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Prologue
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This is the tale of a man named Benjamin Leonard Singletary. The year is 1889. Ben is now 78 years old and is wheelchair bound. He lives in a quiet, the peaceful little town of Happy Jack, Arizona. In the days of his youth, he had been a fur trapper, a buffalo hunter, Indian fighter, and at one point in his life he was a scout for the U.S. Cavalry. He chose Happy Jack to spend the rest of his days in quiet solitude. However, a few of the children of Happy Jack comes to surround him and request he tell them stories of his early years, which he is more than happy to do. They have come to love and respect this old man, and he has come to love these children. He chews his plug chewing tobacco, which is quite disturbing to the girls at which he finds quite humorous. The whole town of Happy Jack has grown to love and respect him, for some reason, or another, which he has no idea why, but he is very thankful for. His meals are free. His lodging is free. His bottled beer is free of charge. Every mid-morning you can find him in his favorite chair next to the saloon waiting for the children to come around, but before the early afternoon, you can find Ben with his head on his chest taking his nap.

All was peaceful, and quiet until one day when a stranger rode into town. The stranger, when in the saloon, inquired about Ben, asleep in his chair, thinking maybe he had passed on, and needed to be checked on. The man learned of Ben's last name and that set the whole ball of wax in motion. The stranger was riding with a fellow by the last name of old Ben. Singletary. This man swore he would gun down the man called, Singletary, if it turned out to be his long-lost father, who he never knew. The reason? He felt he and his mother had been abandoned by a man with the last name of Singletary, whom he was named after. This man was also riding with an outlaw gang, and every chance he got, he looked for the man with the last name, Singletary. Hate behind the gun is a tale of when father and son finally meet.
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CHAPTER ONE

The Look of Misery
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An old man dressed in a light brown, leather fringed jacket, wearing a leather fringed pair of leather trousers, and an old worn out, wide brimmed Cavalry style hat, sat in a chair on the boardwalk in the town of Happy Jack, Arizona. He hated the hustle and bustle of large growing towns. He needed elbow room to move, and hated crowds. He liked the small, quiet towns, such as Happy Jack. He sported a full faced beard, bushy mustache, and along with his long flowing shoulder length hair, had long turned gray. His memories of the days long gone of Indian attacks, stagecoach holdups, and the like would remain with him till his dying day. Many of the young boys and girls would gather around asking him to tell them of those days, and although he did embellished the facts to those stories and stretched the truth a little, it was still near the truth, what he could recollect, or had been told by those who survived those Indian attacks, stagecoach holdups, and every other man made catastrophe that could kill, or maim a man. 

There were town and County Sheriffs, City Marshals, and U.S. Marshals who tamed the wild, wild west, to hear them tell it. The boys and girls were amazed at the yarns and stories he told of those days gone by, course he was near eighty years old at the time. His name? Benjamin Leonard Singletary. Springtime was his favorite time of year, and it was in that time of year that he sat chewing his plug chewing tobacco while watching the townspeople walk the boardwalks, and the buckboards as they traveled up and down main street, as well as, men on horseback riding the street As people passed him, they would always say, ‘Hello, Ben’, paying their respects. He would always answer, ‘Howdy’, and nod his head at their respect It seemed that Benjamin Leonard Singletary had become quite the legend, and a man of great prominence among the townspeople of Happy Jack, Arizona. 

Unfortunately, the young boys and girls thought of him as an old, strange oddity. Someone to make fun of when they were not listening to his stories of days gone by, but Ben was no fool, even in his advanced age, he knew what they were doing, but. he loved telling his stories just to watch the young’ns faces. Wide eyed, mouth ajar, at which he would just chuckle, then, they would listen intently. The year was eighteen-eighty-nine, and the best part of his life was behind him. In his younger days, Benjamin Leonard Singletary was a rip snortin’, life lovin’, hell bent for leather kind of man. He loved hard, lived hard, and played hard with none of the amenities that is present in eighteen-eighty-nine. Born on a wintry day in February of 1817 in Ohio, old Ben had a rough time of it. He grew up hunting, fishing, helping his father plow the ground, being raised on a dirt farm. He was the eldest of three boys to the family. 

