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Synopsis: Walking To the Six Gun
Samurai - A cowboy with a ranch in Arizona sends for a mail order
bride who arrives early and not realizing that his ranch is many
miles away from the railway station, she sets out walking, and
halfway there meets a stranger on horseback who is dressed in an
unfamiliar style and carries guns and two swords in his belt. It’s
here that her life takes on many challenges and adventures and a
journey into love.

 


 


Ellen Parker was walking down the dusty
road.

The road was supposed to lead to Morse
Watkin’s ranch. As far as she could tell, the road led to more
dust. It was a hot August day in the Idaho Territory and the
mountains loomed in the background. Ellen was carrying a small
traveling case and an umbrella in case it decided to rain. She
didn’t think it would rain in this weather, but you could never
tell in Idaho. People had told her before leaving New York that the
weather out west tended toward the hot side, but it could be
unpredictable.

Yes, there were plenty of deserts, but
those deserts could get cold. And when they got cold they got
deadly. The last thing you wanted to do was to be trapped out on
the range in a windstorm when the temperature dropped. There were
tales of people being found frozen in death years after it had
happened. At least the War Between the States had been over for
five years.

She didn’t think much would happen
today. There was a better chance of dying from thirst. She had
filled her canteen at the train station, but didn’t know how much
longer she could last as the water had ran out an hour ago. Ellen
put her bag and umbrella down and looked around. Somewhere there
was a river in these parts, or so she had been told on the train up
to the northern part of the territory.

Somewhere there was the border with
Canada, but she didn’t think it was very close either. She couldn’t
hear on sounds of running water, just the rustling of tumbleweeds
as they rolled across the trail next to her. Wasn’t this place
supposed to have those rocks which moved on their own, or was she
thinking of some other location?

In this heat, you could start to
imagine all sorts of things.

Ellen continued walking because she
knew that there had to be something around here where a person
could get a drink. There had to be a well or something resembling
one in this place. How could a traveler make this distance across
the hills without at least a creek to stop and relieve
themselves?

She continued walking; hoping there
would be a house, or something resembling one, upcoming.

No such luck.

She looked over the hill in front of
her and saw a lone figure walking up the trail. Ellen said a prayer
of thanks and began moving in the figure’s direction. Finally,
there was someone who could help her. She hadn’t seen another human
being since leaving the train station in Redknife, five miles
back.

In addition, her feet were killing
her.

The figure grew in size as she
approached it. In the distance she could see the hills, a stark
contrast to the path she was upon. Idaho Territory was full of
contrasts and beauty. How she had ended up in this place was a
story in itself, which she might tell her children someday,
providing she had some again. Ellen tried to suppress the memory of
her former family from her mind, but it was difficult.

She had lived outside Boston with her
husband. They were a humble but loving family. She was just
twenty-two when they married three years earlier and her husband
had been a physician in a town outside Boston treating the old and
infirm when an epidemic struck. It had taken him and their daughter
from her in less than two weeks. She found herself reduced to
poverty as Ellen had depended on her husband for money. She managed
to learn to cook and clean from a neighbor, but it wasn’t the sort
of living someone could depend upon if they wanted to
survive.

A chance glance at a local paper had
shown it to have a listing for matrimonial advertisements. There
were plenty of farmers and ranchers in the western states who
needed a woman to take care of them. She began a correspondence
with Morse Watkin, a rancher in the Idaho Territory and soon she
had accepted his offer of marriage.

Morse was a man who had traveled all
over the world and this intrigued her. She was fascinated by his
tales of sailing to the empire of Japan and the shores of China. He
told her that he’d learned much from the Japanese people and it
helped him in his daily life. She couldn’t understand what he meant
by this, but decided she would find out soon enough.

 


 


It took her weeks of traveling through
the United States. Ellen traveled by carriage, rail and boat to
reach the little town of Sagebrush Creek. It didn’t even have a
train station; she was forced to depart at the station in Redknife.
She had neglected to tell her future husband just where she was
going to meet him, unsure of the exact time of arrival. Ellen had
brought along enough money for the trip, but decided she would let
him know after she had arrived where she was staying.

To her Bostonian mind, no civilized
place could survive without a decent inn or hotel. However she had
seen many uncivilized places on her journey across the country and
understood what she took for granted on the East Coast of the US
was a luxury in many places.

So, when she left the train at
Redknife, the first thing Ellen did was to walk up to the
stationmaster’s booth and ask him for the direction to Sagebrush
Creek. He pointed down the road next to the station and told her
twelve miles.

“Twelve miles,” Ellen said
to him. “But that will take me all day to walk.”

“Yep,” said the
stationmaster and went back to smoking his corncob pipe. “And you
better get started now if you want to make it by dusk.”

“Can’t I hire a driver,” she
asked him.

“You could,” he told her,
“if we had one around. Honey, this town doesn’t get enough traffic
to support a saloon. I don’t know why they even put a stop
here.”

