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    Dedication


    


    To all the men and women who have served our country, in all our wars; those who fought, died and survived. The perils and misfortunes of war were no different during and after the Civil War as they are today. I dedicate this book to all; for their service to our country and for their bravery in fighting for our freedom.


    


    To my editor, Marshall Terrill, for his constant belief in me and my writing. Marshall is an author with twenty-one credits to his name. I sincerely appreciate his total knowledge of book editing, completing our third work together and Marshall’s genuine support of me, my award-winning acting career through the years and as an award-winning author.


    


    To Larry Jones, who sketched and painted the original artwork of the six horsemen for the cover of this book. Larry Jones is enjoying much recognition now and is in demand as a western artist. I am truly grateful for his contribution in sharing his talent in his drawings of the six soldiers who rode home.


    


    To my wife Mary Jane, for her assistance with this book. Her artistry for the cover design and a commitment to help me make this endeavor a success from beginning to end, was unwavering.
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      Southern soldiers mustering out.

    

  


  
    Introduction by Michael Dante


    


    General Mead was one of the last Confederate Generals to surrender at the end of the Civil War. The plan to join forces with General Lee had failed. He waved the white flag at Montgomery, Alabama, and shortly thereafter, General Lee surrendered at Appomattox. Mixed emotions dominated the vociferous atmosphere amongst the troops that day. Defeat was not easy to accept, but for most of the battle-weary soldiers, the Civil War was finally over and the journey home was uppermost on their minds. Six veteran horse soldiers, who fought hard and played hard, side-by-side, from Shiloh to Montgomery, Alabama, with General Mead, now stood in single file, waited their turn to be discharged and receive their mustering out pay. The line moved very slowly to the sergeant’s desk and the last six men looked forward to the long ride home, together. The look on their faces was telling; the war was finally over and now they would be going home. The men all knew the long journey would allow them plenty of time to think of what lay ahead, with doubt and fear of the unknown upon their arrival. They struggled with tremendous difficulty writing, sending and receiving mail. Anxiety had dominated their expectations throughout the journey, for these six men that rode home.
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      Map of journey.

    

  


  
    Six Rode Home


    


    The sun was high, very hot and dry. One by one, six riders in rapid succession pulled the reins of their horses up and expertly came to a halt alongside one another at the top of a knoll that overlooked the beautiful open country below, with an inviting town on the other side. Their faces were weary and dust covered that indicated they had traveled long and far.


    From left to right sat Cole, physically fit with rugged good looks, the leader of the group. He possessed a quiet strength and intensity about him. Alongside of him was Trotter, the oldest of the group; a tough weather-beaten rebel with an inscrutable and unpredictable manner, who spoke with a gravel voice. Next to him was Cole’s younger brother, Pender, a tall handsome, likeable looking character with an infectious sense of humor who always looked for some kind of excitement. On his left was Jubal, a thin, gaunt-faced, reckless young man. On the lineup next to him was Big Black, a muscular black man of a few words, beholden to no one but Cole, who had earned his undying loyalty and friendship. His regular wardrobe was a black shirt, black pants and wide light-colored suspenders. At the end was Simpson, a young, typical farm boy with a sturdy build, slow talking and very sensitive.


    Trotter stood in his stirrups and addressed all of them, “Alright, you all know what to do.” He glanced toward


    Cole for approval, “Right, Cole?” Cole pulled his hat down, spurred his horse and rode out first as the others followed in tandem. The six riders headed into town and slowly looked it over as they moved closer to the heart of things. Four of the riders, Trotter, Pender, Jubal and Simpson, reined up in front of the town saloon. The usual early day activities with various inhabitants in this small town were in motion.


    Trotter removed a blanket from his bedroll and started for the saloon with Pender, Jubal and Simpson, as Cole and Big Black broke from the group and headed for the general store across the street. Cole, to the others, “We’ll get the grub and meet you back here.”


    Trotter didn’t turn his head or break his stride. He simply gestured an okay with his hand, then pushed his way through the swinging entrance doors to the saloon with the other three following him inside. As the four men entered they stopped to survey the room and the noisy crowd, then stepped briskly toward the bar. Pender, Jubal and Simpson relaxed momentarily with their elbows propped against the bar facing the room. Their eyes scanned the gambling activities and then fixed on the waitress-like showgirls moving gracefully around the room. Trotter motioned and called the bartender over, “Give me twelve bottles of the finest whiskey you got in the house.”


    The bartender’s face registered with shock. He mumbled to himself. “Twelve bottles of whiskey?” and continued speaking out loud, “comin’ right up.” The bartender pulled the whiskey bottles out from under the counter, bringing them to the top of the bar in front of Trotter, who unfolded his blanket and instructed the bartender while tapping it, “Put them all right here.”


