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The Missouri stagecoach consisted of four old vehicles, large, heavy, discolored, but heavily armored,

Two carriages made the outward journey, while the other two made the return journey, which lasted a week.

The name of the line was due to the fact that the cars ran parallel to the Missouri River during half of their trip and the other half traveled through the valley, leaving the river to the left as they advanced towards the divide.

The stagecoach is a story belonging to the Far West collection, a collection of novels developed in the American Wild West.
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A BUSINESSMAN

The Missouri Stagecoach, the name by which it was known in the region, was a quartet of old vehicles, large, heavy, discolored, but heavily armored, which made the journey from almost central Nebraska, departing from Dunning, to finish trip in Marsland, to two hundred miles of the starting point and already almost in the limit of the region, to fifty miles by the North of South Dakota and another fifty by the western Wyoming.

Two carriages made the outward trip, while the other two made the return trip, which lasted a week, and the name of the line was due to the fact that the cars ran parallel to the Missouri River during half of their trip and the other half the they traversed the valley, leaving the river to the left as they advanced toward the divide.

Part of the route seemed almost unnecessary to do it following the railway line, which ran the same route to Seneca, but there the railway line descended downwards away from a fairly populated sector and the stagecoach made up for this lack, putting in communication, with the rest of the State, to the towns scattered in this piece of valley.

Further north, at a distance of about twenty miles, another river, the Northern Lupp, ran parallel to the course of the Missouri, but both died in the middle of the line and no longer found waterways until reach the Niobrara, which crossed precisely at Marsland where the stagecoach died.

On Tuesdays and Saturdays at mid-afternoon, as if it were a timed thing, one of the two stagecoaches that went up to the Northwest crossed through Nirvay, and on Mondays and Fridays the ones that descended at the head of the line did.

Nirvay, a town near the railroad and a short distance from the Missouri, was a fairly discreet town, with some brick buildings, such as the City Hall, the Post Office, and the Banco Ganadero and, in general, its houses were clean and attractive. its streets less dusty than those of many towns in the region and its hard-working and industrious inhabitants.

There were two important wood sawmills in the town that provided a good contingent of workers, several well-kept farms that worked cheese, butter and other products, many shops of various kinds, and in the valley part, some important ranches.

The railroad and the river made Nirvay a town with a lot of commercial traffic and, therefore, the Banco Ganadero enjoyed excellent credit and an unusual movement of funds.

The Bank was founded by Alfred Hamson, with two other partners named Smith and Ariliss, who made up the company name for some time, but later, Hamson managed to bypass the partnership, keeping the shares of his colleagues.

And he was the Managing Director and owner, with no other guardianship than a Board of Directors appointed by him among some residents of the town, who met twice a year, approved the complicated accounts that Hamson put before their eyes without understanding anything of them, and later, they would meet to eat with the proprietary Director, spending a happy and happy day and receiving the semiannual allowances that were assigned to them for their little work.

They all had great confidence in Alfred Hamson. He had been a rancher until two years ago, who sold the ranch to a neighbor, retiring to private life to enjoy his well-earned benefits.

Hamson took shelter in a beautiful country house that had been built in the valley, a short distance from the town, and every day, punctually, he would go down to the bank in his gig to take care of his administration, together with the three employees who he had at his command.

He was the one who solved all financial issues, who authorized or denied loans on land, livestock, farms and crops, and who, personally, led the banking movement, while his dependents were relegated to the bureaucratic functions of the business.

But Hamson couldn't settle for such a slow job. It is true that the Bank should render a reasonable profit on its movement, but the money standing in the boxes did not produce logically.

And Hamson speculated with him, studying the stock market, contributing reasonable amounts to the wool and wheat markets, acquiring or selling shares in the railroads, waterfalls, construction companies in the region, and this contribution served to the enlargement of the valley and, at the same time, to increase the Bank's profits, which were his own.

Before selling the ranch, he had been left a widower with a single daughter as heir. Sylvia was a fair-haired girl, of good stature, supple as a palm tree, and graceful of features.

Her father took her to be educated at a Hastings college three years ago, for various reasons that mixed convenience, sentimentality, and the pride of having a daughter who set herself apart in education from the other girls in the locality.

