
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


WILD WOMEN

––––––––

JESS T. BRYAN


Copyright © 2023 by Timothy B. England

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copywritten material.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by Outlaws Publishing LLC.

For information contact: info@outlawspublishing.com

Cover design by Outlaws Publishing LLC

Published by Outlaws Publishing LLC

May 2023

10987654321



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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New Mexico Territory 

1896

It was the New Mexico Territory and the year was 1896. The ‘Double O’ Ranch spreads far and wide from Lincoln County to Doña Ana County. The ranch had 35,000 acres of pasture and woodlands. The boundaries are fenced with several wet weather creeks dissecting the property. The property has excellent hunting with wild turkey, and 140-160 class deer. The horse stock on the ranch is beautiful. There are portions of the land that are hilly and it slopes in some places, but at all levels. 

‘Double O’ was the most sought-after ranch throughout the territory. Cattle Baron Jeremiah ‘Dell’ Monroe wanted every piece of property there was. Dell was a greedy, miserable man of great wealth. Nothing he ever wanted was enough for him. That’s why he had to have ‘Double O’. He figures he would cause enough trouble that the Coles would run off and leave their ranch behind them. Mostly wanted it so he could run stolen cattle through it. 

Rollin Cole, a horse rancher, and owner of the ‘Double O’, had no intention to leave he has been through enough raising his only daughter after his poor wife Christiana, who died from typhoid fever, was not going to be run off by some big shot who wants to be king of the territory. 

Cole was of good nature; honest as the day is long, the man was always a law-abiding citizen. Cole had about ten men working for him as cattlemen; they swore an oath to Cole that they would protect his property and them from bandits to Indians, no matter the cost. Dell had about a dozen who were not merely cowboys with guns, but professionally hired killers. 

Even the provincial law is on the payroll of Dell, which is why he doesn’t lift a finger to help the good people of Lincoln County. Sheriff Josiah Wilmot, a two-bit gun hawk, was no more than trash. His deputies were members of Dell’s Cowboys. The warrants on Dell and his men were posted all throughout the sheriff’s office on the bulletin board, but he never attempted to arrest any of them. 

Rollin’s wife, Christiana, had been sick for quite some time now, she had succumbed to typhoid fever during the winter of ’63 and died not long after her daughter, Samantha Josephine was born. Sammy Jo as she was called, had a wild spirit in her; she loved to live on the wild side of life. She was unbelievably sexy for a woman of only 30 who acted like she was 40. She had beautiful hazel eyes; her hair was brunette, redhead long, straight, and a body that drove the local boys, crazy with lust.

Always taking chances, chances that could cost her life. When she was fourteen years of age, she already had a bad reputation for speaking her mind and she never cared whose feelings got hurt. Sammy Jo had a mouth on her that’s for sure. She could out-cuss any man, which her father scolded several times; she knew that wasn’t the way ladies talk, especially a rancher’s daughter. But she did not have a care in the world; she was in love with the perfect man whom she had been dreaming of for what seemed a lifetime. 

She represented the best country tomboy any father could love. Sammy Jo was a naturalist; she knew everything there was about horses. By twenty years old she knew how to ride a horse, and was soon taken on drives to deliver 2,000 head of wild mustang horses to a horse ranch in the Nevada Territory. 

Her father taught her everything from riding to pistol shooting. Which becomes her best friend in later years. As she grew up, she became a very stern, but mannerly independent woman. At 18, she got herself in a minor scrape with the law but as always, her father got her out of it. She shot a man over a deck of cards. In the trial, the man was a card cheat after all the evidence was shown and she was released to go home. 

Sammy Jo Cole was soon to be involved in an unbelievable adventure. Her beau, Thomas Chandler, has been courting Sammy Jo for several months, he was debonair, very well-favored, and had a smile that would melt any woman’s heart. Now has finally come to the conclusion that he wishes to marry her. She could charm a man out of his money in no time flat. That’s why she only loved Thomas. Finally, at 21 years of age, she was finally a woman, no more telling her what she could and could not do. This was finally her one chance at being truly happy.

