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PROLOGUE
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In the dust-choked valleys and sun-scorched plains of the Old West, legends were born—not just of gunfighters and outlaws, but of mysteries that defy the very fabric of reality. This is a world where the frontier’s rough-hewn charm conceals secrets darker than the night, where spirits walk among the living, and the line between myth and truth blurs under the relentless desert sun.

Welcome to a different kind of frontier — one where magic lurks behind the saloon doors, monsters stalk the shadows, and heroes are forged in the crucible of the supernatural. These stories are not just tales of cowboys and outlaws; they are tales of wonder, of the extraordinary hidden within the ordinary, and of the strange forces that still linger at the edges of civilization.

Journey with us into a realm where the legend of the Old West meets the uncanny, where every sunset whispers a secret, and every gunshot could summon a ghost or awaken an ancient power. Here, in these pages, the wild west is wilder still — a frontier of fantasy waiting to be explored.

Saddle up, partner. The adventure begins now.
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Chasing Ghosts
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I have always disliked Fort Bridger. 

The way they covered the Johnson family's store sign with the flag bothered me. It seemed symbolic—like our army had come in and cut off our supplies just like they did with the Native Americans. The Johnsons were kind folks. They never asked for more than a nickel for a tin of coffee and even let people buy on credit when the winter stretched on. 

I spotted Tim Johnson before he left, his wagon weighed down with all his belongings, on his way to Green River while I was out hunting elk in the hills. He mentioned that the army had given him a good sum to make him leave, but he couldn’t meet my gaze as he spoke. That turned out to be the last time I laid eyes on him. 

When Shelly and I first learned that the army was converting the trading post into a military base, we knew it spelled trouble. Our area of Wyoming was peaceful, but we had heard tales from Shelly's parents who lived near Fort Laramie, where soldiers had been stirring up trouble for years. The U. S. Army's purpose out here in the West was well-known: to provoke and to eliminate. Shelly was aware of this. 

That expression she gave me—that bothersome expression. It was as if she could see what was to come as clearly as if it were a picture of herself: bright and unmistakable. Her eyes had the same focused stillness as a deer just before it senses danger. I wonder if, at that instant, she pictured me riding out of Fort Bridger with Lieutenant Jones, his flashy saber glinting in the sunlight. If she did, she would have warned me to escape while we had the chance, and I would have heeded her. She always managed to make me listen. 

"We're going just beyond that mountain, Danny," Lt. Jones shouted back to me over the steady thud of horse hooves. 

His tone didn’t invite conversation. So, I stayed quiet. 

After riding for another hour, we arrived at the foot of the mountain. 

The wind up there was refreshing and pure, like spring water. It felt starkly different from the dry, gunpowder-tainted air below. The trees in this forest were tall, and there was good wildlife here. I had taken Mary to this spot last year to gather wildflowers while Shelly visited her parents. She was so small that Shelly feared she would fall off the horse, so I could only take her a short distance. But that day, I held her as tightly as I could. 

"You ride well for a civilian," Lt. Jones remarked, interrupting my thoughts as he got off his black parade horse. 

"It makes traveling from one place to another easier," I replied politely as I dismounted my brown gelding. 

"I can imagine. How far away is your home from here? "

"Twenty miles. "

"That's quite a journey. "

He talked as if I hadn't calculated anything on my own. 

"I said," I answered in a chilly tone. 

"Alright then. I think we should pause and have lunch nearby, what do you think? "

"The game is better further down. "

I might as well have kicked dirt on his shoes. 

"You have a sharp tongue for someone who doesn't say much. "

"Thanks, lieutenant," I replied, pretending to show respect for his position. 

He moved closer, almost touching my nose, and his belly pushed me back, making me stand on my tiptoes. Even though I was taller, his shiny boots lifted him just enough to look into my eyes. His breath smelled bad from the tobacco he had been chewing. 

"Let's clarify something—I am in charge here. You're just a civilian scout, here out of courtesy from General Miller because of what those brutal natives did to your family. I will say this one time: I give the orders, and you follow. "

He ended my scolding with a spit near my bag. I gulped and relaxed my clenched fist. If I wanted justice for Mary and Shelly, I would have to hold back my anger.
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Following an hour of unproductive searching, Lt. Jones came up with a clever idea to track the animals downhill. He mentioned he had confused one landmark for another and suddenly recalled the best spot for finding game. 

We moved along the streambed.  I had noticed a few rabbits in this area while fishing. Shelly had accompanied me here a couple of times before we welcomed Mary. She would knit while I tried to catch a salmon for our meal.  Her gentle humming seemed to attract the fish.  After she stopped joining me, my catches dwindled. 

On that day, she was humming again.  She sat on the porch in a worn rocking chair, fixing a shabby patchwork doll while Mary played in the nearby field. I gave her a kiss and headed toward the barn to feed the cows, listening to her melody fade away as I walked. 

Then the shouting began. 

"Are you going to help with the tracking, or do you think they'll accidentally shoot themselves? " Lt. Jones yelled from the bushes, loud enough to scare every animal away for miles. 

I was on the verge of losing my patience with him. I needed to be alone. 

"I'm going to look further upstream," I said and did not wait for his reply. 

He muttered some angry words behind me, but they didn't affect me as they had before. It became apparent that he wasn't asserting authority over me; he was attempting to reassure himself. 

