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    This book is dedicated to all the medical caregivers who provided support and treatment during the Covid-19 pandemic. The pandemic led me to write since the isolation was extreme. 
While I did not suffer the illness until much later, those who did, recovered with the assistance of the physicians, nurses, medical staff and support staff. We all thank you for your dedication and caring manner. 
For those who lost loved ones to the pandemic, my sincere sympathies. As long as you remember them, they live. Celebrate their lives by celebrating your own.
Bless you all. 
Andrea
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Foreword
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​

​First, welcome to my community of readers. Let me emphasize how important it is for you to become familiar with my website, andreasmutz.com. It is the hub of my operation. There are offerings there that are unique to my website -  coupons, discount notices, new release information, e-books, audiobooks, novellas, short stories, or other interesting media that you will find nowhere else. 

I invite you to subscribe to my newsletter so I can keep you updated on what’s happening in the community.  Use this link to join my list.

Reviews can mean the difference between success and failure for indie authors.  Please submit a review to Goodreads, or if you’re not familiar with Goodreads, please email it to me.  Thank you!

With warmest regards,

Andrea Smutz
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PROLOGUE
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In 1866, the United States was starting the long road of recovery from the Civil War.  Healing was far from over.  But in the pain of the past, men and women were turning to see that there was, indeed, a future to be sought.  Westward was the promise of a better future.  

Those who had lost everything, and those who had lost nothing, turned to the promise.  Families and individuals left ravaged areas.  Farmers, tradespeople, old, young, as yet  unborn, took on the hazardous journeys.  

Many were poor, but not all. Many had wealth and education and turned west.  Some came for their own profit, some to help build the west.  Some traveled for adventure.  

This story is about one man, who journeyed west with his brother.  The charge of the older one was to turn the younger back to the banking that their father and grandfather had started and return to New York and their firm.  They were the future of the business.  But the younger one had his own goals and that was to avoid banking!  He felt no obligation to follow his older brother. He had no specific direction.  He didn’t know what he wanted.  He only knew what he didn’t.

If you could describe the young man at all, he had the backbone to find his way, make his own way, and take responsibility for contributing to improvements.  Stannis Hopefield knew that much about himself.  Others did also.  Those that didn’t know it now, would learn, some in the most painful, specific methods that Stannis would develop.  

Stannis Hopefield was on the verge of becoming a man to be cautious of, a man to admire, a man to love.  In short, he was a man of the future of our country.
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​Chapter 1
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Stannis Hopefield was a lucky man.  In his first days of travels into the Rocky Mountains that he’d fallen in love with, he had met and been befriended by a trapper.  He went by the name Beaver Joe who wasn’t sure he remembered his real name anymore.  Stan’s trek into the mountains might have been very short if not for Joe.  Joe took pity on the tenderfoot but was also impressed by the young man’s calmness when he was confronted with a hunting party of Arapaho Indians.  Joe intervened before Stan lost his hair, explained that he was friends with the Indians, and told the Indians, Stan was his friend.  It wasn’t true then, but it would be soon.

They were invited to a big feast that night and the chief took a liking to the apparel Stan wore.  By the next morning, Stan had no clothes of his own but was appreciating the ease of wearing the soft suede.  There was no scratchiness to the shirt, no binding in the pants.  The moccasins were more comfortable than his slippers in New York.  The silly bowler hat, which is how he’d thought of it for many years, was happily replaced by a battered cowboy hat sporting a long eagle feather.  He had joined the chief in shooting the bowler as one of the others tossed it repeatedly in the air.  Stan was happy to see its demise and had enjoyed the chief’s delight as well.  The new clothing was a mixed look but more comfortable than he’d worn since a child.  The chief, White Hawk, showed off his new apparel and looked very dapper.  That is, except for the starched shirt.  It went in the fire and neither man mourned the loss of the uncomfortable scratchy garment.  

Two days later, Joe left to trap further north.  The chief invited Stan to stay, and he did.  Over the next two weeks, Stan learned much of the language.  He’d always had an ear for languages and soon he and the chief were talking in a combined native and English language.  The men of the tribe took a liking to the white man.  He could ride well, shot his rifle well and brought down an elk for the tribe with one shot.  One man, who later turned out to be married to the chief’s daughter, showed Stannis how to use a knife.  Stan’s natural athleticism helped him learn the throwing and handling quickly.  The warrior’s wife showed Stan how to clean skins using the knife and scrapers of flint.  Working on the elk hide with her, he practiced his new dialect and was delighted when she laughed at him.  She gently corrected his pronunciation.  

At the end of two weeks, Stan knew he needed to talk to Duncan.  With the wish that the tribe travel safely and he would look for them, he left and returned to Denver.  As he rode up to the Marlowe’s house, everyone on the street looked at this frontiersman.  They would have been surprised to have known that less than a month previously, he’d been on his way to becoming a banker.

Tim and his family were puzzled at the change; Duncan was relieved his brother was safe and accepted the outcome.  Stannis had never wanted to follow him in banking.  The brothers sat and discussed his decision and how best to prepare for the challenges.  Eventually, they also discussed how their father would take the news.  

