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Harry didn’t actually say anything, but I could tell he wasn’t happy about getting off the train at Cochrane siding. However, I had paid the train fare for us, the gear and horses, so I thought it was my call. I expect that’s why he didn’t voice his displeasure.

On the other hand he was the quiet type. It was hard to get him to express an opinion on anything unless you goaded him in to it. Or if you did something more than a little foolish there would be some comment designed to ensure you had learned something from your error.

Perhaps it would have been better had he said something that time. Had he talked me into staying aboard until we reached Calgary, things might have turned out a lot different.

We originally mounted the train in Farwell for the same reason most people do. It’s a lot easier on horses, riders and equipment going through the mountains with steam doing the pulling. In addition, one needs to consider the weather, for even though the winter had been extremely mild, the high country can give a man some fatal surprises even in late spring. Those big snow throwers the railroad use can be the difference between making the trip and leaving a pile of old bones along side the trail for the coyotes and wolves to fight over.

In Cochrane, however, the weather was fine, if anything too warm and I wanted to see some country. I also expected to be staying in that area for a while and I wanted get used to the land while we spent a few days riding on in to Calgary.

Not that I was completely ignorant of what to expect. I had spent several hours over camp fires and in saloons, particularly during the previous winter, talking with those who knew the eastern slope and the foothills.

For instance I knew there were several large ranches in the country, most of them owned by men from other parts of the world. Often these large spreads were owned by a group of people or what was called a combine. Some of those owners had even seen the land and the stock that ran on it, but not many. In between these big outfits were smaller outfits run by one man and his family or a small partnership. Most of these ranches were located between the rail line, or Bow River which it paralleled, and the U.S Border, but a few had holdings north of the river. The siding where we unloaded was on the north bank of the Bow, at the headquarters of one of the better managed of those ranches, known, as you might have guessed, as the Cochrane Ranch.

Things were changing on the Cochrane, that spring of '86. They had just lost their foreman, Jim Dunlap, who many considered the best cattleman in the country. He had been riding north from Ft. MacLeod to the ranch the previous winter when he froze his feet. He would not let them cut. It took some time, but those frozen feet eventually killed him.

The hands at the siding tried to be friendly, but Harry and I could see they were in no mood for visiting strangers. We told them how sorry we were, which doesn't do much good at a time like that, then rode east along the tracks a couple of miles and camped for the night.

The next morning, as we rode on east toward Calgary, I finally got a chance to see the country. Most of what I had been told was true. The more I saw of that eastern slope the more I liked it.

It was close to noon before we met the first discouraging thing although it took us several minutes to realize it. It was a man of perhaps two hundred and fifty pounds riding a sixteen hundred pound horse. He came out of the bush on the north side of the draw that ran down hill off to our left, followed by two average size men on two average size horses. We didn't know he was a sorry cuss at that moment, but it didn't take us long to find out.

They sat and watched us approach for a few moments. 

Our pack horses were free and followed well, but just in case I dropped back and pulled the halter shank out from under a pack rope. Passing the lead behind my back to my left hand I flipped it over Blackie's rump and looped it around the saddle horn. When Harry saw that he dropped back and did the same with the other pack animal.

The three strangers rode down into the draw and up our side to meet us. The way they jerked their mounts to a halt justified my leading the pack horse. I put a half hitch slip in the lead rope so I wouldn't have to hold it.

All three of them wore the tall crowned, big brimmed hat of the time over hair too long and dirty. Their high healed boots too narrow for their feet branded them as cattlemen. They all wore handlebar mustaches, usual for the time, but were otherwise clean shaven which was not always usual for men riding the range. The two average size men wore stove-pipe chaps over canvas pants, cotton shirts - one blue and one red - cow hide vests and red neckerchiefs. The big man wore wool pants, a plaid, flannel shirt, tweed vest fully buttoned with a watch chain stretching across his ample middle and a blue bandana. They all wore Colt pistols, the younger and smallest man carrying two, hung with butts forward.

They drew up abreast, no more than two feet between each of their mounts. The youngster, who, by the appearance of his weapons and how he wore them seemed to think he was a gunfighter, was in the center.

This young fellow and his appearance drew my attention more than he should have. Riding alone in the wilderness or working with wild cattle and horses it always makes sense to wear a hand gun. But in those days many people couldn’t afford a hand gun, let alone two. And wearing them butt forward as this young man did meant they would be catching on things like his rope and the brush as he was trying to do the work of a cow hand. Therefore I suspected he was probably a poor range rider and a good trouble maker. I should have ignored him and paid more attention to his riding partners.