I felt at ease in this place.  The sweet scent of pine and the sound of the flowing water seemed to take me back to a simpler time.  A time when my only concern was catching something substantial for dinner. 

Back then, my mind was as clear as the afternoon sky on that day. I had never even encountered a Lakota person.  They were merely the scary figures that kept us from the best hunting paths.  There was ample game available.  There was no reason for the military to cause trouble.  Just like me, the Lakota sought revenge on that awful day–the day when my grandmother's cautionary tales came to life on our porch. Now, all I envision are their clay-covered faces when I shut my eyes. All I hear are the sounds of battle cries and screams of fear.  I spent the last year pursuing phantoms.  But now–surprisingly–they left me in peace. 

I shut my eyes, attempting to retrieve my memories from before the incident.  I felt Shelly's hand resting on my back while she leaned her head against my shoulder.  I recalled the extra salt my little Mary had mistakenly added to my birthday stew. 

At last, I heard the humming again.  However, it was not Shelly's melody.  It was an unfamiliar one—a soothing, eerie tune that seemed to resonate throughout the forest, as if it were part of the earth itself. 

As the melody called to me, I stepped into the cool, knee-deep water of the river.  I navigated over mossy logs and branches with ease. Then, crouched behind a large rock, I spotted her.  

It was Shelly, or perhaps it might have been her, if it weren't for the yellowish shawl draped over her shoulders. 

She crouched by the stream, rinsing a muddy pot. Next to her, the young girl softly hummed a familiar melody, stopping now and then to pick up a new stone for her deerskin pouch.  Sunlight glistened on the water's surface and illuminated their faces, giving them a dreamlike appearance. 

I held my breath, feeling my knees swell, but I pushed through the discomfort.  I didn’t want to disrupt this peaceful scene.  As an observer gazing into her serene little existence, I looked at the young Lakota girl as I had once done with Mary. It provided a break from my troubles.  Now, watching this child brought me that same feeling. 

A branch snapped behind me, followed by another. 

No creature would be that clumsy. 

Then it hit me—Jones. 

"Well, this is obviously better than lunch. " He whispered. 

My heart raced.  A shiver ran down my spine. 

I was unable to speak. 

I couldn’t gather my thoughts. 

Lt.  Jones aimed his gun. 

"The smaller ones tend to scream, so it’s better to eliminate them first. "

And I perceived everything.  Both what had happened and what was yet to come.  Like Shelly must have witnessed.  I was holding Shelly again, her head injured and her body cold. 

But it wasn’t Shelly. It was this Lakota woman whose head I was holding.  My hands were stained with blood from the bullet wound in her forehead. Still, I cried just as I had for my daughters.  The kind of ugly tears that come only in times of great loss. 

I turned to face Jones. 

He was targeting the girl. 

I recalled how terrified Mary must have felt when she was taken away from her safe little world. 

That was when I seized the saber. 

I didn’t choose it because it was the best weapon or the one nearest to me.  I chose it because it belonged to him. 

As I pulled it from its place, the sunlight reflected off the blade into Jones' eyes. 

He instinctively fired a shot into the sky. The sound echoed, seeming to bounce around the trees. 

Before he could shoot again, before he could bark another command or insult, I plunged the sword into him, stabbing through his abdomen. 

It went through him as easily as cutting through soft butter. His lower lip quivered as he dropped the gun into the foliage.  All he could do was stare at the sword that impaled him—his honor, his position—turned against him.

He murmured a few words.  Perhaps a private prayer.  

Then he fell into a bush full of thorns.  For the first time since our paths crossed, Lieutenant Jones was silent.  There was no one present to grieve for him. No flags were lowered. No hands were there to support his head.  

He was simply – absent.  

I took a final look at the woman, who finally met my gaze.  One arm was around the little girl, while the other was raised uncertainly.  

We didn't exchange words, but I felt she comprehended.  

My legs gave way, drained by the burden of seeking vengeance, and I dropped down onto the grass.  

In that instant, I came to a realization:  

I hadn’t been pursuing phantoms.  

I had been bearing them.  

And at last, they found their rest.
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The Legend Of Shorty Harris
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An infamous ‘Jackass Prospector’ embarked on a quest for wealth.  He discovered it, lost it, and continued his search, only to eventually understand the true significance of what he cherished.  This tale revolves around determination, obsession, and resilience. 

The August sun beat down on the rocky desert as a small prospector paused, gazing at a green rock in his hands. A rush of excitement surged within him. Could this be the big find worth ten million dollars?  He had always believed he would uncover it. It was just a question of time. Yet, something about it felt overly simple. 

Frank Harris was born in 1857, with roots tracing back to Irish and Scottish heritage.  Left an orphan at a young age, he was raised by an aunt in Rhode Island and made to labor in the textile mills, where his tiny hands were perfect for navigating the machinery's tight spaces. He despised that life. 

His only break came from the mandatory schooling provided for child laborers. Those few months of education and companionship broadened his horizons.  "I dislike hard work," he frequently reminded himself. There had to be something better out there. 

Then came the tales.  Stories of prospectors striking gold in the West, unearthing riches with just a pickaxe and a dream. At the age of fourteen, he ran away, resolved to seek his fortune. 

After making his way west, hopping trains, and taking on various jobs, he reached Leadville, Colorado. In that mining hub, he found employment underground. His
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