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PROLOGUE 
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Arizona Territory 1882 

Shep McNally is a marshal in Arizona Territory serving, the Yuma District, which includes the Arizona Territorial Prison in Yuma, Arizona. 

On a warm Arizona day in March, he is called in by prison management to help them track down an escaped prisoner. The prisoner in question is Dirk Langley a hardened criminal who was currently serving out a life sentence for murdering two men, following a gambling dispute in Tombstone, Arizona, which had occurred some two years earlier. 

Follow Shep, as he endeavors to enforce the law and overcome the odds of personal survival, in a lawless Arizona Territory. His journey will take him into several lawless towns, searching for Dirk Langley, the escaped prisoner. He’ll venture into towns filled with every type of mankind, miners, ranchers, gunslingers, outlaws, and even soiled doves. In the end he may even realize the new meaning of life and love. 
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Chapter 1 
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Marshal Shepard McNally rode his big dun into the small Arizona mining town of Ruby, which was one of the largest mining towns in southern Arizona and was just north of the Mexican border. Ruby was a town known for its rich mining deposits of silver, gold and copper, as well as lead and zinc. It had its fair share of lawlessness, along with a steady influx of mountain men, ranchers, and miners, who could be found in this lawless hostile outlaw environment. 

Shep, as he preferred to be called, was a big broad-shouldered man, nearly six foot, four inches tall. His handsome face was tan after spending so much time outside in the Arizona sun. Most of the time he presented a mask of seriousness. His thick dark hair showed some telltale signs of grey, which was also evident in his thick mustache that adorned his upper lip. It was rather strange for a man to be showing signs of grey hair at only thirty-three years of age. His overall appearance gave one the distinct impression, “You don’t want to mess with me”. 

He stepped out of the leather of his big sandy-colored dun, which had darker legs and tail, and tied him at the hitch rail in front of a weather-beaten hotel. He noticed the sign above it read “The Grand Hotel”. It didn’t look to grand to him, but it was the first hotel he’d seen, as he rode into town and he needed a place to rest his weary bones after so many hours spent in the saddle. By all appearances, he could see the town looked to be a bustling, thriving community. He briefly gazed down the street and what he saw were mostly saloons, which wasn’t really surprising, though, for a mining town. He also saw a couple cafés and various other businesses that lined both sides of the narrow-rutted street. On his way over from the Arizona Territorial Prison, he had stopped at a couple of small ranches to water his horse and ask the ranchers if, by chance, they might have seen a man, the man he was searching for. Unfortunately, the ranchers hadn’t seen anyone fitting the description he gave them. The man he was looking for was Dirk Langley, who had just escaped from the territorial prison in Yuma. 

Dirk Langley was a tall, but ruggedly built man, and he might have even been considered handsome by some had it not been for the nasty scar from a knife wound on his right cheek. It had been put there by a fellow gambler with a stiletto, who didn’t like being cheated at cards. Dirk Langley, along with two other prisoners, had made a daring escape from Yuma Territorial Prison nearly a week before. The other two convicts had been captured just hours after making their escape. One of the escapees had been fatally shot by a prison guard detail that had been sent out to search for them. 

Shep had been tracking Dirk for several days now, and all the while he was wondering just what Dirk’s intentions might be. Would he at some point cross the border into Mexico to hide out, or would he possibly turn northward and head toward Tombstone? He didn’t really want to follow the man down into Mexico if that’s where he’d actually gone, but he would if he had to. 

Dirk Langley had been an avid gambler, prior to his arrest and conviction, almost two years ago to the day now. He had gunned down two men in cold blood after a gambling dispute in one of the saloons in Tombstone. Morgan Earp, US Marshal in Tombstone, had been the one to apprehend him. Dirk Langley had a bad temper and was mean to the core. Shep figured he would likely return to Tombstone to perhaps settle a few scores, mainly with the Earps. He may not have known that Morgan Earp had been killed about a year after his incarceration. 

Shep grabbed his rifle and saddlebags and ambled into the hotel. The desk clerk gave him the once over and easily spotted the U.S. Marshals badge pinned on his vest. “Welcome to the Grand Hotel,” the desk clerk wheezed. He was a tall, thin, raw-boned man, with a shock of blonde hair hanging over his forehead. By the looks of him, a strong wind might easily knock him over. “How many nights will you be staying with us, Marshal?” the desk clerk asked.  