While attending to horses, Thomas rode up to Rollin. 

“Mr. Cole, I would like to ask your daughter’s hand, but not before I talked it over with you,” said Thomas.

“You wanna marry my daughter? Is that it Son?” asked Rollin.

“Yes, sir, very much,” said Thomas. 

“You love her that much? Marriage is a serious responsibility. 

You need more than love if you plan on marrying her. She has her mother’s eyes. And my disposition. I’m 76 and my time is nearly over. All I want is to see my little girl happy. And if you can do that, then there is nothing more I can say on the subject. Tell ya what, Thomas, let’s surprise her by holding an engagement party up the house next Saturday night,” said Rollin.

“And we’ll invite several of our closest friends,” said Thomas.

“Sounds good to me,” said Rollin.

As the week faded fast, Rollin made a special trip to Lincoln to organize the festivities. 

“Thomas, why don’t you ride along, gives us a chance to get to know one another. Sammy Jo, you stay here at the ranch, we won’t be gone too long,” said Rollin.

Sammy Jo remained in charge of the ranch while her pa and beau had gone to town. She liked the idea that she trusted her enough to run the place while he was out. Sure it wasn’t anything special for her, but it felt wonderful to feel important.

****
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Later that day, Rollin and Thomas arrived in Lincoln. They pulled back on their reins, causing their horses to arrive at a halt. Coming down from the stirrups. No sooner had they stepped foot on the ground, Rollin and Thomas ran into Job and Ira, walking out of the general store.

“I’m glad I ran into you two. Would like to ask each of you a favor?” asked Rollin.

“Anything Mr. Cole,” said Job

“Was wondering if you would play at a dance this Saturday night, over at my house; a little party that I’m throwing,” said Rollin.

“What do you think, Ira?” asked Job.

“Sure wouldn’t wanna miss it,” said Ira.

“What time do you want us, Mr. Cole?” asked Job.

“Say around seven,” said Rollin.

“We’ll be there, Mr. Cole,” said Job.

Rollin stuck out his hand in friendship, and Job and Ira returned it by shaking it. Rollin and Thomas went about their day, as did Job and Ira.

****
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Back at the ranch, Sammy Jo got tired of waiting around for her pa and beau to return from town, so she exited the house and went straight toward the corral and saddled up her black and white pinto; her favorite horse. Once she stepped up in the stirrups, she felt like she was born to ride. The crew of the ‘Double O’ had come to watch her ride around in the corral. 

“Let’s see you handle her out in the field,” said one of the hired men.

He ran over and opened the gate and out she went. Clippity-clop, clippity-clop. The horse went as fast as she could make it go. The men cheered her on. It was a wonderful present that her pa could ever spend. Even if it did come from rancher John Chisum. It was worth $60. She could ride a horse like the wind; she was extremely talented.

****
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Finally, Saturday night people from afar came to see this extraordinary event that was friends to The Coles. It was quite a sight to see. Sammy Jo came out in wearing a black blouse and purple skirt with black faux leather boots. She was blindfolded, nearly walking into things and stumbling around.

“Pa, what is all this, what’s going on,” said Sammy Jo as she was being led in like a horse to water. 

“Well, someone has something to say to you,” said Rollin as he begins to take off the blindfold. 

“Pa, Thomas! What is all this?” asked Sammy Jo.

Thomas steps forward, sweating through his clothes and hoping this was all for nothing. 

“Honey – I have something I wanna ask ya,” said Thomas clearing his throat. Thomas begins to ask the question while on one knee.

“I’m listening,” said Sammy Jo.

Thomas cleared his throat again, swallowing harder this time.

“Will you...” asked Thomas.
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Chapter Two
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Before he could finish, as if she had been caught on fire, she started to tear up and without allowing him to finish.

“Yes, Thomas, oh, yes I will marry you,” said Sammy Jo.

With a disappointed look, he quickly regains his purpose. 

“You will?” asked Thomas.

