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PROLOGUE 
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Canyon Diablo, a town located in northeast Arizona, built by the Atlantic and Pacific Railroad to house and support the many workers hired to work on the railroad. The town was constructed near the edge of a 250’ deep arroyo in 1882. In order to traverse the canyon, a bridge had to be built across it before the railroad could be completed. Many construction workers were brought in, and hence a town was born. 

The town soon became a haven to outlaws, gunslingers, gamblers, drifters and of course, the prostitutes that serviced them. One thing was certain, lawmen didn’t survive very long in the town. Many lawmen died trying to bring some law and order to a town purported to be tougher and even more-deadly than the town of Tombstone Arizona. 
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Chapter 1 
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Marshal Nelson Greer, or ‘Nellie’ as his friends liked to call him and his Navajo Deputy Quinto Bitsilly, a former Indian scout, from Fort Apache, were the lawmen in Angell, Arizona. The two rode hard and fast from their small quiet community of Angell, Arizona. The town started its meager beginnings as a small community of cattle ranchers, sheep herders and farmers, and most were law-abiding folks. But now, he and Quinto were headed in the direction of Canyon Diablo, a place better known for being a lawless hell hole in north eastern Arizona, about twenty-five miles east. The two lawmen were in pursuit of three men who earlier the day before, had robbed the Angell Bank, killing two of its female employees. Nellie was pretty sure these three outlaws were intending to seek refuge in Canyon Diablo, a town well known for harboring their kind. 

Marshal Greer was a thirty-one-year-old widower. His wife Emily had died during childbirth nearly three years before, soon after Nellie became Marshal in Angell. Marshal Greer stood five feet eleven inches tall with broad shoulders and a solidly built frame. He had a ruggedly handsome face, thick wavy brown hair and dimpled chin which were his outstanding features. He was also considered to be, quick witted and equally quick on the draw. Quinto his deputy and sidekick, was a Navajo Indian. He was a little younger than Nellie, at age twenty-nine and had never been married. He was five feet nine inches tall, with a lithe wiry physique and straight raven black shoulder length hair. He not only spoke in his native Navajo, but also surprisingly spoke good English and the Apache language as well. He was an extremely experienced tracker and both men were known to be tough resilient fighters and were revered by many. 

It wasn’t a matter of if, it was a matter of when they caught up with the three outlaws, none-the-less, they had their work cut out for them. The town, they were about to enter, didn’t cotton to lawmen and there wasn’t any lawman in the town at the moment. Some lawmen had gone there in the past, but they didn’t live long enough to tell about it. In fact, one man had taken the Marshal’s position and had only lived for a mere five hours after arriving in the town. 

It was just past sundown when the two lawmen rode into town. They had hoped to confront the outlaws on the trail, but that wasn’t to be. The lawmen had good descriptions though, of the three outlaws, provided to them by the bank president and the other bank employees. The names of the three outlaws they sought, they would eventually learn were Billy Ray, age twenty-two, who had already served time in Yuma Territorial Prison for horse rustling and strong-armed robbery. He was a tall slender built man with steely blue eyes and curly red hair with a reddish complexion. 

The second man was a Mexican, by the name of Salcedo Mendez age twenty-seven, he was a real mean hombre, who had engaged in bank and stagecoach robberies, murder and the like, he had jet black hair and was of medium height and had a nasty scar from the corner of his right eye down to his lower jaw line from a knife fight in Nogales, Mexico. The last man was, Guy Alvarado the oldest one of the three, age thirty-two, he was also wanted for bank robbery and cutting up a young prostitute and disfiguring her, along with train robbery and murder. He had a beefy build, a handlebar mustache and a short scruffy beard. 

These men were bad to the core, but even in a town like Canyon Diablo, with its reputation, their backgrounds were no better or worse than a hundred or more other men in this town just like them. Finding them hopefully wouldn’t be as big a problem, but arresting them sure would be? 

The first thing the two lawmen did when they entered the town for the sake of their own preservation was to remove their badges. There wasn’t any sense advertising who they were, although in this town that could be of little help. It seemed the locals, if you wanted to consider them that, could smell a lawman a mile away. There were a lot of respectable, law abiding townsfolk, but not many living here and why would they even want to live in Canyon Diablo, Marshal Greer couldn’t quite understand that? 

The two lawmen were tired after riding all day in search of the three outlaws. Their first order of business was to find a suitable place to bed down. Riding through town, it appeared there were an abundance of saloons, gambling establishments and whore houses, but only two or three hotels. They rode past two hotels, they were outwardly without question not suitable. The third hotel was on the far edge of town and a bit further away from the saloons and nightlife, if they even had any rooms to rent? 

The hotel was called the Witches Lair, it didn’t have a very comforting ring to it, but it came down to either staying at this hotel, or sleeping in a bedroll for the night, which was without a doubt out of the question? On a high note, they had noticed a small café called the Grub Stake Café just up the street. They reined their equally tired horses up to a water trough near the hitch rail and allowed them to take a well-deserved drink of water. After tying their horses at the hitch rail in front of the hotel, they both entered the lobby. 

