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[image: ]




In 1846 Ezekiel C. Donley was born in Lamar, Missouri to parents Jacob and Miriam Donley. They christened their newborn son with the middle name of Chance because Miriam’s doctor had forewarned them there was a good chance, she might not be able to give birth because her baby had grown so big in her womb. Despite her difficult pregnancy, Ezekiel was born. He weighed nearly ten pounds at birth. By the age of eighteen, he had grown to a height of more than six feet tall. He was tall and muscular, with coal black wavy hair. He was quite a handsome lad. His closest friends and later in time other lawmen would call him by his middle name Chance.

The family had a small farm about 160 acres. They grew wheat and tobacco. Some four years after Chance was born Miriam bore another son. They named him Zachary; he was a tad smaller than Chance at birth and Miriam was thankful for that. The boys grew up rapidly working the farm with their pa. Jacob was a God-fearing man, he worked long hard hours to provide the best life he could for his family. Missouri had a lot of ore mining in those days as well. Jacob thought his boys would become farmers and follow in his footsteps like he wanted them to do and take over the farm after he was gone.

When the war between the states started, Missouri was a hotly contested state and waged war neighbor against neighbor, with both providing supply lines and support to the Union and Confederates alike. Jacob’s sons were still both young, Zac was sixteen and Chance nineteen, with him being the oldest, Chance felt an obligation to go fight to protect his family, so he ran off and joined the Union Army. The family felt they were kind of caught in the middle. Their crops especially the tobacco, was ravaged by the Confederate soldiers. The Donley’s struggled like all the other neighbors to endure the wars wrath and survive.

After the long bloody war finally ended, Chance returned home only to find the farm abandoned and his parents and brother were gone, but where could they have gone, he wondered? They might have thought Chance had been killed in the war. So, with only his horse and a few dollars in his pocket, he headed off to Jefferson City to find work. Once he was there, he found a job working in a livery as a blacksmith, it wasn’t something he had envisioned himself doing after the war, but at least it was a job and he would earn enough money to eat and have a place to hang his hat in the local hotel.

He had been on the job for just over a year when he caught the eye of Abel Barnes, the local sheriff in Jefferson City. Perhaps it was his formidable size, or the fact, that he stepped in between two fellas after they got into a squabble over cards in O’Grady’s saloon. One of the men brandished a gun with the intent of shooting the other. Chance had seen him in the saloon and had quickly disarmed him. Sheriff Barnes had watched it all play out and offered Chance a job as his deputy. Being a deputy sheriff was more to his liking than being a blacksmith and the job as a deputy paid a little better as well. He quickly accepted the sheriff’s offer.

Several years passed quickly by. Chance was doing a great job as Abel’s deputy sheriff. Then one day Chance received a letter stating due to his past meritorious service in the Union Army, he had been recommended for a U.S. Marshal position by the then presiding U.S. President Andrew Johnson. He would be the next to youngest marshal ever at the ripe old age of 29. He was being summoned to the Cole County seat in Missouri to appear before Judge J.L. Penberthy for the official swearing in ceremony. At which time the judge presented him with a badge with U.S. Marshal emblazoned across it. His ma, pa and brother would have been right proud of him at that moment if they only knew, he thought. He still wondered where they might have gone?

His first assignment as a federal lawman came a short time later in Missouri. His first assignment was to track down a bank robber named Oscar Pike, who for more than two years had been holding up banks in central Missouri. Pike and his outlaw gang most recent robbery had occurred just over a month earlier at the Citizens Bank in Brayton, Missouri. He had shot and killed a female bank teller named Sarah Williams; she was only twenty years of age.

Chance left the hotel and went over to the livery. He saddled up his quarter horse, he called Yankee. While in the stable he came eye to eye with a large mangy looking dog, it barred its teeth at him and snarled. He was not deterred by him, but instead reached into his saddlebags and offered the mangy critter a strip of beef jerky. The dog was large like himself and hastily grabbed the jerky out of his hand and ate it. Chance was somehow taken by the looks of the dog. He looked rather imposing and looked like a wolf-dog to him. He had seen one other like him during the war.