“Just tonight if I’m lucky. Do you have any other law in town, a sheriff or...?” 

Before Shep got the rest of the words out of his mouth, “No,” came the desk     clerk’s quick reply. 

The desk clerks name tag read “Earl”. He flashed Shep a faint smile and nodding his head, he turned the desk register to face the marshal. “If you’ll sign in please.” Shep’s attention had been momentarily distracted by two fellas when they walked behind him and over to the staircase. They were heading for the stairs from the main lobby. He gave them close scrutiny as they passed by, then he signed the register and turned the book back around to the desk clerk. “Shepard McNally,” the desk clerk read.  

“Yeah, but I answer to Shep from most folks,” he replied.  

“That’ll be a dollar for the night. You’ll be staying in room 12, up the stairs and to your right. You can’t miss it,” the desk clerk said, handing him the key. He could see the desk clerk was breathing heavy, he thought the man might have suffered from some kind of respiratory ailment. 

“Have you had anyone register earlier today?”  

The desk clerk shook his head, “No, you’re the first one today,” he replied.  

He tipped his hat politely to the desk clerk, then promptly headed toward the staircase. As the man had said, room 12 was on his right, just two doors down. He unlocked the door to the room and walked in. The room was foul smelling like beer and vomit. So much for it being the Grand Hotel. He leaned his rifle in the corner next to the head of the bed, then stowed his saddlebags under the bed out of sight. He went back downstairs and asked for directions to the livery, to stable the big dun. The desk clerk told him it was just a short easy walk from the hotel. After he made arrangements to have his horse properly boarded and fed, he promptly returned to his room in the hotel. 

Back in his room, he tossed his hat on the bed, then unbuckled his gun belt and hung it on a wooden straight back chair, sitting next to the dresser. He removed his shirt and gave it a good shake before spreading it out on the bed next to his hat. A large porcelain bowl and a pitcher full of water, along with a drinking glass sat on the top of the dresser along the opposite wall, with a towel and bar of soap that lay beside it. There was a small mirror that hung on the wall over the top of the dresser. 

He poured some water into the porcelain bowl and proceeded to scrub two days of sweat and grime off his face and neck. He toweled himself dry and gazed into the mirror. He could have used a shave, too, but that could wait until morning. Right now he was hungry, and what’s more he needed a cup of coffee to wash the trail dust out of his craw. Suddenly he heard the sound of heavy footfalls reverberating from the hallway, which raised his curiosity, but he suppressed the urge to open his door and look out. He put his shirt back on and strapped on his gun belt, then decided it was time to grab a meal at one of the cafés he had seen as he rode into town. 

He walked to the nearest café, called the Hash House, which was just a few doors down from the hotel. Some patrons inside eyed him warily when he walked in. He could tell by the way they stared at him, they weren’t accustomed to seeing a stranger, let alone a lawman in the place. He ordered a meal from the menu called ‘Steak and Trimmin’s’, along with a cup of black coffee. Then he asked the waitress if by chance, she might have seen a man in the café recently, and he gave her the description of Dirk Langley.  

She said she hadn’t seen anyone that fit that description. When his food arrived, he ate it quickly, then paid his tab and left. He spent the next couple of hours going in and out of the bevy of saloons along the boardwalk, searching for his escapee. 

Dirk Langley was either keeping well out of sight, or he had moved on, not stopping in Ruby. As a last resort, he continued his search in the other two hotels. One hotel was named after the town, Ruby Hotel, and the other was aptly named Hotel Delight. When he entered this hotel, he could see why. The lobby had its share of soiled doves sitting about. Now he wasn’t sure if it was really a hotel or a brothel. When he talked to the desk clerk, whose name he didn’t get, he noticed a couple of young soiled doves lounging in the lobby. They looked to be no older than fourteen at most. He was unable to get any useful information out of the desk clerk or any of the doves. 

When he left the hotel, he was beginning to think he’d maybe made a mistake stopping in this one-horse town. Dirk Langley had probably kept on going and likely had a sizeable lead on him by now. He went back to the Grand Hotel and wasn’t surprised to see Earl sitting on a stool behind the registration desk. It appeared he had nodded off. Shep quietly passed by the desk so as not to wake him, but before he reached the staircase, he heard a weak voice calling out to him. “Marshal, is that you?” Shep looked back to see a sleepy-eyed Earl sitting erect now and staring in his direction.  