The way the three of them charged right up to us and stopped so close didn’t add to my feeling of comfort. They were crowding us and had an arrogant manner about them. I didn’t like the look in their eyes and I was glad I had taken the pack horse lead shank.

Even though he was a few years older than me, Harry Gilmore always followed my lead. Part of the reason was that, up until the fall before, I had been his boss for about a year. Mostly, though, it was because he was part Sioux - although few ever knew that - and several years of folks tramping on him and his people meant that he generally followed and kept his mouth shut. What that meant for me at the time was that I knew I would be handling the conversation with the fat man, and I could depend on Henry to back me up, whatever happened.

“Where do you think you’re going?” the fat man asked.

Maybe my confidence in Henry's loyalty and ability made me a little too mouthy in my response to the big man's arrogant manner. And, as I said, I was paying too much attention to the gun man and not enough to the fat man. "East," I replied.

He tried to stare me down. I smiled and he shifted his gaze to Henry, rolling his chew around in his mouth.

He forced his big horse forward a few steps so that its head was on Blackie's off side, its nose about a foot from my right knee. "Where did you come from?" he asked, bringing his gaze back to me.

"West," I replied.

He spit tobacco juice at Blackie's cheek. 

Blackie was a good horse but he wouldn't put up with very much foolishness even from me. He was also one of the fastest animals I ever rode. It seemed that stream of tobacco juice was still in the air when he turned and bit the fat man's horse on the shoulder.

Sixteen hundred pounds of horse squealed and jumped to the left, blood flowing from a three inch gash and down its leg. The horse ridden by the young gunfighter, at least six hundred pounds lighter than the fat man's horse, was too close and no match for the bigger animal. Rider and horse hit the ground hard.

The mustang grunted, squealed, and jumped to its feet. The rider's left foot was caught in the stirrup as the horse lunged away from another collision.

The fat man put his hand on his pistol and turned his gaze from the donnybrook back to me. His hand froze when he found my Colt was already in my hand. I didn't point it at him, just let it hang there, muzzle down, my forearm resting on the horn. Very slowly he put his right hand back on top of his left which rested on his own saddle horn.

At the same time the third rider shook out a loop and turned his mount toward the bucking mustang and dragging rider. Within a hundred feet he had the animal roped. It stood on the end of the lariat with legs spread wide and vibrated. The bundle attached to the stirrup didn't move.

"I'm Portis Martin," the fat man said.

I was doing my best to maintain a calm, this-is-an-everyday-thing appearance, but was in fact having a tough time with that. Not only had I been approached poorly in a generally friendly land, but one of my best friends had just been spit on.

"Henry James," I responded. "Some folks call me Hank, but you can call me Mr. James." Without taking my eyes from him I inclined my head to indicate my saddle partner. "This here is Mr. Gilmore."

The roper dismounted on the off side and, speaking slowly and calmly, worked his way up the rope to the frightened horse.

Martin made a sweeping motion with his arm. "This is all my land an' the cattle on it are mine," he said. "Them horses you're ridin' are a whole lot better than any drifter'd be usin'. Or cow punchers, fer that matter."

The other rider took a grip on the headstall on the shaky animal. Very slowly he reached for the stirrup and released his partner's foot. He led the horse off a few steps, and then returned a knelt by the motionless body.

I had to give Martin high marks for guts. Like I said, I wasn't pointing it at him, but I had a loaded Colt in my hand and he was calling me a thief. At the same time I had to give him fairly low marks for smart. "You callin' me a rustler?" I asked.

He smiled. "Well I don' see no cows with yuh, but its bin a while since I seen drifters with 'nough truck they gotta have 'em a pack horse. An', like I said, you're on my land."

"Thought this was the Cochrane Ranch," I said.

"Yuh rode off it a ways back," he said. "This land here, an' the land north o' Cochrane right t' the mountains is my problem."

"Looks t' me like a railroad track over there," I noted. I didn't turn to look at it, but kept my eyes on Martin.

"Right smart fer a Yankee," Martin responded.

I ignored the attempted insult. During my years in the country I had tried to lose my American way of speech, but it appeared I had not been completely successful. "Be about fifty yards?" I asked.

"I reckon," he nodded, his expression somewhat puzzled.

