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  Chapter 1


Ulysses Bowden sat on the porch of the Fort Smith Courthouse. Summer had arrived. He mopped his head with a handkerchief and tried to tame his mustache. It didn’t think much of his efforts. Ulysses waited for US Marshal Fagan with his hat in his lap while the lawyers, witnesses, and deputy marshals walked in and out of the court house. He had arrived early, expecting to wait. Marshal Fagan applied manners and punctuality selectively. 
The courthouse door banged open. Marshal Fagan wore his beard long and still carried his Confederate Officer’s revolver. His Marshal’s star shone on his waistcoat. “Where in hell is Bowden?!”
“Here Marshal, Sir.”
“Get in here boy. I ain’t got all day.”
Ulysses rose, standing head and shoulders taller than Marshal Fagan, and followed him into the courthouse. Being a big man in a world fitted to those of average stature made him stand out almost as much as being a freedman here at the center of government power in Arkansas. They meant well in Washington, but nothing they did was going to change the way Fagan looked at him or treated him, Thirteenth Amendment or no. 
The US Marshal rated an office almost as large as Judge Parker’s. He still had his medals and cavalry saber in a case behind his desk. The battle standard of the Confederate Arkansas Cavalry stood next to the state flag. Fagan sat behind his desk and studied the man standing in front of him. If rumors were to be believed this man laid Captain Bowden out with one punch before escaping to Indian Territory. At the time, he’d have been hung if they caught him.  Now here he was, walking around like he was a person. “Damn Lyss, you are a big one, aren’t you?”
Ulysses kept his eyes straight ahead. The Marshal made no secret what he thought of freedmen. “Seems to be the way God made me, Sir.”
“The Judge has been after me to make one of you people a deputy. You and me both know a man like you don’t have the smarts or the moral fiber to be an officer of the law of these United States. Still, Judge Parker seems determined to make a fool of himself. So here we are. What do you think Bowden, think you can avoid embarrassing yourself, or at least avoid embarrassing the Judge?”
“I reckon I can do my best Marshal Fagan.” 
“I hear you do alright with dumb animals and raise a decent horse, maybe you won’t get yourself killed right off. There are a few of the deputies that say you can talk to all the tribes out there in Indian Territory. Deputy Engle tells me he’d rather have you than any other posseman. Though I can’t imagine why he wouldn’t prefer a real American.”
“I get along alright with the Lighthorse, Sir.”
“That’s something at least. Don’t you get out there and forget yourself. If another deputy has a warrant for a prisoner, you give him over right quick, you hear?”
“Yes Sir, I know my duty.”
“Good, no matter what the Judge says you get no special treatment from me. You pay your own expenses and you’ll get your money when you bring back your warrants. Take your badge, you’re sworn in Deputy. If you do anything to tarnish that badge or my name I’ll see you hanged for dereliction and corruption.”
“Yes Sir, thank you Sir.”
“Don’t thank me yet Deputy, I’m expecting to hang you in a month. Here are your warrants. Try to bring a few of them back with you.”
Ulysses took the stack of folded paper and put it into his breast pocket. He carefully pinned the Deputy Marshal’s star to his coat and stopped himself from smiling. “Thank you Sir, I’ll head out directly.”
“See that you do. My deputies work Bowden, so don’t think you can coast like some share cropper.”
Ulysses tilted his head. “Yes Sir.”
He allowed himself a small smile as he closed the door behind him. No more three dollars a day as a posseman. By the time the court house door closed behind him, Ulysses was making the lists of what he would need before he headed into Indian Territory. He put his hat on just as he heard a man shout, “Mr. Bowden!”
Ulysses looked around and saw Judge Parker striding towards him. Isaac Parker was the youngest judge on the federal bench, and his circuit covered the largest territory in the judiciary. Fort Smith heard cases from Arkansas and Indian Territory. “Excuse me, it’s Deputy Bowden now, isn’t it? Before you leave, can I trouble you for a few words?”
“Ain’t no trouble, Judge Parker. How can I help you?”
“I just wanted to congratulate you on your new position. I’m sure you will do a really fine job.”