He went back over to the desk. “What is it Earl?” he said, a bit of sharpness sounding in his voice now. 

Earl rubbed his eyes briskly before he continued. “I seen him, Marshal.”  

Shep was tired and if nothing else a bit annoyed. “Seen who, Earl?”  

“The man you said you were looking for, the one you described to me earlier. He was here.”  

“Is he here now, and did he rent a room?”  

“No, sorry to say. He seemed to be a bit intoxicated and when he spoke to me rudely and made demands to me in a belligerent tone of voice, I told him, he best be finding some other hotel, that my rooms were filled up. I didn’t need his kind in my fine establishment.”  

Shep had to suppress an urge to laugh. 

That should have been his cue to check the other hotels again, but by now it was late in the evening and he was tired and a bit out of sorts. Instead, he headed for the staircase, then remembered he hadn’t properly thanked Earl, but when he turned to thank him for his help, he saw Earl was already slumped over, with feet propped up and chin on his chest. He had already fallen asleep again. Shep turned and proceeded up the stairs to his room. When he hit the bed, sleep overtook him, too, before he was even able to pull off both of his boots. 

It was sometime just before dawn, when he was rudely awakened by what sounded like a herd of cattle stomping down the hallway. He lurched from the bed and grabbed his Colt out of his holster hanging on the chair. He staggered to the door still half asleep, opening it just enough to peek out. He could see about four or five men making their way noisily down the hall. They must have been cowhands heading back to wherever it was they hailed from, apparently after a night of heavy drinking and carousing in the saloons, no less. They didn’t have any consideration for those wanting to catch another hour or so of sleep. He was fully awake now, so he washed his face and shaved quickly, then grabbed his rifle and saddlebags to head out himself. He wondered if he might find Earl still asleep on his stool behind the registration desk. But then again, who could still be sleeping, after all the ruckus out of those noisy cowhands? 

When he got downstairs, it appeared the cowhands had all left and there was no sign of Earl. He went directly to the livery stable, the sign over the door read, “Ruby’s Livery and Feed”. He found the big dun in a stall. He saddled the dun and slipped his rifle into the saddle scabbard. Then mounted up, riding the dun down the street to one of the other cafés that he had seen coming into town, since there were three in all. When the waitress took his order in this café, he again gave her the description of Dirk Langley, but her response was the same as the waitress the night before. She hadn’t seen a man fitting that description. He quickly downed a bowl of grits, some toast spread with marmalade, and a cup of black coffee. 

When he left the café, his intention was to get back on the trail, but then he was waylaid when he spotted the third café in town, Ryan’s Café. He decided since he had nothing to lose, he may as well stop in there, too. This café was a bit smaller in size than the other two. There was only a lunch counter and four tables set up. The short order cook took the orders and cooked the grub as well. He decided he’d get another cup of coffee, and this way he could give the same spiel to the man behind the counter. The cook was a jovial sort of fellow, wearing a white apron and a stubble of whiskers on his round face. He was a rather talkative chap named Oscar. He was taken by surprise when the cook said he had seen a man answering Dirk Langley’s description, in the café the night before. “The man had come in, just before closing time,” Oscar said. “The man sat down at the counter and ordered some supper. I was the one to take his order and serve him.”  

Then Shep asked Oscar if he could describe what the man was wearing. 

Oscar had to think for a minute, then said he hadn’t paid much attention to the man’s clothing, but he appeared to be dressed in an outfit similar to what Shep was wearing. A pair of pants, shirt, hat, and he assumed the man must have been wearing boots and a gun belt as well. The man had paid cash for his supper. 

He thanked Oscar for his help, then quickly left the café and mounted the big dun to continue on with his search. He thought with any luck there was a slim chance Langley might still be hiding out somewhere in this one-horse town. For the next couple of hours, he carefully went back and searched the saloons and another flea bag hotel out on the far edge of town, but to no avail. The whereabouts of Dirk Langley still remained a mystery. 