"Railroad claims a hun'red yards each side o' the roadbed," I informed him. "That means we ain't on your land. They also claim alternatin' sections on each side of the rails, so a lot of what you're claimin' ain't yours."

Martin worked his chaws for a moment, and then sent another stream of tobacco juice into the dust. He made a point of missing Black. "Ain't no nevermind," he said. "Ain't no railroad men out here. Me that runs this country."

"Too bad," I said, putting my pistol back in the leather.

"What's that supposed to mean?" he fired back.

"Country's likely to go to hell," I replied. "One of your men just got himself squished an' dragged. If he's lucky, he won't have more than a broken leg. For ten minutes you been arguin’ with me and you ain't even looked at him. You look after the country same way you look after your hands, why, I reckon we're all in trouble."

I turned Black and we started away.

"Don't make no nevermind fer you," Martin said. I looked over my shoulder at him and he continued. "You'll be leavin'."

"Don't reckon," I said, then added before he could threaten me if I stayed. "You claimin' all this land that ain't yours, makes me wonder if maybe we should ask the Mounties to see if you're claimin' cows ain't yours."

Martin smiled. "Rode intu this country in '73 with them boys. Got me two stripes 'for I took t' raisin' beef."

This was not news that I found comforting. However, I didn't let it show and just smiled. "Then they won't likely be too su'prised when I describe our meetin' here today." We rode on, being sure to stay within' the railroad right of way. 
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When we had covered about a mile, Harry dropped back to ride beside me. "Now, was that real smart?" he asked.

I shrugged. "Prob'ly not," I admitted. "But I watched my daddy get run over by folks, an' once it starts it never seems t' stop. Best t' nip it in the bud."

Harry shook his head. "You're coming into a country that you don't know and where no one knows you. You're looking for a woman. Now, if you were to ask questions about a woman in St. Louis, it might not cause any more than raised eyebrows, but out here you'll have to be careful you don't wind up wearing tar and feathers. Creating an enemy your first day off the train doesn't strike me as a good way to start."

I shrugged. “Me an' that fat man, we'd be on opposite sides of any question, even if we hadn't met.

"As fer askin' questions 'bout Sharon, maybe I should find me a St. Louis educated Sioux t' do that for me. They seem t' be so much better at it than us white savages."

Harry's lips almost slipped into a grin before he said, "Well, there's certainly no doubt about that. However, I understand the noble red man is a firm believer in treading his own trail, and only helping those within the tribe who are truly in need."

"There is something yuh might be able t' do, Harry," I said. "We're comin' in t' Blackfoot country. How do your folks an' them get along?"

"Not particularly well," he advised. "Shoot each other on sight."

I grinned. "That's what you call not gettin' along well? You're givin' me a hard time 'bout how I treated Martin, an' here you're ready t' kill somebody yuh ain't even met."

"Only so he doesn't get a shot at me," Harry responded. "Seriously, what do you have in mind."

"I've been thinkin' 'bout raisin' horses," I began.

"You don't say!" Harry said. "All I've heard all winter is Sharon Dalton and horses."

"Mighty insolent for a sun worshipin' savage," I countered.

"Insolent? Now where would a Kansas dirt farmer learn a word like that? And we don't worship the sun, as I've told you. Blackfoot, perhaps, but not Lakota."

"Right. Back t' the Blackfoot. I'd like t' get in on this Homestead deal," I advised. "What I'd like t' know is where there's a good spot. We need water, grass, an' protection from the weather." I gestured at the hills behind us and to the north. "There should be a valley or canyon in these hills that'll fit the bill, but I don't know the country. I was hopin' you could ask some o' the locals where such a place could be found."

"You can't ask a white man?"

"If they know of such a place they'll be claimin' it themselves," I advised. "An' I'd like t' get us a place that ain't too crowded already. That way, once we've proved up on the first quarters an' have a deed, we can get a couple more. I'd like t' have enough land fer pasture, some hay land, an' maybe a place t' raise some oats."`

"You don't want much," Harry observed. "I thought you could only get one quarter section on this Homestead plan."

"Well, we'll each get one."

Harry laughed. "I'm an Indian. You expect the Great White Mother to let me in on the white man's land grab?"

"No, I don't," I admitted. "But you worked fer me fer over a year an' I didn't know you was Sioux. Harry Gilmore sounds a might British. Maybe a Scotchman 'r an Orkneyman. Some o' them 'r pretty dark."