At the age of ten, the Shawnee paid the farm a visit. They killed his mother, and his two younger brothers while he and his father were out hunting. He and his father had heard the noise of gunfire when they were coming back to the farm with ducks, geese and all manner of game. They dropped their packs of game, and ran to their farm only to find the house going up in flames. He and his father buried his mother, and two brothers as the house began to fall in on itself, causing sparks of flames to shower everywhere. His father made a vow for revenge against the Shawnee. He, then took Ben to an aunt and uncle, who lived ten miles to the east, to raise while he went on the hunt for the Shawnee. He never returned. Ben thought he had been killed by the Shawnee, so, at the early age of fourteen, in the middle of the night, he took one of his uncle’s horses from the stable, saddled him, then found his way west.

One day in Happy Jack, as the boys and girls had gathered around him, Ben had stated that he once knew Jim Bowie

One of the boys replied, “Aww, I don’t believe you, Ben.”

Ben reached to his right side, pulling a bowie knife from it’s sheath, holding it out in front of him. The boys and girls were a little scared, so, they backed up a little.

Ben, then said, “Don’t be skeered, now. Don’t be skeered. I just wanna show ya what ol’ Jim hisself give me.” He paused, as he looked into the faces of those boys and girls who were ooing and awing. He, then said, “Course, that was before he went to Tejas.”

The same boy asked, “Where, or what is a Tejas (Tay - hoss), Ben?”

Ben chuckled, saying, “That’s Mexican, young Tom. Tejas is Mexican for Texas.”

Then Tom replied, “Then, why didn’t you just say Texas? Geez.”

Ben chuckled, saying, “A little bit of knowledge is always a good thing, young Tom.”

As Ben returned the bowie knife back to its sheath, he said, “Lost a friend in Tejas. Sad day that.”

One of the young girls, then asked, “Who else did you know, Ben?”

Without hesitation, he answered, “I knew Davy Crocket. Yes, sir. I shor’ly did.”

One of the boys, then said, “And that was before he went to Texas, too, huh?”

Ben replied, “Matter of fact, it was, young Will. It shor’ly was.” Just then, Ben leaned forward, saying, “Watch yourselves.” As the boys and girls parted the way, Ben spit his tobacco juice out into the street, then slowly settled back in his chair.

With a look of disdain, one of the girls said, “That’s disgusting.”

Ben replied, “Then, I suggest you not take up chewin’ tobaccy, young lady. It’s a nasty habit. I been chewin’ since I was a young snot. Too late to change my ways now.”

After the slight pause of watching Ben spit out his tobacco juice, another one of the boys asked, “Can you tell us another one of your stories, Ben?”

The young boys chuckled as the young girls sat with the look of misery.

Ben answered, “I don’t see why not, young Henry” He paused, then said, “Now, let’s see.” Ben took his hand and rubbed his whiskered chin in thought, then said, “Did I ever tell you ‘bout the Comanche raid on the Osage Trail yet?”

The boys and girls knew he had a few times, but...

One of the boys replied, “I don’t think so, Ben. What’s the Osage Trail?”

The boys continued to chuckle as the girls still sat with the look of misery.

Ben replied, “Well, it’s a humdinger, that’s for shor. A real humdinger.” He paused, then asked, “You young’ns do know where the Osage Trail is, don’t ya?”

All the boys chuckled, while the girls sat with the look of misery, shaking their heads, no.

Ben, then said, “It’s near Independence, Missouri, and that’s where me and Jim Bridger was travelin, when all of a quick, we was put upon by Comanche. Musta been fifty of ‘em.”

Again, the boys chuckled as the girls sat with the look of misery, for they knew he had said it was Jim Bowie and him before, and it was only fifteen Comanche warriors but, they let old Ben talk.

Ben continued, saying, “Well, sir, we had at each other. We was still mounted see, and we shot and killed, musta been twenty of ‘em before they swept us from our horses. 

Then, we had at each other in hand to hand combat. That fight lasted a good hour, or so, then them painted devils just up and left, screamin’ as they went. Jim and me just couldn’t figure out why they did what they did, seein’ as how they clearly had us outnumbered. It’s still a mystery to me to this very day.”

One of the girls said, “Aww, that aint much of a story, Ben. Can you tell us one that takes longer to tell?”

Then, young Will said, “Yeah, Ben. Tell us everything that happened. Not just you had at each other, or anything like that. Tell us everything.”

Ben, again leaned forward, saying, “Watch yourselves.”

