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CHAPTER ONE  
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Orville, Half Loaf, and myself, were getting ready to leave Velvet Sky, Arizona Territories. We were at my uncle's ranch when I received a telegram from the mayor of Angry Orchard, Colorado Territories. You are needed in Angry Orchard, Colorado Territory. There is a group of four men terrorizing our town. We heard about you from my brother in Windy Butte, New Mexico Territory. He said that you had helped them with a similar problem. We are willing to compensate you for your time if you could see your way clear to help us. Please, if you can, come at once. Cordially yours, C.D. Watkins, Mayor.  

We talked it over and decided that I should go ahead by stagecoach. I could get there a lot faster than if I traveled with them.  

I do wish I could have spent more time with my uncle. I just met him, and I was enjoying visiting with him and his family. However, this telegram changed all that. I was needed elsewhere because someone was in trouble.  

We decided that Orville and Half Loaf would come later with the buckboard, and bring Sugar, my Appaloosa. I could travel there in a week's time if I went by stagecoach. Traveling twenty miles a day in the buckboard would take a month to get there. If the town needed help against these hooligans, then I needed to get there as soon as possible.  

We left my uncle's ranch and went into Velvet Sky. I would catch the stagecoach there, so I gathered what little belongings I had, rolled up my holster and gun, packed them in my haversack, and waited for the stage to arrive.  

The stage line clerk said it should arrive in about half an hour. I asked the clerk some things about the stage, and he explained that about every fifty miles it would stop at a relay station or home station to change out the horses and get something to eat. You would have as long as it took to change the horses to eat your meal.  

He pointed to a poster on the wall. “Maybe, you'd better read that poster,” he said. 

The poster read: YOU WILL BE TRAVELING THROUGH INDIAN COUNTRY AND THE SAFETY OF YOUR PERSON CANNOT BE VOUCHSAFED BY ANYONE BUT GOD. 

“Interesting,” I said. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
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I suggested that we go to Big Gertie's Cafe and get some of the iced tea that we had before. We walked up the street to Gertie's place and sat at the same table as before. Half Loaf was excited about getting to see Polly again. He had met with her after she got off work the last time we were here.  

This time a different young lady came to our table and asked, “What will it be Gentlemen?” 

Before I could say anything, Half Loaf asked, “Where is Polly?” 

“She isn't here anymore. She left to go to New York, to sing in the Opera,” she answered. 

“Oh, I am so happy for her,” exclaimed Half Loaf. “However, I do wish I could have told her goodbye.” 

“We gonna order or not?” Asked Orville. “That stage will be here any minute now.” 

“We'll have three classes of iced tea,” I said. 

She returned with three tall glasses, filled to the brim with tea and chopped ice. 

“That really hits the spot,” said Orville. 

“I’ve never ridden in a stagecoach before,” I said. 

Orville said, “Nothing to it. It's jest like riding in a wagon cept’n yer riding inside a box.”  

“It has been almost half an hour,” said Half Loaf. 

[image: 00004.jpeg]“I reckon we better get back to the stage office,” I said. We walked back to the stage office, stepped up onto the boardwalk, and sat down on the bench in front of the office. 

Half Loaf said, “I wish I was coming with you Jed.” 

“Orville is going to need your help on the trip,” I told him.  

There was a loud noise coming from the edge of town. We stood up and saw a stagecoach rushing around the corner of Main Street. “Well, it won’t be long now.” 

Half Loaf asked, “Is he going to stop?” 

Just then the driver pulled back hard on the reins, and hollered, “WHOA!” He was a big barrel-chested guy, wearing a steel-gray shirt, brown trousers, and a large sweat-stained hat. He sported a raven black handlebar mustache. When he looked at you it was like he was looking all the way through you. His voice was very rough and loud. 

“Everybody out, that's gittin’ out. We'll be pulling out in ten minutes.”  

“I will see you two rascals in a month or so.” 

We embraced as if we would never see one another again. 

“All aboard! All those that are gittin aboard,” shouted the driver. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
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I climbed inside the coach and placed my haversack on my knees. There was room for six passengers, with one bench seat facing forward, and one facing the rear. The seats were so crowded our knees kept bumping into one another. There were four other passengers inside, three men and a woman. The men wore suits, and one had what looked to be a doctor's satchel. One of the others looked like a cattle buyer, and the third one looked like a cowboy. The woman was an elderly lady wearing a yellow and blue dress. Her hands firmly clutched a pink reticule, and she had wavy steel-gray hair. She was wearing a bright yellow hat with a feather on top, and every time the coach hit a bump that feather did a little dance.  

The cowboy was asleep, and kept bumping the lady every time the coach hit a bump. 

The second man was chunky, had a square face, and short curly hair. He was dressed in a tan jacket, brown pants, and black boots. He had a bottle in his hand, and was putting it to his lips constantly. 

I could smell the liquor from where I was sitting. I could never understand why men wanted to drink that foul smelling stuff. Back in Angel Falls, I would see men as they staggered out of the saloon. Some would fall down before they even got out into the street. I thank God that I don't have a desire for that stuff.  

The man sitting beside me with the satchel said, “My name is Lincoln J. Ferguson. I'm a doctor.” He was young, probably in his early thirties, and wearing wire-rimmed glasses. He was dressed in a double-breasted blue suit. A swath of dark brown hair with a reddish tint kept falling over his forehead, and he kept brushing it back. 

As we hit a big bump, the cowboy who was asleep bumped into the lady again.  

The lady asked, “May I sit with you young man?” 

“Of course, Ma'am. I would be honored,” I answered.  

She slid next to me. “Some people have no manners at all,” she exclaimed. 

“Yes Ma’am.”  

“You could have sat with me Ma'am,” the doctor said. 

“You know very well young man there wasn't any room until those men got off at the last stop,'' she huffed. 

“Yes Ma'am. I'm sorry if I offended you in any way,” said the doctor. 

“Where might you be traveling to?” I asked the doctor. 

“I'm going to a little town called Clear Stone, Wyoming. I'm replacing the doctor who has been there for twenty-five years. He's finally retiring,” he answered. 

“Sounds as though you have some big shoes to fill, what with him having been there twenty-five years,” I said. 

“Yes, it will be quite a challenge,” he replied. 

“And you, Ma'am, may I ask where you're heading?” 

“My name is Mildred Lathrop. I'm going to live with my youngest daughter in Mulberry Springs, Idaho. She’s ill and needs my help with my six grandchildren and the housekeeping,” she answered. 

“Like I said to the doctor, that sounds like you have big shoes to fill,” I said. 

“And, as the doctor answered, it is a challenge. However, I'm a retired school teacher. I started teaching after my husband passed away. After teaching twenty-four children in a one-room school house, I do believe I will be up to the task.”  

The man across from us, the one awake, the one with the bottle said, “My name is Tracy Kaplan. I'm on my way to Wyoming, to buy cattle. I own the Rock Creek Ranch just outside Jupiter, Texas. This gentleman here is my foreman. His name is Russell Easley.” 

I could see snow white hair sticking out from beneath the foreman's hat. His bushy beard was also white. He was wearing dungarees and a white shirt, with a string tie and leather vest. He looked like a real cowboy, unlike his boss, who had a clean-shaven face, with hands so smooth it looked as if he hadn't worked a day in his life. I found out later that he was from Illinois. He had bought this ranch two years ago, because he’d always wanted to own one. 
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