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Based on a True Story


Much of what follows may seem too wild to be real. But Jack Slade did really forget his gun and knife at the worst possible moment, and he did really climb out of a sickbed to bring law and order to one of the most dangerous stretches of the Overland Trail in the 1860s. History doesn’t always follow the rules of good storytelling, but sometimes it’s even better. This tale is drawn from the real life of a man who lived hard, led boldly, and left behind more than a few legends.

Adrian Gostick, Park City, Utah, August 2025
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Prologue


It was the eve of summer 1860 when wagon master Captain Jack Slade crossed the threshold of the Overland Stagecoach & Freight Company in Leavenworth, Kansas. The place smelled of ink and aftershave and reverberated with a rustle of papers and the slap of leather shoes on the hardwood floor as a freshly shaved, serious clerk scurried about a morning task.

“Hey, you. Ficklin sent for me,” Jack said to the clerk. He removed his two-dollar derby as the man appraised him.

Jack must have seemed a dusty traveler. Still, the clerk shrugged and motioned to follow as he scurried toward a closed door in the back. There the little fellow knocked twice, twisted his head to one side, leaned in to listen, and when there was no answer, made a theatrical sweeping motion with both arms toward a hard-backed chair.

“Best to wait,” the clerk said with a nervous tremor, then he hurried back toward the safety of the front office. Jack sat himself on the chair and waited.

Wagon master Jack Slade had worked for the Overland for more than a few years by then, captaining a team of mule trains across the wide expanse of prairie that was the Kansas Territory. On runs eastward from Fort Bridger, heading back toward so-called civilization, the captain and his teamsters had their carts piled high with pelts, xiisawn lumber, and other resources pulled from the Rocky Mountains. He and his boys would drop their loads at the Atchison Depot, and then rumble back west on the same dusty tracks. This time the train’s loads would be heavy with frontier necessities—from tea and sugar to casks of whiskey to long rifles with sturdy boxes of ammunition.

Despite his years of service, before this visit to Leavenworth he had never been summoned to headquarters. He knew of no wagon master who had. It was a long way to go for a chat with the powers that be, and a wagon master needed to tend to his team. In addition, Jack and his wife ran a stagecoach station along the route, so he was doubly busy. Thus, he was more than a little curious about why his boss would call him away from his duties.

Never having been a man who waited well, Jack shifted on the hard chair as time passed. He twisted his hat brim and listened to the march of the clock on the far wall. High above, a pair of flies buzzed and tapped against a windowpane. Jack stared at a pair of polished black dress boots that rested just outside the superintendent’s door, strangely intimate objects to be sitting like that in a workplace. Despite himself, weary from the road, he relaxed and leaned his head back. Dust motes twirled and danced in the sunlight that filtered through the window above him.

He’d close his eyes just for a moment, he reasoned, as it had been a long trip.

Jack woke with a jerk. He’d nodded off, and the door to the superintendent’s office was now open and the dress boots were gone. There was no sign of the clerk or anyone else. Jack stood with an embarrassed stiffness. He brushed some dried muck off one trouser leg, rapped on the door molding, and peered inside.

It was a sunny day, as bright a morning as late May in Kansas could muster, but inside the office curtains were drawn. Only a strip of sunlight trickled around the edges of the window’s heavy muslin fabric. An oily, amber glow from a brass candle lantern lit the superintendent, who sat behind an oak desk as wide and broad as the top xiiiof a stagecoach. As for the boss, he was wide and broad himself, a stout figure in a sheeny dark coat and starched high collar.

“Those boots of yours won’t do at all on my rug,” the boss said without further welcome. He pointed a thick finger at Jack’s footwear. “Take those off before you come in. Go on, like a good fellow. Don’t dawdle.” He spoke in a Southern drawl.

When Jack remained where he was, unsure if he’d heard right about his footwear, the boss motioned with a circular sweep of one hand for his guest to hurry himself up. Jack gave a small shrug and obliged. He pulled off the offending boots and entered only in stockinged feet, an exposed feeling he did not like at all, and for the first time got a close-up look at the man in command.

Before that day, Jack had known the superintendent, Benjamin Ficklin, only by reputation. Like everyone in the territories, Slade had read the newspapers delivered by the stagecoaches. The St. Louis Times editor couldn’t seem to ink up his press if the pages didn’t feature at least a few dozen inches of type lauding Ficklin and his revival of the failing Overland’s coach and freight routes to California, not to mention the company’s pending introduction of the Pony Express. The Express would be a method of communication—it was written—that would make the world a smaller place. Imagine, just ten days to send a message between the east and west coasts.