Several cowboys took up what little seating was available in the foyer. Nellie walked up to the registration desk and was greeted by a short rotund man with bushy eyebrows and bushy sideburns, he had a very pallid looking round face. He smiled as Nellie asked, if there were any rooms available. The desk clerk looked down at his register, then smiled and said, “ah yes, it appears we do have a room available on the second floor.”  

“Just one?” Nellie asked.  

“Well, I just see yourself, how many rooms did you need?” Just then, Quinto stepped around the Marshal. 

“Oh, I see,” the man said, “the two of you are together?”  

Nellie nodded.  

“Well, I’m very sorry, but I only have one room available at the moment, of course it does have a double bed, if you don’t mind sharing it, that is?”  

“We’ll take it,” Quinto answered him, in perfect English. The desk clerk, shot him a surprised look. Then he had Nellie sign the register for the two of them. “That’ll be a dollar a night, fellas,” he said.  

Nellie slid two dollars across the counter. “We’ll be staying here at least two nights, maybe more?” Nellie said.  

Then the desk clerk called out to someone in the room behind him. “Mary Beth,” he called out. 

Suddenly a petite slender young woman appeared directly behind him, she was short, and rather attractive with long blonde hair tied in a long braid behind her back. Nellie guessed her to be in her mid to late twenties? She had the biggest sparkling blue eyes, he had ever seen. She smiled up at him and then at Quinto and handed them each a clean towel, wash cloth and bar of soap.  

“You fellas will be in room two eleven,” the man behind the desk said, as he handed the key to Nellie. “If we can be of service to either of you, be sure to let us know. Oh, by the way, my name’s Bud and this here’s my daughter, Mary Beth.”  

Nellie noticed her eyes drop to her chest in a somewhat shy manner, but none-the-less, she did give him a pleasing smile, Nellie thought. 

Nellie was kind of taken by the young woman, when he almost forgot to ask. “Bud, I meant to ask you, where the livery stable is?”  

“I’m sorry, I should have thought to tell you fellas myself. The livery is just behind the hotel on B Street, go around the hotel and it’s just down on the corner, you can’t miss it,” he replied.  

“Thank you, Bud,” then the two lawmen tipped their hat to Bud and Mary Beth and headed quickly up the stairs to the second floor. Their room two eleven, was just down the hall a short way. “Nice folks,” Nellie remarked as he and Quinto made their way down the hallway to their room. 

The room was surprisingly spacious with a double bed, a wardrobe closet and a small table holding a ceramic bowl for washing, a water pitcher and a couple of drinking glasses. How accommodating, Nellie thought. Now that they had seen the room, it was time to go fetch their saddlebags, rifles and canteens and bring them up to their room. After that was taken care of, they mounted their horses and rode down to the livery. The livery man’s name was Alex Garcia, they arranged to have their horses fed and watered until they were ready to leave town. 

The next order of business was getting something to eat, since it had been a long time since breakfast. The two lawmen walked swiftly over to the café and went inside. The café was busy at this hour, but the two men found a table to sit down at. A waitress momentarily headed over to their table to wait on them. She was a short middle-aged woman with a tired look on her face, but despite that, she gave them both a welcome smile. “What’ll it be fellas,” she asked handing them a small well-worn menu with the café’s selections.  

“Well coffee for sure,” they both chimed in.  

She disappeared momentarily, then returned with two cups and a pot of strong-smelling coffee in her hand, as she poured the coffee into their cups. 

“Guess I’ll have the venison steak, boiled potatoes and a small salad,” Nellie said.  

“Yeah, I think that sounds about right for me too,” Quinto replied.  

She smiled and said, “you fellas must be new here in town. I don’t recall seein’ ya’s in here before?”  

“We just got to town this afternoon and we may be here a couple days or so possibly?”  

If you don’t both get shot in the meantime? she thought. Maybe she had a suspicion they were lawmen? A few minutes later, she returned with two hot plates of food, along with more coffee for each of them. The food wasn’t at all bad and at least it was hot. They ate heartily, then paid their tab and left. They had felt eye’s in the café roaming over them as they meandered out and onto the boardwalk. 

They hadn’t ever seen a town with so many men packing shooting irons, the two of them were no exception. They wore their Colts strapped low on their hips and tied down as well. As a lawman, gunfighter, or outlaw, they could have easily passed for any of those descriptions. Nellie wore three days of beard growth, which added to his rough looking demeanor. But since Quinto, was Indian, Indians didn’t have beards, but his rough demeanor spoke volumes for him as well. 

They headed on back to the hotel since, they were both tired and tomorrow was another day. They would begin their search in the local watering holes and the town had a lot of them to choose from. When they stepped into the lobby, they saw Mary Beth and her father standing behind the registration desk arguing with some man, it sounded like he was disgruntled about being overcharged for his room? As they approached, they saw the man reach out and grab Bud over the desk yanking him roughly. Then Mary Beth came quickly to his defense, but the stranger back handed her on the side of her cheek with his other hand. 