“Thank you, Your Honor. I’ll do my best to follow the law.”
“Also, might I take a look at the warrants Marshal Fagan gave you?”
Ulysses reached into his breast pocket and pulled out the folded sheaf of paper. He hesitated just a moment before handing it over to the Judge. Parker flipped through the stack of paper before producing one of the warrants. “Here it is, the warrant for Eustace Wheelock, also known as Ace. This warrant is a killer, Deputy Bowden. I’m sure Marshal Fagan only swore you in so he could stop sending white deputies after Wheelock.”
Ulysses looked over the warrant. He struggled with some of the legal language, but recognized murder and three deputy marshals. “This man has already killed three Marshals? Why not send the army after him?”
“He is holed up a few days ride west of Red Fork in Creek territory. We can’t send the army. You talk Creek, don’t you Deputy Bowden?”
“I get along alright, Your Honor.”
“Talk to their Lighthorse. There is something strange going on with Wheelock. The messages they have sent us don’t make much sense. Wheelock is cutting their hearts out or something. I can’t see three marshals being taken unawares, but they haven’t reported back, and I can’t imagine all three quit.”
“I’ll be careful, Your Honor. Thank you for warning me.”
“Every Deputy you’ve ridden for has been glad to have you at his back Deputy Bowden. I’m certain as the first freedman Deputy Marshal, west of the Mississippi, you will be a credit to the service.”
The Judge handed the warrants back and walked away whistling. Ulysses stared after him until he rounded the corner of the court house. After the judge disappeared, Ulysses walked down the steps and unhitched his horse. The gelding rode calm and easy to the blacksmith. Travis was a decent sort. He didn’t care what a man looked like as long as his money was good. 
“Afternoon Travis.”
“Afternoon Lyss, they finally gave you that tin star. How does it feel?”
“Like I’m about to spend bushel of cash at the blacksmith.”
“I know you’ve been saving for it. I’ve been making the irons out of odds and ends from other orders for a while. The Marshals buy enough of them I always have some on hand. You need a chain for your wagon too?”
“I do, can you take care of it tomorrow, early? I’d like to make Indian Territory by dark.”
“You get it here before the Judge starts court tomorrow, I’ll have you on your way before lunch. You have a cook yet?”
“Why, you thinking of leaving all this behind?”
The Texan laughed. “Twenty dollars a month ain’t enough to get me into Indian Territory. I have a cousin who is in-between cattle drives. He’s used to cooking for a crowd and he knows how to feed them cheap. At seventy-five cents a day you may even make money on feeding your guests.”
“He won’t mind working for me?”
“He won’t turn down good money.”
“I’ll leave fifty dollars for him to start shopping. Do you reckon he can store supplies here, and we’ll load them after you finish the chain?”
“I’ve got the space. I’ll see you in the morning, Lyss.”
“By the by, what’s your cousin’s name?”
“He’s called Jim, thanks for taking him on.”
“Man’s gotta eat.”
Ulysses counted out fifty silver dollars for the cook and another fifteen for the chain. “I’ll be back before the Judge starts session tomorrow.”
Ulysses rode back to his farm. Fagan was sending him out to get killed while showing Judge Parker why they should only have white deputies. If Wheelock wasn’t in Bowden’s wagon when he got back, then Fagan would just fire him for not serving the warrant and hang him for dereliction. Judge Parker might stop the hanging and send him to Detroit Correctional instead, but he couldn’t do much more. Ulysses shuddered at the prospect of winter in Michigan.
Van Buren sat on the other side of the Arkansas river and Ulysses’s farm was about five miles from the Fort Smith Court house. The gelding had him home in less than an hour. He was a solid ride, dependable, fast in need, and could trot all day, hooves eating trail for hours at a stretch. He would make a fine horse for Travis’s wife in trade for the manacles Ulysses needed. 
