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​INTRODUCTION 
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The Dakota Territory was an organized, incorporated territory of the United States that existed from March 2, 1861, until November 2, 1889. 

Those who came to Dakota Territory were either bravely adventurous or very desperate. The faint of heart did not leave family, friends and the comforts of home for a dangerous and uncertain existence. 

Dakota Territory was a haven for notorious outlaws, such as the notorious/legendary Sam Bass, who began his life of crime by robbing stagecoaches in the Dakota Territory. Others, such as Lame Johnny, the Cheyenne, was removed from the Deadwood stagecoach and hanged from a nearby elm tree. It has been reported that Jesse James held up trains in the Dakota Territories.  

Not only a haven for outlaws, Dakota is still the home of the Dakota, Lakota and Nakota Indian tribes, which make up the Sioux Nation. 

Two of Deadwood’s most famous characters, were Martha Calamity Jane Canary and Wild Bill Hickok. On August 2, 1876, James Butler Hickok, also known to friend and foe as Wild Bill, was brutally assaulted and murdered in Deadwood, South Dakota by Jack McCall. 

This wild, untamed territory is where Jed and his friends are headed. Will they be able to survive as they continue to eliminate the killers and outlaws?
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​CHAPTER ONE 
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We were in Windy Butte, New Mexico relaxing together, after I had helped the citizens by running their crooked sheriff out of town. I also captured some bank robbers and freed the mayor’s daughter from jail. 

While sitting there with my friends, Orville and Half Loaf, I received a telegram from Enoch Belfast. He asked me to come to Devil’s Dance, Dakota Territory. This is what the telegram said. 

My name is Enoch Belfast. I’m an average citizen in Devil’s Dance, Dakota Territory. I’m sending this to you because I was told you could help with our problem. The town’s mayor, council and sheriff, controlled by Judge Augustus J. Renfro are running roughshod over our town. I’m afraid for the safety of everyone. No one has been hurt yet, but these men are becoming more ruthless every day. If you could find your way clear to come and help us, it would be greatly appreciated. I’m sorry to say, there would be no reward for you, other than the satisfaction of ridding the town of these would-be leaders of society. Sincerely, Enoch Belfast. 

I told Orville and Half Loaf what the situation was. We were to meet at the train station later. I told all the people I cared about that I was leaving. It was a sad time for all.  

We were going to leave our horses and wagon with Josh, the livery stable owner. It was going to be hard for me to leave Sugar, my horse, again so soon. I looked at Orville and Half Loaf and asked,  

“Why do we have to leave them behind? This train can carry our animals’ right along with us.” 

“Sounds like a good plan to me.”  

We walked to the livery stable and we picked up our horses. We led them to the train depot where we bought tickets for ourselves and arranged for the horses to be loaded into the livestock car. We learned the train would be leaving in half an hour, if it arrived on time. We sat on the bench to await the arrival of the northbound express. I dozed while waiting. I was awakened by the sound of the train whistle. 

“Come on, let’s get our tickets and git aboard. I’m looking forward to this here train ride.” 

“I am also looking forward to the ride. I have never ridden on a train before.” Said Half Loaf. 

“It’s jest like riding in a stagecoach, ‘cept’n it don’t git off the road. I rode a couple times in the war. You’ll enjoy it. Jest wait and see.” 

We got aboard and found a seat. Orville and me facing the front, Half Loaf facing the rear. 

The train jerked as it started moving. We could hear the wheels slipping on the track and the engine straining as it moved away from the depot. There was a lot of smoke billowing around and it blew in the open window. 

“I think we’d better close this window until we git a little further down the track.” 

The town faded behind us as we picked up speed. It was supposed to take us fifteen days if everything went right.  

I’ve heard that there are some special trains that can travel five hundred miles in twenty four hours. But I don’t think this is one of those.”  

“I sure hope it ain’t. We’re going just fine fer me.” 

“I would like to see what it feels like to go that fast.” 

“Let’s just relax and enjoy the trip.” 