Seeing what was happening Nellie stepped forward and grabbed the man by the nap of his neck and gave him a hard squeeze. The man twisted around eye to eye with Nellie, just in time to see Nellie’s fist strike him squarely in the face. A trickle of blood oozed from the corner of the man’s mouth. He stepped back and Nellie thought for sure, he might be going to draw his gun. Nellie was prepared to counter that move if need be, but the man thought better of it and instead, he just muttered something under his breath and stalked out of the hotel. Bud thanked Nellie for his quick action.  

“Are you okay miss?” Nellie asked, Mary Beth.  

“I’m fine, but I just knew that man was going to shoot you,” she said.  

“No, not with my friend Quinto standing here, that wouldn’t have happened,” he chuckled. 

Nellie and Quinto tipped their hats politely to the hotel owners and made their way over to the staircase and headed up to their room. In their room, they swiftly unbuckled their gun belts, pulled off their boots and got comfortable. They both eyed the bed warily. “You have any problem with this?” Nellie asked.  

“Not so long as you stay on your side of the bed and don’t snore,” Quinto replied with a brief chuckle. 

The two men took turns washing the days grime off their faces, then crawled into bed. Nellie doused the oil lamp on the bedside table and within minutes both men were sound asleep. Morning dawned much sooner than they both would have liked. Nellie arose and raised their window shade and looked out onto the street below. He could see people were already on the move. A bevy of wagons every size, shape and description rumbled along the street below. Quinto rolled out of bed and slipped on his trousers. Nellie followed suit. They wasted no time getting dressed and downstairs. Nellie looked around for Mary Beth, but there wasn’t any sign of her or Bud. 

As they stepped out onto the boardwalk, it was a typical Arizona morning, hot and dry even at this early hour. They left their saddlebags and Winchesters in their room and they just hoped they’d be there when they returned? They decided breakfast was the first order of business on their agenda. The café unlike last night, was now filled with people filling their bellies. Nellie was surprised by the absence of women, it was mostly men who were sitting at the tables drinking coffee and chowing down. The waitress wasn’t the same one, who had waited on them the evening before. This waitress was tall and thin and looked rather young and childlike. No matter, she still got them served and in no time their bellies were filled and they were ready to get down to the business at hand. 

The first saloon they ventured into was busy, guess men could drink at any hour of the day or night, Nellie thought. He and Quinto weren’t drinkers, except for coffee and too much of that, was probably their biggest vice. The saloon was suitably called the Rot Gut Saloon. It was full of miners, trappers, drifters, outlaws, dregs of the earth and even its share of prostitutes as well. The lighting was bad, it was kind of dark and dingy and the air was even worse, the noise level was so loud, a man could barely hear himself think. Worst of all, they didn’t find any of the men, they were in search of. 

Nellie and Quinto searched in perhaps a half dozen more saloons, wading through more drunks and otherwise scurrilous characters than they’d ever imagined possible. Nellie had made himself nearly hoarse, asking barkeeps and prostitutes alike, if they knew any of the three men by the names of Billy Ray, Salcedo Mendez, or Guy Alvarado? Unfortunately, those three men had seemingly vanished into thin air. This whole investigation, was turning out to be more grueling than they had anticipated. 

It was getting to be late in the day and the lawmen hadn’t even stopped long enough to eat anything since breakfast earlier. They finally decided to grab a quick early supper. In the café, Nellie saw the waitress that had served them the night before. She had seen them enter as well, and remembered them basically because of Nellie being in the company of an Indian. At least that’s what she told them after she had approached them. The two lawmen had to chuckle over that. After they ordered something to eat, Nellie chanced asking the waitress, who said her name was Millie. 

“Millie, we were supposed to meet three men, when we got into town yesterday, but now we can’t seem to locate them, you wouldn’t by chance happen to know any of them? Then he rattled off their names.  

Millie thought for a few minutes, drumming her short stubby fingers against her chin, then she said, she was sorry, but no, their names meant nothing to her. Nellie thanked her for her help anyway. As they were getting ready to leave, she said to them, “have you checked your hotel and the other hotels, as well as the saloons, in town?” Now Millie was beginning to sound like a lawman, or in her case perhaps a lawwoman, he chuckled to himself.  

“We’ll do that for sure,” he said and thanked her again for her help. 

“Very perceptive of her, remembering you being with an Indian,” Quinto replied. Then both lawmen laughed out loud. They both stopped at the local barbershop and both men got a much-needed bath and even though the barber offered, Nellie declined getting a haircut or shave. As they were leaving the barbershop, Quinto spoke out, “do you think these hombres are still in town or maybe they’ve already moved on?”  

“No, I’d bet good money, they’re still here and right under our noses,” Nellie replied. There were just so many men coming and going in the saloons, it was like looking for a needle in a hay stack. 

They decided to take the time to stop in at one of the two hotels, they’d initially rejected coming into town yesterday. This one was called, ‘The Bunk House,’ which is exactly what it looked like. The room rents were a little cheaper and they probably didn’t charge extra for the bedbugs, or lice either that were probably very prevalent too. After looking at the place inside, they knew their hotel had clearly been the better choice. Even the desk clerk here, was a terribly unkempt looking character, not to mention being a bit brash and uncooperative. He eyed Nellie and Quinto, and seemed more than a little suspicious of their inquiry, about the three men. If they were staying at this hotel, the desk clerk wouldn’t have told them anyway. 

