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Dedication 
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I will like to dedicate this book two individuals who are no longer with us but who are greatly missed. 

Paul M. Fiore. A man who’s smile could light up a room with his humor and could turn even the darkest days into sunshine. Your positive attitude and compassion for our students was a breath of fresh air. You gave them the courage to reach for the stars and beyond. You not only walked into the lives of those 14 students that year, you also won their hearts. Taken from us on that tragic day, Sept 11, we will always remember you as that special soul that honored them with your presence and changed their hearts and souls forever. Teacher and friend, you lit a glow in all of your students that will shine forever and a part of you will live on in those 14 students. 

John W. Wilson who was the inspiration for both Chance McCord and Trace Cooper. Your encouragement and faith in my work was always there. The Cherokee cowboy was never too busy to offer a word of help for “Autumn” My one regret is you will not see this book, but I know if there is a way you already have. They called you home too soon my friend, such a pity we can’t change what was meant to be. But I have been honored to know no braver man than Mtncherokee 

August 1935 – June 2003 

Rest peacefully my friend 

To the Native Americans may the words on these pages from this humble person bring honor to all of you as many of you have honored me with your friendship. Wakan Tanka niya waste pelo (May the Great Holy Mystery Spirit bless you) 
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Chapter 1 
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On that bright sunny morning July 4, 1876, Colorado Springs like many other towns around the country were preparing for a day of celebration. Everybody was excited about the holiday and with the talk of Colorado becoming a state this year would be a special celebration. 

As the morning sunlight streamed into the upstairs bedroom window it dances across Shayleen Cooper’s face waking her up. She gazes to her side and smiles at the man sleeping beside her. Though three years had passed, she loves this mountain man as much, if not more than the day she said those vows. She slowly moves so as not to disturb him and gets out of bed and walks over to the window. 

All that has happened that day since she came back from back east. Colorado Springs was growing by leaps and bounds and there was talk that the territory would soon become a state, it seemed that that world Shayleen grew up in was forever gone. But she still had Trace. Their marriage was a new beginning of a new life for her. She had settled down and was now the wife of a rancher. No longer that tomboy who would ride across the country like some wild mustang. She turns and smiles as she counts her blessings. Looking over to the far side of the room, sleeping in their cradles were the golden haired six-month old twins, Colleen and Katherine. She smiled as she remembers the first time she saw Trace, sitting in the rocking chair holding both of his ‘little ladies’ as he called them. 

Mountain man Trace Cooper was content to be with his little ladies. Across the hall and still asleep was Michael Thomas, his fiery red hair earned him the nickname of Mick from his grandfather. It was Tom, Chance, Buck and yes, even Trace who decided the boy should have a horse, after all he did live on a ranch. It was Buck and Chance who managed to find the perfect little pony and just perfect for Mick. It was the daily ritual to get Mick out of the house and on the pony before his mom knew what had happened. It was then that they had him ride up to the kitchen window and wave to her. It was Buck who would take him for hours to the range and teach him to understand, not just the animals, but nature also. 

Shayleen smiles as she thinks of her father, these children have given him a new life in his golden years. It’s true Shayleen was the apple of his eye and he loved her dearly, but these three little ones were the blessing he had prayed for all these years. Life had been good to Shayleen also, she had Trace and three beautiful children and together with Tom, they had one of the finest ranches in the territory. Trace’s wandering days were over, he had found a real home and his heart song. Shayleen turned as she heard her name. “Autumn.” She turns from the window and walks slowly toward the bed. She climbs back in bed and nestles close to him. “You know have to get started ....” 

He smiles at her, “it’s just what I was thinking,” He draws her closer to him.

She gently pushes him back, “I meant we have to get started for town. I promised Charity and Chance we’d help with ...” 

He gently kisses her lips, “we will after we finish here.” With that he kisses her again and she places her arms around his neck. He smiles at her, “what about Chance and Charity?” He looks at her, “they can find their own bed.” He loved this woman with his whole heart and soul. 

She smiles up at him, “Trace Cooper, are you trying to seduce me? You do realize I am a married woman.” 

“Oh I realize that Ma’am and I know that the man lucky enough to be married to you is the luckiest man on this earth.” 

Back in town, Chance smiles down at his wife as she’s watching him trying to center the sign for the July Fourth celebration. He and the reverend have been trying for the better part of two hours under Charity’s direction trying to center the banner. 

“Charity, is it right now?” 

Mrs. McCord looks up and smiles at her husband as their three-month daughter squirms in her arms,” no, seems to need a little more to the right dear.” Chance looks at his father-in-law and shakes his head, “you do know we had it that way four times already.” 

The older man smiles at him, “a word of advice Son?” 

Chance looks at him, “Sir?” 

“Just agree with her, it always works.” 