Orville carried a carved wooden box of checkers and a homemade painted board and was teaching Half Loaf how to play, every chance they had. Half Loaf was getting better with each game. Orville would fuss and cuss when Half Loaf would win, but then he would always want to play again.
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​CHAPTER TWO 
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We had gone to Flugger’s Eatery back in Devil’s Dance and had them pack three baskets of food to take with us on the train, which we could fill again, if need be at any of the stops along the way. I knew from experience that a lunch basket would be greatly appreciated as we traveled. There’s much comfort and security in a lunch-basket. You may not be able to sit down at the regular table for meals; perhaps you’re tired of the same menu, or don’t have an appetite, so the lunch basket is a welcome sight to see especially, if it has been filled with food like Flugger’s. The porter will adjust a small table for you if you ask, and you spread your napkin and happily sit down to such simple a lunch as a biscuit and a glass of lemonade 

“Them Dakota Territories is an outlaw’s paradise, untamed and uncivilized, that’s what I heard. It’s a bad place fer a person to be going to, if you ask me. They say that this Judge Renfro is what you call a hanging judge. They say he hung a feller one time just to see how long his legs would kick until he died.”  

“I don’t think we can let that get in our way. If there is someone there, that needs our help, then we’re obligated to help them. You don’t have to go, if you don’t want to.”  

“I never said I didn’t want to go. I was just explaining about the country there. Come on, let’s open up them lunch baskets and have us a snack. I’m looking forward to some of Flugger’s ribs.” 

It was going to be one of the longest trips that we had ever made. Maybe I’ll meet a pretty girl to converse with on the trip, like I did on my last train trip.  

We met a preacher on the train. He was so large, he could barely walk down the aisle. He was huffing and puffing by the time he reached us. He stopped, took a deep breath.  

“I’m Reverend Levi Strogomyer. I’m on my way to Devil’s Dance to build a new church. I was hoping you gentlemen were going there, also. I can use all the help I can get. They tell me the last church was burned with the pastor still inside. You might ask, why go where I know there will be resistance. Well, gentlemen, I really didn’t want to go there, but God had other plans. He convinced me that I’m the one to take care of this need in this God forsaken town. As I stated, I could use some help when I arrive. You fellows are going there, aren’t you?”  

“Yes, we’re going there, but for a different reason than to build a church. I’m sure, once we’ve taken care of our business, then perhaps we can give you a hand. Aren’t you forgetting about the citizens? Won’t they help you?”  

“I’ve heard there’s a bad element in charge of the town and the people are afraid to stand up to them.”  

“Surely, there will be some God fearing folks to lend a hand?”  

“Maybe so, I’ve prayed on it, but God hasn’t seen fit to give me any assurance of that. Well, I would be remiss in my duty if I didn’t ask. What is your relationship with the Lord?” 

“I just accepted Jesus into my heart recently.” 

“And I’ve been a Christian since I was ten years old.” 

“And you, sir, are you a Christian?” 

“I’ve got to go see the conductor. Excuse me.” 

“I take it the older gentleman isn’t a believer.” 

“No. But we’re praying for him every day. Perhaps you’ll remember him in your prayers.” 

“Surely, surely, I will do that, indeed I will. I hope to see you when we reach our destination. Good day to you.”
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​CHAPTER THREE 
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The scenery was magnificent, sometimes, other times it wasn’t anything but dirt, dust and more dust and dirt. The conductor came by and told us that around midnight we would be traveling through a long tunnel and when we came out on the other end, it was a sight to see. 

“What is it?” 

“If I told you what it is, you wouldn’t enjoy it as much as you will as a surprise. Around midnight, remember.” 

About an hour later, we passed into the tunnel he was talking about. It was so dark, you couldn’t see your hand, holding it right up to your face. 

The conductor brought some kerosene lamps to see with. It was a little scary being in that dark like that, not being able to see anything at all. I took my watch out of my shirt pocket and checked the time. 

“It’s almost time.” 

When the train emerged from the tunnel we were on a high bridge. Looking down we could see a town all lit up like a Christmas tree. There was a winding river surrounding the town which was also shining from the moonlight and the lights of the town. It was indeed a beautiful sight to see. 

There were many other sights that we might never see again, unless we rode the train again. The snow-capped mountains of Wyoming and Colorado were especially pretty. They reminded us of our failed Antelope hunt in Clear Stone, Wyoming which, also, reminded us of Wolf the dog that was part of our crew, until we came across his owner, a blind man who needed Wolf more than we did. 

On the seventh day, the weather turned the sky dark. It was as though we were going through another tunnel. That’s how dark it was. The rain was causing the windows to fog up and you couldn’t see through them. I don’t think we could have seen anything anyway because it was raining so hard. I noticed Half Loaf drawing pictures on the fogged up window. 

“I’m shore glad I ain’t out in that rain. This is one time I’m glad to be inside.” 

“Yes, it is coming a, how do you say? A gully washer?” 

“Yer right about that, it’s a gully washer alright.” 