Stan was relieved when Duncan said he’d talk to their father, somehow convince him that this was best for Stan.  Stan wrote a letter to his father to help explain.  He was sure his father would be livid.  Duncan did ask that Stan contact him regularly and imposed a time limit for Stan to be a trapper.  Duncan asked for a decision in one year and Stan reluctantly agreed.  Duncan felt it was as good as he’d be able to get from his adventurous brother.  They were choosing different roads to travel and privately, he agreed that Stan was prepared for the one he was choosing.  

Stannis and Duncan arranged for money to be deposited in the bank for his use.  Over the next days, Stan bought supplies for trapping, a mule of rotten disposition and a new horse.  It was mostly mustang and having heard about the mixed breed horses and their stamina, had felt it would be the wisest choice for his travels.  This one certainly wasn’t a beauty, and it wasn’t any particular color.  It had brown and gray mixed together and Tim called him a roan.  Stan had never seen the color before, but he didn’t care.  The horse had a deep chest, long legs, a rather shortish tail and mane, and like the mule, somewhat rotten disposition.  The man, the mule and the horse fit right together.

Tim and Stan had seen Duncan off.  Tim had returned to the house, still scratching his head.  He just couldn’t get over Stan’s change.  His only reassurance was that Duncan did seem to accept it.  Tim wondered what Stan’s father would say.  
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The brothers had arrived by stagecoach weeks before after traveling to Omaha in the railcar.  The two were accompanying Timothy Marlowe’s mother and also taking the opportunity to evaluate how the Denver branch of Hopefield was doing.  Tim was the manager, and their friend for most of their lives.  Stannis had wanted to see the west and Duncan and their father had hoped the trip would serve to disenchant the younger son of being in the west.  Gordon Hopefield wanted Stannis to join the firm in New York.  However, that was not what Stan wanted.  

The travel from Omaha had been difficult for the three travelers, the brothers and Tim’s mother.  The ride was rough and did not meet the expectations of Stan to see Indians and the wild west he’d read about in the dime store books. He was not pleased and rather disappointed.  Duncan hoped that would change his brother’s desire to stay in the west.  

Arriving in Denver, the station was engulfed in the dust that the arriving stagecoach had stirred up.  The teams were being exchanged and the dust settled from the stage’s arrival.  Passengers were getting out. Stannis had climbed from the interior of the stage, looking down at his travel-rumpled suit, put on the bowler hat, and held the door as Duncan grabbed onto his younger brother’s shoulder easing himself from the steps.  Both turned and offered a hand to an older woman.

“Thank you, Duncan and Stannis.  You have been so kind the whole journey.”  Mrs. Marlowe beamed at the two.  

“Mother!  It is so good to see you!  Hello Duncan, Stannis.  I can’t tell you how thankful we are to have you escort Mother here.”  Timothy Marlowe hugged his stepmother and shook hands with the brothers.  

The three men knew each other well.  They had grown up together.  Mrs. Marlowe was like a second mother to the Hopefield brothers.  Stannis, the younger brother looked up to see her baggage being lowered by one of the men up top and went to retrieve it.  He was surprised how heavy it was.  He turned around to locate Duncan’s and his baggage.  

This was the end of the line for the brothers; they would stay with the Marlowe’s for a while to recover and evaluate the bank.  Perhaps they would eventually travel further in Colorado.  Duncan could only imagine how Mrs. Marlowe felt.  Sleep had been almost impossible during the travel from Omaha.  Duncan was exhausted, Stan looked tired and Mrs. Marlowe looked about to collapse.  He figured she certainly noticed the rough travel more than he or Stannis had.  All three travelers were beyond tired.

Mrs. Marlowe glanced at the accumulated luggage to be sure all her belongings were in the pile, including the large hatbox.  The hatbox was dented on top, and she hoped the new straw hat was not damaged.  If it was, she’d have something to say to the coach company!  She took her son’s arm, and he walked her to the carriage and helped her climb up into the rear seat.  

Stannis helped the driver of the wagon load the baggage.  Duncan was looking pained and leaned on his cane, resting his healing leg. He stood with the remaining baggage to be sure none was picked up by any of the people in the yard.  Finally all the baggage was loaded into the wagon and Stannis joined Duncan at the carriage.

Stan helped Duncan climb into the rear seat with Mrs. Marlowe.  Checking one last time to be sure nothing had been left, he climbed in to sit next to Tim.  The wagon followed the carriage out of the station. 

Tim was chatting with his mother while Stan took the opportunity to look around the station yard they were leaving.  New passengers were beginning to climb aboard the stage, and he saw the preacher and his wife come from the building that comprised the station, wiping their mouths.  This had been a meal stop, but it was only a few minutes.  The continuing passengers had to take care of their personal needs and buy something to eat.  Most ate in the stagecoach.  Tim asked Duncan a question about his leg as Stannis heard the stagecoach driver whistle and crack his whip.  Instantly, the fresh horses started forward causing their harnesses to jingle.  Additional yells were heard as the coach moved around a curve and continued its travels.  Stannis watched the coach leave sending another cloud of dust into the sky and was relieved he wasn’t on it.  

