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Prologue 
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There’s a new twist to the Old West stage robbery...WOMEN. 

That’s right. A band of women have gotten together to form the stage robbing gang, who would be known as the Buxom Bandits. 

What started out as five good friends, but bored women, got together once a month to go on a shopping spree in San Francisco. Now they get together once a month to rob stagecoaches. Dressed in the flashy dresses of a prostitute, and sporting much make-up to cover their identity, these five known pillars of the community set about robbing stages so they could give the money to those in need. 

Eleonore ran an orphanage and was on the verge of losing everything she had built, after her husband died. 

Mary, who had gone to prison along with her two brothers and their uncle for holding up a stage years before, was considered the leader of the gang and was the sheriff's wife. She had taught them all how to ride and shoot. Now with their friend in financial trouble, they decided to put their skills into action. 

A newspaper writer, Abe Butler, started writing stories about these women stage robbers, who he dubbed Guardian Angels over Buxom Bandits. 

Almira, one of the bandits, contacted him after reading a story he had written for the local paper in the town where they pulled off their first robbery. 

They had a secret meeting with Abe and told him why they robbed the stage. They said if he would write only good things about them and what they did with the money, they would contact him again and give him exclusives about the stage robberies. 

After the shooting of a stage guard, U.S. Marshall Harry Finch was called in. 

Come, ride with him now as he goes hot on the heels of THE BUXOM BANDITS  
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Chapter 1 
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Harry was devastated and distraught. Arriving home from his last assignment, he was met at the railroad station by several of his and Amanda’s friends along with Reverend Miller, but no Amanda or AJ. 

There were no smiles, laughter, hugs, nor kisses to be had on his return from his assignment. Only five friends whose looks told him something was terribly wrong. Turning towards the reverend, Harry gave him a questioning look. 

“There was a fire two nights ago, Harry,” the reverend began. “Because of the cold, no one was out and about. Maybe if someone had been, the fire might have been spotted in time, but no one was. Your place was found burned to the ground, the only thing left standing was the rock fireplace.” 

There were no tears shed by Harry that morning, just words. 

“Where are their bodies?” Harry asked, his voice cracking. 

“The casket is over at the church. AJ is in Amanda’s casket, just the way he was found, in her arms.” 

“In her arms,” repeated Harry. 

“She might have been aware of the fire and gone to his room to get him. We’re not sure of course, but they were found together. You not being here, Phil put them together. If you want separate caskets though, I’ll arrange it,” Reverend Miller told him. 

“I’d like to go to the church now,” said Harry, pulling his shoulders back and up straight, and clearing his voice. 

“Of course, Harry,” said the reverend. 

Harry spent the rest of the day and that night in the church with his beloved wife, Amanda, and his son, AJ. Reverend Miller’s wife, Crystal, brought him some coffee and a plate of food, but Harry didn’t want food, He wanted his family. 

Next morning, the coffin was laid in the ground at Mount Sunrise Cemetery. 

Harry was surprised by the number of town folks who attended the funeral. But he shouldn’t have been. Amanda was a friend to all. Opening their home on several occasions for this person or that person. And everyone liked Harry. 

It made no difference to Amanda, all she saw was someone who needed help and living by the words in the Bible, she was the Good Samaritan. 

Crystal, the reverend,s wife, had laid out some food at their home. After the funeral, all those who attended were invited to join them and partake of the dishes she had prepared. 

Later that day, Harry, having ridden out to his place, was back in his railcar which would be his home now until he decided what he wanted to do. 

He wasn’t sure if he wanted to rebuild the homestead or to relocate to a different town. 

Although he had friends here and would have plenty of support, he just wasn’t sure he wanted to live in the memories that were built here. 

Harry’s last assignment had brought him to the town of Ogallala. He had really liked the town and the sheriff there. Plus, it had a railroad and telegraph lines, everything he needed for his job, and a new beginning for him. 

“I think if the head office doesn’t have any problem with me moving, I’m going to move on to Ogallala,” he told Reverend Miller, who had dropped by Harry's home on wheels later that afternoon. 