"You plan t' pass me off as white?" Harry asked.

"I don’t need t’ do anythin’ of the sort. You can, and have been doin’ that your own self." I responded. When he hadn’t commented after a few minutes, I added, "These pompous fools off in the east want t' give land away fer ten dollars, it only makes sense that some o' them that looked after it fer a few hundred years should get some of it."

After a lengthy silence, Harry said, “I’ve never passed myself off as white.”

“No,” I replied, “you’ve never actually told anyone one way or the other unless asked. ‘Cept for me, I guess. At the same time, you don’t talk about it. Prob’ly a good idea t’ keep that up.”

We rode in silence for several minutes before Harry responded. "There are white men that shoot Indians just because they make a good practice target. There are not many that will help us claim land."

I had to think about my response for several more silent minutes. "There's a pile o' years, a pile o' killin' an' a pile o' hate went int' makin' white men an' red the way they are," I said. "Now, my folks been shot at a time 'r two, maybe by some o' your relatives, but we was lucky an' come through it alive. Back through history your folks was just tryin’ t’ survive. My folks was tryin’ to’ survive. Some of us did an’ some of us didn’t.”

We rode on for a moment or two, then I added, “Had us more trouble from outlaws than Indians. ‘Spect some o’ them Indians would have been thought of as outlaws by their own people, time t’ time. Top o' that, you ain't the first Indian I met."

"I know all that," Harry interrupted. "It doesn't answer my question."

"Sure, it does. What I'm sayin' is, I got no reason t' hate you or your folks. Besides, you're a damn good hand." I grinned. "As fer a movin' target, you'd have t' be movin' awful fast 'r a long way off before I couldn't hit you. With a rifle, at least."

Harry digested it for several moments, and then said, "Gilmore should be an English name. There's a lot of Scotch and Orkney around, and I don't want to have to start swapping family history. My family is American and I was raised in St. Louis, Missouri."

"You're a might dark for an Englishman," I observed.

"My mother's name was Campo. Italian, don't you know?"

"So you'd be a Catholic, then?" I asked. Such a religious background wouldn't be a problem west of the mountains, but here in the North West Territories it wouldn't do anything to make him popular.

"Oh, no, Pa wouldn't allow it," Harry replied, "Strictly Church of England. Of course, because of the differences in our parents back ground, I didn't often attend."

I nodded my agreement. "So, we get in t' Fort Calgary, I'll see if I can pick up some word about Sharon, an' you ask around about a good spot t' raise horses."

We rode in silence for a while, and then Harry said. "You didn't answer me. Where did a man with your back ground pick up the word insolence?"

"That's what that railroad engineer, Ross, used t' call me over in Farwell," I replied. "Figured it was a good fit for an upitty Injun."

"Englishman," he corrected.
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A year before, during the summer of ’85 and on the west side of the mountains, I was sure that Sharon Dalton and I had been building a relationship, something that would last through all our years. We met in Farwell where I had a freight business and she was house keeper for Magistrate Sproat. 

However, when she learned that the British Columbia Police knew about her earlier life and connections to some of the outlaws in Missouri she felt she had to leave. I thought I had convinced her that wasn’t necessary. Apparently she didn’t find my arguments as convincing as I thought because she disappeared. 

My argument against her leaving was that her past wasn’t that important. Nor did I think it was something that should be allowed to get in the way of what I was sure we could build. In addition I said, and it was true, that many productive and noteworthy people of that time and place had a past they didn’t want to talk about and about which no one wanted to hear. As for my own feelings, some of those outlaws in her past had been relatives of mine. 

No one I had spoken to had seen her leave Farwell, but I had asked a lot of questions, and knew that she had not gone west, nor had she been seen on any of the trails. Therefore she had to have been on a special, east-bound train that left Farwell of which there were two a day apart. An attempted train robbery the day before had been the focus of all attention so it would not have been difficult for Sharon to leave for Calgary without anyone noticing.

Once Harry and I arrived in Calgary, I expected to have little difficulty in finding Sharon. She was a pretty woman with a commanding air who knew how to dress to her best advantage in a country where men outnumbered women about ten to one. I expected a few questions at the railway station or, where all information eventually gathered, at one of the better saloons would quickly tell me where to find her. I was surprised to get what I needed from a blacksmith.

