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Chapter One: The Last of Her Kind. 
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Bartholomew Woodson looked around at the land that was before him. There was grass and bushes for as far as his eye could see. Just across from him was a mountain range whose name escaped him at the moment. The large natural landmark was too large to miss, but from where Bartholomew and his men were standing, the mountains looked much smaller than they really were. A silly thought entered Bartholomew's mind, and for an instant, he thought that he could simply pluck the mountain from the land with both hands and carry it away, as if it were a packed sack of potatoes. He smiled to himself, and brushed the thought aside. 

“Too much ridin' makes a man think of all sorts of hogwash.” 

“What did you say, Bart?” 

“Nothing of consequence, Peck.” 

Most men would be intimidated by the sight of either Walton or Woodson, but for very different reasons. Walton was every bit different from Woodson in his manner, as his dress. Woodson wore an expensive black coat that was long and dragged down to his heels. His wide brimmed hat, and neatly combed moustache all spoke of his considerable wealth and pedigree. Peck Walton was a completely different animal. Walton wore a thick hat that was dusty and torn along the edges from overuse. Still, it managed to cover his shock of thick and curly blonde hair. Once Walton removed his hat, his hair sprang to life, and jumped in all directions, almost like a lion's mane. His face was wrinkled and withered, the result of several years of hard riding, and more than one nasty gunfight. Either way, both men were imposing in his own right.  

Peck chewed on his tobacco as he spoke. This made for several dark froths of indistinguishable color staining his lips and teeth, making him look even wilder than he was. 

“I really don't see the point of going back here to this old squaw's place, Bart. I mean, she didn't sell the first time, and there ain't no reason that she's going to sell now.” 

Woodson and Walton rode a few more paces before coming to stop at a small shack. The shack was simple, and well-maintained. It appeared to be the only residence for miles around. He got off his horse, as he answered Walton's query. 

“I don't pay you to question my actions, Peck. I pay you for protection, and your skill with them guns, and nothin' else.” 

Peck chuckled, as he got off his steed. He tightened his belt, and checked his revolver. It was in fine condition, and was clearly ready for any kind of action. 

“Normally, I wouldn't take such a remark lying down from any man, Bart.” 

Woodson smiled at Walton, revealing several rows of pearly, white teeth. His chompers were just another indication of Bart Woodson's wealth. Perfectly clean teeth were a luxury in such times, and Woodson never passed up the chance to smile and show them off. His clean and white chompers only seemed to make him even more intimidating,   

“That's just it. I'm not just any man. I'm Bartholomew Woodson, and I always get what I want.” 

Woodson approached the front of the cabin, and knocked on the wooden door. Immediately after he knocked, the two men were greeted with the sounds of powerful snarling and barking, from inside the small lodging. 

“That's enough Omitaa!” 

The voice from inside was old, but firm. The dog heard the voice and immediately calmed. There was the sound of the door being unlocked, and finally, an old Indian woman stepped out. She held a large dog by the leash. It continued to snarl in a low tone at the men, but the old woman held the dog's chain firm. Bartholomew was familiar with dog breeds and pedigrees, and he was sure that the dog was a mongrel. It was no fancy canine, and its size and appearance clearly indicated that it was there for only one reason; to protect the old squaw. 

The old squaw did not smile at the men, and merely nodded politely. 

“Good day, Mr. Woodson. Mr. Walton.” 

Keep that crazy mutt of yours away from us! He's makin' me jumpy!” Walton said. 

Instinctively, he gripped the handle of his gun, and kept an eye on the large dog. Omitaa continued to glare at the men, and growled in a low tone. It was only the old squaw's firm grip on the chain attached to the dog's collar that kept it from leaping at them. 

Walton was getting jumpy, so Woodson stepped in front of him, and kept him back with his arm. 

“Take it easy, Peck.” 

Woodson tipped his hat politely at the old woman. She nodded quietly and acknowledged his greeting. 

“You'll have to pardon my companion here. He gets a little jumpy with dogs.” 

“Omitaa will not harm you. He only springs into action if there's danger. I'm sure you men, don't mean me any harm at all, do you?” 

Woodson did not hesitate to answer. “Of course not, Patamon. We're only here to speak of business, as usual.” 

