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Ben Morgan had come to Colorado after the war. He had graduated from West Point in the top ten of his class, an impressive number two in the entire class. He had visions of becoming a fine surgeon. But right after graduation the Civil War broke out and he like so many other fine young men joined the army; he pursued a career in the army, thus leaving the dreams in the medical field forever behind. If he ever regretted it or voiced an opinion on the matter, no one ever knew. He was a model soldier and quickly rose in rank to lieutenant in a short time. He gained the respect of all those who served under him as well as his superiors. There wasn’t any job he ordered his troops to do he wouldn’t do himself. In those turbulent years he saw enough of death, suffering and destruction to last him a lifetime. He realized then he knew his life would never be like it was before the war. That life was gone forever, and sadly would never return. He learned very early the war was all too real and not what many of his former classmates had expected, there were those who expected that the entire war would be over in a month or two and the north would let the south leave the union peacefully. But that was not the case, the bloodshed, violence, and destruction plagued him in his waking days and invaded his sleep, at times he would awaken in a cold sweat and screaming thinking he was still in the war. He had grown accustomed to having a gun under his pillow when he slept. 

When the war was finally over, Ben decided he had to put that and all those memories behind him. He set out to move west to California. and a new life. He had heard there were many opportunities out west for a young man. As it happened, he settled on Colorado, due to a strange turn of events, yet possibly it could have been for a reason, they say everything happens for a reason. He found this land was untouched by the ravages of war and still was peaceful as well as beautiful. A place where he could set down roots and enjoy the simple life, and the life he remembered before the war. He went out west to find the life that would ease his mind and soul and he found that in Colorado. A place of peace.

Here he learned to survive using what the land had to offer and learning from the Cheyenne, who he regarded more than just friends and they welcomed him as part of their family. It was a good life and for Ben, the perfect life, away from memories and away from the army. Until the army came up with what they thought was a perfect solution to their problem, mind you, the army, Ben realized always had a problem, and was always looking for a solution to their problem. They wanted to lay track for a railroad through the mountain pass to link Colorado to California. It was to be a shorter route and cut the traveling time between the east and western part of the country. It seemed simple enough. The exception was one small detail the army didn’t realize, nor did they care to find out about was, that the pass was right above the Cheyenne burial grounds, and there’s where the problem was. Though the army didn’t seem to see it that way. What they needed was someone familiar with the land and who was on speaking terms with the Cheyenne. It was the army who also decided the perfect man to help with this matter was Ben. They knew he was friendly with the Cheyenne, and being a former military man who would not only understand the importance of the mission, but would be the perfect one to guide and negotiate with them for rights to use the land. But Ben knew the army well, he knew it quite well and knew they would not be happy with just that one parcel. He knew one parcel would never be enough. It would lead to another, then another, he also knew that the railroad would bring settlers and with settlers would come their kind of civilization to this land. Civilization that would mean the end to this peaceful paradise. Soon the sacred grounds would no longer be there and no longer would there be the Cheyenne. They would be sent to some reservation to live out their days with no freedom ever again, all in the name of progress. To take not only the land that was rightfully theirs, but to take their freedom also. He couldn’t and wouldn’t allow that happen to these people who had come to accept and respect him. 

He turned to see Summer Wind, the daughter of Chief Gray Wolf. “Summer, what are you doing here so far from the village?” 

She smiled at him. She had always been fond of Ben, ever since her brother Two Pony’s brought him to the village when he was found  lost in the snowstorm and almost dead. It was Ben’s first year out here. He had gone hunting when a storm came up, not realizing the snows in Colorado were not what he had experienced back east. The light snow soon changed into a blizzard with a howling wind that sent the snow swirling around him and making vision impossible. As he struggled to move forward, he stumbled and his horse ran off leaving him stranded in a snow storm and not knowing which direction to go to find shelter. It was Two Pony’s and some braves who found him face down, covered in snow, almost dead and took him back to his father’s village. 

For three days Gray Wolf’s wife, Red Bird, nursed the young man never leaving his side until he opened his eyes. She wasn’t sure at the beginning if he would make it since he was subjected to the bitter cold for so long, but she had to try. It did not matter that he was white, he needed help and she offered her help to him. 

When he became stronger it was Two Pony’s who helped him learn how to live off the land, showing where to hunt for game, and where to find the best streams for fish. The two of them became inseparable as if they truly were brothers. Grey Wolf also became fond of the young man as the days grew into months, then years and made him a member of his family. 

But it was Summer Wind who found the stranger more than just interesting, she felt she had found her soul-mate. When she first saw him she had only seen fourteen summers. She was young and impressionable, but there was something about him that drew her closer. The girl had never seen a white man in her life except for him. She was captivated by his light blue eyes, and hair that was the color of golden corn, she had never seen eyes that color, it was as if the sky had come down and was captured in his eyes. It was only when he opened his eyes after the third day she knew she would love him for all her days even if he never returned that love, it would not matter she would still love him. Her spirit was forever one with his. 

