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Dedication 
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This book is dedicated to my Canadian friend, mentor, and sometime traveling compadre, Dave Moreau.  

A cowboy will tell you if he acquires one true friend in his time on earth, he considers himself a blessed man. Dave is that friend. 
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PROLOGUE 
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Klondike Dave was born David Moreau in Granville, British Columbia to Moise and Florence Moreau. When Dave was two years, old his parents moved to the United States so his dad could find work to support a growing family. 

Settling in Montana, Moise found work as a handy man while also attempting to become a rancher. Moise was lucky enough to befriend a couple brothers, who he was able to hire for room and board. 

His mother did sewing in their home, so she could take care of her growing family. Shortly after moving to Montana, she had a little girl they named Barbara. But, Moise wasn’t happy. He longed to find gold, like he had read about, and for his Canadian home. He finally succumbed to the draw to return home. So, on a cold, winter day, Moise kissed his family goodbye like he always did, except this time he wouldn’t come home. 

Later on, when Dave was older and his profession brought him back into Canada, he looked for his dad. Dave trailed him all the way to a small town named Kamloops, B. C. Here the trail grows cold. 

He found a woman named Amanda who knew his father. She told Dave his dad had taken off to the Yukon in search of gold over ten years ago and had never returned or contacted her. Seems he had continued on searching for gold, which he had started to do before leaving Montana. Some say a grizzly got him. Some say, his bones are laying in a crevasse where he died from a fall. To Dave, his long search ended here. 

The one thing to come out of his search was, he’d fallen in love with the home he couldn’t even remember. 

Dave had befriended a big man wearing a red uniform, his first association with the Northwest Mounted Police, and a Mountie named Jacques. Jacques Thorston and Dave quickly bonded and Jacques got him a position as a Mountie with the Northwest Mounted Police (NWMP). 

Once a Mountie, their trails seldom passed, but when they did, hours would be spent in conversation about their adventures chasing down the bad guys. It was on one of these times together that Jacques gave Dave the nickname, Klondike Dave. 

Dave loved nothing more than to be on horseback, in the cold, snow filled, winter days and nights, when the fugitive he was tracking would be snuggled down, next to a campfire, half frozen to death, making his movements slow and labored, giving Klondike Dave the advantage. 

The thing which bothered Klondike was the fact of not being allowed to cross borders into the US, even if you were tracking an outlaw or murderer. 

One thing his mother had done was to make sure he got an education and US citizenship. Back in the 1800’s, citizenship was fairly easy to obtain. Submit paperwork to one of the courts and it was granted. 

Florence applied for citizenship for the whole family through the probate court in Virginia City, Montana where they settled in when coming to the USA. 

Citizenship, although giving Klondike the right to cross its borders, didn’t give him jurisdiction when chasing an outlaw if he had crossed its borders. What Klondike would do in these cases, was to simply change out of his red uniform into the dress of the day, and become one of the most feared bounty hunters in the northwest. 

In Canada, Klondike Dave was at the top of his profession, always bringing in the bad guys, bringing honor to the red uniform he wore. That would all be left behind when he crossed the border into the USA. Here, he would strap on matching Smith & Wessons Model #3, such as Wyatt Earp was believed to have used at the OK Corral in Tombstone, Arizona, and become the feared bounty hunter, Montana Moreau. 

Montana Moreau always had a story to tell why his bounties always turned up dead. Whether he was wanted for stealing or murder, made no difference to him. If the bounty was $50.00 or $500.00 dollars. If the poster read armed and dangerous, he was a dead man. 

Most all of the towns along the border loved him. Montana Moreau would spend his money and help out those he heard about who were having a rough go at it. Those single moms with children would often find an envelope with a few dollars in it, stuck between their front screened door, and his ma could always find one in hers. Montana Moreau, never forgetting his mom’s struggle’s as a single mom, raising two small kids by herself. Klondike Dave would do the same in Canada, but as a highly looked upon, dressed in red, (NWMP). Those who received money knew where it came from, and were grateful. 

And a Legend started. 

North-West Mounted Police 

(NWMP) 

The North-West Mounted Police was established in 1883, and became known simply as NWMP. The NWMP was needed in the most northwestern parts of Canada to perform all manors of task. Anywhere from military duties to local judicial ones, these became the duties of the NWMP. They helped in the construction of the Canadian Pacific Railway, which required them to help with the relocating of many towns along its route. 

As with any law enforcement organizations, the NWMP had their good days and their bad days. Their bad days generating more press than their good days did. 

The Canadian Northwest Territories were vast. From the ice-cold regions of the far north to the plains, to its southern border, they were required to establish Canadian law throughout the territory. The NWMP adapted the red uniform as a continuation of its heritage.  