The lawmen were getting a bit tired and agitated in their search and coming up empty handed, but at least they had gotten their baths though and smelled of rose oil. Quinto wasn’t too keen on the scent, but he had at least gone along with it. They headed back up the boardwalk in the direction of their hotel. 

Just ahead of them, they saw a big ruckus unfolding in front of the Snake Oil Saloon. They had been in there earlier in the day, asking about the three outlaws. Suddenly they saw two men out front engaged in fisticuffs on the boardwalk. Two more men soon joined in the fracas, fists, tobacco juice and spit in general, flew in all directions. The two lawmen gave the brawlers a wide birth, but in spite of it, one big man still managed to slam into Quinto, as he walked around them after being shoved by one of the other brawlers. The man didn’t care, who he hit at that point, he came at Quinto swinging his fists wildly in windmill fashion. 

Quinto gave him a healthy shove out of the way. The big man came up off the street, bellowing profanities at Quinto. That was a big mistake, Quinto struck him with a couple of strong punches and the man went down again. Just then the man, he’d been brawling with turned on Quinto and pulled out a long blade knife. Quinto even carried one of his own, but chose not to pull it out. He made a grab for the man and spun him around, kicking his legs out from under him. The man fell hard on his backside hitting the edge of the raised boardwalk. The second man charged forward pulling a big .44 Remington hog leg out from his belt. 

It was now time for Nellie to become involved, up to this point, he’d just stood idly by and let his Indian deputy handle his own fight. The man raised the .44 Remington, but before he could fire, Nellie drew his Colt and fired off two rounds. The Remington danced out of the man’s hands and spiraled in the dirt in front of him. Nellie’s second round caught the man high in the thigh and he fell to his knees writhing in pain. Two men bystanders, perhaps friends, grabbed the man under his arms and led him away to seek medical help. Nellie looked at the crowd that had formed around them, but they offered no additional threat to him or Quinto. He holstered his smoking Colt, then he and Quinto continued on their way down the boardwalk to their hotel. 

Once they were back in their room, they checked the wardrobe cabinet to be sure their two rifles were still there. Likewise, their saddlebags were still under the bed untouched as well. After a full day of searching with no results, the two lawmen had to come to a decision, should they stay another day or two and continue their search or accept the fact, the three men they were seeking had made a clean getaway? They would have to return to Angell in abject failure. Neither lawman really wanted that, still in a town of about 1500 to 2000 people their chances of finding them was going to be a bigger task than they had first anticipated. 

Their biggest concern was the longer they stayed in this town, the greater the likelihood their true identities would somehow be discovered and lives of lawmen in this town were short lived, which was a well-known fact. “I think we should step up our efforts and concentrate on a few more saloons and especially at night, that’s when they would be more likely to come out of hiding if in fact they were hiding out?” Nellie remarked.  

“I think you may be right,” Quinto agreed.  

“The question is do we dare to split up in an effort to quickly cover more ground, or do you feel that’s too risky?” Nellie asked. 

“Well, you saw what happened to us earlier in front of the Snake Oil Saloon, had you not been there and intervened when that scum drew down on me, there might only be one of us standing here now. I think we’re better off sticking together, at least in a hell hole place like this anyway,” Quinto remarked.  

“Okay, I can’t say I disagree, so let’s check out a few more saloons tonight and see how it goes. But right now, I feel like having an early supper, before hitting those rat holes,” Nellie remarked. The two lawmen quickly washed their hands and faces, then headed out for the Grub Stake Café. 

Downstairs, Nellie spotted Mary Beth behind the registration desk. She looked very charming to him tonight, she wore her blonde hair combed out as it fell down around her shoulders. She had on a blue gingham dress with long white sleeves. She’s a very attractive lady to be sure, Nellie thought. “Hello Mary Beth,” he said, as he stepped up to the registration desk. She flashed him a wide shy smile. “I guess we’ll be staying in your fine hotel for a couple more nights,” he told her dropping two more dollars on the registration desk top.  

She picked up the money and politely thanked him. “That’ll be just fine with us, we’re happy to have you staying here,” she replied.  

Quinto poked Nellie in the ribs, “are you about done wooing this young lady? I’m hungry,” he grumbled in an affable tone. With that said, they left the hotel. 
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Chapter 2 
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When they walked into the Grub Stake Café, Millie the waitress spotted them right away and showed them to a table. “Did you fellas, ever find those three men you were looking for?” she asked.  

“You remembered us, then?” Nellie said.  

Millie glanced over at Quinto and kind of smiled.  

“Oh, yeah, I’m the man with the Indian,” Nellie chuckled. Then all three laughed. They ordered their supper and coffee.  

When Millie came back a while later to refill their coffee mugs, she spoke up and said, “I might be able to help you some?”  

“How’s that,” Nellie asked.  

“There were three men in here earlier today. I had just come on duty, when I refilled their coffee, I heard one man say something about a Billy, wasn’t that one of the men’s names you asked about?” she asked Nellie.  

“Well yeah, but there must be a hundred men in this town called Billy,” Nellie told her. Then he asked, “did these three men have anything else that stood out to you?”  