Stan hadn’t listened to Tim’s question or his brother’s response.  He was too intent on looking at the land surrounding the station, the people, and complete lack of civilization.  This was so very different from their hometown of New York City.  He had been schooled near Boston and had never seen the desolation and lack of buildings as he’d seen during the travel from Omaha.  Of course, he’d looked at the great fields of wheat and corn and other crops, and he marveled at the cattle he’d seen.  The stockyards at Omaha had been smelly, crowded, and generally foul.  The only previous cows he’d seen in New York or even Massachusetts were dairy cows.  Meat was obtained from the butcher.  He had never contemplated how it got there.  Now, he had a better idea of the process and wasn’t especially pleased with the knowledge.

Stannis Hopefield was just shy of twenty-two.  During the Civil War, he’d been in the great Northern Army, but with his education, and his father’s connections, he had been assigned to a General Edwardson, who had remained safely in Washington, D.C.  The General had gone out to watch one battle, been fired upon by the enemy, and beat a hasty retreat to the capital.  Having accompanied the General, Stan had been fascinated by the chaos on the battlefield.  Organization was lacking, and he had glimpsed units on the wrong side of the battle line.  Why everyone wasn’t killed was a mystery to him!  

Part of the reason that Stannis was not assigned to a battle unit was due to Duncan.  Duncan had volunteered when the war started, served in a cavalry unit, and fought for over two and a half years.  In a skirmish, he was badly injured.  His right leg from mid-calf down had been amputated when gangrene set in.  Now he hobbled on a prosthetic half-leg and foot, hence the need for the cane.  Still, he had survived.  Only his proximity to physicians in the north and his father’s wealth had saved his life.  

The brothers certainly looked similar.  Duncan was four years older than Stannis.  They were the same height, well, Stannis now had a half-inch on Duncan, due to the leg injury.  At slightly over six feet tall, they towered over their parents. Both had strong, broad shoulders, were lean, almost to the point of overly thin.  Their eyes were a light blue; some described the color as icy blue.  Their hair was brownish, but here there was a variance.  Stannis wore his lighter hair longer, brushing his collar, while Duncan preferred to have it exceedingly short.  Duncan had a well-groomed mustache.  They dressed similarly, copied from their father, who as a banker, expected them to be conservative but rich in their apparel.  Duncan was starting to assume duties in the bank and business their father and grandfather had built.  Stan wanted to see the west and be a part of the excitement of the nation’s expansion.  With this trip, it was hoped that Stannis would see the error of such a vocation and would return to New York to bank as his father wanted him to pursue.  Duncan had been assigned that task.

“Stan?” Tim said.  Stan was not listening and had not heard him.  There was no answer to Tim’s inquiry.

“Stan?”  Tim said louder, and just to make sure Stan heard him, Tim nudged him with his elbow.  He was younger by one year, but they were as close as brothers.

“What?”  Stan said, exasperated by the interruption.  He was so preoccupied with looking around he had not been paying attention.  That was obvious to the other three.

“Did you enjoy the trip?”  Tim asked, grinning. He thought he already knew the answer.

“Not especially.  The train to Omaha was fine, although the tracks were in poor condition.  We did see bison but not a single Indian.  The stagecoach was terrible.”  Stan grumbled.  He could really use a good whiskey about now.  He’d enjoy a long soak in a tub as well.  He’d enjoy a woman for his recreation and relief.  Realistically, he doubted he’d locate that last item for a few days.  He needed to satisfy that need on his own and not depend on Duncan or even Tim.  He wasn’t even sure who he could ask about filling that want.  Certainly, Tim wouldn’t help.  Stan hoped to free himself from the others to explore the town and find the solution on his own.  

Tim was surprised.  “Did you really expect to see Indians?  They are moving further west and are being pushed by the army to reservations.  You won’t see many I expect.  Most are drunkards, my apologies, Mother, but it is true.”

Stan was watching Tim with disbelief.  Tim was serious.  Was that the situation here?  Where was the Wild West he’d read about?  Where were all the heroic soldiers?  After all, it was only 1866.  Certainly, it had not all been settled!

By now, the carriage and wagon were entering the town of Denver.  This was one of the major developing cities in the West.  Stan was disappointed.  He’d expected gunfighters roaming about, cattle drives down the streets, runaway horses, ladies of the night waltzing along enticing men, such as himself, to enjoy their charms, to which he looked forward.  This looked almost like other eastern towns he’d visited.  The streets were wider and it was cleaner, but all in all, it looked like home.  

The carriage turned into a drive leading to a large stone structure.  This was twice as large as the brownstone he’d lived in when attending school in Boston.  A groom ran out to halt the team.  Tim helped his mother from the carriage.  Stannis leapt out to be available for Duncan to support himself if needed, but he exited without assistance.  Stannis started to pick up Mrs. Marlowe’s baggage, but the groom stepped around and took it from him.  Tim turned and informed Stan that Jackson, the groom, would bring in the bags.  The brothers were to come with him and his mother.  