The NWMP would go through many changes over the years, gaining the title of Royal North-West Mounted Police, until their merger, and became part of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police (RCMP). 

For an in-depth look into the NWMP’s history, go to your favorite history source.  

There are many books and films about their history.  
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Not much is known about Dave Moreau ‘til his 17tn birthday on August 12, 1882. On that day, four men rode onto his and his mom’s homestead with no good on their minds. Dave was on the front porch of their ranch when the four rode up, and he recognized them immediately. 

While he and his ma were in town yesterday, Dave had taken part in a confrontation between the sheriff and the four, and seeing this would be leading to something more serious, he, along with several others, had stepped up and stood next to Gary Peters, who was their sheriff. The town of Little Rock, Montana was a tight-knit one and folk had a tendency to look after one another, especially in times of need, like right now. 

Dave wasn’t much good with a gun, but wasn’t going to stand by and not help out the sheriff, even though it looked like gunplay was about to take place. But, some of the other townsfolk had also witnessed this, and before you knew it, there were ten men standing tall next to Gary. 

‘If I get out of this alive, I’m gonna learn how to shoot,’ was the thought going through young Dave’s mind as he stood there with the others. 

The four strangers, now being faced with odds in the sheriff’s favor and not theirs, like it had been a minute before, looked at each other, then turned and walked away with Gary telling them to leave town and not to return. Several minutes later, they were saddled up, and did just that. There was no speaking, and those who stood there moments before went back to what they had been doing a minute ago. The scene already forgotten.  

“That was a close one, Sheriff,” said Dave, still standing in the street, shoulder to shoulder with Gary, watching the four ride out. 

“Kinda young, ain’t ya, Dave to be wearing a gun?” Gary said with a playful tone to his voice and a loud pat on his back. “Let’s go on over to Mildred’s and get us a cold Sarsaparilla.”  

“Sounds good, Sheriff. Right behind you.” Dave had to pick-up his step, as the sheriff was already gone. 

Dave liked Sheriff Peters. He had taken a liking to his ma, and lately, had been out to their ranch for supper on several occasions. 

“So, who were those men, Sheriff?” Dave asked. There was something exciting about what had taken place, and the young Dave liked the feeling. 

Before the sheriff had a chance answer, two cold Sarsaparilla’s were set before them. Sheriff Peters took a long drink of his before he started to answer Dave’s question. 

“Don’t rightly know for sure,” Gary started to tell him. “But I think they might be those Red Rock Bandits whose been robbing stagecoaches and cattle rustling down in Nevada. Might have a wanted poster on them back at the office.” 

“What exactly was going on out there?” asked Dave, his voice excited, waiting for the answer. 

“They saw me and I guess decided today might be the day to go from stage robbing and rustling to killing a sheriff.”  

“Well, we all stopped that from happening,” said Dave, smacking his lips after a long swig off his drink.  

“You know, Sheriff. You need to come out to the ranch more often,” Dave told Gary. “It’s nice to see ma laughing again, and when she’s around you, that’s all she does.” 

Dave had a sneaking suspicion there was something going on between the sheriff and his ma. Why else had he been out to the ranch so often? 

“I’m glad to hear that,” Gary started telling him. “It’s no secret I like your mom, and we do have plans we want to talk to you about.” 

“Great! Tomorrow is my birthday. Why don’t you come out for supper, than we all can talk. There’s something I want to talk to you about also.” 

Dave was hoping he could get Gary to teach him how to use a gun. He had started practicing lately, but wasn’t much good at hitting anything and he knew it. Turning seventeen the next day, Dave figured it was time he learned. 

‘I hope the sheriff can show me how to draw fast, but more important, how to hit what I’m aiming at.’ These were the thoughts Dave was having riding home that day. 

Putting the few items his mother had him pick up in town on the kitchen table, Dave was all smiles and his mother noticed that about him. 

“Okay,” she finally said. “What kind of trouble have you gotten yourself into now?” 

The next few minutes were spent with Dave telling her all that had taken place while he was in town. So excited was he still, he couldn’t even sit down, and paced the kitchen as he spoke. 

Florence was furious with her son, and getting more-so as he retold his story. “What were you thinking?” she shouted out, much to Dave’s surprise. “What was Sheriff Peter’s thinking?” was her next shout-out. 

“You can ask him that tomorrow at suppertime,” he told her, wearing a big grin on his face. 

“What do you mean?” she fired back at him. 

