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Sarah Adair was eighteen when she was carried off and
married. When they pulled out of the yard in his old buckboard,
January Maars was all smiles, but she was full of mixed feelings.
She hated to leave her mother with all that work. Caring for her
eight siblings was a handful, but she knew some of the older ones
would soon fill in her shoes.

On the other hand, she knew it would be one less
mouth to feed, which would leave more for her brothers and sisters.
The excitement part was looking forward to a new life and an
adventure she had only dreamed of. January’s farm was only ten
miles away, but to her, it might as well have been a thousand.

The duties she was doing for her family were now
transferred to her new husband, and she boldly took them on.
Growing up with eight siblings and a sickly mother left her to run
the household…with little time for herself. Having all those
duties, she developed a good sense of responsibility…and having to
deal with her drunken father gave her an inner strength that never
wavered.

The Cherokee and the other tribes had interacted
peacefully with the white man for many years but when gold was
discovered in Georgia the resulting gold rush prompted the
government to forcefully move what were referred to as the ‘Five
Civilized Tribes’ across the Mississippi to a place they called the
Indian Territory.

The Cherokee were among those who traveled the
distance along what came to be known as The Trail of Tears, and
when they arrived they were allotted a piece of land. Moon Adair
was mostly Cherokee and mostly a drunk. Sarah never knew many men
in her life, but she was sure that he was the laziest man on earth
and although she had to fight off his drunken advances, he was
still her father.

He was no good at farming and raising crops, but he
excelled at having children, so being in a family with eight
siblings meant there were times that she went without food just to
see that the younger ones got some.

So when January Maars showed up and talked to her
father, she was happy to go with him. The only thing she knew about
men was that someday she would be married to one and the fact that
January was fifteen years older than her did not enter into it.

She was soon to find that she had just traded one
dirt farm for another, and one man who drank for another. Some men
get jovial when they drink and others get sentimental, but not
January Maars. He did not drink as often as her father, but when he
did, he was a mean drunk. She had plenty of experience with her
father’s drinking, so she knew enough to stay away from him when he
came home drunk.

For a woman who had never known anything resembling
luxury living on the old homestead, her new home was a luxury. She
was a hard-working and prideful woman, so looking after the house,
cooking the meals, tending the stock, and working the garden came
easily to her.

She continued her work as joyfully as she could even
when she was carrying her first child, but shortly after their son
was born, things seemed to change. Being a new mother, she had to
spend considerably more time and attention on the baby, and that
seemed to irk her husband. It all came to a head one night when he
came in for supper and it wasn’t on the table waiting, in a fit of
rage, he slapped her and pushed her into the kitchen.

When he sat down with his back to her, she picked up
a butcher knife and came up behind him, grabbed his hair, pulled
his head back, and put the knife firmly against his throat.

“Don’t move a muscle or I swear I’ll slit your
throat. If you ever hit me again or disrespect me, I’ll finish
this…even if I have to do it while you’re sleeping.”

She took the knife away and pushed his head toward
the table, walked back to the kitchen, grabbed a plate of food, and
slammed it down in front of him. He never spoke a word while they
finished the meal…but he never struck her again, either.

January was not lazy like her father, but his farm
was a losing proposition, and after years of barely scraping by he
suggested that they head west where he had heard that all you had
to do was wade up a creek and pick up the gold nuggets, and she was
all for it, for in her eyes nothing could be any worse out
west.

The Cherokee had sided with the South during the war
mostly in retaliation for what the government did to them but the
war had been over for five years and most of the people seeking new
homes in the West had already gone, but that was January’s
way…always a little late.

He only got a pittance for the farm, and that was to
do them in their travels to the west, so they left the farm with
only a covered wagon and what food supplies they had on hand. He
was not sure where they were going, but Colorado sounded like the
best for him.

It was almost a thousand miles away, but she had no
concept of that kind of distance, so for her, it was just an
adventure. Bud was ten now and, for him, it was also an exciting
adventure. The thousands of men who had swarmed into Colorado after
the discovery of gold had already beaten the trail, so they were
able to make about forty and sometimes fifty miles a day, which
meant the trip was going to take them around a month.

January had some luck with his hunting and they had
plenty of meat to eat, and Sarah gathered what wild edible plants
she could to supplement the little they had brought with them. When
Sarah’s cooking duties were done their nights were spent sitting
around a campfire and talking about what the future was going to
bring.