She walked out of the station and
looked around. There was a road leading into the distance, two
shacks and an empty store. This was the only station close to
Sagebrush Creek, she imagined. Ellen wanted to put down her
traveling case and cry. She had a map with her and consulted
it.

Indeed, the settlement she was supposed
to meet her husband at was over ten miles away and there was
nothing between it and her current location. She considered getting
back on the train and returning home, but decided there was nothing
back there for her return to, which left one option.

Ellen picked up her bag and the
umbrella she carried from the train with her. She began walking in
the direction of Sagebrush Creek. If she started now, there was a
good chance she would make it before sunset, as the stationmaster
told her. Although Ellen was worried about bears, she decided the
only thing to do was make the trip on foot.

She filled a canteen she had brought
along in her bag and began walking.

According to her map, if it could be
trusted, she had reached the halfway point to her destination when
she saw the figure coming at her from down the trail. She was
relieved that someone else would be meeting her on the road.
Perhaps this person carried water, food or both.

She didn’t know where the next supply
of water could be found as the map didn’t show any creeks or
rivers. But maps had been known to be wrong before and she prayed
this one had left out the minor waterways.

Now the figure in the distance was
getting closer. She squinted her eyes and had a better look: Was it
a woman? She couldn’t tell, but whoever it was wore robes of dull
colors. She could see them flapping in the breeze. It appeared to
be a dress of some kind. When the image had walked closer she could
make out more clothing: A Stetson hat, a belt of hard leather and
set of holstered pistols worn around the waist.

Ellen wondered what kind of place she
was in where people dressed so strangely. Then she was certain the
figure in the distance had to be a man from the way he
walked.

The sound of his boots made a clacking
sound, totally unlike the thud a pair of boots you would expect to
hear. As he came closer she looked down and saw him wearing a pair
of wooden sandals, which were higher than any she had ever seen
before. She blinked her eyes and realized the man wasn’t wearing a
dress; it was some kind of robe made of silk with a light jacket
over the top. The belt around his waist held two swords. In one
hand he carried a jug with a cork in it.

Ellen stopped and watched the strange
man walk up to her. He stopped when he reached her point on the
road and removed his hat, bowing low to her. She noticed the top of
his head was shaved and his hair was tied in a bun on the
back.

“Good afternoon, madam,” he
said to her in a very formal voice. “Are you on your way to
Sagebrush Creek?”

“I am,” she said, continuing
to stare at him.

“You have quite a ways to
go,” he told her. “Good thing I have a jug of very cold cider with
me. Would you care for some?”

“I would,” she said, trying
not to be obvious in her apprehension.

The man uncorked his jug and offered it
to her. Ellen took a deep sip and felt the coolness wash into her
body. She was relieved to feel the heat drop for just a tiny bit.
She reeled a little at the sensation of the alcohol and was
grateful there was enough water in her canteen to rinse it
away.

Ellen finally looked at the mysterious
man in the face and remembered where she had seen him before: It
was her husband-to-be. What was he doing all this way out in the
hills wearing these funny robes?

“Excuse me,” she managed to
ask, “Would you be Morse Watkin?”

“Indeed I am,” he responded,
“and I am on my way to pick up my new bride who is supposed to be
arriving at the station in the next few days.”

“I’m Ellen,” she told him.
“Sorry I arrived early, but there was no way to send a
message.”

He reached out and clasped her to him.
Ellen was awed at his strength and height. Morse had to be nearly
six feet and had the grip of a bear. She nearly dropped her
traveling bag as he picked up her up and lifted her off the ground.
Ellen let out a whoosh of air as he placed her back down on the
road.

“You must be very tired,” he
said. “You will be glad to know it’s only another mile to my ranch.
I’ll take your bag as you are much worn out from carrying it. It’s
a good thing I came by or you would have walked all the way to
Sagebrush Creek by yourself and missed my ranch.”

“Is there a real creek in
the town,” she asked him.

“Yes,” he said with
laughter. “And one comes up when we go around the bend. It’s almost
dry with the lack of rain, but there is still some water in it. I
have a well on my property so I don’t depend on it for the
cattle.”

Ellen continued to walk with her cowboy
in the strange robes. Somehow, she hadn’t quite expected to be
meeting him like this. Now she wasn’t sure the marriage acceptance
was such a good idea. But where else was she going to go in the
place where she knew no one?

“Excuse me,” Ellen finally
asked him, “but I thought cowboys wore chaps and boots. Is it
different around here?”

“This here’s what they wear
in Japan,” he told her. “I thought you might like to see it when I
picked you up. I wanted to prove to you that I’ve actually been
there and wasn’t making things up.”

“Okay,” she told him. “I
would have been a little concerned if you went around like that all
the time.”

“Oh, no,” he assured her.
“But I did dress this way for years. You see -- I was on a ship
traveled to Japan. One day I fell into the water. The Japanese
rescued me and I spent a long time there before getting out. The
Japanese don’t like foreigners coming into their country and I had
to stay there a long time. I made it out with a lot of Japanese
stuff, which you’ll see once we get to the ranch house.”