His farm sat across from the tracks. The four room cottage, stables, hay barn, and work shed with a small forge for farrier work looked scrubbed clean. Ernie had finished his chores early, as usual. He was probably in the stables looking after the horses. Ulysses walked the gelding to the stables. His horses were smarter than some people and showed better judgement than most. Most of the freedmen bought their horses from him. Now and then one of the white men from Fort Smith would come over to buy a horse for his daughter or wife. Calm and gentle horses were easy to breed. Horses wanted to be calm and gentle, just treat them with kindness and let them live quiet and they were gentle and sweet.
Ulysses led the gelding to his stall and started taking off the tack. “Ernie, where are you?”
“The corral, Boss, Jupiter needed some alone time. He was getting antsy. What you need?”
Ulysses started rubbing down the gelding he had ridden from town. “I’m going to be gone a spell. I’ll be needing the bay and the brown gelding and tack for both, set them up to follow. Get me Jupiter ready to ride out first thing and hitch a couple of drafts up to the wagon. Nice ones that are ready for a month in Indian Territory. This one is for Mrs. Duchane. Have him ready to go too.”
“Sure thing, Boss. Why you going into Indian Territory?”
“I have warrants to serve, Ernie.”
“I’m sorry, Deputy, I didn’t see that new tin star you wearing. You look mighty fine, Boss.”
“Thank you Ernie. I’m going to be gone a month, think you can keep this place running without me?”
“Even when you here, Boss, I keep this place running without you. Ain’t the first time you been gone a month. You just never take five horses with you before. That’s barely half the work you leaving for me.”
Ulysses smiled at the young man who worked his farm. Ernie was a good boy. His parents had died of fever a few years ago. Ulysses had taken the boy in so he would grow up right. He would be a man in his own right in a year or two. Ulysses would need to find new help. He finished rubbing the gelding down and fed him. 
Back in the cottage Ernie had left his books spread over the table. The schoolwork was done, but they had no place to eat. Ulysses set about finishing the beef he had put on to stew that morning. A little salt, a handful of herbs grabbed from the garden on the way to the house, and it was about right. Next he picked up the lid to the pot where the greens had simmered. These two with a little bread left over from yesterday and they would both eat like gentlemen. 
Ulysses walked back out to the stable. “Ernie, it’s supper time.”
“I’ll be right in, Boss.”
“You need to get your books off the table so we can eat, boy.”
“Yes Boss, just let me get Jupiter settled.”
Ulysses smiled and walked back to the house. He had the dishes stacked on the table by the time Ernie came in from the stables. Ernie made short work of the books and stowed them in the bag he carried to the schoolhouse. Captain Bowden hadn’t seen the worth of having a slave that could read, so he taught Ulysses to shoot instead. Ernie went to the local school, and Ulysses made sure he understood that his lessons were just as important as his chores. Already the boy read and did sums better than Ulysses did. 
"You done good today, boy. The farm looks right turned out."
"Thank you, Boss. You know I'm a hard working..."
"Ernie, I don't cotton to that word. Since the Break we're free men. You need to talk like a free man."
"I'm sorry, boss. You've been good to me. It ain't my place."
"You're a free man Ernie, you talk any way seems right to you. Just remember people are listening, and the white man will judge you enough, without you giving him more cause."
“Yes, sir.”
“Now that’s settled, how about you use that schooling and help me out with these warrants?”
“What you need, Boss?”
“You know me, boy, horses stand still for me, letters don’t.”
“Show me what you got there, Boss, we’ll get you sorted.”
Fagan had given him fifteen warrants, more than any marshal ever brought back to the court. Half of them had issue dates more than three months past and it was likely the felon had moved on to safer territory when some other marshals came looking. Ernie marked the warrants with triangles and circles in the corner. Ulysses just had to keep the number of triangles and circles in order and the warrants stayed alphabetized. They spent the next couple of hours with Ernie quizzing Ulysses on the names on each warrant until both were satisfied that he knew them by heart. 
Ernie turned in as the sun sank below the horizon. He had to be up early to put the horses out to pasture before school. Ulysses lit a lantern and walked across the street to the Ward farm. By the time he arrived the sun was down and the stars were coming out. Ulysses knocked on the door of the farmhouse and stepped back off the porch.
The door opened and lamplight poured out from inside. “Ulysses, you know you can stand on the porch. What can I do for you?”
