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C. R. Blackfeather

“Now once you see Old Butte you’re on the right track to get into town.  Mind you don’t trespass on Fred Deemers’ place.  He’s not too well disposed this time in the morning.  Come to think about it, he’s not too well disposed at the end of the day either.”

I nod trying to keep all these instructions in order in my head.  “Gotcha Deemer is a son of a bitch.”

“Yeah, he’s that too.”  The prospector says nodding sagely then yanks on his mule and gives us a cheery wave and leaves.  I turn over to Logan and roll my eyes.  He just shakes his head and smiles.  “Okay if we find the small creek we just ride up it and we’ll run into this town.”  

Logan looks out over the sand then scratches his head, “damn dry place to find a creek in Max.”

“We got to hope it’s there.  And that we make it in time.  The shipment goes out tomorrow night.”

“You hope,” Logan corrects me.  I hate when he does that.  We round the bend in the trail that follows the base of a salt flat, if you were to look at the flat long enough you’d burn your eyes out so we keep looking forward and to any patch of green we can find that denotes the creek.  After half an hour I’m beginning to think the old prospector had been lying to us when Logan pipes up “look yonder.”  And starts to point to the horizon off to our left.  Just under the mesa I see green, wonderful swaying trees and brush lush and beautiful.  We slide that way when my horse rears up with a squeal and I have to hold on for dear life.  The ground explodes in front of me a cloud of sand springs up coating me.  “And that’d be Mr. Bastard Deemer!”  Logan says and slides off his horse and pulls the old buffalo one shot he carries for this sort of situation.  I pile off Daisy and pull my Winchester and find some rocks off to my left.  But as I move the ground explodes twice, then a third explosion of dust rises just behind me.  

“Either Deemer is one helluva shot love or,” I’m about to finish when a salvo of shots serenades us.

“Or there’s a small army out there!”  Logan finishes and rests his long rifle on the pile of rocks just in front of him and steadies his breathing.  He waits for the next shots to ring out and notes the puffs of smoke.  “I make it three or four armed with old rifled muskets.”  I nod, I don’t really care what type of guns are trying to kill me.  It’s the fact they’re trying to kill me that has my dander up.  I see Logan pause take aim and fire.  The big gun barks so loud it rings off the mesa behind us and out into the desert between us and our attackers.  We’re too far away to get any idea of what the shot does, but Logan doesn’t wait he loads as fast as he can and lets loose another shot.  We duck behind some cover and Logan’s dry voice calls to me “give it some time.  Let’s see what happens.”  

“I don’t have a choice,” I say rolling my eyes just a bit “this thing ain’t going to make it over there.”  And I wave my Winchester.  Logan chuckles a bit.

“Told you not to trade off the Enfield,” I hate Logan’s gun I told you so’s.  He is always right.  For a man who hates violence, he sure knows his way around shooting irons.  One reason I love him, among a few more.

“Shut up, I’m seeing what happens.  I need all my wits about me.”  I shoot back.  And to show what a good relationship we have Logan just shakes his head and says nothing.  We wait for more than five minutes but there is nothing in reply.  Logan doesn’t bother to load. No sense in wasting good powder.  Finally, I take a stick put my hat on it, and wave it a few times.  Nothing happens.  I decide one of us has to take the chance and as Logan has the rifle I stand up and walk back to get Daisy.  Nothing happens.  When I turn and look back to where the shots came from I see something fluttering in the breeze back and forth.  It takes me a second to realize it’s a white flag.  Or in this case, white BVD combinations stuck on a pole.  “I think they’re surrendering.”  

“Would you get your cute little ass down!”  Logan says at almost a screaming volume.

“I said they’re surrendering.”

“Old trick, Rebs used that back in the war.”

“Logan, darling of mine.  You were never in the war.  You were eight months old at the time.”  I point out logically.  I then mount Daisy and start to ride past his position and out to the flag.  “You stay here and keep that rifle handy if I am wrong,” I say.

“If you’re wrong they’ll kill you and this rifle won’t help much,” Logan points out.  I guess I’m not the only one for logic here.  He stands and finds Coal grazing and we ride over.  I unlatch my pistol.  Flutter, flutter, to the left.  Then flutter, flutter to the right the flag goes but no shots greet us.  When I get about a hundred yards away I see an old man naked waving his underpants at me.  I’d love to say this is the first time that’s happened.  It’s just that I can’t.  He stops with the flag and stands perfectly still until I reach within ten feet.  

“Sure glad you came along!  Damn Indians!”  He spits out.

“What have the Indians to do with you naked and shooting at us?”  I ask.  Now that’s a question not often heard.  

“That wasn’t me shooting.  That was them.  They were going to torture me when you happened by.”

