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Prologue 
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It is said that ten Indians with a good leader is a force to be dealt with, so when word got out that a small band of mixed breed Indians, led by a young warrior who was given the name of Many Lives, had attacked the Cooper homestead and savagely slaughtered its occupants, US Marshal Harry Finch was assigned the job to track him and his band of redskins down and bring them to justice.  

Remembering an earlier associate who he had teamed up with was from Nebraska, Harry contacted the now, US Marshal Conrad Johnson who was delighted to have the chance to work with Harry once again. 

Because of Harry’s recommendations, Conrad was promoted to US Marshal and was given his own territory to be in charge over. He was well liked in the organization having proven himself over and over again as a top notch Marshal. 

Being from Nebraska, he had kept up as much as he could on the conflict between the settlers and the Indians and the involvement of the military. 

Many battles were fought in the Nebraska Territories which became known as the Great Sioux Wars. It saddened Conrad whenever he received news of those battles, even though he had been gone from that area for years, he considered it still to be his home. 

And now, years later, he was going back and joining who he considered to be his mentor, Conrad figured it didn’t get much better than that. 

Boarding the train, Conrad would be in Omaha in one and a half days to meet Harry there and he was looking forward to it. 

Meanwhile, Many Lives was sitting around a campfire with his braves. They were celebrating the successful raid on yet another settler's homestead, as a matter of fact one of the daughters was in their company, having been abducted in the raid. It was a typical practice to kill off the men folk and take their women to use until they all tired of them, then they would be killed. 

Up until now, no soldiers had been able to capture Many Lives and his renegade followers. They had been close to capture on many occasions, but always managed to elude the soldiers and seemingly disappear into thin air, so the name Many Lives was given to this young Cheyenne brave. 

Many Lives had vowed to never be captured alive and to kill as many of the white settlers as possible for taking their land and breaking all treaty agreements his father had once made with the government leaders. 

Harry and Conrad’s skills would be put to a test as they hunted down the elusive Many Lives and his band of RENEGADES.... 
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Chapter 1 
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Harry was disturbed by the telegram he had received advising him of the massacre of the Cooper family by the band of renegade Indians led by the young brave who had been nick-named Many Lives. 

They were a band of savages who had sworn never to be captured alive, and the Nebraska landscape was littered with dead soldiers and settlers to confirm that statement. 

Many Lives, whose father was a chief of a small band of prairie Cheyenne Indians, wanted nothing more than to live on the land in peace with the white man, hunt some buffalo, and live out their existence bothering no one. 

Many Lives had gone hunting with several of the younger braves the day their village was raided by the soldiers and everyone was killed including his father, mother, women and children. It made no difference to the white soldiers, that day. 

They had done nothing to provoke this slaughter, but that was also true in several of the Indian village slaughters carried out by the government soldiers as they tried to control the Indians and take their land. 

The settlers wanted the rich soil for themselves as they settled the land. They were headed to California to settle this free land the US Government staked them in return for occupying the land and making it productive. The only problem being, it wasn’t the government's land to give away. It was land belonging to the Native Americans and they weren’t going to up and leave it without a fight. 

The Battle of the Little Big Horn or Custer’s Last Stand had taken place the year before Conrad and Harry were given the task of capturing one of the braves who had taken part in that battle. Many Lives had sat in the council of Sitting Bull, Two Moons, White Bull, Crazy Horse, and Chief Gall before that battle took place. 

Many Lives was accustomed to the fight and had many scars to show for it. On several occasions, he had gone hand to hand with the foot soldiers who had been sent to capture him. Several times he walked away wounded but alive, leaving several soldiers lying dead with their hair attached to the cross the chest, ammo belts he had taken off one of those he had killed. Although he didn’t use the white man’s noise makers, as he preferred his trusted bow and arrow. 

Next to Many Lives was his brother Twisted Knee. 