“Mr. Ward, sorry to impose, Sir.”
“Mr. Bowden, I asked you to call me Augustus. You aren’t imposing. Can I invite you in for a drink?”
“Not tonight Mr. Ward. I was just wondering if you would be so kind as to look in on Ernie now and then.”
“Of course Mr. Bowden, are you riding posse again?”
“No sir, Marshal Fagan made me a Deputy Marshal today. I’ll be running the wagon this trip.”
“Congratulations Mr. Bowden, it couldn’t go to a more deserving man.”
“Thank you Mr. Ward. I appreciate you looking in on Ernie while I’m gone. I’m sure he’ll be fine, but it will give me peace of mind.”
“Ernie is a bright young man. I’ll make sure he keeps up his lessons and eats regularly.”
“Thank you again, Mr. Ward.”
“One of these days, Deputy, you’ll accept my invitation. Until then, you take care out there. Marshals aren’t popular among those that call Indian Territory home.”
“I’ll mind my nails don’t get crosswise, Mr. Ward.”
“See that you do, and have a safe ride.”
Ulysses waved and walked back to his cottage. Van Buren was safer at night than Fort Smith. The court had led to more saloons and guest houses than any decent town ought to have. When he got home Ulysses barred the door and opened his traveling trunk. He wore the keys around his neck and kept two strong padlocks on it. He pulled out his Peacemakers, two Colt .45s with walnut grips, a Winchester rifle, also bored for .45 caliber cartridges, with a walnut stock and blued hardware, and a big 12 gauge double barrel shotgun. 
Ulysses methodically cleaned and oiled each one, checking sights and action on each. He left a hundred rounds of .45 cartridges and fifty shells for the shotgun in the trunk. He took the time to put another 300 silver dollars in a strong box before he oiled his cavalry holsters for the Colts. Finally he cleaned the varmint rifle he kept around for Ernie to practice with and left him a box of cartridges for it. Work done, he locked the trunk again. Before he turned out the light, he packed a change of clothes and dusted off his black hat.






  
  Chapter 2


Ulysses woke to the smell of bacon and coffee just as the sun began to pink the eastern sky. Ernie called from the main room. “Boss, breakfast is ready. Come get some coffee.” 
Ulysses stretched and stood up. He scratched his bushy mustache and looked in the mirror over his shaving stand. He filled the wash basin with well water and shaved his head with his straight razor. Then he stropped the razor again and cleaned up his cheeks and chin. When he finished, he packed the razor and strop with his clothes. “Alright Ernie, I’m coming out.”
“I’m done eating already, Boss. There are grits and greens on the stove with the coffee. There’s some bacon on the table. I’m going to get the wagon finished off. Give me your bedroll, I’ll put it on Jupiter.”
Not for the first time Ulysses thought about just giving the farm to the boy. Breakfast was hot and filled him up. He was finishing his third cup of coffee when Ernie walked in the door. “You’re all set, Boss. Just keep those warrants in order and you’ll be fine.” 
“Thank you Ernie. Mr. Ward from across the way is going to look in on you while I am gone. Keep an eye on Juno, she was limping a little last night.”
“She had a rock in her hoof, stuck against the frog. I pried it out last night while you were making dinner.”
“Keep an eye on her just the same.”
“I will, Boss.”
“Want me to give you a ride to the schoolhouse?”
“Wait on you and six horses? I’ll be late, Boss. I’m off right now.”
“I’ll see you in a month Ernie. If you need help go ask Mr. Ward.”
“I will, Boss. Could you please throw that stew from last night on the stove after you clean up? I need to run.”
“I’ve got it. If you want to ride the calico to school while I am gone, she could use the exercise. Just don’t let the kids tease her.”
“I’ll keep her separate, just like you taught me.”
“Ernie, I’m proud of you, and I know your parents are too.”
“Thank you, Mr. Bowden. Safe ride, I’ll see you when you get back.”
