
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


SLIM SIRINGO

A Troublesome Wind

Book 2

[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


DAVID W. BAILEY



Copyright © 2024 by David W. Bailey 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copywritten material.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by Outlaws Publishing LLC.

For information contact: info@outlawspublishing.com

Cover design by Outlaws Publishing LLC

Published by Outlaws Publishing LLC

May 2024

10987654321  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

What’s done, is done
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As Slim left the sheriff’s office, the thought that kept going through his mind was, will they get home before this fella Devlin Wade does more harm to his mom and dad? Could be they’ve already been pushed off their land? Maybe dead. Could be Randy is dead as well. Slim felt the fear of these things well up in his chest. He had to keep his emotions under control, or he’d go half-crazy with worry. And, what of Jenny? If these things are true, what will happen to her? She’d need looking after. And, by God, he’d do it too. Slim has had his fill of the haunting guilt for not being home where he was needed, and, the nightmarish dreams of what could be, and maybe already is. Slim stood on the boardwalk in front of the sheriff’s office after finding out from Deputy, Dewey Simms, that the stage had been found by sheriff, Ira Bingham, and company just 10 miles south of Ringgold. The stage had been attacked by Indians and everyone on board had been killed, and scalped, even the three children who were aboard. The horses were taken by the Comanche. Slim stood with many things on his mind. He, then turned on his heels, and headed for the hotel. He began to feel the need to move and move fast, but the stage had yet to arrive, plus, the stage couldn’t move until the new driver, and the new shotgun guard had shown up. Yet, the urgency persisted. He could not shake the feeling. Slim went to talk to the depot manager. When he entered, the manager looked up when he walked in.

The depot manager asked, “Can I help you?”

Slim replied, “Yes, but maybe I can help you.”

“Oh?” Harley asked. “How so?”

“You need a driver and a shotgun guard, right?” 

Harley replied, “Yeah, so?”

“I’ll be the shotgun guard, so, all you have to do is find a driver. How ‘bout it?”

“Well, that does take care of one thing I would have to worry ‘bout.”

Slim, then asked, “So, you agree on me bein’ the shotgun guard?”

“I do, and thanks, but the company would have to approve that first.”

“Of course. I understand that, but it just seemed the obvious thing to do...?”

“The name’s Kroger. Harley Kroger. I manage the depot here. Not much to it, ya know. ‘Course it does get rather busy once the stage arrives. Passengers and luggage, and all that.”

Slim replied, “Yes, I know.”

Harley, then said, “Now, we just have to wait for the stage to be brought in.”

Slim asked, “Has the company been notified of the problem, and do they know you are in need of a new driver.”

“Yes.” Harley answered. “When Dewey, uh, that would be, deputy Simms, let me know what was goin’ on, I contacted the company office immediately. They have yet to send an answer.” 

“You might contact them again, and say you have found a shotgun guard. You just need a new driver.”

“I’ll do that right away. Thanks, uh, what did you say your name was?”

“Siringo. Slim Siringo. My sister and I are goin’ home to Comanche, Oklahoma, and we’re in somewhat of a hurry to get there.”

“I see.” Harley replied.

“Well, I’ll see ya when the stage gets here, Mister Kroger.”

“Alright. Slim, was it?”

“That’s right. Slim Siringo.” He smiled.

“Okay, Mister Siringo. I’ll see ya, and I’ll send that telegram right away.”

Slim smiled as he left the depot to talk to Jenny. He was a little excited about being the shotgun guard for the stage, that is if the stage company approves it. He can’t wait to tell Jenny. Boy, will she be surprised. He walked to the hotel, climbed the L shaped staircase to the hallway to the right. Down the hallway to Jenny’s room, then, he knocked on her door.

From inside Jenny’s room, you hear her say, “Come in.”

Slim entered, saying, “I got a bit a news for ya, Jenny.”

Jenny smiled, then said, “What’s that, Danny?”

“I have offered my services as shotgun guard for the Northbound stage when the stage is able to move.”

“Well, why wouldn’t the stage be able to move?”

