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An American Western

C.R. Blackfeather

My mother always said, “start things off right, saves a lot of bother when things start to go wrong.”  So in that spirit, my name is Dale Roberts.  In fact, it's Oswald Dale Roberts Jr. but my father and I never saw eye to eye on anything from the day I was born so I don’t bother to carry the name.  Not that anyone calls me by my name, but we’ll get to that.  I was born in Illinois but as soon as I was sixteen I lit out of Illinois and landed in Kentucky.  I joined up in 62’ and became a cavalryman posted to the 6th Michigan.  I wasn’t from the state but the boys figured I do as a wolverine.  That’s where I learned to shoot and ride, and even how to use a rope.

After the war, I moved to New York City for about six months but I hated the place.  The only worthwhile thing I got out of it was Carlotta Montoya, the first love of my life.  She invited me to move down to New Mexico with her on her spread and there I found the second love of my life the southwest.  There’s magic here and I feel it every time I open my eyes in the morning.  I know what you might be thinking, but I wasn’t a kept man.  I worked out for Carlotta as a ranch hand then foreman when I had learned the ropes.  When she took ill I ran the spread for her but she never got better and when she died I was on my own again.  I suppose that’s about when I decided that was how it was going to be from now on.  I roamed New Mexico doing odd jobs here and there some legal, some not.  There’s always work for a man who can use a gun.  

While I was drifting I made friends with many Navajo, good people who get pushed around by the whites of New Mexico using the government to do the shoving.  I helped a few when I could, nothing big, just food, clothing whatever I could spare or steal.  One time when I was in a pueblo there was a rain dance, I didn’t participate but for the three days I stayed it rained cats and dogs.  It never let up the whole time I was there.  Soon as I left the clouds left too.  After that folks started calling me Rain Dancer.  I don’t use the name myself but I’m amenable to it, beats Oswald by a damn sight.  

And that brings us up to today and partly explains why I am standing one foot on the rail of a bar in Taos watching Angel Martinez’s Adam’s apple bob up and down as he drains his fifth beer.  He wipes his beard missing most of the foam, slamming the glass down he says finally “I’m sure glad you choose to come down Dancer,” Angel never adds the Rain part.  “Frankly I need your kind of help.”

I digest that and ask “when you say my kind of help, do you mean a son of a bitch with a gun?”

Angel shakes his head vigorously the way only a drunk man can “no, no, I don’t mean that.  There are plenty of those running around New Mexico.  I need your brains, Dancer.”  Angel looks down and fingers the badge hanging off his vest then looks up at me “we’re in deep shit.”  

I’ve seen Angel scared, drunk, just after he’s had sex, and once after he got shot and it grazed his head.  I’ve never seen the look that comes over his face as he says the word shit.  Angel is the marshal for a small town called Conquest.  It lies just on the border between Arizona Territory, Old Mexico, and New Mexico.  It’s a boom town that sprung up when they found gold in the creeks out that way.  Now the color is starting to dry up and the town isn’t booming as it once did, but it’s still lively enough.

“Why don’t you explain the shit, so I can get a better idea of where I fit in,” I say and Angel takes a deep breath lets it out orders another beer while looking me up and down.

“Two months ago a small family of prospectors was killed just up Pioneer Creek.  No one thought too much about it, you know disputes happen and get resolved one way or another.  But it kept nagging at me.  At the time I was just dealing Faro at the saloon so I didn’t have any standing.  A week after that another family this time clear across the valley was found dead all hung, except for the wife who’d been raped then stabbed over and over.  No one saw a connection but it scared everyone right enough.  At that point the Public Safety Commission which is composed of three leading citizens Mr. and Mrs. Randolph Todd head the band, they came to me and asked me to be Marshal.  I accepted and for a dollar a day and a roof over my head I started to patrol.”

“Why’d they come to you?”

“They must have heard about my time in Leadville and Denver.  Also, I deputied for Pat Garrett a time or two.”

“No I mean how did they know about you being a lawman, to begin with?”

“You know what I’m like when I drink,” Angel says with a shy look.  Yeah, I know.  Angel can’t keep his mouth shut when he’s drunk.  He’s living on borrowed time the way he shoots his mouth off.  Angel breaks my train of thought and says “anyway will you help?”

“If you weren’t lying about the money in the telegram,” I say.  I’ve dealt with Angel before, he’s no angel.  Mostly trustworthy when it suits him.

“I’m not lying Dancer, God as my witness.  Half right now, half when the job is done.  Find out who’s killing folk and in turn kill them.  That’s the job.  You’ll have my office’s full support.”