“Well, tomorrow is my seventeenth birthday and I invited him out for supper,” he told her, his grin even bigger as he watched his ma’s reaction. “He told me that was good, because he and you, had something to talk with me and sis about,” his voice questioning. “I know you’ve been out with him on several occasions,” he confessed to knowing. 

“Did he tell you anything at all?” she asked her son. 

“Nope. He just said you both had something to talk with me about,” Dave repeated, and finished with, “Is that an apple pie I’m catching a whiff of?” 

“Sure is, son. Tomorrow being your birthday, I figured I’d bake you your favorite.” ‘It’s Sheriff Peter’s also,’ Florence said to herself. She knew exactly what Gary wanted to talk to Dave about. 

“Sheriff Peters wants to marry me and wants your blessings,” she blurted out. Dave saw his mom’s excitement and it sent warm chills thru his body. It had been years since Dave had seen his mother like she was right now. 

“That’s fantastic, Ma,” Dave told her. 

This would be okay with Dave. For the past year he had been wanting to leave, thinking he might want to go to Canada where he was born and where he knew his pa went when he left them. When he was old enough to understand the hardships his ma went through raising the two of them, he made his ma a secret promise to someday find him and kill him, but couldn’t leave her alone without knowing she would be safe. Another reason for wanting to know how to use a gun was to be able to make a living. 

He had also seen, and read, those wanted posters nailed up on the board hanging in front of the sheriff’s office and the reward money offered for some of them. Some, more money than he had ever heard of. 

“Just one of these could bring in enough money to live off for several months,” he would say aloud, sitting there with sweat running down his face and seeing in his mind capturing one of them. 

“Son?” Dave’s mom’s voice brought him out of his thoughts. 

“Have you told Barbara yet?” he asked, shaking his head clear. 

“No, I haven’t. I was waiting to tell you both tomorrow,” his mom told him. 

Letting the cat out of the bag, Dave confessed he and Barbara had spoken about her, and they liked Sheriff Peters. 

“Was it that obvious?” she asked, surprised with what her son just told her. 

“Only in a good way,” he told her. Then, with a bigger smile on his face, said, “I know apple pie in the sheriff’s favorite also!” 

Florence broke out in laughter. Dave was so unlike his father had been. He was observant to everything going on around him, whether in the home or in town it didn’t matter, he was aware of it. And now this. But she had to admit, neither she, nor Sheriff Peters had tried to hide their growing friendship. It should have been pretty apparent to her, someone like her son would easily pickup on their growing fondness for each other. 

Taking his old Colt from its holster and waving it around, Dave asked his mom, “Do you think Sheriff Peter’s will show me how to shoot one of these?”  

This wasn’t the first time he had asked her that question, especially after he had been out back practicing.  

“Why do you need to know how to shoot one of those for?” she asked, never getting an answer from him. 

“I told you what happened in town today. As I stood there next to the sheriff, it came to me, I don’t really know how to shoot, so what happens if a shootout did start?’ 

“Well, it didn’t,” she told him. 

“But it could have. What then? Or for that matter, any time?” Dave questioned his mother. 

‘Dave had a point,’ she told herself. Florence saw how much the town had grown just in the past year. With growth there was more chance of outlaws coming into town. ‘Today was a perfect example of that happening, and it did. I should learn how to shoot also,’ she thought. 

“Times are changing, Ma. Town’s growing. I’m getting older and so is Barbara. I need to find a job and I have to know how to protect myself, and those around me.” 

Hearing her son talk like he was, scared her some. 

She had laid in bed at night, wide awake, not being able to sleep, because this same thing was on her mind, so she taught herself how to shoot. Something she never told her son. Tomorrow, she would tell both her son and the sheriff about the four men she had driven off their ranch. 

When her husband left, he gave no thought to their wellbeing, leaving her to fend for the children, and she had. But now, as Dave reminded her, times were changing. 

“I’m pretty sure if you were to ask Gary he would,” she told him. 

Dave couldn’t wait till tomorrow. With that thought, the Colt he was holding became a lot lighter in his hand. Lowering it into the well-oiled holster, Dave had a vision of the last wanted poster he looked at. Two hundred dollars, he read. Josh Tanner was wanted for bank robbery and murder, in Wyoming. 

Standing in the kitchen, Dave decided once he could shoot, he would become a bounty hunter. ‘Maybe I’ll start off a little bit slower,’ was his last thought before sitting down to eat.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2 

[image: ]




To Dave, waking up at seventeen felt no different than waking up at sixteen had been. The only difference was that today he hoped Sheriff Peters would teach him how to shoot. 

Happy Birthdays were exchanged between mother and sister, and already the smell of apple pie baking filled the room, which drew a knowing smile between mother and son. 