Twisted Knee was given the name from his youth having been thrown from a horse and landed on his knee which twisted up behind his back, never healing properly so that he walked with a limp. Twisted Knee was a fine warrior as were the others who rode with Many Lives. 

As the tribes of the prairies surrendered to the white soldiers and settled on reservations, Many Lives and his warriors refused to give up and succumb to the White Man’s ways. They chose to be defiant and fight back, not only against the soldiers, but also those settlers who stole their land. What had started out as a band of warriors who raided, burned, and raped the settler’s womenfolk, had long since escalated into killing them and removing their scalps, a practice that was not highly looked upon by the white folks. 

Many Lives had fought alongside many great chiefs in the past and had learned to be elusive and could cover his tracks, or expose them to lure you into a trap, which he would spring with great success. He had many scars to show for the fifty-seven scalps he wore tied to his ammo belts. Some say they captured any bullets that entered them preventing anyone from killing him. 

Many Lives was convinced he couldn’t be killed by any white man’s bullets which made him a much more deadly Indian. He was shot at least seven times by the white soldier’s bullets at The Battle of the Little Big Horn. Given these stories, the band of renegades who rode with him were sure they had the same protection and became just as fearless as he was. Whatever this band of renegades did, they enjoyed much success and had never lost a life. 

Many Lives had also been blessed at birth with the symbol of the Great Clan Bear who was said to have lived amongst his ancient relatives and continued to dwell with them today. One day when Many Lives was in his youth, he met up face to face with the Great Clan Bear and stared him down. Finally winning out on the staring contest, the bear turned and went back up the trail it had come in on. 

Many Lives told this story on many occasions while sitting around the campfire with his band of braves and each time he told it, he grew in stature until he towered over the bear. Not only were these stories told by Many Lives to his braves, but by the settlers who would recant them around the dinner table or read about them in the local paper. 

The Nebraska plains that Many Lives called home is where he knew the lay of the land well. No matter how many soldiers were sent after him, they couldn’t capture the elusive Many Lives. 

US Marshal Harry Finch was now on the way to Omaha in his private train car to meet up with fellow US Marshal Conrad Johnson and to bring down this savage Indian band along with its leader, Many Lives. 

It will be good seeing Conrad again, were Harry’s thoughts as he sat in his private rail car drinking his second pot of coffee and being rocked to and fro as the train made its way to Omaha. His old train car he had in Washington DC had been signed out to another marshal. This private car was brand new and was furnished with all the latest equipment, including his own telegraph key and it had electric lighting which could be connected wherever there was electric power available. 

This was Harry’s home away from home and it was equipped with all other luxuries. Leather was his choice for all seating. It had its own outhouse built in and with a window which could be opened for ventilation. Special undercarriage springs made for a more comfortable ride and reduced the noise generated by the metal wheels traveling over the railroad track joints. 

Harry had only been involved in the capture of one other Indian, and now, as he sat in his private train car, his thoughts went back to those days on the trail of the elusive Mika. 

Mika was a Sioux whose name stood for “raccoon.” He was called this because he would paint large, black circles around his eyes for battle, which resembled the eyes of a raccoon. It had taken Harry two months of tracking him before he was captured. Harry had been so close to him on several occasions, but he eluded capture for a long time. 

A tradition Harry had picked up from his father was to secure an item from every case he worked on. It was this thought that made him look at the windowed case mounted on the wall of his train car. Inside were items he took from every case that would remind him of that capture. 

He spied the long, cylindrical shaft sporting four black crow's feathers attached to one end. At the other was a pointed arrowhead made of flint. This arrow had whizzed past his head and embedded itself in the tree just over his shoulder. Harry now looked at that arrow as a reminder just how close to death he had come at the hand of a savage Indian, and now, he was going after another. Harry also remembered, it was this arrow that lead him to the capture of Mika. 