“I’ve already sent a telegram to Washington and now I’m just waiting for an answer.” 

“You know, Harry. You can always stay with Crystal and I. If you want to rebuild the homestead, it would be no trouble,” he told Harry. 

“Thank you for the offer, Reverend. It means a lot to me, but I’m going to move on to Ogallala, if the office okays the move, which I’m sure they will.” 

Harry’s mind was clear now and he contemplated the move and set about clearing up loose ends in town. 

Paying a visit to the cemetery, he told Amanda of his decision and felt her reassuring hand on his shoulder. As he was speaking to her, the overcast sky opened up and the bright golden rays of the sun basked his upturned face with its warmth. 

“I knew it would be okay with you,” he whispered up to the heavens. “I’ll always love you and AJ no matter where I am,” he said aloud, then left the cemetery with the approval from his beloved Amanda. 

Returning to his railcar, Harry set about making a pot of coffee. He was just pouring his first cup when his telegraph key started with its dots and dashes. 

As he jotted down the message, a smile came over his face as he wrote the words, “permission granted.” 

The message went on to say he had another assignment. 'Denver, Colorado' he jotted down. 

A band of robbers were believed to be responsible for holding up the stagecoaches and getting away with the strongboxes containing coins and Federal Reserve Bank drafts. Local law officials had been unable to apprehend them so far. His assignment was to go to Denver and get together with Sheriff Joe Day for all other information. 

Condolences were offered. 

Having their permission, he sought to make the move to Ogallala. Harry now only had to make an arrangement with the railroad to have his two cars picked up by the next train headed west to Ogallala. He planned on stopping for a day or two, before moving on to Denver. 

A quick message to Sheriff Will Caldron in Ogallala and all that was left was to be picked up by the next train, which would be later that evening and arriving in Ogallala in two days. A trip he remembered well, having just come back from there. 

Looking in his trophy case, he saw the pair of dice he had taken off Deuce Morgan, which were the original dice that gave him his gambling name. 

I wonder if they hanged Deuce yet, were his thoughts, remembering the assignment he had just completed. 

As Harry readied his railcar for the trip to Denver, Robbie stopped by to pay his respects and to see if he needed anything. 

“Yes, there is something you can do for me. Go to the bank and see if Mr. Grant can come over. I need to talk with him,” Harry told him. 

Harry had decided to stay around one more day to take care of all his business. He wouldn’t be returning, but would stay in Ogallala once his new mission was completed. Harry fired up the potbellied wood stove. Soon, the aroma of boiling coffee filled the room. 

Shortly after his first cup, a knock sounded on the door. Mr. Grant from the bank came in. Giving Harry his condolences, he asked what he could do for him. 

“I’m leaving Shady Pines. I would like you to sell off the land. Keep the money I owe the bank, then wire the remainder to the First National Bank of Ogallala,” Harry told him. 

“You have to know, Harry, you have friends here who will help you rebuild your home. I can give you a loan to rebuild.” 

“I thank you for that, Mr. Grant, but I can’t stay here, much less rebuild a home that was ours. You understand that.” 

“Yes I do, Harry. Just remember you are always welcome back here. I’ll take care of your property and see to it whatever monies are due you will get wired to the bank in Ogallala.” 

Harry didn’t think he would get much sleep that night, but was surprised when he opened his eyes. The sun was up and the streets were busy with activity. 

Taking care of everything he needed to do, Harry visited with Reverend Miller and got his blessing. Next, he went to the livery stable and made arrangements to have Duke brought to the train station by seven o’clock, as the Union Pacific would be in at eight. 

Meeting Robbie on the streets, Harry brought him into the mercantile store where he purchased ten cents worth of blue rock candy and handed the small paper bag to him. Before parting, he gave Robbie a piece of paper with a person’s name written on it. 

“Don’t lose that name, Robbie. That’s the person in the head office in Washington who will always know how to contact me. If the day comes you are serious about being a marshal, you contact him. Okay?” 

“Okay, Harry,” said Robbie, extending his hand to Harry, who grasped it in a strong handshake. 