Now he was sorry he had wasted so much time and had come up empty. If Dirk Langley had left this town, he had that much more of a lead on him. He swung into the leather on the big dun and spurred him in the flanks as they headed out of town. The dun trotted forward taking long deliberate strides, as Shep pushed him hard to make up for lost time. He couldn’t be sure Dirk Langley had taken this route, but it seemed the most likely course he would have taken, if in fact, he was heading to Tombstone. He wanted to dodge at all cost, going south into Mexico, if he could possibly avoid it. As he rode along he thought, ‘Now where had Dirk Langley exchanged his prison garb for more suitable clothes?’ as the cook had described to him in the café and ‘How had he been able to get ahold of some cash as well? 

He had a lot to ponder as he rode steadily toward Tombstone. One thing for certain, Dirk Langley had left another unfortunate victim in his wake. Whoever it might have been was no doubt left needing the clothes that Dirk was now wearing. That is unless Dirk had killed the poor soul for the clothes he was wearing, and any money he had on him. He was just glad to be getting out of Ruby without any incident. The place was home to outlaws and every other despicable lowlife there was, and if in fact Dirk Langley had been in Ruby, he would have been right in his element. Shep was sure of that. 

The sun was beating down unrelentingly, heating his backside as he rode along. His shirt felt soaked through and the perspiration ran in rivulets down his cheeks and forehead, burning his eyes. He thought Yuma had been the hottest place on earth, but now he wasn’t so sure. It would be late afternoon by the time he arrived in Tombstone. His chances of finding Dirk, if he had gone there, would be slim and none. It would be a tough endeavor to be sure. He wasn’t exactly sure who was enforcing the law in Tombstone just now. But he would no doubt find out. Johnny Behan was the current Sheriff of Cochise County, in Arizona Territory, that much he did know. 

When he arrived in Tombstone, he reined the big dun up to the hitch rail in front of the sheriff’s office, then tied him securely and went inside. John Behan wasn’t there, but two deputies who were sitting in the sheriff’s office, said he was out of town. He proceeded to tell them why he was there and gave them a description of the man he was looking for. They said they’d be glad to help him in any way they could, then resumed their game of cards. He could see right then and there just how much help he could expect out of those two yahoos. They didn’t even pay any attention when he left the office. 

For now, his first order of business this late in the day, was to find a place to hang his hat. A short way down Allen Street, he saw the Rest Haven Hotel. This was as good a place as any and he didn’t feel like wasting any more time looking elsewhere. The desk clerk was a short, rather well-endowed, redheaded young woman. The room he rented seemed a bit smaller, but compared to the Grand Hotel, he found this one to be neat and tidy and above all, at least it smelled clean. 

The Alhambra Saloon and lunch counter was across the street. On his way out of the hotel, he asked the redhead directions to the livery stable. She said the place was called Dexter’s Livery, and it was located just a bit further down the street, but not far from the hotel.  

“It’s not the O.K. Corral, is it?” he chortled.  

The redhead, with a serious look on her face, didn’t seem amused by his comment. She just stood there giving him a blank stare. He rode the dun down to the livery and made arrangements to have him boarded for a couple of days. After taken care of that, he walked over to the Alhambra Saloon and Lunch Counter to get a bite to eat. He ordered a ham sandwich, potato salad, and a slice of apple pie for dessert, along with a cup of rather strong-tasting coffee. 

While he sat there with his meal, he watched the patrons coming and going as he ate. No one fitting the description of Dirk Langley was among them. When he left the lunch counter, he strode down the street to the Occidental Saloon. He could see it was already doing a modest amount of business and the sun hadn’t even begun to set yet. He was about to step inside, but rather, he was pushed inside by a thong of rowdy, thirsty, cowhands behind him, who were impatient to get their hands around a big mug of beer. He let the incident pass without any fuss. 

Inside the saloon there appeared to be at least one painted lady for every two or three men. Even he was approached a few times, but it was short lived once they spotted the star pinned on his vest. He circulated among the bar’s clientele for nearly an hour, but came up empty, not having seen Dirk among them. He decided it was time to get some shuteye. It had been a long and hot, but otherwise uneventful day. 