The boys and girls parted the way, as Ben, again spat out his tobacco juice into the street.

The boys marveled at how far he could spit but, the girls looked on with the look of misery. The boys chuckled as the girls went, “Eeew!”

Ben had that faraway look on his old weathered face as he thought of a story he could tell. Then, he smiled, showing what little teeth he did have, which were yellow, and blackened from chewing his tobacco.

Ben, then said, “Ah, I have just the story for ya. Mind you, I was not there when this happened, but I heard it from the best source there is. The one who lived through it.”

Then, young Henry yelled, “Yeah, Ben. Tell us that story.”

Ben, replied, “Well, let me figure out where to begin it. It’s quite a lengthy story. Ya don’t mind it bein’ so long to tell, do ya?”

One of the girls answered, “No, we don’t mind, Ben. We’d all like to hear that 

one.” Looking around at her friends, she said, “Aint that right, fellas?”

Ben chuckled, then replied, “That’s real kind of you, Mary Sue. Thank you.”

Then, a man and a woman went to pass by but, because of the children gathered around Ben, they stepped out into the street to pass.

The man, touched the brim of his hat, then said, “Hello, Ben.”

The woman smiled, saying, “Hello, Mister Singletary.”

Ben simply replied, “Howdy.”, and nodded his head.

The man and woman walked on down the street around the children, then stepped back onto the boardwalk and continued on, talking between themselves.

Ben asked, “Now, where was I?”

Another of the boys answered, “You was gonna tell us a long story, Ben.”

Ben, the asked, “I was?”

Excitedly, the young boy replied, “You sure was.”

Ben, then said, “You don’t happen to remember which one that was, do ya, Linus?”

Linus replied, “Now, how would I know that, Ben? I ain’t no mind reader.”

Ben chuckled, then said, “No, I reckon not. Now, let’s see.” Again, Ben reached up, rubbing his whiskered chin, then said, “The story I’m ’bout to tell you is all true, to the best I can recollect.” 

He cleared his throat, then said, “This happened back in 53 on the Oregon Trail in the southeastern part of Nebraska. The wagon train was heading for Oregon out of Independence, Missouri by the name of, ‘The Wakefield Train’. See, this man named Jonah Wakefield raised what funds he could muster, and hired a man by the name of Hoyt Mathers to lead them to Oregon. This man, Hoyt Mathers had led wagon trains to Oregon a few times before and he knew the way. Anyways, Jonah Wakefield took along his wife, Bree, his week minded younger brother, Jeremy, and Bree’s younger, unmarried sister, Mavis, and Jonah’s aging mother, Betty.”. He, again leaned forwards in his chair, saying, “Watch yourselves.” 

As the boys and girls parted the way, he then spat his tobacco juice out into the street.

The boys chuckled as the girls sat with the look of misery. A couple of young girls swallowed hard with a look of sour lemons, with their hand tapping to their upper chest.

Ben slowly leaned back in his chair, saying, “If it bothers ya gals, close your eyes, and not look.”

One of the girls replied, “We can still hear the splatter.”

Ben chuckled, then said, “Well, ya know what I’m gonna say to that, don’t ya?”

Another boy said, “Aww, Ben, don’t bother with them. Go on with your story.”

Ben chuckled, then said, “Alright.” Clearing his throat, he then continued. “Stopping near Chasm Crick, them folks was takin’ their lunch break ‘round one o’clock in the afternoon. Well, sir, they circled them wagons just in case of an injun attack. 

“Then, this fella, Hoyt Mathers told all the men to water their horses up by the crick, and fill their water barrels while they were there. Then, him and Jonah Wakefield tried their luck at huntin’, thinkin’ there had to be some deer, or elk, somethin’ around about.”

Ben watched the eyes of the boys as he told that portion of the story, and their eyes grew bigger and bigger when it came to hunting. The girls had overcome their look of misery, and listened with intent as well. 

Ben continued, saying, “Well, as Hoyt Mathers and Jonah Wakefield were out hunting for deer, or elk, the wagon train was attacked by the Cheyenne. By the way, does anyone know what the word, ‘Cheyenne’, means?”

Both boys and girls shook their heads, no.

Ben, then said, “No one seems to know for shor but it is believed the name comes from the Canadian French, from Dakota ’sahiyena’ which means, ‘speak’, or ‘speak incoherently’.