    As he placed the last of the twelve bottles on the blanket, Trotter collared him and whispered something to him in his ear. The bartender nodded and signaled to one of the very attractive ladies of the house to see him. She worked her way through the crowd toward the bar as Trotter grabbed the ends of the blanket, tied them into a big knot and cradled the twelve bottles of whiskey. He turned his attention toward her as she approached the bar catching Pender’s eye, as well.


    Pender made a quick move with a broad smile while he removed his hat, “Howdy ma’am. I’m Pender, this here’s Jubal, Simpson and that’s Trotter.” She obliged, “My name is Maggie.” Simpson and Jubal nodded, quickly acknowledging the introduction, while Trotter tipped his hat slightly. Maggie, with a knowing look, “Well, you ready?” They were all pleased with her directness and smiled. Pender very impressed, “Ready as ever.”


    Simpson beamed and Trotter appraised her surreptitiously for a moment. Trotter reached into his shirt pocket and threw some gold coins on the bar to the waiting bartender and pulled his hat down, “Much obliged.”


    He grabbed the bundle carefully and moved toward the doors to exit as the others followed with Maggie. The bartender watched them leave and shook his head with an inquisitive expression on his face. He watched the four men and Maggie exit the saloon and walked four strong across the street to join Cole and Big Black, who were in the midst of stuffing grub into their saddlebags. Pender promptly stepped forward to make the introductions, “Maggie, this here’s my brother Cole and this is Big Black.”


    Cole touched the brim of his hat and very warmly greeted her, “Howdy, Ma’am.” Big Black only nodded tersely and continued to squeeze the last of the grub into his saddlebags and mounted up. Cole, with finality, “We got everything. We’re all set. You get everything we need?” Trotter held the twelve bottles of whiskey like a fishing net and lifted it slightly toward Cole. He then turned and looked to Maggie, “I think we hit the jackpot. Let’s mount up and get a move on.” The four men and Maggie walked across the street to their horses to saddle up. Pender leaned down to extend his arm to Maggie, “Come aboard, Maggie.” She grabbed his arm and made a quick leap to the back of his horse. They all rode out until they reached the outskirts of town and approached the flatlands surrounded by trees and a river that could be seen in the background.


    When they arrived to the front of the tree line, they dismounted. As soon as Trotter dismounted, he handed the blanket of whiskey by the big knot to Simpson, “Spread the blanket and lay it all out.” Cole and Big Black took out the grub from the saddlebags and set it all on the blanket next to the whiskey. Trotter got everybody’s attention and threw a steady glance at the men and Maggie, “Remember no drinking ‘til the fights’ over.” He looked to Cole and nodded, stripped to the waist and walked out into the open flat area. Trotter quickly took his shirt off and followed after him. The others ambled over to watch the long-awaited battle. Pender and Maggie trailed a few steps behind the others.


    Maggie grabbed Pender’s arm and stopped him in his tracks, “Hey, what’s going on?” Pender with a quick smile, “Cole and Trotter differed about a lot of things since we’ve all been together. They promised when the war was over and if they were both still alive, they’d settle their differences before we all celebrated.”


    Cole gestured with his hand, “This place, does it suit you?” Trotter with exaggerated politeness, “Any place you say.” Before anything else was said, Trotter hurled a roundhouse right at Cole, which sent him sprawling. Cole got to his feet and quickly charged Trotter with all of his weight and with a flying tackle brought him down on his back. It was without a doubt a no-holds barred brawl, where everything and anything went, except weapons. Kicking, scratching, punching and hitting each other in the groin, stomach, ribs and face was acceptable. Blood drained from their noses, with multiple scratches everywhere on their faces and even blood dripped from their ears.


    Their faces were swollen and bruised, eyes almost shut from the brutal facial blows, but they kept on fighting. The onlookers watched and winced, still rooted for their favorite, yelled ad libs, including Maggie, who was hoping for a quick knockout so they could get started with the party. From the flushed look of excitement about her, there’s no doubt these were her kind of men. Tired to the point of complete exhaustion and staggering, Cole and Trotter continued to throw punches even though they were terribly bruised and bloodied. Cole was slightly quicker and connected Trotter with a good combination of punches and then finished him with a straight right to the jaw. Trotter sank slowly to the ground on his back, out cold.


    Pender and Big Black lumbered over to Cole and reached out to help him up. Big Black, “Are you alright?” Cole wiped the blood from the side of his mouth with his hand and forearm, “Yeah, I’m okay.” Big Black shook his head, “You sure, don’t look it.” Pender responded happily, “He looks a lot better than Trotter.” Jubal and Simpson picked up Trotter and carried him over to the blanket to give him the first swig of whiskey.


    He coughed and spit most of it out while unwinding his


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    


    
  

OEBPS/Images/BearManorBear-EBook.jpg





OEBPS/Images/SixRodeHomeCoverImage.jpg





OEBPS/Images/SixRode22.png





OEBPS/Images/SixRode1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/SixRode15.png