It was a commanding structure on the west edge of town. A large barn with several corrals around back and, off to one side, another much smaller structure from which came smoke, and the ring of steel on steel. Three large horses stood sleeping in the shade of a few cottonwoods while a fourth animal was tied to a hitch rail near the shop.

Just inside the open front of the shop the blacksmith hammered a bar of steel into a horse shoe. He wore heavy, high topped boots over which hung the cuffs of his wool pants. Most of us wore our pants inside our boots in those days, so people could see the fancy stitching and mule ear tabs we wore, but for a blacksmith, this would be a good way to get a hot foot. A leather apron reached from his knees up to his chest where great wads of hair showed above and around the bib top. His wide back, where it wasn't covered by hair, showed several scars. He was hatless and chewing on the stub of an old cigar. He saw us arrive but ignored us until he had finished shaping the shoe and dipped it in a tub of water by which time we had dismounted and stood waiting.

He worked the cigar to the corner of his mouth and said, "Two bits a day fer each horse. Includes hay."

"Stall or corral?" I asked.

"All a same," he replied, moving toward the big horse and still carrying the still hot shoe in his tongs, "'sept stalls is all full."

"Oats?" I asked.

"Nickle a day, most times. Real cheap right now. Ain't got any." He tapped the big animals off foreleg and the foot was obediently lifted to be placed in his aproned lap. Smoke rose from the hoof as he tested the fit of the shoe.

"How about for a week?" I asked.

He dropped the shoe in the dirt to cool, set the hoof down and rose. "Four horses, seven days. Give you a hell of a deal; seven 'Merican dollars 'r five pounds."

I smiled. "A dollar a day 'r seven dollars a week; must be a shortage o' space."

The blacksmith smiled in return, and then waved his tongs at the surrounding country. "Lottsa space, but I ain't got no shortage o' business, an' if it’s me what’s gonna be lookin' after 'em, I'm gonna get paid fer it."

"What about our saddles?"

He pointed at the barn with his tongs. "First two stalls on a left. Find yerselves a spot and dump yer truck. Part o' the service."

I took a double eagle from my vest pocket and passed it to him. "I'll get the change when we decide t' leave. We'll keep our saddle horses an' bring 'em back later." I turned and began stripping one of the packs. Harry had already started on the other one. "By the way, isn't the British pound worth a little more than you're offerin'?"

He shrugged, turned and walked over to the forge where he dropped his tongs. "Changin' all a time, but don' mean much t' me. Got us a few Englishmen 'round here think they own the damn country. Gives me a real good feelin' t' see the look on th'r faces when I tell 'em I'll give 'em 'bout a buck an' a half fer them damn big shin plasters." He picked up a box which contained horseshoe nails, nippers and a hammer and walked back toward the horse he was shoeing. "By the way, best stow them shootin' irons an' knives in yer saddle bags. Folks go armed 'round here the Mounted Policemen get into a real snit. Think its them Englishmen, myself. Got themselves shot up so bad a hunnerd years ago they's afeard it's gonna happen ag'in. 'Course, might be some truth t' that. Way they treat folks like they ain't no better'n Injuns, su'prises me they ain't all bin shot." He knelt down, touched the horses leg, and put the offered hoof back in his lap.

There was no reaction from Harry over the Indian remark, but quietly, and under cover of the pounding of horse shoe nails, he said, "I do believe I'm offended." Then he grinned.

After we had turned our horses into one of the corrals, I said, "A lady we knew over in Farwell came down this way last fall. Name of Sharon Dalton. Wouldn't mind talkin' to her while we're here."

He screwed his brow into a frown, and then shook his head. "Don't recollect nobody by that name. Come on the cars?"

I nodded. "First part o' last September. Good lookin' lady, maybe five foot six. Dresses pretty well."

I saw a light in his eyes which quickly went out as he turned off all expression, and then turned away toward his shop. "You might want t' go down t' Miss Sadie's place. Other side o' the Victoria House, down by the tracks."

"Much obliged," I responded, puzzled by his change in attitude.

The Victoria House sat north of the tracks but not far from the McLeod Trail. Next to it, and slightly further back from the street was a large, two-story house with a small sign on one of the porch pillars that proclaimed it as "Miss Sadie's." We sat our saddles at the hitching rail in front of the Victoria for several moments.

"Looks like a damn cat house," I observed.

"Yep," Harry responded.

"Why would he send us to a cat house?" I asked.

"Wouldn't know," Harry replied.

