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One: A Man Alone. 
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Life on the range ain't easy. I can tell you as much, and I should know. I've lived on my homestead for quite some time now, six years to be exact. In most of those years, I never had the privilege of touching a woman, or keeping her company. Yeah, most of my life on the range, I've spent being alone. Well, I had some company. I liked talking to my Colts and my carbine, but I guess they don't count, even if they've saved my life more times than I can count. 

The name's Henry. Henry Schafenstein. I briefly served in the Great War, for the Union. Some men enlisted for the pay, others for the principle of it, and still some simply because they believed in serving their country. Some reasons were more noble than others. Me personally? I just enlisted simply because it was where the wind took me. I had always been skilled with guns and other weapons, so I thought it was natural that I go where I could use my talents. It was also a little easier for me to deal with the war considering that I never bothered to marry. Once my parents died, I was essentially a man alone. When I enlisted in the Union, I never really had much to lose. No family, no wife or kids, nothing. If a cannonball were to strike me down, or if a bayonet were run through my chest, I wouldn't have lost much, just my life is all. There would be no friends or family to mourn my passing, and in a way that was how it was supposed to be. There was a brutal simplicity to my life that was actually beautiful. 

I had nothing to lose, and out in the battlefield, it showed. I fought with a reckless abandon that earned me the moniker, ‘Henry the Devil’ from my comrades. I simply lost count of all the times I ran straight into enemy fire, or almost got blasted into a thousand tiny pieces by cannon fire. By all accounts, I should have died a thousand times over, but I didn't. A lot of good men died in that war, but ‘Henry the Devil’ survived, with only a sore arm, and a slight limp in his leg to show for it. Can you believe that? I know, I still can't. Maybe there's really someone up there watching over me, maybe not. I really can't say, and I've never really dwelled on such things. All I know is that I survived that terrible war that divided the country, even though I didn't expect to. 

Once the war ended, and I was still in one piece, I was promptly discharged with full honors from the military. Uncle Sam gave me a pension which I still continue to collect, and I used the money to get a good piece of land, far from most towns and cities. I figured the silence would be good for me and my soul. After all, I had already seen my fair share of battles. I had seen the horrors of what men could do. I didn't want to get into the middle of all that again. I simply wanted to be alone.  

I purchased the land cleanly, and managed to put up my little homestead with little trouble. Considering all the battles I had fought during the war, I considered that a good thing. I purchased some cattle, and let them graze freely on the surrounding areas around my homestead. Once the spring and fall rolled around, I would collect my cattle and sell the ones that were ready for a good profit. Over a period of some years, ‘Henry the Devil’ Schafenstein had turned into Henry ‘the Rancher’ Schafenstein. 

For those five years, everything seemed good enough. Life was simple, and I managed on my own. However, if there's one thing I've realized in this life, the devil always has a way of creeping up, and complicating things. 
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Two: The Meeting at the Town Hall. 
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It all started when I rode to the town hall. The ‘town hall’ can't even be considered as such, considering that I live so far away from my ‘neighbors.’ Out here in the open range, such terms take on a loose-meaning, and are often only used for convenience’s sake. Still, because we all live out here, other homesteaders like myself have gotten to using such terms mainly for convenience, and a lack of any better description of such things. 

The town hall was nothing but a large abandoned shack out in the middle of the woods. Every homesteader for miles around knew about it, and used it for meetings, important gatherings, and in this case, just to throw the proverbial cow dung at one another. 

I didn't really expect much to come of the meeting, and I wasn't surprised. Once I entered the town hall, Harvey Loritz and his other associates were all inside. They were all there, all the members of Cattle Ranchers' Association, and I was the only non-member. My heart was beating out of its chest, and it wasn't because of any romantic feelings, but more on that later. This must have been what Daniel felt when he entered the Lions' Den in the Good Book. 
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