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Prologue 
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When the third mutilated, nude body of one of the town's Painted Ladies was found, Sheriff Tom Evers knew something was happening that he had never experienced before. 

There was a serial killer on the loose. 

This third body, one of Big Rear Rosy’s girls was found behind the livery stable in the town known as Cinnamon Hollow, named after the first woman to arrive, when the town was just starting. 

Not only was the town named after her, she was also the first mayor and owner of the Cinnamon Saloon and Boarding House. Cinnamon’s sister Rose ran one of the town’s three brothels. 

This dead woman was one of Rosy’s Roses, as they came to be referred to. Rosy’s Roses were the top of the line girls and their cribs were larger than normal and well decorated. 

They were well versed in the dance of love and encouraged to read the local paper to keep up on current affairs of the town and surrounding area. They had to keep up their appearance and bought fancier, frillier dresses than the girls from the other brothels in Cinnamon Hollow. 

This was the second Rose to be killed. 

The first was one of Magnificent Millie’s girls. 

The third Brothel, if you wanted to call it that, was at the edge of town and run by a Chinese lady, Sing Lin. It was just several tents set up acting as cribs for the girls who worked there. 

Sing Lin had the cheapest, youngest girls, but they were pretty nasty in hygiene and dress and would service anyone. 

None of Sing Lin’s girls had been harmed yet. 

With this new killing, Sheriff Evers told Cinnamon he was going to contact the office of the US Marshals for assistance. 

US Marshal Harry Finch was contacted by the home office and was assigned the case. Kissing his new bride Amanda good-bye, Harry boarded the stage for Cinnamon Hollow, in what was to be an intriguing case. 
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Chapter 1 
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When the third nude, mutilated body was discovered behind the livery stable, Sheriff Tom Evers knew that something was happening that would demand more than he was capable of. So a telegram was sent out to Washington, DC to the Bureau of the US Marshals. 

Cinnamon Hollow fell under the territory of US Marshal Harry Finch, so after he received a telegram from the main office, he was on a stage headed to Cinnamon Hollow. 

This was the first case he had been assigned to since he had closed his Washington DC office and relocated to Thunder Point where Harry had met, and married, Amanda Wilson who he fell madly in love with, while working an earlier case. 

It was difficult for both of them, that morning. This would be their first time apart since they were married, and already it seemed too long. 

In the past when on assignment, Harry would be gone until he had solved and completed his assignment, which was his plan here except he never had someone back home waiting for him. This would be his first and he was missing her already. 

The second thing Harry was missing already was his private rail car for traveling and he made a mental note; when this case was over, to talk to Amanda about moving to someplace that was accessed by the railroad. 

He recalled she was pretty adamant about staying in Thunder Point, but maybe if she was missing him like he was missing her, she would change her mind if he suggested it, but that was a discussion for later once he returned. 

Inside the stage, which was occupied by a middle aged couple and a young, attractive woman dressed like she was headed for the dance hall, which was exactly where she was bound. It was an extremely hot day, mostly because the window flaps had been dropped in an attempt to keep out the dust that was kicked up from the dry road. 

The gentleman, like Harry, had beads of sweat on his forehead, where the two women had nothing. 

‘How is it that a woman never sweats?’ Harry asked himself. ‘Dressed like they are, in layers of petticoats laced tightly around their bodies. A brassier also laced tightly and all covered by a layer of frilly material.’ 

Those thoughts made him even hotter, so he undid his tie, removed his jacket and taking a hankie from his pant's back pocket, wiped the sweat from his brow. 

Having ridden in silence for a while and curious as to who Harry was sharing the stage with, he extended his hand toward the gentleman and introduced himself. 

“Hello. I’m US Marshal Harry Finch,” Harry said, waiting for his hand to be grasped in return of his introduction. 

“I’m Benjamin O’Connor from the O’Connor Clan and this is my wife Catherine O’Connor.” 

Benjamin’s handshake was firm, which told Harry something about his character. 