“Oh, that’s’ right, huh?” Slim replied. “You don’t know, do ya?”

“Don’t know what, Danny?” 

“Why the stage was late. It was attacked by the Comanche. All onboard was killed and scalped, including three children. Two boys and girl.”

Jenny gasped at that. She sat down on the edge of the bed with her hand to her chest.

She breathed out, “My God, those poor kids.” She paused, then said, “Are you sure?”

Slim replied, “I got it straight from deputy, Dewey Simms. The sheriff and the posse, I guess, found the stage 10 miles south of Ringgold. It had a busted wheel, but one was repaired here in town, and it was sent out with two draft horses, and their rigging in a buckboard.”

“Have they identified the bodies?”

“I don’t know, Jenny, but the driver and shotgun guard were identified. Bert Clayburn, the driver. They call him, Skinner. The shotgun guard was Clyde Geary. They call him, Crowfoot. There were two men, one woman and three kids on that stage. There was no identification found on any of them.”

Jenny remarked, “That’s just plain sad. It just breaks your heart.”

Slim replied, “It does. Makes ya mad, too.”

“Do you know when the stage will be here?”

“No, I don’t, but it shouldn’t be too long. It doesn’t take long to change out a wheel.”

“Well, if they hurry every chance they get that would be a great help in us getting home faster.”

Slim replied, “You can only go so fast in this situation, Jenny, but I know what you’re sayin’.” He paused, then asked, “You hungry? It’s gittin’ near noon.”

Jenny answered, “Not really, no, but I could use a cup of tea, and maybe a piece of pie sounds good.”

“Well, then?”

Jenny picked up her soft strapped balloon bag, and slipped her arm through the strap to where the strap rested in the crook of her arm.

Slim asked, “You ready?”

Jenny smiled at him, then said, “Yes. I’m ready.”

Slim opened the door, and they left her room. Out in the hallway, she turned to lock her door, then, they both went down the hallway to the L shaped staircase, then, down to the desk, and the door to the hotel. Then, they exited to the boardwalk outside. They walked to the diner without a word spoken between them.

Out at the stage location, two men had ropes hitched to the stage, and with the ropes wrapped around the saddle horns of their horses, they pulled the stage upright. They held a steady pull while the busted wheel was removed and the busted wheel was tossed into the wagon, and the repaired wheel was put in place and secured. 

Ira hollered, “Alright, men, ease off on those ropes. Slowly now.”

The men slowly gave slack to the ropes and the stage rested itself on the new wheel. At that point, the harness for the two-up team of horses was applied and they were hitched to the stage.

Ira stated, “Looks like we’re ready to roll, fellas. Who wants to drive this thing?”

Andy replied, “I would, Ira, if you don’t mind.”

Ira answered, “I don’t mind, Andy.”

Andy turned, asking, “Who wants to go with me?”

Lafe answered, “I would.”

Andy replied, “Good.”

As Andy and Lafe tethered their horses to the rear boot, the men set about doing the absolute essential, but most unwelcomed task of loading the bodies onto the buckboard.

Ira, then said, “Go ahead and take the stage into town, Andy. We’ll be along as soon as we get these bodies loaded.”

Andy replied, “Okay, Ira.”

Andy and Lafe climbed up to the driver’s box, then, Andy took up the reins, and slapped them above the draft horses. It was a slow take off because the horses struggled against the weight of the stage, but they were soon traveling down the road in good speed. The loading of the bodies onto the buckboard was distasteful. The bodies had stiffened a little as Riga-mortis had taken hold. The arms, or the legs had to be broken to fit on the buckboard. As Warren loaded the body of the young girl onto the wagon, he quickly, and immediately took off to throw his guts up. It was that unpleasant. The stench was un-yielding, and almost unbearable. When the bodies had been loaded onto the buckboard, the bodies were covered with a tarpaulin. The tarpaulin was then tied down to make sure it didn’t come off during the ride to Ringgold. The loading of the bodies was heart wrenching for the men who did it. One man said he would have nightmares over this. Another man said he just got angry at what was done, especially to these three young children. He also said he was going to kill the first Indian he saw, no matter what tribe. To him an Indian was an Indian, and a good Indian was a dead Indian after today.