“Of course, I will,” said Sammy Jo as she smiles and cries with joyfulness in her speech.

Turning, Sammy Jo slowly so that Thomas was facing her, they embraced and 

began kissing each other ever so passionately. Gently, he recommenced his kissing till her father broke it up.

“Alright you two, save it for the honeymoon,” said Rollin.

He took her by the hand and placed a very expensive engagement ring on her ring finger. An antique Russian diamond engagement ring was made in Saint Petersburg in 1868. It was made of solid gold and it was worth a fortune.

“With this ring, my great-grandmama had it and now I wish it to be yours,” said Thomas. 

“Oh, Thomas, it’s ravishing, I can’t accept that,” said Sammy Jo.

“Please permit me,” said Thomas.

“Very well,” said Sammy Jo.

What Thomas failed to mention was that his great-granddaddy, although a Russian coal miner, was also a crook but his great-grandmama loved him just the same. So it was passed onto him so he could give it to someone he marries and would make him a good wife. 

During their engagement party, Job the local fiddler sawed away while Ira hammered away on the banjo. It was quite a sight. While Rollin watched his girl and Thomas danced in each other’s arms. It took him back when he and Christiana first met. You couldn’t stand without toe-tapping to the good old music. And the food, why it was out of this world! There was no word to really express just how well the people of Lincoln were enjoying themselves. They danced till midnight.

****
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Come Sunday morning, the locals attended church. It turned out to be a good church meeting, the parson read a couple of pages out of the Book of 2nd Timothy. 

And began preaching about how important of having strong faith was and it taught believers should remain steadfast in their faith, no matter what the circumstances were, and it was important because it allowed them to face difficult challenges with courage and faith. This continues for about an hour.

“Will you all stand as we sing, Just As I am,” said the parson.

The church people rose and turned in their hymnals and began singing.

****
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Later that afternoon, at the ‘Double O’, Thomas and a few of the ranch hands were sitting on the porch, talking and cutting up with one another. The rest of the ranch hands were in the bunkhouse. Thomas felt the wind stir a little and looked up from where he was sitting, and noticed that there were eight men approaching the ranch. Thomas kept watching as the men got closer. He kindly stood up and walked away working his way toward the front door, while the remaining men continued their jawing. He got to the front door and made his way inside the house. While eating dinner, Thomas came walking into their kitchen.

“I’m sorry Thomas, but would you care to eat with us?” asked Rollin.

“No, sir I’m not that hungry. Eat a bite down by the bunkhouse. There are some men coming, can’t rightly tell who they are,” said Thomas.

Rollin and Sammy Jo excused themselves from the dinner table and walked past Thomas. Looking out the nearest window, they could tell there were eight riders and among them, riding a bay roan gelding was Dell Monroe.

“Wonder what he wants?” asked Rollin.

“I dunno, but I’m not going out unprepared,” said Thomas as he immediately buckled on his gun belt. 

“You stay here, we’ll handle this,” said Rollin, turning to Sammy Jo.

Rollin had his gun belt off his waist, which was still, hosted hanging on a nail beside the kitchen door. He buckled on his gun belt and followed Thomas outside. 

“I’m going too, I’m still a Cole,” said Sammy Jo.

“When we get out there, stay close to us, and don’t do anything unless I say so,” said Rollin.

“Understood Pa,” said Sammy Jo.

Exiting the kitchen, the three of them walked outside and onto the porch. Dell Monroe rode up pulling back on the reins, causing his horse to arrive at a halt. The men that rode with him were all killers. The riders looked grimy and filthy but make no mistake, they were all deadly with a pistol. The Cowboys pulled back on their reins, which caused their mounts to arrive at a complete stop, just a few feet from the porch.  Cole’s men stopped jawing and looked toward Rollin and Thomas. Sammy Jo was the last one exiting the house. Rollin stepped down from the porch and walked with carefulness as he ever so lightly tread toward Dell’s horse.