Hamson might not have done so, simply hiring the private services of the village teacher, if several intermingled factors had not forced him to worry about Sylvia more intensely than he usually did.

When the mother of the young woman died, she was eighteen years old, and although she had gone to school learning certain preliminary subjects, her tendencies were not towards display and packaging. He had grown up on the ranch among cowboys and that was a simple life, without complications, which gave him almost absolute freedom when he rode a horse and got lost in the pastures or the landscape, far from all parental control.

This led Sylvia to cultivate in an alarming way, according to her father's criteria, the friendship with Frank Neil, a nice, attractive, unruly and non-judgmental boy, who had become part of the ranch team, because that is how he he had pleaded with Hamson, Ted Neil, the boy's father and owner of one of the major warehouses in Nirvay.

On Sundays Sylvia would go down to the village on horseback, leave her mount in the square and spend the afternoon at the dance, where Frank was waiting eagerly for her, and without worrying about the comments that such friendship could provoke, they monopolized each other dancing all the time. the afternoon incessantly, given over to the happiest of talks. Some Saturday afternoons he would wait for her far from the ranch and both of them, on horseback, would go away into the valley, walking and stopping to have a picnic at the foot of a stream and in the shade of the trees, not returning until the sun began to sink in the line. ravine of the distant mountains.

Frank would discreetly accompany her to the vicinity of the ranch, and then, he would go to the town without this friendship and these interviews being known to Hamson.

But one day someone came to him with the story and Alfred screamed to heaven. He didn't think there was anything between the two of them beyond a simple friendship, but he had to prevent those relationships from taking more flights immediately. He did not stop to judge that Frank was a better or worse boy than others who haunted his daughter. He only took into consideration that she was his daughter, the daughter of a rancher, owner of the Banco Ganadero in the town, and that Frank was only a laborer on his ranch, already much concede, the son of a grocer who owned a good store, but nothing that was in parallel with his lineage and wealth.

Furious, he rebuked Frank for his daring courting his daughter and fired him from the ranch, threatening him with severe reprisals if he found out again that he was dealing with her; and he lectured his daughter beautifully for her little head and dignity in cultivating a friendship unworthy of her position.

Neither of them seemed to give much importance to Alfred's anger, and in secret they saw each other a few times, but Hamson, who had had his daughter watched, discovered the new interviews and decided to cut them off. He sent his daughter to a college in Hastings, making her understand that the daughter of a banker had to have a careful education; and not satisfied with this, he tried to chase Frank to the limit.

Valid of his position, he begged in a way that, more than I pray, was a threat, to all the ranchers and farmers of the surroundings not to facilitate work for Frank, and since it was convenient for all of them to be on good terms with the owner of the Bank, since they had having needed his friendship and his business many times, no one dared to admit him to their estates.

Frank could have taken refuge in the warehouse of his father, who needed his services very much, but the boy had not been born to be a merchant, and bored because he could not find work and desperate because Sylvia had disappeared from the village, one day he rode on horseback and He also disappeared, heading for Hastings, in the mad hope that he might see Sylvia, but the harsh rules of the school, augmented by Hamson's predictions, thwarted his attempt.

Even more desperate for this failure, he left the capital and lost himself to the West, determined to forget and make his own way.

Just gone missing, an unclear event occurred at Hamson's ranch. Several cattle were missing and, according to rumors that the banker had circulated, his men had recognized Frank among the cattlemen.

The rumor, the assertion of one of the ranch laborers and the influence of Hamson, gave signs of truth to the matter, and Frank, not only was questioned, but also exposed to be arrested and judged as a cattle dealer if he returned to town.

Months later he wrote to his father from Nevada. Ted, who had a serious altercation with Hamson due to the accusation against his son, wrote to him giving an account of what happened and begging him to refrain from returning at some time, since the influence of the banker could lead him to jail.

Frank answered his father very laconically. He told her in the letter that Sylvia was not there, she had no interest in going back, but that if one day she decided to do so, she would take Hamson by the neck and be twisting him until he confessed that the theft of the cattle was an affair. slander.

