping the reins. He was quiet but she gathered that he was deep in his own thoughts.

Damn, my conscience is nagging the hell out of me especially when seeing how distraught Leigh is. That’s to be expected, she loved her husband, but when I touched her, once again I lost some of my guilty feelings believing that soon she’ll forget Josh. She’ll finally be mine. I’ll love her and take care of her, she only needs time. But time isn’t something I have a lot of. Powell is breathing down my neck and that man has only one thing on his mind and it isn’t compassion; he has not a once of it in his soul. My only prayer will be that she’s so lonely and miserable that she’ll turn to me for comfort.  

Josh grumbled inwardly. Over my dead body. Damn, I have to stop thinking that! 

At the grave site the preacher read a passage from the Bible, and then led the mourners in a hymn. When the service was over, Leigh stood up from the hard wood chair. Her mother and father guided her around the grave where a pine casket had been lowered by ropes by four strong men. Leigh’s heart cried out, Sweetheart, wherever you are, I’ll miss you, she whispered, “My love always.” There was no answer of course, at least not one she could hear.

Josh promised, Darling, I’m here for you. My love will never die.

As funerals go, Josh had to admit his was-if one could use the word-a heart warming affair. Leigh’s parents were there, as so were friends and the few remaining neighbors that were not threatened or killed by Mc Kearney. Oh yes, Josh had no doubts now who was behind all the mysterious deaths and since that night there was never any reservation that his own father had been murdered. Sheriff Wade and his deputy Bruce attended and he wanted so much to tell the lawman the truth behind the killings. Frustrated, all Josh could do was watch as town’s folks came to give their condolences in the little weed filled cemetery at the edge of town. And dammit, Rad was beside Leigh all through the church service and burial. He was giving his grieving wife his support, all right! Poor Leigh, she looked as if she had aged a decade. Her beautiful delft blue eyes were red and swollen; and the color black did nothing for her wane complexion but make her look paler. She wore her lovely strawberry hair in prudish bun, not loose as he always like it. When the day ended and his wife was finally left alone, he stood in the corner of their room and watched her undress and slide into their bed. Oh, how he wanted to be a comfort for her as Thumper was with her since his death. He should’ve been grateful that it was his dog and not the wolf name Konrad Cole that warmed their bed. Well, at least not yet.

Now, sitting in her parent’s parlor, for some strange reason if she closed her eyes she could still feel him in memory; the scent of him, his jovial presence. Leigh had to smile at the memories of the years they shared growing up together. The silly things that seemed so important back when he was courting her; the many times she spent worrying about what color ribbon to wear; about rag curling her hair so it would fall in bouncing ringlets. Then there were the hours she spent at night by the candle light sewing and crocheting and embroidering pretty things that only females appreciated. She would lovingly and proudly fold them and tucked the articles away in her cedar chest. They’d been very young and so in love. She could still taste the taffy he brought for her after school, even though she could get all the penny candy for free in her parent’s store. It always seemed to taste better when he purchased it for her.

“I’ll fix you tea,” said her mother. Her voice brought Leigh out of her agonizing musings. 

“He can’t be dead,” she mumbled, wondering how it was possible for more tears. But he was dead and tonight she would dream of him again and when dawn arrived, so would her hurting. Once more the silence would replace his rhythmic snoring telling her that she was alone and no amount of wishing would bring him back. Ever. She would dread the thought of opening her eyes and looking at the ceiling recalling the feel of him, the nights in his embrace, the loving, but remembering renewed the torture of his passing. Her heart had died along with her husband and she had to bury the pieces, but her broken heart would never heal. The bitter words, till death do us part echoed in her head. Yes, they were parted but not the love she had for him.

“Sometimes I can hate him for leaving me, mama,” she murmured and could have bitten her tongue the moment those cruel words spilled out of her unchecked mouth. “Oh, mama,” she sobbed, “What am I to do? It hurt’s so bad. What good is a heart that cannot beat with an even rhythm? No use at all,” she shook her head sadly and blew her nose in the lace hanky her mother had given her.

Victoria sucked in a labored breath. Her own heart was in pain for her daughter and her loss. She loved Josh as if he were her flesh and blood, her son. His murder was senseless. Ever since coal was discovered and the railroad was coming, terrible things have been happening in these parts. Something was mighty wrong but she kept that notion silent for now. At least Rad had killed her husband’s murderer, although it still was not clear as to why one of Mc Kearney’s hired hands had done it. Mc Kearney seemed truly sorry; he claimed he had no idea why one of his men would do such a terrible thing. She had a hard time swallowing his words. She was always uneasy around that sheep raising man, and not because of those smelly animals. He, himself reeked of something fowl, he gave out an evil aura and she was a good judge of character. No, she’d bet anything that he knew damn well why one of his men murdered Josh. The killer was his hired hand, and everyone knew what kind of men Mc Kearney hired. Was she the only one who could put two and two together and come up with an answer? It seemed so.