"Maybe we should go back an' ask him."

"Be easier to ask Miss Sadie."

We sat there for a few moments while I chewed my mustache. Finally Harry swung down and flipped his reins over the hitch rail.

"Well?" he asked.

"Ain't never been in no cat house," I admitted. I could feel my face turning to a fiery red.

Harry's usually bland face showed what passed for surprise. "At your age? It's time to continue your education." He ducked under the hitch rail and stepped up on the board walk. "Come on. Get down off that horse. It's not like the place is full of demons."

"That's pretty much what my mama claimed," I responded, then swung down and joined him.

The man who opened the door to our knock had not a hair on his head. It was impossible to guess his age, although I felt he was old. He was large, at least as tall as my own six feet, and weighed well over two hundred pounds and his skin was a light brown, what the southerners call a “high yallar” and most everyone else calls a black man.  He wore pin striped, gray pants, and a fancy brocade vest under a black swallow tail coat.

"May I help you?" he asked his voice deep and full of British sounds.

I was pretty much speechless. Not only was I upset about entering a house of ill-repute, but I had never seen such a person as stood before us.

"We would like to speak to, uh, the management," Harry announced.

The big man almost smiled before his face returned to an unreadable mask. "I am the manager."

Harry did smile. "And quite capable, I'm sure, of dealing with those areas for which you are responsible. However, you are certainly not the person we were instructed to consult."

The big man's left eyebrow rose as he stood there blocking the doorway. Finally, he stepped back and to the side, his left hand held palm up toward the interior. "Come in, gentlemen."

He led us to a well-appointed parlor and gestured toward the settee. Gratefully I sat, hoping that I could disappear into the cushions. Harry stood beside me; his hat held before him. When I noticed this, I whipped mine off and dropped it in my lap. The big man left through a curtained doorway.

"Very nice," Harry noted, looking around the room. There was another matching settee and several large, overstuffed chairs. Back in one corner was an upright piano and on the other side of the room a fireplace.

It was certainly not what I had expected. I thought I would come into a room full of curtained bunks and naked women, but this was a room that might grace some of the finest homes in the east. The lace over the windows made it a little too dark for my taste, but despite that it was probably the nicest room I had ever been in.

"Shoulda cleaned up a bit," I said, more than a little conscious of my brush scarred chaps, the sweaty band where my gun belt had hung, and the dark stains under the arms of my flannel shirt.

"Yes," Harry agreed. "Trail dust and sweat does little to improve it."

The big man came back through the curtains and said, "Miss Sadie will be with you shortly. Would you care for tea?"

"That would be fine," Harry responded.

"Please, be seated, sir. Make yourself comfortable," the big man said, then turned and disappeared through the curtains. Harry took one of the overstuffed chairs across a low table from me.

Perhaps ten minutes later the big man returned, his swallow tail coat now replaced by a short, white jacket. He pushed a small cart on which rested a tea service. Harry said later that it wasn't silver, but it sure looked like it to me. That was my first experience with the ritual that goes with serving tea in genteel society. Thankfully, I had Harry's example to follow.

We had drained our cups when the lady of the house entered through the curtained doorway. "Dreadfully sorry to keep you waiting, but we don't usually have guests this early." she said, stepping forward and extending her hand. "I'm Miss Sadie."

It was about then that her eyes became accustomed to the light, or lack of it, and she recognized me. She stopped and clasped her hands at her waist. The woman who now called herself Miss Sadie was the woman I was looking for, Sharon Dalton.
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"Ah, I believe I'll check the horses," Harry said. He picked his hat off the floor, rose and walked out. At the time I didn't realize he had left. My attention was on the madam of the house.

Sharon's face showed some surprise, then acceptance. With the graceful glide that only she was capable of, she moved over to the other settee. When she was seated she looked at me again and asked, "Why did you come?"

I had been wondering and wanting her for several months, but right at that moment I really didn't have a good answer for her. Until that moment my mother's teachings had convinced me that there was nothing any right thinking person would want in what she called a house of ill repute. 

"I come lookin' for you," I finally replied.

"You have a future, Henry," she said. "We do not. You've become a well-respected business man. I'll always be the widow of an outlaw; And now the madam of a whore house."

That name for a lady of the night was never heard in polite society. Her use of it was a further shock. "Why?" I asked.

"Because that's just the way people are."

"No. Why did you take on this place?"