Stannis and Duncan were used to servants in their home.  Stannis hadn’t expected something similar here in the west.  He shrugged to Duncan who smiled.  Duncan was after whiskey since it helped with the pain.  ‘Damn leg stump just didn’t heal!’  he thought.

The interior was cooler and darker with rich walnut paneling.  The brothers followed Mrs. Marlowe, and all were greeted by Tim’s wife, Lucinda.  They had married back east, and she was from another wealthy New York family.  Tim and Lucinda had two children now.  This main room was comfortably appointed with furniture, some of which Stan recognized as being from the Marlowe home in New York.  A large stone fireplace burned low.  The art was tasteful and well placed.  A few small toys were near a bookcase, evidence of the children the Marlowe’s already had.  

Lucinda suggested that the men might like to bathe and relax before dinner.  She told them it would be a family dinner that night.  Knowing men, especially these two, she had already supplied the two rooms the guests would occupy, with a full decanter of the fine whiskey her husband preferred.  She did not expect to see them at dinner and had informed the cook that trays might be needed for one or both of the brothers.  Lucinda was a gracious hostess and turned from the others to speak with the cook, then see the children.  Tim was showing his mother to her room, helping her to settle in and was excitedly speaking with her.  

Mrs. Marlowe had decided to come to Tim’s home when the little baby girl was born.  She knew that Lucinda could use the help, and now that she was a widow, her time had dragged on for her.  If it didn’t work for her to live here, she’d return to New York, but the memories were great there and she missed her husband.  Here, she had her son and his family.  Susan Marlowe was excited to be in this far west city, to experience what it could offer, and recover from her dear husband’s sudden death.  

Each brother retreated to the whiskey first, then the bath, and continued with additional whiskey.  Stannis thought he needed to find where Tim purchased this particular whiskey.  It was as good as Stan’s father’s.  Exiting from the tub sometime later, feeling cleaner, thank heaven, and more relaxed, Stan dressed and tapped on Duncan’s door.

“Dunk?  May I come in?”  Stan tapped again and heard his brother say to enter.

“Damn leg!” Duncan looked at the reddened stump.  Stannis could see the badly irritated stump.  An angry sore the size of a silver dollar was apparent.  It hurt like the blazes but at least it was better without the strapped-on wooden prosthesis

.  

“I think I wish I’d been killed!” Duncan grumbled.

“Well, you weren’t, so quit your bellyaching!”  Stan had been relieved when Duncan had been released from the army to recover at home.  Poor MaryAnne had been so frightened her husband would die.  On the other hand, having little to do while recovering, Duncan and MaryAnne had grown closer, and the baby was now almost six months old.  The parents and grandparents were thrilled.  

Duncan and MaryAnne had decided to continue to live with Duncan’s parents.  It was easier for Duncan and MaryAnne appreciated her mother-in-law’s help while she recovered from the birth.  There were servants to attend to every need and the home was close to MaryAnne’s parents.  When Caroline Hopefield passed away unexpectedly, MaryAnne had taken over much of the management of Mr. Hopefield’s home.  He appreciated her assistance and enjoyed the baby’s presence in his life.   Little Marshall was the highlight of MaryAnne’s life.  She looked forward to Duncan’s return since she wanted another baby soon.

“You up to dining with the family or need to rest?”  Stan was extremely considerate of his brother.  They were close and both enjoyed and appreciated the relationship.  

“I’m going to join them.  However, if you’d bring my crutch, I’d appreciate it.  Can’t put the foot back on.  This sore on the stump may take a few days to heal.”  Duncan hated the foot as much as he hated the crutch.  

He despised the invalid status that had come from the injury.  He especially loathed the looks of pity or horror from those who saw evidence of his disability, but did not know him.  Since all the Marlowe’s were aware of the injury and would not be uncomfortable with Duncan only pinning up the trouser leg he was determined to join them.  Tim had put Duncan in a guest suite with the main rooms, thereby eliminating the need to go up and down stairs.  Back in New York, a new prosthesis was being made.  It had not been finished by the time Duncan and Stannis had left.  The new one would have better padding and was braced in a fashion that was more secure.  He hoped to walk more normally.

As happens when friends meet, the Marlowe’s and the Hopefield brothers enjoyed catching up with their lives.  Tim worked for the Hopefield bank and had come to Denver to manage the expansion to that city.  He was glad that Mr. Hopefield, the elder, was well and the bank was enjoying expansion to other cities.  Mrs. Marlowe, being friends with the Hopefield’s for so many years, provided other details to her son and daughter-in-law.  She had carried a letter for Lucinda from her mother.  Lucinda, called Lucy by almost everyone in the family, had been appreciative.  Her mother had sent a new dress for Suzette, but the little baby would need to grow into it.  

The men agreed to visit the bank in the next few days to discuss business.  Tonight, was for family.  

As a treat, Robert, had been allowed to join the adults for dinner.  This rarely occurred and he had listened to the stories.  He didn’t know the two men, but they had been kind to him, and the younger man had given him a carved horse.  It even had a removable saddle.  But it was approaching ten o’clock and the boy was fading.  Lucy excused herself and took her son up the stairs to bed.  He was so tired that for a change, he didn’t demand a story.  After checking on Suzette, she returned to the table and Tim brought her a sherry.

