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            WYOMING TERRITORY 1872

          

        

      

    

    
      The knock on the door was unexpected. Isolde, a Rat Terrier, stood and began barking. An old dog now, she had gone deaf a few years previously. She had almost completely white fur except for some black patches on her face and back. Over time, both colors had begun to fade. Binax assumed she felt the vibrations from the knocking and was responding to that. She had also begun to lose her vision, but she would still bark when prompted.

      “Easy, girl,” he said and patted her head.

      “Yeah, be right with you,” Binax said to the door.

      Typically, he would be frustrated with the interruption. True, he’d finished tending to the bees hours ago, and his evening routine only involved watching the fire with Isolde while he sipped mead. Kirby Nathanson, Binax’s former employer, used to end the day with a glass of brandy. Binax never imagined he would adopt a similar ritual, but Trace suggested he could make wine from some of the honey Binax got from the bees, and Binax figured why not. Trace worked for the Lawsons, who owned the farm and allowed Binax to live in a cabin on the land. Technically, they were his employers, but he spent most of his time tending to the bees and fishing in the creek nearby. Binax had been passing through and helped the Lawsons deal with some unpleasantness. They offered to compensate him for his time. As a result, he ended up staying on as a caretaker. Trace was one of their hands who would drop by once or twice a week to visit with Binax and assist him if needed. Trace was also keen to learn about beekeeping, and Binax enjoyed the boy’s company.

      Binax opened the door, and an elderly man with stooped posture stood next to a young man and woman.

      “May I help you?” Binax said. A loaded Spencer Repeating Rifle leaned just outside the doorframe, but he didn’t think he would need it. There was a pause before the younger one spoke.

      “This is Menachem Schoenfeld,” the young man said. “I’m his son, John, and this is my wife, Rosalie.”

      “Schoenfeld?” Binax said. He stared at the elderly man before him, scrutinizing his features to see if there was a resemblance. The elderly man had snow-white hair that peeked out from under his hat and a beard to match that hung to his sternum. Spectacles barely clung toward the tip of a thin and pointy nose. John had a short-clipped mustache and brown hair that was mostly hidden by his hat. Rosalie had blonde hair done up in a single braid, arranged in a bun. They were modestly dressed and seemed out of place in these parts.

      “Please, come inside,” Binax said. Before they could cross the threshold, he warned them about Isolde.

      “She’ll bark, but she won’t bite,” he added. She might get riled up once she realized they had company, since she’d feel more than one set of footfalls vibrating the floorboards. Binax found three chairs for his guests, including the one he’d been using. He would stand.

      Now seated directly in front of him, Binax got a good look at Menachem Schoenfeld, and he could clearly see that this was Moe’s brother. They shared some of the same features, but it was more than that. Binax had heard people discussing auras, and while he didn’t put too much stock in that, he could sense both Moe and the man seated before him had the same warmth. John looked like his father. In fact, Binax realized Menachem was a projection of John in another decade or two. Rosalie hadn’t spoken the entire time, but she never stopped smiling. Binax picked up his glass from the table.

      “I’ve been enjoying some mead. Would you care for any?”

      “Viltsu vayn?” John said to his father.

      “Neyn a dank,” Menachem said.

      “No, thank you,” John said to Binax, referring to his father.

      “My father doesn’t speak English,” John said.

      Binax looked to Rosalie, who continued to smile. The men had removed their hats and placed them on their laps.

      “We’ll try some, though, thank you,” John said, for himself and Rosalie.

      Binax went to the kitchen and returned with two glasses. Both took a drink and placed the glasses on the table.

      Isolde came over to sniff their legs. Rosalie looked to Binax as if to ask if it was all right to pet the dog.

      “It’s fine,” Binax said.

      Rosalie picked the dog up, placed her on her lap, and began stroking her. The dog was ecstatic.

      “You knew my uncle Morris,” John said.

      “I did,” Binax said.

      He hadn’t seen Moe Schoenfeld for a few years. He had lost count of how many. Moe had been a card player and had dealt with enough antisemitism that he’d kept Binax on as a handler and bodyguard when he traveled around to play cards. Whereas Binax was quick to retaliate, Moe would often urge Binax to be more forgiving. Instead of saying, “That’s it,” Moe would say, “That’s is its.” Occasionally, when Binax had to take a life, he would utter the same phrase.

      It seemed fitting.

      “Unfortunately, that’s what brings us here. Uncle Morris told us if anything ever happened to him, to find Albert Binax,” John said. He went on to say how Moe had stopped playing poker and had opened a pawn shop soon after he had parted ways with Binax. Moe had reconnected with his brother, Menachem, who had emigrated to America with his young family. Together, the brothers opened the shop in Colorado, which was getting bigger every day due to the expansion west. While there hadn’t been a large Jewish community, the brothers built a solid reputation for honorable business practices. Soon, word spread around the territory, and the business was thriving. A few months back, John had started working at the shop. Most would have stopped working at Moe’s age, but he was passionate about the work and the help he could give people.

      “A couple of days ago, I showed up for work. Uncle Morris was usually already there, but that day he wasn’t.” After an hour or so, John went to Moe’s house. His knock went unanswered. Fortunately, he had a key, but an empty house greeted him when he entered. Everything looked the way it had always been. John returned to work. It wasn’t like Morris to disappear like that. He was meticulous. If he had to leave on business, he would have announced it days in advance and gone over every contingency plan should a problem arise in his absence. The shop had established a reputation for not only being fair, but due to Moe’s experiences dealing with antisemitism, the store would trade with anyone. There wasn’t a place within a hundred miles that would offer the same opportunity, no matter one’s race or financial status.

      “Did that rub some people the wrong way?” Binax said.

      “At first,” John said, “but Uncle Morris would always invest back into the community.”

      “When people saw how profitable it was, they changed their tune,” Rosalie said. It was the first time she had spoken, and she had a commanding voice. Menachem hadn’t said anything yet, but he seemed at ease. Isolde was in heaven.
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