Just a few days before Jack had been rumbling across the plains on the jockey box of a mule wagon, and now he stood before the architect of the Overland’s rebirth in stockinged feet. It could be a strange world sometimes, to be sure.

He came to a stop in front of the boss’s desk, thumbs resting in his vest. The superintendent held his gaze.

“So, I assume you are the famed gunfighter, our Captain of Wagons, Jack Slade?” He didn’t smile beneath his waxed mustache, and his stare was dark and probing.

Jack had indeed developed a reputation as a gunfighter, though in reality he had drawn his pistol only a few times in action and xivhis bullets had hit only one unfortunate—a drunken freighter on Jack’s own team who had been raising hell in town. Jack had no choice but to shoot the bull of a man in the leg before the hulking idiot did any more damage to a saloon and its terrified occupants. That hardly made Jack a gunslinger, but a tale had spread about the event and somehow amplified, as things often did in the territories. Soon after, Jack heard that he had faced down not one drunken wagon-hand, but a gang of bandits in a bar. The story claimed he had drawn two six-shooters and plugged the desperadoes one by one.

Whatever the source of the tall tales, men seemed to pay Jack deference because of his growing repute, so he had done little to dissuade the lies.

Jack gave a nod to his boss but stayed mum.

“Ah, sit down, man,” said Ficklin.

Jack took a proffered seat in an armchair in front of the desk. He went down, and then kept dropping into the soft cushion, suddenly finding himself sitting well below the boss’s eyeline. His knees ended up at the height of his chest. “What the devil,” he said, gripping the arms and trying to sit up straighter, but he ended up sinking farther into the chair’s embrace.

The superintendent looked down with black eyebrows pinched waiting for Jack to settle. He stopped fighting the chair and looked up.

“Slade, I can’t seem to have a drink in this territory without hearing your name,” said Ficklin. His Southern inflection was operatically deep. “If I listened to the gossip, I would believe you had killed more men than influenza.”

Jack rubbed his chin. “I wouldn’t believe all you hear.”

“Oh, I rarely do.” The superintendent lifted a leather portfolio from his desk and then tapped it with a finger like a conductor’s baton.

There followed a silence, an uncomfortable quiet as Ficklin measured him. Jack made it a point to not shift under any man’s xvscrutiny and sat as still as death. He let the moment hang. Ficklin finally continued, “To hear people speak, you make an ordinary fight look like a prayer meeting.” The corner of Ficklin’s mouth crinkled almost imperceptibly at his jest.

“But after some investigation”—he tapped the portfolio again—“I am unable to verify that you’ve gunned down the men they say, Slade. I have interviewed several of those who travel the prairie with you, and have spoken with more than a station keeper or two on my travels down the line, and no one … not a soul … has actually witnessed any of the shoot-outs you are renowned for. They all swear that they know someone who saw it all happen, but they weren’t there themselves. That’s odd, wouldn’t you say?”

There was mockery in Ficklin’s tone, and it had the effect of a dip in ice water. And the superintendent wasn’t done. He lifted the portfolio higher. “This is my research, Slade. It’s all here. As to your military service, I sent a letter to the superior officer you served under. Colonel Marcum is his name. You remember him? He wrote back most graciously. He said the company you served with did not see active duty. You spent your time on guard duty, did your share of marching, but there was no storming of a Mexican castle, as another of your legends claims.”

Jack scowled. “Hadn’t heard that one.”

Ficklin raised an eyebrow. “You can imagine my disappointment after doing my homework on you. I was expecting to meet a real Wild West gunfighter, or a war hero, or both. I had high hopes for you, Slade. But your fearsome reputation seems born more of folklore and fancy than fact.”

The superintendent lowered the portfolio and its shrouded evidence to the desk without a whisper of sound.

“What do you say to all this, Captain Slade?” Ficklin asked.

Jack took a controlled breath and let it out slowly. “What do I say? First, I don’t ever remember claiming to you or anyone else to be a war hero or a gunfighter. And second, I don’t start the rumors about me, and I sure as Hades don’t spread them.”

xvi
Jack rested his hands on the stuffed arms of his chair and straightened himself. If he didn’t need this job, he would have happily hauled himself out of this ridiculous chair and stomped out for no other reason than the man was being a pompous ass. But his wife would not be pleased if he came home unemployed.

