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Chapter One - A Man Torn Between Two Worlds 
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It was a hot, summer day in 1862 when Moira Gilbert and her pressman Wes Hudson rode off. Wes drove the horse-pulled wagon they were on, and his eyes darted about. It was clear that Wes was not at ease.

“I don't like this, Ma'am. Riding out like this delivering the papers is risky business.” he said.

Wes knew what he was talking about. There were several bundles of papers that had been loaded on the wagon. Wes and Moira were to personally deliver what passed for the local newspaper in the area. This wasn't exactly sitting well with some wealthy and powerful people, but Moira Gilbert remained firm and steadfast. She was determined to make sure that the papers were delivered, no matter what.

“I understand, Wes. I'm afraid too but we have to do this. That skunk John Martel didn't like it when the paper took a stand against slavery. Probably figured we might reach more people and change more minds.” she said.

“Martel definitely wasn't happy. He scared off all our delivery riders an' now we've got to be the ones to deliver the papers to the people!” Hudson said.

“Martel is a small man, afraid of the winds of change. There's a change blowing in the wind, Wes. People are starting to see that slavery ain't a good thing, and that sentiment is spreading like wildfire all over the country.”

Moira's words were grim, but true. There was a change that was sweeping the country. Opposition to slavery was growing, and it would only be a matter of time before the entire country was swept up by that change.

“You're right about change spreading like wildfire, Ma'am. And that fire is threatening to engulf the whole nation. I fear there may be a war coming soon.” Wes said.

“No one likes the prospect of war, Wes. However, we have to make sure that we're on the right side of history. And taking a stand against slavery is definitely the right side here.”

“I'm glad you understand the plight of my people, Moira.” Wes said.

“Of course I would understand, Wes. What kind of newspaper owner would I be, if I didn't?”

“Not everyone has an open mind like yourself, Moira. There are...”

Wes could not finish what he said. He was cut short as a bullet struck him on his arm. Pain shot through his arm, and Wes cried out. His arm bled from where the bullet struck him. It tore through the skin, but Wes was lucky. The bullet just scraped his arm, and did not wedge deep into it. Wes would only suffer a superficial flesh wound. It was uncertain however, how long Wes's luck would hold. 

Four riders pulled up beside Wes and Moira's wagon. They surrounded Wes and Moira, and they were forced to a halt. It seemed like the riders had come out of nowhere. The men wore bandanas that covered their mouths and obscured their features. Moira and Wes had no idea who their attackers were. 

“Who are you? What's the meaning of this?” Moira demanded.

“Oh, I think you know what this is all about, Miss Gilbert. Your paper's stand against slavery made our employer Mr. Martel, very angry. He does employ several of your driver's kind in his plantation. Your paper ain't making him look very good.” one of the riders said.

“Well the facts are he's not a very “good” man, and he isn't employing anyone! Slavery isn't the same thing as employment!” Moira said.

“Employment's too good for animals like him!” 

The bandana-clad rider pointed his gun at Wes. With his injured arm, Wes was helpless. He braced for the gunshot's impact, and his life briefly flashed before him. There was a gunshot, but it wasn't from the rider. It was Moira. She pulled out a shotgun that was just right beside her. She had pulled it out with extraordinary speed, and she didn't even think. She simply pointed it at the man and fired, blowing him off his horse. Everyone was shocked at what had happened, including Moira herself. She didn't know what came over her. She had never used a gun in her entire life. Perhaps the dire situation they were in simply triggered hidden survival instincts in Moira that she never knew she had.

The men were shocked at what they had seen, but not for long. 

“You're going to pay for that, woman! You're both dead now!” one of the riders said.

It was clear that Moira killing one of the men was a fluke. She had the element of surprise then, but not anymore. The men were wise to her now, and there was no escape. The four men were going to fire upon Moira and Wes. There was no way she could take them all out at once with a single shotgun. 

Moira did not back down. If she was going to die today, she was going to die fighting for what she believed in. Moira was about to fire the shotgun again, but she would not get the chance.

An arrow flew silently through the air. It lodged itself on the chest of one the men. The arrow had struck the man's heart, puncturing it. The man fell from his horse with a groan.