“You mean like a man being with an Indian?” she asked.  

“Yeah, like that,” Quinto replied.  

Millie smiled. “The one man, I think might have been Billy, the two other men were dressed, and looked to me to be Mexicans,” she said.  

“Millie I could almost kiss you,” Nellie laughed.  

“But that doesn’t tell you where they are now,” she said.  

“No, but it tells us, that they are still in town and we haven’t missed them.” 

Then Millie gave them both a bit of a suspicious look. “What’s that look for?” Nellie asked her.  

“I just got the strangest feeling that the two of you might be lawmen?” she questioned.  

“And if we were, would that matter to you?” Nellie said in a very low voice. He looked around at all the folks sitting at the tables near them.  

“Not to me, I’d be happy if you were, this town could use some law and order. But I’m afraid for the two of you, because lawmen just don’t live very long in this town,” she lamented.  

Nellie motioned for her to lean down, “I’m Marshal Nelson Greer, but my friends call me Nellie, and the Indian here is Deputy Quinto,” he whispered, smiling at her. Then they paid their tab, tipped their hat to her and walked out. 

The two lawmen wasted no time continuing their search for the three desperados. They did it with renewed vigor, knowing that Millie, had confirmed the men they were seeking out had likely been in the café earlier in the day. The two lawmen continued to go in and out of more saloons that lined the street. At one point, they saw an empty looking building across the street, so they went over and took a closer look. A sign hung askew out front riddled with bullet holes, they could see it said, ‘SHERIFF.’ The office didn’t appear to have been used in quite some time? The front door was closed, but it wasn’t locked, they both peered inside. They could see it was clearly empty, but hopefully no one had noticed their interest in the empty building? 

They continued to checkout more saloons along the street. Inside the saloons, they paid closer attention to men who appeared to them to be of Mexican descent. If they could find one or both of them, then likely the third man, presumably being white and named Billy would probably be with them, or at least they could offer a clue to where he might be found. The saloons were crowded and busy. They were shoved and verbally abused. Nellie even got hit once with a chew of nasty tobacco, from a big burly fellow that looked like he might be a miner? Who had spat it in his direction. 

They didn’t want to cause any undue trouble for themselves, so they simply ignored the bevy of men they rubbed shoulder to shoulder with. Up to now, they still hadn’t been identified as being lawmen. They had gone through perhaps five more saloons and were just about to call it a night, when suddenly there he was, right before their eyes. The man they knew of by the name Billy Ray, with his shoulder length curly red hair, he was nearly unmistakable. 

They noticed him coming down the staircase in the saloon, with a prostitute hanging on his arm. They watched as he stepped up to the bar and ordered a bottle of whiskey. The woman on his arm had long straight raven black hair, she looked almost Indian except for her pale skin. As he took the bottle off the bar and turned to walk away, Quinto stepped in front of him blocking his path. Nellie fell in behind him. 

“Billy, my friend and I would like to talk to you a moment outside,” Quinto said in a powerful voice.  

Billy twisted his head to catch a look at Nellie standing directly behind him. The young prostitute, who had been with him, quickly slipped out of his arm, and moved swiftly away from him and disappeared into the crowded saloon. “What’s all this about?” the man asked.  

“Are you Billy Ray?” Quinto asked him.  

“What if I am,” he replied in a short-tempered voice.  

Nellie gave him an encouraging little nudge in the direction of the front door, while relieving him of his gun in the process, then Nellie slipped the man’s gun into his waist band. 

Once they were out on the board walk, the man became a little more aggressive, as he tried to jerk away from Quinto, who had grasped him firmly by the arm. Nellie leaned forward and whispered in his ear, the same way he’d done a little earlier with Millie. “Billy Ray, I’m Marshal Greer from Angell, my deputy’s Quinto. You do remember, you and your two friends being in Angell, don’t you?” Billy Ray looked at him with sudden rage beginning to show on his face. “We can do this the easy way, or the hard way. In which case, they’ll be burying you tomorrow, the choice is yours I guess, what’s it going to be, cooperate with us, or die Billy Ray? 

Billy Ray stayed mum, as the three of them shuffled along the board walk. They passed two saloons were men loitered outside, giving the lawmen and their prisoner the evil eye. When they came upon the sheriff’s office, they crossed the street and went quickly inside. To their sheer amazement everything was still pretty much in place, except for a couple of overturned chairs and some desk drawers left askew. Inside the top desk drawer, Nellie found a set of keys to the sheriff’s office. 

Quinto pushed Billy from the outer office through an open wooden door into the cell area, there he found three empty cells, and hanging on a far wall opposite the cells, he saw a big key ring hanging on the wall, cell keys dangled from the ring. They put Billy Ray into the first cell and secured the door. Still Billy Ray remained silent. When Quinto rejoined Nellie in the outer office, he found him checking an oil lamp sitting on top of a wooden file cabinet. “This lamp has a little coal oil in it, if I can get it to light?” Nellie remarked. Quinto handed him a box of wood matches that he found sitting on the top of a potbellied stove that stood in the corner opposite the desk. Nellie struck a match and it flared brightly in the dim office light. He put it to the oil lamp and a second later the lamp itself began to glow brightly. 