“Mr. Monroe, what brings you out on a Sunday afternoon? What law did I break this time?” asked Rollin who wasn’t scared of either him or his gunmen.

With a sinister look on his face, Dell looked around seeing that there were only four or five men standing around on the porch including Rollin, Thomas, and Sammy Jo. Rollin’s men stood ready, not batching an eye.

“Rollin, you have a thief on your property and I’m looking at him,” said Dell.

“That one, Mr. Monroe, I saw him steal 500 head of cattle last week, and the week before,” said Cader pointing to Thomas.

Rollin turns to Thomas and toward his men on the porch. Thomas stepped up from the porch and gave a hard hateful stare.   

“Mr. Cole, he’s lying. I ain’t touched his cattle,” said Thomas as he pleaded his case in front of Monroe and Cole. 

“This street scum dares to call me a liar,” said Dell who talked back to the young man in an angry tone of voice. 

“You Boy, are nothing more than riff-raff and I doubt it that you have any sand in ya boy,” snapped Cader. 

Cader was just itching to prove his worth by shooting Thomas. Just then, the men on the porch went for their guns, hands on the triggers just waiting for the word.

“Mr. Chandler is a young man, who is trustworthy and would not go against the law, so if he says he didn’t touch your cattle, I believe him. So if you would be so kind, Dell, take your men and yourself and ride on,” said Rollin in a stern tone of voice. 

Dell didn’t like to be told to ride on so as a retaliation, Azel, one of his riders who was just itching to make a name for himself pulled his Merwin & Hulbert’s Army pistol out of his gun holster with fast reflexes, without a blink of an eye he fired and killed one of Rollin’s hired men who was standing on the porch. 

The man grabbed his chest, fell forward towards the rails of the porch, and fell to his knees before he could fire off a shot, Azel shot a second time into the man as he collapsed dead instantly onto the porch. 

“You fool!” yelled Dell to Azel.

Sammy Jo ran inside the house to pick up a rifle. When the men on the porch let go. They began firing off their pistols into the eight riders missing Monroe, but were able to kill off Azel. They spread out quickly. Dell hightailed it out of there with his tail between his legs. Heading back toward Lincoln.

His riders pulled their pistols and began firing back. Rollin and Thomas scattered when the gunfight began. While Sammy Jo crawled next to a window on her hands and knees, hoping to be able to try and find a bullet-proof shelter. Joel heard what appeared to be gunfire. He looked out the bunkhouse window nearly getting shot. He ordered his men to adopt cover. The remaining men came pouring out of the bunkhouse with rifles, wanting to get into firing positions. 

The gun battle rages on, as each man from each opposing outfit dies as bullets 

are hitting their targets with deadly accuracy. Cuff Samuels, a Texas cowboy killed three outlaws but only to be killed off by Angel García, a Mexican-Indian outlaw who was riding with Monroe.

When the gun smoke finally cleared, only five of the eight gunmen were left standing. José Zorita, another Mexican gunman, and a Nebraska gunman named Willie Grimes managed to ride off toward Lincoln. Cole’s ranch hands weren’t all killed were left wounded or dying from gunshot wounds. The ranch house was shot up, and most of the horses that were in the corral were shot up or had busted out and spread all over the country.

Joel, Thomas, and Rollin got to their feet and walked around the ranch to see what damage was done? Sammy Jo rose up from her hiding place. Clutching her father’s rifle. Joel, limping, came toward Rollin and Thomas.

“What’ll do Mr. Cole?” asked Joel.

“I’m heading to Lincoln. I need four men to watch over the ranch till I get back,” said Rollin.

Rollin turned around and marched himself inside the house, walked over to the mantle, and picked up his Sharps Model 1859 - .54 caliber along with some shells to go with it. Picked up his black cowboy hat, which has a slight clunk on the left side of the brim; he was quite talented in using the Sharps. Didn’t matter the range, long or short he always hit the target. With his gun belt hung tight to his side, Rollin walked outside toward the barn and proceeded to mount up on his Appaloosa and shoved his Sharps rifle into the saddle holster as he looked over at Sammy Jo.