“What I’ve got to say, Mr. Ficklin, is this: You coming to a point?” asked Jack.

There was silence for a moment. The superintendent seemed to sense Jack’s dark mood and looked him up and down with clever eyes. He offered a conciliatory smile. Jack let him wait.

Ficklin smoothed his shirt front. “As they say, non est dubium, Captain Slade.”

“Say again?” muttered the wagon master.

“It means, ‘I don’t care.’ Now that I’ve sized you up, I don’t mind that you are not the killer they claim. I don’t care if you started all the rumors about yourself, though I doubt that you did. I don’t even care if you can shoot, though that might come in handy.

“No, as long as men keep thinking you’re a brute, I think you’ll suit my purposes just fine.”

And with that, Jack was promoted.

[image: Image]


Superintendent Ficklin had kicked off an investigation into Jack’s past not to expose his overinflated reputation, but to put his talents to use. While the Overland had stopped bleeding red under the new superintendent’s watchful eye, it was still a far spit from returning a dividend to shareholders. The boss had come to realize that the freight and stagecoach business to California would never make a healthy profit without a reliable overseer on the frontier, and he had learned that the wagon master and reputed gunslinger Jack Slade was one of the more honest souls on his payroll, as well as one of the more feared.

Now, as he sat across from him, Ficklin believed he had found his man.

xvii
With summer coming on, and with it the much-anticipated inauguration of the Pony Express, Ficklin explained to Jack that he would henceforth give up his wagon master duties and assume the position of division agent, earning a significant rise in monthly pay. He and his wife could keep their station at Horseshoe Creek, but Jack would begin to oversee all stations, wagons, and coaches, even the Express when that started to run. He’d be boss—and the only law—from the Nebraska border to the Rocky Mountains. Jack knew those five hundred miles of barren flatlands like no other.

“Well, I’ll be,” said Jack. He liked the idea of being in charge.

“If you are agreeable, Captain Slade, I would like you to ride out as soon as convenient,” Ficklin said. “What did Mr. Shakespeare say: Better three hours too soon than a minute too late, am I right?”

Jack shrugged one shoulder. He had no idea what Mr. Shakespeare said about anything.

“As your first order of business, you will purge the posts of ne’er-do-wells,” added the superintendent. Ficklin explained that the Overload was hemorrhaging cash, most of which was due to the shady dealings of a number of deceitful station keepers in trading posts along the line. The worst crooks in the West were not the bandits who roamed the prairie, he said, but certain men on the company’s own payroll, full of the audacity to take a pay packet with one hand while skimming profits with the other.

Jack took a pause. He wasn’t sure he liked the idea of being the one to hand down judgment on other men who, for all their faults, had carved out a hard life in the territories. But he had seen enough of the deceit that Ficklin was describing, and it didn’t sit well with him.

“Yeah,” he said, rubbing his jaw, “I suppose that needs doing.”

“That’s fine. I think your first real test will come in Julesburg. You most likely know that place well enough.”

“I do.”

“You will lighten our load of the station master there.”

Jack nodded and frowned. “Old Jules Beni.”

“That’s him. From what I hear, he’s dug in like a badger in a den.”
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Part One The Shooting at Julesburg
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A leathery old man burst out of the bar and into the afternoon, wild-eyed. He tripped on the edge of the porch and dropped like a sack of bones into the muck on the street below. The fellow rolled over and picked himself up, tossing a string of profanity at a group of men who followed him out of the establishment. The drunkard stopped in mid-curse as he saw two riders atop their mounts. He then began a slow shuffle back toward the darkness that fell between bar and hotel. There he faded into shadows.

“Welcome to Julesburg,” said one rider to his partner. “I imagine this is what hell might look like.”

The other rider did not argue.

Captain Jack Slade, newly promoted division agent for the Overland Stagecoach & Freight Company, reined in his horse and surveyed the situation. He had passed through the Julesburg station countless times as a wagon master, but now he rode under a new title, and with a new set of problems.

Ahead, Old Jules Beni, the station keeper, shouldered his way out of his home. He was a giant of a man, barrel-chested, with small eyes set back into his head.

“Evening, Jules,” Jack said, his voice carrying over the yard.