Both boys and girls went, “Wow!”

Ben went on, saying, “The Cheyenne call themselves, ‘Tsitsistas’, which means, ‘the people’, or so it is thought but, no one knows that for shor either. Just a little history for you to think on.”

Young Henry, then asked, “Well, what happened when the Cheyenne attacked the wagon train, Ben?”

The rest yelled out, “Yeah.”

Ben replied, “I’m gittin’ to it, so hold your horses.” He leaned forward, saying, “Watch yourselves.”

The boys and girls parted the way as Ben spat his tobacco juice into the street. 

The boys chuckled, as the girls, again sat with the look of misery, turning their heads, closing their eyes, and plugging their ears. Ben chuckled as he noticed this.

Before he began again, a man walked up to him with a bottle of beer, saying, “Here, Ben. Thought you could use somethin’ to drink.”

As Ben took the bottle, he looked up at the man and said, “Why, thank you, Jeff. I could at that. Thanks.”

Jeff replied, “Think nothin’ of it, Ben. My pleasure.”

As Ben removed the wire around it, uncorked it, and took a swallow, Ben smacked his lips, then said, “I don’t think so, Jeff.” Holding the bottle out in front of him, he said, “It’s my pleasure.”Jeff just chuckled at Ben, then said, “Well, I’ll see ya.”

Ben simply replied, “Yeah, see ya, and thanks.”

With that, Jeff turned and walked away chuckling.

Young Will, then said, “Aww, Ben, the only thing that’s takin’ so long, is you tellin’ your story.”

Ben chuckled, then said, “It does seem to be that way, huh?”

Mary Sue, then asked, “How can you drink your beer, and still chew your tobacco?” Making a sour face, she asked, “You do swallow some of the juice, don’t you?” Ben answered, “I swallow some but, it don’t sour my stomach as you’d think. It just goes with the territory.”

Then, another girl said, “I’d be throwin’ my guts up.”

Ben replied, “Then, Becky Lynn, don’t start chewin’ tobaccy. If ya don’t know how, it will surely make you sick. Make you turn green, too. Like I said, it’s a nasty habit.”

All the girls went, “Ee-ewe.”

All the boys just chuckled, as well as, Ben.

Ben took another swallow of his beer, smacked his lips, then asked “Now, where was I?”

All the boys sighed, then one said, “Not sure, Ben. You’ve been interrupted so many times we don’t remember.”

Then, Becky Lynn said, “And, boys think they’re so smart.” Then, in a huff, she spouted, “Huh!” She, then said, “You left off where the Wakefield wagon train was attacked by the Cheyenne while Jonah and Hoyt Mathers went huntin’ deer, or elk along the creek.”

Ben turned to the boys, saying, “How ‘bout that, fellas? A girl out smartin’ a boy.” He chuckled, then said, “In this case anyways.”

The boys looked at each other, shrugging their shoulders.

Another boy, then said, “Aww, she just got lucky, is all.”

Ben replied, “You really think so, young Jack?”

Jack replied, “Sure, I do, Ben.” He looked at the girls with a pushed up nose, then said, “Lucky is all.”

All the girls, then pushed up their noses and stuck their tongues out at the boys, then shouted at them, “Blah!”

Ben said, “Easy young’ns. I’d hate to stand between you two warring factions.”

The boys and girls looked at each other confused, then laughed.

Ben chuckled, then said, “That’s better.” Taking another swallow of his beer, he smacked his lips, then asked, “Did I ever tell you ‘bout...”

Young Henry interrupted, saying, “You haven’t finished the long story you was gonna tell us, Ben.”

Surprised, Ben looked at young Henry, saying, “I didn’t?” Ben then noticed all the boys and girls shaking their heads, no.

Ben said, “Well, now, we can’t have none of that, can we? Hmm. I wonder where... oh, yes. I remember, or should I say,” Chuckling, “the girls have. More to the point, Becky Lynn has.”

Becky Lynn looked at the boys, saying, “See there?”

Young Jack looked at Becky Lynn, saying, “Aww, hush and let Ben tell us his story.” Turning to Ben, he said, “Go on, Ben. Tell us that story.”

Ben leaned forward, saying, “Watch yourselves.”