Meanwhile, the, ‘Ridge Riders’, crossed the Red River headed for Thackerville, 

by way of river raft. They, then headed towards Ardmore, Oklahoma. They, then headed Northwest towards Comanche, where they would meet up with a man named Devlin Wade. They would be instructed then as to why they were sent for. Running a little low on cash, the Ridge riders made a quick detour into Wilson, Oklahoma and robbed the Wilson bank. After robbing the bank in Wilson, they headed North out of town, only to find that avenue of escape was blocked by the posse. They, then reined their horses due West towards Ringling. One of the members of the Ridge Riders was wounded in his get-away from Wilson. He struggled to in the saddle, but he eventually fell from his horse a few miles from town, his wounds being too great. Another member of the gang went back to take care of, and protect him, but the member who had been wounded was dead already. When the posse came upon them, the man was shot dead for trying to shoot his way out of a tough situation, while the rest of what was left of the Ridge Riders headed Northwest towards Comanche, in a hurry. Their horses wore out, two members dead, the Ridge Riders decided to stop and rest their horses, as well as, themselves. They were but 20 miles from Comanche, and five miles Northwest of Ringling, Oklahoma.  

Angered, Will Ferguson, then said, “Damn it, Walt. We should a went back after Jud.”

Walt replied, “And, what, Will? End up like Jud and John? They’re both dead ya know?”

Will answered, “Yeah, well, we should a...”

Walt butted in, “Ya know, Will? I just didn’t feel like dyin’ today. I have a lot a livin’ left to do, and I plan on doin’ just that. Live!” With a sweeping arm gesture, Walt added, “Life! A grandiose adventure. Live it while you can for tomorrow it may be gone.”

Will, then stated, “There’s only three of us left, Walt. You, me, and Fletcher. What’s this Devlin Wade fella gonna say when just the three of us show up instead of the six he sent for?”

“I wouldn’t know, Will.” Walt answered. “I reckon we’ll just have to wait, and see, won’t we? Hopefully he won’t be too disappointed.”

Fletcher, then said, “How ‘bout we just quit bickerin’, and figure out what our next move is. To me, that is a great idea.”

Bad tempered, Will, then said, “Yeah... well...”  

Will turned and walked away. 

Walt watched after him, saying, “I reckon it is foolhardy to start blamin’ who did what just now. We’ll give the horses time to rest, then, we’ll head on in to Comanche. I figure we’re only 20 miles, give, or take a mile, from there, so, let’s just take it easy ourselves. I figure that way we’ll be in fine shape when we get there.”

Excitedly, Fletcher, then asked, “So, tell me, Walt, how much money did we get away with from that Wilson bank job? It had to be a bunch.”

Scoffing, Walt replied, “Don’t even know, Fletch. Haven’t counted it yet.”

“Well, how ‘bout we count it, and, then divvy it out between us three?” Fletch asked.

Walt replied, “How ‘bout we hang on to it for all of us, Fletch? It just might come in handy for all of us, not just one individual. We’ll call it, ‘group fund’.” He smiled.

Fletcher chuckled, then said, “That’s what I like ‘bout you, Walt. Always thinkin’ ‘bout what’s best for ever-body as a group.”

Walt turned to look in Will’s direction, saying, “I wonder what he thinks of that?”

Turning to look at Will, “Aww, he thinks the same as I do.” He turned back to Walt, saying, “He’s either too proud, or, too stupid to admit it.”

Walt, then said, “He’s not stupid. I guarantee ya that. Proud? Yes. Stupid? No. He’s just 

mad we didn’t go back after Jud like John did.”

Fletcher replied, “Well, we can debate that forever, but I believe we did right. Goin’ back after Jud would a meant either death, or jail, and a neck -tie party. Thanks, but no thanks.” Fletcher picked up a stick and broke it in two, then tossed it away, saying, “I’ll get coffee goin.”

Walt said, “Good idea. I could use a cup of coffee.”