“In that case, come on inside. I can make you men some coffee, and sweet cinnamon. Or perhaps some hot stew would be to your liking?” 

“That will be fine, Patamon. We wouldn't want to bother an old lady as yourself with the time and effort to make a meal on our account. You know why we're here.” 

Patamon nodded. “I do, and I'm sure you boys both know what my answer will be. Again.” 

The old Indian woman spoke with a firmness that was resolved. Woodson, however, would not be deterred. 

“Please, Patamon. Let's not be too hasty here. Hear us out before you turn us away.” 

Patamon pointed at the open door.  

“Come right in, boys. It's not in my nature to turn people away, whatever their reasons for passing through my land.” 

“Thank you, Patamon.” 

The two men sat across of Patamon, in what passed as the small living room for her spartan living quarters. The old squaw lived simply and with little frills, but the small shack was dotted with the occasional oddity that could not be missed. Peck Walton noticed the small jar that was on the windowsill. It had been there before when they first visited, and it was still where it was. The jar stood quietly on the windowsill, but its contents belied something far from peaceful. There was a yellow liquid inside, and what appeared to be two small heads floated inside. Peck was drawn to the bizarre sight, and he could not help but stare at the two face’s eyes. They were both open, even as they floated lifelessly inside the jar. Peck Walton was content to stare at the strange heads in the jar, as Woodson and the old squaw conversed about their business. 

As Woodson sat across the old squaw, he flashed his shiny, white teeth again. The real meaning of his smile was not lost on the old Indian. She had dealt with men like this before, in a long and colorful life that seemed to stretch longer than it should have. His smile reminded her of a large gator that was about to bite a bison's body in half, as it crossed the river. 

“Patamon, I am pleased to inform you that my associate and I are prepared to offer you double the amount that we proposed for your land, the first time we ventured here. This place is quite valuable, and we could really make good use of the land.” 

Patamon did not return Woodson's smile. She spoke softly and plainly, and seemed to not even move her wrinkled lip, as she spoke. Omitaa sat beside her, and continued to growl, restlessly. 

“I am well aware of what your kind does and is capable of doing, Mr. Woodson. I was descended from the Humitani tribe, and we dealt with men like you, a lot.” 

“The Humitani? Pardon me, but I'm not familiar with them.” 

“That is quite understandable. My people were one of the earliest settlers of this land. We lived here when the bison was plentiful, and the iron horses were not even a thought.” 

“By iron horses, you mean the railroads?” 

Patamon nodded. “Yes. In those days, there were many people like us, but when your people arrived here to settle, many tribes like mine simply vanished into obscurity.” 

A tense silence followed Patamon's words followed by a reply that tumbled out of Woodson's lips. “If you're saying that we wiped out your tribe, and others like it, well you are mistaken, Patamon.” 

The old squaw replied with silence. 

“Listen, we're not here to impose anything on you. We're here to merely give you another option. Something better suited for someone in their advanced age, as yourself. Think about it, Patamon. You could do a lot of things with the kind of money that we're offering you.” 

Patamon finally managed to smile at Woodson. Her smile was anything but courteous.  

“Pardon me, Mr. Woodson, but I really don't think you could offer me anything of value, especially considering my advanced age.” 

“Just think about it, Patamon. You live all alone out here. An old woman living alone like this, well, it's not really the safest way to live.” 

Patamon shook her head. “Omitaa provides me with all the protection I need.” 

The large dog growled at Woodson, almost as if it somehow understood the words and their meaning. 

“I'm sure he does, but living all alone and isolated like this, well, I just don't think it would be healthy for someone like you. The nearest reservation is beyond those mountains. With the money we're prepared to offer you, you could easily go there, and live with your own kind. Have some company for a change. I'm sure it would prove to be rather, refreshing.” 

“I'm not sure if you didn't hear me the first time, or if you simply weren't listening, Mr. Woodson. I am Humitani, and the last of my people. I am not of 'their kind' regardless of what tribe they may be on that reservation.” 

Patamon's words were soft, yet pointed. She did not appreciate being lumped together with other Indians, as if they were meat. 

“If you ask me, you seen one redskin, you've seen them all! I do believe that Mr. Woodson has given you a more than generous offer for your land here! I
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