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Chapter One

Those Swinging Doors
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The United States government was in a weakened state during the 1860s. It was well known that if Lincoln won the election for president, he would not take office until March 4 of 1861. It was also known he was not interested in dealing with the problem of secession before he took office. The outgoing President, James Buchanan, had stated that by the Constitution, secession was illegal. He, also shared his opinion by saying that it was illegal for the United States government to try and prevent southern states from seceding from the union. It seemed he was showing signs of fear to tackle that situation as it was too close to him leaving the office of the president of the United States, so he declined, and would not accept his party’s nomination for president. There were members of Congress who tried to work out compromises to satisfy the southerners, but those compromises did not succeed. President Buchanan all but left the office of president, and it showed in his behavior. 

Early that morning in the diner of Comanche, Oklahoma, Karl Stokes and Paul Stroud was having their breakfast. Both men seemed to be nervous to the point that they, at times, stopped to look around themselves.

Karl looked across the table at Paul saying, “Wade isn’t goin’ to like what we have to tell him, you know that don’t ya?”

Paul swallowed a sip of coffee, then replied, “I know.”

Cutting his ham steak, Larry said, “He’s goin’ to be madder than a wet hen.”

“I know that too.”

“Well, what‘re we goin’ to do?” Taking a bite of his ham steak, “We’re in deep trouble.”

“I’m thinkin’, Paul.” Then, in quieter tones, “Don’t bother me while I think.” 

In whispered tones, “You know as well as I do those miners never gave us a chance to talk to them. It ain’t our fault we had to kill one, and then run the other out of the country, is it? Well, is it?” Looking suspiciously around him.

“No, it ain’t, but then again, Wade may not see it that way.”

“Yeah. That bothers me some, too. I wonder, could we forge their names on that transfer of title deed? No one would know the difference would they?”

“I don’t know, Paul. Maybe neither could read, nor write. But, that would be a dead give-away, and Wade would be in a lot of trouble.”

“Wade? In trouble? That’ll be the day. We’re the ones who are in trouble here because we didn’t get their signatures on the transfer deed that transferred the mine to Wade.”

“I know that’s true.”

Wade was in his office at the rear of the Lucky Deuce saloon, sitting at his desk doing some paperwork. Every now and then, he would look towards his office door. He was waiting to hear from Paul Stroud, and Karl Stokes about last night. They were to bring him the transfer deed that bore the signatures of both Amos Stegner and Seth Brubaker that transferred their silver mine over to him. He tried to think of something else while he waited. However, he became impatient, so, to kill the time, he left his office, and entered the main floor of the Lucky Deuce saloon. He tried to look nonchalant, and casual with not a worry in the world as he walked around the main room of the saloon. He not only grew impatient, he became a little out of sorts at not hearing from them yet this morning. He walked over to the table where a couple of his hired guns was sitting. As he walked up, the two men looked up to see Wade.

One man said, “Mornin’, Wade.”

Wade answered, “Mornin’, Keith. Emmette. How are you fellas this mornin’?”

Emmette replied, “Fine as frog’s hair, thank you.”

As he pulled a cheroot from his coat pocket, Wade asked, “Did either of you two go on that night visit last night to the Silver Shovel silver mine with Paul Stroud, and Karl Stokes? They were supposed to have an important document signed for me and they were to bring it back to me so’s I can have it recorded.”

As Wade lit his cheroot, Keith replied, “We both was there, but as far as we know there was no signing of any document. Was there, Emmette?”

“Not that I remember. All I know is one miner was shot and killed, and the other one was run out a the country.”

Wade became angry, but held his tongue for a few seconds even though his face showed his wrath.

In controlled anger, Wade, then asked, “Then, how do you know this other miner was run out of the country?”

Keith replied, “We never did see hide nor hair of him, so we figured he was so down right scared, he left the country.”

Wade said, “I see.” His mood lightened a little, then he asked, “You two have breakfast yet?”

Keith held up his whiskey glass saying, “Havin’ that now, Wade.”