“Okaaaayyy,” I say, “how about you put those back on so we can talk like civilized people.”  The old man looks up and realizes I’m a girl.  Wherever he’s not tan he blushes.  

“My name is Fred Deemer,” he says as the BVDs are pulled over his butt.  He shoulders the rest of the rig then asks.  “Do you see my boots?”

I look around and find one of them in a cactus patch.  Logan locates the other in the sand and Deemer spends two minutes pulling thorns out of his left boot.  

“Why would the Indians want to torture you?”  Logan asks once Deemer gets his britches back on.  

“They want the Long Moon.  And I own it and won’t give it back to them.”

“What pray tell is a Long Moon?”  I ask.

The old man looks me over hard and says “you never mind about that.”

“Happy to,” adds Logan.  We make sure Deemer has all his clothes, and he directs us to the small town and we bid him ado.  
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We ride up the creek as planned until we reach a battered sign with hand carved letters on it ‘Welcome to Town’ it says.  Town turns out to be a series of old tents that probably predate the war.  The whole place can’t take up more than three acres of windswept desert.  The creek runs just in front of the place.  As we ride in a man unzips and pees into the creek.  I’m glad I didn’t fill my canteen.  We ride to the one tent that seems to have people in it, which turns out to be the bar.  “You and Deemer are the problem!”  One miner shouts at another as we enter.  Turns out there’s a town meeting going on with weighty problems being discussed mostly at the point of a gun or knife.  Logan holds me back and enters the place pulling off his hat.  “Are you open for business?”

A dirty unshaven gent gives us both a dubious look and says “that depends on the color of your money.”  Logan holds up a fifty cent piece, our last one I may add and the man nods.  “Your woman will have to wait outside, this is a respectable establishment.”

I gnash my teeth at that, this place is a tent stuck out in the middle of nowhere.  But I keep quiet and back my way out and sit on a stump just off Main Street.  Way I see it I’ll get my revenge later tonight on these yokels.  Logan comes out with a couple of beers and we sit and watch the water roll by.  “What is that all about?”  I ask not really caring that is until Logan answers.

“They’re discussing disincorporation of the town.  We hit this damn place just one damn month too late honey.  They have no silver shipment going out tonight.  Just like there hasn’t been a shipment in the last three weeks.  The colors run out.”

I hang my head on my shoulders “somehow I knew that.”  I say.  Logan rubs my back and we sit watching the creek.

“Whaddya want to do from here?  We can’t stay at the luxurious Snakebite Hotel yonder,” Logan refers to the three dirty old tents lined up against the creek the bar keep runs, “we’re out of money.”

“I’d say head back to Santa Fe, but that takes money we don’t have,” I say.  I must admit our prospects don’t look bright at the moment.

As we search the holes in our soles and empty wallets one of the townsfolk walks up to us.  A big fella with a brown shirt, dirty britches, a bright red bandana tied around his bald head to keep the sun off it, and to add to this picture a bullwhip wrapped around his shoulder like a bandolier what he uses that for I can’t imagine.  “I’m Ted Haskell.  You folks look busted.  Need some scratch to get the hell out of this place?”

Logan perks up right off but I’m more circumspect about this, “what do you have in mind?”  I ask.  People never have cushy jobs for you when they start out with “you look poor enough to do dumb shit just for a hand full of coins.”

“Your beau here any good with them guns he’s got draped all over him?”

I nod, “pretty damn good.  Why?”  I’m starting to feel a trap closing in on us.  I look at Logan but he seems fine which infuriates me though I’m not sure why.  I’m always the one who senses the trap.  And I have to admit I’m also the one that gets us into them.

“We need to post some guards each night to keep the Indians from whipping us out.  As long as they see men with guns patrol they leave us alone for the most part.  We’ll pay your man here three dollars if he’ll walk post tonight.”

Logan decides he’s had enough of being talked about while sitting right there and says “three dollars sounds like a lot of money just to stand around looking tough.”

“Well, the Indians might attack, and you see...” Haskell gives a tight smile.

“And I’d be the first to go under.  Hence, decent pay up front.”

“And if you do give up the ghost tonight your lady here will still get the money
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It seemed so simple, go to Conquest New Mexico, track down and
ill a murderer. But that proves much harder than it should. A
clever killer and a town filled with scared people willing to hang
anyone they suspect puts Rain Dancer squarely in the middle trying
to save innocents, identify the murderer and stay alive. After all,

Rain Dancer is next on the list of victims.

Buy your copy toda)






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg
AN AMERICAN WESTERN
G.R _BLACKFEATHER

It all started out so simple, rob a bank and spend the ill gotten
gains. Now Logan and Max find themselves fighting an entire town
not just for their lives but the lives of innocent bystanders to their
crime. Worst part about being a hero? You don't get paid for it.