The Frenchman looked up and acknowledged the riders by scratching his privates and puffing out a great breath.

4
Next to Jack, Edgar “Pete” Peterson shifted in his saddle. Pete was a man unable to keep his thoughts to himself, and he commented with a voice that might have carried across a gorge, “I would wager that keeper was in his house asleep, Captain. He has stocking feet in the middle of the day. My pa used to say a man who naps is idle enough that molasses wouldn’t run down his leg.”

Jack grunted.

“Well, that’s if you ask me.”

“Nobody did,” Jack mumbled.

He had little idea how to send the well-entrenched Julesburg station keeper packing, but accusing a man of laziness and prodding his dignity was most likely not a sage way to begin.

The gaggle of men from the bar were now leaning on the porch rail, hoping something interesting might transpire. Jack could see Old Jules’s thick neck was crimson at the collar. The Frenchman had seated himself on a bench just outside his door and with a well-practiced sway, he rocked back and then stretched forward, twisting himself around his prodigious gut to jerk a knee-high moccasin over one filthy stocking. He laced the boot with an effort that seemed to wind him, then he repeated the process on the other foot. The two riders and the bar patrons waited while he tied the second boot. Old Jules then stood and lumbered across the road, crossing from the station house toward the bar.

Jack almost felt a touch of sympathy for the old fellow. He was as crooked as a dog’s hind legs, but he was getting on in years and set in his ways, and up to this point his trading post had been his kingdom. More accurately, it had been his mint. It would be hard sledding to have a new boss walk into your place without anyone asking your how-do-you-do on the matter. Still, it wasn’t time to go soft, not under the long-reaching gaze of the boss of the Overland, Superintendent Benjamin Ficklin.

Old Jules paused before the saloon, unbuttoned his trousers, and began to relieve himself—a stream of urine splashing noisily and 5forming a puddle just below the rough-hewn slats of the stairs to the bar. He was oblivious to the chortles of the men on the porch.

“Egad,” muttered Pete. “Someone’s going to end up stomping through his piss when it gets dark.”

Old Jules didn’t blink. He continued his inconsiderate evacuation with a face as sour as month-old milk.

“You should ride on before it gets dark,” he said flatly as he buttoned up. Jules’s voice was thick in the throat. He cleared his palate and spit. “We all full up here.”

“You sound like a burro with a bad cold,” said Jack.

A grunt in response from the old man.

Jack took a breath, “We’re here to stay, Jules. I want to talk.” He looked around. “Let’s do it inside, in your office. Private like.”

The bystanders on the porch could sense something was brewing and were fidgeting. Old Jules pulled a tobacco pouch from a hidden fold of his vest. He cupped a slip of paper between two fingers and scratched out a line of craggy brown pulp. He used his teeth to tug the bag’s drawstring closed, then he rolled the cigarette with one hand and licked it sealed.

“I got duties,” the Frenchman said and lit his smoke. “Ain’t got time for a chat.” He spat the last word out. “You can follow the stage to Thirty Mile Ridge, they’ll have beds for you.”

Jack rubbed his chin and thought how agreeable a shave and a bath would be at the hotel right in front of him, not to mention a couple of snorts of whiskey in the bar.

“I always welcome your advice, Jules, I do that. But I need to stick around.”

Jack had spent the last four hundred miles mulling this moment over, and it was not going as he’d planned. Old Jules was a wily codger, as slippery as an oiled rope, and he wasn’t making things easy. Jack should have expected that. The gawking crowd of onlookers would have to be damned. He was now the division agent and he needed to get this done.

6
Jack let out a large breath as if he hadn’t exhaled all day. “Jules, I need to talk to you about those missing ponies you reported. I’m offering you one more chance to do this all nice and quiet in the station house.”

The old keeper leaned back against the bar, the cigarette dangling from his lips. He reached behind his head, rubbing the back of his neck with one big hand.

“You go ahead and talk,” the old man said.

“All right, suit yourself,” said Jack. A dozen sets of eyes now rested on him.

He deliberated on where to begin. Just the month before, Old Jules had reported to headquarters that Indians had driven off a couple dozen of the company’s stage horses and wagon mules. In his next message, the station keeper had claimed a hero’s role by securing the ponies’ release for the sum of eight hundred dollars ransom, which he had taken out of the profits due to the Overland. That was more than Jack’s new annual salary as division agent, and it was cash Jules most certainly had pocketed.