“He’s being awfully quiet in there,” Quinto said.  

“Yeah, well at least that’s to our benefit, I guess,” Nellie chuckled.  

“So where do we go from here?” Quinto asked.  

“I wish I knew? I guess a lot depends on whether or not we can get him to tell us where to find his two accomplices?”  

“Well, that’s if they don’t come find him first and try to break him out of here,” Quinto replied. 

“We should probably head over to the hotel and get our things, at the very least our rifles, we may very well need them before this is all over with,” Nellie uttered.  

“We may need a lot more than that, like maybe a miracle or two to boot, or at the very least two or three more men willing to put their lives on the line for the sake of law and order wouldn’t hurt either,” Quinto told him.  

“We’ll have far more luck finding a miracle, than men helping us I’m afraid, you ‘ve seen the men in this town. They would just as soon kill us, as look at us and that’s without them even knowing we wear a badge,” Nellie replied.  

“So, do we just leave him unattended in here?” Quinto questioned. 

Nellie thought for a bit, “its dark out there now, I think you should slip out and go to the hotel and get your things. I’ll hold things down here till you get back. Then I’ll go and do the same. We’ll probably have to take our meals the same way, that is until they discover we’re in here,” Nellie said.  

“Then what?” Quinto asked.  

“Then we’ll go on to plan ‘B’ next,” Nellie told him. And just what is our plan ‘B’?” Quinto asked. “Don’t have a plan 'B’ worked out just yet.” With that said, Quinto slipped quietly out into the dark night. While he was gone, Nellie doused the oil lamp to save the oil and he stretched out on a bunk in one of the empty cells to rest and think. Quinto returned only to find the office was dark and locked, as he rapped on the door. 

Nellie had dozed off in Quinto’s absence, but sprang wide awake, when he heard the hard rap on the door. With some apprehension, he answered the door. Quinto quickly slipped inside. He was weighted down with his saddlebags, their two rifles, and canteens. “Did anyone see you leaving the hotel with all this stuff,” Nellie asked.  

“No, I could have just as easily been a thief. Everyone at the hotel at least appeared to be sleeping at this late hour,” Quinto replied.  

“I think I’ll wait until daylight before going after my things, and I’ll get breakfast at the same time. Then you can go eat when I return,” Nellie told him.  

“That sounds good, but what about Billy Ray.”  

“Ah hell, I don’t much care if he eats or not,” Nellie lamented. “Nah, I’ll bring him back something too I guess, when I come back.” 

“It’s a good five or six hours till day-break, maybe we should try and grab some shut eye while we still can?” Nellie told him. The two lawmen each took a bunk in one of the empty cells. In no time at all, heavy snores emanated now from all three men. It had been a long stressful night and who knew what tomorrow would bring? Nothing good, that was almost sure to be expected. 

The night beyond the sheriff’s office door was relatively quiet, despite the saloons all staying open around the clock. At least some men had the good sense to finally go home and get some sleep. Morning came as the first rays of light filtered through the single barred window in the sheriff’s office. Quinto was the first to awake. The prisoner was still sawing logs probably due to all the heavy drinking, and liquor he’d consumed, prior to Nellie and Quinto arresting him the night before. Within minutes of Quinto getting up, Nellie arose also. They pulled on their boots and ambled out into the office area, both buckling on their gun belts. Then Nellie watched as Quinto pulled their two Winchesters out of the gun rack, where he had stowed them last night, he checked each one to be sure they were both fully loaded. He pulled a couple boxes of ammunition from his saddlebags, and set them down on the desk. 

Nellie picked up a big blue enamel coffee pot, he had seen laying on the floor up against the file cabinet. That made him hunger for a cup of coffee. Quinto rummaged through the file cabinet looking for something that could be identified as coffee in any of the drawers. All he found were just some miscellaneous folders and paperwork and a set of handcuffs lying in a bottom drawer. 

The thought of going to the hotel and leaving Quinto on his own, made Nellie more than a bit nervous, but Quinto assured him he’d manage just fine. “Just don’t dally at the hotel looking at Mary Beth,” he told him. Nellie slipped out the door of the office and headed for the hotel. Quinto had brought back the rifles and canteens, so all that was left were his saddle bags. He’d stuff his personal things, his razor and such in them and head back. 

When he got back down stairs, he saw Bud behind the registration desk. He was quickly joined by Mary Beth, when she heard the two men talking. “You look like your moving out on us and where’s your Indian friend?” Bud asked.  

“He’s over at the sheriff’s office guarding our prisoner,” Nellie replied. That got their full attention. Then Nellie pulled out his marshal’s badge and flashed it in front of them. “Me and Quinto are from Angell, he’s my deputy. We've been here searching for three men, that robbed our city bank a few days back. We found one of them last night in a saloon and arrested him. We took over your abandoned sheriff’s office, and have him locked up. Their eyes got as big as saucers, listening to all Nellie had to say. 

“You must know lawmen don’t fair to well in our town unfortunately,” Bud lamented.  

“Yeah, we were aware of that, when we rode in here, it’s a shame too, a nice little town, but too many saloons,” Nellie told them.  