“Be back directly,” said Rollin.

Thomas at first wasn’t sure if he should ride out with him or not. Then he turned his eyes toward Sammy Jo.

“I love you,” said Thomas.

Thomas walked up to Sammy Jo and gave her a big hug. Kissing her on the lips as if to say goodbye.

“Going with ya Sir,” said Thomas.

“No, Son, you need to stay here with Sammy Jo, she needs you,” said Rollin sitting on his horse.

Thomas paid him no mind and just stepped up in the stirrups and swung over. Sitting on his horse, waiting for Rollin. Suddenly, two more riders joined up carrying Winchester Model 1892 Saddle Ring Carbine rifles. They were ranch hands from the bunkhouse. Alva and Boston, good boys who were hired by Cole several years ago, stood tall in their saddles and waited on his command. 

“Let’s go,” said Alva.

“Boys, I can’t let you go. Who’s gonna run this ranch?” asked Rollin.

“I’ll run it till you get back,” said Sammy Jo.

After heavy breathing, he finally agreed to allow them to ride along. They lit out like a flash and rode hard and fast to Lincoln in hopes to bring charges against Monroe for trespassing and for murder. Lying on the ground were the bodies of Isom, Deacon, and Ferguson among others. Their horses had been taken off. Joel limped toward Sammy Jo.

“Don’t you worry Ms. Sammy Jo, your pa’ll be back,” said Joel limping away.

Sammy Jo turned away from Joel, facing the damages that Monroe and his gang had done to the ‘Double O’. Breathing hard, she stayed. Although she wasn’t happy with that decision one bit. I should be right there with Pa and Thomas Sammy Jo muttered to herself. I’m still a Cole! She had skills that the others didn’t possess.

****
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Night fell. Sammy Jo couldn’t sleep. She kept tossing and turning. She sat up in bed, wondering why didn’t her father and soon-to-be husband want her with them. She tried to sleep, but it was no use. She was worried. Finally, she got up from her bed and decided to disobey her father. She got dressed. 

****
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Rollin and his men had reached Lincoln and galloped into town, all the men ready to throw down their guns and empty the bullets into the men who were responsible if the sheriff of Lincoln wouldn’t do anything.

“Boys, I’ll deal with the sheriff, you just wait right here. I won’t be long,” said Rollin, throwing up his right hand.

He ordered his men to not ride any further till he had a chance to talk with the sheriff about the situation that had occurred on the ‘Double O’ Ranch just hours ago. 

Josiah Wilmot was sitting at this desk filing papers to put in his filing cabinet he had his lantern on for light to see what he was doing when Cole walked onto the porch of the sheriff’s office and proceeded to walk in. Sheriff Wilmot looked up from his sitting position and asked Cole what he wanted. 

“Sheriff, I am here to make a complaint against Dell Monroe...” started Rollin.

Before Cole could finish, Sheriff Wilmot cut him off. “Rollin, you know it as much as I know it, there is nothing I can do about it, he was just in here no more than five hours ago, stating that it was you that started the trouble and that he and his men were defending themselves and that you were holding a fugitive from being taken into custody.” 

“Josiah, that is a downright lie!” exclaimed Cole as he pounded his fist onto the desk table.

Where the sheriff was sitting behind in his desk chair. As Cole was getting upset and argumentative with what the sheriff was telling his side of things, Cole then turned his back, with disgust, and walked away heading towards the door, calling the heavyset lawman an unrealistic blue coat and two-faced, preceded to walk out the door. 

When Deputy Sheriff Thad Salmon walked out from the jail cells from cleaning the cell block, noticed that Cole was leaving, pulled his Colt single-action Army revolver, with 71/2 in. barrel, .45 caliber out of his hip holster cocked the hammer back and pulled the trigger. Thus, shooting Rollin in the back as he was exiting the sheriff’s office. The shot ranged out loud like thunder when the bullet pierced Cole's back, causing him to fall face-first into the cold wooden floorboard. 
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