She patted her daughter’s hand and offered a smile. “I know anything I could say wouldn’t help but in time the pain will lessen. You don’t remember your older brother but when he died at two from a fever, I thought my life was over. Be brave.”

Leigh sniffled. “I’ll try mama.” 

Victoria was not one for a few words and at a time like this, she knew her daughter would appreciated the less said the better.

That night as Leigh lay in bed, she sighed. “How will I live without him?” she spoke softly to Thumper who lay beside. He whimpered. “Yes, I know, you miss him too. But it seems when you’re in here with me, I feel as if his presence is around me. Am I being crazy, Thumper?” The dog stood and rested his head on the bed. “What are we to do?” Thumper licked her hand and she produced a weak smile. “We weren’t even married a year and he was taken so violently from us, eh?” The hound jumped up at the foot of the bed and barked as if he were trying to tell her that he was here. Thumper whimpered again and lay down. Leigh closed her lids and as usual with tears in her eyes. Again she would dream of Josh. And in the morning as every morning she would feel as if he were in the bed with her because her dreams of him seemed so real, as if he were holding her throughout the night. 

Josh put his finger to his mouth and smiled at Thumper. 

Good night, my darling wife...

FOUR

––––––––

Life, can be touched in many a way,

Two hearts can be touched by what we do and say.

If we were together for just a short time,

I’ll leave you my love, this is something of mine...

––––––––

Raindancer and his three comrades galloped over the hill in hot pursuit of the stage. His bay-colored Appaloosa was faster than any of the other mounts and he was in the lead. He was a Cheyenne as were his friends. He and the other renegades have been raiding the land for years since his mother was murdered by white men and his father, a preacher, by the Kiowa’s. He was neither a friend to the white eyes nor his neighboring tribes. 

He was in front of Johnny Hawk, also a half breed like himself as he aimed. Black Stag and Wolf were on his heels. Gun fire erupted all around as he took aim at the guard lying across the roof of the coach. Even riding his horse, Surefoot, Raindancer never missed his target.

His bullet discharged just as he felt the searing pain in his shoulder. The shock made him miss and his misguided bullet landed on the side of the coach and Raindancer didn’t take notice of his failure. Nevertheless, he did have the presence of mind to pull in his reins, fearing if he fell from his mount he’d be trampled by the braves behind him. Desperately clinging to his horse’s mane, he yelled, “Whoa!” Surefoot slowed his pace. Winded, the horse stopped and snorted, breathing as laboriously as his master, the animal could smell blood.

“Come on fella,” rasped Raindancer. “I know of a cattle ranch close by.” He nudged the Appaloosa forward hoping he wouldn’t pass-out. And the irony of this was that three months ago the Cheyenne joined forces with the Sioux to attack soldiers trying to protect the Bozeman Trail and he lived through that full scale battle. Now he’d probably cross over from a bullet fired by an old geezer guarding a stagecoach. If he weren’t in so much pain, he’d laugh at how ridiculous this was. He tried to remain conscious by thinking about how he and his friends were among the several thousand Sioux and Cheyenne who attacked a wood-cutting party led by Captain James 

W. Powell. Though they were not out numbered, the soldiers had recently been issued Spring-field repeating rifles enabling them to inflict heavy casualties on the warriors. He lost one friend, Screech Owl, but he and the others he had known for many winters escaped unharmed. Now, he cursed his luck, and this wasn’t a good day to die!

***

Although it’s only been six months, Leigh was thinking how she had become stronger as time passed. But she believed life would never again be the same or happy. She was grateful for Rad; he’d helped her through a terrible time as did her neighbors. Mc Kearney who had been a good friend with her father-in-law had been coming around almost daily hinting that he still would like to buy her ranch, offering her a small profit. Although she always refused, as politely as she could manage, seeing how cold his odd colored eyes became every time she declined, she was losing patience with him. Then his visits became fewer and she hadn’t seen him at all this month. This relieved Leigh a bit hoping that he’d given up on his pursuit. His last few visits left her feeling very uneasy in his presence. 

She sighed heavily and uncomfortably with the fact that Rad had been showing more affection towards her lately and would touch her tenderly ever so often. Once he tried to kiss her and she was finding it more difficult to elude his advances
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