The first, and most important thing on Dave’s mind that morning, was to go into town, and pick up a box of bullets, then stop in to see the sheriff and to look at some of the wanted posters on the board hanging on the front of his office. And of course, stopping by to see Connie. 

“Maybe I’ll ask the sheriff about bounty hunting also,” Dave said to his horse Ben, as he rode into town.  

Dave, not having many friends as he grew up, his friends became the animals he owned, especially Ben, who he had received from Teddy, the livery stable owner, and close friend, on his twelfth birthday. 

Teddy was like an uncle, having met him years ago when he used to clean out his stables. Back then, Teddy would pay him for doing them. Today, he continued, but not for pay. 

Ben, it turned out, was an animal Teddy had taken in for some shoeing he had done on some horses belonging to ole man Barlow. That was ole man Barlow’s way. He would always find something to barter with whenever he needed anything for the farm. Dave had just lost his horse, so Teddy gave him Ben. Dave found no need to change his name, so he stuck with Ben. 

“What do you think, Ben?” Dave asked his mount, with a solid slap on his neck. “Today’s my seventeenth birthday and your birthday, too. I’ve had you now for five years.”  

Ben nickered and turned his head and looked over his shoulder at Dave, as if he understood what had just been said to him. 

“What do you think, Ben? You feel like going to bounty hunting with me?” Dave asked Ben, with a big ole smile on his face. 

As Dave rode, his thoughts were only on the money he could be making if he did take up bounty hunting, and should have been paying attention to the trail he was traveling. Suddenly, he found himself being lifted off his saddle, landing with a solid “thump” on his back-side, and in a cloud of dust on the hard packed trail. 

“What the h... happened?” he said out-loud, his mind in a state of shock. 

Picking himself up off the hard dirt and brushing himself off, Dave saw the over-hung tree limb that Ben had walked under, which had caught him right across his mid-section, lifting him from his saddle. 

After dusting himself off, Dave simply stepped back aboard Ben and continued his ride into town. 

“You, and me are gonna make a lot of money,” he told Ben as they rode on. 

Entering town, Dave nudged Ben towards the sheriff’s office. 

Big Ears, the name everyone called the big black dog lying on the boardwalk next to the sheriff’s door, gave a deep throated growl as he approached. 

“It’s me, Big Ears,” Dave told him, tossing him a morsel of meat from last night’s supper table. Dave had planned ahead. Knowing he would encounter Big Ears; he had brought the meat just for the occasion.  

Stepping past the dog, Dave opened the door and stepped through. The smell of boiling coffee filled the room and invaded his nose. 

“Morning, Dave,” were the sheriff’s first words as he entered. “Birthday greetings to ya,” were his next. 

“Why thanks, Sheriff. Mind if I get a coffee?” 

“I guess, seeing you’re seventeen today, you’re old enough,” he said with a grin. 

“Been drinking coffee since I was twelve,” Dave told Sheriff Peters. 

“Go ahead and pour. What brings you to town so early? Don’t suppose it’s that little filly working over at Sally’s by the name of Connie, is it?” 

Dave noticed the playfulness in his voice. 

It wasn’t a secret around town that he was sweet on Connie. Had been for a couple of years now, but she either didn’t like him, or was playing hard to get. 

“What is it about girl’s, Sheriff, I don’t understand,” he asked? 

“You’ll learn in time. Until you do, just keep them interested by stopping in, talking to them, and take a liking to the things they enjoy.” 

“I’ll remember that. You still coming out to the ranch this evening?” Dave asked. 

“I’m planning on it.” 

“Good. Can I ask you something?” 

“Sure, Dave. You can ask me anything. What’s on your mind?”  

“Will you teach me to shoot? I can draw pretty fast, but can’t hit nothing,” Dave told him. 

“Be happy to,” Sheriff Peters answered. 

“Also, can you tell me something about bounty hunting? I’ve seen some of the wanted posters hung up with rewards on their heads. Looks mighty tempting,” he said to the sheriff. “Teddy told me a little about bounty hunting. Sounds interesting, and a good way to make money.” 

“Let me refresh that coffee. You go out front and bring in a couple of those posters, then we’ll talk.”  

Dave almost tripped over his own feet as he jumped up and headed for the door, opening it so quickly he startled Big Ears, who had been sleeping in front of it. 

“What’s your interest in bounty hunting, Dave?” Sheriff Peters asked when the boy returned holding a couple of the posters in his arms. 

“Well, Sheriff, a fella can make a year’s pay just by finding one or two of these guys,” Dave answered. “I could take real good care of my ma and sis.” 

