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  Disclaimer & Cover Information


The novel, Badlands and Outlaws , is historical fiction based on factual information from the first book in the Big Muddy Outlaws series: Station No. 1 on the Outlaw Trail: True Stories of Frontier Horse Thieves, Cattle Rustlers, and Outlaw Life on the Borderlands
All incidents and dialogue, and all characters with the exception of known historical figures identified in the series Book 1, Station No. 1 on the Outlaw Trail, are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. A glossary of the cowboy terms, and Dutch and French language words used in the story is included at the end of the book. The Historical Notes in the book's backmatter provide details on what facts have been incorporated into the story. A bibliography is provided for those who want to read more about the novel’s historical facts.
An earlier version of this book was published in 2008 for middle grade readers under the title, Longhorns and Outlaws, from Coteau Books in Regina, Saskatchewan. It went out of print in 2012 and all rights were returned to the author. The story was adapted for older readers and published in October, 2014 as Badlands and Outlaws.
The cover of this book was designed by Linda Aksomitis. It was created from a photo taken by Linda Aksomitis in the Big Muddy Badlands in Southern Saskatchewan. 
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  Chapter 1


The wind in Gerrit Nagel’s face was hot, and carried the stink of cattle along with their mooing. Except for the noonday sun, the vast Montana sky over the badlands was empty. 
A mule skinner loaded his freight, while the ornery looking pack of mules waited impatiently at the platform. A dust devil out of the rimrocks, the sandstone cliffs that bordered the north and east of Billings, whirled down the street. 
His older brother, Will, had made him come after he spent all the sale money from his share of their family’s farm going back to the Netherlands. The old country hadn’t been like he remembered, not with his grandparents all gone, so he’d come back to Texas. 
Sighing, Gerrit stepped across the rapidly clearing train station platform to read the Wanted posters nailed on a weathered grey board. Outlaw faces stared back at him, price tags under each name, as if they were for sale. He’d rather catch an outlaw than a cow…
Will tapped him on the shoulder. 
Gerrit spun around and spit out, “What?”
“Who are they?” Will asked. He lifted the wide brim of his felt hat to push a shock of straight blond hair out of his eyes, then spat a wad of chewing tobacco at a clump of grass. 
His brother knew nothing about outlaws. Here they were on the frontier—on the same outlaw trail as the Pinkerton agents, and all he cared about was cows. 
Gerrit pointed to a crisp new poster tacked above two that held rain-faded faces. “They’re Butch Cassidy, the Sundance Kid, Kid Curry, Bill Carver, and Ben Kilpatrick. Pinkertons made this poster when they were hired to catch the outlaws.”  
Will shrugged. 
The Galveston paper, which Gerrit had bought when they boarded the train four days ago in Texas, had told about the outlaws mailing a copy of their own picture to the Winnemucca First National Bank, thanking them for the “contribution.”
“You know, Will, they got over $32,000 from Winnemucca in their last hold-up. They’re wanted dead or alive! The reward is a thousand dollars each,” Gerrit said.
“Maybe we should look for them instead of cousin Henry.” 
Gerrit glared at Will. “At least I’ll know if I see one of them.” 
Will shook his head. “Dodgasted, Gerrit! Stop imagining things. There won’t be any outlaws holding up a herd of cattle.” 
Gerrit ignored his brother. He hated the idea of joining a cattle drive. Will could keep chasing cows if he wanted, but he hoped to work in a newspaper until he was old enough to join the Pinkerton agents. That is, if he had to work at all, instead of going back to school. 
“Grab your bag,” said Will. He bent to pick up his own. 
As Gerrit and Will stepped from the platform, a whiskery-faced man with a grubby slouch hat tipped down over his eyes stepped onto the platform. He smelt of stale whiskey and sweat. 
Cousin Henry, if he was still somewhere in Montana, look—and smell—like that? The last letter from Henry had arrived a year ago when Moeder and Vader were still alive, telling them how he was working cattle between Billings and Culbertson. 