“Ah, a liquid breakfast. The same for you, Emmette?”

Emmette raised his glass of whiskey and smiled.

Flynn McDonagh, Seamus O’Neil, and Clancy Burrows mounted their horses and reined them away from Deeb’s Livery in Waco, Texas. They nosed their horses out of town towards the pecan grove where Timothy McFadden, and Kevin Taylor are waiting with the wagon of weapons. And, of course there was their friends, Timothy McFadden, and Kevin Taylor. It has been quite some time since they had the chance to get together and talk amongst themselves. It would be such a joy to do that without the threat of any trouble, or having to keep looking over their shoulders. Clancy was quite captivated with these two Irishmen, Timoth McFadden, and Kevin Taylor. He was very much impressed with their attention to detail, and the length they would take to complete their mission. They were, as Flynn and Seamus have been, ever aware of what could happen next, and the way to avoid it, if possible. The only thing he could say about the friends he has recently attained is they are like minded, and loyal to their country, as they should be. 

But, unbeknownst to the three men, one of Brass Tacks men had just left the Etsy barn checking wagons and their loads when he saw them ride down main street. The man quickly mounted his horse, and hurriedly went to the Dancing Bear saloon to let Brass Tacks know what he had seen. When the man entered the Dancing Bear saloon, he found Lane with Lilah Silko sitting on his lap, giggling, and them carrying on like school children.

It took a few seconds for the man to say anything, but he knew he had to.

The man, then said, “Lane, I saw ‘em.” No reaction “I saw ‘em, Lane. They was ridin’ down main street plain as day."

Lane casually asked, “You saw who, Rex?”

Rex Tibbs replied, “Them Irishmen you’re after. Ridin’ plain as day down main street.”

Lane hurried to his feet, dumping Lilah as he did to the floor to land on her butt. 

She shrieked when her butt hit the floor. Giving Lane a look of contempt, she blew a tuft of hair from her face.

Ignoring Lilah, Lane asked, “How long ago.”

Rex answered, “No more ‘n two minutes ago. I got here as soon as I could.”

Lane questioned, “Which way was they headed?”

Rex replied, “You know that pecan grove we passed coming into town?”

Lane replied, “Yeah. So?”

Rex, then said, “They went that way.”

Lane scoffed, then said, “You still don’t know your east from west, eh, Rex?”

“Maybe I don’t, Lane, but I know which way they was goin’.”

As Lilah got to her feet, Lane hollered, “Get to your horses!”

As Lane and his men hurried from the saloon, Lilah stomped her feet as she yelled out, “Lane!?”

Mateo looked on in surprise at the goings on, saying, “Ay, caramba!”

Herschel came in from another room as Lilah screamed after Lane.

Herschel turned to Mateo asking, “What did you say to them, Mateo?”

Mateo replied, “Who? Me? I said nothing, Senior.” He done the sign of the cross saying, “I swear I said nothing, I think. Ay, chihuahua!”

Herschel asked Lilah, “What happened?”

Still a little perturbed, she answered, “I don’t know.” sniffling, “Somebody came in sayin’ somethin’ ‘bout seein’ some Irishmen,” sniffling “ridin’ down main street, and off they went for whatever reason.” sniffling “Like they’ve never seen Irishmen before.”

Herschel replied, “Hmm, that does sound odd, don’t it?” As he was picking up the beer, and whiskey glasses where Lane was sitting, he turned to Mateo saying, “Such a mess. Go grab a soapy water bucket and a mop and mop this area. It’s all sticky. Boots sticks to the floor.”

Mateo replied, “Si, Senior.”

As he went through the door to the storeroom, Mateo was babbling to himself. The only words that were intelligible was, “Ay, chihuahua!”, then, the door closed behind him. 

A few miles southwest from the small town of Rush Springs, Oklahoma, rode Walt Gratton, Will Ferguson, and Fletcher Sullivan. They were in search of men they knew who could quite possibly be of some help to Slim Siringo and his family as well as those in the town of Comanche, Oklahoma by getting rid of, and taking down Devlin Wade. The scourge of Stephens County. 