The superintendent said that Old Jules had run this cheat before, but it was a hard one to prove. Horse thieves rarely wrote out receipts, so it was the station keeper’s word against common sense.

“Suppose you heard I was appointed division agent,” said Jack. “That means I’m in charge. I’m the overseer. Well, the company thinks this business of the ponies going missing is suspicious. I’m here to look into things and make a judgment.”

Jack pointed to a nearby corral that was well-stocked with horseflesh. “Those the fillies that you say the natives took?”

Old Jules stuck a finger in an ear and wiggled it. “Nope. They stole some ponies I winter down in the stretch.” Jules Stretch was a few miles south, a ravine with high walls that needed just a short fence at the mouth to hold in stock. Jack rubbed his chin. “Okay. Give me a bit more information here, Jules. Did you ride out to the Stretch to see if the ponies were gone? Fill me in proper.”

7
The big man chuckled. “I don’t ride around anymore. An old Cheyenne came in off the grassland. The fella told me that braves had taken the company horses. They wanted two thousand ransom to get them back, but they wasn’t getting that much from me.”

“Ah,” said Jack flatly. “So, you didn’t ride down there to confirm the story. You didn’t do any searching? Did you put together a posse or even send one of your fellas out to the stretch to poke around a little?”

“Why should I? That ain’t my job. I’m not the law.”

Jack swung off his horse and handed Pete the reins. As his boots hit the dirt, a sinking realization hit. He had left his pistol and knife back at the last station, Lone Pine. Well, damn it all. A hangover in the morning had clouded his head. He’d drunk a good six or seven glasses of sour mash moonshine the night before and, truth be told, it still sat heavily in his gut.

Over a lifetime, Jack had developed a discerning nose for the merits of spirits. He could appreciate a trace of smoke in a Monongahela whiskey or even the sweet honey aftertaste of a well-made home brew. But the sluice he had been offered back at Lone Pine had no such subtleties. It was a homemade rotgut that the station keeper had mixed up, and the noxious hooch had smelled like wet goat and turpentine with just a hint of burnt corn mash for flavor.

So here he was, unarmed, but with no choice but to plow ahead.

Jack paced on the road. He had always been pretty good at spotting a lie, and this one from Old Jules was a whopper. He spoke to the old station master as if to a child.

“I’m bothered, Jules. I’m a station keep too, you know that. I’ve always run a tight ship at Horseshoe, no under-the-table dealings. Do you understand the logic of this situation is all skewampus? You are claiming that you handed a native man who walked in off the prairie eight hundred dollars of company money, without even riding down to the stretch to see if our horses were gone, without sending a rider to poke around, without lifting a finger to do 8anything other than to break into the company till. Have I got all that right?”

Old Jules stared straight at him, saying nothing.

Jack swore under his breath. The man would hands down win a competition if audacity was the skill required.

“Anyone else talk to this magic Indian, Jules, or could only you see him?”

Silence.

“Do you have nothing to say in your defense, man?”

The station keeper did not.

Jack turned his attention to the gallery of onlookers, warming the hangers-on to what was about to happen: that a firing would be justified and that no one should feel inclined to step in when he sent Old Jules packing.

“This is tomfoolery, gents. From what Mr. Ficklin says, these horses are just the start of it. There’ve been stores gone missing here in Julesburg for years. There have been complaints from passengers of overcharging, and reports of theft and holdups. This is the last straw for the Overland.”

Jack turned back to face Old Jules. “That’s that, Jules. I want you gone from this post. That’s my judgment, and there’s nothing to be done about it. I can give you ’til tomorrow morning to sort out your things, but you are done here.”

The old man didn’t budge.

“Do you understand? Pack your bags and git. You listening to me?”

Old Jules was not. He was considering Jack closely, leaning back on his heels and glancing up and down his new boss with the appraising eye of a tailor.

Ultimately, Jules stuck out a finger. “You gonna end up dead and buried in some boghole.” Without another word, the station keeper then turned on his heel and lumbered across the road to his living quarters, leaving Jack in the street.

9
Was the old fellow going to pack up and go?

Edgar Peterson took off his battered felt hat and scratched at his head.

“Well, if that don’t beat everything,” he said to Jack. “That Frenchie is as crazy as a rabid coon.”