The brothers finished their drinks and excused themselves.  The coach travel had been grinding and they were ready to sleep lying down without the jarring motion of the traveling stagecoach.  Duncan went to his room and Stan went outside in the cool night air.  

The moon was a sliver of white in the night sky.  The sky looked as if someone had flung paint creating a white band of stars overhead.  Stan had seldom seen so many.  Tim joined him.

“Duncan seems to get around fairly well.  Is there much pain?”  Tim had still been at home when Duncan had returned from the war to recover.  He had been too young to serve in the army and was also in a critical financial business.  

“He has a sore on it.  It is still not healed properly.  There is a new leg being prepared in New York and I hope it is more comfortable for him.  It wasn’t ready when we left.  Some days are worse than others.  I can tell by the amount he drinks.  Right now, I’d say it hurts a great deal.”  Stan had turned from the stars to look at Tim.  

Tim nodded.  “If he needs to see a doctor, mine is good.  He has had experience in treating amputations.  Of course, most doctors have had that experience since the war.  I’ll let you bring it up if needed.”  Stan nodded.

“How’s the bank?”  Stan asked.  He and Duncan had used the bank as an excuse to travel.  Duncan and his wife, MaryAnne, were going through a rough time.  This was mostly due to the demands of the baby.  Still, Duncan hadn’t hesitated to travel with Stan.  Their father had been in favor of the trip.  He had encouraged Duncan to use the trip to turn Stan back to banking.  So far, Stan had seemed disappointed in the western city.  That might help convince him to return to New York and the career their father wanted.  Duncan wanted Stan to enter the banking company as much as their father did.

“Not bad.  Still heavy competition from the other two, but with the growth of the city, three banks will be busy.  I had a problem with one teller.  He was skimming money.  Fired him, of course.  He’s moved on.  Just as well.  Spoke with the Sheriff and he agreed that letting him move on was easiest.  And I talked to the two other banks’ managers, and they wouldn’t hire him based on his actions.  Didn’t lose much and made sure no customers found out.  Bank lost about $125.00 making up the difference”.  

Stan nodded.  Duncan handled most of the banking needs.  Still, Stan needed to learn more he supposed.  Tim said good night and turned from his friend.  

Stan stood appreciating the beautiful sky, cool evening and brandy.  To the west, he could see the peaks of the mountains outlined by the overhead stars.  Distantly, a coyote howled, was joined by others, and the wild dogs were joined by dogs in the neighborhood.  The howling was lonely, emphasizing how he felt.  Stan was with his brother and good friend but still, felt alone and undirected. 

He knew he didn’t want to bank.  He was sure Duncan was under their father’s orders to turn Stan into a banker.  Stan could hardly imagine himself in a building all day.  Just being contained at this home, eating formally for over two hours had been stressing.  Banking wasn’t what he wanted, and he privately told himself, wouldn’t happen.  He wasn’t sure what he wanted but just knowing it wouldn’t be banking helped him somewhat.  

The chorus of dogs and coyotes ceased and the evening was quiet.  Somewhere in the trees, an owl hooted.  Stan took one last look at the splendid display of stars and turned to the house and a comfortable bed.  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3

[image: ]


‘God, it felt good to sleep in a bed!’  Duncan thought as he rolled over and stretched.  His leg felt better.  Just being able to take the wooden substitute off had helped.  He had worn it almost the whole way from Omaha to Denver in the stagecoach.  No wonder he had the sore.  He knew he’d have to put the prosthesis on for the trip to the bank today, but he hoped it would be a short day.  

He sat up, picked up the crutch and hobbled to the water closet.  At least there was indoor plumbing here!  He looked at himself in the mirror and was surprised to see his appearance.  He desperately needed a haircut and shave!  As he studied his hair, he realized that his last trim and good shave had been in New York!  That was a long time ago, or at least it seemed that way.  Perhaps the brothers could do that on the way to the bank.  He’d hate to have his father hear that he and Stan had arrived ungroomed.  

Upstairs, Stan was up, shaved and dressed.  He had similar thoughts when he looked at himself in the mirror.  He finished and straightened his bed, checked the room and decided it would have satisfied his mother and therefore should satisfy Lucy.  He came downstairs and saw that Duncan’s room was open.  He went into the morning room on the back side of the house to join the others.  

“Good morning,” Stan greeted the assembly.  A chorus of greetings met him.  He took a plate and served himself breakfast and sat across from Duncan.  Stan was glad to see Duncan eating a full breakfast.  They had not eaten well on the stagecoach portion of the trip.  Duncan also looked more rested, and his forehead was not creased with pain.  Stan was particularly pleased at that.

“Stan, Tim’s going to leave for the bank.  He’s suggested that we follow.  I’d like to go to the barber before the bank.”  Duncan hoped Stan would agree.  His younger brother could use polishing as well.