January had gleaned bits of information along the way
about the Arapaho that lay ahead of them. They were only familiar
with the friendly tribes in the Nation but it appeared that they
would have no problem. Since the Sand Creek Massacre, they had
slowly been rounded up and placed on a reservation, so when they
saw six Indians standing on the road ahead, they didn’t expect any
trouble.

Only three of them were armed with bows, so assuming
that they were a hunting party, he stopped the wagon and got down
to meet them. They were soon all around the front of the horses and
when he tried some Cherokee and that didn’t work, he reverted to
sign language.

Sarah watched nervously, and as one of them moved
suddenly toward January, he drew his pistol and fired, knocking him
down. The others were quickly on him and he turned and slapped one
of the horses on the rump and hollered “ride”.

Sarah already had the reins in her hand and she
slapped them on the back of the already moving horses and they
galloped away. When she looked back, she saw him down with two of
the Indians stabbing and slashing at him, so she turned Bud’s face
away and whipped the horses in a full gallop.

She was smart enough to know that they would probably
follow and try to get what was in the wagon and since it was coming
on dark, she decided to pull off the road in hopes they would miss
her turn off in the dark. She didn’t panic not only because she was
strong, but she didn’t want to frighten Bud any more than he
was.

She was traveling by the dim light of half a moon
now, so she slowed down as she weaved around the shrubs and bushes
that littered the way. Then suddenly they came to a stop as one of
the horses went down. It only took one look to know he must have
stepped in a chuckhole and had broken a front leg.

She went back and grabbed the rifle, quickly put him
out of his pain, unharnessed the other horse, and threw Bud on his
back, and the two of them rode away from the wagon, carrying only
the rifle. She had no idea where she was or where she was going,
but knew she had to put some distance between her and the Indians
behind her.

Suddenly, out of the dim moonlight, the shape of a
building rose in front of her, so she quickly dismounted and ran to
the door. When no one answered her pounding, she took Bud and
ventured into the dark room. She stood quietly for a minute,
listening for any sound and letting her eyes get used to the
darkness.

She called out and when she heard no answer, she
ventured further inside, mostly feeling her way. She came to the
fireplace and while holding But with one hand, she instinctively
moved her hand around on the mantle until she touched a cup and it
fell over. Then she felt around and found what she was looking for
and when she ran the ‘strike anywhere’ across the stone, it flared
up, lighting the room.

She held it above her head, showing her one large
room with cots against two of the walls, an old cast-iron stove, a
table and two chairs, and a wood box beside the fireplace with some
wood in it. She looked around the area that she supposed was the
kitchen and found a lantern with some oil still in it, and with the
light from the lantern, she built a fire. When it was going strong
and they were both warmed up, she began a fruitless search for
food.

They had nothing to eat, but at least they were out
of the cold and had a warm place to sleep, so she put Bud in one of
the cots and went out to look around for a place for the horse.
With the horse in a corral at the back, she stood and listened in
the still of the night. The murmuring sound she heard was running
water, so she went back in, got a bucket, and followed a path to
the stream.

Now she had all they would need, except for food, and
she was reluctant to ride back to the wagon for the little food
they had. She looked in on Bud to see that he was fast asleep and
she felt like doing the same, but someone had to be on guard in
case the Indians…or anyone else showed up.

She woke with a start to full daylight, and the rifle
fell from her knee and clattered on the floor. She picked it up
quickly and began looking around again. Bud was still sleeping, so
she turned to her watch again. She was still fighting sleep and
when she took her hand down from rubbing her eyes, she saw a
movement on the hill in front of the cabin. It was someone on a
horse and she figured that the only person who would be this far
off the beaten path would be up to no good. She was a good shot
with a rifle, one of the few useful things that January taught her,
and when she took aim, the last picture of January being cut up
flashed through her mind.

She squeezed the trigger and dirt flew up a few feet
ahead of the man. He had been slumped over in a half-sleeping
position and now he jerked upright and pulled his horse up. He was
about to draw his gun, but he realized that the person firing was a
really terrible shot or it was just a warning shot.

“Hold your fire! I’m friendly. I ride for the ‘Bar
XO’ and you’re in their line shack…and I’m coming in.”

He said it so matter of fact that she knew that the
only way to stop him was to shoot him and she was not about to do
that, so she called back in her gruffest voice.

“You can ride in, but keep your hands where I can see
them.”

He started his horse down, leading the packhorse
behind him, and when he reached the door, he sat for a minute,
looking around. He was not sure he had made the right move, men had
been killed for a lot less than the two horses and food that he
had.

He was in for another shock when she stepped out with
the rifle still aimed at him, and even a bigger shock when Bud
stepped out behind her and it took him a minute to gather his
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