Chance nods and moves the banner once again, then looks at his wife. A smile comes to her face, “that’s perfect. Okay hang it.” Chance looks at his father-in-law who smiles. “Works every time Son.” 

Charity looks up at her husband, she had to admit Margaret Cunnings was right, he was the handsomest man in the territory. She remembered that day two years ago when Chance took her hand in marriage. It was still almost a fairytale to her, but it was real. It was hard to imagine Chance McCord settling down with a preacher’s daughter, but seems the cowboy found something in that pretty little blonde gal that no one else had and wasn’t about to let her get away. It was Charity who never thought that the sheriff would be interested in a gal like her. It was as if by accident they met. She was on her way out of the store and Chance was walking in. 

Of course, neither had planned what had happened next. Charity not looking where she was going and carrying three large packages walking out of the door of the store and right into the sheriff. Well, as one could guess, they both fell and the packages were scattered all over. Chance, of course, being the gentleman he was, helped her up and insisted on carrying her packages for her. Well, that led to a Sunday luncheon, then a dance and soon an engagement. Before one knew it, the sheriff was a married man. 

The sound of Tim Cummings’ voice calling for Chance sent everyone looking toward the store. Tim sees Chance and runs over to him holding a piece of paper in his hand. Reaching Chance, he hands him the paper, “this just came in over the wire. I tell you Chance, this is terrible.” 

Chance looks at the paper and his face grows white. He looks over to the reverend, hands him the paper and steps away. 

Charity looks at her father, “what’s wrong Papa?” 

The reverend clears his throat and in a low voice reads the wire, “On June 25, General George Custer and his men were massacred along the Rosebud River in a place called the Little Big Horn. There were no survivors.” 

The muffled cries of those who had gathered around were heard and Charity herself had tears rolling down her face. She looks across to her husband who is standing by the horses and begins to walk to him when her father stops her, “let him be right now, he needs to be alone with his thoughts.” She looks toward him one more time, then walks away. 

Chance looks up as the reverend and Tim walks over to him, “Son, I’ll have the church open, so the town folk can gather and perhaps we can tell them what happened.” 

Chance looks at him, “Andrew, would you tell the folks? I will have to do something and well, it has to be done now.” 

“Yes of course, but what is so important...” 

He looked at Andrew, “I have to save two loves sir.” 

Chance looks at Tim, “can you get Walker saddled and bring him to the office?” 

“I’m on it Chance.” 

Chance looks at Andrew, “I need to get to Buck and Laughing Eyes before anyone else does. It’s not safe for them right now.” 

Andrew nods he understood. “Do what you have to do Son. We’ll take care of things here.” 

His first stop was at the Lucky Shamrock where the family was getting ready for breakfast when Mick sees Chance ride up. “It’s Uncle Chance, it’s Uncle Chance!” He runs out of the dining room and towards the front door followed by his father. “Uncle Chance, are you having breakfast with us?” 

Trace looks at the man and knows something is wrong, “Mick, let Uncle Chance get off his horse and he’ll tell you why he’s here.” 

The boy stepped back and looked at his father. He stepped back, but Chance got off his horse and picked the boy in his arms,” you know Mick, you’re getting bigger each time I see you.” 

The smile came back to the boy’s face as the three of them walk into the house. Katherine had already poured a cup of coffee for him and she takes Mick from his arms so he can sit down. 

Tom smiles at him, “so Chance, what brings you here? Are you looking for these two?” He points to Trace and Shayleen. “Seems they over slept,” he cleared his throat on that comment. 

Chance smiled, “I understand I had the same problem a few days ago.” He looks at Trace and smiles. Then he looks back at Tom. “What I came out her for was to tell you some bad news, seems eight days ago in a place called Little Big Horn, General Custer and his men were killed by the Indians.” Before anyone could ask the question, Chance finished, “there were no survivors.” 

Katherine bowed her head. Tom looked down and uttered, “may God have mercy on their souls.” 

It was Shayleen who looked at all of them, “Well I for one do not feel sorry for him. He got what he deserved, he didn’t give those women and children a chance or even showed any mercy to them at Washita!” 

Katherine looked at her, “Shayleen, what about those innocent men?” 

“I don’t care Katherine, he murdered women and children, they never had a chance! They were told they could stay on that land. They were told they would he safe. Safe until they found gold, then the land was no longer offered to them. Was the gold worth more than the lives of those people? It was the same with the Sand Creek Massacre, in that one Chivington was hailed as a hero, yet he killed women and children and old men. Some hero.” She runs out of the room and heads for the stairs and upstairs. 

Tom looks at Chance, “she’ll be alright, you know how the lass gets. What would be needing form us?” 

Mick looks at his grandmother, “why is mommy crying?” 
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