He didn’t see the well-endowed redhead behind the desk when he got back to the hotel, instead there was a fella behind the desk. He was tall and thin and had thinning grey hair on his head and was wearing thick spectacles on the bridge of his nose. He wondered if the man behind the desk, might be the gal’s husband? What a strange pair they made. He went up to his room, which overlooked the noisy street out front. Just then, he remembered he’d left his Winchester in his saddle scabbard at the livery stable and wondered if he should go and get it. The sight of his bed swayed his decision, so he just prayed his rifle would be there in the morning. He poured some water into the ceramic bowl sitting on top of the dresser and splashed some water on his face and armpits, then undressed and crawled into bed. The sounds of the rowdy night life down in the street must have lulled him to sleep, and within minutes he was out like a light. 
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Chapter 2 
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Morning dawned way to quickly for Shep. The noise outside had abated somewhat, but then it wasn’t yet seven o’clock. He lay there trying to formulate a plan of action in his groggy, not quite awake yet state. He finally crawled out of bed, then quickly put his clothes on and thought about shaving, but decided to leave that chore to the barber after a hot bath. His first thought was to go retrieve his rifle from the livery. After he was fully dressed, he headed downstairs, and there she was, the buxom redhead. She greeted him as he came down the stairs. This morning she looked more appealing, or perhaps he wasn’t seeing quite clearly just yet? Nevertheless, he politely tipped his hat to her as he passed by at the bottom of the stairs. 

He headed quickly over to the livery and once there he found the dun in a stall near the front door. His saddle hung on the side of the stall, but as he feared, no rifle was left in his scabbard. He sure hated to lose that gun. It wasn’t that it was new, but it and he had seen a great deal of action together. He was feeling somewhat disappointed that he’d lost it, when he heard a voice coming from the back of the stable. He turned to see Pete the liveryman, approaching him with the rifle in his hand. “I bet you’re looking for this,” he said holding it out in front of him.  

“You bet I am,” Shep replied.  

“I saw it, when I went to unsaddle your horse last evening and knew you’d forgotten to take it with you, so I locked it in my storage cabinet overnight.” Shep was so grateful to see the rifle, he took it from Pete and flipped a gold piece into his hand. Pete thanked him for his generosity in return. 

He was relieved to have his rifle back and his appetite back as well. He took the rifle back to his room and stashed it under his bed. Then he went to the café for a light breakfast of biscuits and gravy, grits, and coffee. After eating his breakfast, he left the café and sauntered on down the boardwalk till he saw a sign that read, “Barron’s Barbershop”. It was still early yet, so luckily, his wait was short for a hot bath, followed by a refreshing shave. While he was sitting in the barber chair, a ruckus ensued out in the street. They heard shots being exchanged outside the barbershop, with one round coming so close as to strike the barber pole in front of the shop. That sent the barber, Ted Barron, and Shep, ducking for cover. 

When the dispute ended, two men were taken into custody by the same two deputies he’d met the day before. A third man, who was the shooter, managed to get away. One of the deputies came into the barber shop to be sure no one inside had been accidently hit. The deputy seeing Shep said, “Well, funny seeing you here, Marshal. We got a line on that fella that you described to us yesterday. Pretty sure he was the same fella that got into a squabble last night. He was caught dealing some bad cards down at the Campbell and Hatch Saloon. Unfortunately, he was gone before we could arrest him. The other poker players gave us a good description of him and they called him Dirk. Right now, the man’s whereabouts is unknown.” The deputy was Roscoe Wilson. Shep thanked him for passing along the information. If the crooked card player was Dirk Langley, at least now Shep felt sure, he was still in town. 

He left the barber shop, feeling a whole lot better and smelling better too, from that rose oil or whatever it was the barber slapped on his face after his shave. He decided to take a little stroll down to the C&H Saloon. He didn’t expect to find Dirk there, but at least it was someplace to start. He entered the saloon and ambled up to the bar, which was lined elbow to elbow with many drinkers, every size, shape, and description one could imagine. It was a rough lot to be sure; miners, trappers, ranch hands, and probably a few bad-ass outlaws, and otherwise swarthy looking characters to boot. He saw card players seated around a few tables dealing cards. Shep didn’t spot Dirk right off, but he’d have to try and get a closer look. 

The barkeep, watching Shep enter the saloon, walked right over to him. “What’ll be yer pleasure,” he said. He was a friendly character with twinkling blue eyes and a reddish complexion with a balding pate.  

“Coffee, if ya got some fresh,” Shep replied.  

“You bet, comin’ right up.” In an instant, almost like magic the barkeep was back and set a steaming hot cup of java down in front of Shep. “Ain’t seen ya in here before. I’ll bet it can’t be pleasure. Ya must be here on business, whatever that might be.” 

“As a matter of fact, I am looking for a fella.”  