As the boys and girls cleared the way, Ben spat his tobacco juice into the street, then slowly leaned back into his chair. It seems the girls had gotten over their state of misery at Ben spitting his tobacco juice.

Ben, then said, “As the Cheyenne attacked, fierce shootin’ began. Men were grabbing their weapons as the Cheyenne came chargin’ in. Women were grabbin’ their children to safety, well, as safe as they could be. Young Jeremy went to protect his mother, shooting an Injun from his pony. He turned to grab her arm as an arrow stuck in her chest. She whimpered, “Jeremy,” then fell to the ground. Jeremy turned to fire but, he was struck down by an arrow. Clutching the shaft of the arrow, his eyes showed terror as he slumped to the ground. The fighting was chaotic at best. Bree and her younger sister was hiding under one of the wagons as Jonah and Hoyt Mathers came ridin’ hard back to the wagons. They had begun shootin’ as they came into the frey. Durin’ that ruckus, Hoyt Mathers was shot from his horse. He squirmed on the ground trying his best to get up from his wound, when an arrow found his back and then, he went limp and lay still. Jonah bravely fought his way into the circled wagons.”

Then, Ben stopped. 

A second, or two later, Young Will asked, confused, “Why’d ya stop, Ben? It was just gittin’ good.”

Rubbing his whiskered chin, Ben answered, saying, “Just makin’ shor of the facts, young Will. Goin’ over the facts in my head.”

The boys and girls rested their chins in their cupped hands, and rested their elbows on their knees, and wide-eyed waiting for Ben to get his facts straight.

Ben finally said, “Yep. Facts are straight.” He took the last swallow of his beer, and sadly put the bottle down beside him, then said, “The men who took their horses to the crick was killed, seein’ they were defenseless against the Cheyenne. The horses were then stolen by the Cheyenne. Then, there was a lull in the attack, and the Cheyenne retreated just beyond rifle range for the moment.”

Then, another boy asked, “Well, geez, Ben. Why’d they do that?”

Ben replied, “Well, Jimmy Joe, they did that to reconnoiter for another attack, and also to see how many were still amongst ’em.”

Jimmy Joe, then said, “Oh.”

Ben continued, saying, “Before they attacked again, it gave the people of the wagons time to reload, and build better baracades. Then, when the attack did come, they were better prepared for the onslaught. From what I was told by the person who was there and survived, many Injuns, as well as, men and women of the wagon train were killed.”

Jimmy Joe, then asked, “What about the children, Ben? What about them?”

Ben sighed, then said, “A few, sorry to say. A few had been killed.”

The boys and girls were taken aback by that statement. They looked scared, as well as, overwhelmed by bewilderment.

Ben, then asked, “Scare ya, does it?”

The boys and girls looked at Ben, saying, “Yeah!”

Young Will asked, “What was the most horrifying thing that happened this person said they saw?”

Ben asked, “People dyin’ ain’t enough for ya, young Will? I’d say dyin’ was enough.”

Becky Lynn, then asked, “Was there people being scalped?”

“A couple, I was told.” Ben replied. “For instance, a young woman was killed, and this Injun had started to scalp that woman. 

“From what I was told, this Injun had half of the lap of the scalp raised when he was struck down by a bullet, leaving a grotesque scene behind.”

Young Henry, then said, “That’s crazy!”

Ben replied, “I’ve been in Injuns teepees, lodges, and wiki-ups and saw many a scalp on those Injun’s war lances. Once, I even seen my wife’s own scalp on one chief’s war lance. It made me sick, and very angry at the same time.”

Young Will, then asked, “What did you do, Ben?”

“He knew I knew he lifted her hair. It was a tense few seconds, as his eyes watched my anger build, then I suddenly got up and left. Not too smart to kill a chief in a camp full of Injuns.” Ben, then leaned forward, saying, “Watch yourselves.”

As the boys and girls cleared the way, Ben spat his tobacco juice out into the street, then slowly leaned back in his chair. 

Ben reached down and picked up his beer bottle. As he went to take a swallow, he noticed it was empty.

Ben bellowed. “Empty.” Ben sat the beer bottle back down, saying, “Well, no matter. It was good while it lasted.”

The boys and girls chuckled, causing Ben to chuckle as well.

Mary Sue asked, “Did you and this chief ever see each other again?”