Fletcher asked, “Are you sure that Creel will be in Rush Springs, Walt?”

Walt replied, “Rush Springs doesn’t have a telegraph, Fletch. I had to contact someone who had an idea where Creel could be, and Rush Springs was brought up, as well as a couple other places, but since Rush Springs was the closest. That’s where we’re goin’. Rush Springs.”

Will, then said, “Well, if he ain’t there, it has been a long ride for nothin’.”

Fletcher, then asked, “Is Jonas Eberly still ridin’ with Creel? He and I rode together for a while. That was before I started ridin’ with you.””

Walt shrugged his shoulders, then replied, “I don’t know.”

Will asked, “What about that fella, oh, what’s his name? Oh, I remember. Jon Nagle. He was the cat’s meow. So friendly with the ladies.”

Walt replied, “I don’t know that either, but I do remember Thadeus Doucet from New Orleans. Man, he could talk his mother out of her gold teeth. I wonder if he’s ridin’ with Creel?”

Will, then asked, “Just in case Creel and those men that was mentioned doesn’t happen to be in Rush Springs, do you have another plan?”’

Walt replied, “I do. I have more information considering the location of Shane Garraty, Jack Hardee, and Rafe Peterson. But they are farther away than Rush Springs. They’re in Texas.”

When they entered Rush Springs, the street was near empty but for a few citizens who were walking the boardwalks. 

There were a couple of buckboards over by the Dinsmore Mercantile. One buckboard was being ladened with fresh cut lumber. A couple of horsemen rode the street. At the sheriff’s office as they passed by was the sheriff of Rush Springs tacking a few wanted posters to a tack board with the butt of his gun. A few horses were tethered to the hitching rack in front of the Saunders Assay Office next to the bank of Rush Springs. As Walt, Will, and Fletcher reined in at the Chestnut saloon, the silence was broken by gunfire. Walt, Will, and Fletcher turned abruptly towards the gunfire. Suddenly, the door to the bank opened and three men came rushing out from inside, and running to their horses to make their escape. As the robbers tried to mount dancing horses one outlaw had been shot dead in the street. They finally mounted their horses they made a mad dash for safety. A man came running from the bank shouting that the bank was being robbed. He was shot dead on the boardwalk. 

Men came running from every direction firing at the bank robbers, The sheriff had come running with his weapon at the ready. As the robbers passed the Chestnut saloon, they looked at Walt, Will, and Fletcher. One man smiled and touched the brim of his hat as they passed.

Will pointed, then said, “Uh, ain’t that Creel?” He chuckled.

Walt remarked, “Stop pointing, Will. These people will think we’re a part of the gang that robbed the bank.” Chuckling, “They robbed the bank. In broad daylight. Gutsy.”

Fletcher turned to the direction of the dead man asking, “I wonder who was shot?”

Both Walt and Will turned towards the bank, and the Assay office where the dead man lay in the street. Soon, a crowd of men gathered around the dead man. 

The doctor was called for and he came running from his office. People entered the bank to find the vault opened and all their money gone. The bank teller was also shot and killed inside the bank. Women were sobbing over the deaths of the bank manager and the bank teller. It was believed by Walt, Will, and Fletcher they were wives, or daughters of those men, or they were somehow related. 

Walt, then said, “Well, let’s get mounted.”

Fletcher asked, “Why?”

“Creel is the reason we’re here ain’t it? Let’s find ‘em before a posse does.”

Will, then said, “You really think these people can form a posse? I don’t think they can chase and catch a mangey coyote.”

Walt turned to Will asking, “Now, why would anybody want to chase and catch a mangey coyote?”

Will turned abruptly to Walt saying, “Oh, be quiet.”

Walt chuckled, then said, “Let’s get mounted.”

Fletcher was peering over the swinging doors, looking into the Chestnut saloon.