The walked up the dusty road until
reaching the side trail, which took them to the ranch. Ellen was
starting to like the strange cowboy who dressed in the fashion of a
people thousands of miles to the West, just to impress her. She
followed him closely and used her umbrella for shade and protection
against the sun. He seemed to have no difficulty walking in the
strange shoes, which he would later tell her came from Japan as
well.

She could see the usefulness of the
robes he wore as they protected the wearer from the weather and
still proved to be functional.

 


 


The house where he lived was a small
one-level ranch house with low eves. It resembled many other houses
of Spanish influence she had witnessed on her travels to Idaho. It
was neither too big nor too small compared to the other ones she
had seen. In the front, a banner fluttered in the wind with strange
symbols on it she had never seen before. Just in front of the
house, a large pylon had been constructed. And to one side a small
tower had been built.

“Very nice place,” she
commented to Morse. “Is that a grain tower?”

“No,” he said. “Let me show
you what it is.”

They walked up to it and Morse sat her
traveling bag outside. The tower had no door in the wall, but did
have a large opening in it, where Morse took her by hand and went
inside. There was not much room in the interior, but what there was
allowed him to show her the bells inside it. Three of them hung
from a beam in the ceiling. The structure was, in fact, a bell
tower.

“Why do you need a bell
tower,” she asked him. “To signal to your neighbors?”

“No,” he said, “It helps me
relax after the end of the day.”

“How does it do that?” she
asked again. Ellen didn’t find bell towers too relaxing. She had
always assumed their function was to wake people up.

“Watch,” Morse said, and
picked up a small mallet.

He lightly tapped the bell with the
mallet and it made a soft ring, which soon flowed into the tower
and vibrated through her body. He struck it three times, put the
mallet down and began chanting something with his hands folded. The
sound of the bell filled the tower and moved through her insides.
She felt the warm sensations of it mixed with his chanting until
the reverberations had faded away.

“What were you saying,” she
asked him.

“Japanese,” he told her.
“It’s how they pray. I learned to do it over there and it comes in
handy when I’m trying to think.”

He took her into the house and showed
her the kitchen, parlor, and bedroom. It was smaller than she had
first noticed, but was large enough for where they needed to live.
The barn was not too far away but not so close as to be annoying.
Most of the cattle were kept in the corral. He did much of the
ranching himself, but had some hired hands that would show up when
needed.

Morse told her she could sleep in his
room at night and he would take the couch until the preacher
arrived in the morning. He had dinner made for them both by the
seven in the evening, just as the sun was beginning to set. She sat
down and ate with him, her first meal in her new home.

By then, Morse had changed his Japanese
garb for that of a standard cowboy. She was relieved to see him
wearing work boots and canvas pants instead of his Japanese robes.
They talked for a bit about what he expected to do once the ranch
became more prosperous and how she could help.

Ellen told him how she used to keep the
account books for her late husband’s practice and he felt it would
be a good idea for her to handle the books for the ranch. He gladly
showed her the accounts in their ledgers before excusing himself to
go outside and practice.

While she examined the books, which
were in surprisingly good condition, Ellen pondered over what Morse
had meant by ‘practice’. Was he going to practice lassoing a cow?
Perhaps some target practice on the side of the farm? She was about
to find out.

 


 


Looking out the window, she saw Morse
walk up to a large pole which had been buried it the ground. He had
wrapped it with straw mats. Ellen had noticed it on their way in
and didn’t say anything. Now Morse was approaching it slowly. She
saw he was carrying one of the swords she had seen him with earlier
in the day. Morse froze in place and seemed to go into a trance
when he stopped.

He took the sword, held it up high in a
stance he had committed to memory, and struck down, cleaving
through the mat, all the way to the pole.

Ellen stood there in wonder as her
fiancé took another swing and slashed again. He held his pose one
more time for thirty seconds and struck once more, this time
wrapping the edge of the blade around the outside of the post,
cleaving it from the reverse side. She stood there wondering if she
should flee the ranch and get to safety. Was he so mad that Morse
had to attack this post in such a fashion?

As she watched, Morse seemed to go into
a trance and then attacked the post in full force, leaving a series
of cuts all over it. He turned into a spinning storm of steel as
the blade stripped the straw mat away from the post and let it fall
to the ground.

Finished, he looked at the post
carefully to make sure he had removed the entire mat, bowed low to
it, and then, in one precise move, returned his sword to its
scabbard. He walked over to the bell tower and pulled out a broom,
which he used to clean up the mess.

Ellen could see he was exhausted from
what he had done. Morse finished with the mess and dumped the
fragments on a trash pile next to the barn. He returned to the bell
tower and emerged without the sword. Ellen continued to watch him
as he made his way over to the barn.

“He does that every day, did
you know?” a voice said behind her.

Ellen nearly jumped from being startled
by the voice. She turned around to face a man in a clerical collar
holding a bible. He was old with grey hair and a beard. The man,
obviously a minister of some kind, stood behind her. Ellen had been
so taken by watching Morse that she hadn’t heard the preacher come
in through the back door.

“Permit me
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