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Dedication:

To all of you who have touched my life all these years, sadly some are not here today. Yet. I only need to close my eyes and once again you are back, here with me. We shared so many memories, both good times and sad. I often go back and cherish that special bond we all had. Those precious memories and love together went hand and hand. As I take this pen in hand, I remember with fondness, each and every one of you. Until we are together again, allow these words to honor you, my dear friends.
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Chapter 1
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There has always been since the beginning of time men with dreams. Dreams of seeing far beyond that crimson sunset, over those majestic shiny peaks. Carter Calhan was one of those men. He had a dream, no, it was a passion to build a trellis bridge that would run right along the mountains and straight through to California. Not only did he convince the railroad on this venture, he even got the folks in Washington to help foot half the money to get the project off the ground. And so as the men of Calhan Lumber settled on the Montana countryside and built that dream, that was eight years ago. The railroad did come along with the territory becoming first state in the union, but what really was the surprise was the lovely and only girl of Tom and Rose Dylan given in marriage to Wesley Calhan and they settle in Montana. Why from the start, anyone who knew these two saw they were destined for each other. As Doc Withers said they just needed a bit of a shovel and let nature take its course. Oh Calhan Lumber was still around, but running it now was Niles Brundage. Niles grew up with Wes as they both worked beside Carter, many say the boys make the company what it was. And everyone agreed there was no one better suited to take it over than Niles. Besides, with Wes now settled in the life of a rancher, there was little time for him to handle the logging business, nor have an interest in it.

No, it seemed Carter Calhan’s son decided to plant his roots in the good earth of Montana and become a rancher. Oh, make no mistake, it was not an easy task for the boy, and his pa fought him every step of the way. Called him stupid and simple-minded, letting his life be ruled by a woman, but Wes had made up his mind and no one could change it. It also took patience on both young Wes and Tom to teach the boy ranching and at times, everyone knew if it wasn’t for his dedication to Morgan, that boy would be back to the lumber mills. But it was his dedication and love for Morgan that kept him right there on the Stalking Wolf Ranch. He found that not only the mountains shine. The ranch was named after the Crow warrior who saved Wes’ life in the earlier days, when Calhan lumber came out to Montana. Seems back in those days not everyone was in favor of the railroad or the fact that other folks would be coming to this fine land. Maybe even to discover what was really in those hills that glistened in the sun. Oh, there was one person, a fine upstanding law-abiding citizen or so one though the mayor Conway. Seems the good mayor had by accident found an abandoned mine in the south end of one of the mountains. Now being the curious fella, he decided in the best interest of all to look into the cave. Well, to his surprise, there was that popular and sought after yellow rocks so many folks searched for and here they be sitting here just for the taking. He looked about for anything that would tell him who owned this dig, but nothing was there Could be whoever started the mine either died or was killed either way there was no sign anyone had been there in quite a spell. He took a few samples and headed back to the fort. Knowing very well he couldn’t have the rocks tested at the fort but he could send them out by stage to Billings, the assessor would be able not only to test it, but to keep this find hidden, by registered under another name.

With the Calhan Lumber Company up in those hills, Conway began to see his comfortable nest egg might somehow be found and something had to be done to protect it and fast. He enlisted the help of some trappers after all, they never came near the fort. They did all their trading with the traders at the Canadian border. They always were able to slip around those Crow Indians up there without getting caught. Their big mistake, unfortunately, was shooting that logger. Something Conway did not tell them to do. With that, a flag went up and when the Crows were not blamed, more questions surfaced. It was then that Conway knew that young Calhan kid was going to be trouble and something had to be done with him. There had to be a way to deal with him and still keep the mine active. The killing of the logger was a stupid mistake. A mistake that kept the entire camp’s attention at all times up on that south side and all strangers were searched before they got near the campsite. Conway was hoping he could persuade the army to be convinced that the Crow Indians were responsible for the death of the logger and that they should be relocated like they had done to the Cherokees back east. But the army needed more proof and so far there was none. Having that crumble down would not only block off the passage, but set the loggers schedule back by months, it would give Conway more time for his diggings. But as summer became fall and the chill touched the air it was Wes’ job to check out new sites for the new trellis. If the weather held up, they could have it half done before the first snow. He then suddenly saw shadows on the ledge above him and he slowly made his way up and behind the cove of a fir trees. Here he was able to see what was going on. So absorbed in watching two trappers setting their traps he failed to hear the other coming up behind him and hit him over the head. When he awoke sometime later, he found himself tied to a bed in a cabin somewhere he suspected in the area. In the other room the sound of three men were heard. “ How long do we have to keep this one tied up? “Why don’t we just kill him?”“ Now you know we got into trouble killing that logger last year. Mister Conway don’t want trouble. He says he don’t want no one up here.”

The first voice went silent as a knock on the door is heard and in walked Conway.” Well did you get it done? I didn’t hear the explosion.” The older voice shyly said, “we had a bit of a problem Sir.” 

“Problem? What kind of a problem? I don’t pay you to have problems.” 

“Well Sir, that young Calhan saw us up there, and we had to...” 

A smile came to Conway’s face, “So you killed him. Good, that’s one problem out of the way.” 

“Oh no sir, honestly we wouldn’t do that he’s all tied up in the back room.” 

“In the back room! Have you lost your mind bringing him here?” Conway rushed into the back room where Wes is faking he’s asleep. Conway gets closer and takes a closer look. 

Wes remains still and doesn’t move a muscle until he hears Conway and the men move. As he hears the door close, he slowly continues trying to break loose of the ropes tying his hands. But he’s still able to hear Conway giving them orders to kill him before the end of this day. 

“I don’t care how you do it, just do it.” He grabbed Wes’ jacket that was on the chair by the door and left. He had a plan he would head back to the fort and give that mule headed captain a long story of how the Crow war party got the Calhan boy and rode off with him and it would be a good idea to have the army handle this matter. 

Why it was foolproof, he could get rid of Calhan and the Indians all with one move.
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Chapter 3 
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It was almost dark when Mayor Conway made his way back to the fort. He headed toward his home on the other side of town. Sitting on the porch out of sight of anyone walking by. He went into the side door and into his office. Slowly. he lit the lamp and opened the closet door and took out an arrow from the shelf. He proceeded to stick it in Wes’ jacket, leaving a hole in the back of the garment. Satisfied that it looked like he was attacked, he proceeded to grab some dirt from the potted plant near the door and rub it on the jacket. Convinced it would prove his story, he proceeded to blow out the lamp and head for the captain’s office. As he grew closer to the captain’s quarters, he began to stagger as if he had been in sone sort of encounter, Seeing a private walking toward him he immediately began to look as if he needed his help. “Private, please help, I need to see the captain, I have to tell him...” 
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