“What the hell?”

Another arrow flew through the air and struck one of the men in the arm. He cried out in pain, and dropped his gun. 

“Someone's firing arrows at us! Any of you see any Indians?”

“Ain't see nobody else. Whoever this is, he's going to pick us off one by one! We're not being paid to fight any savages! Let's get out of here!”

The men had expected this whole job to be easy but now, it was anything but. The three men spurred their horses forward and beat a hasty retreat. One of them had an arrow sticking from his arm. 

“Our attackers are beating a hasty retreat!” Wes said, still clutching his bloody arm.

“Well, good riddance to them!” Moira said.

“But who saved us? Who's our mystery rescuer?”

“I think he's approaching us now!”

Wes and Moira turned to see a figure on a horse moving towards them deliberately. They saw he was carrying a bow and it was clear he was the one who had shot at their attackers. He appeared to be Indian, but there seemed to be something different about him that Moira could not place. 

“Mister, we owe you our lives.” Wes said.

“From the bottom of our hearts thank you good sir...” Moira said.

Their rescuer seemed indifferent to Moira and Wes's praises. He seemed quite nonchalant for a man that had just fought off some attackers.

“Your husband has been shot. Come and follow me. I can take you to a white medicine man I know.” he said.

Moira noticed that the Indian could speak English. This was not entirely unusual, but it only seemed to reinforce the strange feeling she had about him. 

There was something that seemed different about their rescuer. Moira just couldn't place what it was, exactly. 

“You... you can speak English... that's good I... I thought you would not be able to understand us... and he's not my husband. He's my pressman, Wes. I'm Moira Gilbert and I run the local paper.”

The Indian gave Moira a strange look. “You run a paper? What is that? I do not understand.”

Moira turned around and pointed at the papers that were loaded behind her in the wagon.

“Newspapers. These are newspapers. People read them to hear about news or opinions. Here. You don't know how to... how to read?”

Moira took one and handed it to the Indian who found it even more strange than before.

“White people are truly strange. Pauite women would never go around with any other men other than their husband. And why would you try to kill someone over this? Black dots and lines on a piece of paper? I do not understand what these drawings mean.”

Moira ignored the Indian's chauvinist remark, and tried to explain things to him.

“He's not my husband. Wes is my pressman, and we put out the local paper. We took a stand against slavery and the local cotton baron John Martel didn't like it. I guess I'm not really surprised. He has a lot of slaves at his cotton plantation. He wouldn't want them or anyone else to get any new ideas. Ideas like slavery is not a good thing!”

The Indian gave Moira another strange look. For him, this was a very strange white woman indeed. She seemed quite opinionated over a lot of things.

He heard the stories from the elders of his tribe about how their own people were once slaves to another tribe. They had just fought for their freedom many years before he was born. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps slavery was not a good thing.

“Do you have a name, good sir? I could teach you how to read if you have the patience for it.”

“My name is Shandunka, and I am not interested in learning how to read.”

“You shouldn't dismiss reading so easily, Shandunka. Reading and writing allows someone to touch many people, many more than through just speaking. It's quite the powerful medium for spreading information and ideas. I can only imagine that its power and influence will grow through the years. That's why I can actually understand why Martel would want to harass us like this.”

“Perhaps.” 

Shandunka turned away from Moira and turned towards the corpse of the man whom he had stuck an arrow through. 

“What... what are you doing?” Moira asked.

“What does it look like I'm doing? I'm scalping the man.” Shandunka said.

He spoke in a nonchalant manner as if it were perfectly normal to slice off a portion of a dead man's scalp and collect it along with some of his hair. He also sounded as if he were annoyed that Moira even asked him what he was doing. Moira leaned forward to get a better look at what Shandunka was doing. When she saw him scalping the dead man and getting his hands bloody, she was appalled.

“Good Lord! That's... that's brutal! Do you have to do that?”  she asked.

“Of course I have to scalp him!” Shandunka said, his annoyance with Moira growing even more. 

“Whatever purpose will such a barbaric practice serve? The man's dead already!” Moira said.
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