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CHAPTER ONE
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Dang my head hurt. What was I doing laying on the kitchen floor? 

Blood was everywhere. As I reached up and touched my head, I gasped at the fresh gash just beginning to pulse with pain. The side of my scalp felt like rawhide where the blood had dried up and run down the side of my head and onto my chest. As the haze of confusion and wrenching discomfort began to dissipate, the tragic events of the morning all started to flood back to me. 

Ellsworth, my faithful canine companion and I were up the canyon early in the morning, checking on the spring that fed the creek. Everything was fine as far as the eye could see. The creek ran past the cabin that my Pa and I had built on the ranch three years before. As I reflected on why I had found myself in this predicament at all, Ellsworth began licking my head as persistently as he would slurp down salt pork. I tried to sit up and focus on the situation that had developed. Whatever had happened, it wasn’t good. 

It was at that moment that I started to remember the shots I had heard when I was rounding the back of our cabin. As I circled the corner of the cabin and moved towards the front door, I was trying to make sense of where Pa had gone and where the shots were coming from. That’s when I finally saw the shooter. He was a big man, about six feet tall, redheaded, with a beard the color of rust, dressed in grubby, dirty jeans, old beat up lizard cowboy boots, and a chambray blue shirt. It was then that I got hit over the head and went down like a ton of bricks. In just a couple of seconds everything turned black like coal. Running back to the ranch house, I remembered all the gunfire just before I blacked out. 

There was my ma lying on the porch. I didn’t know for sure whether she was alive or dead. When I got up enough strength, I crawled out to see, and she was done for. She had been shot in the chest. I looked around and saw pa about forty feet away and I knew he was gone too. I didn’t know how long I’d been out, but the sun was directly overhead. I figured it had been about four hours. Then I remembered the red headed man that had been shooting at me, and I knew I’d seen him somewhere before, but I just couldn’t quite remember where, I hoped it would come to me. 

I finally got to my feet and Ellsworth and I went to check on Pa. He’d been hit four times, never having had a chance. Then I looked around and saw that all the cattle were gone, plus the two horses. This was a bad day, and getting worse with every minute. Then, it came to me, that the redhead was in the town of Wickenburg when Pa and me went to pick up the cattle he had bought from back east. Pa was trying to upgrade the strain of bovines that was to help herds become better beef cattle for the southwest. 
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