Ted freaked out. He knew his son well; He tasted good, hard-working and decent, but he also tasted impulsive and rapturous when he lost control of his nerves and he did not doubt that this threat would be carried out without stopping to ponder the consequences.

But time was passing.

Hamson was at ease without Sylvia, who was not hindering his movements, and for three years he limited himself to making a few trips to Hastings to pay a complimenting visit to his daughter and return to his bank.

Until on her last trip she suffered a terrible disgust when she was told by Sylvia that she considered herself quite educated for a town like Nirvay and that when the vacation came she would return to the town so as not to return to school.

Hamson had to agree. Sylvia was really a full-fledged woman and a financial combination was entering into the calculations of the banker, in which Dennis Powell, son of a wealthy rancher, account holder in his bank and a man who could be ideal for him, was going to play an important role. certain large businesses that he was plotting.

Hamson agreed. Sylvia returned to the village and everyone found her unfamiliar.

She had grown a little, was more stylized and prettier, and her airs were now of an elegance that made the other girls in Nirvay envy.

Sylvia was the first surprised by her own change, because when she saw herself again in her hometown, she observed how the other young women stood out from her in the lower sense and the boys all seemed more uncouth, more ordinary and less deserving of her friendship. and I try.

Frank must have been erased from his memory, or at least he made no allusion to him, and forgetting his old camaraderie and simplicity, he separated himself from commoner parties, from vulgar friendships and had to reduce himself to alternating in the meetings of the judge, the mayor or the notary and attend the dance that the City Council celebrated on the occasion of the Independence party,

When she passed her father's old pawns, when she passed them on horseback, she haughtily greeted them with a slight bow of the head and, little by little, the whole circle of friendships and affections that she had when she left was erased in her new life.

This made him bored in a resounding way. Their diversions were a visit to the town, to the three or four dwellings of the most conspicuous characters of the town, to take great horseback rides and to attend one of the various rodeos that were held in the valley.

Hamson observed this change in his daughter with pleasure, as well as discovered her expression of boredom and boredom, and estimating that the environment was conducive to his plans, he gave Dennis belligerence, inviting him several times to eat and sometimes to a Sunday fishing party in Missouri.

Dennis was a handsome boy, he couldn't be denied. Tall and well-built, he worked little, because his father had entrusted him only with the farm books without allowing him to perform crude and manual functions in it, and this meant that his hands were well cared for, that his skin did not appear tanned by the sun. and the air and that he could dress daily with more elegance than the rest of his neighbors.

Hamson hinted to Sylvia how convenient a possible union of them would be for both families and the young woman, perhaps convinced of such a reason, perhaps out of boredom, perhaps because of forgetting almost dead memories in that regard, or possibly due to family indifference and obedience, did not put it. any obstacle to a possible courtship. And this one arrived meek and cold. One day Dennis, who was also bullied by his father by making him see the good game that Sylvia meant, proposed to her and she accepted as the one who accepts an invitation to a rodeo.

Young Dennis's vanity was filled with acceptance. From that moment on he would be considered the most important young man in the town, overshadowing the loud-mouthed sons of neighboring ranchers, who, because their parents had a good business, considered themselves privileged men in Nirvay.

He, in addition to taking the most beautiful girl, the best educated and of the highest position in the town, threatened to convert this wedding into the most important man in the region, because his father-in-law, sooner or later, would retire from the active life of business by appointing him Managing Director of the Bank, which was as much as putting all the industrialists and merchants within a hundred miles around in his hands and feet.

Hamson was not concerned with the vanity of his future son-in-law or even with his delusional aspirations. His projects were more grandiose and encompassed unsuspected limits and if Dennis dreamed of supplanting him in office and seizing that all-embracing authority that he possessed, he was going to have to wait many years; as many as Hamson had left to live.

For him, his daughter's wedding was a stock market move. If she was pleased and happy, so much the better, and if not ... She would be consoled for failure. There were many ways to resolve that matter later if it arose, but when he had carried out the great deals that he planned and that would not lead him to take advantage of the mayor's office of Nirvay, which is despicable for him, but they would make him a deputy or senator for the State . 
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