Gerrit reluctantly followed his older brother down the street. Their blond hair and blue eyes made them look alike, but that was all they had in common. Gerrit was nearly a head taller than Will—but he was like a thin twig that Will seemed to think would be easily bent. 
Will stopped at a rough wooden door, under a sign that said Magnolia Hotel. He turned and said, “This one’ll do.”
It took a minute or two for Gerrit’s eyes to adjust to the darkness inside, although the cool air felt good immediately. The room was square with a small wooden desk at its centre, and stairs to the right. Loud gales of laughter drifted past a white painted sign, over swinging doors on the left that said Magnolia Saloon. 
“Can I help you?” asked a man. He peered through tiny glasses that held captive the few remaining grey strands of hair on either side of his head. 
Will answered, “Room, please.” 
The clerk nodded. “One night?”
“Depends,” Will said. “We’re looking to hire on to a cattle drive heading north.”
The saloon’s swinging doors creaked as they opened into the lobby. “That’s good, son, ’cause I always got room for more punchers,” said the man who emerged. His fleshy cheeks spread with a broad smile under the black Stetson hat that grazed the top of the doorframe. 
Two giant weapons rested comfortably on the man’s hips—identical steel-grey twins in leather holsters. Gerrit guessed he’d be able to defend himself from whatever he found in the badlands.
Will turned to the stranger and stuck out his hand. “Where at?” His gaze rested on Gerrit for a second. “We’re looking for a cousin, last heard of from Culbertson area.”
“Henry Borst,” said Gerrit quickly, “do you know him?”
The man shook his head. “Sorry, don’t know the name. Sam Kerns,” he said to Will, as he clasped his hand in introduction. “Outfit’s moving two thousand beeves to Culbertson for summer pasture. If you don’t find your cousin there, you can follow on up over the border into Canada, tracking strays with me. I’m a trail boss for the J Bar J.”
“Sounds good. I’ve worked cattle in Texas, but Gerrit here, he’s been back in the Netherlands this last while. We’re just off the train. ”
Sam measured Gerrit up with his eyes for a few seconds, then said, “We’re pretty short on drovers, so I’ll give him a try. What he don’t know he’ll learn in the first few days, or straggle back and hightail it to where he come from.”
Gerrit felt torn. Signing on to a cattle drive certainly seemed easy enough, but he hadn’t even checked out the newspaper yet. 
“We leave at sunup,” said Sam, then, waited for a response. 
Will nodded. “All right.” 
It was done then—Gerrit’s future decided in the blink of an eye, just as it had been when his parents and younger sister drowned last year in the Galveston Hurricane. 
The clerk in front of Gerrit cleared his throat. “One night?”
Gerrit stepped forward to fill in the blank lines in the ledger the clerk pushed at Will—while Will could get his name written out, it took him awhile. Perhaps if Will could see letters right things would be different and their whole family would be back in the Netherlands instead of here in North America. 
“You’ll need horses,” Sam said, “so go down to the Dark Horse Livery. Tell them to fit you up and charge it to me, for the J Bar J.”
Will nodded. “I’m Wilbert Nagel, Will, and my brother is Gerrit.”
Dropping the pen beside the bottle of ink, Gerrit stretched out his hand and felt his fingers disappear in Sam’s thick, strong grip. There was no turning back now. 
* * * * * 
The twin brown doors under the Dark Horse Livery sign were thrown wide open at both ends, letting out the smell of manure. Horsetails flicked back and forth to chase away the swarms of flies. 
A hefty man leaned against his pitchfork and asked, “What can I do for you?”
“Mr. Ah …,” Will said. 
The man supplied his name, “Harry.”
“Harry,” Will said, “Sam Kerns sent us. We’re to pick horses from the J Bar J stock.”
“And saddles,” added Gerrit, positive he couldn’t possibly just jump on a horse and ride it. He wasn’t at all sure he’d be able to ride in a saddle.  The only animals he’d anything to do with was Vader’s mules, and he’d only led them by the reins a few times. Most of the time he’d been in school or studying.   