Ernie was out the door with his lunch pail and books before Ulysses could finish his coffee. He strapped on his gun belt, rigged cavalry style, and picked up his Winchester and his shotgun. Ulysses pulled the door shut behind him and walked over to the wagon. He took a few minutes to check over the tack on each horse. Ernie did good work, there were extra saddles for the bay and the brown gelding. The horse for Mrs. Duchane had been brushed till he shone in the early dawn light. Jupiter was saddled with his bedroll tied to the back and the scabbard for the Winchester on the right side. No doubt the boy had set up for the shotgun on the rear left. 
Ulysses stowed the strongbox with traveling money under the bench of the wagon with his shotgun. He set the rifle on the seat and set off with the sun rising to his left. The five miles back to the blacksmith took almost an hour. Fort Smith was still quiet when Ulysses pulled his wagon up in front of Travis’s shop. The forge was already smoking and the doors were open. 
“Morning Travis, here she is.”
“Morning Lyss, I’m ready for her. I have the links heating so I can close them up and weld them shut. You want to unhitch your team?”
“Mind if I stow them in the shoeing corral?”
“Be my guest. No one shows up for shoes for another couple of hours.”
“Thank you sir. Give me ten minutes. I brought along that horse for your Missus, too.”
Travis walked over to the brown gelding and ran a calloused hand over his flank. “Let me take a look at him.”
“He’s a quiet one. Just tell her to treat him gentle and not let you ride him, and he’ll take good care of her.”
“Why can’t I ride him?”
“You stink of coal and sulphur. He’s a God-fearing horse and might get the wrong idea about who you are.”
“I still think I’m getting the better of you. I have twenty pairs of shackles for you. Normally I charge two dollars each pair. This is at least a sixty dollar horse.”
“Then give me my fifteen dollars back for the chain and we’ll call it even.”
“Sounds fair to me. Now get, Jim is finishing up at the general store. I swear that man could squeeze blood from a stone.”
“He’s getting a good price on our provisions?”
“I expect old man Geoffries is going to be over here complaining about my cousin as soon as the two of you head out of town.”
“Sounds like I made a good hire.”
“He’ll stretch those silver dollars of yours into wire.”
“I need to buy a few things myself. See you in an hour?”
“I’ll be done by then, Deputy Lyss.”
Ulysses tipped his hat and walked down the street to the general store. He slipped his hat off as he opened the door and walked inside. Geoffries was a barrel of a man and looked winded from the attention of the lean young cook in front of him. “God save me from Texans. I know your cousin is a local of good standing, but I just can’t give it to you any cheaper.”
“Mr. Geoffries, I know the prices Goodnight’s trail bosses pay. You are buying from the same stock they are. Now I don’t mind a modest markup, you have to make living after all.”
“It costs me to store here.”
“Sell me a barrel or two and save yourself some money on storage.”
“One barrel of jerky, six dollars.”
“You and me both know you paid two for it, with delivery. Sell it to me for three and think of how much you’ll save on the storage cost.”
“I’ll sell it to you for five and not a penny less.”
Ulysses smiled as Geoffries went from red to purple. Jim kept at him. “I’ll meet you in the middle at four dollars. You doubled your money and that’s the best I can do. I’m buying for a US Marshal after all. You don’t want Washington to go back to running everything, do you?”
“Fine, that’s it though, everything else you pay the posted price.”
“As it happens the jerky is the last thing on my list. How much do I owe you?”
Geoffries scowled, “comes out to thirty eight dollars and eighty-four cents.”
Jim handed over thirty-nine silver dollars with a smile and carefully counted his sixteen cents change. “I’m going to need a receipt. You know how the government is.”
Geoffries grumbled as he copied the bill of sale by hand and pushed it across the counter. Jim smiled again. “A pleasure doing business with you, Mr. Geoffries. I hope to see you again the next time I’m in town.”
“Thank you for your business, Mr. Duchane.”
Ulysses waited until the door closed behind his cook. “Howdy Mr. Geoffries, still in the mood to take my money?”
Geoffries’s face had faded from purple through red and back to its normal pink. “Well boy, you always pay in real money and don’t give me no back talk. I’m always happy to take your money. What do you need today?”