“Yeah, the saloons have outlaws and plenty of other low-life’s in them too,” Bud uttered. Mary Beth just stood there and starred at Nellie, with a concerned look etched on her attractive face. 

Then Bud asked, Nellie if there was anything else, they could do for them? Nellie dropped a couple more dollars on the desk and said, “just keep our room open another day or two, we might still be needing it, depending on how today goes. Oh, and one other thing, you wouldn’t happen to have some ground coffee I could buy from ya’s? We’re gonna be needing it to keep ourselves awake and alert,” he said.  

Mary Beth disappeared into the back room and quickly returned holding a small sack, in the sack she had put coffee and two tin coffee cups. “Here you are,” she said, with a warm smile, “this is on us.”  

Bud nodded in agreement too. “Well I reckon, I best be going,” he said shoving the bag into his saddlebags. “I don’t want to leave my deputy there alone to long.” They wished him well and Mary Beth gave him a quick hug, then followed him out to the boardwalk. 

Nellie felt he had been gone to long already. He stopped in at the Grub Stake Café, but didn’t see Millie around, it was too early for her shift, he guessed? He ordered three fried egg sandwiches and some venison sausage to take out. While he waited, he ordered a cup of coffee. The café was already busy with diners and it wasn’t even eight o’clock yet. As he stood there waiting and sipping his hot coffee, he watched the folks coming in and going out. Some looked to him like good law-abiding folks, while others, all men looked like the scum of the earth, which they probably were. 

The waitress finally brought him, his order, he paid for it, then hustled down the boardwalk to the sheriff’s office. As he walked along, he thought about Bud and Mary Beth, but mostly about Bud’s daughter. He was kinda taken by her, he had to admit that to himself, there was just something about her that really attracted him. Angell had its share of women too, but none that had the same appeal, as she seemed have on him? He couldn’t quite explain it? He rapped lightly on the office door. When Quinto didn’t answer immediately, a fearful emotion raised a knot in his gut. He wondered if he had been gone to long, or had something happened? He dreaded the thought, but at least the door was still locked? 

Quinto suddenly jerked the door open, and Nellie found himself starring down the barrel of Quinto’s Colt .45.  

“Whoa,” he exclaimed.  

Quinto holstered his gun and allowed him to enter.  

“Where were you, I was just about to panic?” Nellie asked in a nervous voice.  

“I was back there in the cells with Billy Ray, he’s grumbling about food more than anything else.” Nellie handed him the bag of sandwiches and sausage.  

“One of them is mine, you and Billy Ray can have the other two”, Nellie said, “and here’s some coffee too, you and I won’t have to use the cups in the cells.” 

“Mary Beth was gracious to give us each a new cup,” Nellie replied.  

“Oh, Mary Beth gave them to you, or I mean to us,” Quinto said chuckling and giving Nellie a curious grin. 

Nellie slapped him on the shoulder, “I gotta make some coffee, don’t even suggest Mary Beth and...” then his conversation trailed off, as he went to work rinsing out the coffee pot using the hand water pump mounted on a small table. A tin pan sat in the middle of the table beneath the water pump for hand washing as well. 

Quinto got the stove going using some kindling that was lying on the floor next to the stove and some papers out of the file cabinet. “Hope those papers weren’t too important,” he quipped. When the coffee was ready, he poured a cup for Billy Ray and took him a sandwich and some pieces of venison sausage. Quinto and Nellie consumed the other two sandwiches with their coffee.  

“If you're still hungry, you can head down to the café,” Nellie reminded him.  

“No, I’m fine,” Quinto said, letting out a belch, “perhaps we can take turns going there at lunch time?” he retorted.  

“The coffee’s what I needed most of all right now,” Nellie assured him. 
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Chapter 3 
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As they sat there enjoying their coffee, they could hear foot falls from passerby’s out on the boardwalk in front of the jail. “Have you come up with a plan ‘B’?” Quinto asked.  

“Nah, I reckon, it’ll come to me though, if and when it’s needed,” Nellie said.  

Quinto just looked at him like, he couldn’t believe the predicament they were both in and with no real plan? After the two men sat in silence for several minutes, Nellie got to his feet and said, “I think it’s time we had a heart to heart talk with Billy Ray.” With that said, the two lawmen walked back into the cell area. 

“Well, I been wonderin’ when the two of you were gonna come to your senses and finally let me outta here,” Billy Ray uttered, his voice having just a hint of harsh sarcasm to it.  

“Why Billy, whatever gave you the foolish idea we were going to let you just walk out of here?” Nellie replied.  

“Well, if’n ya don’t, my two pals are gonna come lookin’ for me and when they do, there will be hell to pay, I can guarantee you that,” Billy Ray said, with a cocky belligerent attitude. 

“That’s exactly what we’re here to ask you about, just where are your two pals, as you call them, are they hiding out, that’s what we want to know?”  

“You think I’d ever tell ya’s that?” Billy Ray said, giving them both a hateful sneer.  