Stan had just taken a bite and was chewing, so he looked at Duncan and nodded yes. He finished the mouthful, drank some coffee and finally was able to speak.  “I thought the same thing.  If horses are available, are you up for riding?  I’d like to look around the town after the bank.”  

“I have horses you can use.  I am taking one, but you can use any others in the stable.  Jackson will saddle them for you.”  Tim had anticipated that the men might want to ride.  It was easier to get around the town than by carriage.  Walking was out of the question due to the size of the growing city and of course, Duncan’s leg.

“Thank you, Tim, we would appreciate that.  We’ll be at the bank by eleven.  Perhaps we could lunch afterward.”  Duncan responded.  Tim nodded, excused himself, kissed Lucy and his mother, and left for the bank.  The brothers could see Jackson holding a horse for Tim and heard him ride out.

Stan turned to Lucy.  “Lucy, you’ve been here for a time.  How do you like this part of the country and the city?  It certainly looks different than where we were all raised.”

Lucy wiped her lips on her napkin, placed it back in her lap, and sipped her tea.  

“The biggest change I notice is that it is so much quieter!  In New York, people are calling out on the street and there is all that traffic.  This home is not that far from the center of town but even so, it is quiet at night.  Perhaps you noticed last night?”  Lucy paused and both men nodded yes.  “The winters are really cold.  Tim selected this home based on our experience the first winter and it is much warmer in winter and cooler in summer.  I think I’ve grown use to the wildness here.  Just an hour out of the city and you see large trees, wildlife, the rugged mountains to the west.”

Stan wanted to hear more.  “What about the people here?  Are they like us?”

“Our social circle tends to include business owners and prosperous families.  That is not different.  But the others that come in from the mountains, especially the men, are rugged, occasionally uncouth, I guess I’d call them loners.  I don’t see them where we go for social engagements.  With the end of the war, we have many coming here who fought on both sides.  The paper will often report about fights or even shootings between men who battled one another in the war and can’t accept the end of the hostilities.  But that occurs in other parts of the surrounding area, not in this neighborhood and seldom in the downtown itself.  

“I’ve met very nice women.  If they don’t arrive with a husband, it doesn’t take long for them to find one!  But I’m happy I don’t have that problem.”  Lucinda was gently smiling, and her eyes were shining.  Stan recognized a woman who had probably been loved the previous night or this morning.  That kind of look didn’t occur often he had noticed.

“I’m glad you are happy here, Lucy.  It was brave for you and Tim to travel here and help us and the company.”  Duncan added.  He had hoped that the couple were doing well but sometimes the reports didn’t reflect how their friends were doing on the personal level.

“Mother and I are staying in today.  She is tired from the travel and excited to be here.  And I think she wants to play with the children!”  Lucy had turned to smile at Mrs. Marlowe, who smiled back.  Fatigue showed in the woman’s face and both brothers understood.  She had been a surprisingly good travel companion but there are limits to anyone’s ability to travel in the fashion that they had.

“Very well, I’ll speak with Jackson, and we’ll leave soon.  Thank you for breakfast, and we’ll see you for dinner.  Have a restful day,”  Duncan said.  

When the brothers left the house, Jackson stood with two horses, saddled and ready.  Mounting was never the problem for Duncan but if he was tired or the horse restless, dismounting could become difficult.  Tim had spoken with Jackson and a chestnut gelding was handed to Duncan.  Jackson handed the reins of a pinto mare to Stan.  She was slightly nervous, and Stan stroked her neck, talked quietly to her and helped her relax.  Duncan was mounted and Stan mounted on the now calmer mare.  They turned and rode down the street in the direction Tim had suggested.  A barber was several blocks from the house.  

The street on which the house was located was wider than those in New York.  Sidewalks were along the street and people were strolling and occasionally stopping to speak with friends.  Trees arched overhead lending shade for relief of the sun.  It was a peaceful, quiet and lovely area.

As they rode, Stan asked how Duncan’s leg was feeling.

“Much better.  Lucy brought me a thick pad of sheep’s wool this morning.  She had heard that other men with similar afflictions found it was more comfortable with the pad.  I’m trying it today and it does help.  She and Tim have a friend that lost an arm in the war and my injury came up in a discussion.  In private, he showed them his pad and suggested it might help me.  I’m glad to try something!”  Duncan did look at ease.  

The barbershop was just ahead, and Stan moved up quickly, dismounted first and came around to assist Duncan should he need it.  Duncan was dismounting and found his footing and steadied himself leaning on the horse but had no pain when putting additional pressure on the healing wound.  He turned to meet Stan’s gaze with a clear face and smiled.  Stan returned his smile, relieved that Duncan was better.

One barber was finishing a customer, and no one was waiting, so Duncan took a seat in the other chair and the second barber came to him immediately.  Duncan described what he wanted and relaxed to be tended.  As the other customer left, Stan moved to that chair and soon the brothers were under hot towels on their faces in preparation of close, professional shaving.  

The two barbers kept up a banter and introduced themselves.  They were cousins, Bill and Al, and had been raised in the city.  Their parents had moved here some thirty years ago and also had been barbers.  When Stan could, he asked about the city’s growth from these two.  Bill told of the wilder times when they were young.  His stories were familiar to those Stan had read in little novels printed and distributed to youngsters.  