I finally pick up my beer and take a swallow the stuff is sour and flat as hell.  I think over the proposition and then put my hand out.  Angel rolls his eyes and slaps a pouch of coins into it.  Now it’s my turn to roll eyes “I was going to shake your hand.”

“Oh, right.  Well, bottoms up!”  And instead of shaking he drains his beer.  We spend the night in Taos having a nice meal and then mount up at first light for the long ride back to Conquest.  It’ll take five days to make the trip but it's spring and the weather won’t melt us with heat.  
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Though the ride is difficult we make it in four days and head into town from the north side, there are settlements here and there along the river everyone busy panning the small creeks as we pass by.  I see the traces of smoke hanging in the air and point it out.  Angel looks and we both decide to follow the trail.  We reach a small adobe building without a roof.  Two or three tarps have been nailed up to act as the roof.  The place is quiet and peaceful.  Angel leaps down from his horse and with a big smile on his face heads into the place yelling “hey Fred!  How’s the gold business?”  I hear Angel stumble on something then comes right back out yelling, “fuck!  What the hell is going on?  I mean what the hell is going on!”  I leap off Paint and head inside as well.  There I find a woman sprawled out on the dirt floor, her blouse and skirt are soaked in blood and her back is a mosaic of wounds.  

“This is fresh Angel, whoever did this is not far away, ten minutes at most.  Left-handed, look at the angles of the wounds.”  Angel nods and we head to our horses only to have the ground explode in front of us as shots ring out from dead ahead.  I grab Angel and pull him back and we take refuge just inside the door.  The shooter then plows the ground around our horses and they bolt.  I’m not too worried about Paint she’ll get out of the way and wait.  Not too sure about Angel’s horse.  A couple more shots peel out and I look around the corner of the door and see the gun smoke as it curls away, knowing the position of the shooter is all I need.  I take careful aim and start plugging away at the prairie, I don’t shoot to hit anything just to make the shooter uncomfortable.  I see a head full of blond curls bob up and down.  Angel grips my arm shakes his head and whispers “shit.”  He steps out and with a roar screams “Anna-Louise?”  

“Yeah, who’s that?”  A young girl’s voice floats over the desert air.  I feel like I’ve walked into a dream.  There’s a slashed up body behind me, Angel, out ahead screaming at a little girl who cocks her rifle getting ready to kill him.

“Aw hell, you dumb bitch it’s me, Angel.”

“How do I know it’s you?”  She comes back with, as she talks the rifle comes back up pointing right at Angel’s head.

“Because I’m talking to you and you can see me you idiot,” Angel starts pounding up into the brush and hauls up the young woman from where she was hiding.  She’s very pretty with big brown eyes and curly blond hair.  Her mouth forms a natural pout and her cheeks are rosy red.  She must be all of sixteen.  If you’re going to get shot not a bad way to go, maybe she’ll take pity on you after.  Of course, you got to still be alive to appreciate the tending.  Angel drags her out of the sage and down to the house I can tell he’s fit to be tied.  “Dancer please meet Anna-Louise the town busybody, the difference with the rest of the hens is, this one is armed.”

I tip my hat politely which come to think about it is a strange thing to do to someone who just tried to kill you.  Her eyes bug out of her head and she looks me up and down “you’re the Rain Dancer?”

“I suppose I am,” I answer knowing what’s coming next.  

She drops her rifle into the dust and roots around her apron and pulls out a small dingy penny dreadful with a lurid drawing.  “In the book, they said you were six foot two.”

I chuckle and answer “sorry to disappoint, but I’m only five foot eight.”  

She gives me the once over then adds “well, you look mean enough to be Rain Dancer.  Is it true you killed an Indian war chief in hand-to-hand combat to get your name?”

“Nope,” I answer simply and head back into the house to have a last look around then come back out “Anna-Louise did you see anyone before we got here?”

“That’s
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An American Western

If there's one place to get sick of in a hurry it's Tombstone Arizona,
and Addie is feeling the pinch.

But a way out presents itself hidden in the local bank vault. But
now its race between Addie, the Earp brothers, the Cowboys, Wells
Fargo, and the Mexican Army for the gold. Well, if it comes to a
race...Addie’s an odds on favorite, she cheats.
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LITTLE WHILF

CECEERS 1 I CeSCEasd

Being a bounty hunter in New Mexico can be good steady work. Lots of bad
people need caught, and good money beside. But the escape of the
Preacher is no ordinary job. Little Wolf must protect her brother the man that
arrested the Preacher and his family from a homicidal fanatic

Buy your copy today!