We were rolling along at a good clip. The trees and shrubs seemed to be whizzing by. Most of the time they were nothing but a blur because of the rain sliding across the window. All of a sudden, there was a loud noise.  

“That was dynamite or a cannon if I know my noises. I don’t figure there’s a cannon way out here.”  

“Could the train have hit something?”  

“If it hit something big enough to make a sound like that, it would have knocked it plumb off the track.” 

“Next time the conductor comes by, we’ll ask him about it.”  

The conductor came rushing by us in a hurry. He didn’t act as though he heard us.  

“Something must have happened to the train.”  

“He sure is acting like it.”  

“Well, unless it jumps off the track, I don’t reckon we need to worry none.”  

“I don’t think it’s very far to the next town. We can find out what happened when we get there.”  

“Listen to that. The engineer is blowing the whistle. Three longs and three shorts. That means there’s trouble.” 

We arrived in the next town in about half an hour. We got off the train to stretch after sitting so long. The train station was buzzing with activity. People running back and forth. Finally, I grabbed a man as he passed us. 

“What’s all the excitement?” 

“Didn’t you hear? Jesse James robbed the train. Got away with forty thousand dollars.” 

“I thought they kept the money in a safe.” 

“They do, but he used dynamite. Blew the door clean off.” 

“I told you that was dynamite, we heard.” 

“How about the guards? Were they hurt?” 

“No, they tied them up, even moved’em away from the blast. They’re just shaken up a little, they’ll be fine.” 

“How about that, Jesse and Frank on the same train as us and I didn’t get to say hello.” 

“I think they were a little busy to have a chit chat with you.” 

“I don’t know about that. I knew Jesse and Frank before they became famous outlaws. I think he would have said hello if he recognized me.” 

“What makes a person turn to a life of crime?” asked Half Loaf. 

“Lots of folks say the James brothers have a good reason for what they are doing.” 

“There is no good reason for robbing and killing people. No good reason at all.” 

“Cain’t say I agree with you on that. But I will agree to disagree.” 

“What does that mean? Agree to disagree?” 

“It means we’re not going to talk about it anymore. Now let’s sit back and enjoy the rest of our train ride.” 

We arrived at the Devil’s Dance train station almost two hours late, because of the robbery. 

We unloaded our horses and took them to the livery stable just down the street from the train depot. 

The owner was an overly friendly man. Short, almost as tall as he was around. His clothes, which consisted of a worn pair of overalls and a brown shirt were in need of a good washing. He jumped down from a stool he was using, to reach the horse he was brushing. 

“Name’s Paddy Carney. Folks call me Tiny. What kin I do for you fellers? Did you jest git off the train? Did ye see Jesse James? You knew he robbed the train? You want to board your animals? Is that what ye want?” 

“Yes to all them questions. Ain’t that what a livery stable does? Take care of horses?” 

“Don’t mean no harm. Jest making small talk. It’ll be a dollar a day for each horse. Unless you want to board’em by the week. It’s cheaper that away.” 

“We’ll just pay for one day, then we’ll come back tomorrow when we know better what our plans will be.” 

We paid him and he led the horses inside. He stopped at the door. 

“If yer going into town, be careful of the sheriff. He don’t cotton much to strangers. See ye tomorrow.” 

“Thanks for the warning,” I shouted, but he was already inside the building. 
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​CHAPTER FOUR 
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We had just left the livery stable when a single rifle shot rang out. Orville crumpled to the ground, grasping his chest. I scanned the rooftops in vain. I didn’t have time for a thorough search now. Orville needed help.  

Half Loaf was holding his head in his lap. “Orville, say something.”  

“He’s hurt bad Jed. What are we going to do?” 

People began gathering around trying to see what happened. 

“Somebody get a doctor! Now!” 

It was just a few minutes, which seemed an eternity, when the doctor was saying, “Move aside. Let me through.” He opened Orville’s shirt to look at the wound. 

“That bullet has to come out if he has any chance at all. You men carry him to my office. I need to operate quickly.” 

We followed as they carried Orville to the doctor’s office. 

“If you fellows want to help, I would ask that you leave, go get something to eat or something. I don’t need any interruptions while I operate. He’s in serious condition and I’ve got to get that bullet out. Immediately. Now go. Please?” 

We left his office. Half Loaf said, “We need to pray, Jed. Don’t we?” 

“Yes, we need to pray, but you need to understand about prayer. We don’t always get the answer we want when we pray.” 
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