Ben answered, “Yes, ma’am, we sure did. Three days later. Well, actually, he never did see me. I got my revenge with a rifle ball. It did my heart good to see that Injun fall Then, I skedaddled away from there. Those Injuns looked and looked for me, but never did find me. He was Pawnee.”

Mary Sue, then asked, “What was your wife’s name, Ben? If you don’t mind me asking.” Ben rubbed the back of his neck, as Mary Sue, then said, “If it pains you too much, Ben, I - we understand.”

Ben, then replied, “Her name was. Little Turtle. I called her, Lettie. Could never git it right in her language, though.” Chuckling, “She used to laugh whenever I tried sayin’ it.” He became somber, then said, “I shor’ly did love that laugh.”

Surprised, young Will asked, “You married a squaw, Ben?”

Ben replied, “I did. Shoshone to be exact. She was as purdy as a speckled pup, too, let me tell you. We met when I was thirty-five, if I recollect correctly. The reason we met was, I had found this young Shoshone boy layin’ by the crick a few miles from their encampment. 

“He looked to be no older than ten, maybe twelve years old. I reckoned he just slipped and fell, hittin’ his head on a rock, or somethin’ when I came up on him. Then, I found he was wounded, and had lost a lot of blood. He was a little delirious at times, but he kept pointing to where the Shoshone encampment was. So, I tended to his wound as best I could, then slung him over my saddle as I rode on the hump, and headed for the Shoshone encampment. He was talking deliriously at times in his language, but I didn’t understand a single word of it.”

Another girl spoke, saying, “Wasn’t you scared, Ben? Going in there?”

Ben replied, “Mighty scared, Emma Lou. Mighty scared, but I knew I had to do right by that boy.” Jimmy Joe, then said, “I bet you got an unwelcome reception when you rode in.”

All the boys and girls laughed.

Ben said, “Simmer down now. Just, simmer down, you ruffians. Jimmy Joe’s right. I did git an unwelcome reception when I rode in. At first, they couldn’t believe that a white man would bring back one of their own, wounded, or not. They just stood there lookin’ at me for a minute. Those Injuns were armed to the teeth, and I was plum scared right down to my boots. Well, sir, they took that boy from the saddle and carried him away, then they swept me from my horse and began to pummel me while I was tryin’ to defend myself.”

The boys and girls all went, “Ooo!”

Ben looked at the boys and girls as they sat back with eyes wide, mouths ajar.

Ben leaned forward, saying, “Watch yourselves.”

The boys and girls cleared the way, then Ben spit his tobacco juice out into the street, then slowly leaned back in his chair.

Then, Ben said, “If it weren’t for their chief, Ka-Ju-Ka which means, ‘Walks without sound’, they’d a lifted my hair for shor, and me alive while doin’ it. Ka-Ju-Ka spoke purdy good, but broken American. He finally got them Injuns off me and made ‘em stand back from me. I lay there cowerin’ like a little whipped pup. When they left me alone, I looked up at the man who took ‘em off me. Ka-Ju-Ka gave me a stern look, then turned in the direction the young boy was taken. He, then turned back to me and gave me that same stern look. He shouted again in his language and the Injuns backed up even further.”

Young Henry, then asked, excitedly, “What happened then, Ben?”

Ben answered, saying, “Well, sir, like I said, that Injun gave me a stern look. I lay, lookin’ ‘round me at ‘em what was ‘round me as they gave me angry, menacing looks. Yes, sir, I could feel my blood run cold. Then, Ka-Ju-Ka spoke.”

******
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KA-JU-KA SAID, “YOU either very brave, or very foolish, white eyes. Why risk life for young one? You not know we could kill you for bein’ a white man? How we not know you not do that to young one?”

Ben replied, “If I had, I’d a left him dyin’ by the crick. He needed help. I helped him and brought him here.”

Ka-Ju-Ka, then asked, “Why white man help Shoshone young one?”

As Ben looked around him, he said, “I thought it was a good idea at the time.” Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, “I coulda been wrong ‘bout that idea.”

Ka-Ju-Ka spoke in his language, then Ben was roughly brought to his feet. As Ben stood there, he stood on shaky legs as the Shoshone braves pressed in on him, shoving him from one brave to the other. He was breathing erratically from being beaten by the Shoshone. He stood looking at Ka-Ju-Ka, wondering what was going to happen next. Ka-Ju-Ka shouted in his language and they, again backed away from Ben. 

