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The dust storm had him all turned around. Matt Taylor was on his way to Tucson, Arizona, when he woke up two days earlier to a raging dust storm. His horse wasn’t too happy with having to carry him in through the dust, and there was dirt in everything, including the saddle bags that had his and the horse’s food in them. Matt did the best he could to clean up his campsite, then he saddled his horse, and headed off in what he hoped was the direction of the Arizona town. Two days later, the storm settled down, and Matt discovered that he was less than a mile from Tucson.

He made his way into town, feeling a might hungry, so he headed for the building that had Rachel’s Café printed on a sign above the door. He was wearing his Union long coat from his days fighting in the War, which he took off before he went inside the Café because it was covered in dust and grime, and he didn’t want to make whoever worked at the Café have to clean up after his mess. Matt tied his Palomino to the hitch in front, and made his way into the Café.

The Café was fairly quiet for so early in the day. A couple of young looking cowboys were eating and playing a quiet game of checkers. Matt took a table nearest the door, took off his Cavalry hat, and looked at the menu to see what he wanted to eat. A couple minutes later, a sweet sounding feminine voice asked, “Can I help you?”

Matt looked up, only to be struck by the beauty standing in front of him. Her hair was chestnut colored, with a pony tail that went to the middle of her back. Her eyes were the greenest orbs he had ever seen, her skin was lightly tanned due to the Arizona sun, she was slender, and he noticed that she certainly wore her dress well. Over the past fifteen years, he hadn’t been around women much, so he had hoped he didn’t look like he was ogling her. There was just something about her that made her different, but he didn’t know what, and after clearing his mind, he said, “Uh, yes, ma’am. I’m mighty hungry, ma’am. I’d like a steak, mashed potatoes, a couple of biscuits, and some sarsaparilla if you’ve got it. I’d also like to know you’re name, if that’s all right with you. I go by Matt Taylor.”

Her face flushed, as she seemed taken aback by Mr. Taylor’s asking her what her name was. She experienced the same thing he had a few short minutes ago, she hadn’t seen a man so attractive to her as the man sitting in front of her. He had short, sandy blonde hair, eyes as blue as the ocean, his smile lit up the room, and he looked like he stood over six feet tall. She also noticed his accent, it sounded like he was from somewhere around the East Coast, and she was originally from Georgia. If her daddy caught wind of her being attracted to a Yankee, well that Yankee should watch out. She also wasn’t sure if he was a Christian, which was really important to her since she was one herself, so she would try to find out later. The young lady told Matt what her name was, “My name is Rachel Turner, and I own this Café, so welcome. Um, I’ll go get your order, which should be back out here for you to eat shortly.” she quickly disappeared into the kitchen.

As Matt was waiting, five fierce looking men came into the Café, and they had their eyes on him. Two of them wore the distinctive gray Confederate cap, another two looked like they spent a lot of time on the range, and the obvious leader of the group was dressed to the nines as a Confederate Colonel. Matt knew instantly that this was going to be trouble, but he just wasn’t sure how big the trouble was going to get. He stayed seated at the table, trying to pretend not to notice them, while he prayed about what to do next, Heavenly Father, please help me. I really don’t want trouble with these men, so please help me to say the right things to them. In your name, amen.

The leader of the group in the Confederate uniform approached, and said, “I see that we have a Yankee Cavalry officer sitting here in this fine establishment. You know that Tucson doesn’t exactly welcome Federals here don’t you?”

Matt looked up at the man, looked him squarely in the man’s cold blue eyes, and said, “I’m not looking for trouble. I only stopped here to get something to eat, and to rest some. Besides, the War’s been over for some fifteen years, there is no CSA anymore, so you might want to get over that.”

“You best leave before there’s more trouble, Yankee; otherwise you might find yourself tossed on your rear out in the desert without a horse. So, are you going to leave or are we going to have to force you?”