“Oh, you’re going to tell us alright, you see my Indian friend here, he just loves to carve up smart mouthed white boys like you. Why, when he’s done, you just might not have a single finger or toe left. If you do, well he might just start on something else,” as Nellie looked down and stared rather intently at Billy Rays crotch.  

“In case you didn’t know, this town don’t cotton to no lawmen, your lives ain’t worth a fiddler’s damn. You’ll both be leavin’ in a wooden box, if’n you leave at all,” Billy Ray bellowed, with a lot of rage in his voice now.  

“I’d say there will be three boxes then Billy, cause like we told you last night, any trouble from your pals or anyone in this town, and we’ll see to it, you’re the first one to die,” Nellie said rather matter-of-fact.  

Billy Ray just sat back on his bunk and gave them each a disdainful and hateful look. 

Nellie and Quinto went back into the office and finished their sandwiches and coffee. I’m going to head down to the dry goods and buy a few things we’ll be needing, like coal oil for one, before we run out and extra ammunition. We’ll also be needing some food items in the event we can’t get out to the café,” Quinto said.  

“Then we need to concentrate on finding those other two, we can’t stay holed up in here forever,” Nellie told him.  

“If we both leave though, Billy Ray will start yelling his head off and that’s sure to bring a bunch of men over here to find out what’s going on,” Quinto told him.  

“I agree, we may have to divide up our searching between the two of us, so one of us can be here at all times. It’s not a real safe endeavor on our part either way you look at it? I’ll be back shortly, keep the coffee hot,” Nellie told him and with that he slipped out the front door. Quinto immediately locked it behind him.  

Nellie headed down the boardwalk in the direction of the mercantile, when he came upon the Snake Oil Saloon where they’d had their last little fracas. He thought he saw two Mexican fellas come out of the saloon and mount up. They were still too far away from him to make a positive ID so he had to let it go for the time being. 

In the mercantile, he didn’t waste any time, he wanted to pick up what he needed and do it quickly. He picked out a can of coal oil, several tins of beans, some beef jerky, another bag of coffee, a dried gravy type mix and finally a couple extra boxes of .44-40 ammo for their Winchester rifles and Colts. The bag was getting heavier by the minute. The store clerk looked at him with some degree of skepticism, especially when he saw him grab two thin blankets and pillows. That was all Nellie could manage to carry in one trip. He paid the store clerk and quickly made his way back to the jail. 

When Nellie rapped on the door, it was answered right away this time. Quinto just looked at him about as incredulous as the store clerk had, when he saw all the stuff Nellie had purchased. “I couldn’t stand one more night trying to sleep on those musty jail pillows and blankets,” Nellie told him.  

“Well I have to agree with you there, but I was so tired last night, I didn’t think about it much, I just went right to sleep,” Quinto replied. 

Nellie told him about seeing the two Mexican men at the saloon. “It still looks pretty quiet out there for now, but people are going to start getting mighty curious seeing us going in and out of the jail,” Nellie told him.  

“I spotted an outhouse directly behind the jail, so I went out the back door and quickly used the facility while you were away. It was lucky for me Billy Ray didn’t raise any ruckus while I was gone.”  

“That’s a thought, maybe we should be using the back door from here on out?” Nellie suggested.  

“Why don’t you continue our search, there's about a half dozen more saloons we haven’t tried yet.”  

“I can do that,” Quinto agreed. Then on your way back, buy you some hot lunch, I should be fine in here for the time being. I’ll try talking some more to Billy Ray and see if I can get a lead on his two pals’?” 

Quinto checked his .45, then holstered it and slipped out the back door. Nellie bolted it behind him then put on another pot of coffee. Afterward, he sat there listening to the sounds of people scurrying up and down the boardwalk and riders on horseback in the street out front. A hell of a predicament he thought, a thirty-one-year old Marshal being sequestered in a jail house, not a feeling he enjoyed, not in the least. 

Billy Ray sat on his bunk gazing woefully at the barren walls of his cell. Nellie took him in a cup of coffee, then sat on the bunk in the adjoining cell and sipped his coffee as well. “Billy Ray, you could make this easy on yourself and the two of us as well, if you’d give up the hiding place of your two pals. They’re out there free as a bird probably spending some of that loot the three of you stole in Angell and don’t deny it, witnesses got a good look at the three of you. Pretty brazen robbery, I’d say and none of you even wore a bandana to cover your ugly mugs. You killed two people in the bank, you should have probably killed everyone, but thankfully you didn’t.” 

Billy Ray just sat there listening and chewing on a dirty fingernail. “Quinto is out looking for those two cayuses right now, but he’s anxious to do a little carving, like I told you earlier and you should know that’s what Indians do best,” Nellie said with a chuckle.  

“What’s so damn funny?” Billy Ray asked.  

“Oh, just watching you chew that fingernail, made me think, Quinto will be saving you from doing that once he cuts off that finger and who knows how many more?” Nellie watched him visibly shiver at that thought. Nellie continued to badger him. “The last man I saw Quinto arrest, lost his left ear after he and the other fella got in a ruckus and the man simply spit on Quinto. That was a big mistake and that ticked him off bad, just saying.” Then Nellie took his last swallow of coffee and walked out of the cell area. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
-

R.G. EBGLETON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