Ben on the other hand only saw a little girl that he came to regard as a little sister. She was a young thing with captivating brown eyes that seemed to touch his soul. Yet she was the sister of his best friend and in his mind she was his little sister. Besides he wasn’t ready to settle down yet, at least not with Summer. In the past many had tried to get him to settle, yet he always found a way to avoid them. He always felt when the time came he would know the right girl. 

She walked up to him smiling, “My father wishes to speak to you Ben Morgan. You will come to our village now, yes?” 

Ben smiled at her. She always called him by his full name even though he had told her she could just call him Ben. 

She replied, “it would not be proper.” 

When he asked her who told her such a thing, she replied, “my brother told me.” He had told her many things to be aware of about the white man. But to her Ben Morgan was not like all white men, he was kind and gentle and patient with her, he never treated her as a child and she knew in her heart he would one day see that he did love her, and on that day they would begin their lives together for always. 

He smiled at her, “tell your father I will come. but I have to make a stop first.”

“Do you want me to wait for you here?” 

Again, he smiled at her, those eyes of hers had a hypnotic effect, yet he kept reminding himself she was his little sister.

“No Summer, you go back and tell your father what I said. I’ll be there when I’m done.” 

She gave a reluctant smile and headed back into the forest even though she would rather stay and wait for him. 

Ben smiled and shook his head as he headed to the fort. Seems he was told to report to the new commanding officer. He wondered what happened to Colonel Braddock, but he’d find out when he got to the office. He opened the door and saw Custer sitting at his desk.

“Come in Lieutenant Morgan, sit down.”

Ben looked back at him, since they were never friends at the point there was no need to start now. Custer had a way of irritating fellow classmates, and especially enjoyed tormenting Ben.

“First off, I’m no longer in the army Georgie, but you know that already, so let’s not pull rank on me.” He enjoyed calling Custer Georgie, mainly because it irritated him, and Ben enjoyed irritating him.

“It’s Lieutenant Colonel Custer to you.”

“Like I was saying Georgie, I’m not in the army and don’t have to call you anything. Got that, Georgie?”

Custer got up off his chair, “you always were a troublemaker, always were the rebel. You and that rebel friend of yours, Hunter, was it?” A snicker came to Custer’s face, he knew he had hit a nerve. To Custer anyone who served on the Confederate side were losers. That was a low blow on Custer’s part. 

True, Luke Hunter was a classmate of theirs and yes he took the Confederate side in the war, like most of the boys from Virginia. But the war was over, and as Mr. Lincoln said, it was time to bind up the nation’s wounds. Time to put all differences aside and unite for the good of the country. 

With all that aside. Luke Hunter was and probably still was a fine doctor and the best friend Ben had. All the years the boys spent at West Point, the Hunters took Ben into their home and Clara doted on Ben as if he was one of her own boys. Clay and Clara Hunter gave Ben a real home, something he never had before, and he soon became one of their boys like Luke and his younger brother Jesse. 

The thought of Jesse still saddened him. He thought of the young boy fondly, he was so full of energy and a smile that could light up an entire room. Ben was one of the first to hear Jesse had been killed at Shiloh, the boy couldn’t wait to join the army and be like Luke and Ben. He remembered the last time he saw him. Ben and Luke were leaving to join up with their outfits. Jesse was only fourteen years old at the time. The war had taken so many, many just boys like Jesse. They wanted to be a part of this war, boys who had their whole lives ahead of them, then with a blink of an eye it was gone forever, leaving a family and loved ones to grieve. 

Luke found out about Jesse with a letter from Carrie which was already two months after it happened. With Jesse gone, he wondered where Ben was or if he was still alive. At times he worried about his own fate, yet he knew Carrie was waiting back home for him and that’s what made him hang on.

Caroline Elizabeth Kantor ‘Carrie’ was the prettiest seventeen-year-old girl in the whole county. Everyone knew Luke and she would marry one day, after all, they had known each other all their lives. Even with all the other young men around, Ben wondered when Luke would ask her, or even what was he waiting for. It was plain to see she only had her heart set on Luke. One could see it in her eyes whenever he would walk into a room, and when he did ask her, right before graduation, of course she said yes, everyone was elated. It was a beautiful April day as all eyes were on Carrie and what a beautiful bride she made in her white lace dress as she walked down the aisle on her father’s arm, beaming at her handsome Luke. 

Of course, Ben was best man and as he watched his best friend repeat, his vows. He smiled at Clara Hunter, knowing she would love to see him saying those same vows one day. 
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