As Fletcher gathered wood to make a fire, Walt went and unsaddled his horse. He carried his saddle, saddle bags and bedroll to what looked like a comfortable spot and dropped them. He, then knelt down on one knee and opened a saddle bag. From the saddle bag he took out a small leather bag. From the small leather bag, he took out a crumpled piece of parchment paper. Wrapped in the parchment paper were several strips of jerked beef. Pulling off a sizable piece of one, he began to chew on it. He took another strip of jerky to chew on later, then, he rewrapped everything, and put them back in his saddle bag. 

Soon, the aroma of boiled coffee filled the air. Fletcher, as well as, Will, unsaddled their horses, carried their saddles, saddle bags and bedrolls to a nice, comfortable spot and dropped them. 

Will said, “That coffee sure smells good.”

Walt replied, “It sure does.”

Fletcher, then said, “Well, come and get it then. I ain’t your nursemaid.”

Fletcher sat down crossed legged a few feet from the fire blowing on his coffee to cool it down some. Walt, then Will, poured themselves a cup of coffee. Walt stretched out by the fire, propped up on one elbow. Will sat crossed legged across the fire from Fletcher. 

Walt looked at Will, asking, “We still friends, Will?”

Will replied, “Aww, shut up, before I come over there and thump on ya.”

Walt turned to Fletcher, winked, then said, “I’ll take that as a yes. A maybe?”

Will, then said, “You may be the thinkin’ man of this outfit, but you do ask the dumbest questions ever I heard. ‘Are we still friends’? Why, I ought to thump on ya just for askin’ a dang fool question as that.”

Fletcher’s eyes lit up as he said, “I’d like to see that. Hell, I’d sell tickets to see that.”

Walt chuckled, saying, “There’d be no money, ‘cause there won’t be any fight betwixt me and Will. Will there be, Will?”

Will replied, “Ain’t that the darndest truth?”

Fletcher looked a little pitiful, then said, “No fight, huh? Means I’m still broke.”

Walt replied, “Ain’t you forgittin’ somethin’?”

Fletcher answered, “I don’t think so.”

Will picked up a twig and tossed it at Fletcher who slapped the twig away.

Will, then said, “You ignoramus! The money bag from the Wilson bank.”

Fletcher perked up real good when he was reminded of the money from the 

Wilson bank job.

Walt, then said, “What do ya think, Will? Shall we let Fletcher, here, count the money? Not divide it. Just count it. ‘Course, we’ll keep an eye on things.”

Fletcher scoffed, saying, “You think I’ll pocket some of this money, don’t ya? Shoo-o-t, as Walt said, group fund. I like that.”

Will answered, “Aww, I think it’ll be okay if Fletch counts the money. It ain’t like he can go anywhere we can’t find him.”

Walt replied, “Yeah. We’ll just track him down like we would mangy coyote.”

Flippantly, Will agreed, “Yeah.” He smiled.

“You two sure make a man feel like he’s trusted, don’t ya?” Fletcher replied.

Walt chuckled, saying, “Just bein’ cautious, Fletch. Just bein’ cautious.”

Walt came to a sitting position, then grabbing his saddle bags, he took out the money bag from the Wilson bank. He tossed the bag to Fletcher. Fletcher caught the bag, but just sat staring at it with a wild eyed look. Walt looked at Will who was looking at him.

Walt turned back to Fletcher, saying, “Go ahead, Fletch. Open it.”

Will said, “Yeah, open it. We’re kind a anxious to find out how much ourselves.”

Without any more hesitation, Fletcher loosened the strap, then took out paper bills of different denominations, gold, and silver coins of various monetary value. Fletcher’s eyes grew wide as he stared at the money they had. Even Walt and Will’s eyes grew a little wider.

Amazed, Fletcher, then said, “Look at all that, would ya?”

Walt and Will got a little more interested in the amount of money they had.

Happily, Will, then said, “Well, go on, Fletch. Count how much is there.”

Fletcher replied, “Hold on, will ya? I just want to stare at it a bit.”