Just as the arrow whizzed past his head, he turned to see the Indian who had delivered it and where he was located. Harry would go to the same spot and look for any clue there he might find to help him track down this Indian who eluded him. Inspecting the area, Harry noticed one of the horse tracks bore shoes. This was something you didn’t normally see on an Indian pony. What stood out on this set of horse prints was, there were only three horse shoe prints. One of the shoes was missing. 

As often as prints would cross on the trail, he was able to track this one set and capture Mika. Harry considered himself lucky in this capture, although it was good observation that lead to it. 

If the stories were true concerning Many Lives, I had best be on my toes one-hundred percent of the time until I capture him, were his thoughts. 

To see someone wearing fifty-seven scalps tied around their chest must be something to witness and he tried to visualize what that would look like. 

As the train crossed the Nebraska plains, Harry notice several Indians on horseback from time to time, and wondered if any one of them might have been this Indian known as Many Lives. 

Looking through his field glasses, he hadn’t noticed any of them sporting a large mass of hair in the vicinity of their chest, so he guessed not. He wondered how he would feel and react to someone wanting to take his land and then doing just that, knowing they would kill you and your family to do so. 

In good faith they signed a peace treaty, then those who proposed them, broke them. To watch as the settlers in their wagon trains, make sport in seeing how many buffalo they could shoot, or for that matter, how many Indians they could shoot as target practice anytime they would be seen. 

I’m afraid I would be doing just what the Indians are doing, Harry thought, looking out the window at the plains as he traveled through it. 

There is plenty of land. Harry thought, looking out as far as his eyes could see. It would probably take a person on horseback a good week to cover the land he was seeing. For the first time since joining the US Marshals, Harry questioned how his assignment was going to impact a whole civilization of people. 

Many Lives and his band of renegades were just about the last of the Indian hold-outs. They were the few who refused to surrender their weapons and move to a reservation, which was the poorest land the US Government had set aside for them to live on. The reservation that these Nebraska Indian tribes were being moved into wasn’t even in Nebraska, but Florida. A land they weren’t even familiar with. 

Since the battle of the Little Big Horn and the massacre of General George Armstrong Custer, the government had taken an even more hostile approach with the Indian tribes who refused to move onto the reservations. The victory enjoyed by the Indian that day would be short lived and the last one they would celebrate. 

The US Army would increase in numbers. Rounding up all those and moving them onto reservations, those refusing were killed, no questions asked. Small bands of renegade Indians such as the one Many Lives headed up, were tracked down and captured or destroyed. 

Many Lives had succeeded in frustrating the whole US Army. They had become weary of the chase, but knew Many Lives needed to be captured. He had been given many opportunities to surrender, his answer was to claim another scalp or two. 

Sitting there staring out the window, all these thoughts were being tossed around inside Harry's head. Although his assignment to capture Many Lives was an important one, it wouldn’t end the Indian Wars like he thought it would. It would be another twenty years or so and would end with the Battle of Sugar Point in Leech Lake, Minnesota on October 5, 1898. 

The war might not end with his capture, but a lot of settler’s lives would be spared. The raiding on the settlers had escalated and there were never any survivors to identify those responsible. What was common with all of the settlers who had been killed was there were some Indian arrows found that bore the same likeness, giving proof it was the same band of Indian warriors who conducted the raids. 

Harry held two in his hands that had been sent to him when he was given this assignment. The arrows he held, were several inches longer than most Indian arrows. All had three red circles painted around the center, and three long tail feathers that were from the large scavenger birds known as buzzards or vultures. It was a bird common to the western plains. The arrows length along with the long tail feathers would increase the arrows flight and accuracy. 

Most settlers were not gunmen, and even though they had rifles and pistols, they probably couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn, so the further away the Indian could be when attacking the better. 

I wonder why Many Lives and his small band of renegades didn’t use rifles. A thought going through Harry's mind, although as deadly as Many Lives was with a bow, he didn’t have to use a rifle. His attacks could be carried out in complete silence if he chose. It would be interesting to hear Conrad’s take on this. 
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