Harry set his fork up against the log wall, then motioned for them to follow. 
There were half a dozen horses to choose from in the stalls, but none appealed to Gerrit. They all seemed cantankerous, pawing at the ground and neighing—they appeared to like him about as much as he liked them. Not at all. 
He sighed. Pinkerton agents, of course needed to ride horseback. How could they catch outlaws on foot? But how did you pick a good one? 
Will strode into each stall, and ran his hands along each horse’s legs, lifted their feet and checked their shoes. “Take this bay pony,” he told Gerrit for the fifth time at least. “He’s small. You’d be more…comfortable.”
Harry was more patient than Will. “No need to rush. A man’s gotta put a lot of faith in that horse when he climbs on its back, so he better find one he can trust. There’s new stock out in the north corral. One might suit you.” 
Gerrit followed Harry, listening to him chatter on about the horses, almost like they were people. This one didn’t like her ears touched. That one was a loner. Another one got upset if you hobbled him, whatever that meant.   
Five horses stood nose to nose in the corral, heads pointed in to make a circle. One had the ugliest tail Gerrit had ever seen—it was short and hairless, like a rat’s.
Harry whistled. A pair of ears perked up and a horse whickered. The ugly tail backed up. 
“What colour is that horse?” Gerrit asked. He’d never noticed a red horse before, especially one that looked like blood had dried in big spots on a white blanket tossed over its rump.
“Red Roan,” answered Harry. “That there’s Ebenezer, a Nez Percé horse. Named him myself for Chief Joseph’s best racing stallion. Ebenezer was some horse—never beat in a race. Saw that stallion myself once, when I was in Walla Walla.” Harry shook his head. “While I never counted no spots, this gelding looks to be a dead ringer.”
Will said immediately, “Gerrit—not that horse.”
Gerrit gulped. Pinkerton Agents didn’t catch outlaws with slow horses. 
“Ebenezer here, well,” said Harry, running his fingers through the horse’s thin mane, “he’s kind of unpredictable, though. If ’n he don’t like you, you won’t be sittin’ on his back long.”
Gerrit climbed up the fence railing and stared into Ebenezer’s eyes. Ebenezer stared back. It seemed to Gerrit that there was somebody behind those eyes. 
“These Nez Percé ponies, they’re the best cattle horses around,” said Harry. 
Will said, “You’ll fall off and get trampled, Gerrit. Take the bay.” 
Gerrit thought about the bay again—there didn’t seem to be any life in that old bronco at all compared to this one. He’d never be able to catch an outlaw with a horse that couldn’t run. 
“No,” Will said again.
Harry glanced from Will to Gerrit and back to Will. “I have to be honest, boys, Ebenezer’s been brought back by two cowpunchers in the past three weeks. Both got pitched. I’ll give Sam a good price on him.” Harry stared at them for a minute, then added, "My wife’s nephew’s been working the range with him. Said this was the best horse he ever had—but the boy took the train back east to marry his sweetheart and needed money to get started. Otherwise, he’d never have give him up.”
Gerrit believed Harry’s story. He turned on the corral rail, eyes even with Will’s. “If I have to get a horse, Ebenezer is it.”  If the first Ebenezer was good enough for Chief Joseph, whoever he was, this Ebenezer would be good enough for Gerrit.
“Dodgasted, you’re stubborn,” Will said. “If the horse doesn’t pitch you off, he’s yours.”
It wasn’t hard to see that Will was sure Gerrit would end up on the ground. While Harry quickly threw a saddle on Ebenezer, Gerrit leaned over the top rail of the corral, running his hands over the horse’s sparse mane. 
“Jump down here, son,” said Harry, holding the horse’s reins. “Corral’s the best place for a first ride.”  
Gerrit dropped onto the soft ground inside the corral, determined to show Will that he’d made a good choice. 
“I’ll hold him,” Harry said. “Ebenezer here, he’s about fifteen hands. Well muscled too for a five-year-old.”
Gerrit put one foot in the stirrup, pulled himself up by the pommel and sat in the saddle. Ebenezer nodded his head, as if giving approval. 
Will grimaced, obviously disappointed to see Gerrit astride Ebenezer. “Should get a mule as balky as you,” he muttered. 
Gerrit grinned. 






