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Marshal Jensen had some good news for Marshal Wilson finally.  In order to reduce his sentence a little, the Cimarron Kid told them who he had sold the stolen goods to, and they had recovered many of them, though it didn’t seem that the man who bought them had any real knowledge that they were stolen.  They had also recovered more money than they had stolen, but they were going to try and find everyone who had lost anything if they could and return what had been stolen.  

Marshal Jensen had sent one of his deputies to meet Marshal Wilson about halfway between Santa Fe and Cimarron, because he was too old to be riding long distances as well.  Or at least that was the reason he gave for not going himself. 

Marshal Pat Wilson was happy that he was finally going to be able to return Sally’s pendant and her money to her.  She was making a fair amount as a seamstress, but he thought she was really looking forward to being able to move out on her own.  It wasn’t that she didn’t feel welcome at the Bar W, but with two couples to soon be living there, she felt like a fifth wheel as they say.  He had enjoyed getting to know her when he visited the ranch, but if she lived in town, he might be able to see her more often, and he was finding that he enjoyed that idea, even though he had once professed himself to be a confirmed bachelor.  It now seemed that God might have more  

Though he could have sent one of his deputies to the meet-up as well, he knew that Johnny was busy getting ready for his upcoming wedding.  It seems that there were weddings all around him lately, though he didn’t know what that meant to him for sure.  Justin and Johnny had both found the love of their life, even though neither had been looking.  He knew he certainly had not been looking, though finding a niece that he never knew he had started him thinking about family again, and now she was getting married to Johnny.  Life sure was changing in a hurry.

He had not wanted to be gone for these few days, but it was necessary.  Now, he had met with the deputy, claimed the stolen items to return to Sally, and was on his way back.  He hadn’t yet told Sally the good news, and he looked forward to sharing it with her.  

He was about three hours out of Cimarron when he felt the air of a bullet pass very close to his head just before he heard the crack of a rifle.  He immediately fell to the ground on the side of his horse away from the bullet and did his best to see where the shot had come from, but he couldn’t so he remained on the ground, and no other shot rang out and no one came closer after about thirty minutes, so he finally remounted.

He hoped this was just a random shooting, but somehow, he didn’t think so, which made the question be, Why would anyone want to kill him?  He hadn’t arrested anyone who went to prison in a long time, and he hadn’t heard of anyone that he had being released recently, so who could have it in for him?  

He knew he wasn't going to find out any answers just thinking about it, so he remounted his horse, rode out in the direction the shot had come from, but soon realized he wasn't going find any answers in that direction, so he headed on toward Cimarron, now highly alert for any sign of anyone close by.




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]






Justin Matthews was thinking what a blessed man he was.  Some would call it luck, but as the Ol’ Cowboy had often said, "What people want to pass off as just a random aligning of the stars or fate smiling on us, is really God at work, but people just don’t want to acknowledge Him,”  Sometimes, he wished he could just sit and talk with the Ol' Cowboy again, and listen to his words of wisdom, but he would just have to be satisfied with the memories.

This past year, he had helped bring some rustlers to justice, gotten married, become the co-owner of a ranch, and now Miranda had just informed him that he was going to be a daddy.  So much had changed since he left Alabama to fight on the losing side in a war that cost people too much on both sides.  At least after he met Miranda, even under such horrible circumstances, he had completely had his faith in God restored, which the Ol' Cowboy had started him to understand.  Though they had not spent a lot of time together, it had changed his life forever.

Alabama was a long way off and a long way in his past, and he figured he would never go back there again.  The world had changed a lot since the War, but not so much in other respects, and he figured his thinking about people had changed more than the thinking of those still there had.  He could no longer believe that one person was better than another based on anything, and certainly not the color of their skin.  

Again, thinking back to the Ol’ Cowboy, who had often said, “God does not judge us by what the outside looks like, but by what is in our heart and our relationship to Jesus Christ.”  Even in the church back home, this had not been the attitude, and he wondered if it would ever be any different, no matter what the government said.  Real change would never come from the laws of man but from obedience to God’s law.