Ben said, “Thanks for gittin’ ‘em off me.”

Ka-Ju-Ka replied, “Come. We go.”

Nervously, Ben asked, “Where?”

As he turned to walk away, Ka-Ju-Ka answered, “With me.”

******
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BEN, THEN SAID, “WELL, to make a long story short, Ka-Ju-Ka repaid my bravery, or generosity, or whatever ya want to call it with the maiden, Little Turtle. I still to this day don’t know how old she was. Purdy as a picture she was. To me anyways, and that’s all that mattered. Even when givin’ a gift such as Little Turtle as a thank you, I was still not welcome. If it weren’t for Ka-Ju-Ka. I doubt if I’d be tellin’ this story. My hair would a been hangin’ off ah some Shoshone’s war lance, and the rest of me woulda been fed to the wolves. So, I grabbed Little Turtle and lit out for the hills, leaving Ka-Ju-Ka to watch after us. I expected at any minute they would come chasin’ after me, but they didn’t. Of which, I was very happy ‘bout.” Ben, again leaned forward, saying, “Watch yourselves.”

The boys and girls cleared the way as Ben spit his tobacco juice out into the street, then slowly leaned back in his chair.

Ben, then said, “Are my eyes deceivin’ me, or is it just ‘bout dusk?”

The boys and girls, then turned their attention to the coming darkness.

Then, young Will said, “Dang! It’ll be dark soon, and I missed supper. Ma will snatch me baldheaded if I don’t git home. Pa will probably skin me alive as it is.” Young Will stood, saying, “I’ll see ya tomorrow, Ben.” As he ran home, he turned, saying, “Bye.”

Then, the others said just about the same thing, as they ran for home. Ben just sat in his chair chuckling. Just then, a man walked up and handed him a bottle of beer.

Ben looked up at the man, who stood smiling at him, then said, “Thanks, Burl.” 
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CHAPTER TWO

Sad Situation
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In late morning of the next day, Benjamin Leonard Singletary was seated in an old-fashioned wheel chair, and was being wheeled to his favorite chair on the boardwalk by two kindly gentlemen. People said their, ‘hellos’, as they passed by. Ben replied his usual, “Howdy,” nodded his head, then he was being placed in his chair by two kindly gentlemen. 

When he had settled into his chair, he looked at both men, saying, “Thank you, Floyd. Clem. I appreciate it.”

Floyd replied for both, “You’re welcome, Ben. Can we do anythin’ else for ya?”

Ben smiled, then said, “A little too early for beer but, I can use a bottle later.”

Clem and Floyd both chuckled, Clem, then said, “Alright, Ben. We’ll be ‘round and check on ya ever now and again.”

Ben replied, “I thank ya, fellas.”

With that said, Floyd and Clem walked away, talking between themselves.

Before they had gone too far, Ben yelled out, “Hey, fellas?”

Both men stopped, turning to Ben, Floyd asked, “Whatcha need, Ben?”

Ben replied, “I can use another plug o’ tobaccy, if ya could. I have but a little bit left, and I’ll pay ya back when ya git back.”

Clem, chuckled, then said, “Alright, Ben. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

Ben said, “Thanks, Clem.”

His weathered, wrinkled face, with big blue eyes stared out from under his worn, wide brimmed, Cavalry style hat on the main street of the small town of Happy Jack, Arizona. He smiled at those who say, ‘hello’, as they pass by, and him, saying, “Howdy,” and him nodding his head. to those who pay their respects to this man known as, Benjamin Leonard Singletary. 

Even though he had been awake since just before daybreak, as was his custom, in his advanced age, Ben still needed to take a nap, which he did. Though the noise of a few buckboards and horses, and the noise of the small town itself, he never was awakened by that noise. There were a few people who became concerned at his unawareness of the noise, wondered if he had not passed from this world. Their concerns were relieved when they were informed by Clem Goodman, who had brought Ben his plug of tobacco, of who he was, and that this was his normal routine. With their concern taken care of, they went on their way. 

Inside the saloon, a newcomer, dressed in a fur coat past his waist, down to the top of his Larrigan leather boots, and a weathered, wide brimmed hat, full facial beard, sporting a knife on his left side and a holstered pistol on his right side. 

He stood at the bar, saying, “Give me a beer barkeep.”