“Bounty hunting isn’t all that easy, Dave. If it was, there would be more bounty hunters out there, but there’s not that many,” Gary started in telling him. 

Over the next hour, and another pot of coffee, Sheriff Peters told the young Dave all he knew. 

“Well, Dave, I have to make myself seen around town. It’s getting late. I’ll see you this evening,” he told him. 

Dave couldn’t get the excitement out of his system. Bounty hunting sounded like something he was going to do, just as soon as he learned to hit something. 

After picking up a half a box of shells, Dave stopped in to see Connie. “You’re looking mighty pretty this morning,” he told her.  

Connie did give him a big smile as she sat his usual Sarsaparilla before him. She had spotted him walking towards the café and was ready with his drink when he entered. 

“Happy Birthday,” she told him, which brought redness to his cheeks. 

“Why thank you, Connie,” he returned her smile, his cheeks getting redder. “Would you like to come for a visit at my house tonight?” he asked. “Ma is baking me my birthday pie, and the sheriff is coming out also.” 

“I’d like to come for pie,” she told him, leaving him speechless for a moment.  

‘Be cool and don’t make a fool of yourself. Stay calm,’ he told himself. 

“I have a wagon and will come to pick you up, if you’d like me to,” he told her once he could speak. “Six o’clock okay?” 

“Six o’clock will be just fine,” she told him, smiling to herself while watching him squirm some in his chair. 

‘Walking down the street with his shells and knowing he was going to learn how to shoot, along with picking Connie up later, and his favorite pie. Well, that had the makings of a fantastic birthday,’ thought Dave. 

Walking in the house, he told his mom about asking Connie to come out and she noticed he couldn’t stop smiling as he did. 

Florence was happy to learn the sheriff would teach him how to shoot. He needed to know. She had watched him poke around the ranch since his sixteenth birthday and knew he was getting restless about something. She’d seen something in his eyes whenever she was around him, while he was in a dreaming state, and they would talk. Dave would talk, she would listen. Listening to her son speak, at these times, was like him reading from the pages in a book, his voice portraying his heart’s longing. 

Florence knew he wanted to find his pa and wouldn’t be happy ‘til he did. He wanted to know why he had never come back home. Why did he leave him, his son? Dave also wanted to visit the land of his birth, and over the past year, had read everything he could get his hands on in regards to Canada, and often spoke about it, showing her pictures from the books. 

And now, over the past few days with his birthday fastly approaching, his talk of bounty hunting and leaving once again, seemed like all they talked about around the supper table lately 

Florence wasn’t going to stop her son. If he wanted to go, then so be it. She would give him the few dollars she had for his travels and wish him well. 

‘Dave can take care of himself, always could,’ her thoughts told her.  

Florence had heard the talk around town concerning feelings he was having for Connie, and hoped this might make him want to stay and put the thoughts he was having about leaving away, but she knew that would probably not happen. 

Having Connie and Gary out was a comfort to her. 

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! barked Dave’s new Smith & Wesson Model #3. 

Not only had Sheriff Peters arrived, he had given Dave a birthday present- the Smith & Wesson he was shooting right now, along with a box of shells, so he could have something to shoot during his schooling. He imagined Dave as his own son. 

The Smith & Wesson had a different feel to it than his old Colt had, but it fit his holster mighty fine. Within the next half hour, Dave wasn’t only using his quick draw, but was hitting what he aimed at.  

It hadn’t taken Sheriff Peters long before he saw what Dave was doing wrong, and as soon as Dave made the corrections, tin cans were flying everywhere. 

“Slow your draw done just a little,” Sheriff Peters told him. “Also, turn your body to the side, so you don’t give your opponents such a large target. This will also align your shooting hand to become a more accurate pointer.” 

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! his Smith & Wesson barked again, leaving him standing in a huge cloud of grayish-white smoke, and chocking on the acidy odor it put into the air. 

Once the cloud had cleared, the fruits of his labor was plain to see. The three tin cans were no longer atop the fence rail, but scattered on the ground, each sporting a bullet hole. 

“Nice shooting,” he heard a female voice say from behind him. 

Turning, he saw that Connie and his ma had come outside to watch him shoot, and had witnessed his last shootout. Smiling, he knew he had done well. His draw was quick, his lead accurate. 

Dave knew, with a little practice, he would only become smoother, and not so ridged.  

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! This time it was Sheriff Peter’s revolver that spoke, and the three cans now had two bullet holes in each one. 

He could watch Sheriff Peters draw all day. His actions second to none, just like it was natural. 

Florence stood there watching her son as he drew and fired again, and the look on his face whenever he hit the tin can, she would always remember. 
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