“I need three hundred .45 caliber Long Colts and a hundred twelve gauge shells.”
“I’m not sure I have that many in stock.”
“I’d appreciate it if you could take a look for me. I’m headed into Indian Territory and I’d hate to run out of ammunition out there.”
For the first time Geoffries looked straight at Ulysses. His close set eyes widened. “Who the hell gave one of you people a badge?”
“Marshal Fagan swore me in yesterday. I’m headed out to Indian Territory as soon as I have everything I need.”
“Well you're going to need food out there. I can make you a deal on supplies, fifteen dollars per week per person of bacon, flour, beans, and hard tack.”
“I hired a cook to wrangle the food, Mr. Geoffries, thank you though.”
“All right, but you watch that cook. If they charge you more than fifteen dollars a week per person, you come back and I’ll make you a better deal.” 
“Thank you, Mr. Geoffries, I’ll keep that in mind. Now, as to the cartridges?”
“Of course, I’ll check.”
Geoffries waddled back to the store room where he kept his gun safe. The marshals and possemen all bought their cartridges from Geoffries. If he had less than five thousand in stock, the Judge might hang him for endangering the peace. Several minutes later he returned with three boxes of cartridges and two of shells. “Six dollars a box, Deputy.”
“Now, Mr. Geoffries, I know you are an honest businessman. I’m sure you wouldn’t raise the price just because I am a Marshal, would you?”
“Of course not, I’m a good Christian.”
“Then can you explain to me why Marshal Topping bought that same ammunition for me at two dollars a box?”
“Topping must have taken it out of your pay.”
“I’m quite sure he didn’t, Mr. Geoffries. Since you are a good Christian, I’ll pay your six dollars a box. I’ll need a receipt so I can submit it as part of my expenses to Judge Parker.”
The color drained from Geoffries’s face. He wasn’t interested in coming to the attention of ‘Hanging’ Judge Parker for anything. “Right, what was I thinking? Marshals have a negotiated fee because you are such good customers. Two dollars a box it is.”
“Thank you very kindly, Mr. Geoffries. I’ll still be needing that receipt.”
Ulysses walked back over to Travis’s smithy. By the sound of things he was hard at work on the chain. It was linked around the rear axel of the wagon. The other end could be hooked to the inside of the wagon when prisoners were riding. The manacles fit through rings connected to the chain. The prisoners could be handled relatively safely by one or two men, as long as those men didn’t let the prisoners get their guns. 
Even though it meant longer to cross the tracks of the MK&T line, Ulysses planned to take the southern route. It held up his first arrest. Marshals weren't allowed to arrest anyone east to the MK&T when they were westbound. It put Wheelock at the end of his trip, so if it took a few more days he could make it up with a straight ride home and still have some warrants filled. They would resupply at Ft. Sill and send back for any warrants he needed along the way, and pick them up at Ft. Reno or Red Fork. 
The hammering stopped and the ring of the anvil echoed down to silence. Ulysses walked into the shop to take a look. Travis’s farrier was getting set up. Ulysses thought the man did a workmanlike job but didn’t spend enough time to make the horses comfortable. Travis was talking to the young Texan next to a pile of barrels and canned goods. “Lyss, come on over and meet my cousin Jim.”
“Howdy Jim. We going to have any room for prisoners with all this?”
“Don’t worry, Deputy, I’ll get her packed up right. This will feed you and me for two months, easy. You get any more bellies need filling and that’ll change.”
“We’re headed towards Fort Sill, through McAlister and then along the Canadian River. Should take a week and a bit. How many mouths can you feed that long?”
“Easy ten or twelve, depends on how full you need their bellies.”
“I still need a posseman. I’ll probably hire him in McAlister before we cross the Dead Line.”
Jim glanced at his cousin and then back to Ulysses. “What is the Dead Line?”
Travis finished brushing down his shop and inspecting his tools. “The Missouri, Kansas, & Texas rail line is the border the outlaws use. They hang wanted posters for the marshals. I’m done here, you boys want some help loading up?”
Jim hefted a barrel and set it on the driver’s bench. “You two’ll just make a mess of it. Best to let me handle it.”