The dog seemed to be drawn to him for some reason? He mounted up and started to ride out of the livery and the dog followed right along. Chance saw the liveryman and stopped to ask about the dog. The liveryman was quick to say, “he ain’t my dog, some trappers came through here about a week or so back. I think he must have belonged to one of them? I’d just as soon he was gone, he’s a vicious animal.” Chance looked down at the dog and said, “I’ll bet you are a bit of a rebel too. I reckon you might want to go along with me,” he said. Then he spurred his horse and road on up the street as the dog dutifully followed along a short distance behind.

He headed out of town and in the direction of Brayton about twenty miles distant. It was the last place the outlaw had been seen. Later as he reined to a halt to eat some lunch, to his surprise the dog padded up alongside him. “Well, boy, I see your still here. I reckon you want to be with me now and that’s just fine too. Since you are something of a rebel, reckon, that’s what I will be calling you from here on.” The dog wagged his tail as though he understood what Chance had said.

He and Rebel enjoyed a few pieces of rabbit he had caught and a couple of cups of coffee, he had brewed. He stretched out a blanket to rest for a short time and the dog nestled right up alongside his leg. I think, you, me, and Yankee over there, are gonna make a great team. Even the horse whinnied this time, animals have a good instinct about them. Chance nodded off for about a half hour after that, he awoke feeling somewhat rested and ready to ride on.

Come nightfall he had traveled a good distance from Jefferson City and at this rate he would be in Brayton early tomorrow. He hoped then to start his search for the outlaw in earnest. He found a nice spot to bed down for the night. A small creek meandered lazily along and tall grasses on its banks for Yankee to graze on. He brewed some coffee and ate some fried frog legs; he had pulled from his prey in the creek and of course Rebel shared his meal. “I don’t think you’re so vicious like that liveryman said,” he uttered aloud. The dog curled his lips back as if on que and snarled, more of a low growl, but certainly not displaying any vicious behavior.

He let the fire burn itself low, then he wrapped his blanket about him and laid up against his saddle. Like-wise Rebel pressed up against his backside and the two quickly faded off to a peaceful sleep. In the wee hours just before daybreak, Chance was awakened by growling sounds. He tried to ignore them at first, then suddenly remembered Rebel. He reached out and felt the blanket, but no dog. Then came more sounds of growling and vicious snarling. It had to be wolves, perhaps a pack of them on the prowl for something to eat. He lay there listening.

The air was brisk, rather cool for early April and it smelled like rain. He opened his eyes and tried to focus on his immediate surroundings. In the low early morning light, he could make out the outline of what appeared to be wolves on the prowl, perhaps three or more and they were moving ever closer to where he lay. Then the snarling got very loud. He grabbed his Colt from under his saddle and waited. The wolves were really carrying on, but for good reason, Rebel had gotten right into their pack and he was giving them what for. Chance worried about the dog’s safety. But after several moments, he could see the wolves were running away.

By now the morning had dawned and a sliver of sunlight could be seen on the distant horizon. He tossed his blanket aside, slipped into his boots and shoved his Colt into his waistband. He saw two animals lying motionless just a few feet away. He approached them slowly not knowing, were they both wolves or could one of them be Rebel? He held his breath as he approached. The first wolf was dead, he peered at the second, it too was a wolf and it was dead. He, was elated to see that neither one was his dog, but where was Rebel now?

He decided to forgo making a fire and brewing any coffee as badly, as he could have used a cup of java just now. Still no sign of his dog. He buckled on his gun belt then saddled Yankee and looked him over for any sign of injuries the wolves might have inflicted, but saw none, that was reassuring. Finally, he swung into the saddle and rode off toward the town of Brayton.

He must have ridden for the better part of an hour, when just up ahead he saw Rebel sitting alongside the trail. In the full morning light, he was a sight to behold and he didn’t appear to be any the worst for wear, that was a blessing. He rode up next to the dog and dismounted. Rebel seemed just as thrilled to see him too. The dog wagged his tail excitedly, as he looked him over. No signs of any injury except for a shallow claw mark on the right side of his face. It had since clotted over and no longer bled.

Then man and dog embraced and Rebel nearly knocked the six foot two-hundred-pound man over. Both were overjoyed. Rebel had put his life on the line to protect his new master. He had chased the few remaining wolves away, so they didn’t pose any further threat. After their glorious reunion, he mounted up and the three continued on their journey. The day was partially cloudy and the threat of rain still lingered in the air, but with any luck they would be in town by lunch time or shortly thereafter. Chance rode with renewed vigor and just before one o’clock in the afternoon, he spotted the roofline of buildings in Brayton dead ahead.
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The town of Brayton was a small community perhaps five hundred people or less? As he rode into town, he saw a general store, hotel, livery, and the Overland Stage Depot. There were also two or three saloons and a bank, it was the one that Oscar Pike had held up. He spotted a café and instinctively his stomach growled, a hot meal was what he needed more than anything just now.