‘You can tell a lot by a man’s handshake,’ Harry thought, returning the firm grasp on his hand, then releasing it to offer it to Catherine, who, with her small, dainty hand simply touched his. 

Even before Harry could remove his hand, it was taken by the other stage rider, the young, attractive woman. 

“I’m Della DuPont, Marshal,” she offered before Harry could. “Pleased to meet you.” Her handshake was typical coming from a young woman. 

Harry didn’t know if she was expecting him to lean forward and to kiss that hand, but he didn’t. 

“Please to meet you to, ma’am,” was all Harry offered. 

Having introduced himself, he decided to make some small talk so that the time would go by faster and to not sit and concentrate on the heat. He would have to get out of the coach soon. Raising the window covering for a moment, Harry saw it was still too dusty to leave them open. 

“So, tell me Benjamin O’Connor, what brings you to the midwest?” Harry asked. 

“Well, lad, me and the misses are headed for California to our daughter’s wedding next month, and decided to leave early so we could see parts of this great country,” he told Harry. “Our daughter is a school teacher and she moved to California last year and fell in love with a male teacher and they are getting married.” 

Just then, all hell seemed to break loose inside the coach as a rear wheel dropped into a rut in the road and the spokes shattered sending the stage onto its axle and sending them all flying toward the back of the coach, where they landed all bunched together. Moments passed before the stage door opened and they were all helped out. 

“Sorry folks,” the driver said. “It will be a short time to put on another wheel. In the meantime, make yourselves comfortable over in that shade,” he said, pointing to a large tree. 

Harry heard the rattle of the snake, but not in time. 

Mrs. O’Connor had gone to sit on a rock where a rattlesnake was curled up, enjoying the shade. She didn’t see the snake and it struck out and bit her on the hand. Her blood curdling scream could be heard echoing through the hills, along with the “boooom” from Harry's forty-five, which blasted the rattler. 

“With her husband at her side, Harry quickly took his pocket knife out and explained to them both what he needed to do. Benjamin held his wife’s hand while Harry cut a line connecting the two puncture wounds. With that done, he put his mouth over this area and sucked as hard as he could, hopefully drawing out most of the snake venom. This he did several times. 

“The next couple of days will be rough,” Harry told him. “But I think we acted quick enough to have gotten most of the venom out, so at least her life would be spared.” 

Benjamin took off his coat and tore the sleeve of his shirt to make a bandage which he wrapped around her hand. A hug from her and a handshake from him was Harry's thanks that day. 

It felt good to be outside in the air after the hot interior of the coach, but soon the wheel was replaced and they were once again under way. The afternoon heat again made the interior of the coach almost unbearable. 

Once underway, Harry again started up a conversation, this time with the young lady, Della DuPont. 

“So, Miss DuPont,” he started to say, then felt he needed to clarify. “You are a Miss, I presume?” 

“I am, Marshal, but I have had my share of proposals. All from drunken cowboys who thought a few minutes of bliss and lying next to a warm woman constituted love and marriage.” 

Even though she wore a smile, Harry picked up a little sadness in her voice. 

“Well, I’m sure Miss DuPont, when the right guy comes about, I’m sure you will know it. But now, what is your destination?” he asked her. 

“Thank you for the words of encouragement, Harry. You don’t mind me calling you Harry, do you?” 

“Not at all,” he told her, noticing for the first time the coldness in her eyes, even though her voice and facial expressions were warm and inviting.” 

“I’m headed to Cinnamon Hollow where I will work as a dancer and singer for a Miss Rosy O’Neil. I answered an ad in our Daily Star newspaper that she was looking for professional women to work for her. I answered her ad and, wa’la! Here I am.” She acted out her wa’la with hand expressions. 

“Now you. Where are you headed?” 

“I’m also headed for Cinnamon Hollow,” Harry told her. “I have some business to attend to there.” 

“Maybe our paths will cross there and you can come and hear me sing, buy me a drink or dinner, even.” 