“Ever see a shoot-out?”  Stan asked.  Duncan barely contained a chuckle.  Sometimes, he thought, Stan made the wittiest comments.

“No, but I was in the bank when it was robbed.  I thought my mother would faint.”  Bill had shared this. “No shooting, but I remember the two men waving guns around.  They made it a mile out of town and the Sheriff caught up with them.  Killed one, tried and hung the other.  Best entertainment I ever saw.  Remember Al, your dad took us to see the hanging.  Man kicked for several minutes.”  Bill had a wide grin and Al was nodding and smiling.

“Yep, but don’t care to see another one.  Once is enough for the robber and also for me.”  Al commented.  In spite of himself, Duncan laughed.  ‘Yes, a robber would hope to only be hung once.’  Duncan glanced at Stan who was taking all this in but hadn’t caught the funny comment.  That made Duncan chuckle again.

The barbers finished trimming the hair of the brothers and Duncan’s mustache.  Considerably cleaned up, the two paid the men and left the barbershop, thanking them.  

“You just had to ask about a shooting, didn’t you?”  Duncan said with a huge grin.  He enjoyed teasing Stan because it was so entertaining.  As the older brother, he’d had plenty of practice.  Sometimes, Stan made it very easy!

“Just getting to know about the city.  Interesting.  Hanging wouldn’t be much fun to watch, especially if they strangle to death.  Civilization is slow coming here.”  Stan said, as much to himself as his brother.  Duncan was hoping that such comments would begin to turn Stan into the banker their father desired.  Privately, he wanted his brother to stay in New York.  He would miss his friendship and entertainment.  
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It was shortly before eleven when the brothers arrived at the bank.  The stone building had tall columns on either side of the doors, opening into the cool interior.  About one-third of the floor was open to customers to sit and discuss banking issues with employees.  The banker’s cage had bars that extended to a false ceiling over the tellers allowing for speaking but no reaching by customers into the money drawers.  Behind the cage were offices and at the very back a large open steel safe stood protecting the money.  Even with the large safe door open, a locked gate protected the interior.  It looked substantial and impregnable.

Tim’s office was near the back and the open metal safe.  He was with customers when the young assistant came to Duncan.  He had requested that the brothers be brought back and offered something to drink.  Coffee sat on a stove nearby.  

Stannis and Duncan moved to the sitting area waiting for Tim to complete his business.  The couple he’d been assisting exited the office and Tim motioned the brothers in.  He instructed his assistant to not disturb him.  After general comments, Duncan switched to business and made requests.

“Tim, I’d like to see your books for the past two years.  If you have details on the embezzlement, I’d like that as well.  I’m sure you did as needed, but I’m certain that Father would want details and I want to be prepared to explain to him.  I may need to have copies made of information.  Is there someone suitable to provide that?”  Duncan had moved into banking  and was focused on business.  Stan would learn by observation this time.

“Yes of course.  I’ll put Robert at your disposal.  He is meticulous and what’s more, I can read his writing!  We have a room I use for larger meetings that would be more comfortable to have all the records and ledgers available.  Robert can be with you. Is there anything Stan wants to do or see?”  Tim didn’t know if the brothers had different agendas.  Still, he was the manager and therefore responsible for all the financial aspects. 

“I’d be interested in your safe and the procedures for opening it and closing it nightly.  Perhaps someone could show me that.  I’m also interested in the teller cages.”  Stan had volunteered this request and Duncan turned to regard him.  Perhaps their father had influenced Stan more than he’d imagined. Duncan nodded at the request.  It was an excellent one.

Soon, the brothers and Robert were in the designated room with many accounting books and ledgers.  Robert took notes and provided dividers that would indicate which records needed to be duplicated.  Duncan requested that the entire four pages of the information on the embezzlement be copied, and Robert suggested that another man complete that. That assignment was relatively simple and Robert wanted to devote his time to help the brothers.  Duncan agreed and the project was transferred to the second assistant.  

Three hours later, Tim entered and asked if they were ready to eat.  The brothers agreed and having assigned copying to the two employees, left for lunch at a nearby restaurant.  Conversation revolved around the information being reviewed.  Duncan made a suggestion about certain notations that would clarify entries and Tim nodded.  He understood how the improvement would work and was happy to have the suggestion.  During a break in the record review, Robert and Stan had reviewed the safe and the controls for opening and closing.  Stan was impressed by the construction of the safe and that the employees followed the directions as required by Tim.  Stan did have suggestions about the teller’s stations in the banker’s cage.  Both Duncan and Tim agreed that adding the additional enclosure would protect the employees and prevent theft.  

Following lunch, Stan wanted to see the town.  Duncan agreed.  They had several more weeks to review records at the bank and didn’t need to spend all day doing it.  They had tasked the two clerks with copying records and rather than drown them in more work, decided to ride around.  As Tim returned to the bank, the brothers mounted and headed west.  