For now, though, he could only live by obedience to God through the leadership of the Holy Spirit and treat all people as equal, and though there weren’t many Negro people in New Mexico, there were a lot of Mexican people, and they were treated as being of less value by most white people.  He hoped to set a better example for those around him and certainly for his children when they came along, starting with this first one.  He honestly didn’t think he had treated Juan and Pedro any different than he had Joseph and Mark, but he had the feeling that most of his friends and neighbors didn’t feel the same way.  It is often too easy to speak out against mistreating those that we aren't around while at the same time mistreating those that we are.

He figured that was enough thinking about philosophy for one day, and headed on into town to pick up some supplies and invite the marshal out for supper if he was back in town.  Of course, Johhny was already coming out, not just to eat but to spend a little time with Jennifer as they planned their upcoming wedding.  Justin thought that he wasn’t the only one that God had blessed, even if it all had come out of a tragedy.  He had learned that we cannot allow what is going on in the word to cause us to question God, because He will never fail us.  

Jennifer and Johnny had also been blessed by accepting Jesus Christ as their Savior and Lord and finding love with each other.  He knew that Sally had also been blessed as a result of the outcome of two tragedies in her life, just as Jennifer had.  Yes, he would do his best to never question God again, even if he had drifted back into philosophy once more.
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When he got back to town, Marshal Wilson called his deputies, Johnny and Seth, into the office, since they were both on duty while he was gone.  

“I need to let you know to be on alert.  Someone took a shot at me a little way out of town, and they may have thought they hit me, since I fell off my horse and laid still for a while.  After I felt it was safe to get up, I tried to find any sign of who it was but didn’t find anything.  I don’t know if this was just a personal attack on me, or if it was an attack on any lawman in Cimarron.  I can’t think of anyone who might have a grudge against me, or us, unless it is a friend or some kinfolk of one of the outlaws we recently had to kill.  Anyway, just be aware of what is going on around you for the next few days,” Pat said.

“I am glad whoever it was missed and that you are okay.  I will be more alert, though I like to think I am always pretty aware of what is going on around me.  I owe that to Jennifer,” Johnny replied.

“Yes, we need you around here Marshal, so hopefully we will be able to figure out who it is before he has a chance to try again,” Seth added.

“I guess that is the best that we can do, since I don’t intend to allow anyone to stop me from doing my job, unless they are successful in killing me.  If you two don’t feel the same way and had rather look for some other way to make a living, I would understand,” Pat said.

“No, I knew this job had risks when I took it, and even though Jennifer was not in my life then, we have talked about the risks, and she understands though she may not totally like it.  She knows that someone will always have to do the job, and she learned from what happened to Miranda’s parents that a person may not even be safe in their own home, and if they aren’t, they need good lawmen to find justice for their kinfolks,” Johnny said.

“I am with you as well,” Seth added.

“I know what you mean about being responsible for others now myself, Johnny.  Having just discovered that I have a niece, I hope to be around for a long time to get to know her even better,” Pat replied.  He did not say anything about hoping to get to know Sally better as well, but that had been in his thoughts even as he was falling off his horse after the shot.

“I planned to head out to the Bar W for supper if that is okay,” Johnny said.

“That is okay.  There is really little that we can do at the moment other than keep our eyes and ears open and try to stay safe,” Pat said.

About that time, Justin pulled up to the office.  He had finished loading the supplies and was on his way home, but he wanted to invite Pat out for supper.

“Howdy,” he said.  He couldn't help but think that had been the Ol’ Cowboys greeting and wondered if he had just adapted it from him.  “How is everything going,” he added.

“Well, other than someone taking a shot at the marshal on his way into town, everything is quiet,” Johnny answered.

“Are you okay, Pat.  Do you know who did it?  I want to invite you to supper tonight if you are okay and free to come,” Justin said.

“Yes, whoever it was missed, and I couldn’t find any clue as to who it was, and we can’t think of anyone in particular who it might be.  If Seth is okay patrolling the town by himself for a while, I think I will take you up on the offer.  A good meal and good company might be just what I need at the moment,” Pat answered.