Before Matt could respond, Rachel appeared, rushed over, and said, “Daddy! Would you leave him alone, he only came in here to eat. I don’t want a fight to break out, have my chairs and tables get broken, and then have to repair a window or two because of your stubbornness. Please, can you just leave this alone for once and at least have some Christian grace instead of succumbing to your sin nature?” 

The Colonel sighed, scratched as his gray beard, and responded, “I’m only trying to protect you and the town from the likes of this godless Yankee.” Rachel stared down her father, and he finally said, “Fine. But, I want this Yankee gone before the end of the week. Got that, Yankee?” then he and his men turned around and left the Café.

“Thank you, Rachel, for standing up for me, but I still think they’ll try to cause trouble with me. Anyway, I’m going to enjoy my meal when it comes, and then I’m going to find the bath-house so I can get all of this dust off of me.” a few minutes later, Matt ate his meal, paid for it, and left the Café to get himself cleaned off.

While Matt was otherwise engaged, Colonel Turner sought out the local leader of Bandidos that he was constantly dealing with when it came to horse thieving, cattle rustling, and holding up stagecoaches. Turner found Francisco Veracruz and his five men pillaging an abandoned farmhouse, and when they saw him, they instantly dropped to the ground with their rifles trained on the Confederate Colonel. Turner got off of his horse and held up his hands to show he was no threat. Veracruz came over to the Colonel, and asked, “What do you want?”

“I need you to do something for me,”

“You must be some kind of stupid gringo. You chase us all over the countryside, trying to arrest us, and now you want us to do something for you. Are you loco or what?” asked the incredulous Veracruz.

“I will overlook your disdainful attitude for now if you can get rid of someone for me. If you do, I want it to be quick and easy,”

“Señor, you’ll have to make it worth my while before I’d consider doing this for you,”

“All right, Veracruz, how much?”

“Oh, I don’t know, how about two hundred dolares?”

That raised the Colonel’s eyebrow, he thought about it for moment or two, and then said, “I will give you two hundred dollars, only if you promise to stop your thievery for at least six months.”

“Un momento, let me discuss this with my compadres.” Veracruz gathered his men together to discuss the Colonel’s offer and what he wanted. A short time later, Veracruz came back to the Colonel, and said, “Ok, it’s a deal. Who is this person you want us to get rid of?”

“First off, I don’t want him dead, I just want him to be far away from here. He is a Yankee,” Turner spit on the ground, “and he’s mostly dressed in his pathetic Army outfit from the War. I fear that he may develop some ill intention toward my daughter, and I will not have my daughter touched by a Yankee. If you would make sure he doesn’t come back to Tucson, I would be forever grateful.”

“For two hundred dolares, we will do this, Colonel. You have my word.” the two men shook hands, and Colonel Turner went back to Tucson.

Two days later, Matt made his way to the Café for some breakfast, to see if he could visit with Rachel. He wanted to take her out on a picnic, even though her father didn’t like him, but Matt figured her father was mostly all bark, and only saw a Union officer, instead of Matt himself. He walked into the Café to find Rachel preparing for the breakfast crowd that would be arriving in less than an hour.

He took off his hat as he walked over to her, and said, “Fine morning today. How are you?”

“I’m fine, kind of worried about what daddy is going to do. He always backs-up his threats, and I don’t want you hurt,”

“I’m sure everything will be fine. Are you busy this afternoon?”

“No. Do you have something in mind?”

“Yeah, I’d like to take you for a picnic over by the Santa Cruz River. Would you like to come with me?”

Before she could answer, Matt was hit over the head hard enough for him to pass out. The Bandidos were coming into the Café, Rachel screamed, one of them grabbed her, and put his hand over her mouth. Veracruz finally walked in, kicked Matt a couple of times in the ribs even though he was passed out, and said to Rachel, “Your father wanted me to get rid of this gringo, but I think I want you instead. I think I could get a good ransom
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