The closer they got to the edge of the town the better Stan felt.  Houses started to spread out and nothing interfered with the view of the near vertical Flatiron Range.  Impressive was a poor word for it.  Magnificent came to mind.  Stan had seen the Appalachian mountains in the east and had gone into Maine but these, these suddenly erupting crags and ridges, summits and soaring walls of granite were truly indescribable.  The more Stan saw, the more in love with the mountains, vista, sky and sounds he became. 

After riding two hours, Duncan was tiring.  He turned back and said Stan should follow soon.  

Stan followed all right.  He followed his heart into the mountains beckoning him.  

Three weeks later Stannis rode up to the barn behind the Marlowe house.  If it hadn’t been for the horse, he would not have been recognized.  His gray wool suit was replaced with soft suede pants with beading and decoration.  He wore high moccasins.  His starched white shirt was now a soft suede tunic, and he wore a battered cowboy hat.  On his left leg was tied a long-beaded scabbard that held a knife.  His right side held a holster, with a genuine Colt.  Even the horse was different.  The pinto was as hard from her travels as the man.  The fancy saddle was replaced with an Indian-style saddle covered with a blanket.  

Duncan took one look at his brother and realized that Stannis had made a decision about his future and would not be returning to New York with him.  The look also told Duncan that Stannis belonged here, just as surely as Duncan did not.  

Three days later, Duncan said goodbye to his younger brother and climbed onto the stagecoach to return to Omaha and the private rail car.  He looked out the small window and watched Stan climb onto the new horse and pick up the lead rope for the pack mule.  Duncan waved and Stan tipped a new cowboy hat and rode west.  

Duncan would not hear from Stan for almost a year.
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Having seen Duncan off, Stannis saddled his new horse, led the mule out of town, happily returning to the mountains.  Summer was ending and Beaver Joe had said the best trapping was in winter when the pelts were the finest.  He’d drawn Stan a map showing Joe’s usual camp during the winter.  The area still had good beaver, fox, mink, bobcat,  sometimes called lynx.  Deer and elk were abundant and therefore, meat was plentiful.  If Stan could reach the camp early enough, the two could hunt bear, both black and grizzly, before they crawled into dens to hibernate.  He promised to try and get there.

Every day he learned something new.  Sometimes it was good, sometimes it was not.  One day he was attracted to a plant that had a nice flower.  He bent over and put his hand out to snap it off and instead of a blossom, he got stinging nettles in his hand.  If any animals had been around for hunting, they would have immediately vacated the surrounding area due to the yelling and cursing.  A stream was nearby, and he plunged his hand into the water and the cold water helped.  That night, he managed to pick most of the nettles from his hand using his teeth.  Of course, he managed to get a few in his lips and repeated his previous language.  Lesson for the day: Don’t pick flowers!

He found that fish were plentiful and with practice, he managed to pluck a few from the cold water for dinner.  When he had been a boy, his Uncle Ethan, who lived on a farm, had taught Duncan and him how to ‘tickle’ fish and grab them.  It took a few tries and failures, but dinner was tasty trout, and he had some dried on the fire for the following day.  

The tribe members had taught him about food storage at night to keep raccoons, rodents, bears and other thieves from food near the ground.  That saved a partial left-over ham he’d brought with him one of the first nights.  It had attracted a raccoon that was mighty interested in the remaining haunch.  

It took about nine days to find the correct canyon where Beaver Joe was camping.  Stan was surprised to see a snug log cabin with a large stable area and corral for the animals.  Stan’s mule announced their presence and Joe’s confirmed it.  What noisy animals!  Joe opened the door with a rifle in his hand but put it down and welcomed Stan.  They took care of the animals and when Stan stepped from the stable was nearly overwhelmed by the view.  He had traveled through the front range and now the mountains were much higher and spectacular.  Mountain peaks climbed to high clouds that often surrounded them. Snow was already gathering and sounds of elk and migrating fowl blended.  Such wonderful noise!  This was better than music.  

Joe woke Stan early the next morning.  He had coffee ready, and they had breakfast.  It was meager at best.  But time was important.  It was a day to hunt for a bear.  Taking Joe’s mule, they rode out toward the forest.  Joe explained that the bears like to find rotting logs, and tear them open to eat grubs.  It was late for grubs, but the bears also liked fish and those were busy spawning and plentiful.  They tied the horses and mule and walked the distance to the stream.  The stream was shallow, being the end of summer, and two bears were fishing along the banks.  One was on the same side as the men and they decided that would be the best.  Joe explained that one of them would shoot first.  That way the other man still had a loaded rifle if the first shot didn’t kill the bear.  You didn’t want an angry, wounded bear coming at you while reloading.  Stan nodded at the wisdom of the precaution.  

Joe’s bullet hit the bear near the front shoulder but missed the heart.  The bear turned, bellowed and charged. Stan stood, sighted and waited; when the bear went to his hind feet, exposing his chest, Stan shot.  The bullet ripped into the bear.  It staggered and fell less than ten feet from the men.  Joe had already reloaded and while Stan reloaded, Joe kept an eye on the bear.  It was so close that if it was still alive, it could reach them quickly
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