When he was given his beer, he took a swallow, then said, “There’s an ol’ man in a chair outside. He looks asleep, but somebody aught, maybe to check on him. He might be dead. Who is he anyways?”

Chris Lonnigan smiled, then answered, “His name is, Benjamin Leonard Singletary. He has become quite a legend in his own time. He has become a man of prominence here in Happy Jack. Folks here just love him, and see to his needs whatever that may be.” 

As he turned towards the batwings, he took another swallow of his beer, then he wiped his mouth with his shirted sleeve, then said, “Such goin’s on over a no account ol’ man.”

Everyone in the saloon took offence to that as a low moan of displeasure rose from them.

Then, Chris Lonnigan asked, “What reason do you have in sayin’ that, Mister?”

The man answered, “I have my reasons, but none that I’d like to discuss now.” 

Wiping down the bar, the bartender said, “I’d be real careful what you say ‘bout Ben Singletary, Mister. People in this town have come to respect that ol’ man, and any disrespect towards him will be met with hard feelin’s, and possible...”

The man interrupted, saying, “To me, he’s just a no account ol’ man.” Downing his beer, he wiped his mouth with his shirted sleeve, then said, “Thanks for the beer.”.

As he stepped to the batwings, he pushed them aside, leaving the saloon.

The bartender looked at Chris Lonnigan, saying, “Ya might wanna see where that man goes, Chris. He may not be friendly towards Ben.”

Never taking his eyes off of the batwings as they flapped back and forth, Chris replied, “Good idea, Mike.”

Chris Lonnigan, Floyd Carter, and Clem Goodman exited the saloon, keeping their eyes on the newcomer as he mounted his horse, and turned him away from the saloon. They stood on the boardwalk watching as the man rode out of town.

Going back into the saloon, Floyd said, “He’s gone, Mike. Rode outta town just now.”

Clem, then said, “Some folks just have no good upbringin’ to respect their elders.”

Chris said, “Well, we don’t have to worry ’bout him. He’s gone, and I say good riddance.”

Mike, the bartender, then said, “Well, gents, it seems to me, the next round of drinks is on the house.” Throwing his hand in the air, he said, “Whatever your pi’son.“

Everyone in the saloon sent up a cheer as they shuffled their way, and bellied themselves up to the bar with friendly chatter and gaiety between them.

Around two o’clock that afternoon, Ben awoke from his nap. Shortly thereafter, he was surrounded by the young boys and girls wanting him to continue with his story telling. He noticed young Will was not among them.

Ben asked, “Where’s young, Will?”

Young Henry answered, “Aww, his pa gave him a whoopin’, and sent him to bed with no supper. He’s not allowed to leave home for a couple days, except for school.”

Ben replied, “Aww, that’s too bad.” 

Ben reached into his right jacket pocket for his plug tobacco, and found a new plug with the old one. He, then remembered he had asked for a new plug and there it was. He didn’t know which one bought it for him, whether it was Clem Goodman, or Floyd Carter, but whoever it was, he would gladly pay that man back.

Ben took the last bit of his old plug and deposited it into his mouth, and chewed a little to soften it.

After a few minutes, Ben, then said, “Watch yourselves.”

The boys and girls parted the way as Ben spat his tobacco juice out into the street, then slowly leaned back in his chair.

Becky Lynn, then asked, “So, what story are you going to tell us today, Ben?”

Young Jack said, “Yeah, Ben, and make it a long story and tell us everything. Okay?”

Ben chuckled a little, saying, “I’ll do what I can, young Jack. Ya do know my memory aint what it used to be.”

Young Tom, then said, “Aww, Ben, we know that, but you’ve done just fine so far.”

Ben replied, “Well, thank you kind sir.” Ben rubbed the back of his neck, then asked, “Today is what? Sunday is it?”Beth answered, “It’s Sunday, Ben. You go to church, Ben?”

Ben replied, “Not with four walls, I don’t. My church is the wide-open spaces. The mountains, deserts, prairies, meadows, rivers, cricks, streams, and lakes is my church. I don’t need the kinda church with four walls to just sit and listen to a man spoutin’ words, when I can see with my own eyes what wonders God has made. That’s somethin’ ya can’t put words to. And, when ya do, the words don’t seem to capture the full beauty, and the grand design of what you’re lookin’ at.”
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