11

2


Inside his station home, Old Jules took a moment to collect his wits and stretch his stiff neck from side to side. It popped and cracked.

He had known that Slade was coming. That was no surprise. Word had come down the line fast enough on the stages that the man had been put in as division agent and was heading his way. But he’d slipped into town without warning, and that was vexing.

Jules knew that Slade would have it in for him. They’d never gotten along when the man was a lowly wagon master. Slade had always been a burr under the saddle. He would surely have poisoned the well against him back at headquarters. That could be rectified in time if Slade were out of the picture.

Jules had expected the man’s arrival to be different. He had told his hired hands to give him notice of Slade’s approach. He had pictured himself then waiting on the outskirts of town with the blued barrel of a shotgun resting on one shoulder as the holier-than-thou Slade rode up. He could have shooed the man around the town like the pesky rat he was. But instead, he had ridden in without any alarm being raised. And when he had swung the door of his home open after an afternoon shut-eye, a chill breeze had blown in and there, in the middle of the road, was Slade and another rider, right outside Jules’s very own rooms, their tack 12jangling in the breeze. The bar across the street, which had been so noisy and full of laughter earlier in the day, had grown quiet, and his patrons were standing around on the porch gawking at the goings-on.

Jules had drunk half a pint of whiskey that morning, and his actions were still a little dull, even after the rest. He had spent those early hours sitting on a barrel in the tavern, bending his elbow, and sharing some of his best bawdy tales. Everyone had enjoyed the joie de vivre, but the good mood would be gone from the town now. No one would want to carry on like that with Slade around. The pious wagon driver had always put people on edge, like a preacher in a whorehouse.

Truth be told, the job of division agent should have been Jules’s. When he had heard Slade got promoted it had thrown him into a red rage. Jules had been in his station longer than any keeper on the line. He was a good deal shrewder than any lumbering wagon driver. Over the past weeks, Jules had spent more than a few nights wrapped in his bedding tossing, jealousy roaring through his mind like blustery gusts of wind.

When he did sleep, he ended up dreaming of the man. In one such vision, Slade was inside a white tent and Jules had to strain to see through the flap. When he could see, Slade was in there with Adeline, Jules’s young bride. The two of them sat as close as lovers, whispering to each other. Jules woke heated.

Now, the cause of his bad dreams was in his own town.

At first, the fellow Slade had stayed sat coiled on the back of his horse like some poisonous snake, asking stupid questions about horses and ransom, working himself into a frenzy. The man even held his reins with his left hand, which Jules knew gunslingers did to keep their weapon hand free.

From the moment he had pulled on his moccasins, Jules knew that if the chance presented itself he would kill that smug ass Slade right then and there. Self-righteous fools like him were becoming as thick as sagebrush on the prairie, and no one would begrudge the 13death of one more boastful cowboy in spurs—not in Jules’s own town.

Yet despite his ambition, Jules had become aware of the limitations of his age. He was no longer the fast buck he’d once been. He was still strong, that wasn’t in question. He’d never met his match in an arm wrestle. He was like an old grizzly bear: powerful in the shoulders and too dangerous to taunt, but past the age of brawling with young males just for sport. And knowing Slade, the man wouldn’t want to fight correctly, close and savage, with fists and feet and teeth, but with lead shot from afar, like a coward.

How could Jules be sure that if he faced off with guns drawn that Slade wouldn’t get off the first shot, or even if Jules did shoot first that he would not just wound the man? He’d heard that Slade, for all his smugness, was handy with a Colt, and reputations were usually borne of something in fact. Slade might take some lead from Jules in the shoulder or side and then blast off like a keg of black powder.

He had seen enough injured animals turn wild. Even wounded, the man might fire off a return shot or two that would bring Jules down. He did not want to spend his last moments of life on his back in the dirt of the road with that insufferable wagon driver looking down with a sharpened bowie in his hand. That wasn’t the way the great Old Jules Beni was supposed to go out.

No, if a chance presented itself to carry this thing out, it had to be an easy kill, a sure thing.

And then that very opportunity presented itself.

It had been obvious out on the street that Slade had been intent on ruining everyone’s agreeable evening. He was carrying on about the money the company had paid him for the horses. Of course, the story was all fairydiddle. Who cared? Eight hundred dollars was nothing to the profits of the Overland. Less than nothing. The company could afford it, and Jules was worth it.
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