“Good, I will head on back and look forward to seeing Johnny and you soon.  Come on out whenever you can and if you leave soon, you will probably beat me back since this wagon can’t travel as fast as your horses can,” Justin said.

“I think we might just ride along with you.  I don’t know if the person who shot at me was targeting me, lawmen, or just anyone, but we will maybe have more safety traveling together, and then Johhny and I will be together coming back,” Pat said. 

“Well, I guess if ya’ll are ready, we’ll head out,” Justin said.

The trip back was uneventful, so the marshal was praying that the ambush had been just a onetime thing and that whoever had staged it would not be bold enough to try again, but somehow, he felt that wouldn’t be the case, so they would just have to keep their guard up. 
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Billy Knowles had been so certain that he had killed Marshal Wilson that he didn’t go check.  He was going to get revenge for his brother George, who had gone by many assumed names, and even if the marshal hadn’t been the one to pull the trigger that killed him, he felt that since he had been looking for him that he was equally responsible.  It just happened that he had seen the marshal riding into Cimarron at the same time he was, so he figured luck was with him, though it hadn’t been with George.  He figured he was owed a little good luck to make up for George's bad luck.  After all, he figured good and bad luck had to balance out, and nothing could change that, but somehow the marshal had lived.

He figured he should stay out of Cimarron for a few days, since showing up as a stranger just after the marshal had been ambushed might be a big problem, even if they couldn’t prove anything.  He was also thinking about getting a couple of helpers and seeing if he might not be able to make a little money out of the situation as well.  First, he would have to find some willing partners though.  He decided to head to Las Vegas and hang out for a couple of days and see who he could find there as helpers.

He also figured that the marshal and his deputies were probably on alert now, but they couldn’t stay that way forever.  He hoped they would be nervous for whatever time he was away.  He would be relaxing and enjoying himself in the meantime, and that in itself was a little bit of revenge.  He would find that rancher, Justin Matthews. as well, and he would pay for killing Goerge.  He figured he had to have somehow cheated to beat George in a gunfight, so he wouldn’t feel bad if he cheated himself when he found him.

Life had never been easy for George and him, not in Missouri before or after the war.  They had not been slave owners, but they had fought for the South because they knew that they were better than any Negro, and then they had lost and were expected to just suddenly accept that they weren’t.  They had fought on for a while with some others who were unwilling to give up, but finally decided that it was time to start looking out for themselves, so they had robbed a few people, and then George had decided to go west and see if he might fare better, and he would for a while, but usually had to leave where he was and start over as someone else.  He had believed he was too smart to ever be caught, and he was for a few years, but somehow luck had failed him in Cimarron, so when he received word through the grapevine that George had been killed, he decided it was time to head for Cimarron himself and get some revenge for George.

Now, here he was, and his first attempt had failed, but he had nothing but time, so he knew that in the end he would be successful.  He was looking forward to a few days sleeping in a bed and eating a few decent meals, though, not to mention having a few beers and a little whiskey.  Life was too short not to have any enjoyment.  If luck was with him, before long he would have enough money to really enjoy himself and Goerge’s death would be avenged.

So, a couple of days later he rode into Las Vegas and looked for the nearest saloon.  He would begin scouting for a couple of partners, and once he had them, they would ride back toward Cimarron and see if they couldn't begin to tip the odds in their favor by eliminating some lawmen and a certain rancher for good measure.  
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Jennifer was looking forward to seeing Johnny and hoped that her Uncle Pat would be back and would also be able to come to supper.  She knew that he was busy and had been out of town for a few days, but she really did hope he had made it back as he expected to.  Plus, her wedding was only a few days away and she wanted to talk to Johnny and him about it.

Miranda came into the kitchen about that time, and it was getting a little crowded since Sally was also there seeing if Mary needed any help.  Sally had been getting more and more work as a seamstress, and Jennifer thought she was starting to get restless to find a place of her own in town, but she would be missed if she did.  
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