He licked his lips, then said, “Hey, Walt? How ‘bout a beer? A beer won’t hurt, will it? ‘Sides it feels like I’m chewin’ on cotton.”

Will replied, “I agree. I don’t think we have anything to worry ’bout. I doubt these hicks can raise up a posse.”

Walt looked a little skeptical, but he then relented, “Well, I suppose a beer won’t hurt.”

Will grinned wide, slapped Fletcher on the arm, and then, they entered the Chestnut saloon. As they entered the saloon, they noticed that the saloon was near empty except for the bartender behind the bar. 

The bartender wiped down the bar with a bar towel. He smiled as they walked up.

The bartender asked, “What’ll it be, gentlemen?”

Walt looked around the saloon at so many empty tables and chairs. He shook his head slowly. He, turned to the bartender saying, “It’s kind a dim and dreary in here ain’t it?”

Interested, the bartender asked, “Oh? How so?”

Will scoffed saying, “There are no customers. Is it always like this this time of day?”

The bartender replied, “Yep. The boss likes it that way, plus we never close. We’re open seven days a week, even on Sundays. ‘Course the men folk don’t come in till around ten at night. Plus, we do cater to a few drifters every now and then like yourselves. No offence meant.”

Walt said, “None taken. Is ‘at a fact huh? Seven days a week?”

The bartender replied, “Sure is. So, what can I get for you fellas?”

Walt said, “Beers all around, Barkeep.”

The bartender replied, “Comin’ right up.”

The bartender grabbed three beer glasses, then filled them from the beer dispenser, then sat them 

down on the bar in front of his customers.

He smiled, saying, “There ya are gentlemen. Enjoy.”

Fletcher, then said, “This boss of yours, he a slave driver makin’ you stay open six days a week, plus on Sunday?”

“Naw, I don’t think so. The name’s, Higgins. Marty Higgins. I’m the boss. I own the place.”

Walt turned to Will saying, “He’s the boss.”

Will turned to Fletcher saying, “He’s the boss.”

Fletcher replied, “I got that. Thanks.”

Will turned back to Walt saying, “He said, thanks.”

Walt, then said, “I heard that.”

Marty chuckled at the jocularity, then asked, “So, what was all that ruckus out on the street a minute ago? I heard shootin”.”

Will said, “There was a lot of shootin’. Three men are dead.”

Marty, then asked, “Do you know who it was got killed?”

Walt said, “You don’t look all that concerned about what went on out there. Why is that? Ain’t you in’trested in any way to just take a look at the goin’s on around you?”

“Me? Naw.” Marty answered. “See this scar on my cheek? That’s what I got the last time I got nosey and poked my nose outside. So, what happened out there?”

Walt answered, “The bank was robbed and we believe the bank manager was killed.” Fletcher, then said, “Also, the bank teller was killed inside the bank, and one of the men who robbed the bank was also killed tryin’ to make his getaway.”

Marty replied, “Do tell? Ugh, ugh, ugh, such goin’s on.”

Walt asked, “You don’t seem too concerned ‘bout the bank bein’ robbed? All that money stolen. I hope you didn’t lose very much money.”

“None of it mine.” Marty replied. “I have my money locked away in a secret, and safe place, and I have the only key, though I do feel sorry for those who lost all their money.”

Fletcher, then said, “You know, Higgins, some businesses will go under without that money. They stored that money as a nest egg for later use, not to mention the regular citizens in town. So, in essence, that bank robbery will affect your business because they will no longer be your customers. No customers, no money comin’ in.”

Marty replied, “Why worry ‘bout somethin’ you have no control over?”

Walt drank down the last dregs of his beer, then said, “Well, shall we?”

Will, and Fletcher did likewise with their beer. The, all three men stood and went to the swinging doors.

Marty smiled, then said, “Come again, gentlemen, if you’re back in the area.”

When they reached the swinging doors, they stopped, then Walt turned back to Marty.