"I didn't take it on. I built it. When I arrived here last fall it was a flea trap. I've made several changes. 

"As to why," she continued, "after Kirkup came to me and explained about his looking into my past, I knew it would always be that way. No one cares that I was an impressionable child when I married Dalton, who was twice my age at the time. No one cares that the war, and the way his family was treated by the Yankees and the railroad forced him to steal to survive. They only know that he didn't stop, and became a killer and a thief who tended to beat his wife when he was drinking.

"And damn that Sproat for having his - - - his police look into my past. I wonder what one would find in that filthy little lizards past? Not that he ever did anything improper, but I can assure you I never took a bath when he was in the house."

I had never seen Sharon angry, but the more she talked the redder her face got and the more bitter her tone of voice.

"Why am I here? Because I'm tired of being beaten and used. Because self-important fools like Sproat will always consider me to be less than I am. Because, if I'm to be treated like a whore, then I will be paid for it. And yes, I am well paid. I make more from this house in a month than most men - men, mind you - make in a year."

She stood up, her face purple with rage and her eyes full of fire. "And when these pompous fools who live around here come into this house....yes, I don't have to go begging to them, they bring their money to me....they dance to my tune." She tapped her chest with one rigid finger. "Now get the hell out, go back across the mountains, and run your damn freight business." She turned and disappeared through the curtained door.

I found myself standing on the boardwalk in front of the Victoria House with Harry trying to talk to me.

"What did you say?" I asked.

I heard boots on the board walk and looked beyond Harry to see a man coming from the Hotel who then turned and went into Miss Sadie’s. For some reason, perhaps because the town was quiet that morning I noticed and remembered him. He was dressed in a tailor made suit, which included a brocade vest across the front of which hung a gold watch chain. His hat was a grey Stetson.

"We should eat," Harry said. "Be nice to eat somebody else's cooking."

I nodded agreement and stepped toward the saloon door, but he stopped me with a hand on my arm. "I already checked," he said. "All they have is some stew and hard biscuits. Either one of us can make up a better meal than that over a camp fire. There's what looks like a likely place down by the Hudson's Bay."

We mounted and rode back up the street a few hundred yards and stopped at the Stockman's Kitchen. As we swung down I noticed the man in the fancy suit coming back out of Miss Sadie's. Before he stepped off the porch he stopped and appeared to be counting money, although it was hard to tell for sure at that distance. When he finished he stuffed whatever it was in an inside pocket, as he walked out to the street. He turned away from us and continued on down the street. It looked to me like Sharon's business had additional expenses that didn't appear on the books.

It was the middle of the afternoon and far too early for the evening crowd, so the Stockman's Kitchen was quiet. There was a middle aged lady with a stern look doing double duty as cook and waitress. She was big enough to be mean if she chose, but with an easy smile and a twinkle in her eye.

"You boys just sit wherever you've a mind," she said as we entered. "I got roast beef, 'r deer steaks. Fer drinkin' I got tea, coffee, 'r water."

"I do believe we've had enough Elk, moose, and deer during this past winter," Harry said. "I think a slice from a roast of beef would be real nice. And tea sounds like a nice change." He turned his gaze to me.

"Yeah, sure," I responded and sat at one of the tables.

"You better snap out of it," Harry said, when the cook had disappeared into the kitchen.

"What?"

"Last fall you shot one of the best known outlaws in the west. True, I'm probably the only one knows about it, but that's not to say someone else won't find out. Yesterday afternoon you made an enemy of one of the local stockmen. If someone decides to make a name for himself, you're making it awful easy. You just sat down with your back to the door."

"You're not gonna tell me somebody comes through the door?" I asked.

"I will right now," he agreed, "but if I go looking for land, I might not always be around. You may have to look after yourself."

I knew Harry wasn’t really concerned with my position in relation to the door. I was still in shock from my meeting with Sharon and he was trying to pull me out of that slump and back to the real world. I’m sure he knew I didn’t want to talk about it and needed to give the whole thing some thought so he had picked another subject to get my mind working. He was a smart man and a good friend.

"Mounties don't allow that sorta thing here ‘bouts," I protested, then slapped my hip. "You'll notice we ain't packin'."

"The B.C. Police also frown on people carrying weapons," he noted, "but you know very well that there's always a few who do. Some of them may not be subservient, gentle souls such as I."

The cook came back and set a tea pot and two cups before us.

"Ain't seen you
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