“I’ll miss the stories, Harry,” Robbie said as he walked away. “Thanks for the candy.” 

All business completed, Harry fired up the stove, put on water for coffee, sat down and re-read the message he had jotted down earlier. 

From Sheriff Joe Day, he read again. Harry’s memories were telling him his name was known. 

“I wonder why he needs me? Before becoming a sheriff, he was probably the baddest bounty hunter in the whole Midwest,” Harry said out loud. 

Shrugging his shoulders, he said to the four walls of the railcar, “Guess I’ll have to wait to ask him face to face.” 

At seven o’clock, Duke was brought to the railcar where Harry hitched him into his stall and made sure he had water and added some oats into his feed bucket. 

Harry was finishing up when the shrill whistle from the locomotive sounded its arrival. Harry, along with two workers from the railroad, hitched up the two railcars. 

Everything was ready. Thirty minutes later, the locomotive’s shrill whistle sounded its departure from the station. 

As the train picked up speed, Harry was again aware of the constant rumble of the train and the swaying motion of his railcar, just like an old friend. 

Not having much sleep, Harry soon felt his eyelids getting heavy as sleep beckoned. For the first time in two days, he was able to put everything that had happened together, and the reality of losing his wife and son sank in. The reality of never seeing them alive again became real. But as sleep overtook him, he was again in the presence of his beloved Amanda bouncing his little AJ’s laughing figure on his knee. 

The train ride was as Harry had remembered, long. 

At one of the train stops, Harry made telegraph connection and sent a message to Sheriff Will in Ogallala saying he was stopping by on his way to Denver. 

Will was at the train station waiting for his arrival. 

“Harry, what a surprise seeing you back here so soon. I thought you were going to take some time to spend with your wife and son,” Will said shaking Harry’s hand. 

“Amanda and AJ were lost in a fire, while I was gone,” he told Will, his voice low and shaky as he told Will about the fire. 

“Harry, I’m so sorry to hear that. If there is anything I can do for you, all you need to do is ask,” Will told Harry. 

“There is one thing you can do for me, now that you’ve asked,” said Harry. “I need a place to stay.” 

“Why you are welcome to stay with me, Harry,” Will told him. 

“I mean I need a place to stay. I’m moving to Ogallala,” he told Will. 

“As you know, I’m on my way to Denver on assignment. When I return I’d like to have a place to move into. Do you suppose you can find me a place?” Harry asked. 

“Just your luck, Harry. I know of a nice ranch about two miles out of town that’s up for sale. I’ll find out what the selling price is,” he told Harry. 

“Thanks Will, I appreciate anything you can find out for me.” 

The train's whistle told them the train was about to leave. Stepping from Harry’s railcar, Will bid him farewell and to be safe. 

Turning back to face Harry, “They hanged that fella Deuce you brought in,” he said, as the train was pulling away from the station. 

That’s good, thought Harry smiling to himself hearing that news. Virgil must be a happy person. 

Finally, after a long ride and several stops, the train's whistle signaled its arrival into Denver. And a bullet that almost ended his career. 
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The day of Harry’s arrival into Denver was bright, but not as hot for this time of the year as Harry thought it would be. 

Sheriff Joe Day was waiting for Harry, when the Union Pacific’s whistle signaled its arrival into the Denver station. He had received a telegram advising him of Harry’s arrival time. 

Sheriff Joe, as he was known by most of the townsfolk, was a no-nonsense sheriff. Standing six foot tall and weighing one-eighty five, this bushy faced lawman, wearing twin Colts tied low, was an ex-bounty hunter, gambler, soldier, and freight hauler. 

He had driven a Schuttler Wagon in Colorado Charlie Utter's wagon train, loaded with seven prostitutes traveling from Denver to Deadwood in 1876. 

It turned out, there were almost two hundred prostitutes on that wagon train. Deadwood was a gold boom town and was overrun with miners and prospectors seeking their share of the gold colored dirt, and with that came cards, whiskey, and women. 

It was on this trip to Deadwood that Joe met J. B. Hickok who was better known as Wild Bill Hickok. 
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