As inviting as that sounded to Harry, he knew who she was outside of being a singer and a dancer, and if there was a killer in Cinnamon Hollow targeting the town's Painted Ladies, she would be a new target, being a new arrival. 

Harry saw that both of the O’Connor’s had fallen asleep. 

'That’s good she is sleeping,' thought Harry. 'Sleep being the best healer. And Benjamin looking so worried and concerned as I sucked the poison from her body. True love.' He concluded in his mind, 'Just as I would feel for Amanda, if I was in your shoes.' 

“Harry, Harry,” a far away voice echoed in his head. “Harry, Harry.” 

Harry was brought back to the present by Della’s voice. 

“Sorry. I was just thinking of my wife and for as much as your offer for drinks or dinner, I have to refuse you now.” 

Harry knew that as long as he didn’t put himself in any compromising position with another woman, he would be okay. After all, he was a newly married man and madly in love with his Amanda. 

“I’m sorry to hear that, Harry. It sounds like you feel I might have a different reason for suggesting drinks or dinner, but trust me I don’t.” 

Harry knew that if there was a killer of prostitutes in Cinnamon Hollow, Della sure would be a good target, not knowing anyone there and being a singer and a dancer she would be very public and in a short period of time, everyone would know her. 

The stage had slowed some, so Harry pulled open one of the window flaps, and not being confronted with a face full of dust, rolled it completely open letting in the cooler, afternoon air. 

Once Harry saw that the dust had died down he continued to roll open the other window flaps. Soon the air in the coach was a little cooler and you could feel it come in through the open windows. 

The stage driver’s voice came in through the open windows. “Boulder Point in about one hour.” 

Harry knew this is where they would be spending the night. 

Boulder Point was a fairly large town with five saloons, dance halls, gambling establishments, a telegraph office and several rooming houses, each having a dining area. 

As in the past, out of respect for local law enforcement, Harry located the sheriff’s office where he would introduce himself. As Harry stepped into the sheriff’s office, he was surprised to see a young boy of twelve or so sitting behind the sheriff’s desk. 

“Well. Don’t tell me you’re the sheriff here, son,” Harry asked, walking up to the desk and extending my hand. “I’m US Marshall Harry Finch.” 

“I’m Robbie Taylor,” he said standing up and grasping Harry's hand in a manly hand shake. 

Smiling Robbie said, “No, I’m not the sheriff, but I’m gonna be someday.” As he said that, his smile got larger and he continued, “Who knows, maybe a US Marshal even.” 

Looking at this young boy standing there, Harry could see him as the sheriff or even a US Marshal. 

“Well son, you’ll make a good one, whichever you choose. Now tell me, where might I fine the sheriff?” 

“Sheriff Carter had to go out of town on business,” Harry was told. “He had me stay here to deliver this telegram he received from the sheriff of Cinnamon Hollow if you stopped in, which he said you might do once you got to town.” 

With that, Robbie handed a piece of paper to Harry which was folded in half. As he took the paper from Robbie, he unfolded it, reading the words to himself. 

“Another killing. Same as the others. Waiting for your arrival tomorrow.” 

“Did you read this telegram?” he asked Robbie. “Remember, you want to become a sheriff or even a US Marshal someday so you must always speak the truth.” 

“No sir,” came Robbie’s reply. “Only the telegraph operator and Sheriff Carter have read it.” 

“Well, if you did read it, you must keep this information to yourself, understand?” 

“I understand Marshal, but I didn’t read it. I was only told to give it to you and no one else.” 

“Do you live here in town?” he asked the boy. 

“Yes, I do. My dad owns the livery stable and we live above it,” he continued. Ma passed away this past spring after falling from a horse.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he told him. Reaching into his pocket, he took out a coin and handed it to him. “Go get yourself a soda pop.” 

“Thanks, Marshal, but you don’t have to give me anything.” 

“I want to. Take it as appreciation. By the way, did the sheriff say when he would return?” 

“No he didn’t, but he stays here in the jail house and keeps his horse at the livery so I will tell him you’re here when he returns.” 
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