“I thought rightly so,” the barkeep uttered. Shep gave him the description of Dirk Langley, as the barkeep scratched the side of his head. “Yeah, I seen him in here playin’ cards a time or two. Can’t say I recognize the name though, but I’m sure he’s yer man. He was in here last night and caused a bit of a ruckus, a couple of my regulars didn’t like the way he was dealing the cards. Thought we might have a fight outta it, but then he drank up and left. Ain’t come back since.” Shep tasted his brew. It wasn’t half bad, for saloon coffee. 

Then the barkeep said, “We had a brief skirmish from a couple other players after that, but the deputies came in and broke it up. One fella even threw some lead into my ceiling, then high tailed it outta here. The deputies arrested the other two and no one got hurt.” Shep drank the rest of his coffee and tossed a coin on the bar. The barkeep had already moved on down the bar filling glasses. Shep sauntered out around the tables for a closer look at the patrons, not seeing anything or spotting anyone of interest, he left the saloon. Clearly Dirk Langley wasn’t among the current crowd. He headed out of the saloon and down the boardwalk to checkout another saloon. 

The Crystal Palace Saloon was located nearly across the street from his hotel. It had been rebuilt following a fire earlier in the year. Shep went in for a quick look around. The place was busy enough, but not quite as big a crowd as the one he just left. There were a couple tables with men drinking and jawing, but no gambling going on that he could see. Still the barkeep had his hands full at the other end of the bar, so Shep didn’t catch his eye. Just as he turned to leave, two fellas, who had just walked in behind him, asked if he was the new marshal in Tombstone, there to replace Morgan Earp, who’d been ambushed and gunned down about two months earlier? 

Shep paused. “Sorry, but no friend. I just came in from Yuma on some other business.”  

“Can we buy ya a drink then, Marshal?” one of the men spoke out.  

“No, but thanks for the offer. I don’t drink.”  

“Don’t drink, or won’t drink with us,” the second man said, grabbing Shep by the shirt sleeve in an effort to prevent him from walking away.  

Shep politely took the man’s hand and pried it loose from the hold, he had on his shirt. “Excuse me gentlemen, but I need to be getting on.”  

The two men brazenly stepped in front of him now, blocking his exit. Shep eyed the two of them warily. “If’n yer gonna leave, ya coulda bought us a round first. Seems only polite to us,” the one said in a loud enough voice that it caused an abrupt halt to the noise level, as the bar suddenly got really quiet. The barroom full of men just stood there, mouths agape, waiting to see what they were sure was about to happen next. 

Then he spoke up saying, “No offense fellas, but I really need to be moving along.” The older of the two men, suddenly stepped back a few paces and took up a fighting stance, legs parted and set firm, as his hand poised just above his holstered six shooter. His friend seeing him, followed suite.  

“Don’t want any trouble from the two of you,” Shep said with a serious tone now in his voice. In a heartbeat, the older man’s hand went for his gun, but Shep, just a mite faster on the play, drew and pointed his .45 into the center of the man’s chest. 

That caused the stranger to swallow hard. He couldn’t fathom seeing Shep had drawn his weapon that fast and beating him to the draw. He took a step back, with beads of sweat appearing now on his brow, and his eyes glazed over. With that, both men stepped to one side no longer trying to block his path. He holstered his gun, gave both men a tip of his hat, then turned and walked out of the saloon. The saloon was suddenly abuzz with many men among them voicing what they’d just witnessed from the marshal with a lightning fast draw. 

In the mean time out on the boardwalk, Shep breathed a sigh of relief, as he walked on. He thought for sure he’d have to kill one, or both, of those men back there. He knew that wouldn’t have made him very welcome in Tombstone. He thought about going into the Occidental Saloon just down the boardwalk for a look around, but then thought better of it. He didn’t see any reason to press his luck and he didn’t need for word to get around nor a repeat of the Crystal Palace episode, at least not tonight. So instead, he passed on by the saloon, heading back to his room at the Rest Haven Hotel. 

The owner of the hotel had told him her name was Myra. She was standing behind the reservation desk when he walked in. She beamed a warm smile at him, as he approached the desk. “Well hello, Myra,” he chirped. “Any messages for me while I was out?” She checked the message board behind the desk, then said there weren’t any messages for him. Not that he had really been expecting any, but he just used that as an excuse to start some dialogue with her.  