He entered the small café; it was still relatively busy even though the lunch hour had since past. He ordered a steak rare, fried potatoes, biscuits, and coffee. He ate ravenously, then remembered Rebel hadn’t had any food since the night before. He ordered a steak and a bowl of water for his new found companion. When the waitress brought it, she assumed it was for him and was surprised to see him take the steak along with the bowl of clean water out to the front porch. Rebel seemed equally surprised at first, he just stood there eyeing the tempting slab of meat. “Well go on Rebel eat,” Chance urged. The dog looked at him then dug in; he knew the dog had to be hungry too.

After he had eaten and had a couple cups of coffee, he asked the waitress, a young attractive woman seemingly close to his age for the bill. She promptly returned, all the while eyeing Chance up and down as though she had never seen a man of his stature before. He eyed her up and down as well, she was rather attractive, petite with long shiny raven black hair and sparkling green eyes. He thanked her for his food and his dog’s meal. She beamed him a big smile in return and said her name was Rita and she hoped he would come back, perhaps for supper. He smiled and nodded and told her, he would be sure to do just that and Rebel too, he added looking down at his dog.

Upon leaving the café, he eyed the street in both directions. There was a fair amount of activity for a town this size, he noticed. He spied a hotel at the end of the street and decided he would walk the short distance, as he led his horse along. Rebel followed dutifully along as well.

The hotel was called the Brayton Hotel. He tied Yankee at the hitch rail and moseyed on inside, of course Rebel followed. The desk clerk, was a tall thin man with a wispy grey mustache, but no beard. He warmly greeted Chance, then looked down and saw the dog. He pointed toward the front door and told him to git. 

Chance said, “oh so my partner here isn’t welcome?” 

“No sir, we don’t allow dogs on the premises.” Rebel growled. 

“Well like I said, he’s not any dog, he’s, my partner. I reckon we will need to find accommodations elsewhere to stay then.” 

The desk clerk suddenly noticed Chance wearing a U.S. Marshals badge. “I suppose we could make an exception, given he’s your partner then.” 

“I thought perhaps you could,” Chance said, smiling. 

“That will be a dollar and no charge for umm, well your partner. Room eight is just up the stairs Sir,” the desk clerk drawled. 

Chance stepped outside momentarily to grab his saddlebags and Winchester and stepped back inside the hotel. Then he and Rebel bounded up the stairs two at a time.

The room was small and a bit stuffy. Chance opened the window; it faced the street below. He stowed his rifle and saddlebags in an armoire on a wall near the foot of the bed. A night table held a pitcher of water and a small porcelain bowl for washing or shaving. The bed was nicely covered in a colorful patch quilt.

Before getting too comfortable in his room, Chance needed to talk to the town sheriff and inform him that he was here to investigate the recent Brayton bank robbery. Rebel laid down and had just got comfortable, but the minute Chance moved, he was on his feet and ready to follow.

Back outside, Chance mounted up for a short ride down to the sheriff’s office. When he entered, the sheriff was brewing up a pot of coffee. He looked to be fiftyish to Chance. He was short with a shock of curly white hair. Chance offered his hand. “I’m Marshal Donley, Sheriff.” After their handshake, the sheriff poured him a cup of coffee. “I’m in town to investigate your recent bank robbery and a suspect named Oscar Pike,” Chance said. 

Hearing the name, Sheriff Gilroy said, “I don’t think he's s from these parts, the names not familiar?” 

“Well, he might not be Sheriff, but his gang is responsible for a string of recent robberies across central Missouri.”

Pike was described as a short stout man mid-thirties, with a premature balding pate. He had a nasty scar low on his neck, some said it was caused by rope burn from an attempted hanging some years earlier? His two accomplices were not known. Chance didn’t have much else to go on and the man’s bandana would easily cover any telltale scar on his neck. Still, Chance was duty bound by the U.S. Marshal’s office to find this man and his gang and bring him swiftly to justice.