Walt, then said, “You can stare at it as you count it, so, go on, count the money.”

Fletcher reached to his side and picked up a hefty stone somewhat flat on one side. He used the stone as a paper weight for the paper money. He didn’t want them to be blown away by the wind. As he counted the money, he counted silently, to himself.

A little muddled, again, Walt looked at Will, and Will had the same muddled look on his face.

Turning back to Fletcher, Walt, said, “Uh, Fletch?”

Fletcher replied, “Shoosh. I’m counting.”

Will said, “Yeah, we know, but could you count out loud so we can hear it, too?”

Fletcher, then said, “Oh, yeah. Huh?”

Walt said, “We would appreciate that. Thanks.”

A little mystified, Fletcher replied, “Yeah. Okay.”

After he counted the money, this time for Will and Walt to hear, the total sum of money was over, $15,000. A sum which made Fletcher feel almost giddy when he said the total amount. The money greatly improved their status in monetary gain. In plain English... they had a tidy sum. Each man looked at one another, smiling from ear to ear.

Walt, then said, “I never expected this kind a take from a town like Wilson.” He scoffed, then said, “It looked as though they didn’t have enough money for a down payment on window shades. But this?”

Will, then said, “I’m just glad it was worth goin’ after.” Coming to his feet, Will went on, saying, “We lost two good friends doin’ it.”

Walt turned from Will feeling a pang of guilt for the deaths of Jud Claybourn and John Bolin. Two good friends who are just memories now. None the less, they will be sorely missed.

Walt, then replied, “All’s I can say is, what’s done is done. We can’t change that, and you know it. They knew the risk just like we did, so, let’s,” He sighs heavily, “let’s just go on with livin’.”

Nothing else was said. Will and Fletcher weighed what Walt had said, and they knew he was right in what he said. 

They finished the last dregs of their coffee. Coffee grounds were poured out, and coffee pot put away. Fletcher kicked out the fire with sand. Then, each man picked up his saddle, and gear, then proceeded to saddle his horse. As they were saddling their horses, Will looked across his saddle.

Will, then said, “We have company, Walt.”

“Yeah?” Walt replied. “Where?”

“On the ridge behind you.” Will answered.

“White man, or Indian?”

“Indian.” Will answered. “And, from what I can tell, looks to be Kiowa.”

“Now, ain’t that just a fine how do you do?” Walt said.

Will, then said, “Well?”

Walt answered, “We’ll act like we don’t see them. Understand? We’ll get aboard, and then, run like the wind.”

With no sound of a war cry, or war whoop, the Kiowa slowly headed toward the three men.

Fletcher, then said, “We’ll have to hurry ‘cause, here they come.”

Stepping into his stirrup, Walt hollered, “Let’s git!”

Swinging themselves onto their saddles, the trio quickly reined their horses away from the Kiowa threat. Kicking their horses in the flanks, the trio took off, which caused the Apache to scream out their war cry and war whoops, as they hurriedly chased the white men to kill them for trespassing on Indian land. The war cries and war whoops put a chill that ran up and down the spine of each man. Fear struck the trio’s faces as they tried their best to outrun the Kiowa. High anxiety filled their chests, and it became hard to breathe. The trio kept looking back at the Kiowa to see if they had gained any distance as they fired their handguns at the Kiowa. Menacing screams and shouts from the Kiowa at the trio, but the trio didn’t understand what was being said. As the trio rode away from the Kiowa, Walt pointed to a rim of trees that ran from right to left for a hundred yards, or better each direction. The trio headed for the trees. They entered the trees on a well-defined trail, and within a couple hundred yards into them, the trio found themselves out of the trees, and on a rolling vast of empty prairie dotted with Juniper, Lacebark Elm, Bald Cypress, and Shumard Oak trees. The land stretched out like rolling waves of the ocean looking to crest, creeping up to deep crevices and dry washes. The dry washes were shaded by Sargent Crabapple trees, Oklahoma Red Bud, and Weeping Willow trees. The trio was surely surprised at this turn of events. Open country isn’t what they needed. 
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