“You look very nice today,” he told her in a flirtatious voice. He could tell she really liked the compliment. Instinctively she reached up and smoothed the back of her hair with her hand. ‘It looked rather nice today,’ he thought. She had obviously done something different to it, as it wasn’t as messy as when he’d seen it the other day. 

“Have you found that fella you gave us a description of yet?”  

“Not yet,” he replied. “I was hoping that perhaps you or your husband might have seen someone here fitting the description I’d given you, that might be of interest to me?”  

“Sorry, but no,” she said coming around the desk, giving him a better view of her attributes. After the compliment he’d just given her a bit earlier, was she making a subtle attempt at flirting with him? He couldn’t be sure. She pretended to be straightening some newspapers lying on a low table near the front door. She made sure she was facing him when she coyly bent over, so as to give him a quick birds-eye view, which he took full advantage of. She was certainly all woman, no doubt about it. 

Moments later, a voice sounded from behind the desk. Sidney, her husband, must have heard them talking from the back room and had come out to investigate. So much for her little bit of playfulness with Shep. Immediately, Myra hurried back around the desk, as she saw Sidney glaring at her. Looking rather jealous, was he? Shep was almost sure of it. While they were all standing there, a thunderous commotion erupted outside. Shep turned and saw the Wells Fargo stage had pulled up in front of the hotel. 

Three men stepped out, exiting the coach, then one of them politely turned to help a tall blond down from the coach. She was in stark contrast to Myra; this woman was every bit her opposite. She was well-dressed, rather tall, slender, and attractive, with long ringlets of blonde hair that cascaded down over her slender shoulders. Her blond hair was topped off by a small, green, velvet hat that matched her long emerald green gown. As she gracefully entered and approached the reservation desk, Shep could see Myra looking daggers at Sidney, her husband, who was too busy ogling the willowy blonde woman to even notice Myra hatefully staring at him. 

The woman signed the guest register, followed by the man who’d helped her down from the coach. He signed in as well, so they obviously were not together, Shep noticed. The other two men had already retrieved their valises from the stage driver and headed on their way down the boardwalk. Then the willowy blonde waited momentarily, as the driver got two valises and a small trunk out of the boot for her and brought them into the hotel and set them down in front of the desk. Sidney was Johnny-on-the-spot, grabbing a room key for her and stuffed her carpet bag under his arm and hefting one valise with his other hand, as he chirped, “I’ll come back for the rest. Now if you’ll follow me miss, I’ll show you to your room.” With that said, the stunning blonde walked along with him over to the staircase and the two of them headed up the stairs. 

Shep and Myra just stood there watching them go. He couldn’t help but notice the look of dismay on Myra’s face. Being the gentleman, he was, he stepped over to the desk and reached across taking her hand in his. “Did I tell you how attractive you look in that dress? You’re quite an eyeful yourself, Myra, your husband is a very lucky man,” he said, as he stared intently at her chest. Myra began to blush and smiled, thanking him, as she absently lifted herself accentuating the swell of her rather large bosom, providing Shep with a very rewarding eyeful. 

He headed up the stairs to his room and just as he reached the top of the stairs, from down the hall about halfway, he could see Sidney standing at the door, talking to someone, who was obviously in the room he’d taken the tall blonde to. He headed back toward Shep and when he passed by, he raised his eyebrows and gave Shep a nod over his shoulder. “Nice lady,” he remarked smacking his lips. ‘Why that lecherous old fool,’ Shep thought, but then hadn’t he just done almost the same thing downstairs with Myra. He had to chuckle to himself. He entered his room and flopped down on the bed. If he didn’t make some better progress finding Dirk Langley tomorrow, he might have to think about heading on back to Yuma empty handed and the thought of that didn’t please him one bit either. 

It was still too early to think about supper; he would wash up a bit and relax some before going out again. He pulled his boots off and stretched out on the bed, and before he knew it, he had dozed off. When he awoke, the light coming through the window was decidedly much dimmer. What time was it he wondered? As he pulled out his pocket watch, he realized he’d actually been asleep for more than two hours. Gazing out the window, he could see the sun had given its last hurrah and was now replaced by a purplish grey sky. His stomach was giving him a telltale growl, reminding him it was past time to eat. He quickly washed his hands and face and headed out the door. 