After leaving the sheriff’s office, Chance went back to the hotel, where both he and Rebel finally got to take a short nap. Unfortunately, his nap was interrupted by someone banging on his door. Both dog and man were on their feet immediately. Chance yanked the door open to find the desk clerk, Horace, red faced and out of breath probably from running up the staircase? “Marshal there’s some trouble back behind the hotel at the livery.” 

“Where’s the sheriff?” Chance asked. 

“Don’t know, I thought I’d be able to find you quicker,” he wheezed. 

Chance just shook his head. “Okay, okay. Come on Rebel.” The dog was raring to go.

Chance grabbed his gun belt, then charged down the staircase and behind the hotel with Rebel right on his heels. In the livery, he saw a man pistol-whipping another. Chance motioned for Rebel to intervene, which he quickly did, grabbing the man’s gun hand and forcing him to his knees. In an instant Chance kicked the gun away and called for Rebel to stand down. The man who had been the victim in the attack, backed away and let Chance deal with his assailant. Chance ordered the man to stay down on his knees on the livery floor. Rebel stood at the ready watching him.

The victim said, “I’m Homer Lane. I came into the livery to get my horse and this man attacked me claiming my horse was now his. He said, he had just won him from me fair and square.” 

The man on the floor said, “yeah, and now he’s trying to ride off and take the horse I just won playing poker,” the bleeding man bellowed, wrapping his bandana around his bleeding hand. “That mangy dog near chewed my dang hand off just now,” the bleeding man bellowed again. “Well, feel lucky Mister, Rebel could have gone for your throat,” Chance replied.

“Get on your feet, we’re all going to take a walk down to the sheriff’s office and let the sheriff figure out who’s at fault here,” Chance told the two men. The two men looked hatefully at one another. Rebel curled his lips back and both men knew the dog wasn’t going to tolerate any more trouble, after he emitted a growl. Chance just ignored it and marched them both around to the boardwalk, for a short jaunt down to the sheriff’s office.

When they entered, Sheriff Gilroy was mildly surprised to see Chance walk in behind the two men. “Well, well, what’s all this?” the sheriff asked. 

“This one needs to see the doc about his hand.” 

“Don’t tell me, Rebel?” the sheriff asked. 

Chance nodded. Then the two men each told their side of the story to Sheriff Gilroy. After a few minutes pause, the sheriff said, “well Homer, you know you’re not any good at poker, so why do ya even play?” 

Homer just shrugged. He had a small cut on the side of his cheek as well, likely from the beating he just received. 

“What’s that nag of yours worth anyhow?” Sheriff Gilroy, asked. 

“Maybe twenty dollars Sheriff,” Homer replied.

The sheriff paused for a few moments. “Well, ya know, I don’t tolerate gambling or worse, fighting, so I suggest here and now, either give up that nag you lost, or you can pay this man the twenty dollars.”

“But Sheriff, he hit me with his gun too,” Homer said. 

“I can see that, so I’m going to have to lock him up for his abusive actions, or else he’s gonna have to pay a fine. I would say twenty dollars is about fair. So, Homer, ya cough up twenty bucks to this man, so he can settle his fine.” 

Homer begrudgingly complied.

The two men stood there momentarily. 

“Now both of ya’s git out of my office before I lose my temper and lock, ya both up. You, whatever yer name is?” 

“Sam Tulley,” the man, replied. 

“Get over to Doc Whitaker’s office and get that hand taken care of and learn to control that temper of yours too.” 

The man sheepishly nodded. “I will Sheriff.” Just as they were told, they promptly left.

“Marshal, that’s the way I dispense justice in my town. Now a bank robber, that’s another matter altogether and I trust you will handle any justice due this Pike character, and like I told ya, he ain’t in my town or I would have locked him up by now. Right now, I got work to do, so good day to you as well. Now I’m gonna go get me some supper.” 

That said, the two men left. Chance just tipped his hat to the outspoken sheriff and walked out. Rebel joined him on the boardwalk. “Reckon you and me will have to find Pike without the sheriff’s help, okay boy.” The dog just wagged his tail in agreement.
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Back in the hotel, the desk clerk saw the two enter. “Thanks Marshal, I didn’t mean to get you involved, but you seemed my closest bet at the time.” 

“No problem, Horace, it’s all part of the job, glad I could help. That sheriff’s a cantankerous old coot, I found out,” Chance told him. 
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