Ulysses turned to Travis. “Can I get those manacles in a box?”
“That’s pie, I think I even have one that will stow under your bench.”
“Thank you. Now Jim, I don’t know how you load, but you tell me which barrel and I’ll toss it to you.”
“That would get us fixed right up deputy, thank you. Just give me the barrel of hard tack there.”
Working together the two men had the wagon loaded in twenty minutes. Jim packed efficiently, ending with camp tools and cookware so he could have them off first when they stopped. As Ulysses set the last pot on the wagon bench, there was a commotion outside the shop. It took all of three long strides to put Ulysses outside. Some man had climbed the fence around the farrier’s corral and was poking at Jupiter.
At 19 hands the big grey stallion was so tall at the withers Ulysses could only see over him if he was wearing boots. The man poking at Jupiter’s shoulder and trying to catch hold of his mane would need at least a chair for the same view. Ulysses set his face and vaulted over the fence. The man was going to get himself killed, and Ulysses couldn’t afford to lose his best horse. “Begging your pardon, sir, could you please step back from my horse.”
The man turned to see Ulysses standing less than ten feet from him. “Why don’t you go get your master, boy, tell him I'm prepared to pay top dollar for this beast.”
“Begging your pardon, sir, he’s spirited, and I don’t want him to kick you. Could you back away slowly and I’ll be happy to talk to you about it.”
“I know my horseflesh, boy, now you run along and bring your master. If you’re quick about it, I’ll give you a dollar for your trouble.”
“I’ll be happy to bring you my master, if you’ll just back away so as he don’t kick you.”
Travis came out through the shop and clapped his hand on the stranger’s shoulder. “How can I help you, Mr. Douglas?” 
“I want to buy this horse and this useless negro is acting like he knows something about horses.”
Travis winked at Ulysses. “I tell you what, sir, why don’t you come into the shop and I’ll introduce you to the owner myself.”
“See boy, you could have made a dollar, instead you proved yourself lazy as all your people.”
Travis walked the man inside and Ulysses vaulted back over the fence and walked in through the street entrance. Travis was watching for Ulysses and had positioned the stranger with his back to the street. Travis was smiling, but his eyes held no welcome or friendship. “Here he is now, Mr. Douglas. Allow me to introduce Marshal Ulysses Bowden.”
The man turned to see Ulysses towering over him, made bigger by the enclosed shop. For the first time he really looked at the whole man. The spurs of a man who rides the trail, well worn chaps, twin pistols set cross draw on his belt, and a gleaming Marshal’s star on his coat. “Who made one of you people a marshal?”
“The only one who can sir, Marshal Fagan. Now, what did you want to know about Jupiter?”
“I’ll give you forty dollars for him.”
“Forty dollars? Now that sounds like a fair offer for a breeding stud that won the quarter mile at the fair last year, don’t it, Travis?”
“I don’t know, Marshal, I just paid sixty dollars for a gelding for my wife to ride. Jupiter is a much finer horse than that gelding. If you sell him for forty dollars, I may need to ask for some of my money back.”
“Listen here, boy, I know horse flesh. That beast has another year, maybe two before all he’s fit for is glue. Forty dollars is the best offer you’ll get.”
“If he’s that broken down, I might as well ride him into Indian Territory like I was planning. I reckon I’ll keep him for now, Mr. Douglas.”
“I’ll be taking this up with Marshal Fagan. You can’t treat me like this. I know my rights.”
Travis laid his hand on the man’s shoulder again. “So do I, Mr. Douglas. I’d appreciate it if you didn’t darken my door again.”
Travis all but pushed him out of the shop over his protests before turning back to Ulysses. “Sorry about him, Lyss. He can get his horses shod somewhere else. Have a safe ride and good luck.”
“Thank you, Travis, though I suspect Marshal Fagan won’t take too kindly to the story he’ll tell.”
“Don’t you worry about him. I’ll go up and talk to the Marshal today about Mr. Douglas.”
Ulysses smiled. “Thank you again. Jim you ready? Let’s get the team hitched up and head on out. I
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