His stomach told him he needed something more substantial tonight than the food at the lunch counter in the Alhambra Saloon, so he headed in search of the Harwood House. It proved to be just a short distance away. Apparently, there were others who had the same idea, as the place was doing a land office business when he got there. It took all of fifteen or so minutes to finally get seated at a table. The waitress handed him a menu and told him their special was baked trout, with rice, and a nice garden salad tonight, and that’s what they served every Friday. At that moment, he realized he had simply lost track of the days. 

After his hunger was sated, he decided to check out more saloons. The first saloon he walked up to was the Occidental Saloon. Since it was now evening, the place was packed with patrons guzzling down beers and whiskeys to their hearts content, and the doves were plying their trade to any man who paid any attention to them. Like the day before, he focused his attention on the men seated around the faro and poker tables and even the men who were also gathered around the roulette wheel. Still he came up empty-handed, no sign of Dirk Langley visible in this saloon either. It was as if he had vanished into thin air. 

He made his way up to the bar and ordered a beer. From there he could stand and keep a watchful eye on the men wandering in and out of the establishment. As he stood there, he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned to see Roscoe, one of the deputies he’d met earlier. “I see you’re quenching your thirst with a brew, not a bad idea. It’s a mighty warm evening out there tonight.”  

“Yeah, well I might have told you before, I don’t drink, but buying a beer is the least I can do for taking up space at the bar.” The deputy just gave him a disbelieving look and chortled. It didn’t seem likely that Dirk would show up, not in this bar tonight, so he exited the saloon leaving the full glass of beer still sitting on the bar. 

He crossed 5th Street and walked to the corner where a saloon called the Sampling Room and Bowling Alley stood. He didn’t really expect to see Dirk in a bowling alley knocking down pins, but stranger things have happened, and it was a saloon, of sorts, after all. He didn’t bother buying a beer this time, he just stood there for a little while, watching folks drinking and laughing and enjoying themselves bowling. He mostly kept an eye on the drinking crowd, and he was disappointed when he didn’t happen to find Dirk Langley partaking in drinking or bowling. He looked out of the corner of his eye, and low and behold, standing near the end of the bar was Deputy Roscoe. Call it coincidence, or was Roscoe keeping an eye on him, he wondered? 

He didn’t dally very long in the combination saloon and bowling alley; he was just curious now to see if Deputy Roscoe would follow him and show up again at his next stop. He crossed back over Allen Street and entered the Crystal Palace, which he found out, was both a saloon and a brewery as well. He had no sooner entered the saloon, when he saw several men getting into a heated argument. They weren’t gambling, so he couldn’t imagine what was going on. But liquor, and or a woman, can bring a man, or in this case several men, to blows. He watched and listened and sure enough, the trouble seemed to be brewing over one of the soiled doves. He expected it was probably the painted-up blonde who was standing off to one side not far from them. He hadn’t quite gotten the gist of what was going on, before voices were raised to a fever pitch, spewing vile language back and forth, and soon after that fists started flying. 

He stepped back and took up a defensive position near the end of the bar, in the event the scuffle escalated, ending in an all-out free for all. He looked around, but saw nothing of Roscoe. Fists were flying ferociously with a couple of chairs added to the mix. The barkeep was yelling above it all, telling the men to take it out on the street. All of a sudden, the roar of gunfire sounded. Shep looked instantly around to see who might be yielding the firearm and sure enough, no surprise, there was Roscoe standing with his gun drawn overhead firing first one, then two rounds into the ceiling. Shep figured it was high time he made his exit, so that’s just what he did. 

Walking directly back to the Rest Haven, all the while he was still wondering if Roscoe had been in the Crystal Palace and he just hadn’t seen him, and why was he following him there once again? It was starting to disturb him. Could it be on purpose or was it just a coincidence? In any case, he had seen enough for one night, and it was time to hit the hay. 

The hotel lobby was empty at this hour. Shep started to climb the stairs, when he thought he heard voices. He looked about, but saw no one, so he listened intently and there it was again. It sounded like a man and a woman appeared to be arguing about something. He couldn’t quite make out just what they were arguing about, but what he heard sounded harsh to his ears. In the next moment there was nothing but silence, so he proceeded on up to his room. He lay in bed listening and once again, he thought he heard someone moving about out in the hallway. He didn’t bother to go investigate; it was a hotel after all and folks come and go at all hours in these places. He rolled over and in no time at all, he was sawing logs. 
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