  
  Chapter 2


Adozen cowboys, slouch hats on their heads, spurs jangling on their boots, were gathered at the Dark Horse Livery. Sam towered over them all. Gerrit shivered in the chill morning air, wishing he’d gone to the newspaper office to get a job instead of being railroaded into being a cowboy. 
This early in the morning there were no flies to swat, and the stable smelt more of hay than manure. Will grabbed the new saddle from where it sat over a wooden bench, and carried it to the corral. “Throw the saddle blanket on the gelding’s back—make sure it’s smooth or it’ll crease up and give him sores.” 
Gerrit did as he was told, glad he was tall, since it was easy to stretch across and pull the grey and white blanket into place. “That look good?” he asked. 
Will nodded. “Saddle’s ’bout thirty pounds. You’ll need practice throwing it into place.” He tossed it onto Ebenezer’s back. “Here’s the cinch.” He grabbed a long strap hanging under the saddle. “Does up underneath to hold the saddle on.”
“How tight should I make it?” Gerrit asked, taking the stiff canvas strap in his hand. 
“It’s called cinching up.”
“So, how tight do I cinch up?”
“Tight enough. Loose, and you’ll twist with the saddle.”
“That doesn’t help much,” Gerrit said. “How am I supposed to learn if you aren’t clear?”
“Watch. These metal rings beside the saddle tree are the rigging rings. These long leather straps hanging on ’em are the latigoes. Leave the off-side latigo done up and use the near side strap.” Will did up the first side, came around to Gerrit, then yanked on the cinch strap and passed it twice through both the cinch ring and rigging rings, finishing with the four-in-hand knot. “You do it.”
It wasn’t, Gerrit decided, as hard as it looked once he’d done it twice—Ebenezer had turned his head to watch, as if to take lessons too. Finished, Gerrit ran his hand across the thick, wiry coat beside the cinch, then patted the gelding like he’d watched the other cowboys do.  The horse nodded as if he approved. 
“Here’s the bridle—put it on,” Will said. “I’m going to saddle Buckwheat.”
Sam yelled, “Hurry up back there, boys. We’re pulling out in five minutes, so you better be ready.”
Gerrit stared at the bridle in his hand. How was it was supposed to work? There wasn’t anyone left in the corral to ask. Part of the bridle, he knew from his two minutes on a horse yesterday, fit over the horse’s ears and part went in its mouth. He held the bridle up and shook it out. It seemed crooked, so he turned it. Finally it took shape. 
“Bend your head here, Ebenezer,” he said, holding the bridle up with the reins hanging down. 
The horse ignored him. 
Gerrit reached up.
Ebenezer’s neck arched higher.
Two cowboys rode past, then burst into laughter as they turned the corner. Gerrit fumed. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. 
“How’d y’all like to stick a big piece o’ steel in yer mouth, boy?” asked a cowboy behind him. “Y’all gotta sweet talk him into it.” As he grabbed the bridle, his wrinkled face split into a grin that showed a few tobacco stained teeth.  Bent and bow-legged, the man’s head barely reached Gerrit’s shoulder. He rubbed Ebenezer’s neck for a second, then scratched the horse’s head while the other hand slipped the bridle into place. 
“I’m Joey,” he said, “and y’all better git a foot in that stirrup and git movin’ afore Sam comes lookin’ for ya.”
Gerrit muttered, “Thanks.” He stretched his left leg until it hit the stirrup. He grabbed the horn with one hand and the saddle with the other, half pulling, half heaving himself onto the horse. His reins hung on the ground in front of the horse. 
Joey laughed, picked up the reins, and slipped them over Ebenezer’s head.
Wiggling in the seat, Gerrit aimed his horse in the general direction the others had disappeared, and gently shook the reins as he’d seen Vader do driving the team. Nothing happened. 
Frustration filled him. If he was back in Nederland, he’d still be sleeping, maybe smelling Mrs. Boudreau’s grits cooking for breakfast. Gritting his teeth in frustration, he tried the reins again.  
“Nez Percé pony,” Joey said, clicking his tongue. Ebenezer immediately moved forward. “Use yer feet and yer mouth to tell him what ya want and y’ll do fine.”
Gerrit clicked his tongue against his teeth, making the same noise Joey had. Ebenezer obediently tromped through the corral gate, and followed the other cowboys down Montana Street. This wasn’t so bad, Gerrit decided. At least he was still on top of the horse, not in the dirt.
He stayed at the rear, following the other cowboys to the southeast edge of Billings. Each snort of the horses distracted him, although the gelding ignored it all. It wasn’t far, certainly not far enough for Gerrit to figure out exactly how to steer a horse, that was for sure. 
Joey’s horse trotted ahead, and another cowboy fell in beside Gerrit. “Rodney Walsh, but you can call me Roddy,” he said, tipping his hat. 
Gerrit didn’t dare drop his reins to touch his hat, so he merely nodded. “I’m Gerrit Nagel, and that’s my brother Will.” He gestured at the brown back of Will’s jacket, as Will’s buckskin caught up with Joey. 
Roddy’s smile showed two rows of pearly white teeth. “This your first cattle drive?” he asked.
Gerrit nodded. “First time on a horse,” he said, then, wished he hadn’t. He couldn’t remember if Roddy had been one of the





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Big Muddy Outlaws

s R Dust & Dangei?on
Crosrhorder ('ﬁattle Drwe
Ny e

! | \ \ \ »-i_"
) ‘ f' \\}v*\ W \ l" SN ‘ U\L i \‘ W &‘ ) :,\\. ‘_\}
i/ [} { N \ \ - ‘