Walt asked, “Ever hear of a man called Jack Hardee? Or, maybe, Rafe Peterson and Shane Garraty? Ever hear of them?”

“Yes.” Marty answered. “I heard of them. Who hasn’t. Those men are real mad men. I like to stay away from men like that.”

All three men at the saloon doors looked at each other as they laughed a little.

Will, then said, “How do you do that, Mister Higgons, when you cater to such men?”

Marty answered, “I may serve them whiskey and beer, and hopefully a good time, but that is as far as I go. That’s how I make my living. What I don’t know won’t get me killed.”

Fletcher said, “You call this a good time?”

Will, then said, “Yeah. What gives?”

“This?” Marty asked. “Not in the least, but if you’re here, say ‘round seven o’clock tonight, you’ll see this place full of dancin’ girls that’ll sashay your cares away.”

Fletcher grinned a wide grin, then said, “That sounds like a hot-diggety dog of a good time.”

Both Walt and Will turned to Fletcher laughing.

Walt saying, “A hot-diggety dog of a good time? Are you serious?”

Will said, “I have never heard you say that.”

Fletcher replied, “Never before had a reason to.”

Will said, “I’ll have to remember that sayin’. Don’t care who you are, that’s funny.”

Marty said, “Oh, by the way, gentlemen, should I see the friends you spoke of, I’ll let them know you’re lookin’ for ‘em.”

Before going through the swinging doors, Walt replied, “Thanks, Mister Higgins. We appreciate that.”

Then there was the whooshing sound of the swinging doors, flapping back and forth. As the men and women of Rush Springs were still out on the street talking about the bank robbery, and the death of the bank manager, the bank teller, and the outlaw bandit, the three men went to their horses, stepped into the stirrups and the swung themselves onto their saddles. They, then reined their horses away from the saloon, and nosed them in the direction following Creel and company when they left town. Kicking their horses in the flanks, they rode at a canter on their way out of town. They were going in search of a man called, Creel, along with a man called, Jon Nagle, and the man from New Orleans, Thadeus Doucet, also known as the man of many ladies.  

When Richard Siringo, the patriarch of the Siringo family was put to rest in the family cemetery, women were sobbing, and at times wailing from Mae as well as Jennifer. Tears crowded the eyes of Slim as he stared at the flower strewn casket containing the father he knew his whole life and the man he has loved in the same amount of time. There was sniffling, and tears from a few women who were in attendance. A few people from other ranches and farms showed up at Richard’s funeral to pay their last respects. Richard was a well-respected man who demanded respect in his actions as well as in his given word. He was a friend to all and an enemy to none except for Devlin Wade, the self-appointed king of Comanche, Oklahoma. Among the mourners was the Homestead crew. The service was performed by the Reverand, Joseph E. Patterson of the Methodist Church. The only church in Comanche at the time. Tim Rose, the mortician, was in attendance along with four men who were under obligated pay to lower the casket and fill in the grave. They were standing a little ways off from the funeral party during the services. However, after the services, and the ladies had been led away from the cemetery, slumped forward and weeping, Slim walked over to talk to Tim Rose. After a minute of words being said in whispered tones, they exchanged pleasantries, then Tim nodded his head as Slim handed him something. Tim went and paid the four men their obligated pay, and told they were no longer needed. The four men looked at each other dumbfounded, but they somehow understood, so, they turned and left the cemetery. Slim, Mike Eagan, Ross Chambers, Victor Corman, and Morgan Tuttle, owner of the circle T ranch. Jesse Crandall, foreman of the Circle T Ranch accompanied his boss to the funeral. 
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Chapter Two 

That’s What They Do
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Slim, then went and thanked the Reverand Joeseph E. Patterson for his services, and with sleight of hand, Slim slipped him his pay while they exchanged pleasantries. When the Reverand, Joseph E. Patterson turned and left the cemetery, Morgan Tuttle, Jesse Crandall, Mike Eagan, Victor Corman, and Ross Chambers along with the Homestead crew, stood looking at Slim, unsure of what they should do.
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